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CHAPTER 1
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Beneath the dense jungle canopy, Abigail Thompson and Ibrahim Nkurunziza lay, their bodies slick with sweat and heaving with each breath. She felt the strength of his muscular frame as he held her close, even in sleep. The memory of their passionate union sent a shiver down her spine.

The sounds of insects and birds filled the air as they lay together in their private afterglow. She felt his heart beating against her side, each pulse strong and rhythmic, like a drum marking time.

"Abigail," Adam called from outside the thatched hut. He had been compliant since Ibrahim had saved them from a lion attack. Still, she could detect the jealousy in her young American husband's voice.

"Coming," Abigail whispered, attempting to speak softly to avoid waking the sleeping man entwined with her. Despite her efforts, she failed. Ibrahim kissed her gently on the forehead before disentangling their limbs. His lips traced her cheek, and his hands moved over her body slowly.

The sun cast beams of light that danced on the skin of their entwined bodies. Ibrahim's form, chiseled by years of hard labor and survival, contrasted against Abigail's soft curves. A primal beauty was etched on both of them, magnified by the raw vulnerability of their shared intimacy.

"Abigail," Adam's voice echoed again, this time closer, his footsteps crunching on the fallen leaves outside the tent. His presence, once comforting, now felt intrusive to the world she was discovering with Ibrahim.

"Stay," Ibrahim murmured, his voice a soothing baritone in the still morning. “He'll wait. Adam has nowhere to go.” His fingers traced the contours of her body, each touch igniting a flame that bore into her soul.

Ibrahim's hand enveloped hers, guiding her down. His skin was hot, a living flame beneath her fingertips. Her hand found him, hard and insistent. His breath hitched, a soft gasp escaping his lips. His grip tightened around her hand, guiding her movements.

Her touch was exploratory, curious. His body responded, a pulsing beat beneath her palm. His eyes, dark and intense, held hers, a silent plea for more.

His body tensed, his column of muscle straining against her touch. His breaths came in short, clipped gasps, matching the rhythm of her movements. The tension built, a crescendo of desire and anticipation.

Each stroke was a promise, a silent vow of pleasure. His grip on her hand tightened, his body arching into her touch. His eyes squeezed shut, surrendering to the sensations she elicited.

His body shuddered, a raw primal energy coursing through him. His grip slackened, his body collapsing into the soft bedding beneath them. His breaths came in ragged gasps, his body slick.

His eyes found hers, a soft smile tugging at his lips. His hand, still entwined with hers, brought her fingers to his lips, pressing a soft kiss to her knuckles.

The air between them was electric, charged with an intensity that left her breathless. Their bodies, entwined in the early morning light, were a promise of more to come.

Abigail’s heart pounded against her chest, the beating a wild rhythm to the symphony of nature around them. She thought of Adam, of her life back in Boston, of the monotony it now seemed.

Here, in the jungle, however, life was more vibrant, more intense. Every breath she took was a cocktail of earthy scents, moist soil mixed with the tangy aroma of wild fruits. Every sound, every movement was amplified by the rawness of their environment.

Ibrahim's lips found hers, a soft yet demanding kiss that stirred her from her thoughts. His hands roamed her body with an expertise that sent shivers of anticipation coursing through her.

"Abigail," Adam called again. His voice was sharper now, the undercurrent of jealousy sharp.

She broke the kiss, her breath mingling with Ibrahim's. "I should go," she whispered, her eyes meeting his. In them, she saw a universe of emotions that mirrored her own.

"Go," he nodded, his fingers lingering on her skin for a moment before retreating. As she, sore and wet, she cast one last look at Ibrahim. His form, silhouetted by the dappled sunlight – a memory of an intoxicating intimacy that was as thrilling as it was shameful.

Abigail giggled and steadied herself, not bothering to cover her slender body. No part of her needed to be hidden from either of the men. The heat was oppressive anyway. Why should she cover up when they knew her so intimately? Instead, Abigail walked out of the tent naked, her skin glowing under the African sun.

"Adam..." Abigail barely dared to meet his gaze. His eyes were filled with a storm of unspoken emotions – love, betrayal, and an odd yearning – yet he seemed unable to express them. She knew he should be angry with her, with both of them, but instead, he seemed oddly captivated by the intense desire between the big African man and her.

She opened her mouth as if to speak, then stopped herself. She surveyed him once more before choosing her words. "Are you... are you alright?"

"Of course." His voice was shaky, unconvincing. "Just... learning, I suppose."

"Learning?" she echoed, stepping closer to him.

"About myself. About us." He reached out, his fingertips tracing the curve of her cheek. His touch was tentative, gentle, and loving despite his turmoil. Adam seemed more unsure of himself than she had ever seen him before.

"Abigail!" Ibrahim's deep voice boomed as he emerged from the tent, his dark skin glistening beneath the sun. "It's time."

Both Abigail and Adam looked up. "Time for what?"

"For your lesson."

"My lesson?" Abigail wasn't precisely sure what Ibrahim was talking about but seeing Adam's eyes and how they had widened in shock at the nude figure of her African man, she decided it was best to move along. "Okay."

Adam seemed unable to draw his gaze away from the immense size of Ibrahim's penis. It seemed impossibly large compared to his own. He couldn't help but wonder how petite Abigail could have possibly accommodated a monster like that?

For reasons beyond his understanding, Adam found himself enthralled. It both frightened and amazed him all at once.

"Coming," Abigail replied, glancing back at Adam with guilt and longing. As she walked away, her narrow girlish bottom swayed. She could feel both men's eyes on her – one filled with envy, the other with possessive pride.

"Adam," Ibrahim said gruffly. "I need you to fetch water from the river."

"Uhm, ok," Adam's voice barely audible.

Ibrahim continued, "Once you have the water, boil it to be drinkable. In the meantime, wash those bed sheets from our tent. Abigail, and I made a mess."

Adam nodded numbly as he watched Ibrahim lead Abigail deeper into the jungle.

For a moment, he stood there, lost in thought. Then, with a resigned sigh, he picked up a pair of empty water jugs and trudged down the muddy path to the river, his heart heavy with the weight of his own weakness and conflicting emotions.

He wanted Abigail to be happy, feel cherished and fulfilled. He wanted them both to feel safe from the dangers of the Rwandan Civil War. Protecting Abigail was his only wish, so that's what he had decided to do; put himself in a subordinate role.

And yet it tore him apart inside - he couldn't help but look upon this situation as another betrayal. A betrayal against himself and his own desires. And a betrayal against Abigail. It had been their honeymoon, after all... So what if it had been her idea to come to this dangerous place in Africa. He was her husband, and part of him wished he was man enough to act the part.

At least she seemed happy and content, judging by her bouncy step and chipper demeanor.

The sounds of the jungle surrounded him – birds calling, insects buzzing, leaves rustling. But beneath it all, Adam couldn't shake the image of his beautiful Abby, her body entwined with Ibrahim's, her desire unapologetically embracing the forbidden nature of her situation.

As the river came into view, Adam paused, staring at his reflection in the still water.

Despite the jealousy and pain, he knew he would do anything to protect Abigail, to keep her safe in this treacherous world.

Adam tried to focus on the task as he returned to scrub the tent's floor and stood to gather up the soiled bed sheets. He tried to ignore the source of their wetness as best he could, the obvious cum and signs of vigorous and shared lovemaking that had just recently happened.

Then his thoughts inevitably drifted to Abigail.

The thought of her, alone, with Ibrahim in another part of the forest sent a shiver down Adam's spine.

He knew she was probably being instructed by Ibrahim in the traditional African ways according to African customs. She was being prepared for her future as an African wife. Adam couldn't shake the image of their entwined bodies, the sounds of their passionate union floating through the humid jungle air…
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The sun blazed. The jungle hummed.

Abigail, naked, followed Ibrahim. His form, a beacon, guided her through the dappled light.

Ibrahim stopped. He turned. His eyes, dark and intense, met hers.

"Lesson one," he said, his voice a rumble. "Survival."

Ibrahim held out his pistol. It glinted in the sunlight. Abigail reached out, her fingers brushing against the cool metal.

"Your weapon," he said. His gaze was steady. His tone was firm.

The sky was clear.

Ibrahim stepped closer. His body was warm. His scent was intoxicating.

"Lesson two," he murmured, his lips brushing against her ear. "Control."

Ibrahim’s hands guided hers. The gun was steady. The aim was true.

"Your power," he whispered, his breath hot against her skin.

Ibrahim released her. Thunder ripped the atmosphere. The bullet flew. The target was hit. It fell. Dead.

"Your victory," he said, his eyes gleaming with pride.

Ibrahim kissed her. His lips were soft. His touch was firm.

"Lesson three," he murmured against her lips. "Reward."

Ibrahim's hands roamed. Abigail's body arched. Their connection was electric.

"Your pleasure," he whispered against her skin.

Ibrahim claimed her. Abigail surrendered. Their bodies moved in rhythm.

"Your love," he breathed into her ear, his voice a husky whisper.

Adam heard. His heart shattered. His love was lost.

The sun set. The jungle quieted.

Abigail was changed. Ibrahim was satisfied.

Adam was broken. But the lessons were just beginning.
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"Adam?" came Abigail's soft voice, startling him from his dream. She stood at the tent entrance, naked, beautiful as ever, her eyes filled with concern. "Are you okay?"

"Fine," he muttered, forcing a smile, righting himself from where he had slumped into their mattress, but his gaze remained fixed on the floor. "Just...busy."

Abigail's gaze lingered on Adam, her brow furrowed with worry. His skin was pale, his eyes glassy. The lion's bite on his arm was red and swollen, the infection spreading despite their best efforts.

"Adam," Ibrahim's voice was low, he stepped around Abigail and into the tent, his hand reaching out to touch Adam's forehead. "You're burning up. Fever is back."

Adam jerked away, his gaze finally meeting Ibrahim's. There was a challenge in his eyes, a silent refusal to show weakness.

"Leave it," Adam hissed, his voice raspy.

But Ibrahim was already moving, his large frame disappearing into the forest.

Abigail remained, her hand hovering over Adam's arm. Her touch was light, almost hesitant.

"Adam," she whispered, her voice barely audible. "We need to treat this. The lion’s bite, on your shoulder. It hasn’t quite healed."

Adam shook his head, his gaze hardening. "I said leave it."

Abigail pulled back, her heart aching. Adam was stubborn, always had been. But this was different. This was dangerous.

The jungle was silent, the tension palpable.

Abigail watched as Adam struggled to sit up, his body trembling with the effort. His face was pale, his lips dry.

"I'm fine," he insisted, his voice barely a whisper.

But Abigail knew better. She could see the pain in his eyes, the effort it took for him to even speak.

"Ibrahim will bring medicine," she said, her voice soft. "You need to rest."

Adam's gaze flickered to the entrance of the tent, his expression unreadable. "I don't need his help."

Abigail bit her lip, her heart pounding. She knew Adam was proud, but this was more than pride. This was jealousy, pure and simple.

"Ibrahim is just trying to help," she said, her voice gentle. "We all are."

Adam's gaze turned to her, his eyes dark. "I don't need your help either."

Abigail flinched, her heart aching. She knew Adam was in pain, but his words still stung. She stood, her gaze lingering on Adam for a moment before she turned to leave.

"I'll be outside," she said, her voice barely a whisper. "If you need me."

Adam said nothing, his gaze fixed on the floor.

Abigail stepped outside, her heart heavy. She could hear the sounds of the jungle, the distant calls of birds, the rustling of leaves.

But all she could think about was Adam, alone and in pain.

Ibrahim returned, a stout older woman following. She was carrying a bag. The tribe's medical supplies were scarce and had to be preserved, Abigail knew. His gaze met Abigail's, his expression serious.

"We need to treat him," he said, his voice low. "Now."

Abigail nodded, her heart pounding. She knew what needed to be done. She just hoped Adam would let them.

As they entered the tent, Abigail couldn't help but feel a sense of dread.

Adam was stubborn, proud. But he was also sick, and getting worse. Again.

They needed to help him, whether he wanted it or not.

Because without him, … no. Abigail wasn't ready to face that reality. Not yet.


CHAPTER 2
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Ibrahim perched on the cot's edge, his bare, muscled arms folded. He was methodically outlining the allure of village life. The lantern light danced on his dark skin, casting a ghostly radiance across the tent.

Adam and Abigail sat at his feet, their bodies bare and vulnerable. Abigail squirmed, feeling the remnants of Ibrahim’s intimacy trickling down her inner thigh. Each time Ibrahim's gaze landed on her, a blush would creep up her cheeks, setting them ablaze.

Adam, however, was completely engrossed in Ibrahim's persuasive words.

Ibrahim's voice, a deep and enticing rumble, filled the air as he painted a picture of the village. Vibrant fields. A marketplace pulsating with life. A symphony of crickets under the starlit sky. His words were an intoxicating promise.

"Solid huts. Safe," he said, his words punctuated by the dark promise in his eyes. "No beast dares to intrude."

His tribe, respected. Allies, united. The thought of being enveloped in this fortress of strength made Abigail's pulse quicken. His gaze, intense and unwavering, was a flame against the chill of the night.

Adam, silent. His brow furrowed, a testament to his turmoil. Safety for Abigail was his priority. His instincts screamed danger. But the tension between them was palpable, a thread pulled taut.

Abigail's arrival would stir a tempest of jealousy. They would be outsiders, intruders in Ibrahim's tribe, their foreignness sparking suspicion and bitterness among the villagers.

Adam exhaled, a deep, troubled sigh. He turned to Abigail, her body still trembling from Ibrahim's sudden appearance. This was going to be a challenge, for both of them.

"Consider it, Abigail," Ibrahim's voice softened, a gentle plea. "In my village, my brothers will guard you. You'll be embraced by a community, learning our ways." His gaze flicked to Adam. "Both of you."

Abigail's lip quivered between her teeth. She looked at Adam, saw her own turmoil reflected in his eyes.

Their future hung in the balance – safety in the village, or the wild freedom of the forest camp?

"Abigail, I need you to be safe," Adam's voice trembled, barely a whisper.

The air thickened with their shared uncertainty, each wrestling with the potential gains and losses of their choice. A decision that would alter their lives irrevocably – one way or the other.

Abigail's thoughts danced to the man at whose feet she sat. Just moments ago, he'd claimed her, again, his muscular arms wrapping around her, his whispers stirring her senses. His kisses ignited her, making her feel invincible. Could she leave the forest camp for his village? Would that mean surrendering to his intense desires? And Adam, so willing to accept Ibrahim's authority, could their love endure the complex web of jealousy, desire, and possession threatening to engulf them?

In the dimly lit tent, a daunting decision lurked. A thrilling enigma they needed to unravel. Their hearts pounded in their chests. The forbidden desires hung heavily in the air.

The thunderstorm howled outside, casting ghostly shadows on their canvas shelter. Abigail and Adam sat close, their hands almost touching.

"Adam," Abigail's voice trembled, "staying here means constant danger. Raids, wild beasts, sickness. The medicine woman in the village. She'll be there all the time. She'll help you. Help us."

Adam's voice was barely a whisper in the darkness. He looked up at Ibrahim. "Is she already pregnant?"

Ibrahim's face softened. "No, not yet, but soon. That's another reason to move."

"We'll face this together, the three of us. My love for you will never waver."

"Thank you, Ibrahim," she murmured, leaning into his leg. But her smile wavered as she turned to Adam.

He hesitated, his gaze dropping to their feet. "I... I don't know, Abby. But if that's what it takes to ensure our safety and happiness, I'll do whatever."

Abigail's eyes locked onto Adam's, and she saw the determination in his expression.

"Adam, I-I, thank you," she whispered huskily.

They both looked up at Ibrahim, who beamed down like the happy giant he was. "Good. We leave at sundown. Be ready."


CHAPTER 3
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Abigail stood bare, her skin shimmering in the firelight. Her alabaster complexion was a stark contrast to the Elder’s rich, dark skin. His piercing gaze was unyielding, stirring a heat within her that mingled with fear and expectation. Ibrahim had made it clear - she was a tribute, a gift to honor ancient customs. Omari was the chief, his decree, the ultimate law.

Omari circled her, his eyes devouring her form. His gaze traced her contours, lingering on the swell of her breasts, the arch of her waist, the length of her limbs. He seemed to memorize every detail of her, from the freckles dusting her shoulders to the faint scar etched on her thigh. She felt raw, exposed under his gaze, but she hid her vulnerability behind a mask of determination.

The hut was silent but for Omari's heavy breaths, a testament to his intense scrutiny. Finally, he retreated, settling into his chair near the fire. He shared a satisfied look with Ibrahim before addressing him. "She will be a valuable addition to our village; she's a vibrant beauty."

His gaze returned to her, beckoning her closer.

"Look at me," he demanded, his voice rough and commanding.

Abigail complied. Omari's eyes roamed her body, appraising. Heat crept up her cheeks.

"You are indeed a treasure," he said. "Your husband honors me with this gift."

Abigail remained silent, remembering Ibrahim's instructions to be obedient and respectful. She fought to keep her breath steady, caught between fear and an illicit desire.

Omari smiled, his teeth stained from years of chewing khat leaves. "You will join me tonight," he said. "It's tradition."

Abigail's mouth went dry. She knew she had to comply, to prove her loyalty to Ibrahim and gain acceptance into the tribe.

Yet, part of her craved this. Craved the touch of this old, powerful man. The thought sent a wave of shame and desire through her, leaving her reeling.

She lowered her eyes, her cheeks burning, waiting for the elder to dismiss her. The sounds of the village drifted through the hut's walls, drums beating in the distance, as her heart raced with forbidden need.

Omari stood and stepped closer, reaching out a gnarled hand. He gripped Abigail's chin and tilted her face, studying her features. His calloused fingers trailed down her neck, over her collarbone.

"Soft skin," he murmured. "Like velvet."

Abigail shuddered, torn between revulsion and desire. She could feel the heat of his touch, smell the tang of sweat and spice on his skin. Her breath came faster.

Omari slid his hand lower, cupping her breast. Abigail gasped, heat pooling between her legs. She bit her lip, struggling not to arch into his grasp.

"Responsive, too," Omari said with a throaty chuckle. "Your husband chose well."

Abigail's face burned. She didn't dare look at Ibrahim, though she could feel his eyes on her, watching the elder manhandle his new wife. Her body tingled with shame and need, responding to Omari's probing touches.

The hut was sweltering, the air thick with tension. Abigail could hear her pulse pounding in her ears and feel the slow slide of Omari's calloused fingers over her skin. She struggled to stand still, torn between pushing him away and pulling him closer.

"Lovely," Omari purred, his touch drifting lower still. Abigail whimpered, heat and moisture gathering between her thighs.

Through the haze of desire, she glimpsed Ibrahim's gaze intent upon her, eyes dark with lust and possession. Her cheeks flamed anew, but she couldn't stop the soft moan that escaped her lips as Omari's fingers found their prize.

Omari chuckled again, low and pleased. His fingers stroked through Abigail's damp folds, exploring her most intimate places. She shuddered, caught between mortification and arousal.

"So wet already," Omari said. He slid one thick finger inside her, and Abigail gasped, hands clenching at her sides. "You like this, don't you? Being touched, being taken in front of your husband and the whole village."

Abigail bit her lip hard enough to taste blood, shaking her head in denial as her traitorous body arched into his touch. Omari only laughed, working his finger in and out of her slick channel in slow, deliberate thrusts.

"Lies," he said softly. "Your body betrays you, wife of Ibrahim. You ache for this. For me."

He curled his finger, finding a spot that made stars burst behind Abigail's eyes. She cried out, trembling, and saw Ibrahim's gaze darken further. Her face burned anew, but Omari's finger's slow, relentless slide made it impossible to cling to her shame.

"Please," she whispered, not knowing if she begged for more or for mercy.

Omari's answering smile was predatory. "Greedy," he chided, sliding a second finger into her depths. Abigail whimpered, rocking her hips to meet his thrusts, all pretense of reluctance gone.

"Look at you," Omari purred, twisting his wrist. "So eager for my touch. So willing to be claimed before the village for all to see." His fingers stroked deep, wringing a desperate moan from Abigail's lips. "You belong to the tribe now, little wife. To me."

Abigail opened her mouth, a protest dying on her lips as Omari curled his fingers inside her once more. She was drowning in sensation, in the heat of his gaze and the roughness of his touch. All she could feel was his fingers' slow, relentless slide and the burning weight of Ibrahim's stare.

"Look at me," Omari commanded, and Abigail obeyed without thought. His eyes gleamed with triumph and lust, dark with the same hunger that had drawn her to Ibrahim. "You want this," he purred, twisting his wrist to stroke her inner walls. "You need this. To be claimed, to be taken, to submit."

Abigail whimpered, rocking shamelessly into his touch. She couldn't deny the truth in his words, not with her body so eager to yield to his demands.

Omari's smile was predatory. "You will have your place in the tribe," he promised, "but first, you will have me."

He curled his fingers and pressed deep, wringing a broken cry from Abigail's lips. For a breathless moment, she forgot Ibrahim and the village and her own name, aware of nothing but their slow, relentless slide.

"Please," she gasped again, beyond pride or pretense. "Please, I need—"

"I know what you need," Omari purred, stroking deep. His eyes gleamed with dark promise, holding her gaze as he took her apart with each deliberate thrust. "And I will give it to you, little wife. I will claim you, as is my right. I will make you mine."

"Come. It is time," Omari said, dark with promise, "to take your true place." Abigail shuddered, torn between shame and longing. She knew this was wrong but craved his touch, helplessly resisting as he guided her to her knees.

Abigail swallowed hard, gazing up at the village elder. His eyes gleamed with possessive hunger and something darker, a grim triumph that made her belly twist.

She knew what he meant to do—what he expected of her. The thought should have revolted her, but instead, a hot pulse of anticipation throbbed between her legs.

Omari stroked her hair, his touch almost gentle. "Do not be afraid, little wife. You know the truth. Your body says you do." His voice was hypnotic, as if speaking straight into her mind. Suddenly Abigail could see images of African plains and people frolicking in ebullient rivers with boundless flocks of wildebeest and birds! It was like he was in her mind, and she was in his. "Yes, child, give yourself to me. You belong to Africa. And Africa will claim you. I will claim you. Ibrahim will claim you. We will join together, as is the old way."

His hand tightened in her hair, tugging her head back to bare her throat. "You will bear a child, a son of Africa, and so bind yourself to this tribe forever."

Abigail shuddered, torn between longing and dismay. To be bound so completely, claimed in body and soul...she should refuse him, she knew, but the words would not come.

Omari's smile was slow and knowing. "Your heart has already chosen, little wife. Now your body must follow." He released her hair and began to loosen the tie of his loincloth, baring his heavy arousal.

Abigail stared, frozen in place, as he guided her mouth to his swollen length. This was wrong, so wrong, and yet she opened for him without protest, helpless to deny the dark craving building inside.

Omari's groan was ragged with triumph. "Yes," he said, fisting a hand in her hair once more. "Take your place, wife, and worship as is your duty."

Abigail shuddered but did not pull away, the taste of him sharp on her tongue. She had chosen this path. It was her joice to stay on it.

Outside the hut, Adam and Ibrahim stood still beneath the stars, their faces illuminated by a thin sliver of moonlight. The night was alive with Abigail's muffled whimpers from inside the hut. They both knew what was happening, yet neither could utter a word. As if frozen in time, they waited for the chief to finish the traditional claiming of a new woman in the village.

Adam almost jumped out of his skin when he felt IIbrahim's strong hand squeeze his bony shoulder.

Ibrahim's fingers tightened, his grip almost painful. "She is strong, Adam. She chose this. She made her choice and is brave enough to see it through."

Adam turned back to the hut, unable to speak.

Ibrahim was right, Abigail was strong, but her courage only made him feel a thousand times weaker. He could not bear the thought of her lying beneath another man, submitting with soft cries and passionate moans.

Adam swallowed hard, torn between rage and despair. He could not kill the chief, not even to save Abigail, and he could not bring himself to flee the village.

But Ibrahim did not seem to share his agony. Adam looked at him and realized that the big guide actually appeared proud!

Adam could not understand how he could stand there so calmly, watching the hut with unblinking eyes. Still, he supposed that a lifetime in the desert had hardened Ibrahim into a man of stone.

"Soon enough, he will release her," Ibrahim said, his voice calm. "then I will take my wife." Adam turned back to the hut, clenching his fists in helpless fury. He knew what was coming— Ibrahim would resume his equally traditional claiming of Abigail. He was determined not to watch, not to hear, but he was helpless to tear himself away.


CHAPTER 4
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Abigail limped along the dirt path, her inner thighs rubbed raw and sticky with seed. An ache pulsed between her legs with each step.

Ibrahim's morning seed dribbled down her leg as she walked, marking her. She flushed, feeling Elder Omari's gaze on her back as he followed. Last night he had taken her roughly, pinning her wrists above her head as he rutted into her. Then Ibrahim had helped her to his own hut. Where for much of the night he had done the same to her endless and very humiliating enjoyment while Adam tried to sleep on the floor in the room next door. She whimpered at the memory, heat pooling in her belly.

Why did their claim of her body bring such shame and pleasure? She quickened her pace, desperate to escape their eyes on her, their hands groping. Yet she craved their touch, like an addiction she couldn't break.

"Slow down, little one," Ibrahim rumbled. He grasped her arm, pulling her against his chest. She stiffened, acutely aware of the slickness coating her thighs. His fingers traced down her neck, squeezing her sore breasts. Naked longer than she could remember, it had been months since she had been allowed to wear a thread of clothing. And given the heat and sultry humidity of equatorial Africa, she didn't miss the clothes so much, merely the protection they would offer from her shame, given that most other women in the village were clothed. They wore rags nonetheless, so even though not a fashion statement, her nudity spoke volumes for her status here. It was the status of a second wife, a cum receptacle, a willing succubus to three men now.

Or was it really just two? Adam had barely touched her that way since Ibrahim had claimed her. That night after Adam had officiated her second marriage to the powerful African guide.

"So eager," Ibrahim chuckled. "But we have all night to enjoy you again."

Her cheeks burned even as she leaned into his touch. She couldn't meet his gaze, afraid he would see the truth reflected there: she was theirs, body and soul, to do with as they pleased.

The elder came up behind her, cupping her sex. His fingers dipped inside, smearing their combined release. She whimpered, trembling between them.

"Our sweet girl," the elder purred, nipping her ear. "So ripe and ready for the taking."

Ibrahim grasped her chin, forcing her to look at him. His eyes gleamed with possessive heat. "And take you we shall. Again and again, until you bear our child."

She shuddered, torn between protesting and giving in to this forbidden desire they had awakened in her. In the end, she remained silent, surrendering to their claiming touch. She was theirs now, in body and soul.
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Adam helped Abigail into the river, steadying her as she limped over the rocky shore. He averted his gaze from the milky evidence of Ibrahim's most recent claim trickling down her thighs. Or was Omari the last man to spend himself in the young American wife's body?

Abigail sighed as the cool water soothed her sore flesh. She glanced at Adam, biting her lip. "I'm sorry," she whispered.

Adam swallowed hard, fighting back the bile rising in his throat. "You have nothing to apologize for."

"But I can see how much this hurts you." She touched his arm. "I never meant for things to end up this way."

"I know." He forced a smile, hoping to reassure her. "As long as you're happy, that matters to me."

It was a lie, and they both knew it. He wasn't happy, far from it. But he loved Abigail too much to deny her this, no matter how it tore him apart inside.

"Cultural differences," he said with a bitter laugh. "I should have known our reckless adventure would end in disaster."

"Disaster?" She frowned. "You can't mean that."

"Can't I?" He ran a hand through his hair. "You're carrying another man's child, Abigail. And now..." His voice broke. "Now you belong to him, not me."

"That's not true." She cupped his face, forcing him to meet her gaze. "I'll always belong to you, Adam. We don't know that that's actually happened yet. And even if I am with a child... No matter what happens, you're the love of my life, the one I chose to spend forever with."

He searched her eyes for any sign that she didn't mean her words. But he found only love and longing - for him.

His heart lightened. Perhaps this wasn't the end after all. As long as they had each other, they could face any challenge. Even this.

"Forever," he echoed, claiming her lips in a searing kiss. She was his, now and always. No matter who else, she took to her bed. He would share her if he must, but he would never let her go.

Adam helped Abigail out of the river, his hands lingering on her bare skin. Ibrahim's essence still leaked between her thighs, a visible reminder of all Adam had given up to be with her.

His cheeks heated at the sight, a confusing mix of jealousy and arousal swirling in his gut. He shouldn't want her like this after another man had taken his place. But he couldn't help himself. Abigail was his addiction, his sin, his everything.

"I can see the questions in your eyes," she said softly. "Ask me. I'll tell you anything you want to know."

He swallowed hard. Did he dare ask? Did he want to know the intimate details of her coupling with Ibrahim? And the Chief Elder Omari?

His cock stirred at the thought, making the decision for him. "Was he big?"

She nodded, a secretive little smile playing on her lips. "So big. And hard. I've never felt so full."

Adam groaned, torn between anguish and need.

"He stretched me open," she continued, slipping her hand between Adam's legs to stroke his rigid length. She remembered to be kind and not giggle.

Earlier, Abigail had tried to wrap her hand around the other men's penises at one point and found it difficult, given how small she was in how seemingly gargantuan everything about these men was in comparison. But Adam's penis she could play with without a problem.

Even hard as he was now, it was easy for her to hold almost its entire length in her hand. "But you will always be my first and only true first love, sweetie. You know that."

"Abigail," he choked out, thrusting into her fist. Hearing about her pleasure at another man's hands shouldn't affect him this way. But it did. God help him, it did.

"You like hearing about his cock, don't you?" she purred, nibbling his ear. "Admit it, Adam. The thought of me with another man makes you hard."

He bit back a moan, too far gone to deny it. She knew him too well. His jealousy and desire were inextricably linked sides of the same coin. He didn't want to share her, but the idea of her surrendering to a powerful, dominant male fueled his darkest fantasies.

"Say it," she insisted, her hand moving faster.

"Yes," he groaned, spilling himself into her fingers. "Unghh, yes."

She claimed his mouth, kissing him hard. " oh,, my sweet baby, my sweet little husband, Adam," she said fiercely. "No matter who I lie with, I come back to you. You're the one I love."

The river's current was slow and languid, tugging at their legs. Abigail used her hand to offer her young American husband a little relief right there and then as they were in the middle of the river. Adam spurted out little spurts of cum that were quickly gobbled up by tadpoles which seemingly swam up from the murky water to eat up his useless seed before their eyes.

Adam's head rested against Abigail's shoulder as he tried to gather his strength, exhausted. Her fingers gently massaged his scalp and kissed his forehead with infinite tenderness.

He clung to her, still trembling from his release.
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And so it went day after day much the same. The next morning, Adam helped Abigail to the river, her body sore and limping from the demands of the night before. The men had taken her together, one beneath and one behind, stretching her in ways she had never imagined. Yet she felt strangely exhilarated, her body humming with satisfaction.

As Adam lowered her into the cool water, she sighed in relief. "Thank you for this. For understanding."

He nodded, gazing at her with those fathomless eyes. "Your pleasure is mine. You know that."

She cupped his cheek, her thumb tracing the line of his jaw. "And you? Did you find your pleasure last night as well?"

A faint blush stained his cheeks, but he didn't look away. "Yes," he admitted. " listening to The Sounds you make, babe, so open and uninhibited...it fueled my imagination. I can't deny it aroused me, even if it was sometimes difficult to bear."

"I would never do anything to hurt you," she said softly. "You must know that."

"I do." He turned his head to press a kiss on her shoulder. "We walk a twisted path, you and I. But we walk it together."

She smiled, leaning up to capture his mouth in a tender kiss. "Together," she echoed.

As Adam helped Abigail limp back to their hut, a woman rose from the floor to greet them. Adam was familiar with the Medicine Woman who had helped him so much in the last few days recover completely from the infection caused by the lion’s bite and scrape along his shoulder and back.

"Nkume," she said simply.

The woman bowed. "It is an honor to serve the village elder's woman." Her eyes were knowing, taking in Abigail's disheveled state. "You will need a salve for your discomfort. I can show your companion how to make it if you wish."

Abigail flushed under the woman's gaze but nodded. "Please. I would be grateful for anything that could ease the soreness. The men here are big."

"Indeed they are," the woman agreed. "The ingredients are simple," Nkume said, turning to Adam. "You will need shea butter, coconut oil, aloe vera, and chamomile. Heat the shea butter and coconut oil, then mix the aloe vera gel and chamomile oil. Let it cool before applying liberally to the ... area."

Adam listened carefully.

"You must apply the salve at least twice daily," Nkume said. "It will soothe the skin and reduce inflammation. Within a few days, her discomfort should fade." Her lips quirked. "Though perhaps not entirely, given how much the men enjoy her."

Abigail ducked her head to hide her blush, but Adam simply thanked the woman for her counsel. If Nkume was surprised by their strange relationship, she hid it well. Perhaps, Abigail thought, certain aspects of their cultural differences were not as insurmountable as she'd feared. There was a comfort to be found, even in the unlikeliest places.

Adam gathered the ingredients and prepared the salve as instructed, stirring the emollient mixture until it cooled. Abigail watched with interest, the earthy scents reminding her of the village women making shea butter on the outskirts of the compound.

When it had cooled enough, Adam carried the salve to where Abigail lay on their sleeping mat. "Are you ready?" he asked softly.

Abigail swallowed but nodded. She rolled onto her stomach and spread her legs, acutely aware of Adam's gaze on her most intimate parts. He dipped his fingers into the salve and began applying it with gentle, circular strokes.

Abigail gasped at the cooling sensation, then moaned as the soreness faded. Adam's ministrations were soothing, his touch both practical and reverent. Though they had explored each other's bodies countless times before, this felt new, relearning what had always been familiar.

As Adam continued his work, Abigail relaxed into the mattress, drifting in contentment. Her body, so recently a source of discomfort, now thrummed with pleasure at her husband's careful touch.

When he finished, Adam lay beside her and gathered Abigail into his arms. She curled against his chest, listening to the steady beat of his heart.

"Thank you," she whispered.

Adam pressed a kiss to the top of her head. "You never need to thank me for taking care of you." His hand stroked down the length of her back, resting just above the cleft of her buttocks. "I will always be here to soothe your hurts, babe, in any way you need."


CHAPTER 5
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Suddenly, one woman raised her voice above all the others and called out: "Abigail! Come join us!"

The sun beat on Abigail's bare shoulders as she joined the circle of women, their melodious voices rising and falling in time with the rhythmic slapping of their hands. Abigail couldn't make out what they were saying.

Abigail tried to mimic their gestures, clapping her hands together, stomping her feet, and swaying her hips to the beat. The other women grinned at her awkward attempts, pulling her into their dance.

A plump woman with pendulous breasts thrust her baby at Abigail, giggling. "Feed him! You must learn."

Abigail froze as the squalling infant latched onto her nipple, nibbling and sucking furiously. She winced at the sharp pain, then gasped as a jolt of pleasure shot through her.

The baby's lips were soft and moist, his gums gently abrading her sensitive skin. Abigail shuddered, heat pooling low in her belly. She stroked the baby's downy head as he nursed eagerly, her nipple tingling.

The women whooped with laughter at the dazed expression on Abigail's face. "See? Motherhood is a joy!"

Abigail blushed, embarrassed yet thrilled by the strange sensations. She swayed to the music, cuddling the warm, wriggling baby close. The pain faded, replaced by a sweet ache that made her toes curl.

When the women moved on to the next dance, they pried the infant from Abigail's reluctant arms. She touched her nipple, swollen and wet, aching to feel that greedy little mouth on her again.

Abigail smiled, gazing after the chattering women. Her place was here, with her new sisters, learning the rhythms of womanhood.

Her body tingled with anticipation at the thought.

Adam scrubbed at his reddened buttocks, wincing. The soothing salve Nkume had given him helped, but he still felt sore in places he'd never imagined.

He glanced around nervously. The riverbank was deserted, but he couldn't shake the feeling of being watched. The memory of Nkume's knowing smile made his face burn hotter than the African sun.

She had seen right through him, recognizing the signs of a submissive. His denial had only amused her further.

"There is no shame in finding pleasure in service," she told him. "Many men discover this side of themselves when they meet a master like Ibrahim."

Adam squeezed his eyes shut, mortified by the surge of arousal the memory of her words evoked. He told himself it was exhaustion and stress, nothing more. He didn't enjoy being ordered around, washed, and prepared like a slave to satisfy Ibrahim's lusts.

The memory of Ibrahim's hands, callused yet gentle, moving over his body made a liar of him. His traitorous body responded as it always did in Ibrahim's presence, eager and aching.

With a groan, Adam sank into the river, the cool water doing little to dampen the heat in his blood. Nkume was right, as much as he hated to admit it. His body and soul belonged to Ibrahim now.

Adam stayed in the river until his skin pruned. But no amount of washing could cleanse him of his submission.

Nor did he truly wish it.

Nkume had come out to watch him bathe, standing by the riverbank. He saw her, and she smiled. She waved at him.

Adam swallowed hard, torn between longing and shame. He waved back. As much as Adam resented his situation, the thought of being separated from Abigail was unbearable. He would endure humiliation and degradation to remain by her side.

His fate was sealed, for better or worse.

He had chosen his path. Now he would walk it, even if it led him to places he had never dreamed of going.

As he left the river and made his way to Ibrahim's hut, Adam whispered a prayer for Abigail and himself.

That evening, as the sun dipped below the horizon and shadows lengthened over the village, Adam knelt at Ibrahim's feet. His head bowed, hands resting palms-up on his thighs in supplication.

Ibrahim studied him, dark eyes inscrutable. Then he smiled, reaching out to grasp Adam's chin and tilt his face up.

"You learn quickly, mzungu. That is good. Now, show me the sincerity of your oath."

Adam's breath caught as Ibrahim stood, already unfastening his loincloth. As the length of Ibrahim's manhood sprang free, half-hard, and thickening, Adam's mouth went dry.

This was different from what he had expected. But he had given his pledge, and now he must prove himself for Abigail's sake and his own.

Adam leaned forward on hands and knees, swallowing hard against the lump in his throat. Behind him, Ibrahim grunted in approval.

Then Adam cried out as a sharp pain lanced through him, quickly replaced by a peculiar fullness and heat. Ibrahim was barely patient in his claim, gripping Adam's hips to drive into him with hard, punishing thrusts.

Adam squeezed his eyes shut, struggling not to collapse. He thought of Abigail and gritted his teeth against the burn. He would endure this and more to stay by her side.

When Ibrahim finally finished, spilling his seed with a groan, Adam sagged in relief. It was over, for now.

He had passed this test of submission. And despite the discomfort, a traitorous part of him had found dark pleasure in it.

Just as Nkume promised, this was his purpose. His new role.

And he would fulfill it, for Abigail's sake and his own.
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The next day, Abigail lounged beneath the shade of an acacia tree, humming softly as she wove a basket out of the grass. Her hands had grown callused from her lessons with the village women, but she didn't mind. There was a simple joy to be found in tasks like this, a kind of peace.

Ibrahim approached and sat beside her, watching her work approvingly. "You have learned well," he rumbled, reaching out to squeeze her thigh in a possessive caress.

Abigail flushed with pleasure at his praise, opening herself to his touch. "I'm glad to be of use," she said demurely.

"Yes, little wife." Ibrahim's hand slid higher, fingers brushing the edge of her womanhood. "You please me in many ways."

Heat pooled low in Abigail's belly at the promise in his tone. She set aside her weaving, turning to face his chest.

Ibrahim's eyes darkened with lust as he crushed her to him, claiming her mouth in a searing kiss. Abigail melted into it, desire flooding her veins like fire.

When Ibrahim entered her, she cried out at the pleasure-pain of being so thoroughly filled. He took her in the shade of the acacia tree, rough and primal, but Abigail reveled in it. She was his, to do with as he wished.

And she wouldn't have it any other way.

A short distance away, Adam winced at the sounds of their passion, a stab of longing and jealousy piercing his chest. But he pushed such feelings aside.

His place was to serve, not to desire. Ibrahim had claimed Abigail as his wife and Adam as his servant. He must accept that, as he had accepted everything in this strange new life.


CHAPTER 6
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Naked at the door to her master's hut, Abigail swallowed hard, a mix of nerves and longing churning in her belly. The thought of the ritual made her fearful.

Abigail watched from her hut as the village elders led Ibrahim to the central bonfire. He was dressed in ceremonial garb, his chest bare and painted with symbols she didn't yet understand.

Her heart swelled with longing. Though she knew the ritual would be difficult, she craved the permanence of Ibrahim's marks on her skin. Craved the claiming of her body as indeed as he had claimed her heart.

When Ibrahim looked up and met her gaze, heat flooded her cheeks. She dropped her eyes, a smile playing on her lips. Her husband, her master, her everything. She would be his, now and forever.

The drums began a steady beat. The elders chanted in a language both foreign and familiar. Ibrahim's gaze remained on her, a promise in his eyes.

Abigail's hands drifted down her body, imagining Ibrahim's rough, calloused hands in their place. A throb started low in her belly, an ache that only Ibrahim could satisfy.

She closed her eyes, losing herself in the rhythmic chanting and the fantasy of Ibrahim's touch. Of the pain and pleasure, he would give her. Of the child, they would conceive to bind them together, body and soul.

When the elders came for her, she would follow without protest. Today, she would become Africa's wife in truth.

Her body burned with a need beyond her understanding. But she knew, without doubt, that Ibrahim would slake her thirst. Would make her whole in ways she had never dreamed. She glanced over her shoulder to where Adam sat in the corner of the hut, staring at the floor. He had not spoken since Nkume explained the ritual, and Abigail knew he needed help. She wanted to comfort him but feared it might only worsen things. He needed to accept this was her path now, as hard as it was for them.

Abigail knew he loved her with all his heart, but watching her embrace Ibrahim's culture left an ache inside him that wouldn't fade.

"Abigail," he began, then faltered. How could he tell her the truth without hurting her? That he felt like he was losing her, bit by bit, each day she grew closer to Ibrahim.

Abigail turned to him, brows drawn together. She walked to him and crouched down to take his hands in hers, her gaze searching. "What is it? You've been brooding all morning."

Adam swallowed. "The ritual. Are you sure you want to go through with it?"

Abigail's lips thinned. She pulled her hands from his and stood, folding her arms over her chest. "We've discussed this. It's an important part of becoming part of the tribe."

"I know, but..." Adam raked a hand through his hair. "Does it have to be so extreme? The scars..."

"The scars have meaning," Abigail said. "They show my devotion and commitment to Ibrahim. To our new life here." Her eyes flashed. "Do you not want that? For us to have a life together, as a family?"

"Of course I do," Adam said. "But we can have that without..."

"Without embracing Ibrahim's culture?" Abigail shook her head. "We've been over this. Ibrahim is my husband now, and his traditions are my own." She placed her hands over her belly.

Adam stared at her. The ache inside spread and deepened, a chasm opening inside him. He searched for words but found only a hollow silence.

Abigail's expression softened. She knelt again and reached for his hands again, squeezing them gently. "I know this is difficult for you to understand. I hope that in time, you'll come to accept that."

She leaned in on her knees and kissed his cheek, a fleeting whisper of warmth, then pulled away and stood. "The ritual begins soon, at dusk. I hope you'll be there to support me."

"Do not be afraid," Nkume said, standing beside her. "It will be intense, but it is a great honor. You will be cherished by all."

Abigail nodded, though her anxiety didn't lessen. Adam watched her walk away, tears burning his eyes. He was losing her. And no matter how he tried, he would never be enough.

Ibrahim met her halfway to the fire, tall and influential in the firelight. "It is time," he said, offering Abigail his hand.

Abigail took a deep breath and placed her hand in his. His firm, calloused fingers curled around hers, and warmth spread through her. She lifted her chin and walked with him toward the fire, ready to give herself entirely to him and her new people. To become one with the spirit of the village.

As the chanting began, Abigail's anxiety faded, replaced by a deep, primal longing. She was no longer herself, Abigail. She was something more splendid, something wild and free.

She looked up at the stars as Ibrahim held her close in the circle of firelight, her heart filling with fierce joy. Tonight, she would be reborn.

Nkume stepped forward, a curved knife glinting in the firelight. She grasped Abigail's arm and pulled her toward the circle's center. Abigail went willingly, filled with anticipation.

Nkume turned Abigail to face the villagers, her strong fingers digging into Abigail's shoulders. "Behold, the wife of our brother, Ibrahim, who comes to join with our spirit. Tonight, she is reborn as one of us."

A roar rose from the circle, primal and fierce. Abigail's heart raced, her breath coming fast. She searched the faces staring at her, lit from below by the fire, and saw hunger, longing, and possession. They were claiming her body and soul, and she gladly gave herself over.

Nkume turned her naked body to face the gathered village elders and men. Murmurs of approval rose at the sight of her naked breasts, her nipples hardening in the night air. Abigail felt no shame, only deep, existential fright and passion.

"The scarification will mark you as one of us," Nkume spoke softly, just to her, "and when you bear the tribe's first child, the ritual will be complete."

Abigail gazed into the fire, the twisting flames matching the heat building inside her. She braced herself as Nkume brought the knife to her breast, the sharp tip pressing into her flesh above her nipple, where the areola started. She inhaled sharply at the bright bite of pain, then sighed as warmth flooded the wound. Another cut, then another, and she swayed on her feet, dizzy with sensation. She felt Ibrahim's powerful presence behind her and allowed herself to lean back against his stabilizing body.

The medicine woman worked with deft expertise, moving on the other breast of the young wife before focusing lower down her body. The cuts continued down her torso to her belly in an intricate pattern, each screaming against her senses. Abigail's skin was alive, hypersensitive. She was acutely aware of the gaze of every villager. They watched her, desiring her, as she was being marked and claimed in blood.

In the sudden hush, as he held her by the shoulders, Ibrahim began to speak in a loud, rhythmic voice. Though Abigail couldn't understand the words, she sensed this was a ritual invocation, a calling of spirits.

Her heart pounded as Nkume took a brand from the fire, the end glowing orange. This was the scarification she had been told about, marking Ibrahim's ownership. She tensed, bracing herself for the pain. By her side, Ibrahim gave her hand a gentle squeeze, his eyes conveying his pride and affection.

The ember descended in a flash of fire and searing pain. Abigail gasped, gritting her teeth against a cry. The pain was white-hot, blinding, but she remained still, determined to prove her devotion.

When it lifted, she saw the livid, bubbling trail it left on her belly and breasts, the places Ibrahim loved to kiss and caress. A symbol of her bond to him and to his people. The pain faded to a dull throb, and in its place came a rush of warmth, connection to Ibrahim, and acceptance into his world.

She looked up to find Ibrahim watching her, admiration and love naked on his face. He pulled her into his arms and kissed her fiercely, the crowd cheering around them.

Abigail melted into his embrace, the ache inside fading at last. She was Ibrahim's now, bound to him in body and spirit. She was where she belonged.

Adam stood at the edge of the crowd, stomach churning. He wanted to look away, to block out the sight of the brand on Abigail's skin, the marks of Ibrahim's ownership. But he couldn't.

His throat tightened as Ibrahim embraced Abigail, the village cheering around them. She belonged here now, bound to Ibrahim in a way Adam never could match. He swallowed hard against the lump in his throat, torn between relief that the ordeal was over and a sense of deep, aching sadness.

Abigail caught his eye over Ibrahim's shoulder and smiled, eyes shining joyfully. Adam managed a weak smile in return, but inside, he cringed. How could she not see what this was doing to him? How could she so easily dismiss his feelings?

Ibrahim turned, following Abigail's gaze. For a moment, his eyes met Adam's, a glint of triumph in their depths. Adam looked away, shame burning his cheeks. Ibrahim had won. Abigail's heart, her body - they belonged to him now.

Adam stood alone at the edge of the celebration, the chasm between them yawning wide. Abigail was lost to him, bound by tradition and devotion to her African man. His place was at their side, but he would always remain apart, alone in the wake of Ibrahim's conquest.

The next morning, Abigail gazed at her reflection in the mirror, tracing the raised scars on her skin. Though the pain had dulled to a throb, they were still red and angry. She should have felt horrified at the mutilation of her body, but instead, she only felt a deep sense of belonging.


CHAPTER 7
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Abigail woke with a start, her stomach churning. She lurched out of bed, stumbling over discarded clothes as she raced for the chamber pot in the corner of Ibrahim's hut.

Bile rose in her throat and spilled into the pot as her stomach convulsed. She gripped the edges, knuckles turning white, and panted through her nose until the wave of nausea passed.

Ibrahim stirred in the bed behind her. "You are ill again this morning?" His voice was gruff with sleep.

Abigail leaned back against the cool mud bricks of the wall. Her breasts felt tender, and her hips ached. Realization dawned in her mind and settled into her bones with a chill.

She was with a child.

The baby could belong to either Ibrahim or Omari. She thought of the village elder's wrinkled hands roaming over her body and shuddered.

Ibrahim came up behind her and rested his large hands on her shoulders. She could feel the heat of his naked body against her back, smell the musky scent of their lovemaking on his skin.

"Do not worry," he rumbled. "I will care for you and the child, no matter who the father is." His fingers tightened, squeezing into her flesh in a possessive grip. "You belong to me now."

Abigail closed her eyes, torn between relief and despair. She had chosen this path and had given herself to the men to seal her safety in the village. Now there was no turning back. Abigail's body and her child were to do with as he pleased. She swallowed against the bile rising in her throat and steadied herself to face the uncertain future.

Abigail stood at the entrance of the mud hut, staring out at the dusty village path. Women walked by with bundles of firewood on their heads, and children played in the dirt, kicking up dust clouds with their bare feet.

In her mind's eye, she saw another place. A town with broad streets, luxury cars, shops, and malls. A place where she and Adam had strolled arm in arm, dreaming of their future together.

Adam's smile, the warmth of his embrace, the tenderness in his touch. Her heart ached with longing for the familiarity of her old life.

"You seem troubled," Ibrahim said, his voice a low rumble.

Abigail stiffened. "I was just thinking of Adam."

She felt the big African man's arms let go as he stepped back.

"Forgive me," she said softly. "But it's difficult to forget the man I once married."

She lowered her eyes in submission.

A slow, sad smile spread across Ibrahim's face. He stroked her cheek in approval, desire flickering in his gaze. "That is fine," he purred, pulling her back into the hut. "Now, let me remind you of your place."

That afternoon, Abigail woke to orange sunlight filtering through the hut's walls. Ibrahim was gone, likely tending to village affairs. He had made long love to her before telling her to take the day off from her womanly duties in the village. She sat up with a wince, soreness between her legs, reminding her of Ibrahim's roughness hours earlier. He was big and ardent, and she was small.

Abigail placed a hand on her belly, soon to be swollen with the child inside. Her child. Ibrahim's child. Africa's child.

She thought of Adam again, the man she had returned home. The man who had come with her here on their honeymoon. It felt like lifetimes ago but was mere months. He should have been this baby's father. The man she still loved with all her heart. But it was a different sort of love. Her memory of him was a sacrifice she had made to be with Ibrahim.

Part of her missed Adam terribly, missed the familiarity of her old life. She was forever a stranger in a strange land, dependent on Ibrahim and his people for her safety, food, shelter, and everything. She had given up everything she knew for an uncertain future in his village.

Yet she couldn't deny the intense connection she now felt to Ibrahim, his village, and his people. Her child would grow up knowing its heritage, embraced by the community in a way that might never have been possible back home.

Abigail sighed, emotions warring within her. She desired to raise her child here and give it the life she believed it deserved. But she still sometimes longed for Adam, for the life they might have shared.

Abigail fell back into the bed and breathed deeply the scent of her African husband that surrounded her here.

This was her home now, for better or for worse. She could cling to memories of Adam, but Ibrahim was her future. She would do her duty as his wife, bear the children he desired, and find her place in the village. The life she had known before was gone.

Abigail placed a hand over her belly again and smiled softly. Perhaps in time, the longing for her old life would fade. She would make a new life here with Ibrahim and their child. A life of her own choosing, however difficult the journey.


CHAPTER 8
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The sun blazed overhead as Abigail's screams pierced the air, echoing through the small African village. Sweat beaded on her brow, her delicate features contorted with pain. The local villagers gathered around Ibrahim's hut, their usual chatter silenced in awe of the intensity of her cries.

Inside the shadowy hut, Nkume worked with practiced hands to assist with the delivery. Her dark eyes never left Abigail's trembling form as she murmured soothing words to guide the young woman through the birth.

"Be strong, child," Nkume whispered, her voice steady despite the tension in the room. "Your baby is almost here."

Outside the hut, Adam stood at a distance, his heart pounding. He was not permitted near his laboring wife - that honor belonged to Ibrahim alone. He clenched his fists, feeling helpless and anxious as he watched the scene unfold.

"Ah, my friend." A villager clapped him on the back, jolting him from his thoughts. "That baby will no doubt be big like its dad. A difficult birth for a first-time mother, but she'll manage."

Adam swallowed hard, his face flushing with deep shame. He knew the implications of the man's words all too well. It wasn't just his virility being questioned and the lingering knowledge of who had truly fathered the child. As if sensing his discomfort, the villager patted his shoulder reassuringly. "Don't worry, brother. All will be well."

He tried to focus on the positive: the child would be loved regardless of its lineage. Or perhaps because of it actually. But deep down, jealousy gnawed at Adam even as desire burned for the woman inside the hut – a woman currently experiencing immense pain for a child that was not his own.

He bit his lip, forcing himself to push aside his conflicting emotions and focus on what truly mattered: Abigail's health and the safe arrival of her first baby. For now, that would have to be enough.

Sweat glistened on Nkume's brow as she stepped out of the hut, wiping her hands on a cloth. Her eyes met Adam's, and the weight of her gaze bore into him. She turned away from him and looked at Ibrahim whom she addressed, "It's been hours," she said, catching her breath. "The labor is difficult. The mother is in intense pain."

Adam felt his heart tighten, fear and worry twisting within him.

She spoke to Ibrahim. "Her strength is impressive," Nkume continued, her voice laced with admiration. "But the baby... it's very large, taking after its father."

Adam's cheeks flushed hot, embarrassment and discomfort swirling inside him. He knew that Nkume was referring to Ibrahim or Omari – both men who had possessed Abigail in ways he never thought possible.

"Is there anything I, we can do?" Adam stepped forward, desperation tinging his voice. He needed to be helpful, to prove himself somehow.

Nkume shook her head. "We must trust the process, young one. Nature will take its course." She took a swig from a water skin, her eyes never leaving his.

"Of course," Adam murmured, unable to meet her gaze. He stared at the ground, his mind racing with images of the men who had shared his wife and the child that had to be theirs.

"Stay strong for her," Nkume advised, placing a hand on Ibrahim’s shoulder before retreating back into the hut.

"Strong," Ibrahim repeated solemnly.

The sun dipped low in the sky, casting long shadows across the dusty ground. Adam paced restlessly outside the hut, his heart pounding in his chest. He strained to listen, trying to piece together any information from the muffled sounds. The rhythmic thud of his own boots against the dry earth offered little comfort.

"Please," he whispered, sweat beading on his brow as Abigail's screams intensified. "Let it be over soon."

He clenched his fists, feeling the knots of tension in his muscles. The longing to hold Abigail, to protect her from the pain and uncertainty, threatened to consume him. But he couldn't – not yet.

And then, without warning, the cries changed. Abigail's agonized wails gave way to the unmistakable sound of a newborn's first breaths. Relief surged through Adam like a calm river, washing over his parched soul.

"Thank you," he breathed, allowing himself a rare smile. The world seemed to pause, holding its breath as the new life within the hut took center stage.

"People!" Nkume called out, emerging from the darkened doorway. "It's a boy! Mother and child are both healthy!"

"Congratulations, Ibrahim! A strong son for a strong man!" one villager called out, his voice filled with cheer.

"Indeed!" another chimed in, smirking in Adam's direction. "A true African warrior!"

The sun dipped below the horizon, casting long shadows across the small village. Huddled among the villagers, Adam watched Ibrahim's broad shoulders shake with merry joy, the sound deep and resonant like the rumble of distant thunder. The air buzzed with excitement, each clap on Ibrahim's back seeming to chip away at the last vestiges of Adam's dignity.

Inside the hut, Abigail and their baby remained hidden from view. Still, her exhausted sighs reached Adam's ears like a cruel reminder of the intimacy he was denied. He yearned to be by her side, to share in this moment of joy and wonder, yet here he stood – an outsider, ignored by all but the taunting gazes that seemed to pierce through his soul.

"Where is your place in all of this, white man?" an older villager muttered under his breath, not bothering to hide the disdain in his voice.

Adam clenched his fists, his nails digging into his palms as he tried to suppress the storm of emotions raging beneath the surface – shame, jealousy, and a burning desire to claim what was rightfully his.

"Enough," Ibrahim said suddenly, his voice commanding the crowd's attention. "Let me see my son."

As Ibrahim entered the hut, Adam's heart raced, pounding against his chest like the frantic beat of a trapped bird. He swallowed hard, struggling to keep his composure as the moments dragged on, each second stretching into eternity.

Finally, Ibrahim emerged, cradling the newborn in his arms. A thin trail of milk glistened around the baby's mouth, and Adam's stomach twisted with envy and longing.

"Behold, my son!" Ibrahim announced, his voice brimming with pride. The villagers roared their approval, their admiration palpable in the warm African air.

Adam's eyes lingered on the baby, searching for any trace of himself in the tiny face. Was there a hint of his smile, perhaps? A glimmer of his eyes?

"Look at him, people," Ibrahim said, his voice suddenly soft. "He is our future."

As the words sank in, Adam realized that it was true: this child would bind them all together in ways he could never have imagined. And though jealousy gnawed at him like a relentless beast, deep down, he knew he would do whatever it took to protect his family – no matter the cost.

Ibrahim strode towards Omari, the village elder, the baby cradled in his arms. Adam watched from a distance, his heart heavy like a stone sinking to the bottom of a river.

"Omari," Ibrahim called out, his voice thick with emotion. "I present to you, my son."

Omari's eyes widened, and he stepped forward, extending his hands to receive the newborn. The villagers gathered around, holding their breaths as if time had paused.

"May I?" Omari asked, his voice trembling with anticipation.

"Of course," Ibrahim replied, carefully passing the infant to the elder.

The baby's cries pierced the air, starkly contrasting the silence enveloping the village. Adam clenched his fists, his nails biting into his palms, drawing blood. What right did Omari have to hold Abigail’s child?

Omari cradled the baby, studying its face intently. A smile spread across his weathered features, softening the lines that marked years of wisdom and experience.

"Little one" – Omari's voice was a whisper – "you are now part of our village. We will raise you, teach you our ways, and guide you through life's challenges." He glanced at Adam, a knowing glint in his eyes.

Adam felt a surge of anger. A fire ignited within him. He wanted to scream, shout, and tear Omari away from the child. Instead, he swallowed his rage, gritted his teeth, and remained silent. What could he do? He was powerless, trapped in a web of tradition.

The chief stepped forward, his regal bearing commanding respect. "In honor of your birth on this auspicious day, we name you Kofi," he declared, his voice resonating throughout the village.

"Kofi," the villagers echoed, a chorus of acceptance.

"Kofi," Adam whispered to himself, the name bitter on his tongue. He couldn't help but feel jealous, watching Omari tenderly cradle the baby – his wife's child.

"Kofi," Ibrahim repeated, nodding solemnly. "A strong name for a strong boy."

Adam's heart twisted and writhed as the chief spoke, torn between love and resentment. Yes, he would protect his family – but at what cost?

The sun dipped below the horizon, giving the village a golden glow. The air hummed with anticipation, excitement, and the aroma of roasting meats and spices wafted through the air. The villagers prepared to celebrate Kofi's birth – and Adam was left to stew in his thoughts, a shadow on the outskirts of the festivities.

"Come, let us dance!" A villager laughed, pulling others into a frenzied circle. Drums beat a primal rhythm, vibrating through the earth and resonating within Adam's chest. He couldn't ignore the call to join, to lose himself in the revelry. But how could he celebrate this child when everything about his conception felt like a betrayal?

"Adam." Ibrahim appeared at his side, his voice warm despite the cool evening air. "Join us. This is a time for joy."

"Joy?" The word tasted sour in Adam's mouth. "How can I feel joy when my wife bore another man's child?"

"Abigail loves you," Ibrahim insisted, clapping him on the shoulder. "And Kofi is part of our village now. You must accept him, as we all have."

"Accept him?" Adam's eyes hardened, his fists clenched. "That baby is a symbol of our shared shame, Ibrahim. How can I forget that?"

"Look around you," Ibrahim gestured at the dancing villagers, their faces flushed with excitement. "They don't see shame. They see life, growth, a new member of our family."

"Family?" Adam spat the word out like venom. "This isn't a family I recognize."

"Then make it one," Ibrahim urged. "For Abigail's sake, for your own. Don't let jealousy consume you."

"Jealousy?" Adam scoffed. "You think that's what this is about?"

"Isn't it?" Ibrahim countered, his eyes searching Adam's. "I know you, brother. I know how much you care for Abigail. Don't let this divide us."

"Enough," Adam snapped, pushing past Ibrahim and heading toward the dancers. "I'll celebrate – but not for Kofi. For Abigail."

"Then dance, my friend," Ibrahim called after him, a hint of sadness in his voice. "Dance for all of us."

As Adam joined the whirlwind of bodies, he felt a strange mix of emotions churning: jealousy, desire, love, and something else – a primal need to claim what was his, no matter the cost.

And as the drums pounded on, so did his heart – determined to find a way to make things right.


CHAPTER 9
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Abigail hummed softly as she cradled Kofi to her breast, stroking the soft down of hair on his head with delicate fingers. Her perfume wafted around them, the sweet scent of jasmine mingling with the milky aroma of her skin.

Kofi suckled greedily, his dark fingers kneading at her boobs. Abigail gazed down at him, her light eyes glowing with tenderness. Love and longing warred within Adam as he watched them together, an aching joy that was near unbearable.

He took in the curve of Abigail's neck, the parting of her lips, the flush on her cheeks. Her skin was luminous in the golden candlelight, shadows dancing across the hollow of her throat. Adam swallowed hard, shifting in place. His heart raced; he clenched his hands to still their trembling.

Abigail glanced up then and caught his stare. A slow, secretive smile curled her mouth. "Won't you join us?" she whispered, beckoning him closer with a tilt of her head.

Adam hesitated, torn. To be near and touch her was a sweet torment he could scarcely deny himself. And yet, the sight of her with another man's child at her breast filled him with a jealous rage he dared not give voice. He clenched his jaw, fighting for control of his warring emotions.

In the end, his love for Abigail won out. He crossed to her side, stroking Kofi's downy head again. The infant gurgled, blinking at him with eyes as pale and depthless as a winter sky.

Abigail's fingers found his, their hands twining together against the warmth of her skin. "There now," she murmured, her smile deepening. "Isn't this nice?"

Adam swallowed against the ache in his throat and forced a tremulous smile. "Yes," he said softly. "This is perfect."

Even as the words left his lips, he knew them for the lie they were. But he would cling to this stolen moment of joy, ephemeral though it was—and when it shattered, as it indeed must, he would gather up the pieces and forge them anew. He would endure for Abigail's happiness and the love they once shared.

Adam watched her as she carefully placed the baby in its cradle and watched it happily fall asleep.

Abigail. His wife. Mother of Kofi. Her skin glowed in the moonlight, a radiant contrast against the dark hut. He wanted her. Desired her. But the divide between them was vast.

A soft sigh escaped her lips. He moved closer. Her scent filled his senses. Jasmine and sweat. A tantalizing mix. He ached for her.

"Abigail," he murmured, his voice low and husky. She turned, her eyes meeting his. Desire flared. A silent invitation. He accepted.

His lips found hers. Soft. Sweet. Their bodies pressed together. Heat. Passion. His hand traced her curves. Her breath hitched. A gasp. An invitation.

His touch was gentle. Exploratory. Her skin was warm, alive beneath his fingers. He watched her face, her eyes closed in pleasure. Her lips parted. A soft moan escaped. He responded.

His mouth found her neck. Soft nibbles. Gentle kisses. Her hands tangled in his hair. A silent plea. He complied.

His hand slipped under her dress. Her skin was hot. Her body responded to his touch. A gasp. A shudder. He smiled against her skin.

His fingers traced her thighs. Higher. Higher. Her breath hitched. He paused, watching her face. Her eyes met his. A silent plea. He complied.

His fingers found her center. Wet. Ready. Her body arched into his touch. A gasp. A moan. He moved. Slow. Deliberate. Her body responded.

He watched her. Her face flushed. Her body writhing. Pleasure. Passion. He moved faster. Her breath hitched. Her body tensed. A gasp. A cry. Release.

He held her close. Her body relaxed. Her breath evened. She turned to him. Her eyes met his. Love. Gratitude. He kissed her. Soft. Sweet.

"Adam," she whispered, her voice soft and husky. He responded. His lips found hers. Passion. Desire. Love.

They moved together. Bodies entwined. A dance as old as time. His body found hers. A gasp. A moan. Release.

They lay together. Bodies entwined. Hearts beating. Breathless. Sated. He held her close. Her body relaxed against his. Sleep claimed her. He watched her. Love. Desire. His.

Adam knew then. Knew he would stay. For Abigail. For Kofi. For love. His decision made, he closed his eyes, his arms wrapped around his wife. His family. His home.

The end.
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AFTERWORD


Thank you

Thank you for reading Hotwife Abigail Finds Herself in the Jungle.

If you enjoyed reading this book, you might also want to consider some of my other works. They are listed on my Amazon Author’s Page.

The best way to contact me would be via Twitter: @AlexCarlsbad

You can also talk to me via email at :

alexcarlsbad@gmail.com

Your reviews are greatly appreciated! I can only imagine how valuable your time is to you. Writing even a few lines in a review of this book will inform me of your opinion and inspire me to keep writing for your enjoyment. I love reading your thoughts, feedback, questions, comments, and concerns.

AC
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