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1.

“Ils bougent.”

Gary Hearthright’s mouth stood agape as he heard Kongbo explain, in broken French with a thick colonial accent, that the Baraka tribe, the very tribe Gary had travelled halfway around the world to find, had simply left. Gary stared in shock at the desolate settlement. A dozen or so squat mud huts sat empty as they clustered around cold fire circles beneath the dense, humid air of the jungle with dark trees stretching high over them giving the landscape a serenely cathedral sense of space. Kongbo slapped a mosquito against his neck as Gary poked his head into one of the huts. A few broken shards of pottery and a tattered 1990’s era ‘Sonic The Hedgehog’ blanket were the only items Gary found. “Damn it.” He muttered as he turned to Kongbo. He carefully reviewed his gaunt, bitter-faced dark-skinned guide who had met him at Bangui M'Poko airport and been by his side the entire trip so far. Kongbo stuck out his lower lip in annoyance as he adjusted the backpack over his shoulder before looking out nervously into the dense forest surrounding them. Kongbo felt the awkward nudity on his left shoulder, where he would normally have his trusty Kalishnikov rifle slung across. On any other trip, the only way to get Kongbo’s AK-47 away from him would have been to pry it from his cold dead hands. That being said, the act of prying a gun from a dead man’s hands was a rather common occurrence in the Central African Republic, as any illusion of political stability remained tightly bound to the confines of some French scribbles on a piece of paper squirreled away in the capital Bangui while regional warlords and tribal leaders openly fought one another over their own stakes of territorial claim which crisscrossed the boundary lines of the purportedly unified country.

Kongbo generally considered leaving home without a trusty rifle over one’s shoulder an act of suicidal stupidity. Unfortunately for Kongbo, this stupid and possibly suicidal American professor had paid handsomely for guidance to the reclusive Baraka. As useful as the rifle was, Kongbo knew the moment the Baraka laid eyes on the well-known killing machine, there would be no chance of meeting or talking to them. Kongbo knew that his and the American’s only safety came from sheer remoteness, as hundreds of kilometers of, hopefully, empty jungle surrounded them in this empty part of the land. Despite this, an uneasy feeling settled into Kongbo’s gut which he did not like. Perhaps it was the unnatural movement of shadows through the leaf-dappled sunlight filtering down from the canopy above, or maybe it was the eerie quiet of the jungle fauna that unnerved him. In any case, he ardently desired the comforting sensation of a rifle butt against his shoulder, a full magazine, and a cold steel trigger against his forefinger.

“On y retourne.” Kongbo said nervously to Gary, telling him French that they should return to the main city.

Gary furrowed his academic brow snorting out a snappy “non” and gave yet another futile search to a hut finding an empty sack of corn-soybean blend marked with “World Food Programme.” Gary leaned up against the wall of the hut feeling the weight of his backpack relieved slightly from this act as he reached up and ran his long fingers through his blonde hair which lay matted against his head from perspiration.

“How can they not be here? This is their home.” Gary muttered to himself before looking to Kongbo. Kongbo squinted into Gary’s blue eyes refracted slightly from behind the wire frames of his glasses. Gary said, “où sont Baraka?” Kongbo shrugged and replied, “Je ne sais pas.” Establishing little more than that he didn’t know where the Baraka were, obviously if he did he would have taken Gary to that location instead of here. Gary continued, “Pourquoi sont-ils partis?” asking why they left. Kongbo shook his head and replied, again, “Je ne sais pas.”

Gary cocked his head to the side. For being a so-called ‘expert’ on the region, Kongbo seemed to have a knack for simply spitting out that he didn’t know something. Kongbo’s eyes shifted nervously about the jungle before he continued with deeper urgency in his voice as he pointed in the direction they had come from saying, “On y retourne.” Gary shook his head.

Kongbo gestured towards the huts saying, “Ils partent. Nous partons.” For Kongbo, the logic of ‘They leave. We leave.’ felt perfectly sound. The Baraka had left for some reason, and Kongbo knew that his life would be longer if he didn’t stick around to find out why. As is often the case, curiosity and survival occupy different ends of the spectrum, and Kongbo had not lived to see the ripe old age of twenty-seven by getting curious.

Despite explaining it to him like a child, the stupid American professor still pestered idiotically asking, “pourquoi?” Kongbo snorted, he had just explained ‘why’ in perfect detail. He opened his mouth to make a remark, when a whistling sound filled his ears before stabbing pain thrust its way into his chest.

Gary’s eyes widened in shock as Kongbo collapsed to his knees with the back-half of a white-feather-fletched jungle-wood arrow sticking directly out of the left-hand side of his ribs piercing through his heart.

“Kongbo!” Gary shouted, but the guide he relied on to secure his way and passage through the African jungle only gurgled weakly as a trickle of blood spilled over his lips dribbling down his chin as he sprawled lifelessly onto the jungle floor. His body lay crumpled over tree roots and sandy mud with a darkened puddle of blood spreading beneath it. Gary spun on his heels and saw two shadowy figures stalking towards him as they slinked behind and through the trees.

“n'attaque pas!” Gary shouted into the jungle as he raised his hands in surrender. The whites of a pair of large, wideset eyes opened from within the shadow of a tree. They were too close to the ground and the dark shape beneath them didn’t look like the kind of tribal warrior or military rebel he would have expected. Gary squinted as a young woman, skin so dark as to be almost ebony, silently slide out from behind the tree. She stood completely naked, save for a woven belt bearing a few animal skin pouches draped around her waist. Her dark hair lay tied back tightly and her shapely body melted out from behind the shadow of the tree until she stood fully before him. Her eyes remained trained on him in a predatory stare, as she nocked a fresh, white-feather tipped arrow into her primitive yet lethal jungle-crafted bow.

Beside her another woman, taller and with a sharper, more angular face which contrasted with that of the bow-woman stepped out from the jungle. She wore a pelt-leather belt about her waist and carried an obsidian-tipped wooden spear in her hands. The impression they gave felt inhuman, almost animalistic as their icy, indifferent eyes pierced hungrily into Gary’s body with the same stare a bear gives to a rabbit before devouring it. The bow-woman glanced briefly at the spear woman and muttered something low and in a language Gary could not understand.

“n'attaque pas.” Gary said again, pleading with the women in French to not attack him. Neither spoke a word, but the bow-woman lifted her bow and drew the lethal arrow back aiming it straight at Gary. As she let it fly, he spun away from her and feeling a hard blow land against his back knocking him over. “Shit!” Gary shouted as he hastily crouched and slid his shoulders out from his backpack. He dropped it to the ground seeing that the over-stuffed pack had saved his life, for the time being, as the shaft of the woman’s white-fletched arrow protruded out from his backpack looking like the flag of his own surrender.

His mind whirred as the world seemed to melt into a kaleidoscope tunnel of terror around him as the lizard-brain desire for survival overwhelmed his senses. Still, somewhere in the back of his mind, he cursed the things he could not see. No marking, no jewelry, no recognizable patterns of cloth, no recognizable language, not even their weapons bore any tribal markings or anthropological indicators. For a man who prided himself on knowing the obscure tribes of Africa better than anyone else at Columbia University, he felt out of his league in the presence of these strange women that displayed no recorded markings or cultural heritage of any known tribe. If he could but figure out what sacred cultural tradition he and Kongbo had just offended, he could atone and hopefully stave off further violence. Such a time would have to be later, if ever at all, as his sense of survival overweighed his professional pride as he turned heel and ran clumsily into the jungle just as another arrow sliced through the air and whizzing past his side and embedding itself into a tree in front of him. The faintest hint of biting pain chilled his right shoulder briefly, but there was no time for that as he sprinted over roots and through the mud beneath the sepulchral canopy of the jungle trees stretching overhead.

No plan guided Gary’s feet. He simply sprinted away, randomly picking directions dodging through underbrush and past massive tree trunks. After several minutes of sprinting, exhaustion forced Gary to fall into a steadier jog then finally into a walk as he panted heavily in his sweat and humidity-soaked khaki shorts and button-down shirt. He clung onto his aching side and his legs felt as if they may fall off from the pain, but he had no choice but to try and keep moving. Digging through his pockets, Gary found his cell phone and turned it on finding, to no surprise, that he had no signal on the device. He couldn’t believe how quickly everything had gone so horribly wrong. Mere minutes ago, his biggest problem had simply been tribal relocation creating a complication for his research project. Now he was running for his life from these strange and deadly women. Gary grunted as he slowed and followed a thin trail which snaked its way down the hill towards a river. In addition to homicidal tribeswomen, he also faced the terrifying prospect that he was well and truly lost. Given how much time had passed and that no one had sought to overtake him, Gary felt confident that he had either lost the women somewhere back in the jungle or, very likely, they had never really laid chase at all. Perhaps their attack was driven by sacred location or territorial claim. In that case, the moment he left they would not lay chase as they really only sought to safeguard that one location. Poor Kongbo, if only they had known. Or perhaps stupid Kongbo? Did Kongbo not lead them to that exact spot? Shouldn’t Kongbo have known it was sacred.

The soil beneath Gary’s feet turned soft and the branches of the trees opened up to a riverbank. Aching overheated and exhausted, Gary collapsed to his hands and knees on a large, flat rock in front of the water. He would soon take some swigs from his canteen but first he needed to splash his face and he was not about to waste potable water for the mere act of cooling off. Gary groaned painfully as he finally stopped moving and he glanced at his right shoulder seeing a large, bloody streak across his triceps. “Fuck.” Gary hissed under his breath as he winced in pain pealing back the tattered shirt sleeve to see that the last arrow had indeed grazed his arm leaving an angry, bleeding gash in its wake. He glanced back up the trail he had just come down and saw that every other branch or so bore on it a few drops of his blood transferred from wounded prey to betraying limb. “Dear Science, please let those women be only defending their territory rather than hunting me down.” Gary moaned out. He turned to the riverbank once more and scooped up a handful of brown water trying to ignore stories about parasites and bacteria as he splashed it against his wound cleaning away some of the blood in a pink trickle which dribbled down his arm and dripped from his elbow to the muddy edge of the river.

He turned to the water to get another scoop but saw that the water had now been replaced with dark green scales and long rows of jagged teeth. Gary screamed and flung himself backward as a Nile Crocodile snapped out from the river at him slicing its powerful jaws through the air mere inches from his body. Gary tried to get to his feet, but the crocodile lunged and snapped at him again upsetting his balance and tripping him sending his body careening down hard onto the flat rock where he just barely managed to catch himself before feeling the hard rock knock the wind out from him. Before he could get up, a powerful jerk from his left foot flung him backwards into the water of the river. The world became a vortex of spinning light and dark and the Crocodile spun Gary’s body around in the river pressing what little air he had left in him out as darkness closed in around him beneath the shallow waves of the river’s edge. Futile kicks to the crocodile’s snout did nothing then a final breach of inspiration gave Gary the thought to kick his feet together shoving free his left boot by which the crocodile clung onto him with vicelike teeth. Gary shoved his body up pressing his hands down into the thick muck of the river’s bed and arching his head back to suck in a greedy breath of air as the crocodile floated away still chewing in confusion on its unwanted prize of what had previously been Gary’s left shoe. The world spun and darkened around him as Gary choked and gasped for air desperately crawling his way back up onto the flat rock alongside the river’s edge from which he had just fallen. He blinked trying to clear the water from his blurry eyes but soon realized it was not just the water which had blinded him but now his glasses lay somewhere in the foot-deep muck of the river lost from any hope of recovery.

With the last of his strength, Gary pulled himself up onto the rock and lay curled on his belly coughing and gasping as river water drained off him darkening the rock beneath him. Suddenly a black shadow fell across him, and Gary looked up just in time to see the tall, thin-faced woman with a spear leap onto his back.

“n'attaque pas!” Gary screamed in futile frustration as the woman threaded the shaft of her spear beneath his neck and pried upward. He grabbed at the shaft and desperately tried to fight back against her but with his strength already flagging from fleeing and navigating the crocodile’s death-roll, he could barely muster more than a paltry, flailing struggle as she expertly flipped him onto his back and straddled his midsection. He made another grab for the spear, but she cast it aside and shoved his hands beneath her legs using her thighs to pin his arms down to his sides. She then brought out from her leather belt an obsidian bladed knife and grabbed his hair to hold his head still as she plunged the black, razor-sharp blade towards his neck. Gary looked into the eyes of his soon to be killer and felt terror not in the hatred, anger, or passion but rather in the blank, apathetic expression which lay there. His life would end at the hands of a woman who didn’t care. She was going to end his existence with the same enthusiasm she would have for slicing some vegetables or gutting a fish. And, worse still… his big, stupid, useless anthropology brain didn’t have a clue as to why.

A cry rose from behind the woman, and she stopped mid blow holding the blade directly to Gary’s neck neither moving to remove it or finish what she had started and ending his life once and for all. Gary’s breath trembled as his body shook helplessly as he saw the bow-woman peer over his captor’s shoulder. The bow-woman spoke to his captor, and they seemed to argue in some language Gary had never heard before. It most certainly wasn’t French nor was it any regional dialect that he could recognize.

“Please don’t kill me. I didn’t mean to anger you.” Gary pleaded back no longer able to summon linguistic skills to speak French.

The woman holding him pinned replied “I’m not angry.”

Gary’s mouth fell open in shock as she released hold of his hair and shifted her body weight back a bit holding the blade of the knife more comfortably flat against his upper chest than poised ready to strike.

“You speak English?” 

She nodded and replied, “I go missionary school as a child. Stay quiet. I will have you dead soon. My sister must do something first.”

Gary felt hands grasp his other boot, but he could not see what was happening behind the woman pinning him.

“What is she doing?”

“Taking the clothes off.”

“But…” Gary felt a shift of pressure against his hip and then weight lift free from it as the bow woman’s face appeared over the side of his captor’s shoulder. The bow-woman flashed him a warm, friendly smile as she reached his canteen over to the captor tapping her shoulder with it to draw her attention. The captor said some words of gratitude and then brought the canteen to her lips drinking a long swig of the water inside.

“Why are you drinking my water?”

“It’s hot. We just chased your blood trail through the jungle. Very thirsty. This is good water.” The woman said as she shook the canteen appreciatively.

“But it’s mine.”

She leaned in close to him saying, “you’ve fallen as our prey. The shoes for wearing, the water for drinking, the supplies for using, the clothes for sewing…” She tapped the flat of the obsidian blade against Gary’s pinned shoulder and cocked an eyebrow at the flex and bounce of his muscle as she continued “the flesh for roasting, and the bones for boiling to a soup… all of what you once had belongs to us now. You own nothing. I’m only leaving you alive because my sister, Gamvera, wants something from you that we can’t get from slicing open your corpse.”

“What?”

The woman who pinned him frowned with a tired sigh saying, “nothing you need to worry about. Your life is over, and we will use every part of you as we see fit.”
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“What?” Gary asked in confusion before feeling a tugging against his belt and unseen fingers pulling the zipper down on his shorts.

His eyes went wide, and he pleaded with the woman who pinned him saying “please, no, whatever she’s doing don’t do it to me.”

“This is why I prefer prey that doesn’t talk.” The woman grumbled as she took another sip of water. The relative cool of the jungle air caressed Gary’s thighs and cock as he felt the woman strip his shorts down off his legs.

“What is she doing to me? Please, tell me.” Gary begged. The woman twisted her lips at him and then casually called something in an unknown tongue over her shoulder. Gamvera replied cheerfully and Gary felt her fingers cup and caress his cock. “Oh, god no! I’m so sorry. Please, I didn’t mean to offend your land with my presence. I am so sorry that I came here.”

“I’m not sorry you came here.” The woman replied as he felt the other one continue toying with his manhood though, terrifyingly enough, he could not see what she was doing to it. She seemed to be curiously prodding her way along his cock as well as cupping his balls, bouncing them slightly in her hand as if weight them. The woman pinning him glanced over her shoulder at what her sister was doing to him and looked back at him saying “I’m happy you came here, Kaladi.”

“Kaladi?”

The woman shrugged nonchalantly saying “Kaladi… your English would say ‘cow.’ That’s what you are, a fat, pale, soft, delicious cow that came into our forest and gave its body to us.” She leaned in and bit her lower lip slightly in thought as she set the canteen down on the ground beside them and ran a hand down Gary’s shirt opening buttons as she went. She continued, “don’t worry, cow, I am so happy you came to our land. When I kill you, it will be fast. An obsidian blade to your throat and you will soon find peace leaving your delicious body behind to feed my sister and myself.” She nodded towards the river saying, “you will get no such promise from the jungle, fat cow. Someone as soft and weak as you will die in this jungle, but doing so will be slow and painful. Stay with Zen and Gamvera, let us take care of ending your life.”
 

“Zen?”

The woman nodded and pointed to herself as Gary began to feel his dick grow hard under the barrage of attention paid to it by Gamvera and the woman shouted out something in a native tongue which sounded like an exclamation of success. Zen looked over her shoulder and smiled before turning back to Gary saying “good job, Kaladi. Normally I would never torment prey like this, and I am sorry we have kept you alive so far.” She lowered her voice to a whisper and leaned in intimately to Gary. He felt her breasts press against his chest as she leaned in over him and she seemed close enough that they could kiss as she spoke “it’s for my sister, Kaladi. There’s something she wants from you, and you have to be alive for her to get it.”

“What is it?”

“A baby.”

Before Gary could ask, soft, warm, wet flesh enveloped his cock as Gamvera sat down on top of him and let out a moaning sigh as he filled her. Zen leaned back and said something to which Gamvera replied in a reverent sounding whisper as Gary groaned at the unexpectedly pleasurable sensation. Zen returned to Gary saying “I am sorry we have to do this to you, Kaladi, but my sister has been wanting a baby for a long time and now, with your meat and the meat of the city-man you came with, we have enough food to keep us healthy and strong while she grows fat with child. You may not know that the Jengi brought you to us, but your body is the answer to our prayers.”

“But… you…” Gary panted out as Gamvera began slowly raising and lowering her body on top of him sending waves of pleasure through them both. Zen turned and asked Gamvera a question to which Gamvera panted out a languid reply. Zen turned back to Gary and smiled “thank you, Kaladi, for giving my sister such a good time. She says it feels wonderful to have your cock inside her body and she hopes to receive your seed soon.”

“Don’t you have men in your tribe?” Gary asked before groaning in pleasure.

“No tribe. It’s just the two of us. I warned her if she gets your seed her child would be pale and fat, but she says beggars do not choose.” Zen continued to hold Gary’s upper half pinned between her thighs as Gamvera thrusted up and down riding his cock as she wrapped fingers over her sister’s shoulders to gain balance as she went. Gary’s breath came in ragged pants as his cock swelled in urgent desire to burst forth inside the girl. Zen continued “we tried to get some of the men from the Baraka to lay with my sister. Both of us, actually, but they called us evil spirits and threw rocks at us until we ran back into the forest. I suppose it’s because we caught and ate one of their children that the Baraka do not like us.”

“Where did they go?” 


“What?” 

“The Baraka, they left, where did they go?”

“Away.”

“Away?” Gary asked as Gamvera blurted out something in a tone near animalistic scream as she moaned and flailed on top of Gary’s body.


Zen leaned back and looked over her shoulder at her sister. The two women smiled at one another and shared a kiss as Zen reached her arms back hugging her sister while Gamvera clung her arms around Zen holding on tight as she continued to thrust. Gary could hold it back no more as pleasure exploded from his manhood and flushed across his frame contrasting against the pain of the rest of his body as he sprayed his seed deep inside Gamvera’s body letting out a loud groan of pleasure as he did so. Gamvera moaned and whimpered as she slowed down her thrust and then finally came to a stop all together as she clung onto Zen. Zen gave her a smile and said something reassuring before turning back to Gary saying “good job, Kaladi. My sister will be happy with the baby you gave her and now you can rest peacefully knowing that you have sacrificed your body to care for your child. Goodbye, Kaladi.” She slid the knife down to Gary’s throat, but Gamvera said something that brought her blade short. Gary lay there helplessly pinned as the two women sitting on top of him started arguing. He still felt his cock sliding about inside Gamvera’s wet, soft pussy as Gamvera shifted her position to better face towards Zen. Gary felt completely lost as the two women bickered with much gesturing by both of them towards Gary. At last, it seemed as if Gamvera had won whatever debate they were having as Zen grumbled angrily in their native language as Gamvera smiled broadly peering over Zen’s shoulder at Gary.

“My sister wants to make sure your seed takes hold, so we are taking you with us.” Zen begrudgingly explained. She sighed and continued “I suppose it will be easier to have you walk than to carry your corpse. You are very fat after all.” Gary didn’t bother debating this point with her, despite considering himself reasonably in shape for an academic professor. He felt Gamvera’s weight shift and then her body pull free from his own as his cock slide out from inside her and she stood up over them. She leaned against Zen’s shoulder and clung to her abdomen with a soft sigh before saying something in their native tongue, patting Zen’s shoulder, and turning away from them. “Gamvera wants me to tell you that she had a good time receiving your seed. It was her first time doing that with a man. She didn’t know what it would feel like.”

Gary whimpered and replied, “that was my first time too. Please. I don’t want to die. I’m only here for an anthropological fieldwork of the enculturation of the Baraka tribe for Jengi worship and the role of such worship, along with consanguinity, in the establishment of Chiefdom delineation and cultural norms.”

Gary shook his head and continued, “I understand it is your culture to cannibalize individuals who lack machismo. By viewing this situation outside of my ethnocentric boundaries, I respect your right to participate in this ritualistic act with no preconceived moral objectivism for its value as either right or wrong. That being said, I am not part of this land or it’s culture and propose in earnest respeculation your consideration of my release.”

Zen pursed her lips and squinted at him deep in thought. She leaned in close and seemed to study his face intently while Gary stared back awaiting her decision.

“I have no idea what those sounds mean. I suppose you feel better now that you got all those big words out of your head and put them into the air.” She asked.

“No! I mean… will you let me go? I’m not from around here and I only came to do an anthropology study.”

“What’s an-thro-pol-og-y?” Zen asked slowly sounding out the strange word.

“It’s the study of people and their culture.”

“Oh.” Zen replied nonchalantly.

“So, you’ll let me go?”

“No.


“Why?” 

“I think your flesh will be extra sweet because it is so soft and pale.”

“But I didn’t do anything to break your cultural traditions.” Gary protested.

Zen shrugged and said, “I don’t care about tradition. I’m hungry.” Gary gasped and shuddered as the reality that he couldn’t talk his way out this situation Zen shook her head and said, “see, Kaladi, this is why I don’t like talking to my food. If it wasn’t for Gamvera, you would already be dead and we would both be happier for it, wouldn’t we? If I wasn’t a woman, I would gladly give my sister the baby she wants so badly…” She gestured broadly saying, “if there was anything to eat in Africa other than bugs and bullets, I wouldn’t be so tempted to just rip a bite out of your shoulder right now to fill my belly. But these are ‘if’s and we cannot live inside an ‘if.’ Can we, Kaladi?”

Before he could reply, warm fingers wrapped around Gary’s foot, and he jerked in shock before Zen placed a hand on his chest to calm him saying “shhh… just Gamvera getting you ready to walk back to camp.” He felt a strong, thin cord bite into his ankle as she tied a taught knot around one followed by tying a separate knot around his other. “Ah, clever Gamvera, she found good use for your one shoe. Your bootlace will keep your feet together so you cannot run fast, you can only walk slow shuffle.”

Gamvera stepped in around side of Zen and handed the woman a strip of leather cut from Gary’s own belt. Zen and Gamvera seemed to have a serious conversation and Gamvera took up her bow nocking an arrow before saying something seemingly directed at Gary in her native language. Zen pocketed her obsidian blade and said “well, Kaladi, now is the big moment. You must resist the urge to be stupid.”

“What do you mean?”

“I have to sit up to tie your hands together. Gamvera wanted me to tell you that if you try to fight against me once I get off your hands… well… she wants you to know that she will miss the feeling of your cock inside her.” Gary looked to Gamvera and she squinted at him with a sad cringe as she drew back her arrow aiming it at his head. Her expression seemed the same as that of a farmer about to put down a beloved family pet who turned rabid.

“This is another reason why I should have just killed you when I had a chance but, seriously, look at those big sad eyes…” She gestured towards Gamvera who glanced between her sister and Gary looking slightly confused. Zen continued speaking to Gary as she said “you try saying ‘no’ to a face like that. Now, please don’t make her have to kill you or I will have no peace tonight listening to her wail and cry as we roast your body over the fire.”

“This can’t be happening.” Gary whimpered.

His mind raced. The relaxed nature in which Zen described to him how they were going to kill and eat him created a cognitive dissonance which left him contemplating if they were really going to kill him. Of course, they had killed his guide on first sight and his own life only continued due to a few near misses from Gamvera’s bow. Hope still fluttered in his heart in that if he could only keep them talking, maybe get some information about their belief systems and culture, he could somehow wheedle his way out from the situation. In any case, any hope for escape would not be now. He would have to bide his time and pray for an opportunity to arise later.

Gary nodded to Zen saying, “I’m ready.”

Zen sat up and Gamvera drew back her bow, but Gary did not move save for placing his hands in front of him one wrist over another waiting for her to tie him. Zen reviewed him briefly before saying “smart enough. Let’s get the shirt off you first.” She reached down and unbuttoned the remaining buttons on his shirt pulling it open across his chest leaving his bare flesh exposed to the jungle air. Already, Gamvera had stripped him completely naked from the waist down and now Zen slid the last piece of clothing off him bringing a wince to Gary’s breath as she slid it over the gash on his shoulder before tossing the ripped and bloody shirt off to the side. Binding his wrists one to another, Zen pulled him to his feet where he stood awkwardly with a length of boot-cord tied between his ankles. Gary sheepishly put his hands over his crotch nervously covering his cock as the impact of his own nudity let quiet discomfort in his soul.  He glanced at Gamvera who breathed out a sigh of relief and loosened tension on her bow removing the arrow and putting the arrow back in the quiver slung over her shoulder as Zen took up her spear.

Zen looped an arm through the crook of Gary’s elbow, and he felt her warm, soft breast slide in against his bicep as she slipped in beside him holding his arm with one hand and her spear with the other. As Gary looked down at her he realized that he had just been captured by a woman who stood barely over five-foot tall, with her head barely rising to the height of his shoulder. Gamvera gathered up his belongings and rolled them up in his shirt, which she casually slung over her shoulder along with her bow before she slid in beside him on the other side looping her arm through his left arm and pressing her warm, naked body against his side smiling at him prettily. Gary looked to her seeing that the girl who had just murdered his guide and nearly ended his life stood even an inch or so shorter than her sister. Her youthful, happy face almost glowed as her broad lips parted into a warm smile as her eyes twinkled with desire. She said something to him in their native language as her eyes fluttered down to his crotch, which he currently covered with his hands, and then her speech turned breathy as she seemed to be whispering something romantically to him in her own language. Zen spoke up saying “Gamvera says your cock is very beautiful and would like to see it as we walk you back to camp. She’s asking if you can pull your hands away.”

Gary trembled slightly but hesitantly obeyed bringing his hands away from his cock and holding them over his belly. Gamvera craned her neck down to look at his cock which once again began swelling under the delightful gaze of the cannibal. She cooed appreciatively as Zen said on his other arm “see what I mean, Kaladi…” Zen tugged his arm to get his attention as she smiled at him warmly and continued speaking in a friendly tone as if they were sharing an inside joke “…it’s like I told you. She’s so cute that it’s just impossible to say ‘no’ to her.” Zen giggled at this and even Gary allowed himself a small, nervous smile as Gamvera leaned her head against his shoulder sighing dreamily and saying something wistful in her native tongue.

Zen snapped back something to Gamvera who replied something nonchalantly as she continued cooing and talking romantically in her own language.

“What did she say?” Gary asked. Zen rolled her eyes and replied, “Nothing good. Lucky for you,, Kaladi, you will be dead when you die. You will not have to listen to her blubbering and crying after we kill you.”

“If she will be so sad maybe you should just keep me alive.” Gary said trying to leverage his case.

“My sister and I can barely feed ourselves, Kaladi. We cannot keep her healthy during pregnancy and growing a baby with tarantulas and grubs. You already had sex with her. She may be pregnant already. She will need the nutrition of your body to grow her baby.”

Gary frowned and Zen squeezed his arm slightly to get his attention. She looked deep into his eyes as they walked back towards the Baraka camp with him sandwiched between the two women. She said emphatically “don’t think about it, Kaladi. It’s best if you stop thinking all together. You thought of a clever plan to escape us and see how much pain it has caused you.” She gestured towards the gash on his arm which was starting to slowly cake over with scabs and dirt as flies began buzzing greedily about it. Zen said, “I don’t like hurting people, but my sister and I have to eat.”

“Why not hunt?”

“Any animal worth hunting has already been killed. The two of us are not strong enough to bring down a hippo and a monkey doesn’t have enough meat to even bother wasting arrows on.”

“Why not farm?”

“Farming too dangerous.”

“Dangerous?”

“Farms are easy to find and full of food which means dangerous people come. Men with guns found our farm back. They killed our parents, but my sister and I ran into the jungle to hide.”

“And…”

“And what?”

“What happened next?”

Zen shrugged and said, “we hide in the jungle.”

“But how long ago was that?”

Zen pouted and looked up at the sunlight filtering through the trees before saying “We were small but not very small. I was about thirteen, so maybe seven years ago, I think.”

“But surely the men with guns are gone. You could go back to your village, your people.”

Zen shook her head and replied “we walked a long time, Kaladi. No idea how to get back to any village or any people of ours. Sometimes we see tribes, but they are not us and they do not like us. Everyone we meet either throws rocks at us or points rifles at us. They call us horrible names, screams of hatred cried into the dark.”

“That’s because you have no tribal markings.” Gary replied.

“Huh?” Zen asked with a cock of her head in confusion.

Gary continued “tribes all have markings, cultural insignia, mannerisms, norms, communal activities which denote their members. I was having a hard time understanding the two of you because you have no markings or insignia at all.”

Zen pouted thoughtfully at this as Gary continued “Look, Zen, I’m an expert at African tribes. I can help you. It may be possible for you and your sister to join a local tribe. You would have to start at the very bottom of social hierarchy, little better than slaves, but it wouldn’t be impossible for you to join.” Gary nodded towards Gamvera who still chewed on her lower lip watching his cock swing back and forth as he walked as he said, “you could even get your sister a real husband who would take care of her through her pregnancy. The two of you can become part of society. Think of it, Zen. The two of you with husbands and a community surrounding you. You can have that, Zen. There would be no more lurking in the jungle eating berries, grubs, and anthropologists. You could live in a village, grow cassava, chat with other women, dance around the fires, sleep next to your husbands at night. I can help you. I can get you the right insignia, the correct rituals, the language skills… everything you two need to join into a tribe.”

“And you will do this for free?” Zen asked with a wry, skeptical grimace.

“In exchange for my life.”

“Kaladi, sweet Kaladi…” Zen said in a patronizing tone as she patted his forearm lightly saying “what did I tell you about thinking? It would be better for all three of us if you stop that.”

“It’s not me thinking. I can really help you.”

Zen nodded saying “and you will. You are very heavy with lots of good meat. You will be a wonderful help.”

“No, I mean while alive I can help you.”

“You do have a way with words, Kaladi, I can give you that. The way you speak makes me see it clear in my mind. A pretty, amazing, vision of life in a village. There are two problems though.”

“What are they?” Gary asked. He nodded saying “I’ll help you with them whatever they are.”

“One problem, we’ve already eaten a few people, usually children and sometimes a woman or a man if we catch them at night, from every village as far as we have walked. They will not open arms to receive us no matter what insignia you draw.”

“Oh, uh… that’s a tough one.”
 

“And problem two, Kaladi…” Zen drew herself in intimately close reaching up and actually placing a hand against Gary’s cheek guiding him to look at her as she pressed her naked body against his own along his right-hand side. She stared deep into his eyes, and he felt as if she stared right into his soul as she spoke “…I already know that you would say anything to save your life.”

Her eyes turned strangely empathetic as she continued “I know. Death is scary. I’ve faced it many times myself and it made my belly quiver with fear when I’ve stared it in the face. Now you look at your own death and you are scared. I am not angry at you for this. I understand, Kaladi. But like a cow when it is ready to be butchered, you stand here now with the people who will eat you. You beg and lie hoping to save the life your feet failed to protect now with your words, but my sister cannot understand your words and I will not listen because I know you are lying.”

Gary gasped slightly as Zen continued her voice as silky and delicate as the skin on the back of a neurotoxic poison dart frog when she said “do not think, Kaladi. Do not think about your death. Do not think about your escape. Do not think about your life. These things will make you sad. Just know that I will end your life swiftly and mercifully. I do not take pleasure in pain of other people the way the men do. I do not torture my enemies for fun or rape their wives in front of them so that they may carry my disease. I do not cut the left arm off every child in a village to prove that I am the rightful owner of the diamond mine. I will take no pleasure in killing you. I am grateful to you for the bounty of food you have bestowed on my sister and myself and, for that, I will not make you suffer. Trust me to handle your death, as a man such as yourself can do nothing but die in Africa, so you should let me end your life so that your death can be fast and your corpse go to good usage rather than giving yourself over to any of the soldiers or tribesmen, who will enjoy the song of your screams, or the jungle itself which will slowly destroy your body with poison, hunger, and exhaustion before your rotting corpse lies at the base of a tree feeding ants for as long as it has flesh upon it.”

“But… but… I am an expert on African culture.” Gary stammered


Zen shook her head and continued with a bitter chuckle, “Kaladi, you came out here alone and unarmed with a city-man. What does he do? Drive a taxi in Bangui? Did he tell you he was a local guide? Did you believe him with no proof? He didn’t even know that the Baraka had left six months ago, and he couldn’t even see us walking casually through the forest. No, Kaladi, you are no expert. This land has no mercy and you walked into its jaws alongside a panhandler begging for your coins and feeding you lies. You sacrificed your life to Africa when you embarked on your trip and I, on behalf of the continent, accept your sacrifice.” 

Gary hung his head. His humiliation peaked as he realized that the uneducated cannibal girl hiding in the jungle was right about him. The University had offered to send him as part of a larger group, but he refused citing concerns of scaring the Baraka off though, in truth, he did not want to share credit for any discoveries made on the trip. He had traveled light and fast, eager to see the Baraka firsthand and away from any conventional tour trips or other trappings of western culture. Sight unseen, he recruited a local guide who sounded great on the phone and told Gary what he wanted to hear but… did that really mean he was qualified? Unarmed, vulnerable, and conceited he had leapt at the opportunity to do some fieldwork without taking the reasonable precautions necessary to undertake such an endeavor.

Gary gritted his teeth as he considered the haughty young associate professor, desperate to make a name for himself in a competitive field, who had drunk deep from the cup of hubris and plunged himself headlong into Africa’s unstable and deadly core. Surely now, wet, wounded, glasses-less, and paraded naked through the jungle between two cannibals, he had assuaged whatever cosmic forces deemed such punishments necessary for those who make stupid mistakes. Yes, indeed, Gary reckoned he had learned his lesson and he turned to tell Zen of this epiphany as they arrived back at the Baraka camp.

“Zen.”

“Yes?”

“You are right. It was stupid of me to come here alone and unprepared as I did. I let my ego get in the way of clear thinking. I’ve definitely learned my lesson from my foolishness. I’m sorry.”

Zen gave him a broad smile and moved away from his side as Gamvera wrapped her arm around his waist. Zen said back to him as she unsheathed her obsidian knife from her belt and “You’re a slow learner, Kaladi. I already told you, I’m happy you came.” Gary watched briefly as she flipped his guide over, reviewing the dead man carefully. She knelt and undressed him carefully. She called out something in their native language that made Gamvera bounce and giggle with glee. This was followed after shortly by a sickeningly wet squelching sound as Zen drove the obsidian blade into the stomach of the guide and slid the blade upward prying free his intestines as she went.

Gamvera pulled hard on Gary’s arm and spoke to him rapidly and excitedly in her native tongue.

“Zen, what is going on?” Gary called back to the other sister.

“We have much meat here on the city man. I’m going to let my sister breed you for a few more days before we eat you.” Zen called back.

Zen rose to her feet as Gamvera growled impatiently at Gary. Zen’s hands and lower body were covered with the blood of the guide, and she wiped her mouth with the back of her hand spreading a streak of blood across it which looked dark against her skin under the gloom of the canopy. Zen continued, “Don’t hold out on her Kaladi. You live only to fill her womb and to keep your meat fresh. She is happy to have you for herself, but do not mistake her excitement for love. You are her animal, and she will give you pain if you do not obey her.”

At these words, Gamvera drew forth her own obsidian knife and menaced Gary with it. Gary’s eyes went wide, and he said “okay, okay, I’ll go with you.”

Gamvera glanced at Zen who replied something quick in their native tongue and then Gamvera blew out a sigh as she regarded Gary closely. She pocketed the knife and pulled on his arm once more. This time, he quietly followed her as she led him into a nearby hut.

3.

Sickening, squelching sounds came from outside blended with the noise of Zen’s grunts as she gutted, skinned, and quartered Kongbo’s corpse. Gary tried to push these sounds out of his mind as Gamvera pushed him into a nearby hut which mercifully faced away from Zen and his former guide. Gamvera guided him over to a mattress comprised of a stack of palm leaves resting beneath a thick sheet of industrial grade polyurethane foam. At Gamvera’s urging, Gary sat on the foam and prepared to lay back on it, ready to be raped by her again, but she said something rapid and emphatic in her native language at him and he squinted at her as she clung onto his wrists. She knelt in front of him as he sat on the mattress and stared deeply into his eyes. She spoke in a slow, beautiful, lyrical prose of her own tongue as Gary desperately tried to understand her.

“You’re speaking Sango.” Gary said back to her. She cocked her head to the side having been able to understand barely one word of his sentence. Gary dug deep into his college days trying to remember what he could of the central African language. He remembered getting a B minus in the one-semester class on African languages, mostly because he tried having Jennifer Hoolidge tutor him. His mind flashed over the sight of her curly blonde hair and deliciously promising cleavage well set in the deep, scoop-cut neckline of her spring-green blouse. Jennifer seemed to have a spark of life in her which bred infectious desire in the minds of everyone around her but especially in Gary. Sadly, he had never worked up the nerve, during their multitude of study sessions, to tell her how he felt and as class ended with him barely learning any of the linguistic skills he was supposed to. He wondered how Jennifer was doing now, almost certainly a great deal better than he was.

None of that mattered to him now. His only hope was to try and leverage what little of Sango he could recall. He only remembered a few words and lacked the comprehension of the language’s alien grammatical structure to convey any idea beyond the simplest of phrases. He opened by saying a simple greeting of “bara mo.” Gary gritted his teeth realizing that his inflection wasn’t quite ideal, and he likely had a thick, American accent in the language. Gamvera squinted at him and replied back the greeting, but with a wildly misplaced tonal emphasis on the wrong syllable followed by an extra-glottal stop and Gary realized she had been speaking Sango but with such a deep accent that he couldn’t even recognize the language before.

She then continued speaking fast and low leaving Gary hopelessly lost in her words. Sure, he recognized the language at face value but even with his menial understanding he could recognize that she spoke the language almost as badly as he did though in a manner which suggested more the influence of isolation than the borrowing of French words and phrases which Sango was famous for. He dropped his head and he felt warm fingers press against his chin lifting his head back up. He looked into her face, and she smiled at him warmly in silence before rising to her feet. She stepped over by the door and removed her bow and quiver setting the deadly weapons down just outside the hut. She also took off her belt removing the only scrap of clothing she wore leaving these items outside the hut as well. Gary watched as she stepped over to a small set of hooks lining the wall grabbing a thin, cloth towel from them which appeared reasonably clean. She poked around a bit eventually opening a spigot on a five-gallon bucket sitting on a small table to find it contained fresh water. She poured a bit into the towel and spoke with a gesture towards Gary. He stood up and she stepped in close to him holding the wet towel up as she went. Gary pondered how much time he had spent stealing furtive glances at girls in class, downloading unmentionable pictures from sketchy websites, and fantasizing about the graceful curves of a woman’s body and now a fully naked woman approached him openly without the faintest hint of demure trepidation. He watched as she carefully placed the towel against his uninjured shoulder, and he felt the rough texture of the towel loops and the cooling chill of the water within. She looked from where she had placed the towel and up into his eyes as she quietly slid the towel down his arm wiping away river mud as she went.

“Thank you.” Gary said before frowning and continuing slowly sounding out the barely remembered word “S-in-gi…la.” He wasn’t fully sure if that was the proper pronunciation for “thank you” and he doubted it to be correct as Gamvera shook her head and snorted a small laugh before she shook out the towel, wetted it again, and wiped it down across his body. Gary stood perfectly still as he felt her wipe the wet towel across his muddy skin still caked with muck from the river. A strange sensation of comfort and care overtook his senses as he submissively let the small, dark woman clean his bound body. He felt weirdly that, in some fundamental sense which surpassed even human words, he could trust her. Obviously he could not. She had already killed his guide and whether it was Zen or Gamvera who dealt his own final blow she would soon partake in killing him too. Still, for the moment, she did nothing to harm him as she slowly and meticulously bathed him with the wet towel spending the precious, albeit pilfered, resource of clean drinking water on his care.

After a few moments of silence, she began speaking. Gary had no hope to understand her and she clearly wasn’t speaking ‘to’ him in the sense of expecting a response rather speaking ‘at’ him stringing out a long series of words in her nearly unintelligible version of Sango as she cleaned him carefully.

“Are you cleaning me to help me, or to avoid food poisoning?” Gary asked her, knowing full well she couldn’t comprehend his sarcastic remark. She flashed him a warm smile and stood up before him. She licked her lips and leaned in tipping her head to the side and planting a warm kiss on his own lips. She released the kiss with a dreamy look in her eyes and Gary shook his head saying, “you have no damn idea what I just said, do you?” She spoke again with more completely inextricable nonsense as she stepped around behind him and wiped down his back letting him feel the fur of the towel and the pressure of her fingers as she carefully wiped away the mud that she could eventually going so far as to fill up the towel with a large amount of water and sprinkling it on Gary’s head before rubbing it over his face and hair. She then carefully washed around his injured arm, delicately wiping the mud and blood away from the very injury she had inflicted. She pouted lightly at this and scampered outside. A dispute in Sango seemed to rise up between Zen and Gamvera as Gary waited for a few moments before Gamvera entered again with a bottle of hydrogen peroxide pilfered from the guide’s pack. She held it up for him to see and he cringed as she poured it first over his wound and then over a strip of cotton which she rinsed before wrapping it carefully around his arm and tying it off to cover his wound.

“Thank you.” Gary said, reviewing her bandage. She smiled at him and said a short phrase which he figured meant “you’re welcome.”

She then stepped in behind him again and began washing lower, across his back. He flinched slightly as she cleaned his buttocks. She moved quickly past this sliding the towel down along his legs then rose back up to wipe his buttocks again. He felt two warm, soft mounds of flesh press against his back and her body pull tight into his own as she wrapped her left arm holding the towel balled up in her fist as she reached around his waist. She held him from behind and reached her right arm around as well sliding it in lower to scoop up his balls into the palm of his hand. He instinctively stiffened, in more ways than one, but she whispered out a shushing sound. He looked down between his tied hands to see her fingers coyly wriggling about his balls massaging them as she went while she spoke something low and romantic.

She let go and stepped around rinsing the towel out with a fresh pour of water before wringing it out carefully and wetting it again as she stepped in close to him her eyes glistening with excitement as she fell to her knees before him. He watched breathlessly as she carefully and lovingly wiped the wetted towel across his manhood delicately cleaning his parts before setting the towel aside leaning her head in and guiding his cock with her fingertips to her mouth. Gary gasped and shivered as he felt her soft, voluptuous lips encase his swollen and sensitive purple head.  She groaned appreciatively as she pressed her head in further greedily swallowing in more of his cock before he felt sharp, hard teeth dig slightly into the flesh of his shaft making him whimper at the slight exultation of terrifying pain.

“No, no, please no!” Gary begged as Gamvera peeled her lips back revealing his cock clenched between her barred teeth. She looked up at him mischievously and he felt her tongue begin caressing the sensitive tissues of his cock head sending forth delicious tickles of pleasure accentuated all the more by the pain of her small teeth biting down on him slightly. Gary shook his head and pleaded again and Gamvera released her toothy grip on his cock and began suckling at it instead spreading sweet, wet, delicious sensation of her mouth and lips serving up aching degrees of pleasure to the very member she had just threatened to sever with her teeth. A groan rose up in Gary’s throat and his knees went weak causing them to buckle slightly beneath him as Gamvera bobbed her head back and forth suckling at his cock. Before he could cum, however, she released her hold on his cock and rose back to her own feet standing before him. She wrapped her fingers around his cock and stared passionately into his eyes whispering something he could not understand. She seemed intent on getting his knowledge to grasp her meaning as he stared blankly back at her in rapt confusion. She spread back her lips showing off her teeth and pointing to them with her right hand while she toyed with his cock with her left hand. She then gestured towards his cock and shook her head before placing her hand against his chest right over his heart. She thumped her fingers against his chest in time to his own heartbeat for a while and said something which sounded like a promise. Then she stopped her thumping and held her hand flat against his chest while shaking her head. She then lowered her hand back to his cock and softly caressed the top of it gently pressing her fingers against his throbbing veins, pushing them down and watching them pop back up again before she said something more and gave an exaggerated bite motion with her teeth into the air between them followed by rubbing her belly and moaning in a pantomime of satiation.

“You… won’t eat my cock until after I’m dead?” Gary said slowly. She cocked her head to the side and Gary’s mind raced. He had no hope of translating that sentence into Sango, but she gave him opportunity to skip such an affront to grammar and shrugged before nodding her head assuming he understood. She placed her hand against her heart and then against his heart leaning in and smiling at him blinking her long eyelashes at him mischievously.

“Uhh… thank you.” Gary said slowly, not sure how to respond to this. Gamvera wiggled slightly and guided Gary to sit down in a chair nearby. She held up a single finger and scampered out from the shed. As Gary began to take stock of what the building had to offer, which wasn’t much, and his opportunities to maybe escape the two women, a lithe, dark arm appeared in the doorway. Gamvera slowly lifted and lowered it flexing her wrist and making sweet, graceful movements like a dancer. Gary had no choice but to sit and watch, not sure what form this new madness would take. After the arm came a leg, protruding in from the edge of the doorway, which hid the bulk of Gamvera’s body. With the muscular grace of a Russian ballerina and the knowledge of classical dance of an Alabama stripper, Gamvera flexed and stretched her leg within the frame to no particular music or style save for a very erotic tone to the single body part dancing.

After a few minutes, she stepped in the door fully. She had donned something sexy for the occasion which manifested as an oversized white T-shirt bearing an NFL logo and broad lettering declaring “Patriots Superbowl Champions 2012.” Gary raised an eyebrow at this as he felt pretty certain the Patriots had not won the Superbowl in 2012, and he couldn’t help but smile as Gamvera sashayed into the room with exaggerated gestures as she seemed to ooze confidence and sexuality in her face wearing the t-shirt as if it was fancy lingerie.

Despite his terror, a crooked smile crossed Gary’s face as she struck a pose lifting one leg up and tilting her head back before stepping out and turning around bending over fully in front of him giving him ample view up the t-shirt at her rounded buttocks. She spread her legs wide and rolled her hips from side-to-side letting him have full view of her pussy as she looked over her shoulder at him with a seductive smile.

“What are you doing?” Gary asked.

Gamvera flexed her finger at him in a ‘come here’ gesture and he stepped in close to her trepidatiously. His heart pounded in fear and anticipation as she clearly wanted to have sex with him again yet, still, he needed to figure a way out from this horrible mess before she consumed him in more ways than one. For the time being, however, with Zen hacking away at the guide outside and Gamvera’s weapons lay just outside the little hut’s door, he had little choice but to do as she asked him. As he approached her wide-open, swaying buttocks swinging so promisingly in front of him, she took it a step further and reached back grabbing hold of one butt cheek and pulling on it with the palm of her hand spreading her womanhood even further open for him so much so that he could see a flash of pink from her delicate little opening tucked in amongst the dark skin and black pubic hair. She looked over her shoulder at him with her jaw hanging open and her breath caught in her mouth as she whispered something which sounded like a request. She then said softly and sweetly, “Mbi gbu gere ti mo.”

Gary thought about this for a moment before muttering “please.”

Gamvera looked up into his face as she remained with her back turned to him and her buttocks, now still, lying just in front of his erect cock begging to be penetrated. She had asked him something and then said “please” in Sango.

He reached out and placed his bound hands-on top of her buttocks feeling her body shiver in anticipation at his touch as she moaned desirously tilting her head back. He glanced up at her and slid his body in feeling his cock poke in amongst her inner thigh as the serene, white t-shirt covered his view of her back. She shifted and dropped her shoulder a little before he felt her warm, firm fingers find his cock and guide it gently towards her pussy which he penetrated feeling the warm, sensual wetness flow over his cock as she put her hands out in front of her grabbing onto the shacks wall for support. She spoke something encouraging over her shoulder at him and Gary groaned in pleasure feeling her pussy tense up squeezing tight around his cock.

“I’ve never had a girl before.” Gary said to her ignoring the fact that she spoke no English as he pressed in feeling his cock slide all the way deep inside her body until her buttocks rested against his belly and his balls, loose and dangling in the jungle heat, jostled into place between her legs. “No girl would ever say ‘yes’ to me. They all either called me a loser or a nerd. I never imagined any woman would ever want me, even though I wanted them so badly.”

Gamvera moaned and said something over her shoulder to him and he replied, “Yes, I am enjoying this. I would enjoy it more if my guide was alive, I had my glasses, and you weren’t planning to eat me.”  Gary instinctively began thrusting his hips feeling Gamvera’s slick, wet pussy tighten and slide up and down his cock as he went spreading sensual pleasure through his body. He muttered “beggars can’t be choosers, I suppose.” The only downside was their position forced him to crouch slightly to be at the same height, which added an aching sensation to his already tired legs. This was more than compensated for by the paradise which enraptured his cock and in short order he began thrusting more earnestly experiencing a fresh wave of sexual pleasure and desire with every press of his hips. For her part, Gamvera moaned and gave shuddering sighs as her head jerked in tempo to his thrusts and she arched her buttocks up to meet the cock which he fed into her. After a few more thrusts, Gary couldn’t resist the urge any longer and he came hard as pleasure sparkled across his body in sweet sensation of orgasmic delight as he felt his cock swell and squirt deep inside Gamvera. His knees buckled weakly as his legs spasmed and he leaned his weight against her which she managed to hold up marvelously with her small, taught, powerful body. He slumped over her feeling oddly grateful for the t-shirt that wicked away the sweat on his face as he fell across her warm back feeling exhausted and spent. Gamvera said something softly and reached around behind herself patting the side of Gary’s buttocks as his cock still spasmed and squirted inside her as aftershocks of pleasure tingled through his sated body.

Eventually Gary withdrew and stumbled back a bit causing Gamvera to right herself and spin around grabbing onto his bound hands with her own to steady him as she giggled with a broad, happy smile. She guided him to the mattress where he collapsed across it breathing heavily. He felt her step carefully over him to get on the other side of his body before she lay down cuddling next to him and lying her head on his uninjured shoulder. She placed her dexterous hand on his shrinking cock, relaxing back down now in flaccid satisfaction.

“I’ll need a few minutes to reset.” Gary said to her. She let go of his cock and placed her hand on his belly instead cuddling in warm and loving against the man she had just tried to kill and would soon devour. She leaned up against him and he saw her broad, dark face mere inches from his own. That strange sense of alienage struck him again as the sclera of her eyes and her pale teeth stood out in stark contrast to her other features in the dim hut. She spoke in a casual, conversational style which Gary couldn’t understand but she seemed to be explaining something to him as she gently touched at the bandage around his arm giving an apologetic sounding expression before pointing to his chest right over his heart speaking something which sounded determined and finally reaching down to curl her fingers around his cock and smiling broadly before saying something which sounded happy. She then let go of his cock and waved her finger around her head in an exaggerated gesture of what Gary could only comprehend as craziness followed by a shrug and nonchalant expression of balance. Through these expressions and context Gary pieced it together and repeated back to her “you’re sorry I’m in pain. You were hoping to hit me in the heart so I would die quickly but since I survived now you get to have sex with me. Life is crazy but we do what we can with what we have.”

Gamvera looked off to the side thoughtfully before shrugging and saying something short and casual. She leaned against him once more laying there casually stroking his cock waiting for it to grow firm once again.

“Is there any way I can convince you two to let me live?” Gary asked.

“No.” The answer came not from Gamvera but from the doorway. Gary snapped his head down to see Zen wiping blood from her hands on the same towel Gamvera had just cleaned his body with.

“It is not your fault though, Kaladi. You cannot help being delicious.” Zen said quietly but firmly. She then continued saying something in a native language to Gamvera who groaned in annoyance sitting up and arguing back with her sister. Zen’s nose crinkled in agitation as Gamvera whined and gestured towards Gary still lying on the mattress especially pointing towards his cock which had started to grow slightly again in hopeful desire. Zen rolled her head instead of her eyes and snapped her foot at Gamvera which caused Gary to sit up slowly watching the two sisters argue as he began slowly sliding away from Gamvera. A plan to delicately hedge his way around the other side of the hut while the women argued started to form in his mind but was cut short when Zen wheeled around to face him and drew her knife saying, “Don’t be smart, Kaladi. Your big brain may work where you come from but thinking big thoughts in Africa only causes you to feel pain.” Gary froze in place and blinked at her with his mouth hanging open. Zen’s voice softened as she continued “we don’t need to hurt you to get what we want. If you keep your body still and your mind stupid, you will feel nothing more than a small prick of my blade on your veins. If you try to run, we will cut off your legs and cook them first while you’re still alive to feel it.”

Gary swallowed hard and he glanced back at Gamvera who shot him a pained expression. Zen gestured towards Gamvera saying, “look how you insult my sister. She’s telling me how she enjoys guarding you so much and she wants to do it for the rest of the day while I cook and clean and do everything else. She put on that fashion clothing so you would think she’s an American woman and have sex with her more easily and this is how you repay her.”

“I don’t want to die.” Gary protested.

“Neither do we!” screamed Zen back her eyes flaring with anger. She gestured out the door saying “do you see the large mountains of food out there? No! There is nothing for us to eat but mud, bugs, that city-man, and you.”

Gamvera spoke something sad in her native tongue and Zen nodded towards her saying “she says you two were starting to become friends. You had sex with her willingly. She says you took her like a lover and now what are you going to do? Leave her pregnant with your child and starving to death?”

“I have at least one-hundred thousand DFA-Francs in my backpack. Take them. It’s easily enough for the two of you to buy whatever food you need.”

“From who?” Zen asked back.

“Some farmers or someone, surely.” Gary sputtered back.

“Yes, some villager who would throw rocks at us or some farmer who would beat, rape, and murder us at gunpoint. Or maybe it’s enough money to get us to the city, just in time to be trafficked off to work as prostitutes until we die.”

Zen shook her head and said “your big brain has no use here, Kaladi. All that smart and you’re too stupid to see that eating your body is the best life Gamvera and I can ever hope for.”

“I’ll take you to America.” Gary finally pulled his final, last ace card in one last desperate maneuver of negotiation. In truth, he had no idea ‘how’ he could possibly manage such a feat given the multitude of not only logistical but also legal and practical implications to this malformed plan.

Zen stepped in close to where Gary squatted on the floor. She stood over him with her hand tightening around the grip of the knife as her lips parted in an angry grimace. She spoke firmly in a voice which bore the levity of a boulder as she said, “if you lie like that again, Kaladi, I’ll cut your tongue out to silence you.”

Gary stared up at her silently as flies buzzed lazily in the dying late afternoon sunlight. He nodded silently and she continued firmly “stop… thinking… Cows don’t think, Kaladi, and neither should you.”

“Bull.”

“What did you say?!” Zen growled.

“Kaladi, it means ‘bull’ in Sango.” Gary said staring off in the distance as he continued with his bits of language coming back to him slowly as he continued “Gamvera is… fox.” He glanced at Gamvera who watched him with her face dispassionately staring at him seemingly waiting for his next move. He looked up at Zen saying, “and Zen… means… tiger.”

He then sighed and looked off sadly saying “and this information is totally worthless because knowing a language and convincing cannibals to not eat you in that language isn’t really the same thing, now is it?”

Zen took this in thoughtfully for a moment before nodding her head outside saying, “come on.”

Slowly Gary followed Zen out into the clearing between the huts. A fire now burned in one of the pits with the sickeningly delicious smell of his guide’s left leg sizzling on a stake skewered through it lengthwise as Gamvera occasionally gave it a turn. A large earthenware pot held a bubbling stew of some sorts from which Gary could see a human femur protruding lazily in the boiling broth. In another ring, a framed rack made of sticks and covered in massive, green jungle leaves sat over a low-banked smoldering campfire. A few fingers of his guide protruded outward from an unseen place somewhere sandwiched within the jungle leaves as his flesh slowly smoke cured over the fire. Gary felt bile rise in his throat as his head swam and his body grew weak.

“Come on, Kaladi.” Zen ordered as she grabbed his wrist and pulled him along. The ground lay damp and dark, covered in blood from the butchery work Zen must have undertaken to separate out the guide into edible parts. Gary felt as if he strolled through the ninth ring of hell as Zen guided him over to a tree. He looked at Gamvera who happily waved back to him before reaching her hand out and gingerly ripping off a chunk of the guide’s cooked calf muscle and greedily shoving the roasted meat into her mouth. Zen pushed Gary down and he didn’t resist as she made him sit at the base of a massive tree between a pair of outspreading roots which felt as if they would engulf and swallow his body at any second. Gary tried to push his thoughts aside as Zen stepped over to Gamvera and poked at the cooking piece of leg muscle before saying something in Sango to her and they lifted the leg up from the fire. As casually as one would split a chicken, Zen sliced the piece of leg in half splitting the stick it sat skewered on as well leaving both women with a piece of cooked human flesh on a stick like a deranged, cannibal popsicle.

Gary shuddered in terror as they turned to look at him. He felt his heart stop beating and his flesh melt away under the intense pressure of their eyes. Zen gave him the same, floating, indifferent angry stare all Africans seemed to perfect from birth which clearly conveyed complete apathy towards the very pathos of life or death itself all of which being viewed simply as one in the same. Gamvera looked even more terrifying with her wide, innocent, eyes contrasting against her outdated t-shirt and sharp, white teeth which she used to rip a bite of flesh from what had once been a man’s leg. Gary buried his face in his hands and cowered against the tree as the two women stepped in close to him. Zen took up a position on the root to his left while Gamvera brazenly slid into the slot between the roots with Gary and placed her warm, soft buttocks right onto his lap. Gary whimpered as he felt her body press up against his own while the t-shirt did nothing to prevent her womanhood from resting on top of his legs and cock. He felt a tug on the ties about his wrists and saw Gamvera lifting his arms up with her left hand while she held onto her meat-stick with her right. Gary’s eyes watered and his cock stiffened, two things he never imagined could happen simultaneously, as Gamvera slid her body in between his arms resting her back against his chest as his bound hands lay wrapped casually about her waist. She cooed happily and wiggled her buttocks caressing the hot, languid flesh against his ripening cock before she merrily set into eating the piece of leg with the same ecstasy as a high school girl sitting on her boyfriend’s lap and chewing on a corndog would display.

After several bites and appreciative moans from both women, Zen said something in Sango which Gamvera nodded in agreement too. She ripped off a small piece of cooked human flesh and twisted around a bit on Gary’s lap so she could look over her shoulder at him. She lifted the piece over her shoulder to him and said something in Sango. Gary cringed and Zen snorted out a retort which Gamvera argued with her about. Finally, Zen rolled her eyes and said “Gamvera wants to feed you a piece of the city-man so you can see how good you taste. She says you will be even more delicious than he is.”

Gary’s face blanched pale as he muttered back “I’m not hungry.” 


Zen quickly agreed to this saying, “Good, I told it was a waste of food.” She relayed as such to Gamvera who pouted slightly and held out the piece a bit more urgently towards Gary before Zen spoke some more words to her that made Gamvera sigh and eat the piece herself. 

As the sun set, the jungle came alive with sounds so ominous that Gary wasn’t sure whether to feel comforted by the presence of the cannibal girls and the fire or distraught. Zen collected up the gnawed bones from both her own meal as well as Gamvera’s tossing them both into the boiling pot as Gamvera turned sideways on Gary’s lap and laid her head against his shoulder saying something sweet and loving as she did so. Zen looked nervously out into the jungle and squinted. She put some more logs onto the fire around the stew pot and also fed more pieces of wood to the smoking rack before she returned to Gary and Gamvera. Zen put her hands up in the air and clasped them together stretching casually before the two of them as Gary let his eyes trail along her firm, sensual body. In another day and age, he would have found this view to be entrancing, a fully nude woman casually stretching in front of him. However here, pinned under her sister and serving as little more than a prey animal for these cannibals, he couldn’t help but feel a queer unease with her nudity matched only by his own though he technically had at least one article of clothing in the shape of Gamvera curled into his lap who somehow had managed to soften the jarring, primordial view of her own nudity via the old misprinted t-shirt. As he watched Zen stretch out his eyes trailed her wide hips, uncannily too wide, and her ripe breasts which jutted out in a manner that would appear misshapen on a man’s body but somehow graceful on a woman’s body balanced by the large hips such as they were. Finally, his gaze rose to see Zen’s face and he saw that she was looking right back at him. Her eyes widened in surprise as her lips parted into an expression of hope before she swung her arms back down and said something to Gamvera in Sango. Gamvera muttered an agreement and placed her hand on top of Gary’s chest just in front of her face giving him a loving stroke across the short hairs on his chest.

“We sleep, Kaladi. Today was a good day. Probably one of the best days we’ve had in a long time.”

Gamvera lifted her head and smiled at Gary saying something in Sango and Zen forwent her trademarked bitterness to translate her sister’s words saying in simple earnestness “Gamvera says because of you today is the best day of her life. She has hope now that the jungle has given her both child and nourishment all at the same. She says it is a blessing from the Jengi that you came to us.”

Gary smiled sadly back at Gamvera and said “it’s the worst day for me… but…”

“But, what, Kaladi?”

“If you weren’t going to kill me, this would have been an amazing day. Getting a chance to be this up close and personal with aboriginal people. Albeit there would be some professional concerns regarding how close I’ve gotten with Gamvera.”

“Oh, Kaladi, you’re using those stupid big words again. Thinking will only hurt you.”

Gary sighed and said, “I suppose it doesn’t matter anymore.”

“Now you understand.” Zen said happily. Gamvera slid out from between Gary’s arms and slowly rose to her feet as Zen leaned down and reached a hand over to him saying “you’re food now, Kaladi. Food doesn’t worry because food doesn’t think.”

Gary took her hand, and she pulled him to his feet.

He turned and looked at the small cluster of huts glowing slight orange in the flickering campfire light. He turned back to Zen saying, “so do I sleep outside while you girls get the hut or how does this work?”

Zen chuckled and wrapped her arm around Gary’s waist as Gamvera sidled in on his other side. Gamvera dropped her hand to Gary’s crotch, and he flinched fearing she might strike him before he felt her warm, firm fingers coil around his cock. She gave him a broad smile before tugging him along as Zen walked alongside him with her naked body pressed in beside his own. A warbling howl came from the darkness of the jungle which made Gary’s blood freeze for a moment before a gentle squeeze on his cock from Gamvera, and Zen tightening her grip around his waist brought him an odd sensation of comfort.

“No, Kaladi, a prized morsel of food like you is too valuable to leave alone in a dark and greedy jungle. There is only one way to make sure we get your whole body and not just whatever the chimpanzees leave behind and that is to have you sleep with us tonight.”

The jungle almost seemed to chill as Zen and Gamvera hastily pulled Gary towards a nearby hut while the noise of unseen creatures grew louder. The tiny circle of light cast by the fire seemed to be swallowed up by the darkness of the jungle and Gary came to appreciate how old stories of goblins and demons could so easily be born from such a situation. The hut lay dark as Gamvera guided him in through the door tugging on his cock like some kind of living, sexual leash as Zen closed and lowered the simple bar lock across the frame locking the door into place. A small window, crudely covered with rusting chicken wire, let in only a fragment of flickering orange firelight weakly illuminating a tiny square of the hut.  Gary’s terror at the darkness came to be quelled as the soft pressure of two naked women crowding in close to him. He felt as if he swam in a sea of arms, breasts, bellies, and thighs as Gamvera and Zen cuddled in around him. Words spoken low in Sango pierced the darkness and Gary’s right side felt suddenly unsupported as one of the women stepped away from him while the other held on tight. In the confusion of the darkness, he could not even tell which woman held onto him and which stepped away.

“Hold still.” Zen whispered into his ear as he felt her arms wrap tight around his waist. He felt her hand place flat against his bare belly for a moment before it descended, and she wrapped her fingers around his manhood bringing a gasp to his lips as she said “shhh… Gamvera is getting a candle.”

“Please… don’t…” Gary begged as he felt Zen reposition her hand to cup his balls from underneath. “Shhh…” Zen replied. Gary held still feeling her work her fingers gently fondling his balls. “What are you doing?” He whispered to her.

“What? Your body belongs to me. I can play with it before we eat you.” Gamvera muttered low curses in Sango as a crashing sound came from the darkness. This was followed by an expression of joy and Zen gave Gary’s balls a little squeeze, not hard enough to hurt but enough to remind him she still held onto them and bring a gasp to his mouth. “Mmm” Zen said before continuing “I can’t wait to pop these tasty little things into my mouth.” Gary shivered as a light exploded throughout the hut as Gamvera struck a match and touched the flame to a crude lamp made from an oil-soaked rag protruding from the top of a tin can.

Gamvera glared at her sister’s hand and then looked at the two of them with her eyes widening in jealousy as her lips peeled back from her mouth in a hateful sneer. Quickly, Zen flipped out her finger and thumb lining them up lengthwise across the top of Gary’s cock which stood erect at the attention it had received so far before seeming to ask Gamvera a question. The question brought a crooked smile to Gamvera’s lips as she stepped in closer to the two of them bringing the lighted lamp with her. She held the lamp off to the side and jutted her hips forward with a playful smirk on her face as Zen carefully transferred her hand from across the top of Gary’s cock to Gamvera’s crotch lining her thumb up with Gamvera’s pussy and marveling at how far up her abdomen Zen’s forefinger lay. Both women looked at Gary and he blushed slightly feeling the implication of their stare.

Gamvera said something to Zen which made Zen roll her eyes as Gamvera giggled. Gamvera then pressed and Zen sighed turning towards Gary saying, “my crude mouthed sister says she would like to feel your cock tickle her belly one last time before going to sleep.”

Gary blinked and Zen grumbled “that is exactly what she said. She could just say she wants sex, but she says, ‘tickle her belly.’ All I asked was how it fit inside her, and she made some joke about how you fill her stomach even before you are dead. I still don’t understand how you two fit that thing inside my sister.”

Gamvera cut her off saying something in Sango which immediately drew an ireful response from Zen and an argument in rapid Sango ensued with much gesturing. A warbling howl emanated from outside the hut which brought silence to both women and Gary as well. Zen pouted and spoke with a tone of finality as if her mind had been made up. Gamvera seemed to acquiesce as she stepped in close to Gary and spoke to him warmly and intimately in Sango.

“She wants to have sex with you again. However, I am not going to wait outside.” Zen replied firmly as she squatted on a short wooden stool crossing her arms over her chest in annoyance as she continued “I don’t know why she is acting this way now. She already had sex with you once while I was present. I’m the one who captured you, but now my greedy little sister wants you all to herself.” Zen huffed in aggravation. As Gamvera slid her warm, soft body in against Gary’s. He felt her breasts compress against his chest as his cock trailed along her abdomen softly poking it from the outside. Gamvera spoke warm and sweet to Gary as she placed her hands on either side of his face.

Zen scoffed and continued “she owes me for this. Kaladi, she’s telling you not to worry about me. She’s excited to feel your child moving around inside her body. She’s asking if you can lay on top of her. She’s promising to take good care of your child and stuff like that. Just hurry up and have sex with her so we can all get some sleep. I’m tired.”

“I’m kind of tied up at the moment.” Gary said holding out his hands. Gamvera started undoing the knots which brought a sharp hiss from Zen before all three of them looked at one another. Gary hung his head and another inhuman howl came from outside. Zen pouted and said “escaping us now would be death. Can your stupid-smart brain understand that, Kaladi?”

“Yes.” Gary replied. Zen nodded to Gamvera saying, “you would have wriggled or chewed your way out of those knots over the course of the night anyhow. Rope never holds anyone for long.”

With a few more tugs Gamvera undid the bands around Gary’s wrists bringing fresh blood flow to his aching hands as she quickly knelt and began untying the bands around his feet. Her head lay so close to his cock that with a twitch it reached out and touched the side of her head. She giggled and tipped her head up. She kissed the purple tip of his cock then tilted her head forward bringing the smooth, swollen tip into her mouth as she looked up at him submissively from where she crouched before him untying his ankles.

“I feel like I’m going to be sick.” Zen grumbled softly.

Ignoring her remark, Gamvera dexterously maintained hold on Gary’s cock with her mouth as she finished untying his ankles freeing his feet. She then brought her hands up and grabbed onto either side of his thighs digging her fingers into his buttocks as she guided his hips forward swallowing down more of his cock as she went moaning with desire as Gary felt her warm, sensual mouth envelope his manhood.

“don’t bite me this time.” Gary asked and Zen chuckled repeating his words to Gamvera in Sango. This brought as big of a smile to Gamvera’s face as she could muster with his cock forcing her lips open as it was. She winked up at Gary and he didn’t know if he should take this as a sign that she wouldn’t bite him or that she definitely would. Mercifully, no teeth pierced him as she retracted her head back from him and untied the belt from around her waist setting her lethal goods carefully off to the side before she lay down naked and sprawled open before him on the dingy, small mattress.

Carefully, Gary knelt before her, and she bit her lower lip as she spread her legs open wide inviting him into her womanly core. At first Gary tried to crawl on top of her but the gash on his shoulder screamed angrily at him forcing him to rest down onto his elbows as he lowered his body onto her own feeling his cock plunge slowly and deeply into her womanhood bringing appreciative moans to her lips as he went. Under the watchful eye of Zen and a single, smokey oil lamp, Gary slowly came to a rest on top of Gamvera feeling her small body warmly pressed up against his own. The odd fear that he might crush her or make it hard for her to breath with his relative size tickled at the back of his mind and he realized that this was exactly what he should be doing. They had just untied him. He should drop an elbow onto Gamvera’s throat and find a knife to take out Zen with. Sure, she had defeated him before, but he had been exhausted, wounded, and terrified. Even with their strength and skill, he still had at least several inches and fifty pounds on both of them. He knew he should do those things but somehow those thoughts rested in the guilt-ridden parts of his mind which never rose to the manner of action. As he heard Gamvera coo, and he began instinctively thrusting feeling her pussy swallow and release his cock slickly caressing his manhood with his every motion he considered how he shouldn’t be having sex with her at all. He should be escaping.

Was he really sacrificing his life just to have sex?

As pleasure welled up inside his body and Gamvera raised her hands over her head stretching out her delicious, sensual body before him. He knew he should slide out of her. He should fight. He should run. He should do everything in his power to save his life… but…

“Oh, God!” shouted Gary as his body convulsed with delight and he orgasmed deep inside of Gamvera feeling his cock pulse sticky wads of cum deep inside her womanhood. He shuddered as he lay on top of her feeling her hot breath on his shoulder as he rested his head on the natty mattress just above her left shoulder. He lay there gasping for a while as she moaned and cooed sweetly speaking to him often in a language he didn’t understand. “that felt amazing.” He replied equally neglectful of the language barrier between them. He gingerly propped himself up on his elbows and looked down into her round, pretty face. “It’s horrible that you plan to eat me. You feel so amazing inside. You’re beautiful, too, in your own savage way.” Gary cringed at the hideously ethnocentric word leaving his lips, but no other would suffice. They were going to kill him anyhow, what good would come from cultural objectivity and political correctness at this point. Besides, even by the standards of the tribes of Central Africa, these two were savages living well outside the bounds of any recognized culture. Gamvera responded to his cultural insult with words that sounded like a profession of love. Gary gave her a small, sad smile and slid out from inside her carefully flopping his body down next to her taking care not to put any pressure on the gash on his shoulder. He lay there staring up at the woven-leaf ceiling of the hut as shadows danced in the flickering oil-lamp light before a soft grunt came to his ears. It had not come from Gamvera but rather further down. He arched his head to see Zen, still perched on the stool now shed of her own belt and leaning back on the crude piece of wood with one arm behind her keeping her body up while her other hand cupped her crotch. Her eyes were closed her breath came in ragged pants as her middle two fingers flexed and worked furiously at her own womanhood causing her body to tremble. Gary watched her breasts shake and jiggle slightly as spasms of pleasure worked their way across her flesh before she opened her eyes and saw him staring at her. She quickly stopped her masturbation and her face fell into one of shock and shame as she carefully slid her legs closed and curled her arms around herself in a hug while looking off to one side purposefully ignoring Gary as her face darkened.

“Uh…” Gary started as Gamvera started to lift her head with an inquisitive sound. Before either of them could do or say anything else, Zen quickly blurted out “we sleep” and blew out the oil lamp plunging the room into darkness. Gary lay perfectly still as sounds of rustling and steps emanated slightly overhead in the darkness. Gamvera rolled in towards him and curled her warm, soft body against his own whispering something to him in the dark. “I still have no idea what the hell it is you are saying. Even if I spoke Sango, I wouldn’t know with that insane accent of yours.”

“She says she loves you.” Zen muttered bitterly as Gary felt her body slide in on the mattress on his other side. He felt a hand from Zen’s side come to rest on his hip as she continued darkly “which is unfair. She’s the one who wounded you with her bad shooting. She’s the one who makes you feel pain. I’m the one who captured you and kept you alive. I should be the one who gets-” Zen cut herself off with a huff and continued in a disgruntled tone “we sleep. Don’t be smart, Kaladi. I am in an angry mood and will not show mercy tonight if you try and escape.”

“Duly noted.” Gary muttered as he lay there in the dark between two, beautiful, naked women who planned to eat him.


4.

Later…

“…I swear I have my ethnography project back in my dorm!” Gary shouted into the darkness of the hut as he sat bolt upright. The phantom memory of Professor Kerman’s scowl faded from his mind’s eye as he granted solace to his heart reminding himself that he couldn’t possibly fail his junior year midterms now, as he had graduated several years ago.

Gary lay back panting into the dark space over his head trying to quell the racing of his heart from the nightmare that he had just had. Yes, he had graduated. He passed Kerman’s class, granted with a B-minus but a passing grade is a passing grade. Now he didn’t have to worry about that…

He felt the flesh of two naked women laying on either side of the mat against him and his addled mind began to compile recent events.

“Fuck.” Gary muttered into the dark air as dread settled into his mind. The worst part of it all would be that he, a sophisticated modern man of science and technology, had been hunted down like an animal by a couple of primitive women using little more than sticks and sharpened rocks. Field work was not without its risks, but those usually manifested as dying under the crossfire of machineguns between regional warlords. An escape plan began to form in his mind which involved stealthily stealing out into the night and praying that whatever creatures had been stalking it earlier had left. He still lay completely naked, though unbound, and this may be his best chance if he was going to have any at all. He closed his eyes trying to focus his mind on where he had dropped his backpack. He had not noticed it during their dinner of his former guide earlier in the night. Had Zen moved it, or already sifted through taking away anything useful to him. He desperately needed at least some kind of clothing if he was going to even hope to-

His thoughts were cut-off midsentence as a nimble, firm hand sprung onto his chest pinning him down.

“Don’t.” Came the single word spoken from the darkness.

“Zen?”

Warm flesh shifted against him as he felt her roll over and crawl up on top of him. He could smell her flesh, as earthy and sweet as the jungle itself, as she lay on top of him. Her breasts softly pressed against his chest and his cock instinctively tensing as he realized where it lay relative to her hips. She clamped a hand down on top of his mouth.

He felt her hot breath on his face as she continued in the darkness whispering to him “you were thinking of escape?” Gary wanted to lie but his head nodded instinctually under the surprising power of Zen. It felt as if she could read his mind and so lying would be pointless.

“I’ll only catch you again. You will hurt yourself even more.” She said firmly.

Gary shivered as she continued “each time you try and escape you get injured, weaker, thinner… you become less meat and we will need all the meat we can get if Gamvera is to take care of your child. Think of that baby, if you can. Care for it the best way a fat, pale cow can, by feeding your child’s mother to make her strong. Consider it an honor that powerful women like us are breeding you before your slaughter. Do you understand?”

Gary’s stomach churned and his mind raced but some deep recess of his mind started to accept Zen’s words. So far, strength had not helped him escape the situation nor had his intellect. The siren’s call to let go, to simply give up rang in his ears as Zen sang it to him all the louder as she reached down with her other hand feeling his erect cock now probing against her inner thigh. She let go of his mouth, yet Gary held mute under the weight of her unseen gaze in the night as she guided his cock to her pussy saying “I’ll make it easier for you. I saw how relaxed you became after you bred my sister. I could see it in your eyes, you stop thinking, stop struggling, stop fighting. I will make it easy for you to stop thinking of escape.”

Gary felt her body shift as wet, hot, silky slick flesh enveloped his cock in a rush of pleasure. Zen gasped as he penetrated her womanhood and spoke something in Sango as it seemed that his cock had pushed the English straight out of her mouth for a moment. She whimpered and he felt her pussy tighten around his cock giving it a firm, powerful hug from inside her body for a moment before it relaxed a little. “Your cock is my property. I hunted you and captured you whole and alive. It should not be my sister’s. She missed her shot. Very clumsy. I did not. Do you not agree? Do you understand in that stupid-smart brain of yours that I own your body more than she does?”

“Yes.” Gary gave a shuddering whisper back.

“Good. You’re not as stupid as I thought. I wouldn’t let a stupid, white animal like you inside me, but my sister’s screams and moans have made me feel like moths are dancing in my belly and my body ached to be filled.” Gary felt her began to shift as she slowly raised and lowered herself against him feeling his cock slide in and back out within her as she groaned saying “it does feel good to be filled. Better than my hand. Stay quiet, Kaladi. I am a good owner and will calm my animal down. I will make you go back to sleep and not even dream of escaping.”

Zen began rhythmically raising and lowering herself against Gary as he felt his manhood slipping sweetly through the delicate folds of her inner flesh and listened to the sighs and whimpers from her mouth. He felt his own pleasure rising forth until she whispered, “how are you even bigger now?” Gary grunted deeply as his body shook in orgasm as Zen moaned herself saying something in Sango before she collapsed across Gary’s chest shuddering with her own pleasure.

“Gary?”

“Yes.”

“Did you plant your seed inside me?”

“Yes.”

“Gary!” Zen hissed at him as she quickly slid up his chest and his cock fell limply out from inside her. “What are you doing? It is Gamvera who takes your seed and will bear child. This is just for calming you down.”

“But… You…”

Zen moaned and whispered something in the dark in Sango as she slipped off him and sat alongside his body. Gamvera groaned and Gary felt her roll over towards him and drape a hand over his belly from the other side of his body as she hugged onto his arm whispering something in Sango. Zen crouched silently down on his other side and whispered into his ear “Gary, you weren’t supposed to give me your seed. What if I get…” She stopped and continued with a hoarse whisper in her mouth as she continued “what if I get pregnant… and not Gamvera. She will have to give me the best meat and serve me.” Gary could hear the smile cross Zen’s face as she continued in a happier tone saying “Maybe just as well both of us try for a baby. As long as it is only one of us who grows fat, we will be fine. Don’t plant your seed in me again, understand? I do not desire a fat, white baby the way Gamvera does.”

“Yes, I thought you wanted me too.” Gary sputtered unable to believe he was having such a deranged conversation. “No, I just wanted you to feel the relaxation and pleasure, not actually give me your seed.”

“But it’s the same thing.” Gary responded.

“It is?”

“Yes, the pleasure comes from planting a man’s seed.”

“You mean you can not do one without the other?”

“No.”

Zen snorted and continued, “men are stupid. Can you sleep and not think of escaping at least?”

“Yes.”


5.

Days passed…

Breakfast of grubs, lunch of gritty nuts and finally a dinner of a piece of his own guide brought Gary full circle to joining the very cannibals who would soon consume him. They stayed in the encampment as Zen carefully tended to the smoked preservation of the guide and Gamvera carefully tended to having sex with Gary nearly round the clock. He lost track of how many times they had sex though Zen restricted herself ever taking him again after that first night and relegated her pleasure to that of her own fingers as she would watch him having sex with Gamvera. Joyous sounds erupted one morning as Gary roused from sleep to see Zen and Gamvera talking excitedly.

“What’s going on?”

“You did it, Kaladi! You did it!” Zen said excitedly as Gamvera beamed and danced in delight stroking her belly. “My sister should bleed now, and she does not. She has your child in her belly.” Gary couldn’t help but let a crooked smile cross his face. Gamvera stepped in close to him as Gary sat up groggily. She said something to him in Sango and Zen translated “She wants you to kiss the child.” Gamvera rolled her hips forward and gestured towards her abdomen where Gary dutifully placed a warm kiss against her dark flesh.

“It is time, Kaladi.” Zen continued

“What?” Gary asked in surprise. Zen looked at him firmly and nodded her head outside saying “we kept you alive for two reasons. We are nearly out of the city man and now you have filled my sister’s womb with your child.” Gary’s eyes went wide as he looked up to Gamvera for some inkling of support. She knelt in front of him to get eye-to-eye level with him and spoke to him in a reassuring tone as she stroked his cheek. Gary didn’t need to know the words to understand what she was saying.

He slowly stepped out from the hut to see the rack which Zen had constructed for him over the past week. A stout construction of crisscrossed logs lashed together. He wrapped one arm around his waist hugging onto his other as both women came alongside him. “I’m scared.” He said to Zen.

“I’ll take care of it.” She said firmly to him piercing his soul with those eyes which demanded his blind obedience to her will. He hung his head as they guided him out to the rack and guided him to lie across it as both women set about tying his hands and feet to the piece of wood. He lay at a sharp angle, nearly forty-five degrees on the rack and upside down with his head pointed to the dark earth which would accept his bones after Zen had boiled the last bits of nutrition out of them for a soup broth. The feel of the logs propped against his bare back and his naked flesh exposed in the jungle made his heart tremble in terror as the two women eyed him greedily. Gamvera ran her fingers down one of his legs and cupped them across his balls as she cocked her head sideways to look at him with a soft, sad, smile. Likewise, Zen could not resist laying her hands on his exposed manhood which lay open and vulnerable between his spread-open legs as he lay there upside down on the rack feeling the fingers of both women caressing and toying with his cock and balls thoughtfully as they spoke. Zen gave a nod to Gamvera who stepped in close and ducked her head towards his crotch. From his vantage upside-down, Gary strained his neck trying to see what they were doing to him before he felt his cock plunged into hot warmth when Gamvera brought it into her mouth.

“Oh, god no.” Gary whimpered as Zen knelt alongside him sharpening her obsidian blade against a rock. “She won’t bite, at least not until after you are dead. We discussed it, she will eat your cock, I will get to eat your balls. She says she will miss your cock and wants to drink your cum with her mouth before you die.”

“Oh…” Gary said relaxing back as Gamvera began rhythmically bobbing her head suckling sweetly on his manhood spreading pleasure through his body with her every move. Zen grabbed onto Gary’s hair and held his head fast in her hand as she brought the blade to his throat. He gasped in terror, but she said “Shhh… I’ll let you plant your seed in her mouth before I begin. Go ahead, Kaladi. Feed the mother of your child your seed before feeding her the rest of you.”

Under Gamvera’s careful suckling stroke, Gary’s body obeyed, and he convulsed with pleasure spraying forth a torrent of sticky cum which caused Gamvera to lose hold in her shock briefly spraying his seed across her lips and chin briefly before she returned and carefully drank down the last ejaculation he would ever produce. As she finished, she knelt and placed two fingers against her sperm-stained lips and kissed them before placing those fingers against Gary’s lips and professing her love in Sango.

“Good job, Kaladi. You are the best cow we could have ever owned.” Zen said. A painful bite dug into one side of Gary’s neck as the obsidian blade slit open his vein. A torrent of blood sprayed out and drained down against the side of his neck trickling out onto the ground beneath him. Gary shouted out but found, to his surprise, the cut did not hurt even as much as the arrow wound had. Zen walked around to the other side of him saying “You’re doing great, Kaladi. One more cut and you will be finished soon. You can do this.” She knelt and slit open his other jugular but by this time Gary was already growing lightheaded as blood-loss brought a final darkness to his eyes.

Zen gnawed silently on a piece of Gary’s arm, quite delicious smoked as it was, while Gamvera smiled at her. They spoke together in Sango as Gamvera asked if Zen had started bleeding. Zen’s eyes went wide as she sheepishly replied, “I should have… five days ago.” Gamvera’s eyes went fierce as the two sisters stared at one another. “You took him?” Gamvera asked stabbing an accusatory finger through the air at Zen.

“No, I mean… one time.” Zen sputtered as she set the piece she had been chewing back down. Gamvera shrieked in anger, but Zen sputtered back “only one time. The first night. Only to calm him.”

“Only to be jealous of me!” Gamvera hissed back. She gestured between them saying “now look what you did.” She pointed at Gary saying, “even as fat as he was, he is not man enough to feed the four of us.”

“Thank God I found you!” The shrill, voice broke nasal and with a British accent as it came through the underbrush. Zen and Gamvera hopped to their feet as a blonde woman whose khaki pants stretched taught across her rounded, beautiful buttocks and button-down khaki shirt bulged from her bulbous breasts burst into the clearing. She wore a broad rimmed hat over her curly blonde hair and her eyes looked haggard as she struggled to catch her breath gasping. Her eyes were red-rimmed from tears and her clothing tattered and torn. “I lost my guide and my backpack. I’ve been wandering this bloody hell-hole for days. Please tell me you speak English.”

“I speak English.” Zen replied.

“Oh, thank God. My name’s Ada Smith, an Oxford University Anthropologist. I can’t handle any more Bloody French and its ridiculous verb conjugates. I am so glad that I found you.” The woman gasped as she stepped in close to them. Under the force of predatory instinct, Gamvera fanned out from her sister and stealthily took up the obsidian blade. Zen cocked her head to the side and said, “I’m glad you found us too.”

“Well, I smelled delicious meat roasting and heard voices so I followed them hoping I would find…” The woman spoke as she started to get in close to Zen. She stopped suddenly, just as she came right up to the dark-skinned woman and her eyes fell upon the pile of human bones in the clearing. A skull grinned up at her from the pile and she looked up across the naked, African woman before her and saw the obsidian blade clutched in her hand. The woman’s eyes went wide with terror, and she started to scream but Gamvera grabbed her from behind and clamped a hand over her mouth placing the tip of her blade against the woman’s neck. Zen stepped in close and marveled at the woman’s body as the woman put her hands up not willing to face the consequences of putting up a struggle. Zen licked her lips and reached up unbuttoning the woman’s blouse one button at a time as she said “I am very glad you found us. You and your…” She unveiled Ada’s breasts encased in a sweat-stained cotton bra and Gamvera gave an expression of awe as both women stared at her chest so hard that even Ada herself glanced down. “…fat, beautiful body.” Gamvera released her hand from Ada’s mouth as Zen wrapped her hand around one of her breasts saying, “how do you get breasts so large?”

“Please, I didn’t mean to anger you. I just want to go home.” Ada sputtered. “Shhh… I’m not angry. You saved our lives. Us, and our children.”

“Children?”
 

“We’re both pregnant.” Zen said quietly. She reached down across Ada’s belly and unsnapped her shorts before unzipping them and letting Gamvera work the piece of clothing off from Ada’s legs as Gamvera stripped her shirt off. For her part, Ada was too shocked and terrified to do anything to resist as both women quickly stripped her down of her clothing such that she shortly stood naked before them. Zen took the hat off Ada’s head and placed it on her own before reaching a hand down between Ada’s legs and curling her fingers up against Ada’s womanhood bringing a gasp of terror and pleasure from Ada’s mouth before she whimpered. “Whose the father?” Ada whimpered to which Zen casually tipped her head towards the corpse roasting on the smoker saying “him.”


Ada’s face contorted in terror and shame as Zen continued stroking her womanhood bringing ragged breaths of pleasure to Ada’s mouth. For her part, Gamvera grabbed Ada’s hands and tied them behind her back before stepping around front and marveling at her breast before filling her mouth with one of Ada’s nipples suckling sweetly at the soft, pink flesh as Zen wrapped an arm around Ada’s back on the other side making Ada shiver in pleasure yet on the verge of tears. “Please don’t kill me.” Ada begged. 

Zen smiled and said “Shhh… the Jengi brought you here. This is where you belong. You don’t have to wander the jungle any further. No more hunger. No more pain. No more suffering.”

“But… I don’t… want to die.” Ada pleaded her breath catching in her throat as pleasure coursed through her veins bringing pants to her mouth with every stroke of Zen’s finger. Zen leaned in close saying “you and your beautiful, fat breasts and buttocks are going to save the lives of four people. You want to save people’s lives, yes?”

Ada closed her eyes and felt her knees grow weak as the two women caused pleasure to dance across her body making her shiver with orgasmic delight as she whispered “yes.”

“Good girl. Follow me. I have a rack for you to lay on.” As if on cue, Gamvera released her hold on Ada’s breast and Ada’s head spun in delirium as she passively let the two women guide her to a rack made of tied logs. Quietly resigned to her fate, Ada did not even protest as Zen directed her to lie down across the rack and the two women tied her hands and feet to the deadly assemblage. Her pale flesh seemed to glow in the dim jungle light as Gamvera knelt her head between Ada’s legs and began licking at her womanhood bringing delight to her body as Zen knelt down beside her. “You made a good choice so we’re going to give you a reward before you die. Let your soft, helpless body shake and cum as much as you like. Scream and moan to your heart’s content. When you are finished, two little cuts and you will save the lives of four people.

Ada couldn’t believe the words from her own mouth as she whimpered out an “okay.” Under the persistence of Gamvera’s tongue, Ada’s body melted into pleasure until she screamed and shook not for escape or for help but with pleasure which convulsed its way from her abdomen outward filling her with animalistic delights. As the last whimper left her lips, Zen kissed her sweetly and a painful bite stitched its way into her neck and the feeling of hot blood pouring out from her throat struck her flesh. As Gamvera opened the other side of her neck, Ada’s final dying thought was gratitude that she didn’t have to worry about getting blood in her hair.

Zen and Gamvera watched quietly as the final spasms of pleasure and death convulsed their way through Ada’s body. Gamvera asked Zen what the strange word ‘anthropologist’ meant.

Zen glanced at her sister then back at the pale, racked body full of fat and deliciously marbled muscle before them as life drained away from Ada’s eyes and replied.

“I think ‘anthropologist’ means ‘delicious.’”
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