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Chapter One


I had serviced myself on the morning of our wedding. The hope was that it would sufficiently dull my overly sensitive member so that I'd last a little longer that night. The last thing I expected was that Heather would jump me between the ceremony and dinner.
 

“What are you doing?” I asked, stumbling back as she tried to worm her hand down my pants.
 

Her normally sweet smile had turned into a wicked grin. “We’re not married yet you know?” She backed me into a corner and began tugging at my belt.
 

I was aghast. Not that I minded. It was just unusual. Heather wasn’t normally this sexual. “What do you mean?”
 

She managed to tug my belt open and my pants fell to the ground. “It’s not official until we consummate,” she said, dropping to her knees in front of me.
 

My jaw dropped. Not only was Heather never this sexual, she’d never done that to me in the two years we’d known each other. My cock swelled as she opened her mouth and slid it along her tongue. “Oh my God,” I whispered.
 

Heather’s eyes were still smiling as she began to suck me off with filthy slurps.
 

“Heather? What the hell?” I whispered, unable to believe this sudden transformation. The seed had already started churning in my nuts.
 

Heather gave a few more bobs on my cock before standing up and pressing her lips against mine.
 

I nearly gagged at the dank stench of my own dick in her mouth.
 

Her tongue lashed hungrily against mine. The sharp smell of her excitement wafted up between us as she lifted her white dress and peeled her underwear to one side. “You’re my husband now. I have to make sure you’re happy,” she whispered, pressing her cheek against mine. She lifted one leg and rested her foot on the chair next to us.
 

My eyes fell to the pink gash she had exposed.
 

“Come on, baby. Gotta be quick. They’re waiting for us downstairs.”
 

That was not going to be a problem. Taking myself in hand I stepped forward and sank my hard cock into her hot flesh.
 

She let out a soft grunt as I sank into her, her pussy clamping at the root of my cock.
 

I started sawing into her, gently to try and make it last.
 

Heather grabbed my ass with one hand and pressed a finger of the other against her clit. “Come on baby. A little harder,” she said, her voice an urgent whisper. Her finger dipping between us to start spinning circles around her clit.
 

I started spearing my cock into her with rough jabs. As soon as I did the tickle at the base of my shaft grew and I knew it wasn’t going to be long. “Fuck, Heath…I’m almost…”
 

Heather mewled, staring down at the lewd sight of my flesh disappearing into her. “Just a little longer, baby,” she pleaded. “Just a little harder.” She was flicking her clit as fast as she could, trying to reach her climax before I went flaccid.
 

Seeing her in her white dress with her legs split apart as she took me inside was so hot.
 

“Almost there,” she whispered. “Almost…”
 

My cock hardened. A hot gush of semen rushed through the shaft. I grunted as it splashed out of the head, slathering Heather’s insides.
 

She sucked in a sharp breath. Her pussy clenched around me. She closed her eyes and shuddered.
 

My orgasm heated up knowing that I’d made her come.
 

We shook through the climax together. When it was over I was going to pull out but Heather put her hands on my ass and kept me inside.
 

“What are you doing?” I asked, a little shy at how lewd she was being.
 

Heather couldn’t stop staring at my cock buried inside her. “It’s so funny, isn’t it?”
 

“What?”
 

“Sex. Fucking. The fact that you go inside me and…do that.” She looked up into my eyes.
 

In that moment I knew she’d changed. Maybe it was getting married that did it, who knows? Something about her had changed. She was more…animal. Hungry.
 

I stared into her eyes, trying to read exactly what it was.
 

She took a step back. My cock fell out of her and a dribble of my seed ran down the inside of her thigh. Instead of grabbing a towel and wiping herself off, something the old Heather would have done, she watched the white liquid run down until it began to dry. Then she put her panties back in place and let her dress fall over her legs.
 

My eyes widened. “Do you want me to grab you a towel?” I asked.
 

Heather smiled and shook her head. “No. I want a part of you inside me while we eat. It’ll be our secret,” she whispered, pressing the tip of her finger against my nose.
 

I shuddered at how filthy an idea it was.
 

“Come on. We should get downstairs,” Heather said. She turned and walked towards the door.
 

For a moment I was too stunned to move. This was not the woman I had known. This was a different person entirely. Not the bookish doctoral candidate I’d agreed to marry.
 

Something primal, feral almost had been unleashed from within her.
 

I wasn’t sure how to feel about it but as we rode the elevator down to the restaurant my cock was already rising to life again.
 






Chapter Two


“It was a lovely ceremony. The perfect size. What a shame that your parents couldn’t make it.” Emily took a bite of cake, followed by a sip of her coffee.
 

In fact neither of our parents had been told. The wedding, the one that had been planned for a year, was still scheduled for when we got back from Africa. But Heather had decided a few days before that if we were really going to start trying to get pregnant she wanted to be husband and wife.
 

Not that she was terribly traditional. It was one of those funny things that came up with her. There were certain things she liked to be just right. This turned out to be one of them.
 

So, we invited Emily and James to be witnesses and went down to City Hall to say our vows.
 

“When do you leave again?” Emily asked.
 

“Day after tomorrow,” Heather replied.
 

“So, are you going to be, like, a doctor after this?” Emily asked.
 

Heather laughed. “Yeah. Something like that. It’s the last bit of field work I need for my dissertation,” she explained.
 

“Remind me again what it’s about?” Emily asked.
 

Heather rolled her eyes. She got a little tired of trying to explain. “I’m studying sub-classifications of Ubangian languages. Whether they’re distinct from Niger-Congo.”
 

“Oh,” Emily said, nodding and smiling politely.
 

“Feel like a smoke?” James asked, tapping my arm.
 

“Uh, I quit a while back. But I’ll come out with you if you want.”
 

“Yeah, sure. Come out. It’ll give these two time for some girl talk.”
 

As James stood up and Emily took another sip of coffee I glanced at Heather.
 

She flashed me a quick smile and a wink, as if to remind me that my emission was still dripping out of her.
 

I had to cover my groin with a hand to keep everyone from seeing my hard on.
 

A few steps outside the restaurant and James lit up. He took a big pull, then blew out a cloud of smoke.
 

“You really should quit,” I said.
 

James held his cigarette up and stared at it. “Yeah. I know. Emily’s been on me about it for a while. Tough habit to break.”
 

“Tell me about it,” I said, nodding.
 

“So Jay,” James said, then took another drag.
 

“Hm?” I asked.
 

“I think it’s a really good thing you guys got married before going. I wanted to tell you that.” He put a hand on my shoulder and gave it a shake.
 

“Really?” I asked. “Why?”
 

James shrugged. “You were right to lock that down,” he said, nodding towards the restaurant. “Heather is smoking hot and she’s gonna’ get a lot of attention down there.”
 

I tilted my head to one side. “What do you mean?”
 

“Are you kidding? Dude, there’s going to be a lot heads turning as she walks by. Pretty little white girl like that in the heart of Africa? I’m just saying, good job locking it down.”
 

I can say in all honesty that I’d never contemplated anything close to what James was saying. But hearing him say it caused a very strange, very new feeling to crawl down below my stomach and swell into something of an ache. “Uh, I guess I’d never thought of that,” I confessed.
 

“Wow, man. Really?” James laughed and took another drag of his cigarette before mashing it against the wall and throwing the butt into the garbage. “You can be pretty naive sometimes, dude. If it were me there would be no way I’d let Emily go on a trip like that. Doctorate or not. Anyways, good for you for being the bigger man. Come on. Let’s go back inside.”
 

I contemplated what he’d just said as I followed James into the restaurant. The idea that I was somehow making a mistake cast a shadow over the rest of dessert. I couldn’t help glancing at Heather every minute or so, trying to decipher the confusing new emotions that were coursing through me. Something felt…off.
 

It wasn’t until we were back in the room and Heather was in the shower that I began to piece things together and figured out what was bothering me. It wasn’t just what James had said. It was that, coupled with the change in Heather’s personality. The awakening of something new, something primal.
 

I began to wonder if I should really be worried. James was certainly right. Heather would definitely stand out with her blonde hair and blue eyes and cute as a button nose and sing-song laugh.
 

A shudder raced through me at the possibilities that began to form in my mind. Heather wasn’t a huge sucker for attention. But what would happen to a woman when every man she came across gave her so much more than she’d ever received?
 

“Are you okay?” Heather asked, emerging from the bathroom and drying her hair with a towel. “You look white as a ghost!”
 

“I…” I stared at her as she crossed the room. She looked more gorgeous now than she ever had. A warmth grew inside me at the thought that we were now married, man and wife. I decided that the best way to start this new life was to just be honest. “James said something that made me think.”
 

Heather laughed as she sat down on the bed next to me. “Now I get it. That’s enough to scare anyone!” she teased.
 

I smiled and and turned to look into her blue eyes. “No. Really.”
 

Heather tilted her head and gave me a funny look. “What is it, Jay?” she asked. She put a hand on my arm and squeezed it gently.
 

“He said it was good that we got married. Good that I locked you down before we took this trip.”
 

Heather guffawed. “What? What’s that supposed to mean?”
 

I sighed. It wasn’t easy saying it out loud. “He said you’d be turning a lot of heads down there. I think he’s probably right.”
 

Heather shook her head. “What? What are you talking about? Jay I’m going down there to work.”
 

“Yeah I know. But he’s right. You’re beautiful and blonde. I’m sure every guy you come across is going to be sizing you up.”
 

Heather’s mouth fell open. “Jason you’re being ridiculous!”
 

“I’m not,” I countered. “I’m just glad I’m going with you. I can be your body guard. A buffer between you and all those black men who’ll want to take advantage of you.”
 

Heather’s exasperation with me pressing the issue suddenly transformed. “So that’s what this is all about, huh?”
 

“What?” I asked.
 

“Is that your little fantasy? You the knight in shinning armour keeping your damsel in distress safe?”
 

“Something like that, yeah,” I agreed.
 

Heather’s eyes narrowed. “Or maybe it’s something a little more twisted?” she asked quietly.
 

“What?”
 

One corner of her mouth twisted into a grin. She started to walk two fingers up my arm, eyeing me with a flirty stare. “Maybe it’s something a little more sinister? A little darker? Huh?”
 

Her breathy voice sent a very pleasant shudder racing down my spine.
 

“Maybe you wouldn’t mind watching all those hulking black men trying to seduce your little blonde wife? Is that it?”
 

A very uncomfortable sensation formed in my gut at the question. “Stop that,” I muttered. I looked away, unable to bring myself to look Heather in the eye.
 

“Oh my,” she whispered in a voice that made me look at her again. Her expression was one of mild shock and simultaneous delight.
 

“What now?”
 

“I think I’ve hit a nerve, haven’t I?” Heather asked. She walked her fingers up further and brushed them against my cheek.
 

My cock had become uncomfortably hard and I was at a real loss as to why. I didn’t want to draw attention to it by shifting but I knew Heather would see it if I didn’t. Moving my arm to try and cover it up did exactly what I hoped it wouldn’t. It drew Heather’s attention to my lap.
 

“Jason?”
 

“What?” I muttered. My heart had started beating quite rapidly by this point. As I glanced at Heather out of the corner of my eye I saw it again. The change in her expression, something about her eyes, a searching that hadn’t been there before.
 

“What’s this?” she asked, brushing her fingers gently against the tip of my cock.
 

“It’s…nothing. I…I’m horny. I’m a man with a beautiful woman next to me on the bed. What can I say?”
 

Heather stared into my eyes, her gaze boring into the depths of my soul. “That wouldn’t have anything to do with what we were talking about would it?”
 

I swallowed but couldn’t bring myself to reply. I didn’t want to lie to her on our wedding night. But how could I admit to my wife that it was that very thing that was turning me on? And I wasn’t even sure why?
 

Heather’s expression softened. She put a hand on my cheek and turned my head so I was looking right at her. “Baby,” she whispered, “I’m sorry. I don’t know what came over me just then. I didn’t mean to make you feel…I was just playing around.”
 

“No, no,” I stammered, “I know that.”
 

“Is this…is this really something you’re worried about?”
 

The change in her demeanour was so sudden that it caught me off guard. From lewd temptress to caring wife. I wasn’t quite sure what to make of it. And the funny thing now was that my worry had really transformed into something else. Something closer to what she’d been talking about. “It’s just you’re so pretty,” I said, hoping she might pick up where she’d left off. “I know men look at you here all the time. But…”
 

Heather waited for a moment, as if trying to gauge which direction she should go. “But those aren’t big black men, are they? With their big black cocks that would split my little pink pussy nearly apart?”
 

“Jesus, Heather,” I whispered, unable to believe the words had come from her mouth. I sat up perfectly straight as she pressed her hand against my cock.
 

“So that is what’s caused this,” Heather whispered, her breath warm and damp on my neck. She stroked my cock through my pants a few times.
 

“I…I don’t know why I…”
 

“Shush, Jason,” she said. “There doesn’t need to be an explanation for everything. Sometimes things just are the way they are. And that can be that.” She undid my zipper so slowly that I heard each of the teeth clicking open. Peeling back my boxers she loosed my cock and it sprang out, a straining purple muscle aching with need.
 

I shuddered again as she caressed it with her slender fingers, the nails painted red to match her lipstick. “It feels different doesn’t it? Now that we’re married? Don’t you think it feels different?” she asked.
 

I wasn’t sure what felt different, exactly, but something definitely did. A bond had been created between us and it went far beyond just the vows we’d spoken and the papers we’d signed. We were man and wife now.
 

And while we’d been committed to each other before it wasn’t the same. Maybe that’s what made what Heather was saying so much more titillating? There was something sacred that could be sullied, something pure to be defiled.
 

“Maybe that’s why what James said bothered you?” Heather asked quietly, reading my mind. “Is it? Is it that I’m your wife now and not just your girlfriend? Do you feel more protective of me?”
 

She was on to something there.
 

“But wouldn’t it be so naughty if I did something like that? If I spread my legs for a big black man?” She’d formed a fist with her hand around my cock and her caresses had turned to steady pumps.
 

“Oh Heather,” I groaned. A dribble of pre-cum leaked from the tip of my cock onto her hand. I was just on the edge of an orgasm.
 

Heather giggled next to me. “Not yet,” she said, taking her hand away. She stood up, turned to face me and let the robe she was wearing fall to the floor.
 

I gasped at the sight of her deliciously curvy body. She had beautiful full tits with long nipples. She was a little self-conscious about her hips and thighs because they were quite thick. But together with a fairly narrow waist it gave her a lovely hourglass shape.
 

A body that called to be bred.
 

“If we really are going to start trying for a baby I don’t want to waste a single drop of that seed!” Heather said. “Now get out of your clothes and lie down on the bed.
 

I was a little aghast at her use of the word ‘seed.’ Not because I minded but because it was so unlike her. Heather was a serious person, an academic. Hearing her talk about reproduction in such an honest way was…arousing, to say the least.
 

I immediately did what she asked and a few moments later was lying naked on the bed.
 

Heather crawled onto the bed on all fours, swung a leg over my waist and then settled onto my lap, her dripping slit pressed against my straining cock.
 

“What’s gotten into you?” I asked as she bent over me to kiss me.
 

Her smile widened as she pressed her soft breasts against my chest. “I don’t know. It’s exciting though, isn’t it? I feel so…dirty all of a sudden. I feel like I’m in heat or something. Like my body has decided it’s time to be pregnant and there’s nothing I can do about it. I nearly asked you to come to the bathroom with me during dinner. I was so horny!”
 

This caused my cock to flex against her pussy.
 

Heather giggled. “I’m glad you feel the same way.” She slid her hips up my body until my cock head was at her entrance. She let the tip slip in, then slid back, sheathing me inside her tight cunt.
 

“Oh God, Heather,” I moaned. The delicious sensation of fleshy walls of hot wet muscle squeezing my shaft nearly made me come.
 

“You’re nearly there, aren’t you?” Heather asked.
 

I nodded and looked away. It was disappointing that I wasn’t able to last longer for her.
 

“It’s okay. I’m going to make you come. I want you to feel good. Besides, I have a plan.” She flashed a wicked grin as she began to grind her pelvis against me.
 

As her pussy squeezed my cock I lost all control. Cum flooded into my vas, charging towards release. I winced and grabbed Heather by the hips as my body began to buck.
 

She held her hands against my chest as I released into her.
 

As the orgasm ebbed I felt the backwash of my ejaculate come running out of her pussy and down my shaft onto my balls. My cock began to soften inside her but Heather didn’t move.
 

“I’m sorry,” I muttered.
 

She leaned forward and pressed her chest against mine again. “It’s okay. Remember? I have a plan?”
 

“What’s your big plan then?” I asked.
 

“I thought I’d ask you some more about how you’d feel watching me take a big black dick in my pussy?” she whispered.
 

My cock began to rise.
 






Chapter Three


Gazing into Heather’s eyes, I found myself somewhat paralyzed. Something about the way she was smiling and staring at me was mesmerizing.
 

“Is that why you wanted to come with me to Africa?” she asked. “So you could finally live out your dark fantasy?”
 

I shook my head. “I…dark fantasy? You’re crazy! I just started thinking about this because James brought it up!” I protested.
 

“But something about thinking me with a black man does turn you on?” She gave my hardening cock a squeeze with her pussy.
 

I sighed. Not only was my swelling muscle evidence of that, the way it made me feel was clear, too. If only to me. “I don’t…I don’t think I could actually watch you do it,” I said, more thinking out loud than anything.
 

Heather’s expression changed almost instantly. The playful, wicked smile faded and she became her old self. The serious and composed researcher who couldn’t believe what I’d just said. “Jason I’m not…I would never do it for real. Are you crazy? I’m just…this is sexy talk. Come on!”
 

The sudden change and the realization that I’d dragged a fantasy too close to reality softened my cock.
 

Heather sat up, folded her arms across her chest, rolled her eyes and shook her head, then smiled. “Well that took the wind out of our sails, huh?” she said with a laugh. She flopped off of me and settled next to me on the bed, putting a hand on my chest.
 

Once again I felt terrible that I’d preformed so poorly, and on our wedding night!
 

“It’s okay,” Heather said. “Let’s try again tomorrow morning before breakfast. Want to watch some TV before we go to sleep?”
 

But I knew this would be something that would haunt me for our whole marriage if I didn’t set things right. I propped myself up on my elbow and put my hand between her legs. “No. I know I don’t put my foot down about a lot of things but now that we’re married I think I’d better start. You’re not going to sleep without getting off,” I said, putting on my best stern voice. Or imitation of a stern voice. I didn’t do stern very well, as a rule.
 

This had the effect of making Heather burst into giggles just as I found her clit with the tip of my finger. She yanked my hand out from between her legs. “Jason! That tickles!” she said, unable to control her laughter.
 

So, instead of trying to force the issue, I slid down the bed, rolled her onto her back and slipped between her legs. I immediately got a nose full of the dank smell of my own spunk mingled with the sharp scent of Heather’s juices.
 

Heather’s mouth popped open as she realized what I was doing. “Jason,” she whispered as her cheeks flushed red. “You don’t…that’s…kind of filthy…”
 

But I could tell by the way she was staring at me that it was the kind of filthy she might like. Stifling my own reflex to gag I spread her pussy lips apart.
 

Heather had a nice pussy. It wasn’t the kind of peach perfect cunt you see shaved in porn. Her lips were rippled and her clit peeked out from beneath the hood. She’d never been one for shaving and her bush was quite full and a darker shade of blonde than her hair.
 

Her pubes tickled my nose as I pressed my lips to hers.
 

Heather shuddered. Her eyes went wide and she sent her fingers crawling through my hair. “Oh my God,” she groaned. “That is so hot.”
 

It was probably the filthiest thing we’d ever done. We weren’t really kinky, Heather and I. But now that it was happening even I was getting turned on by it. My hard on started to return. Excited by this new awakening, I dared myself to go further.
 

Instead of just slurping Heather’s clit into my mouth, I dipped lower, letting my tongue glide down her labia until I found her opening.
 

Heather gasped again and her mouth fell open. But she couldn’t stop staring at what I was doing.
 

In a moment of passion I plunged my tongue into her hot hole. A gush of my own semen rushed out onto it.
 

Heather moaned and shuddered beneath my mouth. “Oh fuck,” she panted. “Eat it,” she breathed.
 

I obeyed the order before I full knew what I was doing. It was so hot the way she’d said it. I let the sticky liquid run down my tongue and swallowed loudly for effect.
 

Heather’s hands balled to fists, gripping clumps of my hair. She got a wild look in her eye as she began rubbing my face against her pussy, my nose pressing her clit.
 

I could barely breathe but I was so turned on at how I was being dominated.
 

She came with a shrill shriek, her pussy squeezing at my chin. A moment later and it was over with Heather panting above me. She let go of my hair and scrambled back, then leaned forward. “Oh my God, Jason, I’m so sorry!” she said. “Are you alright? I don’t know what came over me! I’m…did I hurt you?”
 

I was so incredibly turned on that I couldn’t find the words to reply. Instead I rose up onto my knees, grabbed Heather’s arm and spun her around. Bending her over so her face was pressed against the pillow, I stuck my cock into her cunt and started to thrust.
 

Heather reacted by pushing back against me. Her pussy was dripping wet and she started to moan as I slammed against her.
 

It was a moment of unbridled lust like we’d never had. After a few dozen thrusts I felt her pussy squeeze my cock. I gave in to my orgasm and felt a rush of cum shoot through my cock, slathering the inside of her soaked puss.
 

Heather shrieked again as she came.
 

I rutted out the rest of my powerful climax before collapsing next to her on the bed.
 

Heather turned to look at me with astonishment. “Jason, what in the hell was that?” she asked.
 

I shook my head. “Not everything has to have an explanation, you know? Sometimes things just are the way they are.”
 

Heather began to laugh.
 

We crawled under the blankets, turned out the lights and had soon fallen into a deep sleep.
 

The next few days were incredibly busy with preparations for out trip.
 

We’d originally thought that I would have to pay out of pocket for the trip. But when Heather’s advisor had found out I was planning on going he called in some favours and managed to get a bit of money for my ticket if I would be Heather’s research assistant.
 

I’d done a college course in audio production and was thrilled that I’d be able to put some of skills to use in the field. It would certainly give me a leg up applying for jobs when we got back.
 

After a hectic few days we found ourselves at the airport boarding a plane.
 

We first flew to London before transferring to a twelve hour flight that took us to Koflao, the capital city of Enusi.
 

Getting off the plane and stepping out of the airport felt like walking into a completely different world.
 

I was still taking it all in when a stout black man wearing sun glasses and a white shirt approached us, smiling. “Miss Heather?” he asked.
 

Heather flashed a smile at me at being called ‘Miss’ anything, then took the stranger’s outstretched hand and shook it. “Yes,” she said.
 

The man’s grin widened. “Welcome to Enusi. My name is Kwabena. Professor Davison asked me to help you while you are here. He’s a very good man.”
 

Heather nodded. “He is. And thank-you for doing this. I’m not sure I could find my way around without someone helping.”
 

Kwabena nodded. “I am here at your disposal.” Then he turned and looked at me. “And who is this?”
 

Heather looked puzzled for a moment. “Oh, did Professor Davison not mention?” she asked.
 

“Mention what?” Kwabena said.
 

“That there were two of us coming. This is…”
 

I’ll never forget the feeling that passed through me in that moment as she paused. The world seemed to shift the way it does in the movies, when the move the camera and change the zoom at the same time.
 

An exhilaration raced through me, followed by a terrible dread. I knew by the look in Heather’s eye, the same wild look I’d last seen a few days ago, that this wouldn’t just be an ordinary research trip.
 

This would be something far more frightening, far more dangerous. Something that would either bring us closer together than we’d ever been, or something that would tear us apart.
 

Her lips parted. She moistened them with her tongue as she stared into my eyes. I’d never seen the look she was giving me but I understood, somehow, what it meant.
 

As she raised one eyebrow slightly, I responded with a single nod.
 

A smile flirted with the edges of her mouth. She turned to Kwabena again. “This is my research assistant. Jason. You can call him Jay.”
 

Kwabena nodded and flashed a polite smile but didn’t shake my hand. “Okay. No problem,” he said, turning to Heather again. “Right this way to the car and I’ll drive you to the hotel,” he said, waving towards the parking lot in the distance. “How was your flight?”
 

As the two of them began walking and chatting I was left to collect our bags and trundle along after them.
 

I still don’t understand why I did it, why I nodded instead of shaking my head. I didn’t understand what had gotten into Heather, either. At the time I told myself that not everything had to have an explanation. Sometimes things just were they way they were.
 

I also had no idea what sort of ride I’d just signed up for with that nod.
 






Chapter Four


It became clear to me even walking across the parking lot just how prescient James had been.
 

As Heather and Kwabena walked in front of me men seemed to pop up from behind cars and buses, emerge from buildings and newspaper stalls. Cars slowed as they drove by, eyes peering out from lowered windows.
 

Maybe part of it was my imagination. I felt drunk on a cocktail of emotions I could not ply apart. The burning excitement of not knowing what game Heather was playing would get slashed apart by a jealous anguish at the possibility that she might actually be contemplating the fantasy we’d toyed with a few days before.
 

But I saw heads turning after her, that much was certain. I began to play out the possibilities in my mind, to flirt with the idea that my Heather, my wife might be considering having sex with another man.
 

I was crammed into the back seat of the car with our backpacks and gear listening to the pleasant sing-song lilt of Kwabena pointing out points of interest but couldn’t concentrate on any of it. All I could concentrate on was the look Heather had given me and what it meant.
 

Even if nothing happened, even if all we did in Enusi was pretend to not be married, even just that was exciting for some reason. We had a secret now. Something that bound us together. Something only the two of us knew about in this part of the world.
 

The hotel was a drab two story building made of cinder block. It was close enough to the university Heather would be working at that she could walk, though.
 

As I carried gear between the car and the foyer Kwabena helped Heather check in. I saw him shaking his head and getting a little worked up at the man behind the desk. Heather waved her hands, placating him, before walking over to where I was standing with our gear.
 

“I’m afraid there’s only one room,” she said. “We’ll have to share.”
 

Kwabena came up behind her. “Miss Heather, please, I will try to find another room somewhere else in a different hotel. I wouldn’t want you to…”
 

“Really Kwabena, it’s alright,” she said, and put a hand on his arm.
 

This silenced him but in such a way that made my heart race. His eyes shot down to where she was touching him. Only for a split second and in a way that only someone who knew to look for it would see.
 

But I saw. As did Heather, by the smile that curled her lips. Her hand lingered on his arm for precisely a moment too long. The kind of linger that makes men, all men of all races and creeds, perk up and start paying attention. Makes them start searching for other cues.
 

Kwabena’s friendly smile didn’t do anything to conceal he had begun searching for other cues. When he looked at her he wasn’t just looking at her anymore. He had begun studying her smile, the way she looked at him, for how long and where.
 

It was the patient studiousness of a man who had gotten his first whiff of possibility and was now sniffing the air to confirm the scent.
 

“We’ll be fine, Kwabena. Really. Jay and I have had to share rooms before,” Heather explained.
 

Kwabena’s smile as she did had none of the politeness or good humor it had in the airport. Because now I wasn’t just a research assistant bumbling along behind him.
 

Now I was a threat.
 

Even that excited me. That another man who had nothing to do with Heather, who barely knew her, was thinking about her in that way. He was, I was sure, at that very moment plotting how to remove me from the equation so he could get her alone and start trying to open her up for himself.
 

“Well if you are sure,” he said, finally.
 

“Absolutely sure,” Heather confirmed with a nod.
 

“In that case I will let you get settled. I will wait here and once you have freshened up I will show you the university and we will go for dinner.” He shot me a begrudging look. “Will you be joining us?” he asked.
 

As if my very presence were an imposition. As if he had more right to Heather than I had. As if she weren’t my wife, but his.
 

“If…that’s alright?” I asked, turning to look at Heather. It was thrilling, picking up the ball and running with it, not knowing where or how the game would end.
 

“Oh that’s fine,” she said in her most dismissive tone. And just like that we had turned me into an afterthought.
 

Upstairs in the room, once the door slammed shut, Heather pressed me up against the wall, pawing at me and pulling on my belt. She smothered me with kisses, then, when she’d freed my member, spun around, yanked her pants down and presented me with her glistening pussy.
 

There was nothing I could do to resist the urge to press against her, split her pink pussy open and sink inside.
 

Her low moan as I did made my cock flex. With her hands up on the wall she started pushing back onto me, meeting my thrusts with her own, acting like the animal she’d called herself. My bitch in heat.
 

In spite of my arousal I found myself able to last longer as I fucked her. Putting my hands on her ass cheeks twerking in front of me, I plowed into her, grunting like a pig.
 

After a while Heather emitted a string of “yes…yes…yes” and I felt her pussy clench.
 

As if on cue my body responded, my groin tightening, cock hardening, cum surging through it and spraying into her womb.
 

Heather let out a low groan, as if me spilling my load into her was the ultimate pleasure.
 

I coasted through the tail end of my orgasm with a few more thrusts before stepping back and falling out of her.
 

A trickle of my cum dribbled out of her and ran down her leg. Heather pulled her pants back on and turned to face me.
 

“What…what are we doing?” I whispered.
 

Heather shook her head. “I don’t know. Do you?” she replied.
 

I shook my head. I didn’t know either. But it was thrilling and knew and scary and, like a ride on a roller coaster, I didn’t want it to stop.
 

So, with my seed still inside Heather she led the way downstairs.
 

Kwabena was waiting as promised and immediately began chatting to Heather as we stepped out into the afternoon heat.
 

An office had been arranged for her in the university. It was a small room, modestly furnished, but it had everything we would need. Kwabena had also lined up several interviewees. Part of Heather’s work would involve speaking to them, then analyzing the recordings to try and understand which group of languages Enusian was closest to.
 

After a brief tour of the campus, Kwabena took us to a restaurant across the street from the hotel. We ate peanut stew and charred chicken, followed by a local dessert of apricots, raisins and black tea baked into cakes.
 

When we were finished he walked us back to the hotel. But instead of saying his goodbyes and leaving, Kwabena paused, causing an awkward silence between the three of us. He glanced at me, then smiled at Heather. “I wonder, Miss Heather,” he said, eyeing me again, “if perhaps you’d like to see what the night life here in Koflao is like?” he asked.
 

Heather flashed a polite smile. “Thank-you, Kwabena,” she said, “but I think we’re both pretty tired from the flight.”
 

He shot me a look when Heather turned away, a look that made it clear that I hadn’t been part of the invitation. “Of course,” he said with another smile. “Maybe some other time.”
 

Then he shook Heather’s hand, nodded at me and turned to go.
 

Upstairs, Heather collapsed onto one of the two twin beds and put an arm across her forehead. “Wow. I am wiped,” she said.
 

I stood at the door, watching her and wondering what to do next.
 

After a few minutes of silence Heather seemed to notice I hadn’t moved. She took her arm off her forehead, stood up, flashed a wicked grin and padded across the room to where I was standing.
 

Looking at her was like looking into the eyes of a stranger. I felt like I barely knew this woman, someone I’d felt so comfortable with just a few days ago.
 

“What do you think?” she asked quietly, playing with the buttons on my shirt. “Should I let Kwabena take me out for drinks?”
 

The question sent a jealous chill racing through me, one that started to burn as it settled between my legs. “Are you serious?” I asked.
 

Heather had undone my shirt and pressed her hands against my chest and rubbed them up and down. “Are you?” she asked with a grin.
 

It found the question comforting. Until now I’d felt completely out of control. That had been part of the appeal, that Heather had started this game and I was just along for the ride. But her asking gave me back a little power even if it took some of the tension away. “How’s this going to end?” I asked.
 

Heather shrugged. “However we want it to, I guess.”
 

“You said you’d never sleep with another man, remember?”
 

She shrugged again. “I remember.”
 

“You changed your mind?” The possibility sent bolt after bolt of adrenaline through me, making my toes tingle with each one.
 

“I don’t know,” she whispered, her eyes drifting along the wall. “God, maybe this is all because I went off my birth control, do you think?”
 

This only added to my jealous buzz. “Yeah. What about that?”
 

“What about it?” she asked.
 

“How could you…you couldn’t. We’re trying. Remember that?”
 

Heather bit her lip. “Yeah. I guess you’re right.” Then she looked up at me with wide, wild eyes. “Oh God, Jay, how terrible would that be?” she whispered.
 

“What?”
 

“Can you imagine if I fucked another man and got…pregnant?”
 

The question made my blood boil. My vision blurred. Everything turned red. My cock roared to life.
 

Heather noticed the motion and let one hand wander down to work my pants off. When she did my cock sprang out and she wrapped a hot fist around it and gave it a soft pump. “Can you imagine? Can you imagine getting home in three months and my belly being all swollen? What would it feel like? Not knowing if it was yours?”
 

“Don’t talk like that,” I snapped.
 

A low and wicked laugh bubbled up out of her. She stroked my cock and tucked her other hand between my legs, cupping my nuts. “You’re so fucking hard,” she said, her eyes filling with excitement. “You’re so fucking hard thinking about another man, a nice big black man like Kwabena pumping me full of cum, aren’t you baby?”
 

I couldn’t help the grunt I emitted at what she’d asked. For some reason, for some strange and unknowable reason, I was really fucking hard at just that.
 

Heather kept pumping my cock as she gazed into my eyes. “I don’t know what’s gotten into me, baby,” she said, quickening her pace. “But I know what I want getting into me. A nice fat, black cock. Maybe Kwabena’s?”
 

The image of Kwabena’s body pressing Heather into the bed, his thick cock plundering her pink pussy, then retching it’s seed deep into her belly and taking root blossomed in my mind. “Oh fuck,” I grunted.
 

Heather chuckled again. “That’s it, baby. Come for me. Come.”
 

I looked down just as the first spurt of sticky white seed shot from the head of my cock. It splattered over Heather’s hand and arm. The second one flew between us and stuck to her shirt.
 

She kept pumping, holding me in that moment of pleasure until there was no more left. Until it hurt. Then, as I tried to push her away, she squeezed my cock and tightened her fist around my balls.
 

I grunted, frozen in place, not daring to move because of the pain it would bring.
 

When she let go of me, Heather took a step back, undid her pants and let them fall to the floor. She stepped out of them, took another step back, and sat down on the edge of the bed. Still staring at me, she ran her hands along the inside of her thighs. “Come here, baby,” she said. “I want you to eat me out.”
 

And even though it was crazy, even though I knew that I should put a stop to things, tell Heather this was far enough, that the fantasy was best kept as that, I found myself moving through the room, kneeling on the floor in front of her, then crawling on my hands and knees until my face was up against her pussy.
 

Heather looked down at me with a loving smile. She pressed a hand against my cheek and stroked it. She split her pussy lips open with two fingers of her other hand and cupped my chin. Then she pulled me in close, stuffing my nose with pubes. “Now eat.”
 

While slightly humiliating, it was intoxicatingly erotic being dominated by her like that. I stuck my tongue out and began to lick.
 

She hadn’t showered since we’d gotten off the plane. Her flesh was especially salty with dried sweat and the stale smell of airline seats.
 

But I licked all up and down her crevice, cleaning her with my tongue until she pulled me up towards her clit. I spun tight circles around it with my tongue.
 

Heather moaned. She fell back onto the bed and brought her legs up onto my shoulders. Hooking her ankles together behind my back pressed her thighs against my cheeks. “Oh fuck you’re good at that,” she said, writhing against my mouth.
 

Her hold on me was so tight I could barely breath again. My jaw started to ache but still I kept licking. Finally I felt Heather start to shudder. A salty splash of juice squirted out of her pussy. Her lips made a squishing sound as it started to convulse.
 

Heather began to come.
 

It was a slow and trembling orgasm. Every muscle in her body went tight as waves of pleasure raked through her. Her leg lock tightened I worried for a moment she was going snap my neck. Then everything relaxed and she fell onto the bed.
 

I sprang up, panting and staring at her pussy. It was an oozing, drooling, flexing mess. Crawling up onto the bed, I stuffed my cock into it and began to saw.
 

Heather’s eyes were half-closed but she was smiling. She played with my hair as I brought myself to release. As my body erupted into spasms her smile widened. It was the look an owner might give their adored pet.
 

When it was all over Heather held my head against her chest for a long time. She petted my cheek some more. “I don’t know about you but I’m ready for a shower,” she said after darkness fell.
 

I laid on the bed listening to the sounds of her showering, then brushing her teeth. There was a part of me that felt the pull of responsibility, of rational thought, that buzzed in the back of my mind like an annoying fly.
 

This is crazy. You should stop this.
 

I waved it away each time it got too close. After all nothing had happened yet. It was all still just a fantasy. Maybe I could decide if something actually came of this.
 

I had no idea how difficult that would become.
 






Chapter Five


The next day after breakfast we made our way from the hotel to the university. Kwabena met us at the door to the building with Heather’s office. He greeted her with a warm smile and me with a curt nod.
 

Heather returned his smile before turning to look at me. “Why don’t you go and set up the equipment, Jay? I need another coffee. What’s the best place around here Kwabena?” she said, flashing me a smile.
 

Kwabena took great delight in her asking. His eyes lit up as he began explaining that there was a place just around the corner and that he’d be more than happy to show here where.
 

As they walked away Heather glanced over her shoulder and winked at me.
 

This sent a very potent pulse of jealousy coursing through me. It was the middle of the morning and it wasn’t as if there were any possibility of anything happening between them. Still, it was very clear that she was opening the door to the possibility.
 

After heading upstairs I tried to concentrate on the work at hand. There were microphones to set up and levels to check. But with my mind racing through all of the possibilities of what Heather might be doing at that very moment in my absence, I found it very hard to focus.
 

The relief I experienced at hearing their laughter echoing down the hall a half hour later was short-lived.
 

Heather walked into the room absolutely bubbling.
 

Kwabena seemed very pleased with himself and there was an energy the two of them shared that made me very uneasy.
 

“Are you finished getting things ready?” Heather asked.
 

I nodded. “I think it would be best if we put you here,” I said, motioning towards a chair in the corner. “That way whoever you’re interviewing can sit here,” I waved at the second chair, “and we’ll get good sound going in. How does that sound?”
 

“Sounds just fine,” Heather replied, but she seemed distant somehow, like she was lost in far away thoughts.
 

“Your first appointment should be here soon,” Kwabena said, glancing at his watch.
 

“Okay,” Heather replied. “Well if everything’s set up then maybe you should leave, Jay? I don’t want you in the room while I’m doing the interviews. I think that might make people feel uncomfortable.”
 

I was a little disappointed only because I wanted to be close to Heather at that moment. I wanted some time alone with her, to hear about what had happened between her and Kwabena, to hear that she still loved me and to feel her touch. But I knew that wasn’t going to happen any time soon, certainly not before the interviews were finished.
 

“Jay why don’t you and I go for a little walk?” Kwabena asked, smiling graciously. “I can show you around while Heather does her work. What do you say?”
 

“Uh, sure. That sounds fine,” I replied after a moment of thought. I glanced at Heather again but she had already turned and begun working on the laptop we were using to record the interviews. “I’ll see you later then…” I nearly finished the sentence with “babe” but I stopped myself just in time.
 

“Oh, uh, yeah. See you after I’m done.” Her reply was just as distant as before and it gave me a sinking feeling in the pit of my stomach. I realized that it was most likely just part of the act, to make sure it didn’t seem like we were married. This made me feel a little better but knowing that I wouldn’t be able to talk to Heather, the real Heather until that evening, was hard.
 

I followed Kwabena out onto the path that led to the street.
 

“Care for a coffee?” he asked.
 

“Sure,” I replied. “That’d be great. But if you’re busy I don’t want to…”
 

Kwabena waved away my concern. “Don’t worry about that. I took time off so I could help Miss Heather. I’m free all day.” He flashed a big smile. “This way.”
 

We walked in silence for a while until we came to a tiny cafe. Kwabena opened the door and waved me inside. The shade and an overhead fan were a nice change from the sweltering heat of the streets. We took a seat and he ordered in Enusi.
 

The waitress, a very pretty woman who looked to be in her early twenties with very black skin, had a hard time not staring at me. It was only after Kwabena waved her off with an irritated sounding remark that she walked back around the counter and began preparing our order.
 

“Sorry about that but she is just curious,” he explained. “You might have seen there aren’t very many whites in this part of Koflao.”
 

“Sure. It’s no problem. I’m not bothered,” I explained. An uneasy silence settled between us, one I had a hard time ignoring. “So, what is it you do when you’re not helping Heather?”
 

Kwabena seemed relieved that I’d said something. “I used to run operations at one of the mines outside of town. But a few years ago I began my company.”
 

“Oh,” I replied. “What business are you in?”
 

“Tour guide. Into the jungle. Out on the coast,” he said, waving in the direction of the ocean.
 

“That sounds interesting,” I said. “Is that how you met Professor Davison?”
 

Kwabena smiled. “That’s how.” He stared at me through his dark glasses, though I couldn’t be sure what he was looking at.
 

It made me uncomfortable enough that I had to look away and pretend to be reading the menu on the wall, despite it being in Enusi.
 

“Your boss is very pretty.”
 

I turned back to look at Kwabena. 
 

He was wearing a sly smile, testing the waters with what he’d said.
 

My reaction was painfully visceral. My stomach clenched and my mind filled with the memory of Heather’s teasing the night before, her descriptions of Kwabena’s cock penetrating her as she stroked me off. I managed to maintain enough composure to smile. “She is,” I replied.
 

Kwabena took off his sunglasses and set them on the table. “You must feel very lucky to be sleeping in the same room with her,” he said.
 

I smirked. “I am.”
 

Kwabena nodded. He eyed me for a few moments before going on. “I intend to give her a proper fucking,” he said, his voice flat.
 

Maybe it was his directness, maybe just coincidence, but as the words came out of his mouth I aspirated a drop of my own spittle and burst into a violent fit of coughing.
 

The waitress, who had just been walking over with our coffee, stepped back, aghast and confused at what was happening.
 

I clutched the edge of the table as I struggled to relax my throat enough to get air into my lungs.
 

Kwabena stared at me for a while, seemingly unmoved by my dramatic reaction. Then he stood up, walked around my chair and a second later I felt the hard thud of his paw landing on my back.
 

The blow did the trick. I coughed, then sucked in a massive breath of air, relieved to be able to do so again. As I regained my composure Kwabena waved the waitress over.
 

She stepped up with her tray and deposited the coffee on the table, eyeing my with suspicion the whole time. Once she’d served our drinks she scurried back behind the counter, most likely hoping she wouldn’t have to have anything to do with me again.
 

Kwabena picked up the small cup his coffee had been served in and took a sip. He set it down on the saucer with a gentle clatter, then looked back up at me. “Feeling better?” he asked.
 

“Yes,” I said, clearing my throat one last time. “I am.”
 

“Good. So then tell me, Jay, what sort of man does your boss Miss Heather like?”
 

I swallowed loudly and took a sip of my own coffee. I was all too aware of how red my face was and not just from the fit of coughing. Kwabena’s questions were making me extremely uncomfortable and quite aroused at the same time. “I…I’m not really sure.”
 

Kwabena raised an eye. “Oh no?”
 

I shook my head.
 

“You won’t mind, then, if I give her a lay?”
 

I had to look away again. All too suddenly this whole deception, the whole game, seemed to be resting entirely on my shoulders. I contemplated telling Kwabena the truth, that we had made a mistake, that we’d been indulging a silly fantasy and it had gone too far.
 

But the visions Heather had conjured the night before came back to haunt me. Try as I might to push them away, all I could see was Kwabena’s thick frame pressing Heather against the bed, his meaty black paws caressing her curves and what I imagined was a sizable cock impaled inside her. Before I knew what I was doing I shook my head. “No. I don’t mind.”
 

Kwabena’s lips cracked into a soft smile. He seemed more relaxed somehow, now that we’d gotten that out of the way. He began to talk about his old job at the mine, how much he preferred the new one, how much more freedom it gave him.
 

I sat there pretending to listen but could really only hold one thought in my mind. What the hell had I just done?
 






Chapter Six


“I’m coming with you?” I asked, watching Heather put on the final touches of her makeup.
 

“Mm-hmm.” She puckered her lips in front of the mirror and batted her eyes. She looked stunning in a little red dress that was sure to turn far more heads than she already had. “I told him that I wouldn’t feel comfortable just going with him.” She turned and smiled. “Clever, right?”
 

My eyes raked up and down Heather’s curves. The dress hugged them in such a way that accentuated her already very ripe looking body. My stomach tightened again. “Heather,” I whispered.
 

She stepped closer to me, her heels clacking on the tile floor of the bathroom. “What is it baby?” she whispered back.
 

“Heather are we really going to do this?”
 

She giggled and touched the tip of my nose. “I told you. That’s up to you.”
 

I thought about it again. The idea of Heather letting another man inside her drove me absolutely mad with jealousy. But at the same time it ignited such a primal desire to see it happen. “I…how would we…I’d want to be able to watch,” I said finally, lowering my head. I didn’t know if I could stand waiting, not knowing what was going on.
 

“Hmm, that might be tricky,” Heather said. “But Jay, are you really serious? Do you really want me to do this?”
 

I looked up to see the same wild look had returned to her eyes. Her whole body seemed to be buzzing with excitement.
 

“I…I think I do,” I replied.
 

Her heart began to beat so hard that I could see her carotid pumping in her neck. “Okay, then just let me think,” she said, pacing back and forth in the room. “There’s…there’s got to be a way,” she said, pressing her fingers against her forehead.
 

She took on an air of intensity that I’d rarely seen in her. Despite being very serious about her career, Heather was fairly laid back for the most part. But now she looked like a woman on a mission. A woman who just realized she wanted this thing more than she’d ever wanted anything in her life.
 

She finally stopped to stare out the window. “I don’t know,” she said.
 

“You don’t know?”
 

“I don’t know. I don’t know how we’re going to do it but we’ll find a way. Right now we have to get going. Kwabena’s going to be waiting downstairs.” She walked across the room to where I was standing by the door, her eyes almost sparkling with excitement. “You ready?”
 

I nodded but the truth was I’d never felt less ready for anything in my life.
 

Kwabena was, in fact, waiting downstairs. He stood up from the chair he’d been sitting in and held out both hands to greet Heather as she walked through the foyer.
 

She flashed a brilliant smile and spun around, her blonde locks bobbing along her shoulders as she did.
 

“Very nice,” Kwabena said. His eyes raked down her body, pausing at her tits and her hips, then sliding down her legs.
 

I was half expecting him to lick his lips, the way he was looking at her.
 

He offered his arm.
 

Heather hooked hers underneath and they walked towards the door with me following a few feet behind.
 

The bar Kwabena took us to was dark and intimate. There were a few tables in the center but most of the space was taken up by booths lining the walls. We were seated at one in the corner. There was an awkward moment when we weren’t sure who should sit with who.
 

Heather laughed it off and took a seat next to Kwabena on the bench.
 

“To your successful research,” Kwabena said, toasting Heather after our drinks had arrived. He was very friendly that evening, much more welcoming of me than he’d been since we’d arrived. Perhaps he realized that, like it or not, I was going to be an integral part of him getting laid. He seemed to have made peace with that fact.
 

My titillation grew with each drink we consumed. Once inhibitions had been loosened sufficiently, Kwabena stopped paying as much attention to the fact that I was sitting across the table from them and began paying much more attention to Heather.
 

Heather did nothing to dissuade him. She seemed to relish each touch, each whispered word, each smile he gave her.
 

For me it was like watching a play in which you know the actors personally. A little bit disconcerting seeing them acting not like themselves.
 

Except after a while I realized what was really unsettling me. It was that I had seen Heather acting like this before. I had seen her giggling and flirting and being coy the way she was now with Kwabena.
 

She’d been the same way with me.
 

The realization shook me to my core. I nearly caved, nearly stood up and announced that everything was off and that we were going home. I had to excuse myself and go to the bathroom and splash cold water on my face.
 

I stared at my reflection in the mirror for a good long while before heading back out. And it was only then that things really started to heat up.
 

I was stopped in my tracks by the sight of Kwabena and Heather locked in a kiss.
 

My eyes popped open wide and I had to steady myself against the wall.
 

His black skin looked even darker so close to hers. His lips were pressed against hers and by the way his jaw was moving I could see that his tongue was thrusting in and out of her mouth.
 

The very cold feeling that had first gripped me when I saw it was ripped apart by a bolt of heat as my eyes settled on Heather’s lap.
 

Kwabena’s paw was stuffed up beneath the hem of her dress. The muscles in his arm were rippling which could only mean one thing. He was playing with her pussy.
 

And just like that, all of the hemming and hawing, all of the doubt and indecision was burned out of existence by the burning arousal I felt. I knew that no matter what happened I had to see Heather follow through on our little game.
 

With renewed courage I walked up to the table, sat down and waited for them to break away from their kiss.
 

They took their time. It was Kwabena who released Heather, though his hand stayed firmly in her lap. He smiled at her, brushed her blushing cheek with a finger and turned to look at me. “Back already?” he asked with a chuckle.
 

I smiled and looked at Heather again. Her face looked like it was about to burn up and she couldn’t bring herself to look at me. I wanted to reach out and touch her and tell her that everything was going to be okay. But I knew now wasn’t the time. “Looks like you two are ready to call it a night?” I said.
 

Kwabena scowled. “I thought that maybe we could change setting?” he said, looking at Heather. “To somewhere a little more intimate? Perhaps a little more private?”
 

Heather glanced at me, her expression having grown serious. Then she looked back at Kwabena. “I’m sorry Kwabena but I just…I wouldn’t feel comfortable being alone just yet.”
 

An irritation settled over Kwabena’s expression and he glared at me for a moment like it was my fault.
 

“But,” Heather began. She glanced at me out of the corner of her eye and bit her lip. “If we go to the hotel I wouldn’t feel quite so…I think that might work. If Jay doesn’t mind waiting, that is?”
 

My heart began to pound inside my chest and blood surged into my cock. I had no idea how we were going to arrange me watching but I suspected Heather had a plan, since she was suggesting the hotel.
 

Kwabena contemplated the idea for some time. He must have realized it was really the only way he was getting what he wanted. “Very well,” he said, forcing himself to smile. He obviously would have preferred a different ending but this would have to do.
 

On the way back to the hotel Kwabena and Heather sat in the back of the cab and made out while I sat up front.
 

Every so often I would catch the driver glancing in the rear view mirror, the over at me, probably wondering what the hell was going on. When we got to the hotel I paid him and left a good tip as Kwabena and Heather headed inside.
 

Racing in after them I just made it to the door as it was about to close. “Uh, sorry,” I said, pushing it open.
 

Kwabena shot me an irritated glare.
 

“Just…could I use the bathroom?” I asked.
 

He looked at Heather who’d opened her mouth to say something, then changed her mind.
 

Without waiting for an answer, I pushed my way inside. I could tell Kwabena was getting angrier by the minute and it was becoming clearer and clearer to me that she didn’t have a plan. I guess I panicked. As much as I wanted this to happen I just didn’t think I’d be able to bear it happening without me there.
 

“Kwabena?” I said, glancing at Heather.
 

Her eyes went wide and she started to shake her head.
 

“We haven’t been totally honest with you.” I looked straight at him.
 

He frowned, not sure what to make of what I’d said.
 

“Heather and I…we’re married.”
 

Strangely enough he didn’t seem as shocked by what I’d said as I expected he’d be. He kept staring at me, waiting for the rest of the explanation without saying a word.
 

“Heather…we got this crazy idea into our heads. We just got married a few days ago. And…we got off the plane and it just felt like a different world, like what happened here would never follow us home. And…”
 

Kwabena held up a hand. “I’ve heard enough for tonight,” he said, shaking his head. “If you’ll excuse me I think I’ll find a cab home. It was a pleasure.”
 

“Kwabena, wait…”
 

But he didn’t. Squeezing past me he walked out the door and let it slam shut behind him.
 

I felt like a total jerk. Looking at Heather, it seemed like she did, too.
 

“Why did you do that?” she asked, an angry edge to her tone.
 

At first the question made me feel worse. But then I realized that I’d actually done the right thing. Heather really had no right to be mad. “I told you I wanted to be there when it happened,” I said.
 

“Yeah but, I mean, there was no way and he was all worked up and…”
 

“Heather,” I said, holding up a hand. “We were kind of using the guy. Even if there had been a way for me to watch, what we were doing wasn’t right.”
 

She opened her mouth to argue the point, but paused. She slumped down onto the bed, her shoulders sagging. “You’re right,” she muttered. She looked up with a pained expression. “What are we going to do?”
 

I sat down next to her and put an arm over her shoulder. “I don’t know. We’ll think of something, some way to apologize. I think for now we should try to get some sleep.”
 

“Jay?” Heather said, looking up at me with her big eyes.
 

“Yeah?”
 

“I’m not feeling very sexy anymore tonight.”
 

“It’s okay, baby. Neither am I. Let’s just go to bed.”
 

Heather took a shower and slipped into bed as I stared out the window, staring out into the African night and wondering how to make things right.
 






Chapter Seven


Kwabena didn’t meet us in the lobby the next day. Not that he had any obligation. He’d done his best to make us comfortable and help us settle in and we’d treated him like dirt in return.
 

I walked Heather to the campus and made sure all the equipment was still functioning. Then I waited for her first interviewee to arrive before heading out to explore a bit of the city.
 

My mind was heavy with guilt at how we’d treated Kwabena as I set out, despite the cheerful, sunny day. Wandering out of the campus I saw the small cafe Kwabena and I had shared a coffee and decided I needed another one before wandering any further.
 

Walking through the door rang the little bell hung above it. It took a moment for my eyes to adjust to the light in the room. When they did I saw the same waitress from the day before behind the counter. Sitting at the same table we’d been at, was Kwabena.
 

I glanced down at the ground for a moment, shame filling me at seeing him again. I reached for the door to step back out when I heard him say my name.
 

“Jay.”
 

I looked up.
 

Kwabena wagged two fingers at me then pointed them towards the chair across the table.
 

Ignoring my nerves I walked up to the table, pulled out the chair and sat down. “Kwabena look…” I began but he put up a hand and stopped me. He waved the waitress over.
 

“Keyfey,” he said, before turning back to me.
 

The waitress scurried away without staring at me this time.
 

Kwabena leaned against the back of his chair and folded his thick arms across his chest. He stared at me for a moment before cracking a smile. Reaching up, he removed his dark glasses and set them on the table before leaning forward and propping himself against it with his arms. He shook his head and the smile turned into a chuckle.
 

Relief washed over me at the realization that I wasn’t about to get yelled at or worse. I’d wanted to make amends with him about what had happened but deep inside I was scared about what sort of man he really was.
 

“You are a fucker, Jason,” he said, still chuckling.
 

It was the sort of thing a teacher might say to an errant student in confidence. It was comforting to know he wasn’t pissed, but a little belittling to be called that. But considering what had happened I really couldn't object. “Look, I really am sorry about what we did.”
 

The waitress came back carrying my coffee and I paused while she set it down.
 

“It was a mistake what happened. We shouldn’t have done it. And…I’m sorry.”
 

Kwabena nodded and eyed me for a few moments more. “Don’t worry too much about it. Just enough not to do it again. It’s not nice, you know?”
 

“I know. I know.”
 

“Besides,” he said, leaning closer and taking a sip of his coffee. “If you want something like that, most of the time all you have to do is ask.”
 

I raised an eyebrow. It was a strange thing for him to say, or so I thought.
 

“You see? There are all sorts of things in this world you don’t know about. You think you’re the first white man who wants to watch his wife get stuffed by a black cock?”
 

This made my eyes go wide in shock. It was probably the last thing I was expecting him to say.
 

“Oh yes, Jason,” Kwabena reassured, his chuckle returning. He leaned in even closer. “And not just that, my friend. You can’t imagine what some men want for their women.” One side of his mouth twisted into a wicked grin.
 

It was as tantalizing a thing as I’d ever heard. I was a bit reluctant to ask but the prospect proved irresistible. “Really? Like what?”
 

Kwabena smiled and shook his head. “Oh no. You can’t start like that,” he said. “You have to go slow, go gentle. Or else you might hurt yourself.”
 

“O…okay,” I said, not quite sure what he meant or where to take it from there.
 

“I tell you what. Why don’t you give Miss Heather a little surprise tonight.”
 

“A…a surprise?” I stammered. “What sort of surprise?”
 

Kwabena pulled a card out of his wallet. “Here’s my address. Why don’t you come by around eight. We’ll get it done right. You can sit in a comfortable chair and drink scotch instead of trying to sneak around hotel rooms.”
 

My eyes went wider still. “Are…are you saying…”
 

“Yes,” Kwabena said, sparing me from having to say it. “You bring her by and I will lay her good.” He pressed the heels of his palms together in a gentle smack.
 

A shudder raced through me. Now this seemed how it should be done.
 

I was on pins and needles all day as I walked around Koflao.
 

Heather emerged from her interviews much the same as she had gone in, quiet and sullen.
 

I wanted nothing more than to blurt out what had happened that morning, to tell her what I had in store that night. But Kwabena had decided it would be more fun to surprise her and I had agreed that it would.
 

So I took her back to the hotel and let her shower.
 

“What do you want for dinner?” I asked, after she got out.
 

“Oh, I don’t know. I’m not really that hungry,” she said, flopping down on the bed.
 

Normally I would have left her to brood, sometimes that was just what she needed, but I knew that what we had in store would drag her out of her foul mood. So I pulled a nice outfit out of the closet, a modest white top and a loose dark green skirt, and threw them on the bed next to her. “Come on, put these on. I’m taking you out. My treat.”
 

Heather glanced at the clothes then shot me a scowl. “I don’t know, Jay. I don’t think I’m in the mood to…”
 

I grabbed her wrists and hauled her up to sit. “Listen, I’m not taking ‘no’ for an answer here. Now get dressed, okay?”
 

Heather harrumphed in that way she did when she got annoyed at being bossed around too much.
 

I could tell we were on a knife’s edge here. If she let herself succumb to her irritation there probably wouldn’t be much I could do about it.
 

Thankfully, after a sigh, she picked up the top and slipped it on, then stepped into the dress. Pulling a pair of sandals out of the closet she put them on, then folded her arms across her chest as she waited by the door. “Well? Are we going then?” she said, doing nothing to mask her irritation at having been talked into going out.
 

I was as giddy as I was nervous and it was a wonder I didn’t skip across the room to where she was standing. That would have probably given something away, though. I didn’t normally get this excited about anything.
 

Outside I hailed a cab and held the door open while Heather stepped in. Pulling Kwabena’s card out of my pocket I gave the driver the address.
 

Heather frowned at me. “Where are we going?” she asked.
 

I couldn’t help cracking a smile but I wanted to keep the secret as long as I could. “Did you mean it when you said you weren’t hungry?”
 

“Why?” she asked. “What are you cooking up? I’m not really up for anything weird, Jay.”
 

Normally I might have begun to panic at hearing her say this. Somehow this time I knew that this wouldn’t fit her definition of weird. “Just sit back and relax. We’ll be there soon. I want it to be a surprise.”
 

Heather seemed unconvinced but didn’t object and further.
 

About five minutes later we pulled up in front of one of the nicer looking houses I’d seen so far in Koflao. It was surrounded by a high fence with a gate at the front. We paid the cabbies and stepped out into the night.
 

I pressed the button on the intercom.
 

“Jay? What is this place?” Heather asked.
 

The intercom crackled to life. “Hello?”
 

I couldn’t tell whether Heather recognized Kwabena’s voice or not.
 

“Hi. It’s us.”
 

“Excellent. Come inside. It’s just up the drive.”
 

“Jason,” Heather said, squeezing my arm. “What is this? What’s going on?”
 

I smiled at her and offered my arm. “You really don’t know?” I asked.
 

“No,” she replied. She took my arm and as the gate swung open we stepped into the yard and began to walk up the drive.
 

The house was painted in white stucco with a boxy design. The light on the front porch was on attracting all sorts of bugs.
 

As we approached the door swung open and a moment later Kwabena stepped out dressed in a black housecoat with a cigar dangling from his mouth.
 

I looked at Heather just as she registered who it was.
 

Kwabena spread his arms out and waved us towards him. He puffed on the cigar and blew out a cloud of smoke towards the dark sky. “Come! Come!”
 

Heather’s energy changed instantly. Her back straightened. She pulled her shoulders back and her chin rose a little.
 

It seemed to be an almost instinctive transformation, one she didn’t intend just one that happened on its own. She glanced at me, looking like she couldn’t believe what was happening.
 

“I met him in a coffee shop this morning. He…” I let out a sigh. “It’s kind of a long story. Come on. Let’s go inside. I’m sure we’ll have a chance to talk.”
 

As we walked up the steps to the house Kwabena reached out and took Heather’s hand.
 

I saw her blush and her eyes fluttered towards the ground before she looked back up and met his gaze.
 

“You look very beautiful in the evening, Miss Heather,” Kwabena said, grinning.
 

Heather looked back at me.
 

I smiled. She did look beautiful, especially with her slender fingers perched on Kwabena’s meaty, dark paw.
 

Seeming to come to terms with the situation, Heather let herself be led inside the house.
 

I followed and closed the door.
 

The place was nicely furnished with minimal clutter and clean lines. It was clear that either Kwabena was doing very well with his tour operator business or he had a little something going on the side.
 

He led us into a modest living room that contained a rectangular white settee, a smile looking armchair and a coffee table between them. He walked Heather over to the settee and she sat down. “Now, what shall we have to drink tonight?” he asked.
 

Heather looked around the room before turning to Kwabena again. “Am I going to get an explanation about what’s going on?” she asked, her lips just hinting at a smile.
 

Kwabena took another step towards her and brushed her chin with his fingers. “My dear Miss Heather, you are going to get nicely fucked this evening. Your husband didn’t mention that?” he asked, grinning.
 

Heather emitted a tiny gasp as she turned to look at me with an open mouth.
 

I wavered for a moment, not sure whether I’d done the right thing by keeping it a surprise.
 

The look in her eyes when she turned to stare up at Kwabena again assured me I had.
 

“I’ll have…I’ll have…oh, I don’t know what to have?” Heather seemed suddenly distracted with stars in her eyes.
 

“Don’t worry, Miss Heather, I’ll fix you something good. Whisky for you?” he asked, turning to me.
 

I nodded. I was having a hard time keeping my eyes off of Heather. She was blushing slightly but more than that there seemed to be a glow about her, too.
 

Kwabena fixed our drinks, serving Heather a dawa and giving me a healthy pour of a very nice smelling scotch. Then he sat down next to Heather on the settee and mashed his cigar into an ashtray to put it out before settling back and putting an arm around her.
 

Heather took a sip of her drink before glancing shyly at the ground. It was a funny change from the night before and one I liked.
 

It felt like I was in the driver’s seat now, that I was the mastermind of this all, the director working behind the scenes pulling strings and that her performance that evening would be for me.
 

After taking two more sips of her cocktail, Heather set the glass down on the coffee table and looked at me, then at Kwabena. “So is someone going to tell me what is going on? Besides the fact that I’m about to get nicely fucked?”
 

Her profanity stirred a lust inside me that began to stiffen my cock even as I guffawed at how unexpected it was.
 

Kwabena began to chuckle, too. He brushed her cheek with the back of his thick fingers again. “It seems your husband has some desires he needs his wife to fulfill,” he explained.
 

Heather turned to me and narrowed her eyes. “Well I knew that already. How is it that we’re here at your house? Aren’t you mad?”
 

Kwabena sighed. “I must admit I was a little miffed last night. No one likes being taken for a ride, do they? But I’m not easily wounded and find it hard to carry a grudge. It was a nice coincidence that your husband chose the same coffee shop as I did.”
 

Heather shot me a sly glance. “Was it?” she asked.
 

She may have been thinking that I’d somehow orchestrated this, that it hadn’t been a coincidence. I didn’t feel the need to explain that it really had just been a coincidence. It made me feel a little more like the puppet-master that way, too.
 

“So you two think you’re just going to bring me here and have your way with me. Is that it?” Heather asked playfully.
 

Kwabena began to chuckle as he stood up.
 

We both gasped when he pulled apart his bathrobe to reveal he was completely naked underneath. Our eyes settled on the swinging trunk of a cock between his legs. Soda-can thick and crawling with veins. Wrapping a fist around it, he brought it up so the wrinkled foreskin was just inches from Heather’s parted lips.
 

My eyes went wide and my heart began to pump.
 

Heather leaned back a little, her gaze wandering the length of the glistening, ebony shaft.
 

“I don’t think it’s a question of what we think, Miss Heather,” Kwabena explained with a smile. “It’s a question of what you desire.” He paused, fixing her with his gaze. “And I have yet to meet a pretty little blonde girl like you that’s been able to escape that desire once it has been properly aroused.”
 

His words chilled and excited me. It seemed that Kwabena had already had some experience with pretty little blonde girls. He seemed to take on the role of ringmaster, putting on a bit of a show about his phallus.
 

I couldn’t help but wonder, though, if there wasn’t some truth to his words. His cock was impressive in length and girth. I could only imagine the pleasure Heather would get from it. Was that something a pretty little blonde girl could walk away from when it came time?
 

A thought struck me. I sat forward in the chair and raised a hand, like a student who needs to ask a question in class.
 

Kwabena turned at the motion and raised his brow as if to ask “yes?”
 

“I…I forgot to mention…we’re trying to…” No matter which way I tried to start the sentence I couldn’t find a good way to finish. I looked to Heather, hoping she would take over but she was still stunned, enthralled by the slab of dark meat being presented to her.
 

“You are not protected, Miss Heather?” Kwabena asked, turning to her again.
 

This seemed to stir her from her stupor. Heather opened her mouth to answer but only managed a shake of the head.
 

“Hmm,” Kwabena said, his expression darkening. “I will have to be careful then. I can’t use a condom. Allergic to them, you see?” he said, turning to me again.
 

It was a frightfully arousing sight, watching this dark wizard bring an innocent maiden under the spell of his staff. I shouldn’t have agreed, of course. I should have protested, said that it was too risky, that we would have to call it all off.
 

But Heather’s teasing kept ringing in my ears. It would shatter our world if she got pregnant by another man. Then why was imagining the possibility hardening my cock so much?
 

A silence descended on the room.
 

Kwabena held his cock in front of her mouth a while longer. Then he took a step forward and touched the side of her cheek with it. Not a slap, just a gentle touch, but done in such a way to look like he was…anointing her with it or something.
 

Heather gasped. She brought up a hand and let the tips of her fingers graze the spot it had touched her skin. Then she looked up and stared into Kwabena’s eyes.
 

Kwabena began massaging his cock with his hand, stroking it back and forth, coaxing it to life. After a few strokes he pulled back a little further.
 

The once wrinkled foreskin went taut as it slid back, exposing the bluish-purple head of his cock.
 

Heather’s eyes darted back down to look at it. They opened wider still.
 

Without asking, Kwabena put a thumb on her chin and pulled her mouth open. 
 

Her tongue fell out.
 

Another step forward and the crown of his phallus slipped past her lips and into her mouth. Kwabena growled as he slid himself along her tongue.
 

Heather let out a breathy moan, as if she’d just tasted something exquisite. Something rare. As she looked back at Kwabena, her mouth now stuffed with his dick, he smiled.
 

Heather’s cheeks hollowed and she began to suck.
 






Chapter Eight


Kwabena put a hand on his hip, holding his bathrobe behind him so I had a full and perfect view of what was happening.
 

Heather seemed consumed by what she was doing in a way unlike I’d ever seen before. Not only was she sucking him so gently, his cock had her full attention. When she wasn’t looking up into his eyes she was gazing at it with love, stroking the root of it with her fingers and reaching under him to caress his balls.
 

Kwabena seemed to savour every second of it. As if having a pretty little blonde girl suck him off was to be done like tasting whisky. Slowly and enjoying every drop.
 

He didn’t make her take any more of him than she wanted. Just stood there and let her do all the work.
 

With each bob of her head, Heather’s enthusiasm for what she was doing seemed to grow. That, or her impatience to make him climax. But not because she was tired of it or bored. There was a hunger, a neediness to her urgency. Like she couldn’t wait to taste his offering.
 

When his cock did begin to flex inside her mouth, Kwabena seemed unfazed. He didn’t offer any warning or ask permission for what he was about to do. Instead, he let out the slightest breath of satisfaction as he ejaculated into her mouth, as if it were his right.
 

Heather, not normally a fan of the taste of sperm, shocked me when she began sucking even harder as he came.
 

I watched the muscles in her throat working as she struggled to swallow every last drop of what was obviously a very voluminous load. Voluminous enough that she couldn’t get it all down. She coughed and some of the white cream sputtered out of the sides of her mouth and ran down her jaw.
 

Only then did Kwabena move. He reached out, swept a finger along her jaw and scooped the liquid up. He held it off to the side.
 

I could see he’d stopped coming but Heather didn’t relent. She continued to suck until I was sure there was nothing left in him. Then, gazing up into his eyes, she proceeded to polish his cock with her tongue until it was glistening in the dim light.
 

Kwabena put the finger with his drying cum to her lips.
 

Heather obediently slurped it into her mouth and gave it the same treatment she had his cock, cleaning it until it was practically shinning.
 

To my astonishment, despite his orgasm, Kwabena’s cock showed no signs of abating. It stood up just as stiff as it had been never used. “Get up on the settee on your hands and knees, Miss Heather,” he ordered.
 

Heather scrambled up as if it had been an order from a drill sergeant. She got up onto the settee on her hands and knees, craning her neck to stare over her shoulder at Kwabena.
 

Kwabena, still holding his stiff cock, put one knee on the settee, reached out and split the lips of Heather’s glistening pussy with a finger and thumb. He grinned. “What a fine woman you’ve married,” he said, smiling at me. “Look how she shines.” He leaned forward and sniffed. “And that smell,” he purred. “Like a bitch in heat. Come here, Jay,” he said.
 

Pulling myself to my feet I stumbled through the room. Somehow I knew what Kwabena wanted without him saying it. I sank to my knees by the settee, eyeing the sacred gash, the object of my worship I was about to blaspheme.
 

Placing my hands on the chair, I leaned forward, tongue jutting out of my mouth. I closed my eyes and inhaled the sharp smell of Heather’s juices, the scent of her desire. She tasted sharp and sweet and her flavour spread across my tongue and trickled down my throat.
 

I licked her and suckled on her clit until my mouth was covered in my own spit and the mucus drooling from her core. Having readied her for Kwabena, I retreated back to my own chair on my hands and knees.
 

As Kwabena positioned himself behind her, Heather began to breathe heavily. Her mouth was hanging open and she was still staring behind herself, as if desperate to see what he would look like going in.
 

Kwabena pressed the tip of his cock against her slit and painted it up and down, collecting her juice. “You can’t see a thing, can you, Miss Heather?” he asked.
 

Heather shook her head.
 

Kwabena smiled and patted her ass. “Onto your back.”
 

Heather flipped onto her back with the agility of an acrobat. Her feet floated up into the air, legs waving like long grass in the wind. She held herself open by her thighs as Kwabena stepped between them.
 

I leaned forward in my chair, clutching the arms of it and staring wide-eyed at the unfolding scene. I gasped as the tip of his cock touched her pink flesh.
 

This time, instead of running it up and down, he leaned a little further forward.
 

Heather’s lips sealed a little tighter for a moment against the pressure. But her pussy was so slick that a split second later they blossomed open, sucking Kwabena in.
 

Heather’s eyes opened so wide I thought they were going to pop out of her head. “Oh my fucking God,” she whispered, staring at Kwabena.
 

He had put a hand on either of her thighs, splaying her legs open, holding one still high in the air and the other slightly off to one side. Staring at his cock, he grunted, grimaced, then drove the rest of his shaft into her waiting cunt.
 

Heather, her head craned forward now, staring down her body and between her legs, let out a grunting moan as his girth stretched her pussy taut.
 

He piled in about two thirds of his cock before coming to a stop. I saw the root of his meat flex.
 

Heather grunted again.
 

Kwabena began hauling his python back out.
 

This caused the lips of Heather’s pussy to do something I’d never seen before. He was so thick and she was gripping him so tightly with them that it looked like a mouth stretched wide open but desperate to keep what it was sucking, in.
 

Kwabena didn’t pull his entire cock out. Instead he kept the head of it inside her and lunged at her with a more violent thrust.
 

Heather bucked, nails clawing against the fabric of the settee. Her lip curled with the pained agony of an approaching orgasm.
 

Once again Kwabena came to a stop about two thirds of the way in. He readjusted himself on the settee, spread Heather’s legs open a little further.
 

Her painted toes wiggled as he did.
 

Then he pushed in a little deeper, as if testing, prodding her insides to see what she could take.
 

Heather shook her head. A slight look of panic formed on her face. “Kwabena,” she whispered. “I don’t…I don’t think I can.”
 

Kwabena cracked a smile with one corner of his mouth. He dragged his hand up her thigh and grabbed her ankle and spread her legs as far as they could go. He turned to me, smiling. “Don’t worry, Jay, son. They all say that.” The smile faded from his lips. He turned to Heather and without warning lunged at her with his hips.
 

A sound so vulgar filled the room that my head started to spin. Something between the splitting of a ripe watermelon and the sound of someone trying to slurp up the remnants of their drink with a straw but sticker and more dense.
 

Heather emitted a wail I’d never heard her make before. She stared at Kwabena disappearing into her with a look of fear, like he might split her in two. But as the root of his cock slipped between her lips her mouth fell open. Her head fell back and she stared at the ceiling as if she were comatose.
 

She exhaled with a soft hiss. Then a look of complete bliss settled on her face. Her nipples hardened into two wrinkled cherries and she flushed a bright red.
 

Kwabena let go of her ankles and sank down onto her, his substantial weight pressing her into the settee.
 

I shuddered. My cock was aching and throbbing in my pants. A part of me couldn’t believe this was happening, couldn’t believe my fantasy, the vision that I’d had, had become real. Another much larger part never wanted it to end.
 

Kwabena began sawing into her with soft, easy strokes.
 

Heather seemed to have become accustomed to his size now because she no longer looked uncomfortable in any way. Her arms drifted up over his neck. Her thighs floated against his until her calves were resting on his ass, ankles locked behind him.
 

The reality of it hit me like a blast of air from a hot furnace. Heather, my wife and lover, was being defiled before my very eyes by the thickest, darkest cock I’d ever seen.
 

It drove me wild.
 

“Fuck how tight your pussy is, Miss Heather,” Kwabena whispered.
 

This seemed to excite her because she began wiggling beneath him. Her hips rose to meet his thrusts, legs flexing as they did. Her breathing quickened. The muscles in her arms flexed as she held onto him more tightly.
 

Her body seemed to start to vibrate.
 

Kwabena grunted.
 

The sound shook me from my stupor, yanked me from the tension of the moment and turned the lights on in my brain. It was clear they were about to come, about to share an orgasm in a moment of ecstasy.
 

But I couldn’t really let that happen, could I? Heather had only gone off birth control recently but this was an altogether absolutely unnecessary risk.
 

If Kwabena came inside her, if he spilled his seed, there was a very real chance with how deep he was, that it would find it’s mark. The swimmer’s would make their way through her tunnels, aided by how wet she was. And all it would take was one to pierce the protective glycoprotein layer surrounding her ovum.
 

In a split-second everything would change. Their DNA would mix, locking in the code for a new human life to take shape. Hers and his.
 

Nothing to do with me.
 

But this very real and very dangerous possibility had the opposite effect it was supposed to on my psyche. Instead of jumping up and shouting for them to stop, for Kwabena to pull out, to retract his dark seeding muscle before the trigger had been pulled, I found myself paralyzed in my seat, barely able to breathe.
 

The delicate whimper Heather emitted as her climax began was accompanied by a rough grunt from Kwabena. Their bodies seemed to slow, then stop completely, as if in a tableau.
 

My eyes were drawn to the only two parts of them where motion remained. The root of his black snake and the pink lips encircling it, sealing it in. Both were pulsing in unison, his spitting a potent cocktail, hers drinking it in.
 

I watched, enraptured by the lewd ballet of flesh.
 

As the pleasure subsided they shuddered in unison and Kwabena began thrusting again. This time each withdrawal showed more of his cock coated in a slick cocktail of his semen and Heather’s frothy cream.
 

They continued fucking until they both seemed completely drained. Then Kwabena settled onto her even more heavily.
 

Heather didn’t seem to mind one bit. Her delicate fingers caressed up and down his back, her legs gliding along his until her calves settled on his.
 

And there I had it. My wish had come true. But nothing about me felt sated. Never mind that all I wanted was to rip Heather from beneath him and fuck her myself. That much was obvious.
 

Now that I’d seen this much, tasted what a whore my could be, all I wanted was another drink.
 






Chapter Nine


The cab ride back to the hotel was excruciating. Heather wore a very sleepy and somewhat bemused smile. She glanced at me from time to time and squeezed the hand she was holding.
 

As soon as we fell through the door I threw myself at her, landing both of us on one of the beds, Heather on her back beneath me.
 

She giggled and shrugged away as I sucked on her neck like a leech, hiking up the skirt she was wearing so I could get into her.
 

I was sporting a raging erection and wanted nothing more than to shove it into her and bring myself to a hot release.
 

As I tugged her underwear down her legs I caught a glimpse of a fleck of Kwabena’s cum crusted onto her pubes. I must have stared at it for moment too long.
 

Heather giggled again and touched her palm to my cheek.
 

I looked up and stared into her smiling eyes. “You let him come inside you,” I whispered. I’m not sure what I was expecting in response but it certainly wasn’t the smile she gave me.
 

“Yeah. Sorry about that,” she said quietly.
 

“Aren’t you even a little worried about that?” I asked.
 

Heather shrugged. “I think it’s going to be alright.”
 

I couldn’t resist the pull I felt to look at her pussy again. It was a filthy and absolutely mesmerizing sight.
 

“You really get off on that, huh?” Heather whispered.
 

I shook my head. “I…I don’t know what it is,” I stammered back.
 

Heather paused and I could feel her watching me as I stared at her cunt. “Do you want to look closer at it?” she asked. “He’s still inside me.”
 

He’s still inside me.
 

The words lanced through me, stinging my insides. “Oh God, Heather. I can’t…I don’t know…” I still couldn’t bring myself to look up from her hole.
 

“Go on then. Why don’t you take a look?” Before I could stop her she had reached down between her legs with both hands and spread the outer lips of her pussy apart. “It’s okay, Jay. I don’t mind,” she whispered.
 

And so, though I was desperate to be inside her, my curiosity and her urging got the better of me. Sliding down the bed and between her legs, I laid eyes on her opening, peering into the darkness as if I might find the motivation for my depraved lust in there.
 

Heather closed her eyes and clenched her pussy muscles. They made a sound like someone pushing saliva through their teeth. When she relaxed a dribble of Kwabena’s cream trickled out.
 

I gasped as I looked up at her. What drew me so much to this sight was still a mystery but it was irresistible.
 

“It’s okay,” she repeated. “You can touch it if you want.”
 

I reached out with a slightly shaking hand until the tips of my fingers pressed against the still hot seed running out of her. The sticky liquid clung to my fingers as I pulled them away, staring at it.
 

Heather raised herself up on her elbows, then sat up so her back was against the headboard. She reached out and took my wrist, staring into my eyes. “Come here,” she said.
 

But instead of drawing me to her so I could stick my cock into her cunt, she put a hand on my cheek and pulled me lower.
 

The heat of her palm was like a magnet and even though I knew what vile thing she had in mind I had no choice but to follow it.
 

“That’s it,” she said, pulling me closer still until my mouth hovered just inches above her pussy. The acidic smell of her own sex was mingled with the heady, dank odour of Kwabena’s cock. “Put your mouth on it,” she ordered.
 

I looked up at her.
 

She was staring down with stern but loving eyes and her words left little room for argument or negotiation. And the strange thing was I didn’t want to argue or negotiate with her at all. I wanted to show her I loved her by obeying.
 

I pressed my lips against her pussy. Hesitant at first, I pushed through my apprehension to bring my tongue out of my mouth. My first taste of Kwabena’s semen caused me gag and I nearly retched but I stifled that reflex, too.
 

Instead I plunged deeper into her insides, eating her out and swallowing Kwabena’s deposit.
 

Heather’s breathing had quickened and by the time I had finished her thighs were shaking against my cheeks.
 

I tried to pull away but she locked me in place with her legs. “Oh, baby, no!” she yelped. “I’m almost there!”
 

Though my jaw was hurting and my tongue sore, I craned my neck to reach her clit and started flailing at it.
 

Heather’s hole clenched and squeezed as she approached orgasm. Finally, and right as I thought I wouldn’t be able to go on, she came with a shriek. I kept licking until she released me and put a hand on my forehead to push me away.
 

Then, hauling her down onto her back, I scrambled between her legs, pressed the tip of my cock against her freshly cleaned slit and drove myself inside.
 

The bed shook and banged against the wall as I fucked her and Heather held onto me with her arms around my neck.
 

With the tension of everything I’d seen still tight in my loins, I came in no time, groaning at each rush of release as I drained myself into her cunt. I lingered in the moment for a few seconds, my brain still wallowing in the delightful cocktail of chemicals each climax brought.
 

But as my pleasure waned, a finger of regret poked at my mind. I slid out and off of Heather and onto my side on the bed.
 

She turned her head, then turned her body so she was facing me and smiled. Running her fingers through my hair she asked, “wasn’t that hot?”
 

I smiled back at her, though I suspect she probably knew it was a bit forced. “It was…” I replied. But the way I said it made it feel unfinished, like there was more on my mind.
 

Heather smiled a little more widely. “But?”
 

I sighed. “Oh God, I don’t know, Heather. I just watched you fuck another man. I just…I just cleaned him out of you. I’m not sure how I feel about that now that I’ve come.”
 

Heather continued to stare into my eyes, her fingers in my hair sending shivers down my back. “Yeah, I can see how you might have a different opinion about it now that it’s actually happened,” she said with a giggle. “But I really want to thank you.”
 

“You do?” I asked.
 

“I do.”
 

“For what?”
 

“For going through with it. For talking me into it and talking to Kwabena again and arranging everything.”
 

I couldn’t quite recall if that was the way it had happened but I was happy that she was grateful.
 

“I had an amazing time,” she whispered.
 

That word twisted me a little, too. Of course I wanted her to have a great time, that was all part of it, but amazing? That was a little…too good? Was that it?
 

“I’ve never felt a cock like that inside me.”
 

I wasn’t sure whether she knew how she was making me feel. I didn’t want to ruin the mood by telling her to lay off. But hearing how great another man’s cock felt inside your wife is sort of a mixed bag. Especially after we’d just had sex. Still, I did my best not to show my conflicted emotions.
 

“Do you think he’d do it again?”
 

The question sent a shiver racing down my spine. Not only because she was already thinking about next time. It was also because I was, too.
 






Chapter Ten


Unsurprisingly, Kwabena was more than amenable to enjoying Heather again. The next morning he met us with coffee’s in hand, smiling in the sunshine outside the hotel. “I thought I’d escort you to your office,” he said, handing Heather her coffee. “It’s such a beautiful day, isn’t it?”
 

Heather giggled, took the offered cup and then, blushing, pecked his cheek with her lips.
 

“Oh, how sweet!” Kwabena said, tilting his head.
 

Perhaps it was but not for me. We had discussed none of this, none of how the after part would go. I had only ever fantasized about seeing Heather with someone else. Dealing with the aftermath hadn’t been a part of that fantasy. But I didn’t want to come off as a bad sport so I kept my mouth shut.
 

I walked behind Heather and Kwabena as they chatted, not wanting to be rude or petty by trying to assert myself by muscling him aside.
 

As it turned out, Kwabena spared us the trouble of asking whether he would be interested in another evening with Heather by inviting us over again himself. “So? Would you two care for a repeat of last night’s performance?” he asked, grinning.
 

Heather’s eyes lit up.
 

I opened my mouth only to realize I had nothing to say. I wanted to talk to Heather some more about what had happened and how it had made me feel but this was not the time or the place.
 

“What do you think, Jay?” she asked. She was wearing her wild eyes again.
 

“What do you think, Jay?” Kwabena echoed, smiling at me.
 

For some reason Heather thought this wildly funny. She burst into laughter and Kwabena started chuckling along with her.
 

I felt like an ass, not really getting the joke, so I smirked and decided to ignore what may have been a slight against me. “Sure. Why not?” I said, doing my best to sound nonchalant. As if the prospect weren’t making my stomach turn a little.
 

“Excellent,” Kwabena rumbled in his low baritone. “But this time perhaps you don’t have to rush off?”
 

The forced smile I’d put on faded. “Uh, what do you mean?” I asked.
 

“I understand you’d like to be together afterwards. No problem. But why don’t you stay the night at my place? That way we can stretch the evening out a little more. Unless that’s too much for a work night?”
 

Heather, who had been staring into Kwabena’s eyes as he spoke, let her gaze drift down his body. She paused at his mid-riff, no doubt imagining the muscle that had stretched her so thoroughly the night before. “I’m pretty sure it’ll be fine,” she said with chuckle.
 

“Good. Then I’ll expect you at six for dinner.” He flashed her one last smile, then turned and walked off towards the street.
 

I watched him go until I felt Heather press up against my arm.
 

“You okay?” she asked. She was wearing a very earnest expression but something about the way she was looking at me gave me the impression that she didn’t really need to hear whether I was or not.
 

Maybe it was just me.
 

“I…I want to do this. It’s hot and I want to have fun but…”
 

“But it’s a little scary, too, right?” she offered, raising an eyebrow.
 

I nodded in reply.
 

Heather stood up on her tiptoes and pressed her lips against mine in a gentle kiss. “That’s what makes it fun,” she whispered. “I better get up there.” She turned and skipped up the steps of the building, leaving me standing in the blazing heat.
 

Kwabena was ready with dinner when we arrived. He welcomed us with an aperitif and we all sat around the dining room table chatting.
 

The alcohol helped unwind some of the tension that had been building inside me throughout the day. As dinner progressed I watched Kwabena inch his way around the table. By the time dessert rolled around he was sitting quite close to Heather.
 

Heather either found him quite charming or was putting on a show because she smiled often and laughed at all of his jokes. Ever once in a while she would look up, her face illuminated by the flickering glow of the candles on the table, and smile at me.
 

I appreciated that she did. My engorged organ betrayed how aroused I was by the situation. But my mind was clouded with worry. It wasn’t so much that I didn’t like the idea of her and Kwabena fucking again, it was more that I felt I’d had little say in the matter.
 

With dessert out of the way, Kwabena leaned close to Heather and began to kiss her neck.
 

She looked up and into my eyes. She was wearing a very strange, very penetrating stare.
 

In that moment I felt her look into me like no one else ever had. It was as if she saw the true me, came to know me better than I knew myself.
 

When Kwabena went to kiss her on the lips she rejected him, tilting her head to one side. “Just a second,” she said.
 

He seemed a little surprised by the sudden change in her demeanour.
 

Pushing her chair back, Heather stood up, moved it to one side, then lifted her leg and set one foot down on it.
 

An electric arousal began to thrum through me as I began to realize what she was going to do.
 

She looked over at Kwabena, staring at him the way a queen would at her subject.
 

He understood almost immediately that she was asking him to stand up by the stare. He did, tilted his head and kissed her on the mouth.
 

She allowed this to continue for a moment before giving his chest a gentle push. Their lips came apart with a wet smack. She guided him around her, until he was standing behind her and his hands were on his shoulders. Then she looked at me again and bent her index finger twice, indicating that I should approach.
 

I stood up and did just that. Not only was I happy to be involved in the action this time, I was being driven absolutely wild by Heather’s commanding attitude. She was acting as if she owned everyone in the room and that was incredibly hot.
 

I stepped up in front of her just as Kwabena’s lips began laying a trail of wet kisses along her neck.
 

Heather gazed into my eyes, still searching, still discovering me. She put a finger on my chin and pulled me lower, towards her mouth. Her lips parted and she ran her tongue along them left to right.
 

I wasn’t sure if she wanted me to kiss her so I stayed bent slightly forward, ready to obey whatever command that might come.
 

“I can see you’re turned on,” she said.
 

I nodded. “Yes.”
 

“By the idea that I’m going to take another man into my body again?” she whispered.
 

It was a crushingly arousing question. “Yes,” I repeated.
 

Heather pulled me forward into a gentle kiss. She let her tongue wander into my mouth, then pulled back.
 

Kwabena’s dark hands travelled along her shoulders as he pulled her hair to one side and took a long whiff of her neck.
 

“I want you to make me ready,” Heather whispered. She reached down and began to bunch her dress up until her legs, then finally her underwear were exposed. “Lick me,” she said.
 

I sank to my knees. I’d never really fantasized about being dominated, or submissive in any way but I now found it terrifically erotic.
 

Heather pulled her underwear aside, exposing her thick bush and the glistening slit beneath it.
 

I shuffled forward, craning my neck and contorting myself to get under her legs.
 

Kwabena opened his eyes, his lips locked to her neck like a black vampire in mid-feed. He let go of her flesh and cracked a smile.
 

With both of them staring at me, I opened my mouth and tasted Heather’s essence, lapping up the sticky mucus that dripped from her until her pussy was clean.
 

Heather turned her head and Kwabena closed his eyes to kiss her again. They kissed for a long time as I began twisting my tongue around her clit to try and make her come.
 

When their kiss finally ended, Heather seemed no closer to a climax and my jaw was getting quite sore. Deciding that we should move things along, I pulled away and crawled back a few steps.
 

Heather stared at me as Kwabena continued to kiss her neck. Her hand drifted up and touched his cheek. “Jay has something he wanted me to ask you,” Heather said quietly.
 

Kwabena looked up, his dark eyes boring into me with a stare. “Is that so?” he asked.
 

Heather nodded. “He wanted to know if we could have a little something to remember Africa,”
 

Kwabena’s hands drifted up from Heather’s waist, each one coming up to cup one of her tits.
 

A shudder passed through me at what Heather was about to say.
 

She reached up, her hands settling on the backs of his, then lowered them until they were pressed against her belly.
 

One corner of Kwabena’s mouth cracked into a wicked grin, followed by the other. He turned to look at me. “Is that what you’d like, Jay? A little present for you and your wife?”
 

I closed my mouth and tried to swallow the dryness that had formed. I could not, for the life of me, utter a single word. I was completely under Heather’s spell.
 

“Let’s go and get comfortable, shall we?” Kwabena said. Stepping around Heather he took her by the hand and led her towards the bedroom down the hall.
 

I followed but it took a great strength of will to shake myself from my stupor. When I got to the room, Kwabena was undressing Heather, letting each piece of her clothing fall to the floor as he did.
 

When she was naked, he began kissing her again, working down her neck, around her chest, down to her nipples. He suckled each of them as Heather ran a hand over the back of his head.
 

“Go. Go onto the bed and spread your legs,” Kwabena said. He began unbuttoning his shirt as Heather did what he’d asked. He turned to look at me. “Go to her. Go to your wife. Hold her hand,” he ordered.
 

Thrilled at his offer, I did what he said. I sat down on the edge of the bed and took Heather’s hand.
 

She looked up at me and smiled, obviously pleased by this new twist.
 

When Kwabena had finished undressing, he walked over to the edge of the bed. He grabbed Heather by her ankles and pulled her towards him until her ass was nearly hanging over the end of the bed. After turning her sideways, so her head was pointing towards me, Kwabena lifted her legs up and nodded at me. “There. You hold her like that,” he said, handing me each of her ankles.
 

My eyes opened wide as I took her ankles. This would give me a perfect view of his black cock sliding into her pink hole. The thought shook me to my very core as I held Heather’s feet in place above her head. Unable to resist, I gazed at her pretty wiggling toes.
 

Heather’s attention was focused entirely on Kwabena. She watched as he stroked his cock to life. Her eyes grew wider as it grew, as if she couldn’t believe she’d accepted his girth into herself and was about to do so again.
 

Once hard, Kwabena stepped up and slid his cock along Heather’s slit. Instead of going inside her, he slid it along her stomach, up past her belly button, until his wrinkled sack rested against her dripping lips. “Look how much meat your wife can sheathe,” he said with a grin, staring at his hard muscle.
 

Heather was craning her neck to watch the little performance, seemingly oblivious to the fact that I was there, holding her legs back and open for her dark invader.
 

Kwabena slid his cock down off her belly and pressed the helmet-like head to her lips.
 

Heather sucked in a breath. She reached down and split her lips, opening her hole for him.
 

With one hand on his hip, the other on her thigh, Kwabena flexed his ass and leaned forward. His cock slipped easily into her lubricated orifice.
 

I felt Heather shudder as he sank into her. Staring at the black cock sliding into her pussy, I felt my own member harden to a very uncomfortable degree. Heather shuddered again as his balls came to a rest against her ass. This time, however, she seemed to have no doubt that she could take all of him. In fact she seemed to grow impatient with how slowly he was feeding her dick.
 

When he was fully lodged inside her she began to try and sway back and forth, a pleading expression twisting her face as her body became increasingly desperate for his fuck.
 

Kwabena placed a fat paw on her thigh and let his thumb slid up her pussy until he found her clit. Instead of pulling himself out and thrusting into her again, he started to rub the engorged bud.
 

Heather let out a pained mewl. She stared down at his big hand on her leg. Her eyes fluttered up and met mine but it felt like she was looking through me. Then they rolled back at the same time she closed her eyelids.
 

Her legs began to shake.
 

Kwabena’s rubbing stayed slow and rhythmic as he brought her closer to the brink.
 

“Oh fuck…” Heather whimpered.
 

I saw her slit clench, her lips gripping Kwabena’s cock as she began to come.
 

“Mmm,” he growled.
 

My imagination ran away, down her body and up into her pussy. I could almost feel the way her inside muscles were rippling along his cock, trying to gulp the seed from it and drink it in.
 

Heather screamed out the other side of her climax, her body shaking again.
 

A smile split along Kwabena’s lips as he eased his thumb off her clit. He looked up at me. “I think I can take it from here.”
 






Chapter Eleven


Letting go of Heather’s ankles, I staggered back and fell into the chair in the corner of the room.
 

With Heather panting beneath him, Kwabena worked his way up onto the bed. He bent over, cock still buried deep in her pussy, until his chest was pressed against hers.
 

Seeing her like that, pressed to the bed by his big black frame, legs splayed apart was a stunning sight.
 

Kwabena began fucking her in long, slow strokes. With each one he drew his hard flesh out of her, black and glistening with her syrup. He would wait a moment before sliding it into her again.
 

After a while of this, he pressed his lips up close to her ear. He whispered something that was too soft for me to hear.
 

Heather nodded and her hands drifted down his back to come to a rest on his ass.
 

This was possibly the most shocking thing that aroused me. Taking another man’s cock into herself was certainly intimate but nothing could top this. Some delicate pillow talk in mid-fuck followed by a tender touch? The way it excluded me from the situation was painfully delicious.
 

I felt a deep and powerful desire to touch myself but I knew it would be so much better if I waited and enjoyed Heather, too.
 

As their lovemaking, and that was the only name for it, continued, Kwabena and Heather began to kiss. His thrusts quickened and her hips began to rise with each deep penetration.
 

The tension was almost too much for me as they approached climax. Heather’s words kept running through my mind.
 

A little something to remember Africa.
 

All I could think of was Kwabena’s emission swimming through her, finding its target, taking root and making her belly swell.
 

Heather began to pant beneath him, her nails digging into his back as she began to come.
 

Kwabena kept the same, steady pace he had flicking her clit. Not budging an inch until she screamed and began to writhe beneath his bulk.
 

It was a powerful and extended orgasm, multiple waves of pleasure crashing through Heather. Each time I thought it was over she would rise up again, clinging to him and clawing at him with her nails.
 

Then, just as her pleasure seemed to recede, Kwabena grunted above her. “Are you coming?” she asked, her voice a frantic whisper.
 

“Fuck…yes,” Kwabena answered with another grunt.
 

“Oh my God fill me up with that seed!” Heather begged. And it began all over again.
 

Their bodies swam on the bed, two undulating waves of clasped flesh.
 

I sat in my chair staring and imagining what his cock looked like, retching black seed into my convulsing wife.
 

Kwabena and Heather took a long time drawing out the tail of the orgasm. They slipped back into a gentle swaying fuck, his still-hard muscle sliding in and out of her sticky puss.
 

A pang of jealousy and shame tore through me as I watched them stare into each other’s eyes and kiss.
 

Then, as if realizing they were not alone, Kwabena glanced at me, turned to the side, then pulled himself out of Heather and slipped off the bed. He didn’t turn and look at me or acknowledge me in any way, just slipped into his robe and out the door.
 

I stood up, took off the clothes I was wearing and lay down next to Heather on the bed.
 

She turned to me and smiled, her tousled blonde locks falling off her shoulders. “Did you like that?” she asked.
 

I nodded. “Yes.” I couldn’t resist turning my head and trying to catch a glimpse of what might be leaking out of her pussy. Turning to look into her eyes again I saw her smile widen.
 

“Not tonight,” she said, reading my filthy mind. “Come here.” She pulled me up and onto herself, opening her legs for me to stuff my cock into her used hole. She took it and pulled me close. “Tonight I want you to see what it’s like. What it feels like to have this much of him inside me.”
 

I sank easily into her stretched cunt. The warm froth of their combined excretions bubbled around me and came oozing out between my hard flesh and Heather’s lips. It was like sinking into a cup of hot Vaseline. “Oh my God,” I muttered as I buried my cock into her to the hilt.
 

Heather smiled. “You like that?” she whispered.
 

“I don’t…I don’t know what I like anymore…” was all that came to my head.
 

For some reason this made Heather laugh. She wrapped her arms around my neck and pulled me close for a kiss. “I love you, Jason Adams,” she said.
 

“I love you, too,” I whispered back as I began to thrust. I was perilously close to coming.
 

“And you love there’s this much of him inside me, don’t you?” 
 

The question caught me completely off guard and made me shudder. My cock flexed, my own semen flooding out of my balls as it did.
 

“I think I’m fertile, too,” she whispered. “I’ve been counting.”
 

My eyes popped open. Heather’s smile tore through me like a scythe. My Heather, my wife, dirty-talking about getting pregnant by another man. Nothing had ever been this hot. “Oh Heather,” I grunted. “That’s so fucking hot.”
 

“Come, baby,” she ordered. “Come.”
 

The floodgates burst and my own hot emission came pumping through my cock.
 

Heather closed her eyes and purred.
 

I sailed up to the peak of the climax, the world disappearing for a moment, with nothing in it but the wonderful release between my legs. Then, all too soon, it came rushing back. With my cock still pulsing, visions of Heather holding her pregnant belly and laughing, wondering whose it was, filled my mind and intensified the heat. Then came the guilty shame of indulging in such a fantasy for pleasure.
 

I rode out the rest of my contractions, then rolled off of Heather to catch my breath.
 

She rolled onto her side and put her hand on my cheek. “Wow that really does it for you, huh?” she asked.
 

I shook some of the fog out of my head. “Heath, listen. I’ll admit it. It’s incredibly hot but this is crazy. You’re not this crazy and neither am I! This is a huge risk. Please tell me you haven’t really gone off of birth control?”
 

Heather cracked another wicked grin. “I love how on edge this puts you.”
 

I shook my head again. “Heather, seriously. Please. Tell me you’re still on?”
 

“I’m not,” she said, shaking her head back at me.
 

“You’re…you’re not?” I stammered.
 

“I’m not.” She was looking right into my eyes.
 

“What…what if?”
 

What if the unthinkable happens?
 

Heather shrugged. “I think it’s going to be okay,” she said with a nod. Then she looked past me and towards the bedroom door. Her eyes lit up. “You want to see him fuck me again?” she asked.
 

As if on cue the door opened and Kwabena poked his head into the room. “How are the two lovebirds?” he asked, grinning. “All set for another round?”
 

I was a little miffed that he was even there. It meant that he’d assumed I wouldn’t last very long. And while that was true, it seemed sort of rude, nonetheless. But I didn’t want to look like a bad sport. This was the reason we’d decided to stay the night.
 

I gave Heather a pleading look, hoping she would say something that would allay my fears of her getting pregnant. I knew there was no way she was really off of birth control. Heather would never do something so crazy. Or at least that’s what I kept telling myself to make myself feel better.
 

I rose up off the bed and shuffled over towards the chair.
 

Kwabena came in carrying a tray of snacks and three cans of diet soda. He set them on the little table by the wall, then lay down on the bed next to Heather and put a paw on her tit. He squeezed her nipple with a finger and a thumb which made her shrink back, squeal and yell “hey!”
 

This made Kwabena burst into a fit of chuckling. “Oh Miss Heather you’ll have to get used to that if you want to keep enjoying this snake.” He reached down and waggled his cock which caused Heather to look at it and bite her lip.
 

Kwabena looked at me. “Did you clean her out for me?” he asked, chuckling. “Or will I have to use a different hole?” Grinning, he rolled her over before she could resist, popped a finger into his mouth, licked it, then pressed it against her anus.
 

Heather writhed and swatted at his hand, trying to turn over and get his finger away from her ass. She let out an awkward sounding giggle when she couldn’t get his hand away.
 

“Relax, Miss Heather,” Kwabena said, hauling himself up onto his knees on the bed. He grabbed Heather by the hips and dragged her up so that her ass was up in the air. A hand on her back kept her face pressed against the bed.
 

I saw a sudden tension grip her. She tried to push herself up but Kwabena was too strong. She craned her neck and looked over at me, her eyes wide with an animal panic.
 

Clutching the arms of the chair, I was about to jump up, run to the bed and rescue her, but something kept me seated in place.
 

As Kwabena trailed his finger down her crack and tickled her tight ring of muscle a new arousal crept through me. So far this had been a relatively safe adventure. Heather and I had instigated and Kwabena had obliged.
 

But just as it had before, the balance of power seemed to tilt in the room again. This time in Kwabena’s favour.
 

He was wearing a lewd grin as he twisted his finger against her back hole. Lifting it to his nose, he sniffed, closed his eyes savouring the dank scent, then popped it into his mouth to lubricate it again. Bringing it down on Heather’s tight ass caused her to gasp. “I take it you haven’t enjoyed the feeling of a man entering your behind before?” he asked.
 

Heather let out another awkward guffaw. She had regained some modicum of calm but still looked out of her element, to say the least.
 

Kwabena twisted the digit, easing it into her orifice.
 

Heather winced. But after the initial unpleasant reaction her eyes opened, darting back and forth across the room. It was as if his intrusion had inspired a curiosity in her. A desire to know what it would feel like to take a man back there.
 

Kwabena chuckled. “Yes, you see? Not as bad as all that.” His cock had begun to rise. With another twist of his hand he pushed his finger deeper into Heather’s bowels.
 

This time her mouth fell open in a gasp. She had begun breathing a little more heavily, her fingers clutching at the sheets the deeper he got.
 

Kwabena looked up at me with a smile, his thick cock nearing complete hardness again. “Go. Over there in that drawer. There’s a nice little toy with a shiny rock on top,” he said.
 

Despite my earlier paralysis I found the command impossible to disobey. I felt like a zombie rising from the chair and walking to the dresser. Opening the drawer I laid eyes on the toy he was talking about.
 

It was a rubber anal plug. Atop the flange was mounted a plastic “stone.” I picked the thing up and turned it over in my hand. Turning, I walked back towards the bed.
 

Heather was looking up at me out of the corner of her eye. Her fear seemed to have dissipated, replaced by a curious calm.
 

It was a strange thing, handing another man an implement to shove into my own wife’s ass.
 

Kwabena did anything but shove. Pulling his finger from her ass, he took the plug and pressed it against her pussy. Our combined loads oozed out, coating the tip.
 

Heather sucked in a breath but didn’t protest.
 

Kwabena pushed it deeper, stretching her lips until it was about half-way in. This caused a copious amount of our deposit to gush from her, slickening the toy. Satisfied at the level of lubrication, Kwabena pulled it out slowly so as not to drip too much of the sludge.
 

When he pressed it against her ass hole, Heather moaned. She twisted but not in a way that indicated she wanted to resist having the device impaled inside her bottom.
 

“That’s it,” Kwabena urge. “Just relax.”
 

And to my great surprise, that is exactly what she did. Exhaling, she seemed to let go of the tension she’d been holding. Her tight ring winked open.
 

Kwabena took the opportunity to push the plug in. It wasn’t very thick, maybe three fingers at it’s widest. Coated with the sticky goop, it slid in easily, the flange settling against her ass cheeks.
 

The exercise had Kwabena’s cock bouncing proudly. But instead of shuffling around and mounting her from the rear, he pried her pussy lips apart and dipped two fingers into his cunt.
 

Heather grunted at the intrusion but once more didn’t protest.
 

After rummaging around inside her, Kwabena pulled his fingers out coated in sticky seed. He reached around and lowered his hand to her mouth. “Open,” he ordered.
 

I was stunned. All I could do was stare. Never in a million years would I have fantasized that something like this would happen to us. I don’t think I could have dreamed anything hotter than watching a large black man handle my wife as if she were his personal toy the way Kwabena was.
 

Heather looked up at me again. His finger was just inches from her lips and I knew that she could smell and surely nearly taste the filthy offering. Her glance seemed, to me at least at the time, to be some form of asking for permission.
 

This was reassuring because it made me feel like I was involved again, like I was in on the act, behind the scenes with the two of them and not just a spectator behind an invisible wall. With wide eyes I nodded at her, ordering to take the seed into her mouth.
 

Heather’s lips parted and she pushed out her tongue.
 

Kwabena grinned as he fed his fingers into her mouth.
 

Heather cleaned them with a lewd slurping sound.
 

“Filthy little thing, isn’t she?” Kwabena asked, glancing up.
 

I could muster no other reply but to nod.
 

He repeated this several times, dipping his fingers into her snatch, scooping out dollop after dollop of ejaculate and feeding it to her until she had been cleaned out. Once satisfied that this was the case, he got up and walked around behind her. Instead of dropping to his knees, he put a hand on both her ass cheeks and lowered himself until his cock was at her entrance. He shoved it into her with a guttural grunt.
 

There was nothing loving about this fuck. Kwabena began a rough and feral rut that had Heather moaning just moments later.
 

I watched his thick veiny cock disappearing inside her body, her lips stretched taut around it, looking like they were trying to suck him back in each time he pulled out. He brought Heather to climax three times and each time she screamed more wildly than the time before.
 

As her hair became mussed and tangled, her whole demeanour seemed to change. She seemed to metamorphose from the beautiful but bookish academic into something far more primal, far less civilized. The wild look settled in her eyes again as she fucked back against his thrusts.
 

As Kwabena grimaced and began to ejaculate into her pussy once more, Heather continued to slam herself backwards against him. She rose up on her hands only to be pushed back down against the bed. She was a lover to him no longer. This time she was scarcely more than a hot, tight hole.
 

And to my disbelief, this rough treatment to cause a fourth orgasm to erupt inside her. As Kwabena’s cock pulsed inside her, Heather’s pussy clenched at it, milking it for seed.
 

Kwabena took a long time to twist out the last drops of pleasure his orgasm had brought. When he was finally done he pulled his sagging shaft out of her cunt, slapped her ass and jumped off the bed.
 

Heather was a sweaty, panting, frenzied mess of a woman. I couldn’t bring myself to look away.
 

“You two can sleep here. I’ll take the guest room.”
 

I nearly protested, my politeness getting the better of me. But I realized before I did how absurd that would sound. The man had just fucked my wife as if he owned her. No harm would come if we stole his bed that night.
 

As Kwabena walked out of the room I fell down beside Heather, ogling the semen draining from her tight pussy and the glimmering green “gem” decorating her ass directly above. I reached out to touch her breast.
 

“Oh baby you’ve got to be kidding me,” she said. “I’m so sore I don’t know how I’m going to walk tomorrow.” She smiled and her eyes fluttered shut.
 

“Do you…do you want to at least take a shower?” I asked.
 

“Mmm, maybe in the morning,” Heather purred.
 

This did nothing to dull the ache of my erection. So I laid down and did my best to fall asleep next to my gently snoring, filthy little thing.
 






Chapter Twelve


I woke the next morning somewhat disoriented by my surroundings. Immediately after getting my bearings I fell into a panic.
 

Heather was gone.
 

Scrambling into my clothes I raced downstairs to find Kwabena sitting at the kitchen table sipping tea and swiping through headlines on his tablet. He looked up at me and flashed his toothy grin. “Jay. Good morning!”
 

“Where’s Heather?” I asked, doing my best keep the anguish out of my tone.
 

“Relax,” Kwabena replied. He pulled out the chair next to him, got up, then walked over to the counter and poured another cup of coffee. He set it on the table and sat back down. “Heather had to be at work, remember? I gave her a ride and came back so I could do the same for you.”
 

This calmed me down, somewhat. With my heart still pounding it seemed like the last thing I needed was a coffee but I sipped the cup nonetheless, grateful to have something to do besides wringing my hands.
 

Kwabena pushed his tablet to one side and leaned back in his chair, folding his thick arms across his chest. “That is quite a woman you have there, Jay,” he said, nodding.
 

I’m not sure why this made me feel a little bit like a school-boy about to be admonished by the principal. It was really the first inkling I felt that Kwabena’s intentions towards Heather, or perhaps towards both of us, were more than just a friendly fuck. “I’m lucky to have found her, that’s for sure,” I replied, forcing a smile.
 

“And she’s lucky to have found you, too,” he added. “It’s not every husband that has the fortitude to allow his wife to taste another man’s charms. All in front of his own eyes, no less.”
 

I felt the moment turn awkward for his explicit description. 
 

Kwabena did not seem fazed.
 

After a few more minutes sitting in silence and what seemed like very loud slurps of my coffee, I glanced at my watch and decided it was time to go. “Well, thank-you, I suppose.” I felt like a fool as soon as the words were out of my mouth, thanking Kwabena for having fucked my wife so roughly in front of me the night before. “I should probably get going so I can meet Heather at the hotel when she finishes.”
 

“Well allow me to give you a ride then, as I said I would,” Kwabena offered.
 

The thought crossed my mind to not take him up on it. What I really had a craving for was some fresh air and the chance to think through everything that had just happened. But the prospect of navigating the transit system in Koflao, or spending more money on a taxi, was not appealing. With a grim smile I accepted his offer. Five minutes later we were speeding down the streets in his car, the top down exposing us to the blistering sun beating down.
 

Kwabena’s driving mimicked the second fucking he’d given Heather the night before. It was a swervy and dangerous affair, dodging pedestrians and stray dogs. No one seemed terribly put out by it but there were a few moments I feared for our lives.
 

I couldn’t help but sigh in relief as we pulled up to the hotel. I thanked him for the ride, my knees trembling slightly, and was about to get out of the car when he grabbed my arm.
 

“Jason,” he said.
 

“Yes?”
 

“I saw that you very much enjoyed watching your wife get defiled like an animal last night.”
 

The statement sent blood rushing to my face. What an embarrassing to hear from someone. “I…uh…”
 

Kwabena smiled. It was the same friendly smile from the first time we’d met. “It’s okay, Jay. There’s no reason to be ashamed. It’s just that I have…” He paused. His eyes wandered to one side of the street, then the other, before settling on me again. “I have a proposition that you might be interested in.”
 

“A proposition?” I asked.
 

“Yes,” he replied.
 

“What sort of proposition?”
 

Kwabena smile widened. “I’d like more time to talk about it than we have now. Would you meet me tonight? At the coffee shop? Where we first had our chat?”
 

“The one by the university?”
 

“Yes,” Kwabena replied. “They serve stronger drinks in the evening. Say around eight?”
 

A discomfort twisted through me. Eight? I had hoped to spend the evening with Heather, finally get her to myself again and perhaps sort through everything that had happened. “Could it be any earlier? What is this about anyways? Does it have something to do with Heather?”
 

“Oh it’s very much to do with Heather, yes. But I can’t make it any earlier unfortunately. Well, you know, if eight won’t work then don’t worry. Perhaps another time.” He let go of my arm and put his hands on the steering wheel, waiting for me to get out of the car.
 

I nearly did. But now that he’d piqued my interest I found it hard to just tear myself away. “What is it about, Kwabena?”
 

He looked over at me again. His eyes narrowed just a bit. “How would you like to see how we breed women in the African jungle, Jason?” he asked.
 

The question sent a pulse of adrenaline shooting down to my feet. As it rose again it settled in my lap, transformed into something far more lewd, hardening my cock. “What?” I whispered.
 

“Beautiful white women like your wife. How would you like to see that? Her tight little holes getting stuffed full of big black cocks?”
 

My mouth fell open as I stared into Kwabena’s dark eyes. “What are you talking about?”
 

“Eight o’clock, Jay. Eight o’clock.” He lifted his hand and turned his wrist to look at his watch. “You’ll have to excuse me,” he said, glancing out the driver’s side window. “I have a meeting to attend.”
 

I stumbled out of the car and barely managed to slam the door before he pulled away. My mind was reeling. What a strange and enigmatic thing to say right before he left. We’d had all that awkward silence at his house and in the car. Why had he picked the very last moment to present his proposal?
 

Did it matter, though? As I walked back to our hotel room in a daze the seed of imagery Kwabena had planted had already begun blossoming into vivid fantasies.
 

All I could think of the rest of the day was what it would be like to watch Heather on her back with her legs splayed, accepting an army of cocks inside herself. It was a filthily exciting nightmare.
 

By the time she returned from her day’s work, I had worked myself up to such a state, had such a froth churning between my legs begging to be released, that I pounced on her the moment she walked through the door.
 

“Jason!” she yelped, dropping a stack of books she’d been carrying.
 

I nuzzled up against her neck, smothering it with kisses the way Kwabena had the night before.
 

“Jason, what’s gotten into you?” she said, giggling.
 

“I just missed you. I was worried when you weren’t in bed this morning,” I said, pausing my affections to gaze into her eyes.
 

Heather tilted her head and looked at me sweetly. “You were sleeping so well I didn’t want to wake you. Kwabena was kind enough to give me a ride.”
 

“Yes. He told me,” I replied. Then, before she could get another word in, I pressed my lips to hers in a kiss. My hand wandered up under her blouse and slid her bra up over her breast. I cupped it, enjoying the feeling of her nipple hardening against my palm. “I want you,” I whispered, releasing her.
 

The soft click of her tongue followed by a slight exhale were like a pin being pushed into my abdomen. It wasn’t the sound anyone made before they were about to say “yes.”
 

“What is it?” I asked.
 

“It’s just,” she began, then rolled her eyes. “I’m still so sore from last night.” She put her hand on my arm and gave it a squeeze.
 

The disappointment must have shown on my face.
 

“Oh, I’m sorry!” she said, rubbing my arm again. “I’ll tell you what. Why don’t you…” She bit her lip and glanced down at my cock, her eyes widening a little at seeing how large the bulge was in my pants. “Wow, you are excited, aren’t you?”
 

“I just love you. I want you to know that.” 
 

God how men can lie given the right motivations. Of course I loved her. But this really had nothing to do with that. The last two nights events combined with Kwabena’s enigmatic tease had my mind spinning with confusion and lust. It felt like if I could just release, maybe a small part of it would return to normal.
 

“I’ll tell you what,” Heather said quietly. “Why don’t you take that out,” she said, pointing down to my cock. “I’ll give you a little hand and then…” she paused and bit her lip. “Then you can pick where you want to finish. Sound okay?” She spoke the last two words quietly and her eyebrows rose in a gentle flirt.
 

As if there were any possibility that it didn’t sound okay.
 

I had myself unholstered in seconds, leaning forward and offering her my thing.
 

She wrapped a soft palm around it and gave it a few careful strokes, as if worried that anything more vigorous would cause it to blow. She looked up and flashed a gentle smile. “Like that?” she asked.
 

“Baby, please,” I whispered, thrusting my hips forward and back to try and get her stroking again.
 

This caused a giggle to bubble up out of her but she obliged. Her warm palm ran up and my shaft, coaxing the cum out of my nuts and causing them to draw up between my legs. “I can feel you flexing. Are you close?” she asked.
 

I didn’t want to be but knew there was no hope of going back. Not this time, anyways. “I’m close,” I whispered back.
 

“So?” she asked, pausing her pulling for a moment. “What’ll it be? You want to come on my tits? Maybe my face?” Her smile widened. “Tonight I can be your filthy little thing.”
 

Hearing her repeat Kwabena’s moniker made my cock lurch in her hand.
 

Heather giggled again. “Oh you like that?” She gave it a few more strokes.
 

I felt the first warning that a hot gush of seed was about to come spilling out. Before I knew what I was doing I spun her around and bent her over, tugging her skirt down to reveal her underwear.
 

Heather gasped in surprise, palms on the wall ahead of her to keep herself from falling forward.
 

The first drops of precum leaked out of my cock as I yanked down her white underwear.
 

Time seemed to stop as my eyes came to rest on the sacred space between her legs.
 

There, just above her glistening pussy, sat the green stone that decorated the ass plug Kwabena had put inside her the night before.
 

Thoughts collided inside my mind like the waves of two oceans crashing into each other in a storm.
 

Had she kept it in?
 

Or had she removed it and replaced it during the day?
 

But the most terrifying and most erotic thought of all was once again the echo her words.
 

Tonight I can be your filthy little thing.
 

Except with that plug inside her, she was still more or less his.
 

All of this, combined with the beautiful sight of her round ass sent me careening over the edge. A glob of semen burst from the head of my cock and splattered across Heather’s back cheek. Then another shot out, landing in a creamy white slash along her slightly parted pussy lips. The third oozed, rather than shout out, dribbling onto the floor into an impotent heap.
 

The pleasure still coursed through me but I was paralyzed, unable to even pump my fist. All I could do was stare at the plug, moving ever so slightly up and down as Heather clenched and unclenched her pussy for my pleasure.
 

It was only when the hypnotic motion stopped that I looked up and into her eyes again. “What is that?” I said, point a shaking finger at the implement impaled inside her rear.
 

She bit her lip.
 

“Did you…was it in all night? And all day?”
 

She bit her lip again and shook her head.
 

“Then what?” I said, nearly roaring with impatience.
 

“He put it in this morning. Before I left. Said it would help remind me of him.”
 

A cold jealousy flooded through me. “Remind you of him?” I whispered.
 

“Yeah.” She smiled. “It worked,” she said, one eyebrow raised.
 

At first I tried to quash my rage. After all, I’d spent the day fantasizing about Heather being defiled in the jungle. But this…this proved too much. This wasn’t what we’d talked about. We were supposed to be doing this together. Knowing that Heather had let Kwabena stuff her ass full of a plug while I slept was…I felt totally betrayed.
 

“Jay? What’s wrong?” she asked.
 

I didn’t want to blow up at her. Not now. I needed time to think. Stuffing my cock into my pants, I grabbed my wallet from where it lay on the night table. “Why don’t I go get us something to eat?” I said.
 

Heather shuffled out of the way of the door. She seemed puzzled. “Oh. Okay. But…are you mad? Is something wrong?”
 

I clenched my jaw and managed to keep my anger under control. “No. Everything’s fine. Just…need some air.”
 

Outside the sun had set and the cooler night air was settling onto the city as the light grew dim. With my blood boiling I stormed in the direction of the coffee shop where I knew Kwabena would be waiting.
 






Chapter Thirteen


By the time I arrived at the narrow door to the shop I’d had enough time to calm myself. Though I couldn’t stop thinking about Kwabena fondling Heather while I slept, stuffing the plug into her ass and claiming her as his, I’d managed to quell the bloodlust it had inspired to an angry storm.
 

I entered to find Kwabena sitting at the same table where we’d last spoken. A candle flickered in front of him, causing dark shadows to dance across his face.
 

Behind the bar the girl, the same girl who’d served us, raised her eyes to look at me. She watched me cross the room, her curiosity at seeing a foreigner getting in the way of her manners again.
 

Kwabena smiled as I approached and welcomed me to the table with a wave. He looked at the girl, pointed at the glass of clear liquid in front of him, then raised two fingers.
 

The girl set to work behind the bar, crafting another round of drinks.
 

“How is your wife?” he asked as I sat down.
 

This caused my mood to sour and my temper to flare. I tamped it down. It wouldn’t do any good to cause a scene. Right now the most I could hope for would be to get myself and Heather away from him as quickly as I could. “What happened this morning?”
 

The smile faded from his lips, replaced with a seemingly innocent stare. “This morning? I told you. I gave Miss Heather a ride to the school.”
 

“Before that,” I snapped. “While I was sleeping.”
 

Kwabena was either a terrific actor or the realization of what I was talking about genuinely dawned on him then. He cracked another smile and took a sip of his drink. “You mean my little stretcher in her bottom?”
 

“Yes. That’s what I mean.”
 

He scowled at me. “Have I offended you, Jay?”
 

The question proved disarming. I hadn’t fully formed my own answer to it yet and had trouble coming up with a quick reply. “I just…I was under the impression that this would be something, you know, something we are all involved in together.”
 

Kwabena looked at me with a puzzled stare. Then he mouthed an “ah” and nodded. “I see.”
 

The waitress came with our drinks and made a production of taking them off her tray and setting them on our table. Something about her struck me as unusual, as if I’d seen her features somewhere before. Glancing at Kwabena, then back at her I nearly asked the question out loud.
 

I just managed to stop myself before sounding like a complete racist.
 

You two look the same.
 

Either it was the dim light or my clouded judgment, I wasn’t sure but they really did look similar now that I’d gotten a better look.
 

The girl flashed me a shy smile before turning and walking away.
 

“You are upset that I set the plug back into your wife’s bottom. Is that it?” Kwabena asked, raising his glass in a toast.
 

I did the same, though I wished I hadn’t after what he’d said. Still, I didn’t want to be rude. The liquid burned down my throat and tongue as I took a sip. I nearly spit it out but managed to keep it down.
 

“You like it?” Kwabena asked, glancing at the glass.
 

“Fine. Yes,” I muttered.
 

“Please. Jason. Don’t be upset. I didn’t mean to offend you. She woke early. She’s quiet dedicated to her work you know?”
 

“She’s my wife. Of course I know that.”
 

Kwabena flashed a smile. “Of course. Well, she was very aroused. You know how women get in the morning?”
 

The question ruffled me but I resolved not to let it show. “Sure,” I replied.
 

“So Heather and I had another little tryst.”
 

This proved more difficult to ignore. “Tryst?” I whispered.
 

“Oh nothing you wouldn’t approve of. I fingered her for a little bit. I wouldn’t let her come until she let me decorate her ass with the jewel again.”
 

I didn’t know what to say. How could Heather do something like that? How could she let Kwabena…finger her while I slept?
 

“Tsk, tsk,” Kwabena clicked, shaking his head. “You’re not being a very good sport about this, Jason.”
 

“A good sport…” I began, incredulous.
 

“Don’t tell me you didn’t have some part in this coming about. Well? Did you?”
 

“Look, I very well may have but…”
 

“But when your wife wants a little fun and you’re still sleeping that’s not alright, is that it?”
 

I smirked. “Look, buddy. Heather and I have something special and I’m not about to let you ruin it,” I said, pressing a finger against the table.
 

Kwabena scowled again, puzzled. “Ruin it? Is that what you think I want?” He shook his head. “Don’t be ridiculous. You’re a nice man. Why would I want to ruin your marriage?”
 

“Well then what the hell is going on here, exactly?” I said through clenched teeth.
 

Kwabena shook his head again. “Oh Jay you’ve got this all mixed up. I’m trying to help you, my friend.”
 

This made me pause. “What? What are you talking about?”
 

Kwabena took a deep breath, leaned forward on his arms and fixed me with his stare. “If you could make Miss Heather do anything you wanted, Jay, what would it be?”
 

“What?” I asked quietly.
 

“If you could coax her into fulfilling your filthiest fantasy, what would it be? Have you thought about that?”
 

Had I thought about it? I nearly laughed out loud at the question. I’d been thinking of nothing but that, it seemed, for the last few days.
 

“I can see from your expression that you have thought about it. Let me guess, is it something close to what I said before? Would you like to see Miss Heather, soon to be a professor, turned into a whore? A slut?”
 

The question made my heart pound inside my chest.
 

Kwabena eyed me with a probing and unflinching stare.
 

“I…it’s honestly not something I’ve given a lot of thought.”
 

I suppose the knowing smile that sprouted across his lips was evidence that he recognized my response for what it was. A lie. “Is that so?”
 

Unable to hold his stare I fixed my gaze on the drink in front of me. As intently as if it held the secrets to life itself. Corrupted already by the fantasy, I felt my anger wane about the incident with Heather that morning. My resolve to tell Kwabena to stay away from my wife weakened as well. “Heather would never go for something like that,” I said quietly.
 

“Perhaps you underestimate the tools I have at my disposal,” Kwabena hinted.
 

“What tools?”
 

“You don’t yet understand because you can not understand. One has to see it to believe it.”
 

“What?” I snapped.
 

“The power of the black shaft, Jason. The power of the black shaft.” He paused and took another sip of his fiery drink.
 

I sighed. Heather had certainly been quite eager to indulge in my fantasy of watching her with another. With other men? I very much doubted that. Changed as she might have been, she wasn’t some bimbo slut that would let herself be used by a gang of men.
 

“Imagine for a moment, if you will, Jason, that I might have something that Miss Heather wants.”
 

A snicker escaped me, one which caused my cheeks to flush with fresh shame. “Yeah. I think we both know what that is.”
 

Kwabena flashed half a smile before going on. “Not quite what you think, though that, too, would certainly be a compelling lure. No, I have something to offer that is far more seductive, far more intriguing to a woman of your wife’s intelligence and profession.”
 

That made me look up.
 

“Just outside the city, maybe a half day’s drive through the bush, lives a tribe whose roots in the region are as old as our oldest ancestors. Surely a man of your education knows we are not so different, you and I?” he added with a smile.
 

My face burned again at the insinuation. Maybe he had read my mind, or maybe it had been painted on my face. Of course I knew we shared common ancestors, Kwabena and I. We were both human and it had been proven that our DNA was nearly identical.
 

That wasn’t what I’d been embarrassed by.
 

It was that, despite the evidence, I was so…obsessed – there was no other word for it – with our differences. That his skin was so dark and mine so white. What his thick cock looked like sheathed inside Heather’s creamy white folds. The mass of flesh and muscle on his torso compared to my lean build.
 

The differences, when you thought about them, were really no more than cosmetic. And yet they grabbed my attention and wouldn’t let go, pulling me into a vortex whose end I never knew if I would see.
 

“What are you proposing?” I asked, drifting back from my distant thoughts.
 

“Her specialty is linguistics, Jay. This tribe, though they speak our modern dialect with others, between themselves they communicate in a language that has yet to be documented.”
 

The colour drained from my face and my jaw fell open. “You’re joking, right? This is some kind of trick? To lure Heather out there?”
 

“It is not a joke,” Kwabena said, shaking his head. “It is the truth. And I wonder what a linguist like your wife would think of being the first to make such a discovery and present it to the world?”
 

I shook my head. Surely this was impossible? An undiscovered tribe that spoke an undocumented language in this day and age? If it were true then Heather would be over the moon.
 

“There is, of course, a catch,” Kwabena continued.
 

“A catch?”
 

“A catch,” he echoed. “As you can imagine these people are quite insular. They guard their culture and their heritage and don’t easily allow outsiders access. Particularly whites.”
 

I swallowed and leaned forward, anxious to finally hear what bargain I was being asked to make.
 

“You will have to obey their rules, Jason. Dress like them, which means very little dress at all, eat like them, their diet is limited to what they can forage and kill in the bush. And of course you will have to fuck like them.” He paused letting the words sink in. “Their customs are very different from ours.”
 

I drew in a breath and held it. I can’t be sure how long we sat there in silence, Kwabena and I. The more I thought about it, the more attractive the idea became. If it were true then Heather would have an absolutely career-making discovery on her hands.
 

If it were fake the worst that could happen was that she would laugh at my naivete and we would see a bit of the countryside getting there and back.
 

But either way it would put us a step closer to the tantalizing possibility that Kwabena had described. The thought of Heather participating in some bizarre and ancient sexual right proved too big a draw to resist. “What would I have to do?”
 

Kwabena folded his palms together on the table and smiled. “All you have to do, Jason, is tell your wife what I have told you. Give as much detail as you like. I will be happy to drive you both there if she decides it’s something she is interested in.”
 

I had to wonder what skin Kwabena had in this game. Was he just angling to fuck Heather again? Or was there something more sinister at play?
 

Despite my reservations I raised my glass. We toasted our new arrangement, finished our drinks and went off our separator ways.
 

As I walked home a dark thought clouded my mind. I knew I should tell Heather exactly what Kwabena had told me, word for word. She deserved to know what she was getting into, after all. But I will admit there was a part of me that wanted to know what she would do if she didn’t know the whole story.
 

I wondered what would happen if I only told her about the linguistic appeal and left out the fact that we might have to…integrate into the customs of this tribe, as it were. I mulled this over walking back to the hotel and was no closer to a decision after stepping into the room.
 

Heather was curled up and sleeping on one of the beds. The next day was Friday, her last day of interviews for the week. Deciding it would be best to let her sleep, I tiptoed through the room getting ready for bed, trying to stay as quiet as possible.
 

Not being able to see very well in the darkness, I tripped over a suitcase she’d left open and fell on the ground with a thud and a groan.
 

“Jason?” Heather’s sleep voice drifted from across the room.
 

“Yes, it’s me,” I whispered. “Sorry. I was trying to be quiet.”
 

She sat up and crawled to the edge of the bed, covering her mouth with her hand after realizing what had happened to me. “I’m so sorry I left that there!”
 

“Oh, don’t worry about it,” I said, getting up and brushing myself off. “I’m sorry I woke you.” I was having a hard time looking at her, considering how I’d left things.
 

She looked straight into my eyes. “Jason? Is everything okay?” she asked.
 

I sighed, walked over to the bed and sat down next to her. “Everything’s fine. I’m sorry I…left in such a huff.”
 

“What happened? Were you mad about the…thing?”
 

Her question brought a certain clarity to my muddled mind. Suddenly I saw her as my wife again. My Heather, the woman I’d been lucky enough to marry. I realized that the truth was all that she deserved. No more games or second guessing. We were in this together and there was only one way it would work.
 

I began talking, telling her that I’d met Kwabena and about his proposal. I told her about the tribe he’d talked about and what he’d said about their little known dialect.
 

Heather listened patiently, following everything I said with inquisitive eyes and nodding to let me know she was listening.
 

“And that was that,” I concluded. “I’m sorry I left in a huff. I…I let this whole thing get the better of me.”
 

Heather smiled, put her hand on my arm and tilted her head. “I’m sorry,” she said. “Looking back I realize it wasn’t fair to you what I did.”
 

This took me aback, somewhat. I’d spent a good amount of time trying to justify her actions for myself. It was a bit of a pleasure to hear her apologize for them. It validated my reaction, I suppose. “It’s just that…”
 

“I know,” she said, interrupting. “We agreed that this would be between us. I shouldn’t have let Kwabena talk me into letting him put the plug in my ass. I knew it was a stupid power play when it happened. I guess…I don’t know,” she said, looking away. “It was kind of exciting being dominated by him like that.”
 

Love welled up inside me at hearing her admit it. “Oh, Heather. It was exciting for me, too, in a way. I just got jealous because…”
 

“Because you weren’t a part of it. I know. That’s why it was wrong.”
 

She leaned forward and I wrapped my arms around her neck in a tight hug. We held each other for some time before she pulled away.
 

“So? What do you think?” she asked quietly.
 

“About Kwabena’s offer you mean?”
 

Heather bit one corner of her lower lip and nodded.
 

“What do you think? Do you really think it’s possible that there’s a tribe that…”
 

Heather smirked and rolled her eyes. “Oh puh-lease,” she said with a wave. “I guess it’s possible if we were in the heart of the jungle. But half a day’s drive away from a city like Koflao? Come on! He’s just trying to lure us out there. Probably to get another chance to fuck me!”
 

It stung to hear her say it but in sort of a delightful way. I still wasn’t quite used to hearing her be so crass. “Do you want to, though?” I asked quietly. “We haven’t even really had a chance to talk about what happened between you and Kwabena. Did you enjoy it?”
 

“I…I did,” she said with a sigh.
 

That stung a bit, too. But now that we were here, talking about it in the darkness together, it wasn’t quite as sharp as it could have been. It was a safe sort of pain. “Why?”
 

Heather shrugged. “I’ve never really been one to have one-night stands or anything like that. You know me. I’ve had a few boyfriends but that’s it. I don’t know what happened to me but after we tied the knot I just…I felt…”
 

“I think horny is the word you’re looking for,” I offered.
 

Heather burst out laughing and hugged me again. “Yeah, you’re right about that. But it wasn’t just that. I felt like now that things were permanent, I guess, I could be a little more adventurous. All that dirty talking we did, wasn’t that hot?”
 

“It was,” I replied. “So? What do you think?” A very pleasant warmth had filled me at our heart to heart.
 

“I think it’s totally up to you. I’m game for anything. We’re halfway across the world. Why not try something a little crazy before we go back home and settle down? On the other hand, if it’s not something you want to…”
 

“No. I do want it,” I said, then paused.
 

“Jason? But what?”
 

I glanced down at her belly. “Heather, you have to tell me. Are you really still off the birth control? Because if you are, if you really are then this is crazy.” I shook my head. “We can’t be doing something like that if you really are.”
 

A smile formed on her lips. She leaned forward and gave me a soft kiss. Then she pulled away to look into my eyes again. “I’ll tell you what, Jay. I’m going to let you decide. I really believe that no matter what, everything’s going to be okay.”
 

I tensed at her answer. She’d said it before but was she saying it because she was certain? Because she’d resumed her birth control? Or was she saying it because that’s just what she believed? “You’re not going to tell me?” I asked.
 

Heather shook her head. “No. If you do decide we should go, don’t you think it’ll be more exciting for you if you don’t know?” she asked.
 

A thrilling shiver rushed through me as I gazed into her eyes. She had my number on that one. “Okay. I trust you’ll do what’s best.”
 

Her smile widened as she swung a leg over mine and sat down in my lap.
 

I glanced down at her hardened nipples, my cock rising inside my pants. “Okay,” I whispered. “Let’s do it.”
 

Heather leaned forward and nibbled my ear. “I was hoping you’d say that,” she whispered back. She reached down between us and rubbed my cock with her hand.
 






Chapter Fourteen


After rising early two days later we spent half the day sweating our way down the highway in Kwabena’s car, then bouncing our way through the bush on bumpy trail. Heather dozed in the back while Kwabena and I rode in silence up front.
 

We had brought my equipment and her notebooks, mostly to keep up the ruse that we believed what he’d told us but also on the off chance that what he’d said was true.
 

By the time he parked the car in some tall grass at the edge of the narrow trail and killed the engine we were tired, hungry and sweating like dogs.
 

Heather woke from her slumber in the back, sat up and looked around. Her eyes met Kwabena’s in the mirror. “Now what?” she asked.
 

“Now,” Kwabena replied, “we wait.”
 

We all settled back into our seats in silence, trying to ignore the stifling heat.
 

I’m not quite sure how long it took. The heat had a way of bending time. It was Heather who sat up first with a quiet gasp.
 

I looked back to see her eyes wide, then followed her gaze through the tall grass. There, about fifty feet from where Kwabena had parked the car, stood a tall, black man holding a long spear. He was wearing a necklace decorated with what looked to be colourful beads and staring straight at us. I turned to Kwabena. “Is that…”
 

“Shh!” he said, raising his hand. “They will come to us.”
 

Turning back to look at the man, I saw that he’d started walking towards us, wading through the long stalks of dry grass, pushing them aside with one hand.
 

Moments later another figure appeared, a few feet off to the side. Then another a few feet back. Then another, and another after that.
 

I watched them approach with a certain excitement and some trepidation. It felt a bit like sliding down a hill and not being able to get a foothold on the ground. Now that I’d set the wheels in motion for this adventure it didn’t seem like there was any going back.
 

As the men got close to the car, Kwabena opened his door and stepped out. “You two wait in here until I say,” he instructed.
 

I looked back at Heather, who rolled her eyes and smiled. “He’s really taking this act seriously,” she said. “Should we tell him we know he’s full of shit?” she asked with a giggle. But as Kwabena began talking to the men, her ears perked up.
 

She sat up in her seat and turned her head to one side, presumably so she could better hear what they were saying.
 

“Heather? What is it?” I asked.
 

“Shh!” she said, holding up a hand the same way Kwabena had.
 

Silenced, I turned around to look at the men and wait for Heather to say something about what she was hearing.
 

After a few minutes of Kwabena speaking with them, he walked around to his side of the car, opened the door and poked his head inside. “You will go with them, Miss Heather,” he said. “Jason and I will bring the things.” He nodded at me.
 

I glanced at Heather to see her looking somewhat surprised. “Heath?”
 

She shook her head and was about to say something when one of the men opened the door. She glanced at me, then without a word stepped out of the car.
 

A slight panic shook me. I really wanted to know what had piqued her interest but I didn’t want to let Kwabena know that we thought he was full of it. Turning to look out the car window, I saw the five large men surround Heather. They were all wearing nothing but the skimpiest of loincloths and as their eyes roamed up and down her body I saw their cocks twitching to life.
 

A potent burst of adrenaline rushed through me at the sight.
 

One of the men put a hand on her upper back and pushed her gently forward.
 

Without looking back Heather began to move with them through the grass.
 

Kwabena was already unpacking our gear from the trunk when I jumped out of the car and ran around to the back. “Where are they taking her?” I asked, a little breathless.
 

Kwabena cracked a smile. “You’ll have to learn to let go of your worries, Jay. There won’t be an answer for everything while you’re here.” Hauling the bags out of the trunk he handed them both to me. “Follow me,” he said.
 

We walked through the tall fronds of grass with Kwabena ahead pushing them out of the way. After a ways I heard the sound of laughter. By the time we reached the small clearing in the brush I had worked up quite a sweat and was panting heavily.
 

I followed Kwabena into he clearing and slumped forward letting both bags fall to the ground. I gasped as I looked up at the congregation of people in front of us.
 

Heather was standing in the middle of a group of men and women. The men were all very tall with not an ounce of fat on them. Their muscles were clearly delineated beneath their black skin. The women were equally fit and nearly all had ample breasts that were surprisingly pert, considering they wore no bras. Some of the  men wore loincloths but most were naked, save for a rope around their waist or a necklace of colourful beads.
 

They were all staring at Heather but didn’t seem as curious as I thought they’d be. Heather was doing her best to look back at them with a smile but her eyes kept drifting down to their midriffs, eyeing their breeding organs. Her white skin and blonde hair were a stark contrast to their dark complexions.
 

One of the women stepped out from the crowd and began to walk towards us. It took me a moment to realize I’d seen her before. I gasped as I recognized her as the girl that had served us in the coffee shop. She was nude just like the others and I couldn’t keep my eyes from wandering down her stunning figure. She walked up and came to a stop in front of me.
 

“Perhaps you remember Nulundi?” Kwabena said. “She is my wife.”
 

The revelation stunned me. I found it odd that he had not introduced her when we were at the coffee shop. But I was far too busy trying to keep my eyes on hers and off of her beautiful curves to dwell on it.
 

“She is one of the few people on the outside who speak this dialect,” he explained.
 

I turned to him, puzzled.
 

“Yes. Nulundi was raised here. When her mother died we decided to give up this life and move to the city. But this is what we called home for a long time,” he said, waving a hand towards the vast plain behind the group.
 

“So wait, this is…your tribe?” I asked.
 

Kwabena smiled at me and nodded. He looked over at Nulundi and said a few words before turning to look at me again. “Nulundi will make sure you are comfortable for your stay.” Then, without another word, he walked over to the group, said something that caused all of them to burst into laughter, then turn and walk into the bush with Heather still in middle not giving so much as a glance back.
 

A few of the women turned and looked at me, pointing and giggling before disappearing into the bush.
 

Once we were alone I turned to Nulundi, trying my best to keep my eyes glued to her face and not wandering down her supple body. “It’s a…a pleasure to meet your,” I said.
 

She cast me a bemused smile. “A pleasure to meet you as well,” she replied, her accent barely noticeable.
 

“You speak English?” I asked, my confusion mounting at the strangeness of Kwabena not introducing her earlier.
 

“I do.”
 

I shook my head. “The coffee shop. Why…why didn’t he…”
 

Nulundi smirked. “My husband has his habits,” she said, dismissing my concern with a wave. “If you fetch the bags I’ll show you to the hut where you’ll be staying.” Without waiting for me to do so, she turned and began walking off in a different direction the rest of the tribe had departed.
 

I scrambled to pick up the bags, then staggered off after her. I couldn’t resist the urge to stare at her deliciously round and plump ass swaying in front of me. Despite the load I was carrying my cock began to rise at the sight of it.
 

We wandered through more grassland for what seemed like five or ten minutes. I must say that with each step I took I felt as if I were getting farther from civilization than I had the whole drive there.
 

There really was nothing here. No electricity, none of the trappings of modern life. It felt as if I were returning to a more primal, more animal existence.
 

The next clearing we came to had a circle of mud huts and Nulundi walked into one of them. I followed her into the dark and musty structure and deposited the bags on the dirt floor.
 

“This is where you will be staying,” she explained. “Please take off your clothes. You can leave them in here.”
 

“My…my clothes?” I asked, a little taken aback by the request.
 

Nulundi seemed unimpressed by my surprise. “Yes. We don’t wear them out here and you won’t be trusted if you leave them on. Out here we don’t believe the human body is anything to hide,” she said.
 

I pondered the notion for a moment. It was a poetic thought, but I found my inhibitions difficult to overcome.
 

But Nulundi seemed as if she would stand there staring at me until I complied. So after an awkward minute had passed in silence I unbuttoned my shirt and my pants and took them off. I found my face heating under her watchful gaze. “Could I leave the underwear on?”
 

“That won’t be necessary,” she said. Reaching out before I could stop her, she yanked my boxers down, exposing my cock. “There. You see?” she said, staring at my half-standing tool. “It’s out and the sky hasn’t fallen.” She stared at it for a moment longer before looking up into my eyes. “You have a nice cock,” she said, as casually as if she were remarking what a lovely day it was.
 

I muttered my thanks at the strange compliment before removing my underwear completely. But by then the strangeness of my predicament was too great for me to ignore. “Nulundi,” I said as we stepped back outside into the heat of the noonday sun. “What…what’s going on here?”
 

Nulundi walked over to a mound of dirt in the center of the circle and sat on it.
 

It was impossible for me not to glance between her legs as she did. Her dark flower had split ever so slightly open, exposing the soft pink petals within.
 

“Come,” she said, waving me towards her. “Sit.”
 

She pointed at the ground in front of her. I walked over, still very conscious of my nudity, but did as she asked, sitting in cross-legged in front of her. My cock remained inflated, partially from the bizarre yet somehow erotic interaction with Nulundi. I found myself entertaining thoughts of making an advance on her, something I had to shoo out of my mind.
 

She looked me over a few times, as if appraising whether I was ready for what she had to say. “What do you think is going on?” she asked.
 

I frowned. “I’m not sure I understand your meaning,” I said.
 

“Why did you come here, Jason?” she asked. The sun had begun it’s long descent westward but was no shinning from right behind her.
 

I had to shield my eyes against the glare. Squinting my eyes formed a sort of halo around Nulundi making her look sacred and ethereal. “I think…your husband…” I felt myself blush at mentioning the word seated in front of a gorgeous naked woman. “He told me that the language you speak hasn’t been studied. My wife is a…”
 

“I know who Heather is,” she said.
 

This took me aback, learning that she knew her name. “How did you…have you two met?”
 

“Only in the clearing where I met you. But Kwabena has told me about her.”
 

I shook my head. This was all getting stranger by the second, it seemed.
 

“But that’s not why you’re here, Jason, is it? Not really. You didn’t just come because of the language, did you?”
 

“I…I…” I stammered out a few more “I’s” before I had nothing left to say.
 

“What is it, huh?” she asked. “You can tell me. There are no secrets out here.”
 

The question, and the answer it inspired, the real reason we were there, began to glow hot inside of me. I looked at Nulundi and realized she already knew the answer. She was making me say it for my benefit. “I want…I want to see…”
 

“Yes? You can say it.”
 

“I wanted to watch Heather…”
 

Nulundi nodded her encouragement.
 

“I wanted to see Heather…with another man.”
 

She nodded again. “But you’ve already seen that, haven’t you? She’s already been with Kwabena? You’ve already watched.”
 

An intense and almost painful embarrassment began to twist my insides. “Yes,” I said, unable to look into her eyes. Not just from the blinding sun behind her but from her intense stare.
 

“What is it that you wanted then?” she asked. “Say it.”
 

I felt somewhat crushed by her insistence. But it wasn’t an unpleasant feeling. In fact, there was an arousal to her dominance. “I wanted to watch her with many men,” I whispered.
 

After a moment of silence I glanced up to see Nulundi smiling. She reached down and scooped up a handful of dirt. “There,” she said quietly. “That is as real as this earth,” she said. She worked the dirt into her hand with her thumb before pressing her palm against my forehead.
 

Her touch was as scorching as the sun in the most purifying way. It was as if all of my doubts and inhibitions were wrenched out of me, travelling through her before dissipating up towards the sky.
 

I stared into her dark eyes with her hand still pressed to my head. My erection stiffened between my legs but I didn’t care.
 

Nulundi began to mutter something in her language.
 

The earth seemed to shift beneath me.
 

She stood up, her hand still on my head. Stepping apart, she guided my face up to the space between her legs. She smelled of the ground and sweat and the delicious sharp scent of a woman’s lubricating mucus.
 

“This is where you will find yourself, Jason,” she said, staring into my eyes. “Here where everything began you will learn what it means to be animal again.” She drew me closer so my lips were pressed to her pussy. “Honour where you came from,” she said.
 

I closed my eyes and kissed her dark cunt.
 

Suddenly Nulundi stood up and clapped her hands in the air above her head. Women burst from the tall grass from all directions, laughing and dancing and waving their hands above their heads.
 

One of them danced up to Nulundi and offered her what looked to be tree bark. She took it, bit off a piece and chewed. Then she bent forward and opened my mouth with a finger on my chin.
 

Under her spell and unable to resist, I let my jaw fall open.
 

Nulundi spat, sending a chunk of the bark flying into my mouth.
 

As soon as it hit my tongue the world seemed to melt around me. Everything took on a golden glow and the laughter of the naked women dancing was the only sound I could hear.
 

Letting myself slip into the feeling, I allowed Nulundi to guide me onto my back on the ground. She knelt down next to me and wrapped a fist around my rigid cock.
 






Chapter Fifteen


I would have been unable to move even if I had wanted to. I won’t lie, I didn’t for a second think of resisting. I had no idea where Heather was or what she was doing. I had no idea what she would think of me allowing Nulundi at my genitals. But I really didn’t have much choice.
 

I was tripping from whatever chemical was in the bark. The warmth radiating from my cock in Nulundi’s grasp had my mind locked in a vise.
 

As Nulundi began to pump my organ the other women, still dancing, would come up between my legs and tickle my sack with their toes. Then they’d dance away and let another do the same. Their laughter turned into a chanting at some point.
 

Nulundi worked my cock slowly and steadily. I felt myself approaching climax a number of times, hardening in her fist. Each time, just as I felt myself tipping over the edge, Nulundi would relax her grip, sometimes so much she was barely touching.
 

Each time I would stagger back from the brink of my eruption. The first of these edgings was quite pleasant but each successive one became more and more painful. The ache throbbed inside me so hot and tight that I finally reached up and tried to touch myself to bring myself to release.
 

This caused the women to burst into uproarious laughter and celebration. Nulundi smiled, the first time I had seen her do so, and as she held my arms down two naked dancing females stepped on my hands.
 

Their touch was light and they weren’t stepping on them with their full weight at all. And yet I felt as if someone had laid two slabs of stone on my hands. I couldn’t move them at all.
 

The two women continued to sway above me as Nulundi resumed her torturous massage.
 

I resigned myself to the fact that I would have no say in this strange rite. I closed my eyes and tried to focus on what felt good about it.
 

Nulundi coaxed me to near-orgasm a few more times, each time releasing me right before the moment.
 

When I finally couldn’t take another second I began to moan and beg loudly, my eyes closed, head rolling side to side.
 

This caused Nulundi to smile more widely. She nodded at one of the girls who stepped up between my legs holding what looked to be a hollowed out gourd. A hole had been bored out on one side. She knelt down and put the hole at the tip of my cock.
 

Nulundi began to chant some incantation. The women resumed their chant.
 

The pressure in my balls grew to such an intensity I thought something was going to rupture. I moaned another series of pleas.
 

Nulundi slowed her strokes. Holding me in her fist, she began to rub the underside of my glans.
 

My shaft flooded with semen. For a moment I thought she was going to stop again. 
 

The rubbing continued.
 

I screamed as a torrent of ejaculate gushed from the head of my cock, shooting straight into the waiting gourd. My body shook as the woman around me burst into laughter, clapping their hands high above their heads as Nulundi had.
 

As I soared over the peak of my climax, one of the most intense I’d ever had, a relief flooded through me at finally being allowed to come. This was followed by a wondrous feeling of fragility and innocence.
 

From somewhere in my deepest center I knew this must be the effects of the drug but I didn’t care.
 

As the gourd was carried off somewhere, Nulundi dragged my head into her lap. She was holding her teat in one hand, the dark nipple stiff and ripe. “Feed, Jason,” she whispered.
 

I may have been hallucinating but I clearly saw a thick drop of creamy milk form at the tip of her nipple as she squeezed her tit. I slurped the wrinkled flesh into my mouth and began to suck. My mouth filled with squirt after hot squirt of her frothy cream.
 

My eyelids got incredibly heavy and I felt myself drifting off to sleep. Moments before I did, I heard Nulundi whispering something in her language.
 

“Now you are back home, Jason. You are back with the living earth where you began.”
 

I have no idea to this day whether she said those words in English or not.
 



***

 


I woke to near-darkness and the sounds of a fire crackling somewhere in the distance. Hushed voices were muttering something. My head felt heavy, my mind enveloped in a thick fog. Lifting myself up on my elbows I saw the outlines of people around a fire.
 

As my vision focused I realized there were a number of fires. A burst of adrenaline coursed through me as my gaze settled on the one closest to where I was lying on the ground.
 

Heather sat as naked as the men and women around her. Kwabena was seated to her right and Nulundi on her left. They were surrounded by a number of men. Heather seemed absolutely at ease, as if nothing could be more natural than the situation she was in.
 

When she noticed me staring at her, her eyes lit up. She sprang up, pointed at me, then jogged over, her breasts bouncing pleasantly as she ran. “You’re up!” she said, clapping her hands together and kneeling next to me.
 

I gazed at her, unconvinced that I wasn’t dreaming this.
 

She tilted her head and gave me a funny smile. “You okay?” she asked.
 

“Heather…what’s going on? What happened?”
 

Her smile widened. “Well, you passed out after the grundu root they gave you. That shit is crazy, right?”
 

“Right,” I said, rubbing my head. “Where have you been?”
 

Heather shook her head. “You’re not going to believe this but Kwabena wasn’t lying after all. I’m not sure this language has ever been documented.”
 

I shook my head back. “See…I was thinking more about that on the drive over here. Didn’t Davison come out here? Isn’t that how him and Kwabena met? How could he not have documented an undiscovered language?”
 

Heather’s smile turned a little funny. “I was thinking the same thing,” she said. “Until Kwabena explained.”
 

“Well?” I asked. “You going to share?”
 

“They haven’t lived with the tribe for a long time, him and Nulundi.”
 

I blushed at the mention of Nulundi’s name. I glanced at Heather, wondering if she knew anything about what had happened to me.
 

She noticed me staring and smirked. “Yes. I know all about it.” Reaching down, she touched my cock, which was still half-hard.
 

Looking down I saw that dried grass had been tied around the root of it. A sort of improvised cock ring to keep my erection from deflating. “What the hell is going on?” I muttered.
 

“That was some orgasm you had there, big boy,” Heather said, chuckling.
 

“So really. What the hell is going on?” I asked.
 

Heather sighed. “So they come back here once a year, Kwabena and Nulundi.” She bit her lower lip. “It’s for…it’s a sort of ritual.”
 

“A ritual? Like a fertility thing?” I asked.
 

“Not exactly,” Heather replied. “I guess it started back in colonial times. One of the settlers ended up living with this tribe. Him and his wife. Every time someone would show up to claim their land he would convince them to go away and leave them in peace. I guess things are a little…different for these guys.”
 

“What do you mean different?” I asked, still thoroughly confused.
 

Heather took a deep breath. “I mean sexually. They’re not really westernized in any way,” she explained. “There’s not a lot that’s taboo to these guys.”
 

“Okay,” I said, still not completely sure what she meant. “What does this have to do with the ritual?” I asked.
 

“See that’s the thing. It’s kind of why Kwabena brought us here, why he mentioned this in the first place. It’s also why Davison was so eager to get us here.”
 

“Heather just say it. I still don’t get…”
 

“They need us for the ritual,” she said, her tone flat. “They think that having sex with a white woman protects them in some way. Keeps civilization at bay and lets them continue leading this life.”
 

“Okay,” I said cautiously. “It sounds like…it kind of sounds like what we came here for anyways. Right?”
 

Heather gave a nervous glance back towards the fire.
 

Kwabena smiled and nodded at her.
 

“Kind of,” she said.
 

“Kind of?” I asked.
 

Heather looked straight into my eyes. “Jason, Kwabena said that sometimes…sometimes people don’t go back.”
 

“Don’t go back?”
 

She nodded. “Sometimes people stay. They…I guess they get a feeling for the place.”
 

I frowned. “Are you worried that…”
 

Heather shrugged. “I don’t know. That would be crazy, right? Suddenly deciding to stay in this place, to live this life? I thought it sounded crazy, too. But Kwabena said he had to tell us. He didn’t want to lead us into this with a lie. He said that would make the ritual impure.”
 

I guffawed in disbelief at what I was hearing. “This is crazy,” I muttered. “Heather you’re not actually worried about that, are you?”
 

She shook her head. “Honestly, I don’t know what to think.”
 

I found it somewhat unsettling that Heather was taking this so seriously. She was an academic. She didn’t go in for superstitious nonsense like this. “You really think we’re going to be tempted to stay here?” I asked.
 

She shook her head again. “I don’t know.”
 

This time I laughed out loud.
 

Heather frowned.
 

“Look I don’t know what’s gotten into you but you’re being ridiculous,” I said.
 

The frown turned to a scowl.
 

“We’re here, right? We both know why we came. If what just happened to me is anything to go by this is going to be one swinging party,” I said with a wide smile. “Or are you just getting cold feet seeing all that black meat swinging around?” I asked, glancing over at one of the groups of men huddled around the fire.
 

Heather looked a little taken aback for a moment. Then her expression changed, her mouth forming a tight line across her face. “That was uncalled for,” she said.
 

“Heather, relax. I’m just joking. Come on, if what just happened to me is anything to go by tonight is going to be super hot.”
 

The tension left her shoulders but her expression stayed the same. “Okay,” she said after a while. “If you think so.”
 

“Look,” I said, touching her arm. “I’m sorry. That was kind of a stupid joke to make. I just…I can’t even begin to imagine what it would take to keep us in a place like this. Let’s just have a fun couple of days tripping on whatever crazy root they fed me and having an awesome time.”
 

I could barely believe my own eagerness. It might have been the lingering effects of the drug but I felt absolutely nothing but unbridled enthusiasm at the prospect of watching Heather perform some strange ritual with a bunch of hung black guys. “Before you know it we’ll be laughing about this back home.” I gave her arm a squeeze.
 

Heather sighed, thought about it for a moment, then nodded.
 

Kwabena loomed up out of the darkness from behind Heather. He cracked a wide smile. He, too, had disrobed and his thick cock swung between his legs as he walked. “So? How are the young lovers?” he asked.
 

I smiled back at him. I felt a certain trust and closeness to him that I hadn’t before. He was, after all, the only person besides Heather that I knew in this group of strangers. I stood up, remarking at how unashamed I was at my own nudity. “We’re good,” I replied.
 

“Good,” Kwabena asked, raising an eyebrow.
 

“Good.”
 

He looked down at Heather who was still on the ground, gazing up at him. He offered a hand and helped her up. “Well then,” he said, pulling her close.
 

My insides did a pleasant flip as I watched his dark hands caress her soft skin. They slid down her back until they were on the two round globes of her ass.
 

Heather reached up and put her arms around his neck.
 

An urge overcame me to join them, to touch Heather, to be close to her and part of whatever bizarre rite we were about to witness. But as I reached out to try and touch her shoulder a hand came out from the darkness behind me and pulled me away. I gasped, startled by the unexpected touch.
 

“No, Jason,” Nulundi said, her voice kind and gentle behind me. “She’s theirs now.”
 

Her words sent a chill racing through me that tickled my toes. I watched Heather kissing Kwabena, his hands groping her fleshiest parts. My cock, still tied at the root, began to harden once more.
 

A glance behind Heather and Kwabena revealed that the women had walked away from the circles by the fire. Now only the men remained. About two dozen or so. Their cocks were all in various stages of erection as they watched Kwabena pawing greedily at Heather as they kissed.
 

The women drifted silently over to where Nulundi and I were standing. Some of them glanced at my cock and exchanged giggles and smiles.
 

While I didn’t feel I had anything to be ashamed of, my cock was definitely smaller than most of the men standing around the fires. It bounced and flexed as I watched Heather fall under Kwabena’s spell.
 

A couple of the men slipped away from the group and returned a short while later carrying what looked to be a large sawhorse but with a very large and very thick log on top. They set it down more or less in the center of the fires.
 

Kwabena finished kissing Heather, smiled at her and took her by the arm, leading her over to where the sawhorse had been set down. He patted it with his hand, staring at it affectionately. Then without warning he lifted Heather up and sat her down on it. Lowering himself to his knees, he spread her thighs.
 

“He will honour her,” Nulundi whispered from behind me. “You want to go see?” she asked.
 

I nodded because my breath had caught in my throat at what I was about to watch. She led me around the circle, staying just outside of the light the fires cast.
 

Perched up on the structure, Heather stared down at Kwabena as his lips pressed against her cunt.
 

Two men came up behind her and put their hands on her shoulders, steadying her so she didn’t fall.
 

Her back arched at Kwabena’s first kiss. Her nipples hardened and she pulled her shoulders back causing her breasts to jut out.
 

Dark hands swept around from behind her, kneading her tits and pulling at her stiff pink buds. The sounds of Kwabena eating her pussy mingled with the crackling of the fire.
 

I watched with a hard and aching cock as Heather was prepared to be defiled.
 






Chapter Sixteen


Kwabena licked Heather’s pussy until I could see fat drips of her juice falling from it to the ground below. Working his way up her slit, he slurped her clit into his mouth and at the same time pushed two fingers into her slippery hole.
 

Heather moaned and began to writhe on top of the log.
 

The two men holding her kept her from falling as their hands caressed her breasts and stomach.
 

I knew she was closing in on a climax when she began to pant heavily.
 

Kwabena kept up a steady rhythm with his fingers while continuing to massage her clit with his tongue. His own cock had risen to it’s impressive length and as he brought Heather over the cusp of a climax he reached down and began to stroke it.
 

Heather moaned and shuddered through the orgasm that raced through her. At the peak of it, one of the men holding her lowered his head and sucked her nipple into his mouth. This caused another cascade of moans as she crested again. As these subsided she was reduced to a quivering mess trying to push Kwabena away from her pussy.
 

He insisted on a few more pumps with his fingers before withdrawing them and standing up before her.
 

The men that had been holding her in place helped her off the log. They brought her to kneel in front of Kwabena, her face beneath his rock-hard muscle.
 

Kwabena cracked a wide grin. Taking his cock in hand, he waved it in front of her, tapping her cheeks and rubbing it against her chin. “Now you are in your proper place, Miss Heather,” he said, still smiling. He looked up and said something to the two men, who both began chuckling.
 

I still can’t place what it was that I found so compelling about this sight. It was, to me, an almost sacred experience, watching Heather out in the vastness of that African night being transformed, submitting to Kwabena’s might.
 

“Take it, Miss Heather. Take it in your mouth,” he said.
 

Heather’s lips parted and she eased her tongue out of her mouth.
 

Kwabena lowered the tip of his giant, dark slab onto it and slid it inside.
 

It was at that moment that I came to understand what he’d meant by the power of the black shaft. As Heather reached up and wrapped her hands around the root of his cock, gazing up into his eyes, I knew that she would never be the same again and neither would I.
 

No matter how far away home was, this part of our trip would always stay with us.
 

Kwabena stood staring down at Heather as she took as much of his cock into her mouth as she could.
 

The other men’s expressions had grown serious. They watched Heather with a great intensity, their cocks growing with each of the filthy slurps her mouth made over Kwabena’s cock.
 

His orgasm came without warning. He grunted and Heather gagged as the first spurt of his ejaculate hit the back of her throat. She tried to come off him but he put a hand on the back of her head and held her in place. This forced her to swallow the rest of his load.
 

Her eyes went wide as she gulped, his dark muscle flexing as it shot the rest of what he had into her mouth.
 

When he was finished he took his hand off her head and stepped back. His cock fell out of her mouth, flagging a little but still dripping cum.
 

Heather fell forward onto her hands. Globule’s of his cum pooled at the corners of her mouth before dripping down onto the ground. She was barely able to catch her breath before the two men who had lifted her to the ground lifted her back up.
 

This time she wasn’t seated on top of the log. Rather, they laid her down on her stomach. Using some long stalks of grass, they tied her hands together beneath the log, then tied her ankles to two legs of the horse, securing her in place.
 

“Now it begins,” Nulundi whispered. Her soft voice and a warm breeze caused a very pleasant shudder to ripple through me. “Do you care to take more root?” she asked.
 

I turned to see her holding more of the woody bark out. To be honest I wasn’t sure whether I wanted it or not. The trip had been intense but I didn’t know if I wanted my mind that clouded.
 

Nulundi leaned towards me and pressed the root into my hand. “It will be easier for your if you do,” she said. “Take it. For strength.”
 

There was not much arguing with her imposing stare. I bit of a small piece of the root and chewed on it. The euphoria was almost instant. When I turned to look at Heather again the rite had already begun.
 

Some of the men had started clapping their hands above their heads. The same way the women had but in a slower rhythm. One of them had taken up position behind Heather. He was holding his engorged cock and using the tip to splay her folds open.
 

I shuddered as I watched him split her pussy lips, then slip the head of his member into her glistening slit. The moan she made and the way her body bucked on the horse had me reaching for my own tool.
 

“Save yourself,” Nulundi said, swatting my hand away from my cock and scowling.
 

The pressure that had built up in my loins was nearly unbearable but I did as she said. I looked back towards Heather to find that the man had fully impaled his cock inside of her. He had both hands on her ass and was pumping into her with rough thrusts.
 

My mind filled with the last thing Heather had said to me, that she had gone off birth control. Maybe it was the hallucinogenic root, or how turned on I was but the sensation the memory brought was like being torn in half.
 

While I had been positive at the time that Heather had been playing, doubt crept into my mind now. As I watched the man thrusting into her quicken his pace, I was overcome with paranoia.
 

And yet my cock hardened at the idea that she was unprotected, that her womb might take the insemination and swell with another man’s seed. The fantasy was so potent that when he did finally begin to come, his body erupting into a fit of spasming jerks, I looked down to see that precum had begun to ooze from my own cock. This without any stimulation but the sight of Heather being strapped down and fucked and the thought that she might be bred.
 

As the man stepped back his cock fell out, revealing a sight that made me fall to my knees. Heather’s beautiful pink gash gaping, stretched by the girth of his cock and regurgitating glop after glop of his seminal fluid in thick, sticky drops that ran down her leg.
 

I reached for my cock but was quickly dissuaded by a light slap on the back of my hand. I looked up to see Nulundi still scowling at me, then down to find my member still dripping and painfully hard.
 

One by one the tribesmen got behind Heather. One by one they fucked her until she was absolutely filled to the brim with their cum. With some she climaxed but after the fifth or sixth time she simply lay strapped to the bench with an exhausted expression, resigned to her fate.
 

As each of the tribesmen finished with her, he would walk away from the circle and select one of the women standing around Nulundi and I. They would then retreat to one of the huts from which the sounds of more rutting would begin.
 

It was after the last one had finished that Nulundi tapped me on the shoulder. It was now just Kwabena, Nulundi, Heather and I in the circle. The effects of the root had begun to wear off and a heavy dose of reality descended on me as the high waned.
 

I crawled over to the bench, afraid to look Heather in the eye, afraid of what I’d put her through to sate my own desires.
 

But the look on her face was not what I expected. She was wearing an almost angelic smile, her eyes closed, as she hummed sweetly to herself.
 

“Heather?” I whispered. “Are you alright?”
 

Her eyes fluttered open and met mine. Her smile widened and she inhaled, then let out a long sigh. “Better than alright,” she whispered back.
 

Kwabena was standing behind her, arms folded across his chest. Nulundi walked up next to me. “You can untie her. She’s yours again,” she said. Then the two of them disappeared into the night.
 

I worked slowly, untying the dry grass that held Heather in place before helping her off the bench onto wobbly legs. As she turned she saw my erection, my cock blood red from how turned on I was. She looked up into my eyes. “I guess that means you liked it?” she said with a light giggle.
 

“I need you,” I replied, pressing her up against the bench to try and stuff my cock into her pussy.
 

Heather giggled again and pushed me away. “Jay, I can’t. I’m too sore,” she said, shaking her head and turning to look away.
 

The bottom dropped out of my stomach. I needed release so bad and I wanted desperately to do it inside her.
 

Heather looked at me out of the corner of her eye with a sly smile. She reached out with a hand and grazed my balls with the tips of her fingers. “Something tells me this isn’t going to take too much,” she said with another whisper of a laugh.
 

She trailed her index finger back and forth along the underside of my cock.
 

My nuts tightened up against my body. A hot blast of cum came rushing through my shaft. Time slowed down as I turned my eyes down to stare at my dancing member.
 

As Heather tickled the underside of it blast after blast of seed came spewing out of the tip. It flew in long arcs towards Heather but always fell short, landing instead in impotent clumps on the sandy ground. As I crested the peak of my orgasm my eyes settled on Heather’s pretty bush.
 

Noticing what I was staring at, she tilted her hips and spread herself with two fingers.
 

I shuddered at the sight of her fertile pussy filled churning with the tribes men's cum. A sight I’ll never forget as long as I live.
 






Epilogue


We spent another week in Koflao before returning home. Kwabena continued his gracious hosting, helping Heather with whatever she needed.
 

But after the intensity of our jungle experience neither Heather nor I felt the need to indulge our little fantasy with him again.
 

He was equally gracious about this, not mentioning it, save to thank us for helping his tribe with their ritual.
 

Our sex life reached new and never before seen heights, ignited by the possibility of what Heather might be carrying inside her. We both found the idea as terrifying as we did hot.
 

Miraculously, Heather did not conceive that night. She got pregnant two months later and is expecting any day now.
 

I still don’t understand what it was that changed her after we got married, that drove her to explore the dark desires we both held. But it brought us closer together, our little adventure. And while I don’t think we’ll have the space in our life for that sort of playing any time soon I don’t think we’ve ruled out ever doing it again. We’ll just have to see.
 

Until then I’ll have the memory etched in my mind of how Heather became a jungle wife.
 


THE END
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***


Thanks for reading! If you enjoyed this story check out some of my others or drop by Thirteenth Line Publications to sign up for the newsletter and get notified of all our new releases!
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The Hotel Wife

Piper has been asking Tom for a beach vacation their whole marriage.

Now seems like the perfect time, right before they're ready to start a family.

One last week of fun in the sun.

Piper’s enthusiasm for exploring Tom’s long-harbored fantasy turns the situation explosive.

As the two explore the boundaries of an unconventional relationship, Tom begins to wonder if he’ll ever get back the wife he once had.




The Houseguest

Olivia asks her husband for a favour. Can an old friend stay a few nights?

John, feeling guilty about past jealousy, agrees and their adventure begins.

As the Olivia uncovers her husband's desires, she gives him what he wants.

But when she goes too far can he take her back?





The Fling

Vanessa returns from a trade show and makes a confession.

Richard finds that her indiscretion inspires a powerful lust.

The act pushes the couple closer and they delve into a lifestyle Richard never imagined he could live.

How far will Vanessa go? And will Richard be able to keep up?




The Preacher's Wife
Fresh out of seminary, William takes a job at a small, southern parish.

The mixed ethnicity of the congregation and the church deacon, Sam, stir a fantasy within William he has long tried to hide.

Unable to resist his dark impulses he nudges his wife to become more adventurous in the bedroom to satisfy his lust, which unleashes her own appetites.

At William's request she succumbs to Sam's advances and his desire is fulfilled. But everything comes at a price.

Sam calls in his debt and William must watch his wife fulfill the devilish bargain he made.
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