
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter One: The Heart of the Wild

The plane touched down in Accra on a blistering afternoon in June 2026, the heat slamming into me like a wall as I stepped onto the tarmac, my boots crunching on the cracked asphalt, my shirt already sticking to my back. My name’s Jack Tanner—thirty-one, six-two, broad-shouldered from years of hiking and hauling gear, with shaggy brown hair bleached lighter by the sun, and green eyes that’d seen more Midwest cornfields than anything this wild. I wasn’t some rich kid on a safari or a missionary with a Bible—I’d quit a warehouse job in Ohio, cashed out my savings, and booked a one-way ticket to Ghana, chasing a itch I couldn’t name, a pull toward something raw, untamed, a world I’d only read about in dog-eared books and grainy documentaries. Africa was a gamble, and I was all in.

Accra hit me hard—bustling, chaotic, a sprawl of concrete and color, horns blaring, vendors shouting over the rumble of motorbikes, the air thick with dust, diesel, and the sharp tang of frying plantains. I spent a week there, crashing in a cheap guesthouse near Makola Market, my room a concrete box with a squeaky fan and a mattress that sagged like a hammock. I wandered—ate kelewele from street stalls, the spicy ginger burn lighting up my tongue; haggled for kente cloth I didn’t need; dodged kids kicking soccer balls through alleys—but the city wasn’t enough. I’d come for the wild, the green heart of the continent, not its urban pulse, so I rented a battered Land Rover, loaded it with water, a tent, and a machete, and headed west, toward the Kakum National Park, a jungle I’d circled on a map back home, its name a whisper of adventure I couldn’t resist.

The drive was brutal—hours of potholed roads, dust choking the air, the sun beating down until my shirt was a second skin, my hands slick on the wheel. Kakum loomed ahead, a dark wall of green swallowing the horizon, its canopy a tangle of vines and leaves, the air shifting as I neared—cooler, wetter, alive with the hum of insects and the distant cry of birds I couldn’t name. I parked near the ranger station, a squat building of mud and tin, and checked in—solo permit, three days, a stern warning about snakes and no fires, the ranger eyeing my pale skin like I’d be dead by sundown. “Stick to the trails,” he said, handing me a map, his voice clipped, and I nodded, shouldering my pack, my boots crunching gravel as I headed into the forest, the wild closing around me like a fist.

The jungle was a beast—dense, dripping, a maze of mahogany and ebony trees, their trunks thick and gnarled, roots snaking over the earth like veins, the air heavy with the scent of moss, decay, and something sweet I couldn’t place. Sunlight barely pierced the canopy, dappling the ground in green and gold, the humidity wrapping me tight, sweat beading on my neck, my shirt clinging to my chest, my jeans chafing my thighs. I hacked a path with the machete, the blade thudding into vines, my arms burning, my breath loud in the stillness, the forest alive—monkeys chattering overhead, a hornbill’s call echoing, the rustle of leaves hinting at things I couldn’t see. It was day two when I found the river—a narrow, clear ribbon cutting through the green, its banks soft with mud, fringed by ferns and strangler figs, the water glinting in the rare sun that broke through.

I dropped my pack, stripped off my shirt—damp, streaked with dirt—and waded in, the cold biting my calves, then my thighs, washing away the sweat, the grime, the ache of miles. My hair fell into my eyes, wet and shaggy, and I dunked my head, shaking it out, water streaming down my chest, my jeans heavy as I stood waist-deep, the current tugging at me, soothing me, the forest’s hum a steady pulse around me. I’d come alone, told myself I wanted solitude, but the wild had a way of stripping that lie bare—I was restless, hungry, not just for the land but for something alive, something real, a connection I hadn’t found in Ohio’s flat, gray sprawl.

That’s when I heard it—a rustle, sharp and close, not the wind or a monkey, but deliberate, human. My head snapped up, water dripping down my face, my hands flexing in the river, my heart kicking up, the machete too far, back with my pack on the bank. “Who’s there?” I called, voice rough, echoing over the water, my eyes scanning the trees, the shadows, the green wall staring back. No answer—just the hum, the drip of leaves, the faint splash of my own movement—until she stepped out, a figure breaking from the forest like it’d birthed her, tall and striking, her presence hitting me like a punch.

She was Black—deep, rich skin that glowed in the dappled light, a sheen of sweat catching the sun, her body a balance of strength and curve, wrapped in a short, frayed kente skirt that hugged her hips, ending high on her thighs, her breasts bare but for a strip of cloth tied loose across her chest, slipping low, hinting at the fullness beneath. Her hair was a mass of tight curls, wild and free, spilling past her shoulders, framing a face that stopped me cold—high cheekbones, full lips parted slightly, eyes dark and sharp, glinting with a mix of curiosity and challenge, locked on mine. She carried a woven basket on her hip, a machete dangling from her hand, her legs long and muscled, bare feet silent on the mud, her stance easy, like she owned this place—and hell, maybe she did.

I stood there, dumb as a rock, water lapping at my waist, my jeans clinging wet, my cock stirring unbidden under her gaze, a heat creeping up my neck as she tilted her head, sizing me up, her lips twitching into a faint, knowing smile. “You’re far from home, obroni,” she said, her voice low, smooth, accented with a lilt that rolled over me, thick and warm, the Ghanaian term for “white man” hitting me with a jolt. “This isn’t your river.”

“Jack,” I said, stupidly, my name a reflex, my throat dry despite the water, my hands still in the current, fighting the urge to cover myself, to step back, too caught to care. “Didn’t know it was claimed.” My voice was gruff, edged with defiance, and I shifted, water sloshing, suddenly aware of my bare chest, the way my jeans outlined me, my cock half-hard, pressing against the denim, her eyes flicking down—shameless, deliberate—taking me in, making my face burn, my pulse thud.

She laughed—a rich, rolling sound that cut through the forest, sinking into me, her basket shifting as she set it down, her machete thudding into the mud beside it, her hands resting on her hips, pushing her breasts up, the cloth slipping lower, baring more skin, a tease that made my cock twitch, my breath catch. “I’m Ama,” she said, stepping closer, her feet sinking into the bank, her skirt riding up, revealing the curve of her thighs, thick and strong, her eyes never leaving mine. “And everything here knows me. You don’t.”

“Not yet,” I said, meeting her gaze, my voice low, a challenge slipping out before I could stop it—bold, reckless, drawn by her, by the way she stood there, unapologetic, alive, a fire I couldn’t look away from. My eyes traced her—the sweat beading on her collarbone, the swell of her breasts under that thin cloth, the flare of her hips, the strength in her stance—and I felt it, a pull, a heat, jungle fever creeping in, slow and steady, a burn I didn’t fight.

She stepped into the water, the hem of her skirt darkening as it soaked, wading toward me, slow and deliberate, the current parting around her like she commanded it, her eyes glinting, daring me to move. My heart pounded, my cock hardening fully, straining against my jeans, the cold water doing nothing to kill the fire she lit, her scent hitting me as she neared—earth, sweat, a wild sweetness I couldn’t place—mixing with the forest, dizzying me. She stopped a yard away, close enough that I could see the faint scars on her arms, the curve of her lips, the way her breath stirred the air, her gaze dropping again, lingering where the water hid me, her smile widening, sharp and knowing.

“You’re bold, Jack,” she said, her voice dropping lower, rougher, her head tilting as she studied me, water lapping at her thighs, soaking her skirt higher, clinging to her skin, outlining her, tempting me. “Or foolish.”

“Bit of both,” I admitted, stepping closer, water sloshing, my hands flexing at my sides, my eyes tracing her—the curve of her neck, the swell of her breasts, the strength in her legs—my cock aching, my chest tight, the forest closing in, the wild whispering around us. “You gonna send me packing?”

She laughed again—sharp, wild, a sound that sank into me—and shook her head, stepping closer, the distance shrinking to inches, her heat cutting through the cold, her eyes locked on mine, fierce and unyielding. “No,” she said, her hand reaching out, brushing my chest—warm, calloused, electric—her fingers lingering, tracing the line of my collarbone, sending a jolt straight to my groin, my cock throbbing, my breath hitching. “I’ll see what you’re made of first.”

That’s where it started—the slow burn, the spark catching, the promise of a fever that’d consume us both.


Chapter Two: The Pulse of the Jungle

The river flowed around us, cool and steady, its current tugging at my jeans as I stood waist-deep, my chest bare and slick with water, my heart pounding under Ama’s touch—her fingers warm and rough against my collarbone, tracing slow, deliberate lines that sent jolts through me, my cock hardening painfully against the wet denim, straining, unbidden, under her sharp, dark gaze. She was close—too close—her bronze skin glistening in the dappled sunlight, her skirt soaked and clinging to her thighs, outlining the muscle beneath, her breasts shifting under that thin strip of cloth, the edges slipping lower, teasing the full curves I couldn’t peel my eyes from. The forest hummed around us—cicadas droning, leaves rustling, a distant monkey’s cry cutting through the air—but it all faded, shrinking to her, to the heat radiating off her, the wild sweetness of her scent—earth, sweat, something floral—mixing with the damp moss and river water, sinking into me, stirring me deep.

“See what I’m made of, huh?” I said, voice gruff, low, meeting her eyes—dark pools glinting with mischief, challenge, a fire that matched the ache in my gut. My hands flexed at my sides, water dripping from my fingers, my shirt a crumpled heap on the bank, my pack forgotten beside it, the machete glinting uselessly in the mud. “That a test?” I stepped closer, water sloshing, the cold doing nothing to kill the heat she sparked, my cock throbbing, my chest tightening as her smile widened—slow, dangerous, her lips full and parted, showing a flash of teeth that made my breath catch.

“Everything here tests you, obroni,” she replied, her voice a smooth roll, thick with that Ghanaian lilt, her hand sliding lower, brushing my chest, her nails grazing my skin, leaving faint red trails that stung in the humid air, her touch light but deliberate, igniting me. “The jungle. The river. Me.” She tilted her head, her curls swaying, heavy and wet from the mist, framing her face—high cheekbones, a faint scar curving under her left eye, eyes that burned into mine, peeling me back, daring me to flinch. I didn’t—just held her gaze, my own eyes tracing her—the sweat beading on her neck, the curve of her collarbone, the swell of her breasts pushing against that frayed cloth, the way her skirt clung, dark and wet, hinting at the strength of her thighs, the heat I knew was waiting beneath.

“Guess I’m not running then,” I said, stepping closer still, the water lapping at my hips, my jeans heavy, outlining my cock—hard, thick, pressing against the fabric, her eyes flicking down, shameless, lingering, making my face burn, my pulse thud louder than the river’s rush. My hand moved—slow, tentative—brushing her arm, my fingers grazing her skin, warm and smooth, feeling the muscle beneath, the faint tremor as she shifted, her breath hitching just enough to catch my ear, a sound that sank into me, tightening my balls, my cock twitching under her stare. “You’re not either.”

She laughed—rich, rolling, a sound that echoed off the trees, sinking into the forest, into me, her hand flattening against my chest, her palm pressing firm, feeling my heartbeat, her nails digging in just enough to sting, a tease that made me groan, soft and low, my hips shifting toward her, desperate for more. “Run?” she said, her voice dropping, rougher now, her eyes glinting, dark and wild, her body leaning in, her breasts brushing my chest through that thin cloth, soft and warm, her nipples faintly visible, hard against the fabric, sending a jolt straight to my groin. “I don’t run, Jack. I hunt.”

“Hunt, huh?” I grinned, my hand sliding higher, resting on her elbow, my thumb brushing the inside of her arm, her skin fever-hot, her pulse jumping beneath it, quick and alive, my cock aching, my jeans chafing, the cold water a cruel contrast to the fire she lit. “What’s the prey?” My voice was low, rough, a challenge slipping out, my eyes tracing her lips—full, soft, parted—imagining them on mine, on me, my breath catching as she stepped closer, the water rising to her thighs, soaking her skirt higher, clinging tight, outlining her, tempting me beyond reason.

“You’ll see,” she murmured, her hand sliding up, fingers brushing my neck, tangling in my wet hair, tugging gently, pulling me down, her face inches from mine, her breath warm against my lips, smelling of river water and something sweet—mango, maybe, or her—and I felt it, jungle fever creeping in, slow and relentless, a burn I couldn’t fight, didn’t want to. My other hand moved—bolder now—resting on her hip, gripping her through the wet kente, feeling the curve, the strength, my fingers flexing, itching to peel it off, to feel her bare against me, my cock throbbing, leaking into my jeans, a wet spot spreading where I pressed against the denim.

She didn’t pull back—just held there, her eyes locked on mine, her lips brushing mine—not a kiss, just a tease—her breath mixing with mine, her body pressing closer, her breasts soft against my chest, her nipples grazing me through the cloth, a jolt that made my cock pulse, my groan louder, my hand tightening on her hip, pulling her in, feeling her shift, her thigh brushing mine under the water, warm and firm, making my head spin, my chest tighten. “Careful, obroni,” she whispered, her voice a low growl, her tongue flicking out, brushing my lower lip, a shock that hit me low, my hips rocking toward her, desperate, my hand sliding up, brushing the edge of her cloth, my fingers grazing the soft skin beneath, warm and trembling, her breath hitching, her eyes fluttering shut for a heartbeat.

“Jack,” I corrected, voice ragged, my lips brushing hers—soft, warm, tasting river water and her—my tongue teasing the seam, testing, her moan soft, barely there, vibrating through me, my cock aching, my hand sliding higher, cupping her through the cloth, feeling the weight of her breast, firm and full, her nipple hard against my palm as I squeezed, gentle but firm, her gasp sharp, her body arching into me, her nails digging into my neck, marking me. “Not obroni. Jack.”

“Jack,” she echoed, her voice breaking, her eyes opening, dark and fierce, her hand sliding down, brushing my chest, my abs, stopping at my waistband, her fingers teasing the button, making me hiss, my hips bucking into her touch, my cock throbbing, straining, begging for her. “You’re bold, Jack. Too bold.” Her lips curved, her tongue flicking my lip again, her hand pressing flat against my stomach, feeling the muscle tense, her nails scraping, sending jolts through me, my groan loud and raw, my hand tightening on her breast, my thumb brushing her nipple, rolling it, feeling it harden further, her moan louder, her body trembling against mine.

“Too bold’s my style,” I said, kissing her—harder now, hungry, my lips claiming hers, tasting her, my tongue plunging deep, exploring, her moan vibrating through me, her tongue meeting mine, slow then fierce, her nails raking my back, leaving welts that burned in the humid air. My other hand slid to her ass—firm, round, perfect—gripping her through the wet skirt, pulling her closer, my cock pressing against her stomach through the jeans, hard and insistent, her gasp sharp as she rocked into me, her heat seeping through, driving me wild, my head spinning, my chest heaving.

The forest closed in, the river’s rush fading, the world shrinking to her—to the heat of her mouth, the softness of her breasts, the strength of her thighs, the way she kissed me back—hard, needy, her hands roaming, one tangling in my hair, the other slipping lower, brushing my jeans, palming me through the denim, feeling me throb under her touch, my groan muffled against her lips, my hips bucking, desperate for more. “Fuck—Ama—” I rasped, breaking the kiss, my forehead pressing to hers, my breath ragged, my hand sliding under her skirt, brushing her thigh, warm and slick with river water, inching higher, feeling her tremble, her breath hitching, her eyes dark and wild, locked on mine.

“Not here,” she said, voice husky, pulling back—sudden, firm—her hand leaving my cock, grabbing my wrist, stopping me, her chest heaving, her lips swollen, her skirt dark and clinging, her breasts shifting under the cloth, nipples straining, begging for me. “Not yet.” My cock ached, throbbing, my hand slick with river water, my chest tight with need, but I nodded, swallowing hard, respecting her line—for now—my eyes tracing her, the sweat on her neck, the curve of her hips, the fire in her gaze, knowing this was just the start, a fever building, slow and relentless.

She stepped back, wading to the bank, her skirt dripping, clinging tight, outlining her ass, her thighs, her every move a tease that made my cock pulse, my hands flexing with the urge to grab her, pull her back, take her right there. She turned, beckoning me with a flick of her hand, her smile sly, knowing, her eyes glinting in the sun. “Come,” she said, picking up her basket, her machete, her stance easy, commanding. “My place. Tonight.” She gave me a look—dark, promising—then turned, disappearing into the trees, her hips swaying, leaving me standing there, soaked and hard, my heart pounding, my mind racing with what tonight could bring.

I waded out, grabbing my shirt, my pack, the machete, my jeans chafing, my cock still hard, aching with every step as I followed her path, the forest swallowing me again, the wild whispering around me, her scent lingering—earth, sweat, her—a trail I’d chase into the night, into the fever that’d consume us both.


Chapter Three: The Fever Rises

The jungle swallowed me as I followed Ama’s trail, the late afternoon sun filtering through the canopy in golden shards, casting shadows that danced across the forest floor, the air thick with humidity, moss, and the lingering echo of her scent—earth, sweat, that wild sweetness—clinging to me like a second skin. My boots thudded on the packed earth, my jeans—still wet from the river—chafing my thighs, my cock rock-hard, straining against the denim, throbbing with every step, the ache in my balls a constant pulse since she’d kissed me, her lips hot and hungry, her hands teasing me, promising more. My shirt hung open, damp and clinging to my chest, my pack jostling on my back, the machete swinging at my hip, useless against the fire she’d lit in me, a fever creeping through my veins, slow and relentless, jungle heat I couldn’t shake.

Her path wound deeper—past strangler figs and mahogany trunks, vines brushing my arms, leaves dripping with the last of the day’s rain, the forest alive with sound—cicadas droning, birds calling, the rustle of unseen life—but all I heard was her voice, that low, smooth lilt, “My place. Tonight,” replaying in my skull, stirring my blood, my cock twitching, leaking precum into my jeans, a wet spot spreading where I pressed against the fabric. I moved faster, driven by her, by the memory of her body—bronze and glistening, her skirt soaked and clinging, her breasts shifting under that thin cloth, nipples hard and dark, her ass swaying as she’d walked away, a tease that made my hands itch, my mouth water, my chest tighten with need.

The trees parted after what felt like miles, opening into a clearing—a small village of mud huts with thatched roofs, smoke curling from a fire pit, the faint murmur of voices drifting through the air, kids darting between the houses, their laughter sharp and fleeting. Ama stood near the edge, her basket on her hip, her machete tucked into a woven belt, her skirt still wet, clinging tight, outlining her thighs, her ass, her every curve a taunt that made my cock throb, my breath catch. She turned as I approached, her eyes—dark, fierce, glinting with intent—locking on mine, her lips curving into that slow, dangerous smile, her head tilting, sizing me up, her gaze dropping to my jeans, lingering where my cock strained, hard and obvious, making my face burn, my pulse roar.

“You made it, obroni,” she said, voice husky, stepping closer, her bare feet silent on the dirt, her hips swaying, the cloth across her chest slipping lower, baring the tops of her breasts, full and firm, her nipples pressing against the fabric, a sight that made my cock pulse, my hands flex with the urge to rip it off. “Thought the jungle might eat you first.” Her tone was teasing, playful, but her eyes burned, dark and wild, her hand reaching out, brushing my arm—warm, calloused, electric—her fingers sliding up, tracing my bicep, her nails grazing my skin, sending a jolt straight to my groin, my groan soft and low, my hips shifting toward her, desperate for more.

“Jack,” I corrected, voice rough, stepping into her touch, closing the gap, my chest brushing hers, feeling her heat through my open shirt, her breasts soft against me, her nipples grazing my skin, a jolt that made my cock throb, my breath hitch. “And I’m tougher than I look.” My hand moved—bold now—sliding to her waist, gripping her through the wet skirt, feeling the curve of her hip, the muscle beneath, my fingers digging in, pulling her closer, my cock pressing against her stomach, hard and insistent, her gasp sharp as she rocked into me, her heat seeping through, driving me wild, my head spinning.

“Tough, huh?” she murmured, her hand sliding down, brushing my chest, my abs, stopping at my jeans, her fingers teasing the waistband, slipping beneath, brushing the coarse hair, then lower, cupping me through the denim, feeling my cock—thick, rigid, pulsing—under her palm, stroking slow, firm, her thumb grazing the head, a wet spot spreading where I leaked, making me hiss, my hips bucking into her hand, my groan loud and raw, my chest heaving. “Feels like you’re ready to break, Jack.” Her voice was a growl, her eyes glinting, her lips brushing my jaw—soft, warm, tasting of sweat and river water—her tongue flicking out, tracing the line, a tease that hit me low, my cock throbbing, my balls tightening, the edge so close I could taste it.

“Fuck—Ama—” I rasped, my hand sliding up, cupping her breast through the cloth—full, heavy, warm—my thumb brushing her nipple, hard and pebbled, rolling it, squeezing, her moan soft and needy, her body arching into me, her nails digging into my shoulder, marking me. My other hand slid to her ass—firm, round, perfect—gripping her, pulling her closer, my fingers slipping under the skirt, brushing her thigh, warm and slick, inching higher, finding her bare—hot, wet, dripping—my fingers parting her slit, tracing her outer lips, thick and swollen, her arousal coating me, her gasp sharp, her hips rocking into my touch, urging me on.

“Yes—there—” she breathed, voice ragged, her hand leaving my cock, grabbing my wrist, guiding me, pressing my fingers deeper—two slipping inside, her walls tight and pulsing, sucking me in as I pumped them, slow then fast, curling to find that spot—rough, swollen—making her cry out, her head tipping back, her throat bared, a vein pulsing there, quick and alive. I kissed it—lips, then teeth, sucking hard, tasting her, my tongue tracing the mark, her moan louder, her walls clenching, her clit hard under my thumb as I rubbed it, steady and firm, feeling it pulse, her breath hitching, her body trembling against me, her skirt riding up, baring more, tempting me beyond reason.

“Fuck, you’re wet,” I growled, voice breaking, my lips finding hers—hard, hungry, my tongue plunging deep, tasting her, her moan vibrating through me, her tongue meeting mine, fierce and needy, her hand sliding back to my jeans, fumbling with the button, popping it open, her fingers slipping inside, brushing my cock—hot, thick, slick with precum—wrapping around it, stroking slow, deliberate, her thumb circling the head, making me groan into her mouth, my hips thrusting, my fingers pumping faster, her walls spasming, her release building, her fluids soaking my hand, dripping down my wrist, her scent—musk, earth, her—filling my lungs, driving me mad.

She broke the kiss—gasping, her lips swollen, her eyes dark and wild, her hand stilling on my cock, pulling it free—hard, thick, glistening—stroking once, twice, watching me shudder, my groan raw, my hips bucking, desperate for more. “Not here,” she said, voice husky, stepping back, her skirt falling, her hand leaving me, my cock bobbing, aching, exposed, her eyes glinting, promising. “Inside.” She turned, leading me toward a hut at the clearing’s edge—mud walls, thatched roof, a curtain of beads swaying at the door—her ass swaying, her skirt clinging wet, outlining her, teasing me with every step, my cock throbbing, my jeans hanging open, my chest heaving as I followed, drawn by her, by the fire she’d lit, a fever I’d let consume me.

The hut was small, dim, the air warm and thick with the scent of woodsmoke and herbs, a woven mat on the floor, a low bench piled with cloths, a single window letting in slivers of dusk. She turned, dropping her machete, her basket, her hands moving to the cloth across her chest—untying it slow, deliberate, letting it fall, baring her breasts—full, heavy, glistening with sweat, nipples dark and hard, begging for my mouth. “Jack,” she said, voice low, stepping closer, her hands on my chest, pushing my shirt off, her fingers tracing the welts, sliding down, gripping my jeans, yanking them lower, my cock springing free, hard and thick, glistening in the dim light, her eyes locked on it, her smile sly, knowing.

“Fuck—Ama—” I groaned, my hands reaching for her, pulling her close, my lips crashing into hers—hard, messy, my tongue deep, tasting her, her moan loud, her hands roaming, one tangling in my hair, the other wrapping around my cock—stroking firm, relentless, her fingers grazing the underside, sending jolts through me, my groan muffled against her lips, my hips thrusting, desperate. My hands slid to her breasts—squeezing, my thumbs flicking her nipples, rolling them, her cry sharp as I kissed her deeper, my tongue fucking her mouth, my cock pulsing under her touch, leaking steadily, her skirt brushing my thighs, her heat seeping through, driving me wild.

She pushed me back—sudden, firm—onto the mat, my jeans pooling at my ankles, my cock bobbing, hard and slick, her eyes glinting as she straddled my thighs, her skirt riding up, baring her slit—swollen, wet, dripping—hovering over me, her hands on my chest, nails digging in, marking me. “You’re mine tonight,” she growled, voice raw, leaning down, her breasts brushing my chest, her nipples grazing my skin, her lips brushing my ear, her tongue flicking the lobe, her breath hot, her hand guiding my cock—rubbing it against her slit, slow and deliberate, her wetness coating me, making me hiss, my hips bucking, my hands gripping her ass, spreading her, feeling her tremble, her moan loud, her heat overwhelming, a fever I’d surrender to, body and soul.


Chapter Four: The Wild Unleashed

The hut’s dim interior closed around us, the air thick and warm, heavy with woodsmoke, herbs, and the raw scent of our arousal—sweat, musk, the sharp tang of river water drying on our skin—mixing with the jungle’s hum seeping through the mud walls, a drone of cicadas and distant bird calls swallowed by the pounding of my pulse. I sat sprawled on the woven mat, my jeans bunched at my ankles, my boots kicked off in a tangle, my shirt a crumpled heap beside me, my chest bare and slick, heaving with every ragged breath, my cock jutting up—thick, rigid, glistening with precum—throbbing painfully under Ama’s dark, fierce gaze. She straddled my thighs, her knees sinking into the mat, her skirt rucked up around her hips, baring her slit—swollen, wet, dripping—a dark patch of coarse hair framing it, her fluids glistening in the slivers of dusk filtering through the window, soaking the air with her scent—earth, sweat, a wild sweetness that hit me like a drug, tightening my balls, making my cock pulse, my hands trembling with need.

Her breasts hung free, the cloth discarded, full and heavy, swaying as she leaned forward, nipples dark and hard, brushing my chest, sending jolts through me, my groan soft and raw, my hands shooting to her hips, gripping her—fingers digging into her warm, firm flesh, feeling the muscle beneath, pulling her closer, my cock nudging her stomach, leaving a slick trail against her bronze skin. “You’re mine tonight,” she’d said, her voice a low growl, her breath hot against my ear, her tongue flicking the lobe, teasing, her hand wrapped around my cock—warm, calloused, tight—stroking slow, deliberate, her thumb circling the head, smearing the wetness, watching me shudder, my hips bucking into her grip, my groan louder, my chest tightening as she guided me—rubbing my cock against her slit, slow and torturous, her wetness coating me, hot and slick, her outer lips parting around me, teasing the tip, making me hiss, my hands sliding to her ass—round, firm, perfect—spreading her, feeling her tremble, her moan sharp, her heat overwhelming, a fever I couldn’t resist.

“Fuck—Ama—” I rasped, voice breaking, my lips crashing into hers—hard, hungry, my tongue plunging deep, tasting her—river water, sweat, her—my tongue fucking her mouth, exploring every inch, her moan vibrating through me, loud and needy, her nails raking my shoulders, reopening the welts, blood welling under them, stinging in the humid air. My cock throbbed under her touch, pulsing as she stroked—firm, relentless—her fingers grazing the underside, tracing the vein, squeezing the base, my hips thrusting, desperate, my precum mixing with her fluids, dripping onto the mat, soaking it, the wet sound of her hand on me filling the hut, louder than my ragged groans, louder than the forest outside. Her breasts pressed into my chest, soft and warm, nipples hard against my skin, scraping me with every shift, sending jolts straight to my groin, my balls tightening, the edge so close I could taste it, my hands gripping her ass harder, pulling her down, needing her, all of her.

She broke the kiss—gasping, her lips swollen, her eyes dark and wild, her hand stilling on my cock, leaving it bobbing, hard and slick, her fluids glistening on me, a tease that made me growl, my hips bucking, my chest heaving. “Not yet,” she murmured, voice husky, leaning back, her hands on my chest, nails digging in, marking me as she shifted—lifting her hips, her slit hovering over me, hot and dripping, her thighs flexing, her skirt bunched higher, baring her fully, a sight that made my mouth water, my cock throb, my hands trembling with the urge to slam her down. “I want you slow first,” she said, her voice a command, her eyes locked on mine—fierce, burning—lowering herself, inch by inch, my cock nudging her entrance, parting her lips—swollen, wet, pulsing—taking me in, her walls stretching around me, tight and slick, clamping down as she sank, slow and deliberate, her moan low and guttural, her head tipping back, her curls spilling over her shoulders, brushing her breasts, a vision that drove me wild, my groan loud and raw, my hips twitching, fighting to thrust, to bury myself deep.

“Fuck—Jack—” she gasped, voice breaking, her hands sliding to my shoulders, gripping me, her nails sinking in as she settled—my cock buried to the hilt, her ass resting against my thighs, my balls pressed tight against her, her walls gripping me, hot and pulsing, sucking me in, a vice I couldn’t escape, didn’t want to. She started moving—slow, torturous, her hips rocking, grinding, her slit swallowing me, wet and loud, her clit rubbing my pelvis with every shift, her breasts swaying, bouncing faintly, nipples grazing my chest when she leaned in, her moan sharp, her breath hot against my neck, her scent—musk, earth, her—filling my lungs, dizzying me, my hands sliding up, cupping her breasts—full, heavy, warm—squeezing, my thumbs flicking her nipples, rolling them, pinching, her cry loud and wild, her walls clenching, her pace faltering, her fluids dripping down my cock, soaking my thighs, the mat, the air thick with it.

“Yes—there—” she breathed, voice ragged, her hips speeding up, riding me harder, her thighs flexing, her ass bouncing, firm and round, rippling under my hands as I gripped her, guiding her, slamming her down, my cock hitting deep, nudging her cervix—a tight, swollen barrier that made her shudder, her walls spasming, her clit pulsing against me, her release building, her moans turning to cries—sharp, desperate—shaking the hut, shaking me. I leaned up, my lips finding her neck—kissing, sucking, tasting her sweat, my teeth nipping the soft flesh, marking her, my tongue tracing the mark, her moan louder, her walls clamping tighter, her fluids gushing, soaking me, her body trembling, her breasts pressing into my chest, her nipples hard against my skin, sending jolts through me, my balls tightening, my cock swelling, the pressure coiling, sharp and hot, my groans muffled against her skin, my hips thrusting up, meeting her, relentless, brutal, the wet slap of flesh against flesh filling the hut, louder than her cries, louder than my own ragged breaths.

“Fuck—Ama—” I growled, voice breaking, my hands sliding to her ass—spreading her, my fingers brushing that tight ring—slick with her arousal, still stretched from the river—pressing in, one, then two, slow and steady, feeling her tense, then relax, her moan turning to a roar as I worked them deeper, curling them, pumping in time with her thrusts, her ass clenching, her slit pulsing, driving her wild, her cries sharp and guttural, shaking the walls, the air, us. “You’re so tight,” I rasped, my lips finding hers—hard, messy, my tongue deep, tasting her moans, my fingers fucking her ass, my cock slamming into her, her walls gripping me, milking me with every plunge, her clit hard under my thumb as I rubbed it—relentless, firm—feeling it pulse, her release crashing through her—sudden, fierce—her fluids flooding around my cock, soaking my groin, dripping onto the mat, her roar loud and wild, her body shuddering, her ass trembling against me, her nails clawing my shoulders, drawing blood that burned in the humid air.

I didn’t stop—flipped her—fast, rough—onto her back, her legs sprawling, her slit bared—swollen, wet, dripping—a mess of her fluids glistening on her thighs, the mat, the air thick with it, her scent overwhelming, driving me mad, my cock throbbing, slick and hard, begging for more. “Jack—” she gasped, voice hoarse, her hands reaching for me, pulling me down, her nails raking my back, reopening the welts, her legs wrapping around my waist, pulling me closer, her slit pressing against my cock, hot and open, urging me in. I thrust—deep, brutal—burying myself to the hilt, her heat swallowing me, tight and pulsing, her walls clamping around me, her cry sharp, her back arching, her breasts pressing into my chest, nipples scraping my skin, sending jolts through me, my groan loud and raw, my hips snapping, fucking her relentless, the wet slap of flesh against flesh echoing, louder than the jungle, louder than my own pounding heart.

“Yes—harder—” she snarled, voice raw, pushing back, meeting me, her hips rocking, her ass bouncing beneath me, firm and round, rippling under my hands as I gripped her, slamming in deeper, feeling her cervix nudge my tip, her walls spasming, her clit grinding against my pelvis, her second release building, her cries loud and wild, shaking the hut, shaking me. My lips found her breast—sucking hard, my tongue swirling the nipple, tasting her—sweat, her—my teeth grazing it, biting gently, her moan sharp, her walls clenching tighter, her fluids dripping, soaking me, the mat, the air thick with it, her scent—musk, earth, her—filling my lungs, driving me wild, my balls tightening, my cock swelling, my thrusts faltering, the pressure coiling, sharp and hot, my groans muffled against her skin, my hips driving in, relentless, brutal, chasing the edge.

“Fuck—Jack—” she cried, voice breaking, her hands tangling in my hair, yanking hard, her legs tightening around me, pulling me deeper, her walls clamping so tight I saw stars, her clit pulsing, her release crashing through her—her second, a flood of heat, her fluids gushing around my cock, soaking my groin, dripping onto the mat, her roar guttural, shaking the bed, the air, us. I kept fucking her through it—harder, faster—my lips on her neck, biting, sucking, marking her, my hands gripping her hips, slamming her into me, my cock hitting deep, once, twice, and I came—thick, endless spurts, filling her, spilling out around my cock, mixing with her fluids, soaking the mat as I thrust through it, my roar raw, my vision blurring, her walls milking me dry, her body shuddering, her ass trembling beneath me, her cries sharp and wild, blending with mine, a primal symphony in the jungle night.

I slumped over her, panting, my chest pressed to her breasts, my cock still inside her, twitching with aftershocks, her walls pulsing, her fluids dripping, a mess of us pooling beneath her, soaking the mat, the air thick with it, her scent—musk, earth, her—clinging to me, dizzying me, my hands sliding under her, cupping her ass, holding her close, my lips brushing her forehead, tasting her sweat, her breath hot against my neck, her hands roaming my back, tracing the welts, pulling me closer. “Fuck, Ama,” I rasped, voice hoarse, kissing her—soft now, tender—my tongue brushing her lips, tasting her, her moan soft, her hand resting on my chest, feeling my heartbeat, fast and wild, matching hers.

“Jack,” she whispered, voice ragged, her smile faint, satisfied, her eyes half-lidded, glowing in the dim light, her body trembling beneath me, her slit still hot, slick, pressed against me, a tease that made my cock twitch, stirring back to life, unbidden, the fever in me endless, unquenched. “You’re wild,” she said, her hand sliding down, brushing my cock—softening, slick, spent—teasing it, her fingers grazing the head, making me hiss, my hips shifting, my groan low, my balls aching, ready for more, always more with her.

“You’re wilder,” I said, kissing her neck, tasting her, my hand sliding to her thigh—thick, strong, trembling—gripping her, lifting her leg, hooking it over my hip, opening her again, my cock brushing her slit, hardening fast, leaking against her, her moan sharp, her body arching into me, her hands pulling me closer, her nails digging in, marking me, a claim I’d wear forever. “Not done yet,” I growled, my lips finding hers—hard, hungry—my tongue deep, tasting her, her moan loud, her hips rocking, urging me on, the jungle night stretching out, endless and ours, a fever we’d burn through together.


Chapter Five: The Dance of the Flame

The jungle night was a living beast, its breath hot and heavy against the hut’s mud walls, a chorus of sound—cicadas weaving a pulsing tapestry, leaves rustling like whispered secrets, the throaty roar of a distant elephant cutting through the dark—mirroring the fire still blazing in my veins, my body stretched across the woven mat, slick with sweat, my chest rising and falling in sharp, uneven gasps, my cock softening inside Ama, her walls trembling around me, her fluids seeping slow and warm, pooling beneath us in a fragrant, earthy mess that soaked the coarse fibers. My jeans were a twisted knot at my ankles, my boots kicked off in a chaotic pile, my shirt a forgotten rag beside me, my skin bare and battle-scarred—nail welts slashing crimson across my shoulders, bite bruises blooming dark on my chest, sweat stinging the raw trails her passion had etched into me, a map of our wild hours. Ama lay beneath me, her bronze skin shimmering in the lantern’s flickering glow, her breasts—full, heavy, glistening with our sweat—shifting with each ragged breath, nipples dark and peaked, her thighs quivering where they gripped my hips, her slit—swollen, drenched, a chaotic fusion of us—pressed against me, her scent—musk, earth, a wild honeyed sweetness—wrapping around me, sinking deep, a fever I’d never outrun.

She stirred, her dark eyes fluttering open, molten and fierce, catching mine with a slow, feral smile that sent a jolt through me, my cock twitching inside her despite the ache in my balls, the exhaustion clawing at my edges. “Jack,” she whispered, her voice a low, gravelly hymn, hoarse from hours of cries, her hand sliding to my chest, fingers tracing the welts she’d carved, her touch a spark, possessive and tender, reigniting the ember in my gut, stirring my cock back to life, hardening slow and steady within her pulsing heat. “You’ve burned bright for me,” she said, her smile widening, sharp and untamed, her eyes flicking beyond the hut’s bead curtain to the shadowed jungle beyond, her hand slipping lower, brushing my cock as I pulled out—slow, deliberate—her fluids spilling onto the mat with a soft, wet plash, a tease that made my balls tighten, my cock jutting up, thick and slick, glistening with her, pulsing with a need I couldn’t name. “Now you burn for them. Our circle, our claim. You’re the flame we dance with tonight.”

“Them?” I rasped, voice rough as river gravel, rolling to my side, my back sinking into the mat, my chest heaving, my eyes tracking her as she rose—her skirt bunched high, baring her slit—swollen, dripping, framed by a wild tangle of black hair—her breasts swaying free, her ass firm and round as she moved to the door, her fingers parting the beads with a sharp clatter, her voice rising, a chant in her native tongue that sliced through the night, rhythmic and commanding, a call that summoned shadows from the dark, stirring the jungle into a restless hum. “Ama—what—” I started, but she turned, her smile a blade of moonlight, her hand gesturing wide, her voice dropping low, thick with intent. “My sisters,” she said, stepping back as they emerged—not from the hut, but from the trees beyond, their silhouettes breaking through the undergrowth, a procession drawn by her song, their presence a storm of heat and purpose crashing into the clearing outside.

Five women—no, six—each a distinct force, their skin—deep, rich, aglow with sweat and starlight—catching the faint shimmer of the rising moon, their bodies a gallery of power and curve, some bare, others draped in kente scraps or vines twisted into makeshift skirts, their eyes—dark, ravenous, glinting with a shared hunger—locking on me as I stumbled to my feet, my jeans yanked up but unbuttoned, my cock straining against the denim, a fever surging through me—jungle lust, wild and unbridled, a pull I couldn’t resist. Ama stepped into the clearing, her hand finding mine, pulling me out, the mat abandoned, the hut too small for what was coming, the jungle floor soft with moss and fallen leaves beneath my bare feet, the air thick with damp earth, sap, and their scents—sweat, musk, their own wild essences—mixing with Ama’s, overwhelming me, my breath catching, my hands flexing with need.

“You’ve claimed me,” Ama said, her voice a low drum, her hand squeezing mine, her eyes fierce with pride, love, a promise deeper than words, “now claim them. Our roots, our blood. You’re the spark we root in the wild.” Her words hit me like a thunderclap, my chest tightening, my cock throbbing, leaking into my jeans, a heat crashing through me, primal and unstoppable. The women circled us, their movements a slow, deliberate dance, their bodies swaying to a rhythm only they heard, their heat closing in, a living ring of desire, their voices joining Ama’s chant, a melody that pulsed through the trees, stirring the jungle into a frenzy—birds scattering, monkeys howling, the night alive with us.

The first stepped forward—tall, wiry, her hair a cascade of braids woven with feathers, her breasts bare, high and firm, nipples dark and taut, her hips wrapped in a vine belt that dangled low, brushing her thighs, her slit—long, glistening, framed by a faint sheen of sweat—bared as she shed the vines, her eyes glinting like obsidian, her smile sharp and teasing. “I’m Efua,” she said, voice a low purr, stepping close, her hands finding my shoulders, pushing me down—gentle but firm—onto a fallen log, its bark rough against my back, my jeans yanked down by her deft fingers, my cock springing free—thick, rigid, glistening—throbbing under her gaze. She straddled me, her knees sinking into the moss, her slit hovering over me, hot and dripping, her scent—musk, sap, a hint of river clay—hitting me, dizzying me, my groan soft as she sank—slow, deliberate—my cock nudging her entrance, parting her lips—hot, slick, pulsing—taking me in, inch by inch, her walls stretching tight, clamping down as she settled, my balls pressed against her ass, her moan a high, keening note, her braids brushing my chest as she leaned in, her lips grazing my ear, her breath hot, her tongue flicking the lobe, a jolt that made my hips buck, thrusting up, burying myself deeper.

“Fuck—Efua—” I growled, voice breaking, my hands gripping her hips—wiry, trembling—pulling her down, my cock hitting deep, her walls pulsing, her clit brushing my pelvis, her fluids dripping, soaking my thighs, the log creaking beneath us, the jungle humming around us. She moved—slow, sinuous—her hips rolling, grinding, her slit swallowing me, wet and loud, her breasts swaying, nipples grazing my chest, her moan sharp as I thrust up, meeting her, my hands sliding to her ass—lean, firm—spreading her, my finger brushing her tight ring—slick with her arousal—pressing in, slow and careful, feeling her tense, then melt, her cry wild, her head tipping back, her braids swinging like a curtain, her walls clamping tighter, her fluids gushing, her release building, her voice rising, blending with the chant, shaking the trees, shaking me.

“Yes—Jack—deep—” she gasped, her hips speeding up, her ass bouncing, her slit pulsing, her clit hard under my thumb as I rubbed it—steady, firm—her fluids soaking me, her release crashing through her—sudden, fierce—her walls gripping me tight, her cry a piercing wail, her body shuddering, her fluids flooding my groin, dripping onto the moss, the air thick with it, her scent overwhelming, driving me wild. I thrust harder—relentless—my lips finding her neck—biting, sucking, marking her—my finger pumping her ass, her walls milking me, my balls tightening, my cock swelling, the pressure coiling, sharp and hot, her chant faltering into a scream as I came—thick, endless spurts, filling her, spilling out around my cock, mixing with her fluids, soaking the log, the ground, my roar raw, my vision blurring, her walls clamping, milking me dry, her body trembling, her braids brushing my face, her cry echoing through the jungle, a primal hymn in the night.

She slid off—panting, trembling—my cock slipping free, slick and spent, her fluids dripping onto my thighs, a mess of us staining the moss, her slit still swollen, leaking, a sight that made my cock twitch, stirring faintly, the fever in me unquenched. Ama stepped close, her hand on my shoulder, guiding me up, her smile fierce, her eyes glinting as she led me to a clearing—a circle of flat stones, the ground soft with fallen petals, the air thick with sap and heat, the women swaying, their chant rising, a rhythm that pulsed through my bones. The second approached—short, curvy, her hair a wild afro threaded with tiny shells, her breasts heavy and swaying, nipples dark and hard, her hips draped in a kente scrap that fell as she moved, her slit—wide, wet, glistening—bared as she knelt before me, her eyes glinting with mischief, her voice a soft tease. “I’m Adwoa,” she said, her hands gripping my thighs, pulling me down to the stones, my back hitting the cool surface, my cock jutting up—hard, slick—throbbing as she climbed over me, her knees bracketing my hips, her slit hovering, her scent—musk, petals, a hint of smoke—hitting me, making my mouth water, my groan loud as she sank—fast, eager—my cock plunging in, her walls stretching wide, hot and slick, clamping down, her moan a low, throaty rumble, her afro brushing my chest as she leaned in, her lips finding mine—soft, hungry—her tongue teasing, tasting me.

“Fuck—Adwoa—” I rasped, voice hoarse, my hands gripping her hips—soft, trembling—pulling her down, my cock hitting deep, her walls pulsing, her clit grinding against my pelvis, her fluids dripping, soaking me, the stones cool against my back, the jungle alive around us. She moved—wild, erratic—her hips bucking, rocking, her slit swallowing me, wet and loud, her breasts pressing into my chest, nipples hard against my skin, her moan sharp as I thrust up, meeting her, my hands sliding to her ass—full, round—squeezing, spreading her, my fingers brushing her slit from behind, teasing her outer lips, slick with her arousal, slipping inside—two, then three—stretching her wider, pumping slow, her cry loud, her afro tickling my neck, her walls clamping tighter, her fluids gushing, her release building, her voice rising, weaving into the chant, shaking the air, shaking me.

“Yes—Jack—now—” she gasped, her hips slamming down, her ass bouncing, her slit pulsing, her clit hard under my thumb as I rubbed it—relentless, firm—her fluids soaking me, her release crashing through her—her walls gripping me tight, her cry a deep, guttural roar, her body shuddering, her fluids flooding my groin, dripping onto the stones, the air thick with it, her scent overwhelming, driving me wild. I thrust harder—brutal—my lips finding her breast—sucking hard, my tongue swirling the nipple, biting gently—my fingers pumping her slit, her walls milking me, my balls tightening, my cock swelling, the pressure coiling, sharp and hot, her chant breaking into a moan as I came—thick, endless spurts, filling her, spilling out around my cock, mixing with her fluids, soaking the stones, my roar raw, my vision blurring, her walls clamping, milking me dry, her body trembling, her afro brushing my face, her cry echoing through the jungle, a primal echo in the night.

She rolled off—panting, trembling—my cock slipping free, slick and spent, her fluids dripping onto my thighs, a mess of us staining the stones, her slit still swollen, leaking, a sight that made my cock twitch, stirring faintly, the fever in me unquenched. Ama’s hand found mine, pulling me up, her smile fierce, her eyes glowing as she led me deeper—a grove of ancient trees, their roots sprawling like veins across the earth, the air thick with sap and the musk of decay, the women circling, their chant a low, throbbing pulse, a rhythm that sank into my marrow. The third approached—tall, muscled, her hair shaved close, adorned with a single bead braid, her breasts firm and high, nipples dark and taut, her body bare, her slit—tight, slick—glistening as she moved, her eyes fierce, her voice a low growl. “I’m Akosua,” she said, pushing me against a tree, its bark rough against my back, my jeans yanked down again, my cock jutting up—hard, slick—throbbing as she pressed against me, her slit brushing my thigh, her scent—musk, bark, a hint of ash—hitting me, making my groan loud as she lifted her leg—strong, trembling—hooking it over my hip, guiding my cock—slow, deliberate—into her slit, parting her lips—hot, tight, pulsing—taking me in, her moan a sharp, feral bark, her bead braid swinging as she pressed her chest to mine, her nipples scraping my skin, her hands gripping my shoulders, nails digging in, marking me.

“Fuck—Akosua—” I growled, voice breaking, my hands gripping her hips—muscled, trembling—pulling her closer, my cock hitting deep, her walls clamping tight, her clit pressing against my pelvis, her fluids dripping, soaking my thighs, the tree creaking behind me, the jungle alive around us. She moved—hard, fierce—her hips thrusting, grinding, her slit swallowing me, wet and loud, her breasts pressing into my chest, nipples hard against my skin, her moan sharp as I thrust back, meeting her, my hands sliding to her ass—tight, firm—spreading her, my finger brushing her tight ring—slick with her arousal—pressing in, slow and steady, feeling her tense, then relax, her cry wild, her head tipping back, her bead braid swinging, her walls clamping tighter, her fluids gushing, her release building, her voice rising, weaving into the chant, shaking the air, shaking me.

“Yes—Jack—deep—” she snarled, her hips slamming into me, her ass clenching, her slit pulsing, her clit hard under my thumb as I rubbed it—relentless, firm—her fluids soaking me, her release crashing through her—her walls gripping me tight, her cry a fierce, guttural roar, her body shuddering, her fluids flooding my groin, dripping onto the roots, the air thick with it, her scent overwhelming, driving me wild. I thrust harder—brutal—my lips finding her neck—biting, sucking, marking her—my finger pumping her ass, her walls milking me, my balls tightening, my cock swelling, the pressure coiling, sharp and hot, her chant breaking into a scream as I came—thick, endless spurts, filling her, spilling out around my cock, mixing with her fluids, soaking the roots, my roar raw, my vision blurring, her walls clamping, milking me dry, her body trembling, her bead braid brushing my shoulder, her cry echoing through the jungle, a primal hymn in the night.

She stepped back—panting, trembling—my cock slipping free, slick and spent, her fluids dripping onto my thighs, a mess of us staining the roots, her slit still swollen, leaking, a sight that made my cock twitch, stirring faintly, the fever in me unquenched. Ama’s hand found mine, pulling me forward, her smile fierce, her eyes glowing as she led me to a riverbank—the water glinting black under the moon, the air thick with damp earth and fish, the women circling, their chant a rising tide, a rhythm that pulsed through my blood. The fourth approached—small, lithe, her hair in tight twists adorned with clay beads, her breasts full and swaying, nipples dark and hard, her body bare, her slit—tight, slick—glistening as she moved, her eyes glinting with play, her voice a soft tease. “I’m Esi,” she said, pulling me into the shallows, the water cool against my calves, my jeans abandoned on the bank, my cock jutting up—hard, slick—throbbing as she wrapped her legs around me, standing in the current, guiding my cock—slow, eager—into her slit, parting her lips—hot, tight, pulsing—taking me in, her moan a high, lilting trill, her twists clinking as she pressed her chest to mine, her nipples scraping my skin, her hands gripping my back, nails digging in, marking me.

“Fuck—Esi—” I rasped, voice hoarse, my hands gripping her hips—lithe, trembling—pulling her closer, my cock hitting deep, her walls clamping tight, her clit pressing against my pelvis, her fluids dripping, soaking my thighs, the water lapping around us, the jungle alive around us. She moved—quick, fluid—her hips rocking, grinding, her slit swallowing me, wet and loud, her breasts pressing into my chest, nipples hard against my skin, her moan sharp as I thrust back, meeting her, my hands sliding to her ass—small, firm—spreading her, my finger brushing her tight ring—slick with her arousal—pressing in, slow and steady, feeling her tense, then relax, her cry wild, her head tipping back, her twists clinking, her walls clamping tighter, her fluids gushing, her release building, her voice rising, weaving into the chant, shaking the air, shaking me.

“Yes—Jack—now—” she gasped, her hips slamming into me, her ass clenching, her slit pulsing, her clit hard under my thumb as I rubbed it—relentless, firm—her fluids soaking me, her release crashing through her—her walls gripping me tight, her cry a high, piercing wail, her body shuddering, her fluids flooding my groin, dripping into the water, the air thick with it, her scent overwhelming, driving me wild. I thrust harder—brutal—my lips finding her breast—sucking hard, my tongue swirling the nipple, biting gently—my finger pumping her ass, her walls milking me, my balls tightening, my cock swelling, the pressure coiling, sharp and hot, her chant breaking into a scream as I came—thick, endless spurts, filling her, spilling out around my cock, mixing with her fluids, soaking the water, my roar raw, my vision blurring, her walls clamping, milking me dry, her body trembling, her twists brushing my face, her cry echoing through the jungle, a primal echo in the night.

She slid off—panting, trembling—my cock slipping free, slick and spent, her fluids dripping into the water, a mess of us swirling in the current, her slit still swollen, leaking, a sight that made my cock twitch, stirring faintly, the fever in me unquenched. Ama’s hand found mine, pulling me back to the bank, her smile fierce, her eyes glowing as she led me to a hollow—a natural cradle of roots and vines, the air thick with moss and decay, the women circling, their chant a deep, resonant hum, a rhythm that sank into my soul. The fifth approached—broad, powerful, her hair a mass of loose curls, her breasts heavy and swaying, nipples dark and hard, her body bare, her slit—wide, slick—glistening as she moved, her eyes fierce, her voice a low rumble. “I’m Abena,” she said, pushing me into the hollow, the vines soft against my back, my cock jutting up—hard, slick—throbbing as she straddled me, her knees sinking into the earth, guiding my cock—slow, deliberate—into her slit, parting her lips—hot, wide, pulsing—taking me in, her moan a deep, resonant growl, her curls brushing my chest as she pressed against me, her nipples scraping my skin, her hands gripping my shoulders, nails digging in, marking me.

“Fuck—Abena—” I growled, voice breaking, my hands gripping her hips—broad, trembling—pulling her down, my cock hitting deep, her walls clamping tight, her clit pressing against my pelvis, her fluids dripping, soaking my thighs, the vines creaking beneath us, the jungle alive around us. She moved—slow, powerful—her hips rocking, grinding, her slit swallowing me, wet and loud, her breasts pressing into my chest, nipples hard against my skin, her moan sharp as I thrust back, meeting her, my hands sliding to her ass—full, firm—spreading her, my finger brushing her tight ring—slick with her arousal—pressing in, slow and steady, feeling her tense, then relax, her cry wild, her head tipping back, her curls swinging, her walls clamping tighter, her fluids gushing, her release building, her voice rising, weaving into the chant, shaking the air, shaking me.

“Yes—Jack—deep—” she snarled, her hips slamming down, her ass bouncing, her slit pulsing, her clit hard under my thumb as I rubbed it—relentless, firm—her fluids soaking me, her release crashing through her—her walls gripping me tight, her cry a deep, guttural roar, her body shuddering, her fluids flooding my groin, dripping onto the vines, the air thick with it, her scent overwhelming, driving me wild. I thrust harder—brutal—my lips finding her neck—biting, sucking, marking her—my finger pumping her ass, her walls milking me, my balls tightening, my cock swelling, the pressure coiling, sharp and hot, her chant breaking into a scream as I came—thick, endless spurts, filling her, spilling out around my cock, mixing with her fluids, soaking the vines, my roar raw, my vision blurring, her walls clamping, milking me dry, her body trembling, her curls brushing my face, her cry echoing through the jungle, a primal hymn in the night.

She slid off—panting, trembling—my cock slipping free, slick and spent, her fluids dripping onto my thighs, a mess of us staining the vines, her slit still swollen, leaking, a sight that made my cock twitch, stirring faintly, the fever in me unquenched. Ama stepped forward, her hand on my chest, her smile fierce, her eyes glowing as she knelt beside me, the women circling, their chant softening, a low, resonant hum, a rhythm that eased into silence, the jungle settling around us, the night stretching out, endless and alive. “You’ve danced with them,” she said, her voice a soft drum, her hand sliding to my cock—soft, slick, spent—teasing it gently, stirring it faintly, her eyes locking on mine, dark and tender, a love deeper than the wild. “Now you rest with me. Our fire, our root. You’re home, Jack.”

“Home,” I rasped, voice hoarse, my hand finding hers, pulling her close, my lips brushing hers—soft, slow—my tongue teasing her mouth, tasting her—sweat, earth, her—her moan faint, her body curling into me, her leg hooking over mine, her slit—still hot, slick—pressing against my thigh, a tease that made my cock twitch, stirring faintly, the fever in me easing, sated at last. “Yours,” I said, kissing her deeper—tender, fierce—my hand sliding to her hip, gripping her, feeling her shift into me, her heat seeping through, my other hand resting on her ass—firm, round—squeezing gently, pulling her closer, my lips brushing her forehead, tasting her sweat, her breath warm against my neck, her hand resting on my chest, feeling my heartbeat slow, syncing with hers, a rhythm forged in the wild, unbreakable, ours.

The women—Efua, Adwoa, Akosua, Esi, Abena—settled around us, their bodies sprawled on the moss, the stones, the roots, their slits swollen, leaking, their breaths slowing, their eyes softening, a circle of satisfaction, a shared claim that bound us all, but Ama’s touch, her gaze, her voice anchored me, pulling me into her, into this world, this life I’d stumbled into, a white man lost and found in the jungle’s heart. “Stay,” she whispered, her voice a vow, her hand sliding to my cock—soft, slick, spent—teasing it gently, a promise of more, later, always, her eyes locked on mine, dark and fierce, pulling me in. “Stay with us. With me.”

“Staying,” I said, my hand tangling in her curls, pulling her close, my lips finding hers—slow, deep—sealing it, a love, a lust, a life carved out in the wild, the jungle floor beneath us soaked with us, the night warm with us, the trees stretching out around us, endless and ours. The dawn crept in, gold slivers piercing the canopy, bathing us in light, our bodies tangled, our breaths steady, a bond forged in fever, a story ended but alive, a fire that’d burn on, wild and free.
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