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Motivational Knife Coach
Aaron assures Brett that after only eight weekends of his program
Brett’s wife Eleanor will return less inhibited, more open
sexually, and a libido that will wear him out. Aaron doesn’t reveal
she will also return home a slut and a whore.

 



Chapter 1

 


DAY 30 7:30 P.M - COMING
HOME

 


Wyatt was descending the
long airport escalator toward the baggage claim looking for his
wife Janna and didn’t see her. This was strange. In his 21 years of
marriage his wife had never failed to be at either the exit of the
jet way or in the baggage claim if she was to pick him up, always
with a warm smile, a hug, and a “welcome home I’ve missed you”
kiss. This time, with his unanticipated and extended delay in
getting back home Wyatt fully expected her there.

When Wyatt didn’t see her
he worried that she may have had a flat tire, or there had been an
accident on the expressway, and as Wyatt scanned the waiting group
at the foot of the escalator again he saw a blond with a hint of
familiarity look up and smile. Wyatt looked over his shoulder to
see who the blond was smiling at, and there was no one there. Wyatt
did a double take and then it hit him. The blond was his usually
brown haired wife. It was Janna. What the fuck, he thought; his
wife would never change her hair color.

OK, Wyatt reasoned in those
few seconds before she approached, she was playing some kind of
sexy game. There was that previous time she had picked him up from
a trip wearing a long coat covering a sheer lace dress with nothing
on underneath except black lace underwear with stockings and a
garter belt. Wyatt smiled to himself. That would explain how she
was dressed now.

Sexy casual would not begin
to say it. A tight yellow cotton wife beater, her nipples poking in
a way that made it clear she was braless, a boldness that was
unheard of from her. Her blue skirt was short—not scandalous short
but shorter than anything Wyatt had ever seen her wear, accenting
her long dancer legs. The top was cropped short enough that
glimpses of the flesh of her belly flashed as she moved. This time
of year it was not uncommon to see pretty young women sometimes
dressed like this, and this outfit took at least 10 years off her
real age of 39.

But then there were the
shoes. For a woman who paid extensive attention to her shoes, she
was wearing high yellow heels with a vinyl sheen with straps that
buckled around her ankles.

The outfit worked for her,
and coupled with her dark smoky eye makeup and brilliant red
lipstick she looked, well she looked slutty. Wyatt was impressed.
This was far beyond his wildest role playing—and to be bold enough
to dress like this in public—Wyatt got half a hard on just looking
at her.

Dressing to show off is
something Janna is didn’t do. “Someone might see me,” she always
argued.

 “That’s
the point,” Wyatt would argue back. On special occasions she had
indulged him with reluctance, maybe a low cut evening dress at a
top restaurant for dinner, which she self-consciously tugged at
throughout the evening. “That’s the point,” Wyatt would argue back.
On special occasions she has indulged him with reluctance, maybe a
low cut evening dress at a top restaurant for dinner, which she
self-consciously tugged at throughout the
evening.

Janna wasn’t tugging down
on her top to prevent her belly showing now. Her nipples were
pressed against the thin cloth and enticingly outlined, and even
more out of character for her she didn’t have her arms crossed over
her breasts.

“Hey baby,” she said as
Wyatt reached her. She wrapped her arms around him, pulled him
close for a long full mouth kiss, pressing her unfettered breasts
tight against his chest. “I missed you.”

“I missed you too. Love the
outfit.”

Janna gave him an almost
sly smile. “I thought you might.”

“Can’t wait to take it off
of you,” Wyatt whispered. “Nice surprise.”

“Let’s go,” she said. “I
have another surprise or two for you.”

“Sexually?” Wyatt
countered.

“We’ll see,” she said.
Wyatt picked up his bag and followed her to the curb, leading him
away from the exit to the parking deck, and instead outside toward
the vehicle shuttles, past that to a line of black limos. She went
to slot 42 and when the black driver saw them approaching he sprang
to life and opened the rear door.

“A limo?” Wyatt
said.

“I thought you deserved to
arrive home in style,” she said.

“But should you
spend…”

“Shusssh,” she said,
pressing her forefinger against his lips. “Don’t ask so many damned
questions. Get in.” Wyatt did as she ordered. Once seated, she
poured them each a drink from the limo bar, Jack straight for him
and a vodka and cranberry for herself. She toasted me, “To your
safe return, your return to the rest of your life! Welcome
home.

“Here, here,” Wyatt said,
and he looked at her over the drink at his lips she seemed
different. Nothing Wyatt could put his finger but she had an aura
of pure sensuality.

Wyatt finished his drink
first, and when she drained the last of hers she moved over to him,
her body leaning into his, her knees on the floor. She pulled up
her top allowing her breasts to pop free as she kissed him. Wyatt
was facing to the rear of the limo and he wondered if the driver
could see.

“Feel my tits,” she
whispered as she lowered her body to him. Wyatt moved his hands up
to circle them. “I love your hands on his tits.” Wyatt was stunned.
Janna never talked like that before. She had breasts, sometimes
boobs, but never “tits”. With her hand reaching for his cock and
rubbing it through his pants as he kneaded her breasts she moaned.
“Mmmmm, somebody likes a sluttier me. Do you Wyatt, do you like a
sluttier me?”

“You know I do,” Wyatt
said, I love it.” She unzipped his pants and reached
inside.

“It want’s some air,” she
said. As his erect cock sprung free she enveloped it with her warm
mouth and began bobbing her head up and down in his cock in a
steady rhythm. Wyatt could feel her tongue rubbing against the
underside of his cock.

“The driver…” Wyatt said.
She pulled off his cock.

“Don’t worry about the
driver, it’s ok,” she said, resuming her cock sucking, taking her
left hand against his chest and pushing him back against the seat.
He was sure that the driver couldn’t see into his lap, but he had
to hear the slurping of Janna’s noisy blow job.

Janna was on her knees, his
hands on her tits, and Wyatt was receiving a blow job - the likes
he had never received before, not just the sensation and hitting
all the right places but from her enthusiasm in doing it. The
surreal vision of a blond haired woman on his cock, even knowing it
was his wife, was so new and different it was more than he could
handle.

Janna was cupping his
balls, her hand ringing the base of his cock, and she was timing
her sucking strokes with his breath, and as Wyatt breathed heavier
she moved faster, and out of control he thrust his body forward and
started cumming.

Janna didn’t pull off his
cock and finish him with her hand as she had done nearly every time
she had every sucked him off in 20 years of marriage. This time she
pressed down hard, his cock at the back of her throat, swallowing
as Wyatt came, holding her mouth on him until she had drained the
last drop of his cum. She finished and rolled to her left, toward
her empty glass where she poured herself another drink, refilled
his without speaking, and handed the drink to him, her top still
pulled up exposing her bare breasts. She made no effort to pull her
top down; despite from that angle the driver could clearly see her
partial-nudity in the rear view mirror.

“My God. I’m going to go
get lost in the jungle again if this is the welcome.”

“I’m glad you liked it,”
Janna said. “I hoped you would like the surprise.”

“I love it.”

“That’s why we have the
limo. I didn’t want to wait to get you home to get you off. I was
worried a bit you might be too weak, but I’m glad to see you are
not.”

“You were reading my mind,”
Wyatt said. “On the plane I daydreamed about doing you in the
parking deck—but this is much better.”

Janna kissed him again, and
again his hands sought her soft breasts, her nipples rock hard. The
absence from his wife, the excitement of seeing her dressed like
this, and the spontaneous blow-job was all sensory overload. She
was different. It was like someone had flipped a switch inside her.
But it wasn’t the first time her switch had been flicked. He first
saw it come alive when he was in college.


Chapter 2

 


COLLEGE: NEEDING A
MODEL

 


Wyatt had started college
but had run into a problem with his figure photography course at
school. (That is the nude photo course). The problem was finding a
model. There was a list of on-campus women willing to pose, most of
them art majors themselves who knew of the difficulty of finding
subjects to pose. But they all charged money—and money was in short
supply. Wyatt needed a model.

The only model that Wyatt
could count on—that would work for free—was his wife. Janna had
never really modeled, for him or anyone else—Wyatt had plenty of
snapshots, vacation shots, family, foreground of the landscape
things, but never took Janna into a studio setting for photos, even
though he had begged her to several times. Her modesty even
prevented her from allowing him to shoot boudoir photos.

When Wyatt presented her
with his dilemma she reluctantly agreed to pose. That was when
Wyatt saw a switch flip in his wife for the first time. He put a
roll of background paper up in his garage, taped paper over the
garage windows for privacy, farmed out the kids for the night, put
two glasses of wine in Janna and she had her first modeling
session.

As planned the first photos
were stiff, strained, and the first hour’s shots were poor—but it
did get her comfortable for the better shots that would follow. As
she drank more wine, she became accustomed to being nude under the
lights, and his constant compliments and praise, when the second
hour started she came alive. She devoured the camera. Wyatt had
smooth jazz playing on the speakers he had moved into the garage
and she was swaying to the music.

Janna lit up the camera.
Photogenic was not a fair word to describe the photos. From a bare
shouldered face shot to a full length shadowy nude in black and
white, the shoot was magic.

And erotic. Janna was
caught up in it, following Wyatt’s every suggestion and direction,
and when he had all the shots that his course required Wyatt was
too far into his model to stop. Wyatt went beyond art shots and
moved her into sexy glamour photos, direct eye contact with the
camera, bare breasts in full view, exploring the hollows of her
body in light, and she was smiling at the camera, seducing the
camera is perhaps the best way to describe it. And it was turning
her on; Wyatt could sense it and feel it.

Wyatt changed the music to
a rhythmic deep bass throbbing tune, and turned it up, loud enough
that Wyatt had to get close to her to give her instructions. His
instructions were simple though. As Wyatt could see the pounding
effect the music was having on her body, her response to the beat,
Wyatt moved close to her ear and told her, “Touch yourself. Let
yourself go.”

And she did, rubbing her
clit, fingering herself, cumming as Wyatt photographed her with her
eyes closed and back arched. As he moved to photograph her with a
shot looking up at her reclined body through the viewfinder Wyatt
saw her lips moving forming the works, “Fuck me,” and motioning for
him with her curling forefinger. Wyatt caught a hot photo of her in
that pose, her finger curled, legs spread, and pussy open. The
words still formed on her lips—but that was the last
one.

In seconds Wyatt had shed
his clothes moved on top of his wife, plunging into her pussy and
discovering the wettest pussy Wyatt had ever known. Janna was
cumming almost at the first thrust, and she hit a level of
simultaneous orgasms that were like a tidal surge, each one
building and building on top of the other, until finally the crest
broke and she screamed a primeval bellow that was pure unreleased
passion – at the exact moment Wyatt had been unable to hold back
any longer and emptied his cum into her.

They lay there on the
seamless paper in the garage, clinging to each other, the music
still pounding, one hand on her breast, not moving until both had
regained their breath. Wyatt rose to turn the music off, and Janna
was sitting up, her knees under her chin, her heels against her ass
and her arms circling her legs. She had tears streaking her
face.

“That was great,” Wyatt
said.

“I can’t believe I just did
that. I feel ashamed,” she said. “I want you to destroy the photos.
I don’t want to do this again.”

Wyatt heard none of it.
Wyatt had just had the best fuck of his life, and knew she had too,
and she was feeling guilty about it? No. They were not going to
play this.

Wyatt began reasoning,
reminding her of the excitement and pleasure it had been, ending up
with the necessity of having some of the photos for his class. And
Wyatt begged her to say she would pose for me more in the future.
Janna reluctantly agreed. “But you can’t show any photos that show
my face,” she said.

“OK,” Wyatt lied, because
one shot that lit half her face was the best photo Wyatt had ever
taken. Wyatt had lit it from one side, with a small light behind
her that silhouetted her bare breasts and made a perfect balance to
the photo. Wyatt aced the course—and one of the reasons he was sure
was the nude photo of Janna.

 



Chapter 3

 


CONTINUING THE
HOBBY

 


Over the ensuing years his
collection of nude photos of Janna grew, not as often as Wyatt
would like with the kids around, but on those rare occasions when
they would all be away overnight Wyatt was always pushing for
photos. At her requirement the photos remained locked safely away
in his gun safe. She didn’t care about seeing them but Wyatt would
review them from time to time, each photo capturing her beauty and
prompting the memory of the fantastic fucks that usually followed
such a session.

Wyatt eventually had his 12
best photos of her mounted on board, oversized, that she called his
“dirty dozen.” Janna did look through them once Wyatt was finished
selecting them, and she second guessed him on several.

“What is so good about that
one?” she would ask. Wyatt would carefully explain. “I don’t see
it,” she would usually say.

Janna drew the line after
the kids left home and Wyatt wanted to put frame six of the photos
and place them on the wall of their bedroom, since no one except
Janna or him ever went there.

Janna was firm that her
nude photos would not grace his wall. Being the optimist that Wyatt
was he did have four of her boldest shots, the direct eye contact
color prints in sexy suggestive private poses, framed just in case
she changed her mind. If she said OK Wyatt didn’t want her to have
too much time to think about it before he hung the photos on the
wall. He had them framed with narrow silver frames which easily fit
within the gunsafe.

Janna caught him with them
when Wyatt brought them home from the framers and saw through his
plot instantly. She was angry and even more resolved that those
photos would never go on the wall. “You know the deal, keep them in
the safe,” she said, whispering under her breath to herself, “I’m
not sure that you don’t have a pervert streak in you.”

“Only when it comes to you
naked,” Wyatt said, smiling.

 



Chapter 4

 


DAY 30 DINNER 8:00
p.m.

 


Despite having seen the
switch turned on in Janna her first modeling night those years ago,
Wyatt also saw, that same night, that switch go to “off” just as
quickly. Wyatt always wanted to see that switch turn “on” again,
and although rarely, it did.

Tonight the switch was
definitely on as Wyatt sat in the back of the limo, his arm around
his wife playing with her bare breast as he recovered from her
exquisite blow job.

“Wow, that was great,”
Wyatt said, squeezing her.

“Welcome home baby,” she
said. “But we’re not through,” she said, and Wyatt felt his cock
harden again.

“What’s next?” Wyatt said.
“I’ve never fucked in a limo before.”

“Not that,” she said.
“Dinner.”

“Dinner? We’re not going
straight home?” Wyatt felt her stiffen under his arm.

“Dinner right now.” Janna
straightened her body from underneath his arm, pulled her top back
down and Wyatt buckled his pants following her lead. The car turned
down a tree lined path and pulled up to a weathered building
surrounded by cars parked at every imaginable angle. It was packed.
The neon sign proclaimed, “Arnie’s”.

“How’d you find this
place,” Wyatt asked. “Looks crowded.”

“A friend told me about
it,” she said, as the chauffer opened his door and she stepped out.
The burly doorman opened the door and they stepped into a crowded
bar of eclectic patrons dressed in everything from evening dresses
and tuxes to tees like his wife was wearing.

No one was dressed as sexy
as Janna though, and she was the object of several bold long stares
from a half-dozen different men. One man Wyatt didn’t know walked
by her, touched her arm and she stopped. He whispered in her ear
and she gave him a warm smile shook her head no. He said something
else and Janna responded with a response Wyatt couldn’t make out,
although the body language was they were familiar with each other.
Janna moved beyond him, looking back at Wyatt and giving him a
laugh before moving on. Wyatt was too far back pushing his way
through the crowd to hear what was said.

They moved to the left
toward the hostess stand, where Janna led them upstairs to a
mezzanine overlooking the pandemonium. There was glass panels
sloping outward that allowed a diner to feel a part of the action
below—but at the same time enjoy the quiet elegance of the upstairs
dining room—and with it the quietness to allow someone to talk in a
normal voice.

“What did the guy say when
he stopped you?” Wyatt asked.

“He asked me if I was a
working girl,” she said. “And I told him ‘No’”, and then he asked
me if I wanted to be.”

“Rude bastard.”

“Don’t be upset. I was only
playing with him. So I asked him, ‘How much?’ and that is when I
stepped away. I loved the look on his face.”

Wyatt still was speechless,
seeing Janna respond that way to such a crude statement. “Did you
notice the guys checking me out?” she asked.

“I did. They looked like
hungry wolves looking at a piece of steak.”

“I am a steak, don’t you
think?” she giggled. “Not bad for a 39-year-old.”

Wyatt smiled, “A prime
fillet. But not the reaction I expected. You seem to actually be
enjoying the attention.”

“What you have always
wanted, isn’t it?” she asked.

“Yes.”

“Maybe I’ve been holding
things in too long. I had time to think while you were
gone.”

“And?”

“I am enjoying this,” she
said, “All this attention.”

“I’m enjoying it too,”
Wyatt said.

 



Chapter 5

 


FIRST YEARS

 


Janna and Wyatt had been
high school sweethearts. It was like when Wyatt first saw her he
knew they were destined to be together, that this was the woman
Wyatt wanted to spend the rest of his life with. She was not
smoking hot like the glamourous head cheerleader—but was easily
within the top half dozen girls in the class in beauty—and at the
very top in personality.

Wyatt was flattered that
she didn’t turn him down when he asked her for his first date—and
from that moment on they were inseparable. She complimented his
shortcomings, propped him up and encouraged him to follow his dream
of becoming a professional photographer, and Wyatt in turn did his
best to pump up her weak self-confidence. Wyatt was amazed that she
did not have a real clue how pretty she really was.

Janna gave in to Wyatt’s
constant advances on prom night, a moment caught up in teenage lust
and in some ways because she was tired of fighting him off. Once
that happened it was a whole new world for both of them. They
fucked everywhere they could, car back seats, front seats, in the
woods on a blanket, her back pushed up against a tree, wherever
they found themselves alone and had enough time they fucked. It was
not great sex—great enough at the time—but more lustful teenage
need that was often quick and hurried, and depending upon the
recovery time, sometimes repeated.

When Janna went to Planned
Parenthood and started on birth control pills so they could
dispense with condoms, it only doubled Wyatt’s lust for her. There
was never anyone else for either of them, but sometimes Janna
wondered what someone else might be like.

They married right out of
high school, Wyatt took a job with a construction company, she had
Ella 10 months after they were married, and Eric followed a year
later. Wyatt started college, she worked in the office at Engtech,
the big corporate employer in town, and sold cosmetics in one of
the pyramid sales companies for extra cash.

Money was always short.
Janna blossomed from a cute Mom into a striking beauty. Wyatt
credited her not being satisfied with the training the cosmetic
company offered—it only stimulated her curiosity, and soon she was
devouring fashion magazines, watching videos and internet sites on
fashion, make-up, hairstyles, and clothing.

Janna has those almost
exotic overstated features, wide apart eyes, high cheekbones, and
full lips that when accented jumps out at you, and instantly in
your mind you realize this is an elegant beautiful woman in front
of you. By the time she was 33 she could stop the conversations
when she walked into the room.

The thing that Wyatt could
not understand was that if that happened it embarrassed her, and
for days that followed she would dress down, more plain. If Wyatt
gave her any encouragement she would blow it off with, “I’m a
mother, and I shouldn’t be looked at like that.”

It was as if she never got
it, the alluring combination of beauty, brains, and personality—and
she consciously did what she could to downplay it, much to his
consternation. Wyatt wanted the world to know what a beautiful
woman he had.

Wyatt was majoring in
photography at the community college, and as he pursued it he had
become more convinced he had found his passion. Wyatt loved every
part of it, composition, light, depth of field, and that one little
spark that is like a happy accident but was really pre-planned and
waited on, like Ansel Adams had done when shooting “Moonrise in
Hernandez, New Mexico.” Adams had set up his view camera and
waited, waited for the exact moment when the moonlight would
illuminate the tombstones in the distance. In that brief instant he
made one of the most famous photographs ever shot. But the genius
in that photo was that Adams knew where the light would be coming
from, knew how it would illuminate the scene, where the shadows
would fall. He anticipated and pulled it off. Wyatt was in awe of
that ability.

When his professor told him
that he felt Wyatt had a touch of that genius in his photographs—it
encouraged him to broaden his reach. Wyatt started driving an hour
each night to attend more art and photography classes at the state
college, and there another professor took him under his wing. The
professor arranged for his internship with Aaron Eston, an
acclaimed landscape photographer who was spending six months in the
area shooting for a coffee table book he was preparing. It was a
big step to quit his construction job but Janna told Wyatt, “We
will get by some way.”

Wyatt was doing small
carpenter jobs on weekends, the internship had a small stipend, but
the young couple barely got by financially.

 



Chapter 6

 


COLLEGE: PROFESSIONAL
MODELING

 


At the end of his figure
photography class in college his instructor called Wyatt into his
office after class one evening. As Wyatt sat down Professor Walland
complimented him on his work and extended the photo of Janna with
half her face and both breasts showing. “I especially liked this
one,” he said.

“Thank you.”

“Who’s the model? I’ve not
seen her before.”

Wyatt started to lie and
tell him it was someone from out of town but Wyatt didn’t. “My
wife,” Wyatt said. “This is the first time she has ever posed for
me.”

“Amazing,” the professor
said. “She has perfect breasts. I’m doing a coffee table book on
women’s breasts. I would love to photograph her sometime. What
would she charge as a modeling fee?”

“She’s not a model,” Wyatt
said. “This was a huge step for her. After the session she told me
she would never do that again.”

“Well if she changes her
mind let me know.”

Wyatt mentioned it to Janna
that night, just as Wyatt opened up his first beer and she bounced
into the room wearing a thin grey tee with nothing on underneath.
The way her breasts look when she is braless under a tee still took
his breath away.

Wyatt had to fess up that
he had turned in a topless photo with her face half-visible. No
matter how arty the photo had been, Janna was horrified. “There is
no way I could face—let alone pose for someone who at already seen
me half naked,” she said.

“That’s your option,” Wyatt
said, “But one of the reasons he wants to photograph you is he
thinks your breasts are perfect. He is doing a book on boobs, so I
assume his is a qualified opinion.”

Janna looked down at her
chest and looked back up again. “He was just saying
that.”

“That’s what he said,
anyway.”

“So he would want me to
pose topless then, he wants to photograph my boobs?”

“Well I suspect you would
have to be totally nude for him too,” Wyatt said. “Figure
photography is what he specializes in.”

“Well that is never going
to happen,” Janna said.

“No problem,” Wyatt said.
Janna had been headed to the laundry room, and she picked up the
clothes basket and left without responded. Wyatt’s beer was gone
and as he retrieved another from the kitchen he glanced down the
hall and saw Janna looking in the mirror, her back arched and boobs
thrust out.

Wyatt heard her smile at
herself and say softly, “Perfect!”

 


Wyatt suspected that when
you say, “never” in a conversation that karma kicks in and is
determined to make you eat those words. Within three weeks someone
creamed Janna’s VW in the supermarket parking lot and they had no
money for the deductible.

“What are we going to do?”
Janna said after hanging up from the insurance agent. Wyatt didn’t
speak, but she knew what Wyatt was thinking.

“Well…” Wyatt answered,
lifting the camera he had around his neck.

“I don’t know if I could
pose for your instructor,” she said. “One on one would be to
intimate.”

“So I suppose you’d rather
pose nude in front of an entire class,” Wyatt said in a smartass
tone.

“Yes,” She said. “With just
one photographer even with you there it is too intimate. Yes, a
group would be less so.” Wyatt was speechless as she added, “How
much would it pay?”

“For a class? I don’t know.
I’d have to ask someone in the art department. Would you do that?
Pose?”

“You have any other way to
come up with the money?” she asked.

“No.”

“I don’t want to, but I
have to have a car too. And I hate to admit it but had I not been
looking down at my phone there would not have been an accident.
Luckily no one noticed.”

When Wyatt asked Professor
Walland the going rate for modeling for an entire photography class
he saw the bulb go off. The professor had quickly figured out that
if Janna was posing for the class he could be shooting her with his
camera too—utilizing the art department budget without having to
pay himself. “Going rate is $400,” he said.

“We have a $500 deductible
on his insurance, and I was hoping for that.”

“Tell you what,” Professor
Walland said. “If she will stay an extra half hour after class and
pose just for me I’ll toss in the other hundred.” It was still
going to be a bargain for him. Wyatt convinced Janna to agree for
the group posing, and if she felt comfortable she could do the solo
session—and if she didn’t he promised they would leave.

Janna posed the following
weekend—and Wyatt was there for the entire session and took a lot
of photos of his wife nude in front of a half dozen different men
and one other woman standing in the background, where she was the
center of their attention.

Actually it was non-erotic
for the most part—except in Wyatt’s mind. Janna would hold a pose,
her eyes turned away from directly looking at the camera, and the
members of the class would move the lights, shoot her from
different angles, and then she would change poses again. It went on
like this for a half-hour, and then a five minute break while Janna
stood by drinking a cola dressed in a bathrobe, then the remainder
of the hour was more of the same.

At the close of the class
each member spoke to her, complimented her, and thanked her for
posing. Two gave her $20.00 tips.

Professor Walland hung back
and closed the door to the photo studio. He gave Janna a check for
$400 from the school, which she handed to Wyatt, and then reached
into his real pocket, withdrew a $100 bill from his wallet and
offered it to her. “This is for the next 30 minutes,” he
said.

Janna looked at Wyatt, then
back to the money, and to the professor. She took the bill. “OK”
Janna said apprehensively.

“Let’s get started, shall
we?” Walland said.

Wyatt don’t know what he
expected, but it was more of the same style photos for which she
had been posing for the class for the first 10 minutes, a
stationary art pose, eyes averted from the camera, and a lot of
moving of lights to illuminate different parts of her
body.

“I am doing a series of
photos on breasts,” Walland explained, “and yours are perfect for
what I need in the series.” Janna seemed to respond to the praise
and pulled her shoulder further back, jutting her breasts out as he
continued snapping.

For the next 10 minutes
Walland did close ups of Janna’s breasts, toward the end handing
her an ice cube to harden her nipples, and he shot a series of more
shots with the melting water from the ice dripping off the tip of
her breast

The final 10 minutes were
different from the previous hour and 20 minutes. This time Walland
wanted to turn up the sexuality of the photos. He directed each
photo to be full face looking into the camera, and he told her he
would give her a word, she was to close her eyes and think about
it, and then open her eyes and look at the camera.

From the angle Wyatt did
not know if he was shooting her facial expression or her entire
nude body, but the poses were much more akin to that of a nude
men’s magazine than to any art poses. Wyatt was sitting outside the
circle of light staying out of the way as he had been asked by the
professor to do. He was there but only to make Janna feel
safer.

Walland took a few of her
touching her breasts, arms crossed making a hand bra, and Wyatt saw
the switch flick on in Janna. Wyatt could tell by her heavier
breathing, her sultry expression, the half parted wet lips that
came naturally in the moment, not by photographer command. Janna
was hot and turned on. If Walland picked up on Janna’s arousal he
didn’t acknowledge it. He didn’t ask her to touch her pussy, or say
anything out of the way. He didn’t asked for a hot one with her
legs spread, but as he directed he did get a few shows of full
frontal nudity. Walland was professional and after thirty minutes
he glanced up at the clock and abruptly said, “That’s it Janna.
Thank you very much.”

Janna was in a different
place, lost in the eroticism of explicit poses in front of a
stranger, and as turned on as she could ever remember. She stumbled
a little when she stood up. Wyatt brought her the robe and Walland
fumbled into his backpack, withdrawing a piece of paper. “This is a
model release,” he explained.

“And what does that do?”
Janna asked. Wyatt butted in.

“It gives him the right to
sell these photos to anyone he likes,” Wyatt told her.

“I’m not going to do that,”
Janna said solidly.

“That is the way a modeling
session works,” Walland insisted.

“Not for me. I don’t want
anyone seeing those photos.”

“I’m only talking about the
first 20 minutes or so,” he said. “I shot the last 10 minutes only
for my personal collection—those wouldn’t be sold.” They were at a
standstill until Wyatt suggested they compromise and she and
Walland agreed that he could sell or publish photos only with
Janna’s specific approval.

“Anything as long as my
face is not showing is OK. I have kids remember,” she
said.

Walland agreed to that and
gave her a $100 tip. “I’d like to shoot you again sometime, in a
longer session,” he said.

“We’ll see,” Janna said, in
a tone that Wyatt knew would translate into “no I won’t.” Janna
raised her eyebrows to Wyatt and he caught the
inflection.

Wyatt suggested to Walland,
“I’ll put everything away while Janna dresses if you would like to
shove off,” Wyatt said. As one of Wyatt’s other extra money jobs
was cleaning up the studio, and Walland was comfortable with that
and let himself out. Janna let her robe fall open exhibiting her
nude body to her husband.

“Fuck me,” she
said.

“Here?”

“Here and now,” she said,
“I need fucked.” Wyatt led her to a back corner of the studio,
dropping his pants in his urgency and pressing her back against the
wall, pinning her there, her robe open, his hands under her ass and
shoving his cock into her sopping wet pussy.

“You’re soaked,” Wyatt
said.

“I know. God that was hot.
Now fuck me. Fuck me hard.”

 


Wyatt was slamming his cock
into her, each time he bottomed out their bodies would make a loud
“whump” that was amplified by the open storage area on the back
side of the petition against which Wyatt had her pinned.

Janna was encouraging me,
“Yes, Yes, that’s it, fuck me, fuck me hard.”

Wyatt didn’t need the
encouragement because one of the things he had discovered was that
it was an extreme turn on to watch his wife naked in front of other
men. It was working for her too. Janna was thrusting her body
forward to meet his plunging cock, impaling herself on his cock.
His more forceful thrust would sound as a smack of their bodies
colliding, and his forward momentum would shove her body back
against the wall, announcing in a rhythmic booming thump that
someone in this room was fucking.

Janna was biting her lower
lip to keep from screaming, and Wyatt was gasping from the effort
of fucking and holding her 130 lbs up at the same time. She looked
him in the eyes as they fucked and Wyatt saw her eyes widen, her
mouth forming a breathy series of near grunts, “OH, OH, OH,
YESSSSSSSSS” and her body tensed as she squeezed his body into hers
by her clenching legs and arms, and then she relaxed her grasp and
let him go, steadying herself against the wall, heaving for
breath.

Wyatt had witnessed the
switch being flipped inside his wife. His primary thought was how
he could find the trigger to flip that switch again. He knelt for
his pants and heard a small creak of a door, catching a blurred
glimpse of blue disappearing through the door.

Wyatt remembered pushing
the door shut. Walland had been wearing a blue shirt. Walland may
have hoped for more, especially after having watched them fuck—but
it was the last time she ever posed for him.

Walland asked several times
trying to get Janna to pose for him again, but after three adamant
refusals he stopped for a few weeks.

Then three weeks later he
asked three more times, increasing the fee he offered each time—so
much that it was tempting. Wyatt was not so easily dissuaded as
Janna. Seeing Janna get that hot and turned on after being
photographed nude in front of another man, or group of men, was
erotic to the max.

When Walland added that he
was able to offer a little more cash because he had another
photographer who wanted to shoot Janna, too.

Wyatt was eager to see her
do it again. Janna cooled him off with a final statement after a
tiff about her posing again.

“I only did it because I
felt guilty about the wreck and we needed the money so badly. The
fact that it gets you off is not worth the guilt and
uncomfortableness that I felt by doing it. Understand.”

“You don’t have to punish
yourself for that, I didn’t have that in mind. I thought it was
hot. I think you should…”

“Dammit Wyatt I don’t
intend to ever do that again.” Wyatt started to protest but she
cooled him off with a final statement before she stormed out of the
room, anger in her face and tears welling. “Listen you SOB, I liked
doing it, you saw how horny I got—I was horny enough to have fucked
you, the professor, or the whole damned class. It was scary how out
of control I was. I am not going there again because I don’t think
you will like the person I might become if I do that again. Am I
clear? Doing it would not be the problem. Stopping might
be.”

“I understand,” Wyatt said.
“I won’t bring it up again.”

 


Walland was disappointed
and it clearly showed on his face when Wyatt told him of the
impossibility of Janna posing for him again. Walland went so far as
to breach his ethics. “I could give you extra credit and really
help your grade if you could get her to change her
mind.”

“Not happening, sorry,”
Wyatt said.

Wyatt had been gone about
30 minutes when there was a knock at Walland’s office door. “Come
in,” he said.

A tall young black man
entered, smiling. “You got good news for me?”

“Sorry I don’t,” Walland
said. “I have hit a stone wall.”

“Either of them smoke or
like getting high?” the black man asked. “I could hook them up for
a while and then ask again.”

“You’re talking to a young
straight-laced couple that are heavy on the naïve side,” Walland
said. “I don’t think we can pull it off, Laurent.”

“Shame,” Laurent, the tall
black man, said, reaching into his pocket and pulling out a baggie
of pot, handing it to Walland. “I’m as good as my word. Thank you
for trying.”

“No problem,” Walland said.
“Want me to keep looking for someone similar?”

“Nah, just when I saw those
proofs on your desk during my last delivery there was something
about that girl lit my ass up. I want some of that.”

“Again, I’m sorry,” Walland
said, opening his desk drawer and withdrawing a large brown
envelope and extending it to Laurent. “I did make you a set of
prints of my shoot with her though. There are several in there
hotter than the ones you found on my desk.”

Laurent hesitated. “Thanks,
but to look at them would only make me want her more—and get me
more frustrated.” Walland started to pull the envelope back and
Laurent jerked it from his grip, laughing. “But I will enjoy
looking at them just the same. Thanks.”

“You’re welcome,” Walland
said.

Laurent opened the envelope
and pulled out a print of Janna, an especially hot shot in full
frontal nudity, her legs slightly spread. Laurent smiled. “Yeah
this one is great,” he said. “You noticed the moisture on her pussy
lips?” Laurent asked.

“No, what?” Walland said,
peering again at the photo. “Well now that you mention
it.”

“Girl was soaking,” Laurent
laugh, putting the photo back into the envelope. “What a waste, a
woman with tits like to be so damn inaccessible.” He glanced up at
Walland. “Dime bag good for you this time next week?”

 


Wyatt didn’t bring up Janna
modeling for a very long time, and never again in a serious tone of
“you should do it again.”

The memory and excitement
of that Saturday afternoon back when he was still in college never
faded though.

 



Chapter 7

 


COLLEGE ON HOLD FOR A FIRST
JOB

 


Wyatt had not yet graduated
school the day Janna came in with a job opening that had been
posted at her company Engtech. They were creating a position for a
full time photographer. The photographer would be tasked with
photos of company events, seminars, some filmmaking for training
presentations, and the one thing that would give Wyatt an in—they
wanted someone with an art photography background and some
creativity to add pop to their annual reports.

Wyatt had plenty of
examples of his work, and on the first interview was hired on the
spot.

The corporate gig paid the
bills, and pulled the young couple out of their money woes. Wyatt
still pursued his passion of taking photographs that he felt
inspired to take. He put a few of his landscapes and floral close
ups in one of the local restaurants and at the visitors center on
the way into town, and from time to time one would sell. Wyatt won
a few awards at photography competitions, so Wyatt was slowly
building a reputation within the art community, although his
primary income still rested on his Engtech job.

The most exciting thing
that Wyatt did, the one big accomplishment of which he was most
proud was not public acknowledgment or dollars, but getting beyond
the wall of his wife and convincing Janna it was OK to pose nude
for him from time to time. She became his muse, his personal
project, to photographically document every nuance of her body, to
reveal in a photo all of her moods.

The side benefits of
this—and the way the sessions always ended—was Wyatt directing her
into pornlike poses, lewd erotic photos that turned them both on
when they looked back at them together. Posing naked continued to
turned her on more than anything else he had found, and Wyatt
reaped all the benefits. Any session such at that always ended with
a fantastic fuck. Photographing Janna nude became great
foreplay.

 


***

 


DINNER 8:15 p.m.

 


The waiter brought more
wine, large goblets of water, and menus. As Wyatt glanced down at
the selections he heard Janna gasp. She had spilled her water and a
large splash of cold water had soaked her yellow tee. It went
totally sheer from the water, her large brown nipple distinct
against the lighter flesh. Wyatt handed her his napkin and she
wiped up the water, the waiter was there in a flash with more, and
she daubed at the wet top, soaking up the bulk of the loose water.
When she lowered the napkin her nipple was still visible though,
and she made no effort to cover herself with her arm.

“What do you want to do?”
Wyatt asked. “You want my shirt? Want to leave? You might even hold
a napkin up.”

Without a pause she ignored
his questions and smiling looked me in the eye. “I’m going for the
bisque as an appetizer. How about you.” Wyatt had no
comeback.

“Kool.” Wyatt said. Wyatt
received a warm comforting smile in return. Wyatt had to shift to
release his hard cock from the bind it was in. He could see in her
eyes that she was enjoying the teasing.

“Do you remember when we
saw Elliot with another woman?” Janna asked, taking a refilled wine
glass from the waiter who stared about a two count too long at
Janna’s all but bare breast.

Wyatt didn’t say anything
and turned his eyes up to meet hers. “Yes, I recall
that.”

 



Chapter 8

 


DAY MINUS 21: A PRIOR
DINNER

 


It had been at a Ruth’s
Chris steakhouse for a private celebration a few months before
Wyatt’s limo ride and dinner with his scantily clad wife. It was at
that earlier dinner that Wyatt suspected the change in Janna may
have begun. They were celebrating the last child leaving for
college, and becoming official empty nesters at a very young age.
It was a cause to celebrate, but Elliot Hawkins fucked it
up.

Elliot and his wife Tina
were about their age and moved in Wyatt and Janna’s circle of
friends. Both worked at Engtech, the same company Wyatt and Janna
did, and they would hang out in a group, and had even gone together
to dinner a few times. They were not close enough to vacation
together, but they did like each other.

Only this night Elliot was
across the room with a lanky blond. Tina was a petite redhead.
Janna saw them first. “Don’t look that way but Elliot Hawkins is
over there with another woman.”

“I’m sure there is a
perfectly good explanation,” Wyatt said. “She might be a business
contact.” Wyatt glanced over their way and saw Elliot lean over the
table and kiss her on the lips. Wyatt also caught the movement of
her hand discreetly sliding up his leg and over his
cock.

“I don’t think she is a
business contact,” Janna said.

“Nor do I, but it is none
of our business,” Wyatt said.

“But they are our friends,”
Janna said. “Tina…”

“Not your job to be
fidelity police,” Wyatt said. “That is between them.”

“OK, OK,” Janna said, “But
I am still going to have lunch with Tina this week and I will not
bring it up. But she may need someone to talk to.”

“OK, as long as you don’t
you bring it up,” Wyatt said.

 



Chapter 9

 


DAY MINUS 14:
TALK

 


Later in the week after
discovering Elliot and his tall blond lady friend at the
restaurant, Wyatt was having a drink in his lounge chair on the
back deck when Janna appeared. She was still in her office clothes,
and had a glass of white wine in her hand. She fell into the
folding chair beside me.

“I had lunch with Tina
today,” she said.

“And?”

“It’s sad.” Janna offered
no more. Wyatt started to ask her to elaborate but she started
again. “I want to ask you something. You have turned 40. You think
you are in a mid-life crisis?”

“Huh?” Wyatt said, suddenly
straightening up in the lounger and concentrating his attention.
Wyatt knew this conversation had a hundred ways it could go wrong,
and Wyatt didn’t need to be reasoning it through a buzz.

“What mid-life
crisis?”

“Men in their 40’s go
through mid-life crises,” Janna said. “Everyone knows that. Are
you?”

“Not that I know of,” Wyatt
said. “I haven’t bought a Porsche, and I’m not running around with
a 25 year old.”

“Elliot is.”

“Oh, that’s it?” Wyatt
said.

“He told Tina he needs some
time alone, he may want a divorce. It’s scary.”

“I don’t want a divorce,
Janna,” Wyatt said. “And I don’t want a 25-year-old lover. Two
reasons. I haven’t the time, or the energy. No, a third reason too.
I have you. What more could a man ask for?”

“You are always telling me
I am too modest, too reserved,” she countered.

“You are much of the time,
but I’ve seen you at times when you are not,” Wyatt smiled. “Want
to take some pictures?”

“If you want to,” she said.
“I want to keep you happy. I don’t want you unhappy.”

“So that means you are
going to dress a little hotter?”

“I didn’t say that,” Janna
said, “But I might try. You will have to give me time to evolve
into it.”

“Any step in that direction
would be appreciated,” Wyatt said. “Not required. I love
you.”

“And I love you,” she said,
taking a deep breath, obvious that she wanted to bring up something
else that was weighing on her mind and was hesitant to put out. “If
you did have a mid-life crush on someone else, if you felt you
would die if you didn’t fuck her, I’ll still be here. We would
survive it.”

“I wouldn’t do that,” Wyatt
said. “I would never hurt you.”

“Shut up,” she said. “You
know where saying ‘never’ gets you.”

“OK, I do not want to ever
hurt you.”

“Thank you for that, nor I
you. I want our lives to stay in our own control I guess. People do
crazy things sometimes.”

“Sure. But not us. Sounds
like a deal to me,” Wyatt said.

“What’s the deal?” she
asked. “I am not sure what you just said.

“You don’t want to ever
hurt me, I don’t want to ever hurt you.”

“Oh,” Janna said, her voice
fading off. There was more going on inside her head, Wyatt thought.
“I wonder if Elliot and Tina ever said that?”

“So this is really about
Elliot and Tina?”

“No. It is about us. I
don’t want us to end up like Elliot and Tina. I don’t want to be on
the verge of divorce.”

“We’re not,” Wyatt
said.

“I know,” Janna said. “It’s
just that Tina knows about Elliot’s girlfriend, and she is so
insulted that he is sneaking around behind her back that she is
wanting to divorce about as much as Elliot is.”

“And your remedy…” Wyatt
said.

“I’d rather you tell me and
do it with some discretion than sneak around behind his back. I
could handle it.”

“Careful,” Wyatt said. “It
sounds like you are giving me permission to fuck
around.”

“No, I’m not,” Janna said.
“It is not like it is something I want you to do. But if you do
want to I don’t want a simple fuck to destroy our marriage. We have
kids; I don’t want to fuck their heads up. And I want to spend my
life with you.”

“So in translation you
wouldn’t let a little pussy from someone else get in the way of all
that.”

“You could say it like
that,” Janna said. “Oh this is coming out all wrong,” she added.
Her face was serious and there was not even a glimmer in her brown
eyes.

“Well thanks, and I will
salt that away in the back of my mind, but I don’t think it is
necessary to ever have to bring up again,” Wyatt said. He could see
this was a matter of concern for her. He paused trying for the
right thing to say. He wanted to reassure her that he was where he
wanted to be, but it wasn’t without reason that he wouldn’t want
the same reassurance from her.

“Same for you,” Wyatt
said.

“What?”

“If you had some female
mid-life crises I can handle it, I want you for the rest of your
life, and I would prefer knowing about it rather than you sneaking
around behind my back and creating a scandal. I would appreciate
discretion.”

Janna stiffened. “I can’t
believe you would even suggest…”

“You brought it up,” Wyatt
said, shaking his head. There was no understanding a woman. He knew
he was in the middle of a verbal mine field and he needed to step
carefully. “I’m just saying it is a two way street.”

“OK,” she finally smiled.
“I think I understand. I guess we are in this for life.”

“We always have been,”
Wyatt said.

Janna giggled again. “Funny
isn’t it. In some ways it is like we have just opened up our
marriage and at the same time both of us saying we don’t want to do
anything about it.”

“No, it is not like that
for me,” Wyatt said. “It is more like I’d rather you not, but if
you did it is not a deal breaker—and the honesty would make it
easier to bear. It still doesn’t mean I would like it.”

Janna touched her glass to
Wyatt’s. “Agreed.”

 



Chapter 10

 


DAY MINUS 10 THE
ASSIGNMENT

 


Days before his exhibition
opening, Wyatt was asked to the boardroom of Engtech. There was a
special project brewing. Wyatt was ushered into a seat. “Thanks for
coming, Wyatt” the CEO, Van Michaels said. “What we are talking
about today is a repositioning of our brand. We want to tap into
the green movement, and stress the natural side of our products.”
Wyatt nodded. “To that end the ad department wants to do a series
about the origin of our natural products. We want to send you to
photograph where things come out of the ground so to
speak.”

“Sounds good to me,” Wyatt
agreed. A little travel always broke up the staid photos that
corporate photography seemed to require.

“One of our supplements
contains a floral ingredient that comes from the Amazon rain
forest. I want you to go there and get some good photos of the
harvest.”

“No, great photos,” one of
the vice-presidents chimed in.

“Er yes, great photos,
Wyatt.”

“Not a problem sir. What is
the deadline?”

“Now.” Michaels said, “You
have a valid passport?”

“Yes sir.”

“We have competitors and
want to keep all this rebranding under the radar. The longer we
wait the more likely it will get out, and the facility doing this
is closing for the season in a few days. You have to beat the rainy
season and get down there now. Can you leave
immediately?”

“If needed, yes
sir.”

“One more thing,” Michaels
said, “I need you to go down there on a shoestring so the money
going out doesn’t put up any red flags to shareholders. I will give
you some funds from petty cash and you can pay everything out of
that.”

Wyatt really did not have
time to go wandering up the Amazon. He needed to be there for his
opening. It was too late to back out. The invitations had already
been mailed.

However, Wyatt knew the
rumors around Engtech were that there was a big layoff coming, and
it didn’t take a genius to figure out that a staff photographer
could be converted to free-lance in an instant. Wyatt dared not say
no to the board assignment.

Wyatt had no choice. Wyatt
blurted, “Will do, sir.”

“Good man.” Michaels said,
in a tone that told Wyatt the compliment meant nothing. The CEO was
used to having things go the way he wanted. When someone did
exactly what Michaels demanded it was expected and required. There
was no need to offer a sincere compliment.

Michaels followed Wyatt to
the door and into the hall where they were the only ones there. He
reached inside his jacket and withdrew a fat white envelope,
handing it to Wyatt.

“There’s $10,000 here.
Bring back what you don’t spend, but avoid paper trails. Remember,
hush, hush.”

“Yes sir,” Wyatt said,
taking the envelope and putting it inside his own blazer
pocket.

 


That night when he got home
and told her, Janna was not excited about having to handle the
opening night of his photo exhibit. She had been up front that she
did not want to be there if Wyatt was including a half-dozen of his
best nudes of her in the exhibit, and he had.

The twice a year photo
seminar Wyatt taught at the community college had introduced him to
a contact with a gallery owner and the gallery owner, Tom Lott,
wanted to produce an exhibit of Wyatt’s work. It was set-up, the
contracts were signed, date picked, photos printed and framed. It
was his first art photography exhibit, and Wyatt had worked hard on
getting everything ready before the CEO at Engtech threw a wrench
into the gears and sent him to the Amazon. And someone had to be
the host—or hostess.

 


“But the exhibit needs to
display my best work in several genres,” Wyatt insisted. The ones
Wyatt had selected concealed Janna’s face for the most part; at
least to the point she could argue that it wasn’t her.

Wyatt had originally agreed
that she didn’t have to attend the reception—but now with this new
assignment she had no choice. She had to be there for the opening.
With two children in college they needed extra the
income.

The reality was that
despite his staff job, and her job at Engtech, his financial
situation was always precarious at best. College was massive strain
on the cash fund—so any vacation money or extra above the bare
essentials depended upon income from his art photography sales and
what little Wyatt made teaching photo classes. With a successful
exhibition under his belt his potential for teaching more weekend
photography seminars would be greatly increased too—at least that
was what the gallery was promising.

To say Janna was pissed
about being forced to host the exhibit was an understatement. She
ended her protests with a single comment that sounded almost like a
threat. “If that is what you really want me to do I will do
it.”

Janna saw it as a choice
but Wyatt didn’t. “You have to do the exhibit opening,” Wyatt said,
and proceeded to go over the specifics with her a final time before
he started getting ready to go to South America.

 


Wyatt spent a couple of
days researching and doing prep, and with travel both ways,
allowing a few days for photos, it could take as much as three
weeks. Just to be on the safe side Wyatt told Janna to not worry
unless it was more than six weeks.

 



Chapter 11

 


DAY MINUS 5: TO THE
AMAZON

 


Wyatt didn’t like long
flights, but there is no good way to get to the Amazon. The best
flight Wyatt could find left at 9:40 a.m., a plane change in Miami,
and arrival around 11 p.m. in Manaus, Brazil, the largest city in
the Amazon.

It was the end of the dry
season and start of the wet season, which meant instead of getting
two inches of rain a day you get 12 inches a day.

Wyatt had prepped well, the
right light clothes, mosquito netting, insect repellent in a couple
of configurations, a waterproof backpack for the camera gear, and
the best rain gear Wyatt could find. A good hat and Wyatt was
ready.

Wyatt had been met by his
guide Miguel, the go-to man in their Amazon operation, who spoke a
bit of English, enough to get by, and seemed familiar with the
location where Wyatt needed to get his photographs. There was a
supply boat that went there every two weeks but they were ending
operations for two months because of the rainy season starting, so
Miguel and Wyatt only had a few days for Wyatt to get photos of the
crews actually extracting the flowers.

The next morning Wyatt
found himself in a long narrow motorized canoe with a small
outboard heading deep into the Amazon jungle. That night Wyatt
slept in a hammock in a rarely used campsite Miguel had used
previously, under a huge ceiba tree.

Two long days later Wyatt
was at the site. He shot photos for two days, making it just in
time because the crew was taking things down and preparing to leave
to wait out the rains. The third day the crew left, leaving the
compound to Miguel and Wyatt who took a variety of photos while
Miguel did the final lock down of the camp. Miguel suggested at
least one more good night’s sleep with a dry roof over their head
before starting the grueling soaking trip in the rain back down
river.

 



Chapter 12

 


DAY 1: THE AMAZON
TURNS

 


The next morning as Wyatt
humped his gear to their beached canoe, Miguel walked down the
embankment toward the water. In an instant there was a huge
explosive splash and a single wailing scream that caused Wyatt’s
entire body to lock. In that instant all Wyatt could see was a huge
crocodile, at least 16 feet or bigger, lunging out of the water and
dragging Miguel back into the water. As quickly as the croc had
emerged, in a flash it was gone and had disappeared into the frothy
brown water with Miguel in its jaws, the water churning for a few
seconds more and then nothing. Miguel’s rifle was at the bunk house
awaiting the next load down, but had Wyatt been holding the rifle
in his hands there would not have been time to shoot.

Wyatt stood there helpless
and transfixed, not realizing what had just happened for a full
minute. Wyatt stared at the brown water that was once again smooth.
There was not a ripple to leave a trace of the horror that had
happened there seconds before.

Wyatt started
hyperventilating and shaking—fighting to keep his composure. As he
got a grip on himself he recognized the gravity of his predicament.
He was alone in the Amazon jungle with nothing but a crude map, a
compass, and facing a bewildering maze of water. The water level
from the heavy rain had already risen, making every key point that
Wyatt might have hopefully recalled on the way in look totally
different now. Wyatt didn’t have a satellite phone. In desperation
Wyatt dug into his rucksack and tried his cell, hoping and praying
that at least the GPS would work. It didn’t. Wyatt secured the
canoe to allow for the rising water, lugged his gear back to the
bunkhouse. He needed to think, but all the thinking circled back to
a single thought, he was in one hell of a mess.

It was time to start
scrounging, to see if there was any food, water, and other supplies
that would allow him to remain in the compound until someone would
miss him and rescue him. Wyatt found the doors locked, and was
looking around for something to cut through the chains when he saw
that Miguel had left the compound keys on the table for the last
load to the canoe. With keys in hand Wyatt rummaged around and
found a flashlight and some extra batteries. There was no fuel for
the generator, as Wyatt recalled the several loads of gas
containers the workers had loaded on the last boat out.

In the superintendent’s
office he thought he had found gold. There was a map. His heart
fell as he unfolded it. There was a large chunk torn out of the
middle, and from what Wyatt could determine the space missing was
the section through which he had to travel. He looked for the
missing segment but could not find it.

When he went into the chow
hall, into the food prep area he tried several keys before finding
one that fit the large steel door there. While not fully stocked,
there was ample food to allow him to remain in place for a good
while—hopefully long enough to be rescued. There was not enough to
wait until the workers would return after the rainy season, but
this alternative was his only real choice. He knew enough of his
own limitations to know he had no business wandering up and down
these narrow rivers in a motorized canoe with no way to know where
he was going. And as he had learned earlier that morning—death in
the Amazon can come much quicker than one might expect.

By dark that night he had
determined that the chow hall seemed to be the best building in the
compound, and by dark that night he had moved a bunk and all of his
personal gear into the room, folded up most of the tables and
stacked them in the corner, and proceeded to cook a supper of
canned chili and crackers that he ate by kerosene light. In one
corner was a meager library, but on closer examination most of them
were written in Spanish.

Wyatt knew he was facing an
indeterminate amount of time that would likely include a lot of
boredom. He had told Janna to give him up to six weeks, and that
left five more to go. He didn’t think anyone would think him
overdue until then. “Shit,” he said to himself, thinking ahead to
five weeks of solitude. “I hope I don’t go crazy,” he said aloud,
his voice echoing in the empty hall.

As he dozed off he realized
that it was Saturday night. His exhibition had opened four hours
ago. He hoped Janna was handling it ok.

 



Chapter 13

 


DAY 1 THE CITY

 


Janna was embarrassed that
she would have to be walking around a gallery answering questions
and chatting up prospective customers of Wyatt’s photography, when
at least six of them were nudes of her, and while four of them only
revealed part of her face, there was a couple that she felt someone
who knew her would pick her out. The only redeeming thing about it
was none of their friends were the art exhibit type.

The first night of the
exhibit the gallery owner, Mike Lott, had done a great job of
getting a lot of people there.

Janna knew they didn’t have
it in the budget for a new evening dress, and as she went through
her closet the few evening dresses she owned were frumpy or totally
out of style—except for a single black evening dress that Wyatt had
bought her last year—more for photography than to wear out—although
he had tried to talk her into it a couple of times, Janna had
refused because of the extreme low cut in front, showing off an
ample amount of her cleavage.

In the end she knew she had
no other options. She had black shoes, so that wasn’t a problem,
and her long pearls falling between her breasts were the only
necklace that would work. She could tell it would draw even more
attention to her cleavage, so she knotted them and shortened the
pearls to a more discreet length.

The exhibit was going
better than she expected from the standpoint of anyone recognizing
her in the photos, but the sales were not going well at all. By
9:30 they had only sold three photos, and Lott had even warned
Janna that if we were only selling three pictures on opening night
that he might have to end the exhibit early. Janna knew that it
would crush Wyatt.

The crowd was thinning out
and she saw a tall striking black man studying one of the photos
intently. Lott told her, “Go speak to him, he is one of my biggest
customers, and is not afraid to spend money on something he
likes.”

“Do you like my husband’s
work?” Janna asked, causing them man to turn to her, smiling a wide
white smile that contrasted against his black ebony
skin.

“Yes I do,” he said. “Your
husband does good work. My name is Laurent Meigs,” taking Janna’s
hand in a weak handshake. Janna felt electricity pulse through her
arm.

“Uh, I’m Janna, Janna
Bagget,” she said. She looked to the photo on the wall and saw that
it was a black and white profile of her breasts. She felt
uncomfortable standing in front of this stranger admiring the
photo, as she stood only feet away in a low cut dress, in an
anxious of shifting her weight from foot to foot.

“Is this price correct?”
Meigs asked.

“It is. $800 for that
one.”

“I will take it.” Laurent
said, looking down the line of nudes in that section. He counted
mentally. “In fact I will take all the nudes.”

Janna took a deep breath.
That would total several thousand dollars, and ensure the success
of the exhibit. And there was something magnetic about this man. He
was handsome, to be sure, but there was something else, a confident
air in the way he carried himself, the fit of his clothes, the
self-assuredness that hung in the air. It made her uncomfortable
and less sure of herself in their negotiation.

“Why thank you very much.
My husband will be very pleased. I think his work deserves
attention in the art community, and your purchase is a tremendous
compliment, thank you.”

“I would like to meet him,
is he here?”

“No, actually he is on a
photo assignment in the Amazon for Engtech.”

“Shame, I always like to
talk to the photographer about his work.”

“Well I am up to date on
much of my husband’s work and his approach,” Janna offered. “I may
be able to offer your questions.”

“My my. I’ve been to the
Amazon, fishing for peacock bass. It is a beautiful yet terrifying
place. I’ve seen things…” he stopped, noticing the concern crossing
Janna’s face. “But I am sure Engtech will be taking good care of
your husband there.”

Laurent moved further down
the line, closely inspecting each shot. Lott moved away to some
other customers, and as Laurent moved to the last shot in the
series, the 11 X 14 that showed the most of Janna’s face as well as
her breasts, he studied it closer, moved in, glanced at her,
started to say something and didn’t.

“I’m absolutely captivated
by this one,” Laurent said. Lott had approached. “I want this one
too, Mr. Lott.” He said. “Usual arrangement.”

“Certainly Mr. Meigs,” Lott
said. Janna was puzzled. Lot explained. “Mr. Meigs likes to take a
few that he enjoys the most before the exhibit is over,” he
explained. “I trust you can find other photos to replace the ones
for which he wants to take immediate possession?”

“I am sure I can find
replacements,” Janna said.

“Am I your biggest customer
thus far?” Laurent said.

“Indeed you are,” Lott
said, glancing down at his watch. “And you certainly will be for
today, as we are closing in 10 minutes.”

“Good.” He smiled at Janna.
It was not a leering smile, but again one of confidence, as if he
knew the response, demanded the response to what he said next. “I
do have two conditions though,” he said.

“We will accommodate
anything you require,” Lott said.

“Good. I have an urgent
appointment in five minutes that is only a few blocks from here.
The restaurant is La Mondial. I would still like to get this photo
tonight. Can it be brought there?”

“No problem,” Lott
said.

“Good,” Laurent said. “I
would like Mrs. Bagget to deliver it; I may have questions about
her husband’s work. She told me she is “up to speed” is how I think
she phrased it.

Janna started to stammer a
response but Lott pushed his finger into her back and said, “It
will be a pleasure for Mrs. Bagget to deliver it.”

“That OK with you Janna?”
Laurent asked.

Janna nodded.

 



Chapter 14

 


DELIVERY

 


Janna asked the maître‘d
for Meigs and he took her wrapped photos to the coat check and led
her to a corner booth, where Laurent saw her coming and stood.
“Welcome, Welcome, thank you so much for the delivery,” he said.
“Will you join me for a glass of champagne or wine?”

“Just one,” Janna said,
ordering a house chardonnay from the wine steward.

“I am entranced with that
photo you brought,” Laurent said. “It’s you isn’t it?”

Janna went into a panic,
embarrassed, scared at being recognized, and suddenly uncomfortable
and feeling the heat redden her face. She squirmed in her seat, not
answering, reaching for the lie inside her that would make her
recognition go away—but there was no lie that would do that. What
Laurent said was the truth.

“Yes. He was supposed to
cut out more of my face so I wouldn’t be recognized.” She looked up
and saw Laurent was looking straight into her eyes. She had
expected his eyes to be resting on the exposed flesh of her
cleavage. Janna was grateful that the waiter interrupted the moment
with her wine. She took a long sip and despite her discomfiture had
to say, “Wow. This wine is wonderful.”

“I think so,” Laurent said.
“One of the reasons I come here. The quality of the cuisine being
the other reason.” Laurent had watched the fidgeting the beautiful
woman across from him had done when he had mentioned he recognized
her in the nude photo. What he didn’t tell her was he was looking
down at the swell of those beautiful breasts in that low cut top
and imagining what they would look like exposed, or even better,
with his long black fingers squeezing them. That would be nice, but
from her fidgeting he knew that enjoying this woman in his bed
would be a challenge. But then again if it wasn’t challenging he
wasn’t into it. At that moment he decided that he would pursue this
reluctant brunette and see where things might lead.

Janna fought to gain her
composure. “What caused you to recognize me?” she asked.

“I noticed your body
language when I approached the photograph,” Laurent said. “You were
nervous, crossing your arms, and then I sensed something more,
something repressed, that you keep down inside.”

“And what is
that?”

“There is a certain amount
of pleasure in knowing that you are exhibited, that although no one
really knows it is you, you enjoy knowing that there on display are
parts of your nude body for everyone to see.”

“Really?” Janna said,
trying to force down the emotion from her voice.

“That and I would bet that
it arouses you if you admit it. A body like yours was made to be
exhibited, Janna.”

“Well thank you, I think,”
Janna said, causing Laurent to laugh, and despite her reluctance
feeling more comfortable with him—but still wary. She allowed
herself a soft smile.

“There there, that’s
better,” Laurent said. “You do not have to keep your guard up
around me. I may understand that side of you more than you do
yourself.”

“I don’t know how I should
respond to that.”

“You don’t have to.
Something to think about. But I do want to see more of your nude
body,” Laurent said. Janna drew a sharp breath, an angry response
on her lips but not quite said.

“No, No, not like that,”
Laurent said, knowing he was lying as he said it. “No, I am simply
saying that I would like to buy more nudes of you that your husband
has shot. I want to see your husband’s interpretation of you and
how he photographs you. I assume that he has more.”

Janna laughed to herself,
knowing full well that Wyatt had thousands of photos of
her—although few she would approve being sold to anyone. “Yes, he
has a few others.”

“Good. Bring one of those
as a replacement for the only you delivered tonight; I will be by
the gallery next Tuesday about four. I hope to see you
then.”

“I will see what I can find
at home” Janna said, “But it is doubtful that I will be there at
four, I work at Engtech.”

“Well if not then than
maybe another time,” Laurent said.

“Maybe,” Janna said. “Well
anyway here’s your photo, I hope you enjoy it, and thank you for
the wine, but I really need to be getting home.”

“I wouldn’t want to keep
you,” Laurent said. “Thank you for the delivery and the
company.”

“You are more than
welcome,” Janna said, nervous as she walked toward the door.
Laurent’s eyes and voice were almost hypnotic, and she felt like
she had broken a force field that was drawing her in. She had never
felt quite like that before. As she drove home it hit her that
Laurent had not ask her anything about Wyatt’s photographic
techniques or style.

When Janna arrived home she
poured herself a tall glass of wine, ran a hot bath in the tub and
played with herself thinking about Laurent. She figured that he
would never see her again and it was OK for her to enjoy a
momentary infatuation, an imaginary bit of fun.

 



Chapter 15

 


DAY 2

 


Janna did not sleep well
that night, her mind seemed to be a kaleidoscope of images, her
photos on the wall, explicit nudes Wyatt had shot on display and
crowds of people standing there staring, and head and shoulders
above the group with a sly smile was Laurent Meigs, then in her
mind amid flashes of light like that of camera flashes she saw
Wyatt in the Amazon, having never considered that he might be in
danger until Laurent had started to say something earlier that
evening. That dream went away and another filled it, she was
hearing Laurent’s melodic voice and he was looking at her, nude.
The sunlight awoke her and she realized her hand was resting
between her legs.

Throughout the rest of the
day she cleaned the house, cleaned out her closet that was long
overdue, anything else that came to mind to keep her busy and to
fight off the loneliness she felt with Wyatt gone. She did not do
alone well, finally admitted to herself. With the kids gone, Wyatt
gone, the silence in the house was beating on her. She needed to
have a conversation with someone, with anyone.

Sunday afternoon she began
rummaging through Wyatt’s darkroom and in the photo storage area to
access matted nudes of her that Wyatt had considered for the
exhibit but had decided against at the last minute. Included in
those were three tasteful nudes that Janna had nixed because of the
amount of her face that was recognizable. She moved the stack into
the living room and tried to decide which one to take.

Lott called to congratulate
her on the sale to Laurent the previous night, and admitted that
Laurent was his biggest customer in recent months.

“What do you know about
him?” Janna asked.

“Nothing except he has a
lot of money and he spends it in my gallery,” Lott said. “Frankly
Janna this is all I have to know or want to know.”

 


***

 


The morning conversation
prompted more times during the day that Laurent popped into Janna’s
mind. There was something that caused him to be imbedded in her
mind but she couldn’t put her finger on it. The invasion of Laurent
into her thoughts faded as the day wore on, and she was thankful
for that.

 



Chapter 16

 


DAY 3: THE
AMAZON

 


Late that afternoon as
Wyatt continued his rummaging, he looked up and saw a dugout canoe
beaching beside his motorized transport. Amazon Indians with
streaked colored faces and pierced lower lips stepped into the
firelight of the clearing, each carrying a spear and a blowgun.
Wyatt saw his loaded rifle a few feet away—one lifetime away and
Wyatt didn’t stand a chance of making it. Wyatt didn’t
move.

They spoke in a dialect
Wyatt didn’t understand, and Wyatt shook his head no. Slowly Wyatt
reached to the container of nuts he was eating as a snack, and
extended them to them. They showed no emotion. Wyatt ate one,
motioned, and extended it to them again. This time the smaller of
the four, who appeared younger, tentatively took two of the nuts
and ate them, motioning and rattling to the others, who also took
some nuts. Wyatt handed them the can and smiled. He had long since
discovered smiles work much better than loudness. His gut told
Wyatt the danger had passed, and the four squatted down on their
haunches, talking among themselves and sometimes gesturing to him,
their facial tattoos around their lips pale blue in the fading
light.

 


***

 


DAY 3: THE CITY

 


Monday morning Janna had
not thought of Laurent at all, and after lunch she for certain had
her mind filled with more critical things. That was when her
supervisor came through their office, passing out envelopes to half
the workers in the rooms, amid gasps as they opened them. Janna saw
the young pregnant receptionist break into tears.

Janna’s pulse raced when
she was handed her envelope, tore into it, and saw the termination
notice. Her supervisor had finished passing out the envelopes and
had moved to the center of the room where she announced in a loud
voice, “Listen people, I am sorry to have to pass out these
letters. It was not my decision I promise you. The company is
giving everyone two weeks’ severance, and all we ask in return is
that you remain here today long enough to explain any nuances of
your job or projects of which I may not be aware to me or my
assistant. And please clear out your desks when you go. Thank you
for your work.”

“Fuck you for your work,”
Janna said under her breath. This was a disaster. Janna waited
until she got home to break down, crying awhile, wishing
desperately to talk to Wyatt, but at the same time knowing there
was nothing he could do—and also realizing how critical to their
way of life that her salary was too. She didn’t want to break it to
her kids that they were going to either drop out or arrange a
student loan.

The despair lasted
throughout Monday and into the night, interrupted only by Janna
taking a bottle of chardonnay to the patio by the pool and drinking
herself into a stupor.

 



Chapter 17

 


DAY 4

 


Janna awoke Tuesday morning
with a light hangover and the phone ringing. Lott was on the phone
reminding her that he needed a photo to replace the one taken by
Laurent, and told her that he had a check for her for $4000 from
the sale of the photos thus far.

The photo exhibit was the
answer to a prayer. The money from this just might be enough to
tide them over until she could find another job. Janna picked
another photograph of her nude, taken from the back as she leaned
over, her face turned to the far side that caught her right eye,
some of her lips, and much of her right breast. It was black and
white, and seemed similar to the one Laurent had picked
up.

There were two others that
were full face in profile. They were still art photos, no eye
contact, with artistic composition and lighting, again black and
white, but more than she would have ever considered letting anyone
see. She took her phone and snapped a shot of each one before
taking the matted photo she had selected and left for the gallery,
leaving in enough time that she could get the photo framed from one
of the standard frames in the gallery’s back room.

 


***

 


DAY 4 THE AMAZON

 


Wyatt was going on his
fourth day at the compound, and instead of his visitors leaving
they gathered in more and more tribesmen, and by the end of the
5th day they had begun
clearing off an area where they were building huts between
rainstorms. During the heaviest of the rain they would congregate
under the tin roofed long shed at the edge of the
compound.

They moved with such
familiarity that he suspected they came here every rainy season
once the workers had left. Wyatt was unable to communicate with
them and he didn’t think it was any of his business where they
decided to build a village, Engtech property or not.

Wyatt busied himself taking
photos of the tribesmen, a couple of the younger men seemed to be
fascinated with his photographing, following him around in mild
curiosity, and no effort was made to stop him.

Everyone became so used to
seeing him scurrying around snapping photos that most of the
tribespeople did not pay any attention to him.

Each morning in the
openings of sun between the rainstorms Wyatt would plug in his
solar charger to recharge his camera battery. He had enough memory
cards that he would not run out of memory.

No one objected to his
photographing them, and overall they seemed like a friendly and
courteous group. The men were hunting every day, and the evening of
the fifth night one of his young hangers on had come to him in the
chow hall and motioned for him to follow. He did, and saw the men
sitting in a circle around a fire they had built near the center of
the long shed. A large pig-like animal that Wyatt took to be a
tapir turned on a spit over the fire.

When he approached the
leader motioned him to a spot beside him that was open. As they
smiled back and forth the leader, Wyatt didn’t know if chief was
the term but he seemed to be in the lead on everything, stood and
taking a long knife sliced off a large chuck of cooked meat. He
took one himself, sliced a second piece and walked back to Wyatt
and handed it to him, also extending the knife butt
first.

Wyatt picked up on the
steps so he too went to the tapir, sliced off two pieces of meat,
one he kept, one he carried back to the tribesman sitting on his
right, giving him the piece of meat and extending the knife.
Everyone in the circle nodded and smiled, and Wyatt was grateful
for the charred meat that tasted as good as any barbequed pork he
had ever eaten.

A gourd was passed around
after the meat, some kind of strong alcoholic concoction that had
Wyatt’s head buzzing after the second go round of the gourd. After
a while of gourd passing and smiling and conversation of which he
could understand nothing, the men started filtering away, and when
half of the men had gone Wyatt told the elder, “Thank you, thank
you.” He didn’t think the elder could understand the works but he
certainly got the meaning, the elder’s smile revealing black
teeth.

That night Wyatt went into
his rucksack and dug out his cell phone, powering it up, punching
the combination to the encrypted area of his phone, and looking a
lot time at his favorite nudes of Janna. All in color and nothing
arty about them—only erotic poses of his wife nude in poses that
would be fucking positions, only he was not there. The look on her
face in many of them was, “I’m in position, now fuck me.” He smiled
as he remembered most of the instances when he had taken those
photos and that had been exactly what had happened. At other times
he might have jerked off to those nude photos, but not here, not
now. He sleepily turned off the phone and dozed.

 


***

 


DAY 4 AFTERNOON IN THE
CITY

 


Laurent was late, and Janna
was fidgeting, pacing. She trembled in anticipation. Despite her
trying to force thoughts of Laurent out of her mind, Janna knew
that she was intrigued with him, and she realized that she was
looking forward to seeing him again. She kept telling herself in
her mind it was because he was a good customer and they really
needed the money he had the potential to spend from Wyatt’s photos,
from what Lott told her.

Janna changed clothes a
half dozen times searching for just the right combination of casual
and sexy. She didn’t want to be too forward, she certainly did not
want to lead him on, but a simple tease would be fun, a simple
flirtation was what she had in mind, make him notice her, want her
and then she would flit away. Janna got a rush out of the idea she
was appealing to someone like Laurent.

After the last change she
knew she had to settle on something, Janna was out of time to be at
the gallery by four. She chose a button-up starched white shirt
with black lacy sheer bra underneath, unbuttoned enough to only
reveal the edge of the bra.

Janna wore a short blue
skirt that she carefully rolled up at the waist to shorten it even
further, hitting her at mid-thigh and displaying her long toned
legs. She had a gold belt on the skirt, had worn a pair of gold
colored high heels, then height putting a particular enticing angle
to her butt. She twisted in the mirror but opted that the skirt was
too short and unrolled it a couple of rolls to give it more length.
Janna picked up her purse, the matted nude photo of herself now
wrapped in brown kraft paper, and her keys. She went out the
door.

 


Janna was discouraged, Lott
was busying himself elsewhere in the gallery, and when Laurent came
into view she felt her pulse quicken. Damn, he is one fine looking
man, Janna thought to herself. Laurent exuded a sensual effect that
hit Janna hard.

Laurent had been watching
for 30 minutes from the blackened windows of his limo, observed
Janna pacing, and several anxious glances out the window. “Girl is
in the incubator,” Laurent told Marvis, his chauffer. “She’s not
quite ready yet, but she’s just about there.”

“You do like them white
girls, boss.”

“Yeah, I do,” Laurent
laughed. “You know I first saw a nude of her years ago. I was
making a delivery to a photography professor and saw them on his
desk. Tried to get him to hook me up then but it didn’t
happen.”

“Looks like you got another
chance,” Marvis said.

“Yeah it does. Funny how
life circles back on your ass from time to time.” Laurent glanced
down at his Rolex. “Been 30 minutes, guess it is about time I
relieve the girl’s tension.”

“Good luck boss,” Marvis
said, getting out and open the door. When it came to contact with a
white woman, especially a beautiful white woman like this one,
Laurent didn’t wait for doors to open—he barged through. “Man’s
gotta have a hobby,” Marvis said, thinking of his own wife at home
with their three kids and that big ebony booty of her waiting on
him when he got off tonight. His employer might want to make a
hobby of white women, but Marvis was happy enjoying all the
chocolate pussy he could handle waiting on him at home. His wife
Loretta enjoyed hearing Marvis give him the play by of Laurent’s
current white girlfriend of the month.

 


“Janna, so good to see
you,” Laurent said, pulling her into a quick chaste hug. “Did you
bring another photo that I might like?”

“I hope so,” Janna said,
following as Laurent brushed past her to the spot where his
previous purchase had hung. He stopped three feet away, drinking in
the highlights on flesh in the pose of the new photo.

“Damn,” Laurent said. “I
love it. I’ll take it,” pausing for a second, and adding, “On one
condition.”

Janna saw that Lott was
still in the back of the gallery and had not noticed Laurent had
arrived. “And what is that condition,” Janna asked, her pulse
racing from the pure virility emanating from the black
man.

“I buy this one; we’ll talk
about other purchases, over dinner. Besides I never got around to
discussing your husband’s photo approach with you.”

Janna paused. This was
taking things further along than she had planned, but then again he
has been a gentleman so far. “OK,” she said smiling, “It doesn’t
sound like I have much of a choice.”

Laurent glanced down at his
watch. “How about we get a drink somewhere and go to dinner from
there?”

“Sounds fine with me,”
Janna said. Lott had spied Laurent and was already approaching and
greeted Laurent.

“I’ve purchased another
photo,” Laurent told him. “We’ll leave it up until the close of the
exhibition, but I may want the others earlier, I have a plan for
them.”

“Of course.”

“And if you will excuse us
I will see you at the next exhibit.” Laurent extended his arm to
Janna and she took it, leaving Lott standing there, wondering what
was going on, and if it was a dinner why he had not been invited by
his best customer. As they turned the corner and went out of sight
Lott shrugged and began turning out lights to close the
gallery.

 


Laurent and Janna’s went
down the main street, and Laurent slowed as they approached a
businessman’s bar. Everyone was in business attire, the men in
suits, as was Laurent, and the women were in business wear. “I
don’t think I’m dressed for there,” Janna said.

“With your looks you can be
properly dressed anywhere, but we certainly don’t want you to be
uncomfortable. He mentioned another bar to his driver, jumped out
to open the door for the pair at an elegant quiet place with a long
bar on one side and a series of booths. The rear corner booth was
the most isolated and that is where Laurent led her. She ordered a
Cosmo and he a bourbon straight, which the bartender brought with
two glasses of each. “Happy hour,” he said.

“Here’s to happy hour,”
Laurent said.

“Cheers,” Janna said. She
had been distracted from the drive to the bar, but now, with all
his attention directed at her she felt as if his eyes were looking
inside her. She unconsciously leaned forward toward him, not
knowing her blouse had unbuttoned an extra button and the move was
giving Laurent a down blouse view of her black lace bra and the
swell of her breasts. Her being unaware of her exposure made her
that much more appealing to Laurent.

Laurent was a student of
body language, and had a curiosity about this brunette sitting
across from him now who bore such beauty, but yet she chose to
dress down, totally unaware of her effect on men. I will change
that, Laurent thought.

Oblivious to what the
well-dressed black man sitting across from her was thinking, Janna
continued on with the small talk, telling Laurent about her loss of
her job, of Wyatt being sent to the Amazon, and the small things
permeating her life at the moment. Laurent was careful to nod,
listen attentively, and refrain from talking about
himself.

By the end of the second
Cosmo Janna began feeling comfortable with Laurent, and as the bar
filled with patrons getting off work, she noticed a couple of the
white men in dark suits, crisp white shirts and regimental ties,
and she noticed their staring. Laurent saw her looking in that
direction and looked over.

“I don’t like the way those
two men are staring,” Janna said.

“Do you know why?” Laurent
asked.

“No.”

“Oh it is a couple of
things, I’m sure,” he said. “One is if you look close you can see
it is disapproval—they don’t like a black man sitting with a pretty
white woman…”

“I’m not so sure that this
day and time…” Janna interrupted.

“And the other reason is
pure envy; they both wish it was them sitting here talking to you.”
Janna wasn’t used to such direct statements, but rather than
disagree she looked down toward the table with her head lowered and
said softer, “I guess I should take that as a compliment, so thank
you.”

“No need to thank me for
stating the truth,” Laurent said. “I don’t think you realized how
beautiful you are.”

“Now you’re sounding like
my husband,” she said.

The waiter brought another
round of drinks, again doubles since it was still happy
hour.

“You are the reason I
bought those photos—more so than the technique of the photographer,
although his work is quite good. It was the model that is
captivating. The lure is there.”

“What lure?”

“The lure to want to see
more.” Janna blushed. “Well you have seen more of me in photographs
than anyone other than Wyatt, at least anyone that knew it was me
in the photos.”

“Then I feel privileged,”
Laurent said. That struck Janna as humorous, with the drink hitting
her she giggled.

“Maybe you
should.”

The waiter asked if they
wanted another round glanced down at his watch. “We may want to
head to dinner or we might end up sitting here drinking all
night.”

“Yeah, I guess we should.”
She paused, “I started to say that I had to get to work tomorrow,
but I don’t.”

“You don’t need to worry
about that for a while,” Laurent said, “I’ve bought enough
photography to tide you over for a while.”

“Indeed you have,” Janna
said, “And thank you for that.” Laurent started to say something
else, but Janna cut him off, glancing over at the bar at the two
men who had been staring still glancing their way from time to
time. Something came over her, she wanted to say something to them,
that staring was rude, but she opted for another method.

“Go with me on what I am
about to do and don’t read anything into it,” Janna said, and she
stood, waiting as Laurent stood beside her, and she reached for him
and pulled him down for a kiss on the mouth, nothing passionate,
but clear by holding it longer than a buss that there was more
implied. Breaking the kiss she looked down at her blouse,
unbuttoned one more button on the blouse, which made four
unbuttoned, and leaned into Laurent.

“Put your arm around my
waist and walk me past the bar,” she said.

“With pleasure,” Laurent
said, his long arm moving around her waist and together they walked
close to the two men. As they neared Janna felt Laurent’s black
hand move up and cup her breast for a second, giving a soft squeeze
as both of the men at the bar stared. The effect caused both men to
jerk their heads back in a discernable move.

Janna laughed, and was
still laughing as Marvis opened the door and she crawled into the
limo.

Janna didn’t know if it was
the drinks or what but when Laurent got completely inside the limo
she said, “Thanks, that was great,” and kissed him again. A real
kiss this time, a drunken wet passionate kiss that lasted until he
reached for her, and as she felt his touch she broke away with a
gasp.

“Wow, that was fun, did you
see the looks on their faces.”

“Yes, it was good,” Laurent
agreed. He made no forward move, biding his time. He knew the
things crawling around in her head were crawling in his
direction.

“Oh my, I’m a married
woman. I shouldn’t have kissed you like that,” Janna said,
realizing what she had done.

“No offence taken here,”
Laurent said, laughing, “I rather enjoyed it. In fact you can kiss
me any time that you like, I’m right here.”

“I’ll keep that in mind,”
Janna said, her words slightly slurred from the drinks.

“Don’t worry,” Laurent
said, “I don’t take beautiful women out to get them drunk and take
advantage of them.”

“How do you do it then,”
Janna said, not believing that she was being that forward even as
she was saying it.

“I take advantage of them
in other ways,” he laughed.

 


***

 


DAY 4 ELEGANCE

 


The restaurant was elegant,
with expansive spaces between the linen covered tables, each preset
with an array of silver and glass ware. The hostess wore an evening
gown and greeted Laurent with a perky, “Good evening Mr. Meigs,
your table is ready.” Janna noticed that there was a lobby full of
people waiting to be called for their tables they had just walked
by.

Her menu had no prices on
it, and mentioned it to Laurent. “I must have a misprint,” she
said. “My menu has no prices.”

“Order what you would like,
only my menu has the prices,” Laurent said.

“Oh, I feel so dumb,” Janna
said.

“Not at all, no one is
supposed to know every nuance of every situation. That is what so
exhilarating in exposing someone to new things and being allowed to
witness it. Not so much menus but a myriad of things.

“I guess I am a babe in the
woods when it comes to a lot of things.”

“I think you being a babe
is sufficient,” Laurent said.

“Yeah,” Janna shot back,
“And how old do you think I am?”

“Mid-30’s.

“I have kids in college,”
she said.

“Amazing,” is all Laurent
could say. “Something is working very well for you.”

“Everything except a
livelihood,” she said. “Maybe I’m just an unemployed
babe.”

“Keep the faith. Things
often change quickly for the good.”

“Well I’ve always tried to
be a good girl,” Janna said. “Despite the encouragement of some for
me to do otherwise.”

“Really?” Laurent said.
“There has to be a story there.”

“You already know half of
it—or have seen half of it. I don’t mind modeling for my husband, I
mean it is not like he hasn’t seen me naked for years—but the idea
of putting some of those photos on public view.”

“Hmmmm,” Laurent smiled.
“So it is as I suspected, you do have more shall we say “revealing”
photos of you.

“Yes, private photos
between my husband and myself,” Janna said, sipping on the
constantly refilled flute of champagne.

“You know I am a
collector,” Laurent said. “We always search for the rare and value
the hard to obtain relics of this life.”

“I do have a couple more
photos that you might like,” Janna said, reaching for her phone and
calling up the two she had left at home. Laurent looked at them
closely, spreading his fingers to enlarge the images.

“I do like them, and one of
the things I like about them is I can see more of you in
them.”

“I’m nude in almost all the
photos you have purchased.”

“That is not what I am
referring too—I see your personality, your honesty, your sensuality
in those photos,” Laurent said. “Each photo that shows more of your
face seems to show more of the honest, real you. I can see that.
You try to keep that sensuality hidden, but it comes through in
photographs of you.”

“I can’t see it,” Janna
said.

“I know. You’re too close
to the subject. Your photos reveal things about you that you may
not know about yourself.”

“Such as?” Janna ask as the
food was delivered to the table.

“Let’s save that
conversation for another time,” Laurent said, “Let us enjoy our
meal.”

For Janna the one thing she
picked up was that Laurent expected there would be another
conversation of this length, likely a meal. What surprised Janna
was that she did not disagree, she did not tell him she was a
married woman and meeting for several meals with a strange man,
especially a black man, might not be seen as proper. But she didn’t
say it.

Laurent smiled inwardly as
he too noted that she didn’t say it.

 


As they finished their meal
and were walking to the waiting limo Laurent asked her, “So how
much do you want for the two photos you showed me?”

“I don’t know.”

“$1000 each?”

Janna laughed. “Done. I was
going to ask you $600, I don’t have to pay Lott for the gallery
commission.”

“I’ll honor the $1,000”
Laurent said, but…”

“Let me guess, there is a
condition?” Janna laughed.

Janna got into the limo
again and the alcohol hit her, and she was so sleepy. She didn’t
notice when she leaned over on Laurent, or his arm reaching around
her as she dozed.

 


Janna awoke to a blast of
night air and Laurent shaking her awake. “You’re home Missy,” he
said. Groggy and not quite awake Janna looked around. They were in
her driveway.

“Oh shit, my car,” she
said.

“Don’t worry, we will run
you back there tomorrow, I figured I would come by tomorrow
afternoon and pick up my new photographs, or I can send Marvis back
if you need to go somewhere in the morning?”

“No. No. I have nowhere to
go.”

“Thank you for a wonderful
evening,” Laurent said.

“Thank you. It was fun,”
Janna said.

“Well since this was a
first date I should at least get a date ending kissing, don’t you
think?” Laurent said. “It is not like you haven’t already kissed
me.”

Janna hesitated and in a
moment of spontaneity grabbed Laurent and kissed him hard, shoving
him back on the seat with his legs extending out the door, climbing
on top of him and grinding into his body, dancing her tongue with
his for about 20 seconds.

Laurent had noted when he
had touched her earlier she had broken the kiss, so he very
consciously did not touch her, letting her take the lead. She broke
the kiss and smiling climbed out of the car.

“How was that?” she
smiled.

“Delightful. I assume it is
OK to pick up my purchase tomorrow.”

“Of course,” Janna smiled,
“Good night.” She turned and fumbled for her keys in her purse,
almost giddy from the excitement of the evening, feeling like she
had back in high school. Men didn’t pay her this much attention—and
as she had that thought she also had a follow up realization—she
didn’t let other men pay her that much attention.

For the first time in the
evening she wondered how Wyatt was doing in the jungle.

 



Chapter 18

 


DAY 5 THE AMAZON

 


Wyatt saw an entourage of
five feathered painted elders of the natives headed his way. They
did not seem intimidated as much as they seemed excited. As they
got closer the all seemed to defer to a new face, and as he got
closer that man said in broken English, “Hello senor, I am Mapi.
They sent for me. I know some English.”

“I am stranded here. My
guide was killed by a croc a few days ago. I need to get a message
out for someone to come get me out of here and get me
home.”

The men chattered among
themselves, some nodding, and Mapi looked back at him. “That is
what everyone thought, but you should know this is the rainy season
and very dangerous to be on the rising waters. It may take some
days before we can send help—and longer before they can
return.”

“How long?” Wyatt
asked.

Mapi chattered with the men
some more, there was some arguing and then a consensus. They all
turned to look at him. “20 or more days they say.”

“Shit,” Wyatt said, but
that was still workable. At least someone could let others know he
was here and OK. “OK, please get someone started that way to get me
some help. Do you know where I can get a satellite phone or get to
somewhere with a phone.”

Mapi laughed and then
caught himself. “I’m sorry, I should not laugh, but the closest
phone is Manaus. You can call when you get there.”

“In 20 days,” Wyatt
said.

“Yes, 20 or more days,”
Mapi corrected. “But it is not bad. You have food—and friends.” He
motioned to the elders who were smiling. It struck Wyatt that
perhaps they were too friendly but it was nothing he could put his
finger on. “I will be close to translate should you need anything,”
Mapi said. “Pacon, the elder, has told me to do so.”

 


***

 


THE AMAZON

 


Wyatt developed a routine
in his jungle compound to fight the boredom of waiting. First he
washed his face and took a dump. He was thankful that the workers
had running water and a working commode and shower. He had washed
all his clothes, hanging them from a rigged clothesline inside his
chow hall home.

There was canned sausage,
and shelves of what in the US would be picnic and snack foods. If
it wasn’t in a can or canning jar it was not there though. Wyatt
was dying for a leafy salad or a big chunk of buttery Texas toast,
but he sufficed with the larder there.

 


The tribesmen had no
interest in anything at the compound other than making ample use of
the long tin covered shed when the hourly rains soaked everything,
and every afternoon Mapi would come around and sit with Wyatt on
the small tin covered porch of the chow hall and explain a little
more about the going and comings of the tribe. Then the two of them
would walk among the new village as Wyatt took more
photos.

Mapi was working hard to
befriend Wyatt. Over the ensuing days thanks to Mapi he was allowed
to photograph a hunter’s trip that culminated in a couple of
monkeys taken with blowguns. The more he was around this gentle
people the more he became interested in their culture. Each night
he would scribble notes about the tribe into his
notebook.

 


***

 


DAY 5 THE CITY

 


Janna awoke with a
hangover, forcing herself to the bathroom for painkillers, a couple
of Tums, and downstairs for milk and a protein bar before the
nausea from the painkillers hit her already raw stomach. She
collapsed in Wyatt’s recliner, extended the fold foot rest and lay
there with a wet cloth on her forehead until the meds kicked in.
She dozed off, and awoke when the sun hit her eyes as it moved
above the trees in the back yard to hit her square in the face. She
looked at the clock for the first time. It was 10 a.m.

Janna shuddered when she
recalled the previous evening. She knew she had been way over the
line most of the night—at least her line. She smiled to herself
wondering what Wyatt would say had he seen her. Flirting with
another man, kissing him in public, and a black man as a bonus.
Wyatt wanted her more open—well by gawd there it was. She wished
she had taken a selfie with Laurent to show Wyatt.

At the same time Janna felt
guilt, a hint of remorse, but also admitted to herself that she had
enjoyed the evening and if she had it to do over again she would do
the same thing. “It was business,” she reasoned to herself at
first, but then as she fixed her lunch and anticipated Laurent
stopping by she knew it was something more than that. How much more
she wasn’t sure, but she quickly cleaned the house, showered, paid
special attention to the details of her makeup, used her most
expensive perfume, and then afraid Laurent might get the wrong idea
she dressed down, opting for some loose short pants, flip flops,
and a tank top. She looked at herself in the mirror, frowning at
the tiny bit of bra fat on her back.

“What the hell,” she said
to herself, pulling the tank over her head, removing the bra and
placing it back in the drawer, and thrusting her chest out at her
reflection in the mirror. The top was a dark blue so her nipples
pressing against the fabric was not as obvious had she been wearing
a lighter color. There was a side of her that was emerging, the
woman that delighted in shocking the two men at the bar the
previous evening. She enjoyed flirting and teasing, and besides,
she was lounging around the house and she rarely wore a bra
there.

As she recalled the
previous night she remembered pushing him down in the seat and
laying on top of him to kiss him, and realized that despite the
obvious attraction he had not made a move. She wondered if he had
how much of a resistance she would have put up. And even as she
thought it there was a tiny voice deep inside wishing that he had
tried to make a move. She had never dare tell anyone that she
thought professional black men were sexy and exotic.

 


Laurent called to be sure
it was OK to pick up the two photographs, and she leaned them up
against the living room wall so that he could see them when he
arrived. When he arrived she invited him into the living room and
made him a drink.

“I said I would take these,
but I want to see others, the more revealing ones,” Laurent said.
“I want to see your face in the photos.”

Janna weighed the options,
knowing that she and Wyatt would need the money from the photo
sales, and if he was willing to buy nudes of her—maybe it was time
she relented. That would give Wyatt something else to get turned on
about when he came home.

“Excuse me and I will get
more photos.” Janna said.

 


Janna couldn’t get the safe
open. Laurent offered to help, and in that cramped space Laurent
was able to get it open and Janna stepped out of the way so that
Laurent could flip through the framed erotic glamour shots that
Janna called Wyatt’s dirty dozen. Laurent flipped through them
slowly, and Janna felt her pulse racing from the closeness of his
body to hers.

No one else was to ever see
these nude sexy suggestive photos of her in what could only be
called near-porn poses, and here she was showing herself, at least
nude photos of herself, to this black man, offering these photos to
him. Laurent flipped through them a second time, and leaving them
in the safe stood up the tight space, Janna so close, her perfume
in the air, he saw she was breathing heavier.

“I want to buy them all,”
Laurent said. “You name the price, but I want them.”

“Uh, I…I mean…”

“And that is not all I
want,” Laurent said and pulled her into his arms, lowering his fact
to her, locking their bodies in a long lingering kiss. Janna
offered no resistance. She knew as she felt his hand move under her
top and squeeze her bare breast that she didn’t know when but had
probably anticipated this moment and how she would respond to it
days before in her subconscious. One thing she knew for sure now.
Janna wanted him to take her. She also knew from his aggressiveness
that he was going to do just that.

Laurent lifted her top off
in the safe room and was kissing her breasts, sucking on her
nipples for 10 minutes, before taking her hand and leading Janna
topless out from the cramped room. He was smiling, as he had made
Janna orgasm from sucking on her nipples. Janna’s nipples were the
most responsive of any woman he had ever fucked. He left hickeys
around her nipples that would stay there for a few days to mark
her. Janna took the lead and led Laurent to the bedroom. He was
carrying his jacket, shirt and tie and tugging the rest of her
clothes off at the same time.

Janna had rubbed his cock
through his pants and knew he was big, but she had no idea until
she got Laurent into the bedroom and pulled his cock out. She
almost passed out it at the size of him, so thick and looking like
a huge chocolate lollipop. She wanted it in her mouth and started
sucking him, but even as she did she wasn’t sure she could take
that big a cock inside her. It seems impossible. Janna wrapped her
wrist around the base of his cock and with both hands stroked his
cock. There was plenty of cock extending beyond her two hands
around the shaft.

Laurent pushed her back on
the bed, with her ass on the edge of the bed. He dropped to the
floor on his knees and started eating her pussy. His tongue was as
long as an average cock and he licked her slit, played with her
clit with the top of his tongue and then started tongue fucking
her, fucking her with it until she had an orgasm. She lay on the
bed nude, her legs splayed open, weak and unmoving.

Laurent’s body loomed over
her, blocking the overhead light and with his hard cock jutting out
pointing straight at her opening, he told her, “Guide it inside
you.”

Janna reached down drug her
finger through her juices, parting her pussy lips and spreading the
wetness there as she positioned his cock at her entrance and
Laurent started moving it into her. Janna closed her eyes and
grimaced, fearing he was going to tear her open, but Laurent went
in slow and careful, only a little at a time, allowing Janna’s
pussy to stretch to take him—and it was a stretch. He didn’t want
this first time to be painful. She would stretch and soon be able
to accommodate his big cock easier, and he planned on doing just
that quite a bit more.

It flashed through Janna’s
mind that she should have told him to use a condom, but she knew
Wyatt didn’t have any in the house, they would not have fit on his
massive cock either, and there was no way she wanted to stop to ask
if he had one. Janna was too far gone. She only wanted his cock all
the way inside her and pumping her hard.

Janna’s mind was sorting
through a cascade of sensation. So this is what another cock feels
like, she thought, so this is what a big black cock feels like, and
oh how she had never imagined sex could feel anything like
that.

Janna came again before he
got his cock all the way inside her and the pleasure combined with
the excitement of the moment, the sounds of their bodies slapping
together and the gasps of breath, the scent of perfume and sweat,
and the pure lust of the moment added up to Janna hitting a plateau
of continuous orgasm that seemed like hours, like magic
hours.

The more Laurent pumped his
black cock in and out of her the more she wanted, cumming time
after time. “Fuck me, fuck me,” saying words she had never dared
say before. “I love fucking you. I love that big black
cock.”

Laurent was hanging back
from taking control, letting Janna pull herself into the place he
wanted her to be. There was plenty of time to take control and lead
the sex talk later. Right now he only wanted her to wake up
tomorrow morning with her pussy and legs sore and wanting Laurent
to be slamming that black cock inside her again. He smiled to
himself as he fucked her, gauging her reaction and pleased how she
was responding. He was already planning ahead to the many
pleasurable fucks Janna would be giving him. The anticipation of
what was coming from this beautiful woman in the future hastened
his orgasm and with a grunt he unloaded inside her
pussy.

They cuddled only long
enough for a quick recovery and Laurent mounted his new white
conquest again. This white wife came alive under his coaxing,
fucking him back, getting lost in the pleasure of Laurent inside
her. With each stroke into Janna’s welcoming cunt he could see her
slipping closer to the point of no return, drifting ever closer to
becoming a black cock slut. She was close now, so very close, but
she didn’t know it yet. Laurent smiled inwardly as her body
undulated beneath him. He would be explaining her slut role to her
soon enough. He only had to get her more hooked, and as sure as one
of the heroin fiends would do anything for the next fix—Janna was
going in that direction.

Laurent never let up. He
fucked her all afternoon, and Janna had never cum like that before.
She was like a leaf blowing in the wind. He touched her in
different places, put her in different positions, doggie, cowgirl,
reverse cowgirl, on his side with his leg up, and he even had Janna
on her belly and with his long cock fucking her pussy from behind
as he lay on top of her. With each fuck his hypnotic coaxing voice
explained to her how she should open up, give herself over to his
big black cock. “Let it go,” he said.

It was the best sex of
Janna’s life, beyond what she could have ever imagined. About the
time she thought she was exhausted and he was surely finished,
Laurent paused to bring her a cold drink of water and they went at
it again. Laurent and Janna fucked each other into fatigue and
although Janna did not invite him to Laurent ended up spending the
night, fucking through supper, waking once to fuck her from behind
in the spooning position in the middle of the night and not even
pulling out as they fell to sleep again, their bodies
connected.

 



Chapter 19

 


DAY 8 THE CITY

 


The next morning Laurent
woke first, looking over at the white wife he had wanted to fuck
since first seeing the photo of her in the college instructor’s
office. Laurent knew the photos at the exhibit looked familiar, but
when he saw her he knew Janna was the woman he had wanted to hook
up with years before. Her seduction was easy—she was already
half-way there when he first spoke to her, he could sense
that.

And now he was in her bed,
with the covers down to her waist, her breasts bare, their soft
heaviness spreading her cleavage, each breast moving to her sides.
Janna moved and still asleep kicked the covers lower, the tuft of
her landing strip trimmed pubic hair visible.

The combined recollection
of the previous night and the view aroused Laurent erect, and he
woke her by sucking her nipples hard and before she was fully away
rolling between her legs and rubbing the head of his cock up and
down her pussy. He pushed inside, shocked to find she was already
soaked. This time Laurent didn’t worry about her pleasure, this was
for him. He fucked her again, quick and hard. Janna responded but
had not reached a climax before Laurent finished, holding his cock
inside her with each spurting stroke, moaning aloud.

“Wow, what a way to be
woken up,” Janna said, smiling weakly. She was too weak to get out
of bed and lay there in the position Laurent had left her, making
no effort to cover up, displaying herself to him. She watched him
dress.

“I had no idea making love
could be like that,” she said.

“It wasn’t making love,
Janna,” Laurent said. “It was fucking, it was you being black
fucked.”

“Well it was fabulous
whatever you call it.”

“It gets better,” Laurent
said. “You’ll see.”

“I’m not so sure,” Janna
said. “You know my husband is coming home.”

“Not for a while,” Laurent
smiled. “I got some more training for that white pussy about taking
black dick.”

“What if this was a
one-time thing?” Janna said.

“Girl, you just got black
fucked, it won’t be a one-time thing. You know it, and I know it.
Only question is how quick you want some more black cock inside
that cunt.”

“I’m not certain. I have a
lot going through my head right now.” Janna said. “I’m
confused.”

Laurent smiled, thinking to
himself that this girl had much more potential than he had
originally thought, and stopped dressing, removing his clothes and
climbing between those long legs again for another quick fuck
before he finally dressed and left.

 


Laurent left Janna alone
with her pussy feeling empty. She could close his eyes and still
feel the sensation of his cock moving in and out of her. She slept
in; just lying in bed letting all the emotions of what she had done
wash over her.

Janna felt ashamed, guilty,
and so very tired. A hot shower didn’t help, and except for a quick
sandwich she finally got up about 3 p.m. Laurent called to tell her
again what a great time he had, and then told her that he taken the
nudes of her from the safe to put on his wall. He said he was
devoting an entire wall to Wyatt’s photos of her and wanted her to
promise to come see it once it was done.

Janna said she would. Janna
wanted more of his big black dick, but she didn’t want to admit it
to herself. This bit of deceit to herself would allow her to go to
his place and get fucked beneath a wall full of nude photos of
herself. How hot would that be?

Laurent also told her he
and Marvis had brought her car home and the keys were on the
kitchen bar and the car was in the driveway.

Janna was a little
disappointed that he didn’t come back that afternoon. She would
have fucked him again. She wanted to fuck him again. As she thought
about it the realization hit her that she would have done anything
he wanted it he had continued fucking her like he had the afternoon
and evening before. Janna’s guilt was pushed out of her head by her
newly awakened pure lust for Laurent. She felt wicked. She didn’t
think she was cheating—Janna remembered her talk with Wyatt after
she had lunch with her friend Tina, but then again she was already
in deeper than she would have ever imagined.

Janna tried to call Wyatt
on the futile hope he had finished his work and was within reach of
a cell, but she got nothing. She wondered if Wyatt had been there,
if it would have happened? But it happened. It was new, and
exciting. Janna was giddy and had no one to tell it to,
anticipating Laurent’s call to come see his arrangement of her nude
photos.

 



Chapter 20

 


DAY 9: THE
AMAZON

 


Wyatt noticed that the
number of Indians seemed to be growing, and the huts and cleared
jungle expanded, and Mapi’s only explanation was that it was a big
meeting the Indians had every few years. Their allied tribes and
other tribes they wanted to bring into their influence would be
invited for feasting and the elders arranged the marriages for the
available women in their tribe, and often the women would be traded
among the tribes to solidify alliances and add variety to the
bloodlines.

The women with Pacon’s
group were distinctive with long thin brown reeds piercing their
noses. Mapi explained that it was supposed to resemble a cat’s
whiskers, which was supposed to give the tribe more power—and the
men found the look especially erotic.

Wyatt felt privileged that
he was allowed to attend what he suspected was a private rite of
sorts. He noted that the available young women, with a range that
ran from younger than he wanted to think of to young adult women
who had lost husbands.

Most were by Wyatt’s
standards homely, short squat brown bodies, black thick hair that
had never felt a comb, and despite their tribal dress being nothing
more than a few reeds wound around their waist, the topless women’s
breasts tended to be flat and floppy.

But there were a few
exceptions—and that was when the idea hit Wyatt. Gauguin. He felt
like Paul Gauguin, the French painter who had gone to the South
Seas and spent several years painting the nude native girls. As he
watched the group of available girls bathing and the reapplying the
colored body paints they all used, he realized the background and
their images reminded him of a Gauguin painting. He grabbed his
camera and starting shooting.

By the third day of his
shooting, thanks to his ability to stay as much in the background
as possible, as had happened when he was shooting the first days of
the tribe building their huts, no one gave him any notice. Now if
he wanted to photo a girl singly all he had to do was motion to her
and amid the giggles she would move away from the other girls and
pose in the positions that Wyatt could only communicate by assuming
a similar pose himself.

The girls not being
photographed thought the entire escapade hilarious, and would soon
be shoving one of the other girls out by herself to be
shot.

Mapi would sit with him
sometimes and he tried to explain the tribe’s way of doing
things.

“We no have marriage like
you.” Mapi explained. “Elders arrange marriages to build friends
with other tribes. Marriage may be arranged many years—but not work
until girl get her blood—then they together. Make baby.”

“What if the girl doesn’t
want to marry the boy?”

“No such thing.”

“No love?” Wyatt
asked.

“Not love. The tribe. All
for the tribe. Many children are important. Many wives are
important.”

“More than one wife?” Wyatt
asked.

“Oh yes. Sometimes many
more—but not like Anglos think.”

“No one man, one woman
forever?” Wyatt asked. Mapi laughed and was still laughing as he
walked away.

 


***

 


DAY 9

 


Janna was ready to see
Laurent’s apartment and his arrangement of her photos. There was no
misunderstanding of the real reason she would be going, though. It
was not about business anymore and she couldn’t deceive herself of
that rationalization.

Janna was going to fuck
Laurent. She wanted to enjoy another good “black-fucking” as he
called it. She was ready and anxious, getting bored waiting for his
call. Her husband was gone, she had no job, nothing really to do
but anticipate - thoughts of Laurent and the images in her mind of
his dark black body against hers was consuming her.

About 10 a.m. he called,
asking if she would like to come by that afternoon. Janna’s “Yes”
was instantaneous.

“I’ll send the limo for
you,” he said. “It will be there at one.”

Laurent met Janna at the
street and led her upstairs to his spacious apartment, and among
the original art pieces: sculpture, painting, and other things,
sure enough, there on a single wall outside his kitchen was a wall
of photographs with a single theme. Nude shots of Janna. The black
and white art photos ringing the six more explicit photographs of
Janna’s pornographic nudes.

Despite the shock of seeing
herself so blatantly exposed to anyone who might come to his home,
Janna was complimented, extremely complimented. She had finally
admitted to herself too that it was arousing to realize that others
would see her sexual side. She felt her pussy dampen.

“That represents a cash
outlay of $16,000.00. Your husband should be pleased when he
returns.”

“I’m not sure how pleased
he will be about the side benefits I’ve thrown in,” Janna
said.

“He doesn’t have to know,”
Laurent said.

“Yes he does. Since I’ve
tossed away the fidelity, honesty is the most important thing we
have. I won’t endanger that trust. If you have a problem with
that—then we need to stop everything right now.”

“And if I don’t want to
stop?”

“That’s it. It takes two to
do it.”

“Do you want to stop
fucking me?” Laurent ask.

“No.”

“Then we don’t even have to
worry about this until your husband’s return. Let’s forget about
him and enjoy these days together as much as two people
can.

Janna jerked back as if
struck. The whole idea of being able to do what she wanted
sexually, with only her limits, open and free until Wyatt got home
was something she had never considered. And now she did consider
it. For the first time in her life she was on her own, lost in her
own live erotic dream.

Laurent was a relative
stranger who had just devoted an entire wall to her. When Laurent
touched her bare shoulder he turned her toward his bedroom. Janna
went along. It seemed natural. It was urgent and quick, with Janna
wanting it as much as Laurent.

Janna won in the race to
get nude, but then again she had less garments to remove. They
embraced and kissed like teenagers in a lover’s lane, fast,
intense, probing.

Janna pulled on Laurent’s
nipples which surprised him, and he in turn did the same to her,
roughly tugging her nipples and hearing her moan in pleasure at the
roughness. He played on her need for aggressiveness and roughness,
slapping her ass hard, lightly slapping her breasts, making them
sway under his attack, shoving two long fingers inside her and
rubbing his thumb over her clit. She was dripping wet. He withdrew
the two glistening fingers.

“I think the white girl
likes the idea of getting black cock.”

“The white girl loves the
idea of a black dick inside me, fuck me Laurent.”

Janna moved to her hands
and knees and Laurent moved behind her on his knees, guiding his
cock into her pussy and grabbing her hips and pulling her on to his
cock.

Laurent was balls deep
inside Janna’s wet pussy; slamming into her hard. He stopped
stroking and held his body still and Janna in her need impaled
herself on him, rocking forward and back fucking herself on his
cock. She reached back between her legs to play with his
balls.

“Get off first, I want you
to cum inside me,” Janna said.

The encouragement meant
Laurent did just that, and then what followed was hours of the
final conversion of Janna into a full black cock slut.

Janna wasn’t allowed to put
on clothes until lunch time the following day. They would fuck,
rest, drink, eat, fuck, talk, rest, and fuck some more. The first
time the food was delivered Janna ran out of the room, but the
second time at Laurent’s request she didn’t move from the couch,
much to the delight of the delivery boy.

“I wouldn’t have asked you
to do that if he had been white,” Laurent said. “I like you naked
in front of black men. You should get used to it.”

Janna started to ask what
he was inferring but he was already pulling her into his arms again
starting another raucous round of their slapping their naked bodies
into each other, their legs and limbs and moving in a tangle of
black and white.

Laurent was insatiable and
Janna was as well. Together they ran through the gamut of
positions, collapsing until a sweaty tangle of arms, and legs,
white flesh against black flesh, clinging to each other until their
lust overwhelmed their fatigue and they went back to merging their
bodies in urgent desire.

Laurent picked her up and
held her upside down, eating her pussy as she sucked his cock in
the inverted position, only for seconds but still something Janna
had never experienced and a whole new sensation. He fucked her once
against the door, her legs around his waist, arms around his neck
and her back resting against the wall.

Each fuck was more
involved, more dirty talk, Laurent fingering her ass, slapping her
butt as she rode his cock.

In one of those cuddling
conversation Janna told Laurent what she and Wyatt had promised
each other after her lunch with Tina—and Laurent stressed that he
didn’t want to come between them or do anything harmful to her
marriage, but he just wanted to spend time with Janna and fuck her
over and over and over. As he said it the words initiated another
long sex session, this time was the first time that Laurent called
her his white slut.

Janna had only hissed a
“Yesssss” when she heard it, because on her guilty side that was
exactly what she was, but at the same time she was too caught up in
it.

“Say it,” Laurent
said.

“I’m your white slut,”
Janna gasped. Saying the words excited her even more, heightening
the sensation of this virile black man mating his white slut. As if
by her saying it aloud it was confirming the fact to both of them.
The timing was perfect for their fucking.

Laurent had just come
inside her, still holding his cock in, his cum beginning to leak
around the sides of his cock and overflowing from her pussy, adding
to the wetness of an already soaked bed when Laurent told her. “You
are mine until your husband gets home. All mine.”

Janna was shocked by what
he was saying, not understanding the ramifications but at the same
time with his cock still lodged inside her, being his for the
moment was what she wanted, too. She nodded agreement.

“Say it, I want to hear you
say it,” Laurent demanded.

“I’m yours until Wyatt
comes home,” Janna said. The thought coursed through her mind that
she hoped Wyatt would take his time on returning. She was in world
of lust, pleasure and black cock beyond any fantasy that could be
imagined. Janna knew it would end—likely as soon as Wyatt learned
of it—but that didn’t mean she was now mentally prepared to give
herself totally Laurent, if only temporally. There was safety in
allowing it—knowing that it was only for a brief time.

“All yours,” Janna added.
Laurent smiled.

“You know the first
obligation of a black cock slut, don’t you?”

“No.”

“You act like a black cock
slut. You do slutty things.”

“Such as?”

“Such as not saying ‘no’
when I tell you to do something, because what I may ask you to do
will please me and you want to please me.”

“That works,” Janna said,
“As long as I keep getting that big black cock.”

“Get dressed in something
hot, we’re going to dinner.”

“I don’t have anything to
wear here, I need to run home.”

“No problem,” Laurent said,
“Unless you want to go shopping beforehand.”

“Not today,” Janna said.
When they arrived Janna invited Laurent to come inside and help her
pick something to wear—but once in the bedroom when Janna stripped
down to a bra and panties the sight of her changing dresses was too
much for Laurent. He grabbed her, lifting her in the air and
tossing her to the bed, tearing off her bra.

“You don’t need that any
time you are with me,” he said, and with another violently ripped
her thin panties off her legs. “No more underwear for my
slut.”

Unzipping his pants without
pulling them down he pushed his cock inside her for a few strokes,
then pulled out only long enough to remove his clothes. Janna
hungrily sucked his cock while he removed his shirt, and then he
shoved her back on the bed and the only way Janna could describe it
was he didn’t just fuck her—he took her. It was like he was probing
to her very soul when he fucked her.

“I’m claiming your cunt in
your marital bed,” Laurent said.

“It’s yours,” Janna
repeated, “claim it with that big black cock,” feeling the first of
a series of orgasms racking her body as she screamed in pleasure
and Laurent whispering in her ear what a good white slut she
was.

 


They lay on the bed while
their bodies came down from the sexual high they had just
experienced. Janna suggested they order a pizza, and as they ate
it, Janna’s robe were spilling open and her breasts playing
peek-a-boo with Laurent’s eyes. Janna didn’t offer to cover up and
told him, “Your bed will probably not dry out by the time we could
get back there. We might as well spend the night here. I sleep
better in my own bed anyway.”

 


As they fucked again later
that night Janna started replaying Laurent’s words in the throes of
passion earlier and became more aware what she was doing. She was
fucking another man in her marital bed—it had not sunk in earlier.
For some strange reason that made it even more erotic and she
started cumming on Laurent’s cock at the thought of it.

 



Chapter 21

 


DAY 10

 


Laurent kept up his
routine, fucking Janna once more during the night, and again the
next morning. As he lay there stroking her body Janna was wondering
if they were going to fuck again before he went to his
office.

“I want you to move in with
me until your husband returns. There is no reason to risk
scandalizing your neighbors with a torrid affair with a black man,”
Laurent said.

Janna tried to think of a
dozen reasons she shouldn’t. This was far beyond any limit she knew
Wyatt had said they could survive. It was wrong. She shouldn’t.
Janna couldn’t control herself. Her reservations meant nothing as
she packed a couple of bags and secured the house for an absence of
several days. Janna locked up the house up like she would if she
was going on vacation—put a hold on the mail, stopped the paper,
told the neighbors she was going out of town and keep an eye on the
place. She didn’t expect Wyatt back for weeks. What could happen in
that length of time.

This was a fantasy lived
out beyond fantasies—and it was not a fantasy—this was real. She
would be living with a black man.

On the way to his place
they stopped at the mall and bought new clothes, slinky revealing
cute things, not overtly sexy but made that way with thin material
and no bra, or a sheer panel where unexpected. Laurent picked out
things for her that she never expected she would actually
wear.

Along the ride Janna
realized that she was moving in with a man about which she knew
little. He had a nice apartment, plenty of money, a big cock, was a
great fuck, and was concentrating all of his interest in her. Was
that enough? No. She had to know more.

“What do you do?” Janna
ask.

“Fuck you ever chance I
get,” Laurent laughed.

“I hope so,” she said,
snuggling under his arm. “But really.”

“I guess you can say I’m
semi-retired. I do what I like, I manage my investments, I dabble
in a side-project that interests me from time to time, and I assist
friends in their business, sometimes doing some temporary
management for them.”

“Oh, sounds
boring.”

“Sometimes,” Laurent said.
“Sometimes.”

 


***

 


DAY 10 THE
AMAZON

 


Everyone in the compound
was suffering the combination of hot temperatures, humidity, and
constant rain throughout the night and in the morning. The Indians
were crammed under the long tin shed, their typical colorful body
paints washed clean, now just a single brown and black mass. Wyatt
was on the porch of the chow hall with Mapi, his notebook in hand
as he asked question after question about the tribes.

At one point Mapi dashed
through the rain to bring one of the leading elders, Pacon, one of
the men Wyatt had met on the first day, to elaborate in chattering
phrases Wyatt could not understand that Mapi would patiently
translate.

Wyatt looked up as the
elder was delivering a tirade about the encroachment into his
territory by companies like this compound of Engtech’s, when over
the elder’s shoulder Wyatt saw a procession of new arrivals
entering the clearing. What shocked him the most was the third
woman back among the women wearing the wood necklace that Wyatt had
learned denoted the “available” women. She was taller and older
than most of the Indian girls.

Wyatt took her to be in her
early 20’s. She stood out because her skin was several shades
lighter than her group, a tanned white skin rather than nut
brown—and instead of the black mop the natives had this girl had
flaming red hair. Add to that she was strikingly beautiful with
perky large breasts, one nipple pierced with a shorter version of
the long reed many of the women had piercing their noses. When she
glanced their way even at 30 feet Wyatt could see her big green
eyes.

 



Chapter 22

 


DAY 11

 


Laurent devoted a day to
lavishing attention to his new white slut. Breakfast and lunch were
both brought in. Shortly after lunch Laurent wanted to fuck her on
the floor, underneath her photos on his wall.

“Works for me,” Janna said,
reclining on the soft carpet. Laurent smiled and moved between her
open legs, fucking her in a quick rushed fuck.

After he had cum inside her
and finished bringing a dozen orgasms from Janna, she lay there
heaving for breath, her hair in disarray, and her legs still
splayed open, Laurent’s cum running from her.

“Don’t move,” Laurent said.
“Lay just like that.” He raced to the bar and pulled out an
expensive digital SLR, training it to the nude woman with her pussy
still dripping the cum he had deposited there, with the background
a wall of various nude photos of the same woman. Janna didn’t move
while Laurent shot a dozen or so shots, her eyes following Laurent
around, ensuring direct eye contact with each shot.

“I want to shoot you
myself, nude, in a studio,” Laurent said. “Tomorrow. I want to see
you seducing the camera when I’m behind it. I want you photographed
through another set of eyes. Mine.”

“OK,” Janna said, surprised
that she agreed so quickly. Then she saw that the idea of it was
arousing Laurent as he stood there.

“If you’re ready to go
again let’s fuck on the floor again,” Janna said. Laurent was ready
to go again.

Afterward as they lay there
together Janna asked, “I know it is none of my business but what
did you do for a living before you semi-retired?”

“I bought and sold things,”
Laurent said, “Things people want. I still do
sometimes.”

“Such as?”

“That’s business, we’re
both laying her naked and you are stroking my cock hard again. This
is a discussion for another time. Don’t you agree?”

“I agree,” Janna said,
moving down to suck Laurent’s waiting cock.

 


***

 


DAY 11 THE
AMAZON

 


Pacon and Mapi were out of
sight from Wyatt’s porch, chattering in their native
tongue.

“The white noticed Kaba
yesterday.”

“Yes, he did,” Mapi
said.

“You know we had planned
the sun ceremony with Kaba—but I have consulted with
Xmon.”

“The magic man.”

“Yes. He said we would get
more magic if we used both Kaba and the man. And it would solve one
of our other problems,” Pacon said.

“What is that?”

“You know the customs of
the sun ceremony. For a couple and the most magic they should be
united.”

“Yes. The way he looked at
her yesterday that should be easy to arrange.”

“Do not be obvious,” Pacon
said. “Let him think he thought of it.”

“I will,” Mapi
said.

 


The rain didn’t stop
throughout the day, and was continuing when Mapi came back to the
chow hall porch. Wyatt had offered the additional space of his
porch to the tribe but no one had accepted, despite their crowded
conditions under the shed.

In his further rummaging in
a desk off the chow hall he found half a liter of Johnnie Walker
scotch. He was celebrating the discovery with a double that
morning, trying to remember what a drink cooled with ice would
taste like. It was as if he was forgotten the feel of
ice.

Wyatt had spent much of his
time trying to avoid asking about specific people in the tribe. His
mind was forming a book he planned to produce that would tell the
story of his stay there, complete with a rough story of the tribe
to accompany the photos, and a complete section that he called his
Gauguin chapter. But the red headed Indian intrigued him. He asked
Mapi about her.

“She is not of our blood,
but she is of us, her name is Kaba” Mapi explained, puzzled when
Wyatt explained he did not know what that meant.

“Years ago there was a
plane,” Mapi said. “It crashed, and the people in the plane were
dead. Except one baby. White. One woman in her tribe, with a baby
about the same age, took the white baby and Kaba became of the
tribe. She one of us.”

“Why has no one tried to
contact her relatives, why did you not tell other white people when
you met them about one of their tribe?”

“I told you, she our tribe
now,” Mapi said. Mapi knew full well who Kaba was—and why she was
with them.

“You know that is not
right,” Wyatt said.

“It is right,” Mapi said,
his voice rising. “If we not take her in she die. We give her life,
she join us. White people did not care. They did not look for
her.”

Wyatt knew there had to be
more to it than that. Mapi’s manner was totally different, and
clearly hiding something. “Mapi, I have not lied to you. Why do you
lie to me?”

Mapi hung his head. “I told
Pacon you would not stop with that,” Mapi said. “The truth is Pacon
was in a movie years ago. You call “Cannibal Holocaust.” The people
very mean to the tribe—we slip away and go deep into the land to
get away from movie people where later plane crash. Our best
hunters were shooting arrows at it before it fell. Everyone afraid
white man blame us for the plane crash, and hurt us for having the
white baby. So we adopted Kaba in the deepest tribe, raise her as
one of us, and keep Kaba away from other white people.”

“Do you know who the people
were?” Mapi nervously looked back and forth and finally said in a
whisper.

“Later people come in same
kind plane—Americans—talking about Jesus. I knew many men in Manaus
name Jesus. Jesus Gomez, Jesus Glavin, Jesus Mendez. I not
understand what they say, and they leave.”

“Did they ask about the
other plane?” Mapi nodded.

“We say we not know. Still
afraid. One time when it came time for girls to breed, not for
Kaba. We start to take her back to whites—but when we see many
whites down the river Pacon get afraid again and come back, send
her back to deep tribe.”

“Then why is she here now?”
Wyatt asked.

“Agree with Pacon and deep
tribe elder. They want stronger friendship. Everyone must come
here.”

“Has she been someone’s
wife before?” Wyatt asked, noting that she was older than the other
available women.

“No. She too ugly, skin too
white, hair not our color.” Mapi moved his hand to his black hair.
“No one want her even for alliance till now.”

“Why now?”

“She getting old. If not
now, never. She become what you call medicine woman.” Mapi watched
for Wyatt’s reaction.

“Medicine woman? What the
hell?”

“Sometimes in big meetings.
For important times. Pacon say that may be better for Kaba than
becoming his wife. Stronger medicine. Because she is
white.”

“Are these important
times?” Wyatt asked, trying to not let Mapi be aware he had caught
the inference to white having more power. Mapi nodded.

“All want to stop big
machines tearing up land. We have big meeting need big power.
Sacrifice bring big power.”

Sacrifice? Wyatt realized
that Mapi didn’t realized what he had said. He tried to remain
nonplussed.

“When do these things
happen? When would Kaba be made a medicine woman?” Wyatt
asked.

“Full moon.” Mapi said,
pointing up. “All big medicine on full moon.” Wyatt had no idea of
the lunar phases. Mapi held up both hands. “10 day.”

 


Pacon was awaiting Mapi’s
report. The moved to the edge of the jungle away from everyone
else.

“He is asking too many
questions,” Mapi said. “And he is especially interested in
Kaba.”

“Good,” Pacon said. “We
will let his mind work with him for a day.”

“Do you have a plan?” Mapi
asked.

“Yes, I’ve already sent for
him,” Pacon said. “Nuzi will be here soon.”

“Nuzi?”

“Yes.”

“This meeting is that
important?” Nuzi was the shaman for several of the tribes,
considered to bring the most magic and spirits to any
undertaking—provided they followed his protocols.

“I think so,” Pacon said,
“And it solves several problems. We give the new alliance more
power to fight the whites—and nothing could give us any more power
than sacrificing two whites to the agreement. Nuzi has said as much
to me before.”

“We are waiting for
him?”

“Yes. To decide to mate
with Kaba. We will see the two whites combine, giving us even more
power when they are offered.”

 



Chapter 23

 


DAY 12

 


Janna agreed to pose and
model for Laurent’s photographs that day. Laurent was already
dressed and had coffee ready. Janna expected him to fuck her before
they left – she wanted him to--but he didn’t, instead he made calls
from his home office while she showered. At that moment all she
could think about was fucking Laurent and pleasing him. Even though
she had just spent the night with him she used the shower massage
and got off. Damn what is happening to me, I have never been this
as horny in my life, she thought.

As she starting selecting
what she might wear, Laurent appeared at the door. “I don’t want
any elastic marks showing, so no underwear please.” Janna did as he
asked and put on a long sundress with nothing
underneath.

Laurent had rented a studio
for his photography and despite the professional set-up Janna knew
what kind of photos Laurent was expecting from her. Janna did not
know what came over her, but something had, because she didn’t
care. She looked forward to posing nude in front of him. She had no
misapprehensions about what was expected, anything other than nude
never entered her mind, or the fact that he would be fucking
afterward.

On the way to the studio
stopped at a salon and Laurent waited while Janna had a Brazilian
wax that stripped off every bit of her pubic hair. Laurent said he
liked it better that way, and as she touched the more sensitive
flesh Janna had to admit it did feel better.

 


Janna had not realized that
Laurent’s interest in collecting photographs indicated a serious
interest in photography of his own. He knew his way around the
studio, soon arranging the seamless background, the lights, a box
full of props that included a boa and much of the sheer and lacy
clothing they had purchased. He turned on a massive stereo system
with loud rhythmic bass beat that Janna could feel in her
chest.

Janna had posed enough for
Wyatt to be familiar with the standard poses, and dressed in an
open shirt and short skirt she ran through those for Laurent
quickly, paying no attention to modesty, letting the clothing fall
where revealing, enticing views of her breasts and pussy were in
various shots.

There was a bar there where
Laurent kept her plied with strong Cosmo’s and was rewarded for the
effort with a model who was becoming more open, alluring, and
horny. It became a contest, Janna nude in front of the camera
seducing Laurent to want her, to want her so much that he would lay
down the camera and fuck her right there in the studio.

Janna knew from past
experiences that modeling nude was an erotic rush for her—but this
time was even more intense, naked in front of her black boyfriend.
She no longer thought of him as a lover, but boyfriend. What woman
could live with a man, even for only two weeks without him being
considered a boyfriend. She had not broached the subject with
Laurent, it was just a mental thought going through her rapidly
evolving persona, the lines of right and wrong now a massive blur
with no real distinction.

Janna cupped her breasts
and pushed them toward the camera, blowing a kiss to the camera,
she turned and bent over, thrusting her pussy back and looking
between her legs as Laurent snapped away, even as she reached back
and drug her finger through her pussy, parting it for the camera so
that Laurent could see how soaked she was. She smiled when she saw
Laurent’s hard on pushing against his pants.

Unconsciously Janna got on
her hands and knees in doggy position, rocking her body back and
forth, her breasts swaying, as Laurent circled her. She flipped to
her back, spread her legs and pulled up her knees, inviting to be
fucked in the missionary position. She had a strong buzz and was
now moving in a half-drunk motion with the music and lost in a
world away from the studio floor under the lights.

Backing further into the
lights, Laurent followed, never taking the camera from his eye, and
Janna wanted his cock inside her. On her knees she moved to Laurent
and unbuckled his pants, pulling them down and started sucking his
cock, looking up at him as he took more shots, licking his cock,
never taking her eyes off the camera until she felt his cock moving
in and out of her mouth on its own. Her other hand was buried
between her legs, rubbing her clit, burning for Laurent. He was
breathing hard but still snapping. Janna pulled away and looking up
at Laurent breathed, “Come fuck your slut.” She lay
back.

Laurent stepped out of his
pants, moved to the shelf where he deftly placed a small video
camera on a tripod, trained it on Janna and told her, “Finger
yourself.” She did as he asked, cumming almost the moment her
finger slid over her wet clit. Her eyes were closed as she
orgasmed, and as she was still cumming she could sense the presence
of Laurent there, between her legs, and gasped as she felt her
pussy filled with thick black cock.

“Yea baby, fuck you slut
good,” she said, the dirty talk prompted Laurent to prompt her for
more of it.

“Take this big black dick
like a slut, like my naked model”

“Like your naked model that
loves your big black cock.”

“You my slut?”

“You know it.”

“You my whore?”

“I am what you want me to
be, just don’t stop fucking me,” Janna screamed, grabbing Laurent’s
slim ass and pulling him deeper into her. Their bodies vibrated
together, his cock moving in and out as much as he could within
Janna’s hard grasp of holding him inside her, not wanting to feel
the empty feeling when his cock left her pussy on the
outstroke.

In unison the two of the
started cumming at the same time, trying to crush their bodies into
each other, kissing all the while and Janna arching her back as she
felt the warmth of the first spurt of his cum inside
her.

Even as she lay there well
fucked Laurent retrieved his camera and shot a full round of other
shots as she recovered. After a while he said they needed to go,
and Janna had little to put on, sliding the sundress over her head
and letting it fall, sliding her toes into a pair of flip
flops.

“There you are, I’m ready
to go,” she giggled as Laurent slowly hunted for a missing sock as
he was dressing.

 


On the way out of the
studio Janna knew she looked like she had been royally fucked. As
she had sat on the commode letting Laurent’s cum drip out of her
she had taken a wet paper towel and washed her face, removing most
of her make-up, and she knew she looked wasted, hair was a massive
tangle, and as she stumbled down the hall alongside Laurent another
black man stepped out of another studio and stopped, staring. Her
breasts were bobbing under the thin sundress, and she felt even
more cum run down her leg. She wondered if the other photographer
could smell it.

“Wow!” he said. “Great
model.”

“Thank you, and yes I think
so,” Laurent said.

The photographer looked
Janna up and down. “I’d love to shoot you sometime.”

“She’s available,” Laurent
laugh, smiling down at me. Janna glared back but didn’t say
anything.

“What? You her agent or
something?”

“No, just a good friend who
handles some business arrangements for her at times. You might say
she’s a girlfriend. Her rate is $300 an hour.”

“At that price it would
have to include some nudity,” the photographer said, more with hope
in his voice that Janna was comfortable with.

“Of course,” Laurent
said.

“I could use her tomorrow
afternoon if she’s free to model,” the photographer told Laurent,
extending his hand. “I’m Cedric, by the way.”

“Laurent,” Laurent said,
taking the hand in a shake. “What time does she need to be
here?”

“Around one.”

“Not a problem Cedric, is
it Janna?” he said looking down at Janna.

Janna was still buzzed,
shocked, and more or less willing to do whatever he wanted at this
point but she didn’t know if he was joking or not. It was one thing
posing nude for a black lover and quite another posing for someone
else. Janna would later wonder why someone as independent and
resistant as she was to being told what to do would be willing to
give up decisions like this to her black lover, but for some reason
she was. Laurent was captivating, like he was hypnotizing her.
Something about him made her want to surrender to him.

“What do you want me to
do?” Janna asked.

“I have already told you,
you heard me tell him you would be here at one.”

Janna stammered, “OK, One
works.” She blushed and still stunned at how quick it had happened,
how she instantly agreed to pose for a complete stranger tomorrow.
She followed Laurent out to the limo and despite their recent
fucking in the studio; Laurent went for her in an intimate embrace
in the limo, making out like teenagers.

“You like the idea of me
posing for someone else, don’t you?” Janna said.

Laurent took her hand and
pulled it to his hard cock. “What do you think?” he
smiled.

“I think you like me
getting naked and want to fuck me right now,” Janna
said.

“You are so right,” Laurent
said. “But when we get home. I need a lot of room for how I am
going to fuck you next.”

 


When they got back to
Laurent’s apartment he drug her into his bedroom, urgent and
wanting her, aroused like she had not seen him before and it was
not much foreplay, but they didn’t need any. Janna didn’t say it,
but was agreeing what Laurent was verbalizing, hearing his deep
voice say it becoming an erotic high of its own. “Tomorrow someone
new is going to enjoy photographing that beautiful nude body of
yours,” Laurent said. “You will be exhibiting yourself.”

“You want that?”

“I want that. I want to
show off what I have.”

The thought of exhibiting
herself for another photographer was so exiting for Janna that she
stared cumming while he was fingering her. “Yes I will,” she said
as Laurent rolled on top of her.

 



Chapter 24

 


DAY 13 THE
AMAZON

 


Wyatt tossed and turned
throughout the night, and it wasn’t from the heat. His thoughts
were that of a tall redhead and figuring out how to make sure
neither Kaba nor he ended up a human sacrifice for a tribe of pagan
Amazon Indians.

It was an incredulous
predicament to find himself in modern times. But here he was. Wyatt
was stranded, alone, and trying to sit it out until a rescue that
was still days away—and now a bigger problem, the rescue of a woman
raised as a native who probably did not want to be rescued. He
pondered a plan and it came to him—an insane plan to be sure—but
not as insane as the reality of his situation.

Wyatt consumed the rest of
the day readying for what he was about to do, and working out a
couple of plan B’s just in case. For the first time since the
feathered men had appeared at the compound he did not feel safe.
That night he bolted his door and laid Miguel’s rifle beside his
bunk.

 


***

 


DAY 13: THE CITY

 


Janna woke up sticky,
rolling around in a bed that was littered with empty fast food
packs of honey, an empty liquor bottle and one passed out tall
black man. The previous night was a blur but it began coming back
to her, the drinking, lying around nude and the end when Laurent
poured honey over her and tried licking it off, with her doing the
same to him.

During the recovery in
between fucks he would talk about how excited he was that she would
be posing for Cedric, and the stimulation for him mean a quick fuck
was coming. Janna was not as aroused initially, but as he kept
talking about it she began to feed off of his excitement, and add
too, telling him as he fucked her, “Think about it. Tomorrow a
stranger is going to see your white girlfriend buck ass naked
posing for his camera.”

“Yeah.”

“You want that?”

“Damn well want
that.”

“Then that is what I’m
giving my black boyfriend. My gift to you.”

She moved in the bed and
touched her pussy and found it was as sticky as the rest of the
bed. The sheets will have to be thrown away, she thought as she
stumbled to the shower.

As she let the water pour
over her she turned it as hot as she could stand and stood in the
stream having a jolt of reality intrude into the fantasy she was
living. She was Janna Bagget, a married unemployed housewife who
for the moment was actually living with another man, a black man,
while her husband was god-knows-where in the Amazon jungle working
for a company that had already laid her off. She was Janna Bagget
who refused for 20 years to let her husband show any nude photos of
her—and now she was exhibited in an art gallery, in full lewd porn
poses on the wall of her black lover, and today she was to pose for
a strange photographer for photos that she had no idea where they
might end up. This was not her.

But again she knew it was
too. It was the new her. She was winging it into territory she
never imagined she would dare. It was a rush to think of men seeing
her in a nude art pose or something more erotic. Posing had always
been a sexual surge of arousal—Laurent had proved that again
yesterday—and had awakened her desire to do it again. She was
looking forward to posing today—professionally, for pay, and she
was also looking to the good fucking she knew Laurent would give
her afterward, because she had discovered that Laurent got as
turned on exposing her as she enjoyed being exposed.

 



Chapter 25

 


DAY 14 THE
AMAZON

 


Wyatt spent the morning
photographing during the brief moments of sun between the rain
showers. The humidity was stifling, and his clothes were wringing
wet. I see why the natives wear as few clothes as possible here, he
thought, wiping his forehead.

Kaba was with a knot of the
other available girls, standing out in her height, skin color,
hair, although her body language and speech was identical. Wyatt
had warred within his mind on what should be done about her. On one
hand her total world was this tribe in the rain forest, but even
here she was a second class citizen, different and therefore
subject to the abuses that society seems to always reserve for
anyone perceived to be different. No one should have to suffer
that, and he could not leave her for a sacrifice.

Relatives in the US would
certainly take her in. There would be a record of missing people,
and someone had come looking, missionaries most likely. She was
probably born in the US so there would not be any immigration crap
once it got settled out through the consulate. The reality hit him
again—this was all but impossible. A voice in the back of his head
kept saying to leave things as they were, it was not his business,
let Pacon take her as a wife.

The possibility of human
sacrifice was more serious though. He knew that if they decided to
do that to her that there was no way they could leave him alive,
and he couldn’t kill them all. No, there had to be another way.
When he saw Mapi with Kaba, the two of them went to the porch and
Wyatt brought out the rest of the Johnnie Walker.

Kaba had noticed him when
he was photographing everyone, trying not to be obvious he took
shots just of her as he had been doing with the other girls. Kaba
had seemed intrigued with this man whose skin looked like hers.
When Mapi and Wyatt went to the porch Kaba left the other girls and
moved closer, but not venturing too close.

“Mapi, I would ask your
advice,” Wyatt said.

“OK.”

“Kaba is not of your tribe,
she is of my tribe. She has other family who want her, were looking
for her.” Mapi nodded, but Wyatt wasn’t sure if he was being
courteous or was actually understanding.

“How could it be arranged
for Kaba to go back to her tribe with me?” Mapi scratched his thick
mop of black hair, looking off, distressed.

“Big problem in one
way—deep tribe elder wants agree with Pacon. He not want Kaba, but
Pacon have to take for agreement.”

“Could she be traded for,
bought?” Mapi jerked back as if hit, angry.

“No! We not sell. Anytime.
Ever. No.”

“OK, OK,” Wyatt reassured,
“I was not trying to offend you.”

“Let me talk to Pacon,”
Mapi said. “I come back.” He started off at a quick walk toward the
now thriving village.

Kaba had moved closer
standing still at the corner of the porch, staring at him. Wyatt
motioned her closer. She moved closer, much like a puppy
approaching an unfamiliar object, wanting to inspect but at the
same time tense to bolt away at the first quick move. As she got
closer she said hesitantly, “Hola.”

Wyatt was stunned. She was
not speaking the Indian dialect. “Hola, habla espanol? como se
lama?” he said, reaching back for his high school
Spanish.

“Kaba,” she
said.

“Donde usted espanol?”
Wyatt was trying to ask where she had learned Spanish.

“Mapi.” Wyatt realized then
that Mapi was a linguist that wandered between the tribes serving
as translator and news service. He realized that Mapi may have even
more power among the tribe than he suspected.

“Mismo” Kaba said, pointing
to her flesh and to his.

“Si. Mismo.” She smiled.
Wyatt was taken aback because his photographer’s eye saw her with a
stylish dress and make-up accenting her wide eyes, high cheek
bones, and full lips. This girl had the specs for a fashion model.
He looked at her and smiled back at this woman standing in front of
him, wearing only a thin leafy skirt that barely covered her pussy,
unashamed and natural. One of the other girls in the group shouted
for Kaba and she scattered away like a nervous cat, although in
Wyatt’s mind she moved more than that, like a fleeing whitetail
deer on long gazelle-like long legs.

 


***

 


DAY 14 THE SHOOT

 


Janna was getting cold
feet. This was crazy and she had to get this craziness under
control. Laurent was making his business calls and she was supposed
to be getting ready for the shoot, and although she had done it
once in college for an art class, once for Laurent yesterday—at
least he was a lover. What she had done posing for Wyatt didn’t
count in her book.

Laurent poked his head in
the door, “Ready?” he asked before he saw her still standing by the
bed with a half dozen different outfits arranged on the bed. He
stepped into the room. “What’s going on?” he asked.

“I don’t think I want to
model today,” she said. Laurent frowned, a dark visage that sent a
shiver through Janna.

“You told Cedric you would.
So you will. I don’t do business like that.”

“It is not your business,
it is mine, my body, my choice,” Janna protested.

“I told him in front of
you, you said you would.” Laurent picked up the outfit closest to
him on the bed, a black lace top with a white pleated skirt. “Here,
that will do. Put it on and let’s go. You know you don’t need
underwear.”

“No.” Janna said, although
she knew she wilted a little under his intent dark
stare.

Laurent moved closer,
pulling into her arms, moving one of her hands to his cock. “Maybe
you need some more black snake to change your mind and get you
focused where your head should be.” Instinctively Janna touched his
thick cock and her mind filled with the sensations of that big cock
going inside her. It was like an addictive drug.

“Maybe,” she
said.

“You know how I get
watching you naked in front of a camera,” Laurent said. “I want you
to do this. You said you were my slut till your husband gets home.
Dammit now act like it.”

Janna hesitated for a
second and with a reluctant air said softly, “OK.”

“Good girl, let’s
go.”

Laurent smiled to himself.
He didn’t even have to threaten her—but he would have if she had
offered more resistance. Today was a big day for both he and Janna.
Today she would become a commodity he would be adding to the
products he bought and sold.

 


Cedric was all smiles,
asking Janna what kind of music she liked, thanked her for coming
to the session, offered drinks, and did all that he could to be
sure she was comfortable. Janna felt at ease with him—and felt
relieved too. Cedric was not her type. Average height, stocky with
a bit of a beer belly, bald with a gold earring in his left ear,
and a deep chocolate color. His voice was low, not a hypnotic tone
like Laurent and certainly not a Barry White low, but deep just the
same. He already had the lights and everything set up, including a
few props, a chair, a couch, a fake fireplace complete with
realistic looking imitation flames, and a rack with a half-dozen
outfits.

Cedric started the session
by first sitting in the reception area with Laurent and Janna,
explaining that he was always looking for new faces for a variety
of his clients, and saying that what he was most interested in was
doing a variety of photos today, that he would in turn show to his
clients and then call Janna back for a specific advertising or
editorial shoot.

Janna was complimented, and
for the first time realizing that Wyatt might be right, she could
still get some income from professional modeling, despite the
doubts about her age.

“Sounds like fun,” Janna
said. Cedric made no mention of nudity, nor did she, trying both to
force the apprehension of it out of her mind—and in a tiny corner
of her mind hoping Cedric was more concerned with the type of shots
he had describe.

Laurent was invited to
observe, which relaxed Janna even more, and the first 40 minutes or
so were face shots, hand shots, changing into a variety of outfits,
a few sexy shots with a blouse unbuttoned all the way down but not
showing anything but cleavage, and even a few with a lacy sheer top
that gave the hint of her nipples visible through the cloth. As he
shot photos Cedric was a non-stop stream of directions and
compliments. “Like that, your chin up, perfect, that was great, you
look beautiful like that Janna.” It was almost in a stream of
conscious banter, but Janna was enjoying it all.

They took a break, more
drinks, although she had been sipping throughout the shoot and had
a good buzz going. Janna was not getting the erotic rush as she had
done with Wyatt and Laurent. Deep down she knew it was because she
was still clothed. When Cedric handed her the model release on the
clipboard she signed it.

They restarted photos, this
time Cedric asked her to model a half-dozen sets of lingerie, a
couple of the bras quite sheer, a couple of swimsuits, and with
more drinks Janna was getting the hint of arousal
building.

While modeling the two
piece string bikini Cedric directed several shots in which she
would be untying the ties in a teasing manner, a few with the
string untied and Janna holding the suit in place to cover, and he
did a series of her top untied from her neck and back, looking over
her shoulder. Janna knew he was building toward the nudity, and the
beating of her heart being felt inside her chest told her that she
was ready for it.

“Now drop the top, please,”
Cedric said. She did. “Turn around slowly.” Janna heard the camera
tripping in burst mode, and in a burst of exhilaration she held her
arms straight above her head and stretched, arching her back,
pushing her breasts out.”

“Damn,” Cedric exclaimed.
“Great tits. Now profile please.”

The session became a blur,
the poses going from glamour to more explicit, and Janna felt a
change over her, her desire to be where she was, naked in front of
a camera, wanting to seduce it—and in turn seduce the man behind
the camera and seduce anyone who would see these photos—and she
knew Cedric wanted that in his photos. All photographers did, she
had learned that much from being married to a photographer for 20
years.

The studio was dark except
for the area under the lights, and Janna had forgotten that Laurent
was there watching, she had been so caught up in the posing that
the impact of being nude in front of two men other than her husband
caused her to soak her pussy.

It was a physical and
mental change that could be felt in the room. That was when she
realized that Laurent was walking into the circle of the studio
lights—as naked as she was.

“Let’s get some black and
white flesh contrast shots,” Laurent said, smiling. Janna didn’t
object, and Cedric kept snapping, and stopped directing.

Laurent knew what he wanted
as he kissed Janna, his body stretched out beside hers on the
couch, his hand resting between her open legs, her right hand on
his hard cock, and his right hand cupping her left breasts. The
position invited a finger fucking and it was what Janna wanted at
that moment. Laurent slid two long fingers inside her, curving the
fingers and rubbing against her G-spot, bringing forth a knee
weakening orgasm and a flood of fluid as she squirted over the
Laurent’s black hand.

Laurent moved his hand from
her pussy and with his left hand nudged her head to his cock, the
music getting louder as Cedric turned it up, the rhythmic beat
dominating the room and covering the click, click, click of his
camera. Janna opened her mouth and took Laurent’s dick into her
mouth, sucking that pulled her cheeks in, and Laurent leaned over
and told her, “Look at the camera while you suck this big black
dick.”

Janna was in her zone, her
out of control sexual abandon zone, sucking a black dick while
another black man photographed the act. She had never been this
turned on in her entire life. She wondered how this was going to
end but she didn’t have to wait long. Laurent motioned to Cedric,
who came closer, sporting a large hard-on of his own, but with
Laurent’s hand resting on the back of her head Janna didn’t stop
sucking the cock in her mouth.

“Want some of this?”
Laurent offered. Janna knew what he was offering and in an
instantaneous decision knew she was rolling with it and would not
resist whatever her black lover wanted.

“You know it,” Cedric
said.

“Get them clothes off and
hand me $500. This pussy is for sale, it’s not for
free.”

Cedric was already out of
his clothes, reaching into his pants on the floor for his wallet
and withdrawing five one-hundred bills. Laurent took his hand off
the back of Janna’s head to accept the cash. She didn’t look up,
still sucking Laurent’s cock.

“Let me at the ho,” Cedric
said. “I’ve been wanting inside this pretty white cunt since I saw
her yesterday.”

Laurent gently touched her
forehead and she raised off his cock. “Show Cedric what a good
dicksucker you are, show him how you suck cock like a good
slut.”

Janna rose to sit on the
edge of the couch and Cedric moved closer. She wrapped her hands
around the cock, coal black and not as long as Laurent, a mushroom
head on it, but thick, as thick as a coke can or bigger. She could
hardly open her mouth long enough to get his cock in her mouth, but
it didn’t matter because once Cedric felt her warm wet mouth on him
he wanted to put his cock in another part of her body that was wet
and warm.

Cedric pushed her back on
the couch and moved between her legs, grabbing her under her knees
and pulling her pussy down to the edge. Janna looked down to watch
him penetrate her. It was the second black cock she had ever seen,
and the second black man she had fucked, at least it would happen
any second and she was too far gone to do anything except take
it—and enjoy it. He rubbed his cock up and down between her pussy
lips, coating the head of his cock with her lubrication and pushed
in, pausing at the resistance as she stretched to receive him,
beyond what she thought possible, painful and pleasurable at the
same time.

Once inside her he moved
her to lie back on the couch and he mounted her with her legs
pulled up and began pummeling her pussy. She was moaning with all
her sensations of pleasure emanating from the fabulous feeling
between her legs.

“Yeah, give me that black
dick,” Janna said.

“Whore likes black dick,
don’t you?” Cedric gasped as he pumped faster.

“This whore loves black
cock,” Janna said.

Out of the corner of her
eye she saw Laurent with a video camera. Cedric was quick, from the
buildup, the excitement, and Janna’s dirty talk and eager writhing
underneath him. This one a fantastic piece of pussy. He couldn’t
hold out any longer and felt his body spasming, dumping a full load
of cum inside her. It had happened too quick to consider a condom
but Cedric didn’t use them anyway.

Janna had one leg over the
back of the couch, one on the floor, her back resting on the couch
arm, not moving as Cedric pulled out of her pussy and stood
up.

“Anyone for sloppy
seconds,” Cedric laughed.

Laurent walked back toward
the couch, crawling between Janna’s open legs. “Just what I was
thinking,” he side. “I bet this girl ain’t ever had two different
cocks back to back, have you my slut?”

“Not till now,” Janna said
as her lover’s cock disappeared inside her.

“We’ll double penetrate her
pussy next,” Cedric said. “Bet she’s never been stretched like that
either.”

“Whore’s getting broke in
right tonight,” Laurent said.

 



Chapter 26

 


DAY 15: THE
AMAZON

 


Mapi woke Wyatt the next
morning, banging on the door to the chow hall after trying the
locked door. Wyatt let him in. “Why so early Mapi?” Wyatt
asked.

“I talk to Pacon long
time.”

“OK.”

“Pacon do not want Kaba.
But she his now. You understand?”

“No.”

“Pacon decide where she
go.” Mapi said it as if it was as normal as a walk to the river
edge. Wyatt had resolved in mind that he had to get out of her
quicker than waiting on rescue.

“So what does that
mean?”

“Easy,” Mapi said. “You
take Kaba. Your wife.” Wyatt recoiled and could only give a sounds
best described as a snort.

“What?”

“Only way.”

“And what does taking her
entail in your tribe customs.”

“You take her to the
marriage house, and you make her yours.” Mapi did the universal
symbol of an index finger penetrating a circled thumb and
forefinger.

“In the US I have a
wife.”

“You not in the US. You
asked. I fix. Now you fix.” Mapi clearly expected Wyatt to follow
through with what he said.

“You talk like it has
already been arranged.”

“Yes,” Mapi smiled, “Yes.”
Wyatt thought for a moment but could think of no alternative, then
Mapi added the ante. “Tonight. You do tonight.”

“And what does Kaba
say?”

“Not matter what she say.
She Pacon’s, now she yours. Your job to take care of her—her job to
take care of you. Big power.” Mapi clapped his hands and Kaba
stepped inside the door, moving to the side and pressing back
against the wall. Mapi spoke to her in the Indian dialect, and she
took anxious steps closer toward them.

“She here until meal,” Mapi
said. “Then women take her to get her ready. After meal you go to
the marriage hut. The round one at end of village. I here to
translate what you want to say.”

Wyatt thought about what he
could say, but he needed to reaffirm for Mapi, and himself, that
what he was planning would go off as he needed it to. He looked at
Kaba, somewhat unnerved this this so very tanned Caucasian woman
that would clean up and pass as a pretty woman in the US with no
one knowing she did not know a word of English. He would explain
more later, but now it was the basics. “You are mine after tonight,
you understand?”

Mapi translated and Kaba
looked at him. “Si”.

“You do as I
say.”

“Si.”

“Are you willing to do this
with me?” Wyatt asked. Mapi translated, and she obviously did not
understand.

“Kaba does not have to be
willing,” Mapi explained. “She does not understand.”

“OK, never mind,” Wyatt
said. He looked at Kaba and smiled. “Noche” he said.

“Si, Noche.” Mapi sent her
away but she stopped just out of hearing, and looked at
Wyatt.

“I know some US and Spanish
custom,” he said. “Those not tribe custom. Understand?”

“Yes, I think so,” Wyatt
said.

“Kaba not married, but in
our tribe, many,” again he put his finger through his looped
fingers. Wyatt laughed.

“You mean that she has
other men?”

“Yes, Mr. Wyatt. And some
boys too.”

“Not a problem, Mapi,”
Wyatt said, smiling.

“I go now,” Mapi said,
indicating to Kaba that she should approach and stay on the porch
with Wyatt. She watched as Mapi disappeared and they were alone.
She pointed at their skin again.

“Mismo,” she said
again.

“Yes, Mismo—same.” Wyatt
said. Kaba tried to say “Same” but it came out something totally
different. Wyatt smiled and Kaba returned the smile, and then her
face got serious.

“Muerte.”

“Death?”
Muerte?”

“Si. Manana.”

“Quien?”

“Usted y yo,” Kaba said,
shuddering as she said it. “Sacrificio. Dos blancos poder grande.
Desupes dia cermonia.”

Wyatt didn’t get it all,
but that much he could determine—the day after their ceremony he
and Kaba would be killed—sacrificed, because two dead white
sacrifices would give the tribe much power.

It was still daylight and
Wyatt knew a getaway now would be risky—but then again how risky
was it to remain any longer. Kaba thought the sacrifice might be
tomorrow—but what if she was wrong?

“Asutatdo.” Kaba
said.

“No sabe,” was all Wyatt
could said—he didn’t know what she was saying. “amigo” he added,
pointing to himself.

Whatever plan he had was
thwarted with the throng of Indians that appeared heading their
way. Most were women and a few men. Everyone was chattering, and
the older women were excited and smiling, taking Kaba by the hand
and leading her away.

The men sat down with
Wyatt, in a manner that Wyatt thought they were a guard rather than
an escort.

 



Chapter 27

 


DAY 16 CITY

 


Laurent had left a credit
card with Janna and told her to enjoy herself, he had to go in to
work, but to try to buy something nice he’d like. “You earned it
after yesterday,” he said.

“I should feel ashamed,”
Janna said.

“But you don’t do you?”
Laurent said.

“No.”

“I could see it in you the
first time I saw you. Take pride in being able to be honest with
yourself, to enjoy this part of life. Not every woman can be a good
slut.”

“I guess,” Janna said,
unconvinced.

 


At 5:00 p.m. Laurent came
to his apartment in a jovial mood. “Great news baby, get on
whatever you bought today and let’s go have an expensive
dinner.”

An hour later Janna stepped
into the room in a white leather skirt, a white leather blazer, and
nothing on underneath the blazer that buttoned with two buttons.
Her heels were white and high.

“Perfect,” Laurent said.
“It is like you were reading my mind.” As if you are not reading or
trying to change my mind Janna thought, a shudder running through
her realizing that this real fantasy would end soon. Wyatt would be
coming home. How would he handle what had happened and would their
lives ever be the same? She felt Laurent’s long arm move around her
waist as they walked to the elevators.

Over dinner and the
champagne Laurent toasted. “To the very hot slutty Janna,” Laurent
said, “And the good news I bring.”

“What news is that?” Janna
asked.

“I was showing your photos
to a couple of friends today,” Laurent said. Janna started
stammering but before she could get the “You what” out that was on
her lips he went right on like it was perfectly OK. Laurent saw the
shocked look on her face. “Oh you didn’t want me too?” He laughed,
“I wanted to let my bros know what a fine piece of married white
pussy I’m tapping right now.”

“Is that what I
am?”

“Where do you disagree with
that description?” Janna was shocked and tried to come up with an
answer but words escaped her.

“That’s not all you are, is
it?” Laurent taunted.

“What?”

“You fucked Cedric for $500
yesterday. You are a bona fide whore now, Janna.”

“You wanted me
too.”

“Yeah I did, and Cedric
wants a repeat next week. And he is not thinking about photography
this time.”

“You think you are pimping
me?” Janna said, her voice rising.

“No thinking to it, I
already have,” Laurent said. “Fuck girl, I have video proof if you
don’t believe it. I’ve turned your whore side loose. Enjoy it and
quit worrying about it.”

Janna felt desperate, felt
tears welling, and struggled for breath, the entrapment of it
suffocating her.

 


Janna realized that no
matter what daydream she was in, the reality was not that she was
Laurent’s infatuation and lover, but instead she was Laurent’s
married white piece of pussy, and his slut and his
whore.

In that moment of clarity
she also could see that he had planned for this end from the first
night at the gallery.

“Don’t cry,” Laurent said,
“No need. You are good with all this you just don’t know it yet.
You know when it is all said and done that you’re cool with it and
loving it. You held all this shit inside you way too long, but
don’t you worry, Dr. Laurent gonna help you along.”

Janna took a long drink of
the champagne and tossed it back, wishing for the dulling buzz to
hit her quickly. She closed her eyes and squinted. This wasn’t her
here. She was a housewife with a photographer husband who would be
home soon. She hung on to that.

“You were unemployed, now
you have a job,” Laurent said. Janna took a deep breath and
determined she would make the best of this situation.

“And what job is
that?”

“Modeling,” what did you
think?” Laurent laughed, loud. “Oh I bet you thought whoring. No
darling, I am more of a manager than a pimp, but not above pimping
either. For you throwing a fuck into a deal is just an occasional
perk, but it will happen occasionally just the same. And the reason
for this celebration is I have a new gig for you in a couple of
days.”

“What’s that?”

“I have you signed up to be
in a music video. He loved your pics. Only problem is you have to
go blond for this one. You have the appointment tomorrow at the
hairdressers at 10.”

“You never told me what you
did for a living,” Janna said.

“I did what I needed to for
survival,” Laurent said. “I sold drugs, I ran whores, I gambled,
and while I still dabble around the edges of all that still I am 99
per cent legit and with the money I have amassed I have plenty of
income and can share my management skills with others—for a fee,
such as helping produce this music video tomorrow, that you will be
in.”

Janna realized that she
only had one real answer to whatever Laurent suggested, and she
gave it now. “OK,” she said.

 



Chapter 28

 


DAY 17 AMAZON

 


Wyatt had known it was time
to go, even if it was little more than floating down stream until
someone found them. It was nothing he could describe, but the looks
he had been getting from the villagers, somewhat hostile, somewhat
distant like he had seen soldiers do in Afghanistan not wanting to
be close to a slightly wounded man—like the bad luck might be
contagious.

The other unsettling thing
was the erection of a large log with leather straps hanging down
from the top of it. Only a fool would not see that someone was to
be tied to that.

Wyatt knew what Mapi had
said, a marriage ceremony—but how truthful and trustworthy was Mapi
when it came down to tribe versus a stranger. Was his presence here
considered a threat now to the tribe? Wyatt was not going to stick
around and find out. In a few hours Kaba would be in the chow hall,
and he would take her and be bailing from there. He had to play
along until he could keep her safe. Leaving her behind was not an
option.

Wyatt had been told it
would take 20 days to get here, but he began to wonder if someone
had even been sent. He had no way of knowing for sure. He suddenly
felt foolish for being so trusting. Wyatt stood up and walked back
into the chow hall, leaving his escort on the porch. They made no
effort to move.

In checking through his
kit, he knew he had two boxes, 4o rounds, for Miguel’s rifle, a
lever auction 30-30 that would take too long to reload if he were
rushed. Shooting his way out was not an option. The sidearm Miguel
had loaned him was a Beretta military model with two 15 round clips
and the remainder of a box of 50 shells in a loose canvas pouch.
Wyatt figured five days of food for both of them, picking among the
larder in the storeroom for lighter weight more compact and things
that didn’t require preparation. Open and eat was the
requirement.

He found an empty canvas
bag, an old Navy surplus sea bag he realized, and loaded it. He had
the compass, the map with the hole in the middle, and he needed
extra batteries for the flashlight. He went rummaging again, this
time opening every drawer in every office. In the superintendent’s
office he pulled the drawer all the way out, trying to retrieve a
cigar in the back along with matches. There were two Cohiba’s
wrapped in a piece of paper. Wyatt unrolled them and realized it
was the missing piece to his map.

A half hour later he was
carefully taping the map together, taking his compass reading and
highlighting his way away from this dangerous place. He had
everything neatly packed and hidden behind his bunk—with the
Beretta inside a compartment of the camera bag he had carried with
him everywhere, when Mapi came for him.

He had undressed down to
his boxers per Mapi’s instructions, but insisted he carry his
camera bag with him, just in case. Mapi didn’t like it but went
along.

Mapi was ebullient,
smiling, in a good mood. He punched Wyatt in the arm. “Wedding
night!” and laughed. Wyatt followed.

Mapi explained. We drink,
all the soon-to-be wives will come into the circle and join their
husband, elder will put blue ring on your wrist, then you go to
marriage hut, one at a time. He pointed to a thatch covered hut
with bamboo-like walls, with a four inch or so opening between each
piece of bamboo.

“Not very
private.”

“Not supposed to be
private. Elders watch to be sure marriage is a marriage. Make
baby.”

“Oh,” Wyatt
said.

 


The men were seated along
the outer edges of the long shed. A hole had been cut into the roof
of the hut to allow for rising smoke from the large fire in the
center of the building. The raining was regular and intense so the
shed was a blessing for the tribe.

Pacon gave a long speech, a
half-dozen other elders spoke, and as they spoke gourds of a high
powered jungle brewed liquor was passed. Most were getting drunk
but Wyatt knew he needed his head clear, and only sipped a tiny sip
before passing the gourd along.

Mapi had moved in and out
of the crowd and took a seat slightly behind Wyatt to explain what
was happening. “All the elders speak, talk about alliances, about
plans and ceremonies.

“What plans and
ceremonies?” Wyatt asked.

“Later. Tomorrow, when Nuzi
arrived. He in charge of ceremony. After the marriages, making
babies.”

“Why you always talking
about making babies?”

“Very important to the
tribe. That is why we wait for the ceremony—time when most likely
to take. You call ov something.”

“Ovulate?” Wyatt
asked.

“Yes, that. It is time,”
Mapi said, “Do not worry, I show you which hut is yours” The drums
started, the older women chanting some eerie melody, and a
procession of women walked toward the light, heads down, nude but
covered in wide swaths of yellow and red pigments. Unlike the
others Kaba’s long red hair was pulled back and tied with a piece
of string. She locked eyes with Wyatt and smiled. She was number
two in line.

There was not a lot of
ceremony to it, as the woman entered into the firelight Pacon
touched her shoulder and pointed and the woman went to the man to
whom Pacon had pointed. When he pointed at Wyatt Kaba slowly walked
over and gently sat down beside him.

Both of their left hands
were extended toward the fire—and one of the male elders took
Kaba’s hand, and a female elder took Wyatt’s. Mapi had said a blue
ring, but it was not until the elders began the tattoo process that
Wyatt realized they would be tattooed with a matching blue band
around their wrists, pigment spread on their wrists and a group of
nettles tied together served as the tattoo needle. It stung but for
Wyatt it only kept him more on guard for something menacing he
felt. That same uneasy feeling had saved him twice in the war
zone—and he was feeling it now.

When the last of the
available women were seated by their new husband, Mapi whispered,
“That is it. You are married once you and Kaba, and again he
demonstrated with his finger and circled fingers what was expected.
“Come, I show you your hut.”

Together the three stood,
as everyone was departing. A group of women and an elder or two
went to each hut, a half-dozen fell in step behind Wyatt and Kaba,
with Mapi in the lead.

When they got to the hut
Mapi pointed for the two of them to go inside, but with a panic
Wyatt saw Mapi with a wide leather strap to tie the door shut. The
hut suddenly looked more like a cage than a hut. The elders and
women moved to the side opposite the fire so that anything that
occurred inside the hut would be outlined against the
firelight.

Wyatt stopped the door from
closing and Mapi started to push it. Wyatt shoved back harder,
speaking in a harsh voice for the first time since he had been
there. “Do not tie the door shut.”

“Custom.” Mapi
argued.

“My custom is sometime in
the night I take wife to my bed in the chow house. My custom.
Understand.”

“OK, OK. Your custom OK. I
will tell Pacon and elders. They not like.” Mapi turned to the
elders and rattled out some words that caused a stir among the
seated group, but Wyatt could see them slowly agree when he pointed
to the chow hall. Wyatt nodded as if to ask a question and they
nodded in return.

 


“White wants to take Kaba
to his chow hall after they made in the marriage hut,” Mapi
said.

Pacon stared at Mapi. This
was not what he had planned. He was going to leave Kaba and the
white in the marriage tent and secure them early in the morning.
But then again he rethought it. Why not make the white more
comfortable in his own place. Pacon thought, grinning a rotted
teeth grin as he thought of it. “OK. We get them in the morning, he
will be weaker after mating all night.”

“I will tell him,” Mapi
said, running back to the marriage hut.

 


“It’s OK, OK for now.” Mapi
said.

“Good.”

Mapi walked away and Wyatt
turned to Kaba, taking a deep breath. There was no way to explain
this, no one would ever believe but here he was and it was
happening. No one could dream this up—lost in the jungle and at a
point to save them both Wyatt was going to have to fuck one of the
most beautiful women he had ever seen. He smiled to himself,
whispering under his breath, “Well somebody’s gotta do
it.”

Kaba was smiling and pulled
down his boxers, gently stroking his cock to full erectness and
pulling him down to the large grass mat on the hut floor. She
gently ran her fingertips over her body and Wyatt responded in
kind, enjoying the softness of her full breasts and how rock hard
her small nipples got under his touch, pulling gently on the
pierced nipple that had been replaced with a gold ring instead of
the piece of reed she usually had through it. His hands were
smearing the body paint colors and coating his hands.

Kaba smiled, seeing his
positive reaction of a hard cock wasted no time, she moved over
him, guiding his cock into her with a murmur of approval from the
watching elders.

Wyatt felt his eyes roll
back in his head and a gasp. A wave of warmth and pleasure swept
over him, forcing a deep intake of breath and a smile at the tight
pussy of Kaba gripping his cock at the same time smoothly caressing
his cock with her soft inner vaginal lips as she began to rock her
body on his cock. She held herself off him and rotated her lower
body in a circle, getting faster and after a few turns and then
circle in the opposite direction.

Wyatt was caressing her
body with his fingertips now, lightly, causing little shivers on
her skin, pulling on her nipples, the one with the ring piercing
the nipple so different that the one without. It made her gasp and
in an instinctive move Wyatt pulled her to him, crushing her
breasts into his chest and she extended her long legs down, his
cock still in her pussy, with her on top, slowly rhythmically
continuing the merging of their flesh. He kissed her, and felt her
resist and pull away as if she had not ever kissed, but he held
tight and she continued to cling to him. She soon opened her mouth
to let his tongue dance with hers and responded in kind, obviously
enjoying the fucking as much as he was.

Kaba’s body shuddered in
what he recognized as a small orgasm, and she paused and moved
quicker, more urgent, searching for another sensation. Wyatt rolled
her to her back, his hands under her knees pushing her knees up to
her chest and moved over her, taking over the rhythm and doing his
best to extend the fabulous sensation as Kaba came again, and
almost immediately thereafter Wyatt lost all control and began to
pull in and out as fast as he could, his body lost beyond his
consciousness, lost in the pleasure.

Kaba sensed it, placing her
hands on his ass and pulling him into her, softly whispering, “Si,
Si, Si, Se esposo.” Wyatt gave a loud gasp, then another and
collapsed as his cock emptied into her.

Rolling to her left he lay
beside her, catching his breath in deep gushes. The elders and
women murmured their approval. They remained seated, and after what
Wyatt considered and adequate time he pulled Kaba to her feet,
picked up his bag, cramming his boxers inside and wrapping his hand
on the Beretta. He pushed against the door. It was tied.

Wyatt started to pull the
pistol and shoot the binding away but before he did he leaned back
and gave a large shove, the impact of his body breaking one piece
of bamboo allowing him to reach through and slice the binding away
with the razor sharp folding knife he always carried in his camera
bag. It gave way in seconds and Wyatt said, “Custom,” to the
elders, walking quickly and quietly to the chow hall, never letting
go of Kaba’s hand.

Kaba walked in an odd gait
that Wyatt noticed, then he realized she was walking that way
because the load of cum that was dripping from her on to the dark
soil as she walked.

They walked past several of
the open huts, groups of elders around each, but with the fire
dying down and their minds on other things it was not difficult to
weave in and out of the shadows unseen to make his way
back.

Kaba followed just as
quiet. He wasn’t sure if the elders would stir an alarm but it was
not time to take chances. It was time to bail. As he passed one of
the hunts he noticed the couple had rolled against the door in
their consummation of their ceremony. The door had opened. It was
not bound.

Wyatt still held the knife
in his left hand, and as he neared the chow hall he saw the door
open. He stopped Kaba with an upheld hand, reached again for the
Beretta and crept up to the door.

Mapi was searching the hall
for the ammunition to Wyatt’s guns but he couldn’t find them. He
had not found Wyatt’s rucksack and the seabag. Wyatt stepped inside
the room.

“What the fuck are you
doing Mapi.”

“Oh, Mr. Wyatt, I was
making sure quarters were suitable for you to bring Kaba to for
your custom,” Mapi lied. Wyatt did not throw out the first question
in his mind at the moment, “And what custom do you think that would
be, asshole” but he did not say it.

“Well I am here now and so
is my wife and I need you to leave for my part of the
custom.”

Mapi was nervous, almost
shaking, but nodded. “OK, OK, Mr. Wyatt. You have good night with
custom.” Wyatt moved out of the way to allow Mapi to brush past and
move back toward the village. Wyatt motioned for Kaba to come
forward and she did, following him into the chow hall.

Wyatt watched through the
window as Mapi broke into a trot once he thought Wyatt was inside.
Walking straight to the bunk Wyatt pulled on his trousers, shirt,
hat, shouldered the rucksack, taking the sea bag in one hand, and
the rifle in the other.

“Vamoose,” Wyatt said to
Kaba, the word coming to him out of nowhere. He didn’t know if it
was right but Kaba understood and nodded. Wyatt led the way to the
motorized canoe, still resting where it had been. He tossed the
seabag inside, unshouldered the rucksack and motioned for Kaba to
get in. She shook her head “no” and motioned for Wyatt to go to the
rear of the canoe by the motor. He started to argue but she seemed
insistent, glancing back over her shoulder, perhaps more aware of
the danger than Wyatt.

Kaba moved away and for a
moment Wyatt thought she was going to bolt to the village, but then
he saw what she was doing. Kaba was going to the dugout canoes and
pushing each out into the slow moving river current. The force of
her push sent the dugouts past the river center, with the current
slowly moving the dugouts to the opposite shore.

Wyatt stood in the boat
seat looking toward the village. From his position underneath the
river embankment only the top of his head would be visible, and
that in the dark. Wyatt didn’t like what he saw. A large group of
men stridently walking toward the chow hall. The warriors were
decked out in their hunting array, with spears and
blowguns.

Wyatt called Kaba’s name in
a loud whisper, motioning toward the village. She had just pushed
the last dugout into the river and ran back to the motorized
canoe.

With his weight in the back
it raised the tip of the canoe, and Kaba pushed it down the mud
bank and with a long two steps of her long muscular legs shoved
them into the stream, deftly twisting her body and rolling into the
front of the canoe.

Wyatt did not trust
cranking the motor and alarming the entire village, and Kaba had
already found one paddle and was pulling toward the center of the
river. Wyatt found the other paddle and joined her, quickly
rounding a curve in the river and out of sight from the
camp.

A few seconds later the
skyline flashed yellow and red from the direction of the camp. As
the red glow got brighter against the sky the tip of yellow flames
appeared over the top of the trees. Wyatt smiled.

They had discovered his
little surprise. Wyatt had risked running short on fuel and poured
a five gallon can of gas on the floor of the room, Earlier he had
taped a magnesium fire starter to the door so that when anyone came
to the partially closed door and shoved it, the fire starter would
spark and the gas fumes would take care of the rest. It was a long
shot but it worked at least as a momentary distraction.

Wyatt could hear splashing
approaching, and around the bend came three warriors paddling in
long solid strokes, a pace that would quickly overtake he and
Kaba.

The warriors must have
recovered one of the dugouts. Wyatt waited until they crossed a
strip of water illuminated by the moonlight, and at that same
moment they spotted Wyatt and Kaba, shouting as they
rowed.

The man in the bow of the
boat stopped rowing and put a long blowgun to his lips. He drew in
a deep breath and Wyatt shot him through the chest, chased by a
quick follow up shot after the first that must have gone through a
fleshy part of the first man from the yell of the second rower. The
boat tipped over spilling all three men into the water.

Wyatt heard more splashes,
a lot of them, from the shore, followed by a flurry of screams as
the crocs reached the men—and then there was silence.

Wyatt and Kaba drifted
until there was enough light to determine their location. Wyatt
wasn’t sure if they had a workable lead as he periodically checked
his map by flashlight. Twice he started to turn too early and Kaba
motioned him on farther. She recalled this part of the
river.

Wyatt had not started the
motor, but as they rounded a turn, a spot on the same side of the
river as the compound, Kaba gave him a warning, pointing to the
rifle and pointing to the shore. She began paddling away toward the
other side of the river, pulling hard.

As the canoe continued
rounding the point he saw the reason for Kaba’s concern. There was
a large clearing all the way to the water’s edge. At the back of
the clearing opened a wide jungle trail. As the canoe slowly moved
to Kaba’s rowing Wyatt did not join her, continuing to hold the
rifle and thankful that he did. The clearing filled with a half
dozen warriors, all racing to the water and tossing spears at the
canoe. They were about 12 feet short, but had Kaba not known of
this spot they would have been easily within range. It was still
too close, and more warriors were now in the clearing. Wyatt fired
quickly, working the lever for each of seven shots, seeing three
men go down. As the others closed he emptied 15 rounds from the
Beretta toward the group, striking three or four more, enough for
them to pull back, and giving Wyatt enough time to crank the motor.
It caught on the first pull and with a lurch started downstream.
Kaba looked back at him with a big smile, laying the paddle back
inside the boat and pointing at the different turns to
make.

Wyatt no longer bothered
looking at the map, following instead Kaba’s directions. It rained,
and rained more, and as it neared dark the engine coughed,
sputtered a couple of times and stopped. He was down to a single
can of gas. Kaba pointed to a spot on the bank and they pulled the
canoe.

They were far enough away
from the tribe that they felt safe building a small fire, and as
Wyatt spread out a mat on the jungle floor Kaba came into the
firelight and untied the single breechclout around her waist,
letting it fall. She had gone to the river and washed off the
remaining body paint. She was breathtaking.

In the previous night Wyatt
had not noticed how milky white her skin was where it had not been
hit by the sun. Her skin was porcelain. Her pussy was bare, a
process that Mapi had described in which the older women would
pluck the hair from the young girl’s pussies when they started to
mature and in a matter of time all the hair follicles had been
removed, leaving their pubic areas bald. The men did it too, a
thatch of hair between their legs offering too much of a nesting
place for parasites.

Kaba stood before him in
the firelight, a sly smile on her face, rubbing the blue tattoo on
her wrist. She had anticipated being a near slave with the tribe,
and certainly never marrying, she had been told so many times how
different and how ugly she was. But here was this man with the same
color skin as hers, taking her away from her rough life. Kaba could
see the bulging of his pants and knew they would be fucking
soon.

Kaba was no stranger to
sex, but this was different, this was sex from someone to whom she
now belonged. She lowered her body to the mat beside Wyatt, and was
surprised when he opened her legs and instead of moving between
them and crudely entering her instead he lowered his mouth to her
pussy and began devouring it.

There were no words to
describe the unexpected sensations and pleasure Kaba felt. Wyatt
was licking her clit, tonguing her, and there in the jungle Kaba
began screaming a loud drawn out orgasm, something she had never
experienced before. It scared her at first but the ecstasy of it
erased her apprehensions. Kaba wanted more of it. She put her hands
on the back of Wyatt’s head and pulled him harder against her
throbbing pussy until her spasms lessened.

Wyatt moved higher now,
lowering his pants, slapping her pussy with his hard cock, again a
new sensation for Kaba. Sex in which a man was trying to get her
off was something unheard of in her tribal life. She came again. It
cemented her connection with Wyatt, her “Esposo,” as she called
him.

Wyatt didn’t know if it was
the sex as single thing that made the next two nights with Kaba the
sexual carnival that it became, but he attributed it to their close
brush with death and the relief that safety brings after surviving
something like that together.

For Kaba, Wyatt suspected
that it was escaping a world where she was a second class member,
and finally realized that there were others light skinned people in
the world like her. For Wyatt it was even easier—she was one of the
most beautiful women he had ever laid eyes on. The magic added to
the equation, was a woman wanting a man as bad as the man wanted
her. Wyatt smiled to himself, also discovering that teaching Kaba
how to kiss—and what it was like to have her pussy eaten out, and
to be with a man who wanted her to have orgasms too, created almost
an addiction in her.

The more they fucked and
played with each other, the more she wanted. He was still working
on teaching her how to give good blow job, but she was certainly an
eager student and was giving it a lot of practice. She woke him up
three or four times that night, sucking him back to hardness and
straddling him to a quick orgasm.

Wyatt marveled at how
urgently she fucked, holding nothing back, moaning when it felt
good, touching him in different places, her perky breasts begging
him to touch them, which he did. She had sensitive nipples, which
Wyatt was delighted to discover. He discarded the large reed
piercing her nipple and fashioned a more obvious ring with the aid
of a file on the boat and a gold key ring he found in the dash.
Kaba thought it was funny that he was going to the effort, but
didn’t object, flipping it up and down and giggling.

After the first orgasm from
his tonguing her, Kaba was willing to try anything he wanted. The
third night she gave him her ass, a particular treat for Wyatt as
Janna always refused.

Kaba soon learned the word
“fuck” in perfect English, and every couple of hours she would
point to the bank, smile at Wyatt and motion for him to turn the
boat into the bank. “Fuck.” She would say.

Once Wyatt didn’t turn the
boat as quick as she wanted, and she smiled at him, a natural
come-fuck-me smile, and sliding her hands up her body cupped her
breasts, the nipples erect and luring him. Waiting to see what she
would do next, Wyatt hesitated, even though he was in a long
shallow turn toward the bank. She untied the binding at her waist
and stood there before him totally nude, unashamed and natural as
if she had been dressed in a long coat in Manhattan.

The trip that should have
taken too or three days took four.

 


It was paradise for Wyatt.
He would daydream over the next days as they spent as much time
cuddling and fucking on the river bank as they did rowing
downstream trying to find civilization. Wyatt knew this had to
end—but that didn’t mean he was in a rush for that to
happen.

Wyatt did not know if it
was the setting, the woman, or close calls but he had never been as
able to fuck and recover as fast and as often as he did during
those few days. He recognized the impossibility of it all
continuing—but rather than resolve it in his mind he put it off and
concentrated on enjoying the here and now.

The nights alone in the
jungle, utilizing Kaba’s extensive jungle skills at finding a
suitable stopping spot, they had a comfortable camp—and Wyatt
discovered two things; one that Kaba refused to try to understand
that he was not really her “Esposo”, and the other was that it was
difficult to fuck in a hammock.

There were plenty of other
positions in which they could fuck though, and they did.

And when they came to
civilization at Manaus, it had to end. Wyatt and Kaba had four days
and three nights together before they were found by the tourist
boat.

 



Chapter 29

 


DAY 29 AMAZON

 


It was Wyatt’s last day in
Manaus, and he gave Kaba a goodbye hug at the security line, told
Miguel’s wife and kids goodbye and walked onto the jet way. He had
telephoned home the night before but did not get an answer. Janna’s
cell didn’t answer and he left a voice message, an email, and text.
He gave her the flight numbers and his arrival time.

Wyatt bounced in and out of
consciousness on the flight to Miami, replaying the four days going
down river until a river boat of tourists picked them up. During
the trip Wyatt had tried to bring a woman with no education or
knowledge of what she was heading into enough information to at
least not go into some sort of mental breakdown. The more he
practiced the more his Spanish came back, and as they paddled and
drifted he discovered more interesting things about Kaba. She was a
sponge and soaked up everything—and was blessed with a near
photographic memory. He did not have to repeat anything to her, she
absorbed it.

By the time the boat picked
them up she had already retained a small English vocabulary. Thanks
to Mapi she was fluent in Spanish, and with the large number of
Indians interacting with the Latino, American and Brazilian
population she blended in—verbally. Physically was quite another
thing.

It took a while to convince
her that she needed to don one of his shirts and his boxers as a
pair of shorts to keep from shocking the tourists, and as the
tourists recognized the naïveté of the pretty young woman, the
women on the boat adopted Kaba, sharing pieces of their clothing
and doing a lot of adding to her inundation to the modern
world.

The one place she drew the
line was wearing a bra. In Spanish no one could explain to her why
she should wear one, and the one she tried on lasted a total of
five minutes before she tore it off. Although the boat was crowded
Kaba was an expert at finding a remote corner for a quick
fuck.

Before the boat had landed
Wyatt had concluded for the immediate time being he had to
concentrate on getting his charge secured and safe before he left
for home.

Wyatt felt it his duty to
visit Miguel’s family and tell them of their breadwinner’s fate—and
at the same time when he told them about Kaba, Miguel’s wife, Maria
insisted on her taking in Kaba.

As a transition she would
spend one night in Wyatt’s hotel and the other with Maria. Wyatt
did not want a media circus, so he kept the story of their
adventure quiet, having asked the tourists to keep it quiet too for
the obvious reasons. To his surprise they did.

Over the next days Wyatt
spent time at the Manaus library’s computer center, researching
missing planes, and within two days he had contacted the sister of
Harold Emmons, a Georgian on a mission trip with his wife and six
month old daughter 24 years earlier that vanished in the Mato
Grosso. The sister was in her 70’s, and when asked about other
relatives she did not know of any. Harold Emmons had married an
orphan, and his 70-year-old sister, Martha Emmons was the only
surviving member of her family, at least until she learned she had
a niece. Martha was able to tell Wyatt where her niece had been
born, and with a call from the American consulate the hospital sent
a scan of a baby’s footprint. The forensic expert the consulate
provided gave the concluding proof. Kaba was actually Dianna Jean
Emmons, a Georgia born American citizen. Martha also gave the bad
news to Wyatt—she was in bad health, living in a county nursing
home, and could be of no assistance other than prayers for her
surviving niece.

That was also when Wyatt
leaned that the budget cuts in the State Department meant there was
no program for Kaba/Dianna. Had she been a minor there were
programs, housing, assistance to get her situated —but not at as
adult. She was an American citizen, and she was on her own—except
for a married American photographer she knew as
“Esposo.”

Wyatt did what he could. He
took a chunk of the travel cash from the hush fund the CEO had
given him prior to leaving and hired a couple of tutors, paid Maria
for current expenses and expenses to come, and promised a return as
soon as possible. Luckily with American dollars he could get more
services that he would have dreamed in the US.

The reality was he was a
photographer with limited income and little ways to get more except
his outside photos—and with two kids in college his budget was
already overextended but reality was reality.

The good thing was a few
thousand dollars in that part of the world would go a long way for
keeping Miguel’s family and Kaba secure.

Kaba was distraught when
she realized he was going away. As a going away gift he gave Kaba a
cell phone and downloaded an app that would convert any incoming
text from her into English, and incoming English texts would be
downloaded to her phone in Spanish. Wyatt knew that it was a
gesture of confidence more than any expectation of communication,
but he thought it might spur her on.

When Wyatt turned his phone
on when the plane landed in Miami, there was a text. He opened it
to see a photo of Kaba—working on an IPad with one of the tutors
beside her. He smiled and stowed the camera away. He had a
homecoming with his American wife. He scanned the crowd, missing
her newly blond hair at first.

 



Chapter 30

 


DAY 30 DINNER: 9:30
p.m.

 


Wyatt’s welcome home dinner
was progressing nicely. A couple of glasses of wine, her tee was
drying out and becoming more opaque. The appetizer bisque was
outstanding, the salad delightful with an unusual house dressing.
She had the mahi-mahi and Wyatt went for an 8-ounce
ribeye.

Throughout the meal Janna
didn’t have time to get a word in as Wyatt had described the
detailed play by play of his trip, totally accurate in every
detail—except the mention of a tall pretty redhead
rescue.

Janna gave him avid
attention except for two text messages she received on her phone,
both of which she answered with a one key response.

Wyatt had exhausted his
narrative when he finally stopped thinking about what he was saying
to really look at his wife. She had a tired expression that Wyatt
had not picked up on when he first saw her. Something was stressing
her. Now it was time for her to talk to him about what was going
around inside that pretty head.

“Now tell me about you,”
Wyatt said. Wyatt was pleased that she was being so bold and sexy
and figured she had gone through some mental gymnastics and figured
during his absence that she should do some of the bold things Wyatt
was always pushing.

“The day Miguel was killed
by the croc was the day the exhibition opened,” Wyatt told Janna as
the waiter brought a second bottle of wine to their dinner table.
“I had forgotten about it in the excitement of being home. How did
it do? Did anything sell?

 


“I have good news about
your exhibit.”

“Really?”

“We sold $16,000 of
photographs.

“You’re
kidding?”

“How much of it
sold?”

“Almost all of it. And then
some.” Wyatt didn’t dig further in her excitement. He had expected
to sell maybe one or two thousand dollars of his work.

“You have one collector who
is a real fan and bought several.” This was unbelievable great news
to Wyatt and he gave a whoop of euphoria that caused several people
to turn around and look at him. The waiter came over quickly
thinking something might be wrong.

“Champagne,” Wyatt said.
“Dom Perigon if you have it.”

“We have it sir,” he said,
and stepped away. Wyatt smiled at Janna and felt a chill, because
despite the good news she was not smiling but serious.

“What’s wrong?” Wyatt said.
“What’s the catch? Tell me.”

“Tell you what?” Janna
said. Wyatt could see her mentally circling the wagons.

“Tell me why you are not as
excited as I am about it. Something’s wrong. I’ve lived with you
too long not to pick up on it.” The champagne was there and Janna
didn’t speak, quickly downing one flute full and starting on a
second. Wyatt could see the wheels turning inside her head and let
them turn, not saying anything. She sat the flute back down on the
table.

“OK, there is more to it
than someone just paying cash for your pictures and walking away,”
she said.

“OK, go ahead,” Wyatt said.
“Get it out.”

Janna rewound her mind and
wondered how she could tell her husband what had really happened,
or what she was going to be doing the rest of the night.

 


***

 


DAY 30 DINNER 10:30
p.m.

 


“You remember what we
promised each other after we heard about Elliot and Tina?” Wyatt’s
heart raced and he felt light-headed—and scared. Oh shit Wyatt
screamed to himself. This isn’t happening. Had she fucked someone?
Who could it be, his mind raced to conclusions, the art customer?
Had he seduced her? Wyatt stammered a hesitant response. At the
same time his outrage was tempered by his interlude with Kaba’s
rescue.

“Yes. I remember what we
promised.”

“You said you meant it. Did
you?”

“You know I did,” Wyatt
said. “What’s going on?”

“I thought this would be
easier,” Janna said, taking another deep breath and with a shaking
hand taking another long drink. She rallied, sat up
straight.

“You like the new me?” she
asked, looking down at herself. “You like me less modest, dressing
slutty?”

“Yes,” Wyatt
admitted.

“I will not deprive you of
that enjoyment anymore. I’ve been taught how to enjoy it as well.
You know me well enough to know that a lot had to go on in my head
to do this don’t you?”

“I do.”

“OK, I am going to have to
trust your word. I do love you. I want to spend the rest of his
life with you. But I’ve slipped up. I may have made a mess that you
can’t forgive. If you can’t I understand. I want you to still want
me, but if you don’t I understand.”

Wyatt was more than fearful
now. “I am not sure what you are talking about,” Wyatt said. “Have
you fucked someone, Janna?”

“Yes.”

“Who? The art customer?” It
was the only person he could think of that would have new contact
with Janna.

“Yes.”

“How long has this been
going on?” Wyatt asked.

“Not like you think. He is
infatuated with me and nude photos of me I guess,” she said. Her
cell chirped with a text message again. Her hand shook as she typed
a word or two.

“Is that him?”

Janna stared straight at
him without answering, in her eyes Wyatt could see sadness, and
determination as well. “I love you, and I need you to trust me. I
will explain everything in detail to you in the morning, but I
can’t right now. I have to go.”

“You have to WHAT?” Wyatt
said, half standing, his outburst causing several of the other
diners to stare in his direction.

“Sit down,” Janna spat.
Wyatt did as she said.

“In the morning. Can you
cut me some slack till then? Please? This is something I have to do
and I can’t explain it right now. I don’t have time. I have to go
right now. Please.” The last ‘Please’ had certain desperation to
it.

“I guess it will have to
wait till the morning. Where are you going? To him?” Wyatt
demanded. Any thought he had of explaining about Kaba went straight
out the window.

“I have to go to work.” She
stood up moved beside him and leaned over, giving me a quick kiss.
“Tell me you love me Wyatt.” Janna had tears in her eyes. “Please
tell me you love me.”

“You know I do,
Janna.”

“And I love you to. Think
of all we have shared to get where we are today. I can’t bear to
lose that. Give me till tomorrow and I’ll explain then,
please.”

“OK,” was all Wyatt could
stammer.

“First thing in the
morning, OK?”

“I guess,” Wyatt said. “But
where are you going to work?” She didn’t answer. She was
gone.

 


***

 


The waiter had already
brought the check, and Wyatt glanced at it and didn’t wait for him
to return. Wyatt pulled two c-notes out of his wallet and put them
inside the plastic folder with the check.

Wyatt was confused, but he
didn’t intend to take a cab home if he could help it. He was out
the door as he watched Janna climbing into the limo. He crashed to
the front of the cab line, gave the attendant a 20 and told him,
“I’m sorry but I have to take this cab.”

The three young women in
their club attire protested, “Hey, this ain’t right.”

The attendant opened the
door and Wyatt climbed in. “Where to sir?” the cabbie asked. Wyatt
pulled a 100 dollar bill from his wallet and handed it to him.
“Don’t lose that limo.”

“Yes sir,” the cabbie said,
pulling out in front of two other cabs, forcing both to lock down
their brakes.

 


***

 


DAY 30: FOLLOWING A
LIMO

 


The cabbie asked him how
long Wyatt wanted to play it out after they had followed the limo
35 miles out of town. “Starting to run into some money,” the cabbie
said, pointing to the meter.

“Till he stops,” Wyatt
said, “And then I want you to hang around until I’m ready to leave.
Just leave the meter running.”

“No problem boss,” the
cabbie smiled. “I would have already clocked out of his shift so
this is found money for me.”

They followed for another
20 miles, into the next town, much larger than his small town, and
down a dark street, stopping in front of a nice hotel. Janna
stepped out of the limo and the doorman greeted her in a familiar
manner, smiling as she entered. The driver of the limo pulled to
the curb a few hundred feet beyond the entrance.

Wyatt followed into the
hotel, scanning the lobby, not seeing Janna, heading into the lobby
bar past the sign reading “Welcome Ansta Music’s Eston
party.”

Wyatt’s eyes searched for
his wife. He didn’t see her. He ordered a Jack and water at the bar
and continued his visual search. The hotel was an open atrium. From
the lobby bar he could look up and see the heads of the hotel
guests above the solid guardrail as they moved to their
rooms.

Wyatt scanned upward and
spied Janna’s now-blond head moving along the walkway. She moved
out of sight and into sight again—that was when Wyatt saw a tall
black man beside her with his arm around her shoulder, laughing as
she leaned into him.

Wyatt’s heart pounded and
he could hear his pulse in his ears. He was taking hurried deep
breaths. It wasn’t jealously, it was rage. Wyatt forced himself to
remain on his seat for a moment, and then noticed a stream of other
couples, heavily leaning toward black men, several with white
companions, walking along the hall, all moving toward the corner of
the building.

Several of the room doors
were open to the hall, and Wyatt it appeared that the guests were
circulating in and out of the rooms. Wyatt counted again to be sure
of the floor, punched the button and as the door opened there were
two large black men in black suits with black tee’s. He stepped off
the elevator. “Your wristband please,” one of the men
said.

“I don’t have one,
I…”

“This entire floor is
reserved for a private party sir; you have to have a wristband for
admittance.”

“I guess I didn’t get it in
the mail,” Wyatt said, stalling. One of the men thought it was
funny.

“They weren’t sent out in
the mail. I’m afraid I am going to have to ask you to get back on
the elevator and leave this floor sir.”

“OK,” Wyatt said, switching
to the honesty approach. “I don’t have an invite. Actually I am
here looking for my wife.” Both men laughed this time, appraising
him up and down smugly.

“Ain’t no wives up here,”
the larger man said. “This is the launch party for Eston’s new
video. Any white girl up here either in the industry or a ho, or
both. No wives here brother, at least not tonight.” They both
laughed.

Wyatt weighed his options.
His mind was screaming to deck the son of a bitch, a losing
proposition to be sure, from his weakness from his ordeal in the
jungle.

“No problem, must be on the
wrong floor,” Wyatt stammered, stepping onto the next elevator that
opened and returning to the lobby, where he had another drink and
contemplated his actions. He considered trying to get someone
leaving to give him their wrist band, or hang around to see if he
could retrieve one from the trash. There could be a perfectly good
explanation for this—although he figured the odds of that was maybe
one out of 10. Wyatt considered hanging around the lobby until she
came down, no matter how late that may be, but his weak body was
telling him. The travel fatigue was hammering him. Staying was not
really in the cards. Wyatt even considered seeing if they had a
room in a nearby floor and observing from there.

“Fuck it,” Wyatt said, this
time taking the elevator to the floor above the party, and walked
along the bannister looking down on to what was obviously one hell
of a wild party. Most of the women in sight were dressed in
revealing club wear, and there were few white men there, probably
the reason for the extra scrutiny when Wyatt had stepped off the
elevator earlier.

Everyone had drinks, and
most were paired up with dates. There were a disproportionate
number of white women with black men in the group, and it appeared
there was a larger ballroom in the corner with loud music. All the
rooms on one wall seemed to be open for whatever. Different people
were going into the rooms, closing the doors, and some would
reemerge rubbing their noses in a minute or two, and in other rooms
the couple would leave readjusting their clothes.

Wyatt still didn’t see
Janna, and Wyatt still didn’t really know what was going on or why
she was here.

Wyatt spied Eric, one of
his students from his semi-annual classes at the community college.
Eric was rolling a small tripod on wheels with a video camera, and
also snapping photos throughout he party. That was his in, Wyatt
thought, He’d ask him to tell them Wyatt was his assistant, if
Wyatt could get his attention. Wyatt waved but he never looked his
way. A man in a suit was walking toward him.

“Sir, may I ask what room
you are in?” He must be hotel security.

“I don’t have a room here,”
Wyatt said. “I was having a drink in the lobby, was supposed to
meet a friend here and I thought I saw him on the floor below, so I
thought I would come up here to see if I could see him.”

“What is his name? Is he a
guest at the hotel?”

“No, he is a photographer
working the party,” Wyatt lied, figuring if they checked at least
Wyatt would let Eric know Wyatt was here, and maybe he could come
and give him access. It didn’t fly.

“Sir, if you do not have a
room in the hotel you cannot be on these floors. I am afraid I must
ask you to leave the hotel.” Wyatt didn’t hear any understanding or
sympathy in his voice.

“I’m sorry, I didn’t know I
was breaking the rules. I guess I will continue my wait in the bar
and hope he shows up,” Wyatt said, ignoring the security man
telling him to leave the hotel.

“You are welcome to have
one more drink here,” the security man said, “but I’m watching you,
and if you do not leave after that one drink or try to access the
room area again, I will have you arrested for
trespassing.”

“No problem,” Wyatt said,
figuring one drink was better than no drink at all.

Wyatt was on the final sip
of his sipped drink when Wyatt saw Eric cross the lobby. Wyatt ran
to him.

“Hey Eric. How’s the
photography business?” He recognized Wyatt with a smile.

“One hell of a party
they’ve asked me to photograph,” he said. “Some big rapper is
announcing a new single. Crazy bunch. Never seen a party like this
before.”

“I think a friend of mine
is up there, any chance of getting me up with you as an
assistant?”

“No way,” Eric said. “They
are hush-hush on security. They even restricted on who can have
access to my photos. Wish I could but I can’t.”

Wyatt had a final ploy.
“Look, I have a friend who has asked me to check out his wife, he
thinks she is running around with one of the people here,” Wyatt
said. “Suppose you could get some footage and shots of her that you
could pass along?”

Eric had a devious look in
his eye. “Yeah, I’ve heard too many “white boy” comments while I’ve
been up there. I had left extra batteries in the car I came to get
them, but yeah, if I can I’d be glad to help. What does she look
like?”

Wyatt tried to describe his
wife. “Looks like she’s in her mid-30’s. Yellow tank top, short
short skirt showing a lot of leg, and yellow high heels, kinda
vinyl looking, blond.”

“Oh yeah,” Eric said. “I
know who you are talking about. She’s one of the models they used
in the video I think. They had some stills of her from the video on
easels. It hasn’t shown yet though. Really the reason for the
party.” Eric paused and studied his face. “He a good
friend?”

“Yes.”

“I don’t want to get in the
middle of anything.”

“Why would you say that?”
Wyatt said.

“Well if it is the woman
I’m thinking of, and I am sure it is, she is not acting like any
man’s wife.”

“What do you mean?” Wyatt
said.

“Well a while ago Mr.
Culler, the producer that hired me for the party, and the guy that
appears to be her date for the night, well they called me into one
of the rooms and wanted me to film her giving a third man a blow
job that Culler told her to blow. Girl is eager. Nice tits too. He
told her woman should not give a blow job without her tits
showing.”

“Damn,” Wyatt said. “My bud
is gonna be tore up, but he needs to know. Can you get me copy of
what you shoot?”

“No problem,” Eric said,
taking a business card and scribbling down a URL. “Go to this
website, password is “Shooter12” and raw footage will be there. I
always back up everything I do commercial. May be tomorrow
afternoon before I get it up though. You gotta promise this stays
between us Mr. Baggett.”

“Of course, no one will
ever know that I saw them,” Wyatt assured. “You can always say I
was on your team to give a critique.”

“That’ll work,” Eric said.
“Let me know how you like the photos once you’ve taken a look at
them.” Wyatt took the card, thanking Eric, and watched the young
man open his trunk, remove more batteries, and head back into the
hotel. Wyatt had nothing to do now but go home.

 



Chapter 31

 


DAY 31

 


Wyatt didn’t sleep well,
despite being home in his own bed. His home was empty. After his
time in the jungle he didn’t expect to spend his first night home
alone.

Wyatt didn’t know what was
happening and kept running over and over in his mind that this was
likely the end of what had been up to now had been a successful
marriage. Wyatt was simmering his rage, keeping it in because his
only outlet would have been to have battered holes into the
wall.

This was not just sex with
someone else—it was more than that, an intruder into his life.
Wyatt didn’t know when he dozed off, but when he awoke Janna was
still not home, and it was breaking daylight. Wyatt showered, made
coffee, toasted a couple of pieces of toast that he smeared with
jelly, thicker than usual as a subliminal act of defiance because
Janna always bitched about how much jelly Wyatt put on the
bread.

 


Wyatt went into his home
office and powered up his computer, withdrawing the card he had put
in the desk drawer the night before and accessed the website of
Eric his former photography student’s private review site. There
was a folder under “Rap Party”, which Wyatt opened but was empty
except for two mpg files. Wyatt changed to view to details and saw
that those two files had been loaded earlier, prior to the party.
He downloaded the two files to his computer.

As Wyatt scrolled down
Wyatt noticed there were two mpgs of videos. Wyatt heard his phone
chirp and Wyatt checked it—Wyatt had a message from Eric. “Hey
Teach, got some shots like you asked, you will find most of them in
the folder ‘Yellow’, but there are plenty of her in the general
party shots I photographed. I had some delays so it may this
afternoon before I can get them loaded, but check out the two
videos, she’s in those too. She was quite the ‘popular’ girl if you
know what I mean. Got shots of her in action with two different
black men.”

Wyatt clicked on the mpg
marked “ILWW-R”. It said it was four minutes long. The other file
ILWW-X was eight minutes. Wyatt opted for the shorter video
first.

It opened with a close up
of a young black man rapping so fast Wyatt couldn’t really make out
what he was saying, but it was obvious in the background there was
a party/club scene with a lot of well-dressed black men all
accompanied by white female companions, with a couple of the men
with their arms around two women. Wyatt could make out the chorus,
it was all the black men saying together, “I love white women, I
love white women, they got that white pussy, they got that tight
pussy, I love white women.” Wyatt rewound it and checked out the
women in the background again. Sure enough there was Janna wrapped
up on the couch with a black man who had his hand on the outside of
her dress, feeling her up, cupping her breast. She was smiling and
responded, running her hand up and down his leg. Then the scene
changed views of different people in the club. The singer’s primary
woman was a leggy redhead, and in another scene Janna was in the
back seat of a convertible going down the street, in the same
silvery dress, with a different black man. There was another couple
in the back seat making out, and Janna was having her neck nuzzled
by her companion. His hand was inside the low cut opening of her
dress. It was a solid 5-second shot before the camera zoomed in on
the singer and his girl again. Again it was another chorus of the
same, “I love white women.”

Wyatt hated to admit it but
it was an arousing video, and Janna looked like she was in her
early 30’s or late 20’s with the way she was dressing and how her
makeup had been applied. Wyatt paid no attention to the video other
than searching the background for his wife.

The next scene appeared to
be in a hotel apartment, with Janna, the red head, and the other
girl who had been in the convertible all standing on the coffee
table twisting their asses in a sexy manner looking back over their
shoulders at the three black men slumped down on the couch. Two of
the men where rubbing their crotch and the lead singer had a very
obvious hard on pressing against his pants.

The scene went back to the
women on the table, and as Wyatt watched one girl untied the back
to her halter top, the redhead pulled her top over her head,
obviously topless although her back to the camera, and as they did
a black man stepped up and lifted her off the table into an
embrace. Janna was last, and the man approaching was yet a
different man from the guy in the convertible. As he approached she
let her dress slide off her shoulders and fall to the tied waist,
topless from the waist up. She reached for her date, and the camera
went back to the face of the singer, repeating the chorus, and as
the chorus played the scene showed each of the three women who had
been on the table naked in a bed with one of the black men,
kissing, the sheets pulled up to cover their asses, and
photographed showing only the women’s bare back.

The song continued, showing
each of the black men getting out of one bed and moving into a
different room, beginning to make out with one of the other women.
The woman with the singer in the second bedroom scene was Janna,
and this time it was a little more explicit, with the singer on top
of her kissing her, the sheets over his ass, but there was a
rhythmic rising and falling of the sheets, simulating him fucking
her. The chorus started played again, and this time in the pause
the lyric changed. The singer looks at the camera, Janna’s smiling
face clearly in the background and raps, “I love white pussy, I
love white pussy, it’s good wet pussy, I love white pussy,” and
then a female chorus comes in, “And I love black dick,” repeated
several times and Janna had a close up of her face mouthing the
words, as did the other two women. The video ended.

Wyatt sat back stunned, his
mind awash with confusion, unable to focus, and only grateful for
one thing—when Janna got there she was going to explain what the
fuck had happened.

 


***

 


Janna staggered through the
door looking like a train wreck. Her hair was mussed, her makeup
and lipstick gone, although there was a smear or two back near her
ear that she had missed washing off. Her eyes were bloodshot with
dark circles underneath her eye sockets. Her lips were
puffy.

There was a tear at the
left armhole of her tank top, falling open to show half her breast
from the side. Her skirt tangled in her purse strap that she had
hung diagonally around her neck, with the strap coming between her
breasts. The tangled skirt pulled high enough to reveal reddened
thighs and her pussy. Her panties were gone. There were dark red
hickeys on her neck and the part of breast visible through the
tear.

As she neared Wyatt could
smell her, a combination of liquor, smoke and sweat. Her blank
stare chilled him. Janna didn’t reach for him, but walked by,
holding her hand up to keep him away. “I have to have a shower.
Then we’ll talk, OK?” Janna was already headed up the stairs. Wyatt
sat back down, but not until he had poured a stiff shot of Kalula
and rum into his coffee. Wyatt heard the water running and debated
going into the bedroom, but Wyatt fought it. Wyatt looked up when
she came down the stairs wearing black yoga pants and a long white
tee. Her hair was still wet, pulled back, and no makeup. She was
still beautiful.

Janna dropped herself into
the other recliner and leaned forward, the wear of the evening she
had just spent and concern of this so very serious conversation
that was coming etching into the lines forming on her
face.

“I’m sorry,” she said. “You
can scream. Hit me. Maybe you will feel better, but I am sorry
things are where they are.”

“I’m not going to hit
you—I’m not sure I could stop if I started,” Wyatt said. She jerked
back from the sincerity she could tell in his voice. “All I know is
I nearly died in the Amazon, I come home and get hit with all
this.”

“I know,” she
said.

“I followed you to the
hotel last night,” Wyatt said.

“Oh shit,” she said,
hissing the words. “Oh no.” She stumbled with her knees giving out
and turned pale. Wyatt thought she might even pass out but she
rallied. Janna looked up at him, straight in the eyes. “I know I
don’t really have the right, but I want to ask one favor before you
leave me. Will you let me try to explain?”

“I don’t know,” Wyatt said.
Wyatt was cold and numb, hiding the emotion that he was wanting to
explode on her. It was worse than Wyatt had expected and he went to
plan B. He had to leave at that moment or he might do something he
shouldn’t. It was about that time that she saw the suitcase Wyatt
has filled was behind his chair. She broke into tears.

“No,” she said firmly. “You
said we could survive being with someone else.”

“Yes.” Wyatt said. “Maybe I
was wrong.”

“You promised. You don’t
lie.”

“Maybe it is time I start,”
Wyatt said.

“I haven’t lied to you,”
she said.

 


He couldn’t explain to her
that in all of the thinking he had done since last night he
realized that he was not sure he could live without this woman, he
didn’t want to, but at the same time he didn’t know how much of
this behavior he could stand as well. He was torn, and his heart
was ripped to pieces too.

In the back of his mind
with all of this was what he had promised earlier in the year when
they had discovered his friend cheating. Wyatt had told her they
could survive it, that they were committed. Wyatt realized as he
sat there that perhaps he had been wrong, maybe they couldn’t
survive it.

“You don’t understand—I
know. Please let me at least try to explain.”

“You have to be totally
honest with me,” Wyatt said. “Hold nothing back.”

“OK,” she said
softly.

“Nothing left
out.”

“Fair enough,” Janna
said.

Janna was a little stunned
when Wyatt turned on the voice recorder, but Wyatt had hung up from
his attorney about 10 minutes before she got home –without getting
into details he recommended that Wyatt get it all on
tape.

In a perfect world you
might think that Wyatt understood how it had evolved, how Wyatt
understood, they hugged, kissed, fucked, and lived happily ever
after. It is not a perfect world.

Wyatt was human and he had
to admit that through all the hurt he was feeling that he was
excited and aroused at the slutty side of his wife he had seen.
Beyond even that Wyatt was insanely curious about what had
happened—and he was willing to wait to bail on his marriage in
order to get the full story. The great compromise within his mind
was that Wyatt would postpone making a solid decision on whether he
would stay and try to weather the pain, or leave and go through
that different kind of pain. Either way hopefully Wyatt would get
the story and know what had happened.

 


Janna told it as clearly as
she could. The one thing she could not communicate to Wyatt was why
she had lost that much control of herself. She described the photo
exhibit, the dinners with Laurent, her attraction, and their first
out-of-control fuck with Laurent so turned on by Wyatt’s erotic
pictures of his wife.

“You sold those?” he said.
“I though you said…”

“I’ve changed my mind on
things like that, you can see that can’t you?”

“I can see that.” Wyatt
said, not interrupting as she told him of posing for Laurent and
even the explicit side of Laurent pimping her to Cedric. Wyatt
didn’t even flinch when Janna admitted that she had got a rush out
of being pimped.

“You see, it was not all
about you, but a lot of it was about me. It was not something I
wanted to do at first, but deep down I felt I had to. I had to push
myself through it. I was led into it trying to be more open like
you say you want me to be—but it went further than I intended. I am
sorry for that. But it is also the start of a real career as a
model. I can actually make good money at it.”

“And what happened after
Laurent pimped you?” Wyatt said.

We took it easy that night,
since between Laurent and Cedric I had an exhausting round of
fucking—we had a quick dinner and went to bed early.” She paused,
but knowing that Wyatt wanted her to be honest she gave more
details. “We never wore clothes around his house. We cuddled naked
most of the nights.”

“The shooting for the video
began about 10 in the morning, and he drove me to the set. There
were a lot people there, a director, speakers everywhere, three
cameramen, a couple of lighting people, three makeup artists, and
of course the guys in the group. Laurent introduced me to a couple
of people, the director, the producer, and the members of the music
group.

“There were a half dozen
women there, me, three other white girls and a couple of really hot
looking black girls who seemed to have an attitude whenever they
looked my way.

“Honestly I had never heard
of group, you know that is not my kind of music—but at the same
time, here I was being in a music video, and nearly everyone in the
video was younger than me but they didn’t seem to care or
notice.”

“Go on,” Wyatt said, not
telling her he had already seen one version of the
video.

“They had the different
scenes set up, and they had the clothes they wanted us to wear
already on racks in my sizes. It was all slinky kind of stuff,
revealing sexy clothes that I brushed off as what one wears in a
hip-hop video. They had been shooting for a couple of days and most
of the people seemed to know each other.

“I introduced myself to the
other white girls there and one of them asked me in what I can only
describe as black ghetto talk—strange coming from such a pretty
white girl—‘Girl, how you get here? Who’s your agent?’ I told her I
didn’t know but she insisted. ‘Who you here with then?’ I told her
Laurent. She laughed and told me, ‘OK I understand now. You the
bitch that fucked him and Cedric yesterday?’ I didn’t answer, I
think the stunned look on my face gave her more than an answer. She
leaned to me and put her arm around my shoulder and said, ‘Don’t
you worry honey, you ain’t the first been there!’ Then she
whispered in my ear, ‘I love how Cedric has that curved up dick.
When that boy gets going the head of his cock rubs my g-spot just
right, you know what I mean? My name’s Cynthia.’ I didn’t answer
and the other girl who had been standing with us said, ‘Well,
welcome to the stable girl.’ I started to ask what she meant but
they called us to start the shooting right then.”

Janna continued, explaining
how the different scenes were set up, what each person was supposed
to do and how it was basically laid out on paper beforehand and
walked through before they began shooting. “There were some scenes
that was detailed up to a point and then just said, ‘take it
natural.’

“The first scene they told
us we were supposed to be sitting in a club while Dewayne, the lead
singer, danced and sang into the camera. He was the only one with
the mic but just so we would move with the music they had the beat
booming over speakers that I swear vibrated the ground. They were
pouring champagne like it was water, and everyone had a buzz before
lunch. There was a table with a pile of white powder that I am sure
was coke, but I didn’t take any, although nearly everyone else
did.

“I had a good buzz going,
and my new friend Cynthia, came up and put her finger to my lips
and shoved a glass of champagne turning it up. I was already buzzed
and had already gulped and swallowed when I realized she had put a
small pill in my mouth. I freaked. ‘What the fuck did you give me
just now?’ She just laughed and said nothing that would hurt me,
just something to get me through the rest of the day. ‘All the
girls do it. Don’t worry about it, I promise,’ she told me. I
didn’t feel any different and didn’t think anything about
it.”

“What was it,” Wyatt said.
“Did you find out?”

“I asked one of the other
girls. She had given me “X”.

“X?”

“Ecstasy. The club
drug.”

“And?”

“What the fuck you want me
to say,” Janna said. “Truthfully it was a great sensation—and it
did get me through that day. It wasn’t like I went out and hunted
it.”

“I didn’t mean to imply
that—please go on.”

“Then we did the
video.”

Wyatt had seen one version
but didn’t let on. Janna bowed her head and with her voice lower
said, “Maybe you should watch it.” Their TV had a usb port and
Janna went into her small purse and inserted a thumb drive into the
slot. She handed the remote to Wyatt and handed him the remote. “Be
my guest. They gave a copy of it to everyone at the party last
night.” she said. Their bodies were touching and Wyatt needed to
try to break the tension.

“What, no
popcorn?”

“No,” she smiled, “But I
will make us drinks. Strong ones.” She paused. “We need to drink
one before you start, OK?”

“Why?”

“Shut up and have the
drinks,” she said. She brought them back, two shots each and the
mixed drinks. After the second shot she told him, “OK. Play it. I
might as well get over this.”

When Wyatt opened the file
he saw that it was named ILWW-X, this was the version he had not
yet seen.

The first scenes were the
same, although the music breaks between raps was longer.

Like the other one, this
version opened with a close up of a young black man with the
background of the party scene with well-dressed black men and their
white female companions, with a couple of the men with their arms
around two women.

All the black men were
saying together, “I love white women, I love white women, they got
that white pussy, they got that tight pussy, I love white women.”
Wyatt looked at the background as they did, knowing this is the
scene in which Janna had first appeared.

Again Janna wrapped up on
the couch with a black man who had his hand on the outside of her
dress, feeling her up, cupping her breast and this time it went
further. The camera zoomed in on the two of them, of Janna taking
his hand and moving it inside her top, and her companion smiled at
the camera and moved the top aside, showing Janna’s bare
breast.

Janna’s smile was real, and
like before she was running her hand up and down his leg, but the
camera continued and zoomed in on Janna’s hand going higher,
rubbing the man’s hard on through his pants before the scene
ended.

As the scenes bounced
through the different people in the club, he could see Janna in the
background, dancing between two black men at the same time. The
next time Janna appeared was when she was in the back seat of a
convertible going down the street, in the same silvery dress, with
a different black man, he was kissing her neck, and in the earlier
version he had been feeling her up. In this version he felt her up
but continued, pushing the dress open and kissing her nipples.
Janna was throwing her head back, and as he pulled away the light
glistened on Janna wet and rock hard nipples. Then the scene ended.
Again it was another chorus of the same, “I love white women,” and
the camera zoomed in to the face of the rapper who stared at the
camera and added another line, “but I like older white women
best.”

Wyatt couldn’t hide the
fact that it was an arousing video, and Janna leaned her body into
Wyatt’s, her arm around him, scared but thankful that so far Wyatt
seemed to be taking everything well. If each of these scenes went
further than before Wyatt was wondering just how far this would go.
“They made one version for release on video sites and television
that is much tamer than this version,” Janna said. Wyatt knew that
was the version he had already seen.

The next scene was the
hotel apartment, with Janna, the red head, and the other girl who
had been in the convertible on the coffee table twisting their
asses, looking over their shoulders at the three black men slumped
down on the couch. The scene went back to the women standing on the
coffee table, and as in the other version one girl untied the back
to her halter top, the redhead pulled her top over her head, and as
they did a black man stepped up and lifted her off the table into
an embrace. The man approaching Janna approached and she let her
dress slide off her shoulders and it fell to the tied waist,
topless from the waist up. Unlike the earlier video this version
the camera dollied to show the man reaching her in profile, and
leaving her standing while he kissed her nipples, sucking hard, and
then pulling away, twisting Janna toward the camera where a red
hickey showed near her nipple. The camera went back to the singer,
repeating the chorus again added to the line, “But I love older
white women best.”

Wyatt was not prepared for
the next scene, the one in which each of the three women who had
been on the table naked in a bed with one of the black men,
kissing, the sheets pulled up to cover their asses, and
photographed showing only the women’s bare back. The music was the
same, but this time there was no cover, the women were playing with
the men’s cocks and the men each were fingering their partner.
Janna was not excluded. The man was the same one who had left the
hickey on her breast, and she was stroking his cock with her left
hand, her left leg up while he had two long fingers sliding in and
out of her pussy before the scene ended.

The next scene again showed
each of the black men getting out of one bed and moving into a
different room, beginning to make out with one of the other women.
Janna was with the lead singer. In the previous version the singer
had been on top of her kissing her, the sheets over his ass, but
there was a rhythmic rising and falling of the sheets, simulating
him fucking her. That scene repeated, but this time a different
black man and the blonde came into the room and the blonde
playfully pulled the sheet down. That was when Wyatt realized that
it was not simulated. The footage from the bottom of the bed
clearly showed the lead singer’s cock inside his wife. The chorus
started played again. The singer looks at the camera, Janna’s
smiling face in the throes of fucking, and clearly in the
background and he rapped, “I fuck white pussy, it’s good wet pussy”
and then a scene showing Janna on top of him, bouncing on his cock,
her breasts over in his face, his cock sliding in at out of her at
the bottom of the frame, and he looks over at the camera and says,
“But I fuck older white pussy best.”

The chorus repeated, all
showing different scenes of the singer fucking Janna in different
positions. As the chorus continued the singer moved over Janna’s
open mouth, jacking his cock and began shooting his cum onto her
face and in her mouth. Even as he did the other black man who had
entered with the blonde took his place between Janna’s legs and in
mid chorus slammed his cock into her and began fucking. “I love
white pussy, I love white pussy, it’s good wet pussy, I love white
pussy, but I love older white pussy best.”

The female chorus came in,
in the same rhythm almost in a chant, “And I love black dick,”
repeated several times and the scene ended with a top view of Janna
on her back, a black man between her legs and lit so that the
gleaming pussy juice coated black cock caught the light as he
pulled out and disappeared as he went back in, almost a strobe
effect. The final scene was when Janna raises her head to look back
at the camera and say, “And I love black dick best.” The video
ended.

Wyatt was speechless. It
was hard to believe this woman of his life for so many years had
just been fucking two different black men—on a video that would be
distributed world-wide. There flood of emotions were coming—but
frozen in the shock. What was not frozen was the solid hard on he
had, not missed by Janna who began urgently unbuckling his pants
and reaching for his cock. She tugged his pants down and straddled
him.

Wyatt had not noticed her
removing her pants, and he stared down at her totally bare pussy, a
first for her, as she guided his cock inside her and began riding
his cock, sliding forward and back on his lap. “Fuck your wife,
Wyatt. Fuck your slutty wife.”

Wyatt reached to the tee
and pulled the sides in between her breasts, exposing her hickey
covered breasts, some of the deep red passion marks with a tint of
blue around the edges. She looked down and saw him staring at
them.

During the time he had been
gone she had spent a lot of time wondering about motivations—and
she was going to put her theories to the test right now, in the
middle of their fuck. To do what she was about to do turned her on
at the very minimum.

“You wanted me to show off
more, to model, for people to see what you had at home and wanted
it—now you have that.” Wyatt’s answer was not words but a hardening
of his cock, a thrust of his cock that lifted her off the couch,
and a wet mouthy kiss. Janna knew her pussy had flooded as he said
it.

“Black men all over the
world will want to fuck me after they see this video, you like
that? You like them wanting to fuck your slut wife?” Wyatt forced a
“Yess” combined with an arching of his back that forced her body
into the air, the full weight of her body holding her pussy tight
against her husband as his body convulsed in a shaking orgasm
before collapsing.

Janna made no effort to get
off him, and the couple held each other, clinging to each other,
and in Wyatt’s mind, in a way clinging to their marriage,
together.

Janna rose off him and
moved to edge of the couch, recovering, her tee still gathered at
her waist and pulled into between her breasts, stilling baring
them. Wyatt was looking up at the ceiling, and then glanced over at
Janna. His mind was tumbled—the story of Kaba yet to be told
crammed out by his wife being a featured part of a video that could
only really be called an interracial porno.

“When was the video
filmed?” Wyatt asked.

“A little less than two
weeks ago. What you saw last night was the wrap party and the debut
of the video for the sponsors and promoters.” Wyatt paused a long
time before he spoke, the silence beating on Janna.

“And since?”

“What do you think,” she
said. “More of what I already told you.”

“Maybe you should be more
specific.” Wyatt said, his tone chilling Janna.

“I will give you the
basics. Any details you want I will tell them too. Let’s just go
for it like this for the moment. I took three days to do the video.
And you saw what went on there. There was more footage but any man
you saw me with I fucked at some point. The lead singer, Gerrold,
want to fuck me again, and I ended up getting passed around to all
of the men in the group, each night after filming I went with a
different black man.

Laurent was charging them
for me. He gave me half. I made $800 per night my
share.”

“And after the
filming?”

“It was promoting the
upcoming video—Laurent would show the video to the clients, the R
rated version first, and ask what they could do to promote it—and
if they balked he showed them the X version, and if that had not
convinced them by then, he threw in the kicker. He would tell them,
“If there was one of the women in the video you might want to fuck,
it could be arranged.” Cindy got most of the younger promoters—I
seemed to get anyone over 40.”

“Were…”

“They were all black—few
white men are in hip-hop.” She added, “They got an extra kick out
the fact that I am a married white woman. For Laurent it was an
added selling point, he said.”

“Where was your head in all
this?” Wyatt said.

“I wanted to enjoy
everything that I could before you returned,” she said. “I thought
that you would object to my new lifestyle and I would not defy you
on it. But once I tasted it I wanted the whole meal.”

“How many?”

“Laurent, lots, Cedric two
different times, the last one of those a session that he took
photos of me with a black male model—and yes I fucked him as Cedric
photographed, the four guys in the hip hop group, three
distributors, two others. Twelve. So far.” Wyatt stared.

“What do you mean so far?”
Janna knew she had over spoke and sat there in stunned silence.
This wasn’t where she had planned for this explanation—but might as
well get it out now.

“In less than 30 days I
lost a job and have made inroads to another career, at least for a
while. I also did five modeling sessions. Three with nudity, two
without. The two without were white photographers.”

“And the other
two?”

“Those were the two others
I mentioned. I don’t how to explain it, but when I get naked in
front of a black photographer I want to fuck him. So far they have
all wanted to fuck me. I know this is hard for you to take but I am
being honest with you.”

“And the
photos?”

“I have copies but I signed
a model release on everything. You wanted to show me off, my love,
so you will have to live with there are going to be photos of me
getting a black cock crammed inside me on most of the porn sites
and maybe even in a magazine or two.”

It was sensory overload for
Wyatt, and he was speechless. Janna was more intense as she went
on, a bit louder. “And you want to know the truth, I don’t care who
sees them. In a way I want everyone to see how much I love getting
a black cock!”

It was all an assault on
his emotions and senses. His mind was reeling. He needed to slow
this down, to get a grip, but he also knew that if he didn’t get a
hold now his life as he knew would slip away. It might have already
slipped away. “So how do you see us going forward?” Wyatt asked.
“Do you want to leave? You want me to leave?”

“I want you to be OK with
what I do. I want to die with you,” Janna said. “I’ve thought about
it, and it is all subject to your approval, I know that. Well maybe
not your full approval but willing to tolerate my obsessive
infatuation for the moment. I know it is not the kind of thing that
will last or could.” She stopped. “But if is a choice between
continuing, or our marriage, I will stop. I know that is counting
on you to forgive me like you said you would. Deep down I know you
are as good as your word.”

There it was Wyatt thought.
The trap. The truth. The helplessness of him to object with
compromising his own word. Yes he was trapped, but it was a trap
that went both ways.

“And Laurent?”

“I would like to see
Laurent from time to time. I would like to keep modeling too, while
I still can.”

“And the
whoring?”

“It is like Laurent
described—sometimes it is an extra with the modeling,” She paused.
“And it is a rush doing something so totally disapproved of by all
the prudes—and it is a compliment to know a man wants to fuck me
bad enough that he would pay me.”

“All black men?”

“I don’t want to fuck any
white men but you,” she said.

“What do you expect me to
do?” Wyatt asked. “I know I should be outraged, furious, storming
out the door, but I’m still sitting here. I am in a tailspin but
some of it turns me on too.”

“I have thought about this
too,” Janna said. “I expect you to say to stop—and I will be
unhappy but I will do it. I guess I’m going for an ideal situation.
I hope in some strange way you will get off on me doing this, being
so forward after all these years of not doing it.” She looked at
him with tears welling. “It is totally up to you.”

“OK. I will say it,
although I may be crazy to say so. I don’t want you to stop if it
is something you feel like you have to do—but you have to be honest
with me about every bit of it. And if I say stop, it
stops?”

Janna whooped, tears
streaking her cheeks as she climbed on his lap, pulling his hands
to her boobs. “Easy, they’re sore,” she said as he touched them.
“I’ve never wanted to fuck you any more in my entire life,” she
said.

“We have to talk about one
other thing—and you have to give me the leeway I have just given
you.”

Janna stiffened. “My turn
to be shocked?” she asked.

“Maybe,” Wyatt said. “Maybe
not, after what you’ve just told me.”

“There was something I
didn’t elaborate on while I was in the Amazon,” Wyatt
began.

 



Chapter 32

 


DAY 60

 


In the weeks that followed,
Janna and Wyatt did a lot of clinging, and lot of fucking, long
minutes when they would hold each other tight without speaking, and
other times Janna would cry, and later, alone, Wyatt would cry a
frustrating tear or two on his own.

But they were together,
despite all. Wyatt hoped things might get better, but he knew he
should have known better. Seven days after his return, Mr.
Michaels, the CEO, called him into his office, complimented him on
the photos he had taken, and handed him a termination notice with
no severance. The only moral victory left to Wyatt was when
Michaels asked for the unused cash from the slush fund he had given
Wyatt for the trip and Wyatt could tell him there was none
left.

That afternoon before he
could even tell Janna why he was home early he walked into their
bedroom and saw Janna was putting on her makeup, strange for that
time of day.

“What’s the occasion?” he
said.

“I have to go to work.” she
said.

“And what work is
that?”

“You know some promotion
for the video. Something like the Adult Video Awards but a lot more
under the radar—only insiders know about this one. I had promised
Laurent I would go with him to it before you got home. She looked
at the pained look on his face. “It’s only two nights.”

“Where?”

“Where else?” she smiled,
“Viva Las Vegas.”

“And if I said
“no’?

“You wouldn’t. You know I’m
not going anywhere.”

“And if I told you I had
gotten laid off today and don’t have a job?” Wyatt said, trying not
to sound pleading.

“You did?” Janna
said.

“Yes. Michaels did it after
lunch.”

“Oh I’m so sorry baby,”
Janna said. Thinking for a moment she said with an upbeat tone,
“Well that sounds like all the more reason I should go. It’s good
money.”

“How much are you getting
paid?” Wyatt asked.

Janna was dressing as they
talked, and she was in her near standard daily uniform of a
mid-thigh skirt and a thin button up shirt unbuttoned to below her
breasts. Her daytime heels were high by most people standards, but
still far higher than most people were used to seeing. Her blonde
hair was pulled back; her lipstick bright red and she had large
hoop earrings in her ears.

“$1600.00”

“And what do you have to do
for that?” Wyatt asked, regretting he had put it into words before
he had finished saying it. There was a long pause.

“What do you think?” Janna
said, adding, “Do you really want me to answer that?”

“No. I guess I know
already,” he said, staring down at the floor.

Wyatt had not noticed her
bag was already packed. She stopped and looked at him with a
quizzical look. “Are you all right?”

“Do I have a choice?” Wyatt
asked.

“I have to go and we’ll
talk this back as soon as I get back,” Janna said. She knew she
would do something to cheer him up. “Look baby, you are a great
photographer, you’ve proved it. Look for some more exhibitions—get
some of your photos out in market—including mine. “If you want me
to do more modeling—any kind—knowing the photos might be seen
somewhere—I’m good. OK?”

Wyatt nodded, gave her a
huge.

“I love you Wyatt,” she
said.

“Love you too,” Wyatt said
as he followed her downstairs. He heard the beep of the limo’s
horn, and looked out from behind the curtains as Laurent stood
outside the door and she climbed in, taking her bag into the
stretch limo with her. He could see nothing more through the
blacked out windows.

Wyatt poured himself a
straight Gentleman Jack, took a long drink, the liquor burning all
the way down. He refilled the glass and went to his easy chair and
opened his lap top. His phone chirped with an incoming text. He
opened it and the photo attached was a profile selfie of Kaba,
nude, smiling. Her back was arched, her breasts thrusting out in a
gravity defying angle, and she had one hand on her lower abdomen,
her other at the top of her abdomen.

Kaba was trying to push out
her tight belly, with even with the effort there was only the hint
of a curve there. The text accompanying it told him that her flat
belly would soon be changing. “Esposo y Padre” was the only words
that accompanied it. “Husband and Father” was the
translation.

Wyatt called his lawyer
just looking for someone he could talk to confidentially. Hugh
wasn’t a close friend, but with client confidentiality he was not
at liberty to tell others. Once Wyatt was through explaining Hugh
told him he would call him back in 20 minutes. The call helped sum
up the day. “The government of Brazil recognizes Indian marital
ceremonies as legal and binding. “Whatever you do make sure Janna
is never in Brazil with you, or the Brazilian government could
charge you with bigamy.” the lawyer laughed. “Damn Wyatt, what a
problem to have.” The lawyer paused when he didn’t hear Wyatt join
him in the laughing. “Otherwise you are good,” Hugh said. “But I
don’t have any real answers other than get a good job if you plan
on supporting two households and two kids in school.”

 



Chapter 33

 


18 MONTHS LATER

 


Wyatt was on the beach, a
hammock stretched between two palms, a cool breeze wafting through,
his drink resting on his tanned belly. He was thinking back of the
past crazy year and a half that no one could believe, and how
different it had been before then—and so totally different now. His
world had turned upside down in that time.

Wyatt closed his eyes and
began a daydream. It was a good dream.

A month after the
publication of the annual report there was a rush of interest in
his photos and Michaels was forced by the board to offer Wyatt his
old job back—at a 10% pay cut. They were afraid he would be
photographing for their competition.

Wyatt had turned him down
but signed a contract as their exclusive freelance photographer for
annual reports. He had made more than a year’s Engtech annual
salary by his fourth month of freelancing -- from Engtech
alone.

The successful gallery
exhibition had ended, and so termed “successful” because of the
dollar volume, the fact that much of those sales both through the
gallery and outside the gallery was through a black man who saw it
as the best way to get into Janna’s pussy.

Wyatt had rationalized it
in his own mind. His wife was hooked on black dick, had been turned
out by her black lover for modeling nude and turning an occasional
trick. And for a time that was all the money he really had to pay
the car payment, the mortgage and to buy groceries. No, normal
circumstances no man would do that. But under these circumstances
he benefits of course—his wife coming home hot and horny. And Wyatt
hung on to that vain hope that things would turn.

When things started getting
better financially he had told Janna that he had the money under
control and she didn’t have to keep up her part time whoring. “It
was never about the money love,” she smiled. “I do it because I
like it. When it quits being fun I will stop…” she gave her words a
long pause …selling it.”

“But…”

“Doesn’t mean I want to
give up letting select black men fuck me for free!”

The dream continued. Before
things had begun to turn Janna had been asked to do an interracial
porno—not a music video but a pure porno. She agreed but not before
Laurent had negotiated a nice percentage for her.

Wyatt awoke for a moment
from his daydream, still fading in an out, interrupted by the
sounds of kids in the surf. He had sought the hammock after lunch,
and the carbs kicked in and with the heat it was too much and he
dozed. His daydream returned where he had left it.

Wyatt’s photo story of the
Indians building their village along with the background
information provided by Mapi would be a lead article in National
Geographic and from that would come the coffee table book “Amazon”
which would become a best seller in the art book category.
Galleries would clamor to exhibit his photos.

It would be big news when
the now famed nature photographer changed direction and followed
his first success with an even bigger best seller, an art book
containing his nude studies of Janna, desired by many collectors
because it chronicled a span of over 20 years from innocent teen,
to housewife, to a woman who was now an interracial porn model with
a large following.

The nasty underground
rumors that the noted porn star was available for escort work – if
you were black and wealthy – only spurred on the interest and the
sales.

Kaba was a part of Wyatt’s
daydream too--Kaba would come to America and move in with Janna and
Wyatt. Her education, becoming fluent in English, and overcoming
the culture shock and absorbing blending in to a modern society
occurring at a rate that amazed everyone who witnessed her change.
Top educators would study her rapid advance in awe.

Kaba’s natural charm won
over Janna too, who took to Kaba like a long lost sister, and
taking newborn Kaba’s child as her own, a boy that Kaba bore only
months after coming to the states.

Wyatt couldn’t be certain
if Janna was so agreeable to Kaba and her child joining the
household was because she was sincere or knew that by going along
with it Janna would have less resistance to enjoying her black man
hobby—but the reason was not as important as the result.

In his continuing daydream
Wyatt’s third book would the most successful so far. This third
book would go mainstream and be the segue into a high-traffic
website devoted to art/nude photography. The reason? Wyatt had
photographed Kaba throughout the remainder of her pregnancy, and in
the months following, as she regained her shape, and then with
makeup, modern clothing, professional attendants, and her unabashed
lack of modesty, Kaba became one of the most sought after models in
the world—she would be fast approaching supermodel
status.

Again rumors would aid the
sales of the book—rumors that the model had been raised by a tribe
in the Amazon and rescued by the noted photographer who discovered
her—and who continued to have the exclusive rights to any photo of
her nude. Her unusual name helped. “Kaba.” The “no one knows this
but…” true story of Wyatt’s discovery of Kaba would be part of the
intrigue. Her refusal to talk about her personal life or upbringing
would make her more mysterious and more intriguing to the booking
agents; who spread the “don’t tell this” backstory quicker than if
it was on the front page of the Washington Post.

Janna was using a stage
name, and at home and for school Kaba was using her Christian name
of Dianna, so it was easier to stay under the radar outside the
small professional circles in which they all moved.

When confronted with a
request for confirmation about the Amazon story Kaba and Wyatt
would both claim no knowledge of what the rumors
implied.

Kaba would even visit her
only remaining relative, her Aunt, and keep in contact with that
small side of her remaining blood family. Her modeling income
allowed her to give her aunt added support.

Of course there was a
reason Kaba didn’t expound on her personal life, the same reason
that Janna, the leading porn actress in interracial videos, didn’t
expound on hers. The reason--reality is sometimes more unbelievable
than the fantasy or the daydream.

Wyatt ran through all of
that in his mind as he awakened and sat up, still swinging slowly
in his hammock, sipping the boat drink from a coconut with the
funny umbrella as he watched his porn actress wife and supermodel
girlfriend frolic in the surf with the young child. Everyone was
smiling. Both women were topless, but so was every other woman on
this Caribbean beach. Janna was as devoid of tan lines as was
Kaba.

Wyatt had no explanation
that his daydream was not a dream but his reality. Everyone would
say this wouldn’t work—it couldn’t work. There was no way to
describe how Janna would still get the urge for black cock and to
be hot and nasty and if Laurent was not in the mood himself he was
always more than willing to share her with a friend—and he had a
lot of friends. And on those nights with Janna gone Kaba and Wyatt
would often recreate the night of their first fucking in front of a
group of elders inside of a grass hut in the Amazon.

When Janna returned Wyatt
was always on hand for his reclaiming fuck. He didn’t mind sharing
but he wasn’t giving her away.

Kaba had left the Amazon
far behind, except for that moment when she joined her life with
her “Esposo”. She had enjoyed other men in the jungle, and now she
had enjoyed the adulation of millions. The one stable part of her
life, the one thing on which she knew she could depend, the one
person who had already proved he would risk his life to save
hers—was that Wyatt he was hers, and she was his. She didn’t need
anything else.

The tribal concept with
which she had spent so many years kept any jealously with Janna at
bay. Janna loved her. Wyatt loved them both, and Kaba had
discovered an alien concept to the Amazon tribe—she loved her
Esposo as well.

When Laurent laid eyes on
Kaba he thought he had a new lady for his string, and even tried
enlisting Janna to convince Wyatt and Kaba to bring Kaba into his
circle of black men. Kaba wasn’t interested, and after Wyatt
explained to him that one wife was all he was willing to share with
Laurent, the black man eventually quit asking.

Laurent had gotten the full
story of what had happened in the Amazon and he realized despite
his tough guy connections that Wyatt was not a person to be trifled
with. He was content with fucking Janna regularly, and managing her
burgeoning demand as a porn model.

The fact that Janna loved
Wyatt was between Janna and Wyatt. Kaba understood, and vice versa.
There was nothing that Kaba needed physically, financially,
sexually, or emotionally that Wyatt did not provide. Their
relationship didn’t threaten Janna and she accepted.

Wyatt loved Kaba too. She
enjoyed posing for Wyatt’s camera, their intimate collaboration
producing photos that were bringing thousands on the collector
market. Magazines and advertisers clamored for Kaba.

Kaba had already made the
lists on FHM and Maxim as one of the 100 most beautiful women in
the world. She started under the top 30. It didn’t matter to her.
She had looked death in the face and was rescued from it by the one
man in the world she trusted with her life.

In Kaba’s photos the blue
tattoo circling her wrist was always visible. She would not allow
the ring to be covered with make-up. It became her trademark as
much as Cindy Crawford’s mole.

The wildest part of Wyatt’s
beach daydream was despite the impossibility of such a thing
working—it was working. He was lucky enough to be living the
impossible.

“Life and karma sometimes
works out just that way.” Wyatt said aloud, to no one but himself,
smiling, and holding his coconut shell aloft signaling the waitress
to bring him another.

 


THE END
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