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		Customs

		

		The plane touched down with a jolt that rattled my teeth. My hands gripped the armrests. Tom's fingers found mine. Squeezed. We looked at each other. His eyes were tired from the fifteen hour flight but something else burned underneath. Anticipation. Fear. The same thing coiling in my belly.​

		Nairobi.

		One year. Tom's sabbatical position at the University of Nairobi. A villa in Karen. A fresh start after suffocating in Vancouver for three years. After the close calls and deleted profiles and fucking in parking garages just to feel something.

		This would be different.

		The cabin lights came on. People stood. Grabbed bags from overhead compartments. The air smelled like recycled breath and someone's too strong perfume. I stood. My travel dress clung to my sweaty skin. Light blue cotton that showed the curve of my heavy tits. My round ass. I'd dressed for comfort. For the long flight. Now I felt exposed. Aware of my body in a way I hadn't been since we left Bali.

		We shuffled down the aisle. Out into the jet bridge. The heat hit immediately. Thick. Wet. Nairobi in November. The air conditioner in the terminal fought a losing battle.

		Immigration hall stretched massive and loud ahead of us. Hundreds of people snaking through rope barriers toward a dozen booths. Fluorescent lights buzzed overhead. The smell of sweat and disinfectant and something else. Something unfamiliar. Foreign.

		I noticed the men first.

		Kenyan men in uniform. Security guards. Immigration officers. Customs agents. Dark skin against crisp shirts. Broad shoulders. Strong hands. They moved with easy confidence. Owned the space.

		My pussy clenched.

		Tom's hand found the small of my back. Steadying. His touch warm through the thin fabric. We joined the line for foreign nationals. The wait stretched long. Fifteen minutes. Twenty. People around us complained. Checked phones. Fanned themselves with passports.

		I watched the immigration officers. The way they stamped passports. Asked questions. Waved people through. One officer two booths over caught my eye. Mid thirties maybe. Very dark skin. Strong jaw. His uniform shirt stretched tight across his chest. His hands looked huge holding the small passport book.

		He glanced up. Met my eyes. Held them for a beat too long.

		Heat spread through my belly.

		I looked away. Pressed my thighs together. The line moved forward. Slow. Shuffling steps. Tom's hand stayed on my back. His thumb rubbed small circles. Soothing. We didn't speak. The energy between us had shifted the moment we landed. Everything unspoken. Everything waiting.

		Vancouver Rachel would have looked at her phone. Checked email. Distracted herself.

		Nairobi Rachel watched the men.

		The officer two booths over called next. An older white woman stepped forward. He barely looked at her. Stamped her passport. Waved her through. His eyes scanned the line. Found me again.

		My nipples hardened.

		The dress was too thin. He could probably see them. Two points pressing against the light blue fabric. I didn't cross my arms. Didn't try to hide. Let him look.

		Tom's hand tightened on my back. He'd noticed. Noticed the officer. Noticed me noticing. His breathing changed. Got heavier.

		"Next."

		The voice came from directly in front of us. Our turn. A different officer. Younger. Less interesting. I stepped forward. Handed over my passport. Tom stayed close behind me.

		The officer flipped through the pages. Looked at my photo. Looked at me. His eyes dropped to my heavy tits. Lingered.

		"Purpose of visit?"

		"My husband has a teaching position. University of Nairobi."

		"Duration?"

		"One year."

		He stamped the passport. Started to hand it back. Then paused.

		"Madam, please step to the side. Secondary inspection."

		My heart kicked up. Tom stiffened behind me.

		"Is there a problem?" Tom asked.

		The officer ignored him. Looked only at me.

		"Random check. Please follow Officer Kamau."

		A different man appeared. Taller. Older. The one who'd been watching me from two booths over. His name tag read KAMAU. His dark eyes moved down my body. Slow. Deliberate. Taking in my heavy tits. My strong thighs visible below the knee length dress. My bare legs.

		"This way, madam."

		His voice was deep. Accented. Beautiful.

		My pussy was already wet.

		Officer Kamau led me through a side door. Tom started to follow.

		"Only the madam, sir. You wait here."

		Tom's face tightened. His eyes met mine. Questions. Concern. Nervousness. He'd noticed how Kamau looked at me. How his eyes moved down my body.

		"I'll be fine," I said.

		The door closed behind me. The hallway was narrow. Concrete walls painted institutional white. Fluorescent lights hummed overhead. My heels clicked against the tile floor. Kamau walked ahead. His uniform pants stretched tight across his ass. His shoulders broad. He smelled like soap and something sharper. Masculine.

		He opened another door. Gestured me inside.

		The room was small. White walls. White floor. A metal desk. Two chairs. One long inspection table against the far wall. No windows. Just harsh overhead lighting that made everything too bright. Too exposed.

		A second officer stood inside. Younger than Kamau but still mid thirties. Equally dark skin. Fit body visible through his uniform. His name tag read MUTUA. His eyes went straight to my heavy tits when I walked in.

		Kamau closed the door. The lock clicked.

		My pulse hammered.

		"Passport and arrival card, please."

		I handed them over. Kamau laid them on the desk. Barely glanced at them.

		"We need to perform a standard security check. Do you have anything to declare?"

		"No. Nothing."

		"Any liquids? Restricted items?"

		"No."

		Mutua moved closer. Circled around behind me. I felt his eyes on my body. My round ass. My bare legs. The back of my neck prickled.

		"Please stand with your arms out to the sides."

		I raised my arms. My heavy tits lifted. Strained against the thin blue fabric. My fat nipples were still hard. Visible. Both men noticed.

		Kamau stepped forward. His dark hands moved to my sides. Started at my ribs. Patted down. Professional at first. Checking for hidden items. His palms slid down to my waist. My hips. The touch firm. Thorough.

		Behind me, Mutua's hands found my shoulders. Pressed down. Checking. His fingers trailed down my arms. Squeezed. Then moved to my back. Down my spine. Slow.

		Kamau's hands moved to my thighs. His dark fingers stark against my pale skin below the hem of my dress. He patted down. Outside. Then inside. His palms rough. Warm.

		My breathing changed.

		His hands slid higher. Up my inner thighs. Not patting anymore. Just touching. Feeling. His thumbs brushed close to my pussy. So close I felt the heat through my panties.

		"Turn around, please."

		I turned. Mutua was right there. Close. His chest inches from my face. I could smell him. Sweat and deodorant and that same sharp masculine scent.

		His hands moved to my shoulders. Slid down. Over the curve of my heavy tits. Cupping them. Squeezing. Checking for what? The pretense was gone. This wasn't a security check.

		My fat nipples hardened impossibly more. Aching. Pressed against his dark palms through the dress.

		"Arms up again."

		I raised them. Mutua's hands slid down my sides. My waist. My round ass. He gripped it. Both hands full of my flesh. Squeezed hard.

		A small sound escaped my throat.

		Kamau was in front of me now. His eyes locked on mine. Dark. Hungry. His hand moved to my heavy tit. Cupped it. His thumb brushed over my fat nipple. Circled it. The friction of fabric against sensitive skin made me gasp.

		"Do you feel nervous, madam?"

		His voice was low. Rough.

		"A little."

		"Your heart is beating very fast."

		His palm pressed against my tit. Feeling my heartbeat through the soft flesh.

		"I can feel it."

		Behind me, Mutua's hands slid under the hem of my dress. Up the backs of my bare thighs. His fingers found the edge of my panties. Traced along the fabric where it covered my round ass.

		My pussy was soaking.

		Kamau's eyes dropped. Down to where his dark hand cupped my white tit. The contrast made his breathing change. Get heavier. His thumb rubbed over my fat nipple again. Harder this time.

		I looked down. Saw the bulge in his pants. Thick. Long. Pressing against the uniform fabric. Getting bigger.

		My eyes flicked to Mutua. Same thing. His cock hard. Straining. The outline clearly visible.

		Heat flooded through me. My pussy clenched. Wetness soaked through my panties. I knew they could probably smell it. Smell how turned on I was. How ready.

		Kamau's other hand moved to my second tit. Both of his dark hands filled with my heavy flesh now. Squeezing. Kneading. His thumbs working my fat nipples through the dress.

		"You are very beautiful."

		"Thank you."

		My voice came out breathless. Shaky.

		Mutua's hands slid higher. His fingers hooked into the sides of my panties. Pulled them down. Just an inch. Then another. The fabric slid over my round ass. Down my thighs. He let them fall to my ankles.

		I stepped out of them. Stood there with my panties on the white floor. My pussy bare under my dress. Dripping.

		"Do you need to search more thoroughly?"

		The words came out before I could stop them. Bold. Direct. Offering.

		Kamau's eyes went darker. His hands tightened on my heavy tits. His thick cock pressed harder against his pants.

		"Yes," he said. "I think we do."

		Kamau's hands moved to the neckline of my dress. His dark fingers hooked into the fabric. Pulled down. The dress stretched. My heavy tits spilled out. Free. Bare. My fat nipples hard and aching in the cold air conditioned room.

		Both men stared.

		"Fuck," Mutua breathed behind me.

		Kamau's hands cupped my naked tits. His dark skin stark against my pale flesh. The visual hit me hard. Black fingers digging into white softness. Squeezing. Kneading. His palms rough. Calloused. He lifted my heavy tits. Weighed them. His thumbs circled my fat nipples.

		I gasped.

		"So beautiful," Kamau said. "So white."

		Mutua's hands slid around from behind. Found my bare tits. Four dark hands on my white flesh now. Groping. Squeezing. Pinching my fat nipples. The contrast was everywhere I looked. Black skin against white. Dark fingers making my pale tits flush pink from the pressure.

		My pussy throbbed. Soaking. I could feel wetness on my inner thighs.

		Kamau's hand left my tit. Moved down. Over my stomach. Under my dress. His palm pressed against my bare pussy. Found me dripping wet.

		"Ahh. She is very wet."

		"Let me feel."

		Mutua's hand joined his. Two sets of dark fingers exploring my pussy. Rubbing my clit. Sliding through my wetness. I spread my legs wider. Gave them access. Let them touch me however they wanted.

		Kamau pushed two fingers inside me. Thick. Rough. I moaned. My head fell back against Mutua's chest.

		"You like this?" Kamau asked.

		"Yes."

		"You want more?"

		"Yes."

		His fingers pumped. In and out. Curling. Finding that spot inside that made my thighs shake. Mutua's fingers worked my clit. Rubbing circles. The right pressure. The right rhythm. My heavy tits bounced with each thrust of Kamau's fingers. Their other hands still groping my naked flesh.

		I looked down. Watched Kamau's black fingers disappear into my white pussy. Pull out glistening. Push back in. The visual made me wetter. Made my pussy clench around his thick fingers.

		"She likes watching," Mutua said.

		"Yes. I can feel her getting tighter."

		My hands moved on their own. Found the bulges in their pants. Both cocks hard. Straining against the uniform fabric. I rubbed. Stroked through the material. Felt them pulse. Grow thicker.

		Kamau groaned. His fingers pumped faster.

		I fumbled with his belt. Got it open. Unzipped his pants. Reached inside. Found his cock. Hot. Hard. Thick. I pulled it out.

		My breath caught.

		His cock was beautiful. Long. Thick. Very dark. Almost black. Heavy veins running up the shaft. The head darker still. Already leaking.

		I wrapped my white hand around it. The contrast made my pussy clench hard around his fingers. My pale fingers couldn't close all the way around his girth. His black cock looked massive in my grip.

		"Fuck," I whispered.

		Behind me, Mutua was already opening his pants. His cock pressed against my round ass. Hot. Hard. I reached back. Found it. Pulled it out. Just as thick. Just as dark. Just as beautiful.

		Two thick black cocks in my white hands. The visual was everything. My pussy gushed. Kamau's fingers were soaked.

		I stroked them. Slow. Watching my pale hands slide up and down their dark shafts. The skin velvet over steel. The veins prominent under my palms. Both men groaned. Their hips thrust into my grip.

		"Your hands are so white," Kamau said. His voice rough. Strained.

		"I know."

		"So soft."

		"You like how they look?"

		"Yes. Fuck yes."

		I stroked faster. Tighter. My wrists twisting. Kamau's fingers never stopped pumping my pussy. Mutua's hand kept working my clit. The pleasure built. Coiled tight in my belly. My heavy tits bounced. Their hands still groping. Squeezing. Pinching my fat nipples.

		"I want to fuck you," Kamau said.

		"Yes."

		"Bend you over that table. Put my black cock in your white pussy."

		Heat shot through me. My pussy clenched. My hands squeezed their cocks harder.

		"Do it."

		Mutua's hand left my clit. Moved to my round ass. Gripped hard. His fingers dug into my soft flesh.

		"I want to fuck you too," he said. "Want to watch my dark cock stretch your tight white cunt."

		"Mmm, yes. Both of you."

		They were breathing hard now. Their cocks throbbing in my hands. Leaking. I felt precum slicking my palms. Making the strokes easier. Wetter.

		Kamau pulled his fingers out of my pussy. Brought them to his mouth. Sucked them clean. His eyes rolled back.

		"You taste sweet."

		He gripped my hips. Started to turn me toward the inspection table. His thick black cock bouncing. Ready. Mutua moved with us. His hands still on my heavy tits. Still squeezing.

		This was happening. Right here. Right now. In the customs inspection room at Jomo Kenyatta International Airport. Two Kenyan officers about to fuck me while Tom waited outside. While hundreds of people moved through immigration just beyond that door.

		My pussy throbbed. I wanted it. Needed it.

		Kamau positioned me. Bent me forward. My palms hit the cold metal table. My heavy tits hung down. My round ass pushed back. My dress bunched around my waist. My bare pussy exposed. Dripping.

		His black cock pressed against my entrance. Hot. Thick. The head pushing. Stretching.

		Loud knocking exploded on the door.

		We all froze.

		"Kamau! Why is this door locked?"

		A man's voice. Angry. Authoritative.

		More knocking. Harder. The handle rattled.

		"Kamau! Open this door now!"

		Panic flashed across both their faces. Kamau's cock pulled back. Still hard. Still wet from pressing against my pussy. Mutua released my tits. Stepped back.

		They scrambled. Shoving their cocks back into their pants. Zipping. Buckling. Breathing hard. Eyes wide.

		I stood. Pulled my dress up. Covered my heavy tits. The fabric stretched tight over my fat nipples. Still hard. Still aching. I could smell sex. Smell my pussy. Smell their sweat and arousal.

		"One moment, sir!" Kamau called.

		His hands shook as he straightened his uniform. Mutua wiped his mouth. Tried to look professional. Failed.

		More pounding.

		"Now, Kamau!"

		Kamau looked at me. Then at the door. Then back at me. His thick cock was still hard. Visible through his pants. He grabbed my passport and arrival card from the desk.

		"You are cleared, madam," he said quickly. Quietly. "No issues found."

		I nodded. My legs shook. My pussy throbbed. Unsatisfied. So close. So fucking close.

		Kamau unlocked the door.

		A senior officer stood in the doorway. Older. Grey hair. Sharp eyes that swept the room. Took in everything. Me with my dress barely covering my heavy tits. My fat nipples still visible through the thin fabric. Kamau and Mutua breathing hard. Their uniforms disheveled. The smell of sex thick in the small white room.

		His eyes found my panties on the floor.

		Silence stretched. Heavy. Dangerous.

		"The passenger is cleared," Kamau said. His voice too loud. Too fast. "Random inspection complete. No issues found."

		The senior officer's jaw tightened. His eyes moved to me. Cold. Assessing.

		"Your passport, madam."

		Kamau handed it to him. The senior officer flipped through it. Looked at my photo. Looked at me. My flushed face. My swollen lips. My hard nipples pressing against my dress.

		He knew. He absolutely knew what had been happening.

		He stamped the passport. Hard. The sound loud in the quiet room.

		"Welcome to Kenya."

		"Thank you."

		My voice came out steady. Calmer than I felt.

		He held out my passport. I stepped forward. Took it. Our eyes met. His expression was unreadable. Disappointed maybe. Disgusted. Something else underneath I couldn't name.

		"You may collect your luggage at carousel three."

		"Thank you."

		I walked toward the door. My legs unsteady. My pussy still throbbing. Still dripping. I could feel wetness sliding down my inner thighs. My panties were still on the floor behind me. Forgotten. Evidence.

		The senior officer stepped aside. Let me pass. His eyes tracked me. I didn't look back at Kamau or Mutua. Didn't acknowledge what almost happened. What would have happened if that door hadn't been locked.

		The hallway felt longer walking out. Brighter. My heels clicked against the tile. Each step reminded me how wet I was. How swollen my pussy felt. How my fat nipples ached against my dress.

		I reached the door to the immigration hall. Pushed it open.

		Tom was right there. Pacing. His face tight with worry. He saw me. Relief flooded his expression. Then something else. His eyes moved down my body. Took in my flushed skin. My messed hair. My hard nipples. The way I walked. Slower. Careful.

		"Rachel. Are you okay?"

		"I'm fine."

		"What happened? You were in there for twenty minutes."

		"Random inspection."

		His hand found my elbow. Steadied me. We walked toward baggage claim. Through the crowded terminal. People everywhere. Moving. Talking. Living normal lives. None of them knowing what I'd just done. What had almost happened in that white room.

		Tom's eyes kept finding mine. Questions burning in them. But he didn't ask. Not here. Not yet. His hand stayed on my elbow. Grounding me.

		Carousel three was packed. Bags circling. People grabbing luggage. We found a spot. Waited. Tom stood close behind me. His chest against my back. His breath warm on my neck.

		"Rachel," he whispered. "You're shaking."

		"I know."

		"Tell me."

		"Not here. Later. In the taxi."

		His hand slid to my waist. Squeezed. I felt his cock stirring against my round ass. He knew something happened. Could sense it. Smell it maybe. The arousal and fear and unfinished need radiating off me.

		Our bags appeared. Tom grabbed them. His movements quick. Efficient. We headed for customs. The green channel for nothing to declare. An officer waved us through without looking twice.

		Outside, the Nairobi heat slammed into us. Humid. Thick. Taxi drivers called out. Offered rides. Grabbed at our bags. Tom found one. Negotiated. Loaded our luggage.

		I slid into the back seat. Tom climbed in beside me. The driver pulled away from the curb. Merged into chaotic traffic. Horns blared. Engines roared. The city swallowed us.

		Tom's hand found my thigh. Moved higher. Under my dress. His fingers brushed my bare pussy.

		He froze.

		"Where are your panties?"

		I looked at him. Met his eyes. Saw the hunger. The fear. The need to know everything.

		"Still in the inspection room," I whispered.

		His breathing stopped. Then started again. Faster. Heavier.

		"Rachel. What happened in there?"

		The baggage carousel groaned. Bags circled. People grabbed luggage. Pushed carts. Normal travelers doing normal things. None of them knowing what I'd just done in that white room.

		Our bags appeared. Tom grabbed them. His movements mechanical. His mind elsewhere. Processing. We headed toward the exit. Through customs. Into the arrivals hall.

		Heat and noise hit us. Taxi drivers calling out. Holding signs. Grabbing at bags. Tom scanned the crowd. Looking for our pre-arranged driver.

		"Mr. Tom! Mrs. Rachel!"

		A voice cut through the chaos. Deep. Rich. Confident.

		I turned.

		My breath caught.

		The man walking toward us was beautiful. Tall. Massive. At least six foot four. His body filled out his jeans and polo shirt in ways that made my still throbbing pussy clench. Broad shoulders. Thick arms that strained against the fabric. His chest wide and muscular. Strong thighs visible through the denim. His ass firm and round when he turned slightly to navigate through the crowd.

		His face stopped me. Strong jaw. High cheekbones. Dark skin that seemed to glow in the harsh terminal lights. His smile was wide. White teeth. Genuine warmth in his eyes.

		Early thirties maybe. Pure strength and confidence in every movement.

		"I'm James. Your driver. Welcome to Nairobi."

		His hand extended toward Tom. Large. Rough palms. Tom shook it. Looked small next to him.

		"Good to meet you."

		James turned to me. His eyes meeting mine. Holding them just a beat too long. Something flickered there. Recognition maybe. Awareness.

		"Mrs. Rachel." He took my hand. His palm warm. His grip gentle but I could feel the strength underneath. "I hope your flight was comfortable."

		"It was fine. Thank you."

		My voice came out breathless. I was staring. Couldn't help it. His thick arms. His broad chest. The way his body moved. Powerful. Graceful.

		My pussy was still wet from Kamau and Mutua. Now it flooded with fresh heat. Fresh need.

		James smiled. Like he knew. Like he could see exactly what I was thinking.

		"Let me take your bags. The car is this way."

		He grabbed our luggage. Lifted them like they weighed nothing. His thick arms flexing. His back muscles visible through his polo shirt. Started walking toward the parking area.

		Tom's hand found my lower back. I could feel him looking at me. Reading my reaction.

		The parking lot stretched massive. Rows of cars baking in the afternoon sun. James led us to a white Toyota. Older but clean. Well maintained. He loaded our bags in the trunk. His body bending. His firm ass right there. I couldn't stop watching.

		"I'll pull the car around. Meet you at the exit. Two minutes."

		He climbed in. The driver's seat adjusting to accommodate his tall frame. Started the engine. Pulled away to loop around to the pickup area.

		Tom and I stood on the curb. Alone for the first time since I'd walked out of that inspection room. The heat pressed down. Thick. Wet. So different from Vancouver's rain.

		"Tell me," Tom said. His voice low. Urgent. "Right now. Before he comes back."

		I looked at him. At the desperate need in his eyes. At my husband who'd waited outside not knowing. Not seeing. Only imagining.

		"Two officers took me to a room. Locked the door. They searched me."

		"How?"

		"Hands everywhere. My sides. My thighs. One of them cupped my heavy tits through my dress. The other pulled down my panties."

		Tom's hand gripped my arm. His cock was hard. I could see it straining against his jeans.

		"They fingered me. Groped my tits. I jerked both their thick black cocks. Watched my white hands stroke their dark skin."

		"Fuck," he breathed.

		"They were about to fuck me. One was positioning me over the table. Then someone knocked. A supervisor. We had to stop."

		Tom pulled me close. His forehead against mine. His breathing ragged.

		"You left your panties."

		"I had to. No time to grab them. They're still on the floor."

		"Jesus Christ, Rachel."

		The white Toyota pulled up. James unfolded himself from the driver's seat. His tall body rising. His thick thighs. His muscular frame. He came around. Opened the front passenger door. Gestured to me.

		"Mrs. Rachel, please. You'll be more comfortable up front."

		I climbed in. The seat still warm. Close to him. So close.

		James closed my door. Opened the back for Tom. Tom slid in behind me. James closed that door too. Walked around to the driver's seat. His firm ass right there as he passed my window.

		He settled into his seat. His thick arms reaching for the steering wheel. His broad shoulders filling the space. The scent of him. Soap and something else. Masculine. Clean.

		James pulled into traffic.

		I felt Tom's hand reach forward. Touch my shoulder. A question there. Permission maybe. Acknowledgment that something had shifted.

		James's eyes found mine in the rearview mirror. Then flicked to Tom. Then back to the road.

		He smiled.

		

	
		The Driver

		

		James pulled into traffic. Horns blared around us. Matatus swerved past. The city swallowed us whole.

		I sat in the front passenger seat. My travel dress clung to my sweaty skin. My heavy tits pressed against the thin blue fabric. Tom was in the back with our luggage. The air conditioning fought a losing battle against the heat.

		"First time in Nairobi?"

		James's voice was warm. Deep. That musical Kenyan accent.

		"First time in Africa."

		"You will love it here. Karibu. Welcome."

		He smiled. White teeth against dark skin. His thick arms relaxed on the steering wheel as he navigated the chaos. Three lanes became five. Nobody following rules. He made it look easy.

		"How long have you been driving?"

		"Ten years. I know Nairobi very well. All the best places."

		A motorcycle cut us off. James didn't flinch. Just adjusted smoothly.

		"You have nerves of steel."

		"In Nairobi, you learn fast or you crash." He grinned. "Like dating."

		I laughed. The tension from customs bleeding away. He was charming. Easy.

		My hand moved without thinking. Touched his thigh as I laughed. Just resting there on the worn denim.

		The mood changed instantly.

		James's smile faded. His jaw tightened. His thick thighs tensed under my palm. His dark muscle solid and warm through the fabric.

		I didn't pull my hand away.

		His eyes flicked down. At my white hand on his dark thigh. At the contrast of pale skin against black denim. His breathing changed. Got heavier.

		Tom shifted in the back seat. The leather creaked. I felt his attention sharpen. Felt him watching.

		My hand stayed there. My pale fingers spread slightly. Pressing into James's solid thigh.

		James glanced at the rearview mirror. At Tom. Then at me. Questions in his dark eyes. Confusion. Want. Uncertainty about what was happening.

		I looked out the window. Watched Nairobi pass. Colorful buildings. Crowded sidewalks. Vendors selling fruit from carts. My hand didn't move from his thigh.

		Heat spread through my belly. My pussy was still wet from the customs room. From Kamau's thick fingers inside me. From Mutua's dark hands on my heavy tits. From how close I'd come to being fucked by both of them.

		My fat nipples hardened. Pressed against my dress. I wasn't wearing a bra. The thin fabric showed everything.

		James's eyes dropped to my heavy tits. Just for a second. Then back to the road. His thick hands gripped the steering wheel tighter. His knuckles lighter against his dark skin.

		My hand slid higher on his thigh. Just an inch. Slow. Deliberate.

		James's breath caught. His thick thighs shifted. Opened wider.

		Tom said nothing from the back seat. Just watched. I could feel the heat of his stare. Could sense his cock getting hard. This was what we did now. What we'd become.

		My hand moved higher still. Found the bulge forming in his jeans. Cupped it through the denim. Felt the heat. Felt him pulse under my palm.

		"Mrs. Rachel..."

		James's voice came out rough. Strained.

		"Just Rachel."

		My white hand rubbed his thick cock through his jeans. Slow. Feeling the shape of him. The size.

		He was big.

		His hips shifted. Pressed into my touch. His dark hands gripped the steering wheel so tight I thought he might break it.

		"Your husband..."

		"Is watching."

		Tom leaned forward. His presence close behind me. His breath on my neck.

		James glanced in the rearview mirror again. At Tom. His eyes wide. Uncertain.

		Tom said nothing. Just met his gaze. Permission there. Understanding.

		My hand squeezed James's thick cock. He was fully hard now. Straining against his jeans. The outline clearly visible. Long. Thick. Heavy.

		"How far to the villa?"

		My voice came out breathless.

		"Forty minutes. Maybe more with traffic."

		"That's a long time."

		My hand kept rubbing. Kept squeezing. My white palm moving up and down his thick length through the denim.

		James's breathing was ragged now. His dark chest rising and falling under his polo shirt. Sweat beaded on his forehead. His thick arms trembled slightly.

		"Pull over."

		The words came out before I could think.

		"What?"

		"Find somewhere quiet. Pull over."

		James looked at me. At Tom in the mirror. Back at me.

		"Now, James."

		He swallowed hard. Nodded. His eyes scanned the road ahead.

		James kept driving. His eyes on the road. His thick hands white-knuckled on the steering wheel. My hand stayed on his cock through the denim. Rubbing. Squeezing.

		Traffic thinned as we left the airport area. Wider roads. Fewer matatus cutting between lanes. Buildings gave way to trees. Green spaces.

		My fingers found his zipper. Pulled it down slowly. The sound loud in the quiet car.

		"Fuck."

		James's voice came out strangled. His hips jerked.

		I reached inside his jeans. Found cotton briefs stretched tight. My white hand slipped under the waistband. Wrapped around hot skin.

		His cock was thick. So thick my pale fingers couldn't close around it completely. I pulled him out. Free from his jeans. Free from his briefs.

		The visual hit me hard.

		His cock was beautiful. Long. Dark. Almost black. Heavy veins running up the shaft. The head darker still. Already wet with precum. My white hand looked small wrapped around his girth. The contrast stark. Pale fingers against dark skin.

		"Oh god."

		My pussy clenched. Wetness soaked through my already damp panties. Wait, I didn't have panties. They were on the floor of that customs room.

		James tried to focus on driving. His eyes flickered between the road and my white hand stroking his black cock. His thick chest heaved. Sweat ran down his dark temples.

		"Mrs. Rachel, please..."

		"Rachel."

		I stroked him slow. Base to tip. Watching my pale hand slide along his dark shaft. The skin was velvet over steel. Hot. Pulsing in my grip.

		Tom leaned forward. I heard his sharp intake of breath. Saw his reflection in the side mirror. His eyes locked on my hand. On James's thick black cock in my white grip.

		"Look how dark he is."

		My voice was rough. Breathless.

		Tom said nothing. His hand moved to his lap. To the bulge straining his jeans.

		I stroked James faster. My thumb circled the head. Spread the precum leaking from his tip. Made the strokes slicker. Easier.

		James's hips thrust up into my hand. Small movements. Involuntary. His thick thighs trembled.

		"I'm driving. I can't... fuck..."

		"You're doing fine."

		My hand squeezed tighter. Pumped faster. My heavy tits bounced slightly with each stroke. My fat nipples ached against my dress.

		A car passed us. The driver glanced over. Saw nothing. My body blocked the view. James looked like he was just driving. Focused on the road.

		But my white hand was wrapped around his thick black cock. Jerking him off while his passenger wife's husband watched from the back seat.

		The wrongness of it made me wetter. Made my pussy throb.

		"You're so thick."

		I watched my pale fingers barely meet around his girth.

		"So much thicker than my husband."

		Tom groaned softly behind me. His hand moved faster on his own lap.

		James's cock swelled in my grip. Got harder. The veins more prominent under my stroking palm. Precum leaked steadily now. Coating my white hand. Making obscene wet sounds.

		"I need to pull over."

		James's voice was strained. Desperate.

		"Not yet."

		I kept stroking. Kept watching the contrast. Dark and light. His thick black cock in my small white hand.

		"Mrs. Rachel, please. I'm going to crash. I can't..."

		"Pull over then."

		My hand didn't stop moving.

		"Now. Find somewhere quiet."

		James scanned the road ahead. His dark eyes wild. Unfocused. A side road appeared on the right. Dirt. Trees blocking the view from the highway.

		He swerved onto it. Too fast. The truck bounced over ruts. My hand never left his cock. Never stopped stroking.

		Trees closed around us. The highway disappeared behind thick foliage. The road narrowed. Empty. Quiet except for birds and insects.

		James drove maybe fifty meters. Pulled off into a clearing. Slammed the truck into park.

		His thick chest heaved. His dark hands gripped the steering wheel. His cock throbbed in my white hand. Hard as stone. Leaking. Ready.

		I looked back at Tom. His jeans were unzipped. His hand wrapped around his own cock. Smaller. Paler. Nothing compared to what I was holding.

		Tom's eyes met mine. Dark with need. With permission. With that hunger we'd cultivated in Bali.

		I turned back to James. His dark eyes stared at me. Wide. Uncertain. Want and fear mixing on his face.

		"Get in the back with Tom."

		James blinked. Confused.

		"No."

		I leaned over the console. Brought my face close to his thick black cock.

		"I'm going to suck you right here."

		"Fuck."

		His whole body shuddered.

		My tongue darted out. Licked the precum from his tip. Tasted salt and male musk. My pussy clenched.

		I opened my mouth. Took him inside.

		My lips stretched around his thick cock. The head filled my mouth. I took him deeper. Inch by inch. My tongue pressed against the underside. Felt the heavy vein running along his dark shaft.

		James groaned. His dark hands gripped the steering wheel. His thick thighs tensed.

		I pulled back. Let him slide almost out. Just his tip between my pale lips. Then took him deep again. My heavy tits hung over the console. Swaying with each movement.

		"Fuck."

		James's voice was rough. Strained.

		I hollowed my cheeks. Sucked hard. My white hand wrapped around the base of his thick black cock. What I couldn't fit in my mouth. I stroked while I sucked. Worked him with hand and mouth together.

		Salt and musk flooded my taste buds. Precum leaked onto my tongue. I moaned around his cock. The vibration made him jerk.

		Tom shifted in the back seat. I heard his breathing. Ragged. Fast. Heard the wet sound of his hand on his own cock.

		James's dark hands finally moved. Left the steering wheel. Found the neckline of my travel dress. His rough fingers hooked into the fabric.

		He yanked down.

		The dress stretched. Tore slightly. My heavy tits spilled out. Free. Bare. My fat nipples hard in the humid air.

		"Jesus Christ."

		James stared down. His dark eyes locked on my pale flesh. On my heavy tits hanging there as I leaned over the console. White and full and completely exposed.

		His dark hand reached under my body. Awkward. Grabbing for my heavy tit. His rough palm found it. Squeezed hard. His dark fingers dug into my soft white flesh.

		"Fuck, these tits are beautiful."

		His hand kneaded roughly. The angle was wrong. Awkward. But he didn't care. He groped what he could reach. Squeezed my heavy tit hard enough to make me gasp around his cock.

		"So big. So white."

		His dark fingers found my fat nipple. Pinched it. Rolled it. Pain and pleasure shot straight to my pussy. I was dripping. Wetness ran down my inner thighs.

		I pulled off his cock. Gasped for air. A string of saliva connected my pale lips to his dark tip.

		"You like them?"

		My voice was wrecked. Rough.

		"Fuck yes."

		James's dark hand released my tit. Moved to the other one. Grabbed it. Squeezed just as hard. His calloused palm rough against my pale skin. The contrast stark where his dark fingers gripped my white flesh.

		I stroked his thick black cock with both white hands. Watched the contrast. Watched my pale fingers slide along his dark shaft. The visual made my pussy clench.

		"Look at you."

		James's voice changed. Got rougher. More confident.

		"You like sucking black cock, don't you?"

		Heat flooded through me.

		"Yes."

		"Right in front of your husband."

		His dark eyes flicked to the rearview mirror. At Tom. Then back to me.

		"Such a bad wife."

		His dark hand squeezed my heavy tit harder. Pinched my fat nipple until I whimpered.

		"Just met me and already got my cock in your mouth."

		I took him back between my pale lips. Sucked hard. My head bobbed faster. My heavy tits swung beneath me with each movement. His dark hand kept groping. Squeezing whatever he could reach from that awkward angle.

		"That's it. Suck that black cock."

		James's hips thrust up. Pushed his thick cock deeper. His dark hand moved from my heavy tit to my blonde hair. Gripped it. Held my head.

		Tom groaned from the back seat. I glanced back. His jeans were open. His pale cock in his white hand. Smaller than James. So much smaller. He stroked himself watching me. Watching his wife's mouth stretched around their driver's thick black cock.

		"Look at her."

		James's voice was directed at Tom now. Talking about me like I wasn't there.

		"Look at your wife. She loves this thick black cock."

		My pussy throbbed. I moaned around James's cock. The sound muffled. Obscene.

		James's dark hand fisted tighter in my blonde hair. Yanked my head down. Forced his thick cock deeper into my throat.

		I gagged. My eyes watered. He held me there. His dark hand tight in my blonde hair. His thick black cock buried in my white throat.

		"Take it. Take all of it."

		He released my hair. I pulled back. Gasped. Spit ran down my chin. My pale lips were swollen. My heavy tits heaving beneath me.

		His dark hand left my hair. Reached across my back. His arm stretched over me. His dark fingers found my round ass back in the passenger seat. Grabbed hard. Squeezed my soft white flesh through the bunched dress.

		"Fuck, this ass."

		He leaned over slightly. His dark hand pushed my dress up. Found bare skin. My round ass exposed. His rough fingers dug in. Kneaded my white flesh.

		Then his dark hand slid between my ass cheeks. Reached further. Found my bare pussy from behind. His rough fingers rubbed through my wetness.

		"No panties. You're dripping wet."

		"Yes."

		I stroked his thick black cock with both white hands. Fast. Tight.

		"Fuck my mouth."

		"What?"

		"Use me. Fuck my mouth like you want to fuck my pussy."

		James's dark eyes went wild. His jaw clenched. His thick chest heaved.

		His dark hand gripped my blonde hair again. Held my head still. His hips started thrusting. Up off the seat. Driving his thick black cock into my mouth. Into my throat.

		I relaxed. Let him use me. Let him fuck my face while Tom watched.

		The sounds filled the truck. Wet. Gagging. Slapping as his dark balls hit my chin. My heavy tits swung with each thrust. My fat nipples ached.

		"Gonna fill this pretty white mouth."

		James's voice was strained. Desperate.

		"You want that? Want my cum?"

		I nodded. As much as I could with his thick cock in my throat. My pale hands gripped his dark thighs. Nails digging in.

		His rhythm got erratic. His thick cock swelled. His dark hand tightened in my blonde hair.

		"Look at me. Look at me while I cum in your mouth."

		I looked up. Met his dark eyes. Held his gaze.

		"Fuck. Fuck. Take it. Swallow my black cum."

		He thrust deep. Once. Twice. His thick black cock pulsed. Hot cum flooded my mouth. Thick. Salty. So much of it.

		I swallowed. Kept sucking. Milking him. His dark hand still gripping my blonde hair. Still holding me down on his thick cock while he emptied himself into my white throat.

		More cum. I swallowed again. Some leaked out. Ran down my pale chin. Dripped onto my heavy tits.

		James's whole body shook. His dark thighs trembled under my white hands. His thick chest heaved. His dark fingers finally relaxed in my blonde hair.

		I pulled off slowly. His thick black cock slipped from between my pale lips. Still hard. Still leaking. I licked the tip. Cleaned him. Swallowed the last drops.

		"Holy fuck."

		James collapsed back against the seat. His dark chest rising and falling. Sweat ran down his face. His neck. His thick arms hung limp.

		I sat up. Wiped my mouth with the back of my white hand. James's cum coated my pale chin. My heavy tits. I didn't clean it off.

		Tom was breathing hard in the back seat. His pale hand still on his cock. His eyes dark. Hungry. Staring at me. At his wife covered in another man's cum.

		I looked at James. At his thick black cock. Still out. Still half hard. Glistening with my spit and his cum.

		"Let's go."

		My voice came out casual. Like nothing happened.

		James blinked. Stared at me. At my heavy tits still out. Still covered in his cum. At my swollen pale lips. At the mess I was.

		"What?"

		"The villa. Let's go."

		I pulled my dress back up. Tried to cover my heavy tits. The fabric was stretched. Torn slightly where he'd yanked it. My fat nipples still visible through the thin material.

		James tucked himself away. His dark hands shaking. He zipped his jeans. Straightened his polo shirt. Looked at me in disbelief.

		"You're serious?"

		"We have a whole year here. This is just the beginning."

		I settled back in my seat. Buckled my seatbelt. Stared straight ahead like nothing had happened.

		James put the truck in gear. His dark hands gripped the steering wheel. He pulled back onto the dirt road. Drove toward the highway.

		Nobody spoke. The only sound was the engine. The tires on dirt. Birds in the trees around us.

		My pussy still throbbed. Still ached. Unsatisfied. I'd made James cum. But I hadn't. Not yet.

		Tom would take care of that later. When we were alone in the villa. When I told him every detail. Every sensation.

		The thought made me wetter.

		James merged back onto the highway. Traffic had thinned. The drive smoother now. His dark hands gripped the steering wheel. White knuckled. His thick arms still trembling slightly.

		I touched up nothing. James's cum dried on my pale chin. On my heavy tits under the stretched dress. My blonde hair was wild. Tangled from his dark hands fisting it. My pale lips were swollen. Red.

		I looked at my reflection in the side mirror. Saw exactly what I was. A married woman who'd just sucked their driver's thick black cock twenty minutes after landing in a new country.

		The thought made my pussy clench.

		I turned to James. His jaw was tight. His dark eyes fixed on the road. Tension radiated from his thick body.

		"James."

		My voice was soft. Gentle.

		He glanced at me. Uncertainty in his dark eyes. Fear maybe. Like he'd done something wrong.

		"That was amazing."

		His thick shoulders relaxed slightly. His breathing eased.

		"You were perfect."

		"Mrs. Rachel, I..."

		"Just Rachel. Please."

		He nodded. Swallowed hard. His dark hands loosened on the steering wheel.

		"I don't usually... I've never..."

		"I know. Neither do I. Usually."

		I smiled at him. Warm. Genuine.

		"But that felt right. Didn't it?"

		James was quiet for a moment. His dark eyes flicked to the rearview mirror. At Tom. Then back to the road.

		"Yes."

		"Good. Because I'd like to do it again. If you want to."

		His thick cock stirred in his jeans. I saw the movement. Smiled wider.

		Tom leaned forward. His presence heavy behind me.

		"Rachel."

		Just my name. His voice was wrecked. Rough with shock and arousal and something darker. Something we'd crossed that couldn't be uncrossed.

		I turned slightly. Met his eyes. His jeans were still open. His pale cock soft now against his thigh. His hand rested on his lap. His wedding ring caught the light.

		I smiled at him too. Reassuring. This was what we wanted. What we'd talked about in Vancouver. What we'd promised to find here.

		Tom's jaw tightened. His eyes moved over my face. My swollen lips. My messy hair. Down to where James's cum still marked my pale skin.

		The landscape changed. Wider roads. Bigger houses set back behind walls and gates. Trees everywhere. Green and lush. Karen. The expat neighborhood.

		James turned without prompting. He knew exactly where we were staying. The university had arranged everything. Our villa. Our driver. Our new life.

		The truck bumped over a speed hump. My heavy tits bounced. James's eyes dropped. Watched. His thick cock was probably getting hard again under his jeans.

		The villa appeared on the right. Two stories. White walls. Red tile roof. Bougainvillea climbing the walls. Purple and bright pink. The gate was solid metal. Painted white. A small guardhouse sat empty beside it.

		James stopped. Got out. His thick legs unsteady. He opened the gate manually. The hinges creaked. He drove through. Parked in the circular driveway.

		The villa was beautiful. Bigger than I'd expected. Wide windows. A veranda wrapping around the first floor. I could see the garden through the side gate. Green and wild. A pool glittered blue in the afternoon sun.

		A woman stood on the veranda. Older. Kenyan. Wearing a simple dress and sandals. She waved. Smiled wide.

		James killed the engine. Silence dropped over us. Thick. Heavy. The reality of what happened settling.

		He got out first. Opened my door. His dark eyes met mine. Something passed between us. Acknowledgment. Promise. Hunger barely contained.

		I stepped out. The heat wrapped around me immediately. Humid. Pressing. My strong legs were shaky. My pussy still throbbed. Still ached.

		The woman walked down from the veranda.

		"Welcome, welcome! I am Grace. Property manager."

		Her accent was thick. Musical. She shook Tom's hand. Then mine. Her grip was firm. Warm.

		"You had a good flight?"

		"Long but fine."

		Tom's voice was controlled. Professional. His hand found my lower back. Steadied me.

		James moved to the back of the truck. Started gathering our bags. His thick arms flexed. His dark skin gleamed with sweat. His polo shirt clung to his broad back.

		"Come, come. Let me show you your home."

		Grace walked back toward the villa. Tom and I followed.

		The front door opened into a wide living area. Tile floors. White walls. Simple furniture. A ceiling fan rotated slowly overhead. The space was cool after the heat outside.

		"Kitchen here."

		Grace gestured to the left. Modern appliances. Gas stove. Large refrigerator. Granite counters.

		"Dining room. Living room. Powder room."

		She walked through each space. Pointing. Explaining. Where the water heater switch was. How to work the security system. Which windows to keep closed at night.

		Grace led us upstairs. Three bedrooms. Two bathrooms. The master bedroom faced the garden. Large bed. White linens. Another ceiling fan. Windows with mosquito screens.

		"Bathroom here. Hot water takes two minutes. Good pressure."

		She showed us the closets. The light switches. The air conditioning unit we probably wouldn't need with the fans.

		"Let me show you the guest bathroom down the hall."

		Grace walked out. Tom followed her. Their voices faded toward the other end of the hallway.

		James appeared in the doorway. Our bags in his thick arms. His dark eyes found mine immediately. Held them.

		He set the bags down just inside the room. Straightened. His thick chest rose and fell. His dark hands hung at his sides. Uncertain what to do now.

		I walked to him. Closed the distance. His dark eyes widened slightly.

		"Can I hug you?"

		"What?"

		"I just had your cock in my mouth. I think we can hug."

		A smile broke across his face. Relief flooding his features. He laughed. Low. Warm.

		"Yes. Okay."

		I moved into him. My heavy tits pressed against his thick chest. My strong thighs against his. My arms wrapped around his neck.

		His body was solid. Warm. He smelled like sweat and sex and something clean underneath. Soap maybe.

		I tilted my head up. His dark eyes were so close. His lips parted slightly.

		I kissed him.

		Not quick. Not friendly. Deep. My pale lips pressed against his dark ones. My tongue pushed into his mouth. Tasted him. Claimed him.

		James froze for half a second. Then his large dark hands found my round ass. Gripped hard. Pulled me closer. Kissed me back. Hard. Hungry.

		His thick cock pressed against my belly. Hard again already. Ready.

		I pulled back. Looked up at him. His dark eyes were glazed. His breathing heavy. His dark hands still on my round ass. Squeezing my soft white flesh.

		"I think we're going to have a wonderful relationship this year."

		My voice was soft. Intimate.

		"If you want to."

		"Yes."

		No hesitation. His dark hands tightened on my round ass. Still holding me close.

		"I want to."

		"Good."

		I stepped back. His dark hands released me slowly. Reluctantly.

		Voices in the hallway. Grace and Tom returning.

		"You should go."

		James nodded. Adjusted himself. His thick cock straining visibly against his jeans.

		"Call me anytime you need me."

		"I will."

		The way I said it made his thick shoulders tense. Made his jaw clench. He knew I wasn't just talking about driving.

		James left quickly. Passed Grace and Tom in the hallway. Nodded. Hurried down the stairs.

		Grace and Tom entered the bedroom. Tom's eyes found mine. Questions there. Heat.

		"I just wanted a word with James. About scheduling."

		Grace smiled. Nodded. She led us back downstairs. Out to the veranda. The garden was larger than I'd expected. Trees. Flowering bushes. The pool sparkled in the afternoon sun. Blue and inviting.

		"Jonah comes three days a week for the garden. Very good worker. Very reliable."

		"Any questions?"

		Grace looked between us.

		"I think we're good."

		Tom's voice was tight. Strained.

		"Wonderful. My number is on the refrigerator. Call anytime. Day or night."

		Grace walked to the gate where a small car waited. James had already left. His truck gone. She turned back. Waved.

		"Enjoy your home!"

		She got in her car. Drove through the gate. Disappeared down the road.

		Tom and I stood on the veranda. Alone for the first time since we'd landed. Since everything changed in that customs room. Since I'd sucked James's thick black cock in his truck on a dirt road outside Nairobi.

		The villa hummed around us. The ceiling fan. Insects in the garden. Birds calling from the trees. The gate stood open. The afternoon sun beat down.

		Tom turned to me. His pale eyes dark. Hungry. His jaw tight. His cock straining visibly against his jeans.

		"Bedroom. Now."

		His voice was rough. Commanding.

		Heat shot through me. My fat nipples hardened. My pussy flooded with fresh wetness.

		I giggled. The sound light. Giddy. Free.

		I ran. Through the living room. Up the stairs. My strong legs taking them two at a time. My heavy tits bouncing. My round ass swaying under the bunched dress.

		Tom's footsteps thundered behind me. Chasing. Hunting.

		I reached the bedroom. Barely made it through the door before his hands found me.

		The year ahead stretched before us. Twelve months in Nairobi. Twelve months of possibilities. Of dark skin against white. Of thick black cocks and my husband watching. Of becoming exactly who we were meant to be.

		Everything was different already.

		Everything was perfect.

		

	
		The pool

		

		I floated on my back in the pool. The water was warm. The Nairobi sun beat down on my face. My eyes were closed. My body weightless.

		Tom was inside unpacking boxes. I could hear him moving around in the office. Opening and closing drawers. The villa was ours for a year. Our space. Our territory.

		The white bikini clung to my skin. The smallest one I owned. Two triangles of fabric barely covering my heavy tits. The bottoms cut high on my hips. Showing off my round ass and strong thighs. I'd put it on deliberately. Hoping.

		The garden gate creaked.

		I opened my eyes. Turned my head.

		A man walked up the stone path. Late twenties. Lean and dark. His skin almost black in the bright sunlight. He wore faded work pants and a torn t-shirt. His arms were muscular. Defined. His chest visible through the thin fabric.

		He stopped when he saw me. His eyes went straight to my heavy tits floating just above the waterline.

		"Sorry, madam." His voice was deep. Accented. "I am Jonah. I take care of the garden here. Just coming to introduce myself."

		I didn't cover up. Didn't move to hide anything. Just floated there letting him look.

		"Hi, Jonah." My voice came out relaxed. Easy. "I'm Rachel."

		His dark eyes traced down my body. Over my heavy tits barely contained in the white triangles. Down my flat stomach. Over my strong thighs pale under the water. He swallowed hard. His hands clenched at his sides.

		I stood up in the shallow end. Water streamed off my body. Off my heavy tits. Down my round ass. Between my strong thighs. The white bikini was nearly transparent when wet. My fat nipples visible through the thin fabric. Hard already.

		Jonah's breathing changed. Got heavier. His eyes locked on my heavy tits. On the way the wet white fabric clung to them. Showing everything.

		I walked toward the pool steps. Slow. Let him watch. Water dripped from my hair. Ran down between my heavy tits. The fabric stuck to my skin. To my fat nipples. To the curve of my round ass.

		His thick cock swelled in his work pants. I could see it. The bulge growing. Straining against the faded fabric.

		My pussy clenched. Heat spread through my belly.

		I climbed out of the pool. Stood on the deck dripping wet. Five feet from him. Close enough to see the sweat on his dark forehead. To smell him. Soil and male musk and something else.

		"Hot day," I said.

		"Yes, madam." His voice was strained. His eyes still on my heavy tits. On my fat nipples pressing hard against the wet white triangles.

		I stepped closer. My white hand reached out. Touched his dark chest through the torn t-shirt. Felt his heart hammering. Felt the solid muscle underneath. The heat of his skin.

		"You don't have to call me madam."

		"Yes, ma... Rachel."

		My hand slid down. Over his lean stomach. The muscles tight under my white palm. Down to the waistband of his work pants. To the bulge straining there.

		I cupped his thick cock through the fabric. Squeezed.

		Jonah groaned. His hips jerked forward. Pushed into my white hand.

		"You like looking at me," I said. Not a question.

		"Yes." His voice was rough. Desperate.

		"Is this... are you testing me?" His dark eyes were wide. Uncertain. "Your husband..."

		"Is inside," I said. My fingers found his zipper. "And this is what I want."

		I pulled it down slow. The sound loud in the quiet garden. I reached inside. Found cotton briefs stretched tight. Slipped my white hand under the waistband. I pulled him out. Free from his pants. Free from his briefs.

		My breath caught.

		His cock was not what I expected. Not long. Maybe average length. But the girth was massive. My white hand couldn't wrap around it. My pale fingers didn't even come close to meeting. The shaft was dark. Almost black. Thick ridges ran along it. Prominent veins bulging under the skin. The head was huge. Flared and darker than the shaft. Almost purple black. Heavy balls hung below. Large and dark and full.

		It wasn't pretty. Wasn't elegant like some cocks. It was almost ugly in its size and thickness. But it was impressive. Powerful. My pussy clenched just looking at it.

		My white hand looked tiny wrapped partway around his dark girth. My pale fingers stark against his black skin.

		"This is really okay?" Jonah asked again. His voice shaking. "You are sure?"

		"Very sure." My pussy flooded. Wetness soaked through my bikini bottoms.

		I stroked him. Slow. My white hand barely able to move along his thick ridged shaft. The texture prominent under my pale palm. The huge dark head leaked precum. I spread it with my white thumb. Made the strokes slicker.

		Jonah's hands finally moved. Grabbed my heavy tits through the wet white bikini. Squeezed hard. His dark fingers dug into my soft white flesh.

		I gasped. My hand squeezed his thick cock tighter. Pumped as much as I could with my small grip.

		His thumbs found my fat nipples through the thin fabric. Rubbed over them. Circled them. The friction made me whimper.

		"Fuck." His voice was strained. His dark eyes locked on his black hands groping my white tits. On my white hand struggling to stroke his thick black cock.

		I reached back with my free hand. Found the tie of my bikini top. Pulled.

		The white fabric fell away. My heavy tits spilled free. Bare. My fat nipples hard and aching in the Nairobi sun.

		Jonah's dark hands cupped my naked white tits. Both of us gasped. Black fingers against pale flesh. His rough palms squeezing. Kneading. My white skin showed every mark from his black fingers.

		I kept stroking his thick ridged cock. Watched precum leak from the huge dark head. His heavy black balls swayed with each movement of my white hand.

		His hips thrust into my hand. Small movements. Involuntary. His breathing ragged.

		Behind us in the villa Tom was still unpacking. Opening boxes. Organizing our new life. No idea what was happening in his garden.

		Jonah bent down. Took one fat nipple in his mouth. Sucked hard. His tongue circled. Flicked. His teeth grazed the sensitive flesh.

		My head fell back. My hand squeezed his thick cock. My pussy throbbed.

		I pulled back from him. His dark hands released my full tits. His thick cock throbbed in my pale hand.

		"Strip," I said.

		Jonah blinked. His dark eyes searched my face. Looking for certainty. For permission.

		"Take off your clothes. All of them."

		He pulled his torn t-shirt over his head. His lean chest gleamed with sweat in the sun. Muscles defined under his dark skin. He kicked off his worn sandals. Pushed his work pants and briefs down together. Stepped out of them.

		His thick cock jutted from his body. The huge dark head angry and swollen. The ridged shaft pulsing. His heavy black balls hanging low.

		I reached behind my neck. Untied my bikini bottoms. Let them fall to the pool deck.

		Naked. Both of us. The Nairobi sun blazing down.

		My pale skin glowed next to his black body. Light and shadow.

		Jonah's eyes moved over me. My soft tits. My wide hips. My thick thighs. My bare pussy already dripping wet. His thick cock jerked. Leaked more precum.

		The sun bed sat near the pool edge. White cushions. Metal frame. I walked to it. Sat on the edge. The cushion was hot against my bare ass.

		I crooked one finger at him. Beckoned.

		He moved toward me. His lean dark body cutting through the bright sunlight. His thick ridged cock bobbing with each step. His heavy balls swaying.

		He stopped in front of me. His thick cock at eye level. The huge dark head inches from my face.

		I reached out. Wrapped both pale hands around his girth. Still couldn't close my fingers all the way around. My white hands looked tiny against his black shaft.

		I leaned forward. Licked the huge dark head. Tasted salt and male musk. My tongue circled the flared ridge. Traced along it.

		Jonah groaned. His dark hands found my blonde hair. Gentle. Not forcing.

		I opened my mouth. Took the huge head inside. My lips stretched wide. Barely fitting around his massive girth. I sucked. Hollowed my cheeks. My tongue worked the underside.

		"Fuck." His voice was rough. Strained.

		I pulled back. Licked down his ridged shaft. My tongue traced each thick vein. Each prominent ridge. My pale hands stroked what my mouth couldn't reach. I moved lower. Licked his heavy black balls. Took one in my mouth. Sucked gently.

		Jonah's hips jerked. His thick cock pulsed in my pale hands.

		I licked back up. Took the huge head in my mouth again. Tried to take more. The ridged shaft barely fit. My jaw ached from the stretch. I managed another inch. Then another. Gagged when the huge head hit the back of my throat.

		I pulled off. Gasped for air. Spit ran down my chin. My full tits heaved.

		"Your cock is so fucking thick," I said. Looking up at him. At his dark face twisted with pleasure.

		"You like it?" His voice shook.

		"I love it." I licked the huge head again. "I want it inside me."

		Jonah's dark hands gripped my blonde hair tighter. His breathing ragged. His thick cock pulsing against my pale cheek.

		I pulled back. Lay down on the sun bed. My back against the hot cushion. Spread my strong thighs wide.

		Jonah looked down at me. At my wet pussy. Pink and swollen and ready. At my pale body stretched out for him.

		He knelt between my spread legs. His dark hands gripped my smooth thighs. Pushed them wider.

		His mouth found my pussy. His tongue licked through my wetness. Slow. Deliberate. Tasting me.

		I gasped. My hips lifted off the cushion.

		His tongue circled my clit. Flicked it. His dark lips sucked. His rough hands held my thighs open. Kept me spread for his mouth.

		"Oh fuck." My pale hands found his head. Gripped his short hair.

		He pushed his tongue inside me. Fucked me with it. Then back to my clit. Circling. Licking. Sucking. Building pressure.

		My pleasure built fast. My plump tits bounced with each ragged breath. My sensitive nipples ached in the sun.

		His tongue worked faster. More insistent. His dark fingers dug into my pale thighs. Holding me still while he devoured me.

		I came. Hard. My body arching off the sun bed. My pussy clenching. My thighs trying to close around his dark head.

		He didn't stop. Kept licking. Kept sucking. Pushed me higher.

		"Fuck. Jonah. Oh god."

		He finally pulled back. His dark face wet with my arousal. His thick cock harder than before. The huge head dark and swollen. Ready.

		He moved up my body. Positioned himself between my trembling thighs. His dark hands gripped my wide hips.

		We both looked down. His thick black cock poised at my white pussy. The huge dark head pressing against my pink entrance. His lean dark body hovering over my pale curves.

		"Fuck me," I said. "Now."

		He pushed forward. The huge head stretched my entrance. My pussy resisted. Too thick. Too big.

		"Oh god." My voice came out strangled.

		He pushed harder. The huge ridged head forced its way inside. Stretching me. Filling me. My pale pussy lips strained around his massive dark girth.

		I gasped. Pain and pleasure mixing. The stretch intense. Almost too much.

		Jonah paused. His dark chest heaving. His thick cock only halfway in. The ridges dragging against my inner walls. Creating friction everywhere.

		"You okay?" His dark eyes searched my face.

		"Keep going. All of it."

		He pushed deeper. Inch by thick inch. His ridged shaft splitting me open. My white pussy stretching around his black girth. Taking him. Accommodating the massive size.

		My heavy tits rose and fell with my breathing. Fast. Desperate. My stiff nipples aching.

		He bottomed out. His heavy black balls pressed against my round ass. His entire thick ridged cock buried in my white pussy.

		We both froze. The fullness overwhelming. Perfect.

		"Fuck." I could barely speak. "So thick."

		Jonah's dark hands gripped my trembling thighs. Held them spread wide. His eyes locked on where we were joined. His thick black cock buried in my stretched white pussy. His huge dark head deep inside my pale body.

		"You feel incredible," he groaned.

		My pussy clenched around him. Adjusted to his girth. To the ridges. To the massive stretch.

		"Move," I said. "Fuck me."

		He pulled back slow. His thick ridged cock dragging through my tight pussy. The friction intense. Every ridge catching. Creating sensation. His huge head pulling at my entrance.

		Then he pushed back in. Deeper this time. Harder.

		I cried out. My pale hands gripped the sun bed cushion. My full tits bounced.

		He did it again. Pulled out. Pushed in. Building a rhythm. His lean dark hips driving forward. His heavy black balls slapping against my ass.

		The Nairobi sun blazed down. Heat pressed against my pale skin. Sweat formed between my bouncing tits. On my forehead.

		Jonah's dark chest gleamed. Droplets ran down his lean muscles. His breathing came hard. Fast.

		His thick cock pumped into me. The ridges dragged against my walls with every stroke. In and out. Stretching me. Filling me completely.

		I looked down. Watched his black shaft disappear into my pink pussy. My pale lips stretched impossibly wide around his dark girth. Then he pulled out. His ridged cock glistening with my wetness. Then back in.

		"Oh god." My voice came out broken. "Look at that."

		Jonah followed my gaze. Watched his thick black cock split my white pussy open. Watched my pale flesh struggle to take his massive dark girth.

		"Fuck," he breathed. His rhythm faltered for a second. "So beautiful."

		His pace increased. Harder strokes. Deeper. The huge head hitting something inside me that made stars burst behind my eyes.

		My soft tits bounced wildly. My stiff nipples ached. The sun bed creaked under us. The metal frame groaning with each thrust.

		"Your cock." I gasped between thrusts. "So fucking thick. Stretching me."

		"You like it?" His voice was strained. His dark hands moved from my thighs to my hips. Gripped hard. Used the leverage to pull me onto his thick cock with each forward thrust.

		"Yes. Fuck yes. Your cock is huge."

		The dirty talk made him thrust harder. His thick ridged shaft pounding into my stretched pussy. The wet sounds obscene. Slapping. Squelching. My wetness coating his dark skin.

		I felt my orgasm building. Pressure coiling tight in my belly. My pussy throbbing around his massive girth.

		"Don't stop. Right there. Fuck."

		Jonah's rhythm stayed steady. Hard deep strokes. His huge head hitting that perfect spot with every thrust. His ridged shaft creating friction everywhere.

		My orgasm hit. Crashed through me. I screamed. My back arched off the hot cushion. My pussy clenched around his thick black cock. My pale thighs shook.

		"Yes. Fuck. Yes."

		He kept fucking me through it. Didn't slow down. Didn't stop. His thick cock pounding into my spasming pussy. Prolonging the pleasure. Making it bigger.

		I barely came down before another orgasm started building. The ridges. The girth. The relentless pace. Too much sensation.

		"Oh god. Again. I'm gonna come again."

		Jonah leaned forward. His dark chest pressed against my bouncing tits. His mouth found my neck. Sucked hard. His teeth grazed my pale skin.

		The angle changed. His thick cock drove deeper. The huge head hitting my cervix. Pain and pleasure mixing.

		I came again. Harder this time. My nails dug into his dark shoulders. My legs wrapped around his lean waist. Pulled him deeper.

		"Ahh. Fuck. Your cock."

		He groaned against my neck. His breathing ragged in my ear. His thick cock still pumping. Still hard. Not close to finishing.

		Sweat dripped from his dark forehead onto my pale chest. Ran between my soft tits. Mixed with my own sweat. The smell of sex filled the air. Salt and musk and chlorine from the pool.

		Jonah pushed himself up. His dark arms straight. His lean body hovering over me. His eyes locked on my flushed face.

		"Turn over," he said. His voice rough. Commanding.

		I unwrapped my legs. He pulled out. His thick ridged cock slid from my stretched pussy. I felt empty. Aching.

		I rolled onto my stomach. My sensitive tits pressed against the hot cushion. I pushed my round ass up. Spread my knees on the sun bed.

		Jonah's dark hands gripped my ass cheeks. Squeezed. Spread them. His thick cock pressed against my dripping pussy from behind.

		He pushed in. One hard thrust. Bottomed out immediately.

		I gasped. The angle was different. Deeper. The ridges dragging against different spots. The huge head hitting new places.

		"Fuck." My voice muffled against the cushion.

		His dark hands stayed on my pale ass. Gripped hard. Used the leverage to pull me back onto his thick cock with each forward thrust.

		The new angle made everything more intense. His heavy black balls slapped against my clit with every stroke. Sending sparks of pleasure through me.

		My plump tits rubbed against the rough cushion. My hard nipples scraped the fabric. More sensation. Too much.

		Jonah's pace increased. Faster. Harder. His lean hips slamming against my round ass. The slapping sounds loud in the quiet garden.

		"Your pussy is so tight," he groaned. "Gripping my cock."

		"Because you're so thick. Stretching me. Filling me."

		I pushed back. Met his thrusts. Our bodies moving together. Black and white. Dark skin against pale. His thick cock splitting my pink pussy open.

		I looked back over my shoulder. Watched his dark body work. His lean muscles flexing. His dark chest heaving. His thick black cock pumping into my white pussy. His heavy balls swinging.

		The visual sent me over the edge. Another orgasm. My third. My pussy clamped down on his massive girth.

		"Fuck. Jonah. Oh fuck."

		My whole body shook. My arms gave out. My face pressed into the cushion. My ass still pushed up. Still taking his thick cock.

		He didn't slow down. Kept pounding. Kept filling me. His thick ridged shaft relentless.

		"You keep coming," he said. Wonder in his voice. "Your pussy keeps squeezing my cock."

		"Can't help it. Feels too good. Your cock. Those ridges. Nngh."

		Sweat ran down my spine. Pooled at the small of my back. The sun beat down merciless. Heat everywhere. From the sun. From our bodies. From the friction.

		Jonah's dark hands moved from my ass to my hips. Gripped hard. His fingers digging into my pale flesh. Hard enough to leave marks. Proof of this.

		His breathing changed. Got more ragged. His rhythm staying strong but I could feel the effort. The control. Holding himself back.

		"You close?" I gasped.

		"No. Not yet. Want to fuck you longer."

		His words made my pussy clench. Made fresh wetness flood around his thick cock.

		"Good. Don't stop. Keep fucking me."

		He pulled out suddenly. His thick cock leaving my stretched pussy. I whimpered at the emptiness.

		"Ride me," he said. His voice rough. "I want to see your fat tits bounce on my cock."

		I turned. He was already lying back on the sun bed. His dark body stretched out. His thick ridged cock standing straight up. The huge head dark and wet with my arousal. His heavy black balls resting against his thighs.

		I straddled him. My pale thighs on either side of his lean dark hips. My swollen pussy hovering over his massive cock.

		I gripped his thick shaft with both pale hands. Positioned the huge head at my entrance. Looked down at the visual. My white hands on his black cock. My pink pussy about to take him.

		I sank down. Slow. The huge ridged head stretched me. My pussy resisted. Still swollen from the pounding. Still sensitive.

		"Ahh. Fuck."

		Inch by thick inch. His ridged shaft filling me. Stretching me. My pale thighs trembling with the effort.

		Jonah's dark hands gripped my wide hips. Helped guide me down. His eyes locked on my heavy tits. Watching them hang above him. Full and soft. My stiff nipples pointing at his dark chest.

		I bottomed out. His entire thick cock buried in my white pussy. His heavy balls pressed against my ass. The fullness overwhelming.

		"Oh god." My voice shook.

		I started moving. Lifting up. His ridged cock dragging through my tight pussy. Then sinking back down. Taking him deep.

		My plump tits bounced with each movement. Up and down. Swaying. My hard nipples tracing patterns in the air.

		Jonah groaned. His dark eyes glued to my bouncing tits. His dark hands moved from my hips to cup them. Squeezed. His black fingers sinking into my soft white flesh.

		"Fuck. Your tits. So big. So soft."

		I rode him faster. Up and down on his thick cock. The ridges creating friction. The huge head hitting deep. My pussy stretched impossibly wide.

		My heavy tits bounced wildly in his dark hands. The flesh jiggling. My stiff nipples rubbing against his rough palms.

		Sweat ran between them. Dripped onto his dark chest. The sun blazed down. Heat pressed against my pale back. My shoulders.

		I looked down. Watched his thick black cock disappear into my white pussy. My pale lips stretched around his dark girth. Then I lifted up. His ridged shaft glistening. Then down again.

		"Your cock. So thick. Filling me."

		Jonah's hips started thrusting up. Meeting my downward movements. Driving his thick cock deeper. Harder.

		My soft tits bounced harder. Slapping against each other. Against his dark hands still gripping them.

		The wet sounds filled the air. My pussy squelching around his massive girth. Our bodies slapping together. My moans. His groans.

		"Ride my cock," he growled. His dark fingers pinched my stiff nipples. Hard. "Fuck yourself on it."

		The pain sent pleasure shooting through me. My pussy clenched. I rode him faster. Desperate. Chasing another orgasm.

		My plump tits bounced wildly. My blonde hair stuck to my sweaty face. My pale thighs burned from the effort. But I didn't stop.

		Jonah's dark eyes watched everything. My bouncing tits. My flushed pale face. Where his black cock split my white pussy open.

		"You look so good," he groaned. "Taking my thick cock. Your white pussy stretched around it."

		His words pushed me closer. My orgasm building. Pressure coiling tight.

		"Fuck. Gonna come. Your cock. Those ridges. Oh fuck."

		I slammed down on him. Ground my clit against his pelvis. His thick cock buried deep. The huge head pressed against my cervix.

		My orgasm exploded. I screamed. My pussy spasmed around his massive girth. My heavy tits bounced as my body shook. My nails dug into his dark chest.

		Jonah thrust up hard. Prolonging it. His thick cock pounding into my clenching pussy. His dark hands still gripping my bouncing tits.

		"Yes. Fuck. Yes."

		I collapsed forward. My soft tits pressed against his dark chest. My face buried in his neck. My pussy still spasming. Still gripping his thick cock.

		He wrapped his dark arms around my pale back. Held me. His thick cock still buried inside me. Still hard. Still not close to finishing.

		Movement caught my eye. Over the garden wall. Through the sheen of sweat and pleasure.

		Tom stood in the glass doorway. Frozen. A box of books in his hands.

		His eyes locked on us. On me straddling Jonah. On my heavy tits bouncing. On Jonah's thick black cock disappearing into my white pussy with each downward movement.

		Jonah felt me tense. Followed my gaze. His whole body went rigid beneath me.

		"Fuck." His voice dropped to a whisper. "Your husband."

		His dark hands gripped my hips. Started to lift me off his thick cock. Panic flooding his dark face.

		My hands shot down. Pressed against his dark chest. Held him in place. My pussy stayed wrapped around his thick shaft.

		"Don't stop."

		Jonah froze. His thick cock buried inside me. Looking between me and Tom.

		Tom hadn't moved. Still standing there. The box still in his hands. His chest rising and falling fast. His breathing visible even from the distance.

		His jeans were tented. His cock hard. Straining against the denim.

		I ground down on Jonah's thick cock. Circled my hips. Let him feel my pussy grip his girth.

		"I said don't stop. Keep fucking me."

		"But he's..." Jonah's dark eyes were wide. Uncertain. His dark hands trembling on my hips.

		"Watching," I said. My voice steady. Commanding. "And I want you to keep fucking me."

		Jonah's eyes went to Tom one more time. Searching for anger. For violence. For something that would justify stopping.

		Tom just stood there. His hand moved to the front of his jeans. Cupped his hard cock through the fabric.

		Permission. Arousal. Something else I couldn't name.

		Jonah's breathing changed. His thick cock still buried inside me. Still hard. Still ready.

		"Are you sure?"

		"Yes." I lifted up. His thick ridged cock dragging through my tight pussy. Then I slammed back down. "Fuck me, Jonah. Show him how you fuck me."

		I started riding him again. Slow at first. Deliberate. My heavy tits bouncing with each movement. My pale hands braced on his dark chest.

		Jonah groaned. His dark hands gripped my wide hips harder. Helped guide me. His hips started thrusting up. Meeting my downward movements.

		I kept my eyes on Tom. Watched him watch us. Watched his hand squeeze his hard cock through his jeans. Watched the hunger on his face.

		This was power. This was control. I was commanding both men. Telling Jonah what to do. Showing Tom what I was now.

		"Harder," I said. My voice loud. Clear. "Fuck me harder."

		Jonah's hips thrust up faster. His thick cock slamming into me from below. The ridges dragging. The huge head hitting deep. His heavy black balls slapping my ass with each thrust.

		My full tits bounced wildly. Swaying. My stiff nipples aching. The wet sounds of our bodies loud in the quiet garden.

		Tom finally moved. Set the box down carefully. His hands shaking slightly. He leaned against the doorframe. Didn't come closer. Didn't leave. Just watched.

		His hand stayed on his hard cock. Rubbing through the denim. Slow circles. His eyes locked on where Jonah's black cock split my white pussy open. On my pale lips stretched around his dark girth.

		"Oh god." I gasped. The visual of Tom watching. Of Jonah fucking me while my husband stood there. "I'm gonna come."

		"Come on it," Jonah said. His voice rough. No longer uncertain. "Let him see you come on my cock."

		I rode him faster. Desperate. My heavy tits bouncing hard. My pale thighs burning from the effort. My pussy stretched impossibly wide around his thick shaft.

		The pressure built. Coiled tight. My orgasm rising fast.

		I stared at Tom. Held his gaze. Let him see my pleasure. See this black man's cock inside his white wife. See me choose this. Want this.

		"Fuck. Jonah. Oh fuck."

		My orgasm exploded. I screamed. My pussy clenched around his thick cock. My body shaking. My nails digging into his dark chest.

		Tom's hand squeezed his cock harder. His breathing ragged. His face flushed. But he didn't look away.

		Jonah kept thrusting up into me. His thick ridged cock relentless. Prolonging the pleasure. Making me shake.

		"Yes. God yes. Don't stop."

		My pussy was still spasming when another orgasm started building. The power of it. Tom watching. Jonah following my commands. Both men under my control.

		"Again. Fuck. I'm coming again."

		This one hit harder. Longer. My whole body convulsing. My heavy tits bouncing wildly. My pale thighs trembling around Jonah's dark hips.

		I collapsed forward onto Jonah's dark chest. My soft tits pressed against him. My face buried in his neck. Still riding him. Slower now. Grinding. My pussy still gripping his thick cock.

		Jonah groaned. His dark arms wrapped around my pale back. His rhythm breaking. His thick cock swelling inside me.

		"Gonna come. Fuck. Can't hold it."

		"Do it," I gasped. Still looking at Tom over Jonah's shoulder. "Come inside me. Fill my white pussy."

		Tom's eyes went darker. His hand moving faster on his hard cock through his jeans.

		Jonah thrust up hard. Once. Twice. His thick cock buried completely. His heavy balls pressed against my ass.

		"Ahh. Fuck."

		His cock pulsed. Hot cum flooded my pussy. Filled me. His dark body shaking beneath my pale one. His breathing ragged against my ear.

		He kept thrusting up. Shallow movements. Emptying himself. His thick cock pumping more cum into my stretched pussy.

		I felt it. Hot. Wet. Leaking out around his thick shaft. Running down over his heavy balls. Proof of what just happened.

		I stayed collapsed on Jonah's dark chest. His dark arms holding me. His thick cock still inside me. Still pulsing. Still leaking.

		Tom stood in the doorway. His hand on his hard cock. His chest heaving. Watching his wife draped over the gardener. Watching cum leak from my stretched white pussy around Jonah's thick black cock.

		Our eyes met. Held. Something passed between us. Understanding maybe. Acceptance.

		The new rules. Established without words.

		Tom turned. Walked back inside. Disappeared into the villa.

		I lifted my head. Looked down at Jonah's wide uncertain eyes.

		"Is that okay? Your husband..."

		"Is fine," I said. Stroking his dark cheek with my pale hand. "More than fine."

		I lifted myself off him slowly. His thick cock sliding out of me. Soft now. Wet with his cum and my arousal. His heavy balls resting against his dark thighs.

		I felt empty. Stretched. Used. His cum leaked from my swollen pussy. Ran down my pale thighs. Dripped onto his dark stomach.

		I rolled off him. Lay on the sun bed beside his dark body. Both of us drenched in sweat. Gasping. The white cushion soaked beneath us.

		Jonah sat up slowly. Started gathering his clothes. His work pants. His torn t-shirt. His dark skin glistening with sweat in the Nairobi sun.

		I stayed on my back. Naked. Cum dripping from my used white pussy. My heavy tits rising and falling. My pale skin flushed pink.

		The sun beat down. The garden was quiet except for distant traffic. Birds in the trees. The sound of our breathing.

		Jonah pulled on his clothes. Dressed quickly. His dark eyes kept finding me. Lying there exposed. Marked by him.

		"I should go," he said. His voice uncertain again.

		"Wait." I sat up. My heavy tits swaying. His cum still leaking from my pussy. "Give me your phone number."

		He blinked. Surprised.

		"In case the garden needs plowing outside of schedule," I said. My voice steady. Knowing.

		Understanding flooded his dark face. Heat in his eyes.

		"Yes. Of course."

		He pulled a phone from his work pants. Told me the number. I repeated it back. Committed it to memory.

		"I'll call you," I said. "When I need you."

		"Anytime, Rachel." His voice rough. "Anytime you need me."

		He walked toward the gate. Stopped. Looked back.

		"That was..." He couldn't find words.

		"I know."

		He left. The gate creaked shut behind him.

		I lay back down. Alone. Cum leaking from my pussy. The sun warming my pale skin. My body satisfied. Exhausted. Powerful.

		His number in my head. Ready to use whenever I wanted. However often I wanted.
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		I stayed by the pool after Jonah left. My legs wouldn't move yet. The sun bed felt rough under my bare ass. Cum leaked from my pussy. His cum. Thick. Warm. Sliding down onto the cushion beneath me.

		The villa sat quiet around me. Garden sounds filled the space. Birds called from the mango trees. Water dripped from the outdoor shower where Jonah had rinsed off before pulling on his shorts and disappearing through the back gate.

		My pussy throbbed. Swollen. Used. I looked down at my body. My pale thighs were spread. Red marks showed where his fingers had gripped. My nipples were still hard. Sensitive from his mouth. His teeth.

		I pressed my hand between my legs. Felt the wetness. The heat. My fingers came away sticky with his seed.

		Tom had watched. That reality settled over me. My husband had stood in the doorway and seen another man's cock pump inside me. Heard me moan. Heard me tell Jonah not to stop. Keep fucking me.

		I hadn't asked Tom first. Hadn't checked if he was okay with it. Just took what I wanted. Then pushed through when he caught us.

		Everything was different now.

		Footsteps sounded on the veranda.

		I looked up.

		Tom stood at the edge of the covered patio. Twenty feet away. His body was tense but not rigid. His face showed something between awe and uncertainty. The late afternoon sun cut across the garden between us. Made everything sharp. Bright. Exposed.

		We stared at each other.

		Neither of us spoke.

		The silence stretched. Heavy. Charged. Questions hung in the humid air but no words came.

		I stood. Slow. My legs shook slightly. Cum ran down my inner thigh. I didn't wipe it away. Didn't cover myself. Just walked toward him across the hot deck. My round hips swayed. My heavy tits bounced with each step. I was completely naked. Completely marked by what just happened.

		Tom's eyes tracked down my body. Stopped at my pussy. At the wetness coating my thighs. His breath caught. His hands hung loose at his sides. Not fisted. Open. Waiting.

		I reached the veranda steps. Climbed them. Stood in front of him. Close enough to smell his sweat. His arousal.

		His eyes met mine. Searching. Needing something from me.

		I walked past him. Through the open sliding doors into the cool air conditioned living room. My bare feet left damp prints on the tile. Tom followed. I heard the door slide shut behind us. Heard him stay close.

		The bedroom was at the end of the hall. I walked there. Didn't look back. Felt his presence behind me. Felt the heat of his stare on my ass. On the cum still leaking down my legs.

		I pushed open the bedroom door. The king bed dominated the space. White sheets. Mosquito netting tied back. Ceiling fan spinning lazy overhead.

		Tom's hand touched my waist. Gentle. Tentative. His fingers traced my skin. He pulled me back against him. His chest pressed to my bare back. His hard cock pressed obvious through his jeans against my round ass.

		"Rachel." His voice came out rough. Thick with need.

		I turned in his arms. Looked up at him. His eyes were dark. Hungry. But something else lived there too. Acceptance. Permission given without asking.

		I cupped his face. Kissed him. Soft. Loving. My tongue slid against his. He groaned into my mouth. His hands moved to my hips. Gripped me. Pulled me closer.

		I broke the kiss. Smiled.

		"Let me clean up first."

		"You don't need to." His voice was almost pleading. His hands slid to my ass. Squeezed. "I want you just like this."

		Heat spread through my belly at his words. At what he meant. That he wanted me still covered in another man's cum. Still marked. Still used.

		"I know." I kissed him again. Quick. "But I want to. For me."

		Tom's hands loosened. Let me go. Nodded.

		I walked to the bathroom. Left the door open. Let him watch if he wanted.

		The bathroom was all white tile and glass. Walk in shower with rainfall head. I turned on the water. Steam rose immediately in the humid air.

		Tom appeared in the doorway. Leaning against the frame. His shirt was still on. His jeans. But the bulge pressed obvious against the denim. Hard. Straining. He made no move to undress. Just watched.

		I stepped under the spray. Hot water hit my skin. Ran down my body. Washed away the sweat. The pool water. The evidence of what I'd done.

		Tom's eyes never left me. They tracked the water running over my heavy tits. Down my stomach. Between my legs where Jonah's cum was washing away. Disappearing down the drain.

		I ran my hands over my body. Squeezed my soft tits. Water streamed over my fat nipples. Down to my pussy. I washed myself slowly. Deliberately. Cleaning where Jonah had been. Where his thick cock had stretched me.

		Tom's hand moved to his crotch. Pressed against his erection through his jeans. His breathing changed. Got heavier. Louder.

		I spread my legs slightly. Let the water run directly on my swollen pussy. The spray felt good against my sensitive lips. My aching clit. I tilted my hips. Gave Tom a better view of what Jonah had just fucked.

		Tom groaned. His grip tightened on his bulge.

		I finished washing. Turned off the water. Stepped out dripping. Grabbed a towel from the rack.

		Tom was right there. Close. His eyes wide. Needing.

		I dried off. Slow. Ran the towel over every inch of skin. Tom's eyes followed the movement. Hungry. Dark. Waiting for permission.

		The towel dropped to the floor.

		I took Tom's hand. Led him toward the bedroom. His fingers laced through mine. Squeezed.

		Tom's hands found my waist the moment we reached the bed. He turned me. Pushed me down onto the white sheets. Not rough. Firm. Needing to touch me. Needing to see what Jonah had done.

		I fell back. My wet hair spread across the pillow. My heavy tits settled on my chest. My legs parted slightly. Automatic.

		Tom stood at the edge of the bed. Looking down at me. His eyes moved over every inch of my naked body. Cataloging. Memorizing.

		His hands went to my tits first. Cupped them. Squeezed the soft flesh. His thumbs found my fat nipples. Still swollen. Still sensitive.

		"He sucked these." Not a question. A statement.

		"Yes."

		Tom's thumbs circled my nipples. Pressed. I gasped. The sensation sharp. Almost too much.

		"Hard?"

		"Yes. He bit them too."

		Tom leaned down. His mouth replaced his thumb. Sucked my nipple between his lips. His teeth scraped. Gentle. Testing where Jonah had marked me.

		I arched up into him. My fingers found his hair. Gripped.

		He released my nipple. Moved to the other one. Sucked it deep into his mouth. His tongue swirled. His teeth bit down. Harder this time.

		"Fuck." The word escaped me.

		Tom pulled off. His hands slid down my body. Over my ribs. My stomach. My hips. Feeling everywhere. Checking everywhere.

		His fingers found the red marks on my inner thighs. Pressed into them. Matched where Jonah's grip had been.

		"Here too."

		"Yes. He held me open while he fucked me."

		Tom's breathing got heavier. His hands pushed my thighs wider. Spread me completely. His eyes locked on my pussy.

		I knew what he was seeing. My lips were swollen. Pink. Puffy from being stretched. My clit was visible. Engorged. My opening was still slightly gaped. Not closed tight like usual.

		"Jesus Christ, Rachel." His voice shook.

		"I know."

		"You're so swollen."

		"He was thick."

		Tom's finger traced my outer lips. Feather light. I shivered. My pussy clenched at the touch.

		"Does it hurt?"

		"A little. Good hurt."

		His finger slid lower. Circled my opening. Felt how stretched I was. How wet I still was even after the shower.

		"I watched his cock go inside you." Tom's eyes stayed fixed between my legs. "From the doorway. I saw it push in. Saw your pussy lips stretch around him. Saw how dark his cock was against your skin."

		My pussy throbbed at his words. At the memory.

		"What else did you see?"

		Tom pushed one finger inside me. Slow. His finger disappeared into my wet heat.

		"Unnh." The sound came from my throat. Raw.

		"You're so fucking wet." Tom added a second finger. Pushed deeper. "Even now. Even after showering."

		"I'm always wet after."

		His fingers pumped. In and out. Slow strokes. His thumb found my clit. Rubbed circles.

		"I saw his ass clenching. Saw his hips snap forward. Heard the sound of his body hitting yours." Tom's voice got rougher. Thicker. "Heard you moan. Heard you tell him it felt good."

		"It did feel good."

		"How good?"

		"So good. He filled me completely."

		Tom's fingers curled inside me. Found that spot. Pressed. My hips jerked off the bed.

		"Ahh, fuck."

		"Like this?"

		"Yes. Like that."

		His fingers worked me. Pumping. Curling. His thumb steady on my clit. Building pressure in my belly. My thighs trembled.

		"Tell me how thick he was." Tom leaned closer. His face inches from mine. His fingers never stopping. "Tell me how he stretched you."

		"Thicker than you." The words came out breathless. Honest. "So thick I felt every inch going in."

		Tom groaned. His cock pressed harder against his jeans. His fingers pumped faster.

		"Could you feel the ridges? The veins?"

		"Yes. God, yes. They dragged against my walls every time he pulled out."

		"Fuck." Tom's other hand fumbled with his belt. Yanked it open. Popped the button on his jeans. Pulled down the zipper.

		His fingers left my pussy. I whimpered at the loss. Watched him shove his jeans down his hips. His boxers followed. His cock sprang free. Hard. Leaking. The tip wet with precum.

		Paler than Jonah's. Smaller. But desperate. Throbbing.

		Tom kicked his jeans off. Pulled his shirt over his head. Tossed it aside. Stood there naked. His hand wrapped around his cock. Stroked once. Twice.

		"I need to fuck you."

		"I know."

		"I need to be inside where he was."

		"Yes."

		Tom climbed onto the bed. Positioned himself between my spread thighs. His cock pressed against my entrance. Hot. Hard. Ready.

		His eyes met mine. Dark. Hungry. Something deeper underneath. Something that looked like gratitude mixed with need.

		"You didn't ask me first." His voice was rough. "You just did it."

		"I know."

		"You told him to keep fucking you when you saw me watching."

		"I did."

		Tom's hips pushed forward. His cock slid inside my stretched pussy. Smooth. Easy. My body opening for him after being opened by Jonah.

		"Oh fuck." Tom's whole body shuddered.

		We both groaned. The sound mixing in the space between us. His cock filled me but differently than Jonah. Less stretch. Less pressure. But the intimacy was sharper. More intense.

		Tom started moving. Deep strokes. Deliberate. His hips pulling back until just his tip stayed inside. Then pushing forward. Burying himself completely in my used pussy.

		"First fucking day, Rachel." His voice came out strained. Rough. "First day in Kenya and you've already had four different men."

		"I know." Heat flooded through me at his words. At the truth of it.

		Tom pulled almost all the way out. Slammed back in. Hard. My body jerked up the bed. My heavy tits bounced.

		"We landed six hours ago. Six hours. And you've jerked off two cocks, sucked another, and had one buried in your cunt."

		"Yes." My pussy clenched around him.

		"You couldn't even wait a day." Tom's rhythm increased. His hips snapping forward. The bed frame creaked beneath us. "Couldn't even unpack before you needed cock in your hands. In your mouth. In your pussy."

		"No. I couldn't wait."

		His hands found my tits. Squeezed hard. Rough. His fingers dug into the soft flesh.

		"You're cock hungry. Fucking starving for it."

		"Yes. God, yes."

		"Say it." Tom's breathing was ragged now. His cock driving into me relentlessly. "Tell me what you are."

		"I'm cock hungry. I need it."

		"More. Say it all."

		My pussy clenched around him. The crude language mixing with the love in his eyes. The permission. The celebration of what I'd become.

		"I'm a slut. Your slut."

		"Fuck, yes." Tom groaned. His pace punishing now. "My beautiful slut wife who can't go six hours without touching cock."

		"Mmm." The word came out as a moan. My hips rising to meet his thrusts.

		"And you didn't ask me." His voice shifted. Something vulnerable underneath. "Not with the customs officers. Not with James. Not with Jonah. You just took what you wanted."

		"Yes. I just took it."

		Tom's rhythm slowed slightly. His eyes searched mine.

		"You didn't even think that it might hurt me? That seeing you fuck another man without asking first might be too much?"

		I cupped his face. Held his gaze. My pussy squeezed around his cock.

		"I knew it wouldn't hurt you."

		"How?" His voice rough. Needing reassurance.

		"Because you get off on the thought of me with other men. You love it."

		Tom groaned. His cock throbbed inside me. His hips started moving faster again.

		"I think you really are a cuckold." The word hung between us. Raw. True. "You like being put aside and forced to just watch me fuck the men I want. Don't you?"

		"Fuck." Tom's whole body shuddered. His rhythm becoming desperate.

		"Say it. Tell me the truth."

		"Yes." The admission torn from his throat. "Yes, I fucking love it."

		"You love watching."

		"Yes."

		"You love that I didn't ask permission."

		"God, yes." Tom's hands gripped my hips hard. Pulled me onto his cock with each thrust. "I love that you just took him. That you saw what you wanted and grabbed it."

		"Even when you appeared in the doorway, you didn't want me to stop."

		"No. I wanted to watch. Wanted to see his cock pump inside you."

		My pussy clenched hard around him. His words feeding something deep inside me.

		"I'm going to do it again." The admission raw. Honest. "I'm going to touch so many cocks here. Suck them. Fuck them. And I'm not going to ask first."

		"Good. Don't ask." Tom groaned. His fingers digging into my flesh. "Just take what you want. I'll watch. I'll wait. I'll be your cuckold husband."

		"You really mean that?"

		"Yes. Fuck, yes." Tom's rhythm was erratic now. Getting close. "Watching you take control is the hottest thing I've ever seen. You're so beautiful like this. So powerful."

		"Cum hungry too." I arched beneath him. "I love being filled with it. Love swallowing it."

		"Yes. Love it leaking out of you. Love tasting other men's cum in your mouth when I kiss you."

		Tom's cock drove harder. Deeper. His balls slapping against me with each thrust.

		"My perfect whore wife." The words loving. Adoring. Filthy. "So fucking sexy. So insatiable."

		"Your whore. Only yours."

		"Mine to share. Mine to watch get fucked. Mine to see used."

		"Ahh, yes." Pressure built low in my belly. My thighs trembling.

		"You're going to fuck so many men this year." Tom's voice thick with arousal. With acceptance. With celebration. "And I'm going to watch you become exactly what you want to be."

		"What's that? What am I becoming?"

		"A woman who takes what she needs. Who doesn't apologize. Who owns her sexuality completely."

		His words crashed through me. Permission. Understanding. Love wrapped in the filthiest language.

		"And you'll watch. You'll be my cuckold."

		"Yes. Fuck, yes. I'll watch every time I can. I'll wait for you. I'll accept whatever you give me."

		"Fuck, Tom." My back arched. "I'm close."

		"Come for me. Come on my cock while thinking about all the cocks you're going to take this year."

		His hand found my clit. Rubbed hard circles. His cock hitting deep. The combination pushing me over.

		"Ahh, fuck, I'm coming."

		My orgasm ripped through me. My pussy spasmed around Tom's cock. My whole body shaking beneath him. Wave after wave of pleasure.

		"That's it. Fuck, that's beautiful." Tom watched my face. Watched me come apart.

		His rhythm went wild. No control left. Just need.

		"Gonna cum. Gonna add my load to your used cunt."

		"Yes. Fill me. Mark me as yours."

		"Unnh, fuck!" Tom's whole body went rigid. His cock buried deep. Pulsing. Flooding me with his seed.

		I felt him throb. Felt his hot cum coat my walls. Mixing with my wetness. With everything that made me his and everyone's at the same time.

		Tom collapsed on top of me. His chest heaving. His cock still inside me. Still twitching. His face buried in my neck. His breath hot against my skin.

		"I love you so much." His voice muffled against my skin. Tender after the filth. "I fucking love who you are."

		"I love you too."

		We lay there. Both breathing hard. Both processing what just happened. What we'd said. What we'd claimed together.

		Tom's cum leaked out around his softening cock. Slid down to join the wetness already soaking the sheets beneath my ass.

		Tom rolled to the side. His cock slipped out of me. Wet. Soft. Spent. He stayed close. His leg thrown over mine. His arm across my waist.

		Cum leaked from my pussy. His and Jonah's mixed together. The wetness spread across my thighs. Soaked into the sheets beneath us.

		Tom's fingers traced idle patterns on my stomach. Down to my hip. The ceiling fan spun overhead. Outside, evening sounds began. Birds settling. Insects starting their night chorus.

		His hand drifted lower. Between my legs. His fingers slid through the wetness there. Cum coated his fingertips. He brought them to his mouth. Sucked them clean.

		I turned my head. Looked at him.

		"Are you okay? With everything that happened today?"

		Tom's eyes met mine. Dark. Satisfied.

		"I've never been harder in my life than when I saw you with Jonah."

		"I didn't ask first."

		"I know." His finger pushed inside my used pussy. Slow. Exploring. "It turns me on. You not asking. You just taking what you want."

		"So I can just do it? Whenever I want?"

		"Yes."

		I turned onto my side. Faced him fully.

		"What does that make us?"

		Tom was quiet for a moment. His thumb rubbing circles on my hip.

		"It makes you a hotwife. A woman who takes lovers."

		"And you?"

		"Your husband who watches. Who loves seeing you satisfied."

		"I'm going to fuck a lot of men here." My voice soft. Testing.

		"I know."

		Tom's hand tightened on my hip. His eyes searching my face.

		"This is what we came here for. To be free. To let you be exactly who you are."

		I kissed him. Soft. Loving. When I pulled back his eyes were wet.

		"I love you. This doesn't change that."

		"I know." His voice thick. "I love you too."

		"We should talk about boundaries."

		Tom nodded. His fingers traced down my spine.

		"Tell me when you can. When you want me to watch, tell me. But if it happens fast like today, that's okay too."

		"What if I'm alone with someone?"

		"Then tell me after. Let me know you're safe. But you don't need permission."

		The freedom in those words settled over me. Heavy. Real.

		"What about you? What do you need?"

		"I need to know you're mine. That you come home to me. That this is about sex, not leaving."

		"I'm always yours. Always coming home."

		"Then that's all I need." His eyes held mine. "Everything else is yours to decide."

		Tom pulled me closer. My head tucked under his chin. His arms wrapped around me.

		Sleep pulled at me. Heavy. My body exhausted from travel. From sex. From claiming everything I wanted.

		Tom's breathing slowed. Deepened.

		Nairobi waited outside. A whole city full of possibilities. Full of men I could touch. Taste. Fuck.

		And Tom would watch. Would wait. Would love me through all of it.

		My eyes closed. Darkness took me.

		

	
		A Regular

		

		Six days in Nairobi and we had a routine. James picked Tom up every morning at seven thirty. Drove him to the University of Nairobi campus in Upper Hill. Brought him home at six. The white Toyota became part of our daily rhythm.

		We went shopping together three times that first week. Needed everything. Groceries. Household supplies. Bedding the villa owner hadn't provided. James drove us to Nakumatt Junction. To Village Market. To the Sarit Centre.

		Each trip ended the same way.

		I sucked his thick cock in the truck. Tom watched from the back seat. James got comfortable with it fast. By the third time he was already hard when we climbed in. Expected it. Wanted it.

		His dark hands found my blonde hair while I worked him. His rough voice telling me how good my white mouth felt. Tom stroking himself behind us. The windows fogging.

		James started joking about it. Called himself our personal service driver. Made us both laugh. He was easy. Fun. No awkwardness after the first time.

		Wednesday morning Tom kissed me goodbye. Different energy in him. Excited.

		"Full day symposium at the university. Regional scholars presenting. Won't be home until eight or nine tonight."

		"I'll miss you."

		"You'll survive." He grinned. His hand squeezed my round ass through my thin cotton dress. "Maybe James can take you shopping. We need more things for the house."

		"Good idea."

		Tom left. The villa went quiet. I made coffee. Sat by the pool. Made a mental list. Towels. Kitchen things. Maybe some art for the bare walls.

		I pulled out my phone. Found James's number. Tom had programmed it the first day.

		"James. Can you pick me up this morning? Need to go shopping. Tom's at symposium all day."

		Three dots appeared immediately.

		"Of course, Mrs. Rachel. What time?"

		"Just Rachel. And now if you can."

		"Be there in twenty minutes."

		I showered. Put on a yellow sundress. Light. Comfortable for walking around shops in the heat. Bra underneath. Panties. Normal. Just shopping.

		The gate intercom buzzed exactly twenty minutes later. I grabbed my bag and the shopping list. Walked out into the morning heat.

		James stood beside the white Toyota. His tall frame leaning against the driver's door. Navy polo shirt stretched across his broad chest. Jeans hugging his powerful thighs. White smile when he saw me.

		He opened the passenger door.

		I climbed in. He closed it. Walked around. Settled into the driver's seat. His thick arms reached for the steering wheel.

		"Where to today? Sarit Centre again?"

		"Actually, I need some specific things. Kitchen supplies. Maybe Eastleigh? I heard the shops there have better prices."

		"Eastleigh. Yes. Much cheaper than the mzungu places." He grinned. "You are learning Nairobi fast."

		He pulled out. Merged into morning traffic. Matatus honking. Motorcycles weaving between cars.

		We chatted easy. He told me about growing up in Kisumu. About moving to Nairobi ten years ago. About his family still in the countryside.

		I told him about Vancouver. About the rain. About how different Nairobi felt.

		My hand rested on my thigh. Innocent. Normal.

		Then it moved. Just slightly. Touched his leg.

		James talked about Eastleigh while he drove. How it was mostly Somali businesses now. How you could find anything there if you knew where to look. His voice was warm. Easy. Like we were friends.

		My hand stayed on his thigh. Resting there. Feeling the solid muscle under the denim.

		His voice changed slightly. Got a little rougher. He kept talking but I felt the tension building in his leg.

		"You will like the kitchenware shops on Seventh Street. Very good quality. Very cheap prices."

		"Sounds perfect."

		My fingers moved. Just a little. Sliding higher on his thigh.

		James cleared his throat. His hands tightened on the steering wheel.

		"Also good fabric shops. If you want cushions. Curtains. Things like that."

		"Mmm."

		I wasn't thinking about cushions. My hand slid higher. Found the growing bulge in his jeans.

		James sucked in a breath.

		"Rachel."

		"Yes?"

		I rubbed him through the denim. Felt his thick cock swelling under my palm. Getting harder. Longer. That familiar thickness I'd had in my mouth three times already this week.

		"We are almost in Eastleigh."

		"I know."

		His cock was fully hard now. Straining against his jeans. My pussy clenched. Wetness soaking into my panties.

		I'd sucked him. Tasted him. Swallowed his cum. But I'd never felt him inside me. Never had that thick cock stretching my pussy.

		I wanted it.

		"Where is your place, James?"

		He glanced at me. His dark eyes uncertain. Hopeful.

		"My apartment?"

		"Yes. Where do you live?"

		"Eastleigh. Near the shops."

		"How near?"

		"Five minutes from here."

		I squeezed his cock through his jeans. Felt it pulse under my hand.

		"Take me there first."

		"What about shopping?"

		"Shopping can wait."

		James looked at me. At the heat in my face. At my hand rubbing his hard cock. Understanding flooding his expression.

		"You are sure?"

		"Very sure." I squeezed him again. "I want your cock in my pussy, James. Not just my mouth. Time you fuck me properly."

		"Fuck." His voice came out strangled. "Your husband."

		"Is at a symposium until tonight. He knows I'm with you. He expects I'll suck you off like always." I leaned closer. My lips near his ear. "He doesn't know I'm planning to let you fuck me. But he'll love it when I tell him."

		James's breathing got heavier. His cock throbbed under my palm.

		"You are serious."

		"Dead serious."

		He nodded. Took the next left. Away from the main shopping area. Into a residential section. Buildings packed tight. Laundry hanging from balconies. Kids playing in the dusty streets.

		"My place is very simple. Not nice like your villa."

		"I don't care about nice." I kept rubbing his cock. "I care about this."

		James pulled up to a three story apartment building. Faded yellow paint. Cracked concrete steps. Nothing fancy. Real.

		He killed the engine. Looked at me.

		"Last chance to change your mind. Go shopping instead."

		I opened my door. Climbed out into the heat and noise of Eastleigh.

		"I'm not changing my mind. Show me your apartment."

		We climbed the stairs. Narrow. Concrete. The smell of cooking spices filled the stairwell. Cumin. Cardamom. Voices drifted from behind closed doors. Somali. Swahili. A baby crying somewhere above us.

		James unlocked a door on the second floor. Pushed it open.

		"Welcome to my palace."

		I stepped inside. One room. Small. A bed against the far wall. A tiny kitchen area with a hot plate and mini fridge. A door that probably led to a bathroom. Thin curtains over the single window. Sunlight streaming through in dusty shafts.

		Clean though. Organized. His life contained in this small space.

		"It is not much."

		"It's perfect."

		He closed the door. Locked it. The sound of the bolt sliding home made my pussy clench.

		We stood there. Two feet apart. The air between us thick with heat and want and a week of building tension.

		"I have wanted this since the airport." His voice was rough. "Since I saw you in that blue dress. But I thought it would only be your mouth. Did not think you would want more."

		"I want everything, James."

		He stepped closer. His massive body filling my vision. His broad chest. His thick arms. His beautiful dark face.

		"Your husband really knows? Really allows this?"

		"He encourages it." I reached up. Put my hands on his chest. Felt the solid muscle under his polo shirt. "I fuck who I want. He loves it. We both love it."

		"Mzungus are crazy."

		"Very crazy."

		He smiled. That white grin. Then his hands moved to my waist. Pulled me against him. His mouth found mine.

		The kiss exploded everything.

		His hands were everywhere. My waist. My hips. My round ass. Squeezing. Groping. My hands pulled at his polo shirt. Yanked it up. He broke the kiss long enough to rip it over his head.

		His chest was beautiful. Muscular. Dark skin gleaming with sweat. I ran my hands over it. Felt the solid planes. The strength.

		"Fuck, you're gorgeous."

		"You too." His hands found the zipper of my sundress. Pulled it down. The yellow fabric fell away. My heavy tits bounced free. He stared. Groaned. "No bra. You planned this."

		"Maybe."

		His hands cupped my bare tits. Squeezed. His dark fingers dug into my pale flesh. He bent down. Took my stiff nipple into his hot mouth. Sucked hard.

		I gasped. My fingers gripped his shoulders.

		He moved to the other nipple. Sucking. Biting gently. My pussy throbbed. Soaking my panties.

		My hands fumbled with his belt. Got it open. His jeans. The zipper. I shoved them down with his boxers. His thick cock sprang free. Hard. Ready.

		He pushed me backward. My legs hit the bed. I sat. He knelt in front of me.

		"James, what are you—"

		"Lie back."

		I obeyed. He pulled my panties down. Off. Tossed them aside. Pushed my thighs open wide. Stared at my bare pussy. Pink. Glistening. Swollen.

		"Beautiful."

		He leaned forward. His breath hot against my wet flesh. Then his tongue touched me.

		"Oh fuck."

		He licked. Long. Slow. From my entrance up to my clit. Tasting me. His rough tongue explored every fold. Every sensitive spot.

		He knew what he was doing.

		His dark hands gripped my pale thighs. Held them open. His tongue worked my clit. Circling. Flicking. The perfect pressure. The perfect rhythm.

		My hips rolled. My hands found his head. My fingers tangled in his short hair.

		"Yes. Right there. Don't stop."

		He didn't stop. His tongue lashed my clit while two thick fingers pushed inside my pussy. Curled. Found that spot.

		Heat built low in my belly. My thighs trembled.

		He sucked my clit into his mouth. His fingers pumped. Fast. Hard.

		I came. Hard. My back arched off the cheap mattress. My thighs clamped around his head. Pleasure ripped through me.

		"Fuck! James! Fuck!"

		He didn't stop. Kept licking. Kept fingering. Drawing out every wave. Every pulse.

		When I finally relaxed, gasping, he lifted his head. His face glistened with my wetness. He smiled.

		"Now I fuck you."

		He climbed onto the bed. The frame creaked under his weight. His massive body covered mine. His muscular chest pressed against my soft tits. His thick cock pushed against my thigh. Hot. Hard. Pulsing.

		"You ready for this?"

		"God yes."

		He reached between us. Gripped his cock. Positioned it at my entrance. The broad head pressed against my wet opening. Pushed.

		I gasped. The stretch was immediate. Intense. He was so thick.

		"Okay?"

		"Yes. Keep going."

		He pushed deeper. Inch by inch. His thick shaft spreading me open. Filling me. My pussy stretched around his girth. Adjusted. Accepted him.

		"Ahh. Fuck. You're big."

		"You are tight." His voice was strained. Rough. "So tight and wet."

		He sank deeper. Halfway. Three quarters. Then all the way. Buried completely inside me. His dark pelvis pressed against mine. His heavy balls against my ass.

		We both went still. Breathing hard. Adjusting to the feeling.

		The afternoon light through the cheap curtains showed everything. His powerful body over mine. His thick arms braced on either side of my head. The muscles in his broad shoulders bunched and flexing. Sweat already beading on his dark skin.

		"You feel amazing," he said.

		"So do you."

		He pulled back. Slow. His thick cock sliding out. I felt every inch. Every ridge. Then he thrust back in. Deep. Hard.

		"Mmm!"

		He set a rhythm. Long strokes. Pulling almost all the way out. Driving back in. The bed frame creaked with each thrust. The mattress springs squeaked. The headboard tapped against the thin wall.

		Slap. Slap. Slap.

		The sound of his body meeting mine. Wet. Rhythmic. Obscene.

		My hands gripped his muscular shoulders. My legs wrapped around his strong waist. Pulled him deeper.

		"Harder, James. Fuck me harder."

		He grinned. That white smile. Then he gave me what I wanted.

		His hips drove into me. Fast. Powerful. His thick cock pounding my pussy. The bed frame banged against the wall. Loud. The neighbors definitely heard.

		"Ahh! Yes! Fuck!"

		"You like that?"

		"Yes! Don't stop!"

		He didn't stop. His powerful body worked over mine. His muscular chest crushed my heavy tits. His thick arms caged me in. His strong thighs drove between mine. Every part of him was strength. Power. Masculine beauty in motion.

		Slap. Slap. Slap. Slap.

		Faster now. Harder. The sounds filled the small room. Skin against skin. The creaking bed. My moans. His grunts. People talking in Somali in the apartment next door.

		"They can hear us," James said. Breathing hard.

		"I don't care. Keep fucking me."

		He laughed. Low. Rough. Then thrust even harder.

		My pussy clenched around his thick cock. Pleasure built. Coiled tight in my belly. My swollen clit rubbed against him with each thrust.

		"Oh god. Oh fuck. James."

		"You are going to come?"

		"Yes. So close."

		His hand slid between us. Found my clit. Rubbed. Rough circles. Perfect pressure.

		"Come on my cock, Rachel."

		The orgasm slammed through me. My back arched. My pussy clamped down on his thick shaft. Waves of pleasure crashed through my body.

		"Fuck! Yes! Ahh!"

		"Yes. Squeeze me. Feel so good."

		He kept thrusting through my orgasm. Kept rubbing my clit. Drew out every pulse. Every wave. My whole body shook.

		When I finally relaxed, gasping, he pulled out.

		"Turn over."

		I rolled onto my stomach. He gripped my hips. Pulled me up onto my knees. My round ass in the air. My face pressed into his pillow. It smelled like him. Soap and male musk.

		His hands squeezed my ass. Kneaded the soft flesh.

		"Such a beautiful ass."

		"Then fuck it. I mean fuck me."

		He laughed again. Positioned himself behind me. His thick cock pressed against my pussy from behind. Pushed inside in one smooth thrust.

		"Ungh!"

		This angle was deeper. Different. His cock hit spots that made my thighs shake.

		He gripped my hips. His strong fingers dug into my soft flesh. Started fucking me. Long. Hard. Strokes.

		Slap. Slap. Slap.

		His pelvis hitting my round ass. The sound echoing in the small room. My heavy tits swung beneath me with each thrust.

		"So good," he groaned. "Your pussy feels so good."

		"Your cock feels amazing. So thick. Stretching me."

		He reached forward. His hand tangled in my blonde hair. Pulled my head back. Not rough. Just enough to arch my spine. Change the angle.

		"Ahh! Yes!"

		He pounded me. The bed frame screeched. The headboard banged a steady rhythm against the wall. Someone in the next apartment yelled something in Somali. Probably complaining.

		"I think your neighbor is angry," I gasped.

		"He's just envious."

		We both laughed. Even while he was fucking me. Even with pleasure building again. The humor made it better. Made it fun.

		"Maybe we should invite him in."

		James laughed. "His wife would kill him."

		I laughed too.

		Then James leaned close. Pushed deep into me. "I have actually fucked his wife a few times. So maybe better to invite her in for a threesome."

		I growled at him playfully. "Shut up and focus on the pussy you have at the moment."

		His hand left my hair. Both hands gripped my hips again. He pulled me back onto his cock with each forward thrust. Meeting in the middle. Harder. Deeper.

		"Fuck! James!"

		"You want more?"

		"Yes!"

		He gave me more. His powerful body worked. His muscular thighs drove into me. His thick cock reached places Tom never touched. Stretched me in ways I'd been craving all week.

		Sweat ran down my spine. Down my face. The room was hot. No air conditioning. Just the afternoon heat and our bodies generating more.

		My second orgasm built fast. The angle was too good. His thick cock rubbing that perfect spot with each thrust.

		"I'm going to come again."

		"Come. I want to feel it."

		His hand reached under me. Found my clit. Rubbed.

		The orgasm hit harder than the first. My pussy clamped down on his thick shaft. My whole body went rigid. Pleasure whited out my vision.

		"Fuck! Fuck! Ahh!"

		"Yes! So tight!"

		He kept thrusting. Riding out my orgasm. His cock never stopping. Never slowing.

		When I came down, shaking, he pulled out again.

		"One more position."

		"You're going to kill me."

		"Good death though."

		I laughed. Rolled onto my back. Looked up at him. His massive body gleaming with sweat. His broad chest heaving. His thick cock jutting out. Wet. Glistening with my juices.

		He was beautiful.

		He climbed over me. Missionary again. But different this time. His dark eyes locked on mine. His handsome face close. Intimate.

		He pushed inside. Slow. His thick cock filling me completely.

		"I want to see your face when I come," he said.

		"Then let me see yours."

		He started moving. Slower than before. Deep. Rolling his hips. His cock hitting every spot. His pelvis grinding against my clit with each thrust.

		My hands ran up his muscular back. Felt the strength there. The power. My legs wrapped around his strong waist.

		"You are so beautiful, Rachel."

		"So are you."

		He kissed me. Deep. Hungry. His tongue in my mouth. His cock deep in my pussy. Everything connected.

		The rhythm built. Faster. His control slipping. His breathing ragged against my mouth.

		"Close," he groaned.

		"Come inside me. Fill me."

		"You sure?"

		"Yes. I want it."

		His thrusts got erratic. Desperate. His thick cock swelling even more. His muscular body tensed.

		"Fuck. Rachel. I'm—"

		"Do it. Come."

		He thrust deep. Buried himself completely. His whole body went rigid. His handsome face contorted.

		"Ahh! Fuck!"

		I felt it. His thick cock pulsing inside me. Hot cum flooding my pussy. So much of it. Wave after wave. Filling me completely.

		"Yes. Give me all of it."

		He kept coming. His cock throbbing. More cum pumping into me. His body shaking. His arms trembling.

		Finally he collapsed. His weight pressing me into the mattress. Both of us gasping. Sweating. Hearts pounding together.

		His thick cock stayed inside me. Still hard. Still pulsing. Cum leaked around his shaft. Warm. Wet.

		We lay there. Catching our breath. The room smelled like sex. Sweat. The sounds of Eastleigh filtered in through the window. Life continuing outside while we recovered.

		"That was incredible," he said finally.

		"Worth the wait?"

		"Very worth it." He lifted his head. Looked at me. Smiled. "Better than my dreams."

		"You dreamed about fucking me?"

		"Every night this week."

		"Good dreams?"

		"The best. But not as good as reality."

		I laughed. Kissed him. Soft this time. Affectionate.

		He finally pulled out. His thick cock slipped free. Cum poured out of my pussy. Pooled on his sheets beneath me.

		He rolled onto his back beside me. Both of us staring at the ceiling. Both satisfied. Sated.

		I reached for my phone on the floor beside the bed. My hands still shaking slightly. Opened the camera.

		"What are you doing?" James propped himself up on one elbow. Watching.

		"Taking a photo."

		I spread my legs wider. Positioned the camera. Captured my pussy. Swollen. Pink. His cum leaking out. White against my pale skin. Pooling on his sheets.

		I typed the message.

		"Just fucked our driver in his bed. Coming home full of his cum."

		Attached the photo. Sent it to Tom.

		James's eyes went wide. "You are sending that to your husband?"

		"Yes."

		Three dots appeared immediately. Tom's response came fast.

		"Fuck. Come home. Now. Need details."

		I showed James the screen. His confusion deepened.

		"I do not understand you people."

		"Do you know what a bull is?"

		He shook his head.

		I sat up. Started looking for my panties. Found them on the floor. Pulled them on. His cum immediately soaked into the lace. Wet. Sticky.

		"In the lifestyle, a bull is a man who fucks married women. With the husband's knowledge and encouragement."

		James processed this. "And you want me to be this?"

		"One of them. Yes." I found my sundress. Pulled it over my head. "I want you as one of my regular bulls, James. I take all the cocks I want. You don't own me. I'm not your girlfriend."

		His face showed uncertainty. Maybe hurt.

		"If you can accept I'm a slut who fucks other men, you can enjoy me. As long as we have fun and nothing serious develops." I sat on the edge of the bed. Met his eyes. "No feelings. No jealousy. Just good fucking whenever we both want it."

		James was quiet. Thinking. His dark eyes searching my face.

		"And your husband truly wants this?"

		"He loves it. Gets off on it. Our marriage is stronger because of it."

		"Mzungus are very crazy."

		"Very crazy. So are you interested? Can you handle those terms?"

		He smiled slowly. That white grin. "Yes. I can handle it."

		"Good." I leaned over. Kissed him. "We'll arrange times when Tom is at university. I'll text you. You come over. We fuck. Then you leave."

		"Simple."

		"Very simple."

		I stood. My legs felt weak. Sticky. Cum leaked down my inner thighs.

		"Take me home now. Tom is waiting."

		James got dressed quickly. Jeans. Polo shirt. We headed down the stairs. Back to the white Toyota.

		The drive to Karen was quiet. Both of us processing. Understanding the new arrangement. What this would be.

		He pulled up to the villa gate. I climbed out.

		"I'll call you soon, James."

		"I will be waiting." He grinned. "Anytime you need me."

		"Good bull."

		I walked through the gate. Heard the Toyota pull away behind me. My pussy still leaking. My body still humming. My first regular bull in Nairobi established.

		Tom opened the front door before I reached it. His eyes dark. Hungry. Hard already.

		Time to tell him everything.

		

	
		Faculty Dinner

		

		I pulled the navy dress over my head and watched it settle against my curves in the mirror. Silk blend. Expensive. The neckline dipped low enough to show the swell of my full breasts without crossing into obvious. The fabric clung to my waist before flaring slightly at my hips. Professional enough for a university dinner. Sexy enough to make men look twice.

		Tom appeared behind me. His hands settled on my waist.

		"You look incredible."

		I turned my head. Kissed him.

		"Good. I want them all to wonder what I’m doing with a boring professor."

		He laughed. His palm slid down to cup my round ass through the silk.

		"They already wonder that."

		The venue was downtown. Glass and modern architecture. Floor to ceiling windows overlooking the Nairobi skyline. String lights wrapped around columns. White tablecloths and crystal glasses catching the warm glow from chandeliers overhead. Faculty members clustered near the bar. Diplomats in tailored suits mingled with NGO workers wearing expensive watches. The air smelled like expensive perfume and red wine and ambition.

		Tom's hand found the small of my back as we entered. Possessive. Proud.

		"Rachel, this is Dr. Kimani. He runs the environmental studies program."

		I shook hands. Smiled. Made polite conversation about sustainable agriculture and water systems. Dr. Kimani's eyes dropped to my chest twice during our three minute conversation. I noticed. Tom noticed. Neither of us said anything.

		"And this is Ambassador Chen and his wife Margaret."

		More handshakes. More polite questions about how we were settling into Nairobi. Margaret's smile was tight. Her husband's eyes lingered on my legs when I shifted my weight. I felt a thrill run through my belly.

		We moved through the room. Tom introduced me to a dozen people whose names I immediately forgot. But I remembered their eyes. The way they tracked my body when they thought I wasn't looking. The slight pause before they met my gaze again. The hunger barely concealed behind professional smiles.

		Two weeks in Nairobi. Two weeks of James and his thick cock. Jonah fucking me by the pool while Tom watched. I was different now. Bolder. The woman who'd started this journey in Bali had evolved into something hungrier. Something that craved the attention and the risk and the wrongness of it all.

		A server passed with champagne flutes on a silver tray. I took one. Sipped. The bubbles felt celebratory.

		Tom leaned close. His breath warm against my ear.

		"Everyone's looking at you."

		"I know."

		"Does it turn you on?"

		I turned to face him. Let him see the flush in my cheeks. The brightness in my eyes.

		"Yes."

		His hand tightened on my back. His cock stirring against his slacks. He knew what that meant. Knew where this evening could go. The giddiness bubbled up through my chest. I felt like a teenager sneaking out after curfew. Reckless and alive and desperate for whatever came next.

		He approached during the cocktail hour. Tall. British accent. Tailored charcoal suit that probably cost more than our monthly rent. Wedding ring caught the light when he lifted his champagne glass. Forty maybe. Handsome in that polished diplomat way. Sharp jaw. Confident smile.

		"You must be Tom's wife."

		I turned. Met his eyes.

		"Rachel."

		"Marcus." He extended his hand. His grip was firm. Warm. Lasted a beat longer than necessary. "I work with the embassy. Trade relations. Terribly boring stuff."

		"I'm sure."

		His eyes dropped to my chest. Lingered on the curves of my full breasts pressing against the silk. Then back to my face.

		"How are you finding Nairobi?"

		"Exciting. Different from what I expected."

		"Different how?"

		I sipped my champagne. Let him see the smile playing at my lips.

		"More possibilities than I imagined."

		His eyebrow raised. Understanding bloomed across his face.

		"Possibilities. I like that word."

		We talked. Surface conversation about the city and the weather and the expat community. But underneath every word was the current. The charge. His eyes kept returning to my breasts. My lips. The exposed skin at my collarbone. I felt my pussy getting wet. The wrongness of it thrilling through my veins. Tom's colleagues everywhere. His boss twenty feet away talking to the dean.

		"It's quite warm in here," Marcus said. His voice dropped lower. More intimate. "Would you like some air? There's a garden out back."

		I glanced across the room. Found Tom talking with Dr. Kimani. He looked up. Our eyes met. I grinned. Winked at him. His expression shifted. Understanding. Acceptance. A flash of heat in his eyes.

		I turned back to Marcus.

		"That sounds perfect."

		Marcus's hand found the small of my back. Guided me through the crowd toward the glass doors leading outside. We passed tables set for dinner. Passed groups of faculty members laughing over wine. I felt their eyes on us. Felt the electricity of being seen leaving with a man who wasn't my husband.

		The garden was beautiful. Stone pathways winding between tropical plants. Fairy lights strung overhead casting warm pools of light. The sounds of the dinner muffled by distance and hedges. Marcus led me deeper into the darkness. Away from the venue. Behind tall hedges that blocked us from view.

		Then his mouth was on mine.

		Hard. Demanding. His hands immediately gripping my waist and pulling me against him. I kissed him back. My tongue sliding against his. Tasting champagne and want. His cock was already hard. I could feel it pressing against my hip through his expensive slacks.

		"Fuck," he breathed against my mouth. "I've been watching you all night. Wanted to do this since you walked in."

		His hands moved up. Cupped my heavy tits through the silk. Squeezed. I gasped into his mouth. My nipples hardening under his palms.

		"Your husband's inside."

		"I know."

		"Does he know you're out here with me?"

		"Yes."

		Marcus groaned. His hands squeezed harder. Possessive. Rough.

		"That's so fucking hot."

		He pushed me back. My spine hit the stone wall. Cool and solid. His mouth moved to my neck. Sucking. Biting. His hands everywhere now. Groping my breasts. Sliding down to grip my round ass through the dress.

		"I'm going to fuck you right here."

		"Yes."

		He lifted the hem of my dress. Bunched it around my waist. His hand found my panties. Lace. Already soaked through. He rubbed his palm against the wet fabric and I moaned. Loud enough that anyone nearby would hear.

		"Jesus Christ. You're dripping."

		He hooked his fingers in the waistband. Pulled. The lace tore. The sound of fabric ripping made my pussy clench. He stuffed the destroyed panties in his pocket. His fingers found my bare pussy. Slid between my lips. Found me slick and ready.

		"Please."

		"Please what?"

		"Fuck me. Right now."

		I heard his belt buckle. The rasp of his zipper. Then his cock was in his hand. Thick. Hard. The head pressing against my entrance. He grabbed my thigh. Lifted my leg and hooked it around his waist. Opened me wider.

		Then he thrust inside.

		"Unnngh."

		One stroke. Buried completely. My back scraped against the stone wall. My hands gripped his shoulders through his suit jacket. He pulled back. Slammed in again. Hard. Demanding. No tenderness. Just raw need.

		"Fuck yes."

		He set a brutal pace. His hips driving forward. His cock stretching me. Filling me. The sounds were obscene. Wet. Rhythmic. Slap of skin. My moans. His grunts. Anyone walking past would know exactly what was happening behind these hedges.

		The wrongness of it flooded through me. Tom's welcome dinner. His colleagues inside eating appetizers and making small talk. His boss. The dean. All of them twenty yards away while I got fucked against a wall by a married diplomat. The professional risk. The public setting. The absolute filth of it.

		My pussy clenched.

		"Oh god."

		"You like this," Marcus growled against my neck. "You like getting fucked at your husband's event."

		"Yes. Fuck. Yes."

		His hand moved to my breast. Groped me through the silk. Squeezed my sensitive nipple between his fingers. The dual sensation of his cock pounding into me and his rough hands on my tits pushed me higher.

		"Anyone could walk out here. Could see you bent over. Could see my cock inside you."

		"Mmmmm."

		The orgasm built fast. The wrongness fueling it. I was being such a slut. Such a bad wife. Getting fucked in public while Tom smiled and networked inside. The giddiness mixed with the pleasure. I felt drunk on it.

		"I'm going to come."

		"Do it. Come on my cock while your husband's inside."

		The orgasm hit. Tore through me. My pussy clamped around his thick shaft. My nails dug into his shoulders. I cried out. Loud. Shameless.

		"Ahhhh fuck fuck fuck."

		He didn't stop. Kept pounding into me through the waves. His rhythm relentless. My oversensitive pussy spasming around him. The wrongness still buzzing through every nerve.

		"Again," he demanded. "Come again."

		His thumb found my clit. Rubbed hard circles. The pressure intense. Almost too much. But my body responded. The pleasure building again impossibly fast.

		"This is so wrong," I gasped.

		"That's why you love it."

		He was right. God he was right. I loved how wrong this was. Loved being this version of myself. This hungry shameless creature who fucked strangers at professional dinners. Who let married men ruin her pussy while her husband waited inside.

		The second orgasm rolled through me. Longer. Deeper. I bit down on his shoulder to muffle my scream. Tasted expensive fabric and cologne.

		"Holy shit," Marcus groaned. "Your pussy is incredible."

		He pulled out suddenly. Spun me around. My palms hit the stone wall. He kicked my legs wider. Shoved my dress higher. Then thrust back inside from behind. The new angle hit deeper. Harder.

		"Ohhhhh."

		His hands gripped my hips. Bruising. He fucked me with abandon now. Chasing his own release. The sounds even more obscene from this position. My heavy tits swaying. My moans echoing off the stone.

		"I'm going to fill you. Going to send you back inside dripping with my cum."

		"Yes. God yes."

		The third orgasm built. The wrongness overwhelming. I was going to come again. Going to fall apart on a stranger's cock while classical music drifted from the dinner inside. While Tom's colleagues toasted his new position.

		"Come with me," Marcus commanded. "Right fucking now."

		His thumb pressed against my asshole. Not pushing inside. Just pressure. The taboo of it combined with everything else shattered me. I came hard. My legs shaking. My pussy clenching rhythmically around his shaft.

		"Fuck. Fuck. Unnngh."

		He groaned. Buried himself deep. His cock pulsed inside me. I felt the heat of his release. Spurt after spurt filling my pussy. His hands gripping my hips so hard I knew there would be marks tomorrow.

		We stayed like that. Both breathing hard. His softening cock still inside me. Fairy lights twinkling overhead. The sounds of the dinner a distant murmur.

		He pulled out slowly. I felt his cum start to leak immediately. Running down my inner thigh.

		"That was..."

		"I know."

		I turned. Adjusted my dress. The silk fell back into place. Marcus tucked himself back into his slacks. Zipped. Buckled his belt. We looked almost presentable. Except for my flushed face. My swollen lips. The destroyed panties in his pocket.

		"Your husband really knows?"

		"He's the one who wanted this."

		Marcus shook his head. Smiled.

		"Lucky man."

		He kissed me once more. Quick. Then walked back toward the venue. Disappeared through the glass doors into the warmth and light.

		I waited in the darkness. Let my breathing slow. Felt his cum leaking steadily now. Soaking into what remained of my underwear. Running down my thighs. I pressed my legs together. The slickness obscene and thrilling.

		I'd just fucked a stranger at my husband's welcome dinner. Come three times on his cock twenty yards from Tom's boss. Let him fill me with his cum while professional colleagues laughed and clinked glasses inside.

		The giddiness bubbled up. I smiled in the darkness. God I was such a slut.

		I walked back through the glass doors. The warmth of the venue hit my flushed skin. The sounds of conversation and clinking glasses rushed back. I smoothed my dress. Checked that the silk hung properly. My legs felt weak. Unsteady.

		I grabbed a fresh champagne flute from a passing server. Sipped. The bubbles felt celebratory. Appropriate for what I'd just done.

		Tom stood near the bar talking with Dr. Kimani and another professor I didn't recognize. I walked over. My movements careful. Controlled.

		"There you are," Tom said. His eyes swept over me. Taking in my flushed cheeks. My slightly mussed hair. The way my nipples pressed hard against the silk.

		"Just needed some air."

		I slid onto the barstool beside him. Dr. Kimani continued talking. Something about research funding and grant applications. I nodded. Smiled. Pretended to follow the conversation. Tom's hand found my thigh under the bar. Rested there. His fingers pressing into my skin.

		I leaned close. My lips almost touching his ear. My voice barely a whisper.

		"Marcus fucked me in the garden."

		Tom's hand tightened. His grip sudden. Hard. His breathing changed.

		"I came three times on his cock. Right there against the wall."

		I felt Tom's body go rigid beside me. His cock hardening in his slacks. Dr. Kimani kept talking. Oblivious to what I'd just whispered. To the way Tom's chest was rising and falling faster now.

		"He finished inside me."

		Tom's fingers dug into my thigh. Bruising. His jaw clenched. The professional anxiety radiated off him. Anyone could have walked out. Could have seen us. His boss. His colleagues. The dean. His entire career at risk because his wife couldn't keep her legs closed at his own welcome dinner.

		But underneath the anxiety was something else. Something darker. Hotter. The arousal mixing with the fear. Creating something explosive.

		I took another sip of champagne. Smiled at Dr. Kimani. Let Tom process what I'd told him. Let him sit there hard and desperate while making small talk about departmental budgets.

		The giddiness bubbled through my chest. I was sitting at my husband's faculty dinner. Acting like nothing had happened. Like I hadn't just been fucked raw by a married diplomat twenty yards away.

		Marcus reappeared across the room. Back with his colleagues. His suit perfectly arranged. His expression calm and professional. Our eyes met briefly. He smiled. Raised his glass slightly in acknowledgment.

		Tom saw it. His hand squeezed my thigh harder.

		The wrongness of it all thrilled through me. This was so fucking risky. So stupid. So perfect.

		Dinner was announced. People moved toward their assigned tables. Tom's hand stayed on my back as we found our seats. I sat carefully. Felt the wetness between my thighs. The reminder of what I'd done.

		The first course arrived. Some kind of salad with goat cheese and beets. I picked at it. My appetite was elsewhere. The wrongness still buzzing through my veins.

		Tom introduced me to the couple across from us. More names I'd forget. More polite questions about settling into Nairobi. I smiled. Answered. Played the good faculty wife.

		Between courses I excused myself.

		"Restroom."

		I walked down the hallway. Dim lighting. Framed artwork on the walls. My heels clicked against the tile. I needed to fix my makeup. Check that I looked presentable after Marcus.

		A man stood near the water fountain. Late thirties maybe. Thick build. Ruddy face. His shirt was rumpled. Collar loosened. No tie. Wedding ring visible when he lifted his glass of whisky. He'd been at the bar earlier. Drinking steadily. Loud.

		He looked up when I approached. His eyes tracked down my body. Blatant. Hungry. No pretense.

		"Well hello."

		His voice was rough. American. Southern accent. Slightly slurred.

		I nodded. Kept walking.

		"Wait."

		He pushed off from the wall. Stepped into my path.

		"You're with that professor. The new guy."

		"Yes."

		"Lucky bastard." His eyes dropped to my chest. Stayed there. "Those are some incredible tits."

		My face flushed. The crudeness of it should have disgusted me. Should have made me walk away. But my pussy clenched instead.

		"Excuse me."

		"Come on. Don't be like that." He moved closer. I could smell the whisky on his breath. "I'm David. Mining consultant. Been stuck at this boring dinner all night. Then you walk by looking like that."

		He gestured at my body. At my full breasts pressing against the silk. My curves.

		"I need to go."

		"You don't want to go." His voice dropped lower. "I can see it. The way you're looking at me. You like this."

		He was right. God help me he was right. The wrongness of it thrilling through my veins. This drunk crude man who saw me as nothing but tits and ass. Who didn't care about being polite. Who just wanted to fuck.

		"What's your name?"

		"Rachel."

		"Rachel." He said it like he was tasting it. "You going to let me fuck you Rachel?"

		My breath caught. The directness shocking.

		The bathroom was just down the hall. Single stall. Private. I could walk away. Should walk away. This man was drunk and rude and everything I should avoid.

		But the giddiness bubbled up. The wrongness calling to me.

		"Follow me."

		I walked past him. Around the corner. The single-stall bathroom at the end. I pushed open the door. Left it unlocked.

		I heard his footsteps behind me. Heavy. Unsteady. Then he was inside. Locking the door.

		"Fuck yes."

		His hands were on me immediately. Rough. Grabbing my waist. Spinning me to face him. His mouth crashed against mine. Whisky and cigarettes. His tongue forcing its way between my lips. I kissed him back. Let him maul me.

		His hands went straight to my heavy tits. Groping through the silk. Squeezing hard enough to hurt.

		"Jesus these are amazing."

		He pulled the neckline down. Exposed my breasts. My hard nipples. His rough palms cupping them. Weighing them.

		"I knew they'd be perfect."

		My hands went to his belt. Fumbling. Getting it open. He was already hard. His cock straining against his slacks.

		"You going to suck me?"

		I dropped to my knees. The tile cold and hard. I pulled his cock free. Thick. Flushed. Already leaking at the tip.

		I took him in my mouth.

		"Ohhhhh fuck."

		He tasted like sweat and musk. I sucked hard. Taking him deeper. His hands went to my hair. Gripping. Pulling. He thrust forward. His cock hitting the back of my throat.

		"That's it. Choke on it."

		I gagged. Tears springing to my eyes. But I didn't pull back. I worked him with my mouth. My tongue. My hands stroking what didn't fit.

		"Look at you. On your knees in a bathroom. Tits out. Sucking a stranger's cock."

		The words should have shamed me. Instead they made my pussy throb. Made me suck harder. Faster.

		"Bet your husband has no idea what a dirty slut you are."

		He fucked my mouth roughly. No rhythm. Just drunken thrusts. Using me. I could barely breathe. Spit dripping down my chin. Running onto my exposed breasts.

		"Fuck. Gonna come."

		I pulled back. Let his cock slip from my mouth. Looked up at him.

		"On my tits."

		"What?"

		"Come on my tits."

		He grabbed his cock. Started stroking. Fast. Rough. His other hand braced against the wall.

		I pushed my breasts together. Gave him a target.

		"Unnngh fuck."

		His cock pulsed. The first rope of cum shot out. Hit my chest. Hot. Another across my heavy tits. He kept coming. Groaning. Covering my skin with his release.

		"Ahhhh shit."

		I knelt there. My breasts coated in his cum. The scent thick in the small space. The wrongness overwhelming. This drunk crude man. His cum dripping down between my tits. While my husband sat at dinner with his colleagues.

		What was wrong with me? Why did this make me so wet?

		David tucked himself away. Zipped up. He looked down at me. Grinned.

		"You're a good girl Rachel."

		Then he unlocked the door. Stumbled out into the hallway.

		I stood on shaky legs. Turned to the mirror. My face was flushed. My lips swollen. My heavy tits covered in cum. I looked destroyed.

		I grabbed paper towels. Started cleaning up. Wiping his release from my skin. But some had soaked into my cleavage. Into the fabric of my dress. I did my best. Pulled the neckline back up. The shine still visible if you looked close.

		I washed my hands. Fixed my hair. Reapplied lipstick.

		Two men. Two loads. One dinner.

		The giddiness mixed with something darker now. Shame maybe. Or just the realization of how far I'd gone. How wrong this was.

		But god I loved it.

		I walked back to our table. Sat down beside Tom. The main course had arrived. Fish with vegetables.

		Tom glanced at me. His eyes searching my face. Then dropping to my chest. To the slight shine still visible in my cleavage.

		His hand found my thigh under the table. Squeezed.

		I took a bite of fish. Smiled at the woman across from us who was talking about her daughter's school.

		We left after dessert. Tom made excuses about jetlag. About early meetings tomorrow. His colleagues smiled. Shook hands. Told us they'd see us soon.

		Tom's hand stayed on the small of my back as we walked toward the exit. Possessive. Tight. His fingers pressing into my spine. I could feel the tension radiating off him. The arousal mixed with professional anxiety. The desperate need to say something. Do something.

		The parking lot was dark. Security lights casting pools of yellow across the asphalt. James stood beside the car. Leaning against the hood. He straightened when he saw us approaching.

		His eyes tracked over me as I walked toward him. Lingering on my heavy tits swaying with each step. Dropping to watch my round ass shift beneath the silk. The hunger obvious on his face. He knew this body. Had tasted it. Had been inside it.

		"Good evening Mr. Tom. Mrs. Rachel."

		He opened the back door. We slid inside. Tom beside me. The leather seats cool. James closed the door. Got behind the wheel. Started the engine.

		We pulled out of the parking lot. Headed toward home through the dark Nairobi streets. The city lights blurred past the windows. Traffic sparse at this hour.

		Tom's hand found my thigh. Gripped tight.

		Then he spoke. His voice loud enough for James to hear.

		"Rachel's been playing with other men tonight."

		James's eyes flicked to the rearview mirror. Catching mine. Not shocked. Knowing.

		"At my own faculty dinner," Tom continued. His fingers digging into my thigh. "She disappeared with a diplomat. Let him fuck her in the garden. Then found a businessman. Sucked him off in the bathroom."

		James's expression shifted. Understanding mixing with heat.

		"My wife is a slut."

		The word hung in the air. Raw. Harsh. My pussy clenched.

		"A whore who can't keep her legs closed even at a professional event."

		James's grip on the steering wheel tightened. His eyes holding mine in the mirror. Dark. Hungry.

		"You understand?" Tom asked.

		"Yes Mr. Tom." James's voice was rough. "I understand very well."

		"Good." Tom's hand squeezed my thigh harder. "She needs to be punished. For being such a whore. Will you do that for me?"

		My breath caught. The wrongness of it overwhelming.

		James's eyes met mine in the mirror.

		"Yes. I will punish her."

		He turned off the main road. Drove for several minutes through quieter streets. Then pulled into a parking lot behind a closed shopping mall. Empty. Dark. No security lights. Just the glow from distant streetlamps.

		James killed the engine.

		The silence was heavy. Charged.

		James got out. Opened my door. Extended his hand.

		"Come Mrs. Rachel."

		I looked at Tom. He nodded. His expression intense. His cock hard against his slacks.

		I took James's hand. Let him pull me from the car. My legs unsteady. My heart pounding.

		James walked me to the side of the car. Tom's side. Where the back window was open. He positioned me facing the car. Facing Tom through the glass.

		Then he pressed against my back. His breath hot against my neck.

		"You've been a bad girl tonight."

		"Yes."

		His hands moved to my waist. Gripped the silk. Lifted my dress. Bunched it around my waist. His rough palms running over my round ass. Squeezing.

		"No panties."

		"They got destroyed."

		He spread my legs wider with his knee. His hand moved between my thighs. Found my pussy. Slid two fingers inside.

		"Still wet from that diplomat's cock."

		"Yes."

		He pulled his fingers out. I heard his zipper. The rustle of fabric. Then his thick cock pressed against my entrance. The same cock I'd sucked in his car. The same cock that had filled me in his small apartment bed.

		"This is your punishment."

		He thrust inside. Hard. No gentleness. Buried himself completely in one stroke.

		"Unnngh."

		My hands hit the car. Braced against the metal. My body bent forward. My heavy tits hanging. Swaying. Visible through the open window. Tom could see everything. My face. My dangling breasts. The expression as James's thick cock stretched me.

		Our eyes met through the darkness.

		Tom unzipped his slacks. Pulled out his hard cock. Started stroking himself openly. Right there in the back seat. Watching me get fucked by another man.

		The sight made my pussy clench around James.

		"Oh god."

		James set a brutal pace. Pounding into me. His hips slamming against my ass. The sounds obscene. Wet. Rhythmic. The car rocking slightly with each thrust.

		"You like being a whore," James growled. His hands gripping my hips. Bruising. "You like letting men fuck you while your husband watches."

		"Yes. Fuck. Yes I do."

		My heavy tits swung with each thrust. Aching. Sensitive. I couldn't break eye contact with Tom. Couldn't look away from his hand moving on his cock. The way he was getting off watching me. The heat in his face.

		"Ahhhh. This is my punishment. Mmmmm. For being such a slut."

		"That's right," James grunted. "Bad girls get punished with cock."

		"I love it. God I love cock. Unnngh."

		Tom stroked himself faster. His eyes locked on mine. On my face. On my swaying tits. On the way my body rocked with each of James's brutal thrusts.

		The wrongness overwhelmed me. My husband jerking off while our driver fucked me as punishment for being a whore at his faculty dinner. The absolute filth of it.

		"Harder," I gasped. "Fuck. Punish me harder."

		James grabbed my hair. Pulled my head back. His other hand came around. Groped my heavy tit. Squeezed. His fingers finding my nipple. Twisting.

		"Ahhhh fuck yes."

		The pain mixed with pleasure. His thick cock hitting deep. My tits swaying obscenely. Tom's fist working his shaft. His eyes never leaving me.

		"You're so beautiful like this," Tom said. His voice strained. Thick with arousal. "Getting fucked. Used. Being exactly what you are."

		"Mmmmm. What am I?"

		"A perfect slut. My perfect whore."

		My orgasm built fast. The combination of everything. Tom jerking off to me. James punishing me. The public setting. The wrongness of it all.

		"I'm going to come. Oh god. Unnngh."

		"Do it," James commanded. "Come on my cock while your husband watches."

		"Yes. Fuck. Yes."

		Tom stroked himself faster. His hand a blur. His breathing ragged.

		The orgasm hit. Ripped through me. My pussy clamping around James's thick shaft. My legs shaking. My heavy tits bouncing as I convulsed. I cried out. Loud. Shameless.

		"Ahhhh fuck fuck fuck yes."

		James didn't stop. Kept pounding through my spasms. Chasing his own release. His breathing ragged. His grip on my hip and hair painful.

		"Gonna fill you. Ahhhh. Not the first load tonight but the biggest."

		"Please. Mmmmm. Fill me. I need it."

		He groaned. Deep. Primal. Buried himself as deep as he could go. His cock pulsing. I felt the heat of his release. Spurt after spurt. Flooding my used pussy.

		"Unnngh yes."

		Watching James come inside me pushed Tom over the edge. He pulled the handkerchief from his breast pocket just in time. His body went rigid. His cock pulsing. Spilling into the white fabric. His mouth open. His eyes locked on mine. On my face. On my body bent over getting filled.

		James pulled out slowly. Stepped back. I heard him zip up. Straighten his clothes.

		I stayed bent over the car. Breathing hard. My heavy tits still hanging. My dress still bunched around my waist. Watching Tom finish. Watching him tuck his softening cock away. Fold the handkerchief. Put it back in his pocket.

		James walked around. Got in the driver's seat.

		I pushed off the car. Adjusted my dress. Let the silk fall back into place. Walked on shaky legs to the back door.

		Slid into the seat beside Tom.

		His face was still flushed. His eyes bright. Satisfied.

		I reached for his hand. Threaded my fingers through his. Squeezed.

		He squeezed back.

		I leaned close. My lips almost touching his ear. My voice barely a whisper.

		"I love you."

		His grip tightened. His other hand came up. Cupped my face. Turned me toward him.

		He kissed me. Deep. Hungry. Claiming me in the only way he could tonight.

		James started the engine. Pulled out of the parking lot. Headed toward home.

		The wrongness settled over me. Warm. Comfortable. This was who I was now. Who we were.

		Three men in one night. Tom watching. Jerking off to it. Getting off on his wife being a whore.

		And I'd never felt more alive.

		

	
		One long night

		

		A month in Nairobi and my body had learned new rhythms. James's thick cock in my mouth twice weekly in the back of his car. His dark shaft pumping into my wet pussy in the backseat when we couldn't wait. Jonah's rough hands spreading my thighs by our pool twice more, his cock filling me while Tom watched from the terrace.

		But something had shifted with James.

		The quick encounters weren't enough anymore. Not because my pussy needed more. Because I wanted to know him. To talk. To spend real time together beyond rushed fucks.

		We sat at breakfast on the terrace. Coffee steamed between us. The Nairobi morning already warm.

		"I want to invite James for dinner," I said.

		Tom looked up from his newspaper. Smiled.

		"I think that's a great idea. I like him."

		"So do I."

		Tom went back to his paper. That was it. No discussion needed. He trusted me to make my own choices.

		I pulled out my phone. Typed quickly.

		"Dinner tonight? Would be good to have more time together. 7pm?"

		Three dots appeared almost immediately.

		"I'd really like that. See you then."

		I set down my phone. My heart beat faster. Tonight. Hours with James instead of minutes. Getting to know the man attached to that beautiful cock.

		Tom stood. Kissed the top of my head.

		"I'll grab wine on the way home."

		

		––––––––

		

		James arrived at seven exactly. Tom opened the door before he could knock.

		"Come in. Welcome."

		They shook hands. James stepped inside carrying a bottle of whisky. Nigerian. Expensive looking.

		"Thought you might appreciate this."

		"That's generous. Thank you."

		I came from the kitchen. James smiled when he saw me. His eyes moved over the yellow sundress. Lingered on my heavy tits. Then back to my face.

		"Rachel. Good to see you."

		"You too."

		He leaned in. Kissed my cheek. His hand found my lower back. Warm. Familiar.

		We moved to the terrace. Tom poured wine. The three of us settled around the table. The evening air cooling. Jacaranda petals drifting down from the trees.

		Conversation flowed easy. James told stories about his week. A difficult client. Traffic nightmares downtown. His new apartment still half unpacked. Tom talked about the conference he was organizing. Department politics. The usual academic bullshit.

		I brought out dinner. Simple. Grilled chicken with lemon. Garden salad. Fresh bread from the Portuguese bakery near the university.

		We ate. Drank. Laughed.

		James had a good laugh. Deep. Rich. It made his whole face change. Made him look younger than his thirty something years.

		My foot found his leg under the table. Just resting there. Light contact. He glanced at me. Smiled. His hand dropped below the table. Found my ankle. Stroked.

		Tom saw. His eyes moved between us. A small smile playing at his mouth. He took a sip of wine. Said nothing.

		The plates emptied. Tom refilled glasses. We stayed at the table talking. About Nairobi. About Uganda where James grew up. About Canada and what we missed. What we didn't.

		"I don't miss winter," I said.

		"I don't miss anything," Tom laughed. "This posting is perfect."

		"Even the traffic?" James asked.

		"Even the traffic."

		My foot slid higher up James's leg. Found his inner thigh. He shifted in his chair. His hand tightened on my ankle.

		Tom stood. Started clearing plates. James moved to help but Tom waved him off.

		"Stay. Relax. I've got this."

		He disappeared inside. James's hand slid higher. Found my calf. Squeezed gently.

		"This is nice," he said quietly.

		"It is."

		His eyes held mine. Heat building in the space between us. Not urgent. Not desperate. Just there. Waiting.

		Tom came back with the whisky James had brought. Three glasses.

		"Living room?" he suggested.

		We moved inside. Settled on the couches. Tom poured generous measures. The whisky was smooth. Smoky. Better than anything we had.

		The conversation continued. Easier now. Wine and whisky loosening tongues. James told us about his family. Six siblings. His mother who still called every Sunday demanding to know when he'd get married.

		"She thinks I'm wasting my life," he laughed.

		"Are you?" Tom asked.

		"Maybe." James looked at me. "But I'm enjoying the waste."

		Heat flooded my pussy. My nipples hardened against the thin sundress.

		Tom saw. His eyes dropped to my chest. Then back to James. His smile widening.

		The air changed. Thickened. Sexual tension replacing easy friendship. All three of us feeling it.

		James set down his glass. His eyes moving between Tom and me. Question forming.

		I stood. Held out my hand.

		"Come with me."

		James followed me down the hallway. Tom behind him. Carrying his wine glass. Relaxed. Easy.

		Our bedroom door stood open. I led them inside. Tom settled in the chair by the window. The one that faced the bed. He crossed one leg over the other. Sipped his wine. Waiting.

		James stood in the middle of the room. Looking at me. At Tom. Understanding passing across his face.

		"You're staying?" he asked Tom.

		"If that's alright."

		James looked at me. I nodded.

		"It's alright," James said.

		I moved to him. My hands went to his shirt. Started unbuttoning fast. Hungry. Done with waiting. Done with restraint.

		He helped. Shrugging it off. His dark chest bare. Smooth. Muscled.

		My sundress came off in one pull. I stood naked in front of both of them. My heavy tits free. My shaved pussy already wet.

		James's breath caught. His hands reached for me. Grabbed my heavy tits. Squeezed hard.

		"Fuck."

		I worked his belt. Got it open. Shoved his pants down with his underwear. His thick black cock sprang free. Hard already. Darker than the rest of him. Beautiful.

		We fell onto the bed. I pushed him onto his back. Positioned myself between his dark thighs. His thick cock jutted up. Hard. Throbbing.

		I wrapped my hand around his shaft. Stroked slowly. Felt the weight of him. The heat.

		"God, look at this cock."

		My other hand cupped his balls. Heavy. Full.

		"It's so beautiful. So dark." I stroked from base to tip. "So fucking big."

		James groaned. His hips lifted slightly.

		I leaned down. Licked the underside of his shaft. Base to tip. Tasting salt and musk.

		"This cock makes me crazy. Makes me lose my mind." I licked again. "Look how dark it is against my white hand."

		I glanced at Tom. He was watching. His hand already at his zipper. Opening it.

		"I love how thick it is. How it stretches my mouth." I took the head between my lips. Sucked gently. "How it stretches my pussy."

		James's hand found my hair. Not pushing. Just holding.

		I took him deeper. My mouth sliding down his dark shaft. Feeling him throb on my tongue.

		"Mmm. So good."

		I pulled off. Stroked him with both hands now. Looking up at his face.

		"I think about this cock all the time. In meetings. In the shower. When Tom fucks me."

		Tom groaned from the chair. His cock out now. Hard. His hand wrapped around it.

		"I dream about it." I took him back in my mouth. Deeper this time. Let him hit the back of my throat. "About how it feels inside me."

		I worked him with my mouth and hands. Worshipping his beautiful dark cock. Showing him how much I wanted it. Needed it.

		Finally I pulled off. Climbed up his body. My white skin sliding against his dark chest. My mouth found his. Kissed him deep. Tasting myself on my lips. His tongue sliding against mine. His hands found my ass. Squeezed hard.

		He rolled me over. Onto my back. His dark body moving over me. He positioned himself on his knees between my white thighs. Looked down at me. His eyes hungry. Dark. Taking in my flushed skin. My heavy tits. My shaved pussy already dripping.

		"I need you inside me," I breathed.

		"Yeah?"

		"Now. Please. Now."

		He positioned the head of his thick black cock at my entrance. Pushed inside. One hard thrust. Buried himself completely.

		"Ahhh! Fuck!"

		No slow buildup. No easing in. Just his thick cock stretching my pussy. Filling me.

		He started fucking immediately. Hard. Fast. His hips slamming against mine. His dark shaft pumping into my white pussy.

		"Oh god. Yes. Fuck me."

		His hands gripped my hips. Pulled me onto his cock with each thrust. Using me. Taking me.

		I looked past him. At Tom in the chair. He was stroking slowly. His eyes locked on us.

		"Your husband's watching me fuck you," James said. His voice rough. Strained.

		"I know. Ungh. God, your cock feels so good."

		"You like him seeing this? Seeing my black cock stretch your white pussy?"

		"Yes. Fuck. Yes."

		He pounded harder. The bed creaking. My heavy tits bouncing. My fat nipples hard.

		His thick shaft stretched me. Filled me in a way that made my toes curl. Made my pussy clench around him.

		"So tight. Fuck, you're so tight."

		"You're so thick. God, you're stretching me."

		The words spilled out. Raw. Unfiltered. My brain shutting off. Just body. Just sensation. Just his dark cock pumping into my white cunt.

		"Harder. Please. Fuck me harder."

		James obliged. His rhythm brutal now. His cock driving deep. Hitting places that made stars explode behind my eyes.

		"Ahhh! Yes! Oh fuck!"

		"Take it. Take this black cock."

		"I'm taking it. I'm... ungh... I'm sorry."

		The apology came from nowhere. I didn't understand it. Didn't know why I was apologizing.

		James looked down at me. Confusion flickering across his face.

		"Sorry for what?"

		"I don't know. Fuck. I don't know. I just... I need this so much."

		"Don't be sorry." His mouth found my neck. Biting. "Take what you need."

		My hands clawed at his back. Nails digging in. Leaving marks. His dark skin under my white fingers.

		"Your cock is so thick. Thicker than... oh god... thicker than Tom's."

		I heard Tom groan from the chair. His hand moving faster on his cock.

		"You hear that?" James's breath hot against my ear. "You hear your husband getting off on me fucking you?"

		"Yes. Fuck yes."

		He grabbed my legs. Pushed them up. Folded me. The new angle letting him go deeper. His thick black cock hitting my cervix.

		"Ahhh! Fuck! Right there!"

		"Here?"

		"Yes! Don't stop!"

		He pounded that spot. Relentless. His cock swelling inside me. His breathing harsh. Desperate.

		My orgasm built fast. Pressure coiling tight in my core. My pussy getting wetter. Dripping around his dark shaft.

		"I'm close. Oh god, I'm so close."

		"Come on my cock. Show your husband how good I fuck you."

		His words pushed me over. My orgasm crashed through me. My white thighs clamped around his dark hips. My pussy spasming. Clenching his thick cock.

		"Fuck! James! Oh fuck!"

		"That's it. Squeeze my cock. Milk it."

		He kept pounding. Riding through my orgasm. Prolonging it. Making it last until I was sobbing. Shaking.

		"Please. God. I can't... it's too much."

		"You can take it."

		He fucked me harder. My body oversensitive. Every nerve ending on fire. Pleasure bordering on pain.

		"I'm gonna come," he groaned. "Where?"

		"Inside. Please. Fill my pussy."

		"Fuck. Your husband gonna watch me breed you?"

		"Yes. Do it. Come inside me."

		Tom groaned loud from the chair. His hand moving frantically on his cock.

		James thrust deep. Once. Twice. His body tensing. His thick black cock pulsing inside my white pussy.

		"Ahhh! Fuck! Rachel!"

		Hot cum flooded me. Pulse after pulse. Filling me. Marking me.

		He kept moving. Slower now. Riding out his orgasm. Finally he stilled. His weight pressing me into the mattress. Both of us gasping.

		I looked at Tom. He was still stroking. His face flushed. His eyes locked on where James's dark cock disappeared inside my white pussy.

		"Fuck," Tom breathed. His hand moving faster. "Fuck, that's beautiful."

		His body tensed. His cock pulsed. Cum shot across his hand. His stomach. His breathing ragged.

		We all stayed like that. Three people breathing hard. Processing what just happened.

		James pulled out slowly. I felt his cum leak out. Warm. Dripping down to my ass.

		Tom stood. Walked to the bed. Bent down. Kissed my forehead. Gentle. Loving.

		"I'm going to let you two have the night." His hand cupped my face. "Enjoy yourselves."

		He walked to the door. Looked back once. Smiled.

		"Have fun."

		The door closed behind him.

		We lay tangled together. His dark arms wrapped around my white body. Both of us catching our breath. The room smelled like sex and sweat.

		James's hand moved lazily over my hip. Down my thigh. Back up. His fingers traced patterns on my skin.

		I felt his thick cock against my ass. Still semi-hard. Twitching.

		I rolled over. Kissed down his dark chest. His stomach. Lower.

		His cock was slick with our combined fluids. I wrapped my hand around the thick shaft. Stroked slowly.

		"God, I love this cock."

		I took him in my mouth. Tasted us both. Salt and musk and sex.

		He groaned. His hand finding my hair.

		I worked him with my mouth. Feeling him harden on my tongue. Growing thicker. Longer.

		"Fuck, Rachel."

		I sucked harder. Taking him deep. My hand working what didn't fit.

		His hips started moving. Fucking my mouth gently.

		Then his hands gripped my waist. Lifted me. Scooted me around until my pussy hovered over his face. My knees on either side of his head.

		I laughed. Pulled off his cock.

		"You could have just told me."

		"Where's the fun in that?"

		His tongue found my pussy. Licked through my swollen folds. Tasting his own cum mixed with my wetness.

		I moaned. Took his thick cock back in my mouth.

		We ate each other. Intense. Hungry. His tongue working my clit while I sucked his dark shaft. Both of us groaning. The sounds muffled.

		His hands gripped my ass. Spreading me. His tongue pushing inside my cum-filled pussy. Licking deep.

		"Mmm. Oh god."

		I worked him harder. My head bobbing. My hand stroking. Taking him as deep as I could.

		His tongue circled my clit. Fast. Relentless. Two fingers pushed inside me. Curled. Found that spot.

		The pressure built fast. My thighs shaking around his head.

		I pulled off his cock. Gasped.

		"Fuck. I'm gonna come."

		He didn't stop. His tongue flicked my clit. His fingers pumped. His other hand squeezing my ass.

		My orgasm hit. My body tensing. My pussy clenching around his fingers.

		"Ahhh! Yes!"

		He licked me through it. Drawing it out. Making me shake.

		When I could move, I climbed off. Turned around. Straddled him. His thick black cock jutted up between us.

		I positioned myself over him. Sank down slowly. Taking his dark shaft into my white pussy inch by inch.

		"Oh fuck. You're so thick."

		He gripped my hips. Helped guide me down. Filling me completely.

		I started riding. Slow at first. Rolling my hips. Feeling every inch of him.

		Then faster. Bouncing on his thick cock. My heavy tits bouncing. My fat nipples hard.

		"Yes. Oh god yes."

		The bed creaked beneath us. I knew Tom could hear. Down the hall. Listening.

		I got louder. Deliberate. Wanting him to hear everything.

		"Your cock feels so good! So thick inside me!"

		James groaned. His hands moved to my heavy tits. Squeezed. Pinched my nipples.

		"Ride that cock. Show me how much you need it."

		"I need it. Ungh. I need your thick black cock."

		I bounced harder. Taking him deep. My pussy stretched around his dark shaft.

		"Fuck. You're so wet."

		"It's all your cum. You filled me so much."

		The thought made him throb inside me. His hips started thrusting up. Meeting my movements.

		We fucked like that. Hard. The bed banging against the wall. My screams filling the room.

		"Yes! Fuck! Right there!"

		My second orgasm built. Pressure coiling tight.

		"I'm close. Oh god, I'm close."

		"Come on my cock."

		I came. My pussy clenching. My body shaking. Screaming loud enough for the whole house to hear.

		"Fuck! James! Yes!"

		He flipped me over. Onto my hands and knees. His thick cock never leaving my pussy.

		He pounded me from behind. His dark hips slamming against my white ass. His hands gripping my hips.

		"Take it. Take this cock."

		"Yes! Harder!"

		He fucked me brutal. The angle letting him go deep. His thick shaft hitting my cervix with each thrust.

		The headboard cracked against the wall. Rhythmic. Loud. The whole bed shaking.

		"Your pussy feels incredible."

		"It's yours. My wet white pussy is yours."

		His hand came down hard on my ass. The slap echoing.

		"Fuck yes."

		He spanked me again. Harder. My ass burning.

		"You like that?"

		"Yes! Do it again!"

		He spanked me with each thrust. My ass red. Marked.

		"Gonna fill you again."

		"Yes. Breed me. Fill my pussy."

		He groaned. Thrust deep. His cock pulsing. More cum flooding me.

		But he didn't stop. Didn't pull out. Just kept fucking. His cock still hard.

		"Again," I gasped.

		He pulled out. Lay on his side. Pulled me back against him. Spooning.

		His thick cock slid back inside from behind. The angle different. Intimate.

		He fucked me slow. Deep. His hand reaching around. Finding my clit.

		"You feel so good," he murmured against my neck.

		"So do you."

		His rhythm increased. His cock driving deep. His fingers working my clit.

		My third orgasm rolled through me. Softer but longer. My pussy pulsing around his thick shaft.

		"Ahhh. Mmm. Yes."

		He came again. Filling me. His breathing harsh in my ear.

		We stayed like that. His cock inside me. Both of us spent. Exhausted.

		But through the night we kept going. His hands would wander. Find my heavy tits. My ass. My wet pussy.

		And we'd start again.

		On my back. Him between my white thighs. Pounding me into the mattress.

		Against the wall. My hands braced. His dark body covering mine. Fucking me standing.

		Back on the bed. Me on top again. Riding him slower. Savoring every inch.

		Each time louder. Each time wilder. The bed destroying itself. My screams carrying through the house.

		By the time dawn approached, we'd fucked five times. Maybe six. I'd lost count.

		We collapsed together. His dark arms wrapped around my white body. Both of us unable to move.

		"You're going to kill me," he murmured. Half asleep.

		"Mmm. Worth it though."

		His soft laugh against my neck. His hand stroking my hip lazily.

		My pussy throbbed. Sore. Used. Overflowing with his cum.

		I'd never been louder. Never been wilder. Every scream deliberate. Wanting Tom to hear. Wanting him to know how good James fucked me.

		James's breathing evened out. Sleep taking him.

		I lay there. His cum leaking down my thighs. My body aching everywhere. Marked. Claimed. Satisfied.

		But even exhausted, I felt his thick cock pressed against my ass.

		Morning would come. And we'd fuck again.

		I closed my eyes. Let sleep take me. Safe in his dark arms.

		I woke to James's thick cock pressing against my ass. Hard. Ready.

		His dark arms tightened around me. Drew me closer. His mouth found my neck. Kissing. His hand sliding over my hip. Down between my thighs.

		I was sore. My pussy tender from hours of being stretched. But I wanted him anyway.

		I pressed back against him. Felt his cock slide between my thighs. Through the wetness still there.

		He positioned himself. The head of his thick cock finding my entrance. Pushed inside slowly.

		"Mmm. Yes."

		The stretch hurt. But it felt good. Felt right.

		He started moving. Slow morning sex. His dark hips rolling behind me. His cock sliding in and out of my white pussy.

		His hand found my heavy tit. Squeezed gently. His thumb brushing my fat nipple.

		We moved together. Lazy. Drowsy. Both half asleep still.

		Then his rhythm increased. Fucking harder. Deeper.

		"Oh god."

		My hand reached back. Found his hip. Pulled him closer. Wanting more.

		He obliged. Pounding me now. The bed creaking. His breathing harsh in my ear.

		"Fuck. Your pussy feels so good."

		"Don't stop."

		His hand moved between my legs. Found my swollen clit. Rubbed circles.

		The pleasure built. My body responding despite the soreness. Despite being used all night.

		"Ahhh. Yes. Right there."

		We fucked harder. Both moaning. Both gasping. The morning light streaming through the curtains.

		Movement in the doorway caught my eye.

		Tom stood there. Three coffee mugs in his hands. Leaning against the doorframe. Huge smile on his face.

		He said nothing. Just watched. His eyes tracking where James's dark cock disappeared into my white pussy.

		James didn't notice. His face buried in my neck. His cock driving deep.

		Tom set the mugs on the dresser quietly. His hand moved to his pants. Rubbed himself through the fabric. Still watching.

		My orgasm built fast. Knowing Tom was there. Watching James fuck me awake.

		"I'm gonna come. Oh fuck."

		"Come for me."

		I came. My pussy clenching around his thick shaft. My body shaking.

		"Yes! Ahhh!"

		James groaned. Thrust deep. His cock pulsing. Filling me again with his cum.

		We collapsed. Both breathing hard. Both spent.

		Then I looked at the doorway. Saw Tom still standing there. Grinning.

		All three of us burst into laughter.

		"Jesus, you two are like rabbits," Tom said.

		James froze. His cock still inside me. His face going red.

		"Don't stop on my account," Tom laughed. "You already finished."

		More laughter. James pulled out. Rolled onto his back. Covered his face with his hands.

		"How long were you standing there?" I asked.

		"Long enough." Tom grabbed the coffee mugs. Brought them over. "Thought you might need these."

		He sat on the edge of the bed. Handed us each a mug. We all sat there. Naked. Comfortable. Sipping coffee.

		"So," Tom said. "How's your sister doing? Rachel mentioned she's been going through a rough time."

		James's smile faded slightly. He took a sip of coffee.

		"She's coping. The divorce finalized last month."

		"That must be hard," I said. "Especially with the kids."

		"Yeah. Two boys. Eight and ten." James stared into his mug. "Her husband left her for a younger woman. Typical story. She's trying to keep it together for them."

		"Is she getting support?" Tom asked.

		"Family helps when they can. But money's tight. He's not paying what he should." James shook his head. "I send what I can. But this job..." He gestured around. "This is helping me help her."

		The conversation shifted. Became deeper. Real. Not just surface pleasantries.

		Tom asked about the boys. How they were handling it.

		James talked about his nephew who was acting out at school. His older nephew who'd gone quiet. Withdrawn.

		"She's worried about them," James said. "Worried she can't give them what they need."

		"She sounds like a good mother," I said.

		"She is. Best person I know." James smiled. Sad. Proud. "She'll get through it. She's strong."

		We sat there. The three of us. Coffee cooling in our mugs. Morning light filling the room. No awkwardness. Just friendship. Connection.

		"You know," Tom said after a while. "I have to say, Rachel's found herself an extremely cock-hungry Canadian slut situation here."

		The mood shifted immediately. James choked on his coffee. I burst out laughing.

		"Excuse me?"

		"What?" Tom's eyes went wide with mock innocence. "You were screaming about his thick black cock loud enough to wake the dead. I thought the bed was going to break through the floor."

		"Oh my god."

		"No, it was more like 'Oh god, James, your cock is so thick!'" Tom mimicked my voice. "'Breed my white pussy!'"

		All three of us dissolved into laughter. James buried his face in his hands. I threw a pillow at Tom.

		"To be fair," James said through his laughter. "She is very enthusiastic."

		"Enthusiastic is one word for it," Tom said. "Insatiable is more accurate."

		"I hate you both."

		But I was laughing. We all were. Easy. Comfortable.

		Tom took a sip of his coffee. His eyes dropped to where James's hand rested on my thigh.

		Then lower. To where James's thick cock was starting to stir again. Hardening against his dark thigh.

		"Really?" Tom said. "Again?"

		James shrugged. Smiled. "Like you said. Insatiable Canadian."

		I felt heat flooding back. My pussy clenching despite the soreness.

		Tom stood. Grabbed the coffee mugs.

		"I'll leave you two to it. Again." He walked to the door. Paused. "Try not to break the bed this time. I'd like to sleep in it eventually."

		The door closed. His footsteps down the hall. His laughter carrying back to us.

		James rolled on top of me. His dark body covering my white skin. His thick black cock already hard. Pressing against my entrance.

		"You heard the man," he said. His eyes dark. Hungry. "Try not to break the bed."

		"No promises."

		He pushed inside. My sore pussy stretched around his thick shaft. Taking him deep.

		I gasped. Wrapped my legs around his dark waist.

		He started moving. Slow at first. Then harder. Building.

		My hands gripped his shoulders. Pulled him deeper.

		The bed started creaking again. The familiar rhythm.

		"Fuck. Yes."

		His mouth found mine. Kissing me deep while he fucked me.

		The morning light streamed across our bodies. Dark and white skin moving together.

		My voice got louder. Not holding back.

		"Oh god. Your cock. Mmm. Yes."

		He pounded harder. The headboard starting to bang.

		My screams building.

		

	
		Safari Weekend

		

		I woke before sunrise, already buzzing with excitement. Three days in the Maasai Mara. Three days watching lions hunt, elephants move across the plains, maybe even a leopard if we got lucky. I'd wanted to do this since we decided on Kenya. Real Africa. Wild Africa. Not just Nairobi traffic and expat parties.

		Tom stirred beside me in our bed, groggy. I was already up, already showering, already choosing what to wear. Practical clothes for dusty roads and heat. The short khaki skirt. The thin white tank top. Comfortable. Easy to move in. I pulled my blonde hair into a ponytail and felt ready.

		Kamau pulled up to the villa gate at six sharp. The Land Cruiser looked perfect, dusty and used, the kind of vehicle that had seen a thousand safaris. He stepped out to greet us. Tall. Very tall. Maybe six-three. Maasai, I could tell immediately from his build, all lean muscle and long limbs. His skin was darker than James or Jonah, almost blue-black in the early light. He wore the standard safari uniform, khaki button-down and cargo pants stretched across his broad shoulders. A beaded bracelet circled one wrist. Red and blue and white. Traditional.

		"Good morning, madam. Sir." His voice was deep, accented, respectful.

		"Morning. I'm Rachel. This is Tom." I shook his hand. His palm was rough, calloused. Strong grip.

		Tom came out with our bags, the big duffel and my smaller one, the cooler with water and snacks. Kamau moved to help and together they loaded everything into the back. The men doing their thing. I climbed into the front passenger seat. Better view from there. Tom settled into the back, surrounded by luggage but comfortable enough.

		Kamau started the engine. The whole vehicle rumbled with it, loud and powerful. We rolled through the gate and onto the quiet Karen roads, dawn just breaking pink and orange over the Ngong Hills. God, it was beautiful. The air smelled different this early. Cleaner.

		"How long to the Mara?" Tom asked from behind us.

		"Five hours, sir. We will stop once for fuel and toilets."

		"Perfect." I felt giddy. Five hours of landscapes changing, getting wilder. I'd read about the Rift Valley escarpment, how you could see for miles.

		We hit the main highway heading northwest. Traffic was light this early, mostly matatus packed with people and a few cargo trucks. The city outskirts gave way quickly to open land, scrubby bush, acacia trees scattered across red dirt. Different from Bali's green. Different from Vancouver's mountains. Harsher. More raw.

		Kamau drove with easy confidence. Relaxed. He'd done this route countless times.

		"Is this your busy season?" I asked.

		"Yes, madam. Many tourists now. The migration is ending but still good game viewing."

		"Have you seen the Mara lions this month?"

		"Yes. Three prides near our camp. And two cheetah brothers." His face lit up talking about it. Professional pride.

		I loved that. Someone who actually cared about the animals, not just driving tourists around for money.

		The paved road got rougher. Potholes. The Land Cruiser bounced hard over one and my body lifted off the seat. My heavy tits bounced under the thin tank top. I laughed. Kamau glanced over, quick, then back to the road.

		I settled back, adjusted the seatbelt across my chest. The skirt had ridden up my pale thighs from the bouncing. I tugged it down a bit. Decent.

		Behind me Tom was quiet, looking out the window at the passing landscape. Relaxed. Happy. This was good for us. A real adventure. Something new.

		The sun rose higher, already hot through the windshield. I felt alive.

		An hour in, the paved highway ended. The Land Cruiser lurched onto dirt road, corrugated and rough. My whole body bounced with each rut. My heavy tits moved under the tank top, swaying with the motion. No bra meant every jolt made them shift. I caught Kamau's eyes flick down, then away. Then down again.

		I didn't say anything. Just held onto the handle above the door and let my body move with the vehicle.

		The landscape opened up. Huge sky. Rolling hills covered in dry grass and scattered trees. Dust plumes rose behind us, red and thick. The heat intensified. I rolled down the window and hot air rushed in, smelling like earth and wild sage.

		"Tell me about Maasai culture," I said. "Are you traditional?"

		Kamau smiled. Small. Careful. "Some ways yes. Some ways no. I went to school. I speak English. I drive tourists. But my father has many cattle. I did the jumping ceremony when I was younger. Warrior ceremony."

		"The jumping?" I leaned toward him to hear better over the engine noise and the road.

		"Yes. We jump high to show strength. To become moran. Warrior." He seemed proud saying it.

		"I'd love to see that." I rested my hand on the center console between us. Casual. Natural. The road was so rough I needed to brace myself anyway.

		Tom shifted in the back seat. I caught his reflection in the side mirror. He was looking at his phone, distracted.

		"Your first safari, madam?" Kamau asked.

		"Rachel. Yes, first one. We've been in Nairobi two months but this feels different. More real."

		"The Mara is special. You will see."

		Another hard bump sent my body lifting. My hand slid off the console onto Kamau's thigh to catch myself. Solid muscle under the khaki fabric. Warm. I left my hand there a moment longer than necessary, then moved it back. His jaw tightened. Subtle. He kept his eyes on the road.

		The heat between my legs started building. Not planned. Just happening. His body next to mine in the confined space. His dark skin. The way his forearms flexed when he turned the steering wheel, veins prominent under that blue-black skin. The beaded bracelet shifting with his movements.

		I let my hand drift back to the console. Closer to his side this time.

		"Do you like this work?" I asked. My voice came out softer than before.

		"Yes. I see my country through the eyes of visitors. Makes me appreciate it more."

		"That's beautiful." I meant it. I let my fingers rest against his thigh again. Light contact. He didn't move away.

		The road got worse. Deep ruts forced Kamau to slow down, navigate carefully. My hand stayed on his leg, fingers spread across the thick muscle. I could feel heat through the fabric. Feel him tense under my palm.

		Tom's phone rang behind us. Work call. He answered, talking quietly about some university scheduling issue. Distracted. Not paying attention to the front seat.

		I slid my hand higher on Kamau's thigh. Not much. Just a few inches. Testing. His breathing changed. Deeper. His knuckles went white gripping the steering wheel.

		"You okay?" I asked. Innocent. Knowing exactly what I was doing.

		"Yes, madam. The road is rough here."

		"Rachel." I squeezed his thigh gently. Felt the muscle jump under my white fingers. The contrast was stark. My pale skin against his dark pants. I wanted to see more of that contrast. Wanted to see what was under the uniform.

		My pussy was wet now. Soaking my panties. The bouncing vehicle, the heat, this beautiful dark man next to me responding to my touch. Tom on the phone behind us, oblivious.

		I left my hand where it was. Upper thigh. Possessive. Kamau swallowed hard. Kept driving. His cock was hardening. I could tell from the way he shifted in his seat, trying to adjust himself without being obvious.

		The Rift Valley escarpment appeared ahead, dramatic and vast. I barely noticed. All my attention was on the heat building between us, the way Kamau's body responded to mine, the power flowing through my fingertips into his flesh.

		An hour in, the paved highway ended. The Land Cruiser lurched onto dirt road, corrugated and brutal. My whole body bounced with each rut. My heavy tits swayed under the tank top, moving with every jolt. Kamau watched. Didn't try to hide it anymore. His eyes dropped to my chest, tracked the movement, then came back to my face. Confident. Appreciating what he saw.

		I smiled. Let him look.

		The landscape opened up around us. Huge sky. Rolling hills covered in golden grass. The heat intensified. I rolled down the window and hot air rushed in, smelling like dust and wild earth.

		"Tell me about being a warrior," I said. "You did the ceremony?"

		Kamau nodded. "Yes. When I was seventeen. Jumped higher than the other boys. My father was proud."

		"I bet you're strong."

		"Maasai men are strong. We walk many miles with our cattle. We protect our families." He said it simply. Fact. No bragging. Just truth.

		"How many cattle do you have?"

		"Twenty-three. And my father has one hundred more. When he dies, I inherit some of them. Wealth."

		"So you're a rich man."

		He smiled. "In Maasai culture, yes. In Nairobi culture, I drive tourists."

		I liked that. The way he held both worlds. Traditional and modern. Strong in both.

		"What else are Maasai men known for?" I kept my voice light. Innocent.

		His eyes flicked to mine. Knowing. "Stamina."

		"Yeah?"

		"We can walk all day. All night. Never tire."

		"Just walking?"

		His jaw tightened. Small smile at the corner of his mouth. "Other things too."

		My pussy throbbed. I shifted in my seat. The skirt rode higher up my pale thighs. Kamau's eyes dropped. Looked. Came back up.

		Behind us Tom's breathing had gone deep and regular. Asleep. The heat and the engine noise had knocked him out.

		"Are you married?" I asked.

		"Yes." No hesitation. No shame.

		"Too bad." I let the disappointment show in my voice.

		Kamau glanced at me. Held my eyes longer than safe while driving on this rough road. "Does it matter?"

		Heat flooded through me. My breath caught.

		"You're a bad boy," I said softly.

		"Maybe." He watched my mouth.

		I licked my lips. Slow. Deliberate. Let my tongue drag across my bottom lip. His knuckles went white on the steering wheel.

		I slid my hand onto his thigh. High up. Right where it met his hip. Felt the thick muscle under the khaki fabric. Hot. Solid.

		Kamau's hand left the steering wheel. Covered mine. His palm was huge, rough, dark against my pale fingers. He pressed my hand down. Hard. I felt his cock beneath. Thick. Long. Rock hard.

		"Fuck," I whispered.

		"Yes." His voice was deeper. Rough.

		We stayed like that. My hand trapped under his against his hard cock. The vehicle bouncing. Dust flying. Tom sleeping behind us. The road stretched ahead, empty.

		I pressed down. Felt the shape of him. Massive. Thicker than anything I'd felt. My fingers traced the length through his pants. He was huge.

		Kamau groaned. Low. Primal.

		"You feel that?" he asked.

		"Yes."

		"That is for you."

		My cunt clenched. Wetness soaked through my panties, probably through the skirt too. I was dripping.

		"I want it."

		"You will have it." Not a question. A promise.

		He lifted his hand. Released mine. Went back to driving. My hand stayed on his thigh. Possessive. Claiming him.

		The road got worse. Deep ruts forced him to slow down, navigate carefully. My body bounced harder. My heavy tits swayed. Kamau watched every movement. His cock strained against his pants. Visible now. The outline clear.

		I wanted to unzip him. Pull it out. See it. Touch it properly. But not yet. The anticipation was delicious. Torturous.

		Tom shifted in the back seat. Mumbled something. Didn't wake.

		Kamau and I looked at each other. Something passed between us. Understanding. Agreement. Tonight. Soon.

		I squeezed his thigh. He flexed the muscle under my palm. Showing off. I grinned.

		The Rift Valley stretched ahead. Wild and endless. We drove deeper into it. Deeper into something neither of us could stop now.

		The road flattened out. Smoother now. Kamau accelerated. The engine roared and we picked up speed. My hand stayed on his thigh. His cock was still hard under the fabric. I felt it pulse.

		"What else should I know about Maasai men?" I asked.

		"We are direct. We see what we want. We take it."

		"Just take it?"

		"Yes." He glanced at me. "If the woman wants it too."

		"And how do you know she wants it?"

		"I know." His voice was certain. Confident.

		My pussy throbbed. I pressed my thighs together. The friction wasn't enough.

		"What about size?" I kept my voice casual. "I've heard stories."

		Kamau smiled. Actually smiled. "Stories are true."

		"Yeah?"

		"You felt it already. You know."

		Jesus. My breath came faster. I squeezed his thigh. Felt the muscle flex.

		"How long can you last?" I asked. "With all that stamina."

		"Hours. All night if needed."

		"If needed?"

		"Some women need more. Need many times before they are satisfied."

		"And you can give that?"

		"Always."

		The confidence wasn't arrogance. Just fact. He knew what he was. What he could do. It made me wetter.

		Kamau shifted gears. Dropped down for a rough patch. His hand left the gearshift and landed on my knee. Casual. Natural. Like it belonged there.

		His palm was hot against my skin. Rough. I didn't move. Didn't pull away.

		He drove one-handed. His other hand stayed on my knee. Then slid up. Slow. Deliberate. His dark fingers against my pale thigh. The contrast stark in the bright sunlight.

		Higher. His hand moved under the short khaki skirt. I parted my legs slightly. Invitation.

		"Rachel..." His voice was thick.

		"Yes?"

		"You are very wet. I can smell you."

		Fuck. My face flushed. He was right. My arousal filled the vehicle. Musky. Obvious.

		His hand slid higher. His fingertips reached the edge of my panties. Soaked fabric. He traced along the seam where leg met crotch. Gentle. Exploring.

		I gasped. Quiet. Trying not to wake Tom.

		Kamau's fingers pressed against the wet fabric. Felt my heat. My cunt was swollen. Aching. His fingertip found my clit through the panties. Pressed. Circled.

		"Ahh..." I bit my lip. Hard.

		"Quiet," he said. "Your husband sleeps."

		His finger kept moving. Slow circles. Pressure and release. Driving me insane. My hips shifted. Seeking more.

		My hand moved to his crotch. Found his massive bulge. I traced the length through his pants. He was even bigger hard. The shaft thick and long. The head prominent. I wrapped my fingers around him through the fabric. Squeezed.

		"Nngh..." Kamau's hips jerked.

		We touched each other in silence. His finger on my clit through soaked panties. My hand stroking his cock through khaki pants. The Land Cruiser bounced over ruts. The movement added pressure. Made it better.

		I was close already. His finger was perfect. Steady. Confident. He knew exactly where to touch. How hard to press.

		"You are going to come," he said. Not a question.

		"Yes... fuck... yes..."

		"Come quietly. He cannot know."

		His finger pressed harder. Circled faster. My thighs trembled. My heavy tits heaved. My fat nipples scraped against the thin tank top.

		"Kamau..."

		"Yes. Come for me."

		I shattered. Silent. My mouth open in a scream I couldn't make. My body went rigid. My cunt clenched and pulsed. Wetness flooded my panties. His finger kept moving through it. Dragging it out. Making it last.

		"Good girl," he whispered.

		I collapsed back into the seat. Panting. Shaking. His hand stayed between my legs. Possessive. Owning me.

		My hand was still on his cock. I squeezed. He groaned.

		"I want to see it," I said.

		"Soon."

		"Now."

		"No." Firm. In control. "Not with him here. Not like this. Later. Tonight. You will see everything. Have everything."

		Frustration mixed with respect. He was right. This wasn't how I wanted it. Not rushed. Not hidden.

		Behind us Tom stirred. Shifted. His breathing changed.

		Kamau pulled his hand away from my thigh. Smooth. Casual. Both hands on the wheel now. I pulled my hand back too. Adjusted my skirt. Tried to look normal.

		Tom's head appeared between the seats. Groggy. Confused.

		"Where are we?" he asked.

		"An hour from the Mara," Kamau said. His voice was steady. Calm. No trace of what just happened.

		"Oh. Good." Tom rubbed his face. Looked at me. "You okay? You look flushed."

		"Just hot," I said.

		"Yeah. It's brutal." He reached for a water bottle from the cooler. Drank. Settled back into his seat. Awake now.

		I turned to Kamau. He glanced at me. Our eyes met. Just for a second. Then he looked back at the road. Small smile on his lips.

		Tonight. The word hung between us. Promise and threat and inevitability.

		My cunt still pulsed. Still ached. One orgasm wasn't enough. Not nearly enough.

		I wanted his cock. Wanted to see it. Feel it. Have it inside me.

		

		––––––––

		

		The viewpoint restaurant appeared ahead. Small building perched on the escarpment edge, overlooking the vast Rift Valley. Two other Land Cruisers were parked outside. Tourists milled around taking photos. The view was spectacular. Endless.

		Kamau pulled in. Parked in the shade of a large fever tree. The engine ticked as it cooled.

		"Lunch stop," he said. "Thirty minutes."

		Tom climbed out immediately. Stretched. His back cracked. "I need the bathroom. And food. You want anything specific, Rachel?"

		"Whatever they have. Surprise me."

		"Okay." He walked toward the building. Joined the small queue at the counter inside.

		I stepped out of the Land Cruiser. My legs were stiff from sitting. The ground felt solid after hours of bouncing. Hot wind whipped across the parking area. Dust devils spun in the distance.

		Kamau came around the vehicle. Stood close. Too close for professional. His body blocked the wind. His shadow fell over me.

		"You should see the view," he said. Loud enough for anyone nearby to hear. "From the edge."

		We walked toward the cliff edge. Away from the other tourists. Away from the building. There was a low stone wall marking where the land dropped away. Beyond it, nothing but air and valley floor a thousand feet below.

		I leaned against the wall. Looked out. Tried to focus on the beauty. Failed. All my attention was on Kamau standing beside me.

		"It's beautiful," I said. Weak. Distracted.

		"You are so fucking sexy." His voice was low. Hungry. "The way you smell. The way you touched me in the car. You are so wet for me."

		I turned my head. Looked up at him. His dark eyes burned into me.

		"Kamau..."

		"I know how horny you are. I felt your pussy. Soaked. Hot. You need my cock."

		"Yes."

		"Say it."

		"I need your cock."

		He moved. Fast. His large hands caught my waist. Pulled me away from the wall. Gathered me against his body. Hard. His chest pressed against my heavy tits. His thighs against mine. His massive cock against my stomach.

		"Oh god..."

		He kissed me. No asking. No hesitation. Just took my mouth. His lips firm and demanding. His tongue pushed past my lips. Explored. Claimed.

		I opened for him. Moaned into his mouth. My hands went to his chest. Felt the muscle through his uniform shirt. Hard. Defined. His heart pounded under my palm.

		His hands gripped my round ass. Both hands. Squeezed. Pulled me tighter against him. His massive cock pressed into my stomach through our clothes. Thick. Hard. Hot even through the fabric.

		"Mmmm..." I ground against him. Desperate.

		His tongue dominated mine. He tasted like something wild. Clean. Male. I sucked on it. Bit his bottom lip gently. He groaned.

		One hand left my ass. Moved up. Cupped my heavy tit through the thin tank top. Squeezed. My fat nipple was hard as stone. He rolled it between his fingers. Pinched.

		"Ahh fuck..."

		"You like that."

		"Yes."

		His mouth moved to my neck. Kissed. Sucked. His teeth scraped my skin. Marking me. His hand kept working my tit. Rough. Perfect.

		My hands slid down his chest. His stomach. Found his belt. Started to unbuckle it.

		"Rachel..." Warning in his voice.

		"I need to touch you. Please."

		"Not here. Too many people."

		"I don't care."

		"I do. Tonight. I will give you everything tonight."

		Voices nearby. Loud. Tourists coming around the building toward the viewpoint.

		Kamau stepped back. Smooth. Fast. Put space between us. His hand left my tit. Left my ass. He turned toward the view like we'd been innocently looking.

		I leaned against the low wall. Panting. My lips felt swollen. My cunt throbbed. Ached. Empty.

		Two German tourists approached. Cameras around their necks. They nodded. Smiled. Stood at the wall a few feet away. Started taking photos.

		I pushed off the wall. Smoothed my tank top. My fat nipples were obscene through the fabric. Hard and obvious. I didn't care. Let them see.

		Kamau adjusted himself discreetly. His cock was tenting his pants. Massive. Unmistakable.

		We walked back toward the Land Cruiser. Not touching. Professional distance now. But the air between us crackled.

		Tom emerged from the building. Carrying a tray. Paper-wrapped sandwiches and bottles of Coke.

		"Got chicken," he said. "Hope that's okay."

		"Perfect." My voice sounded hoarse. Rough.

		We sat at a concrete picnic table. Tom across from me. Kamau beside me. Our thighs touched under the table. Tom unwrapped the sandwiches. Divided them up. Talked about the view. The drive. How much further.

		I wasn't listening. My foot found Kamau's under the table. Pressed against it. His leg pressed back.

		I bit into the sandwich. Chewed. Tasted nothing. My body was on fire.

		Kamau ate calmly. Drank his Coke. Answered Tom's questions about wildlife. Professional. Composed. But his hand dropped below the table. Found my thigh. Squeezed once.

		Tonight. The promise was sealed now. No going back.

		I wanted to scream. Wanted to drag him somewhere private. Wanted his cock in my mouth. In my cunt. Everywhere.

		Instead I ate my sandwich. Looked at Tom. He was watching me. Small smile on his lips. Knowing. Amused. His eyes dropped to my swollen lips, my hard nipples, then back to my face. He knew. He'd known all along. The smile widened slightly. Aroused by it. Getting off on it.

		The final hour felt endless. My hand stayed on Kamau's thigh. His hand covered mine. Pressed it down against his hard cock. We didn't talk much. Didn't need to. The tension said everything.

		Tom sat in the back. Awake now. Scrolling through his phone. Checking email. Looking at photos of the landscape. Absorbed. Oblivious or pretending to be.

		Kamau's fingers traced patterns on my knee. Slid higher under my skirt. Withdrew. Teased. My cunt ached. Throbbed. I was so wet the seat beneath me was probably soaked.

		Signs appeared. Maasai Mara National Reserve. We were close.

		The lodge appeared through acacia trees. Cluster of bandas with thatched roofs. Main building for dining. Everything low and blending into the landscape. Beautiful. Wild.

		Staff came out to greet us. Manager in pressed uniform. Porters ready for bags. Professional smiles. Kamau parked and climbed out. Shook hands with the manager. Talked quietly in Swahili.

		Tom got out. Stretched. Started unloading bags with a porter's help.

		I stayed in the vehicle a moment. Composed myself. My body was on fire. My fat nipples hurt from being hard so long. My pussy was swollen. Sensitive. Ready.

		I climbed out. The afternoon heat hit me. Dry. Intense.

		The manager approached. "Welcome, madam. Your banda is ready. Number seven. Very private. Good view of the waterhole."

		"Thank you."

		Tom followed the porter toward our banda. Carrying the smaller bags. The manager went with him. Talking about dinner times and game drives.

		Kamau stood by the Land Cruiser. Watching me. His eyes dark. Hungry.

		I walked over. Casual. "I want to stretch my legs. Walk around a bit."

		"I can show you the camp layout," Kamau said. Loud enough for the remaining staff to hear. "Where the dining area is. The fire pit."

		"Perfect."

		We walked. Away from the bandas. Away from the main building. Toward the tree line at the edge of camp. Thick acacias. Scrub brush. Privacy.

		The sounds of the lodge faded behind us. Voices. Footsteps. A generator humming somewhere.

		Kamau walked ahead. I followed. We reached a massive acacia with a trunk three feet wide. Gnarled bark. Branches spreading above us filtering the harsh sunlight.

		He stopped. Turned. Looked at me.

		I moved into him. My hands on his chest. His hands caught my waist. Pulled me close.

		We kissed. Frantic. Desperate. His tongue in my mouth. Mine in his. Teeth clashing. No finesse. Just need.

		His hands grabbed my heavy tits. Squeezed hard. I gasped into his mouth. He pinched my fat nipples through the thin tank top. Twisted.

		"Fuck... Kamau..."

		"I want you so bad. Your body. Your smell. Everything."

		I dropped to my knees. Right there on the dirt. Rocks dug into my knees. I didn't care.

		My hands went to his belt. Unbuckled it. Unzipped his pants. Pulled them down. His boxers too. Everything.

		His cock sprang out. Free. Massive.

		Jesus Christ.

		It was even bigger than I'd imagined. Thicker than my wrist. Long. Maybe nine inches. The skin was darker than the rest of him. Deep black with purple undertones. Heavy veins ran along the shaft. Thick and prominent. Pulsing. The head was huge. Flared. Glistening with precum already.

		Beautiful.

		I wrapped my white hand around the base. Couldn't close my fingers. Too thick. The contrast was obscene. My pale skin against his dark cock. I stroked up. Watched my hand slide along those thick veins. Felt them pulse under my palm.

		"Ahhh..." Kamau's hand went to my blonde ponytail. Gripped.

		I leaned forward. Licked the head. Tasted him. Salty. Musky. Male. I opened my mouth wide and took him in.

		"Fuck... yes..."

		My lips stretched around his thick shaft. Impossible to take him deep. Too big. I sucked what I could. Used my hand on the rest. Stroked and sucked. Found a rhythm.

		Kamau groaned. His hips moved. Gentle thrusts. Fucking my mouth. His hand in my hair tightened. Guided me.

		I looked up at him. His face was twisted in pleasure. Jaw clenched. Eyes half closed. He looked down. Met my eyes. Saw his black cock disappearing between my white lips.

		"So beautiful. Your mouth. Fuck."

		I sucked harder. Faster. Saliva dripped down his shaft. Down my chin. Messy. Wet sounds filled the air. Slurping. Gagging slightly when he hit the back of my throat.

		"Unnh... Rachel... I am close..."

		I pulled off. Gasping. My jaw ached. My lips were numb. I kept stroking him with both hands now. Fast. Tight.

		"Where do you want to come?"

		"Your tits. I want to see my cum on your beautiful white tits."

		Fuck yes.

		I yanked down the tank top. Pulled it under my heavy tits. They spilled out. Pale and full. My fat nipples pink and hard. Pointing up at him.

		I aimed his cock at my chest. Jerked him fast. Both hands working his thick shaft. Pumping. Twisting.

		"Come on me. Cover me."

		"Ahhh... fuck... I... ahhhh!"

		Kamau's cock swelled in my hands. The veins bulged. His whole body went rigid.

		"Nnngh... hahhh... oh fuck!"

		He exploded. Hot white cum shot from his dark cock. Thick ropes of it. Hit my tits. My nipples. My chest. Everywhere. He came and came. More than any man I'd seen. Coating me. Marking me.

		"Yes... yes... oh god..."

		I milked him. Kept stroking until he was empty. Shaking. His cum covered my pale tits. White on white. The visual was perfect. His black cock in my white hands. His white cum on my white skin.

		I released his cock. Used my hands to spread his cum across my tits. Rubbed it into my skin. Over my fat nipples. Into the curves. Claimed it.

		Kamau stared down at me. Breathing hard. Eyes wide.

		"You are incredible."

		I grinned. Stood. My knees were dirty. Red from rocks. My heavy tits were glazed with his cum. Still out. Still on display.

		I pulled the tank top back up. Over my cum-covered tits. The fabric stuck to my skin. Wet. Obvious.

		"We should get back," I said.

		"Yes." He tucked his cock away. Zipped up. Still looked dazed.

		We walked back separately. Him first. Me a minute later. Professional distance.

		I reached our banda. Tom was inside. Unpacking clothes into a dresser. Organizing.

		He looked up when I entered. His eyes went immediately to my chest. The wet fabric. The shape of my cum-covered tits beneath. My hard nipples.

		His nostrils flared. He smelled it. Sex. Sweat. Another man.

		"You okay?" he asked. His voice was tight. His cock was already hard in his pants. Visible.

		I pulled the sticky tank top over my head. Dropped it on the floor. My tits were covered in drying cum. Sticky. Glazed. Tom's eyes locked on them.

		"Come shower with me," I said. "You've been so patient today. So good."

		I walked into the bathroom. Started the water. Steam began to rise.

		Tom stood frozen for a moment. Then followed.

		

	
		The Lodge

		

		Tom's hands found my waist the moment I stepped under the spray. Hot water hit my shoulders. Ran down between my heavy tits. Steam filled the small bathroom attached to our banda.

		His body pressed against my back. His hard cock pushed against my round ass. His breathing came fast against my wet hair.

		"Rachel."

		Just my name. Everything lived in how he said it.

		I turned in his arms. Faced him. Water streamed between us. His pale eyes were dark. Hungry.

		My hands cupped his face. I kissed him. Deep. My tongue pushed into his mouth. Tasted him.

		He groaned into my mouth. His hands moved to my hips. Gripped hard. Pulled me flush against him. His cock pressed hot between us.

		Tom spun me around. Fast. My palms hit the wet tile wall. Cold against my heated skin. He kicked my feet apart. Spread my strong thighs wide.

		His hand gripped his cock. Positioned it at my entrance from behind. The broad head pressed against my wet pussy. Pushed.

		"Ungh!" I gasped as he filled me. One hard thrust. Buried completely inside.

		We both groaned. The sound mixing with the water hitting tile. With the steam thick around us.

		Tom didn't wait. His hands gripped my wide hips. He started fucking me. Hard. Fast.

		Slap. Slap. Slap. His pelvis hitting my round ass. The wet sounds loud in the small space.

		"Fuck!" My palms pressed flat against the tile. My heavy tits swung with each thrust.

		"God, Rachel." His voice was strained. Rough. "I fucking love you."

		"I love you too."

		His rhythm increased. Harder strokes. Deeper. Water ran down my spine. Down my face. Steam made breathing thick.

		Tom's hand snaked around my body. Found my swollen clit. Rubbed. Rough circles.

		"Ahh! Fuck!" Pleasure built fast. My pussy clenched around his driving cock.

		His fingers worked faster. His hips slammed into me. The combination pushed me over.

		My orgasm crashed through me. My back arched. My pussy spasmed around his shaft. My thighs shook.

		"Yes! Tom! Mmm, yes!"

		"Fuck!" Tom's rhythm broke. Three more hard thrusts. Then he buried himself deep. His cock pulsed. Hot cum flooded my pussy.

		He collapsed against my back. Both of us gasping. The water still streaming over us.

		His arms wrapped around me from behind. Held me close. His face buried in my wet hair.

		"I love you so much." His voice was soft. Then he laughed. Low. Warm. "My beautiful whore."

		I laughed too. The sound light. Happy. "Your slut."

		"My insatiable succubus." He kissed my shoulder. Still laughing. Loving. "Can't get enough cock."

		"Never enough."

		His hands squeezed me tighter. The humor faded to something tender. "I love who you are."

		"I know." My hands covered his. Squeezed back. "I love you."

		We finished showering. Washed each other. Gentle touches. Soap sliding over skin. The intimacy quiet. Comfortable.

		I dried off. Walked naked into the bedroom. The sun was setting outside. Orange light filtered through the mosquito screens. Animal sounds drifted from the bush. Lions calling in the distance. Hyenas laughing. Insects starting their night chorus.

		I opened my small bag. Pulled out a dress. Thin cotton. Burnt orange. It would show everything in lamplight.

		No bra. No panties. Just the dress.

		Tom watched me from where he sat on the edge of the bed. His jeans on. His shirt unbuttoned. His eyes tracked my body as I dressed.

		The fabric clung to my damp skin. My full tits moved freely underneath. My hard nipples visible through the thin material. The hem hit mid thigh.

		"You look beautiful."

		"Thank you." I smiled at him. Walked over. Stood between his spread thighs.

		His hands found my hips. Rested there. His thumbs rubbed small circles through the thin fabric.

		I leaned down. Kissed him. Soft. Loving.

		A bell rang somewhere outside. Dinner call.

		Tom stood. Finished buttoning his shirt. Tucked it into his jeans. Ran his hand through his damp hair.

		I slipped on sandals. Grabbed a light shawl in case the evening got cool.

		We walked out of our banda into the warm African night. The main lodge building glowed with lamplight in the distance. The path between bandas was dark. Just solar lights marking the way.

		My bare pussy was already wet. My pulse hammered. Anticipation coiled tight in my belly.

		Tom's hand found mine. Our fingers laced together. We walked toward the lodge.

		Voices drifted from the main building. Other guests. Laughter. The clink of glasses.

		The dining area was open air. Thatched roof overhead. No walls. Just screens to keep insects out. Long wooden tables. Benches. Oil lamps flickering in the center of each table.

		Other safari guests were already seated. A British couple in their sixties. Two young American women. A family with teenage kids. Maybe twenty people total.

		Staff moved between tables. Serving. Pouring drinks.

		Kamau stood near the kitchen area. Talking with another guide. His tall frame impossible to miss. He wore clean jeans. A dark button down shirt. His very dark skin glowed in the lamplight.

		He looked up. Our eyes met.

		Heat shot through me. My pussy clenched. Wetness soaked the thin fabric between my thighs.

		Tom's hand tightened on mine. Just slightly. He'd seen the look. Knew.

		We found seats at one of the long tables. Tom beside me. His thigh pressed against mine under the table.

		Dinner was buffet style. Grilled meat. Rice. Vegetables. Fresh bread. Simple food but good.

		I barely tasted anything. My eyes kept finding Kamau across the room. He sat with the other staff at a smaller table near the kitchen. Eating. Talking. But his dark eyes found mine every few minutes.

		Each time our eyes met, my pussy throbbed.

		Tom's hand rested on my thigh under the table. His palm warm through the thin fabric. His thumb rubbed small circles. He knew I was wet. Knew I was already gone.

		The British couple talked about the lions they'd seen that afternoon. The Americans showed photos on their phones. Normal safari conversation.

		I smiled. Nodded. Contributed nothing.

		Dessert came. Coffee. The meal stretched long. Other guests talked. Laughed. Settled into their evening.

		Finally people started standing. Heading back to their bandas. Early wake up call for morning game drive.

		Tom stood. Pulled out my chair. His hand found the small of my back as we walked toward the exit.

		I stopped at the edge of the dining area. Turned to him.

		"I'm going for a walk."

		He nodded. His eyes held mine. Understanding everything unsaid.

		"I'll wait for you."

		I kissed him. Quick. Then I walked into the darkness. Away from our banda. Toward where the staff cabins sat behind the main lodge.

		My pulse hammered. My bare pussy dripped. The warm African night wrapped around me.

		Kamau's cabin was the third one. Small. Simple. A single window glowing with lamplight.

		I walked up the two wooden steps. Knocked on the door.

		Footsteps inside. The door opened.

		Kamau stood there. Shirtless now. Just his jeans. His very dark chest gleamed in the lamplight behind him. His muscles defined. Beautiful.

		His dark eyes went wide. Then hungry.

		"Rachel."

		"Can I come in?"

		He stepped back. Held the door open.

		I walked inside. Heard the door close behind me. Heard the bolt slide home.

		Then his hands were on me.

		Kamau's mouth crashed against mine. His large hands gripped my face. Held me while his tongue pushed deep. Tasted me. Claimed me.

		I moaned into his mouth. My hands found his bare chest. Felt the solid muscle. The heat of his very dark skin under my pale palms.

		He walked me backward. Fast. My back hit the wall. Hard. The wooden boards rattled.

		"Ahh!"

		His mouth moved to my neck. Sucked. Bit. His rough hands yanked at my thin dress. Pulled it up. Over my hips. Over my heavy tits. Over my head. Tossed it aside.

		I stood naked. Exposed. His dark eyes devoured me.

		"Fuck." His voice was rough. Thick with his Maasai accent. "So white. So soft."

		His large hands cupped my full tits. Squeezed hard. His very dark fingers dug into my pale flesh. The contrast stark in the flickering lamplight.

		I gasped. Arched into his rough palms.

		He bent down. Took my stiff nipple into his hot mouth. Sucked hard.

		"Mmm! Yes!"

		His teeth scraped. Bit. His tongue circled. His other hand pinched my second nipple. Rolled it. Pulled.

		Pain and pleasure shot straight to my pussy. Wetness ran down my inner thighs.

		My hands fumbled with his jeans. Got the button open. The zipper down. I shoved them down his lean hips.

		His cock sprang free. Thick. Long. Very dark. Almost black in the lamplight.

		My breath caught.

		I'd had him in my mouth by the tree line. Tasted him. Felt his cum hot on my tits. But seeing his thick cock again. Knowing it was about to split me open. My pussy clenched with anticipation and need.

		"Oh god."

		Kamau grinned. Released my nipple with a wet pop. "You want this Maasai cock?"

		"Yes. Fuck yes."

		His large hands gripped my round ass. Lifted me. My strong legs wrapped around his lean waist automatically. My back pressed against the wall.

		His thick cock pressed against my dripping pussy. The huge head pushed. Stretched my entrance.

		"Ungh!" The sound tore from my throat.

		He was so thick. Too thick. My pussy resisted.

		Kamau didn't stop. His powerful hips thrust up. Forced his thick cock inside me. Inch by inch. Splitting me open.

		"Ahh! Fuck! Oh fuck!"

		"Take it." His voice was strained. Rough. "Take this thick cock."

		He thrust harder. His massive shaft stretched me impossibly wide. Filled me completely. His heavy balls pressed against my ass.

		We both froze. Breathing hard. His very dark chest pressed against my pale tits. His lean body pinning me to the wall.

		"So tight." He groaned against my neck. "Your white pussy is so fucking tight."

		"You're huge. Stretching me. Fuck."

		He pulled back. His thick cock dragged through my gripping pussy. Then he slammed back in.

		"Ahh!"

		He set a brutal rhythm. Hard. Fast. His powerful hips driving up. His large hands gripping my round ass. Using the leverage to pull me onto his thick cock with each thrust.

		Slap. Slap. Slap. The wet sounds loud in the small cabin.

		"Yes! Fuck! Kamau!"

		My heavy tits bounced between us. My stiff nipples rubbed against his dark chest. My nails dug into his broad shoulders.

		"Your husband is in your cabin." His voice was rough in my ear. "Alone. Waiting."

		"Mmm, yes!"

		"While I fuck his white wife against my wall."

		"Don't stop! Harder!"

		Kamau thrust harder. His thick cock pounding into me. The wall rattled with each impact. The whole cabin shook.

		"You like Maasai cock better than his?"

		"Yes! God yes! So much thicker!"

		He laughed. Dark. Rough. His rhythm never slowing.

		My first orgasm built fast. The angle. The stretch. His thick cock rubbing everything inside me.

		"Gonna come! Fuck! Gonna come!"

		"Come on it. Squeeze my thick black cock."

		His large hand snaked between us. Found my swollen clit. Rubbed. Hard circles.

		My orgasm exploded. My back arched. My pussy clamped down on his massive shaft. Pleasure whited out my vision.

		"Fuck! Yes! Ahh! Mmm!"

		"So tight! Squeezing me!"

		Kamau kept thrusting. Kept rubbing my clit. Drew out every wave. Every pulse.

		When I came down gasping, he walked us away from the wall. Still inside me. Still hard. His thick cock never slipping out.

		He lowered me onto his narrow bed. The mosquito netting hung above us. White. Ghostly in the lamplight.

		I lay back on rough sheets. Spread my strong thighs wide. His thick cock jutted from his body. Wet. Glistening with my juices.

		A small mirror hung on the wall beside the bed. I could see us. My pale body on his dark sheets. His very dark body kneeling between my white thighs.

		"Get on top." He lay back. His powerful body stretched out. His thick cock standing straight up. "I want to see you ride me."

		I climbed over him. Straddled his lean hips. My white thighs on either side of his dark body. The visual made my pussy clench.

		I gripped his thick shaft with both pale hands. Positioned the huge head at my entrance. Looked in the mirror.

		My white hands on his black cock. About to take him inside my pink pussy.

		I sank down. Slow. The huge head stretched my entrance. My pussy resisted again. Still swollen. Still sensitive.

		"Ahh, fuck."

		Inch by thick inch. His massive shaft filled me. Stretched me. My pale thighs trembled with effort.

		I watched in the mirror. Watched his very dark cock disappear into my white pussy. Watched my pink lips stretch impossibly wide around his black girth.

		"So beautiful." Kamau's voice was thick. Strained. "Look at that. So dark inside so white."

		I bottomed out. His entire thick cock buried in my pussy. His heavy balls pressed against my round ass.

		"Ungh. So full."

		I started moving. Lifting up. His ridged cock dragging through my tight pussy. Then sinking back down.

		My full tits bounced with each movement. Up and down. Swaying. My hard nipples aching.

		Kamau's large hands gripped my wide hips. Helped guide me. His dark eyes locked on my bouncing tits.

		I rode him faster. Watching in the mirror. Watching his black cock appear and disappear. Watching my white body move over his dark one.

		"Your cock is so thick. Splitting me open."

		"You love it."

		"Yes! Love your Maasai cock!"

		His hips started thrusting up. Meeting my downward movements. Driving deeper. Harder.

		Slap. Slap. Slap. Our bodies meeting. Wet. Obscene.

		"Touch yourself." His voice rough. Commanding. "Rub your clit while you ride me."

		My hand moved between my legs. Found my swollen clit. Rubbed circles.

		"Ahh! Fuck!"

		The pressure built fast. My pussy throbbed around his thick cock. My clit pulsed under my fingers.

		"Gonna come again! Oh god!"

		"Do it. Come on my cock again."

		My second orgasm hit harder. My body went rigid. My pussy spasmed around his massive girth. My heavy tits bounced as I shook.

		"Yes! Fuck! Kamau! Mmm!"

		"That's it. Squeeze me."

		I collapsed forward onto his dark chest. My soft tits pressed against him. My face buried in his neck. He smelled like soap and sweat and male musk.

		His large arms wrapped around my pale back. Held me while my pussy still pulsed around his thick cock.

		"Not done with you yet." He rolled us. Fast. Smooth. Suddenly he was on top. Still buried inside me.

		He pulled out. His thick cock leaving my stretched pussy. I whimpered at the emptiness.

		"Turn over."

		I rolled onto my stomach. He gripped my wide hips. Yanked me up onto my knees. My round ass in the air. My face pressed into his pillow.

		His large hands squeezed my ass cheeks. Spread them. His thick cock pressed against my dripping pussy from behind.

		He slammed inside. One brutal thrust. Bottomed out completely.

		"Fuck!"

		This angle was deeper. His huge cock reached places that made my thighs shake.

		Kamau gripped my hips. His strong fingers dug into my soft flesh. He started pounding me.

		Long. Hard. Brutal strokes.

		Slap. Slap. Slap. His lean pelvis hitting my round ass. The sound echoing off the wooden walls.

		"Ahh! Yes! Fuck me! Harder!"

		My heavy tits swung beneath me. My stiff nipples scraped the rough sheets. More sensation.

		"Your white pussy feels so good wrapped around my black cock."

		"Don't stop! Fuck! Don't stop!"

		He reached forward. His large hand fisted in my blonde hair. Pulled my head back. Arched my spine. Changed the angle.

		"Ungh! Yes! Right there!"

		"You like getting fucked like this? Like an animal?"

		"Yes! Fuck yes!"

		His rhythm increased. Faster. Harder. His powerful thighs driving into me. His thick cock reaching impossibly deep.

		The bed frame creaked. The headboard banged against the wall. Loud. Rhythmic.

		People in other cabins could probably hear. Staff. Other guides. I didn't care.

		"Everyone can hear you getting fucked." Kamau's voice was strained. Rough. "Hear you screaming for Maasai cock."

		"Let them hear! Let everyone hear!"

		"Such a dirty white slut."

		"Yes! Your slut! Fuck me harder!"

		He gave me harder. His powerful body worked over mine. His muscular chest pressed against my back. His large arms caged me in.

		Slap. Slap. Slap. Slap. The wet sounds mixed with my screams. His grunts. The creaking bed.

		Sweat ran down my spine. Down my face. The cabin was hot. No air conditioning. Just the African night and our bodies generating more heat.

		"Gonna come again! Ahh! Fuck!"

		"Come. Scream for me."

		His hand left my hair. Reached under me. Found my clit. Rubbed hard.

		My third orgasm ripped through me. Bigger than the others. My whole body convulsed. My pussy clenched around his thick cock. My vision went white.

		"Fuck! Kamau! Yes! Ahh! Mmm! Yes!"

		I screamed. Loud. Raw. Primal. Not caring who heard.

		Kamau kept pounding. Kept rubbing my clit. His thick cock never stopping.

		"So tight! Gonna make me come!"

		"Yes! Come inside me! Fill me!"

		His rhythm broke. Got erratic. His powerful body tensed.

		"Fuck! Take it! Take my cum!"

		He slammed deep. Once. Twice. Buried completely. His thick cock pulsed.

		Hot cum flooded my pussy. Thick. Heavy. So much of it.

		"Ungh! Yes! Fill me!"

		He kept thrusting. Shallow movements. Emptying himself. His large hands gripping my hips hard enough to bruise.

		More cum. My pussy couldn't hold it all. It leaked out around his thick shaft. Ran down my thighs.

		Kamau finally stilled. His dark chest heaving against my pale back. His thick cock still buried inside me. Still pulsing. Still leaking.

		We stayed like that. Both gasping. Both covered in sweat. The African night alive around us. Lions calling. Hyenas laughing. Insects buzzing.

		He pulled out slowly. His thick cock slid from my stretched pussy. Soft now. Wet.

		I collapsed onto my stomach. Exhausted. Used. Satisfied.

		Kamau lay beside me. His large hand rested on my round ass. Possessive. Gentle.

		We didn't speak. Just breathed. Let our hearts slow.

		Outside, the night continued. Wild. Untamed. Matching what we'd just done.

		Time passed. Minutes maybe. Or an hour. Hard to tell.

		Kamau's hand moved. Slid between my ass cheeks. His thick fingers found my pussy. Still dripping. Still stretched.

		"Again?" His voice was rough. Hungry.

		I looked at him. At his very dark face. At his beautiful body gleaming with sweat in the lamplight.

		His thick cock was already hardening. Ready.

		"Yes. Again."

		He grinned. Rolled me onto my back. Spread my white thighs wide. Positioned himself between them.

		His thick cock pushed inside. Smoother this time. My pussy knew him now. Accepted his massive girth.

		We fucked again. Slower this time. Deeper. He took his time. Made it last.

		More orgasms. More cum. More screaming.

		The night stretched long. Hot. Wild.

		By the time we finally stopped, both exhausted, it was past midnight. Maybe later.

		I needed to go back. Tom was waiting.

		I sat up slowly. My body ached. My pussy throbbed. Swollen. Used. Dripping with Kamau's cum.

		I found my dress. Pulled it on. The thin fabric stuck to my sweaty skin.

		Kamau watched me from the bed. His powerful body stretched out. Satisfied.

		"You come back tomorrow night?"

		"Maybe." I smiled. "If I can walk."

		He laughed. Deep. Warm.

		I walked to the door. Unlocked it. Stepped out into the warm African night.

		The walk back to my banda felt longer. My strong legs shook. Cum ran down my inner thighs. My dress clung to my body. Marked. Used.

		Tom was waiting.

		The door to our banda opened. I slipped inside. The cool air hit my sweaty skin. My sundress clung to my body. Damp. Wrinkled. The fabric stuck to my heavy tits. My round ass. Evidence of hours spent in Kamau's bed.

		Tom sat up in our bed. The lamp on the nightstand cast warm light across the room. His eyes went straight to me. Wide. Hungry. Taking in my disheveled state.

		My blonde hair was wild. Tangled. My lips were swollen. My neck showed marks. Dark bruises from Kamau's mouth. My pale thighs glistened. Wet. Cum ran down my inner thighs. Visible. Obvious.

		"Rachel." Tom's voice came out rough. Thick with need.

		I walked to the bed. My legs unsteady. Shaking. My pussy was sore. Stretched. Used. Hours of Kamau's thick cock had left me aching. Filled.

		Tom's eyes tracked down my body. Stopped at my thighs. At the cum leaking from my used pussy. Running down my pale skin in thick rivulets.

		"He came inside you." Not a question. A statement. His breathing changed. Got heavier.

		"Three times." My voice was raw. Hoarse from screaming. "The last load is still dripping out."

		Tom's hand moved to his lap. His cock was already hard. Straining against his boxers. He'd been waiting. Desperate. Knowing I was with Kamau. Knowing what was happening.

		I reached the edge of the bed. Lifted my sundress. Pulled it over my head. Tossed it aside. Stood naked before him. My heavy tits bore marks. Love bites. Finger bruises. My fat nipples were red. Swollen from Kamau's mouth.

		"Look at me." I climbed onto the bed. Moved to the center. Lay back against the pillows. My blonde hair spread around my head. My heavy tits settled on my chest. My pale thighs fell open.

		Tom stared. His eyes locked between my legs. On my pussy. Swollen. Pink. Gaping slightly. Cum leaked steadily from my stretched opening. White against my pale skin. Coating my thighs.

		"Clean me up."

		Tom's eyes snapped to mine. Confusion flickered across his face. Then understanding. His breathing stopped. Started again. Faster.

		"You want me to..."

		"Lick me clean." My white hand moved down my stomach. Between my legs. My fingers spread my swollen lips. More cum leaked out. "Taste what he left inside me."

		Tom hesitated. His eyes dropping to my used pussy again. To the cum coating my pale flesh. His jaw worked. Processing. Fighting something internal.

		"Now, Tom."

		He moved. Crawled between my spread white thighs. His body settling on his stomach. His face inches from my pussy. From Kamau's cum.

		His breath was hot against my sensitive flesh. His hands gripped my pale thighs. Trembling. His eyes stayed locked on my swollen pussy. On the cum still leaking.

		"Do it."

		Tom leaned forward. His tongue extended. Touched my inner thigh. Licked up. Following the trail of cum. His tongue gathered the thick white fluid. His eyes closed. Tasting another man for the first time.

		"Mmm." The sound came from his throat. Pleasure or disgust or both. He licked again. Higher. Closer to my used pussy.

		My white hand found his hair. Gripped it. Guided him.

		"All of it. Every drop."

		Tom's mouth found my pussy. His tongue pressed against my swollen lips. Licked. Gathered cum. He groaned. The vibration traveled through my sensitive flesh.

		His tongue pushed between my lips. Into my stretched opening. Tasting Kamau's cum mixed with my juices. His mouth worked. Licking. Sucking. Cleaning.

		"He fucked me for hours." My voice was breathless. My other hand found my heavy tit. Squeezed. "His cock was so thick. Stretched me so wide."

		Tom groaned again. His tongue pushed deeper. His hands gripped my pale thighs harder. His fingers dug into my soft flesh.

		"He made me come six times." My hips rolled slightly. Pressing against Tom's mouth. "Each one harder than the last."

		Tom's tongue worked faster. More desperately. His mouth covered my pussy. Sucking. Drawing out more cum. Swallowing it.

		The visual hit me. My husband's face between my pale thighs. His mouth on my used pussy. His tongue tasting another man's cum. The power of it flooded through me.

		"He bent me over the bed." My breathing got heavier. My hand squeezed my heavy tit harder. "Fucked me from behind. His dark hands on my white ass."

		Tom moaned into my pussy. His hips ground against the mattress. His hard cock seeking friction.

		"He pulled my hair." My white hand tightened in Tom's hair. Mimicking. "Called me his white slut while he pounded me."

		The pleasure built. Not from Tom's tongue. From the words. From the power. From making my husband clean another man's cum from my pussy.

		"Ungh." My thighs trembled. My heavy tits bounced as my back arched. "Yes. Fuck. Yes."

		The orgasm rolled through me. Different from the ones Kamau gave me. Softer. Deeper. Born from control. From dominance.

		Tom kept licking. Kept cleaning. His mouth never stopping. His tongue gathering every drop of Kamau's cum.

		I came down slowly. My breathing evening out. My white hand released Tom's hair. My body relaxed into the mattress.

		"Enough."

		Tom pulled back. His face was wet. Shiny with cum and my juices. His eyes were glazed. Wild. His cock strained painfully against his boxers.

		"Please." His voice came out broken. Desperate. "Please let me fuck you."

		I looked at him. At my husband. Begging. Reduced to this.

		"Quick."

		Tom scrambled. Pushed his boxers down. His pale cock sprang free. Hard. Leaking. Smaller than Kamau's. So much smaller.

		He positioned himself between my pale thighs. His cock pressed against my used pussy. Pushed inside.

		The difference was stark. My pussy was too stretched. Too loose. Barely any friction. I felt almost nothing.

		Tom thrust. His face contorted. His breathing ragged. Desperate. He needed this. Needed to reclaim me somehow.

		I lay there. Let him use me. My heavy tits bounced slightly with his thrusts. My white hands rested on his shoulders. Patient. Allowing.

		"Fuck. Rachel. I'm..." His voice broke.

		He came. Fast. His pale cock pulsing inside my stretched pussy. His cum adding to what was already there. Mixing with Kamau's. Insignificant by comparison.

		Tom collapsed on top of me. His weight pressing me into the mattress. His breathing ragged against my neck. His softening cock slipping out.

		I stroked his hair. Gentle. My other hand traced down his back. Soothing him.

		The cuckold dynamic was complete. Established. A major milestone crossed. No going back.

		Tom rolled off me. Settled beside me on the bed. His arm draped over my waist. His face buried in my neck.

		Sleep came quickly. For both of us. Exhausted. Changed. Ready for whatever came next.

		

	
		The NGO guy

		

		The bathroom mirror showed everything. I stood naked after my shower. Water dripped from my blonde hair down my bare back. Steam clouded the edges of the glass but the center stayed clear.

		Two weeks since Kamau fucked me in the back of his safari truck on the drive home from Mara. Two weeks since Tom sat in the front seat jerking his pale cock while a Maasai guide pounded my white pussy raw. The bruises were gone now. I turned. Checked my heavy tits in the reflection. The bite marks Kamau left on my soft flesh had faded completely. My round ass showed no trace of his rough hands. No fingerprints. No evidence.

		My body had healed but my pussy still felt different. Stretched. Open. Hungry for more.

		James had fucked me twice since we got back. Once in his apartment in Eastleigh. Once in our villa pool while Tom worked upstairs. Jonah the gardener bent me over the outdoor shower yesterday morning. His dark hands gripping my wet hips. His veiny shaft splitting me open under the spray.

		I touched my bare pussy. Ran fingers through the lips. They felt swollen. Puffy. Permanently stretched from all that thick black cock. The sensation made heat spread through my belly.

		Tonight was an expat party. Faculty and diplomats and NGO workers drinking gin in someone's Karen house. Tom was coming with me this time. He'd mingle. Make small talk. Watch me hunt.

		I stepped into the shower again. Turned the water hot. Lathered soap over my heavy tits. My thick thighs. Rinsed clean. Grabbed Tom's razor from the shelf. Propped one strong leg on the tub edge. Shaved my pussy completely smooth. Made sure every inch of white skin was bare and soft.

		The red dress hung on the bedroom door. Tight. Short. The fabric would cling to every curve. I dried off. Rubbed lotion into my pale skin. My heavy tits. My round ass. Made everything soft and smooth.

		Tom appeared in the doorway. His eyes tracked down my naked body. Lingered on my bare pussy. My fat nipples already hardening in the cool air.

		"You look beautiful."

		"I feel hungry."

		His cock stirred in his jeans. He knew what that meant.

		I pulled the red dress over my head. Let it slide down my body. The fabric stretched tight across my heavy tits. Clung to my round ass. The hem barely covered my thighs. I adjusted my full breasts. Let them sit high and obvious. My fat nipples pressed against the thin material. Visible. Hard little points anyone could see.

		"No bra?"

		"No."

		"Panties?"

		"No."

		Tom's breathing changed. Got heavier. His pale hand moved to the bulge in his jeans.

		"You're going to hunt tonight."

		"Yes."

		"While I'm there."

		"You'll mingle. Talk to your faculty friends. Drink. Watch me work."

		His cock was fully hard now. Straining against the denim. He stepped closer. Reached for my hips.

		I stepped back.

		"Not now. Save it."

		"Rachel."

		"I want new cock tonight. Thick black cock filling my white pussy. You'll wait downstairs when I find it. Then we'll go home."

		His jaw clenched. His cock throbbed visibly through his jeans.

		"Okay."

		"Good boy."

		I grabbed my small purse. Checked my reflection one more time. Blonde hair loose around my bare shoulders. Red dress hugging every curve. My heavy tits threatening to spill out with each breath. My thick thighs bare and pale. My round ass barely covered.

		I looked like exactly what I was. A wife hunting for cock.

		Headlights swept across the villa gate. James was here. Tom grabbed his jacket. We walked outside into the warm Nairobi night. The air was humid. Thick. Heat never really faded even after dark.

		James climbed out of the white Toyota. His tall frame unfolding from the driver's seat. His eyes found me immediately. Traveled down my body in the red dress. Lingered on my heavy tits. My bare thighs. His thick lips curved into a smile.

		"Mrs. Rachel." His deep voice held amusement. "You look very nice tonight."

		"Thank you, James."

		He opened the back door for us. His dark eyes still on my body. On the way the tight fabric clung to every curve.

		"Clearly you have plans."

		Heat spread through my belly. My pussy clenched. He knew. Of course he knew. His thick black cock had been inside me. Had felt my hunger.

		"Maybe."

		James laughed. A rich sound. His white teeth flashed against his dark skin.

		"Maybe," he repeated. Shook his head. Still smiling.

		Tom and I slid into the back seat together. James closed the door. Walked around to the driver's side. Settled his muscular frame behind the wheel. Started the engine.

		We pulled out onto the dark street. James navigated the nighttime traffic with easy confidence. His thick arms relaxed on the wheel. I watched his dark hands. Remembered how they felt gripping my white hips. Squeezing my heavy tits.

		Tom's hand found my thigh. Rested there on my pale skin. His palm warm. His fingers spread slightly. Acknowledging what was coming. Accepting his role.

		My thighs pressed together. Anticipation and need coiling tight in my belly. My pussy was already wet. Already ready. Already craving thick black cock stretching me open again.

		James glanced at us in the rearview mirror. His dark eyes met mine. That knowing smile still on his thick lips.

		

		––––––––

		

		The house sat behind high walls in Karen. Lights spilled from every window. Music and voices poured into the night. Cars lined the street. James pulled up to the gate.

		"What time should I return?"

		Tom looked at me. I checked my phone.

		"I'll call you, but probably closer to four hours."

		"Yes, Mrs. Rachel."

		We climbed out. The gate stood open. A security guard nodded as we walked through. The front door was propped wide. Heat and noise rushed out to meet us.

		Inside was packed. Bodies everywhere. White faces mostly. Expats in their natural habitat. Diplomats in expensive casual wear. NGO workers in their studied third world chic. University faculty looking rumpled and intellectual. Gin flowed from a bar setup in the corner. A speaker system thumped American pop music nobody was dancing to.

		Tom's hand found my lower back. Just for a moment. His palm warm through the thin red fabric. Then he released me. Let me take the lead.

		I stepped into the crowd. Bodies shifted to let me pass. Eyes followed. Men's eyes. Tracking down my body. Lingering on my heavy tits straining against the tight dress. On my bare thighs. On my round ass when I moved past them.

		Tom drifted toward a cluster of faculty near the bar. I saw him grab a drink. Settle into conversation. His eyes stayed on me even as he nodded at whatever his colleague was saying.

		I worked the room. Smiled. Made small talk with a diplomat's wife about the weather. Listened to an aid worker complain about corruption. Accepted a gin and tonic from a passing server. The ice clinked against the glass. The gin burned cold down my throat.

		My eyes scanned. Hunting.

		Then I saw him.

		Across the room near the windows. Tall. Maybe six two. Broad shoulders filling out a charcoal suit jacket. Dark skin. African American, not Kenyan. I could tell from his features. From the way he carried himself. His hands moved as he talked. Large. Strong. A wedding ring caught the light on his left hand.

		He was deep in conversation with two white men. Diplomats from the look of them. His voice carried over the music. Deep. Rich. American accent with no trace of trying to soften it.

		"The aid infrastructure is fundamentally broken. We're not helping. We're just perpetuating dependence."

		One of the diplomats tried to interrupt. The tall man kept going.

		"Twenty billion in aid to Kenya over two decades. Where did it go? Show me the schools. Show me the hospitals. Show me anything except new Land Cruisers for ministry officials."

		Heat spread through my belly. Intelligence. Confidence. Conviction. My pussy clenched.

		I crossed the room. The crowd parted. My heels clicked on the tile floor. All three men noticed me approaching. Their conversation faltered. Eyes dropped to my heavy tits. To my bare thighs.

		The tall man's dark eyes met mine. Held them.

		"Sorry to interrupt. I heard you talking about aid corruption. I'm Rachel."

		"Simon." His hand extended. Swallowed mine when we shook. His palm was warm. Rough. His grip firm but controlled. "These are colleagues from the British High Commission."

		The diplomats murmured greetings. Their eyes kept dropping to my body. Simon's eyes stayed on my face.

		"You work in aid?" I asked.

		"NGO sector. Trying to do actual good instead of just moving money around."

		"Sounds frustrating."

		"Every single day."

		The diplomats sensed dismissal. Made excuses. Drifted away toward the bar. Simon and I stood alone in the middle of the crowded room.

		"You're American," I said.

		"Detroit originally. You're Canadian."

		"Vancouver. How could you tell?"

		"The way you say sorry. And about. Dead giveaway."

		I laughed. Stepped closer. My heavy tits nearly brushed his suit jacket.

		"You're very observant."

		"It's my job. Reading people. Reading situations."

		His dark eyes traveled down my body again. Slower this time. Taking in the tight red dress. The obvious lack of bra. My fat nipples pressing against the thin fabric. My bare thighs. When his eyes came back up they were darker. Hungry.

		"What do you read about this situation?"

		"That you didn't come over here to talk about aid policy."

		Heat flooded through me. My pussy was wet. Soaking. I could feel it.

		"Smart man."

		My hand found his arm. Rested on his suit sleeve. I could feel solid muscle underneath. His dark skin visible at his wrist where his sleeve ended. The contrast against my pale fingers made my breathing change.

		"I'm married," Simon said. His voice was lower now. Rough.

		"I noticed the ring."

		"My wife is back in the States. Visiting family."

		"That's convenient."

		"She doesn't understand this life. Africa. The work. Any of it."

		"That must be lonely."

		My heavy tits pressed against his arm now. Soft white flesh against his solid frame. His jaw tightened. His thick hand moved to my waist. Gripped the thin fabric there.

		Across the room, Tom was watching. I could feel his eyes. Simon noticed. Followed my glance.

		"Is that your husband?"

		"Yes."

		"He's watching us."

		"I know."

		"Does he mind?"

		"No. He likes it."

		Simon's dark eyes searched my face. Processing. His hand stayed on my waist. His thumb rubbed small circles through the fabric.

		"That's unusual."

		"We have an understanding. I do what I want. He watches."

		"And what do you want right now?"

		I pressed closer. My thick thighs against his leg. My hand slid up his muscular arm to his broad shoulder. My lips close to his ear.

		"I want your thick black cock inside my white pussy while my husband waits downstairs."

		Simon's whole body tensed. His hand tightened on my waist. His breathing stopped. Then started again. Heavy. Fast.

		"Fuck."

		"Is that a yes?"

		His dark eyes were wild now. The intellectual conversation completely gone. Just raw hunger left.

		"Where?"

		"Upstairs. Find an empty room."

		His hand slid down. Gripped my round ass through the tight dress. Squeezed hard.

		"You're serious."

		"Very."

		Simon glanced across the room. Found Tom. Tom met his eyes. Nodded once. Permission clear.

		"Jesus Christ." Simon's voice was rough. Shaken.

		I took his large hand. Led him toward the staircase. Bodies parted as we moved through the crowd. Some people noticed. Most were too drunk to care. The music thumped louder near the speakers. Bass vibrated through the floor.

		We climbed the stairs. His hand gripped mine. Tight. The hallway upstairs was dimmer. Quieter. Doors lined both sides. I tried the first one. Locked. The second opened into a bathroom. The third was a bedroom.

		I pulled him inside. Closed the door. Didn't lock it. The risk made my pussy clench.

		Party noise filtered up through the floor. Muffled bass. Distant laughter. The bedroom was large. A king bed dominated the center. A dresser with a mirror stood against one wall. Moonlight came through the window. Enough to see by.

		Simon stood just inside the door. His broad chest heaving. His dark eyes locked on me.

		I reached behind my back. Found the zipper of my red dress. Pulled it down slow. The sound loud in the quiet room. The fabric loosened. I pushed the thin straps off my bare shoulders. Let the dress fall.

		It pooled around my heels. I stepped out of it. Stood completely naked except for my shoes.

		My heavy tits hung free. Full and pale in the moonlight. My fat nipples already hard. Aching. My bare pussy was smooth and wet. Glistening. My thick thighs strong and white. My round ass soft behind me.

		"Fuck me properly."

		Simon's hands moved to his suit jacket. Ripped it off. His fingers fumbled with his shirt buttons. Got them open. The shirt joined his jacket on the floor. His muscular chest was bare. Dark skin over hard muscle. His stomach flat and defined. Broad shoulders and thick arms that looked like they could break me.

		His hands moved to his belt. Unbuckled it. Unzipped his pants. Pushed them down with his boxers in one motion.

		His cock sprang free.

		My breath caught.

		Beautiful. Thick. So fucking thick. Very dark. Almost black. The head was flared. Already wet with precum. Heavy veins ran up the shaft. Prominent. Pulsing. His balls hung large and heavy beneath.

		Not as long as Kamau or James. But the girth. Jesus Christ. The girth was obscene. My white hands reached for it before I could think.

		My pale fingers wrapped around his dark shaft. Couldn't even come close to closing around his massive girth. The contrast made heat flood my belly. White skin against black. My small hands on his impossibly thick cock.

		"Oh god. You're so fucking thick."

		I dropped to my knees on the bedroom carpet. Both hands gripping his fat shaft. My face level with his beautiful cock. The head glistened. Precum leaked from the tip.

		My tongue darted out. Licked the slit. Tasted salt and musk. Clean male sweat.

		"Ahh, fuck." Simon's large hand found my blonde hair.

		I traced the veins with my tongue. Followed the thick ridge running up the underside of his dark shaft. My white hands stroked what my mouth couldn't reach. The skin was velvet over steel. Hot. Pulsing.

		My lips wrapped around his flared head. Stretched wide. Painfully wide. I took him deeper. Inch by inch. His impossibly thick cock filled my mouth. Pressed against my tongue. Hit the back of my throat.

		I gagged. Spit leaked from my pale lips. Ran down my chin. Dripped onto my heavy tits.

		"That's it. Take that black cock."

		His dark hand gripped my blonde hair tighter. Held my head. His muscular hips thrust forward. Pushed his thick cock deeper into my white throat.

		I gagged again. My eyes watered. Mascara ran down my pale cheeks. Spit coated his dark shaft. Made it shine in the moonlight.

		He pulled back. Let me breathe. I gasped. Sucked air. Then took him deep again. My head bobbed. My heavy tits swung beneath me. My fat nipples ached. Hard little points cutting the air.

		"You love sucking black cock, don't you?"

		"Mmm." The sound muffled around his thick shaft.

		"Your husband downstairs while you choke on my dick."

		Heat shot through me. My pussy gushed. Wetness ran down my inner thighs.

		Simon's large hands gripped my blonde hair with both hands now. Held my head still. His muscular hips started fucking. Driving his impossibly thick black cock into my white throat. Deep. Hard. The wet sounds filled the room. Gagging. Slurping. His dark balls slapping my spit covered chin.

		"Uh. Uh. Uh." Each thrust forced sound from my throat.

		My white hands gripped his muscular thighs. Dark skin under my pale fingers. His legs were solid. Strong. They trembled slightly as he fucked my face.

		He pulled out. His thick cock slipped from between my swollen lips. Connected by strings of spit. I gasped. Breathing hard. My pale chin was covered. My heavy tits too. Spit and precum coating my white flesh.

		Simon pulled me up. His large hands on my arms. Lifted me like I weighed nothing. His mouth crashed into mine. Tasting himself on my tongue. His thick cock pressed against my soft belly. Hot. Hard. Wet.

		He walked me backward. My legs hit the bed. I fell back onto the mattress. My heavy tits bounced. Spread wide on my heaving chest. My thick thighs opened. My bare pussy exposed. Dripping.

		Simon dropped to his knees at the edge of the bed. His dark face between my white thighs. His large hands gripped my soft flesh. Spread me wider.

		"So pink. So wet."

		His tongue licked up my slit. Slow. Tasting. My hips jerked. Pleasure shot through me.

		"Ohh fuck."

		His tongue circled my clit. Flicked it. His thick lips sucked it into his mouth. Pressure and friction and wet heat all at once. My strong thighs clamped around his dark head. Held him there.

		His large fingers found my entrance. Two pushed inside. Thick. Rough. My pussy was swollen from recent fucks but he stretched me more. His fingers curled. Found that spot inside that made my back arch.

		"Ahh. Ahh. Yes."

		His tongue worked my clit while his fingers pumped. In and out. The wet sounds obscene. My pussy clenched around his dark fingers. Squeezed. Wetness gushed out around them. Soaked his hand.

		My heavy tits bounced with each thrust of his fingers. My fat nipples pointed at the ceiling. Aching. Untouched. I grabbed them myself. Squeezed. Pinched. The pain mixed with pleasure.

		"I'm gonna... oh fuck... I'm..."

		My thighs crushed his dark head. My strong legs trembled. My pussy clamped down on his fingers. Pleasure exploded. White hot. Blinding.

		"Ungh. Fuck. Fuck. Fuck."

		I squirted. Wetness gushed from my pussy. Soaked his dark face. His mouth. His thick neck. He didn't pull back. Kept licking. Kept sucking. Drew out every wave.

		My body went limp. My thick thighs fell open. Released his head. My chest heaved. My heavy tits rose and fell. My pussy throbbed. Sensitive. Open.

		Simon stood. His dark face glistened with my wetness. He wiped his mouth with the back of his large hand. His impossibly thick cock stood straight out. Hard as stone. The veins even more prominent now. Pulsing.

		He gripped my thick thighs. Pulled me to the edge of the bed. My round ass hung off the mattress. My bare pussy right at the perfect height.

		His thick cock pressed against my entrance. The flared head pushed. Stretched my swollen lips. I was wet but he was so thick. The thickest I'd ever felt. The pressure built. Burned.

		"Oh. Oh god. You're too thick."

		"You can take it."

		The head popped inside. My pussy stretched around his massive girth. Burned. Pleasure and pain mixing. He pushed deeper. Inch by thick inch. His dark shaft disappearing into my white pussy. The visual made me wetter. Made my pussy clench.

		"So fucking tight." Simon's voice was strained.

		"You're stretching me. So thick. Fuck."

		He bottomed out. His dark balls pressed against my round ass. His entire thick cock buried in my white pussy. I felt impossibly full. Stretched. Split open wider than I'd ever been.

		He pulled back slow. His dark shaft emerged glistening with my wetness. The thick veins dragged against my inner walls. Friction and pressure. Then he slammed back in.

		"Ungh!"

		He started fucking. Hard. Deep. His large hands gripped my thick thighs. Held them wide. His muscular hips drove his impossibly thick black cock into my white pussy over and over. The wet slaps echoed. His dark balls hitting my round ass. My heavy tits bouncing wildly. My fat nipples cutting circles in the air.

		"Yes. Yes. Fuck me. Fuck my white pussy with that thick black cock."

		"Such a slut. Husband downstairs. You up here taking black dick."

		"I love it. Thickest cock I've ever had. Splitting me open."

		His dark hand left my thigh. Came down hard on my bouncing tit. The slap echoed.

		"Ahh! Fuck!"

		The sting spread. Sharp. Beautiful. My pale flesh turned pink where his dark hand connected. He slapped my other heavy tit. Harder.

		"Ungh!"

		My fat nipples ached. My heavy tits swung from the impacts. He kept fucking. Kept slapping. Alternating. Left tit. Right tit. His large dark hand making my pale flesh bounce and jiggle and burn.

		"You like that? Like getting your white tits slapped while black cock fucks you?"

		"Yes. Harder. Slap them harder."

		He obliged. Both hands leaving my thighs. Slapping my heavy tits with each thrust. The sounds filled the room. Wet pussy. Slapping flesh. My screams.

		"Ahh. Ahh. Yes. Fuck!"

		The bed creaked. Headboard thumping the wall. Party music still played below. Bass covering our sounds. Probably.

		"Turn over."

		He pulled out. His thick cock slipped from my pussy with a wet sound. I flipped onto my stomach. Got on my hands and knees. My heavy tits hung down. Swaying. Stinging. My round ass pushed back. Pale and soft. My pussy dripped onto the bedspread.

		Simon moved behind me. His large hand cracked across my round ass. Sharp. Loud.

		"Ahh!"

		The sting spread. Pleasure radiating. He gripped my soft flesh. Spread my ass cheeks. Looked at my exposed pussy. Pink and swollen and dripping.

		His thick cock pushed back inside. One hard thrust. Buried to the base. The angle was deeper. His flared head hit my cervix. Pain spiked. Faded into pressure.

		"Oh fuck. So deep. So thick."

		He started pounding. His muscular hips slamming into my round ass. My pale flesh rippled with each impact. The wet slaps louder. His dark hands gripped my hips. Held me in place while he fucked me.

		I looked up. The dresser mirror showed everything. His dark body behind my white body. His impossibly thick black cock pistoning into my pale pussy. The contrast everywhere. My heavy tits swinging beneath me. Pink from his slaps. His muscular arms. My blonde hair wild around my flushed face.

		"Look at us. Look how thick your cock is stretching my white pussy."

		"Fuck yes. Love watching my fat dark dick split that pink cunt."

		His thick cock hammered. Relentless. The smell of sex filled the room. Sweat and musk and my wetness. The sounds were obscene. Wet. Slapping. Our breathing. Our grunts.

		"Your wife know you fuck white sluts?"

		"Ungh. No. She's faithful back home."

		"And you're here. Balls deep in married pussy."

		"She doesn't understand. Doesn't fuck like you."

		"Does she let you cum inside?"

		"Not for months."

		"I want it. Want your black cum filling my white pussy."

		Simon groaned. His thick cock swelled. Got harder. His muscular hips lost rhythm. Pounded erratic. Desperate.

		One large hand left my hip. Moved between my legs. His rough fingers found my clit. Rubbed hard circles.

		"Oh. Oh fuck. I'm close."

		"Cum on my black cock. Show me what a slut you are."

		His fingers worked faster. His thick cock hammered deeper. The pressure built. Coiled tight in my belly. My pussy clenched. Tightened around his dark shaft.

		"Yes. Yes. Fuck. I'm cumming. Oh god. Oh fuck!"

		My pussy spasmed. Clamped down on his impossibly thick cock. Struggled to grip something so fat. Pleasure exploded. My heavy tits swung wild. My thick thighs shook. Wetness gushed around his dark shaft. Soaked his balls. Dripped onto the bed.

		"Fuck. I'm gonna cum. Gonna fill this white pussy."

		"Do it. Breed me. Give me that black cum."

		Three more hard thrusts. Deep. Punishing. His thick cock swelled even more. Pulsed.

		"Ahh. Fuck. Take it. Take my cum."

		Hot ropes flooded my pussy. Thick. So much. I felt every pulse. Every thick spurt coating my inner walls. Filling me. His dark hands gripped my hips hard enough to bruise. His muscular body shuddered. His thick cock buried deep. Pumping. Emptying.

		"Yes. Yes. Fill me."

		More cum. He kept cumming. Thick loads painting my white pussy. Some leaked out around his dark shaft. White cream against black skin. The visual in the mirror perfect.

		His thick cock finally stopped pulsing. He stayed buried. Both of us breathing hard. Sweating. His large hands gentle now on my hips. His dark chest against my pale back.

		He pulled out slow. His thick cock emerged covered in white cum. My wetness. His cock was still half hard. Still beautiful. Still impossibly thick. Cum leaked from my stretched pussy. White cream oozing from pink swollen lips. Dripping down my inner thighs.

		"Jesus Christ." Simon collapsed on the bed beside me. His dark chest heaving.

		I rolled onto my back. My heavy tits spreading. Still pink from his slaps. My thick thighs open. My pussy throbbing. Full of his cum. I could feel it inside me. Thick. Warm. So much.

		We lay there. Catching our breath. The party still thumped below.

		Simon reached for his pants on the floor. Found his phone. Handed it to me.

		"Put your number in."

		I typed it. Saved it under Rachel. Handed it back.

		"We're doing this again."

		"Yes."

		"My wife comes back in two months."

		"Gives us time."

		He stood. Started dressing. Pulled on his boxers. His pants. His muscular chest still bare. I watched from the bed. Naked. Satisfied. His cum leaking from my pussy.

		"You're incredible."

		"I know."

		He laughed. Pulled on his shirt. Buttoned it. His suit jacket. Straightened himself in the mirror. Looked almost respectable. Almost.

		I stood. My thick thighs unsteady. Wetness ran down my inner thighs. I pulled the red dress over my head. Let it slide down my body. No cleanup. His thick cum stayed inside me. Soaking my pussy. Dripping.

		Simon watched me dress. His dark eyes hungry again already.

		"You're going back down there full of my cum."

		"Yes."

		"And your husband is going to know."

		"He'll love it."

		"You're both fucking crazy."

		"Probably."

		He opened the door. Checked the hallway. Empty. We walked out separately. He went down first. I waited. Counted to thirty. Fixed my blonde hair in a hallway mirror. Wiped the mascara from under my eyes. My pale lips were swollen. My cheeks flushed. I looked exactly like what I was. Freshly fucked.

		I walked downstairs. Back into the noise and heat. Bodies everywhere. The party had gotten louder. Drunker. Nobody noticed me descending.

		I found Tom near the bar. Still nursing the same drink probably. Still in conversation with faculty. His eyes found me immediately. Scanned my face. My messed hair. My swollen lips. Dropped to my body. To the way I walked. Slower. Careful. My thick thighs pressing together.

		He knew.

		I crossed to him. Slipped my arm around his waist. Leaned close. My heavy tits pressed against his side. My lips found his ear.

		"I have a pussy for you to clean up when we get home."

		

	
		The Student

		

		The Alchemist rooftop smelled like grilled meat and spilled beer. Late afternoon sun turned the Nairobi skyline orange. The bar was packed. Young professionals in business casual. Students loud and loose after afternoon drinking. Music thumped from speakers mounted on concrete pillars.

		I sat alone on a leather bench near the railing. My second gin and tonic sweating onto the low table in front of me. The villa had felt suffocating after lunch. Tom buried in his office grading papers. The heat pressing down. I'd needed to get out. Be somewhere with energy. With possibility.

		My white sundress was shorter than usual. Thin yellow straps. The bodice cut low enough to show the swell of my heavy tits. The skirt barely covered my round ass when I sat. My strong legs crossed. One sandal dangling from my toes.

		Men had noticed. Glances from the bar. From passing tables. I'd ignored them all.

		Then I heard the laughter.

		A group of guys. Five or six. Early twenties. University age. They'd pushed two tables together near the speakers. Beer bottles covering the surface. The kind of loose energy that came from day drinking and no responsibilities.

		One stood out.

		Tall. Lean. Swimmer's build obvious in his fitted black t-shirt. Broad shoulders. Huge pecs stretching the fabric. Slim waist. His jeans hung perfectly on narrow hips. When he reached for his beer his shirt rode up. Showed a strip of smooth brown skin. Defined abs.

		His face was beautiful. Strong jaw. Full lips curved in a constant smile. High cheekbones. His hair was cut close. Neat. His skin was rich brown. Smooth. Glowing in the golden hour light.

		He threw his head back laughing at something his friend said. His throat was long. Elegant. His whole body moved with easy confidence.

		My pussy clenched.

		I watched him for ten minutes. The way he moved. How his friends gravitated toward him. The natural center of attention. His hands gestured as he told a story. His huge pecs flexed when he lifted his beer. His smile never faded.

		Young. Confident. Beautiful.

		I wanted him.

		His eyes scanned the rooftop while his friends talked. Checking out the scene. The girls at nearby tables. The view. His gaze found me.

		Held.

		I didn't look away. Didn't smile. Just stared back. Let him see my interest.

		His smile widened. His eyebrows lifted. Question there. Invitation maybe.

		I lifted my gin and tonic. Took a slow sip. My eyes still on him. My full lips wrapped around the straw.

		His friends noticed. Followed his gaze to me. Elbowed each other. One said something that made them all laugh.

		The tall one shook his head. Said something back. Grinned.

		One friend pushed his shoulder. Hard. Another joined in. Daring him. Challenging him.

		He drained his beer. Set it down hard on the table. Stood.

		Started walking toward me.

		His stride was confident. Athletic. His broad shoulders rolled with each step. His huge pecs visible through his black t-shirt. His slim waist and narrow hips made his upper body look even bigger. His jeans fit perfectly. Showed off strong thighs.

		He stopped in front of my bench. Smiled down at me. His teeth white against his brown skin.

		"My friends think I cannot talk to you."

		"Why not?"

		"They say you are too beautiful. Too... sophisticated." His accent was thick. Musical. "They think you will laugh at me."

		"Will I?"

		"I do not know yet." His smile stayed confident. Playful. "May I sit?"

		I gestured to the empty space on the bench beside me.

		He shook his head. Grinned wider.

		"Too far."

		He slid onto the bench right next to me. His thigh pressing against mine. His shoulder touching my bare arm. The space suddenly intimate despite the crowd around us. Heat radiated from his body.

		"I am Steven."

		"Rachel."

		"You are American?"

		"Canadian."

		"Ah. You live here?"

		"For now. You?"

		"Student. University of Nairobi. Applied mathematics."

		"That sounds difficult."

		"It is." He leaned back against the bench. His huge pecs stretching his black t-shirt. His arm draped along the back behind my shoulders. Not touching but close. "But exams finished yesterday. Today we celebrate."

		"Is that what this is?" I gestured toward his rowdy friends. They were watching us. Barely pretending not to.

		"Yes. Freedom for two months." His eyes moved down. Over my heavy tits pushed up by the low bodice. Down to my strong legs. Back to my face. Unapologetic. "You are here alone?"

		"Yes."

		"Why?"

		"Needed a drink. Needed to see people."

		"Husband at home?"

		My wedding ring caught the light. Simple gold band.

		"Yes."

		Steven's smile didn't fade. If anything it got wider. More interested.

		"He does not mind you drinking alone? Looking like that?"

		"Like what?"

		"Like you want someone to approach you."

		Heat spread through my belly. This boy was bold.

		"Maybe I do."

		His eyes darkened. His playful confidence shifting into something hungrier. He leaned closer. His lips near my ear. Close enough I could smell him. Clean sweat and cheap cologne.

		"What does a beautiful married woman want with a university student?"

		"What do you think?"

		"I think you are bored. I think your husband is at home working. I think you came here looking for fun."

		My pussy flooded. He was right. Completely right.

		"You're very confident."

		"My friends dared me to talk to you. I cannot go back without at least trying."

		"Trying what?"

		His hand moved to my bare thigh. Rested there on my smooth skin below the hem of my short sundress. Light pressure. His palm warm.

		"To make you smile. To buy you a drink. To see if you taste as good as you look."

		"That's quite a list."

		"I am ambitious."

		I laughed. Real. Surprised by his directness. By how much I liked it.

		His thumb rubbed small circles on my thigh. The touch light but deliberate. Claiming.

		"You have a beautiful laugh."

		"You have a good line."

		"It is not a line if it is true."

		A waitress appeared. Steven ordered another beer. Ordered me another gin and tonic without asking. His hand never left my thigh.

		The drinks came. He released me to lift his beer. Toasted.

		"To beautiful married women in yellow dresses."

		I clinked my glass against his bottle. Drank. His eyes stayed on my lips. On the way they wrapped around the straw.

		"How old are you, Steven?"

		"Nineteen. Twenty next month." His hand came back to my thigh. Squeezed gently. "You are what? Thirty-five?"

		"A gentleman never asks a lady her age."

		"I am not a gentleman." His smile was wicked. His hand slid higher on my thigh. Under the hem of my sundress. "And I think you like that."

		I didn't stop him.

		"Your friends are watching."

		"Let them watch." His hand slid higher. His fingers spreading. Gripping my soft white flesh. Testing. "They wish they had the courage."

		"Is that what this is? Courage?"

		"No." His hand squeezed my thigh harder. His eyes locked on mine. Dark. Hungry. "This is want."

		My pussy throbbed. Wetness soaked through my panties.

		His hand slid higher still. Up my smooth thigh. His rough palm against my soft white skin. His fingers brushing the edge of my panties. Light touch. Barely there.

		"You're very forward."

		"You like it." Not a question.

		"Yes."

		His smile widened. His fingers traced along the edge of my panties. Felt the damp fabric.

		"Fuck. You are wet."

		"Yes."

		"For me?"

		"Yes."

		His breathing changed. Got heavier. His huge pecs rose and fell faster under his black t-shirt. His cock was hard. I could see the thick ridge in his jeans.

		"Come closer," he said.

		I leaned into him. My heavy tits pressed against his arm. My face inches from his.

		He closed the distance. His full lips found mine. Soft. Then harder. His tongue pushed into my mouth. Tasted like beer and confidence.

		I kissed him back. My hand found his face. Felt the smooth brown skin. The strong jaw.

		His hand under my dress moved. Cupped my pussy through my soaked panties. Pressed. Rubbed.

		I moaned into his mouth.

		He pulled back. His eyes wild. His lips wet from my kiss.

		"I want to fuck you."

		"I know."

		"Now. Not later. Now."

		"Then let's go."

		Steven blinked. Surprised despite his boldness.

		"Serious?"

		"Very."

		He stood. Pulled cash from his pocket. Threw it on the table. Way too much. His hands were shaking slightly.

		I stood. My strong legs unsteady. My pussy throbbing. My panties soaked.

		His friends erupted. Cheering. Calling out. Steven turned. Grinned. Raised both hands. Victory gesture.

		He turned back to me. His hand found mine. Laced our fingers together. His palm hot. Rough.

		"My place," I said. "Karen."

		"Karen. Fuck. Okay."

		We walked through the rooftop bar. Past tables. Past staring faces. His friends shouting encouragement. His hand squeezed mine.

		Down the stairs. Out to the street. The early evening air still hot. Traffic thick on Woodvale Grove.

		I pulled out my phone. Ordered an Uber.

		"Two minutes."

		Steven pulled me close. His back against the building wall. His hands found my round ass through my yellow sundress. Squeezed hard.

		"I cannot believe this."

		"Believe it."

		He kissed me again. Harder this time. Hungry. His tongue deep in my mouth. His hands kneading my soft ass. Pulling me against him. His thick cock pressing into my belly through his jeans.

		I ground against him. Felt his size. His hardness.

		"Fuck," he breathed against my lips. "You feel so good."

		The Uber pulled up. White sedan. I pulled away from him. Opened the back door.

		"Get in."

		Steven climbed in first. Slid across the seat. I followed. Shut the door.

		The driver pulled into traffic immediately. AC blasting. Radio playing low.

		Steven's hand was on my thigh before we'd gone a block. His rough palm sliding under my yellow sundress. Up my smooth white skin. No hesitation now. All that rooftop confidence still burning.

		"Karen," the driver confirmed. Barely glancing back.

		"Yes."

		Steven's hand reached my panties. His fingers hooked under the edge. Pulled them aside. Found my bare pussy. Dripping wet.

		"Ahh." His voice rough. Amazed. "So wet."

		His fingers slid through my wetness. Explored. Found my clit. Rubbed circles.

		My head fell back against the seat. My heavy tits rose with my breathing. My thighs fell open wider. Gave him access.

		"You like that?" His lips found my neck. Kissed. Sucked. His teeth grazed my skin.

		"Yes."

		His fingers moved lower. Found my entrance. One thick finger pushed inside. Slow. Deep.

		"Mmm." I bit my lip. Tried to stay quiet. The driver's eyes flicked to the rearview mirror. Back to the road.

		Steven added a second finger. Stretched me. His palm pressed against my clit while his fingers pumped. In and out. Curling. Finding that spot.

		My hand found his lap. Found the thick ridge in his jeans. Squeezed. He was huge. Hard. Probably aching.

		"Fuck." His fingers pumped faster. "I want this pussy."

		"Soon."

		"How soon?"

		"Twenty minutes."

		His fingers pulled out. Brought them to his mouth. Sucked them clean. His eyes closing.

		"You taste perfect."

		My hand rubbed his thick cock through his jeans. Felt it pulse under my palm. Felt him leak. The denim probably dark with precum.

		"I am going to fuck you so hard," he whispered against my ear. "Make you scream."

		"Good."

		His confidence was intoxicating. His youth. The way his huge pecs pressed against me when he leaned close. His smooth brown skin hot under my pale hands.

		The driver turned onto Ngong Road. Heading south. Steven's hand went back under my dress. Back to my soaked pussy. Three fingers this time. Stretching me. Pumping hard.

		I stroked his cock faster. Squeezed tighter. Wanted him desperate. Wanted him ready to explode.

		Traffic thinned. Quieter streets. Trees. High walls.

		Steven's fingers pulled out. His hand moved to his jeans. Started unbuttoning.

		"Not yet," I said. Stopped his hand with mine.

		"I need you to touch it. Properly."

		"At my place. Two minutes."

		He groaned. Frustrated. Desperate. His thick cock straining against his jeans. His huge pecs heaving.

		The Uber slowed. Turned onto my street. Pulled up to the white metal gate. Bougainvillea spilling over the walls. The villa visible through the bars.

		"Nice house," Steven said. His hand squeezed my thigh. "Your husband must have money."

		"He does okay."

		"Is he home?"

		My stomach tightened. Here it was.

		"Maybe. His car is in the drive."

		Steven looked through the gate. Saw the SUV parked in the circular driveway. His expression didn't change. Still confident. Still hungry.

		"He will not mind?"

		"Let's find out."

		I climbed out. Steven followed. His stride confident. His hand finding my ass again. Squeezing.

		I punched in the gate code. The lock clicked. I pushed it open.

		Steven walked through like he owned the place. Young. Bold. Unafraid.

		I followed him up the stone path. Watched his firm ass in his jeans. His broad shoulders. His slim waist.

		The front door was unlocked. It always was during the day.

		I opened it. Cool air from inside rushed out.

		Steven stepped into the entryway. His eyes taking in the space. The high ceilings. The art on the walls. The expensive furniture.

		"Damn."

		I closed the door behind us. The lock clicking shut.

		Footsteps on the stairs. Tom's voice calling down.

		"Rachel? That you?"

		Steven froze. His confidence cracking for the first time. His eyes going wide.

		Tom appeared at the top of the stairs. Stopped. Stared down at us.

		At me in my short yellow sundress. At the young tall student beside me. At Steven's hand still resting possessively on my round ass.

		Silence dropped heavy.

		Steven's hand fell away. His huge pecs rising and falling fast. His eyes darting between me and Tom. Between Tom and the door.

		"Rachel." Tom's voice was careful. Controlled. "Who's this?"

		"This is Steven." My voice came out steady. Calm. "I met him at The Alchemist."

		Tom came down the stairs slowly. His eyes never leaving Steven. Taking in his youth. His size. His obvious arousal still visible in his jeans.

		"I see."

		Steven looked at me. Panic replacing confidence. His jaw tight.

		"You said maybe he was home. You said..." He stopped. Processing. Understanding finally clicking. "You knew."

		"Yes."

		"This is... this is some kind of..."

		Tom reached the bottom of the stairs. Stood ten feet away. His eyes moved over Steven. Then to me. Something dark and hungry in them.

		"It's okay, Steven," I said. My hand found his. Squeezed. "It's okay."

		"Your husband is right there."

		"I know."

		Steven's cock was still hard. I could see it. Despite his panic. Despite his confusion. His body wanted what it wanted.

		Tom's eyes dropped. Saw it too. His jaw tightened.

		"Rachel." Tom's voice rough. "What do you want?"

		I pulled Steven toward the stairs. Toward Tom. Toward the bedroom.

		"I want him to fuck me." My voice clear. Direct. "And I want you to watch."

		Steven's eyes went wide. His mouth opened. No words came out.

		Tom stayed at the bottom of the stairs. His breathing heavy. His hand moved to the front of his khakis. Pressed against the bulge there.

		I kept my grip on Steven's hand. Started walking toward the stairs.

		"Wait." Steven's voice cracked. His feet stayed planted. "This is... you want me to fuck you while he watches?"

		"Yes."

		"That is insane."

		"That's what we do."

		His thick cock was still hard. Straining against his jeans. His body hadn't gotten the message his brain was sending.

		"I should go." He looked at the door. Back at me. His jaw tight. "This is too strange."

		My free hand moved to his crotch. Cupped his thick bulge through the denim. Squeezed.

		"Your cock doesn't want to leave."

		He groaned. His hips pushed into my palm. Involuntary.

		"I have never... I do not do this kind of thing."

		"You do now." I squeezed harder. Felt him pulse. "Unless you want to go back to your friends. Tell them you couldn't finish."

		His pride flickered across his face. Young male ego warring with fear.

		"Come upstairs, Steven. Fuck me like you promised. Show my husband how a nineteen year old fucks."

		Tom made a sound. Low. Hungry.

		Steven's eyes went to him. Back to me. His huge pecs rose and fell fast under his black t-shirt.

		"He really wants to watch?"

		"He needs to watch."

		Steven's hand came up. Touched my face. His rough palm against my cheek. His eyes searching mine for sanity. For safety.

		"You are certain?"

		"Very."

		His thick cock throbbed under my palm. His body making the decision.

		"Okay. Fuck. Okay."

		I pulled him toward the stairs. He followed this time. His hand gripping mine hard. His legs unsteady.

		Tom stepped aside. Let us pass. His eyes locked on Steven. On the young body moving past him. On the thick bulge visible in his jeans.

		We climbed the stairs. Steven's breathing loud in the quiet house. His palm sweating against mine.

		The hallway stretched ahead. White walls. Tile floor. Afternoon light streaming through windows.

		I pulled him toward the master bedroom. The door stood open. The bed visible through the doorway. White sheets. Ceiling fan rotating slowly.

		Behind us Tom's footsteps on the stairs. Slow. Following.

		Steven glanced back. Saw Tom climbing. His panic rising again.

		"Don't look at him," I said. "Look at me."

		His eyes snapped to my face. Wild. Uncertain.

		"I've got you. Just focus on me."

		We entered the bedroom. Cool air from the fan washed over my heated skin. The room smelled clean. Like laundry detergent and furniture polish.

		I released Steven's hand. Walked to the corner. Grabbed the reading chair. Heavy wood frame. Upholstered seat. Dragged it to face the bed. Five feet away. Perfect view.

		Tom appeared in the doorway. Stopped. His eyes taking in the chair. The bed. Understanding.

		"Sit," I said.

		Tom walked to the chair. Sat without question. His hands on the armrests. His cock hard. Visible through his khakis.

		Steven stood frozen in the middle of the room. His eyes on Tom. On my husband sitting there. Watching. Waiting.

		"He will just sit there?" Steven's voice shook.

		"Yes."

		"He will not... join?"

		"No. He watches."

		Steven swallowed hard. His hands clenched at his sides. His thick cock still straining against his jeans. Still hard despite everything.

		I walked to him. My sandals quiet on the tile floor. Stood close. My heavy tits almost touching his huge pecs. Looked up at his beautiful face.

		"Forget he's here. This is about you and me. About what we're going to do."

		My hands found the hem of his black t-shirt. Started lifting.

		"Wait." His hands covered mine. Stopped me. "I do not know if I can... with him watching..."

		"Your cock can." My hand moved to his crotch. Rubbed. "Look how hard you are. Look how much you want this."

		His eyes closed. His full lips parted. A small sound escaped his throat.

		"Let me take care of you," I whispered. "Let me make you feel good."

		His hands released mine. Moved to his sides. Surrendering.

		I lifted his black t-shirt. Slowly. Revealed his stomach. Lean. Defined abs. Smooth brown skin. Higher. His huge pecs. Thick muscle covered in that smooth skin. His broad shoulders. Over his head.

		He was beautiful. Young. Powerful. His body made for sex.

		I dropped his shirt on the floor.

		My hands moved to his chest. Felt the hard muscle. The heat of his skin. His heart hammering underneath.

		"So beautiful," I said. Loud enough for Tom to hear. "So young and strong."

		Steven's eyes opened. Found mine. Something shifting in them. His fear mixing with arousal. With pride at my words.

		My hands slid down. Over his defined abs. His slim waist. Found his belt buckle.

		"Your turn to undress me," I said.

		His hands moved. Shaking slightly. Found the thin yellow straps of my sundress. His fingers hooked under them. Slid them down my shoulders. Down my arms.

		The bodice loosened. Started to fall.

		My heavy tits spilled free. Bare. Full. My stiff nipples hard in the cool air.

		Steven stared. His mouth falling open. His breathing stopped.

		Behind him Tom shifted in the chair. Leaned forward.

		"Touch them," I said.

		Steven's hands cupped my naked tits. His rough palms against my soft white flesh. Squeezed. His eyes locked on the contrast. His brown fingers against my pale skin.

		"Fuck," he breathed. "So soft. So white."

		His confidence was coming back. His cock throbbed in his jeans.

		I smiled.

		"Now take off my dress. And fuck me like you promised."

		Steven's hands pushed my yellow sundress down. Over my wide hips. Past my round ass. The fabric pooled at my feet.

		I stood naked except for my soaked panties. My heavy tits bare. My stiff nipples aching. My strong legs trembling slightly.

		His eyes moved over every inch. Hungry. Reverent.

		I hooked my thumbs in my panties. Slid them down. Stepped out of them. Kicked them aside.

		Completely naked now.

		Steven's breathing came ragged. His huge pecs rising and falling. His hands reached for me. Touched my waist. My hips. His rough palms sliding over my smooth white skin.

		"Your turn," I said.

		My hands found his belt. Unbuckled it. The metal clinked. Pulled the leather free. Unbuttoned his jeans. Unzipped slowly. The sound loud in the quiet room.

		I pushed his jeans down. They fell to his ankles. His boxers were black. Stretched tight over his massive bulge. A wet spot darkening the fabric where his cock leaked.

		I hooked my fingers in the waistband. Pulled them down.

		His cock sprang free. Thick. Long. The head swollen. Dark brown. Almost purple. Heavy veins running up the shaft. Precum leaking from the tip. His balls hung heavy. Full.

		My mouth watered.

		"Step out," I said.

		He kicked off his shoes. Stepped out of his jeans and boxers. Stood naked in my bedroom. His young body perfect. Lean muscle. Smooth brown skin. His thick cock jutting toward me. Ready.

		I glanced back at Tom in the corner chair. His eyes were locked on me. On my naked white body standing in front of this young man. His hand pressed hard against his khakis. Rubbing slow circles.

		I pushed Steven's chest. Gentle. He stumbled backward. The backs of his knees hit the bed. He sat hard. The mattress dipping under his weight.

		"Lay back."

		He scooted up. His head on the pillows. His body stretched out on the white sheets. Brown skin against white fabric. His thick cock standing straight up. Pulsing with his heartbeat.

		I climbed onto the bed. Crawled up his body. My heavy tits swaying. My blonde hair falling around my face.

		Steven's hands found my hips. Gripped hard.

		I straddled him. My knees on either side of his slim waist. My soaked pussy hovering over his thick cock. My wetness dripping onto his shaft.

		"Oh fuck," he breathed.

		I reached down. Wrapped my hand around his cock. Squeezed. He was hot. Hard as steel. Pulsing in my grip.

		I positioned him at my entrance. The swollen head pressed against my opening.

		Steven's eyes locked on where we were about to join. His brown cock against my pink pussy. His hands tightened on my hips.

		I sank down. Slow. His thick head pushed inside. Stretched my entrance. My pussy resisted. He was thick. So thick.

		"Ahh." My head fell back. My heavy tits thrust forward.

		I sank lower. Inch by inch. His thick shaft splitting me open. Filling me. Stretching me.

		Steven groaned. His fingers dug into my hips. His huge pecs flexed. His abs tightened.

		I bottomed out. His entire cock buried inside me. His balls pressed against my ass. The fullness overwhelming.

		"Fuck," Steven gasped. "So tight. You feel so good."

		I looked down. Watched where we joined. His brown shaft disappearing into my white pussy. My pale lips stretched around his dark cock.

		I started moving. Lifting up. Steven's cock sliding out. Glistening with my wetness. Then sinking back down. Taking him deep.

		"Nngh." The sound escaped my throat. Pleasure and pressure mixing.

		My heavy tits bounced with each movement. Up and down. Swaying. My stiff nipples aching.

		Steven's eyes locked on them. Mesmerized.

		"Grab my tits," I said.

		His hands left my hips. Cupped my bouncing breasts. His brown fingers sinking into my soft white flesh. Squeezed.

		"Yes. Like that."

		I rode him faster. Up and down on his thick young cock. My pussy gripping him. My wetness coating his shaft. Making obscene sounds. Wet. Slapping.

		"Harder," I gasped. "Squeeze them harder."

		His hands tightened. His rough palms crushing my soft tits. Pain and pleasure shot through me.

		"Pinch my nipples."

		His fingers found my stiff nipples. Pinched. Hard.

		"Ahh. Fuck. Yes."

		I rode him harder. Faster. My round ass slapping against his thighs. My heavy tits bouncing wildly in his gripping hands. My blonde hair sticking to my sweaty face.

		Steven's hips started moving. Thrusting up. Meeting my downward movements. Driving his thick cock deeper.

		"Yes. Fuck up into me. Fuck me hard."

		His feet planted on the mattress. His hands moved back to my hips. Gripped hard. Used the leverage. Started pounding up into me.

		The bed creaked. The headboard hit the wall. Rhythmic. Loud.

		"Oh god. Your cock. So thick. Stretching me."

		Steven's face twisted with pleasure. His full lips parted. His smooth brown skin gleaming with sweat. His huge pecs flexed with each upward thrust.

		"You feel amazing," he groaned. "Your pussy. Squeezing my cock."

		I leaned forward. Braced my hands on his broad shoulders. Changed the angle. His thick cock hit deeper. Hit that perfect spot.

		"Right there. Fuck. Right there."

		He pounded up into me. Relentless. His young stamina endless. His thick cock splitting me open with each thrust.

		My heavy tits swung above his face. He lifted his head. Caught one stiff nipple in his mouth. Sucked hard. His teeth scraped.

		"Mmm. Yes. Suck them."

		His tongue circled my nipple. Flicked. His lips sealed around it. Suction and pressure. His other hand squeezed my free tit. Kneaded the soft flesh.

		My pussy clenched around his thick shaft. Pleasure building. Pressure coiling tight in my belly.

		I glanced back over my shoulder. Tom sat forward in the chair. His hand inside his khakis now. Stroking himself. His eyes glued to my bouncing body. To my round ass. To where Steven's thick cock stretched my white pussy. Where my pale lips gripped that brown shaft.

		The visual of him watching me sent heat flooding through me.

		"Gonna come," I gasped. "Your cock. Gonna make me come."

		Steven released my nipple. His eyes found mine. Wild. Desperate. Proud.

		"Come on my cock."

		His words pushed me over. My orgasm crashed through me. My pussy spasmed around his thick shaft. My thighs trembled. My heavy tits bounced as my body shook.

		"Fuck. Yes. Nngh."

		From the corner chair Tom groaned. Low. Strangled. Watching my body convulse. Watching me come on this young cock.

		Steven kept thrusting. Kept pounding up into my clenching pussy. Prolonging the pleasure. Making it bigger.

		I collapsed forward. My soft tits pressed against his hard chest. My face buried in his neck. My pussy still gripping his cock. Still pulsing.

		His arms wrapped around my back. Held me. His thick cock still buried deep inside me. Still hard. Not close to finishing.

		"Good?" His voice rough in my ear.

		"So good."

		I pushed up. Looked down at Steven's beautiful young face. His smooth brown skin flushed darker. His full lips swollen. His eyes glazed.

		"We're not done," I said.

		His thick cock pulsed inside me. Ready for more.

		"Not even close."

		Steven's hands gripped my waist. Strong. Commanding.

		"My turn to control," he said.

		He flipped me. Easy. His lean body moving with athletic grace. Power in his young muscles.

		I landed on my back. The white sheets cool against my heated skin. My heavy tits spread across my chest. My strong legs fell open. My pussy dripping. Ready.

		Steven moved between my thighs. His huge pecs hovering over me. His slim waist between my legs. His thick cock in his hand. Positioning himself.

		He pushed inside. One hard thrust. Bottomed out immediately.

		"Ahh. Fuck."

		His face was right there. Above mine. His smooth black skin. His full lips. His eyes dark and wild.

		He started fucking me. Hard. Deep. His hips snapping forward. His thick cock pounding into my stretched pussy.

		The bed shook. The headboard slammed against the wall. The frame groaned under the force.

		"Yes. Like that. Fuck me hard."

		Steven's hands gripped my thighs. Pushed them wider. Spread me open. His thick cock driving deeper. Hitting my cervix with each thrust.

		Pain and pleasure mixed. My pussy clenched around him. Gripped his thick shaft.

		"So deep," I gasped. "Your cock. So deep inside me."

		His mouth found my neck. Kissed. Sucked. His teeth grazed my skin. Marking me.

		My hands found his back. Felt the lean muscle. The smooth black skin slick with sweat. My nails dug in. Scratched down his spine.

		He groaned against my neck. His hips moving faster. Relentless. His young stamina endless.

		I turned my head. Found Tom in the corner chair. His khakis open. His pale cock in his hand. Stroking. His eyes locked on me. On my white body underneath this young black body. On my heavy tits bouncing with each hard thrust.

		"Look, Tom." My voice loud. Clear. "Look how thick his young cock is. Stretching me."

		Tom's hand moved faster on his cock. His breathing ragged.

		Steven lifted his head. Looked at me. Something wild in his eyes. The situation fully embraced now. He was fucking another man's wife. In their bed. While the husband watched and stroked himself.

		His thick cock swelled inside me. The taboo making him harder.

		"You like him watching?" Steven's voice rough. Strained.

		"Yes."

		"You like me fucking you while he sits there?"

		"Yes. God yes."

		His hips slammed forward. Harder. Punishing. His thick cock splitting me open.

		"Such a dirty wife."

		"Mmm. Yes."

		My orgasm built again. Fast. The pressure coiling tight. His relentless pounding. The fullness. Tom watching. Everything combining.

		"Gonna come again. Fuck. Your cock."

		"Come on it. Soak my cock."

		Three more hard thrusts. My orgasm exploded. My pussy clamped down on his thick shaft. My back arched off the bed. My heavy tits thrust up.

		"Nngh. Oh fuck. Yes."

		Steven didn't slow down. Kept pounding through my spasms. His thick cock relentless. His young black body tireless.

		He pulled out suddenly. His thick cock slipped free. I gasped at the emptiness.

		"On your hands and knees," he commanded. Taking complete control.

		I rolled over. Got on all fours. My round ass in the air. My heavy tits hanging down. My blonde hair falling around my flushed face.

		Steven moved behind me. His hands gripped my ass cheeks. Squeezed. Spread them.

		"Beautiful," he breathed.

		His thick cock pressed against my entrance. Pushed inside. One hard thrust. Buried to the hilt.

		"Ahh."

		He started fucking me from behind. Hard. Fast. His hips slapping against my round ass. His hands gripping my hips. Pulling me back onto his thick cock with each forward thrust.

		I looked up. The dresser mirror across the room showed everything. My white body on hands and knees. His lean black body behind me. His huge pecs flexing. His slim waist. His hands gripping my pale hips. His thick black cock pumping in and out of my white pussy.

		The visual was perfect.

		"Look," I gasped. Nodded toward the mirror. "Look at us."

		Steven's eyes found the mirror. Saw the contrast. His black skin against my white skin. His thick dark cock stretching my pink pussy. His jaw clenched. His breathing stopped.

		"Fuck," he groaned. "That's so hot."

		His pace increased. Faster. Harder. His thick cock pounding into me. His heavy balls slapping my clit with each thrust.

		"You gonna come?" I asked. Watching him in the mirror. "Gonna fill my white pussy?"

		"Yes. Fuck yes." His voice strained. Desperate. His hands gripping my hips harder. "Gonna breed you. Gonna pump you full."

		"Yes. Do it."

		"Gonna breed this white pussy. Fill you up with my cum."

		His rhythm broke. Getting erratic. His thick cock swelling inside me.

		"Take it. Take my seed."

		"Yes. Breed me. Fill me."

		Three more hard thrusts. His thick cock pulsed.

		"Ahh. Fuck. Breeding you. Fuck."

		Hot cum flooded my pussy. Filled me. His young cock pumping load after load deep inside me.

		Steven's whole body shook. His huge pecs heaving. His hands trembling on my hips. His cock still pulsing. Still emptying.

		"Mmm. Yes. So much cum. Breeding me."

		From the corner chair Tom groaned. Low. Guttural. His pale hand moving fast on his cock. His body tensing. His cum spurting onto his hand. His khakis. His release quiet. Private.

		Steven collapsed forward. His chest against my back. His weight pressing me down. His thick cock still buried inside me. Still twitching.

		We stayed like that. Both breathing hard. Sweating. His cum leaking out around his softening cock. Dripping onto the white sheets.

		I heard Tom stand. Heard him zip his khakis quietly. His footsteps soft on the tile floor. The bedroom door closing gently behind him. Giving us space.

		Finally Steven pulled out. Rolled onto his back beside me. His chest rising and falling. His cock wet. Soft now. His smooth black skin glistening.

		I rolled onto my side. Moved closer. Draped my arm across his heaving chest. My heavy tits pressed against his ribs. My blonde hair spilling onto his shoulder.

		"That was incredible," I said softly. My fingers traced patterns on his chest.

		"Yeah." His voice rough. Amazed. "I still cannot believe... that just happened."

		"Believe it."

		He turned his head. Looked at me. His eyes searching my face.

		"You do this often? With your husband watching?"

		"Sometimes. When I find someone special."

		"Special?" A smile tugged at his full lips. Pride there.

		"You were perfect, Steven. Confident. Strong. Beautiful."

		His smile widened. His arm wrapped around my shoulders. Pulled me closer.

		We lay like that. Our breathing slowing. Our bodies cooling. His cum leaking from my pussy onto the sheets beneath us. The afternoon sun streaming through the windows.

		"Can I ask you something?" His voice quiet.

		"Yes."

		"Will I... can I see you again?"

		I propped myself up on one elbow. Looked down at his beautiful young face.

		"Do you want to?"

		"Yes. Very much."

		"Then yes. You can see me again."

		His eyes lit up. His hand moved to my face. Touched my cheek.

		"But Steven." My voice serious now. "You cannot tell your friends. Not the details. Not about my husband. Not about what we do."

		"I understand."

		"Do you? Because if word spreads. If people talk. This ends."

		His jaw tightened. Understanding the stakes.

		"I will not say anything. I promise."

		"You can tell them you fucked an older white woman. Let them imagine. But nothing more."

		"Okay. Yes. I promise."

		I leaned down. Kissed him. Soft. Sweet. His lips responded. His hand in my blonde hair.

		I pulled back. Smiled.

		"You should go now. Your friends are waiting."

		"Yeah. Okay."

		He sat up. His lean black body moving slowly. Reluctant to leave. Found his black boxers on the floor. Pulled them on. His jeans. His black t-shirt.

		I stayed on the bed. Naked. Cum drying on my thighs. Watching him dress.

		He pulled on his shoes. Grabbed his backpack.

		I reached for my phone on the nightstand. Ordered an Uber.

		"Three minutes," I said.

		"Thank you. For... everything."

		"Thank you, Steven. You were wonderful."

		He walked to the door. Stopped. Turned back.

		"I will not tell anyone. I promise."

		"I know."

		He left. His footsteps down the stairs. The front door opening. Closing. The gate clicking shut. The car arriving. Driving away.

		Silence filled the house.

		I lay back on the bed. Stretched. My body sore. Satisfied. Used in the best way.

		Footsteps on the stairs. Tom appeared in the doorway. His khakis zipped. His shirt slightly wrinkled. His face flushed. His eyes dark.

		"That was hot," he said. His voice rough with emotion. With need. "I want you to do that more often."

		I smiled. Spread my legs slightly. Let him see Steven's cum leaking from my pussy.

		"I plan to."

		

	
		Double Trouble

		

		James's white Toyota pulled up outside the villa gate. I grabbed my bag and walked out into morning heat. Shopping day. We needed kitchen supplies. Maybe some towels. Normal errands.

		The yellow sundress felt light and comfortable. Practical for walking around shops in the heat. My heavy tits moved under the fabric as I walked down the path. The gate creaked when I pushed it open.

		Jonah was working in the side garden. Shirtless. I saw him as I stepped through. He bent over the flower beds digging out weeds. Sweat gleamed on his deepest black skin. Lean muscles flexed under the sun. His dark back rippled. Work pants hung low on narrow hips.

		The idea hit me then. Hard. Sudden.

		Both of them. James and Jonah. Their thick black cocks filling me. Stretching me. Using me together.

		My pussy clenched. Wetness flooded my panties instant. Heat spread through my belly. Shopping could wait.

		I walked to the passenger side. Opened the door. Leaned in close. James sat in the driver's seat. His navy polo stretched across his broad chest. Dark eyes looked up at me confused.

		"Everything okay?"

		My voice dropped low. Quiet so Jonah wouldn't hear yet.

		"James. Want to fuck me with Jonah? Both of you. Your thick black cocks in me together."

		His dark eyes went wide. Breath caught. I watched his cock swell in his jeans. That thick bulge pushed against denim.

		"Fuck. Rachel. Yes. Fuck yes."

		His voice came out rough. Hands gripped the steering wheel hard. Knuckles tight.

		"Wait here."

		I straightened. Closed the car door. Walked across the driveway toward the garden. My heart pounded. Thighs rubbed together. The wetness between my legs spread.

		Jonah looked up when my shadow fell across him. Straightened. His deepest black skin shone with sweat. Chest heaved from the work. Eyes dropped to my heavy tits, then back to my face.

		"Mrs. Rachel. You need something?"

		"Jonah. Come inside with me and James. Want both of you. Both your cocks. Fucking me together."

		His mouth opened. Closed. The bulge in his work pants swelled huge. That thick cock outlined clear.

		"You serious? Both of us? At same time?"

		"Very serious. Right now."

		White teeth flashed in a grin. He dropped the garden tool. Wiped dirt and sweat from his dark hands on his pants.

		"Shit. Yes. Okay."

		I turned toward the villa. Waved at James through the windshield. He was already opening his door. Climbing out. Both men followed me up the path. Their footsteps close behind. Jonah's boots. James's loafers. My pulse raced. My pussy throbbed.

		We stepped inside. Cool air from the aircon hit my flushed skin. I turned to Jonah. Dirt streaked his sweaty dark chest. Dust covered his work pants.

		"Shower first. Clean off. Bathroom down the hall on the left."

		He nodded. Walked that direction. His lean body disappeared through the bathroom door. Water started running a moment later.

		I led James to the bedroom. The door clicked shut behind us. Lock turned. He stood there. That broad dark chest rising and falling. Eyes hungry on my body.

		My fingers found the straps of my sundress. Pulled them down over my shoulders. The fabric slid down. My heavy white tits bounced free. Fat pink nipples stiffened in the cool air. The dress pooled at my ankles. I stood there in just my wet panties.

		James groaned low. His hand moved to his belt. Yanked it open. Jeans unbuttoned. Zipper down. He shoved them down his powerful thighs with his boxers. His thick black cock sprang free. Veiny shaft hard and bobbing. Dark head already leaking. Heavy balls hung full between his muscular legs.

		I dropped to my knees on the tile floor. My pale hands wrapped around his thick shaft. So dark against my white fingers. Hot and pulsing. I stroked him slow. Watched pre-cum bead at the tip.

		"Fuck, Rachel."

		His voice came out strained. Dark hands touched my blonde hair. Gentle.

		I leaned forward. Tongue flicked across his dark head. Tasted salt. My lips wrapped around him. Sucked the tip into my wet mouth. He groaned. His cock throbbed on my tongue.

		I took him deeper. My mouth stretched around his thick girth. Lips slid down his veiny shaft. My heavy tits swayed as I moved. One pale hand gripped his muscular thigh. The other cupped his heavy balls. Rolled them gentle.

		"Ahh. Your mouth feels so good."

		His hips pushed forward slight. His thick cock slid deeper. Hit the back of my throat. I relaxed. Let him in further. Gagged a little. Saliva dripped down his dark shaft. My head bobbed faster. Wet sucking sounds filled the room.

		Water cut off down the hall. The bathroom door opened. Footsteps approached. The bedroom door handle turned. Jonah stepped in. Clean now. Water still beaded on his deepest black skin. White towel wrapped around his narrow hips. His eyes went straight to me on my knees. My white mouth stretched around James's thick black cock.

		"Fuck."

		His voice was rough. The towel tented huge. That thick cock hard underneath.

		I pulled off James with a wet pop. Saliva connected my lips to his dark head for a moment. Snapped. I looked at Jonah. Smiled.

		"Drop the towel. Get on the bed."

		Jonah dropped the towel. His thick black cock jutted out hard. Darker than James. Thicker at the base. Veins ridged the shaft. Water droplets still clung to his lean dark body. He climbed onto the bed. The mattress dipped under his weight.

		I stood. Peeled my wet panties down my pale thighs. The fabric stuck to my soaked lips. Pulled free with a soft sound. My pussy throbbed. Empty. Needing filled.

		James stayed by the bed. His thick cock bobbed in his dark hand. He stroked himself slow. Eyes locked on my naked body. Pre-cum leaked from his dark head. Shiny trail down his veiny shaft.

		I climbed up. Crawled toward the center on hands and knees. My heavy tits swayed beneath me. Fat nipples hard and aching. Round ass in the air. Jonah moved behind me. His dark hands gripped my pale hips.

		"Jonah first. Need that thick cock stretching my white pussy from behind."

		His thick shaft pressed against my wet entrance. The broad head pushed. My pink lips spread wide around his dark girth. He thrust in. One hard stroke buried him completely.

		"Unnh! Fuck!"

		The stretch was immediate. Intense. His ridged cock filled me. Dragged my walls. His heavy balls pressed against my pale skin. My pussy clenched around his thick shaft. Adjusting.

		"So tight, Rachel. Your white pussy grips my black cock."

		Jonah's voice came out strained. His dark hands squeezed my round ass. Fingers dug into soft flesh. He pulled back. Slammed forward. Set a rhythm. Deep strokes. Hard.

		Slap. Slap. Slap.

		His dark hips hit my pale ass. The sound echoed. Wet. Obscene. My heavy tits swung with each thrust. My back arched. Took him deeper.

		James climbed onto the bed. Positioned himself in front of me. His thick black cock bobbed near my face. Pre-cum dripped from the dark head. I looked up at him. Opened my mouth.

		"My turn."

		His thick shaft pushed between my lips. Salty taste hit my tongue. I sucked him deep. My mouth stretched around his dark girth. Lips slid down his veiny shaft.

		"Ahh, fuck. Your mouth. So wet and hot."

		James groaned. His dark hand tangled in my blonde hair. Guided me. His hips thrust forward gentle. His thick cock hit the back of my throat.

		Jonah thrust harder behind me. His thick black cock pounded my pussy. Drove deep. My body rocked forward. Took James deeper. Gagged. Relaxed my throat. Let him in.

		"Mmph!"

		Saliva dripped down James's dark shaft. Coated his heavy balls. My heavy tits swung wild. Slapped together. Jonah's dark hands moved from my round ass to my hips. Gripped bruising tight. Pulled me back onto his thick cock.

		"Fuck. So good. Your white pussy so wet."

		His rough voice made my pussy clench. His thick shaft swelled. Stretched me wider. The ridges dragged. Hit that spot inside. Pleasure sparked. Built.

		I pulled off James. Gasped for air. Saliva connected my lips to his dark head. Thick strand. Snapped.

		"Harder, Jonah. Fuck my white pussy harder."

		He obeyed. His lean hips snapped faster. Brutal pace. His thick black cock slammed into me. Over and over. Wet slaps. My round ass rippled with each impact.

		"Ahh! Yes! Fuck!"

		James gripped my blonde hair tighter. Guided my mouth back to his thick cock. I opened. He pushed in. Fucked my face. His heavy balls slapped my chin. His thick shaft stretched my jaw.

		The mirror caught my eye. The visual made my pussy gush. My pale body between two dark men. Jonah's thick black cock disappearing into my white pussy from behind. James's dark shaft filling my mouth. My heavy tits swinging. The contrast. The fullness.

		Jonah's dark hand moved. Slapped my pale ass. Sharp crack. Sting spread. He slapped again. Other cheek. My pussy clenched hard around his thick cock.

		"You like that? Like being fucked by black cock while another fills your mouth?"

		"Mmm!"

		The sound muffled around James. I nodded. Best I could. James groaned. His thick cock throbbed on my tongue.

		"Fuck. She's squeezing me. Getting close."

		Jonah thrust deeper. Changed angle. His ridged cock dragged across that perfect spot. Every. Single. Thrust. Pressure built. Coiled tight in my belly. My pale thighs trembled. Pussy clenched around his thick shaft.

		James pulled his thick cock from my mouth. Let me breathe. I gasped. Coughed. Saliva dripped down my chin. Onto my swinging heavy tits.

		"Gonna come. Fuck. Your cock feels so good, Jonah."

		"Come on my black cock. Let me feel it squeeze."

		His dark hands gripped my hips tighter. Yanked me back hard. Impaled me on his thick shaft. His heavy balls slapped my pale skin. The sound wet. Loud.

		James gripped his thick cock. Stroked it. Watched my face. Watched my heavy tits bounce. Watched Jonah's thick black cock pound my white pussy.

		The orgasm slammed through me. No warning. My pussy spasmed hard. Clenched around Jonah's thick shaft. Waves crashed. My arms gave out. Face pressed into the mattress. Ass still in the air. Still impaled on his thick cock.

		"Ahh! Fuck! Jonah! Yes!"

		My whole body shook. Heavy tits pressed against white sheets. Pale thighs trembled. Juices flooded. Gushed around his thick black cock. Soaked his heavy balls. Dripped onto the bed.

		Jonah kept thrusting. Drew out every pulse. Every wave. His thick cock relentless in my spasming pussy. His dark hands held my hips up. Kept me positioned. Kept fucking me through it.

		"That's it. Squeeze my cock. Fuck, so tight when you come."

		The pleasure rolled. Long. Hard. My pussy clenched over and over. Milked his thick shaft. My breathing ragged. Muffled against the mattress.

		James moved closer. His thick black cock near my face. I turned my head. Opened my mouth. He pushed in. My lips wrapped around his dark head. I sucked weak. No energy left. Just warm wet mouth. Tongue swirling.

		Jonah's rhythm changed. Got erratic. His thick cock swelled inside me. Stretched me wider. His lean body tensed. Dark muscles bunched.

		"Gonna come. Can't hold it."

		"Not yet. Pull out."

		My voice came out muffled around James's cock. Jonah groaned. His thick shaft slipped out of my used pussy. Left me empty. Gaping. Clenching on nothing. Wetness leaked down my pale thighs.

		I lifted off my elbows. Pulled off James's thick cock. Turned. Pushed Jonah onto his back. His thick black cock stood straight up. Slick with my juices. Pulsing.

		"Want to see your face when you fill my white pussy."

		I climbed over him. Positioned my used pussy over his thick shaft. Gripped him. Guided him in. Sank down fast. Took him completely.

		"Ahh. Fuck."

		His thick cock buried deep. Hit different this way. My heavy tits hung above his lean dark chest. I started riding. My pale hips rolled. Lifted. Dropped. His thick shaft dragged my sensitive walls. My pussy still spasming from the orgasm.

		James knelt beside us. Stroked his thick black cock. Eyes moved between my bouncing heavy tits and where Jonah's dark cock split my white pussy open.

		Jonah's dark hands found my swaying tits. Squeezed hard. Pinched my fat nipples. Twisted. Pain mixed with pleasure. I rode him faster. My round ass slapped his dark thighs.

		"Yes. Fuck. Your pussy. So good. Gonna fill you."

		His voice strained. His thick cock pulsed. Swelled. His dark hands gripped my hips. Yanked me down. Held me there. Impaled completely on his thick shaft.

		"Ahh! Rachel! Fuck!"

		His thick cock erupted. Hot cum flooded my pussy. Jet after jet. His hips jerked up. Kept pumping. Emptying himself inside me. His heavy balls tightened. His whole lean body shook.

		"Yes. Fill my white pussy. Give me all that cum."

		I ground down on him. Milked his pulsing shaft. Felt every throb. His hot seed filled me. Leaked out around his thick cock. Ran down onto his heavy balls.

		Jonah collapsed. His breathing ragged. His thick cock still inside me. Still twitching. Still leaking. I lifted off him slow. His shaft slipped out. Cum poured from my gaping pussy. Thick. White. Dripped onto his dark stomach.

		James moved between my spread pale thighs. His thick black cock ready. Waiting.

		"My turn to feel that cum-filled pussy."

		James moved between my spread pale thighs. His thick black cock bobbed. Dark head leaking. His broad dark chest loomed over me. One muscular arm braced beside my head. The other hand gripped his veiny shaft. Positioned himself at my entrance.

		"Need to feel Jonah's cum around my cock."

		He pushed in. One hard thrust buried him completely. His thick shaft stretched my used pussy. Jonah's cum squelched. Leaked out around James's dark cock. Ran down my pale ass.

		"Ahh! Fuck! Yes!"

		My back arched off the bed. Heavy tits bounced. My pale hands gripped his dark shoulders. Nails dug in. His powerful hips pulled back. Slammed forward. The wet sounds obscene. Loud.

		Slap. Slap. Slap. Slap.

		His heavy balls hit my pale skin. My pussy gripped his thick shaft. Still sensitive. Swollen. Every thrust hit deeper. Harder. His thick cock dragged through Jonah's cum. Made everything wetter. Sloppier.

		"Unnh. God. So full."

		James's dark hands moved to my heavy tits. Squeezed hard. Fingers dug into soft white flesh. Pinched my fat nipples. Twisted. Sharp pain shot through me.

		"Your white pussy feels so good full of his cum. So fucking wet."

		His voice came out rough. His hips drove faster. That thick black cock pounded me. The bed frame creaked loud. Headboard slammed the wall. My round ass lifted to meet each thrust. Took him deeper. My pale thighs wrapped his dark waist. Heels dug into his muscular ass.

		"Harder, James. Fuck me harder. Use my white pussy."

		He groaned. His powerful hips snapped brutal. His thick cock split me open. Over and over. Wetness gushed. Soaked the sheets beneath my pale ass. The smell of sex heavy. Thick. Sweat. Cum. My arousal.

		Jonah moved beside us. I turned my head. His thick black cock stood hard again. Veiny shaft pulsing. Dark hand stroked slow. Eyes locked on where James's thick cock disappeared into my white pussy.

		"Fuck. You're hard again."

		My voice came out breathless. Needy.

		"Watching him fuck you. Can't help it."

		Heat flooded through me. My pussy clenched around James's thick shaft. An idea hit. Dark. Filthy. Exactly what I needed.

		"James. Pull out."

		He thrust twice more. Hard. Then stopped. His thick cock slipped out. Left me empty. Gaping. Cum leaked from my used pussy. Mixed. White. Thick.

		"Jonah. On your back. Now."

		He obeyed. Lay down beside where I'd been. His thick black cock stood straight up. Pulsing. Ready. I climbed over him. Straddled his lean dark hips. Gripped his veiny shaft. Positioned him. Sank down.

		"Ahh. Mmm. Yes."

		His thick cock filled my pussy again. Stretched me. Hit deep. I bottomed out. His heavy balls pressed my pale skin. I started riding. My hips rolled. Lifted. Dropped. My heavy tits bounced above his lean dark chest.

		"James."

		I looked back over my shoulder. His thick black cock stood hard in his dark fist. Eyes confused. Hungry.

		"Want your cock in my ass. Want both of you inside me. Filling me."

		His dark eyes went wide. His thick cock jerked. Leaked more pre-cum.

		"Fuck. Rachel. You sure?"

		"Do it. Stretch my white asshole with your thick black cock."

		James groaned. Moved behind me. The mattress dipped. His broad dark chest pressed against my pale back. One muscular arm wrapped around my waist. Held me still. His other hand gripped his thick shaft. The head pressed against my round ass. Found my tight hole.

		"Relax. Gonna go slow."

		Pressure built. His thick head pushed. My asshole resisted. Stretched. Burned. He pushed harder. The head popped through.

		"Ahh! Fuck! Oh god!"

		Pain and pleasure mixed. Sharp. Intense. My pussy clenched around Jonah's thick cock. My whole body tensed.

		"Breathe. You're doing good."

		James's voice rough in my ear. His thick cock pushed deeper. Inch by inch. Stretched my tight asshole. Filled me. My breathing came fast. Ragged.

		"So full. Fuck. Both cocks. Can't. Too much."

		"You can take it. You want this."

		Jonah's dark hands gripped my hips. Held me steady. His thick cock buried in my pussy. Not moving. Letting me adjust. James pushed deeper. His thick shaft stretched my asshole wider. Burned. My pale body trembled between their dark bodies.

		"Almost there. Just a little more."

		James thrust the last inches. His thick cock buried completely in my tight ass. His heavy balls pressed against my pale skin where Jonah's balls already rested. Both thick shafts inside me. Separated by thin wall. I felt everything.

		"Ahh! God! Fuck! So full!"

		My head dropped forward. Blonde hair fell across Jonah's lean dark chest. My heavy tits pressed against him. Both men stayed still. Let me adjust. Let my body accept both thick black cocks stretching my white holes.

		"Okay?"

		Jonah's voice soft. Concerned. Dark hand stroked my pale back.

		"Yes. Fuck. Move. Need you both to move."

		They started slow. Coordinated. When Jonah thrust up, James pulled back. When James pushed in, Jonah pulled out. Their thick cocks sliding. Dragging. Stretching. The fullness insane. Overwhelming.

		"Unnh. Mmm. Ahh."

		Sounds came from my throat. Raw. Animal. My body rocked between them. Used. Filled completely. Their dark hands gripped my pale skin. Held me. Moved me.

		The rhythm increased. Faster. Harder. Both thick black cocks pounding my white holes. Wet slaps. Skin against skin. Heavy balls slapping. The sounds filled the room.

		"Fuck! Yes! Both cocks! Fill me!"

		My voice came out strained. Desperate. Pleasure built different. Deeper. More intense. My pussy clenched around Jonah's thick shaft. My asshole gripped James's thick cock. So tight. So full.

		"Your white pussy gripping me. Fuck. So tight with his cock in your ass."

		Jonah's voice rough. His lean hips thrust up harder. His thick cock drove deep.

		"Your ass squeezing my cock. Never felt anything like this."

		James groaned in my ear. His powerful hips snapped. His thick shaft stretched my tight asshole. Burned and pleased at same time.

		"Harder! Both of you! Fuck my white holes with your thick black cocks! Use me!"

		They obeyed. Pounded me. No coordination now. Just need. Just fucking. Both thick shafts driving into my body. Stretching me. Filling me. My heavy tits crushed between my chest and Jonah's lean dark body. Sweat mixed. Their dark skin against my pale skin.

		"Ahh! God! Fuck! Can't. Too much. Gonna come!"

		Pressure built. Different than before. Deeper. Started in my core. Spread through my whole body. My pale thighs trembled. My pussy and asshole clenched around both thick cocks.

		"Come. Let us feel it. Squeeze our cocks."

		Jonah thrust up brutal. James slammed down. Both buried completely. Both thick black cocks stretching my white holes to the limit.

		The orgasm exploded. My whole body convulsed. Pussy and asshole spasmed around their thick shafts. Clenched. Released. Clenched. Wave after wave of pleasure crashed through me.

		"Fuck! Coming! Ahh! Both cocks! Yes!"

		My scream echoed. Raw. Loud. My nails dug into Jonah's lean dark shoulders. Drew blood. My body shook between them. Pleasure rolled through me. Endless. Overwhelming.

		They kept thrusting. Drew out every pulse. Every wave. My holes milked their thick cocks. Squeezed. My juices gushed. Soaked Jonah's heavy balls. Dripped onto the sheets.

		"Can't. Sensitive. Please."

		My voice weak. Broken. But they didn't stop. Kept fucking my spasming holes. Another orgasm hit. Chained from the first. My body convulsed again.

		"Ahh! Fuck! Again! Coming again!"

		My vision blurred. Tears leaked from my eyes. Too much pleasure. Too much fullness. My pale body used completely by two thick black cocks.

		"Gonna come. Can't hold it."

		James's voice strained. His thick cock swelled in my tight ass. Stretched me wider.

		"Me too. Fuck. Her pussy milking me."

		Jonah's lean body tensed. His thick cock pulsed in my pussy.

		"Yes! Come! Both of you! Fill my white holes with your cum! Mark me inside!"

		James thrust deep. Buried his thick cock in my ass. His whole body went rigid.

		"Ahh! Fuck! Rachel!"

		His thick shaft erupted. Hot cum flooded my asshole. Jet after jet. His hips jerked. Kept pumping. Emptying himself inside me.

		Jonah thrust up hard. Once. Twice. His thick cock buried in my pussy.

		"Fuck! Coming!"

		His shaft pulsed. Hot cum flooded my pussy. Mixed with his first load still inside. Filled me completely. His heavy balls tightened. His lean dark body shook beneath my pale body.

		I collapsed. Sandwiched between them. Both thick black cocks still inside me. Still pulsing. Still leaking. Cum filled both my holes. Leaked out around their shafts. Dripped down.

		"Can't move. Can't breathe."

		My voice muffled against Jonah's sweaty dark chest. My whole body trembled. Used. Marked. Filled completely.

		James pulled out first. His thick cock slipped from my tight ass. Cum leaked immediate. Thick. White. Ran down over my pale ass. Over Jonah's heavy balls still pressed against me.

		I lifted off Jonah slow. His thick cock slipped from my pussy. More cum poured out. Mixed loads. White and thick. Gushed from my gaping holes. Soaked the sheets.

		I rolled onto my back. Spread my pale thighs. Both holes gaped. Swollen. Red. Leaking cum. My heavy tits heaved. My whole body flushed pink. Covered in sweat.

		Perfect.

		We didn't stop.

		My body barely recovered before I needed more. The emptiness hit hard. My pussy and ass throbbed. Stretched. Leaking cum. But hunger still burned through me.

		"Again."

		My voice came out hoarse. Raw from screaming. I rolled onto my hands and knees. Looked back at them. Both dark bodies glistened with sweat. Both thick cocks already hardening again.

		"You're insatiable."

		James's voice held awe. His dark hand stroked his thick shaft. Coaxed it back to full hardness.

		"I need more. Both of you. Don't stop until I say."

		Jonah moved behind me first. His thick black cock pushed into my cum-filled pussy. Slid in easy. Wet. Sloppy. The sounds obscene. He gripped my round pale ass. Thrust hard.

		"Ahh. Yes. Fuck me."

		My heavy tits swung beneath me. James knelt in front. Fed his thick cock into my mouth. I sucked him while Jonah pounded my pussy from behind. The rhythm familiar now. Bodies synchronized.

		Time blurred.

		Positions changed. I rode Jonah while James fucked my mouth. Then James fucked my pussy missionary while I sucked Jonah. Then both of them took me together again. Jonah in my ass this time. James in my pussy. The stretch just as intense. Just as perfect.

		Sweat soaked the sheets. The room smelled thick. Heavy. Sex and musk and cum. The afternoon sun moved across the floor. Light shifted. We kept fucking.

		"More. Don't stop."

		My voice begged. Commanded. My pale body flushed pink. Hair stuck to my face. My neck. My heavy tits ached from bouncing. From being squeezed. Groped. Sucked. My pussy and ass burned. Swollen. Used. But the need didn't stop.

		James came in my pussy. Filled me again. His third load. Pulled out. Jonah took his place immediately. Fucked me through the wetness. Through James's cum mixing with his own from before. Came inside me again. Fourth load total between them.

		I came three more times. Lost count after that. Orgasms blurred together. Some hard and sharp. Some rolling and long. My body shook through each one. Trembled. But still needed more.

		"Fuck. Rachel. You're going to kill us."

		Jonah collapsed on his back. His thick black cock finally softening. His lean dark chest heaved. Sweat poured off him.

		James sat on the edge of the bed. His broad dark shoulders slumped. His thick cock hung heavy between his muscular thighs. Spent. Finally.

		But I wasn't done.

		My pale hand moved between my legs. Fingers found my swollen clit. Rubbed circles. My other hand squeezed my heavy tit. Pinched my fat nipple. I lay back on the destroyed sheets. Cum-soaked. Wet. My pale thighs spread wide.

		"Watch me. Both of you."

		They turned. Watched my pale fingers work my pussy. Slide through the wetness. The cum leaking from my holes. My hips rolled. Back arched. Heavy tits bounced with each movement.

		"Fuck. You're still going."

		James's voice held disbelief. His thick cock twitched. Tried to harden. Too spent.

		"One more. Need one more."

		My fingers moved faster. Rubbed my clit hard. Rough. Pushed two fingers inside my pussy. Curled them. Found that spot. Pumped. The wet sounds loud in the quiet room.

		"Come here. Both of you. Want your cum on me."

		They moved slow. Exhausted. James stood beside the bed. Jonah on the other side. Both stroked their thick black cocks. Coaxing them. Their dark hands pumped. Slow. Struggling.

		My fingers worked faster. The pressure built. One last time. My pale thighs trembled. Toes curled. The orgasm rose. Different. Deeper. From pure exhaustion and overstimulation.

		"Ahh. Fuck. Coming."

		It hit softer than the others. Rolled through me like a wave. Long. Gentle. My pussy clenched around my fingers. My body shuddered. Not the explosive pleasure from before. Just deep satisfaction. Complete.

		James came first. His thick cock finally gave up one more load. Weak spurts. Landed on my heavy tits. My pale stomach. Not much left.

		Jonah groaned. His thick shaft pulsed. A few drops leaked from his dark head. Fell on my pale thigh.

		They collapsed. Jonah on the bed beside me. James in the chair by the mirror. Both breathing hard. Both completely spent.

		I lay there. My pale body marked. Cum covered my heavy tits. My stomach. My face. Dried in my blonde hair. More leaked from my pussy. My ass. Fresh and old mixed together. The sheets beneath me soaked. Dark with wetness.

		My whole body ached. Muscles trembled. Pussy and ass throbbed. Swollen. Used. Stretched. But satisfied. Finally satisfied.

		The clock on the nightstand showed four thirty. We'd been fucking for over three hours.

		A car door slammed outside. The villa gate creaked open. Footsteps on the gravel drive.

		Tom.

		My eyes went wide. Looked at James. At Jonah. They'd heard it too. James grinned. That white smile. Exhausted but amused.

		"Your husband's home early."

		Jonah laughed. Low. Rough. His lean dark body shook with it.

		"Think he'll be surprised?"

		I giggled. The sound bubbling up. Mixed with exhaustion. The three of us looked at each other. At the destroyed bedroom. Cum-soaked sheets. Our spent naked bodies.

		The front door opened. Closed.

		"Rachel?"

		Tom's voice called from the living room. Confused. Probably saw James's truck still parked outside.

		"Where are you?"

		Footsteps down the hall. Slow. Cautious. We stayed quiet. Waited. James's grin got wider. Jonah bit his lip to stop laughing.

		The bedroom door swung open.

		Tom stood there. Briefcase in hand. Button-down shirt. Khakis. Professional. His eyes scanned the room. Took it all in.

		Me on the bed. Pale body covered in cum. Hair wild. Thighs spread. Pussy and ass leaking.

		James in the chair. Naked. Dark body gleaming with sweat. Thick cock soft against his muscular thigh.

		Jonah on the bed beside me. Naked. Lean and dark. Spent.

		The destroyed sheets. The smell of sex thick in the air.

		Tom's face went through shock. Disbelief. Then his mouth opened. Laughter roared out. Deep. Loud. He bent over. Hand on his knee. Briefcase dropped. His whole body shook with it.

		"Holy fuck!"

		More laughter. He straightened. Wiped his eyes. Grinned huge.

		"You three look completely wrecked."

		James chuckled. Jonah laughed harder now. I smiled. Exhausted. Satisfied.

		Tom pointed at them.

		"Hit the showers. Both of you. I'll order pizza and grab some beers from the fridge."

		He grinned wider. Eyes moved between all three of us.

		"Seems the three of you owe me a story!"

		

	
		The Boyfriend

		

		Three weeks since the expat party and Simon had become part of my routine.

		Not like James. Not like Jonah. Something different.

		My phone buzzed throughout most days. Texts from Simon. Sometimes dirty. Sometimes substantive. We talked about politics. About aid work. About the disconnect between what NGOs promised and what they delivered on the ground. He made me think. Made me argue back. Made me wet.

		Then we fucked.

		The pattern varied. Tuesday afternoons at the villa when Tom taught his graduate seminar. Simon would text around one. "Free for a few hours?" I'd shower. Put on something easy to remove. Wait for his knock at the gate.

		Thursday evenings at his office downtown. The UN compound near Gigiri. He'd stay late. His staff gone home. Security guards who didn't ask questions. I'd arrive at seven. We'd fuck on his desk. On the leather couch. Against the wall with the map of East Africa.

		Once at the Norfolk Hotel. A Saturday when his wife thought he was at a conference in Kisumu. We spent six hours in that room. Ordered room service. Fucked between courses. Talked about everything and nothing.

		The sex was good. Better than good. Simon knew what he was doing. His thick cock filled me completely. His skilled tongue made me come hard. His muscular body moved over mine with confidence. But the mental connection made it hotter. Made me wetter. Made the orgasms sharper.

		Tom knew about Simon. I told him after the first villa visit. Described how Simon had eaten my pussy for twenty minutes. How his thick black cock had stretched me. How different it felt to fuck someone I could actually talk to.

		"You like him."

		Tom said it simple. No jealousy in his voice. Just observation.

		"I do."

		"More than James? More than Jonah?"

		"Different than them. Simon's smart. We connect beyond just physical."

		Tom nodded. His pale hand stroked my bare thigh. His wedding ring caught the lamplight.

		"That's good. You should have that."

		Tom didn't ask as many questions about Simon as he did about the others. Didn't need the detailed descriptions. Didn't ask to watch. Seemed content knowing I was getting something I needed. Something more than just cock.

		Simon's wife didn't fuck him anymore. He told me that the third time we met. His dark fingers tracing patterns on my pale stomach. His thick cock soft against my thigh. Post orgasm honesty.

		"How long?"

		"Six months. Maybe more. She's always tired. Always has a headache. Always has an excuse."

		"Why stay?"

		"The kids. The image. The career complications of divorce in the expat community."

		I rolled onto my side. Faced him. My heavy tits pressed against his broad chest.

		"So you're cheating on her just to have me."

		"Yes."

		The admission made my pussy clench. Made fresh wetness leak onto my inner thigh.

		"Good. I like that."

		Simon smiled. That beautiful white grin against his dark skin. His large hand cupped my round ass. Squeezed.

		"You're dangerous, Rachel."

		"So are you."

		We fucked again after that. Slower. More intense. Connected beyond just bodies seeking pleasure.

		Three weeks in and Simon was mine. Not the way Tom was mine. But mine in a different way. A recurring lover. A man who chose me over his wife. Over his marriage vows. Over everything he was supposed to protect.

		The power in that was intoxicating.

		Tuesday afternoon. Tom's graduate seminar ran until four. The villa was mine until then.

		My phone buzzed at one fifteen.

		"Free?"

		"Yes. Come over."

		"Twenty minutes."

		I showered. Let the hot water run over my soft skin. Washed my blonde hair. Shaved my pussy smooth. Put on a simple cotton dress. Blue. No bra. No panties. Easy access.

		The gate intercom buzzed at one thirty exactly. Simon was always punctual.

		I opened the gate remotely. Watched through the window as his black Land Rover pulled into the driveway. He climbed out. Tall. Muscular. Dark skin gleaming in the afternoon sun. Gray slacks. White button down. Sleeves rolled to his elbows. Professional even on his lunch break.

		I opened the front door before he reached it.

		"Hey."

		"Hey yourself."

		He stepped inside. His large hand found my waist. Pulled me close. Kissed me. Deep. His tongue pushed into my mouth. Tasted like coffee and mint.

		I pulled back. Smiled up at him.

		"Coffee first?"

		"You read my mind."

		We moved to the terrace. I poured us both cups from the French press I'd made. Strong. Black. The way he liked it.

		Simon settled into one of the wicker chairs. His muscular thighs spread. His broad shoulders relaxed against the cushion. He looked tired.

		"Rough morning?"

		"Rough week." He sipped his coffee. "The water project in Turkana is falling apart."

		"What happened?"

		"Everything. The local government is demanding more bribes. The contractor is using substandard materials. The community elders are fighting about placement. And my boss wants a photo op in two weeks for donors."

		I sat across from him. My bare thighs pressed together. The dress rode up slightly.

		"Can you fix it?"

		"Not in two weeks. Maybe in two months if everyone stops being idiots."

		"Will they stop?"

		"No." He laughed. Bitter. "They never do."

		I watched him. His handsome face drawn tight with frustration. His dark eyes distant. His large hands gripping the coffee mug too hard.

		"You care too much."

		"Someone has to."

		"But it's eating you."

		Simon looked at me. Really looked. His dark eyes focused. Present.

		"Yeah. It is."

		The afternoon heat pressed down. Jacaranda blossoms drifted from the trees. Birds called from the garden. Somewhere down the street a dog barked.

		"Your wife doesn't get it."

		Not a question. A statement.

		"No. She thinks I'm being dramatic. That I should just do my job and stop caring so much."

		"But you can't."

		"No. I can't."

		I stood. Walked to him. His dark eyes tracked my movement. Watched my wide hips sway. Watched my heavy tits bounce slightly under the thin cotton.

		I straddled him. My smooth thighs on either side of his muscular legs. My round ass settled onto his lap. My soft tits pressed against his broad chest.

		"Then don't."

		My mouth found his. Kissed him slow. Deep. My tongue slid against his. Tasted the coffee. Tasted him underneath.

		Simon's large hands gripped my wide hips. Pulled me tighter against him. His thick cock hardened under me. The bulge pressed against my bare pussy through his slacks.

		I ground down. Slow circles. Felt him grow harder. Thicker.

		"Mmm."

		His hands slid up. Found the hem of my dress. Pulled it up over my hips. Over my soft tits. Over my head. I was naked. Straddling him on the terrace in broad daylight.

		"No underwear."

		"Seemed like a waste of time."

		Simon groaned. His dark hands cupped my heavy tits. Squeezed. His rough thumbs rubbed over my stiff nipples.

		"You're perfect."

		"I'm convenient."

		"That too."

		I laughed. Ground harder against his thick bulge. My bare pussy left a wet spot on his gray slacks.

		Simon's mouth found my neck. Kissed down to my collarbone. Down to my full tits. He took one fat nipple into his hot mouth. Sucked hard.

		"Ahh."

		His tongue circled. Flicked. His teeth grazed the sensitive flesh. My pussy flooded. Wetness soaked through his slacks.

		"Bedroom."

		My voice came out breathy. Desperate.

		"Yes."

		He stood. His powerful arms lifted me like I weighed nothing. My pale legs wrapped around his lean waist. My heavy tits pressed against his broad chest. He carried me through the villa. Down the hall. Into the master bedroom.

		The room was cool. Dim. Curtains drawn against the afternoon sun. The ceiling fan spun lazy overhead. White sheets crisp on the bed.

		Simon laid me down. Gentle. My blonde hair spread across the pillow. My naked body stretched out pale against the white fabric.

		He stood at the foot of the bed. Looking down at me. His dark eyes moving over every inch. My full tits. My flat stomach. My smooth pussy already glistening wet.

		"Beautiful."

		He unbuttoned his shirt. Slow. Revealing his muscular chest. His defined abs. Dark skin perfect in the low light. He shrugged it off. Tossed it aside.

		His hands went to his belt. Leather sliding through loops. The buckle clicking open. He pushed his slacks down. His boxers. His thick cock sprang free. Hard. Dark. The head already leaking.

		He climbed onto the bed. His powerful body moved over mine. But he didn't position himself between my legs. He moved lower.

		"What are you doing?"

		"What I've been thinking about all morning."

		His large hands gripped my smooth thighs. Spread them wide. His dark face moved between my pale legs. His hot breath ghosted over my wet pussy.

		"Oh god."

		His tongue touched me. Long. Slow. From my entrance up to my clit. Tasting me. Learning me again.

		"Mmm."

		I gasped. My hips jerked. My hands found his head. My pale fingers gripped his short hair.

		Simon's tongue explored. Not rushed. Not frantic. Deliberate. His rough tongue circled my entrance. Pushed inside. Fucked me shallow. Then pulled out. Licked up through my folds. Avoided my clit.

		"Simon."

		"Patience."

		His dark hands slid under my round ass. Lifted me. Tilted my hips up. Gave him better access. His mouth covered my pussy completely. His tongue worked everywhere except where I needed it most.

		The ceiling fan hummed. Birds sang outside. The afternoon heat pressed against the windows. Inside the room was cool and dark and focused completely on his mouth between my thighs.

		His tongue finally brushed my swollen clit. Light. Teasing.

		"Fuck."

		He did it again. Circled. Barely touching. Building pressure without giving relief.

		My thighs trembled. My heavy tits rose and fell with my breathing. Fast. Shallow. My stiff nipples ached.

		"Please."

		"Please what?"

		"More. I need more."

		His tongue flattened. Pressed against my clit. Dragged up. Slow. Firm.

		"Ahh."

		He did it again. And again. Building rhythm. Steady pressure. His large hands gripped my ass harder. Held me exactly where he wanted me.

		My pleasure built. Coiled tight in my belly. My pussy throbbed. Clenched around nothing. Desperate to be filled.

		Simon's tongue worked faster. Circling my clit. Flicking it. The perfect pressure. The perfect rhythm. He knew exactly what I needed.

		"Oh god. Right there. Don't stop."

		He didn't stop. His skilled tongue stayed focused. His dark face buried between my pale thighs. His rough hands holding my round ass. Keeping me spread. Keeping me open for his mouth.

		The pressure built higher. Tighter. My thighs shook. My hands gripped his head harder. My blonde hair stuck to my sweaty face.

		"Simon. Fuck. I'm going to come."

		His tongue moved faster. Lashed my swollen clit. His dark lips sucked. Pulled the sensitive bud into his hot mouth.

		My orgasm exploded. Crashed through me. My back arched off the bed. My pussy spasmed. My whole body shook.

		"Ahh! Fuck! Yes!"

		Simon didn't stop. His tongue kept working. Kept licking. Drew out every wave. Every pulse. Pushed me higher.

		"Oh god. Oh fuck."

		Another wave hit. Stronger. My thighs clamped around his dark head. My hands fisted his hair. My hips ground against his mouth. Taking. Using. Riding his face.

		He let me. His large hands stayed on my ass. Held me. Supported me. Let me take what I needed from his skilled tongue.

		The pleasure peaked. Held. Then slowly released. My body melted into the mattress. My thighs fell open. My hands released his hair.

		Simon lifted his head. His dark face glistened with my wetness. His lips swollen. His eyes dark with hunger.

		"You taste incredible."

		"You're really good at that."

		"I like making you come."

		"Mission accomplished."

		He climbed up my body. His thick cock dragged across my smooth skin. Left a wet trail of precum on my pale stomach. His muscular chest pressed against my soft tits. His mouth found mine. I tasted myself on his tongue. Salt and musk and something uniquely me.

		"Ready for more?"

		"Always."

		Simon reached between us. Gripped his thick cock. Positioned the broad head at my wet entrance.

		He pushed inside. Slow. Inch by inch. His thick shaft spreading me open. Filling me. Stretching my pussy around his girth.

		"Mmm."

		"So tight."

		His voice was rough. Strained. His dark eyes locked on mine. Watching my face as he sank deeper.

		"You're so thick."

		"You take it so well."

		He bottomed out. His heavy balls pressed against my round ass. His entire thick cock buried in my white pussy. We both stilled. Breathing hard. Adjusting to the feeling.

		The afternoon light filtered through the curtains. Soft. Dim. His powerful body covered mine. Dark skin against pale. His muscular chest pressed against my soft tits. His broad shoulders blocked out everything else.

		"You feel amazing."

		"So do you."

		He pulled back. Slow. His thick cock dragging through my tight pussy. Then pushed back in. Deep. Steady.

		"Ahh."

		Simon set a rhythm. Not rushed. Not frantic. Deliberate. Long strokes. His thick shaft sliding almost all the way out. Then filling me completely. Over and over.

		Different from James. Different from Jonah. They fucked hard and fast. Took what they wanted. Simon took his time. Paid attention. Connected.

		"Come up here."

		I pushed at his broad chest. He pulled out. Sat back on his heels. His thick cock jutted up. Dark and wet with my arousal.

		I straddled him. My smooth thighs on either side of his muscular hips. My hands on his broad shoulders. I gripped his thick cock. Positioned it at my entrance. Sank down.

		"Ungh."

		The angle was deeper. Fuller. His thick shaft stretched me. My pale pussy lips spread wide around his dark girth.

		I bottomed out. His heavy balls pressed against my ass. His entire thick cock buried inside me. My full tits hung in his face. Swaying slightly.

		Simon's large hands gripped my wide hips. His dark fingers dug into my soft white flesh. His mouth found my fat nipple. Sucked hard.

		"Fuck."

		I started moving. Lifting up. His thick cock sliding through my tight pussy. Then sinking back down. Taking him deep. Slow. Controlled.

		My plump tits bounced with each movement. Up and down. Simon's mouth moved between them. Sucking one stiff nipple. Then the other. His teeth grazing the sensitive flesh.

		"You like riding my cock?"

		"Yes."

		"Show me."

		I rode him faster. My round ass slapping against his muscular thighs. Wet sounds filled the quiet room. My pussy squelching around his thick girth. Our bodies meeting. Separating. Meeting again.

		Slap. Slap. Slap.

		Simon's hands moved from my hips to my bouncing tits. Cupped them. Squeezed the soft flesh. His dark fingers sank into my pale skin. Left marks.

		"Your tits are perfect."

		"They're just tits."

		"No. They're perfect."

		I ground down on his thick cock. Circled my hips. His pelvis rubbed against my swollen clit. Sent sparks of pleasure through me.

		"Mmm. That's good."

		"Keep doing it."

		I did. Ground harder. Circled faster. His thick cock buried deep. His pelvis grinding against my clit with each movement.

		Simon's dark eyes locked on mine. His handsome face tight with pleasure. His breathing heavy. Fast.

		"Does your wife know where you are right now?"

		"No."

		"What does she think?"

		"Working lunch with donors."

		"But you're here. Fucking me."

		"Yes."

		"Do you feel guilty?"

		Simon's large hands gripped my round ass. Squeezed hard. Pulled me down onto his thick cock harder.

		"No."

		"Good."

		I leaned forward. My soft tits pressed against his broad chest. My mouth found his ear.

		"I love that you're cheating on her just to have me."

		"Fuck."

		His thick cock pulsed inside me. His large hands gripped my ass harder. Almost rough.

		"You like hearing that?"

		"Yes."

		"Why?"

		"Because it means you want me. Just me."

		I pulled back. Looked at his dark face. His eyes were vulnerable. Raw.

		"I do want you. Just you when we're together."

		"But you have others."

		"Yes. But none of them are you."

		Simon groaned. His hips thrust up. Met my downward movements. Driving his thick cock deeper. Harder.

		"Tell me what's different."

		"You make me think. Make me laugh. Make me feel like more than just a pussy to fuck."

		"You are more."

		"I know. But most men don't see that."

		Slap. Slap. Slap.

		My round ass bounced on his muscular thighs. My heavy tits bounced against his broad chest. Sweat formed between us. Made our skin slick. Made the friction hotter.

		"How often does your wife fuck you?"

		"She doesn't."

		"When was the last time?"

		"Before I met you. Months ago."

		"So every time you fuck me, you're choosing me over her."

		"Yes."

		"Does that turn you on?"

		"Fuck yes."

		His large hands moved back to my wide hips. Gripped hard. Started moving me faster on his thick cock. Up and down. Taking control.

		"Ahh. Simon."

		"You feel so good. So tight around my cock."

		"You're so thick. Stretching me."

		My pleasure built. Coiled tight in my belly. My pussy throbbed around his thick shaft. My swollen clit rubbed against his pelvis with each bounce.

		"I'm getting close."

		"Not yet. I want more time with you."

		He lifted me off his thick cock. I whimpered at the emptiness. He turned me. Positioned me on my hands and knees. My round ass in the air. My heavy tits hanging beneath me.

		Simon moved behind me. His large hands gripped my wide hips. His thick cock pressed against my wet pussy from behind. Pushed inside in one smooth thrust.

		"Ungh!"

		The angle was different. Deeper. His thick cock hit spots that made my pale thighs shake. Made stars burst behind my eyes.

		"Oh god."

		"You okay?"

		"Yes. Don't stop. Fuck me."

		He did. Long strokes. His thick shaft dragging through my tight pussy. Then driving back in. Deep. Hard.

		Slap. Slap. Slap.

		His muscular thighs hit my round ass. The sound echoed in the quiet room. My plump tits swung beneath me with each thrust. My stiff nipples ached.

		Simon's large hands moved from my hips. One slid up my back. Pushed between my shoulder blades. Pressed me down. Changed the angle.

		"Ahh! Fuck!"

		"Good?"

		"Yes. Right there. Don't stop."

		He didn't stop. His thick cock pounded into me. Hit that perfect spot with every thrust. His heavy balls slapped against my swollen clit. Sent jolts of pleasure through me.

		My arms gave out. My face pressed into the pillow. My round ass stayed up. Still taking his thick cock. Still being filled. Stretched. Used.

		"Your pussy feels incredible."

		"Your cock feels amazing."

		Simon's other hand found my blonde hair. Tangled in it. Pulled my head back. Gentle. Just enough to arch my spine. Change the angle again.

		"Mmm! Yes!"

		"Like that?"

		"Fuck yes. Harder."

		He gave me harder. His powerful hips drove into me. Fast. Deep. Relentless. His thick cock reached places that made my whole body shake.

		Slap. Slap. Slap. Slap.

		The bed frame creaked beneath us. The headboard tapped against the wall. Steady rhythm. Anyone walking by outside would know exactly what was happening.

		"I'm going to come."

		"Come for me. Let me feel it."

		His hand left my hair. Reached under me. Found my swollen clit. Rubbed hard circles. Perfect pressure.

		My orgasm slammed through me. My pussy clamped down on his thick cock. My whole body went rigid. Pleasure whited out my vision.

		"Fuck! Simon! Ahh!"

		"Yes. Squeeze my cock."

		He kept thrusting through my orgasm. Kept rubbing my clit. Drew out every wave. Every pulse. Made it bigger. Longer. More intense.

		"Oh god. Oh fuck."

		When I finally came down, gasping, he pulled out. Turned me onto my back. My blonde hair stuck to my sweaty face. My full tits heaved with my breathing. My smooth thighs trembled.

		Simon positioned himself between my pale legs. Missionary. His dark eyes locked on mine. His handsome face tight with need.

		"I want to see your face when I come."

		"Then let me see yours."

		He pushed inside. One smooth thrust. Buried completely. His thick cock filled my stretched pussy. His heavy balls pressed against my round ass.

		"So deep."

		"So tight."

		Simon started moving. Faster now. Chasing his own release. His thick cock drove into me. Hard. Deep. His muscular chest crushed my soft tits. His broad shoulders caged me in.

		I wrapped my pale legs around his lean waist. Pulled him deeper. My hands gripped his muscular back. Nails digging into his dark skin.

		"Come inside me. Fill my white pussy."

		"Fuck."

		"I want your cum. Want to feel it leak out of me after you leave."

		"Rachel."

		His rhythm went wild. No control left. Just need. Just desperation. His thick cock pounded into me. His heavy balls slapped against my ass.

		"Yes. Use me. Take what you need."

		"Gonna come. Fuck. Can't hold it."

		"Do it. Come in me."

		Simon thrust deep. Once. Twice. His thick cock buried completely. His whole body went rigid. His dark face twisted with pleasure.

		"Ahh! Fuck!"

		His thick cock pulsed. Hot cum flooded my pussy. Filled me. His powerful body shook above mine. His breathing ragged against my neck.

		He kept thrusting. Shallow movements. Emptying himself. His thick cock pumping more cum into my stretched pussy. I felt it. Hot. Wet. Overflowing. Leaking out around his thick shaft.

		"Yes. Give me all of it."

		Simon collapsed on top of me. His muscular weight pressed me into the mattress. His thick cock still inside me. Still pulsing. Still leaking.

		We lay there. Both gasping. Both covered in sweat. The ceiling fan spun overhead. Cool air ghosted over our heated skin.

		His thick cock softened slowly. Slipped out. Wet. Glistening. His cum leaked from my used pussy. Ran down over my round ass. Soaked into the white sheets beneath me.

		Simon rolled to the side. Pulled me with him. Spooned behind me. His large arm draped over my waist. His large hand cupped my full tit. Held me.

		"That was incredible."

		"It always is with you."

		"Because we connect."

		"Yes."

		The room was quiet except for our breathing. Slowly returning to normal. Outside, birds sang. Life continued. Inside, we lay tangled together. Dark skin against pale. Proof of what we'd done marking the sheets beneath us.

		Thursday afternoon. Different week. Simon had texted me at lunch.

		"Can you meet at three?"

		"Villa. Tom's at university until six."

		"Perfect."

		He arrived early. Two forty-five. We skipped the conversation this time. Went straight to the bedroom. Both of us hungry. Needing the physical release.

		My blue dress hit the floor within seconds. His gray suit followed. We fell onto the bed. Hands everywhere. Mouths desperate. His thick cock was already hard when I wrapped my pale hand around it.

		"Need you inside me."

		"Need your tight pussy."

		Simon pushed me back onto the white sheets. My blonde hair spread across the pillow. My heavy tits settled on my chest. He positioned himself between my smooth thighs. His thick cock pressed against my wet entrance.

		He pushed inside. One smooth thrust. Buried completely.

		"Ahh! Yes!"

		"So fucking wet already."

		"Dripping for you all day. Couldn't focus on anything else."

		He started moving. Long strokes. Deep. His thick shaft filling me. Stretching me. His heavy balls slapping against my round ass with each thrust.

		Slap. Slap. Slap.

		My full tits bounced. Up and down. My stiff nipples ached. Simon's large hands gripped my wide hips. Used them for leverage. Pulled me onto his thick cock with each forward thrust.

		"Does your wife know you're fucking another man's wife right now?"

		"Thinks I'm in meetings. Wouldn't care anyway."

		"Good. Because I need this cock. Need you to wreck me."

		He gave me harder. His powerful hips drove into me. Fast. Deep. The bed frame creaked beneath us. The headboard banged against the wall. Steady rhythm.

		My pale legs wrapped around his lean waist. Pulled him deeper. My hands gripped his muscular shoulders. Nails digging into his dark skin.

		"Love that you lie to her for this. For me."

		"Worth every lie. This married pussy owns me."

		Slap. Slap. Slap. Slap.

		The wet sounds filled the room. My pussy squelching around his thick girth. Our bodies meeting. Separating. Meeting again. Sweat formed between us. Made our skin slick.

		"You're so thick. Stretching me so good."

		"And you're gripping me so tight. Addicted to this."

		Simon leaned down. His mouth found my neck. Sucked hard. His teeth grazed my pale skin. Marked me. His thick cock never stopped moving. Never slowed.

		My pleasure built. Coiled tight in my belly. My pussy throbbed around his thick shaft. My swollen clit rubbed against his pelvis with each thrust.

		"I'm getting close. Fuck me harder."

		"Not yet. Need to feel you longer."

		"Can't wait. Your cock drives me crazy."

		His large hand slid between us. Found my clit. Rubbed hard circles. The added pressure pushed me over.

		"Fuck! Simon! Ahh!"

		My orgasm crashed through me. My pussy clamped down on his thick cock. My whole body shook. My heavy tits bounced wildly.

		"That's it. Squeeze me."

		He kept thrusting through my orgasm. Kept rubbing my clit. Drew out every wave. Made it last longer.

		"Yes! Don't stop! Ungh!"

		Downstairs, the front door opened.

		We didn't hear it. Too focused on each other. On the pleasure. On Simon's thick cock driving into my spasming pussy.

		Footsteps in the hallway. Soft. Careful.

		Still didn't hear them.

		Simon's rhythm increased. Chasing his release now. His thick cock pounded into me. His muscular chest crushed my soft tits. His breathing ragged against my neck.

		"Getting close. Where do you want it?"

		"Inside. Deep inside me."

		The bedroom door was open. We'd left it that way. Hadn't thought about it. Hadn't cared.

		Tom appeared in the doorway.

		We didn't see him. Didn't know he was there.

		My pale legs stayed wrapped around Simon's lean waist. My hands gripped his muscular back. My mouth found his ear.

		"Fill me. Put a baby in me."

		"Fuck. You want that?"

		"Yes. Breed me. Knock me up with your black baby."

		Simon groaned. His large hands gripped my wide hips harder. His fingers dug into my soft white flesh. He pounded into me. Relentless.

		The bed frame screeched. The headboard banged louder against the wall. My moans got higher. More desperate.

		"Gonna flood your womb. Breed you full."

		"Yes! Make my belly swell. Ruin me."

		Slap. Slap. Slap.

		Simon's thick cock drove deeper. Harder. His heavy balls slapped against my round ass. His breathing ragged.

		"Close. So fucking close."

		"Do it. Breed your willing pussy."

		Tom told me later what he did next. How he stood there frozen for maybe ten seconds. How he watched Simon's powerful dark body work over my pale curves. How he saw my full tits bouncing. How he heard every filthy word we said. How his cock got hard instantly.

		How he turned and walked away. Quiet. Careful not to make noise.

		How he moved through the living room. Dropped his briefcase on the couch. Set his keys on the coffee table. How he sat there. On our cream colored couch. Listening.

		Upstairs, Simon's rhythm went wild. Lost control. His thick cock driving into me. Fast. Desperate.

		"Gonna come. Fill you up."

		"Yes! Pump it deep! Breed me!"

		His whole body went rigid. His thick cock buried completely inside me. His dark face twisted with pleasure.

		"Ahh! Fuck! Take it!"

		His thick cock pulsed. Hot cum flooded my pussy. Filled me. His powerful body shook above mine. His breathing ragged against my neck.

		He kept thrusting. Shallow movements. Emptying himself. His thick cock pumping more cum into my stretched pussy.

		"Yes. All of it."

		Simon collapsed on top of me. His muscular weight pressed me into the mattress. His thick cock still inside me. Still pulsing. Still leaking.

		We lay there. Both gasping. Both covered in sweat. The ceiling fan spun overhead.

		His thick cock softened slowly. Slipped out. Wet. Glistening. His cum leaked from my used pussy. Ran down over my round ass. Soaked into the white sheets beneath me.

		Simon rolled to the side. Pulled me with him. His large arm draped over my waist. His large hand cupped my full tit.

		"That was intense."

		"The breeding talk?"

		"Yeah. You meant it?"

		"In the moment? Yes. Would I actually want your baby? That's complicated."

		He laughed. Kissed my shoulder.

		"Fair enough."

		We lay there talking softly. About his project. About my day. About nothing important. Just comfortable silence punctuated by words.

		Twenty minutes passed. Maybe thirty. Time felt loose in the aftermath.

		Simon finally sat up. Started gathering his clothes. His gray suit pants. His white dress shirt. His dark skin gleamed with sweat in the dim light.

		"I should go. Wife expects me home by six."

		"Back to reality."

		"Unfortunately."

		He dressed quickly. I stayed in bed. Naked. His cum still leaking from my used pussy. My blonde hair wild. My full tits marked with his mouth.

		Simon leaned down. Kissed me. Soft. Lingering.

		"Next week?"

		"Text me."

		"Always."

		He left. I heard his footsteps down the hallway. Heard the front door open.

		Then I heard his footsteps stop.

		Tom told me later what happened next. How Simon walked into the living room and saw him sitting there. How Simon froze. His dark eyes wide. His mouth opening to speak but no words coming out.

		How Tom just looked at him. Calm. His pale hand resting on the obvious bulge in his khaki pants. How Tom nodded once. Said nothing.

		How Simon stood there for three seconds that felt like three hours. Then walked quickly to the door. Left without a word.

		How Tom sat there on the couch. His hand still on his aching cock. His heart pounding. Processing what he'd heard. What he'd witnessed.

		I didn't know any of this yet. Lay upstairs in bed. Sated. Happy. Thinking Simon had left clean. Thinking Tom wouldn't be home for another two hours.

		I stretched. My body loose. Satisfied. Simon's cum leaked from my pussy. Soaked into the sheets. I should shower. Should clean up before Tom got home.

		But I was so comfortable. So relaxed. Just a few more minutes.

		I wrapped the sheet around my naked body. Walked to the bathroom. Started the shower. Let the water heat up.

		Then walked back out into the hallway.

		Headed downstairs to grab my phone. Left it on the kitchen counter.

		I walked into the living room still wrapped in the sheet.

		Tom sat on the couch. Staring at me. His pale eyes dark. Hungry. His hand on his crotch. His cock visibly hard under his khaki pants.

		I froze.

		"Tom."

		His name came out strangled. My throat tight.

		He didn't move. Didn't speak. Just stared at me wrapped in the sheet. His hand pressed against his obvious erection.

		"I didn't know you were home."

		"I know."

		His voice was calm. Too calm. My heart pounded.

		"How long?"

		"Got here right before the end. Heard you through the door."

		The breeding talk. He'd heard that part. My cheeks burned.

		"You heard."

		"Every word."

		My pussy clenched. Simon's cum leaked down my inner thigh under the sheet.

		Tom stood. Walked to me. His pale eyes dark with need. His hand found my face. Gentle. His thumb traced my swollen lips.

		"Simon saw me when he left. Looked terrified."

		"What did you do?"

		"Nothing. Just nodded."

		The image made heat flood through me. Simon caught. Tom knowing. Both of them processing.

		Tom's hand slid down. Found the edge of the sheet. Pulled it away. I stood naked in our living room. Marked by another man. Still full of his cum.

		"You told him to breed you."

		"Heat of the moment talk."

		"But you meant it."

		"Maybe."

		Tom groaned. His hand went to his crotch. Squeezed his hard cock through his khaki pants. The wet spot visible where he'd been leaking.

		"I need you."

		"Then take me."

		He pushed me back onto the couch. Fumbled with his belt. His zipper. Shoved his pants down. His cock sprang free. Hard. Desperate. Ready.

		He positioned himself between my smooth thighs. His cock pressed against my used entrance. Pushed inside. One smooth thrust.

		"Fuck. So wet."

		"He filled me good."

		Tom started moving. Fast. Hard. Chasing release after sitting in his car outside listening to the final minutes. After seeing Simon leave flustered. After twenty-five minutes of his cock aching and throbbing.

		"You're mine."

		"Always."

		His pace was frantic. Desperate. The couch creaked. His breathing ragged.

		"But you're theirs too."

		"Yes."

		"Gonna come already. Can't hold it."

		"Fill me. Add to his."

		Tom thrust deep. His whole body went rigid. His cock pulsed. Hot cum flooded my already full pussy.

		"Ahh! Fuck!"

		He collapsed on top of me. Gasping. His cock still twitching inside me.

		"I love you."

		"I love you too."

		We lay there. Two men's cum mixed inside me. Our new normal established. Complete.

		

	
		The Cuckold

		

		Marcus texted on Wednesday afternoon. I was by the pool. The sun beat down on my bare shoulders. My white bikini clung to my wet skin.

		"Norfolk Hotel. Friday. 3pm. I need to fuck you again."

		Direct. No pretense. My pussy clenched reading it. I typed back quickly.

		"I'll be there."

		Tom sat across from me at dinner that night. His fork pushed rice around his plate. I watched him for a moment. The way his jaw worked. The tension in his shoulders.

		"Marcus invited me to meet him Friday. At the Norfolk."

		His fork stopped. His pale eyes found mine. Heat flickered there. Nerves underneath.

		"The diplomat?"

		"Yes."

		Tom set down his fork. His hand moved to his lap. Adjusted himself under the table.

		"What did you tell him?"

		"That I'll be there. Three o'clock."

		Tom swallowed hard. His cock pressed visible against his khaki shorts.

		"Do you want me to come?"

		I laughed. The sound light but pointed.

		"You don't know how to drive here. But yes. I want you there."

		Understanding flooded his expression. His breathing changed. Got heavier.

		"James can drive us. We'll tell him we're meeting Marcus for dinner. An early business thing."

		Tom's hand moved to his hard cock. Rubbed through the fabric. His voice came out rough.

		"And I'll wait downstairs."

		"Yes."

		"At the bar."

		"Yes."

		"While he fucks you."

		"Yes."

		His jaw clenched. His pale eyes dark with arousal and submission.

		"Whatever you want."

		Friday arrived hot and bright. I dressed carefully. Started with lingerie. Black lace bra. The cups barely contained my heavy tits. My fat nipples pressed against the delicate fabric. Matching black lace panties. The kind that showed everything through the intricate pattern. High cut on my hips. A thin strip of fabric between my round ass cheeks.

		Marcus liked unwrapping. Liked peeling away layers. Liked the visual of expensive lingerie on pale skin before he tore it off.

		I pulled on a green sundress over the lingerie. Simple. The fabric light and flowing. The dress hid what was underneath but I knew. Felt the lace against my sensitive skin. The reminder of what I was dressed for.

		Tom wore jeans and a button down shirt. Nice jeans. The kind you'd wear to dinner. His hands were steady while he tucked in the shirt. Playing his role.

		James pulled up at two thirty. Right on time. The white Toyota gleamed in the afternoon sun. He stepped out. His tall frame unfolded from the driver's seat. Dark jeans hugged his powerful thighs. A black polo shirt stretched across his broad chest. His dark eyes found mine through the gate.

		Tom opened the back door. Climbed in. I opened the front passenger door. Slid onto the seat beside James. The leather was hot under my bare thighs.

		"Norfolk Hotel," Tom said from the back. His voice casual. Easy. "Meeting someone for an early dinner."

		"No problem." James started the engine. Pulled out onto the road.

		The drive passed in comfortable conversation. James told us about his week. A new client. Traffic getting worse downtown. His sister visiting from Kisumu next month. Tom asked questions. Engaged. Normal. Like we were just heading to a business dinner.

		My hand stayed in my lap. Proper. No teasing. No touching James's thigh. Playing the part of a wife going to dinner with her husband.

		But my pussy was already wet. The black lace panties soaked through. My fat nipples hard against the lace bra. My body knew what was coming even if James didn't.

		Traffic was light. We made good time. The Norfolk Hotel appeared ahead. Colonial elegance against the Nairobi skyline.

		James pulled into the circular drive. Stopped near the entrance.

		"What time should I pick you up?"

		Tom leaned forward between the seats.

		"We'll text you. Probably a couple hours."

		"No problem. I'll get some food nearby. Just call when you're ready."

		We climbed out. Tom came around to my side. His hand found the small of my back. Casual. Husbandly. We walked toward the entrance together. James pulled away behind us. The white Toyota disappearing into traffic.

		The lobby was cool. Marble floors. High ceilings. Soft music played from hidden speakers. Guests moved through the space. The restaurant sat to the right. The bar to the left. The elevator bank straight ahead.

		We walked past the restaurant. Past the bar. Straight to the elevators. No pretense now. No dinner. Just what we came for.

		Tom pressed the call button. The elevator dinged immediately. Doors slid open. Empty.

		We stepped inside together. The doors closed. Sealed us in the small space.

		Tom turned to me. His hands cupped my face. Pulled me close. His mouth found mine. The kiss was deep. Hungry. His tongue slid against mine. Claimed me before letting me go to another man.

		When he pulled back his pale eyes were dark. Glazed with arousal.

		"Take your time."

		My breathing was heavy. My pussy throbbing.

		"You'll wait?"

		"As long as you need."

		"He's going to fuck me hard."

		"I know."

		"It might be over an hour."

		"I don't care." His thumb traced my bottom lip. "I'll be at the bar. I'll wait until you're done. Until he's finished with you."

		The elevator climbed. Second floor. Third.

		"I love you," I said.

		"I love you too."

		Fourth floor. The elevator slowed. Stopped. The doors started opening.

		Tom kissed me again. Quick. Hard. His hand squeezed my round ass through the green sundress.

		"Go get fucked."

		I stepped out into the hallway. Turned back. Looked at him. His pale face flushed. His cock hard against his nice jeans. His hand reaching for the lobby button.

		"Text me when you're done," he said.

		The doors closed. He disappeared.

		I was alone in the hallway. My heavy tits rising and falling under the black lace and green dress. My wet pussy aching. Room 412 waited halfway down on the right.

		I walked toward it. Each step deliberate. My hips swaying. My strong thighs carrying me to what I wanted.

		Marcus was behind that door. His white cock hard. His rough hands ready. His mouth eager to mark my pale skin.

		I reached the door. Knocked twice.

		Heard footsteps. The lock turning.

		The door opened.

		Marcus smiled. Predatory and hungry.

		"Come in, Rachel."

		I stepped inside. The door closed behind me. The lock clicked.

		Tom was downstairs ordering his first drink.

		And I was exactly where I wanted to be.

		Marcus slammed the door shut. His mouth crashed against mine. Teeth clashed. His tongue forced past my lips. I tasted whiskey and mint. His hands found the zipper of my green sundress. Yanked it down. The metal teeth rasped loud in the quiet room.

		He shoved the fabric off my shoulders. Pulled rough. The dress bunched at my waist. He pushed it down my hips. It pooled at my feet. My sandals stepped out of it.

		My heavy tits strained against the black lace bra. The cups barely contained them. My fat nipples pressed hard through the sheer fabric. The matching panties hugged my round ass. A thin strap disappeared between my pale cheeks.

		Marcus gripped both bra cups. Tore them outward. The straps snapped. Elastic popped. Hooks broke. My heavy tits spilled free. Bounced. The ruined lace fell to the carpet.

		"You dressed like a slut for me."

		His breath was hot on my neck. His fingers hooked my black lace panties. Pulled sideways. Ripped. Threads popped. The delicate fabric tore apart. Cool air hit my wet pussy.

		I stood naked except for my sandals. My pale skin prickled with goosebumps. His rough hands grabbed my waist. Spun me. Shoved me face first against the wall.

		The cool wallpaper pressed my heavy tits flat. My fat nipples scraped the textured surface. His hard cock ground against my round ass through his slacks. Hot. Thick. Ready.

		His zipper buzzed down. Belt buckle clinked metal on metal. Fabric rustled. His slacks dropped. His boxers shoved aside.

		His cockhead nudged between my pussy lips. Slid up. Down. Coated himself in my wetness. My thighs trembled.

		"Fucking soaked. Husband downstairs knows you're a cheating bitch up here?"

		"Yes."

		Marcus thrust. His cock speared deep. Stretched my walls. Filled me completely. His balls slapped against my swollen clit.

		My pussy squelched around his shaft. Juice leaked down my inner thighs. His hand fisted my blonde hair. Yanked my head back. My neck strained. My throat stretched. Exposed.

		"Take it. Every inch while he sips his drink."

		He started pounding. Fast. Hard. The wall shook with each impact. My heavy tits flattened against the wallpaper. My fat nipples dragged across the rough surface with each thrust.

		Sweat beaded on his pale chest. Dripped hot between my shoulder blades. Mixed with my own dampness. The smell of salt and sex rose sharp in the air.

		"Pussy gripping so tight. Hungry for cock. Bet your husband's tiny compared to this."

		"Yes. Smaller."

		He laughed. Low. Rough. His hips snapped harder. His cock bottomed out. Hit my cervix. The ache bloomed deep in my belly.

		"Unnh."

		"Like that? Bruising your womb?"

		"Yes. Harder."

		His hand cracked across my round ass. The sound sharp. My pale skin burned where his palm landed. A handprint bloomed red. My pussy clenched around his thrusting shaft.

		He spanked me again. And again. And again. Each slap harder. My ass stung. Throbbed. Heated.

		His rhythm built. His cock pistoned relentlessly. My juices ran down my pale thighs. Dripped onto my sandal straps.

		"You're dripping everywhere. Filthy wife. Spreading legs in hotel rooms."

		"Yes. Fuck. Use my married hole."

		His free hand found my heavy tit. Mauled the soft flesh. His fingers sank deep. Squeezed. Pinched my fat nipple. Twisted.

		Pain sparked through me. Shot straight to my swollen clit. The empty air brushed it with each brutal thrust.

		"Scream it. What are you?"

		"Cheating slut wife."

		"Louder."

		"Cheating slut wife. Getting railed while Tom waits."

		"Good girl."

		He pulled out suddenly. His wet cock slapped against my red ass. He spun me around. Face to face. His blue eyes were wild. Feral. Sweat slicked his pale forehead. Ran down his temples.

		"Bed."

		My legs wobbled. I stumbled backward. My heels dug into the carpet. My heavy tits jiggled with each unsteady step.

		Marcus grabbed my waist with both hands. Lifted me. Threw me onto the bed. My back hit the mattress hard. The springs groaned beneath me. My strong thighs fell open. My pussy gaped. Wet. Swollen. Ready.

		He climbed over me. His knee shoved my thigh wider. His cock lined up with my entrance. Slammed in balls deep.

		"Ahh!"

		The mattress dipped under his weight. The headboard hit the wall. A steady rhythm started.

		Thud. Thud. Thud.

		His pale hands pinned my wrists above my head. His fingers dug into my bones. Bruised them. His cock hammered into me. My walls fluttered around him. Gripped him. Released. Gripped again.

		"Look at those tits bouncing. Made for fucking."

		My heavy tits slapped together with each thrust. The pale flesh reddened. Sweat flew off my fat nipples. Droplets hit his chest. His face.

		He reached down with one hand. Kept the other pinning my wrists. His fingers found my clit. Mashed it. Rubbed rough circles. Pressure built low in my belly. Coiled tight. Wound tighter.

		"Hubby ever fuck you this rough?"

		"No."

		"Poor bastard. Leaves his whore upstairs for real men."

		"Yes. Real cock. Unnh. Yours."

		His pace turned brutal. The bed frame rattled. The springs squeaked protest. The headboard banged faster.

		Sweat poured from both of us. Dripped from his nose onto my fat nipple. Ran in rivulets between my heavy tits. Pooled in my navel.

		My pussy farted air around his pistoning cock. Wet suction sounds filled the room. Obscene. Raw. My cum frothed white at the base of his shaft.

		"Gonna squirt? Make a mess on these hotel sheets?"

		"Close. Fuck. Pinch it."

		His thumbnail dug under my clit hood. Scraped the swollen nub. Fire exploded through my body.

		My orgasm ripped through me. My pussy spasmed violent around his cock. My walls milked him. Fluids gushed. Soaked his balls. The sheets darkened beneath my ass.

		"Sss! Yes! Hnnng!"

		My body bucked. My thighs quivered. My toes curled in my sandals. My vision blurred. White spots danced.

		He powered through my orgasm. His cock churned my spasming pussy. Prolonged the waves. His fingers ground my clit merciless.

		"Keep coming. Soak me. Drown my cock."

		My gasps came ragged. My muscles twitched. Aftershocks pulsed through my core.

		He released my wrists. My hands clawed the sheets. Gripped. He flipped me rough. Shoved me onto my belly. Yanked my round ass high in the air.

		My knees ground into the mattress. My face mashed into the pillow. Cotton muffled my moans.

		His hands spread my ass cheeks wide. Cool air kissed my gaping pussy. His cum leaked from me. A slow string down my thigh.

		His cock found my hole. Rammed home.

		The angle drove deeper. His cockhead battered my cervix. The bulge pressed against my bladder. Full. Aching. Perfect.

		"Fuck this fat ass. Perfect for pounding."

		His palms spanked my cheeks. Alternating. Left. Right. Left. Right. My skin blazed crimson. Fresh handprints overlapped old ones.

		The sting throbbed with each new slap. My pussy fluttered in response. Clenched his thrusting cock.

		His hand fisted my blonde hair again. Yanked my head back. My spine bowed. My mouth ripped away from the pillow.

		The headboard hit the wall faster. Furious rhythm.

		"Feel that? Destroying married pussy."

		"Yes. Ruin it. Unnh. Breed me."

		His balls tightened against my clit with each forward thrust. His shaft swelled thicker. Veins dragged against my walls. Every ridge felt.

		"Gonna flood you. Pump you full while your cuck waits."

		"Yes. Fill me. Give it all."

		He growled low in his throat. His hips stuttered. Lost rhythm. He buried himself to the hilt. His cock erupted.

		Hot jets blasted my cervix. Pulse after pulse. So much it overflowed. Bubbled out around his shaft. Coated his balls. Dripped onto the sheets.

		"Nngh! Fuck! Take every drop!"

		Small jerks. His cock twitched. Milked dry. His balls emptied completely. His shaft softened inside me but stayed buried.

		He collapsed half on my back. His weight pinned me to the mattress. His breath panted hot against my ear.

		Sweat pooled in the small of my back. His cum oozed from my pussy. A warm trickle ran down my ass crack.

		He rolled off me. His cock plopped free. The wet sound loud. A final dribble of white leaked from his tip.

		He stood. His legs shaky. Walked to the bathroom. Water ran. He came back with a damp towel. Handed it to me.

		"Wipe up."

		I sat on the edge of the bed. Wiped my thighs. My pussy lips. Left his cum inside me. The sticky feeling lingered. Warm. Full.

		Marcus pulled on his boxers. His slacks. Grabbed a spare shirt from his suitcase. Buttoned it slowly. Calm now. Composed.

		"Next month."

		"Text me."

		He leaned down. Kissed my forehead. Soft. A contrast to the brutal fucking. He grabbed his wallet and keys. Sat in the chair by the window. Pulled out his phone. Started scrolling.

		I stood slowly. Found my green sundress. Pulled it on. The zipper stuck halfway. The fabric hung crooked. My ruined bra stayed on the floor. My shredded panties went in the trash bin. My fat nipples poked through the thin dress fabric. His cum trickled down my inner thigh. I left it.

		I looked in the mirror. Bite marks purpled my neck. Red handprints covered my ass cheeks. My blonde hair was snarled from his fist. My lips were bruised and swollen.

		Freshly wrecked.

		My phone buzzed on the nightstand. Tom's name flashed.

		"You okay? Hour twenty."

		I smiled. Typed back.

		"Done. Filled me deep. Down now."

		I walked to the door. Opened it. The hallway was empty. Cool. Quiet. The elevator waited at the end.

		The ride down was silent. The doors closed with a soft click. The descent hummed. Marcus's cum sloshed with each step. My thighs were slick. Cooling.

		The elevator dinged. Lobby level. The doors parted.

		Tom stood near the bar. Empty glasses lined the counter beside him. His eyes were glassy. Unfocused. He took a step forward. Stumbled slightly.

		Perfect.

		Tom stood swaying beside the bar. Four empty glasses sat lined up on the polished wood. His pale face was flushed. His eyes glassy. Unfocused. He saw me. Tried to straighten. Failed.

		"Rachel."

		His voice came out thick. Slurred slightly. He took a step toward me. Stumbled. Caught himself on a leather chair.

		I walked to him. My sandals clicked across the marble floor. The green sundress fabric brushed my bare pussy. My heavy tits swayed free under the thin cotton. My fat nipples rubbed the material.

		Tom's eyes tracked down my body. Lingered on my tits. On the crooked zipper. On my mussed hair. His hand reached out. Found my waist. Steadied himself.

		"You okay?"

		"I'm perfect." I leaned close. Let him smell Marcus on my skin. Sex and expensive cologne and male sweat. "He fucked me hard."

		Tom's breathing changed. Got heavier. His cock swelled in his jeans. I felt it press against my hip.

		"How hard?"

		"So hard. Against the wall first. Then threw me on the bed."

		His fingers tightened on my waist. His other hand moved to his crotch. Adjusted himself. His wedding ring caught the lobby light.

		"Did he..."

		"Filled me. Deep. So much."

		Tom groaned. Swayed again. I steadied him.

		"We should go. James is waiting."

		We walked through the lobby together. Tom's arm around my shoulders for balance. My arm around his waist. Supporting him. His feet shuffled. Uncoordinated. The whiskey had hit him hard.

		The evening air was warm when we stepped outside. The sun had set while I was upstairs getting fucked. Nairobi dusk settled purple and gold. Traffic sounds filtered through the manicured gardens.

		James's white Toyota sat in the parking lot. Third row back. He leaned against the driver's door. His tall frame relaxed. His dark arms crossed over his broad chest. His eyes found us immediately. Tracked our approach.

		His expression shifted. He saw Tom stumbling. Saw me disheveled. My crooked dress. My bare feet in sandals. My swollen lips. The bite marks on my neck visible even in the fading light.

		Understanding flooded his dark face. His jaw tightened. His thick arms uncrossed. His hands clenched once. Released.

		He said nothing. Just opened the back door for Tom. Helped him climb in. Tom collapsed across the seat. His head lolled back against the leather.

		James opened my door. I slid into the front passenger seat. The leather was still warm from the afternoon sun. My bare ass pressed against it.

		James closed my door. Walked around. Climbed into the driver's seat. Started the engine. His dark hands gripped the steering wheel. Knuckles tight.

		He pulled out of the parking lot. Merged into evening traffic. Matatus honked. Motorcycles weaved. The city moved around us in its chaotic rhythm.

		"Good dinner?" His voice was carefully neutral.

		I turned in my seat. Looked at him. His dark profile sharp against the window. His jaw still tight.

		"There was no dinner."

		His eyes flicked to me. Back to the road. His hands shifted on the wheel.

		"Marcus fucked me. In his hotel room. While Tom waited at the bar."

		The car swerved slightly. James corrected. His breathing changed. Got heavier.

		"Tom knew?"

		"He wanted to come. Wanted to wait for me while another man used his wife."

		James's thick cock stirred in his jeans. I saw the movement. The bulge growing. Straining against the denim.

		From the back seat Tom made a sound. Not quite a word. I looked back. His eyes were half closed. His hand rested on his crotch. Rubbing slow circles through his jeans.

		"Tell me." Tom's voice was thick. Drunk. Slurred. "What did he do?"

		I turned back to face forward. Watched the road. The streetlights flickering to life.

		"Ripped my clothes off. Threw me against the wall. Fucked me standing up."

		Tom groaned. His hand moved faster on his cock.

		"Then?"

		"Threw me on the bed. Pounded me. Spanked my ass until it burned. Called me a cheating whore."

		James's cock was fully hard now. The thick bulge obvious. His dark hands gripped the steering wheel so tight his knuckles paled.

		"What else?" Tom's breathing was ragged in the back seat.

		"He made me scream it. Made me say I was a cheating slut wife getting railed while you waited."

		"Fuck." Tom's zipper buzzed down. Fabric rustled. His hand wrapped around his cock. Started stroking.

		I looked at James. His dark eyes flicked to the rearview mirror. Saw Tom jerking off in the back seat. His jaw clenched harder.

		"The white cock felt different." I kept my voice steady. Matter of fact. "After weeks of thick black cock stretching me. Marcus felt smaller."

		James's breathing stopped. Started again. Faster.

		"He pounded me hard trying to make up for it. Brutal. But I could tell the difference."

		Tom moaned from the back seat. His hand moved faster. Slick sounds of skin on skin.

		"I missed the stretch. The thickness. The way black cock fills me completely."

		James's cock throbbed against his jeans. His hand moved like he wanted to adjust himself. Stopped. Stayed gripping the wheel.

		"White cock just doesn't compare anymore."

		"Rachel." James's voice came out rough. Strained. A warning maybe. Or a plea.

		"It's true. You know it. Tom knows it. I prefer black cock now."

		Tom came in the back seat. His groan loud. Strangled. His hand still moving. Milking himself. He collapsed back breathing hard.

		We drove in silence after that. James's dark knuckles white on the wheel. His thick cock still hard in his jeans. Tom passed out in the back. Snoring softly.

		The villa appeared ahead. White walls. Red tile roof. The gate stood closed. James slowed. Pulled into the driveway. Stopped.

		He killed the engine. Silence dropped over us. Heavy. Charged. Outside cicadas sang. Night sounds of the garden.

		I reached for my door handle. James's hand shot out. Caught my wrist. His dark fingers wrapped my pale skin. Warm. Firm.

		"Wait."

		I looked at him. His dark eyes were intense. Heated. His jaw still tight.

		"I can't let the last thing you get today be from a foreigner and a white guy."

		My pussy clenched. Fresh wetness flooded.

		"James."

		"No." His grip tightened on my wrist. "You need proper African cock to finish your night. Kenyan seed."

		From the back seat Tom stirred. His eyes cracked open. Glassy. Confused.

		"Wha?"

		"I'm taking your wife inside. To your bedroom. And I'm going to fuck her properly."

		Tom blinked. Processing slowly through the whiskey fog. His mouth opened. Closed. No words came.

		"You can watch if you want. But you don't get a say."

		Tom's cock stirred in his open jeans. Still soft. Whiskey dick. But trying. He nodded. Slow. Sloppy.

		"'Kay."

		James released my wrist. Climbed out. Came around. Opened my door. Held out his hand. I took it. His dark palm engulfed my pale fingers. Pulled me up. Out of the car.

		He walked me to the front door. His hand on the small of my back. Possessive. Tom stumbled out of the back seat. Followed. Unsteady. Grabbed the doorframe for balance.

		Inside the villa was dark. Cool. I flicked on lights. The living room. The hallway. James walked me straight to the bedroom. His hand never left my back. Guiding. Claiming.

		Tom shuffled behind us. His feet dragging. His breathing heavy.

		The bedroom door stood open. I walked through. James followed. Tom leaned against the doorframe. Watching.

		James spun me around. His mouth found mine. The kiss was different than Marcus. Slower. Deeper. His tongue explored. Tasted. His dark hands cupped my face. Gentle despite the hunger.

		He pulled back. His dark eyes searched mine.

		"Seeing you walk out of that hotel. Freshly fucked. Marked. That's all I could think about on the drive home."

		"What were you thinking?"

		"That I needed to fuck you. Replace his seed with mine. Make you forget his white cock ever touched you."

		"Then do it."

		His hands found the crooked zipper of my green dress. Pulled it down the rest of the way. The fabric fell. Pooled at my feet. I stood naked.

		James stripped fast. His black polo shirt hit the floor. His dark jeans. His boxers. His thick cock sprang free. Hard. Ready. Dark and veiny and massive.

		So much thicker than Marcus. The visual hit me. This was what I'd been missing. What my pussy craved.

		"Bed."

		I climbed on. The familiar sheets. The mattress Tom and I shared every night. James climbed over me. His dark body over my pale one. The contrast sharp in the bedroom light.

		Tom moved to the chair in the corner. Sat heavily. His hand went to his cock. Still soft. Too drunk. He rubbed it anyway. Trying.

		James's thick cockhead pressed my wet entrance. Pushed. My pussy lips stretched. Opened. Accepted his massive girth.

		The stretch returned. The fullness. The perfect ache of being split wide by thick black cock.

		"Ohh. Yes."

		He sank deeper. Inch by thick inch. His ridged shaft spreading my walls. Filling places Marcus hadn't reached. Touching everything.

		He bottomed out. His heavy balls pressed my ass. His dark pelvis against my pale one.

		"So tight. Even after the white boy fucked you."

		"He didn't stretch me like you do."

		James groaned. Started moving. Long slow strokes. Pulling almost all the way out. His thick shaft glistening. Then pushing back in. Deep. Filling me completely.

		My heavy tits bounced with each thrust. My fat nipples ached. His dark hands cupped them. Squeezed. His thumbs rubbed my stiff peaks.

		"This pussy was made for black cock."

		"Yes. Fuck yes."

		His pace increased. Faster. Harder. The bed frame creaked. The mattress dipped with his weight. His powerful body worked over mine. Dark skin against pale. The visual perfect.

		From the corner Tom watched. His hand still rubbing his soft cock. His pale face flushed. His eyes glazed. Aroused but unable to perform.

		"Look at your husband. Can't even get hard watching me fuck his wife."

		I looked. Tom's hand moved desperately. His cock stayed soft. Useless. The whiskey won.

		"Poor cuck. Too drunk to even jerk off properly."

		Tom stood suddenly. Stumbled. Caught himself on the chair arm.

		"Need... drink."

		He shuffled toward the door. His words slurred together. His feet uncoordinated. He disappeared into the hallway. His footsteps faded toward the kitchen.

		James laughed. Low. Dark. His thick cock never stopped pounding.

		"Left alone with his wife's bull. In his own bed."

		"Mmm. Fuck me harder."

		He did. His hips snapped forward. His thick cock hammering deep. My pussy squelched around him. Wet. Stretched. Perfect.

		His mouth found my neck. Sucked where Marcus had marked me. Bit harder. Claiming the same spots. Marking over the white man's claim with his own.

		My orgasm built. Fast. Intense. The contrast between Marcus's white cock and James's thick black shaft too much. My pussy throbbed.

		"Gonna come. Your cock. So thick."

		"Come on it. Soak my black cock."

		His hand slid between us. Found my clit. Rubbed.

		I exploded. My pussy clamped down. Spasmed. My back arched. My heavy tits pressed his dark chest.

		"Yes! James! Fuck!"

		He powered through. His thick cock churning my spasming walls. Prolonging every wave. His fingers still working my clit.

		When I came down gasping he flipped me. Shoved me onto my stomach. Yanked my round ass high. Slammed back in from behind.

		Deeper. His thick cockhead battered my cervix. His heavy balls slapped my clit. The sounds filled our bedroom. Skin on skin. Wet squelching. My moans. His grunts.

		"Gonna fill you. Pump you full of African seed."

		"Yes. Do it. Breed me."

		His rhythm went erratic. His thick cock swelled. Pulsed. Hot release flooded my pussy. So much. More than Marcus. Hotter. Thicker.

		"Take it. Every drop."

		His hips jerked. Small thrusts. Emptying himself in my married pussy. In my marital bed. While my drunk husband wandered the house.

		He collapsed beside me. His dark arm pulled me close. His thick cock still buried inside me. Still twitching.

		We lay there breathing hard. Sweat cooling on our skin. Sleep pulled at me. Heavy. Irresistible. James's breathing slowed. Deepened. His arm stayed wrapped around me.

		I drifted off.

		Woke to darkness. The room was black. The clock read 3:47. James's dark body lay beside me. His thick arm still over my waist. His breathing deep. Steady.

		Tom wasn't there.

		I slipped out from under James's arm. Stood naked. The air was cool on my bare skin. My pussy throbbed. Sore. Used.

		I walked through the dark villa. My bare feet silent on the tile. The living room light was still on. Dim. Yellow.

		Tom sat slumped in the leather chair. His head lolled to one side. His mouth open. Snoring softly. An empty whiskey glass sat on the side table. He'd poured another drink. Passed out before finishing it.

		My husband. Drunk. Alone. While another man slept in our bed.

		I walked back to the bedroom. James hadn't moved. His dark body sprawled across the white sheets. One thick arm over his head. The other resting on his stomach.

		The moonlight through the window showed everything. His broad chest. His muscular arms. His thick cock soft against his thigh. Beautiful. Dark. Perfect.

		I climbed onto the bed. Crawled between his spread legs. My heavy tits hung down. Swayed. My blonde hair fell forward.

		His cock lay heavy. Soft. Resting after fucking me unconscious. I wrapped my pale hand around the thick shaft. Felt the weight. The heat.

		I leaned down. Licked the tip. Tasted salt and musk mixed.

		I took the soft head in my mouth. Sucked gently. My tongue swirled. Traced the ridge. His cock stirred. Twitched. Started swelling.

		I sucked more. Took him deeper. My hand stroked what my mouth couldn't reach. He grew in my mouth. Hardened. Thickened. Lengthened.

		James groaned. His hips shifted. His dark hand moved to my blonde hair. Fisted it gently.

		"Rachel?"

		I pulled off. Looked up. His dark eyes were open. Sleepy. Confused. Focusing.

		"Where's Tom?"

		"Passed out in the living room."

		Understanding flooded his face. His thick cock pulsed in my hand. Fully hard now.

		He smiled. Slow. Predatory.

		"Seems we got the whole night to ourselves."
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