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Abigail felt the little droplets of sweat that had somehow found their way into her sandals terribly annoying as she wiggled her toes. The heat in the central terminal of Kigali International Airport could make a sauna seem frigid. Sweat trickled down her back and all along her legs. Her clothing felt like a second skin, clinging to her damp body like a lover. Abigail was so hot she almost wanted to cry.

She swiveled her head this way and that, sending her curls flying about as she glanced around at the busy hall, looking for her husband. Had he made it through immigration? Ah! There was the tall, thin figure of her husband, looking around like a lost puppy. She smiled. Adam was such a sweetheart, so unassuming and soft-spoken that people often missed his cleverness and intelligence. A very endearing klutz. But her klutz all the same!

"I can't believe the weight,” Adam huffed as he struggled to lift one of the big suitcases from the baggage belt. The bag almost seemed to win out for a moment, and Adam teetered on the brink of tipping over. But finally, he got the better of it.

"My dear, darling husband," Abigail whispered with a loving smile as she gracefully reached to assist him in handling the large suitcase. The idea for this safari journey was all hers. Her heart swelled with adoration for him and his willingness to indulge her every desire despite his apparent reluctance.

"My beautiful wife," Adam whispered, his gaze meeting hers tenderly. He wrapped his arms around her slim waist and drew her close, not wanting to let go. He leaned down and kissed her forehead softly, inhaling the perfume of her hair. Abigail blushed in response and nestled close to him, suddenly filled with pent-up arousal. Before she could say anything, Adam's lips were on hers hungrily, and the two of them were entwined in a passionate embrace in the middle of the bustling airport. Surrounded by travelers and airport personnel, they lost themselves in each other.

It had always been that way since they met in high school. They had hit it off friendship-wise right from the first time they had met in science class.

When Adam stunned the group Abigail was in with his knowledge of the assignment, something about his big glasses and clueless nature had endeared him to the lithe blonde athlete, something the other boys could never understand and were always making fun of. Maybe a latent maternal instinct made Abigail want to protect the tall, gentle geek.

And now, here they were. Adam smiled in contentment. He had never expected their friendship to last this long.

On a honeymoon.

Together!

Adam wondered if Abigail knew how much he would go to the end of the world just to be with her. All this talk of honeymooning together and maybe even making a baby! It felt like the world was spinning faster and faster around him. And every night, he prayed he would be able to measure up to his young wife's obvious expectations.

Suddenly, a gruff voice broke the silence, brusquely breaking the spell. Startled, Abigail and Adam quickly straightened their clothes and looked up to see the stern figure of a man standing over them. He wore a khaki-colored uniform with a wide-brimmed hat. He had a no-nonsense expression on his face.

"Ibrahim. I'm here to be your guide," he announced in an irritated tone. "You must be Abigail and Adam Renton. It's time to go."

Looking up at the mountain of a man that was Ibrahim, Abigail could tell he was clearly not the type who would take nonsense from anyone—least of all from a couple of Western newlyweds on vacation. "Yes, of course. Please, let's go," the young woman's voice had gained an octave as she tried to placate the older man.

For his part, her young husband's features seemed to have turned blank, and his body shrank as if in submission. His entire demeanor shifted, and Adam seemed to accept the interruption without a word of protest.

Was he afraid of Ibrahim? The realization rippled through young Abigail's body. She was mortified to realize a trickle of wetness had somehow made its way into her panties. She blushed furiously; she could feel the heat radiating off her face. She was deeply ashamed of her body's response.

Why am I like this? Abigail wracked her brain to the familiar litany that had accompanied her adolescence. She had been raised in a strict Christian home in a conservative rural community. Yet, her body had somehow apparently been that of a wanton woman all this time.

A virgin on her wedding night. Not a hint of any sexual education or knowledge until Adam.

The realization that this huge man was now in charge of what she and Adam did, where they went, and how they spent her time in this strange country wrapped her in a strange, unusual thrill.

Abigail felt her entire body tingle as the tall guide loaded their suitcases onto a large waiting car. Her imagination went wild. Had she perhaps just discovered a very nasty kink? Could it be possible? Abigail bit her lip and shifted her sandal-clad foot, feeling a stab of arousal make its way through her lower body.

Abigail suddenly found herself blushing as she realized she was in a tiny skirt and a skimpy top. Abigail tried not to think about it.

The three of them climbed into the car. She was now a married woman, and had to look to her new husband and to please him in any way he wanted.

And there was no doubt he wanted her. Their wedding night had been more than a revelation. Adam's ardent kisses and passion had awoken the sleeping volcano within Abigail.

Even now, the couple's honeymoon was filled with stolen moments of passion, urgent and raw. Abigail blushed to remember her first time ever trying a new sexual position, her husband's stiff cock thrusting into her tight virgin center.

Abigail had been more than surprised at her own response, her body betraying her. Having never had any sexual education, even from her own mother, in this day and age, she still could well understand what had happened to her. Adam had deflowered her. Taken her virginity.

Abigail blushed, remembering the first time she had ever reached orgasm. She had no idea what was happening to her. It was as if her body had a mind of its own.

Her mother had told her that sex was a duty, something she ought to avoid until marriage. Ugh!

This entire trip was quite a bit more frustrating and less fun than she had initially imagined it. The couple had planned it together, and it was supposed to be their long-awaited honeymoon.

Since the day they first met, Adam and Abigail always did everything together. It had always been that way since high school, and Adam’s parents had moved into the house next door.

She had booked Rwanda because of the good deals and pristine nature they had read about in the brochures. The glowing recommendation from one of their work colleagues who had come here with her husband on safari had been the real clincher.

It was a big country, one of the biggest in Africa by territory and most diverse. It had a hot equatorial climate and was home to several active volcanoes. It was the ancestral home of many ancient tribes and ethnicities, rich in culture and legends.

"I can't believe how nobody seems to mind the heat!" Abigail tried to wipe the sweat, but more poured down her brow.

“Adam!” Abigail rushed to help her scrawny husband, who was grappling with yet another suitcase and seemed sure to lose the battle this time.

At that moment, the mass of Ibrahim reached them both, grabbed the suitcase, and steadied Adam without missing a beat.

"Please permit me. I'm your guide, after all, huh." The man spoke with a deep, heavily accented voice. Abigail grinned up at him, happy to finally have some much-needed help in this foreign place.
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It was obvious you didn't want to mess with Ibrahim. He was older, in his late forties, broad-shouldered and barrel-chested, with a mop of unruly black hair. He had worked with the World Health Organization during the genocide. He had kept most of his family safe during the violence.

For this trip, Ibrahim was scheduled to take the young newlyweds on an extended excursion to visit the wilder areas of Rwanda. This had been loosely spelled out in the agreement with their travel agent and the Guide service in Kigali. So, over the next few days, they drove to the Mukungwa River and made camp.

Ibrahim entertained Abigail and Adam with stories from his childhood. Back then, the tribe had been much wilder and less exposed to Western ways. He knew tourists found his stories entertaining. Ibrahim told them how he and his friends had once tried to kill a leopard but only managed to knock it unconscious. The leopard was still alive when they left but recovered and escaped after some time. He told them he had once been on a safari hunt, and his group had seen a pride of lions. The guide told the group to stay where they were, and he went to get his gun. But on the way to the car, he tripped and fell, and when he looked back, the lions were gone. The story was exciting, and the tourists seemed to enjoy it.

In the morning, they broke camp and and having left the SUV behind headed out across a small valley, then into a large forest. They were all in high spirits. After a while, they came to a small water hole, where they stopped to refill their canteens and stretch their legs. Ibrahim went to gather their drinks, and the newlyweds went to the water's edge to bathe. The guide sat under a tree and watched Adam and Abigail bashfully shed their clothes.

Adam couldn't resist taking a picture of his beautiful naked wife with his phone as she approached the water.

Ibrahim grinned and nodded in encouragement as he watched the vision of the young tourist's wife play about naked and unashamed in front of him. His cock leaped to life the minute she pulled off her T-shirt, and he laid eyes on this petite American woman.

Abigail was short and small. She had a compact body and was fit with shapely thighs and tight calves. It was easy to see her innate athleticism. Her waist was still girlish and impossibly tiny. Ibrahim had a suspicion it wouldn't stay that way for long. As she giggled this way and that, he couldn’t stop staring at her petite but perfectly formed conical breasts, which sat high and bounced on her tiny frame.

Ibrahim reached for his crotch as he puffed on his joint. He watched and wondered about the girl and how she had to know the pronounced effect she was having on him. He laughed at her husband's tiny penis, which despite being excited, still didn't even come close to what was considered an acceptable male appendage in his culture.

Abigail suddenly slipped and fell into the mud. She didn't seem to be hurt, and she laughed.

Adam grinned, took more photos, and leered at her in a silly, exaggerated way. Abigail broke out in peels of giggles. Then she slipped again, and Adam jumped on top of her and began tickling her. She squirmed, laughed, and begged him to stop, and he tickled her harder.

"I love you, honey!" he said.

Abigail was laughing so hard she was gasping for air.

"I love you too!" she squealed. "Love you! Aaaah!"

Adam tickled her some more, pulling her to her feet. They looked into each other's eyes and kissed. Holding hands, they carefully stepped deeper into the water.

"This is the first day of the rest of our lives," Adam said.

"Absolutely," Abigail kissed him again.

Ibrahim had his hands unabashedly on his crotch as he watched the newlyweds frolic. Abigail looked up and saw him watching. She hesitated for a moment.

Ibrahim stared back at her, feeling a familiar pang of lust. Then he said something to himself in his language, caught the young white girl's eye, and winked. Abigail watched, transfixed, as he unzipped his pants and began stroking his stiff black manhood.

For a moment, Abigail looked shocked. Then she laughed. “Oh my god! It's huge!” Adam glanced over at Ibrahim and immediately glanced back at his wife, blushing violently. She kissed him as she reached down to caress his penis.

“Oh my God,” the young wife whispered into the kiss, almost forgetting herself completely. “Yours is so much tinier!” Adam opened his mouth to protest, but she slid her hand into the waist-high water and gently but firmly began stroking his manhood. Her husband groaned.

Nobody seemed to notice the movement behind Abigail and Adam as they played in the waterhole.

A shadow.

A lioness.
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The big cat crept slowly toward the couple behind the cover of a small tree. It was a large female, and she was about to leap out and pounce.

Ibrahim jumped to his feet, reaching for his holstered revolver, "Lion!"

Abigail and Adam turned to see the enormous beast bearing down on them. Both screamed and splashed frantically, desperately trying to get to the bank.

The lioness roared and pounced on Adam!

Adam's screams were cut off as the fangs of the lioness sank into his flesh. The pain of the lioness's teeth was like nothing he had ever experienced before.

Ibrahim pulled his gun and blasted a single shot into the air.

The lioness turned and fled.

Adam had a cut on his back and was bleeding. But the big cat didn't have time to sink its teeth too deep and sever essential arteries.

Abigail and Adam climbed up the bank of the watering hole and stood dripping wet, arm-in-arm, and shivering with adrenaline and shock from the attack.

Adam's shoulder was covered in blood.

After first making sure that the lioness was gone, at least for now, the giant African guide helped Adam to lie in the shade of a tree and looked at his wounds.

Finally, Ibrahim looked up and smiled. Abigail breathed a sigh of relief.

“He'll mend,” he said in his accented English. “But the young man needs lots of rest. We need to find a specific herb that will help his wound heal. I will look in the forest, but your husband is in no shape to walk back to the city or the main road. Sorry.”

“Oh, dear! How long?” Abigail was worried the beast might return to attack them again.

“At least not for the next two or three days. He has lost a lot of blood, and we don’t have antibiotics for the wound.”

“Can we call a helicopter?”

The guide suppressed a chuckle. “Only people who would show up or answer a radio here, unfortunately, are smugglers and bandits, miss. We don't want to call out on the radio for help, and we will end up in a worse situation than merely a lioness. Also, do you have money to pay helicopter? That's what I thought. It cost more than your trip to Africa for both of you. Much more. Inhospitable terrain,” the man waved his arm about, indicating the jungle canopy.

Abigail nodded. He was right. Of course. She decided to keep quiet and do her best to help Adam recover. Suddenly Abigail felt very much out of her depth and unprepared.

“We make camp here. We have fresh water and a gun, and we'll keep an eye out for the lion. You will change his bandages.”

Abigail nodded again and wanted to jump with joy that Adam had survived. She simply couldn't picture the alternative.

The guide wrapped gauze around the cut on his back. Adam's bleeding eventually stopped, but he was shaking like a leaf.

Abigail and Adam sat near the watering hole, hugging each other. Abigail took Adam's hand and squeezed it. Tears were pouring down her cheeks. She had never felt so afraid of anything. The adrenaline was still pumping through her veins, and a faint headache started to form.

Ibrahim looked around and shook his head, "This is crazy! I can't believe it did that!"

He stood, went into the water, retrieved their clothes, and gave them to Abigail. They were soaking wet from when they had tumbled when the lion had attacked.

Abigail had forgotten entirely about her clothes and that she was still naked from frolicking about in the water hole with Adam. “It will take a little bit for them to dry. In the meantime, why don't we make a fire?” Ibrahim helpfully suggested.

Ibrahim put his arm around Abigail and hugged her.

Abigail was uncomfortable and shocked, not by the guide's touch, but at the sudden realization that she was being hugged naked by their guide with her injured husband lying just feet away.

She was stunned at her wild feelings, yet she felt strangely good with the big man hugging her close to him. It seemed that being naked wasn't actually so bad at all.

Ibrahim let go of Abigail and continued, “Be safe. There are more animals in this jungle than lions, but we saw only one lioness. Sorry for the trouble.”

Abigail hugged Ibrahim closer and decided not to worry for a moment about decency. She wanted to show her thanks for his presence of mind, paying attention to what was most important—her husband's well-being.

“Thank you so much."

The big African guide smiled back at her. “I can't believe it. Lions are not supposed to be in the valley down here,” he kept shaking his head. The guide emphasized that lions usually stayed way up to the north of where they were. It didn’t make sense. Something had to have scared the female here. Probably poachers or hunger. Either way, it was unfortunate for Adam and their planned vacation.

After a few minutes, Abigail calmed down and thanked the guide for saving their lives.

Ibrahim spent most of the afternoon analyzing the lioness' motive for attacking them.

He explained that it was unusual for lions to attack people. He apologized to the frazzled newlyweds. He said that he believed that sometimes the wild beasts followed instructions from the spirits of the underworld. It could be that the spirit of the land wanted to send the couple a message.

“That is the only way to make sense of it,” the big African man finally decided.

Ibrahim said they would need to change their plans and could not afford to repeat this close call.

Adam tried to argue against that idea. He said that he could walk, but nobody believed him, and even Abigail smiled thinly at his brave but silly attempt to keep up pretenses.

That evening they sat around the campfire and talked about what had happened.

Adam was almost feeling better after the specially prepared beer the guide had given him to drink. He seemed happy, and his spirits had recovered after the altercation with the lioness. It seemed like his shoulder wasn't bothering him much, and he appeared borderline drowsy.

"Go on, Ibrahim, tell us a story," Adam suggested. Ibrahim looked up.

"What kind of story would you like me to tell you, boy?" The giant African man had started calling Abigail's young husband 'boy.' Since no one corrected him, he stuck to it.

Only Ibrahim seemed to know this was derogatory in that part of Africa.

"Like, one of the stories you told us before. Something to lighten up the mood.

The giant African grinned. "Fine, boy."

Ibrahim launched into a story of when his grandfather had gone on a tribal hunt and rescued the chief from a stampeding elephant.

Abigail was impressed.

"Really!? Your grandfather rescued the chief?"

Ibrahim nodded sincerely, catching the girl's eye. "Yes, he did. My grandfather was quite the hunter and, even though not chief himself, was always included in the tribal council."

"Wow! It looks like rescuing people runs in your family,” Abigail smiled. “So what happened after that?"

"Well, it was customary back then for the chief to offer him his wife in gratitude."

Abigail's eyes widened. "Offer him his wife? I don't… Did they sleep together?" She asked quietly.

“Abigail! I can't believe it!” Adam gasped at his wife's question.

Ibrahim gave an embarrassed smile. "Yes. They did."

Abigail's eyes softened as she looked at him. "Sooo... they had sex?"

Adam's fever was rising, and he was feeling increasingly weak. His face was covered in sweat, and he threw his hands in helplessness.

Ibrahim nodded and grinned. "Many times. She had a son, and he's my father."

"Wow. So you are the chief’s grandson?"

"Correct."

“No way!”

Abigail blushed violently, and even in the twilight of the campfire, it was clear how impressed the young American wife was. She wasn't exactly sure why she was impressed or embarrassed for having that sort of feeling in the first place. Still, something about being in the presence of this man, clearly interested in her that way, caused her body to react subliminally.

It was evident to everyone that Abigail understood the implication of the story. No one had to say anything out loud after that, but the suggestion was there.

Evidently, according to the customs and traditions of this place, Abigail and her husband now owed their lives to the African guide who had been there to save them from the lioness. It seemed like ancient traditions required that she pay him back in sexual favors!
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Even though Ibrahim didn't speak good English, he could tell that Abigail was sexually inexperienced and very naïve. Adam, her husband, seemed the bookish type. Men like Adam probably did well in America. But here in Africa, the young bony pale man would probably end up as a manservant to the chief. Indeed not a full-fledged male member of their tribe.

Abigail watched the man stare and smile as he fed the fire. Without being sure why exactly, she smiled back at him. She sighed and took a moment to close her eyes and collect herself. Her body was now flooded by endorphins that came naturally after a stressful situation.

Still naked and waiting for her clothes to dry, she opened her eyes just a little and, through her long eyelashes, saw the African man looking at her as he devoured his food, crouched in the traditional way across the fire from where she was sitting by her husband. Men like Ibrahim felt it their right to look upon the woman they had just saved. Abigail was well aware of that. She was happy and didn't mind being observed. Abigail was pretty, with a sweet face and big blue eyes. She was cheerful and energetic, and her face lit up like a child each time she laughed and smiled.

Ibrahim carried a small bottle of local brew on the trip. He had drunk some of it before they set off, but now he uncapped it again. Abigail watched as the big African man reached out and smiled.

"Here, have some," Ibrahim offered the bottle to Adam.

"I already did," the younger man smiled politely.

"Have some more," Ibrahim insisted. "It will help you heal and calm your mind."

Abigail smiled. She loved how kind and caring this man was. She looked at her husband, and she nodded at him. The young husband took the bottle like a child and swallowed obediently. Then he grimaced. The liquor in the bottle tasted noxious.

But the big African man laughed and nodded again.

"Drink some more, finish it off, and then go to bed, boy."

This time Adam obediently did as told.

“Your wife should stay with me. You know.”

“If you think so,” Adam could not meet the big man's eyes and lowered them meekly to his feet.

Abigail looked from her husband to the African man telling him what to do. Telling him to leave her in his company. She felt that decisions were being made about her future but didn't have the will or energy to dwell on them.

Gingerly, Adam stood. Abigail felt so terribly sorry for him. He was obviously in terrible shape. Part of his wound was obscured by dried blood and muck. One of his eyes was puffed up, and he had trouble opening it. Adam looked pathetic, making Abigail's heart ache in sympathy for her wounded husband.

Abigail got up to help him. He was obviously too frail to stand alone. Then she caught Ibrahim's eye and froze.

"I'll just help him back into the tent. And be right back. Is… is that okay?” It was like she was asking permission from Ibrahim to be with her husband.

The big black man stared at the trembling naked girl for a long, interminable moment. He took a long sip of his beer and leaned back against the tree stump where he was sitting. He pointed one long thick index finger at her and waved her over.

Her compact breasts fluttered as she ran to stand by the sitting man. It was hot and humid in the twilight of the jungle. Her skin was covered in sweat that glimmered with flashes from the campfire.

It was mesmerizing to watch for the young husband as his petite naked wife stood shimmering and sweaty before the seated guide, who sipped his beer, leaning back on the tree, gazing at her. Adam winced. His entire body was pulsating with the pain from his wounds, but he simply could not tear his eyes away.

He watched transfixed, mouth agape, as Abigail meekly stood and waited for whatever it was Ibrahim was going to tell her to do. It was like the powerful man had cast a spell, and now not only Adam but also his wife had succumbed.

Ibrahim's lips moved. “ Take off my shoes. Make your man comfortable.”

Abigail nodded. But she did as she was told and slowly began to untie the laces of Ibrahim’s leather boots. As Adam watched the strong movements of her hands, he couldn’t help but feel a pang of jealousy, or was it guilt? Adam shuffled sideways to lean against the majestic side of a tree as he looked for a better vantage point. He caught the eye of Ibrahim and saw its fierce sparkle. Abigail knelt on the ground pressing her bare knees into the rocky mud as she began obediently undoing the man's laces.

She giggled as she struggled with the man's heavy boots.
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From this distance, their difference in size seemed grotesque. Abigail giggled again as the man caressed her face.

The guide was so big and powerful, and Abigail looked so small and fragile.

Ibrahim noticed Adam’s eyes on them. He smiled and winked, nodding his head with approval. The tall African man seemed to genuinely savor the moment. He seemed to be used to this.

Nature herself was holding her breath. Only the campfire crackling could be heard as Abigail leaned her face against the enormous black hand that held her. She closed her eyes and smiled. The young husband felt a tug at his heart. He watched the guide lean forward and kiss his wife on the top of her head as a father would do to a child.

Abigail looked up into the older man's eyes.

Even from here, he could see she had that expression Adam usually saw on Sunday when she prayed, the demure young wife kneeling in the pew of her father's church. But this couldn't be more different. Lightheaded, he slid down the side of the massive tree he was leaning against. It was as if the universe was spinning beneath his feet as he watched spellbound.

Here she was, smiling into this man's eyes. She was looking at him like he was their savior. It was sickening. Adam looked away. He felt a strange and unexpected ache in his chest, like his heart was about to burst. He was afraid.

Adam watched Abigail being touched for the first time by a man who was not him.

The husband's stomach churned with a sudden wave of jealous nausea. His Abigail was the sun that illuminated his life. Still, here in the darkness of their guide's presence, she was no more than a glowing moth, helplessly drawn to his powerful aura. Adam felt a fire of rage and jealousy flaring within him, searing every inch of his heart as Ibrahim was on the verge of claiming what was rightfully his, the woman who was to bear his children. He shuddered at the idea of her surrendering her innocence to such a force.

He watched, petrified, as Abigail tilted her head back and Ibrahim softly kissed her on the mouth.

He saw his wife's naked breasts rise and fall as the man's enormous hands held her bare shoulders.

Adam saw his wife's body shudder with what he could only assume was pleasure as the man kissed her. The young husband knew how wrong it was and yet felt a deep impotence to do anything about the grotesque turn of events. Here in Africa, it was normal, healthy, and even expected for a weaker man to share his beautiful wife with a strong warrior who had saved them both. It was the right way, the only way.

Ibrahim himself had said this much, and Adam had no reason to doubt the experienced guide.

Adam's heart raced as he watched Abigail nestled in Ibrahim's large arms, smiling and laughing in a way he'd never seen before. His brain seemed to cease working as his rage increased. It was a strange feeling, one he did not understand. He felt like he was watching himself from the outside like his body was not his own. He felt rage, confusion, and despair all at once. He wanted to rush in and save his wife from the big man's clutches, even if it meant his own death. He wanted to take her away from the jungle and its harshness, away from the hard life that Ibrahim lived. He wanted to protect her from it all and show her the love and tenderness he could not display here in their desperate situation.

Abigail's face shone with a newfound admiration for the strong guide, and Adam found it unbearable. He wanted to snatch her away from these foreign lands, away from this stranger’s embrace, and show her the beauty of their homeland, the place where they belonged. He wanted her secrets, her laughter, her innocence to be his alone.

An earth-shaking roar seemed to be coming from the horizon, causing Adam's skin to crawl with dread. Something about the sound was eerily familiar. Abigail jumped in fright and found herself embraced by Ibrahim's strong arms.

He reached out a reassuring hand and spoke in a deep, calm voice. "It's just thunder, love. Nothing to worry about."

The African man held her close as he raised his eyes to the sky, seemingly unafraid of the power of Nature. Abigail melted into his embrace as if this man was the only thing she could trust in a wild and dangerous world.

Adam watched, barely able to breathe. Abigail seemed to have accepted Ibrahim as her protector. The roar of distant thunder echoed through the jungle, but the only thing that mattered to Adam was the sight of the African giant embracing his wife.

Adam had never before felt so small, so helpless, so insignificant. He watched as his wife's body melted into Ibrahim's arms, and his heart nearly burst out of his chest.

He was no match for the power of the African man. He was out of his depth. He was submerged in his own emotions and was struggling to stay afloat. He desperately wanted to rescue his wife, but he knew he couldn't. Instead, he'd have to watch her drift away in the strong arms of Ibrahim, and the thought made his heart ache.
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Suddenly a chirping sound emanated from Ibrahim's pocket. It was like a sliver from a different universe to see the big African guide pull out his cell phone, which apparently still had reception. He growled about putting it on silent when he gasped at the screen.

“What?” asked Abigail. He lifted a finger to silence the young woman in his lap.

“War,” he groaned. “General Hakim has ousted the president and declared martial law. That's bad.”

“Oh, no!” gasped Abigail.

“But it's actually good that you guys are here,” Ibrahim said. He motioned to Adam. “General Hakim has made it a very public point that he truly hates white people. He wants to reverse what he calls the wrongs of the past. He wants to enslave every white person. It's good that you're in the jungle with me.”

“So, how do we get back home? The hospital?”

“Not an option, Abigail. In fact, we best hide out for even longer than it would take for the young man to heal.”

“But, we only planned to stay for a week-” protested the young naked woman, “I think. What are we going to do?”

“Here is what – first, you should help your husband heal and be firmly on the mend. Only after that can we discuss what can be done to save you.”

Ibrahim gently placed a hand on Abigail's arm, and she turned to face her husband. In an instant, all traces of concern vanished from her face as she saw Adam's tear-streaked cheeks. He was clearly in so much pain he was about to faint.

Ibrahim stood up and moved to help Abigail’s wounded husband. "You need to go back inside the tent and get some rest, my friend," he said in a gentle and understanding voice.

"Can you walk?"

Adam nodded as Abigail and Ibrahim helped him to his feet.

“Are you coming back to the fire?” Adam wanted to know.

She didn't answer, but he heard a whimper soft and girlish escape her clenched throat and decided not to ask more.

Abigail embraced Adam and helped him back into the tent, her body limp and exhausted from the emotional energy.

Neither of them spoke as Abigail dutifully helped him into his sleeping bag after she had changed his bandage and given him water to drink. “I love you, baby” Abigail kissed her exhausted husband on the forehead.

“Love you too, babe,” Adam’s voice was weak as he offered his wife a quick goodnight kiss on the cheek.

She gave him a quick peck on his cheek and was out of his tent. Mercifully fever dreams kidnapped his consciousness soon enough and rescued him from reality.

The next few days were a blur of fever dreams and blessed moments of lucidity. His mind was tormented by visions of Abigail naked and free as if he had never existed, worshiped by the large African who now owned her body and soul. There were also soft whispers and sexual promises of pleasure and delight.

Curious things happened during his fever, but Adam was too drowsy to remember them. He was completely oblivious to anything that had to do with the ever-growing civil war.

All that Adam remembered was the angelic vision of Abigail's bouncy curl-haired head as she smiled and doted over his sweating body feeding him and helping him under the able instructions of Ibrahim. He had gone hunting, and every now and then, a delicious smoky scent of roast would waft into the tent. Ibrahim had also collected medicinal herbs that he had then made into a paste, which he would apply to the scratched and wounded areas on Adam's back, combined with his noxious beer, which he insisted Adam should drink.

After four days of sweating, the fever broke, the infection had abated, and the wound was healing.

“So, no clothes, babe? Still?” Adam asked as he propped himself upright with a groan. “Do I have the lion to thank for this? I don't mind one bit, sweetie," he laughed. Abigail was crouched on the floor of the small tent, preparing Adam's dinner. It did not bother him to see his wife was still refraining from wearing any clothes, and part of him wondered if Ibrahim had shed his as well.

“No, I still have them,” Abigail said with a giggle and looked up at Adam through her thick lashes.

Adam smiled weakly and sat upright, resting against one of the tent's poles. “I've missed you so much...” he said with a melancholy voice as he slowly reached for one of her hands.

"I've missed you too," she whispered and gently took his hand, rubbing it softly as she always did when comforting him.

She seemed rejuvenated and bursting with lightness.

“Focus on getting better,” Abigail said. “I'll go get your clothes now. Ibrahim wants us to stay in the tent while he hunts, so that means no fooling about with your sexy little wife. Not until you are all better.”

“You’re not.... with Ibrahim, are you?” said Adam, unable to keep the dread out of his voice. He had to squint. His mind was suddenly assaulted with nightmare visions of Ibrahim and his naked wife… It was too much to think of. Had the giant African already made love to his sweet Abigail?

Adam thought he saw a slight sadness in his wife's eyes as she dropped her gaze.

"No, silly," Abigail giggled and sighed heavily before crouching, gently stroking his cheek. "Ibrahim said he has developed a plan to save us.”

“Save us?”

“Yes, honey. I think you completely missed the news. There is a civil war going on.”

“Really? Then we should skedaddle.”

“We should, but we can't,” she frowned.

“Why?”

Abigail told Adam the bad news about the xenophobic new dictator of the country and how he had started sending death squads hunting for white people.

“Ibrahim said that we should hide out here. There is a village not too far. Where they know him and will shelter us. He promised. But… I don't know if I'm ready to tell you or if you're healthy and strong enough to hear that last part,” Abigail averted her eyes.

“I can wait."

She leaned in and whispered softly so only Adam could hear her tender voice.

"He's a good man. I think he understands you and that I... belong to you."

“Well, he'd better!” Adam scoffed

Abigail's face flushed, and she giggled nervously in her hands, "I know it's silly, but sometimes….” Her voice tapered off.

It was obvious she had a lot on her mind longing to share it with her husband. Suddenly Adam felt guilty. He had been ill all those days, leaving his innocent wife to fend for herself in the jungle of all places.

"Tell me, babe! Did he come on to you? Did he touch you inappropriately? Babe!” He sat up all the way and took a deep breath squaring his shoulders at Abigail.

His naked wife was busy folding laundry she had apparently just hand washed in the creek nearby and collected after it had dried in the sun.

“No!” She put a folded t-shirt on top of a pile of others just like it. “Nothing like that! Aren't you listening? I just told you he is a good man. Honorable.”

“Then what? Clearly, something is bothering you.”

“Sometimes I feel like...."

"Like what?" Adam asked, his heart pounding in his chest.

"Like he has feelings,” she whispered. “For me. But he is honorable in his way, and I think. He wants you to want to give me to him."

The memory of how Abigail had melted into the African's arms, her eyes filled with trust and admiration, burned in Adam's mind. He shook his head, trying to clear his thoughts and instead focus on Abigail's words.

"I'm not sure what you're saying," he said, his voice husky with emotion.

Abigail smiled softly. "He's offered to take me in. Us. To protect us. He wants us to stay with him until you are well enough to travel. He'll make sure we have shelter and food. He's promised to look after us."

Adam stared into Abigail's earnest eyes.

“And? In exchange for?...” Adam was waiting for what had to obviously be the next shoe to drop. It had to be something personal.

“He wants me to sleep with him, Adam!”

“In exchange for security?”

“Yes!”

“Oh. I see.”

“Yes,” she said sadly.

“You don't think there is another way?” His eyes were big and she could see the tears about to start.

“I don't think so babe,” she said. He nodded sadly and she moved to hug him.

Adam took a deep breath and exhaled slowly. He stared into her eyes. “Are you okay with that?” His voice had gotten soft, and he was speaking gently.

"I'm okay with it as long as you are okay with it,” she said.

Adam nodded.

“We both know I'm the lucky one,” he said. "To have such a loving and beautiful young wife as you, Sof!" His voice was husky.

Abigail kissed him. He felt electric shivers run down his spine.

“I'll try not to cry,” she said.

“I know you will,” he said.

“Does that mean you have to… More than once?” Adam had to ask.

“Yes, it does. He says he's very traditional like that.”

Even though the thought of Ibrahim and Abigail together made him immensely jealous, sick to the stomach even, he also knew that the giant African was their only chance at survival. He knew their best hope was to stick together and trust in Ibrahim's generosity. She felt a cold shiver of goosebumps lifting the hair on her arms.

Adam held her close until she left to get his clothes. He had to admit, it felt strange to be the only one wearing clothes. Abigail knelt on the bed and helped him put his arms through the sleeves. Adam felt his heart swell with warmth, knowing how difficult all this had to be for Abigail to admit.

He smiled and took her hand in his. "We'll stay with him, then," he said softly. "And we'll be grateful. Together."

Abigail nodded, her eyes shining with admiration. She leaned into Adam and hugged him tightly.

"Thank you," she whispered, her voice thick with emotion. "You are a good man, Adam."

"He could take you away from me without asking if he wanted, but he won't because he knows it is not his right to do so. You belong to me." His voice was laced with righteous hope.

Abigail smiled, her face beaming with soft admiration and understanding. She leaned in and kissed him tenderly on the lips as if to confirm her belief in her timid young husband.

“I do, sweetheart. I do.” She hugged him tightly, nuzzling against his neck, “I am yours. Always. No matter what happens.”

Adam sighed, his heart full of warmth and joy! She was his beloved Abigail, and he would do anything to keep her safe. Even let her go.
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The sun was about to set over the equatorial jungle. It was quickly getting dark outside.

Abigail pushed a pillow under Adam’s head, pulled the covers over his body, and kissed him on the cheek.

Her husband’s head was swimming. He had to admit the African's plan, even though deeply unpleasant on a personal level, was better than anything he might have come up with on his own.

“Why don't you go see if Ibrahim is available to talk.”

“You think we should go along with it?” Abigail's voice sounded small, almost girlish. She was shifting from one foot to another, trying to decide. Adam shrugged.

“I don't know what else we could do.”

Abigail nodded, her head lowered, her expression still uncertain.

“I’ll go see if he’s free.”

Adam closed his eyes and tried to rest. He was bone weary and completely wrung out.

He felt Abigail kiss him on the forehead, her fingers gently caressing his cheek.

“I love you so much, Adam,” she whispered.

Adam smiled and looked up at her. His eyes were crystal clear.

“I love you, too,” Adam said, his voice full of emotion.

He reached for her hand and squeezed it lightly, pressing her palm to his cheek, cradling it against his face.

Abigail's eyes glistened. He could see that she was very moved. She leaned down to kiss him on the lips. “I’ll be back.”

Ibrahim appeared soon enough and poked his huge head in their tent as the sun had just set in fiery hues of neon orange. “The girl said you want to talk. You are feeling better?” he asked with a smile as he pulled open the flap and walked his immense body into the tight space. He wasn't wearing a shred of clothing.

Streaks of dark hair glistened on his chest and forearms. His enormous dick was dangling between his legs.

Adam had to admit it looked even more impressive from up close and definitely scarier than the last time he had seen it in his fevered nightmares. This was not going to be easy.

Adam pulled Abigail closer to him.

"I-I think so," he stammered. “T-thank you.” Adam said solemnly, trying to break the awkward silence, “Thank you for your hospitality and patience with my wife and me. We're grateful to be here with you, Ibrahim. And very grateful for all you have shared with us.” With that, Adam bowed his head toward the man's feet as a sign of respect. He looked up at the big man who seemed to tower above the crouched Westerners. Instead of being merely tall and muscular, he now seemed...... regal.

“I am glad you feel better, and your wife Abigail is so lovely and has a kind heart, I must say. She looks after you well,” Ibrahim said and offered her a warm smile sprinkled with teeth. "She's a good woman. She does her man credit."

“Thank you so much, sir,” Abigail said, her shy awkwardness very obvious. She demurely looked at the ground. But had given up on trying to cover her nakedness. A delicious blush had made itself manifest across her radiant skin from her toes to the tips of her ears.

“Excuse me,” Adam's voice cracked like that of an indecisive teenage boy. Ibrahim had started making his way out of the tent but stopped and looked back at the couple.

He smiled. He couldn't help himself. They looked almost endearing, the young shivering husband and his naked beautiful young wife by him. “Yes?”

“Excuse me, sir. I was wondering,” Adam was finding it difficult to put words to his thoughts. It didn't escape Ibrahim's notice that neither of the two recently addressed him by name anymore.

“Tell me, boy, what's up?”

Adam cleared his throat. Abigail took his hand and squeezed it, giving him the needed strength. “Will you do us the great honor of accepting my wife in gratitude?"

In the long protracted silence and the glare of the tall, dark man, Adam could hear his heart beating like a drum. Could Abigail hear it too, he wondered. Could Ibrahim? A soft gasp escaped Abigail's pursed lips, and he looked up to see that Ibrahim's maleness had started to come alive and rise up from between his thick thighs like a beast of mythology.

“In gratitude for what?” Ibrahim smiled darkly, but it was obvious he was being dead serious.

“I-in-in gratitude for saving my life,” Adam stammered. He felt his face blush, humiliatingly pink. His throat had never felt dryer.

Ibrahim raised his eyebrows and looked at the couple, embracing their shivering fear and desire. Finally, after what seemed like an eternity, Ibrahim smiled softly and nodded.

“Fine. I will also take her to warm my bed as a token of my appreciation for your service,” Ibrahim proclaimed.

“Wait! My service? I don't understand,” Adam looked genuinely perplexed now.

Ibrahim sighed and looked at the couple like he was indeed speaking to infants.

“Yes, boy. When we meet government troops, which we will soon enough, they will ask what the dowry in marriage was? Then you and we all,” he said, motioning around the tent. The three of us will have a common story to tell them. Namely- that you are my servant, and in gratitude for allowing me to show off my white boy servant to my village friends, I have accepted his wife as my second wife.”

“Second wife!” Gasped Abigail. “I don't know,” she shook her head.

“Of course, girl. Did you think I haven't had a wife or two or three at my age? And kids? Most of them older than yourselves with children of their own,” he scoffed. “Why do you think I work if not to support them?”

Seeing their sudden reluctance and horror at the news, he shrugged. “It's your choice, but I cannot promise you will make it much longer. I read on my phone that they have now started sending troops to the villages looking for hiding ex-pats. It's the only way, I'm afraid.”

“And what if they don't believe you,” Abigail asked.

Ibrahim laughed. “They will believe me because, as it happens, I'm in the same tribe as general Hakeem. Remember the story where my grandma was married to the chief? Well, Hakeem is my first cousin.”

Suddenly his towering presence seemed to suck out all the oxygen from the tent. Abigail and Adam cowered in front of Ibrahim as he glared at the couple.

“However, as a righteous man,” he thundered. They both nodded. “It is unacceptable for me to sleep with another man's wife,” he said solemnly.

“But, I thought you wanted….” Adam started saying, suddenly hopeful that there might be a way out of the situation without offending Ibrahim. But the big man lifted his hand, stopping him mid-sentence.

“Therefore, Abigail will need to become Ibrahim's wife,” Ibrahim said, speaking of himself in the third person. It took a moment for Adam and Abigail to register what they had heard.

Abigail pressed her naked body up against her husband. “No! Never!”

She had been raised Catholic and had even gone to Catholic grade school. Though she had set aside most of the church's proscriptions, she believed deeply in the sanctity of marriage. She would never do such a thing.

But Ibrahim was no ordinary man. His very presence and powerful gaze demanded obedience and respect. After a long moment, Abigail bowed her head low.

Ibrahim nodded. “It's ok. Temporary marriage in the African tradition,” he said slowly like he was talking to children. “In the African custom. That way, Ibrahim happy. That everything is proper according to tradition. Understand? Temporary?”

“We don't understand,” asked Adam looking from Abigail back up again at Ibrahim.

Ibrahim crouched down, bringing his massive frame down almost to where he was at the same eye level as Adam. “You,” he said, pointing to Adam, “will be witness and officiate marriage.

“I-I don't know what to say,” the young American man stammered.

“You will repeat. I will tell you. It real simple.” Ibrahim explained. “But first, I need to know if Abigail accepts me as her African husband?”

“I told Adam it's okay,” Abigail said, still not meeting Ibrahim's eyes.

The big man laughed. “Telling your American boy is not enough. You will have to ask me and look me in the eye.” His voice was deep, almost stern.

Abigail hesitated and then finally raised her face looking straight at him in a small voice, she said, “Ibrahim will you take me as your African wife?”

“Stand up, woman. I need to see you first.”

She glared at him now. But after a beat during which neither Adam nor Ibrahim seemed willing to do a thing or budge, Abigail stood with deep unease.

"Stand straight, girl!" the man hissed.

Dutifully, Abigail jerked upright. She had let her hand move modestly in front of her, partially covering her delicate triangle of decency. Now Ibrahim reached out and brushed her hand away roughly, his gesture making it clear that she wasn't to hide any of her body from her future husband. He stared anew at her total nakedness, drinking in the smooth flow of her legs to her curvy hips, the tan line circling around her body halfway down her belly, the barely visible navel, the hourglass shape of her torso, accentuated by her perky breasts. Lastly, he studied her face, his eyes piercing into her very soul, his stare telling her that she belonged to him, body and soul. She would be so much more than merely his wife, his eyes spoke. She would be his slave if he commanded it.

“She will be fine,” Ibrahim finally declared, breaking the spell of tension. Then, he turned to Abigail, “You will be my wife in everything. You will obey all my commands and go where I tell you to go. You will not argue with me. Do you understand?”

"Yes, Ibrahim," Abigail mumbled, her voice barely audible.

“And you will do whatever I say?” he asked.

Abigail flushed. “Yes, Ibrahim.” She knew what he meant. And so did Adam, of course. She was horrified by how her nipples stiffened at being commanded.

“And you will be respectful at all times?”

“Yes, Ibrahim,” she whispered.

"You will ask me, how you should do things. You will let me know and tell me if you want to do something else or if you want to go somewhere else. You will not make your own decisions," he said sternly.

"Ibrahim, yes, I will do as you ask," Abigail said, her voice growing even softer.

Ibrahim turned to Adam. “You will witness the marriage?”

“I will,” Adam admitted.

Ibrahim turned to Abigail. “Then this is my first command to you,” he said. “As a sign of your dedication to me, woman, you will always and forever remain naked in my presence. You will never wear clothes in front of me. When we are in public, you will wear traditional African clothes but only when I ask you. You will not argue with me. This is how a second wife shows her subservience during the first year of her marriage. Do you understand? Not even underwear.”

Ibrahim was very serious. Abigail's eyes grew wide.

Her eyes shot frantically this way and that. "Ibrahim!" Adam tried to protest, "Surely an exception can be made."

The tall man shook his head. "I am sorry. It is just the way things have to be. Initially." His voice softened a little, and he stepped forward and gently put a large hand to Abigail's cheek. Then he smiled. "To be believable. In my culture. For both your safety. It will be difficult. I am sorry. Truly I am. But after some time, this rule will change. It will be ok," he smiled. And for the first time, Abigail thought there was warmth there. "I promise."

“Yes, Ibrahim,” she said in a small voice, her eyes downcast. "I'll do it." She took a deep breath.

"Good girl. That way, people will know you will obey my commands and follow me, and you will be my wife. The ancient way. Not our way, not the American way. African way.”

"Ibrahim...," the American girl began. But then, seeing his stern, cold look, Abigail stopped herself.

"Ibrahim, yes, I will obey you, Ibrahim," she blurted out.

“Good,” Ibrahim said, grinning broadly.

Next, he gently reached out, took Abigail by her hands, and helped her stand. “Will you go and prepare the meat I have arranged to be cooked by the campfire, sweetheart?”

“Now?!” the young woman stammered.

Neither she nor Adam had been prepared for the speed of events once Ibrahim's decision had been made. Somehow everything had seemed more academic earlier when they were talking about it.

“Yes, now,” Ibrahim grinned.

Abigail was too overwhelmed with emotion to speak, so she merely nodded.

“Good,” Ibrahim turned to her pale husband. “In the meantime, I will teach the boy the correct words. Then we shall eat and proceed. No sense in doing important things hungry. Right?”
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The flames cast a golden glow on Abigail’s naked figure as if she was painted by a Renaissance Italian master on a black African night.

The flames of the fire leaped and danced, casting flickering shadows across the tents. The black night had seemingly swallowed the stars and the moon so that the only light came from the small campfire.

Abigail watched bleary-eyed the large red flames, the fire crackling and popping. Her inner soul was a roiling turmoil of feelings accentuated by the smell of the sizzling meat, the sound of Ibrahim laughing and chanting in Swahili, the feeling of nausea, and the taste of puke in her throat.

Meanwhile, Adam was diligently studying the words of the African marriage ceremony as told to him by Ibrahim. They had both been warned that this marriage would last only as long as Ibrahim allowed it. Still, any children born from this union would remain his forever.

Children. Plural.

Neither Abigail nor Adam wanted to dwell on the details of what was happening and how their vacation had devolved into a nightmare of epic proportions.

Abigail could see that Adam tried not to dwell on the issue of her future children with Ibrahim and how the latter seemed to now be extending the period of the marriage, at least in his mind's eye, almost indefinitely. She still felt bad for Adam. She knew how much he loved her and what a sacrifice he made by sharing her with Ibrahim. Not to mention that Adam was still recovering from the wound, but he knew that he would soon have to broach the subject of returning to civilization for him and Abigail. Regardless of what Ibrahim wanted or thought on the matter.

Instead, he tried to focus on memorizing the words and understanding the traditional process. For her part, Abigail felt an icy fear settle in her bones as she continued to prepare their first meal together with Ibrahim.

She stirred a stew pot over the campfire and skewered two pieces of beef onto spits. She cooked over the open flame until both were cooked through and tender. Meanwhile, Adam finished learning the words of the ceremony and set up decorations around the campfire for them to celebrate afterward.

Finally, as night fell, it was time for them to begin.

As usual, she was barefoot and naked, now oblivious, if not comfortable, to her nudity in front of the two men. Her hair was collected in a long tail that hung down her back, ending just above her pert bottom cheeks. For his part, Ibrahim was now dressed in a long colorful robe he had produced from his bag. To Abigail, it looked very official in a traditional African way.

The ceremony was nothing to write home about. Except for the first part, during which, in English, Adam proceeded to dissolve her marriage! Abigail couldn't believe it and was all emotional when they got to the traditional marriage part, which was said in Swahili anyway. Her mind simply could not digest or comprehend what had happened and how she might have to explain any of it to anyone she knew. Right now, she was fervently hoping she would never ever have to do such a thing.

Ibrahim stood near Abigail and reached out and, with a big hand, gently but firmly held her by her neck. Part of her shivered at his touch, and yet another part was honored. She felt she was now worthy of being touched by this man, soon to be her husband.

Ibrahim began to softly speak in a foreign language that was not English or French. A language neither Abigail nor Adam understood. As he spoke, Abigail felt his hand gently squeeze her neck. She opened her mouth to take a deep breath but could not. He was holding her in place.

She was starting to feel lightheaded and was just about to protest when she heard Ibrahim speak to her, “Are you Abigail?” he asked gently in English. He relaxed his hold on the young woman’s neck just enough so she could take a much-needed breath.

“Yes,” she had to speak loudly to be heard over the campfire.

“Are you a fertile woman?”

Abigail felt grateful for the semi-darkness of the forest clearing, which prevented the two men from seeing her violent blush.

“Yes,” she answered again.

“Will you obey and submit to me?”

“I will,” she answered.

“And,” Ibrahim continued with a sternness in his voice and his grip on her throat tightening ever so slightly. “Will you serve me, obey me, and never leave me?”

“I will,” she said, sounding hollow and vain to her ears.

“Good,” Ibrahim said, relaxing his grip on her neck ever so slightly.

He then looked over at Adam.

He nodded to Adam to begin.

Adam cleared his throat and looked Abigail in the eye. His eyes teared up slightly as he spoke, “Abigail..." Adam's voice broke, and for a moment, it seemed like he had lost his resolve, taking a step toward his wife.

Ibrahim, however, stepped forward and intercepted the younger man speaking sternly but too softly for Abigail to make out the words. "Yes. I'm sorry." Adam cleared his throat. "Ibrahim, do you accept Abigail as your temporary wife?"

“I do,” Ibrahim responded. He then took Abigail's small hands in his own and spoke the vow. “I swear to take Abigail as my temporary wife until she is released from this bond.”

Abigail heard the words but couldn't bring herself to speak them as tears streamed down her cheeks. Instead, she gave a soft nod.

A sad smile came over Adam's face, and he announced, “The marriage is complete. ”

He propped sticks carved with their names into the dirt and placed a plate of cooked meat before them. As they began to feast, Abigail silently wondered if this new chapter of her life was maybe part of a larger plan after all.

Finally, late at night, very late. So late that it seemed like the sky was getting lighter in the east and the campfire was almost dying out, Ibrahim stood and motioned at Abigail. “Tell him good night. You are coming to your husband's tent tonight. The old marriage is complete. Time to consummate the new one.”

Adam and Abigail embraced, knowing their lives were so much less interwoven from that moment on, and their fates were yet to be written.
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Her panicky mind flitted back to images of Ibrahim's hugeness - his hands, his body, and his penis were significantly larger than anything she had ever experienced with Adam in their meek sexual life before.

Abigail, despite her Christian upbringing, had taken full advantage of the Internet's endless sexual knowledge but never had laid eyes on a penis so mighty as Ibrahim's. The frightful anticipation of his size was enough to convey chills down her spine and leave an impression that would last a lifetime.

Her inexperienced heart was beating like a scared bunny rabbit about to be skewered.

The darkness of the man's tent draped around Abigail like a blanket. She could sense his huge presence in the darkness behind her. The scent of sweat and musk, dust and desert enveloped her.

"Ibrahim," Abigail rasped, barely able to speak.

He didn't say a word but instead guided her hand to his manhood. Abigail could feel it throbbing like it had a life of its own. She tried to wrap her hands around its girth, but it was too wide for her. His shaft felt hot, the skin smooth and soft like she'd fantasized.

Abigail breathed deep, her heart racing as she looked upon the imposing figure of Ibrahim and the impressive size of his manhood. She could feel the heat and intensity radiating from his body. "It...it's so much bigger than I expected," she whispered.

Ibrahim laughed softly and let his strong hands rest on her shoulders, gently guiding her to kneel before him. A wave of heat filled Abigail's belly as she closed her hands around his length. She gasped in pleasure at the sensation of his thick, muscular member throbbing in her grasp as if come alive and desperate for attention.

The head was a deep, passionate purple, and the ridge flared larger than the shaft beneath, the slit in its tip oozing precum and sending an electric current through Abigail's body. Ibrahim's scent mingled with the winds that drifted in from outside, a mix of sweat, musk, and desert breeze that captivated Abigail's senses.

He smiled down at her, resting a hand on her head. "Just place your lips around it and suck on it," he said softly, "I'll guide you."

Abigail licked her lips in anticipation, feeling the angst and fear tingling in her veins. It was almost too much for her to handle, but there was no turning back now. With trembling hands, she took him into her mouth and began to explore every inch of his manhood with reverent devotion.

The taste was absolutely divine; salty, sweet, and musky all at the same time. The pre-cum seemed to coat her tongue with a layer of warmth and pleasure that left her wanting more, pushing her further and further into oblivion.

"Mmmm, yeah," he groaned.

With a sudden nervous giggle, she leaned forward, and with her lips pursed, she kissed the crown. She had never done that to Adam, she thought, but somehow it seemed so natural to adore Ibrahim.

For a while, he allowed her to kiss the head and watched her as her lips traveled down the massive shaft, lifting him and kissing his heavy balls dangling beneath. Back up she would go and then open her mouth wide to capture as much of the head she could hold without gagging.

"Good girl. Again," he encouraged her. Abigail looked at his manhood and kissed it. She felt the scent of his arousal. And her own.

This time with a little less hesitation, she ran her tongue around the glans and heard him moan. The thrill of hearing Ibrahim, who had always seemed so stoic, moan under her touch was thrilling, almost hypnotic.

"Slowly, now," he said. "That is fine. Take your time. Very good wife. Good girl."

His praise was like a drug to Abigail. She felt high, flying above the world as if nothing else mattered as long as Ibrahim was happy.

"Again," he pleaded.

This time she drew her lips up and down his shaft a few times. Ibrahim tipped his head back, and his thick penis pulsed like a heartbeat in her hand. Abigail could feel it throbbing. She looked up at Ibrahim, but he was lost in pleasure. Her heart was pounding, but the throb of his member made her want to rush back down and give him more joy.

"When you're ready, try to accept me deeper," he asked.

“Okay.” She kissed his manhood again, and this time she didn't pull back.

"Good girl, nghh…."

Abigail trembled with anticipation as she ever-so-slowly drew him in, Ibrahim's hands lovingly guiding her up and down. Every nerve ending in her body felt alive as she focused on the delicious taste, and she began to suckle hungrily.

His hands massaged her hair, and she could feel his body quiver in response to her efforts. Abigail's fear had been replaced by a deep, passionate curiosity as she surrendered to the moment and felt her mouth stretch and fill as she took more and more of her beloved African man in.

His musky, erotic taste filled her mouth, and caused her heart to race. She could feel his thick shaft throb over her tongue and his heartbeat in his manhood. Abigail moved her lips up and down, forming a tight seal around his crown.

She pulled away for a moment and drew in some breath. Ibrahim groaned in protest, but then she felt his hands on her shoulders again.

"Do not be afraid, my little bride. You are a gift from God," he said. "Good girl," Ibrahim said. "Continue."

She began to swallow him, but it was too much for her. He pulled out, and she found herself gasping for air.

She went down again, and this time she pushed herself a little further.

"Very good," he groaned. "Good wife."

Abigail's mind spun. She felt proud and tried to think of ways to please him more.

In her lust, Abigail was unaware that Ibrahim was feeling a little of the same.

Ibrahim was surprised at what he was experiencing. She was only nineteen, but at forty-seven, this certainly wasn't the first time that a woman had sucked his cock.

But there was something different about this woman. He opened his eyes, and despite the darkness of his tent, he could see the young woman's eyes on him. There was no hesitation in the way she moved. He looked down at her, and he had a vision of her wearing a white veil and looking up at him.

With a flash, the vision vanished. Abigail was kneeling before him, her eyes dewy and her lips wrapped around his cock.

Abigail was lost in the moment. Ibrahim's taste, the smell of his manhood, and the feeling of his muscled body. All her doubts and fears, all her nagging questions about life, were being washed away like paint in a river. All that remained was the sound of Ibrahim groaning, the taste of his flesh, and the feel of his heavy hot penis on her tongue. Abigail moaned as she felt him pulsing in her mouth.

She pulled away and took a big breath, then went down again. She felt the pulse in her mouth, and she gagged. She pulled off of him, and then she looked up.

Abigail wanted to feel what she had felt with Adam again. This time it would be so much more powerful, though, she knew instinctively. She craved that electric jolt in her head, that feeling of licking a live wire.

She wanted to feel the burning in her throat and the feeling of his seed hitting the back of her mouth. She wanted to feel the power that came from giving a man such pleasure.

Abigail kissed his penis gently, sucking the tip and tasting his precum again.

Ibrahim groaned. "Feels so good," he praised her.

Abigail slid her lips up and down his massive head, allowing her tongue to move around his broad crown.

She could feel his muscles tensing under her hands and his breathing becoming heavier. He was like a force of life. And she was in the dirt, on her knees, worshipping him. Somehow all was right with the universe in that moment.

Her head began to spin as she inhaled. The darkness of the tent made it impossible to see what she was doing, but all of her senses were focused on her man and the pleasure she was giving him. He was her drug, and she was suddenly addicted to him. She could feel him getting harder and harder and the strange feeling of his skin becoming taut, like velvet over steel.

Abigail felt his hands on her head, and she pushed down a little harder. Ibrahim groaned, and she felt a spurt of sweetness cover her tongue. She sucked hard.

And she was rewarded with the power of his eruption as it hit her throat.

The thick, creamy spunk filled Abigail's mouth.

She swallowed instinctively, and she felt the orgasm tear through her mind like a surge of electricity. Her body was filled with the sensations of Ibrahim's pleasure and her own. She swallowed and swallowed, and she swallowed some more. Abigail couldn't believe how much spunk her African man could produce, but she meekly took it all.

As the final drops of thick semen spilled onto her tongue, Ibrahim pulled his penis out of her mouth. Abigail was gasping for breath, and her head felt light. She looked up at her new husband, and he smiled down at her.

"Good girl," came the voice of Ibrahim from the darkness. There was a smile in his rough voice.

Abigail felt a sense of pride, but there was something else there, too. Every part of her body was awake with desire, with need. She looked up, her eyes wide and her mouth open, ready and eager for more.

She wanted him inside of her.

Abigail was filled with a terrible longing. She wanted him to take her.

Ibrahim felt the soft body of his new bride snuggling up to him, her small shape pressing against him. He stroked her hair, her back, and her shoulder. She felt like a child under his touch, and he was filled with tenderness.

Her head was spinning. She had no idea what would come as Ibrahim helped her up and guided her to the bed, then lay her down and began kissing her like she had kissed his member.

Ibrahim saw the look of desire on her face, and he smiled.

"You are glowing," he said.

"You won't be able to take me tonight," he said. "But tomorrow, you will learn to embrace me."

Abigail didn't know if this was a threat or a promise. With a deep shame, she realized she was desperate to feel him inside of her. Her body was aching for a release, and her mind was aching for something that was just out of reach. Abigail kissed his broad chest as she snuggled into his arms. She felt his thick thigh muscle in between her legs rubbing across her wet, warm folds, and she sighed with pleasure. She was desperate for him.

Abigail had never wanted to be touched so badly. She wanted to feel his lips all over. She wanted to feel his hands on her bum.

As she lay in bed next to Ibrahim that night, she could feel his cock, hard as a rock, and pressed against her leg. She felt so small and fragile next to him, but he seemed to like her there.

It was her last thought as she drifted to sleep.

Abigail woke up in the dark. She was soaked in sweat, and she was gasping for breath. Her head was screaming with pain, and she was filled with humiliation. She'd dreamed of him. She'd dreamed of him coming inside of her, and she'd liked it.

Abigail clutched her belly. She wanted to cry and throw up. She wanted to leave the bed and run home as fast as possible. She wanted to pretend that none of this had ever happened and to spend the rest of her days silently hating Ibrahim for making her do these things.

She sighed and turned around in bed. He was lying there, his chest rising and falling with each breath he took. She could feel his heat emanating through the darkness, and she was enveloped by his scent.

As she snuggled into the man’s arms, she could feel his warm hand on her hip, and she drifted back into her troubled sleep.
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In the morning, she woke up feeling like never before. Abigail had never felt more alive, never more ready for something. What exactly, though, she wasn’t sure. It was much later, and the sun was high up in the sky. She was surprised to find Ibrahim was gone. Probably gone hunting. She giggled softly.

This trip was certainly turning into a heck of a wild experience: One man recovering from a lion attack, while the other was off to hunt to put food on the table. Abigail decided she was going to go check on Adam instead.

Relief outweighed disappointment. She had dreamt of Ibrahim’s massive manhood most of the night, but she also knew if he had stuck around, it would have been a problem. It was a bittersweet feeling. On the one hand, she had fallen asleep vibrating with pent-up sexual energy, waiting to spend it first thing with her tough African lover in the morning. On the other, she was happy to have a chance to check on Adam.

First, Abigail began cleaning the hut, as Ibrahim probably expected. She swept the floor, made the bed, and then set about making breakfast.
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As it turned out, the morning was busy enough without the distraction of sex. There was washing, cooking, cleaning, and collecting wood for the campfire to be done. Not to mention helping poor Adam, who was obviously still struggling to recover from the lioness attack.

The equatorial Sun was coming down hard on her naked skin in the forest clearing.

A couple of times, Abigail almost donned a pair of shorts and a t-shirt, and sneakers but resisted the temptation. She told herself there was no sense succumbing to weaknesses like the desire to cover her nudity right from the start, no sense annoying Ibrahim, her new husband, right from the beginning.

By the time Ibrahim returned with a deer he had shot, Abigail was done with her work and felt about as ready as she could ever be to spend time with her new African groom. She watched him skin the carcass, gut it, and prep it for her to grill on the campfire.

A few hours later, bellies full and content, Adam tucked away napping in his tent, she found herself sauntering over to Ibrahim. He smiled, his pearly white gleaming teeth blinding in the sunlight. There was a ragged handsomeness about the man, and the naked woman wondered if he could see the sliver of shameful wetness threatening to drip out from between her tight girlhood.

Ten minutes later, they were snuggling and kissing like long-lost lovers beneath a huge sequoia tree.

“Ouch, careful,” she whimpered, feeling his thick index finger attempt to press its way in between her tight labia.

“I need to stretch you,” Ibrahim kissed her on the forehead. “I don't want to hurt you when I breed you later.”

“Breed me?”

She looked up with wide eyes, and he kissed her on the nose.

Abigail felt his finger linger there, pressing against her entrance.

“Of course,” he said, his deep voice soft with tenderness. “You are mine, now. We are going to have a baby.”

“Oh.” She didn't know what else to say. Could she tell him no? She certainly had denied many boyfriends back home. Adam had been the first and the only one, and it was only because she had allowed it.

And they always and only did it while Adam wore a condom. Abigail didn't tolerate well the reaction, her body usually had to contraceptives, and she always insisted that her husband wear a condom. Which Adam meekly did. But Ibrahim would not be wearing a condom today. Or ever. She was quite sure of that.

Ibrahim was unlike any man Abigail had ever met before. There was a wildness about him- a dangerous kind of power that she was drawn to.

Abigail realized she was staring at the ground now. She didn't want to make eye contact with the man. She couldn't bear to look him in the eye.

“I'm scared,” she said. It was all she could muster.

“I know, pretty sparrow,” Ibrahim replied. “But I'm here to protect you, not hurt you.”

Abigail found the courage to look up at him straight into his eyes. And what she saw there was a tenderness, a gentleness. The way a big man like this could look down at her, with such sweet affection was genuinely disarming. She was instantly calmed, and she felt her body start to relax.

His manhood was still there, still erect, hard, and proud. She thought it must have been around nine inches long, and the crown was veiny and dark. Unlike Adam, Ibrahim's penis was uncircumcised. And it was intimidating. She felt a shiver of fear run through her body.

And then he quietly said, “I won't hurt you, Abigail.” Abigail felt the warm African afternoon sunlight on her naked body, and she felt safe. She did not know where this sense of safety came from, but it was there, she could feel it.

Abigail knew she would have to have Ibrahim inside of her, eventually. And she would have to have his seed. She was his wife. This was Africa. This was the way.

The heat of the African afternoon had gotten to her. Abigail felt lightheaded and hot. She couldn't escape the feeling of arousal from deep within her belly. She felt wanton, wicked.

The index finger succeeded and began to pump in and out. She moaned.

The leaves rustled and swayed as the wind blew through the trees. Each movement seemed to whisper a secret, a foreign story for only them to know. The thrums of insect wings and the chirps of birds filled the air, creating a mesmerizing harmony of nature. In the background, Ibrahim's deep voice softly hummed a sweet lullaby, like a gentle caress over her body.

Ibrahim's hands were warm and firm against her skin, calloused from years of hard labor and hunting. His finger was gentle yet firm as it probed at her precious gates, sending sparks of pleasure and anticipation through her body.

Abigail hoped Adam couldn't hear them from where he was sleeping in his tent. She was glad that they were alone- she didn't want to be heard. Sex was one of her most cherished and private pleasures.

Abigail felt herself growing wetter with every curling pump of his finger.

She clutched him closer, hoping he would be able to work her up to his size.

Abigail gasped for breath. She felt herself flush, and she squeezed her eyes shut. Ibrahim grunted softly, and she felt his other hand stroking her face.

“Ibrahim,” she said in a soft voice. She looked up into his eyes and saw something there she had no words for.

His warm lips came down against hers, and she moaned lightly with pleasure.

Abigail felt the tip of his penis against her naked thigh. He wants to put it in me, she thought to herself. She tilted her hips, trying to rub it against herself.

“Easy, my pretty little sparrow,” he whispered in between kisses.

Ibrahim lifted his member and groaned softly. Abigail felt the warm precum drip across her bare thigh like he was marking her.

Ibrahim's hands cupped her breasts firmly, kneading the warm flesh. “Mmm,” he growled like a lion. “So tight, so young, no milk, not yet. But soon. I wonder how your milk will taste? Hmmm?”

Abigail looked up, trying to meet his eyes, unsure of what the right reply was.

“Sweet. Like you,” his teeth were so white when he was happy. “A sweet girl like you will give me the sweetest milk, I'm sure." This was too much, and she felt herself shudder with shame and terrible excitement at his awful words.

His hand guided her face to meet his eyes again. "Once you are with child I will drink from you every day many times, sweet girl."

Her skin was on fire. “You will love it because you are meant to be my wife, you will see. Africa called you, and you came here for me. Good girl.”

She felt his lips against her neck, taking soft nibbles and bites of her warm and tender flesh.

A rush of excitement flowed through Abigail, and she felt herself grow hotter.

“Ibrahim,” she moaned, her hips rocking softly.

He made her feel beautiful.

Abigail felt his tongue slide down her neck and across her collarbone, pausing at the sensitive hollow of her throat.

He made her feel loved.

Ibrahim's fingers were soft and thick as they slid across her soft belly and followed the curves of her hips, pausing at the juncture between her thighs. His lips closed around a nipple and sucked gently, pulling it into his mouth.

Abigail shuddered with anticipation. Nervousness and fear melted away. All she wanted was for Ibrahim to take her, to make her his.

He pulled back and looked at her, his brow flushed, his eyes wild with hunger for her flesh. A soft light shone in his eyes, and she felt like she had known him all her life. A loud whimper escaped her lips.

“Don't be afraid,” Ibrahim said. "Sparrow."

Abigail felt the tip of his penis prod at her entrance. She was afraid, but there was nothing she could do. She was his, now. She had to trust him – it was just that simple.

“Please,” she said.

“So beautiful,” he said, his voice soft and sweet.

The pressure of his head became stronger. His broad tip slipped into her, stretching her in a way that hurt. She gasped for breath, reaching for his shoulders.

Abigail felt like the world was spinning, and somehow, the universe had usurped itself. This was not happening. This was madness. How had she let this man take her?

The sun, the birds, the trees, the earth beneath her. It was all spinning, and she felt like she would be sucked into a void.

She bit her lip, and her body bucked, her arms clutching him.

“Relax,” he said softly.

“It hurts,” she moaned.

“I know,” he said, “But you're worth it. You are special, small wife. And I need to be inside you.”

She felt him press into her hard, sinking in deeper. She clenched him with a strength she didn't know she had.

“Oh, Ibrahim,” she breathed again as she felt him begin to push deeper.

“Ssh,” he said, “Precious. You have to have time to get used to me, my pretty Sparrow.” He leaned over and whispered in her ear. “You will learn to love me. I'll teach you.” The words made Abigail shiver.

Ibrahim grabbed her hips, his lips kissing her collarbones and her throat. His right hand stroked her hair. She whimpered, and she felt herself relax.

His thick and warm fingers stroked her face.

His hands were soft and warm against her cheeks as he pulled her hips up to meet his.

So slowly, so gently. She felt the slow burn of pleasure rolling through her, and she felt her heart swell.

She could never be with another man. Not after he claimed her like this.

The leaves rustled and swayed as the wind blew through the trees. Each movement seemed to whisper a secret, a foreign story for only them to know.

Ibrahim was her husband, her lover.

But he was so big! So very, very big.

“Sparrow,” he said in his deep and commanding voice. He stroked her face and looked into her eyes, “I need to know you are with me.”

She nodded, biting her lip. She wasn't sure if this was love, but she knew it was close. She knew she was his.

His face flushed, and he spoke in a low and commanding voice. “I know you are my wife, but I must hear you say it.”

“I am your wife,” she managed to say.

“I am your husband,” he said, his eyes dark and intense.

“I am your wife,” she repeated, like an incantation.

He smiled, and his eyes lit up. “Yes,” he said, “Yes, you are, my wife.”

He kissed her, and she breathed him in, her lips and her cheeks and her eyes. She opened her mouth to his, and he breathed into her, sharing his spirit with her.

She felt his penis slide a bit deeper into her.

His breath was faster, and his grip became tighter.

She felt the tip go deeper, and she whimpered, feeling the pain return.

“Hold on, Sparrow,” he commanded, “Hold on. Embrace your husband.”

She felt her own breath come faster and faster.

Ibrahim began to rock, grinding into her and then pulling back out. He moved in and out of her, rocking, back and forth.

He sucked on her breast and then moved to the other, his mouth soft and warm, his tongue gentle as it drew circles around her nipple.

He moved his mouth back to her lips, kissing her passionately again. Her muscles tightened around him, and she noticed with a start that she had wrapped her legs around his back.

Ibrahim pulled out of her and then slowly pushed in. Abigail gasped, feeling a slow and delicious pleasure building up inside her.

“Ibrahim,” she whispered, “My hus..band.”

He moved again, his thrusts slow, deep, and powerful. She could feel his penis swell inside her, and it made her gasp.

“Ibrahim,” she whimpered.

She felt so full, so complete.

She clung to him, feeling his hands on her back, holding her to him.

She moved her hips in time to match his thrusts.

She could feel the heat rising in her, the pleasure building. The pleasure built and built, and she felt the heat of his body on hers.

She felt herself tighten around Ibrahim, and he groaned.

He moved faster, and she felt her orgasm burst, sending waves of pleasure through her body.

She felt Ibrahim begin to thrust harder, faster, deeper.

“Oh, my husband,” she whimpered.

He was all around her, inside her, holding her. She felt him swell and swell, and then she felt him release inside her, bracing his weight on his arms on either side of her.

She felt a warm wetness and warmth inside her, and she gasped.

She felt him lean on her, and he smiled.

She stroked his face, letting her hand flow down to his jawline and his neck. She felt his heartbeat, slow and steady.

Abigail held her breath. She felt him slowly pull out, and she winced as she felt a small soreness.

She looked at him, speechless.

“Sparrow,” he said, “My wife.”

His lips were soft against hers as he kissed her.

He lay on top of her.
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Adam woke up late. Very late. The sun was high in the sky, and it was hot. She was so close, by his side. He reached out and touched a soft hip. He moved his hand lower, and there was wetness there.

“Adam,” she said, “please don't.” She was awake now.

“How was last night?” There was a long silence, and despite the pain, he patiently waited until he was worried she had fallen asleep again.

“He bred me,” she said.

He knew he should be angry. But his cock had never been so hard before in his life.

Ever.

“And?”

“He told me to help you. To feed you, clean you, and then… go back. To him.”

“Will you?”

“Help you, take care of you? Feed you- of course.”

“You know what I mean,” he said, squeezing her arm.

“Adam,” there was guilt and also accusation in her voice. “I don't know. I'm his wife now. Remember? It's not like I can just… what would you say if I absconded with someone on a whim?" She looked him in the eyes."Do you think I should?”

Adam nodded sadly, looking away. “I think it's best we do what he says.”

“Then I will go back. Do you think it is ok?”

“I think you should,” he said again.

“I think you like it when Ibrahim fucks your Abigail,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper.

Adam was going to say something to that. It was probably going to be assertive and witty. But pain lanced his shoulder, and his thoughts evaporated into nothingness.

His mind crystallized back into a semblance of rational thought, much before he could speak again. By the time Adam could form words, Abigail had wiped him down, given him food and water, and even helped him relieve himself outside. Now he was back and cuddled into his tent on the brink of much-needed sleep.

“Abigail?”

“Yes?” She was already up and on her way out of the tent.

“Is it… risky?”

“Risky? You mean, is there a danger I can get pregnant?”

He nodded weakly.

“The sooner he gets me pregnant, the sooner we can be done,” and she was out of the tent before he remembered to close his mouth.

The end.
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AFTERWORD


Thank you

Thank you for reading Hotwife Abigail is Taken on Safari.

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

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

You can also talk to me via email at :

alexcarlsbad@gmail.com

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

AC
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