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		The vehicle bounces over the rough dirt track that Kayla laughingly refered to as a ‘road’. Arin keeps a tight hold on the jeep’s interior, terrified that each sudden jolt might be the one that finally sends him flying out of the open-top vehicle and into the endless expanse of jungle beyond. He glances at the beautiful twenty-year-old woman in the seat next to him. She’s grinning like this is the best adventure of her life. Maybe that’s true. The darkest jungles of Africa are thousands of miles away from the dense urban sprawl of their college life back in California. Debbi flashes Arin a big smile, her body rocking up and down as the jeep rolls along the muddy track. She’s enjoying this way more than he is – as she should. After all, she was the one who wanted to come out here over the summer and volunteer with local relief efforts.

		Arin glances at his watch, but it’s still set to his home time. He looks up through the open roof, trying to guess the time using the sky or the sun, but that is impossible. Thick jungle surrounds the uneven dirt track on all sides, the canopies blocking out almost all light. It could be midday or midnight; Arin has no idea. He knows it’s definitely getting late. The sun was setting as their rickety old plane thumped down onto the bare patch of land the locals called a ‘runway’.

		The heat is oppressive. Arin wishes that he had stopped to change his jeans for lighter pants. Sweat trickles down his back in spite of the air rushing over his face. It’s warm air and it feels like he’s inside an oven. Debbi doesn’t look uncomfortable at all. Her blonde hair flutters in the breeze. She looks totally relaxed in her white sundress patterned with red flowers. The rocking, jolting motion of the jeep makes her breasts shake and bounce, sometimes almost threatening to spill free. Arin forces himself to face forward, to the man driving the jeep and the young woman at his side.

		‘The tribe is about a half mile ahead,’ Kayla says, craning around from the front passenger seat. Her accent has the rich twang of the local African dialect, a sound that has so far managed to soothe Arin and his worries. She’s almost yelling now to be heard over the thundering jeep engine and the rush of air through the open cab. ‘The king will greet you both at a welcoming ceremony.’

		‘A ceremony?’ Debbi’s eyes flash with excitement. She grabs Arin’s hand and squeezes. ‘For us?’

		The rushing air blows dark hair across Kayla’s face. She scoops it out of her view and holds it behind her ear, watching the two white strangers in the backseat. She can tell just by their faces whose idea it was to venture to a remote African tribe. The girl looks excited, her eyes darting around, trying to see every part of the dense jungle as it rushes past. The guy looks nervous, one hand clutching Debbi’s wrist, the other latched onto the door for safety. It almost makes her laugh.

		‘Not for you,’ Kayla says. ‘Not exactly. The tribe is very particular about who they accept help from. The ceremony is to demonstrate that you are prepared to give yourselves over to the king and accept his rule in the time you are here.’

		‘What happens if the king doesn’t like us?’ Arin leans forward to be heard over the bumping and rattling and whooshing.

		‘Then you came a long way for nothing.’ Kayla’s full, dark lips part in a charming smile. Her teeth contrast beautifully against her deep mahogany skin. ‘But don’t worry, I have never seen the king reject assistance from outsiders like you. White people are so rare in this part of the world, it is almost like a status symbol to allow you into his tribe.’

		Arin opens his mouth to ask another question, but the jeep bounces over a rut and he almost slams his face into the guardrail. He grips the edge of the door tighter, wondering if helping Debbi fulfil her dream of providing relief to destitute African villages is worth all the stress. Part of him wonders if her dream is really as simple as digging wells and building schools. Ever since they touched down on this continent, Debbi has seemed somehow aloof toward him, as though Arin is her friend instead of her boyfriend of almost five years. He’s not a fool. He knows that Debbi is a stunning young woman – killer body, amazing personality, and a sexual appetite that would make Aphrodite blush. It’s bad enough seeing the looks she attracts back home on their college campus, but now they’re on an entirely different continent, things are way out of his control. Arin is used to guys leering at Debbi with expressions of hungry lust on their faces. He is not used to tall, aggressive black men stepping close, openly examining her as though trying to see through her clothes. And it hasn’t helped that Debbi seems to enjoy all the male attention she’s received in this part of the world.

		‘Do we have to bow?’ Debbi says, raising her voice.

		‘What?’ Kayla cups a hand behind her ear.

		‘When we meet the king, do we have to bow?’

		‘Yes,’ Kayla says. ‘Don’t worry, I will stay with you. Just do what I do. You will be fine. As for you…’ She turns toward Arin, barely restraining a smile. ‘You will have to remain on your knees in the king’s presence.’

		‘What?’ Arin isn’t sure he heard that right. ‘What was that?’

		‘King Wutani is a proud warrior,’ Kayla says. ‘He united several warring tribes by force and took their women for himself. If you step too close, he will see you as a threat. It is better that you stay on your knees when he is near. Your girlfriend will be fine. He is very fond of women. Especially pretty white girls.’

		Kayla shoots a smile at Debbi. Arin sees them exchange a look and a weight settles in his stomach. Alarm bells begin to ring at the back of his mind, dull and distant. Something about this doesn’t seem right, but he can’t put his finger on what makes him so uneasy.

		‘The king will greet you in the ceremony,’ Kayla says, ‘and you will be expected to make an offering.’

		‘What do you mean?’ Arin’s mind races with possibilities. He didn’t know they would need to bring any gifts. What exactly are you supposed to give a king who lives a hundred miles from the nearest tarmacked road? He’s got a spare pair of shoes, maybe they’ll do?

		‘Don’t worry about it,’ Kayla says. ‘By giving the king an offering, you surrender yourselves to his protection and his love. You can sleep in a hut and eat with the rest of the tribe, and he will make sure you are not disturbed while you work.’

		‘Okay, cool.’ Debbi’s excited smile grows wider. She doesn’t seem to show any doubts or worries about giving an offering to a man who probably hasn’t seen a cellphone in his life.

		‘What kind of ceremony is it?’ Arin tries to imagine what lies ahead. He knows all about African tribal celebrations; he’s seen ‘Black Panther’ five times.

		‘A very special ceremony,’ Kayla says, with a wink. The driver says something that Arin can’t understand. Kayla talks to the driver for a moment, exchanging words in their own tongue. Then she turns back to the two white passengers, the only pale faces for hundreds of miles around.

		‘We’re almost there,’ she says, her eyes flashing with excitement.

		

		****

		

		The jungle suddenly ends and opens onto a wide expanse of flat, barren land. For the first time since the jeep turned off the main road, Arin sees the sky. It’s a beautiful shade of deep blue. The stars twinkle and sparkle. He’s never seen such a perfect sky in his life. This is what the universe looks like when it isn’t covered by smoke and pollution.

		Kayla greets a few women who emerge from the shadows. They seem to recognize her. She speaks with them and gestures to Arin and Debbi. The women observe the newcomers with fascination. Arin figures that maybe they haven’t seen a blonde woman before. He studies the women with equal fascination. They are all bare-chested. Some have large hoops hanging from their ears, the skin stretched almost to breaking point. They are barefoot and wear only simple thigh-length skirts around their waists. One of the women is pregnant, her breasts and belly swollen and stretched.

		Arin lifts their heavy suitcase from the back of the jeep. Kayla gestures for them to follow. Arin drags the suitcase along the rough, sandy ground, panting and straining with the effort. The tribeswomen stare at him, talking among themselves. He tries to smile in a friendly, non-threatening manner. They keep talking. One of them says something amusing and they all openly laugh at him. Arin blushes.

		Kayla leads them to a small tent. The fabric covering is sun-bleached and flecked with dust. The inside is plain and simple. A single sleeping bag takes up most of the floor.

		‘This is where you will stay,’ Kayla says. ‘The tribe will not bother you until sunrise.’

		‘What’s this?’ Debbi spies something tucked inside the sleeping bag. She lifts the item out. Arin recognizes it. Debbi holds a pair of matching skirts, similar to the ones worn by the locals.

		‘That is what you will wear tonight,’ Kayla says.

		For the first time, Debbi looks shocked. ‘Just this?’ she says.

		Kayla nods.

		‘What about my…?’ Debbi gestures to her chest.

		‘You must wear the clothes they do,’ Kayla says. ‘I will wear the same. After two days here, you won’t even notice bare breasts. I promise. Hurry, they are eager to welcome you.’

		

		****

		

		Arin steps out of the tent, his cheeks reddening. He is dressed like the locals – no shoes, no underwear. Nothing but a short skirt around his waist to cover his modesty. He thanks his lucky stars that the skirt is long enough to his pale manhood. The last thing he wants is to have the locals laugh at that, too. He folds his arms, trying to hide his pale chest. Once again, he regrets not going to the gym a few more times before coming out here. He could really use a little more upper body definition.

		It’s now almost full dark. Some distance ahead in the clearing, Arin can see a fire blazing. Shadowy figures appear and recede into the night, occasionally picked out in the firelight.

		Debbi emerges from the tent. Arin’s jaw drops.

		‘How do I look?’ she says.

		‘Like a… wow.’ Words fail Arin. He’s never seen her looking so good. Her long blonde hair cascades down her shoulders, almost reaching her bare breasts. Like Arin, she is barefoot. The only item of clothing she wears is the skirt.

		‘Do you think the king will like me?’ she says.

		‘I don’t see how he can’t. You look amazing.’

		Footsteps grow slower louder. Arin turns to see Kayla emerging from the darkness. She too is naked except for the plain skirt. Arin tries not to look at her bare breasts.

		‘Are you ready?’ Kayla sounds excited. ‘Come, follow me. The king is anxious to have you.’

		Kayla begins walking in the direction of the burning fire. Debbi grabs Arin’s hand and the young couple follow.

		‘I’m so excited,’ Debbi says. ‘This is a dream come true.’

		‘I’m glad you’re having a good time,’ Arin says. In truth, he’s feeling more and more out of place by the second. He just hopes that he won’t embarrass himself or sneeze on the king tonight.

		As they near the roaring fire, Arin’s eyes start to adjust to the light. He sees a few dozen people sat in a wide circle around the fire. Eyes glow in the fire’s glow, following them to a gap in the chain.

		‘You will sit here,’ Kayla says, gesturing to the floor.

		Debbi sits down slowly, careful not to accidentally expose herself. She bows her head in solemn greeting to the other people in the circle. Arin sinks down next to her, pinching the two sides of the skirt together as he moves. He sits on the dusty floor and glances around. He frowns. He can’t see any men. The only faces he can see appear to be female.

		Kayla sits on Arin’s other side. For a long moment, nothing happens. Arin looks around, waiting for something. He starts to feel uncomfortable again.

		A drum begins to beat from somewhere in the gloom. Arin looks around, trying to see who is playing it. The other women in the circle begin to chant ion low, monotonous tones. Kayla joins them. The chanting grows in pitch and volume. The drum beats faster. Arin’s hands tremble. He glances at Debbi. She looks around the circle with wide eyes, her lips parted.

		The voices rise in unison, crying out to the night sky. The drum beat thunders louder, making Arin’s heart pound faster. He grips his knees, letting the sound wash over him. The chanting reaches a crescendo. Kayla tilts her head back and cries out to the heavens above. It seems almost orgasmic.

		As suddenly as it began, the sounds stop. Dead silence is all that remains. Arin breathes hard. He reaches out to try and hold Debbi’s hand, but she’s sitting too far away. He looks around, wondering what is next.

		He sees movement all around. The women get to their feet. Kayla stands, too. He begins to rise, but she shoves him down.

		‘Stay on your knees,’ she says in an urgent whisper. ‘Both of you.’

		Arin gets to his knees, looking around in confusion. Debbi kneels beside him. The chanting starts again, but this time it is low and sonorous; almost melodical. The women are singing. Arin sees the figures of the nearly-naked tribeswomen all around. Many of the women he can see have swollen bellies.

		Before Arin can decode the meaning of all these pregnant women, he sees a shadow approaching. A tall, powerful shadow. He swallows hard. The king is walking toward the two white outsiders.

		The singing women raise their arms and sway from side to side. Some break from the circle and follow the king. Arin looks down at the floor. His heart pounds faster and louder than ever. What are you supposed to say to a king? How do you greet a man like this? Kayla said he was a warrior king, maybe he should ask about hunting?

		Arin sees the king’s legs growing larger. The shadowy figure becomes a man. But not just any man. The king is a tall, muscular, powerful being; a man at the very apex of his might. Arin glances a little higher. The king wears a bulging pouch to protect his manhood and a cloak made of many different animal furs stitched together. He wears many glittering rings on his thick fingers and a thin crown of interlaced flowers around his bald head. The king’s face is a shadow.

		The king stands before the two newcomers. The singing slowly ceases. Arin glances at Debbi. She stares at the ground; lips parted, eyes wide, bare chest rising and falling as she breathes hard. He can’t tell if she’s as nervous as him, or if she’s excited to be in the presence of such a masculine figure.

		Silence settles over the tribe. The only sound is the roaring, crackling fire that casts a flicking orange light across the plain, throwing deep shadows all around. The king raises his arms. He begins to speak. His voice reminds Arin of a wooden xylophone from school – both lyrical and organic.

		He falls silent. Kayla steps closer, translating the king’s words. She says, ‘Mighty King Wutani welcomes the outsiders to his tribe.’

		The king speaks again. When he falls silent, Kayla tells the white couple what he has just said.

		‘King Wutani offers peace and friendship to the outsiders. You will be good servants to the king and bring him great joy.’

		The king reaches out and touches Arin and Debbi on the chin. He tilts their faces up. Arin now gets a good look at the king up close. His deep, dark skin is richer than the purest chocolate. His broad chest and shoulders are marred with long, deep scars – proof of his warrior abilities. He looks every inch the warrior king Kayla proclaimed him to be. Tall, proud, almost divine.

		King Wutani surveys Arin with clinical interest, eyes sweeping over the white man’s pale body. Arin keeps his hands at his sides, afraid that any sudden movement could cause the king to change his attitude. The king nods and releases Arin’s chin. He turns his attention to Debbi.

		This time, the king smiles to himself. Apparently, the white girl is pleasing to him. Arin swallows. He doesn’t like the way the king is examining his topless girlfriend’s body. Debbi returns the king’s warm smile, arching her back to expose her bare breasts. Arin doesn’t know if Debbi is aware that she is offering herself to the king.

		The king’s smile widens. He nods and releases Debbi’s chin. Arin glances at his girlfriend. Is it a trick of the firelight, or is she blushing? He turns to face the king as the warrior raises his arms again and says a few more words in his rich, deep voice.

		‘King Wutani is pleased with you both,’ Kayla says. ‘He will be delighted to accept your offering.’

		Arin’s mouth opens in shock. He says in a low voice, ‘We didn’t bring an offering! What do we do?’

		‘You did bring a gift, my friend,’ Kayla says. ‘Take your girlfriend’s hand.’

		Arin and Debbi reach out and he grabs her hand.

		‘Offer her to the king,’ Kayla says.

		‘Offer… her?’ Arin falls silent for a moment. He suddenly realizes what Kayla is taking about. ‘Wait, am I going to give my girlfriend…?’

		‘Be quiet,’ Kayla says. She steps closer and places her fingers over Arin’s mouth. ‘You do not speak out of turn in this place. Hold out your arm and offer your girlfriend to the king. She pleases him.’

		Arin turns to Debbi. Her face is impassive, but her eyes gleam with excitement, returning the fire’s bright glow.

		‘Debbi?’ he says. ‘You… want me to do this?’

		She nods, barely able to hide her eagerness. Arin’s jaw drops. What the hell is happening here?

		He swallows hard and tries to calm his racing heart. Maybe it’s not what he thinks. Maybe this is just a cultural misunderstanding and the king is going to welcome them as a member of his tribe. Yeah, that’s gotta be it. Anything else is unthinkable.

		Arin slowly hold Debbi’s hand out toward the towering monarch. He keeps his gaze fixed on the king’s chest, not quite looking him in the eye but also not looking away. The king’s smile widens, teeth flashing in the firelight.

		The king reaches out and takes Debbi’s hand. He says something in his own dialect, the words rumbling like a volcanic eruption.

		‘King Wutani accepts your offering, white man,’ Kayla says. She kneels next to Arin, close enough to invade his personal space. He lets go of Debbi and glances at her face. She looks delighted to be given as an offering to this might man.

		The women fan out around the king, surrounding him, Kayla, and the white outsiders in a tight circle. Arin looks around, confused. The king speaks again.

		‘Do you like the king’s wives, white man?’ Kayla says. Her face is full of dark amusement. Arin can’t tell if she’s enjoying his discomfort or taking pleasure in making him feel uneasy.

		He looks around, but can’t tell which of the many dark-skinned pregnant women are his wives. There is nothing to discern one as being above the others.

		‘Which ones are his wives?’ Arin says, keeping his voice low. He forces himself to try and smile, to always appear friendly and not disrespectful.

		‘All of them,’ Kayla says.

		Arin’s stomach begins to feel heavy again. Those distant alarm bells start up again, but much nearer and louder this time. Something is wrong about this entire setup. This isn’t just a welcome ceremony or an initiation ritual. This is something else.

		The king speaks again. He still holds Debbi by the hand, towering above her like a mighty obsidian statue.

		‘The king has an offering for you, too,’ Kayla says. ‘Will you accept his gift?’

		‘Yes,’ Arin says, far too eager to get through this. ‘Sure, yes, we accept.’

		He holds out his hands, expecting to be presented with a spear or a piece of jewelry. The king laughs. All the women laugh with him. Arin’s face grows hot. Kayla laughs, too.

		King Wutani guides Debbi’s hand to the drawstring of his pouch. It’s a thin piece of knotted fabric running along his muscular thigh. Debbi hesitates for a moment. The king nods, reassuring her.

		‘Wait,’ Arin says, ‘what the hell is he doing?’

		‘Welcoming your woman into his tribe,’ Kayla says. ‘I told you, he is a warrior king. He forges alliances by conquest.’

		‘He’s not gonna forge anything with my girl!’

		Arin reaches forward. His wrist is seized immediately by several women standing nearby. Their faces are hard and stern. The king barks, his voice cracking like gunshots now. The women move fast. They bend Arin’s arm behind his back before he can resist. Something lashes around his wrist. Before he knows what’s happening, his arm is tied to his ankle, forcing him to bend awkwardly and preventing him from moving.

		‘Arin!’ Debbi says in an urgent hiss. ‘Don’t piss him off!’

		Kayla leans closer to Arin’s ear, close enough for him to feel her lips. She says in a calm, quiet whisper, ‘The king says, if you interrupt the ceremony again, he will cut off your testicles and feed them to you.’

		‘No, no, no,’ Arin says, fear gripping his thundering heart. ‘No, it’s okay, I’m not gonna…’

		‘Be quiet, white man,’ Kayla says.

		The women return to their places in the circle. King Wutani turns his attention back to the pretty white girl kneeling at his feet. He presses Debbi’s hand to the drawstring of his pouch. She understands. She gently pulls at the knot, working it free with her delicate fingertips, until the string unfastens. The pouch falls to the ground.

		Debbi gasps in surprise. Arin stares in shock. King Wutani’s manhood unrolls as the pouch falls away, revealing the biggest penis Arin has ever seen in his life – porn included. He’s seen boa constrictors at the zoo with less size and girth than the monstrous member hanging between this man’s legs. His heavy balls swing free as well, each one the size of an orange.

		The women titter and giggle, enjoying the reactions of their white guests. King Wutani clasps Debbi’s hand and brings her slender white fingers to his thick, dark manhood. She does not resist him. She can’t look away from his enormous shaft. It’s almost hypnotic. He says something to her.

		‘King Wutani wants to know if his gift is pleasing to you,’ Kayla says.

		‘Y-yes…’ Debbi says, almost breathless. Her fingers can’t reach all the way around his girth. His length dwarfs her forearm.

		‘Show your respect to the king,’ Kayla says. ‘Show us that his gift pleases you.’

		Debbi brings her other hand to the king’s manhood. She holds his length in both hands and there are still several inches to spare on either side. Her expression is one of stunned disbelief.

		‘I’ve never seen anything like this before,’ she says.

		‘Kiss it,’ Kayla says.

		She moves closer, kneeling almost between the king’s parted feet. She raises his heavy manhood and brings it to her soft, pale lips. Arin groans, his stomach churning with discomfort. He looks away. Kayla snaps a hand under his chin and forces him to watch.

		‘Do not look away, white man,’ she says. ‘You must show your respect to the king. You offered your woman to him, now you must watch.’

		If Debbi hears Kayla chastising her boyfriend, she doesn’t react. Her attention is fixed on the monster manhood in her hands. She feels it throbbing and pulsing and growing harder at her touch. She groans, her desire slowly overcoming her senses. How long has she fantasized about black men? Too long. One of her deepest, darkest fantasies about coming to Africa was the chance to be the only white girl in a village of black men. It was actually kinda disappointing when Arin offered to tag along for the ride.

		But none of that matters now. The only thought running through Debbi’s mind is worshipping the king’s massive manhood. She opens her mouth as wide as she can and tries to swallow him, but he’s too big and too thick. She can barely take the fat purple head between her soft pink lips.

		Debbi concentrates her efforts on pleasing the king in other ways. She strokes his shaft and runs her tongue up and down his pitch-black skin, soaking him with her saliva. She takes his heavy balls into her mouth one by one and gently sucks. The king exhales, a pleasant sound. She uses both her hands and her mouth, desperately trying to do a good job. Every man she’s ever blown has complimented her oral skills; all that practice is now coming into sharp focus.

		The king says something, looking around at his many other wives and gesturing to the blonde girl on the floor. The wives murmur in agreement. Some look at Debbi with obvious jealousy. Others seem amused by her struggles to open her mouth wide enough.

		‘King Wutani likes your girlfriend,’ Kayla says. ‘He says she is good with her mouth, though she is not used to a man of his size.’

		‘Can’t you stop this?’ Arin’s voice cracks with emotion. Of all the ways this trip could have gone wrong, this wasn’t even on that list. Never in his darkest nightmares could he have imagined that he would be forced to watch his beautiful girlfriend pleasure the tribe’s king with her mouth.

		‘Why would I want to stop the ceremony?’ Kayla says. ‘Your girlfriend is not upset. She is having fun.’

		Debbi feels the king’s manhood thickening and hardening and filling her hands. It inspires her to keep going; to give him even more pleasure. She works her tongue up and down his huge length, desperate to please the king. She has no idea what might happen if she failed but she doesn’t want to find out.

		Arin’s heart aches. His stomach churns. This is the worst thing he has ever seen, made even more excruciating by the lusty expression of desire on Debbi’s face. Every time she slides her tongue to the base of the king’s masculinity and gently caresses his swollen balls, Arin can see how utterly enormous that penis truly is. It’s bigger than Debbi’s face.

		After the longest and most devastating five or ten minutes of Arin’s life, the king raises one hand, a smile on his face. He makes a loud, guttural proclamation to the night sky. Arin doesn’t want to know what he is saying, but Kayla translates the words into his ear. Her voice is soft, her tone mocking his plight.

		‘King Wutani is pleased by your offering. He will take her now.’

		‘Take her?’ Arin’s voice squeaks. ‘Take her where?’

		But Kayla’s only response is a laugh.

		The king gestures for Debbi to stand. She does, her mouth glistening, cheeks red, eyes flashing. Her bare knees are filthy. She brushes dust off her skin. The king bends and scoops her into his arms as though she weighs nothing. Debbi laughs with delight. Nobody has ever lifted her like this before.

		Arin watches, helpless, as the king turns and walks away, into the night, carrying his girlfriend. For a brief moment, he believes it’s over. The other women follow their ruler in a solemn procession, leaving him and Kayla kneeling in the dirt. Tears prick his eyes.

		‘I want to go home,’ Arin says. ‘I didn’t sign up for this, I don’t want it anymore…’

		‘Oh, poor little white man.’ Kayla laughs. ‘The best is yet to come.’ She reaches between Arin’s legs and fondles him under the skirt. ‘You say you don’t want it, but what is this? You are not soft. You are not big, either.’

		She laughs again. Red floods Arin’s cheeks. He throbs in her hand. Why is this exciting him? It’s humiliating!

		‘You will come with me,’ Kayla says. ‘You must have the best view.’

		‘Of what?’

		‘The king is going to make your girlfriend his newest wife.’

		‘What?’ Arin flinches violently. His tangled arm and leg yank him backward. He pitches forward and crashes face-first into the dirt. Kayla’s mocking laughter rings out across the plain.

		‘You gave her willingly,’ Kayla says. She grabs Arin by the hair and yanks his head back. ‘You offered her to the king. Now he will take her for himself. You can have what’s left when he is finished.’

		A tear of shameful, defeated humiliation rolls down Arin’s cheek. He says, ‘We came here to dig ditches and build wells, not for this…’

		‘You will dig ditches and build wells,’ Kayla says. She pulls him back to his knees by the hair. ‘And while you are doing that, the king will make a woman of your girlfriend. If she is lucky, you will both go home with his gift in her belly.’

		‘Oh, God…’ Arin starts to sob. Kayla slaps him across the face, hard. He chokes back his sorrow, blinking in pain. ‘I want to go home…’

		‘You can’t. The jeep is gone. The driver won’t return for two weeks. You’re welcome to walk, but the king will not protect you from any other tribes. You won’t make it a mile.’

		Arin squeezes his eyes shut. It’s a bad dream, that’s all. Just a bad dream. He’ll open his eyes again and be back in his dorm room, arms wrapped around his beautiful girlfriend…

		‘We are late,’ Kayla says. ‘They are starting. Come, white man. You don’t want to miss this.’

		She starts to walk in the same direction that the tribe walked, still clutching Arin’s hair. He squeals in pain and tries to follow, half-crawling and half-stumbling behind her, one arm tied to his ankle. It’s difficult to move, but she gives him no choice. His body drags along the ground, skin rubbing raw against the sand and dust. It’s painful and it’s hard.

		Kayla drags her captive white man through the clearing, to where the others are gathered. Torches blaze on wooden spikes protruding from the ground. The women sit in a semi-circle around a bed. It looks like the bed was hand-made here in the tribe. A rough reed-stuffed mattress sits atop the bed. The whole setup reminds Arin of a theatre. Kayla drags him through the assorted women, right to the front. He has a perfect view of the bed and the two people on top of it.

		King Wutani kneels on the bed, proud and naked, his powerful erection pointing at Arin like a challenge. Debbi kneels next to him. She looks bewildered, yet excited. Her breasts heave, nipples hard, casting small shadows in the firelight. The king shrugs the cloak from his shoulders and tosses it to one of the women. She snatches it out of the air.

		The king speaks. This time his voice sounds dangerous, combative. He glares straight at Arin.

		‘King Wutani says that if any man dares, he may stop him from claiming this woman as his own,’ Kayla says. She kneels next to Arin, visible excitement on her face. ‘Do you challenge our king for your girlfriend, white man? If you lose, he will take you manhood as a trophy.’

		Arin looks at the might masculine figure of the king. For a brief second, he has a vision of kicking that guy’s ass and running off into the wilderness with Debbi. Maybe they’ll find another relief crew and board a plane to go back to the airport.

		Arin swallows. He shakes his head.

		The king laughs, long and loud. He grabs Debbi’s skirt and gives it a hard pull. The thin material tears like paper. He tosses it away, leaving Debbi naked. The women all murmur with excitement and confusion. The king stares at Debbi’s cleft with a fascinated expression.

		‘Your girlfriend,’ Kayla says, ‘is… bald? Where is her hair?’

		‘She shaves,’ Arin says, choking back another sob.

		‘Strange people.’

		The king grabs Debbi by the shoulders and pins her to the bed. She looks into his fierce eyes. Her heart races. This is the most intensely erotic experience of her life. the king is a powerful man, not just in terms of his physical presence, but his sexual appetite, too. Her body is ready for him; her womanhood is dripping wet and flowering hungrily. His incredible size frightens her, but she wants to please him so bad. She opens her legs without hesitation and readies herself.

		‘Your girlfriend has never felt the touch of a warrior before,’ Kayla says. ‘She may struggle to fit a man of his size.’

		Kayla grabs Arin’s chin and forces him to watch. His own manhood presses against the inside of the skirt. He thought it was purely a piece of ceremonial garb, but now he understands that the king wanted him to feel emasculated. Here he is, dressed like a woman, watching his girlfriend give her body away to the superior man. Is there anything as humiliating as this?

		‘Is… is he going to wear a condom?’ Arin says, trying not to sound as pathetic as he feels.

		‘No.’ Kayla is firm and absolute. ‘It would be sacrilege to sheathe a man like him, don’t you agree? He will not waste any of his juices. Every last drop is going inside your girlfriend. This is the way it must be.’

		King Wutani lunges forward. He presses the thick tip of his manhood against Debbi’s burning sex. She cries out. He is so much bigger than any man she has ever experienced before. He does not stop or slow down. The king wants his conquest and he isn’t going to wait. She gasps and moans and cries out. He mistakes her moaning for resistance and leans forward, pinning her arms over her head with one powerful hand. With his other hand, he grabs and squeezes her breasts. Arin’s hands can barely hold Debbi’s breasts, but the king is now ordinary man. He easily cups her supple mounds.

		‘Oh my God!’

		Debbi’s wail of surrender echoes across the clearing. Her body shudders. She feels her womanhood stretch open, almost to the limit. For a brief second, she wonders if he will tear her in half.

		Her entrance finally stops resisting. She feels him thrust inside. Her cries of pleasure reach inhuman levels. If this were happening back home, the neighbors would have called the cops by now.

		King Wutani forces his manhood inside the white girl. He grunts in pleasure and pushes forward, amused by the sounds she makes. He feels the first four inches glide inside her molten slit and growls with pleasure. There is no greater feeling than mounting and breaking another man’s woman – especially one as unusual as this.

		Arin stares at the ceremonial bed through watery eyes. He can’t believe how easily Debbi gave herself over to this man. No fuss, no complaints, no resistance. Almost as if she always intended to do something like this while they were in Africa…

		He hears her moans and cries reverberating through his skull. Kayla tightens her grip on his chin, forcing him to witness every terrible moment of his cuckolding. He sees the king thrust forward and plunge that massive member inside Debbi’s tight entrance. Arin can’t believe her body is able to take something that big, but the king’s huge, jet-black shaft is received and swallowed by her gushing womanhood.

		Debbi’s eyes roll back and waves of pleasure consume her. She feels a short, sharp pain as her sex is stretched to the limit. This feeling is immediately replaced by total pleasure as the king’s monstrous shaft plunges inside her. His size and girth take her breath away. She can feel him in places no man has ever touched before – not Arin, not even her biggest and most experienced former lovers. Heat explodes in her gut. The orgasm hits before she even knows it’s coming.

		‘I’m coming! I’m coming!’

		She screams in pleasure up to the night sky, crying out with utter delight. Her sex grips the king, juices soaking his dark manhood. He grins, loving her surrender. He keeps a firm grip on her thin, pale wrists, other hand still toying with her soft white breasts. He’s never seen a woman react to him like this before. He likes it. He doesn’t have to speak her language to understand that she has never experienced anything like this before.

		‘I’m coming! I’m coming!’

		Debbi’s shrill cries of pleasure are overtaken by wordless, formless gasps and moans of pleasure. The king rolls his hips back and forth, desperately trying to plunge deeper inside her, but the girl’s body is not used to a man of his size. He can barely fit the first six inches inside her. She shrieks and moans and climaxes over and over. He doesn’t stop or slow down. He has no intention of being gentle with this white girl. The king wants to put a baby in her belly and he will take her as many times as he needs to.

		‘Your girlfriend loves our king,’ Kayla says, voice filled with rich amusement. Some of the other women watching start to laugh, talking among themselves. ‘The king’s other wives say that she is very greedy. She will beg the king for his seed.’

		‘I don’t want to see any more,’ Arin says.

		‘Don’t you?’

		Kayla grabs his skirt with her other hand and tears it away, revealing his own pathetically small erection. Some women nearby see. They point and laugh. Arin’s cheeks burn even hotter.

		‘I think you are lying,’ Kayla says. ‘I think you like it.’

		‘I don’t!’

		‘King Wutani will fill your girlfriend with his seed,’ Kayla says, ignoring his feeble protests. ‘He will empty himself inside her. Then she will use her mouth to make him hard and he will start again. He will make love to your girlfriend until the sun rises, every day, until the jeep returns to take you both home. She will forget your name.’

		‘Kayla, please…’ Arin tries to turn his head and look at the woman he thought was their friendly local contact. Her grip is too tight. He can’t look away from the site of the king driving his manhood into Debbi’s gaping sex. ‘Why are you doing this? I thought we were friends?’

		‘This is a great honor,’Kayla says. ‘Every woman would be grateful to receive the king’s blessing. You should be thankful.’

		Arin blinks away more tears. He watches Debbi roll her body beneath the king, pushing her sex up to meet his firm, hard thrusts. She is almost unrecognizable to him now. He’s seen her climax – and given her several orgasms, many times – but he’s never seen her like this before. Her face is flushed with pleasure; mouth half-open; eyes dazed and unfocused. It’s like the Debbi he knows has been pounded away by the king and this new, desperate, insatiable size queen has taken her place. She moans over and over again, her orgasm rolling and fading like waves on the ocean. She has never climaxed this hard or this long before.

		The king cries out in his rich, deep voice. Arin knows what he has said before Kayla translates it for him.

		‘The king is ready,’ she says. ‘He is going to fill her. You may pleasure yourself if you wish.’

		Arin’s free hand grasps his throbbing manhood, drawing amused reactions from the onlookers. He strokes hard and fast, cheeks burning with shame and humiliation, too aroused to stop himself. This is the most stomach-churning experience of his life, but it’s also the hottest. It doesn’t make any sense, but he’s too overwhelmed by his urges to stop.

		Debbi looks into the fierce, blazing eyes of her dominator. She cries out for him over and over. Her body yearns for his release. She needs to prove her worth – not just as a woman, but as his white conquest. She wants to be his, now and forever. Her friends aren’t going to believe it when she describes how big this man is.

		The king plunges inside as deep as he can go, forcing six rock-hard inches inside the white girl. There are still several inches to go, but they have plenty of time together. By the time she leaves, the girl will take all of him at once. He will make sure of it.

		King Wutani grunts with pleasure. His swollen balls throb and shudder. His manhood convulses. The women begin chanting in unison, praising their mighty king for claiming another wife. Debbi gasps in shock. She feels him flood her body. Even his climax feels different to all the white men she’s had before. His sperm feels thicker, heavier, fuller. It courses through her womanhood, coating her insides more fully than any man has ever before now.

		She pants for air, writhing with pleasure beneath him. She mewls and moans, rolling her hips, desperately trying to milk him dry. She can’t believe she just let a total stranger do that to her – and without protection! What if she gets pregnant?

		King Wutani holds his position for several minutes, plugging Debbi’s entrance, forcing his load to rush inside her. He enjoys the way her body feels under him – soft and supple. Easily manipulated. Later he will have one of his wives show her how to satisfy him. She will learn quickly. He finally eases back and raises his hands in triumph. The women cry out in joy.

		For a few moments, Debbi feels ashamed of herself. She turns her gaze toward the dark, shadowy crowd of figures that watch from the side lines. She hears the chanting, the chorus of voices that cry out in delight. Then she sees her boyfriend Arin, kneeling on the floor, furiously masturbating. The expression of jealousy and anger on his face almost makes Debbi laugh. He looks utterly pathetic.

		Arin climaxes. He grunts and shudders and pumps his fist. He watches his juices splatter onto the dirt. Kayla laughs softly at his side.

		‘There,’ she says. ‘You grant the king permission to use your girlfriend any way he likes.’

		Arin curses under his breath. His manhood starts to deflate almost immediately. The mist of arousal lifts from his mind. He is filled with shame.

		‘What… what happens now?’ he says.

		‘Now the king will rest.’ Kayla releases his chin and unties the binding around his wrist and ankle. ‘Your girlfriend will wash her new husband until he is ready to perform again. We will help her in this task. She will do whatever the king requires, as many times as he requires it. As for you…’ Kayla’s mischievous smile grows wider. ‘You will go back to your tent. In the morning, you start work. I hope you will enjoy your short time with us, white man. I know the king is glad you came.’
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		Praise for Andrea Martin:

		

		‘Wonderfully written and edited with great teasing, storytelling and lead in with full delivery on its sexy promise. What's not to love?’

		

		‘…the first book I've read by Andrea Martin. I can already tell you that it won't be the last!’

		

		‘Highly recommended.’

		

		‘Very hot and horny story, quite fast paced.’

		

		‘I have read other stories by this author and the writing quality has been excellent… a hot