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	The moment they landed, things went badly for Rodney and Michelle. Unwittingly they had become pawns in a devious plan to gain international certification for the upcoming sham elections in an African Republic. What would Rodney do? What would Michelle do?

	 

	Michelle's Story - An African Seduction: How Far Would Michelle Go to Save Her Husband from An African Jail?

	Michelle never goes with her husband on any of his working assignment, but she can’t resist a trip to Africa. Rodney works for an international committee and he is overseeing elections in a small African country so Michelle decides to travel with him, as she wants to vacation in Cape Town, South Africa. When they land in the small country's airport, the couple never imagined a trip could turn disastrous within the shortest time. Michelle is faced with a dilemma. How far would she go to save her husband?

	 

	Michelle's Story - A Weekend in Africa: Michelle Endured the African Festivities... Then The Powerful Security Officer Demanded She Spend the Night with Him and His Son

	Michelle was driven to the security officer’s home and she was forced to spend the weekend with Sarge and his family. She endured a nice visit with his wife and also met Sarge’s four children, which she would never forget. During an evening of festivities, Michelle met the president of the ruling regime and then Sarge ordered her to spend the night fucking him and his son who would soon be a full-fledged, tribal warrior.

	 

	Michelle's Story - A Visit to A Tribal Village: Michelle Was Taken to A Remote African Village and Forced to Endure Tribal Customs and Traditions

	Elections started in the African country and Rodney was forced to supervise the voting while Michelle was taken for a ride. When the limo traveled through the barren desert and wasteland, she knew the trip to Sarge’s tribal village was going to be fateful if not frightful. There were tribal ceremonies as well as extravagant celebrations planned and Michelle suddenly found herself in the middle of the festivities. The tribal customs and African traditions would prove life-changing.

	 

	Michelle's Story - African Desire: Sarge Gained Complete Control Over the Gorgeous Michelle and Then a Famous American Actress Walked into His Life

	The election was over and Michelle thought she would be allowed to leave the African country, but that was not to be. Sarge had other ideas. His only son expressed a strong desire to keep fucking the white goddess and Sarge vowed to do anything to satisfy his son’s wishes. Everything was going perfectly and then a famous American actress visited the African country. When the woman displayed a superior attitude and flaunted her success at Sarge and his men, the actress spelled out her own downfall.

	 

	Michelle's Story - An African American Romance: Control Over Michelle and Marie Kelly Was Easy for Sarge and Then the Most Desirable Woman Came into His Life

	Sarge was a happy man. He had complete control over both Michelle and Marie Kelly and suddenly he found out they were both pregnant. Convincing them to remain in his African country to have their babies was easy, as neither woman wanted the world to know about them fucking black men. When Marie’s sister came into his life, Sarge was a new man.

	 

	Michelle's Story - Intimate Interracial Relationships: Three White Women Came to The African Country and Experienced Profound Desire Despite Knowing Their Actions Were Immoral and Sinful

	The consequences of an interracial relationship were obvious for Michelle and Marie Kelly, as both women were having babies. When the news came out about Susan having his baby, Sarge was the happiest man in the world because Susan was remaining in his African country. Suddenly three intimate relationships surfaced, as Michelle belonged to Sarge’s son, Kato; Marie Kelly found her devoted lover in Mosi and Susan vowed to be with the man of her dreams.
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Chapter 1: Michelle's Story - An African Seduction: How Far Would Michelle Go to Save Her Husband from An African Jail?

	 

	Michelle travels to Africa and discovers her sexuality
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	Michelle looked forward to the upcoming trip with great anticipation. She never traveled with her husband when he went abroad, but this time it seemed safe. Rodney worked for a government agency and a lot of his work involved negotiating with foreign governments. He often put in an American presence so the world would know America was helping third world countries. Rodney was slated to supervise state run elections in one of South Africa's neighboring countries, but he decided to setup his home base in Cape Town.

	 

	This was the perfect opportunity for Michelle to go with Rodney. She had never been to Africa and the country of South Africa seemed like the perfect place for a vacation. She decided it was best to stay in Cape Town when Rodney ventured outside the country to carry out his international assigned duties. There was only one scary event to endure, but she overlooked the possibility of anything bad happening before their flight landed in Cape Town.

	 

	Their plane was scheduled to make a short stopover in the neighboring country where Rodney would be working. Rodney was obliged to meet with some of the ruling government's politicians to finalize his agenda so the stopover was planned ahead of time. The country was conducting state run elections and an international committee had assigned Rodney to supervise the voting in the country's capital city. Everything seemed okay to Michelle and Rodney, as they would not be required to leave the airport during the stopover.

	 

	The preliminary meeting was scheduled between Rodney and the government's military officer in-charge of election security. The two were to make all security arrangements for the upcoming visit to ensure Rodney's safety when he visited all the voting stations. Rodney assured Michelle that she had nothing to worry about so she became fairly confident the short stopover was safe. 'After all,' she reasoned, 'what can happen in a public domain like an airport?'

	 

	When the couple departed on the Africa trip, Michelle was excited. The plane landed at the airport where Rodney's meeting was to be held and Michelle took her husband's hand when they deplaned. They chatted while walking to the small terminal and everything seemed very normal. Once inside the brightly lit building, each was directed to a separate line to go through a security check. All the security guards were dressed in military uniforms; obviously that of the country's ruling junta.

	 

	Michelle thought it seemed like a silly formality for the couple to go through security. She wondered why they would have to be checked when Rodney was there merely to attend a meeting, which was to be held in the airport. They each took their place at the end of a line but luckily the lines were very short. Only about a dozen people got off the plane and the screening process moved very quickly.

	 

	All the guards were tall, extremely well built and very black. When Rodney reached the two guards at his screening station, he was immediately asked to put his briefcase on the x-ray conveyer belt. In typical airport screening fashion, he had to take everything out of his pockets and place his belongings in a container so it all could go through the x-ray machine. Suddenly one guard talked fast and with a concerned tone when Rodney's belongings went through the detector. He even pointed at Rodney's briefcase, as if there was something wrong.

	 

	Michelle shuddered when one of the guards in her line guided her to the proper position near the screening table. The man used a tight grip on her elbow and she had the feeling he did it for a reason. "Put coat and bag on table... nothing in pockets," the guard said. She looked at the guard and noticed how he looked her up and down, which gave her a creepy feeling. With a shrug of her shoulders, she obeyed the man putting everything she was carrying on the conveyer belt so it could go through screening.

	 

	There was an older lady in front of Michelle and she went through the walk-through metal detectors very quickly. Michelle was happy that the process was quick and easy. That was until she stepped between the archway of the screening detector. It started beeping like crazy and she really didn't understand how that could be. Everything except her clothing was on the conveyer belt so there should have been nothing to set off a metal detector.

	 

	The guard grinned widely when the gorgeous white woman stepped through the screeching detector. "Lady... over here. You come here. I do check... for beeping," he said in very good English for anyone in his country. Michelle never saw his thumb moving and covertly pressing a secret button on the hand wand. He wiped the wand up and down her body while actually rubbing against her body with the hand detector. Every time he innocently pressed the stick against her chest or on her legs, Michelle flinched looking at the man trying her best to give him the meanest look.

	 

	He grinned at her while acting in an extremely confident manner. "You have something... you hide something?"

	 

	Michelle shook her head vehemently. Suddenly a small commotion broke out in the line her husband was in. Everyone's attention was diverted to two of the big, burly guards physically handcuffing Rodney even though he struggled madly. She stared at her husband when he was led away to an interrogation room with another guard carrying his open briefcase. Michelle almost fainted when she saw some small white, plastic packets openly displayed in the case.

	 

	The guard using the wand on Michelle suddenly got her attention. "Husband get caught. He smuggle drugs... white powder into country... he big trouble," the man whispered making Michelle cry out to Rodney.

	 

	Rodney heard his wife shout and he tried to calm her down. "Don't worry, Honey! Someone must have planted it. On the plane... someone must have planted drugs in my briefcase."

	 

	Michelle watched her husband, as he was led into an adjourning room. The door slammed shut. Her last vision was Rodney being shoved hard so that he fell into a chair and there was a guard standing on each side of him.

	 

	Before Michelle had a chance to move, a guard put his big, strong hand on her arm. She was led across the large waiting area to another interrogation room and a second guard took her other arm. She felt dwarfed between two big men. The door opened and all she saw was a big desk with a royally dressed man in uniform sitting behind it. Michelle faced the rugged man who stared at her with the most demoralizing glare. Her heart beat so fast that she was positive her chest was going to explode.

	 

	The man didn't say a word, but merely held the stare for an eternity. He was the obvious leader of the guards and gave off an aura of power and control. "Come in. Please sit. Sit down... we go over options. Maybe... maybe you can save your husband," he said with his voice steady and confident. "You do want to save your husband... don't you?"

	 

	Sarge looked at the frightened woman seeing a gorgeous white woman who emitted a most desirable sexual ambiance. It had taken much conniving and scheming, but he eventually set up the meeting with Rodney for one purpose. Sarge had assured the president of the country's corrupt junta that he could influence Rodney's report about the upcoming election. They needed Rodney's certification that everything about the election was on the up and up, and Sarge's fake drug bust would ensure they got a favorable report.

	 

	Suddenly his plan was not only working perfectly, it was working even better than he ever imagined. Standing in sheer shock and disbelieve in front of him was a golden goddess; a golden goddess to do with as he pleased. His threat to throw her husband in jail for a long, long time was the perfect blackmail to gain control over Michelle. Sarge loved fucking white women, especially the ones who had no choice but to fall under his devious control.

	 

	He looked at Michelle noticing the succulent soft curves of her hips and how her legs stretched long and slender. His eyes paused on her chest, which was heaving like mad. He could hardly wait to see her breasts knowing they were ripe and luscious. Michelle was one refined, well-dressed woman, he deduced. Sarge had fucked many white women, but never one as beautiful and his charcoal cock stirred when he contemplated the prospect.

	 

	Some people in Western society may call his rape and seduction of innocent women wrong and disgusting. Sarge thought and acted like most men in his country. Men in his third world country were considered supreme and Sarge believed he could do anything without repercussions. He had everything going for himself. He was the head military officer in charge of not only airport security, but also security in the country's capital city. If all went as planned, soon he would be in charge of all security forces in the county.

	 

	Sarge's obsession for sex with white women began when he visited American. He went there to visit some of his countrymen who had moved to New York and they bragged to him about how some white women loved fucking black men. They told Sarge that it was a taboo that some women found too enticing to resist. From then on, all Sarge dreamed about was screwing prominent white women of foreign dignitaries who visited his country.

	 

	Being in charge of airport security, it afforded Sarge the perfect opportunity to screen women so he could pick the ones he most desired. Sarge took his job, as head of security, very seriously, and he viewed the escapades with white visitors as merely a perk of his job. Many of the women he approached started out horrified, even hating him, but that changed after he gained control over them.

	 

	Sarge was a master at knowing how to coerce and blackmail a woman until she was completely under his control. He knew how to get a woman fully aroused and loved seeing the looks on their faces when they had sex with their first black man. He treated them like pieces of meat and enjoyed their horrified expressions when he filled them with his Blackman cum. Sarge hoped Michelle was not taking any birth control, as the absolute best scenario was when the woman feared getting pregnant.

	 

	Sarge stared at the gorgeous Michelle noting her frightened appearance. "Please... don't be afraid. I'm here to help you," he said. Although he smiled at Michelle, she knew he was deadly serious. She felt totally alone with no friends or anyone around to help her out of the growing despair she felt.

	 

	The man glared at her without blinking or turning away. "Did you know that smuggling drugs into our country can put a man in jail for life?" Sarge held out his hand indicating that Michelle should sit down. Slowly and on legs that could barely move, Michelle walked to the only chair in front of his desk.

	 

	Sarge stared at the shivering woman testing her patience. "But you don't have to worry... it can all be forgotten," he whispered, as Michelle shook in fear. "I can forget all about the white powder in your husband's briefcase..."

	 

	He stopped mid sentence making Michelle hold her breath waiting for his demands. She knew it was futile to protest or tell the man that it was a setup. Michelle realized that Sarge was the mastermind and it would do no good to plead with him. All the guards were probably in on the ruse so she waited for the price that she would have to pay for Rodney's freedom.

	 

	"I will forget all about the smuggling... if we fuck. We have sex... and your husband will be set free," he said with an evil grin. "I have power to free husband."

	 

	Michelle's heart stopped and she stared wide-eyed at the chief of security. She suspected something dreadful but this was the absolute worst. Michelle imagined that Sarge might want to see her naked or even feel her up. Suddenly she realized the price of freeing Rodney was extremely high. She felt totally lost and a tear came to her eye when she thought of being forced into having sex with the evil bastard.

	 

	All of a sudden Sarge stood up. He slowly walked around the desk until he stood directly behind Michelle's chair. She dared not look at the man and knew he was looking her up and down. Her heart raced madly while she waited for him to say something. Suddenly she could not resist putting her hand on the top button of her blouse ensuring he could not look down her chest. Sarge stood at her shoulder and she felt his prying eyes trying to look at her boobs.

	 

	Suddenly his fingers were on her shoulder and Michelle thought she would die. He lightly ran his fingers down her shoulder and then moved to the other shoulder doing the same thing. "Yes... you can make me forget all about what happened," he whispered, giving her hand a sudden push away from her chest. She sat perfectly still when he grabbed the top button of her blouse and pulled the material away from her chest. He held the blouse open enough to see the wonderful cleavage and the pretty lace trim of her fancy bra.

	 

	Michelle dearly wanted to vanish. She trembled, as the man ogled her womanly treasures, but realized she had to say something. "It's wrong. Rodney would never smuggle anything... certainly not drugs. Please... you have to believe me," she said, hoping to convince Sarge. "Please... please let us go."

	 

	She realized her pleas sounded stupid but it was all she managed to say. Sarge grinned watching the gorgeous woman squirm in the chair knowing she would eventually be his willing servant. He loved nothing more than to control a white woman and he always made sure that they knew he was their master. "I gave you a choice," he said, keeping his voice low but very stern sounding. "You know what you have to do! It's all up to you. But if you don't want to do it... to save your husband... then go! You're free to go," Sarge said with the devilish grin.

	 

	Michelle quickly stood up. She wheeled heading for the door in a rush. Suddenly she stopped, frozen to the spot. 'It was too easy. This evil man wouldn't try to blackmail her and just let her leave,' she reasoned. Michelle stood motionless with her hand on the doorknob and she closed her eyes trying to think.

	 

	Time seemed to stand still while her imagination ran wild. Michelle imagined Sarge's control. He threatened to throw her husband in jail, but he would relent if she had sex with him. Michelle could not think of any other way to save Rodney and she dreaded the thought of letting the evil man have his way with her. She stood paralyzed with her hand gripping the door handle.

	 

	Michelle's eyes remained tightly closed. She dreamed that the horrifying ordeal was over and everything had been a hoax. All of a sudden she sensed movement right behind her. Suddenly she felt something hot, like burning breath on the side of her face. She couldn't look but her imagination pictured the tall, black man standing just beside her. There was no doubt that the imaginary figure was Sarge and he merely stood still waiting for her to make a decision.

	 

	Suddenly she felt his arm reach in front of her shivering body. She did not move a muscle when his strong fingers closed on her hand, which was still locked on the door handle. Michelle didn't dare open her eyes when her hand was tugged off the handle. Her whole body trembled wildly, as she was swiftly turned around, and pushed hard against the door. With her back flat against the door, the dark, imposing figure moved in front of her.

	 

	Michelle felt totally helpless. Slowly and almost too afraid, she opened her eyes. Sarge's face beamed and he seemed to give orders even without speaking. She whimpered and dropped her arms letting them dangle at her sides because that was what she thought he demanded. She merely uttered another pitiful whimper, as Sarge stood inches in front of her bewildered eyes.

	 

	Sarge seemed so tall and powerful, and she tilted her head back to look up at him. Her body shivered, as his fingers touched her blouse, and began unbuttoning the front until it fell wide open. She did her utmost to beg with her eyes pleading for him to leave her alone. Michelle did not try to stop Sarge when he grabbed the two bra cups pulling the flimsy material apart until it ripped. Her eyes fluttered and she could barely look down at her suddenly bare chest. Sarge's big, black hands cupped her boobs pushing them upward, pretending like he was assessing their rare beauty.

	 

	Sarge stared at the luscious breasts marveling at their ripe beauty. "We go... my office is very private. We have sex and I'll forget your husband tried to smuggle drugs," he whispered, giving Michelle's swollen nipple a little squeeze. "You wise... smart. Your husband not like prison in my country!"

	 

	He didn't allow Michelle to button her blouse. He merely took her right hand leading her out of the interrogation room. She desperately used her free hand to hold the front of her blouse closed so nobody could see her nudity. Michelle frantically glanced around the room at all the leering faces. Most were black and all had knowing smiles.

	 

	Michelle suddenly saw her husband standing by two guards. His arms were handcuffed and he had a pleading look on his frightened face. Her torn bra cups dangled in her armpits but she managed to prevent anyone from seeing her bare flesh. Michelle had to look away from Rodney because she was too embarrassed and she hoped he wouldn't notice her helter-skelter attire.

	 

	Rodney's mouth gaped open in dismay. One of the guards beside him chuckled and could not resist adding to Rodney's anguish. "White sluts... all the same. Can't resist black cock... but you no worry," the guard told Rodney. "Sarge no hurt... only fuck wife. He black stud... you watch slut climax with big, black cock in belly," he said letting out a big laugh.

	 

	Rodney felt like hitting the man but resisted knowing it would only make matters worse. "Michelle would never do that... never," he said feeling a sudden wave of doubt flow through his mind. With horror, he watched Sarge and Michelle followed by two large, black guards, Emu and Mosi, walk to the far side of the waiting room.

	 

	Sarge pulled the hesitant woman down a long hallway to a big office with large double doors. They entered what appeared to be a richly decorated office for a king. The room was huge with big, stuffed sofas around the largest desk Michelle had ever seen. Sarge waved his hand indicating he wanted her to sit on one of the sofas while he proceeded into an adjourning bathroom.

	 

	The two guards knew what their leader wanted. They each grabbed one of Michelle's arms escorting her to a sofa where she was ordered to wait while Sarge got changed into something more comfortable. She wound up sitting on overly stuffed, sofa cushions and the guards obediently stood at attention waiting for Sarge's return.

	 

	Sarge came out of the bathroom wearing a velvet robe, which was loosely tied at the waist, and he slowly walked towards the frightened woman. Michelle stood up before Sarge reached her. She desperately wanted to run and escape any dreaded affair with such a devious man. Her legs vibrated so viciously that it was very hard to remain standing. She stared up at the big man and into his dark, mystic eyes, which seemed to stop her protests.

	 

	When his hand came up and reached for her blouse, she merely stopped breathing. Sarge slowly and purposely took his time unbuttoning the garment enjoying the way her body shivered. He thought it was quite amusing that Michelle had re-buttoned the blouse even though her plight was hopeless.

	 

	Once the blouse hung open, Sarge grabbed the loose front, rotating the material over her shoulders until they fell to the floor behind her. The cool air hit her breasts and Michelle knew what that did to her enlarged nipples. She held her breath, as long as possible, but suddenly her chest started to heave.

	 

	Sarge swiftly moved his hands so that his fingers brushed both hard nipples. He grinned at the agony etched on Michelle's pretty face when he skillfully teased her rosebuds without the slightest retaliation. Her arms remained down at her sides and Sarge knew his blackmail had worked magic. He admired the swollen nipples and noticed how her chest heaved every time his daring fingers brushed across the extraordinary buds.

	 

	Suddenly filled with the utmost confidence, Sarge went beyond tenderness. "Standstill! Standstill my pet... so Sarge can see what you have to offer. Maybe you aren't sexy enough to buy freedom for husband." She tried hard not to move a muscle knowing she must look silly being only half dressed. Her ripped bra still hung down with the empty cups in her armpits. She still wore her skirt and high heels, but it felt like nothing with the man's hungry eyes devouring her nakedness.

	 

	Michelle obeyed even though she knew what was next. She could not remember her legs shaking so badly or being filled with so much fear. Sarge casually ripped the loosened bra from her torso and he threw it against a large mirror, which decorated one wall. He then moved around her shivering body until he stood directly in front of her. Sarge stared into her eyes seeing a helpless woman. "Take off... strip now!"

	 

	Involuntarily her hands moved and began the arduous task of complying with his orders. She kept thinking of the dire consequences for Rodney if she did not obey Sarge's disparaging instructions. It did not take long before Michelle was stripped of her dignity. She stood in front of the man allowing his hungry eyes to devour her luscious nakedness.

	 

	Michelle was positive she had passed out. All of a sudden she was in Sarge's arms and he was carrying her back to the overstuffed sofa. He sort of tossed her onto the sofa and easily guided her into a sitting position with her feet flat on the floor. Without any warning, Sarge stripped the dressing robe from his body and he stood erect right in front of Michelle.

	 

	Her eyes bulged when she saw his hardened length of steel, which stood at a 45-degree angle in front of his charcoal hips. It was not so much the color or the fact the penis was hard that shocked Michelle. It was the fact the penis was so large. "No... oh gawd, no... please no," she moaned hoping for a salvation. "You don't understand. I am... I just can't."

	 

	Sarge loved it when his white slaves begged. He liked nothing more than forcing a woman to be extremely dramatic in voicing her fear and trepidation. Sarge imagined himself being totally irresistible and overpowering, which filled him with a rampant confidence. His eyes never left Michelle's agonizing face that looked more appealing and attractive than ever.

	 

	"Now you pay... pay for husband freedom. You suck... and make Sarge happy... or else," he whispered. Sarge watched her pretty face twist and her expression turn to one of sheer horror. "You be my white whore... now suck!" Sarge moved forward and he bravely waved his enlarged pecker in front of Michelle's frightened face. All of a sudden he grabbed her head holding it steady while he rubbed his penis all over her flushed cheeks. First one cheek and then the other, making Michelle turn her head trying to avert his demeaning taunting.

	 

	Michelle expected him to shove his penis into her mouth so her hand went out to prevent him from ramming it down her throat. She didn't mean to hold his penis, but it was that, or obey his filthy command.

	 

	Sarge was in complete control and he saw no need for foreplay or for prolonging the inevitable. "Blowjob. Suck my cock... now! Or get the hell out of my office." He could hear soft whimpering sounds coming from her throat when he thrust his hips forward until his bulging cock touched her lips. Michelle's mouth seemed to open reluctantly, but it felt like heaven to Sarge when her hot mouth engulfed the head of his cock.

	 

	Michelle's dainty hand looked utterly spectacular around his throbbing pecker. She stroked his rod by moving her hand back and forth while keeping the head buried in her steamy mouth. Sarge dearly wanted to fill her mouth with his burning lava, but that was not his objective.

	 

	Michelle resigned herself to fulfilling the man's disgusting wishes. She vowed to suck his cock in hopes it would save her from actually having sex with the blackmailer. When he suddenly pulled his throbbing pecker out of her mouth, she was a little disappointed. Sarge slapped her hands down, as if demanding that she sit still with her arms at her sides. Then he began rubbing his scorching penis all over her flushed face and even down her neck until he poked each boob with his wet prick.

	 

	Sarge purposely coated both nipples with pre-cum and then he ordered Michelle onto her back. "You good slut... now you fuck Sarge," he stated giving her a stern shove backwards. "Lay down like good white slave... and we fuck!"

	 

	She knew what was coming. "Please... gawd you can't. Please, don't do it," she pleaded. Michelle thought crying might help so she let the tears flow freely. She sobbed and could hardly speak when she begged Sarge, "You just can't... I am not taking anything. Oh gawd... no you can't. I could get pregnant!"

	 

	Everything she did merely enraged Sarge making him more aroused than ever. He loved when women begged and loved watching them squirm trying to stay out of his grasp. Michelle was everything he hoped for and hearing her horrifying affirmation that she was fertile was Sarge's momentous gratification.

	 

	The sofas inside his office were designed with one thing in mind. They were oversized and perfectly suitable for his devious plans. Michelle was no match for the African guards. The three worked together with Emu and Mosi each pinning one of Michelle's arms above her head so that she was confined flat on her back. She kicked and twisted her hips trying to stop Sarge from getting between her legs, but it was hopeless. He easily pushed on the insides of her thighs pushing them wide apart so there was room for his slender hips between her splayed legs.

	 

	"Oh no... gawd, not like this... please, oh please," she moaned feeling utterly helpless. "Oh my gawd... please don't do it. Please use something so I don't..."

	 

	Sarge loved hearing her beg, but he suddenly cut her off midway through her dire appeal. He chuckled at her pleas knowing his blackmail would keep Michelle on her back, as long as he wanted her there. All the women he blackmailed would do anything to keep their husbands out of prison, even go as far as having sex with him knowing they might get pregnant. He watched Michelle squirm and twist her body trying desperately to keep out of his clutches.

	 

	All of a sudden Sarge pressed forward. Sarge shifted his upper body and dropped down over Michelle, stretching out until he could hold her arms fully extended over her head. He grabbed her around the wrists allowing Emu and Mosi to let go of her arms. Sarge's dark, rugged face was mere inches above her teary eyes and Michelle could see the man was very determined. Her eyes opened so big it made Michelle appear frightened, but even sexier to the three guards.

	 

	Michelle's heart began beating much faster. Doom swiftly closed in on her, as she felt completely vulnerable with Sarge laying prone over her nakedness. The large African lay on top of Michelle threatening to take her at any moment. Sarge purposely let his swollen cock press against her tummy and he pushed his hips downward letting her feel every inch of his throbbing black prick.

	 

	Emu and Mosi knew exactly what to do and they each held one of Michelle's legs out to the side allowing their boss complete freedom. Michelle began to whimper knowing she was at the mercy of the powerful man. She felt Sarge pushing his oversized penis against her midsection, rolling his hips so that it stabbed her in the belly. Michelle's panic stricken mind fretted over being his prisoner; yet she could think of no way out of the ominous situation. She quickly conceded to the fact Sarge would keep Rodney in jail if she didn't cooperate.

	 

	Sarge lifted his hips. He arched his back enough so that his hard pecker barely touched Michelle and he merely let the head roam over her overheated flesh. Skillfully, he let his hips guide the head over her tummy making sure to graze every spot while leaving a trail of gooey wetness. Then he shifted his torso downward until the head of his pecker slipped between Michelle's widespread legs letting her know the end was near.

	 

	Michelle's chest heaved and rolled trying frantically to evade the man. Her breathing was so ragged it seemed she was losing control. Sarge threatened to invade her inner domain, but then he pulled back giving her a temporary reprieve. He grinned feeling her body shudder every time he let his penis graze her unprotected opening. It was music to his ears hearing the loud gasps of maddening distress when he teased her.

	 

	All of a sudden Sarge accidentally pushed a little too hard. Suddenly the entire head of his enlarged penis got soaked with burning juices. He planned to pull back and continue the intense teasing, but the heat was overwhelming. Michelle's cunt was extremely tight and it was so hot that Sarge's chest filled with cavernous desire. He thrust his hips feeling even more intense desire for the quivering woman.

	 

	Suddenly he couldn't stop his powerful hips. Sarge drove downwards like a beast. Michelle wanted to scream; yet she couldn't because her breathing had stopped. She felt the thick meat invade her most private haven knowing it was wrong, but still she was unable to fight. The wide head sliced through her cervix with an ease so surprising that Michelle felt completely bewildered. Instead of it being the most humiliating and degrading event of her life, it seemed surreal and her body felt totally alive.

	 

	She could not remember holding her breath for such a long time. Michelle kept waiting for the expected pain, but all she felt was the most concentrated sensations, which increased her heartbeat to an unbearable rate. Her chest pounded sending blood rushing throughout her entire body and her temperature rose skyward giving her a fully flushed appearance.

	 

	The big, black man was buried to the hilt and the inferno was making his balls swell with buckets of cum. "Now you will have orgasm... show husband what a white whore you are. Feel my black rod in your belly... and cum... cum like a slut," he whispered.

	 

	Michelle was confused. 'What the hell did he mean? How could Rodney know what was going on,' she wondered?

	 

	"But you said sex... not this. No... Rodney must never know," she said feeling more desperate with each passing second. "No... I won't. Go ahead and have me, you bastard... but I won't do that. Never!"

	 

	It was this precise time Sarge waited for with every white woman he blackmailed. The time he became their ultimate master. The time he forced them to climax while their husbands looked on.

	 

	He sensed Michelle was on the brink. He rammed his thick cock in and out a few times before grabbing her roughly by the hair. He reached forward jerking her head sideways. "See... see the mirror? Well your husband is behind that glass... watching. He is going to see orgasm... see you cum on my cock," Sarge whispered, holding her head pointed at the two-way mirror. "There is only one way to free your husband!"

	 

	His words hung in the air like morning dew. Michelle realized that she not only had to have sex with the disgusting man, but she also had to make him happy.

	 

	Sarge let her head drop onto the leather sofa. He reached for her titties grabbing the nipples and squeezing hard. He pulled outward stretching the elastic buds beyond tolerable limits. "Don't you want to save your husband? There is only one way!"

	 

	She stared into the dark, stern eyes. The dilemma was profound. Suddenly his lips were moving again. "I will wait... wait for orgasm. Then I will fill your white cunt with black chizz," he whispered bringing an end to her futile struggle. "Fill belly with African cum."

	 

	Michelle was delirious and quickly overcome thinking she was doing the right thing. How her hand reached between the sweaty bodies was a mystery. Michelle's fingers slipped down her chest tracing a path across the soft under swell of her boobs to her tummy, which was quivering madly. Her hand seemed to belong to a stranger who moved her fingers with a passionate fervor over her heated flesh. She squirmed wildly seemingly trying to evade the self-gratifying caresses, but there was no escape.

	 

	The most profound moment of truth shocked Michelle back to reality. Her damning hand slipped downward between the two bodies and over the ticklish indent of her bellybutton. Her tummy jumped in reaction to the tender caresses and that was followed by a shocking gasp when her fingers dropped to caress her raised pelvis. Sarge realized what was happening and he arched his back raising his upper torso above Michelle. He stared at the reflection of naked bodies in the big two-way mirror with a feeling of immense pride and satisfaction.

	 

	Michelle was utterly astounded by her brazen immorality when her skilled fingers dipped into the valley of desire. She separated the puffy labia to expose her throbbing control button and it made her blush with immense shame. When she pinched the throbbing clitoris, her heart almost came out of her chest. She could feel the thick, black meat stretching her honey-hole and she did the unthinkable. Her fingers rolled the tiny clit back and forth so vigorously that her hips rocked out of control. It was the most humiliating event of her life, but Michelle reasoned it was the only way to save her husband.

	 

	Rodney stared at the utterly raunchy scene. His wife was always overly dramatic when she climaxed and it was very apparent Michelle was in the midst of an earth-shattering orgasm. Her face was contorted with profound lust. Her fingers were moving so fast he could only imagine what it did to her precious clitoris. His faithful wife was creaming with a big, black penis buried deep inside her womanhood.

	 

	Sarge was a master of deception. He arched his back and slapped Michelle's titties making sure to strike her swollen nipples each time. The burning inferno tightened around his enlarged pecker and he used constant pumping to end Michelle's spectacular downfall. The conquest was beyond Sarge's expectations and he imagined the husband witnessing his wife's ultimate demise.

	 

	Sarge was at his best when he released his demons. He uttered loud grunting sounds with each powerful thrust, as his lance cut through Michelle's inner being. Every time he inserted the flared head of his bulging penis into virgin territory, he jettisoned molten lava into the deepest reaches of her womb. Sarge put his dark hands on the sides of her hips pulling hard each time he thrust downward with his hips.

	 

	All of a sudden Rodney realized the guard next to him was talking. "She his white whore... she hot bitch. You wait... Enu and Mosi next," he said making Rodney shudder. "You watch... see wife get fucked by many black cock."

	 

	Rodney was distraught by the revelation. He watched his darling wife's body squirm and thrust with the African's cock still embedded in her snatch. There was no doubt she had experienced a violent orgasm matching the one Sarge was going through. As the big man's hips slowly came to a stop, Rodney's eyes opened wide in trepidation. The two guards standing next to the sofa were taking off their clothes. It took mere moments until they stood proud and stately beside the unknowing woman.

	 

	Michelle thought her turmoil was over. Suddenly she saw a naked man out of the corner of her eye. To make matters worse, the guard fisted his oversized cock making sure it was hard as steel. She watched the foreskin flow back and forth over the bulbous head like a well-oiled machine. A quantity of clear fluid squirted from the slit at the end of the black penis and Michelle realized the blackmail wasn't finished. These evil blackmailing guards were going to use and abuse her and there was nothing she could do to prevent it.

	 

	The three guards wanted her to struggle and protest. Sarge encouraged Michelle to fight and he allowed her legs to flail wildly, as she tried to stop Emu from getting between them. Sarge didn't hold her down or stop her from sitting up. He merely prevented her from getting off the sofa by pushing and prodding her so that she remained spread out on the leather cushions.

	 

	Suddenly Sarge ordered Mosi to assist him. Each held one of Michelle's legs until she was spread wide again allowing Emu complete freedom. The guard rolled onto the sofa and between her splayed legs bringing a scream of protest from the overpowered wife.

	 

	Rodney put his hands on the glass pretending that he wanted to help his wife. The guard standing beside him was enjoying the erotic display and he wanted to make the husband suffer. "Not worry... only fuck... not hurt wife," the guard whispered. They watched, as Emu fisted his pecker, and slapped Michelle's white flesh all over. First he left a wet trail across Michelle's flat belly before slapping her raised pelvis.

	 

	Sarge was now free to carry out more depraved chastisement. He reached across his desk flicking a switch to allow sound into the secret room so the husband could hear. "Emu see cunt... pretty white cunt," Emu said, knowing what his boss expected him to do. "Emu stick prick in ... fuck white slut." The guard's voice shook Rodney to the core. The husband watched in horror, as his wife's turmoil continued with a second guard mounting her naked body.

	 

	Michelle felt the head of the massive pecker spreading her labia wide until he could ravage the puffy clitoris. Emu crushed the tender bud before slipping the wide head inside the hot opening. Amazingly, Michelle felt his cock slide into her cavity without the slightest bit of pain. Sarge had taken care of any required stretching and his semen lubricated her smooth, heated channel.

	 

	Instantly the heat of her pussy overwhelmed the big African. He rammed his big cock to the hilt pounding Michelle's ass deep into the plush cushions. Emu marveled his reward for working with the unscrupulous Sarge. He grinned wide and desperately clung to his last shred of stamina. It sent shivers through the spectators seeing his body covered with sweat, which made his muscles stand out prominently all over his body. He appeared like Zeus, as Rodney watched the powerfully built African ravage his innocent wife.

	 

	Emu quickly developed a smooth rhythm with his desire soaring sky-high. Michelle thought he had limited stamina, but she was sorely wrong. The African pumped in and out of her precious honey-hole like a madman enjoying the ride of his life. Emu arched his back and grabbed both of Michelle's arms holding them stretched out to the sides. He straightened his arms so that his upper body hovered over his precious, white slave, which gave everyone a perfect view of Michelle's luscious body.

	 

	Sarge grinned when he shifted with the intention of getting closer to Michelle. He put his mouth next to her ear and whispered. "You good white ass. Hubby like seeing his wife fuck... fuck big Blackman." Sarge put his fingers in her hair and yanked so that her head faced the reflective glass. "Husband watch wife fuck... you save his sorry ass when you fuck Emu. You cum ... again ... and make Sarge happy."

	 

	Michelle's eyes opened wide when she stared at the uncanny reflections. She stared into the mirror knowing she was looking into Rodney's eyes. Michelle imagined her husband on the other side of the glass watching her demise, but she didn't know how to fight the mean, dominant Sarge. She didn't know how to show Rodney that she was being forced and suddenly realized she couldn't fool any of the men.

	 

	It seemed that every time she acted worried or distraught, she conveyed sheer passion and desire. All of a sudden a spasm shot through her insides, and then another more powerful than the first. She could only imagine what it looked like from the other side of the mirror. Suddenly Sarge nibbled on her ear, which resulted in another spasm so strong it rocked her fragile confidence.

	 

	Sarge kept his mouth at her ear. "You very sexy. You like black cock... don't you?" He kept her face pointed directly at the mirror so she couldn't hide her despair. "You pay. The price for husband's freedom is... one more orgasm. You cum or else Sarge fuck ass... fuck ass with his big... black... cock!"

	 

	If she could disappear, Michelle would have at that moment. Although she stared at her imaginary husband wanting to fight and struggle with all her might, time stopped for the distraught woman. She could only imagine what it looked like being a captive to the two Africans. Emu hovered over her body with his black cock deep inside her precious opening, as he held her arms fully outstretched to her sides.

	 

	Sarge held her head turned directly at the mirror, as he whispered orders in her ear. "You do it... NOW! Do it," Sarge said a split second before biting down hard. His teeth bit into Michelle's tender ear bringing about instant pain. She screamed but Sarge merely bit harder. He bit just hard enough to break the skin and her blood was like an intoxicating drug to his crazed mind.

	 

	He yelled through his clinched teeth. "That's it... move cunt... fuck Emu's black cock. You fuck Emu... put black cock in belly... fuck Emu!"

	 

	The pain was gone, but not the screaming agony. Now it was the agony of lust, which quickly robbed her sanity. Sarge had broken her spirit. "No... no, gawd no! Oh gawd, I can't stop," Michelle moaned. Sarge bit harder but there was no more pain, only the agony of a woman surrendering her soul. Her voice was loud and shook Rodney to the core. "Fuck... fuck me you bastard. Fuck me with your big cock... so fucking big. Oh gawd, so deep... inside... I can't stop, I caaaaan't."

	 

	Her stomach went into convulsion, as she succumbed to the African police officer. Suddenly it didn't matter anymore. "Oh my gawd... I'm cuuumming... cuuumming," she yelled at Sarge. Her mind was consumed by pure, unadulterated sex. No love or no tender emotions. There was only pure animal lust.

	 

	He twisted her head to keep her face pointed at the mirror. "Tell Sarge what you are."

	 

	She didn't hesitate. "I'm your white woman... oh gawd... your white whore. Take me you black bastard!" The only thing she cared about was satisfying her raging desire and her body went out of control. Her world consisted of only one thing. Sarge! A big, black cock buried deep inside her womanly being. "Fuck me... fuck me you... you... you cocksucker!"

	 

	Sarge wanted her to beg even more and for some profound reason Michelle complied. He thrust his big hand under her thrashing torso, which was driving up at Emu, until he wormed his way to her squirming rear end. Sarge fondled her ass threatening to shove his fingers between her vulnerable butt cheeks, which Michelle desperately tried to squeeze together.

	 

	"You cum... or next Sarge will fuck ass. Use big cock on your white ass and show husband... wife is bigger slut."

	 

	What else could she do? Michelle's gorgeous face was etched with pure agony, which looked exactly like pure ecstasy to Rodney. She was no longer a wife... a mother... an upstanding member of the community. Michelle was a hussy, a jezebel, and a wanton slut who was suddenly filled with profound lust. She couldn't stop her hips thrusting madly at Emu. She hated the man. There was no love or tenderness. There was nothing but sheer hatred and raging lust.

	 

	Her body belonged to an African. Michelle could not fathom any orgasm lasting forever, but she thought the earthquake of desire would never end. The bastard beside her shoved his vulgar finger into the crack of her ass threatening to invade her last sanctuary. Sarge laughed out loud at her desperate measures, as she tried not to succumb to his dastardly demands.

	 

	Emu fucked her precious honey-hole like there was no tomorrow. There were three overpowering guards and Michelle was their slave. The intense convulsions consumed every bit of her sanity and she rode the erotic roller coaster at breakneck speed. Her orgasm climbed to the highest peak and she opened her eyes wide realizing how far she had risen. Spasms and quakes erupted in her epicenter, as she teetered on the crest just before letting go.

	 

	Sarge had never witnessed such untamed passion. He felt the muscles of Michelle's butt cheeks tighten knowing she was in the midst of a violent climax. The blackmail had worked to perfection and he was extremely satisfied. Sarge kept up a verbal triad whispering in Michelle's ear ensuring she was conscious of her husband watching her ultimate demise.

	 

	The roller coaster was already on the downward tracks when Emu let go. He arched his back, as much as possible, and then rammed his swollen pecker, balls deep, with a savage thrust of his strong hips. Again and again he drove his hips into her crotch and every time he did, he jettisoned a stream of torrid lava in her deepest regions. The intense heat inflamed her mind with a fiery lust that Michelle had only dreamed about. She didn't understand how something so wicked and morally wrong could make her lose control?

	 

	She lapsed into an unconscious state from utter exhaustion when Emu finished ravaging her body. Sarge let her go and Michelle collapsed on the soft sofa cushions with her eyes closed. How the remaining guard got his pecker into Michelle's hand was a mystery. All of a sudden, she opened her eyes to Mosi's enlarged manhood, which was moving back and forth through her small fists. Somehow Michelle was forced into a seated position with Mosi standing at the edge of the sofa right in front of her. She had both of her hands on his cock and her fingers were tightly wrapped around the thick shaft. The cock was so hard that she could feel the blood surging through the swollen veins, which sent a shiver through her whole body.

	 

	Michelle would forever ask why she did it? She aimed the bulbous head at her chest expecting Mosi to climax. Michelle was not disappointed when Mosi spewed cum like a raging gusher. Her eyes grew bigger watching the thick, white jets of cum shot all over her boobs. It was like a lust-consuming dream when she fisted Mosi's cock with perfect fluidity. She aimed the white cream flying from the dark, black penis so that it landed on her titties until each was coated with running streams of African cum.

	 

	Michelle wondered if the man had an endless reservoir. Every time she pumped Mosi's throbbing cock, he shot more cum at her. Nearing what she reasoned had to be the end of his orgasm, Michelle was positive someone's hand pushed her head forward. All of a sudden the pulsating cock touched her lips, and then pushed between them. Michelle fully realized it would be easy for her to jerk the spewing cock to the side and out of her mouth, but she didn't do it. Suddenly she felt her mouth filled with cum just before swallowing. Michelle deemed it was either cooperate or suffocate. She willingly drank the African cum acting more like an obedient white slave than a refined woman of the Western world.

	 

	All Michelle worried about was trying to explain things to Rodney. She reasoned that her actions during the traumatizing ordeal surely would have upset him. Rodney watched Sarge and his two cohorts slowly gather around his naked wife. They forced Michelle to her feet so that she stood in the middle of the three guards. She appeared almost like a white goddess to Sarge and he vowed to force her husband to bring Michelle when he returned on Monday for the scheduled vote monitoring. With that in mind, he planned one more humiliation before setting the couple free. Sarge peered directly into the mirror and he motioned at his two subordinate guards who were in the room with Rodney.

	 

	Rodney didn't know what to think when he saw Sarge waving into the glass. It didn't take him long to understand that his mortifying affair was not over. All of a sudden the two guards who were guarding him left the room and Rodney's eyes opened in horror when they suddenly appeared in Sarge's office prison. It took a blink of an eye before the two guards were stripped naked and then Sarge shoved his hostage to the newcomers. Michelle stumbled or tripped, but she didn't fall as four strong hands caught her. The newcomers easily guided her flailing body over to a sofa where they forced her onto her back.

	 

	Rodney wasn't even conscious that he was alone in the room. He was only aware of his lovely, devoted wife being raped by two more black men. He felt totally helpless watching the dire scene unfold. Michelle struggled; yet she was no match for the two determined lust-ridden men. She appeared like a rag doll when the first guard mounted her. Rodney watched the man rub his big pecker over her lustrous flesh until he was ready. Rodney held his breath when the man put the flared head of his black rod at the entrance to the pearly gates. He didn't start breathing again until the man was in full rhythm driving his massive cock in and out of his wife's precious hole.

	 

	There was nothing he could do so Rodney merely watched. The guard was overly dramatic when he finally reached the end of his long-lasting stamina. Rodney watched him empty his load of African cum into his wife who had ceased fighting the man. Rodney was more amazed than shocked at his own response. His hand was on his crotch feeling something that should not be happening under such dire circumstances.

	 

	Rodney's cock was harder than ever and he realized Michelle's turmoil had one more chapter before it was over. The last guard stood beside the copulating pair stroking his enlarged cock. It was obvious he was waiting for his turn at the sexy, white goddess.

	 

	Rodney had seen enough to drain his stamina. The front of his shorts were getting wetter and wetter. He knew enough not to touch himself, but somehow he lost patience. He rubbed his crotch and made sure to push hard on the head of his cock until he felt it pulsating like mad. Suddenly the last big black man rolled on top of Michelle without any regard for her trodden emotions. Rodney had no idea of the hell his wife would endure when the last guard fucked her.

	 

	Sarge moved in close to Michelle until he could whisper in her ear. "Husband almost free man... but... but you have to do one more thing," he whispered. Sarge wrapped his fingers through her wet, curly hair and turned her head so she could look at her reflection. "He watching... watching to see his slut do it one more time. You will orgasm again... or else husband not free man!"

	 

	Tears ran from her eyes, but it appeared like lost passion to onlookers. Michelle cried knowing she had lost every battle to Sarge and now she must surrender one more time. She could see the image of sharply contrasting bodies. Her vivid reflection looked small and overpowered while the man's looked large and intimidating. The guard could see what was happening with his leader humiliating the woman. He held his hips skyward letting everyone get a good picture show. His big cock hovered barely over the distraught woman.

	 

	Rodney's eyes budged at the sight of the large cock that looked like it would destroy any delicate woman. The guard acted in dramatic slow-motion. He placed the tip of his cock at the entrance of Michelle's cunt and waited. He gave everyone time to reflect on what was going to happen. When he thrust his powerful hips just enough to sink the head of his cock into the passion pit, it brought a mixture of groans and moans. Michelle uttered the loudest moan, but her eyes never left the mirror. Her husband was beyond the glass and he was going to see her paltry demise even though she knew better.

	 

	The heat was more intense than the guard imagined. He gave another thrust sinking more inches of his cock into the fiery hole. Again he paused and all could see there was still space between the black and white bodies. The guard stared into the mirror and suddenly he rammed his hips downward with all his might. All the air came out of Michelle's lungs, but she did not need air at the precise moment. She held her breath while the guard began pumping his hips up and down in ravaging fashion.

	 

	All of a sudden Sarge was demanding again. "Do it... do it to save husband. You make Sarge happy when you have orgasm," he whispered knowing Rodney was oblivious to his secret taunting. "And I will know if you fake... so you no fake... or husband stay in jail!"

	 

	The roller coaster started the rampant voyage again and Michelle jumped onboard. Her emotions rose along with Sarge's orders and she found it impossible to fight the commanding man. When her hips began thrusting up at the invader, she resigned herself to the fact she was a pawn in black magic. Sarge pulled hard on her hair, but forced her face to stay pointed at the mirror. She was unaware that her legs were splayed and bent with her knees high enough to hug the guard's hips.

	 

	Rodney saw it all. The sight of two animals going through untamed fervor and it was too much for him. He cupped the end of his prick squeezing hard on the throbbing head. Even knowing there would be immense regret for losing control to self-gratification, Rodney soaked his already wet shorts. It was probably the most embarrassing moment of his life and one he vowed to keep secret, if possible.

	 

	***

	 

	The aftermath of the orgy lasted for an eternity. The whole affair had far surpassed anything Sarge hoped for and he guaranteed it would not be the last. Once all the guards were dressed in their uniforms, Sarge allowed Michelle freedom to get dressed. Relieved that the ordeal was finally over, she quickly donned her clothes.

	 

	When they all exited the office, Sarge gave more orders. "Emu! You take our visitor to waiting room. Mosi! Get husband and bring to my office. We have our meeting... now," he ordered. "I guess he not smuggle drugs... someone must have planted drugs in briefcase." Sarge smiled a warm, pleasant smile sending a shiver of doubt through Michelle. As much as she despised the man, Michelle found it hard to hate him when he kept his word. It had been a most dreadful tormenting; yet at least they were both safe.

	 

	Mosi followed his boss's orders and he quickly brought Rodney to his office. "Please come in... sit," Sarge said, as his hand waved at a chair in front of his extra-large desk. "You lucky... not want to spend time in my jail. It not good for white man."

	 

	Rodney readily agreed and he stared at Sarge trying hard not to convey too much hatred. He was filled with great apprehension thinking about how he would get even. Rodney vowed to file a complaint with the international committee about the treatment he and Michelle endured while with the unscrupulous Security officer. He desperately wanted to get out of the country and get his wife away from the evil man's clutches.

	 

	The two men sat quietly for a brief moment, and then Sarge spoke. "Now we arrange your visit for election. On Monday... voting start at 9:00. I take you to voting stations.... you see all procedures done right."

	 

	Rodney listened and tried hard to concentrate on what Sarge was saying. He felt sort of intimidated sitting across from the powerful head of security while Mosi remained standing near the door. Mosi was an imposing figure dressed in full uniform, which included a firearm strapped to his side, and it appeared to Rodney like the guard was actually blocking the exit.

	 

	Sarge and Rodney discussed how they would conduct voting day and the days after the election. The international committee had scheduled Rodney to be in the country for five to six days depending on the outcome of the voting. He was the international delegate assigned to the capital city, but he also had to visit some of the outlying areas. It was his job to ensure all voting procedures were carried out properly and according to international protocol.

	 

	All the details were worked out fairly quickly between the two men. Rodney was extremely relieved when it was time to leave, but he got the shock of his life when he stood up. He watched Sarge lean to his right and flick the intercom button. "Emu! Take our beautiful guest to my palace. My wife... is expecting a guest and will take care of her," Sarge said holding Rodney's stare daring the man to do something.

	 

	Sarge let go of the intercom button and spoke directly to a shivering Rodney. "No need for you to go to Cape Town. I have plenty of room at my house for your wife. You can stay in the luxury suite at the best hotel in the city." Sarge wanted to make his point so that Rodney understood how hopeless his situation had become. "I have recorded everything... everything you watched," Sarge whispered while waving a DVD case in front of Rodney's bewildered eyes.

	 

	"Daaa... what?" Rodney was too stunned to say much and he stared at the man.

	 

	"The international committee would not think kindly of your wife taking advantage of our hospitality. After all... you are a trusted representative. You come from a civilized country... and come to our uncivilized city taking advantage of our trust?" He spoke with a questioning tone challenging Rodney to defy his demands.

	 

	Rodney's legs almost gave out. He wondered how he could refuse the man's request without putting himself or Michelle in more jeopardy? Rodney pondered opposing Sarge's demands. Suddenly he sighed, resigning himself to the fact Sarge had won. All the arguments he thought of seemed senseless. If indeed the DVD contained all the sexually explicit particulars that happened during the interrogation, nobody would believe Michelle was not a willing participant. There were times he even believed his wife acted overly enthusiastic with Sarge and his security guards.

	 

	Rodney surprised himself when he spoke. Even though his plight seemed futile, he gave one last try for a salvation. "I... I," Rodney stuttered not sure how to tell Sarge that his wife had other plans. "I'm really sorry... but Michelle has plans to do some sightseeing. She has already made arrangements to travel all around Cape Town on a tour."

	 

	"What are plans... but arrangements to be broken? She will be safe at my residence. You not worry... besides, Emu is already taking her there," Sarge said with a most confident smile on his dark, rugged face. Sarge waved the DVD case again when he spoke. "Who will people believe?"

	 

	He couldn't resist taunting his guest. "All that went on in office this afternoon... has been recorded. I have evidence of your wife seducing my guards," he said. "Also... I have evidence of you when you smuggle drugs into my country."

	 

	Rodney felt like yelling at the man to say that his claims were entirely bogus and false. He fully realized the perilous position Sarge had put him in, thereby giving him no choice, but to comply with the frightening demands. Rodney struggled to accept his cruel fate realizing the man was in complete control. He tried not to imagine his precious wife spending the entire weekend in a stranger's house without anyone around to ensure her safety. Suddenly Rodney wondered if it was her safety that concerned him or was it her purity?

	 

	Sarge was relentless. "Not worry. I took the liberty to notify the international committee of your change of plans," he said handing Rodney a copy of his notification to the committee. Rodney stared at the document having a hard time focusing on the small print.

	 

	All of a sudden he noticed the time Sarge sent the notification. In bold, black print was 1530 hours, which meant Sarge had sent the message before their plane even landed in the country. Suddenly Rodney realized the man was fully capable of anything and that Sarge was shrewd and extremely manipulative.

	 

	Sarge smiled at his hapless guest, secure in the knowledge that the junta would reward him richly for securing Rodney's certification that the elections were properly carried out. What Sarge hadn't expected was Michelle being such an extraordinary woman, which turned out to be a fantastic bonus.

	 

	Rodney would never forget Sarge's parting words. "I never met white woman who fuck like that. Your wife... she squirms on big black cocks, no? She make good Blackman whore." Sarge leaned forward grinning broadly at the hapless husband. "We not hurt her, just fuck her," he whispered in a sure, steady voice. "Whore likes big black cock. Whore wants belly full of black cum." Sarge patted his belly and roared, "Sarge can hardly wait for her belly to swell; Sarge love getting white woman pregnant!"

	 

	The hair stood up on the back of Rodney's head hearing the man laugh out loud. He could not deny what he saw when his wife was with Sarge. There was no doubt in Rodney's mind that Michelle had climaxed during the seedy affair or that she stopped fighting after an initial struggle.

	 

	All of a sudden he was shocked out of his daydream by Sarge's voice. "You go with Mosi. He take you to hotel. I send car for you tomorrow night... you come my place for dinner."

	 

	The man's bold statements stunned Rodney. Before he could react or respond to Sarge, Rodney found himself being led outside by Mosi who went directly to a waiting limousine. When the back door opened, the guard commanded Rodney into the backseat with a wave of his hand.

	 

	Rodney was distraught with the numerous possibilities of what Michelle would be made to do during the next 24 hours. He would be forced to endure that many hours of misery without knowing what was happening to his lovely wife. Rodney contemplated the possibility of Michelle's fidelity over the weekend with Sarge in control of her destiny. He slumped into the backseat, dejected and worried by the most vivid visualizations of his wife being manhandled by the domineering African.

	 

	 


Chapter 2: Michelle's Story - A Weekend in Africa: Michelle Endured the African Festivities... Then The Powerful Security Officer Demanded She Spend the Night with Him and His Son

	 

	An innocent, refined wife falls into an interracial affair

	 

	[image: MICHELLE'S STORY - A WEEKEND IN AFRICA: Michelle endured the African festivities... then the powerful security officer demanded she spend the night with him and his son. by [Douglas, K.C.]]

	 

	Michelle's life was in turmoil and she prayed that her husband was okay. Sarge's henchmen had taken Rodney to a hotel and he was ordered to remain there until Sarge sent for him. When the airport Security Officer gave orders about her, it sent shivers of fear down Michelle’s spine. "Emu! Take our beautiful guest to my compound. My wife is expecting a guest... she will take good care of her," the security commander had said over the building's intercom.

	 

	Michelle couldn't believe her husband would tolerate being separated from her, but then she realized Rodney really didn't have any choice. Smuggling drugs was a serious crime in the African country and Rodney didn’t want to spend time in jail after being setup. Someone obviously put bags of illegal drugs in his briefcase, but how would he ever prove it?

	 

	Emu was ecstatic that the gorgeous, white woman was staying. "I take you to Sarge's home. You stay there... until you go free. Sarge come soon... then we go his house. Mosi take husband to hotel... he stay there," the guard informed Michelle, as they prepared to leave the airport interrogation room.

	 

	Sarge purposely left the intercom switch in the 'ON' position merely to taunt his beautiful hostage. "Rodney... I send car for you tomorrow night. You come my home for dinner... a dinner party I am throwing for my superior," he said, making sure his voice was loud and clear. "Your charming wife will stay in my mansion... for the next while. Until all the election details are finished... and our junta is duly elected by the people."

	 

	Michelle could hear Sarge laughing at his redundant humor, but she found nothing funny about his bold statements. The ruling junta was basically the only political party running in the election and it was almost a foregone conclusion that they would win.

	 

	Just before the big guard took her arm in an effort to get Michelle out of the offices and into the limo, she heard Sarge's gruff voice again. "Your gorgeous wife needs holiday... I plan to see that she gets it. Yes... she gets it good. I want my black cock in her belly so that she has my baby!"

	 

	Michelle heard her husband make some feeble excuses that she could not stay in the country. Suddenly Sarge's revelations stunned her. "I have recorded everything... everything your wife did. The international committee would not think kindly of your wife taking advantage of our hospitality," he said. "I never met white woman who fuck like that. Your wife... she squirms on big black cocks, no? She make good Blackman slave."

	 

	Her whole body quivered at the disgusting man's revelations. "We not hurt her... just use her. Slave likes big, black cock," Sarge said knowing Michelle could overhear. "Sarge can hardly wait for her belly to swell; Sarge love getting white woman pregnant!"

	 

	Michelle didn't know whether to cry or laugh at the outlandish allegations. "After all, Rodney... you are a trusted government representative... wife took advantage of our trust." Sarge made it sound like everything was her fault and that Michelle had instigated the sexual affair. "I have evidence of your wife seducing my guards... also evidence of you... when you smuggle drugs into my country."

	 

	She was totally distraught, but there didn't seem to be any way out of the disparaging situation. Michelle thought back to their arrival in the airport where Sarge was the chief security officer. That seemed like eons ago and so much had happened since then.

	 

	From the moment she and Rodney stepped off the airplane, they had a target on their backs. Sarge managed to use a devious scheme to gain full control over the couple. He secretly recorded everything that happened during the long, painful interrogations and then used the trumped-up incriminating evidence to blackmail the couple.

	 

	Rodney's long, spotless career would be finished if his government found out about Sarge's allegations that he tried to smuggle drugs into the country. Of course the aggregations were groundless, but they still cast suspicion on Rodney's unblemished record. Everything seemed to snowball once Michelle was taken into Sarge's interrogation room and his innocent wife was under Sarge’s complete control before Rodney could put a stop to it.

	 

	Suddenly Rodney found himself led outside by Mosi to a waiting limo and his wife wound up in the backseat of another limousine with Sarge sitting beside her. Michelle now realized the African trip with her husband had been a dire mistake; yet it was much too late to go back in time.

	 

	Rodney was distraught with the numerous possibilities of what Michelle might be forced to endure during the next 24 hours. He was told there would be a dinner party at Sarge’s house tomorrow evening and that a limo would drive him to the house. This meant he wouldn’t see or be able to protect Michelle for at least an entire day and it would be utter misery suffering through that many hours without knowing what was happening to his wife.

	 

	With Sarge in control over Michelle’s destiny, Rodney contemplated the possibility of her fidelity over the weekend. The ride to hotel was agonizing, as he was dejected and worried by the overly vivid visualization of his wife being manhandled by the domineering African soldier.

	 

	Most troubling to Rodney were the dramatic images of Michelle’s body thrusting wildly during the forced intercourse with Sarge and his loyal guards. When he was forced to watch the sordid affair through the two-way mirror, it appeared that his wife was a willing participant and Rodney didn’t know what to think.

	 

	He rode the short distance to the hotel in silence. When Mosi dropped him off, it didn’t take Rodney long to get settled into the plush yet restrictive surroundings. The trip so far had taken an eternity and it took measly minutes to fall asleep, even knowing he couldn’t protect his darling wife.

	 

	***

	 

	Emu drove the limo into Sarge's long, curved driveway and he stopped in front of the sprawling residence of his superior. The house would have been considered stately even by American standards and the mansion was a reward for Sarge’s status in the ruling dictatorship. Emu quickly got out of the driver's seat and went around the car to open the back door in loyal subservient fashion.

	 

	Sarge exited the limo and he immediately turned around, putting his hand out to assist his beautiful guest. "Come, my dear... you will meet my family."

	 

	It sounded more like an order than a request, as Michelle slowly took the outstretched hand. She reluctantly got out of the car knowing the world, as she knew it, had ended. She had to force her legs to work properly and followed the uniformed officer into a large vestibule. They were met by a group of women who were of all ages and children ranging in age from early to late teens.

	 

	"Zelda, my wife, will show you to a room. Please make yourself at home... you'll be here a few days," Sarge said. "Tonight we rest... tomorrow, we have celebration."

	 

	Before Michelle could do anything, Sarge's wife grabbed her hand. Zelda was a very strong woman and she had little difficulty coaxing Michelle to follow her. The woman led the way up a big set of stairs and into a large bedroom before Michelle knew what happened. "They bad... Sarge and his rotten men... they bad. Come! It is late. Take off... we bathe," Zelda said.

	 

	Michelle's mouth hung open. She was utterly amazed that Zelda could speak English so well, but then she assumed the woman came from nobility. Michelle looked around the vast room and she noticed the posh surroundings. There were two beds against one wall and still plenty of room for a large dresser and a couple of nightstands. The big beds were richly decorated and the furniture was of the highest quality.

	 

	Across the room was the largest bathroom she had ever seen. It was a wide-open design with rich tile and two steps leading up to the elevated bathroom area. There was a large vanity with wall-to-wall mirrors giving the area a marvelous affect.

	 

	Gleaming white tile covered the bathroom floor, making the room look neat and sparkling clean. There were two marble sinks and a large walk-in tub obviously for bathing, which looked like it could hold many people. The tub was at floor level and the water had steam drifting from the surface, radiating and giving off a most welcoming appearance.

	 

	Michelle looked through an open doorway into what appeared to be a small room where a person could have privacy for those more personal, bodily functions. She was suddenly overwhelmed by the luxurious amenities and with the thought of relaxing in a hot bath, which seemed like the perfect solution to her vexing dilemma.

	 

	Zelda was extremely proud of her lavish home. Sarge's high ranking in the ruling junta afforded his family many luxuries and Zelda felt very privileged. She stood beside Michelle, waiting for the woman to get familiar with the surroundings. "We bathe. You have long day... need to relax," she whispered, taking Michelle's arm. "I help... I bathe with you and we relax... soak in nice hot water."

	 

	Zelda pulled Michelle across the wide room and cautioned her to remove her shoes before stepping on the slippery tile floor. Then they entered the tub area where Zelda quickly stripped off all of her brightly colored clothes. She left them crumpled on the floor and turned to face Michelle.

	 

	Before Michelle could stop the woman, Zelda's hands were all over her body, undoing and unfastening her clothes. Michelle felt it was better to become a welcomed guest in the woman's home and she reluctantly allowed Zelda to strip most of her clothing, without putting up any resistance.

	 

	When Zelda spoke candidly and sort of matter-of-factly, Michelle felt embarrassed. "Nice... Sarge like big ones. He like titties like that," Zelda said. "Come... I wash. You relax... let me wash beautiful body."

	 

	Michelle was dumbstruck by Zelda's revelations and shameless demands. She couldn't think of any way to avoid getting into the tub with her and half-heartedly finished removing her last garments. Then she took a closer look at the woman. Zelda was slightly taller than she was and the woman's body was slender. She appeared in great physical shape with long legs and a fairly slim waist, even though she was a mother of four children.

	 

	Michelle couldn't help but glance at Zelda's chest, which was engraved with a striking tattoo. Her boobs were small with a little sag and the black tattoo seemed to be a raised etching of some African symbol. The drawing blended into Zelda's dark skin and covered the top portion of her left tit, rising almost up to her shoulder. Michelle quickly diverted her eyes, not wanting to give the impression she was staring at the woman.

	 

	Zelda quickly jumped into the tub and put out her hand in an inviting fashion towards her guest. Michelle slowly approached the edge of the tub and she gingerly stepped into the hot water. It felt consuming and Michelle immediately sensed the weight of despair leave her entire body, as she sat down.

	 

	She couldn't do a thing and Zelda insisted on washing and cleansing her all over. It was a strange feeling to have someone touch her in places that normally had sexual connotations, but Zelda didn't seem to have any intention of starting any lovemaking. Her touching and caresses were intimate yet there were no sexual inferences from the woman.

	 

	Zelda scrubbed Michelle's chest and upper body, including her breasts. When the woman scrubbed her boobs and nipples, Michelle felt embarrassed when they stiffened, but Zelda didn't seem to pay attention to the hardened buds. It was strange for Michelle to have someone touch and fondle her without it becoming sexual or erotic.

	 

	Suddenly the woman waved her hand at Michelle's shaved pelvis. She marveled at how beautiful it looked for a woman to do such an uncommon thing. "Pussy look very attractive. You do it for husband?" Zelda asked.

	 

	Michelle didn't know what to say so she merely nodded her head while giving a swift response. "Yes. Rodney likes me clean... and shaven."

	 

	"I do it... surprise Sarge," Zelda said cheerfully. Her bush rivaled a dense forest and she vowed to try shaving it so she could see the surprised look on her husband's face. "Tomorrow... you help?"

	 

	All of a sudden Michelle was immensely mortified when Zelda's children rushed into the room. Although it was not common for parents in America to let their children see them naked, the custom was obviously different here.

	 

	Michelle tried in vain to cover herself with her hands, as the giggling kids peeked at her. Zelda was holding the only washcloth and all the towels were ten feet away so Michelle tried to stay under the water.

	 

	There were three girls and one boy in the group and they kept staring at the naked white woman. It was not only because of her unusual beauty, but also the kids had only seen black men and women naked. They giggled and whispered to each other, but never took their eyes from Michelle's suggestive body, which was only slightly concealed by the bath water.

	 

	Being naked never bothered Zelda. She merely yelled at the kids to be quiet and stop acting so childish, as they were older than that. Michelle didn't know what to do and she waited for the woman to give her something to wear. Suddenly one of the girls who appeared to be in her late-teens came right up to Michelle. She spoke in her native tongue; yet it was obvious the girl wanted Michelle to get out of the tub.

	 

	There was a soft, padded stool beside the tub and the girl pointed to it. Then her mother spoke. "Ayira will put lotion on... sit. She make body nice and soft... smooth with cream," Zelda said, confirming her daughter's wishes. "Ayira good with hands. She massage... make muscles feel much better."

	 

	Zelda got out of the tub with a splash. She grabbed Michelle by the arm and although she tried to resist, Michelle was coerced onto her feet. Putting her hands up to shield her bare breasts seemed like the silliest thing to do, but Michelle couldn't think of anything else. She never acted shamelessly at any time in her past and suddenly realized her face was turning beat-red with embarrassment.

	 

	Michelle looked around at all the excited faces and her face got even redder. She noticed that the boy's eyes were big and round, and they never left her alluring chest. Although he was eighteen and twins with the second oldest girl, he looked much younger, which gave her some concern. Suddenly Zelda took charge. She shouted orders to her children and had everything organized before Michelle realized what was going on.

	 

	Another stool was brought over to the tub for Zelda and suddenly both women had something to sit on. Zelda ordered her second oldest daughter to apply lotion to her body while instructing the older Ayira to do the same to Michelle.

	 

	Totally embarrassed by her childish cover-up, Michelle sat motionless on the stool. She reluctantly let her arms dangle at her sides, the same as Zelda was doing, and both girls went to work. The girls started applying lotion to shoulders and then all over each woman's back. Ayira's expert application had a massaging affect, which immediately brought relief to Michelle's tired muscles.

	 

	Suddenly Ayira rolled around Michelle's body and began applying lotion to her front. Michelle desperately wanted to put her hands up to stop the girl, but knew it would be perceived the wrong way. She glanced over at Zelda and noticed her other daughter was carefully coating her dark skin with plenty of the special massaging oil. Strange behaviors were hard to accept yet Michelle tried hard to endure the African customs.

	 

	Ayira purposely saved the best for last and it was the most fascinating procedure when the girl massaged Michelle's big breasts. Zelda even voiced her displeasure when her daughter wiped the oily cream all over both of Michelle's tits and then pulled on the enlarged nipples. The girl squeezed both nipples at the same time and pulled outward until they each slipped out of her greased fingertips. Ayira did this several times, laughing each time, until her mother ordered her to stop.

	 

	Then the girl applied the lotion to Michelle's lower extremities. Ayira coated her legs, hips and all of the bare skin that she could reach. When the girl looked her straight in the eyes, and said something, Michelle perceived what she wanted. She reluctantly spread her legs just enough for Ayira's dainty hand to slip between her milky thighs. It took the girl no time to coat every inch of Michelle's crotch with warm soothing oil.

	 

	Michelle thought the meaningful massage would never end. Her breathing was testament of the affect the girl's caresses were having on her resolve and Michelle swore for acting like such a fool. Suddenly Zelda was standing next to her, holding out a long dressing gown. Michelle jumped up from the stool and she grabbed the garment out of Zelda's hands. She immediately donned the gown with a wonderful feeling that her nudity was finally covered.

	 

	Zelda told Michelle that the one bed was for her and she would sleep in the other. Then the woman gave instructions to her children that it was time for bed. Michelle could see the great displeasure on their faces from what their mother told them, but she was pleased they were leaving.

	 

	They hesitated and seemed overly reluctant to leave the room. Suddenly the oldest was arguing with her mother and it didn't take long before Michelle saw Zelda's shoulders shrug, as if conceiting to her daughter's wishes.

	 

	That brought a quick response from her son. After another fleeting argument, he too smiled with triumph when his mother relented. Michelle looked questioningly at Zelda when the woman explained. "I tell them to sleep in other bedrooms... but they want stay with us," she said. "They sleep on floor... not be problem."

	 

	Michelle was overly apprehensive at sleeping in a strange bed and with a room full of strangers. Zelda handed her a stylish pair of silk pajamas and the woman immediately changed into a similar pair. Michelle held the PJ's wondering how she would change into them with the children looking on.

	 

	There was a bustle of activity, as Zelda's children got ready for bed. They quickly found numerous blankets and pillows and made beds to sleep on. Michelle tried to divert her eyes, but it was hard not to notice their uninhibited actions, as they were not the least bit ashamed to change into sleeping attire in front of anyone.

	 

	All the girls casually undressed, not hiding a thing, and even Zelda’s son changed, which brought giggles from his sisters when he removed all of his clothes. Michelle almost fainted when she got a quick glimpse of the flaccid meat hanging between the boy's legs. It was obvious that the boy was not circumcised and she got mad at herself for noticing such an intimate detail.

	 

	The boy caught her looking and he made her break out in a shameful blush when he gave her a knowing smile. He faced the pretty, white woman and let her have an unabashed look at his body. Although the boy was not yet old enough to become a tribal warrior, he was an eighteen year old teenager and certainly old enough to have sexual desires.

	 

	Kato was well aware that his penis was almost as big as his father’s and Sarge had shared some of his intimate fantasies with his son. The boy's confidence swelled when he noticed the timid, shy woman act like she was afraid of him. He stared into Michelle's eyes and his glare sent a shiver up her spine, as she felt weak and bashful. She could see the power and desire of a man in the boy's eyes and his stare seemed to emanate the strongest sexual desire.

	 

	Michelle felt like a little girl caught with her fingers in the cookie jar. She swiftly turned around so he couldn’t see her flushed face and her fingers shook when she tried to don the pajamas Zelda had given her. Reaching under the gown, it was easy to slip on the bottoms, but she wondered about the top. Then she remembered the sly way women changed at a public beach and her arms were inside and out of the gown, enabling her to get dressed in the pajama top.

	 

	She was standing between the two beds pondering the next move when Zelda came up to her. "Children! They always so nosy," she whispered. "Especially Kato... he just like his father."

	 

	“Yeaaa, yes,” Michelle replied.

	 

	Both women looked across the room. Kato was facing them and there was a large teepee in the front of his pajamas. His mother merely smiled, relishing the fact her dear son was maturing into a real man. Michelle's eyes opened with sheer shock when she noticed the obvious aroused state of the boy and she expected Zelda to scold her son.

	 

	The front of her entire body was covered with goose bumps when Kato slowly walked over to give his mother a goodnight kiss on the cheek. With a mad rush, all the girls ran up to their mother, also saying goodnight with a peck on the cheek.

	 

	The kids did not speak much English, but they did have some understanding of the language. "Say goodnight to Michelle... she is a welcomed guest in our house," Zelda said. "You girls be quiet... don't make all that silly noise and keep us awake. You too Kato! You kids can stay in the room, but if you don't go to sleep... I'll send you to another room."

	 

	Suddenly the three girls walked over to Michelle and their brother followed them. One by one they reached over to give her a hasty kiss before rushing across the room to their assigned beds. Kato was more deliberate than his sisters and he reached over giving his frightened idol a goodnight kiss.

	 

	The unashamed boy brushed up against Michelle's tempting body and he purposely pushed his hips at her, as if he was humping her leg. Michelle didn't want to make a scene, but she felt like dying when the boy poked her. He seemed to hold the pose for the longest time before going to his bed. Michelle literally shook from Kato's demoralizing strategy and she tried hard to shrug off the teen’s tactics, as nothing but a childish prank.

	 

	All of a sudden Zelda turned off the lights. "We have good sleep... then I take you to see city tomorrow. I show you what a nice city we have," Zelda whispered to Michelle, but then she hesitated. She wasn't sure how to tell the woman the truth. "I sorry... but Sarge... he promised Kato!"

	 

	Zelda was close enough to Michelle so that she could look into her eyes even in the darkness. "Sarge tell Kato that when election done... and everything back to normal," she whispered, pausing again as she searched for the correct thing to say. "I must warn you! Sarge promise Kato... he say that you gorgeous princess and will make Kato a man-warrior."

	 

	Michelle didn't know why her arms went out to Zelda, but she reasoned that she was in a state of shock. Zelda's compassion made her feel some relief and Michelle decided that the woman was the only person she could trust. She didn't intend on talking or sitting with Zelda, but the two women sat on the edge of the bed. They chatted and after many minutes, Michelle started to feel a little more uplifted.

	 

	Zelda reassured Michelle that she would do everything in her power to help her. She did stress that her help would be limited, as Sarge did hold the power in the household. Zelda outlined upcoming events and mentioned the extravagant celebration scheduled the next evening. Then she told Michelle that they would spend the next day together and nothing bad would happen or at least until the party.

	 

	Just as they were ready to get into bed, Zelda remembered something. She rushed into the bathroom and returned with two glasses filled with what she said was something to help her sleep. “Here... you drink... help sleep. I always take when I’m upset or if I need help sleeping. No nightmares... sleep like baby,” she said and handed Michelle one of the glasses.

	 

	They both drank and it took Michelle about two minutes to realize the African nightcap was something she wasn’t used to. Her head started spinning and she was glad the bed was right beside her because she wasn’t sure if she could remain on her feet. They both went to bed and it was the most wonderful feeling in the world when her head hit the pillow.

	 

	Michelle closed her eyes, but her brain seemed to go off on a hectic whirlwind tour of the past few hours after landing in the small African country. She could not remember when she was more exhausted or distraught yet she couldn’t stop dreaming. Sarge was the focus of her dreams. The man was nothing but a scoundrel and Michelle felt guilty for falling under his control.

	 

	She was flying; she was floating through the air like a cloud and her mind was fully awake yet she was asleep. ‘True,' she reasoned, 'Sarge did blackmail me, but I should have been stronger.' Now she wished that she had the courage to fight the man, but that had not happened at the airport.

	 

	Michelle's eyes were closed and illusions kept floating through her head. She was in the midst of being interrogated in the bastard's office and her sleeping body twitched from the vivid imagery. She cursed in her sleep for not realizing Sarge was setting her up, but now it was too late.

	 

	When Sarge threatened her by saying he found contraband drugs in Rodney's luggage, Michelle believed the security officer would throw her husband in jail for a long, long time. She justified her actions of letting Sarge and his guards molest her body because it seemed like the only way to keep Rodney out of jail, which had worked.

	 

	Her emotions ran a wide gamut during her eventful time in Sarge's office. At first she dreaded being with the man, but then she felt something odd. Her feelings went from fear and anxiety to desire and even lust. Suddenly she remembered the feeling of being fucked and knowing her husband was watching.

	 

	The last thing in the world she intended on doing was experiencing a climax; yet she was shaken to the core when earth-shattering spasms robbed her willpower. If that wasn't degrading enough, Michelle remembered experiencing a desire so strong that it was impossible to resist when the guard fucked her.

	 

	Zelda’s drink would have long lasting effects on someone who had never taken sedatives and these particular ones had been used by her family for centuries. Michelle’s dreams went on and on even though she fell into the deepest sleep of her life. Hours later everything was perfect and she welcomed the wonderful sleep, even with the raging hallucinations.

	 

	Suddenly Rodney was behind her in the bed. Her dream was so dramatic and real that it made her heart beat faster. Rodney cuddled nice and tight to the back of her body, as she lay on her left side. A pleasant smile covered her sleeping face when her husband’s arm went over top of her shoulder in a most familiar fashion.

	 

	Many of their love sessions began exactly the same way. They often lay on their sides facing the same direction and Rodney embraced her from behind. When he thrust his arm over her torso and cupped one of her breasts, Michelle welcomed his loving caress.

	 

	He was rougher than usual! Michelle felt his need for urgency and she too sensed a rising desire. Rodney’s other arm was under her head and it curved down to fondle her other breast, paying particular attention to the nipple, which throbbed for his forceful embrace.

	 

	Michelle snuggled and turned her head upwards a bit so she could whisper to her loving husband. Suddenly teeth closed on her ear and the intense pain, which lasted for two or three seconds, surprised her. She was still too groggy to talk so she moaned out loud, trying to tell Rodney to be gentle.

	 

	All of a sudden her nipples were pinched and stretched out from her chest so hard that she cried out from the pain. The dream was real and Michelle was captivated by her husband’s insensitive caresses. She tried to roll her head back more to tell Rodney that she welcomed the pain, as punishment for being unfaithful.

	 

	Her eyes fluttered and she felt like waking up, but she froze. Her heart beat so fast that her face was totally flushed and Michelle wondered why? A whiff of stale breath drifted into her nostrils and she was puzzled by the foul scent. Hands cupped both of her boobs and strong, demanding fingers kept stretching her nipples beyond tolerable limits.

	 

	Suddenly she realized Rodney's pecker was between the top of her thighs and everything was alight. She arched her back and encouraged him to put his cock into her wetness. The strangest feelings went through her head, as her mind buzzed and spun furiously around in bright colored circles. She couldn’t understand what was happening yet she didn’t know if she wanted it to stop.

	 

	Rodney pushed forward much harder and Michelle hoped she wasn’t too dry. Any fear of needing lubrication for Rodney to enter her pussy was quickly dispelled when the cock-shaft easily slid along her slit. Her dazed mind was beginning to clear and something didn’t seem right, as Rodney seemed much larger than she remembered.

	 

	Michelle didn’t dare move. She was too afraid to open her eyes because the dream was becoming real. Her mind raced; it wasn’t a dream! ‘But it can’t be Rodney... it can’t be him,’ she thought. ‘Oh gawd... who... someone’s in bed with me!’

	 

	Michelle remained frozen, praying it was just a bad nightmare, even as the strange organ slipped deeper into her juicy gash. She heard a foreign voice and all of a sudden her heart stopped completely. One of Kato’s sisters was giving orders to her siblings and it took the briefest moment for the three girls to push Kato away so they could flip Michelle onto her back.

	 

	There was one girl holding each of her arms and the other sister pinned one leg to its widest reaches. Like a cat, Kato rolled over her outstretched body until he crouched between her spread legs, displaying the obvious fact he was ready to ravage the white goddess.

	 

	The sun had come up and Michelle could see everything very clearly. She quickly jerked her head towards Zelda's bed, but all hope was lost when she noticed the bed was empty. The woman obviously had gotten up already and left to do family errands, as it was already late in the morning.

	 

	Zelda's departure left the guest all alone with four children who had one definite goal. All the sisters wanted to watch their brother have intercourse with a real woman. They had spied on their parents on many occasions, but they believed there was nothing like the real thing. Of course Kato was in full agreement and he was more than ready at eighteen to show his sisters that he was really a man, more than ready to become a tribal warrior.

	 

	He stared at the cleanly shaven love-box and marveled at the immense beauty. Kato crouched between the twisting legs and it helped when his sister pinned one leg, which enabled him to pin the other to the side. Only moments earlier, he had been in pure heaven when he was rubbing Michelle's scorching pussy, but now it was time for the ultimate reward.

	 

	"Gawd, no Kato... no. Please... you mustn't... please don't," Michelle moaned, fearing the worst. "Oh my gawd... Kato!"

	 

	“You let me... you didn’t stop me,” he replied.

	 

	“But Kato, I didn’t know. I was confused... I thought... I was sleeping.” She watched the clear lubricant drip from the tip of his enlarged penis. Her eyes grew wider, as she realized Kato intended on ravaging her, and she was utterly helpless. He knowingly placed the head of his cock at her opening and it made Michelle flinch when he deliberately pushed on her clitoris.

	 

	Kato held his cock directly on top of her intimate button and refused to stop crushing it into her bony pelvis. All of a sudden the head slithered through the slippery juice and entered her hole with one swift thrust.

	 

	The teenager grabbed onto her boobs, as if he needed to steady himself. He arched his back and squeezed the muscles in his groin, as hard as he could, to prolong his youthful stamina. His fingertips dug into Michelle's soft, velvety flesh and Kato relished the feel of a real woman's tits.

	 

	Michelle held out hope that a miracle would happen. The foreign sedatives were gone, but now her mind raged in some unfamiliar territory. Her eyes were glued on his black pecker and they opened wider when she noticed the rod slowly disappear. The boy pushed his hips forward an inch at a time, feeling the most wonderful sensations in the world.

	 

	Kato felt the head of his cock hit a wall just before cutting her flower in two. He went through her cervix with the first thrust and stopped Michelle’s heart when he did. Then he paused knowing ultimate bliss was on the horizon and if he wanted the intercourse to last, he would have to remain still for the longest time.

	 

	His cock seemed to caress every nerve-ending inside her delicate womanhood, which seemed far more sensitive than ever. Then the teenager had the sense to rotate his hips, as well as pump them, and he robbed more of Michelle's resolve faster than anyone in her past. She bit her lip hard trying to return to her senses and fight off the tiny spasms shooting through her inner regions.

	 

	Suddenly her pelvis tilted upward and it happened. The tip of Kato's cock found her control button and he coated it with scorching cum. Michelle sensed by his out of control humping that Kato was very close to experiencing an orgasm. What baffled her the most was how she thrust up to meet the teen's powerful thrusts, as she never intended or even imagined her juices would flow.

	 

	When the trickle of the woman’s orgasmic lave coated Kato’s pulsating cock, it made it easier for him to fuck his white goddess. Michelle would never forget what happened next. Somehow the struggling bodies were turned over and she wound up sitting on top of the African teenager’s hips.

	 

	There was the briefest moment when Kato's cock came out of her inner sanctuary, but it was quickly inserted again by the oldest girl's helping hand. Then Michelle did the most impulsive thing of her life when she rose on her knees in an attempt to get off Kato. As her hips turned and twisted, the head of the African cock slipped outwards to the entry point, but then Michelle couldn't move any higher.

	 

	There were so many hands on her body and they all worked together to impel her downwards in an utmost forceful manner. The black monster sliced through her soul so fast that she didn't have time to ponder the outcome. Michelle had trouble breathing and she appeared to be a frustrated animal.

	 

	The lingering effects of Zelda’s drink were enough to destroy her resolve. The last thing in the world she wanted to happen, suddenly happened. First she thrust downwards, feeling Kato's pelvis ram into her crotch. Then she started bouncing up and down very fast, feeling the wonderful release of her spirit.

	 

	Her orgasm began slowly and picked up speed until she was out of control with the boy's organ buried in her deepest being. The alluring tits jiggled and bounced wildly up and down so invitingly that Kato reached up. He squeezed Michelle's tits and the hard pebbles left indents in the palms of his hands.

	 

	His youthful stamina was ended by the intense inferno and Kato relished intercourse with his father’s white slave. Neither Michelle nor Kato heard the girls, as the sisters whispered to each other about the two copulating animals. "They do it... they screw. Look... Kato's face look silly. He look mad... but he not mad," one of the girls whispered.

	 

	Then her sister replied. "He crazy... crazy bull with big cock inside her. Look her tits... they jiggle!"

	 

	The other sister couldn't take her eyes off the untamed lust. "Look his black hands on pretty woman. Squeeze tits. Ayira... why she jerking like that? Is Kato giving her baby?"

	 

	Ayira was mature and knew what was happening to her brother and the white woman. “She orgasm. She very fast... not wait for Kato, but he orgasm. Look! Look Kato shoot baby stuff into her.”

	 

	“She look like crying.”

	 

	“No, she having sex and not have control; she Kato’s woman.”

	 

	“She look beautiful. Tits big... look nice in Kato’s hands.”

	 

	“His thingie... not showing. All inside woman?”

	 

	“Yes love, Kato making love to her... he man and use penis for making baby.”

	 

	Michelle was suddenly fully awake and aware of everything around her, but it was like she was on another planet. Zelda's son was blowing his immense load of African jizz deep into her, and her earthly soul was experiencing a mind-blowing climax. It was the last thing she ever imagined would happen; yet there was no doubt when her belly went into convulsions of gigantic proportions.

	 

	Her emotions floated through endless outer space and she didn’t worry about traveling to the land beyond. Michelle coated the embedded cock with her womanly juices and didn’t stop until she was completely exhausted. Her next recollection was being a rag doll when the four decided to end the episode.

	 

	The girls rushed off and grabbed their clothes, as they went into the bathroom. Kato wanted a few more seconds to relish the greatest moment of his young life and he remained on his back. He had never felt heat like the inside of a woman and didn’t want the session to end.

	 

	Without warning, his mother was standing beside the bed. Kato silently helped Michelle to dismount his everlasting hardon and he quickly grabbed his pajamas, scurrying out of the room for a safe haven in some other room in the house. Michelle swiftly found the dressing gown from last night and concealed her nakedness from the woman’s stare.

	 

	Zelda had a happy smile on her face. "Sarge happy now. He want it happen... he say later, but now is good," she said. "Darn Kato... he just like his father."

	 

	Michelle felt totally feeble and she didn't know what to do. “Aaaahhhh,” she uttered.

	 

	"You like?" Zelda whispered, with a questioning look on her face. "You like sex... with black man?"

	 

	Michelle didn't know what to say to Kato’s mother and she felt terrible for what happened. She had no desire for adulterous sex yet it happened and she had no idea how. “Ieeee, aaaahhhh.”

	 

	"You like sex... with Sarge... with Kato?" Zelda asked, continuing the questioning. "You do it... you orgasm with Kato?"

	 

	Michelle stared into Zelda's dark, knowing eyes, too afraid to tell a lie. "I'm sorry... so sorry. It happened so fast... I... I," she whispered in the softest voice. "I never meant for it to happen... I'm so sorry."

	 

	"No matter. It happen because you have special drink before bed... you not used to our drink. You know, I use it sometimes... sometimes when Sarge take me. He big, rough and wild when take me... drink make me not feel,” Zelda said and laughed.

	 

	Michelle felt much better and she breathed a big sigh of relief. “Yes, I didn’t know what was happening,” she replied.

	 

	“Men... they do things they want. Sarge plan it... plan whole thing and he told children what to do," Zelda said. "It not matter what you do... they force you if you not cooperate."

	 

	Zelda turned and pointed at Michelle's lost luggage. Michelle had not seen her suitcases since the airport, but the bags had been brought to the room. "You dress. We go see city. I show you around... we have day to explore," she said. "Wear casual clothes. I take you see beautiful places."

	 

	***

	 

	The day visiting all the sights in the quaint African city was very interesting. Zelda was most cordial and she had no trouble conversing with Michelle, as she showed her guest around the capital. After hours of walking and visiting the unique African attractions, the two women went back to Zelda's. It was late afternoon and the whole house was a hub of activity.

	 

	Michelle could tell by the elaborate preparations that the upcoming party was for something or someone special. There seemed to be many servants running around the big house getting things ready. She had been told Rodney was going to attend and that fact made Michelle happier than she had been since the couple went separate directions last night.

	 

	Suddenly Zelda insisted on Michelle getting ready for the party. She quickly ushered her guest up to her bedroom where numerous elegant clothes were set out on the bed. Michelle listened to Zelda telling her all about the evening's activities and she was far too intimidated to put up any resistance to the woman's insistence that she wear formal attire.

	 

	The woman selected a flowing gown for Michelle and the garment was the most elegant Michelle had ever worn. The dress was a brilliant, emerald green that seemed to highlight her radiant beauty. It was strapless and displayed more cleavage than she would normally do, which would make Michelle look like the sexiest woman at the party.

	 

	Once Michelle donned the dress, there was no doubt about her large breasts and her boobs looked almost too big to stay inside the top of the outfit. Zelda quickly dressed and the two women spent time putting on makeup and getting fully ready for the upcoming festivities. When the appropriate time arrived, Zelda signalled her husband that his special guest was ready.

	 

	All of sudden Sarge came into the bedroom and his eyes opened in awe. "Zelda does good job. You very pretty... like African Queen," he said, admiring the gorgeous woman.

	 

	Michelle could only mumbled a reply. “Eh, thank... thank you.”

	 

	“As you see," he said, waving his hand around to indicate the ongoing activity. "We having big celebration tonight. It celebrate our victory in election... it very important to me."

	 

	The serious look on Sarge's face told Michelle that the man considered the ruling party extremely significant. “Yes, I know,” she said, trying to make the man happy.

	 

	"I invite my superior... Buru. He is president of our party... a very powerful man," he whispered. “Very powerful!”

	 

	She would have relished the look of nervousness on Sage's face if it were not for the fact he was blackmailing her. Abruptly Sarge took Michelle's arm and ushered her to the large reception area, which was already full of invited guests.

	 

	There were only a handful of white women and Michelle was by far the prettiest, drawing admiring glances from everybody in attendance. All the men most likely dreamed of seeing more of her and the women were envious of her abundant charms.

	 

	Sarge held her arm and everyone could tell he was extremely proud of his attractive guest. Suddenly Rodney arrived and he was led into the reception area by the tall, uniformed Mosi. Michelle greeted him with the warmest smile and she dearly wanted to run across the vestibule to throw her arms around his neck.

	 

	Apparently Sarge never overlooked a thing, as he provided Rodney with a richly tailored tuxedo, and Michelle couldn't get over how handsome he looked. The security officer purposely took his time before escorting his royal guest over to see her husband.

	 

	Michelle threw caution to the wind and quickly embraced her husband. "I've missed you... missed you so much," she whispered. "Don't worry. I'm okay... please, don't worry about me." Michelle tried to reassure Rodney even though she felt total despair at being held prisoner by domineering Sarge.

	 

	Allowing for only a brief meeting with Rodney, Sarge rushed Michelle away. He introduced her to all of his influential friends and eventually came face to face with his superior. At first glance, the man seemed quite normal, but Michelle promptly noticed an evil glint in his eyes.

	 

	The leader appraised the gorgeous white woman and smiled. "This her? Woman who is promised to me?" he said in perfect English, while his face indicated the utmost confidence. "You have done well, Sarge. She is truly beautiful... sexy!"

	 

	Tremors of fear shot through her body. Michelle reasoned that Sarge had made intimate arrangements and plans for her to be a sexual servant to his superior. The man's eyes never left her chest and she shivered realizing what he was staring at.

	 

	Michelle felt goose bumps forming all over the front of her body, as the most helpless feeling overwhelmed her. Because the man was Sarge's immediate boss, she could see no way out of the impending dilemma, which she suspected was ahead of her.

	 

	When everyone was called to the dinner table, she breathed a big sigh of relief. There were some introductions and then the partiers sat down to eat. The meal was very elaborate and most of the dishes were native to the area, but Michelle did recognize a couple as being from her country.

	 

	Her respite was very short lived, as she was seated between Sarge and his superior. Buru's manner was forceful and straight to the point while his eyes seemed to burn a hole right through her. Michelle instantly sensed the man was not a person who would readily take rejection or disappointment. She found Sarge strong and overpowering, but Buru appeared even more dominating and controlling.

	 

	***

	 

	The lavish meal lasted over three hours. Everyone was glad when it was over, as they were tired from sitting so long and listening to boring speeches. There was music playing and everyone slowly proceeded to the large entertainment area, which was set up for a festival gala. People walked around the room in a circle, serenading everyone they met, and then a few couples started dancing.

	 

	Sarge held Michelle by the hand and it appeared like they were together. They circled the big room a couple of times and suddenly approached Buru who was wittingly standing alone. Sarge moved his hand towards his boss and the slick maneuver placed Michelle’s dainty hand in Buru’s big fist. "You dance... dance with our lovely guest," Sarge whispered. "You see... she best. Much better than others I bring to you."

	 

	Buru was a stately, upright dancer and he left no doubt that he was leading and in-charge. Michelle did everything possible to keep her distance, but it seemed impossible at times. Luckily Buru was not about to get overly brazen with so many spectators yet he did ensure that she was aware of his manly endowment.

	 

	Michelle kept glancing at her husband and she could see the concerned look on Rodney's unhappy face. She danced three songs in a row with Buru and his hands got bolder and bolder with each dance. By the third, his right hand was securely around her back and holding her tight against the front of his body.

	 

	Buru’s hand rested firmly on the top of her ass and Michelle felt him groping the top of her cheeks whenever he spun her around in a glorious pirouette or sashayed her across the dance floor. The look on Rodney’s face grew more desperate by the minute, as the military leader left little doubt about his attraction to his prominent wife.

	 

	Michelle could see the knowing looks on everyone's face and she realized it was inevitable that Buru would get her alone. All of a sudden the man spoke in his native tongue to Sarge who mysteriously appeared beside them. "We go now. I take white beauty to room... room you say I can use," he whispered to Sarge. "I see if she good... good for sucking like you promise. I hard already!"

	 

	Buru held her arm with an iron grip and he started leading her away. Michelle had no idea what he said to Sarge, but she could only imagine it meant utter peril for her. Looking over her shoulder, the last thing she saw was Rodney's worried face, as she was led up a wide set of stairs to a posh sitting room.

	 

	Buru opened the door for her and it took a few seconds for her eyes to get used to the dim lighting once then entered. The room appeared surreal and all the furniture was very classy and colorful with a definite African quality. There was soft music in the background and the man immediately led her across the room to a big leather sofa.

	 

	"You take off. Go behind that... and strip," he said, waving his hand at a large oriental, folding screen. "Take off everything... except brassiere and panties."

	 

	His instructions sent a shiver up her spine. She realized Buru didn't ask, but ordered her to undress. His concession that she could keep her undies on meant very little, considering the dire aspect of not wearing a bra with the low-cut evening gown. Michelle desperately wanted to plead, even beg the man for mercy, but then she reasoned her pleas would only make the situation worse.

	 

	Michelle could barely walk because her legs were so shaky, as she made her way to the decorative screen. She stood motionless behind the shield for the longest time, until a strict order sounded. "Strip... take all off." She heard the man’s gruff voice and wanted to disappear. "Show Buru! Sarge say you do anything... anything for Buru!"

	 

	Michelle understood the ominous predicament she was in. Her hands shook so bad that it was hard to remove the gown. Eventually she stood shivering and dressed in nothing but her panties. She swore at being persuaded by Sarge's wife not to wear a bra, but then she realized that the gown did not allow for one.

	 

	All of a sudden the man's dark, lust-filled face was looking at her. Buru had stepped around the screen and he ogled her virtual nakedness. The scene was one to remember, as the woman frantically tried to cover her breasts with her small hands. No matter where Michelle placed her hands, it left plenty of nakedness for the man to admire.

	 

	Buru's next order was conveyed with a mere stare and a stern expression on his face. Michelle's arms slowly dropped to her sides and she let out a whimper of defeat. "You suck... suck Buru's cock. Sarge say you give best Western blowjob... better than whore," he said. "Sarge say you best Blackman slave... and you do anything I ask."

	 

	The man's voice broke slightly with the thought of what was about to happen. He started taking his clothes off so fast that he appeared to be ripping his royal garments. Suddenly he was standing in only his underwear and Michelle's heart stopped. The time of reckoning was near and she waited.

	 

	Suddenly there it was. His raging cock was fully engorged and it was more than obvious what he wanted. Michelle stared at the black cock and she didn’t want to move any closer. Buru was overly excited with the anticipation of receiving a memorable blowjob and he started speaking in his native tongue because he couldn’t remember English.

	 

	Even though she didn’t speak the language, Michelle understood what he wanted from his demonstrative tone and precise hand signals. She took a step closer and reached out with her right hand. When she touched the flaming penis, her hand flinched from the scorching meat. The hard veined shaft seemed to throb madly and her fingers gingerly wrapped around the pulsating black rod.

	 

	Michelle was totally despondent and her mind frantically searched for a solution. The situation appeared hopeless, as she reluctantly decided on the best course of action. She pumped her small hand up and down along the intimidating pecker, hoping to bring an early end to the man’s stamina.

	 

	Her goal was to make Buru climax. Michelle reasoned it was the only viable salvation, but like all good plans, they don’t always work out. Somehow she found herself sitting at the edge of the leather sofa and Buru stood directly in front of her, as he kicked her legs apart so he could get closer.

	 

	The white hands moved frantically. One madly stroked the enlarged cock, which was thrust in her face, and the other held the man’s bloated balls, as if they were breakable. Buru grabbed her head and he roughly forced her to face the inevitable. His hand pulled her head towards the bulging head of his cock and his hips thrust in her direction.

	 

	Buru relished Michelle’s volcanic mouth and he couldn’t wait any longer. He banged the fat head of his cock into her lips real hard and she willingly opened her mouth. In the blink of an eye, Michelle was sucking on the salty-tasting penis, afraid he would ram it down her throat. Her body jerked and shifted around like crazy, which offered Buru a fantastic view of her luscious treasures.

	 

	Michelle dearly wanted to make Buru climax and she furiously tried her best to make it happen with her skilled hands and hot mouth. Even though her tits were exposed and Buru managed to fondle and grope them while she worked on his raging cock, he yearned to see more. Michelle’s mind was distraught from being forced to give the stranger a blowjob and it enabled the African leader to get complete control.

	 

	Buru yanked Michelle to her feet and swiftly grabbed the elastic waistband of her panties. The lacy garment was stripped from her hips in a heartbeat and she feared the worst when she looked into the man’s glazed eyes.

	 

	Buru's name suited him perfectly. It stood for Bull in his country and that was the way he acted. He pulled her shivering body against his and suddenly he found the foreign language again. "You rub... rub cock all over your pretty body. Put on legs... tummy... cunt!" Buru felt her delectable body shaking with fear yet he wanted to humiliate Michelle even more. "Rub cock on belly... cuz it be in belly soon... very soon."

	 

	Complying with his demands, Michelle began to move despite the growing fear. She rubbed the mushroom head of Buru’s cock against her burning flesh, which left a trail of slippery slime wherever it touched her torso. The teasing even amazed her, as the head ran across her stomach and down her quivering tummy until it reached her bare pelvis. Michelle was positive the caresses were not all her doing, but somehow the head reached her legs.

	 

	Suddenly the pre-cum coated the top of her milky thighs and then she lost sight of the penis. Michelle felt the burning rod slither along her vast wetness and threatening to invade her most intimate being. Her entire focus was on the alarming molestation and she jumped when Buru spoke again.

	 

	"Good! Press hard... harder! Get cock nice and wet... press against white cunt," he whispered in a raspy voice, as he lowered his hips to the needed level. "Wet... get wet, then you clean. Suck and clean."

	 

	She could barely withstand anymore. Her legs threatened to give out and luckily Buru held her steady. He put his foot between Michelle's small feet and nudged them further apart, which cleverly gave her better balance. Her dainty hands tried to prevent it, but his hand was there to ensure his orders were obeyed.

	 

	The thick man-meat slipped into her wetness and then Buru vibrated his hips, which moved his cock through her puffy wet slit. There was abundant moisture and in no time his massive cock was coated with her womanly juices.

	 

	The ominous pecker pressed between the soaked labia and into her spirit. Buru lifted her upwards until Michelle was forced onto her tiptoes, which gave her the most helpless feeling. His cock snaked through her open slit and almost crushed her tiny clitoris. "Need more. Get down and suck cock. Make me harder... suck cock... get real hard," he whispered.

	 

	Michelle knew the African could take her at any second and she was powerless to stop him. Suddenly she had an out, or so she hoped. She quickly got down on her knees and kept her hands out front so she could grab the menacing cock. Michelle groped and found the inflamed meat, holding it in front of her bewildered eyes for a brief moment.

	 

	Buru jerked his hips a few times and he indicated she hurry, or else. The bulbous head filled her mouth once again and Buru was in tribal heaven. He watched the white woman's head bob up and down, feeling his enlarged cock getting swollen and harder.

	 

	Michelle's dainty hand wrapped around the loose foreskin and she pumped her hand back and forth. She squeezed, as hard as she could, and tried to masturbate the black man in a vain effort to make him orgasm without actually having intercourse with him. Again she grabbed his hanging balls. When she heard his heavy breathing and loud moaning, she thought her desperate actions would be successful.

	 

	Buru was not willing to spoil the seductive encounter with a premature ending. "You suck good. Buru want watch... you rub cock all over face... all over tits," he demanded, shattering Michelle's self-confidence.

	 

	The strong man wound his fingers in her curly hair and guided her head. Buru's eyes grew wide in awe, as he watched his black cock against Michelle's pure, white skin. He held her head steady and wiped the head across one cheek and then the other. Buru deviously stroked her lips when moving from side to side, leaving salty residue for her to taste.

	 

	Michelle closed her eyes and imagined the devastating scene. The charcoal penis caressed her face and the lewd picture flashed into her head, as she imagined the trails of wetness on her flushed cheeks. Then Buru crouched down and rubbed his big cock all over her generous tits.

	 

	Again he left a wet trail. Buru coated one boob, leaving her flesh glistening with moisture and then he coated the other, ensuring the tips were covered with sticky pre-cum. His next moved was unexpected, as he roughly jerked Michelle to her feet.

	 

	“Buru like... like you sucking cock. Like seeing cock on white tits. Now Buru need white cunt,” he whispered, sending shockwaves through her entire body. The combination of his bluntness and the cultural differences made the scene erotic rather than crude. "We fuck! Buru fuck white cunt... put cock in whore belly, now!"

	 

	He easily pushed Michelle backwards so that she fell onto the sofa, landing on her back. She put her arms out, as if to stop Buru, but it was futile. He stepped between her legs and easily pushed them apart until he had enough room to plop down between the splayed limbs. Buru pulled hard so her ass slid across the slippery, leather cushion and then he curled her feet around his back.

	 

	"No... Buru no! Please... don't do this to me... please," she pleaded with the man. "Oh gawd, it's there... you’re touching me there," she wailed.

	 

	Her hips remained motionless and Buru placed the head of his inflamed cock directly at her entrance. Michelle futile struggle may as well of begged him for more. His aroused mind was filled with animal lust and he interpreted her actions as a desire rather than a protest. Buru imagined the white goddess begging her African master for great sexual pleasure.

	 

	His aim was deadly, as Buru pressed his oversized cock into her crotch. The tip hit the pink opening dead center of the vertical slit and he thrust forward ever so slightly. When the puffy lips separated and floated around the head of his cock, Buru’s eyes bulged and his heart pounded. The sight was overly tantalizing and he desperately wanted to christen the white woman with one powerful thrust.

	 

	Michelle’s heart raced and it was extremely difficult for her to breathe. She felt the head enter her delicate honey-hole and didn’t know how to stop the man. She watched Buru arch his back and realized he was preparing for the ultimate encounter.

	 

	His eyes locked on the contrasting junction and Buru cherished the hottest white cunt, as he held steady for as long as he could. Suddenly he lost patience. Buru thrust his hips just a little and watched another inch or two disappear inside the heavenly opening.

	 

	Again he paused. Buru noticed Michelle trying to angle her pelvis downward, as if attempting to get away. He gave another stern thrust and watched her pretty face twist in desperation. It was far too tempting and he rammed his powerful hips downward with all of his brute strength.

	 

	All the air came out of her lungs when the vile man sank his massive cock to the hilt. The resultant pause was merely a fleeting moment and then Buru pumped at a maddening rate of speed. His tempo increased until Michelle wondered what kind of animal he was. He had to have the biggest balls, which hung down far below his pecker, and the bag slammed nastily into her ass every time he thrust at her.

	 

	Michelle suspected the man was really a beast when he grunted with lost passion. There were no pretenses or pretending about what Buru was after. He fucked Michelle and didn’t care one bit whether she condoned or welcomed his affection.

	 

	Buru grabbed her by the ankles and bent her legs until her knees were up around her shoulders. He held her legs apart enough so he could pound his cock in and out at will. The outcome was predetermined and soon he slowed to a crawl, as his facial expressions turned extremely explicit. Every time he thrust at her crotch, Buru squeezed a massive stream of cum into her most delicate domain.

	 

	Michelle knew what the African statesman was doing. She felt totally devastated at not being able to prevent the assault and also at the fact that it was one more opportunity for her to conceive. Her belly felt bloated and she knew another big load of African cum was buried deep inside her womb.

	 

	Sarge's boss had been rewarded and fully satisfied. Buru acted as if Michelle was merely a sex object and he didn't embrace or comfort her after his explosive orgasm. She watched when Buru used her panties to clean himself and then he got dressed, as if nothing happened. Michelle remained laying on her back when he smiled at her and voiced an observation, which she didn't understand.

	 

	The man left the room and he slammed the door shut on the way out. Michelle closed her eyes and wished she was home again, back in America. Her fleeting daydream came to a sudden end when someone entered the room from a side door. She tried to sit up, but there was no time. Zelda had a soft towel and she began rubbing it all over Michelle's moisture, covered body.

	 

	"That man animal... he real animal," Zelda whispered. "He make Sarge give him woman... black woman. Now he want white woman... he like better. He give Sarge promotion."

	 

	Michelle dearly wanted to be alone. She tried to think of a means to get rid of Zelda without offending the woman, but there was no way. Once Zelda was satisfied that she had cleaned up the remnants of the sordid affair, she retrieved Michelle's clothing. It took very little time to get dressed and then Zelda made sure that the woman looked her best before going back to the party.

	 

	The two women rejoined the festivities and Sarge was the first one to greet Michelle. "I very grateful... you cooperate. Satisfy Buru," he said, taking her by the arm. He left his wife standing and escorted Michelle to the dance floor. "We dance. Then we retire. You stay with me tonight."

	 

	She heard Sarge and it made her knees buckle. The man kept her in a tight embrace, as he promenaded her around the floor. "Look there! Kato happy... you turn him into real man," he whispered, sending more shivers through her entire body. "Tonight... I watch. I watch son with real woman. You show Sarge way to turn son into man."

	 

	Michelle was fully devastated. She felt helpless against such a controlling man. How could she ever explain to her husband that she was about to become Sarge’s mistress? Her body trembled at the thought of the man letting his son have her without any reservations.

	 

	Sarge leaned forward and whispered in her ear. "You do good... I keep Rodney out of jail. I forget about his dishonor... and he be free man after working on election scrutiny."

	 

	Strangely Sarge made her feel a little better and he did give Michelle some hope. "He work one week in country... then he free man. I let you both go."

	 

	***

	 

	The party started to break up and guests left. They all came over wishing Sarge the best and congratulating him on his new promotion. Michelle watched her unfortunate husband leave with Mosi and her stomach sank, as the security guard escorted Rodney back to the hotel. She would have given anything to go with Rodney, but realized that was impossible.

	 

	Soon there was just the immediate family left and some of the many servants. It was late. Michelle was overly apprehensive and she felt totally alive, imaging what the evil Sarge had planned. She half expected and hoped the man to go with Zelda and that the couple would retire together.

	 

	Michelle couldn’t imagine how a wife might condone her husband’s illicit deeds, but Sarge once again proved he was a genius. He pulled his next trick with Zelda right in front of him. “You go... take the girls to your room. I take Kato... and our guest,” he stated.

	 

	Zelda immediately departed, leaving a stunned Michelle with nowhere to run. When Sarge grabbed her by the hand, Michelle struggled with renewed determination. She pulled, as hard as she could, trying to stop the man from pulling her towards his private bedroom.

	 

	Sarge smiled at her vain attempts to get away and he didn’t have any trouble getting her up the stairs to the bedroom. Once inside the big room, he sort of flung Michelle into the middle of the room and watched her make a couple of spins before stopping beside the huge bed. His overly excited son quickly slammed the door shut, bringing a dire groan from a frightened Michelle.

	 

	The three stood still for many moments and each contemplated what was next. Kato and his father stared at the shivering woman and both admired her radiant beauty, while Sarge fantasized about his son ravaging Michelle’s sexy body. The teenager could hardly wait for his dad to turn him loose.

	 

	***

	 

	Sarge and Kato had spent the afternoon going over the night’s plan. The dad was extremely stern and explicit when he gave instructions to his son, as if he was one of his security guards. "Son! Do what I say... you learn about woman. Learn what it takes to make them happy," he told Kato earlier in the day. "Michelle... she gorgeous woman, most sexy. You already know what it is like being with her."

	 

	“Yes, yes,” Kato replied and listened intently.

	 

	"After party... after everyone leaves. We take her to bedroom. I help and tell you what to do," Sarge said. "You satisfy real woman... then you man. When you see her climax... and you see her sexy body go crazy with your cock inside her precious cunt... then you can finish. Son... you can fill her with cum and maybe... just maybe, she have your baby."

	 

	The time had arrived and Michelle stood a few feet away for Kato. Her eyes were so big that she looked even more alluring than she did when they had sex earlier. Michelle stared at the two with her head moving from one to the other. She noticed the confident smile on Sarge's rugged face and a panic attack immediately hit her in the stomach.

	 

	Looking over at Kato didn't help, as he gave the impression of someone in-charge and very confident of having his way. All of a sudden, she was filled with courage when she turned to face Sarge. "Okay, you bastard! Take me... you’re stronger than me, but I’ll fight you,” Michelle vowed, feeling new strength. "I'll scratch your fucking eyes out... so come and get me!"

	 

	Michelle jumped when Sarge started moving in her direction. She expected him to move; yet it surprised her when he slowly walked over to her. When Sarge was close, her hands went up and her sharp nails were aimed directly at his face. She was just about to rake his smug face when he acted.

	 

	Sarge twisted his head to avoid her nails and quickly seized her wrists with his strong hands. With powerful thrusts, he pinned her arms at her sides and put his face inches from hers. "Go ahead. I like when you fight,” he whispered with a stern tone. “You let son have sex this morning... now you do again. I watch... take clothes off... now!”

	 

	He let go of her hands and stood waiting. Sarge knew exactly what Michelle would do and decided to let her dig her own grave. “Go to hell, you bastard. Your son will have to take me,” she hissed at the overpowering man. Her hands moved with lightning speed, but were no match for the speed of the devil.

	 

	Just as her hands reached the sides of his face, Sarge slapped her arms outward. He swung hard with his right hand and slapped Michelle on the left cheek, snapping her head to the side. Her head jerked in a violent fashion and before she could catch her balance, she fell on the bed.

	 

	Michelle didn’t have time to consider what was next, as Sarge’s angry face was right in front of her. "You want fight... we fight! Remember, only you keep husband safe," he said and his voice said it all. Rodney’s fate was in her hands and the realization hit hard.

	 

	Sarge grabbed her wrists and yanked her back to her feet. He pinned her arms at her sides and uttered instructions to his son in his native tongue. "Kato... take off dress. Strip her son. Take all clothes off so we can see... see sexy naked body," he whispered. "She's a fighter tonight, son... but she fuck. She good ass son; she have orgasm with your big cock inside belly and you have great satisfaction.”

	 

	Her jaw hurt and her head was a little dizzy. She was aware that Kato had moved behind her and his hands were a blur, as he followed his father's directions. Removing the clothes was easy because of the strapless gown and she was completely naked within moments, so Sarge let go of her arms.

	 

	Standing between two tall African's, Michelle was naked and trembling. Her eyes were glassy and she could only vaguely make out Sarge who was right in front of her. Remembering her vow, her arms moved, but again they were easily stopped by the big man.

	 

	Sarge dared her to do more and this time he put his arms down at his sides, as he stared straight into her teary eyes. He noticed her shoulders slump and knew her fight was gone. "Go ahead... it will be much sweeter if you fight,” he whispered.

	 

	“Promise Rodney will not be harmed... that he will be safe,” she replied.

	 

	“Not worry. He stay in posh hotel and my men will ensure he safe,” Sarge declared.

	 

	“Good... good.”

	 

	“You be Kato’s woman. You cream... Kato fuck you until you cream all over his cock," he said without blinking. "You either cum for my son... have orgasm... or I feed your white pussy to every black guard in my army."

	 

	His eyes remained locked on her and Michelle felt overwhelmed. Her arms remained poised, but motionless at her sides when the boy reached around her torso to put his big hands on her boobs. She allowed Kato to squeeze and molest her breasts and then caress both nipples in a most degrading fashion, as he held her tits pointed at his father.

	 

	With a sudden viciousness, Sarge destroyed Michelle’s last thread of courage. His hand went behind her head and he wound his fingers into her hair. He yanked her head backwards and he moved forward to look down on her upturned face.

	 

	Michelle stared up into the darkest eyes, as he spoke in a cruel snarl. "You sex slave... understand? Do as I say! You cream for Kato... or I give white ass to all my guards," he said.

	 

	Michelle shuddered with fear and she couldn’t envision being with many black guards. “I... but... I’ve done everything you’ve asked,” she moaned.

	 

	“Guards will hurt white slave. You no good after they finish. No good to Sarge... no good to husband.”

	 

	Michelle merely whimpered, knowing he was right. She had to obey! "Noooo... gawd noooo."

	 

	Sarge's eyes never left hers. "You good slave for Sarge. You good slave for Buru. Now be good slave for Kato, or else!"

	 

	Michelle tried to look away, but he twisted her head cruelly to keep her facing him. Then he laughed in her face. "Zelda tell me how you cream this morning... cum all over Kato's cock when he put in belly. Did you like?"

	 

	When no answer was forth coming, he jerked her head back and forth, demanding she answer the demeaning question. "Did you orgasm for my Kato? Did you like it?"

	 

	Michelle let out a few dire moans and she realized he was not going to be satisfied until her humiliation was complete. "But I was sleeping... they held me. They held me down and let him do it. I woke up and his thingie was inside me... so deep," she whispered in the quietest voice. "I... I couldn't stop him. The girls... they held my arms and let him do it to me."

	 

	Sarge continued to stare into her eyes. He gave her head another swift jerk and Michelle knew he demanded more. "Oh gawd... it happened. Yes, I... I... he was inside and I let him do it to me. I... I... I couldn’t stop... they held me like a slave,” she declared and noticed he wanted even more. "Yes... oh gawd, yes! I had an orgasm with Kato... I couldn't stop and creamed all over his black cock."

	 

	Michelle observed the smile of approval on Sarge's face and knew her testament made him happy. She felt a strange emotional relief wash slowly over her body from the tip of her toes to the top of her scalp.

	 

	All of a sudden Sarge's big hand slapped her bare pelvis and she let out a whimper. He held her in a precarious position with her back severely arched and her hips pushing towards his hand. Michelle would never understand why she welcomed his degrading assault, but she reasoned that she didn't have a choice.

	 

	Sarge's face turned serious and he turned her head to the side. "You see? Kato ready! Ready to shove his hard cock into belly. He horny... look... look! See his big cock?"

	 

	Michelle faced Sarge's son and she instantly noticed Kato was completely undressed. He sat brazenly on the large bed while openly fisting his cock. His vulgar display sent a shiver of panic through Michelle, as Sarge held her face pointed in Kato's direction.

	 

	The boy left no doubt that he was fully aroused and ready. His long, pointed cock stood out from his slender hips and Michelle noticed how the leaking tip was barely visible through the uncut foreskin. Kato’s brazen masturbation appeared mystic, as the abundant foreskin flowed freely back and forth over the head of the big cock.

	 

	Sarge slowly started moving Michelle towards the bed, ensuring she faced his son until they reached the bed. "Son! Now you learn to satisfy real woman. You learn cunnilingus... see what it does to woman," Sarge said. Then Sarge let go of Michelle and pushed her onto the bed, as Kato stood up.

	 

	Kato had never kissed a pussy or tasted one. His stomach churned with great anticipation, as he watched his father control the gorgeous white woman. Sarge quickly jumped on the bed and moved like a cat. Before Michelle regained her senses, he grabbed her from behind and pinned her arms behind her back. Then he rotated their bodies until he sat on the bed with her half-sitting and half lying on her back.

	 

	Sarge held her arms and he flaunted her nakedness in a most open fashion. All Michelle could do was try to keep her legs together in an attempt to hide herself from the leering teenager. Kato stood next to the bed, staring directly at her succulent charms, and he noticed how her breasts jiggled invitingly whenever his father moved around.

	 

	Kato worshiped the white woman. His eyes took in all of Michelle’s beauty and they eventually settled on her bare midsection. She fully expected to get ravaged by Sarge and his son, but she never imagined having no control over what happened. The dominant man pinned her down yet she vowed to fight.

	 

	When she protested, it was aimed at Sarge. “Go ahead you bastard. Take me... you're too strong for me. Let your son do it... but I'll never give-in,” she uttered. “I won't give you the satisfaction of cumming for your son.”

	 

	Sarge felt the heightened level of emotions that suddenly filled the room. He was fully aroused, Michelle was completely stimulated and Kato was totally enraged. "See... he ready, slave. Kato ready for white slave," he said, putting his lips next to the side of Michelle's burning face. "Open legs... open so Kato can see utopia."

	 

	She remained defiant and didn't move a muscle when the boy got on the bed. Kato crawled over to her feet and he looked questioningly at his dad. "Son, when she spread legs... get between them and eat'er out," Sarge said. "Get between her legs and do what I told you this afternoon. You see... she hot and horny."

	 

	“She gorgeous... beautiful,” Kato whispered.

	 

	“White slave fill mouth with cum... you eat,” Sarge said.

	 

	Michelle was more determined than ever. Suddenly Sarge shifted his body real fast, as he moved away from her back, and he slammed her flat on the mattress. She closed her eyes and bit her bottom lip, trying her utmost to stay strong when Sarge displayed his brute strength. He pinned her shoulders on the bed and easily held both wrists above her head with one hand.

	 

	Her eyes fluttered and she could barely open them. His rugged face was right in front of her and she felt his hot breath wash across her flushed cheeks. Michelle lost sight of the boy, but there was no need to see. Kato’s strong hands pushed her milky thighs apart and he held them spread, as wide as possible.

	 

	The precious pussy lay unprotected and Kato stared at the illustrious jewel. Suddenly her resolve was questioned. Sarge was far too strong and he had little trouble confining her on the bed. Kato was definitely stronger than she was and the boy had no difficulty spreading her legs, exposing her soul to the world.

	 

	Sarge abruptly shifted his torso around so that he lay beside the shivering woman. He continued holding her arms high above her head and used his free hand to grab a big handful of hair. When he jerked his hand, Sarge tilted Michelle’s head so he could stare into her bewildered eyes. “You cum... yes? You fill Kato’s mouth,” he whispered.

	 

	“Huuuggg, huuuggg,” she moaned.

	 

	“You Kato’s woman... or I call Emu... and other guards to visit white slave,” he stated, relishing the terrified look on Michelle’s pretty face.

	 

	She tried to twist and pulled hard on her arms, but nothing helped. “Owe... noooo,” she pleaded.

	 

	"I have many guards at house right now... they love white woman. You do what Sarge wants... or else I let them all have you," he whispered. “You be very sorry... no good after.”

	 

	Michelle's eyes grew wider when the boy's face drew closer. All of a sudden the boy's tongue lashed out and raked her entire slit, as her hips jerked wildly and bounced on the bed. Then Kato started running his tongue up and down through the vast wetness nonstop just like he had been instructed by his father.

	 

	Sarge needed more. He leaned down enough so he could put his lips beside Michelle's ear. "You like? You like when Kato eat pussy?" he whispered. "You show Sarge how much you like... you first woman Kato taste."

	 

	Many sordid images flashed through her head and she was filled with the greatest apprehension. Michelle rolled her head away from the powerful man just as Kato hit a nerve. Her hips thrashed madly, trying to alleviate the commanding sensations.

	 

	The unskilled tongue forced her puffy labia apart and instantly found a woman’s secret. Her tiny wings lay fully exposed just above her honey-hole and Kato licked them slowly at first. He took great care, as he slowly ran his rough tongue across the delicate clitoris, and relished the physical sensations on his tongue. When he swiftly sucked the clit into his hot mouth, Kato knew something special happened.

	 

	His hands were on either side of Michelle’s hips and he felt her body do several contortions, which he assumed was a good thing. He used his tongue to slap the bud around inside his mouth while keeping the clitty extended with his teeth. Whenever Kato nibbled harder and slapped faster, the hips vibrated in perfect rhythm with his molestation.

	 

	Suddenly Kato remembered his father’s advice. He placed his finger at the soaked opening just below his chin and felt the body tense like a taut violin string. When he sneaked the tip into the wetness, it took no effort before his finger was fully embedded inside the hot cavity.

	 

	The determined look on Michelle’s pretty face was priceless and Sarge grinned. He wanted her to struggle hard to retain as much dignity as possible, which would make the triumph that much sweeter. The warrior inside him wanted to win and his confidence soared when her face grew extremely concerned.

	 

	"Hold it... you hold back. Let boy have fun... you don't orgasm yet," Sarge whispered, knowing her dilemma had grown more challenging. "Kato not eat woman before. You wait... hold orgasm so boy can learn."

	 

	Kato sucked her inflamed clit like it was a sweet candy. He shrewdly curled his finger slightly and felt a spot that had small delicate ribs. When he caressed the sensitive G-spot, her hips started to rotate in a vain attempt to get away.

	 

	The determined look on her face turned desperate, as Michelle tried her utmost to stave off the rising passion. That was when Kato followed the last of his father's advice. He put a fingertip of his other hand on Michelle's puckered asshole and she screamed, as her hips thrust towards the damning mouth.

	 

	Her hips were out of control, but Kato had no idea she was on the brink of a violent collapse. His father was well aware Michelle’s orgasm was on the horizon and there was no possibility of her regaining control. "You Blackman slave. Kato eat pussy... then he put black cock in white pussy," Sarge whispered, running his wet tongue all over the side of her face in a most taunting manner.

	 

	Michelle was hysterical. Her entire body was an inferno and her temperature was so high that it scorched her brain. She kept repeating, over and over, to be strong and not give in to the bastard. Suddenly all the sounds in the room were loud and ringing in her ears. The roar of Kato's sucking mouth echoed in her head, as he sloshed her throbbing gem around with his tongue.

	 

	The finger pumped in and out of her soaked honey-hole and Michelle plainly heard his finger making lurid noises, but the final blow was Sarge’s triumphant voice. "Kato! Look at ass... she cumming all over your tongue, son. That's it boy... fuck'er with fingers... eat’er with mouth," he said in English, not caring if his son understood as it was for Michelle's benefit. "Drink son... drink love juices of real woman."

	 

	Michelle felt an overwhelming relief when her will to fight went away. She readily let her juices flow freely and welcomed the hot mouth drinking her river of cum. The severe convulsions robbed any remaining control and the untimely orgasm rocked her torso all over the messy bed. Kato’s finger raked her delicate G-spot and her hips thrashed each time he caressed the ribbed monster.

	 

	Kato’s other finger was embedded in her ass and he pumped it slowly in and out, keeping perfect rhythm with her thrashing hips. Michelle wondered what on earth was wrong with her. A happily married woman should not be succumbing much less yearning for a teenage boy. The intense ecstasy flooded her head and mysteriously her confused mind was peaceful and ready to accept the immoral consequences.

	 

	Michelle was in a strange country without anyone to protect her and she was up against a very unscrupulous man who was used to being in-charge and in full control. Somehow the fact Sarge was black and an African only made the situation alluring to her lust-drugged brain. Michelle excused her behavior on the fact she was a refined sophisticated woman caught up in a clever scheme of seduction and treachery.

	 

	Kato rolled the tiny clitoris around nonstop and he tried to hang onto the bouncing hips. He felt his pecker swell, as he drank the womanly love-juices, and realized Michelle was experiencing a full-blown orgasm because of his skillful assault. Each time she tried to close her legs to lessen the severe spasms roaring through her belly, he forced them apart so he could finish his first cunnilingus affair.

	 

	***

	 

	Her emotions remained on a high plateau and Michelle fully realized she had surrendered her spirit. She was all alone and completely overwhelmed by everything that had happened since arriving in the African country. Her heart was still pumping madly from the potent climax when Sarge indicated his raging desire. He rubbed his hardon against her leg that was spread in his direction and wanted her to know he had changed his mind.

	 

	Sarge fully intended on letting his son ravage her desirable body, but his plans changed after watching the erotic, cunnilingus production. "That was fantastic. Son... you witness best animal in the jungle... an American lioness!"

	 

	He spoke to Kato while keeping his throbbing meat pressed against Michelle's leg. "I change mind. Watch... I screw now. Then we get white woman to do something very fantastic to you."

	 

	Sarge's voice broke slightly, as he was both excited and anxious. "Son! We get her to suck cock," he whispered. "She show you how they do sex in their country... and you see what happen when she suck your cock."

	 

	Michelle heard the man talking to his son, but she had no idea what he said, as it was in his native tongue. She tried hard to bring her breathing under control again and strangely her heart rate did not decrease very fast.

	 

	Suddenly Sarge's dark face was above her torso. Luckily she expected him to molest her and attack her boobs so his rash actions didn’t surprise her. What was shocking to Michelle was how her hands cupped a boob and brazenly shoved a nipple into the man’s ravenous mouth. She squeezed her titty hard and demanded Sarge devour more of her delicate tit.

	 

	She had to be crazed. His sharp teeth didn’t hurt and even though they left marks on her tender breast, Michelle welcomed his savage nibbling. Then his bold hands went to her belly and she felt ashamed when she rolled her hips around in a raunchy fashion to show the man she was more than ready.

	 

	His hand slithered across her shaved pelvis and loud groans of desire escaped her throat. Michelle was normally a reserved and controlled woman, but somehow this African man tortured her until she no longer wanted to struggle against him. He teased and taunted her until she willingly showed him unabated desire, which was uncommon for her up until the trip to Africa.

	 

	When the demanding finger slipped into her soaked pussy slit, she cried. There was no pain; there was only an animal lust that had strangely developed inside of her. It would take forever to forget what she did next. Michelle felt the ramrod lying against her thigh and it surely left a big welt. "Fuck me... you bastard. Put your cock inside... fuck me," she moaned.

	 

	Michelle was ashamed for the way she acted; yet she was not willing to stop. Her arms went around Sarge and she dug her fingers into his burly back. When her sharp nails dug into his flesh, he turned into a raging tiger.

	 

	Sarge rolled on top of the seductive woman. He felt the head of his massive cock touch her wet opening and he rammed his hips down with all of his brute strength. His powerful lunge knocked all the air out of Michelle's lungs and she was unable to breath for many moments. Finally she gasped for much needed air and her breathing resumed in an erratic fashion.

	 

	She had to be crazy, but then Michelle reasoned that lust made a woman do strange things. "Fuck me... with your big... black... cock. Fill my belly with your cum... put your cock in my belly," she pleaded.

	 

	Michelle knew she was acting like an untamed slut or even a whore, but she felt an overwhelming urge to continue. She had never talked so dirty and it seemed that her emotions soared higher with every filthy word.

	 

	The past two days flashed through her head in mere seconds, as she recalled how the security officer gained ultimate control over her. Sarge had mystic powers and he simply filled her emptiness with his throbbing manhood and she did all the rest. “Gawd... your cock is so deep. Oh yes, yes... do it like that. Fuck me hard... you black bastard!”

	 

	Her mind was controlled by the devil and she said whatever the evil fiend wanted her to say. It was the most intimate desire that quickly turned into a raging lust. “Dear gawd, I can’t hold it. I have to cum... fuck, I can’t hold back,” she groaned. “Fill my belly with cum... empty your balls in me and give me a black baby.”

	 

	Sarge wanted the astounding session to last forever. He had blackmailed numerous white women, but never one so illustrious. "Not yet. Hold on, baby... not yet. I want to feel your tight pussy for a long time... make it last," he whispered in her ear.

	 

	Even though she dearly wanted to obey his request, her internal switch had already been set on 'ORGASM'. The spasms started short and ragged, but quickly grew in magnitude until her entire body went into dramatic convulsions. She thrust her hips up at the man, feeling her secret juices coat his marvellous cock.

	 

	Thus a commentary ensued between two aroused Africans and one refined American woman. Sarge was first. "I fuck! Cock feel good in cunt," he hissed, as he pounded her precious womanhood.

	 

	"Gawd, oh gawd, I'm still cumming."

	 

	"You suck cock... Kato's cock. Suck his cock next."

	 

	"Yes, dear lord, yes... I'll suck his cock... wonderful cock."

	 

	"I fill cunt... put babies inside belly. You have baby."

	 

	"Dear gawd... I'm cumming. It's soooo good... cumming so good."

	 

	"I ready... fuck white cunt. Fuck white slave with big cock."

	 

	"I feel it... your cock deep inside me. Oh gawd... you're cumming."

	 

	"We fuck all night. You suck Kato... then fuck."

	 

	"Yes... yes! I'll suck Kato. Suck his cock... then he can put it inside me... fuck me with his black cock... his wonderful black cock."

	 

	Tremors rocked her body and Michelle unbelievably spewed a filthy tirade for the first time in her life. She was shocked by her demise and prayed for forgiveness. "I can feel his cock on my face... so hot. I want him inside... inside my love-box. I want him to fill my love-box with his cum... just like you. Oh gawd... please... do it. Do it now!"

	 

	Sarge felt the desperate woman clinging to his masculine frame. Her nails raked his back and his stamina finally disappeared. His rhythmic pumping suddenly turned into short, powerful jerks of a madman. Each inward thrust felt fantastic, as the head of his cock sliced through her cervix and entered the deepest part of her womb.

	 

	When the vast stream of cum jettisoned from the end of his raging cock, Sarge tried to hold his cock fully embedded in her heat chamber. The final jerks and twitches felt fantastic and he emptied every ounce of his African spunk into the royal captive.

	 

	***

	 

	The night was a lot longer than the morning. When her eyes opened, Michelle's head was still very fuzzy from lack of sleep, but mostly from overexertion. Every muscle in her exhausted body seemed to ache and every square inch of her body felt sticky. Michelle was alone in a big bed and she welcomed the solitude, as her mind began a frightening recall.

	 

	She planned going over each drastic event even though the sordid details filled her with guilt. Her recollection started with the gala celebration and commenced with her going with Sarge to meet all of his guests. She remembered being greeted warmly by many people and how everyone complimented her on her beautiful attire and appearance.

	 

	The meal was definitely different and there were many unusual and African foods. Following the meal, Sarge's boss serenaded her around the dance floor, but Michelle never suspected what was actually in store for her. The man eventually escorted her from the celebration and took her to a room specifically setup for his planned escapade. She shuttered recalling how Buru exploited her vulnerable position.

	 

	Michelle actually thought her turmoil was over for the evening after she had succumbed to Buru's degrading demands, but she was sadly mistaken. Once the party guests left, she was forced to go with Sarge and his son to a private bedroom. Michelle lay on the bed of that bedroom, feeling immensely guilty for what happened, but she was also thoroughly embarrassed for the way she surrendered to Sarge's sexual demands.

	 

	Then the images of a mature, experienced woman falling under the control of a mere teenager flashed through her head. She remembered going into the session with the determination to retain her dignity and control over the situation. Despite her resolve not to let her emotions get carried away, the boy made her orgasm like a little schoolgirl during his first oral experience.

	 

	Then the drastic visualization of Sarge making Michelle his personal slave materialized. Michelle lay in bed with her eyes closed when she recalled talking dirty to Sarge and willing climaxing with his dangerous pecker buried deep in her inner being. She shivered with the realization she didn’t hesitate or struggle during Sarge’s intercourse or when he detailed the entire night to her.

	 

	The man scripted what she would do with his son and she freely cooperated. Then she performed a blowjob on the teenager and it turned out to be unforgettable. Kato’s penis was measurable larger than most she had seen and the fact it was black and uncircumcised added to the fascination. The boy had more stamina than most men and he reveled when she used her tits to massage his cock.

	 

	Michelle thought he would blow his load right then, but he managed to wait until her hot mouth robbed his stamina. She remembered gulping down the burning lava and how she almost choked when the teenager tried to shove his cock down her throat.

	 

	The rest of the night was pretty much a blur, as she reluctantly opened her eyes to the morning sun. Immediately after Kato’s blowjob, Sarge forced her to suck his softened cock until it was hard again and then she endured a second blowjob. She wasn’t even finished sucking Sarge’s cock when the two forced her onto her hands and knees.

	 

	Michelle stared straight up at the blank ceiling and blinked her eyes several times in utter bewilderment. She was positioned in the perfect doggie stance and it took Kato no time to realize another dream. The teen fucked his goddess and much to her dismay, she experienced a third orgasm of the night, which was as memorable as the first two.

	 

	She was ready to get out of bed, but then another shocking realization hit her. The mother of all orgasms happened in the middle of the night. She was riding her virile stallion and bouncing up and down on top of Sarge’s pumping hips like a real cowgirl. Her tummy was full of black cock and each time Sarge thrust upwards, the head of his cock pierced her deepest regions, which were untouched before her trip to Africa.

	 

	Then Kato joined the fray. He stood right in front of her with his feet planted on either side of his father. The teenager taunted his white idol with his cock by rubbing it all over her face, neck and chest. Her hands had nowhere to go and to retain her balance she grabbed onto the boy.

	 

	One of her hands fisted Kato’s stellar cock and the other slipped between his legs, finding the hanging balls. When she jiggled and squeezed, the caresses brought immense pleasure to the teen. Her big boobs were play-toys for Sarge and Kato who turned her nipples into pebbles of granite.

	 

	Michelle’s Sunday morning reminiscing had her soaring through the fluffy clouds, as she rode the swirling ecstasy once again. Even their crude and rough treatment didn’t discourage her emotions from reaching sky-high levels. There were brief moments of sleep after that until the sun came up, but Michelle remembered being woken by one or the other because they wanted more.

	 

	The sessions were quick and she merely allowed father or son to satisfy their constant desires by using her abused body. Even though her entire insides were filled beyond capacity, Michelle didn’t try to clean up or wipe any of the African cream away.

	 

	When noises from the adjourning room disturbed her morning reverie, she quickly sat up in bed. Zelda had finished her morning chores and she was ready to entertain Michelle for the rest of the day. She swept into the quiet bedroom and smiled when her guest swiftly grabbed a sheet to cover her nudity.

	 

	"Elections start soon. Husband go with Sarge to inspect voting stations. You stay here... wait for return," she said. "Men busy all day... and for more days when voting start," Zelda said, waving her hand to indicate Sarge and Rodney would be performing election duties for a few days.

	 

	“Yes, thank you. I’ll wait,” Michelle replied.

	 

	"You shower. Remember what I asked? What I want you to do?" Zelda's face looked overly excited and she smiled at her newfound friend. When Michelle hesitated, Zelda didn’t wait for a response. "We shave. Make me look pretty... just like you," she whispered with her voice shaking.

	 

	“Eeehhh,” Michelle mumbled, as she wasn’t sure about helping out.

	 

	"You shave. Show Zelda how to look American."

	 

	Michelle remained speechless and knew she didn't have any way out of her growing dilemma. Zelda rushed across the room, grabbing the covering sheet from her torso. She tossed the sheet aside and took Michelle by the hand. "Then I show you many things," Zelda said. "We have day together... just you and me."

	 

	The African woman looked at the gorgeous white woman and she shivered with the thought of what Michelle had endured last night. Zelda felt sorry for Michelle, but there was no way she could ever stop her husband's blackmail. “You brave woman. I know how Sarge act... and Kato. He very good boy, but he exactly like his father.”

	 

	 


Chapter 3: Michelle's Story - A Visit to A Tribal Village: Michelle Was Taken to A Remote African Village and Forced to Endure Tribal Customs and Traditions

	 

	Michelle visits Africa and experiences a sexual encounter

	 

	[image: Image]

	 

	The week began at a furious pace. Elections happened with Sarge ensuring Rodney saw only what the ruling junta wanted him to see. Rodney was obligated to observe all polling stations and he was required to confirm that everything was conducted according to international protocol.

	 

	Sarge kept the conscientious observer occupied many hours a day in the capital city before they were scheduled to visit some outlying villages. Things were done merely for appearances sake, as the election outcome was really a foregone conclusion. The international community reasoned that the country was reasonably democratic, but in reality most of the tribal people still lived under strict, dictator rule.

	 

	Rodney tried hard to concentrate on the job at hand, but he kept worrying about his wife’s wellbeing even though Sarge insisted Michelle was safe. After two long days in the capitol city, it was time to inspect polling stations in remote villages. "Capital city is done. Now we go villages... one is village where I come from," Sarge informed Rodney. "Not take long... we check election stations. Wife come, too. Michelle needs see country... visit African people."

	 

	It seemed like an eternity since Rodney had seen Michelle. He longed for her every waking hour, overly concerned about her safety. It was early in the morning when the limo pulled up at the hotel to pick up Rodney and the couple was finally together again. When the backdoor opened and he saw his wife, Rodney felt the biggest wave of relief and happiness.

	 

	Rodney quickly got into the limo and he put his arm around Michelle's shoulders, giving her a loving embrace. "I've missed you... so much, but I fully understand. You don't have a choice... please, let's do whatever the bastard wants. Then maybe he will let us go," he whispered.

	 

	“Yes, he promised... he said he would,” she replied and kissed her husband.

	 

	"I guess we’re making a visit to a small village... the one that Sarge, himself, comes from."

	 

	“Yes, oh honey, I’ve missed you.”

	 

	Sarge didn't tell Rodney much other than they were going to the village where he was raised. He had a personal reason for the visit plus the trip was planned to coincide with Rodney’s election scrutiny to ensure all of the voting procedures were carried out properly.

	 

	They drove through the barren countryside until several antiquated dwellings came into view. Michelle cringed at the obvious poverty, as nothing looked modern, from old outdated automobiles to ancient houses. The temperature was extremely hot and there always seemed to be dust in the air, giving everything a spiritual appearance.

	 

	The limo drove into what looked like the center of the village, as there were many tribal men, women and children mulling around an enormous statue. Sarge, along with three of his security guards, got out of the car and one of the guards escorted Rodney and Michelle out into the bright sunshine.

	 

	Michelle licked her lips, trying to freshen them from the parched air. She glanced around and noted that most of the men wore scant clothing designed for the hot weather and the women wore long dresses that were mere wraps of bright colored cloth.

	 

	Without much ado, Sarge ushered the couple to a building next to the village square. "This where we vote... please go over everything. The voting slips are in metal box... there," he said, waving his hand at a large container sitting on a table. "It will take you hour or two to check... check everything. See if all done according to American standards."

	 

	Then Sarge led Michelle and a small group to another building, leaving Rodney to do his work. There was a small gathering sitting around a large table and the table was set up with food galore. Everyone stopped eating when Sarge entered with his guests. "This beautiful woman Michelle... she our guest," he said in his native dialect.

	 

	"Please... sit and let's eat,” Sarge said to Michelle, as he directed her to a seat and sat down next to her.

	 

	Although she wasn't very hungry, Michelle tried to put on a brave face. She slowly glanced around the room, taking note of her surroundings. The table was long and quite narrow and the top was covered with various local foods, which oddly looked somewhat appetising.

	 

	Besides Sarge and herself, there was an elder who appeared to be head of the village. Also sitting at the table were a half dozen young men who looked like tribal warriors. She looked closer at the men and noted that three of them were dressed differently than the other three. Also the three were definitely a little older plus they had numerous tattoos covering their bodies. The younger three were clean-shaven and without any body markings.

	 

	Sarge noticed Michelle looking around so he decided to explain a few of the African customs. "Older gentleman is Zuberi. He is chief... leader of our tribe. We are highest-ranking tribe in the country and all political leaders come from our village,” he explained and poured Michelle something to drink before he continued.

	 

	“The experienced, most trusted men of the tribe are sitting on Zuberi's right. They are full-fledged warriors of the tribe. Others on left are almost ready... they will be initiated, as true warriors this week. It special ceremony and one you American's would find interesting," Sarge said with a devilish wink.

	 

	He looked at the beautiful woman with a wide, knowing smile covering his ruggedly handsome face. The food was passed around the table and Michelle reluctantly took some fruit and bread so as not to offend anyone.

	 

	After what seemed like an eternity, she started to relax a little and felt slightly more comfortable. Then a glass with a reddish drink was passed to her, which at first tasted very sweet, but tasteful. Sarge encouraged her to drink and even toasted her a couple of times, but Michelle found nothing strange about his actions.

	 

	Another hour passed and suddenly Sarge whispered at her. "I must go... Rodney almost done inspection," he said. Sarge stood to leave and sternly motioned for Michelle to remain seated. "You enjoy Zuberi's company. You very lucky. These men consider you goddess... true African goddess. They deem it the highest honor to be with you... in your presence."

	 

	Michelle didn't want to stay. She took a quick glance around the room and noted the admiring stares yet she didn’t have the courage to refuse Sarge’s request. Even though she hated the man, she felt severe pangs of anxiety when Sarge departed, leaving her with his tribal friends.

	 

	All of the men continued to talk loud and boisterous while she tried to be as inconspicuous as possible. It seemed quite natural to pick away at the fresh fruit and sip from her glass, which seemed to mysteriously fill-up all the time. None of the men talked to her and she kept very quiet in the background.

	 

	When Michelle heard the sound of a car’s engine, shivers of dire panic shot up her spine. She quickly stood up to look out a window and noticed Rodney, Sarge and his guards getting into the black limousine. Everything got very quiet, as she watched the car drive away in a trail of dust.

	 

	Michelle desperately wanted to run after the limo because her situation suddenly became ominous. She stood silently at the window with all of the men around her and each warrior had a big grin on his dark rugged face.

	 

	All of a sudden Zuberi took her arm and led her away. Her legs wobbled so bad that Michelle had a hard time walking, as the eldest tribal leader ushered her into another room of the African abode. A thousand frightening things were running through her head and it all made her totally confused and bewildered.

	 

	She was in a rural African village with men and women who didn't speak English and she didn't know any of them. Zuberi took her into a room, which looked neat, but it was extremely hot and dry, which caused her to sweat.

	 

	Michelle looked through teary eyes at a large wooden table that appeared to be fully set up and arranged for some kind of celebration. There were four women standing at a stove in one corner of the room; three kids that appeared to be teenagers sitting against one wall, and two small children were playing on the floor. It all appeared like a large family get-together, but Michelle didn't feel like being friendly.

	 

	Her initial urge was to run or put up a fight. Suddenly she determined that any resistance would do no good, as there was absolutely no place to hide. Michelle grudgingly allowed Zuberi to sit her down at the table and quickly all the seats were taken by the same bunch of nearly naked warriors who she met earlier.

	 

	The three older tribal warriors sat across from her and Michelle noticed Zuberi had taken his rightful place at the head of the table. Then everyone started talking at once and it was all a foreign language to her so nothing made sense. It was a matter of her reading the crude gestures and Michelle quickly determined that they were going to eat.

	 

	Michelle followed the lead of the three men across from her and ate what they ate, although not nearly as much. The native food of the villagers was completely unfamiliar to her and her stomach felt queasy eating such strange food. One, and then another, of the men would make gestures that she try certain items and they rubbed their tummy's indicating the food was very tasty.

	 

	Suddenly one of the men motioned for her to take a drink and Michelle followed his directions. The drink looked very similar to the one she had earlier and she really didn't think anything strange about a slightly different, tangy taste. It actually quenched her thirst for the time being so she drank with a thirst because of the desert-like air.

	 

	The meal lasted for the longest time and then everyone started getting up from the table. Michelle didn’t realize anything was wrong until she went to get up. When she tried to stand, her legs were entirely uncooperative and it was like standing on rubber limbs and buckling knees. She looked across the room and everything went blurry and real fuzzy, so she blinked her eyes several times trying to clear her vision.

	 

	Michelle instantly realized the drinks were most likely drugged. Nothing seemed funny yet suddenly she was laughing and giggling even though her mind was in great turmoil over the apparent loss of control. When she turned her head towards the head of the table, she noticed the tribal leader smiling at her.

	 

	Zuberi sat back down in his royal chair and watched with a grin of approval on his excited face. He shouted orders to everyone. Swiftly, all the younger men who were not old enough or experienced enough to be true warriors were forced to leave the room. Also, all of the women and children were ordered to leave, which left only a handful of men with Michelle in the sweltering room.

	 

	One of the strong warriors who had many tattoos on his muscular body, put his strong arm around her waist and held her steady. To her utter dismay, Michelle merely giggled and didn't even protest when she felt her clothing being removed. All she could do was stand upright in the man's arms until every item of clothing was stripped from her glowing body.

	 

	Completely naked and in a remote African village, Michelle felt a weird shiver of panic shoot through her body. She could see, but everything was hazy and completely out of focus. Michelle had never used drugs so the experience was foreign to her, but she deemed there was nothing dangerous or threatening on the horizon.

	 

	Her head was spinning like crazy and although things seemed wrong, very wrong, everything appeared perfectly all right so she smiled at the young man who was holding her up. Slowly her head rolled and sort of dropped down so she could watch a black face swoop to her chest. Michelle wanted to thank the warrior and she marveled at how white the man’s teeth were, as they surrounded her swollen nipple.

	 

	She floated through the air like an angel. All of a sudden another even blacker face was next to her pearly white skin and the man’s mouth started sucking her other breast, as if he was a hungry baby. It all seemed strange yet she wasn’t worried or afraid. Despite not wanting the two African’s to molest her boobs, she pushed her chest outward, making it easier for them to caress her aching nipples.

	 

	Her delicate buds hurt. They ached, as the sharp teeth nibbled, and she demanded they do more. “Yes, yes,” she pleaded and cupped one boob, shoving it hard into the greedy mouth. She looked through the foggy haze and noticed her nipples being stretched to phenomenal lengths and cried. “Yes... YES!”

	 

	The warriors sucked and nibbled at the same time yet she wanted more. When she felt something pushing between her legs, Michelle welcomed having her thighs spread. All of her common sense and moral fiber screamed for her to stop and keep her legs together, but she didn’t know why?

	 

	Then a foul smelling man put his mouth on hers and kissed her hard. His thick tongue pushed between her lips and she felt like he was going to devour her soul. Without any remorse or shame, Michelle spread her legs wider, knowing what to expect, as the eccentric drugs made her mind willing and more than ready.

	 

	She almost fell so one of the warriors bent her over and forced her upper torso to rest on top of the messy table. Her luscious tits hung down and swung wildly from side to side, which was far too enticing for any man to resist. Michelle raised her head when something touched her fully exposed crotch and she tried to look behind to see who was there.

	 

	When the flared head of the warrior’s manhood pushed into her wetness, Michelle rammed her hips backwards at the man. She felt the spear going into her soul and the drugs urged her onward. Michelle pushed back harder and she gasped, as the thick shaft raked across her tender G-spot.

	 

	“Aaaahhhh, aaaahhhh,” she moaned and welcomed the bulbous head spreading her cervix, but she still wasn’t fulfilled.

	 

	Michelle used all her strength to embed the entire black cock and she wasn't satisfied until it filled her womb with searing cum. The molten lava felt as hot as the desert air yet she yearned to be an African slave. Strong fingers dug into her waist and the man jerked her torso back and forth, in a most dramatic fashion.

	 

	The shapely hips gyrated madly and the trusted African warrior was put in tribal heaven. His heart beat so fast that he was swiftly overpowered with a feeling of supreme strength. The lucky soldier fucked the white goddess, knowing his tribal brothers would be next.

	 

	***

	 

	Sarge had told Zuberi and the rest of the tribal council about the sacred goddess, but they never imagined someone so divine and so passionate. The first lucky man felt the tightest vagina squeezing every last drop of virile semen from his loins and he was reluctant to have the illustrious affair come to an end.

	 

	The next overly aroused, tribal brother had seen enough. He roughly pulled his friend off of the goddess because it was his turn. When he carried the sexy woman across the room and dropped her on the small convenient cot, Michelle looked through glassy eyes at the man who mounted her.

	 

	The room got hotter; the warrior’s blood was sizzling when he felt the fiery inferno consume every inch of his throbbing spear. Michelle rewarded the elite warriors of Sarge’s tribe even though she was unaware of what she was doing. She would never believe the fact her body never stopped moving or going through wild contortions, as the men filled her most intimate being with black demons.

	 

	Whenever someone put a glass to her lips, she willingly opened her mouth so they could literally pour more liquid down her throat. Michelle drank not knowing the drugs would keep her an obedient slave to anyone who needed or wanted her. When the second privileged warrior climaxed inside the sexiest white woman to ever visit their primal village, he relished the raunchiest encounter of his life.

	 

	Michelle did everything under the sun to make their experiences rewarding and memorable, but sadly she would not remember being so passionate. It took the third warrior scant moments to mount the bucking bronco and his stamina had long since vanished after watching two illustrious encounters. The intercourse was loud and raunchy, but it was their chief who would end the affair.

	 

	***

	 

	Zuberi felt that old flame in his belly from watching Michelle. He was much older and wiser and shrewdly took his time when he caressed every intimate zone of Michelle’s lust-filled body. His tongue was like sandpaper and he licked the golden boobs all over while paying particular attention to the large, brownish tips.

	 

	Each time Zuberi licked the enlarged nipples, Michelle’s body thrashed and went into overdrive. She thrust her chest at the hungry mouth and pulled the chief’s head hard until he devoured one of her throbbing buds. He cunningly caressed both tits, which drove his white goddess crazy with enduring lust.

	 

	Her eyes glazed and Michelle watched the large black man hover over her sprawled, outstretched body, knowing what he planned. She obediently opened her legs, as wide as she could, when Zuberi rolled on top of her waiting torso. The masculine hips dropped between her thighs and she simply pleaded.

	 

	His teasing continued and Zuberi took the willing woman higher into an elevated level of desire. He rubbed his pecker all over her tummy and through her crotch, but shrewdly evaded touching the vast wetness.

	 

	It was the first time in Michelle’ life that her mind was fully captivated by eccentric, altering drugs, but definitely not the last. She wondered why the African elder didn’t take her and wondered if she was doing something wrong? She desperately clutched his sweating torso and tried harder to show Zuberi how much she lusted for his virility.

	 

	All of a sudden the hot poker pressed into the core of her essence. The black cock abruptly pried the soaked labia apart and slowly entered the hottest cavity, inch by inch. Zuberi pushed one inch, another inch and then another inch until over half of his pulsating cock was covered with sultry cream.

	 

	The tribal chief knew he wasn’t the first, but he really didn’t care. The fiery inferno quickly caused his temperature to rise skyward, matching the outside desert heat. Michelle cried; she moaned and she pleaded for Zuberi to take her ravenous body.

	 

	When the head of his massive cock touched her delicate cervix, Michelle's heart beat out of control, but her breathing stopped. She vowed not to take another breath until he stabbed her, so she thrust madly upward at the man. His cock pierced her battered cervix like an arrow and she let out a loud gasp.

	 

	Then Zuberi rammed his hips downward so hard they pounded Michelle's ass into the hard wood of the makeshift bed. With his cock buried to the hilt, Zuberi relished the most wonderful sensations filling his lust-filled head.

	 

	Suddenly Michelle could breathe again. She gasped for as much air as she could get into her lungs and clung to the humping black man. She didn't even realize they were lying on hardwood, as the powerful African made the civilized white woman his special prize.

	 

	Zuberi fucked Michelle who was graciously given to his tribe by his devoted brother, Sarge. None of Zuberi's women acted like Michelle and none ever showed such passion and desire. She matched his every thrust with one of her own and the two sweaty pelvises pounded together like sexual magic. Her body twitched and went through intense spasms with the African cock buried deep in her belly.

	 

	Even after he experienced a magnificent orgasm, Zuberi kept his enlarged penis inside Michelle’s inner being forever. His mind remained fully aroused and he couldn’t remember savoring anyone so much. Erotic illusions filled his head and Zuberi decided Michelle deserved the ultimate privilege from his tribe.

	 

	Zuberi vowed to put her in the upcoming ceremony of virgin princesses and Michelle would be beautified with tattoos just like all honored women. With her head still confused by the ingested drugs, Michelle was completely oblivious to the fact she was about to become an honored member of Sarge’s African tribe.

	 

	It was late in the day; the sun had dimmed and the temperature cooled.

	 

	***

	 

	The next two days would be filled with ceremonies and celebrations. Three young men were slated to become tribal warrior soldiers and Zuberi carefully gave precise instructions for the three weddings of the newly anointed warriors. They would be married the next afternoon to three virgin princesses, as had been the custom for a hundred years.

	 

	As chief, it was Zuberi's duty to ensure all customs and rituals were carried out properly. He also had a vested interest in the proceedings this year because his oldest daughter, Thema, was to wed one of the new warriors.

	 

	Thema was the virgin princess chosen to marry the highest regarded, new warrior of the tribe. As custom dictated, once the elaborate ceremony was over, she would be tribal Queen. The other two weddings would take place at the same time and then elaborate celebrations would begin.

	 

	Anyone not familiar with typical African customs would find the wedding ceremonies and the following celebrations very interesting. There would be music from the tribal drums and everyone would freely consume the sacred drink of the Gods. As Michelle already found out, the African nectar contained drugs that did strange things to a person’s mind.

	 

	The festivities would last well into the night and then the marriages would be consummated in a very normal manner. The couples would go to bed and it was considered the utmost honor if the young bride got pregnant right away. Usually the elders stayed up late trying to listen for the familiar sounds of the virgins entering the maturity of womanhood.

	 

	The day after the weddings was the true test of inner strength for any tribal warrior or woman. It was the custom for all true warriors to have tattoos put on their chest, arms and sometimes on their face depending on the warrior's status. If he held elite and special status, then a demarcated tattoo was etched on the man’s face.

	 

	Any warrior who showed no pain when the tattoos were cut into his flesh would bring honor to his entire family. The tattoos were not like ones from Western society, but rather they were African scarifications. They used a razor-sharp knife to cut the skin and then inserted a black pigment of wood-ash into the slit to form a raised tattoo when the cut healed.

	 

	Tattoos were also engraved on some brides, which was the highest honor for any woman. Not all females were lucky enough to be scared and it was the chief of the tribe’s duty to select any deserved woman. The chief also picked the tattoos, as each one indicated a particular prominence in the tribe.

	 

	Zuberi had already decided that Thema was of queen status and she would have the scarifications put on the side of her neck and on a portion of her chest. The neck tattoo was the sign of royalty and it would always be seen no matter what the woman wore. The scar on the chest was the sign of beauty. It was placed high on the left breast so that when the woman aged and her boobs began to sag, the tattoo still retained its native beauty.

	 

	***

	 

	Thema was excited yet still apprehensive about leaving her childhood behind and entering the new chapter of her life. She was in the next room when the senior warriors ravaged the white woman and she managed to peek into the room a few times. Every time she saw Michelle's nakedness, it sent a shiver of anxiety through her lithe body, which she didn’t understand.

	 

	The picture of untamed lust and erotic bliss was etched in her head. Thema wasn’t sure what it meant, but she felt immense sympathy for the overpowered Michelle. She witnessed glimpses of the tribal members on top of the most ravishing woman she had ever seen. It appeared to Thema that Michelle didn’t struggle, but rather she actually enjoyed the lewd affair.

	 

	The most profound aspect of it all was watching the men fondle and nibble on Michelle’s exceptional titties. All the woman of Thema’s tribe had cone-shaped breasts with areolas and nipples that were not too defined or outstanding. The images were permanently burnt into her head and Thema would never get rid of the white tits being ravaged by black men.

	 

	The men eventually left Michelle’s tattered and abuse body strewn on top of the makeshift bed and they disappeared into the growing darkness of the evening. Several of the older women of the tribe suddenly appeared and entered the room once the men departed.

	 

	Thema listened to the women talking about how they were going to punish the white bitch who had brought dishonor to their village. The young princess watched the women get the groggy woman to her feet, still naked and glistening with sweaty moisture. They pushed and shoved the bewildered woman from one to another and made sure each slapped Michelle, as she neared.

	 

	The gorgeous white flesh quickly turned a brilliant reddish color, but Michelle didn’t feel any pain. The foreign drugs still controlled her mind and she merely tried to remain on her feet, as she stumbled around and around in circles.

	 

	All of a sudden the young princess burst into the fray. She spoke loud and clear in her native tongue. "Leave her alone! All of you go... go now, or I'll punish each and every one of you," Thema yelled at the older women of her tribe. "Zuberi considers woman of royal status... you leave her alone. She will stay with me... go... GO!"

	 

	The women were much older and supposedly wiser than the young Thema, but they all knew the hierarchy of the tribe. Thema would soon be Queen and she was of the highest order, since she was the daughter of their chief. The girl had reached the age of maturity in their African family and although the official ceremony had not been conducted, all of the women knew Thema carried the ultimate status of any woman.

	 

	Michelle didn't really know what had just happened, but she was aware that the young woman holding her upright had done her an immense favor. When the girl threw a cloth wrap around her torso and led her away, she didn’t resist. They rushed across the village and entered Thema’s home completely out of breath, but thankful to be alone.

	 

	Things happened and neither woman knew why. Michelle fell against the tall slender African girl; Thema embraced the white goddess and suddenly both women yearned for a kiss. The princess felt the woman’s lips approach her own yet she didn’t move away. When the hot mouth closed on the trembling lips, the woman’s tongue pried the virgin lips apart.

	 

	A heated kiss ensued and both women were overcome with by a strange rising desire. Thema felt the intense heat of Michelle’s body burning through her clothes and she practically ripped off the wrap and carried the woman to her bedroom. Still locked in a kiss, it seemed entirely natural to strip. There were four hands roaming all over the youthful body until every garment was removed, leaving the princess totally naked.

	 

	The girl had no idea what to expect, but she readily understood whatever happened would be fantastic and enjoyable. The bullet-tits pressed into the softer and much larger tits of the white woman. Thema had never felt anything so incredible. Her nipples seemed to crush the overly large buds and the soft tits surrounded most of her titty. Suddenly Thema had a hard time breathing. Her chest heaved and she struggled to get enough air to clear her head.

	 

	And then it happened! A hand closed on top of her raised pelvis and she felt the strongest urge to spread her legs. When she opened her legs, the dainty fingers slipped into the wetness and Thema prayed for heavenly intervention because she still hoped to stop what was happening.

	 

	Suddenly a finger separated the puffy lips and found her precious gem. When her tiny clitoris was amorously caressed, the top of her head exploded. Thema had no idea what was happening, as the juices poured from her inner being like an uncontrollable fountain. She was still standing yet her legs threatened to give way at any time.

	 

	When Michelle's finger slipped into the tight opening, all hope was lost for the young virgin. She felt the finger slip deeper into her honey-hole and suddenly caress her G-spot like a spiritual angel. The orgasm kept growing and getting bigger with each new caress. Michelle started finger-fucking the young girl, but ensuring not to cause irreparable damage.

	 

	Thema threw herself at the white woman, knowing she could trust her. Michelle nibbled on Thema's ear and whispered sweet nothings to her, even though she knew the girl could not understand what she said. The two women fell onto the messy cot and there was nothing tame or civilized about the kiss that followed.

	 

	It turned into a most heated kiss between two loving women and each took turns stabbing the other with their tongue. Michelle suddenly realized that lust was the same in Africa as it was in America. The night was everlasting and they stayed locked in each other's arms for many hours.

	 

	Thema thought she had found the pot of gold at the end of the rainbow, but she was totally mistaken because there was more. As unbelievable as it seemed in the beginning, Thema experienced a second orgasm when Michelle finger-fucked her when they lay on the bed. Then the young girl found great pleasure in reciprocating and watching the grown woman go through the throes of an earth-shaking climax.

	 

	The young African had never witnessed anything so erotic or hypnotic in her life. When Michelle innocently started kissing the princess all over, the girl laid back relishing the intense caresses. Then the burning lips brushed across Thema’s flat tummy and the girl felt several swift convulsions rocket through her insides.

	 

	Michelle’s tongue began licking the tiny indent in her belly and Thema wondered what was happening to her virtuous body. When the tip of the tongue swirled around and through her belly button, she was unsure of what to expect next. Her hips rolled from side to side and also thrust upwards, trying to follow the darting tongue.

	 

	Suddenly the woman's head dropped lower and Thema began to shake out of control. Michelle's face was right over the sparse hair on her pelvis and abruptly the woman's tongue twirled through the curly hair. Then the burning dart stroked her puffy labia and barely touched the tip of her swollen clitoris, as her soaring emotions slammed into a brick wall.

	 

	Thema's hips started to buck uncontrollably and she realized something out of this world had happened. Her heart raced; her complexion was fully flushed and suddenly Michelle rolled the clit with her tongue. She flicked it furiously with the tip of her tongue and tried desperately to hold onto the thrashing hips.

	 

	Thema entwined her fingers into the strands of Michelle’s hair and she held on for dear life. The instantaneous orgasm exploded like a raging gusher and the girl realized she would never be the same. She struggled to hold her legs apart so that Michelle could have total freedom, but it was impossible because her lithe body tensed from the intense orgasm.

	 

	The powerful thighs tried to close and Michelle used all of her might to keep them spread. She tasted the tangy honey of the free flowing pussy and jammed her tongue at the pinkest opening. Michelle put her fingers around the swollen clitoris and she squeezed hard enough to make Thema cry out.

	 

	The hair on her head hurt from being pulled by the frantic girl, but Michelle did not let up. She fucked Thema with her tongue and squeezed the bud with her fingers until the last spasm rocked the girl's slender body. At the end, they both fell into the deepest sleep and neither opened an eye for a long time.

	 

	***

	 

	The sun had not yet come up, so Thema still had newfound territory to encounter. If she was to become an elite member of the tribe, she must be strong and overpowering. Michelle's world continued on a torrid pace and Thema set out to conquer the conqueror.

	 

	The soon to be African queen pushed the white woman flat on her back and she attacked with a newfound vengeance. At first Michelle tried to hold the girl at bay, but it did little good. Thema displayed overpowering strength and superior determination. She slapped Michelle's hands away from protecting her body and held the older woman flat on her back.

	 

	When Michelle tried to sit up, Thema easily pushed her back down. The young captor stared into Michelle's bewildered eyes and her voice was low with a stern tone. "You will be my slave... do what Thema wants. I smell your scent... it is like animal. You need a master," she whispered.

	 

	Michelle had no idea what the girl said, but Thema's eyes didn't leave any doubt about who was in control. In the briefest moment, Michelle felt a familiar rumbling from deep within. Thema held her by the wrists and stretched her arms out to their widest reaches.

	 

	The girl’s face was a mere inch or two above Michelle's and then she dipped lower. The kiss started and Michelle quickly realized she had never been kissed with such vigor or demanding passion. Thema even bit her lip and then her tongue; then her lip again until Michelle was positive she tasted blood.

	 

	All of a sudden the tigress was hungry for more blood. She nibbled down the slender neck until her sharp teeth grazed a luscious breast. Michelle tried to roll her torso and shoulders, but the girl held her in an iron grip with her arms outstretched to the sides. When the teeth closed on an upstanding nipple, the cry was long and clear.

	 

	Michelle begged the girl for mercy. Suddenly the pain was gone and she wondered if it ever existed? A coarse tongue raked her nipples one at a time until the cries turned to pithy whimpers. Thema knew precisely where she was headed, as she swooped towards her ultimate goal.

	 

	The voracious mouth left a wet trail downwards, across the lower swell of the succulent titties and onto the heaving tummy. The tip of Thema’s tongue darted across the burning flesh and found the coveted belly button. She drove her tongue in and out with a fucking motion and left the indent soaked with saliva.

	 

	Michelle couldn't hold her hips still. The prisoner-like hold on her wrists loosened yet she kept her arms fully outstretched because there was an implied demand to do so. Suddenly Thema dipped lower and began kissing her way to the Promised Land.

	 

	The cleanly shaven pelvis felt strangely alien and Thema’s daring tongue embraced the baby-like flesh. When the womanly hips thrashed and thrust madly in her direction, the girl used her tongue in an intimidating fashion. She licked the bony pelvis and then the glistening pussy-lips, threatening to open up Michelle’s universe.

	 

	Michelle rolled her head back and forth, as she felt like a white slave whose only purpose was to please her demanding lioness. She spread her legs wide and showed her young lover that she was ready to be taken. The girl’s tongue flicked the presumed love-button a few times and made Michelle mew like a little schoolgirl.

	 

	Thema started intently at the throbbing clitoris, mesmerized by the fact she could make the woman shudder with just the tip of her tongue. She entered tribal paradise. Thema lay between the splayed legs of her gorgeous mentor and promptly rammed her tongue into the prettiest, pink opening. Her sharp fingernails dug into the flared hips and she realized something extraordinary had happened.

	 

	Michelle’s arms remained strewn out to the sides and her fingers dug into the closest material on the messy cot. She adored the young African queen who somehow knew what to do. Thema moved one hand into the sweltering crotch and took control. She slipped her long finger into the soaked hole, as her tongue paid the ultimate homage to the delicate clitoris.

	 

	Then it happened! Thema’s teeth closed on the rosy clit and she bit down hard enough to make the grown woman cry out. Her tongue pushed on the portion of the clitty inside her mouth and mashed the bud into the back of her teeth. The princess rode her mare over the climatic mountaintop and refused to let go, as she kept bashing the clitoris with her tongue.

	 

	The two obsessed woman were oblivious to anyone watching. Thema’s young sister, Nia, peeked around the corner of the doorway at something that appeared totally spellbinding. Much to her dismay, Nia watched her big sister kissing and fondling the strange white woman. Then Nia witnessed animal desire and untamed lust when her sister did something weird and out of this world.

	 

	Thema performed a stellar cunnilingus. She tilted her head towards the doorway at the sound of a distinct rustling noise and there was a brief moment of recognition when she noticed her sister. The devilish smile on Nia’s baby face told it all. Thema could trust Nia to keep a secret, but it would come at a big price.

	 

	***

	 

	The morning came and Michelle and Thema welcomed a refreshing wash. Luckily, the shack had a place out back where a person could wash and clean their whole body. Even though they couldn’t speak each other’s language, the two women seemed to converse by using gestures and simply implied sounds, plus Thema knew some basic English words.

	 

	Once they were refreshed, Thema quickly dressed in customary garb and turned to assist Michelle. Since her clothes were in total disarray from lying on the floor all night, she provided one of her dress wraps and sandals for her newfound friend. Women of her tribe never walked around unless they were fully clothed and Thema didn’t want the elders to see her white idol looking improper.

	 

	Thema’s hands kept extremely busy assisting Michelle because of the unfamiliar wrap and after a couple of not so innocent gropes, Michelle allowed the girl to touch her all over. When Thema spoke, her voice sounded loving and caring. Although Michelle had to guess what the girl was saying, she listened as though she understood. "I will be Queen today... you will become my very own princess,” Thema said.

	 

	“Eh, yes, yes,” she replied.

	 

	“I love you and you will stay with me until Sarge comes for you," Thema whispered. “You safe with me.”

	 

	“Huuummm,” Michelle replied.

	 

	"Sarge leaving you in our village for one week... then you go with him to the capital. He say you join African tribe... you join our village,” Thema explained.

	 

	Michelle smiled at her young lover even though she didn't have a clue what she was saying. All of a sudden about six girls, including Nia, burst into the room. They all started jabbering and talking with Thema, as their hands and arms waved wildly in the air.

	 

	The young woman tried to keep her sister at a distance, but it was impossible because Nia and her friends seemed so enthusiastic. Michelle stood off to one side in a bewildered state and she tried to figure out what the fuss was all about.

	 

	Nothing seemed to be settled; eventually all the girls departed except Nia who stood close to Thema. The two whispered and then the young one seemed to say something serious to sister. Both girls kept glancing at Michelle and it was quite obvious that they were talking about her, which sent a shiver of panic through Michelle.

	 

	With an abrupt turn and parting burst of fury, Nia departed, leaving Thema and Michelle alone again. "You not worry... I protect you. I have to go with chosen husband tonight... but I have made arrangements for you," Thema whispered to her faithful captive. "I become Queen tonight and take husband... Baako. My little sister, Nia, will take care of you. Oh dear... I hope she not hurt you. She so jealous... I will be Queen and she not be happy."

	 

	Thema rattled on and on trying to explain things, but not really getting much across. "Nia saw us... she knows. I told her what happened... how wonderful it was between us," she whispered. "I promised her that she could have you... but only have you while I am with Baako."

	 

	It didn't matter to either woman that they couldn't understand each other. "Today is wedding... tomorrow is ceremonial ritual. It is custom that I get tattoo to show my royal status in the tribe," Thema said. “Zuberi say he also mark you... because Sarge say you to be shared by tribal warriors, but I make sure you drink... drink lots like last night so you don't feel pain."

	 

	Michelle had no idea why she smiled at the girl or even pretended she was pleased with what Thema said. Then the girl was leading the way outside and the day commenced. Michelle had no alternative, but to follow and do whatever seemed natural, as she tried her best to get through the day.

	 

	There seemed to be no way out of the dilemma without Sarge coming back for her. Michelle had no idea how long she would be forced to stay in the remote village and she simply watched the villagers setting up for what appeared to be some kind of special celebration. Luckily Thema cared about what happened so she kept checking on her, despite being extremely busy.

	 

	As the day wore on, the heat got more intense and Michelle could find no place to cool off. She vowed not to drink or eat anything without knowing exactly what it was, but her resolve quickly disappeared with the scorching heat of the day. When Thema brought her drinks, Michelle drank them and she actually began liking the refreshing taste of the African concoction.

	 

	She went through the afternoon like being in one of those parties where a person sat around all day sipping liquor, not realizing the alcohol had an effect. The apparent ceremony was getting very near and Michelle decided to find a place to rest because she felt kind of woozy.

	 

	When she started walking, Michelle realized her legs didn't work properly. Suddenly Thema was beside her and she ogled the gorgeous girl out of blurry eyes, as she used her best English. "You beautiful... almost time... me dress for ceremony. Nia come for you... you stay with her... until tomorrow," she whispered.

	 

	Michelle could see Thema's lips moving and she tried very hard to understand, as the girl continued. "Nia promise... protect you. Not let bad thing happen to you," Thema said. "You safe with Nia... with girls. They not in ceremony. Nia keep safe from elders... not let dirty men touch you.”

	 

	“Nia, yes... good,” Michelle replied.

	 

	“Princess Nia soon have wedding, too. She eighteen and get married next year to an honoured warrior,” Thema said, as she refilled Michelle’s cup and encouraged her to keep drinking.

	 

	All of a sudden the young Nia appeared and grabbed Michelle's hand. In a big rush, the girl pulled and yanked on her arm until the two were on their way through the village. Michelle staggered and tried to keep up with the girl until they reached the village square.

	 

	Nia led her across the square and around a corner where they were met by a bunch of squealing girls. It was late in the day and thankfully past the hottest time so the temperature was beginning to go down. Michelle felt tipsy from all the drinks Thema had given her and suddenly Nia thrust another cup into her hands.

	 

	The girls all had cups and were drinking with the commencement of the elaborate weddings. The group was gathered in a shady area under a few small trees and out of the immediate sight of the tribal elders who filled the village square. All of the girls tried to find a cool, shady spot and Nia let Michelle know exactly where to sit.

	 

	Michelle was panic-struck and she unconsciously started drinking much faster than she should have. She tried to get comfortable sitting cross-legged on the ground and the girl sat right next to her. Nia snuggled so close that her body actually touched Michelle, but there was no getting away from the purposeful contact.

	 

	The girls giggled in a childish manner and it became very evident which one was in-charge, as no one made a noise when Nia spoke. The wedding proceedings took place near the ceremonial statue in the center of the village square and no one paid any attention to the onlookers.

	 

	Michelle found the unfamiliar ceremony extremely interesting and she watched in awe when the first wedding began. She had never witnessed an African ceremony of any kind and immediately noticed the beauty and uniqueness of a tribal wedding. Drums sounded, which gave the event a truly erotic atmosphere, and several dancers made it look quite primal and rustic.

	 

	Nia moved closer and abruptly put her arm around Michelle’s back, as she pulled the woman into her youthful body. Being distracted by the festivities, Michelle simply limited her struggles to a few twists of her shoulders and a mere mumble or two. “Eehh, hum, don’t,” she whispered, trying to discourage the sudden intimate contact.

	 

	Michelle continued watching the wedding when Nia put her cheek against the side of her flustered face. "You white whore... you slave. I see when you have sex with Thema,” Nia said and tightened her embrace. “Thema say I have you... now you my slave.”

	 

	The shock of hearing English come from the girl’s lips was totally surprising, but so was what she said. “Eh, eh, but,” she mumbled, trying to retain her poise.

	 

	“You no fight... or else! I feed you to dogs... let dogs have pretty white ass,” Nia said and the tone of her voice was deadly serious.

	 

	Michelle’s heart stopped. She turned her head and stared into the girl’s dark, steely eyes. Nia didn’t blink or look away and the older woman quickly realized the hypnotic power that the African girl possessed. Michelle had no idea that Nia had attended missionary camps and although she didn’t know perfect English, she did learn enough to get her point across.

	 

	Nia's face slowly moved forward and Michelle knew what was going to happen. She sat frozen when Nia's lips touched her own and didn't resist when the girl's tongue gave her a jolt of electricity. Suddenly Nia broke the kiss. "You drink... watch wedding... then you be mine," she said, sending shivers of doubt through Michelle's brain.

	 

	It took all of her resolve to look away. Michelle sat perfectly still while looking across the square at the ongoing wedding and she knew her face was beat-red. When Nia put her own cup to her lips, she drank because the silent command was impossible to refuse. Michelle took many swigs of the powerful aphrodisiac drink and then the scene turned mystic.

	 

	Nia’s friends each approached the white goddess and forced her to drink. Michelle obediently kept her arms straight down at her sides, as each girl put their cup to her lips. They held their cup high and poured the nectar down her throat and also spilled some down her chin and onto her heaving chest. It took no time at all before her head was spinning so fast that it was hard to concentrate on what was happening in the village square.

	 

	First a young warrior got married to a youthful looking girl who Michelle thought might have been sixteen years old, even though she was eighteen. The second wedding had a young warrior get married to another young virgin, only this girl was utterly the most innocent looking girl Michelle had seen.

	 

	Her eyes blurred and her head buzzed. Time seemed to float by with seconds turning into minutes and minutes into hours, but time had no meaning to Michelle. The African aphrodisiac was stronger than her willpower and she was at the mercy of a devious black princess who held her tight and kissed her on the cheek.

	 

	Michelle faced the village square and vaguely noticed the last wedding take place. There was a fire burning brightly in the center of the square and by this time the fire matched the color of the sunset, which blazed on the horizon.

	 

	Queen Thema looked like the most ravishing African when she stood proud and stately in front of her father. Zuberi conducted the ceremony of his young daughter marrying the tribe’s highest-ranking soldier and the entire event looked truly breath-taking.

	 

	***

	 

	The sun had already gone down when the drums started beating again. Commencement of the festivities to celebrate the prestigious tribal wedding of Queen Thema ensued with all of the villagers mingling with their chief and elders.

	 

	The group of girls with their secret hostage still huddled in a secluded area just off the village square. They were long forgotten by all the festive elders and by this time, even the devilish girls felt notably affected by all the African moonshine. Nia and her friends continued to drink during the three weddings and openly managed to coerce the frightened woman to consume even more than they did.

	 

	Nia formulated a clever plan of seduction and control the moment she witnessed her sister’s sinful exploitation of the white goddess. Nothing could stop her. It was her goal to control the woman highly cherished by her older sister and she was fully confident that nothing could stop her. She vowed to control and humiliate the mature, experienced woman to the point where Michelle would beg for mercy.

	 

	The drums, the fire, the sunset and the erotic atmosphere set the mood. Nia stood up and so did all of her friends. Michelle was somewhat bewildered when Nia pulled her to her feet and she listened intently to what the girl said, trying hard to understand. “She mine... white woman promised to me. You can stay... not touch until I say,” she said.

	 

	Nia’s voice was very stern and her expression was deadly serious. “Queen Thema give slave to me... for night. Slave sleep with me,” she informed her girlfriends. “I watch them... it was voodoo. This woman and Thema... they act like animals when I see them.”

	 

	There was no doubt in any of the girl's minds that Nia was their fearless leader. They stared with envy at the wobbly woman who was being held on her feet by their powerful friend. The drums beat rhythmic music and all the grownups got thoroughly engrossed in the tribal rituals, as the girls mulled around Michelle.

	 

	Many villagers danced around the ceremonial flames and Thema and Baako sat together in the middle of a raised platform while the other newlyweds sat beside them. Thema was concerned over the welfare of her newfound friend, but then she shrugged off any worries because she trusted her younger sister.

	 

	Nia desperately wanted to take her slave to the privacy of her home, but the urge for power kept her near the square. The scene was extremely surreal, as the dazzling light from the fire danced and reflected off the forgotten bystanders. The dark satin skin of the native girls looked beautiful, but the glowing white skin shone with the brilliance of the full moon. Michelle's flesh glistened with moisture and she appeared like a real goddess to all of the girls.

	 

	Nia was the center of attention and she proudly displayed her absolute control, as her friends giggled and listened. “I watch... see them together. Thema and white woman... they kiss, they touch, they lick,” she whispered, as all of her friends suddenly grew quiet and listened intently to every word. “They touch each other... there... there... and there,” she said and pointed to another girl’s breast, stomach and crotch.

	 

	The girls had never heard of anything so preposterous yet they were more than willing to learn more. Even in Africa, they understood what happens when a person drinks too much. At the moment, all the girls and Michelle could be considered inebriated to the point where they were not aware of their immediate surroundings. All their inhibitions and reluctances were gone, replaced by lustful anticipation and expectations.

	 

	Michelle's vision was severely impaired and she tried hard to stay on her feet. Nia sort of pushed her, as she spoke to her friends, and Michelle rolled from one girl to the next. The girls stood in a circle and couldn't take their eyes off the beautiful white woman.

	 

	Nia was now a queen to her friends and they all looked up to her. The young temptress grabbed the struggling woman, as she was prodded around the circle, and she purposely pulled on the cotton material covering Michelle's chest. This exposed Michelle's boobies to the entire group and a sudden hush came over the girls at the sight of unnatural beauty.

	 

	The girls had never seen anything like it. All of a sudden Nia's tongue felt thick and too dry to move. She desperately wanted to lick her lips yet she simply stood frozen when Michelle's staggering body fell against her. The woman reached out to steady herself and her arms went around the slender African princess.

	 

	Michelle was too groggy to know what was on the horizon so she merely let things happen. Her mind was crazy from drinking the vast amounts of African firewater, but no one cared about her drugged condition. She rolled her head around and glanced downward just as the cloth wrapped around her body was unwrapped.

	 

	All the girls were speechless when their friend slowly walked towards the nearest building, leaving all of Michelle's clothing on the ground. They watched the firelight reflect off the golden flesh and the seductive wiggle of the white woman's ass made their eyes bulge.

	 

	Nia walked tall and proud, as she took the white goddess by the hand and led her into a stable, which housed horses and various animals. She entered one of the empty stalls and stopped on top of a pile of straw. One of the girls had grabbed the discarded clothes and tossed them over the rail of the stall, as they all stared at the alluring domination.

	 

	Gasps of utter astonishment came from every girl when their friend slowly took some horse blankets and used them to cover the prickly straw. Their eyes got bigger when Nia guided the white woman down to her knees and pulled Michelle's face into her midsection. All of a sudden the young girl fell to her knees so that she faced the older woman.

	 

	There was a drunken smile on Michelle's radiant face and it seemed that she was aware of what was happening. Everyone gasped when Nia put her hands on the sides of Michelle's face and pulled forward. The only noises in the stable were loud gasps and heavy breathing coming from the many overheated girls.

	 

	All eyes grew wider when the two kissed. Then the rose-colored lips started traveling up and down the teenager's face and neck and the girls knew something extraordinary was happening to their friend. All of a sudden their friend's small boobies were bared right before their shocked faces.

	 

	Michelle embraced the dark-skinned girl and then they literally fell on top of the bed of straw. Hearts raced out of control when the tender lips circled a tiny nipple, as if searching for some kind of treasure, and then the mouth swooped to the heart of Nia's essence.

	 

	The girl squealed like a little schoolgirl when her tits were molested. Michelle devoured one of the tiny nipples and rolled the other around vigorously with her skilled fingers. She sucked hard on the little pebble and let her tongue stroke ever so softly over the end, which made Nia’s hips buck wildly on the blanketed straw.

	 

	Michelle had a suspicion of doing something wrong yet it didn’t stop her. She didn’t even hear the others who by now were fairly quiet and Nia’s moans sounded like pleas for help so she took charge. “Open legs, honey. Open your legs so momma can feel your crotch,” she whispered in the girl’s ear.

	 

	“Yeaaaa, yes,” Nia moaned.

	 

	Michelle knew the girl could understand some English, but she decided to get extremely raunchy. “Good girl. That’s it, honey, open your legs and Michelle will show you how a real woman fucks.”

	 

	Nia spread her legs and welcomed the loving caresses. “Oooohhhh, yeeesss.”

	 

	Everything that happened over the past few days hit her all at once. She wasn’t the revengeful type, but the thought of getting even was overwhelming and she was filled with the utmost confidence. They couldn’t hurt her anymore; she was in control and seemed to be fully in-charge after all of the awful traumatic events.

	 

	Her drugged mind didn’t understand and Michelle focused on the animal in front of her. “Sweetheart, spead’em wider... you’re going to be my little bitch,” she whispered.

	 

	Nia had never been filled with such desire. She obeyed the white goddess and spread her legs, as her heart raced out of control. “Yes, yes.”

	 

	“Good girl,” Michelle said, as she became a possessed mistress. “Real good girl.” She raised her hand high and brought it down with a slap that would resound through the African barn forever. She slapped the upraised pelvis of the African princess again and again until there were shades of red mixed with the black.

	 

	The fact the girl was royalty and Thema’s sister made Michelle feel stronger and that much better about having control. Each resounding slap echoed throughout the barn and she ensured her fingers curved into the heated crevice each time she spanked the shivering pelvis. Then Michelle used her knees to spread the thighs wider, which brought a quick end to Nia’s struggles.

	 

	Playing little girl games and experimenting in the wilderness with one of her girlfriends didn't prepare Nia for what happened. The skilled fingers pried the tightest pussy lips open wide and Michelle groped for the hidden clitoris. When her fingers seized the tip of Nia’s clit, the girl experienced the most explosive orgasm.

	 

	The African juices started running immediately and Michelle’s fingers surrounded the tiny clit. All of Nia’s girlfriends were mesmerized, as they watched the brazen fingers twirl the bud, and then their dear girlfriend experienced a blissful climax. Nia’s ass bounced up and down on the pile of straw and her friends noticed a strange abundance of moisture between her legs.

	 

	The African princess thrust her hips at Michelle, knowing the woman would take her through heaven and hell at the same time. When she secretly spied on her sister, Nia sensed something truly wonderful had happened between Thema and Michelle. All of a sudden she welcomed the same primeval ecstasy. None of the other girls knew what really happened, but they all dearly wanted to experience the same lustful gratification.

	 

	***

	 

	It happened so fast that Michelle never had the chance to fret. She was pushed backwards so hard that she fell onto her back on the prickly blanket. Her reign of superiority was over in a heartbeat. Every girl was naked by this time, and they all watched the sudden turn of events, as Nia took control of the white temptress.

	 

	All of a sudden the pack of wolves was turned loose. Nia spoke loud and clear to her friends. "It is time. You can play with my slave... but remember... Thema has promised this woman to me!" Nia whispered the warning to her over-excited friends and her face still showed heightened desire. "Look at her... how she is overcome. Drugs make white woman slave... she will do anything... anything we ask."

	 

	The combination of fiery lust and too much drink drove each girl in search of something new and exciting. Already thoroughly stimulated from watching Nia's orgasm, the girls had some idea of what to expect. Each girl pushed and shoved until they were all touching, caressing and even fondling the struggling woman.

	 

	Michelle's mind was foggy yet she still comprehended that she was in deep jeopardy. Suddenly Nia was in her face. "You slave... you be my slave," she whispered. "First my friends have you. They worship your body... now they find out about sex."

	 

	The climax of the century had robbed every bit of Nia's energy, but she wouldn't need much. The girl sprawled out beside Michelle and she leaned forward, putting her lips on Michelle's and relishing the wonderful feeling of a kiss. Nia put her hands around Michelle's flustered face and continued to give the woman kisses all over.

	 

	Her entire body was burning up and Michelle struggled, realizing she was against many girls. Determined to fight off the assault, she tried to sit up and even used her arms to keep the girls from fondling her. They came from every direction. Michelle pushed one away, but another girl grabbed a boob, as six to one left her greatly outnumbered.

	 

	Nia's eyes opened wide in awe. She watched the hungry pack of girls devour the white flesh and Michelle looked like a gorgeous, rag doll. Michelle's arms were totally useless, as they kept flailing one way and then the other, but unable to stop the girls when they molested her body.

	 

	There were five girlfriends and each cordoned off a special part of the woman's sexy body. Two lucky ones each had one of Michelle's golden tits and they experimented using their tongues and teeth. Nia watched one of her friends put her dark hands around a titty and then she cupped the boob into a cone-shape so that the nipple stood out prominently.

	 

	The other girl hungrily devoured a nipple, as both girls worked together. Nia witnessed the goddess’s demise when her two friends used their sharp teeth to stretch the hardened nipples to a profound size. Michelle’s struggles to shield her boobs were in vain and so were her attempts to protect her lower extremities.

	 

	Nia wittingly grabbed one arm and thrust it behind her back, pinning the arm under her torso. Another girl pinned the other arm on the blanket while two girls lay on top of Michelle’s legs to stop her from kicking or moving her legs. The luckiest girl crouched between the splayed legs and stared intently at the purest sight in the world, as she studied the perfect outline of the womanly treasure.

	 

	The puffy lips glistened with plenty of moisture and something small and pink peeked out ever so tantalizingly. The shocking lack of any pubic hair, which was frowned upon by all of their elders, appeared strangely seductive and erotic to her thoroughly aroused mind. She put her hands on the velvety thighs and pushed hard to keep them fully spread.

	 

	Michelle arched her back and she tried to shove her hips downward and into the straw bed, as she tried in vain to escape. The girl had little trouble reaching her target. She gingerly ran her fingertips around and around the pretty lips, ensuring to caress every minute spot. When she innocently flicked the tiny tip exposed between the labia, the girl realized the bud held a special significance to a woman.

	 

	The girl watched in admiration when the hips jumped frantically each time she molested the throbbing clitty. The raging desire to taste the morsel came naturally to the girl. She crawled across the bed of straw and swiftly rammed her stiff tongue at the clitoris. When the hips jerked wildly, it confirmed her suspicions.

	 

	Suddenly Nia and the other girls envied their friend. Something seemed to be leaking from the wet opening so the girl licked up the juices. When she did, her tongue lashed through the slit and across the vulnerable clitty.

	 

	The girl never knew where the inspiration came from. She spread the soaked pussy lips with her fingers and fully exposed the clit. When her mouth closed over the delicate bud, the resultant cries and groans of agony were sheer magic to the girl’s ears. She lapped the clit with her tongue, as fast as she could, and thought she tasted something sweet yet pungent at the same time.

	 

	Her teeth closed and nibbled on the jewel and it was all the girl could do to hang onto the thrashing hips, which all of the girls found astounding. When she bit down fairly hard and moved her teeth from side to side, the slender hips got even wilder. Then the girl held her teeth together over the base of the throbbing clit and battered the tiny portion that was inside her mouth with her tongue.

	 

	Poor Michelle was captured by the insane lust. Her concept of reality was long gone and she became an African play-toy for the sex-starved, tribal girls. It would be one orgasm of many experienced by a mature woman who was under the influence of strange stimulants. The night was long and all of the elders of the tribe were far too occupied to care what their young people were doing.

	 

	Nia was smart and in control of what happened in the ancient barn. She kept the jug of liquid refreshment handy and made sure that everyone consumed some of the special drink. It was apparent that after each sexual encounter, Nia forced Michelle to drink more until she no longer had control of her faculties.

	 

	As was the case with previous sedatives, Michelle merely floated around the remote African village. She was aware of being around the tribal members, but she didn’t have the ability to distinguish between what she should do from what she shouldn’t do. Each sip from the bottomless cup seemed to degrade her sense of logic and ability to reason, which made her a faithful puppet for the devious Nia

	 

	***

	 

	Michelle woke up with the worst headache of her life. Her head pounded so bad it was too hard to focus on anything. She looked around and saw one, and then another and another girl until she counted six in total. "Oh, my gawd... what have I done?"

	 

	She used her fingertips to massage her throbbing temples and whispered in a low, shaky voice so as not to wake anyone. "I'm in a frickin' barn... with girls... not a stitch of clothes on and lying next to a fucking virgin!"

	 

	Suddenly Nia's face lit up like a powerful ray of sunshine. Michelle knew the girl understood a little English so she spoke her mind. "What the fuck did you do to me? And what the fuck did I do to you... my little angel?"

	 

	Nia smiled when she replied. “Hi... you my love. I love you.”

	 

	Michelle looked at the happy girl, seeing nothing but innocence and purity. "Whatever you gave me to drink... gave me the worst freaking headache... ever!"

	 

	Sunshine filtered into the stable through numerous holes and cracks in the old building. Suddenly a tall, slender person who looked like a heavenly angel was standing in the rays of sunshine. The figure was brilliantly outlined by a halo and seemed to glow, yet the tall body remained a silhouetted, shadowy figure.

	 

	Michelle blinked many times before she recognized Thema with her arm outstretched in an obvious demanding fashion. The Queen beckoned with her hand and Michelle responded. She slowly got to her feet despite every tired muscle in her aching body rebelling any movement. The girl never moved and simply waited with a look of displeasure on her pretty face.

	 

	Michelle took three steps and reached out to grab the girl’s hand. Thema quickly yanked the arm, as an evident indication she wasn’t happy, and she pulled the woman closer. Suddenly Michelle’s stomach churned madly with the realization she had done something terrible wrong, but she was determined to make it up to the girl.

	 

	It took Thema no time to find all of Michelle's clothes, which one of the girls had thrown over the top rail of one of the stalls. She made sure Michelle was dressed appropriately in case one of the elders of the village saw them and then everyone else got dressed in a mad flurry. Thema hurriedly pulled the dazed woman out of the stable and Michelle almost had to run to keep up to the girl who set a frantic pace.

	 

	Nia followed them for a little while, pleading with her sister for forgiveness. After a silent and angry looking Thema did not say anything, Nia stopped and let the two continue the trip to Thema's abode. Her new husband was out with his fellow warriors doing whatever the tribal customs warranted and now it was just Thema and Michelle.

	 

	Thema seemed to pull and lead the stumbling woman until they entered the newly constructed home. Once inside, Thema went straight to the bedroom where she stopped and faced her timid visitor. She stared into Michelle's teary eyes, which blinked rapidly trying to focus, and it did not take long before the order of merit was settled. "I sorry... I should not give drink. I know... drink make me do stuff too," Thema whispered.

	 

	The young woman tried to explain and Michelle did her best to understand. "I sorry... sister treat you badly. She jealous; she see us... know what we do,” Thema said. “She want force you... I know now. Force you have sex... sex with her... sex with evil friends. Nia want power... but power not good for her.”

	 

	Michelle was baffled by her feelings of remorse plus her willingness to please the girl. She was a grown, mature woman who had a mind of her own yet she felt overwhelmed by the dramatic African. The girl seemed to order her to do things she would not normally do and there was a mental telepathy between the two, which Michelle didn’t understand.

	 

	When the girl’s arm waved and her hand motioned in a specific way, Michelle fell to her knees, knowing it was what Thema demanded. She kneeled in front of the Queen and tilted her head back so she could see the girl’s smile of approval. “Yes, my love, I’ll do whatever you wish,” she whispered.

	 

	The girl was suddenly overcome with bemoaning anguish. Thema also dropped to her knees and she instantly kissed the woman directly on the lips. Both hearts pounded and each woman felt fully flushed and heated. Michelle’s headache was gone, but it was replaced by the very familiar throb of desire.

	 

	Thema’s hands were no longer unskilled, as she anxiously caressed the panting woman’s back, her shoulders and her ass. The intense heat from the girl’s body radiated through her clothing and Michelle felt her getting hotter and hotter. They clung to each other in the most desperate show of passion and each knew the other was ready and willing.

	 

	Abruptly Thema broke the kiss and started whispering into Michelle's ear. "Today... you become one of us. Father accept you into tribe," the girl stated and kissed her on the cheek.

	 

	Michelle understood the girl’s broken English and knew Thema was trying to explain things. “Huugg, yes... he welcome me to your tribe,” she replied, but had no idea what it meant.

	 

	Her words were filled with love and emotion. “They put tattoo... sacred tattoo on me... also you. Zuberi vow... he say you get Tribal Butterfly... sacred symbol,” Thema said, as she leaned in and kissed Michelle again.

	 

	Too stunned to resist, she let the girl’s demanding tongue squeeze between her lips and a heated kiss ensued. Michelle didn’t try to move or display any outward passion at first, but that quickly changed. When Thema’s tongue thrust into her mouth, it seemed to hit some kind of trigger and start a chain reaction that took over her feminine desires.

	 

	Michelle pushed her chest towards Thema and the girl complied by unwrapping the loose cloth, tossing the wrap across the small room. Suddenly they were on their feet and locked in a tight embrace, as Thema guided them to the bed. The embrace continued when they fell on the bed and it didn’t take long for the young lioness to pounce.

	 

	With the luscious breasts exposed, Thema swiftly had the nipples fully erect and throbbing with expectation. Michelle uttered little whimpers when the girl's head dropped and she realized what was going to happen. Alone in a remote village, she felt helpless and all her fight was gone. Vivid fantasies evolved and a dramatic visualization of being enslaved to a foreign lust filled her head when she succumbed to the girl’s seduction.

	 

	Thema did everything. She quickly stripped her own useless clothing and then swooped down to devour one of the enlarged nipples. The encounter turned more intense. Once Thema had both nipples fully erect and swollen, she left a wet trail across the pounding chest with her tongue. She went lower and onto the heaving tummy, as her emotions ran the gamut from untamed passion to animal lust.

	 

	The young queen displayed supreme power and control. She left the shallow indent filled with saliva and used her tongue to lick her way across the shivering pelvis until she reached the ultimate target. The erotic bliss was profound and Michelle readily climbed the steepest mountain of ecstasy, all the way to the top.

	 

	When the girl slapped the most delicate clitoris with her tongue, Michelle let her inner juices flow. Her clit seemed overly sensitive after being used as a tribal sex-toy all night and she eagerly succumbed to Thema’s demanding tongue lashing.

	 

	The taste of sweet nectar was astounding and Thema furiously drank the river of cum. Her treasured, white slave reached the peak of ecstasy and then it was her turn to reap the joys of submissive love. When the experienced yet timorous woman rolled on top of her lithe body, Thema welcomed the loving embrace.

	 

	The heat of the day was stifling, but so was the sexual encounter, as Thema closed her eyes and eagerly gave herself to the motherly lover. Michelle’s tongue ensured both breasts were caressed with the greatest enthusiasm and then she brought the nipples to a hardened, pebble-like state. Her expertise was phenomenal and Thema’s orgasm quickly materialised, sending the African Queen into paradise.

	 

	It may have looked like a wrestling match, as the two sweaty, glistening bodies rolled around on the small bed. You couldn’t tell who was moaning and pleading, but it was apparent by the thrashing hips that one was climaxing while the other was riding a tidal wave of desire. Each woman welcomed the erotic bliss after yesterday’s ceremonies and festivities, but the upcoming evening’s proceedings promised even more.

	 

	Michelle’s head was still spinning. It had been days since she was dropped off in the African wasteland and consuming so much strange substances had left her easily controlled by the devious tribal members. When the tumultuous black body finally stopped moving, both women fell into a temporary zombie state.

	 

	***

	 

	The rest of the morning and early afternoon were a complete blur. Only one other person in the tribe knew what was happening in the secluded, intimate dwelling. Nia stood in the common room out of sight of her sister, but she was well aware of what was going on inside the curtained, bedroom enclosure. She was jealous yet she deemed her time would come.

	 

	It was growing late in the afternoon and Baako and the rest of the men were not expected back for another hour or two. Then more festivities would begin and the thought of it sent a shiver of excitement through Nia.

	 

	The upcoming ceremonies were some of the most prestigious left in her African tribe. When the evening festivities were over, Nia knew that Thema would go with her husband. She was extremely observant and knew about the tribal customs for certain women who were given a special status by the ancestral chief.

	 

	Nia was aware that the freshly christened Michelle would be required to go with her father, but she hoped it would be only for a short time. She understood it was the chief’s duty to perform the revered ritual of trying to impregnate the newest woman yet Nia planned to intervene and save the sacrificial lamb.

	 

	Tradition dictated that Zuberi would be the first man with such a highly anointed woman. Then he would leave Michelle in a communal abode for other esteem warriors to share Sarge’s wonderful gift of the white woman’s sexuality. Nia vowed to be at the door when her father left Michelle even though Zuberi would be suspicious.

	 

	Nia was determined to prevent the tribal elders from ravaging the helpless Michelle. She was the youngest of the family and had the ability to wrap her father around her little finger, just like in many western families. Nia planned using a tear or two when she pleaded with Zuberi so he would treat Michelle differently from any of the other women given to the tribe by his brother, Sarge.

	 

	Nia reasoned that her father having intercourse with Michelle was far better than the whole village sexually abusing her goddess. She would beg Zuberi to save the white woman for himself, and hopefully Michelle would become impregnated so Nia could have a baby sibling. There would be nothing her sister could do to stop her and no one else in the village could prevent Nia from controlling the white prisoner.

	 

	All of a sudden Nia heard rustling and moving around from behind the curtain so she called out. "Thema! Thema are you here?"

	 

	Thema heard her sister and welcomed the chance to speak to Nia. She thought fast and reasoned her sister’s ability to speak better English could come in handy. She looked at the sleepy Michelle and realized the woman made her feel different. No other woman made her feel this way and for some strange reason, she yearned to have the white woman in her arms.

	 

	Thema felt it was imperative that Michelle understood the importance and significance of the upcoming rituals. It was a sign of total disgrace if anyone showed the amount of pain they suffered when their body was tattooed. Thema wanted everyone in the village to accept and welcome Michelle into the tribe and reasoned her sister could explain things to the woman.

	 

	It took scant seconds to dress in her customary garb and she rushed out of the bedroom. "Nia... I am so glad to see you. Please sit... sit. I have a big favor to ask you," she said. Both girls sat and Thema continued. "I want you to speak to her... tell her about what will happen."

	 

	“Yes, that is wise,” Nia replied.

	 

	The girls held hands in sisterly fashion, as Thema asked the favor. "You speak American... explain that she will get tattoo," she said. "Make sure she knows not to show any pain... even when it hurts bad."

	 

	Nia was no fool and she already knew that the white woman would be totally disgraced if she wasn't strong and resilient. The sisters went into the smaller enclosure just as Michelle finished dressing in her borrowed African attire. Nia smiled at Thema and then walked right up to Michelle.

	 

	Michelle listened intently to the girl when she explained the events that would unfold later that evening. Nia told her about the tattoo and also that the method was different than it was in America. Then she told Michelle the most important points and stressed the importance of not showing pain. "You drink like before. Thema too, she drink. Drink much... you both drink and no feel the pain," Nia told her.

	 

	Michelle couldn't fathom what was going to happen and she had no idea how different the African scarification was even after Nia's explanation. It sounded ridiculous to Michelle when Nia told her that the tribal women considered the tattoos a definitive sign of immense beauty.

	 

	Thema and Nia thought it was the ultimate, tribal honor to have their bodies marked in such a way. Times changed over the years and now in more civilized times, women didn't walk around bare-chested like they did in the past. The tattoo on a woman's bare breast was traditionally a symbol of great esteem and beauty. Only princesses, queens and women of superior rank in the tribe had this done, so Thema knew it was mandatory for her.

	 

	Tattoos were proof of courage and bravery for the male warriors and the rite of passage. The three males who had just passed all the bravery tests and warrior skills were to be tattooed once the hottest sun went down.

	 

	After the warriors were marked, the ceremony for the privileged women would take place. Thema would have the Tribal Rose tattoo put on her chest and the royal symbol etched on her neck. Michelle would get a butterfly tattooed on her chest. The butterfly represented beauty and grace and it was Zuberi's choice of symbols for a woman's sensuality and femininity.

	 

	The scene would be sinister yet more erotic and stupendous than any Westerner could imagine. Maybe it was the serene firelight, or the beatings on the tribal drums, or the dancing warriors, but the ceremonies inevitably got everyone in attendance thoroughly aroused. Thema and Nia were overly stimulated merely chatting and thinking about the upcoming festivities.

	 

	Michelle could tell by the way the sisters acted that the tattooing was something extraordinary. She cringed at the thought that her body would be changed... forever. Near panic began to sweep over her, but Michelle could see no immediate solution to her plight. She was stranded in a remote village miles away from civilization and her situation seemed hopeless.

	 

	***

	 

	Michelle started to sweat. The midday heat seemed even hotter than normal and she threw off the one blanket that covered her body. Her head pounded with the, 'Mother of all hangovers,' and she feared moving. There was a strange aching sensation on the left side of her chest and she was afraid to move another muscle for fear she would wake up.

	 

	Her eyes remained closed, as her mind frantically went back to her last recollection. She remembered Nia pushing a cup of tranquilizing juice at her. “You best drink. We drink... you, Thema and me. You drink much... then not feel pain,” the girl whispered, pushing the cup of knockout drink into Michelle’s hand.

	 

	“They come for us... take us to sacred statue. Then mark Thema and you... just like ancestors did for hundreds of years. Zuberi wants white goddess for magical woman. You have baby... his baby.”

	 

	Michelle wanted to wake up, but she didn’t dare. She vaguely remembered listening to Nia, hearing but not hearing what was said, as she grew more and more desperate in the intense African heat. "You will look pretty... beautiful with Tribal Butterfly on chest," Nia told her. "They put rose on Thema... also she get royal symbol on neck. I hope pain no too great... and you not feel too much, but drink help."

	 

	That was the last memory from the longest night of her life. Too much eccentric African syrup and when a person wasn’t used to it, their mind was overtaken by the powerful sedatives. Michelle remained sprawled out on the bed, as she slowly opened her eyes a little. She rolled her eyes around the room, but nothing looked familiar.

	 

	Her eyes closed and Michelle tried desperately to remember. Yes! Yes, we giggled and staggered down the road last night and the beautiful Nia took me to her place after the ceremonies. She remembered! Suddenly Michelle realized she wasn’t wearing a stitch of clothing and the hot air was literally heating her aching body.

	 

	Her head filled with frantic observations and dilemmas. It was obviously the day after and all of a sudden Michelle feared that she had been scarred for life. Her head hurt like crazy and it was still too early to sit up or open her eyes all the way. Slowly and very tentatively, she moved her hand to her chest. A whimper escaped when her fingers traced across what felt like fresh, raised welts.

	 

	Michelle's eyes fluttered and her head tilted downward. Then she cried and the tears ran out the corners of her eyes unabated for many moments. She stared at the newly carved tattoo, which was partially on her left boob, but mostly on the upper portion of her chest. The tattoo vaguely looked like a butterfly. It was hard to tell because it was done in only black and her flesh appeared red, sore and swollen.

	 

	Her fingers traced over the scarification and she let out constant whimpers the whole time. Suddenly the sound of a voice startled her back to reality. "You very beautiful... tattoo add beauty. I stay with you... help clean," Nia said in the softest, most caring voice. Then she sat on the edge of the bed with plenty of sterilizing materials in her hands.

	 

	She was afraid to offend the girl. Besides, Michelle reasoned, the girl appeared to know what she was doing and sanitizing the tattoo was a smart plan. Michelle didn't move out of the way when Nia got onto the bed. She watched the girl's hands move with the dexterity of a nurse and quickly cleanse the sore looking area.

	 

	Michelle's entire focus was on her chest and she was taken by surprise when the girl bent forward. Nia's lips abruptly came together with her own and a kiss ensued. She felt the girl's tongue press into her tightly clinched lips and then deftly push hard until entering her mouth.

	 

	Nia was unbelievably determined and much stronger, which enabled her to hold Michelle on her back. She brazenly fondled the seductive tits without getting too close to the tattoo and managed to capture both nipples, much to Michelle’s chagrin.

	 

	Her mind was still dulled by the powerful sedatives and Michelle reasoned it gave Nia the advantage. The girl’s fingers were skilled enough to bring Michelle’s internal temperature to desert levels in mere seconds, which matched the desert heat. Michelle dearly wanted to put up a struggle, but it seemed a lot easier if she simply remained motionless.

	 

	The scene would remain etched in her brain for a long time. Michelle felt soft taps on the insides of her thighs, as an indication they should be spread, and if by magic her legs moved. It was an unspoken demand between two willing partners and Michelle obeyed by splaying her legs.

	 

	Suddenly sharp teeth started nibbling a path of destruction and Michelle realized she wasn’t strong enough to fight the girl. First Nia nibbled her ear until she heard moans of pleasure. Then she continued down the side of the overheated neck and shoulder, ensuring to evade the freshly scared chest.

	 

	Nia heard the constant moans and knew the white goddess was falling under her control. She shifted her razor-sharp teeth to one of the upstanding nipples and the moans quickly turned to groans of sweet agony. As long as she didn’t move her upper torso, Michelle didn’t feel the soreness, only the intense stimulation.

	 

	She lay motionless or as still as she could. The girl continued downward, leaving a wet trail on every part of Michelle’s stomach and lower tummy. Then Nia slithered lower until her face was between the splayed legs. She deftly surrounded one side of the puffy labia with her teeth and bit down hard enough to hear a cry for mercy.

	 

	The devious girl held the pussy lip with her teeth and then she swiftly shifted to nibble on the other swollen lip. After switching back and forth several times, Nia put her fingers on the labia and spread the lips wide. She stared at the prettiest pink clitty and wondered if hers looked as pretty.

	 

	Nia flicked the tiny clitty with her tongue and then put the bud between her teeth to bring an end to the woman’s turmoil. Michelle’s head rolled back and forth on the bed and she no longer had a pounding headache. The last thing on her mind was the recent tattoo, as her emotions rode that familiar speeding roller coaster and she pretended to hang on for dear life.

	 

	Michelle dug her fingers into the scant bedding and she realized her spirit belonged to two African girls, one a newly crowned Queen and the other a waiting princess. She cried. Not from any pain or hurt, but from the realization her soul belonged to someone other than Rodney. She was alone in a strange country, in a strange village and in the clutches of a strange African princess.

	 

	Nia sucked the most responsive clitoris and the race was on. Michelle stubbornly tried to hold back and not succumb to the girl’s expert lovemaking. She was fairly sure of winning the battle when suddenly the cunning girl touched her asshole with her tongue.

	 

	The black girl was in-charge. She deemed the white woman was her love-slave and her teeth returned to the enlarged clitty, gripping the bud firmly around the thick base. Nia rolled the clit around vigorously with her tongue and she ensured to leave plenty of saliva in the pussy opening.

	 

	Michelle was utterly amazed at the skill displayed by such an inexperienced girl. Nia inserted her long, middle finger of her right hand into the delicate opening just below her chin. She deftly found the vulnerable G-spot, which sent shivers of doom up Michelle’s backbone. When Nia’s left hand sneaked under her tightened butt, the girl put the tip of her finger directly on the puckered asshole.

	 

	The intimidation was profound. Michelle felt the pressure of Nia’s finger threatening to invade her dark opening and then the girl actually inserted her lengthy finger. The girl’s seduction turned primitive. A slow pumping began and in scant seconds both of Nia’s hands were pounding both holes of the distraught woman.

	 

	Michelle’s body turned into a stretched violin string. Every muscle tightened and it felt like she was up on her tiptoes and reaching, as tall as possible, yet there was no escaping the girl’s impetuous molestation. An orgasm started with a trickle of cream from her most inner regions and the short, swift spasms quickly blossomed into a full-blown climax.

	 

	The crafty Nia felt Michelle’s body go into convulsions, as the girl proved once again she was a captivating mistress. She continued scratching the alluring G-spot and her tongue caressed the throbbing clitty like an angel. Nia drank the woman’s love potion, hungry for all that she could get from her slave.

	 

	Somehow Nia knew what to do even though she was only eighteen. When she presumed the premature and speedy orgasm was subsiding, she slithered upwards until she found the moaning lips. Nia kissed Michelle and purposely left a definite taste of pussy juice in the woman’s mouth.

	 

	Michelle's head was spinning madly from the sudden ecstasy and lingering hangover. She put her arms around the sleek African girl and the two hugged each other, as they fell asleep in the middle of the day. The scene appeared overly romantic. The mature woman displayed her motherly love to her precious baby.

	 

	***

	 

	The heat of the day was extreme and Michelle was still not used to the high temperatures. Her sleep was very restless until it was interrupted by the sound of someone’s voice calling out to her.

	 

	Michelle opened her eyes and noticed the radiant queen standing in the doorway. Thema had been standing there for many moments before announcing her entrance. The sleeping couple didn’t have any blankets on because of the heat and sharp contrast between the two sent a shiver of excitement through Thema.

	 

	Her sister was laying on her back with her limbs outstretched, which enabled Thema to see all of her illustrious charms. She noticed how slender and lithe Nia appeared and then her eyes focused on her small boobs. The tits were not quite as big as her own, but Thema envied how the nipples appeared far more pronounced.

	 

	Then her eyes roamed downward across the flat belly and onto the sparsely forested pelvis. Nia's hair was more like a little girl's hair and Thema could see every detail of her sister's crotch. It almost seemed the girl was posing, as her legs were slightly spread, just enough so Thema could distinguish the girly charms.

	 

	Nia's pussy was merely a narrow slit. The labia were not puffy or swollen, but simply flush with the rest of her crotch. Thema could barely make out what appeared to be moisture below the slit and it seemed to run downwards into the dark crack.

	 

	Thema had to shake her head so she could stop the mesmerizing effect of her sister's body. Then she glanced at Michelle and the dreaming started all over again. The woman was on her side with one arm flung over in Nia's direction. Her top leg was bent and curled up, giving Michelle perfect balance. Thema grinned at how the pose hid all of Michelle's succulent treasures yet seemed to leave a spectator yearning for more.

	 

	The Queen hid her displeasure well and she smiled at the two who rummaged for something to cover their nakedness after she woke them. Thema looked at the surprised couple and knew what must have transpired following last night's, tribal rituals. She had spent the night in her new abode with Baako and Thema was well aware of her father's desire for Michelle. Her last vision from last night was watching Michelle being led away from the ceremonial theater by Zuberi.

	 

	Thema had gotten up much later than usual and as soon as Baako departed with the other tribal warriors, she rushed around the village until she found Michelle. Suddenly she started at the white woman, becoming more aware of her sister’s devotion to Michelle, which filled her with envy. Her heart rate increased drastically when she slowly walked across the room and sat down on Nia’s side of the bed.

	 

	She never moved. Nia felt the bed sink from Thema’s weight and then her sister’s arm brushed against her heated flesh, but she didn’t move away. Everything remained absolutely motionless for the longest time, as the breathing grew ragged and the hearts pounded. Everyone dreamed about the future and their minds filled with erotic fantasies.

	 

	All of a sudden there were three siting up on the bed and each put an arm around someone. Burning lips reached hers and Michelle welcomed the loving embrace. The kiss broke and more lips started running up and down her nakedness. Her head filled with so many emotions that her mind became confused.

	 

	Suddenly Michelle was aware of the sisters kissing. She stared in disbelief, as Thema lovingly brushed the hair back from Nia’s pretty face and gave the girl pecks all over the face before kissing her on the lips. It was one of those signs of affection that didn’t last very long yet was merely a pretense for something more heated and romantic.

	 

	Michelle didn’t feel left out and she simply waited with her eyes glued on the sisterly embrace. Eventually Thema and Nia broke the kiss and mutually moved forward, knowing they each desired the same woman. Thema’s lips sought the compassionate lips of her white love. Her hands cupped the perfect tits and she instantly pinched the hardened nipples with her strong fingers.

	 

	Nia perched on her knees so that she could put her lips next to Michelle's ear. "Sarge coming... he be in village soon. He come pick you up... take you to big city," she whispered. "He promise... he bring Thema and me to city soon. Not now... soon. We be together."

	 

	Michelle’s mind drifted through the magnificent, African desert. She felt distinctive passion towards each sister and knew both of them loved her. The girls embraced her and kissed her.

	 

	Today was a day for firm decisions, or was it? The sisters were the only ones in the remote village that Michelle felt akin to. She dearly wanted to show Thema appreciation yet she felt helpless. Nia was beside her and Michelle couldn’t bring herself to tell the girl how much she cared for her.

	 

	Suddenly the only thing that mattered was truth and honesty. She didn't have to act or put on pretenses, but merely let it happen. Michelle felt her soul drift like the sand in a desert windstorm. She was not alone in a strange village; she was in the arms of two loving mistresses.

	 

	It was mystical. She was pushed onto her back and her pithy resistance was easily consumed by a heated kiss from the hungry queen. A young tigress was between her legs and Michelle didn’t have to wonder if the embraces were real. When an earth-shattering spasm rocketed through her inner regions, she realized her journey through Africa wasn’t over yet.

	 

	***

	 

	Her body was aglow and still flushed from intense lovemaking. Michelle wondered what had taken over her mind and her normal sanity when the sound of an approaching car caught her attention. It took measly seconds to get dressed and her stomach churned with anticipation and trepidation.

	 

	Michelle ran outside into the bright sunshine and intense heat and she came to an abrupt stop when Sarge got out of the limousine. "Nice see you. You ravishing in the African dress... stunning. You real pretty,” he said and gave her a knowing smile.

	 

	It was senseless arguing with the man so Michelle bit her lip and listened. "Come, get in! I take you back to city... see husband. He is anxious... wants to see you," Sarge said, grinning the whole time. "You show him African Butterfly... he see beautiful wife really African goddess."

	 

	They glared at each other for many moments, but Michelle was too afraid to open her mouth. Although the colorful African dress covered her completely, she had the feeling Sarge's eyes could see her nakedness. Michelle stood motionless and allowed the hated man to humiliate her even more. "Rodney misses you. I told him... you love big, black cocks... told him you willingly became slave to my brother... have sex with Zuberi," he said and dared her to speak.

	 

	When Michelle didn’t respond, he continued. "Rodney upset when I told him about tattoo... that you now member of tribe. He mad... but he get over it."

	 

	Their eyes held when Sarge motioned for her to get into the limo. "Get in. I take you to see Rodney," he said. "You missed me... didn't you?"

	 

	Michelle rushed past Sarge, as she jumped into the backseat before she blew up. She was extremely angry with the man and knew if she said anything, he would only punish her more. She slid all the way to the far side of the car and Sarge had plenty of room to get into the air-conditioned limo.

	 

	The car was running and the driver was just about to drive away when Michelle noticed a sudden commotion. She looked out the windshield at a procession of dusty army jeeps, which had just arrived in the village. Several uniformed men got out of the vehicles, but it was one particular person that attracted her attention.

	 

	An obvious hostage who had their arms tied behind their back got out of one of the jeeps. They had a loose-fitting, black bag over their head and Michelle could tell it was a woman by the expensive looking dress she wore. The limo started moving and drove right up to the group before it came to a sudden stop.

	 

	Michelle glanced out the side window just as one of the renegade soldiers ripped the bag off of the prisoner’s head. Their eyes locked for a brief few seconds and Michelle’s heart stopped. She noticed the look of desperation and fear in the woman’s eyes and there were tears running down her rosy cheeks.

	 

	When Michelle turned and looked at Sarge, he had a knowing smile on his rugged face yet he said nothing. The limo lurched forward and sped out of the small village, as they headed to the capitol city. It wouldn’t be long before she was in Rodney’s arms again and it felt like a big weight had been lifted off her chest.

	 

	 


Chapter 4: Michelle's Story - African Desire: Sarge Gained Complete Control Over the Gorgeous Michelle and Then a Famous American Actress Walked into His Life

	 

	[image: MICHELLE'S STORY - AFRICAN DESIRE: Sarge gained complete control over the gorgeous Michelle and then a famous American actress walked into his life. by [Douglas, K.C.]]

	 

	The limo sped across the barren, African countryside. Inside, the air-conditioning made it comfortable, but Michelle was far from relaxed. She could feel Sarge's presence on the far side of the backseat and it gave her the most intimidated feeling.

	 

	All of a sudden his voice startled her out of dreamland. "Rebels capture white woman... American. Hold her for ransom," Sarge said. "She famous actress... come to Africa to save the world."

	 

	Michelle was stunned by Sarge's revelation and she reasoned he was talking about the woman they saw when leaving the village. "Huuugh?"

	 

	"Rebels not really rebels... but actress not know that. She afraid for life and almost peed panties when her car attacked," he said and chuckled. "Mosi can be real mean if he wants. He hold her in village... make her believe rebels will harm her. Scare hell out of actress."

	 

	Sarge laughed and casually continued. "My men hold her in village... then take her into desert wilderness where I... as valiant commander... will rescue her," he told Michelle. "Rescue her after her belly full. She not worry about Africa anymore... she have black baby of her own."

	 

	Michelle couldn’t believe the devious plan. “Oh my, that is deceitful... mean,” she replied. “She is an innocent woman.”

	 

	He laughed even louder at her displeasure. "She not white goddess like you. She tramp... not good enough for tribal warriors. Gorgeous white-ass good for boy warriors," he said. Then Sarge glared straight into Michelle's bewildered eyes. "Famous actress good for boys... boy warriors fuck her until her belly full."

	 

	Michelle felt pity for the woman prisoner. She knew the actress would become an African sex-toy and Sarge would ensure everyone in his tribe ravaged her sexy body. Michelle had heard news stories about certain celebrities trying to save mankind with their newfound fame and wealth. Many came to the third-world countries in Africa, trying to make a difference.

	 

	A shiver shot up her spine when she imagined the drastic things the woman would endure before Sarge rescued her, if he indeed planned on rescuing her. The woman would be lucky if Sarge set her free.

	 

	The ride back to the city was quiet after Sarge's explanation. He dreamed of his plans for Michelle and now the American actress. Michelle squirmed and fretted during the trip, feeling more uncomfortable by the minute with Sarge sitting close to her. She kept thinking he would attack her, but thankfully the city buildings appeared before that happened.

	 

	The limo drove into the big driveway of Sarge’s residence and Michelle breathed a big sigh of relief, despite being under the man’s control. When he got out and rushed around to her side of the car, she reluctantly took his hand, as he helped her out of the backseat.

	 

	***

	 

	Sarge escorted Michelle from the limo into his home. The first thing she saw when entering the vestibule was her husband. Rodney was sitting on one side of the brightly lit entryway and he jumped to his feet when his wife entered. He rushed across the vast room and wrapped his arms around her in loving fashion.

	 

	Michelle felt her husband's love and tenderness. Rodney held his arms tightly around her body and he wanted Michelle to know he truly loved her more than anything in the world. She flinched slightly when the front of his body pressed against her newly acquired body marking, as the tattoo still hurt a little, but only when something touched the raised scarification.

	 

	Rodney broke the embrace and held his wife at arm’s length. He admired her extraordinary beauty and then he noticed how gorgeous she looked in the African dress, which appeared to be of the highest quality. Michelle noticed his questioning look so she responded. "Thema... Queen of the village gave me clothes. It is one of her royal dresses," she said.

	 

	“You look great... gorgeous,” he replied.

	 

	"Rodney... dear gawd, you don’t know what I’ve gone through. It has been the longest week,” she stated.

	 

	Rodney stared at his wife, waiting for her to continue. "When you left me... all alone in that village... I wanted to die," Michelle whispered. "He... Sarge told them what to do. He told them everything... told his tribe what to do to me."

	 

	“Oh honey, he told me nothing would happen... said you would be okay.”

	 

	Suddenly Michelle remembered the weight of the world being on her shoulders. "I was all alone... in a village of black people. They gave me something to drink... then I don't remember too much," she said. "Oh, my gawd, Rodney. They... they... I've never felt so alone in my life."

	 

	Rodney could tell that his wife had experienced the greatest humiliation and he pulled her into his arms again. "We'll get through this. We still have each other... and we'll survive."

	 

	Michelle’s head was spinning like mad and she couldn’t stop the vivid images from filling her head. The bright sunshine silhouetted Thema’s body and the tall tribal Queen’s hand was outstretched in her direction. It was an invite that seemed to be a promise of a lifetime and Michelle felt her heartstrings pulling in the girl’s direction.

	 

	She gave her head a vicious shake to clear the glowing images. ‘No, it can’t be,’ she thought. ‘I can’t be drawn to... to that girl.’ Michelle felt her husband’s loving embrace and she felt guilty for dreaming about another woman while being in his arms. Her mind was still dreaming when Rodney broke the spell.

	 

	“I read a foreign newspaper this morning. It had a story about an actress... Marie Kelly. She was kidnapped by some rebels who are demanding a ransom,” Rodney said. “They’re asking a big payoff for her safety. Christ... I didn’t even know there were rebels in this country.”

	 

	Michelle was shocked at Rodney’s revelation yet it all made sense. "Rod... I saw her. I saw a white woman with a bunch of soldiers and it looked like she was a prisoner. Sarge told me... he told me about an actress who was kidnapped," she whispered, as her face showed great anxiety. "She had her hands tied... the soldiers were wearing camouflage uniforms."

	 

	“Holy shit... honey, he’s behind it all,” Rodney said.

	 

	Michelle pulled back from Rodney's embrace and they both looked across the foyer at Sarge. "He said Mosi was the rebel leader. Rod... I think Sarge told me because he wants me to know how powerful he is," she whispered to her husband. "I'm afraid... Rod. He's going to make me stay with him... here in his house."

	 

	Rodney put his arm around her shoulder and saw his wife flinch. "I forgot... about the tattoo. He told me about the butterfly... bragged about putting it on your breast," he whispered. "Later... show me later when we’re alone."

	 

	Suddenly they noticed Sarge heading in their direction. He was smiling and walking briskly and it was obvious he was ready to take full control. "We eat. Dinner will be served in one hour. You go Zelda's room... wash and get ready," he said to Michelle. "Husband and I will chat."

	 

	Rodney felt trapped. Sarge's blackmail had worked to perfection in the beginning and enabled the man to gain control over Michelle and himself. Now it seemed too late to turn back, especially after his wife had been held hostage in Sarge's village.

	 

	It all seemed overwhelming, but Rodney somehow held a faint ray of hope that they would be released very soon. The election was over and the international committee would expect him to hand in his election report within the next few days so Rodney reasoned Sarge would have to let him go.

	 

	***

	 

	Sarge stood beside Rodney after Michelle departed with Zelda. He boldly told the husband what he planned. "You can stay here tonight. Stay and watch. Watch wife having sex," he whispered. Rodney could barely contain his anxiety, as his heart rate increased with each detail the man told him. "You watch... wife having orgasm with son. She make man out of Kato last time. She will again."

	 

	The two men stared at each other, but it was only Sarge who was smiling. "It truly amazing when you see it. Seeing wife acting like Blackman slave with Kato," Sarge said. "He hope to get wife pregnant.”

	 

	Rodney stared at the man in disbelief. “No, no, you can’t.”

	 

	Sarge stood motionless, as his words sank in before continuing. "Maybe Kato get lucky... make wife pregnant. I never see woman so hot... so hot for African cock," he whispered, sending tremors all through Rodney. "She not leave Africa until Sarge say. I say she go when belly get big with baby."

	 

	Rodney never realized his dilemma was so severe or so cruel. He shuddered listening to Sarge and didn't have a chance to argue or respond, as everyone was called to dinner. The seating arrangements were pre-arranged and Rodney wound up sitting beside Sarge who sat at the head of the table.

	 

	Sitting directly across from him was his darling wife and right beside her was the intimidating teenage son. Zelda sat at the far end of the table and her daughters sat on either side of her. Next to Rodney were two women he did not know, but they were introduced as members of Sarge's tribe.

	 

	The conversation was nonstop. Sarge tried to include Rodney and Michelle in all of the trivial talk even though it was broken English most of the time. It didn't take long before the woman sitting beside Rodney let him know she was willing to be more than friendly.

	 

	The woman did speak some English and she kept whispering in Rodney's ear, telling him that she was attracted to him. Rodney found it strange that the woman kept putting her hands on him at every opportunity yet he shrugged it off to petty friendliness.

	 

	Michelle kept looking towards her husband, hoping he could somehow rescue her. She dearly wanted to sit beside Rodney and talk to him rather than sit beside a teenager who never stopped rubbing up against her. It was obvious the parents didn't object to their son touching and sometimes fondling a female guest, which was obvious by the sheepish grin on Sarge’s face.

	 

	Nearing the end of the main course, Michelle noticed Rodney fidgeted more than normal. The woman beside him was constantly whispering at him and she also kept brushing up against Rodney’s arm. It was during dessert that the woman made her move. Her right hand dropped under the table and she innocently grabbed Rodney's upper thigh. She squeezed his thigh before letting her fingers slip into the space between his legs.

	 

	Her intent was clear and Rodney didn’t know of any way to prevent her groping without making a terrible scene. He reasoned Sarge likely coerced the woman into groping him because any protests he made would be far more embarrassing to him than to anyone else. Rodney tried to ignore the woman’s hand, but he almost gulped his dessertspoon down his throat when her fingers grazed the bulge in his crotch.

	 

	Rodney dared not look at the woman; he knew she was grinning from ear to ear. It was all he could do to finish eating and he felt utterly relieved when Sarge stood up from the table. “Let’s retire up to the hot tub... enjoy a relaxing massage,” Sarge informed everyone. “Come... up to the hot tub. There’s room for us all. Our two lovely guests will give everyone an expert massage.”

	 

	Sarge waved his hand at the two women from his tribe. He was a master of deception and his special guests were there for specific reasons, which included becoming very intimate with the unsuspecting Rodney. The two beautiful women were more than willing to do anything for Sarge who was one of the tribe’s supreme elders.

	 

	The room filled with servants who started cleaning the table. Sarge spoke in his native tongue, as well as English, so everyone understood. Then he proceeded up the wide stairway to his master bedroom where the tub was located.

	 

	Sarge led the way with an arm wrapped around his loyal wife. The tribal guests who each grabbed one of Rodney’s arms before he could protest followed him. Michelle was stunned by it all and she didn’t resist when Kato grabbed her by the arm, forcing her to follow her husband up the stairs.

	 

	Sarge’s daughters followed the entourage, knowing the gorgeous white couple was going to be the night’s entertainment. Everyone entered the lavish bedroom and moved directly towards the big hot tub. There was no display of shame or modesty when Sarge, his family and the two women started undressing.

	 

	Rodney and Michelle stood motionless, as they watched the brazen striping, and the voyeurism made them blush. They glanced at each other and wondered what they should do next or if there was a way out of the growing dilemma. Sarge waved his hand at the couple in a beckoning manner and his voice sounded demanding.

	 

	“Take off... no need for modesty, take clothes off. Come... the water is wonderful. Join us!” When Sarge locked eyes with Rodney, he left no doubt as to who was in-charge. “You strip! Wife too,” he said and glared at the shivering man.

	 

	It seemed pointless to argue so Rodney gave his wife a quick glance and a helpless shrug of his shoulders. He slowly removed his clothes and quickly grabbed a towel from one of the servants to hide his nudity. Michelle could tell he was embarrassed yet somehow he managed to make it to the tub and swiftly jumped in, as he tossed the towel away.

	 

	Michelle gave her husband a questioning look and then she also grabbed a towel from one of the servants. She reluctantly followed Rodney’s lead and used the towel to shield her body once her clothes were stripped. When she jumped into the steamy water, she was thankful the water hide her nudity from the leering Africans.

	 

	Sarge had given the affair great thought. He planned having everyone lounge in the steaming hot water for as long as it took to put the white couple at ease. Once they tasted some of the goodies specially prepared for the evening, then he would turn the two women loose on Rodney.

	 

	As soon as things settle down in the tub, servants appeared with trays of fruit, drinks and plenty of fancy desserts. Michelle watched her husband grab a drink and start sipping it without any hesitation or the least bit of concern. When he selected some desserts and ate them far quicker than was his custom, she knew Rodney was in trouble.

	 

	Just as she shifted to her right and closer to her husband, Sarge quickly shuffled across the tub and pushed between the loving couple. He knew Michelle was going to warn Rodney about the spiked drinks and wanted to keep the mysterious African sedatives a secret. When he sat beside the gorgeous white woman, Sarge ordered his servants to bring over the trays of fruit and drinks.

	 

	Michelle understood the man’s clever scheme to keep her away from Rodney. The trays were thrust in front of her and she vowed to use caution because of what happened during her stay in the village. Despite being very thirsty, she took fruit instead, as it looked exceptionally appetizing and she deemed it was safer than Sarge’s drinks.

	 

	Michelle really didn’t eat much at dinner, as she found the food too unusual and bizarre. She ate some berries and melon, which tasted sweet and juicy, and the fruit definitely hit the spot after the light African meal. Time passed with Sarge imposing his will on everyone and he ensured the servants kept passing the trays around.

	 

	Rodney freely indulged in the drinks and food and he had no trouble keeping busy, as the two village women remained at his side. After only two glasses, it was apparent he was acting strangely when he quickly forgot he was nude in a hot tub with foreigners. Rodney laughed at everything and he couldn’t take his eyes off all of the bare breasts, which were clearly exposed above the surface of the water.

	 

	The tribal women kept encouraging Rodney and Michelle grew increasing desperate. She vowed not to let her guard down and kept eating the fruit just to keep her hands busy. Her head started spinning before she realized something wasn’t right. When Michelle refused the next offer for more, it was too late.

	 

	Sarge was not surprised when Michelle willingly ate the berries without the slightest prospect of the fruit being laced with a powerful aphrodisiac. The innocent woman looked at him with a questioning expression on her pretty face and he simply smiled at her. She had been duped again and outwitted by the devious black man.

	 

	Her inhibitions were gone; her self-consciousness was gone, as her arms dropped and fully exposed her luscious breasts. When the man moved up against her side, she readily allowed Sarge to put his arm around her shoulders. He pulled her into his body and made sure Michelle returned to eating the enticing fruit.

	 

	***

	 

	It was time! Sarge moved onto his next bold move, as he hugged Michelle and motioned to his two loyal, tribal women. He had prearranged to have a massage table set up next to the tub for the explicit purposes of humiliating his guest. Sarge ordered the women to perform their magic on the naïve Rodney.

	 

	Rodney had no idea what Sarge said. He watched the two naked women get out of the tub with water dripping off of their delectable bodies. Their bullet-shaped titties barely bounced and he couldn’t take his eyes off them, as the women went straight to the table. Rodney wondered what the tits felt like and then he noticed one of the women motioning with her hand for him to get out of the tub.

	 

	Normally he wasn’t the adventurous type, but suddenly he was filled with false courage. Rodney swiftly stood up and joined the two beside the massage table. No English was required for them to get their point across. They quickly had Rodney lying prone on the table and they poured hot oil all over his body.

	 

	It started out quite innocent and appeared to be a regular massage. The women’s hands rubbed and massaged the glistening oil all over Rodney’s outstretched body. One woman concentrated on his upper torso and the other massaged Rodney’s lower extremities.

	 

	The surface of the table was higher than the tub so it was impossible for the onlookers to see exactly what transpired. All of a sudden the women convinced their guest to turn over so they could massage the rest of his body. Michelle could only imagine what was happening and then she noticed something very odd.

	 

	One of the women had her hands in the vicinity of Rodney’s hips and her hands were moving up and down instead of sideways, as if she was massaging his manhood. Suddenly Michelle didn’t have to guess or wonder. The woman purposely pulled the semi-hard penis up in the air so everyone could see. She stroked Rodney’s pecker using one hand at a time, as if trying to make the shaft a little longer.

	 

	The milking fashion was mesmerizing. The woman stroked upward with one hand until the head slipped out of her hand and then her other hand began milking the cock from the base. It didn’t take long before Michelle heard her husband moaning and she realized he was losing control, as his cock got rock-hard.

	 

	All eyes were riveted on the raunchy scene. It was the most shocking and scandalous act when one of the women swooped in for the kill. Her face brushed across Rodney’s chest and downward until her mouth was directly over the upraised cock. Michelle’s eyes opened so wide they hurt when the woman swallowed her husband’s hard cock.

	 

	Michelle had never watched a blowjob. Suddenly one was happening right in front of her startled eyes and her heart started pounding in her chest. The woman’s head bobbed up and down on top of Rodney’s cock and her sucking was nonstop. When the arm tightened around her shoulders, she didn’t resist.

	 

	She sat frozen in the tub, which seemed ironic since the water was steaming hot. Sarge embraced her and then she felt his son slither up against her on the other side. Surrounded by father and son, Michelle felt trapped, as Sarge put his lips on her ear. "Look... you aren't the only one who likes sex with African,” he whispered.

	 

	“Huuuggghhh,” she moaned, as she stared at her husband.

	 

	“Look... his cock. It hard... she plays with it," Sarge whispered in Michelle's ear. "Rodney happy man. He gets blowjob from black whore."

	 

	Michelle stared towards the massage table and she saw the desperate look in her husband's eyes, as his face was turned in her direction. She noticed Rodney's eyes flutter and then sort of roll upwards out of sight. In fraught hopelessness, Rodney's fingers dug into the soft mattress pad, as the woman turned his pecker to stone.

	 

	The woman's strong fingers squeezed his cock and she knew exactly how to stroke a man's cock. She coated his shaft with plenty of spit, which made it easier for her hand to move up and down while her mouth gobbled the engorged cock-head. Her gleaming white teeth seemed to rake the hard shaft and no man could withstand such a marvelous molestation.

	 

	Michelle's eyes opened wider when she noticed the woman's teeth bite down around the flared rim and start scraping the head of Rodney's cock. She saw her husband's hips thrust upward frantically trying to hold back, but his struggle was in vain. Every muscle in Rodney's body stiffened and he was motionless when he let go.

	 

	The sight was both horrendous and wonderful, depending on whose view was taken. The woman's cheeks expanded with the influx of cum and she madly swallowed so as not to choke. Her hand never stopped pumping up and down and she milked every ounce of cum out of Rodney’s belly with the most vivid display of lewd sex.

	 

	***

	 

	The luxurious room was perfect for Sarge's seduction and humiliation. He wanted things to keep going after Rodney’s shameless blowjob and more tantalizing sex was planned. Sarge knew the man would retain an erection for hours because of the African aphrodisiac he slipping into Rodney’s drinks through the night.

	 

	When he watched Michelle’s pretty face twist in anguish during the masterful massage and blowjob, Sarge decided she needed further tormenting. The two women were more than willing and having Michelle watch her husband endure more sexual delights would get the woman ready for her own carnal bliss with his son.

	 

	Rodney was afraid to move after the blowjob. He peeked over at his wife and noticed Michelle had other perils to contend with. The teenage son was beside her and Rodney could see Michelle trying desperately to keep her distance from Kato. He stared over at the hot tub and suddenly realized something was very different.

	 

	He quickly focused on his own features. His hardon would normally have diminished after an orgasm yet this time his erection stayed hard and throbbing, which felt strange. Added to the oddity was the fact that one of the African women did not let go. The fingers of one hand retained a firm grip on his narrow shaft while her other hand cupped his balls in a brash fashion.

	 

	Rodney glanced at the woman and he noticed her expression of wanton desire, which made him moan out loud. When she climbed up onto the massage table, he didn’t protest, as she crouched over his legs in a threatening manner. Rodney could see her entire crotch, which was pointed at him, and he marveled at how pink her slit was compared to her black thighs.

	 

	He stared straight down and his eyes sort of glassed over. The woman shuffled forward until her exposed crotch was directly over his stiff pecker. She left no doubt about her intensions, as she grabbed his cock and held the shaft pointed straight up in the air.

	 

	The only set of eyes bigger than Rodney’s were Michelle’s. She watched the black woman slowly dip her hips until her husband’s cockhead touched her puffy labia. Then Michelle watched Rodney’s cock slip inside the woman’s honey-pit until she lost sight of the awful intimidating images.

	 

	Rodney lay flat on the massage table and the woman rode him bareback. Her black ass slowly moved up and down, as she seemed to enjoy the slow, pretentious seduction. Everyone's face was turned to watch Rodney being literally fucked by one of the tribal women. The woman was definitely a great actress, as her moans of desire and groans of sexual bliss implied she was experiencing enormous pleasure.

	 

	Michelle had never watched her husband having sex and she felt betrayed. The earlier blowjob had been one traumatic event, but actual intercourse was something else. The one thing she found most unbelievable was the fact her husband still had an erection. Michelle was so lost in the blatant intercourse that she never hesitated when Sarge handed her a drink.

	 

	She kept drinking and watching Rodney having sex with a young, African woman. Michelle consumed far too much of the African nectar, as she drank and ate and never realized the drink and fruit were spiked until it was too late. Sarge could always tell when the sedative had worked by the silly smirk on the captive’s face.

	 

	The shameless scene on the massage table slowly came to a dramatic end and Sarge recognized his son was overly excited after watching the interracial sex. He knew Kato wanted to possess the sexy white slave, as the teenager’s eyes kept taking in the sight of Michelle’s luscious tits swaying back and forth in the hot water. The bobbing boobies mesmerized not only Kato, but he also enjoyed the seductive appearance.

	 

	When the young woman stopped moving, she settled on top of Rodney’s shivering hips with the man’s cock fully embedded in her searing inferno. Everyone was preoccupied by what occurred except the teenager. Kato ignored what happened across the room, as he dearly wanted to feel the white titties, but he reluctantly adhered to his father’s advice.

	 

	Sarge warned Kato to wait for the right time. Suddenly his father leaned over and whispered at him. “It time! You feel... take woman to bedroom. She Kato’s woman.”

	 

	It seemed ridiculous yet Michelle used her hands in a hopeless attempt to stop the groping of her womanly treasures. Kato easily grabbed one of her hands and shoved it to his illustrious hardon. The water may have hidden the molestation, but shameless groping was fully exposed in her head when her fingers brushed across the stellar penis.

	 

	Michelle quickly pulled her hand away, but not before the size of the boy’s pecker left an impression. She tilted her head to the side and watched the teenager get out of the tub. When he reached for her arm, she tried to pull away, but Kato was too determined, as he forced her out of the tub.

	 

	She was afraid and desperately glanced around the spacious room, but nothing offered her any solace. In one direction there was the brightly lit, tiled bathroom with the overly large massage table. To her left was the dimmer lit area of the hot tub and it was also surrounded by lots of clean, white tile.

	 

	There was a lighted area across the vast bedroom, which contained a familiar bed, and Michelle shivered at the memory of what happened last time she was in the large bed. A gorgeous decorated screen was between the tub and bed, which was intended to offer some privacy, but Michelle knew it wouldn’t be much.

	 

	The teenager’s intensions were obvious and she was filled with despair when Kato tugged on her arm. Michelle couldn’t help but notice the teen’s aroused state, as his big pecker bobbed up and down with each step he took. He easily pulled her away from the tub and around the large, colorful screen.

	 

	Giggles erupted from the sisters, as they watched the naked couple who had water droplets falling off their glistening bodies. The girls knew precisely what their brother planned and their intimate emotions soared just thinking that they might see what happened.

	 

	Just as she was forced around the screen, Michelle glanced one more time at Rodney, but lost all hope when she noticed the second tribal woman mounting her husband’s perpetual hardon. She took a quick survey of the hot tub and again lost hope. Sarge had his arm around his wife and Zelda appeared engrossed in the lewd erotic show.

	 

	Michelle’s last glimpse was of the sisters’ engrossed faces, as they huddled together on the far side of the hot tub, waiting for another sexual exhibition. The tub was between the massage table and the bed, which gave the spectators the perfect location to watch what happened to the sedated white man and the sexy white woman.

	 

	***

	 

	Sarge was a master manipulator and in complete control. Rodney's seduction had barely finished when Sarge instructed Kato to take the beautiful white woman over to the bed.

	 

	Suddenly Michelle's feet were moving. Kato quickly coaxed her out of the tub and he held her arm, as he walked across the room and pulled the struggling woman behind him. Once he was around the curtain and reached the bed, Kato stopped and yanked Michelle's arm until she was standing beside the bed.

	 

	Michelle faced Kato and she wanted to plead with him. That was a mistake! The boy merely put his arms around her torso and hugged her tightly into his hard, muscular body. Her mouth opened to speak, but nothing came out when she felt the teen’s appalling intimidator running from her pelvis all the way up the center of her tummy.

	 

	Kato's cock was scorching hot and it burned a long welt across her heaving stomach. When she arched her back to alleviate the sensations, Kato swiftly dipped and thrust.

	 

	Sarge was in tribal heaven and he wanted the husband to watch everything his wife did. He uttered stern instructions to the two faithful women and then gave Rodney an order. When Sarge jumped out of the tub and rushed over to the extensive seating area along one wall, the three met him on the plush sofas.

	 

	Rodney obeyed without any hesitation because his mind was still thoroughly stimulated and he willingly joined the women. Sarge and the three sat facing the bed and it didn’t take long before the scene turned overly dramatic.

	 

	This was the best part. Sarge sat beside Rodney and leaned close so he could hear without talking too loud. "Goodness! Look how nice they look together... your wife and my son," Sarge whispered. "My God... I think we are going to witness something truly wonderful. Don't you?"

	 

	Rodney couldn't help but feel apprehensive and far too worried to answer the man. He watched his wife's slender, sexy body rubbing up against the tall, muscular boy. Suddenly Michelle's dainty hand reached for Kato's pecker. Her fingers wrapped around the thick shaft in an attempt to push it away from her tummy, but it looked pathetic to Rodney.

	 

	It appeared Michelle pulled the boy’s pecker to the side and caressed the burning meat, which brought the biggest smile the Kato’s boyish face. “Ooohhh, honey, no,” he moaned.

	 

	Sarge was in his glory. "Hand looks small on cock... on Kato's big cock," he whispered and continued the tormenting. "Can you imagine cock inside wife? She be Kato's woman tonight... and many more nights!"

	 

	Rodney tried to think straight through the numbing drugs. He had no idea his wife had already fallen prey to the sly African who had screwed Michelle during her first night at Sarge's home. His eyes grew wider from watching Michelle wrestle with Kato and the whole drama appeared too breathtaking to miss any of the graphic struggles.

	 

	Michelle peered up at Kato with her mouth still open and the boy silenced her with a kiss. Suddenly his tongue was inside her mouth and Michelle didn't know how to combat the boy's assault. She let go of Kato's cock and put both hands on his chest, as if trying to push him away. He continued to scorch her with his cock and then he put his hands on her butt, squeezing each cheek in a determined manner.

	 

	Michelle's mind tried to get through the daze. She shook her head a few times and vowed to overcome the sudden drama of being with the naked African. All of a sudden Kato lifted her off the floor, high enough that her crotch rose above his penis and then he dropped her.

	 

	Michelle felt the teen’s pecker slip between her legs and lay along her wetness in a most threatening fashion. The cock was stiff enough to push hard against the entire length of her slit and the thought of becoming Kato’s mistress again frightened her. The burning meat spread her delicate petals, which were soaked with lubricant, and then the cock rested directly in her exposed opening.

	 

	The vast wetness coated the top portion of his cock and Kato’s heart started pounding. He felt the entire length lie along Michelle’s narrow crotch and caress all of her womanly charms. When he slowly shifted his hips back and forth, the labia separated and allowed his cock-shaft to push hard on the rosy clitoris.

	 

	Michelle knew talking to the boy was stupid and useless so she merely moaned and groaned, trying to let him know she didn’t desire his unwanted caresses. The flawed reasoning simply turned Kato on more, as he interpreted her sounds as lust for what he was doing.

	 

	Again she shook her head trying to clear her groggy mind. The solution came to her in a flash, as she summoned every ounce of courage. She deemed the teen’s pecker had to be removed from her precious pussy or she would suffer the drastic consequences. Her hand slinked downward between the bodies until she reached the joined pelvises.

	 

	Michelle grabbed the hard shaft of Kato's cock and pulled it from between her legs. She struggled and managed to turn her body sideways so that she had room to masturbate the boy's cock. Yes, Michelle decided, she would masturbate Kato and her hand moved in a true robotic fashion, up and down the lengthy shaft.

	 

	Her fingers squeezed the burning rod and pumped slowly up and down while her eyes never left the boy’s cock. Michelle was actually excited and more confident than at any time since arriving in the African city. She was determined to be a strong woman and not be overcome by Sarge’s wicked plans. If she jerked-off his son or even let the boy have sex with her, she wouldn’t be forced to succumb to any temptation, which she knew was Sarge’s ultimate demand.

	 

	Success seemed imminent and Michelle squeezed harder and pumped faster. Her eyes bulged, expecting the throbbing penis to erupt into an enormous Mount Vesuvius, but suddenly her world crumbled. Kato grabbed her hands and easily yanked them from his throbbing pecker. Then he nudged her backwards until the back of her legs hit the bed and she sat down.

	 

	Kato stood in front of her bewildered eyes and he started rubbing the wet end of his penis all over her blushing face, her chest and finally her boobs. She desperately wanted to stop the teenager, but some strange urge prevented any resistance.

	 

	When the powerfully built boy shoved her backwards, Michelle suspected what was next. She stared down her heaving chest at the teen who stood between her splayed legs, which were hanging over the edge of the bed. His massive cock was in his fist and Kato gave every indication his hunger was about to be satisfied.

	 

	Maybe it was the false sense of power from the unfamiliar sedatives, but Michelle vowed to fight. She glared straight at Kato; she was ready for the fight of her life and used all of her willpower to simply lay still. Michelle vowed to let Kato take her and ravage her body, but she would never surrender her soul.

	 

	When the teenager acted, Michelle was surprised and wondered what he was doing. Kato grabbed her legs and shoved her outstretched body until she was fully on the bed. Then he fell on top of her legs and she wondered why in hell his burning rod was pressing against her lower part of her left leg.

	 

	Tremor after tremor shot through her head, as she imagined the boy’s cock getting bigger and bigger, but she remained determined. Suddenly Kato put his hands on the insides of her thighs and pushed them farther apart. She assumed he was getting ready to mount her and her body tensed in preparation.

	 

	Michelle held her breath when the boy’s tongue lashed out and started licking her thighs. Then Kato teased the delicate area all around her opening with his tongue before licking the baby-like pelvis. Michelle was fully prepared for intercourse, but all of a sudden something was wrong. When the fingers pinched her labia and pried them wide-open, her eyes rolled back into her head before the tongue struck.

	 

	She felt utterly helpless. Her pussy lips were held apart and it was the greatest intimidation when she waited for lightning to strike. The last shred of sanity was robbed when the tongue lashed through the vast wetness. Her body jerked wildly and she didn’t know what else to do, as the sandpaper raked across her throbbing clitty.

	 

	Michelle's head rolled side to side, as she desperately looked for her husband. She had caught glimpses of shadowy figures earlier, as she heard people getting out of the tub, but it seemed her vision couldn’t focus on what was across the big room. There was still some giggling from the tub area and she also heard some whispering from the shadows against one wall.

	 

	She suspected Rodney was watching, but strangely she was unable to stop reacting to the boy's assault. When her hips trust madly towards the heavenly tongue, she felt guilty and shamed. Only moments earlier, Michelle's confidence soared thinking she could win the battle of Sarge's humiliation.

	 

	Her entire will to fight was destroyed in a heartbeat. Kato rammed his tongue to the hilt inside her opening and put his damning fingers around her flaming clitoris. The teenager rolled the delicate bud around in a speedy manner and then he yanked it out of the sheltering lips.

	 

	The last thing Michelle ever imagined she would do, she did. "Oh gawd... gawd, your tongue. It's inside me... licking my cunt," she wailed, even though she knew better. "Please... not your tongue. Please, don't eat me."

	 

	Kato's top lip curled and surrounded the throbbing clit. "No... dear gawd, no. Not that... don't use your teeth... not on my thingie," Michelle moaned, but she was unaware of what she was saying.

	 

	The combination of the earlier sedatives, the ongoing intimidation, and the sudden sexual assault was too much. "Oh my... your teeth. Nibbling my thingie and I... I can't stop. Oh gawd, no... your finger is inside... fucking my hole. Gawd, no... I'm cuuuuming!"

	 

	Kato tasted the free flowing cream and he swallowed madly, trying to drink it all. He nibbled the clitoris exactly as instructed by his father and marveled at how the goddess reacted. Sarge had been absolutely correct when he told his son what to do. "Break her will with your tongue... then fuck her with your big prick!"

	 

	The son had accomplished the first feat to perfection and it was time for number two. The honey-hole was still running; his thirst had been quenched. He quickly slithered upward until his upper body was directly over Michelle's. Kato stared down at the prettiest face etched with extreme anxiety and he shifted his hips into position.

	 

	Michelle felt the boy’s hips lifting and then the tip of his cock pressed into her wetness. She never felt so helpless, as the flared head spread her opening. Two or three inches of virile cock were inserted and suddenly she couldn’t breathe. Kato was more than ready after the rigorous cunnilingus and he rammed his cock to the hilt, spearing her cervix with one swift thrust.

	 

	Kato hit a wall and then he held steady to enjoy the immense pride of the sweetest conquest. Once again the beautiful, white goddess was his slave. He moved very slowly and with a deliberate plan to conquer every intimate emotion of Michelle’s being.

	 

	Michelle sobbed and surrendered to Sarge’s wishes. She knew he was listening and wanted her to talk, as she did during the cunnilingus. "Oh gawd... gawd it's deep... so deep. Oh no... I can feel it, inside... deep inside. Your penis... big black cock... fucking me," she moaned in almost ranting fashion.

	 

	Again her head rolled from side to side, but her vision was still impaired. Rodney's eyes filled with tears, as he watched his devoted wife surrendering her soul to the devil. Her shapely legs thrashed in the air and he knew what was happening. Kato held her legs high and he had absolute freedom to pump his manly hips up and down with a steady rhythm.

	 

	Rodney noticed that very familiar sign of his wife experiencing an orgasm, as her hips jerked crazily towards the enthusiastic teenager and then jerked again and again until they went out of control. He couldn’t see her face, but he could hear her. "Fuck me... oh gawd, fuck me harder. Put your black cock in my belly!"

	 

	Rodney almost fainted when his wife drifted through Sarge's African oasis. She had already experienced an orgasm, but yet here she was moments later in the midst of another gigantic climax. His mouth hung open and he watched the entire encounter, getting hornier by the second.

	 

	Mere hand signals and a few spoken words from Sarge were signal enough for the two women to act. He deftly shifted off the side and allowed the women to surround the saddened husband. They were determined to console Rodney’s broken spirit and the one woman wasn’t shocked when she reached down to find a hardened pecker.

	 

	Sarge had given Rodney enough African, horny goat-week to last many hours and the women knew it. The combination of tribal aphrodisiac and watching his wife’s erotic adventure was too much for any man to endure.

	 

	***

	 

	Michelle's head pounded and ached when she woke. The hangover from too much alcohol and special African medication was getting more familiar to her; yet the lingering affects still caused her head to hurt. She was alone in bed and very thankful for the respite.

	 

	Her memory drifted back to the eventful night, but the recall was hazy from drinking and eating laced fruit. What made her most hesitant was the awful recollection of spending the entire night with Sarge’s son. Tremors shot through her aching head with each detail that came back through the foggy cobwebs.

	 

	Michelle struggled to remember. Strangely things came back to her starting near the end of the evening. She recalled glancing across the bedroom and seeing her husband with two African women. At first Michelle couldn’t focus, but suddenly things became clear. Rodney was having intercourse with one woman and she couldn’t believe his stamina, as normally he was a quick shooter.

	 

	It wasn’t more than minutes later and Rodney had switched women, but not his riding style. He seemed to have an everlasting hardon and Michelle couldn’t remember him staying hard longer than a few minutes. She wasn’t thinking too straight and somehow marveled at her husband’s unexpected endurance.

	 

	Sometime during the night, Rodney left the bedroom with the two women and that was the last Michelle saw him. Then she remembered Kato. Michelle dearly wanted the memory to be a nightmare or some horrible dream, but it wasn’t. Her heartbeat increased with the realization her sexuality had been radically changed by the young African.

	 

	The recollection of experiencing numerous intercourses and each one increased in intensity, which she found amazing. Each time Kato made love to her, she couldn’t recall being touched so passionately or intimately. Her eyes shot open wide and she sat up in bed at the thought of the sexual sessions being those of love and not common sex.

	 

	Maybe it was her womanly intuition, but Michelle felt consumed by the young African. The threatening promise of becoming pregnant did not have the horrendous reaction it should have and she felt guilty. She ought to have found it daunting to imagine a married white woman giving birth to an African baby.

	 

	Her mind was still swirling when suddenly Sarge’s daughters interrupted her daydreaming. The girls rushed into the bedroom and Michelle swiftly covered her nudity with a sheet, as the girls hustled around the room gathering clothes. Then Ayira came over to the bed and motioned for Michelle to get dressed right away, as she handed some clothes to her.

	 

	“Dress... we eat. Husband, Sarge... all eat soon,” Ayira said.

	 

	It was time for breakfast and Sarge’s family considered it one meal where everyone attended because it was their custom, which got the day started properly. Michelle timidly took the clothes. “Yes, yes it is late. Hope they aren’t waiting for me,” she replied and tried to keep her nudity shielded from the girls.

	 

	She dressed and felt much better once she was fully clothed and then the girls beckoned her to follow them. They headed downstairs to the eating area, which was already bustling with activity. All of a sudden Michelle felt severe pangs of hunger and realized it had been a long time since she last ate.

	 

	Sarge and Zelda were already seated at the large table along with Rodney and Zato. It was strange how people were creatures of habit, as the two tribal women were seated beside Rodney like they had last evening, and the daughters ran around the table to their assigned seats. That left one seat for Michelle and it was the same one as last evening beside Kato and across from her husband.

	 

	Michelle was the last one standing and quickly sat down. She dearly wanted to apologize to her husband for last night, but then Rodney’s indiscretions came to mind so she didn’t say anything. She merely reached across the table and gave Rodney’s hand a loving squeeze before mouthing the words, “I love you.”

	 

	There was no time for solitude or for feeling sorry. Everyone chatted and Michelle and Rodney were included in the chitchat, which prevented them from having any personal conversation. When the meal finished, Sarge invited the couple into his study. His request was extremely convincing and his voice left no doubt about it being a command so the couple obey.

	 

	Sarge's meeting with the couple lasted over an hour and in that time he outlined exactly what the future held for Michelle and Rodney. He informed them that Michelle would remain a welcomed guest in his home and they both shuddered at the disclosure. "Wife stay with my family. She stay when you go to international committee... turn in report. She happy here."

	 

	The bold statement sent shivers through Rodney, as he imagined Michelle spending more time with Sarge and his family. Then Sarge took great effort and time to outline the kind of election report Rodney would hand into the international committee. He detailed what would be in the submission and said Rodney would be on a flight out of the country first thing tomorrow morning.

	 

	Sarge was very specific. “You travel alone. Take report to committee. Hand in and give them assurance that election was perfect... no illegal things happen,” he stated and handed Rodney his plane tickets. “Also, tell committee you have new job... work here in my country.”

	 

	Rodney was shocked. “What? Tell them I’m going to work here?” he asked.

	 

	“Yes! Tell them you will work in country... you accept job with our government,” Sarge said.

	 

	“But I can’t. I have to... we have to return to the States,” he replied. Rodney stuttered and stammered, but nothing constructive came out of his mouth. He looked at the overbearing security officer with an envious regard for the man's shrewd manipulation.

	 

	Sarge had obviously pulled strings and secured a job for him, ensuring he and Michelle would remain in the country. There didn’t seem to be anything he could do because Rodney didn’t want his life ruined or his reputation destroy by the cunning man. He got sick with worry after Sarge telling him he would be separated from his wife again.

	 

	Rodney contemplated Michelle being forced to remain in Sarge’s home. He realized she was strictly controlled and her every move was planned by the man or one of his henchmen. Rodney could see no way out. He would fly to Geneva and be there for days, which would leave Michelle alone in the foreign country.

	 

	Rodney glanced at his tickets and noticed the return date was exactly one week away. When he thought about the timing and the drastic implications of Michelle being forced to live in the same house as Sarge’s son, Rodney wanted to die. His darling wife would almost assuredly be pregnant before his return. He was well aware of Sarge’s wish for his young son to impregnate Michelle and it would likely come true, if it hadn’t already.

	 

	As the meeting was winding up, Rodney’s head filled with visions of what happened last night. He looked at the big grin on Sarge’s face and instantly knew the man was gloating over his great accomplishments during the fateful hot tub party. By the time Michelle and Kato wound up in bed, the powerful sedatives had worn off enough to give Rodney a good realization of what happened.

	 

	The night would forever be the most dramatic and climatic he had ever witnessed or gone through. A woman experiencing multiply orgasms was a fallacy Rodney didn’t believed, but that was before last night. He witnessed his wife with Sarge’s son and Rodney swore Michelle climaxed every time Kato fucked her.

	 

	Michelle's words still echoed in his head. She begged the boy to fill her belly with his black seed and then Rodney heard her utter the most heart-stopping request. Michelle begged the African boy to make her pregnant! Rodney would never forget her words and he managed to take some comfort knowing the African drugs most likely affected a sane person's mind in strange ways.

	 

	The daydream ended when Sarge ushered him to the door. “Car take you to hotel. You write election report... have ready for morning and then you fly to Geneva,” Sarge said, as he motioned for Rodney to leave.

	 

	The door opened and he was pushed. Rodney turned and glanced across the room at his wife who had the saddest expression on her face. He had time to blow her a kiss and wave goodbye, as a uniformed soldier ushered him to the waiting limo.

	 

	***

	 

	Sarge was evil and planned humiliating the American actress to the extreme. He schemed from the first moment he saw Marie Kelly enter airport security. Sarge had encountered numerous foreign women and many who were celebrities, over the years. He even managed to execute devilish schemes to gain control over some of the white women, but his schemes seemed to get more and more daring.

	 

	After he became head of airport security, Sarge started with visiting white women who he found attractive and sexy. When he first saw Michelle walk into his airport security, he vowed to use whatever means possible, including blackmail, to attain complete control over the sexiest white woman. Then he encountered the famous American actress who found African customs and traditions to be inhuman and humiliating, especially towards women and children.

	 

	Sarge considered his leaving Michelle all alone in his familiar African village as the most unscrupulous plan ever. Seeing the Tribal Butterfly tattooed on the woman's chest made him the happiest man. His devious plan to keep Michelle in his country was progressing flawlessly. At first Sarge doubted he would be successful, but now he saw Michelle's total acceptance of his African culture, which made him happy.

	 

	Probably the most unexpected turn of events happened when his niece told him her deepest secret. Thema explained her most intimate feelings for Michelle and told her uncle that she would be the happiest woman if the white woman remained in the country. Sarge felt confident he could make Thema's wish come true and he marveled at his brilliant ingenuity, as success appeared imminent.

	 

	Suddenly there was a new conquest on the horizon. A broad smile covered his face the day Marie Kelly walked up to the airport’s screening detector. Luckily it was one of those times when Sarge was not busy and he was merely lounging around airport security looking for something to do.

	 

	The actress had that superior, 'I am better than you,' look when she entered the airport and it spurred Sarge to action. He quickly whispered directions to his trusted comrade, Emu, and the two men took over security measures of new arrivals.

	 

	Sarge quickly grabbed the metal-detector wand out of a guard's hand and used it himself. He waved the wand and made sure it beeped whenever he passed it over Marie's torso. All of a sudden Emu, who was running the x-ray conveyor belt, let out a few excited statements and pointed animatedly at the security screen.

	 

	All of the security guards appeared overly concerned, as Sarge peaked around the machine and noticed the obvious x-ray images of contraband on the monitor screen. The puzzled look on his face was priceless when he looked at the pictures of small plastic bags in one of the actress's suitcases.

	 

	Sarge grabbed the stunned Marie Kelly by the arm and sternly guided her around the conveyor belt to the first convenient, interrogation room. He roughly pushed her into the room and waited for his guards to bring in all of her luggage.

	 

	Emu and another guard marched into the room and set the suitcases on the desk, opening them for inspection. Sarge slammed the door and he slowly ventured across the room to the desk. He turned to face the beautiful woman and seemed to wait forever, as he glared into her bewildered eyes.

	 

	Marie Kelly was too surprised to even say a word and she didn't know what was going on. Sarge merely stared at her and then glanced at the suitcases. She was too shocked to be afraid and stood motionless, waiting for Sarge to say something.

	 

	Sarge glared at the actress with the meanest expression on his rugged face. "It very bad... smuggle drugs into country is big crime," he said. "Some people think they get away with anything. Think our small, African country not catch. Sometimes celebrities try anything."

	 

	"I... I don't know what's going on. Whatever is in my suitcase... well it's not mine," she stuttered, pointing at the tampered suitcase. "Those plastic bags are not mine!"

	 

	Sarge watched the woman fidget and squirm, as she stood by the doorway. "Please... sit. Please, be comfortable and sit down," he said, waving his hand at the only chair in front of the desk. "I'm sure it's all a mistake... but we'll check luggage to be sure."

	 

	Marie Kelly suddenly found her courage and became furious. It was all she could do to hold her temper and she wanted to scream at the odious man. Somehow she resisted the temptation to call Sarge every dirty name in the book. "No. I would never do that... smuggle drugs, sir," she said, cringing when using the obvious accolade. "Someone must have planted them... in there. Whatever that is... well, it's not mine!"

	 

	Sarge felt powerful and in control. "I'm sure your luggage is okay... but I'll just go through it to make sure," he said. "You wouldn't try to smuggle drugs into my country... would you?"

	 

	Marie Kelly slowly walked across the room on unsteady legs. She sat down just as Sarge began taking everything out of her suitcases. When he got to her vanity case, he rummaged through it until he found what he wanted. "This drugs... some kind of drugs?" He held up a container of birth control pills and waved it at her.

	 

	"No... oh, no. Those are birth control pills... so I don't get pregnant," she said. She almost fainted when Sarge threw them on the floor and utterly flattened the case and every pill with his big army boot. Marie Kelly stared at the crushed pills, which were now powder.

	 

	"I make sure... destroy pills just in case they drugs. You married?" he asked.

	 

	Marie would never understand why she blushed, but her face turned a brilliant red. "No. I'm not married. They are... well I have a boyfriend and I don't want to get pregnant," she stammered, trying to explain how Western society condones sexual activity at times. Marie didn't really dread the thought of not having pills and she had no plans to have sex with anyone, as her boyfriend was not on the African safari.

	 

	Sarge had accomplished what he wanted for now. He closed and secured her suitcases and waved his hand at the plastic bags that had been removed. "I hear some actors and actresses try smuggle drugs. I forget about it... for now," he said. "I'm sure someone planted drugs. You free to go. In fact... I'll put you up at our best hotel. Consider it a gift for embarrassment of search. Please accept our hospitality at the best hotel in the city."

	 

	Marie Kelly thought she had won. All of a sudden the security officer apologized and she felt totally vindicated. When Sarge opened the door of the interrogation room, an angry manager immediately confronted him. Marie Kelly's manager waved his arms and spoke much louder than need be to Sarge who was obviously the officer in-charge.

	 

	The man chastised Sarge and the actress watched her illustrious manager tearing a strip off the airport security officer. For some strange reason she didn't think Sarge was really scared. His face was etched with a smirk and he kept glancing in her direction, as if to say, 'we'll meet again... soon.'

	 

	There was something eerie about Sarge and Marie Kelly felt a shiver shot up her backbone, with the thought of what might happen if he ever got her alone. Then Marie quickly shrugged off the impossible encounter, thinking she was far too witty to ever be caught off guard by some African soldier.

	 

	There were small lingering doubts still left in her mind, as her entourage left the airport. Marie wondered why Sarge had somehow blamed her for bringing drugs into the country. The thought that Sarge only conceded to give them complimentary hotel rooms because he had something else planned was totally preposterous to her.

	 

	The man’s most confident grin wouldn’t go away and she was a little skeptical he might try something else. Another disturbing aspect was how Sarge undressed her with his dark, mysterious eyes, but Marie quickly shrugged it off to male hormones and an African fetish for white women.

	 

	***

	 

	Sarge had the utmost respect and admiration for Michelle, but none for Marie Kelly. She was white meat available for his African pleasures and he planned getting into her famous panties. By the time word of the actress being kidnapped got into the international newspapers, she would be royally screwed, blued and literally tattooed. The thought of tattooing the seductive actress made Sarge shudder with anticipation.

	 

	He thought about having a scaring ritual for the actress. The one for Michelle had turned out perfect in many ways. First the tattoo symbolized a woman's femininity and sensuality. Everyone in the tribe considered the artistry a beautification of a woman's body and only the African Rose was more cherished than the African Butterfly. Also Sarge's tribe accepted the beautiful Michelle, as a member of the tribe even though she was white.

	 

	Sarge decided the perfect symbol for Marie Kelly was the Epa. His tribe considered the drawing to be handcuffs and it stood for law, justice and most importantly, slavery and captivity. The symbol was a fairly simple design, which consisted of two interlocking diamonds, and Sarge contemplated having them carved onto the actress's chest. Although the slavery concept represented an African tribe being out of slavery, Sarge's mind considered the symbol as one of putting someone into captivity.

	 

	He had no intention of collecting a ransom for the woman's freedom; he merely planned using a kidnapping as a ruse to get complete control over the actress. Sarge's eyes stared into the bright sunshine. He had to blink many times because of the dry, hot air and his heart rate increased, as the time for his planned rebel attack neared.

	 

	Some of his security guards were dressed in vagabond uniforms to resemble a mysterious band of rebels and he planned using the charade to abduct the beautiful Marie Kelly. All of the soldiers wore cloth over their nose and mouth to hide their identity, which made them appear even more like rebels.

	 

	The actress was on her way with her entourage to visit remote African villages in hopes of giving donations to improve living conditions for the villagers. Marie Kelly was completely unaware that she was the target of Sarge's devious kidnapping, as her two vehicles drove across the arid wasteland.

	 

	The first vehicle carried three security men hired by the actress to escort her and her group on the safari. Marie, her male manager and two female assistants were in the second limo with a driver and another security guard.

	 

	All of a sudden several army jeeps forced the lead limousine to stop. Many rebel soldiers put on the show of a lifetime. Mosi carried a machine gun and boldly walked up to the driver's door of the limo. He quickly pulled the door open and grabbed the familiar, African driver out of the car.

	 

	As pre-arranged by Sarge, the driver quickly disappeared across the barren countryside until he was out of sight. Waiting for him was an air-conditioned car, which was going to return him to the city along with a couple of the other African security guides.

	 

	Marie Kelly was in the backseat of the second limo and watched in complete horror when their cars were stopped. When the driver was suddenly yanked out of the first car and ordered to leave, she was left speechless.

	 

	She glanced out the side windows to see several uniformed men surrounding both vehicles. Most had weapons and being unarmed left all the visitors with a feeling of vulnerability. It all looked so real because of the rebel outfits plus the masks on their faces.

	 

	Nothing in any brochure or travel package ever mentioned any rebel activity in the country. Marie huddled against her manager, hoping it was all a bad dream. Suddenly both backdoors of the limo opened and the obvious leader of the rebels shouted orders for her to get out of the car.

	 

	Marie refused to move and then her manager decided to take things into his own hands. He quickly shuffled out of the car and started yelling at Mosi. In the flash of an eye, the manager was knocked cold. One of Mosi's men blindsided the manager and he hit him with the butt of his gun. The man's lifeless body hit the sand and everyone else presumed the rebels meant business.

	 

	Mosi held out his hand, as he invited the sexy actress out of the limo. At first Marie Kelly refused to take his hand, but something in the audacious stare of his dark eyes made her move. Not seeing his face and not knowing who he was made the event more demoralizing to her. Marie took Mosi's big hand and slowly got out of the car to stand before the large man like a frail little girl.

	 

	It happened so fast that Marie didn't have a chance to struggle. Her arms were pinned and tied, rendering her almost helpless. Then Mosi wrapped tape around her head and made sure her eyes were completely covered. "Oh god... god no. Please, please don't do this," she begged. "Dear lord... I'll give you money. Any amount... just let me go."

	 

	Mosi wasn't finished with his agenda. He walked back to the limo so he could speak to the others. The two assistants with the actress were not about to volunteer to fight for their boss's safety. Mosi leaned into the car and gave directions in a clear precise voice. "We are Sudani rebels. We hold woman for money... ransom," he said, handing a folded piece of paper to one of the women.

	 

	“Yes, yes, yes,” she mumbled, as she took the note.

	 

	"Drive back to city... take hopeless piece of shit with you. That note will explain everything... everything you need to know about kidnapping,” Mosi said, as he waved his hand at the unconscious manager.

	 

	Then Mosi walked over to the manager and easily lifted his lifeless body off the desert floor. The man did stir when he was moved, but did nothing to assist Mosi, as the big man tossed him into the limo. He landed on the floor at the women's feet and neither woman offered to help the man. The driver immediately put the car into drive and sped away, as fast as possible.

	 

	***

	 

	Marie's entire body shook in fear and she had never been so scared. Her dark world was scary and she couldn't remember a time when she feared more for her life. The long, hot drive across the desert had lasted forever, but suddenly the vehicle came to a screeching stop. Dust filled the air and she had to cough a few times trying to catch her breath, as her tongue rolled around her lips.

	 

	One of the rebels opened the jeep door and roughly yanked her to her feet. The man swiftly cut off the tape and removed the blindfold and she had to blink several times because of the sudden intense sunlight. “You in rebel village,” Mosi whispered. “We wait for your people to send ransom.”

	 

	Marie Kelly glanced across a large square and noticed a black limousine preparing to leave the village. The limo slowly drove by and she was positive there was a white woman in the backseat, but it was dark inside the car so it was hard to tell.

	 

	Mosi purposely held his prisoner on display, as the limo departed in a trail of dust. When the car was out of sight, he quickly replaced the blindfold and wrapped a fresh band of tape around Marie’s head. Then he grabbed one arm and his comrade grabbed the other and the two practically carried the twisting woman to a designed building.

	 

	Marie was instantly bound in a chair and her world felt small and very restrictive. She wasn’t sure how long she sat there, but it seemed like an eternity. The rebels obviously left because it was deathly quiet and then she heard footsteps walking around her. When the hot breath washed across her flushed cheek, Marie thought she would die. "Are you afraid?"

	 

	She heard the man's voice and wasn't going to answer until she felt a sharp jab in the ribs. "Yes... oh dear, yes. Oh please... don't hurt me," she pleaded. "I'll give you anything... money... any amount of money. I’ll give you money."

	 

	Marie Kelly sobbed yet tried hard to control her emotions so that she wouldn't break out crying. She let out gasps of horror, as her sheer blouse was slowly unbuttoned. Marie felt rough fingers brush against her burning skin until every button was undone and the front was pushed to the sides. She could only imagine what it looked like and wondered how many people were in the room.

	 

	It was extremely hot and dry and Marie felt sweat covering her entire body. The tape was so tightly stuck around her eyes and head that it was beginning to hurt. She never imagined darkness could give her such a helpless feeling, as she couldn't see even the slightest ray of light. Suddenly she felt the ties around her wrists being cut away and then her arms were free.

	 

	Marie thought about fighting and putting up a determined struggle. Then she realized that being off in an unknown desert all by herself, without anyone around to help, was far too imposing. She shivered when daring fingers slowly traced an outline all around her expensive, lacy brassiere. The fingers paused at the top of her bra and purposely waited for her to utter a few whimpers of anguish.

	 

	All of a sudden the lacy cup was pulled away from her chest and Marie knew someone was looking down at her exposed breast. Her reaction of pulling backwards merely enabled Mosi to see more of Marie's adorable titty. Her boobs were quite big for her slender frame and he imagined them to be about a 34C, maybe a 36 he thought.

	 

	When the desert air hit her nipple, she knew the bud was fully exposed to hungry eyes, which sent a tremor of helplessness through her throbbing head. Abruptly the thin strip of fabric between the cups was grabbed and stretched. In a flash, the bra was ripped and the cups were left dangling in her armpits.

	 

	The temperature was high and the heat was enormous yet she still shivered when her clothes were stripped from her chest. Marie found it strange that her hearing was suddenly more acute than ever. She could hear heavy breathing to her left; then heavier panting to her right before the man in front of her spoke. "My men say tits are beautiful. They want to feel them," Mosi whispered, sending more tremors through her body.

	 

	“Aaaahhhh, please let me go,” Marie pleaded.

	 

	"Is it okay if they touch... fell your gorgeous tits?" Mosi had to admit that the actress had luscious tits. They were big with large rounded areolas, which were a very light brownish color. There was only the slightest sag and Mosi marveled how her seductive tits sort of made him drool.

	 

	The small nipples were centerpieces that made her boobs overly succulent. He imagined putting a nipple in his mouth and sucking the bud until it stood hard and proud. It was easy to see why Marie Kelly was considered an actress with much sex appeal and Mosi vowed to watch one of her movies someday.

	 

	He noticed Marie licking her lips, trying to make them moist. Mosi didn’t expect her to answer his questions so he grabbed a cup full of special drink and put it to her lips. "Drink! Drink something to quench thirst. It is hot today... a person gets thirsty."

	 

	Marie Kelly swallowed, as fast as she could, but still plenty of liquid ran out the corners of her mouth. Mosi loved the effect of the fluid running down her chin and flowing down across her abundant breasts, coating them with glistening juice. He made sure she drank the entire glass and in no time Mosi noticed her serious, dire complexion start to change.

	 

	She no longer looked afraid although her breathing remained rapid and fairly ragged. Her face appeared severely flushed, as Mosi put his lips at her ear. "Men admire gorgeous tits. My soldiers think tits beautiful... luscious and sexy. Okay if men feel tits?"

	 

	It wasn't more than minutes earlier that she steadfastly refused to accept the man's fondling. All of a sudden she consented to the fact of getting groped, as the only way out of the dire situation. Marie reasoned she would be set free if she allowed the mysterious soldier and his men to feel her nudity.

	 

	She flinched when a big hand touched her. Mosi put his fingers on her shoulder and kept them there for what seemed like forever. Then he started running the tip of his forefinger all over the flawless flesh until it reached her raised boob.

	 

	Marie Kelly felt the man trace a circular pattern around her breast and then he swiftly seized the hardened pebble. His fingers surrounded her nipple and squeezed lightly at first. She moaned praying he would stop, but then he squeezed harder. Her hands came up to stop the fondling, but she quickly learned a lesson.

	 

	Mosi slapped the hands away and then he jerked Marie’s head to the side with a swift slap on the cheek. His fingers returned to the swollen nipples and he squeezed as hard as he could. "Owie... owieeeee. Oh gawd, it hurts... please don't hurt me," she pleaded, but her hands remained obediently at her sides.

	 

	When the cup touched her lips, she willingly drank. One of Mosi’s men grabbed her head and tilted it back, letting the liquid flow down her throat. Marie gulped desperately and tried to prevent choking on the abundant drink, which actually tasted sweet and a little spicy. She vowed to do anything to make them happy so they wouldn’t hurt her.

	 

	Mosi wasn’t satisfied until she drained the cup and then he immediately ordered his comrade to give her another cup full. As soon as Marie drank it all, Mosi put his lips next to her ear. "I hear you famous actress... an American actress,” he said.

	 

	“Yes, yes,” Marie replied, hoping her fame would save her.

	 

	“I want to see how good you really are. You do some acting for me," he whispered.

	 

	“Yes, yes.”

	 

	"If you finger yourself... masturbate, then I not fuck pretty white ass. I might let you go... not let every man in room fuck sexy white pussy.”

	 

	Marie Kelly had to shake her head because the demands were far too horrible to even imagine and the sedatives were making her confused. Her mind swirled over the dilemma, as she tried to think of a way out, but there didn’t seem to be any. She was all alone; she was a prisoner to some African rebels and for all she knew, they might seriously hurt her if she didn’t do what they demanded.

	 

	She thought of offering the rebels money again, but obviously they weren’t interested and she deemed they were only after sex. Marie Kelly made a firm decision to do it. She vowed to obey the shameful demand and hoped it would save her from further turmoil. A shudder rocked her body and then her right hand rotated to the front of her body.

	 

	The room got deathly silent, as Marie placed the palm of her dainty hand on her flat tummy. She felt her stomach heaving in and out and knew extreme panic would overtake her if she didn’t act fast. It was decision time. Her fingers slithered downward and beneath the waistband of her designer jeans.

	 

	The pants were tight and she had to suck in her stomach to get her hand lower. She jumped when the gruff voice sounded. "Show men white pussy... show pussy, or else!"

	 

	Marie wasn’t sure what to do, but there was no indecision in Mosi. He yanked her arm to the side and then unfastened the snap and unzipped the zipper, leaving the front gaping open. “Stand-up! Stand-up... I can take off pants,” he whispered, giving her the sickest feeling.

	 

	She was petrified. Mosi grabbed her by the shoulders and jerked her to her feet. “You stand. Stand-up and we strip.”

	 

	Marie was on her feet and her legs almost gave way. Her hands were at her waist, valiantly trying to prevent the man from stripping her jeans, but her attempts proved fruitless. The strong hands pushed her pants down until they were in a ball at her feet. Marie felt the sudden air surround her virtual nudity and her heart started to race.

	 

	Mosi and his comrades stared at the gorgeous actress, each moving so they could see her from every angle. Marie Kelly's thong was the only garment remaining and it only added to her allure. The skimpy material was misadjusted and Mosi loved the way the thong disappeared into certain crevices.

	 

	The men ogled Marie Kelly from behind and noticed the strip of material was fully buried between the seductive ass-cheeks. Mosi rotated around her shivering body and he adored the blatant camel-toe in front. Marie was well aware of the narrow strip of panty being lodged into her soaked pussy-lips and she desperately wanted to correct the garment, but she knew it would only add to her embarrassment if she moved.

	 

	All of a sudden the hottest breath washed across her cheek. "You actress? Then you show men... act for them," he whispered. "You masturbate... do it and we not hurt you. You act now, or else!"

	 

	The large amount of African aphrodisiac forced down her throat was raging through her entire body. Marie Kelly knew better, but strangely her customary reasoning was flawed. Suddenly Mosi pushed her back into the chair and she sat down with a thump. His lips never left her ear. "Do it... masturbate like actress!"

	 

	Her fingers slithered into the sheer panties until her forefinger covered the thin strip of short, black hair. Marie Kelly cursed the fact that she had recently waxed her pussy area, leaving merely an inch-wide strip of stubble above her precious opening. She let out whimpers when the tip of her finger touched her wetness. Then she put the length of her finger directly over the narrow slit, as if waiting for an intervention.

	 

	"Do it! Masturbate and it might save you. I might not fuck pretty white ass if you masturbate," Mosi whispered, as he licked her ear in taunting fashion. "Have you ever been fucked by a big... black... cock?"

	 

	Her finger slipped into the wetness so fast and the speed amazed her. Her hand held the thong high and instantly her fingers surrounded the puffy gem. Suddenly everything was like any of her regular masturbation sessions. She pinched the clit just hard enough to keep it securely between her fingertips and then she rolled the bud around vigorously.

	 

	Marie Kelly could hear the squishy juices being swirled about yet she didn't stop. A swift spasm shot through her loins and Marie knew there would be more... many more. She spread her legs a little wider, which allowed for a better grip on her clitoris, and her hand was a blur. Her mind was made up! This was the only way to save herself so she would masturbate and succumb to the immense humiliation in front of her captors.

	 

	Mosi relished her rising emotions and he knew it wouldn’t be long before she climaxed. He literally poured more of his secret potion down her throat and let it spill all over her bare chest. Mosi smiled with the realization nobody could drink this much and not have their abilities to think straight severely impaired.

	 

	The shapely hips jerked randomly and Mosi knew her orgasm was very near. With lightning speed, he slapped her vibrating hand away. The sudden shock was profound and Marie Kelly wondered what was wrong? She couldn’t see, but she felt the demanding man shuffle in front of her and put his legs on either side of hers.

	 

	Then it happened! Mosi grabbed her right hand in his and moved them to his hard, pulsating rod, which was mere inches from her face. Her elegant hand felt terrific and he forced Marie to wrap her fingers around his cock. "Feel it? Feel big... black... cock. Cuz it's goin' to be inside your belly," Mosi whispered, sending waves of despair through her entire body.

	 

	"Oh god... no. No... dear lord, no," Kelly moaned, as her heart rate increased dramatically. "But you said... you said..."

	 

	"Feel it, honey. I'm goin' to fuck you... stick my black cock into your do-gooder cunt," Mosi said and laughed out loud.

	 

	Kelly felt doom wash over her. She couldn't get the thick meat out of her hand and Mosi kept moving his hips so that his cock was even more threatening. Then he pulled Marie Kelly to her feet and with one swift jerk, Mosi literally ripped the useless panties from her body.

	 

	He carefully cut the tape so the blindfold could be easily removed and suddenly the actress saw the black demon, which had scorched her hand. Marie Kelly passed out and she never knew if it was from fear or from all of the drinks she consumed.

	 

	***

	 

	Marie Kelly was afraid to open her eyes. Her temples throbbed madly and a dreadful headache made it impossible to think straight. Her memory was vague. Marie reasoned that she must have passed out, as the last tangible recollection was of having the African's cock in her hand.

	 

	It would take time for the bits and pieces of many lost hours to slowly float through her distraught mind. Every time she struggled or attempted to stop what was happening during the night, someone poured more sedative down her throat. She had been in a classic stupor and although she knew what was going on around her, there was nothing she could do about it.

	 

	The blindfold had been removed, but she was still blind. She vaguely recalled the big, strong rebel forcing her to masturbate. Then he led her to a bed where things happened that were drastic and emotional. The night was the most traumatic of her life yet she would not recollect anything more than occasional glimpses of what really happened.

	 

	Marie Kelly had not been aware of movie cameras setup and recording every detail. Sarge instructed Mosi on what to do and exactly what he wanted, in an effort to ensure the actress became his devoted servant. The evidence would definitely shock her and anyone else who viewed the numerous scenes of interracial sex. The only way Marie Kelly would be aware that she had been a tribal sex-toy for masculine warriors would be to watch the recorded movies herself.

	 

	Ironically the actress performed the most uninhibited performance of her life yet most viewers would never be aware that she had been drugged. There were times she appeared like a rag doll; yet someone watching the sexy white woman ravaged and screwed by natives would easily miss the fact. The recorded evidence would forever detail how Mosi, Zuberi and other males of the tribe sexually used her naked body.

	 

	Her eyes fluttered, as fleeting images of the previous night flashed through her head. First there were rugged, tattooed warriors with one after another between her legs, filling her with their virile seed. Then images she didn't understand floated in her brain. There seemed to be teenagers, many young warriors enjoying sexual favors for the first time. Marie Kelly shook her head trying to get rid of the debasing seduction.

	 

	Waking up proved harder than usual. Marie Kelly tried to move, but every muscle was stiff and sore. She wiped her hand up and down her sweaty torso and her body seemed to be covered with mysterious sticky remnants. Her legs and pelvis ached and she suspected the worst. Her drug-sedated mind was oblivious to how many times she had intercourse.

	 

	All of a sudden one particular incident shattered her already broken confidence. One of the young warriors brought his dog into the abode and he threatened to force her to have sex with his dog. Marie Kelly remembered crying loudly and begging for mercy, which must have helped. The dog was taken away, but she was still forced to have sex with another warrior or two.

	 

	Suddenly she needed more sleep. Her eyelids grew too heavy to remain open and Marie Kelly fell asleep with the sun high in the sky. It was in the middle of the hottest time of day and she nonchalantly threw the blankets off, as it was too hot for any covers.

	 

	***

	 

	Marie Kelly's manager was in the hotel room with the two assistants, waiting to hear from the rebels. They had returned to the hotel after the scary rebel attack and were met by the familiar airport security officer. The manager showed Sarge the ransom note and he mentioned the fact that it would be impossible to pay the demanded five million American dollars.

	 

	The note went on to stress that no mention of the kidnapping should be put out to the international media, or else there would be dire consequences. The threat only put ominous possibilities in the manager's mind and he instantly assumed the rebels would physically harm the actress if they didn't obey.

	 

	Sarge quickly dispelled the assumption the actress was in immediate danger from the rebels, telling the group that he would assure Marie Kelly's release. He told them that the attack was merely random and rebels in his country had never physically harmed any hostage in the past. He reassured them that he would secure Marie Kelly’s freedom within a few days and that they had nothing to worry about.

	 

	The security officer made them believe he was the good guy to which they all thanked him for his loyal service. His devious smile went unnoticed by the group and they never suspected Sarge was behind the planned kidnapping, as they confided in him.

	 

	The manager rubbed the back of his head, but he felt much better after talking with Sarge. He was thankful that it was only a bump on the head he received from the kidnappers and not something much worse. Then he imagined what Marie Kelly was experiencing at that very moment and he shivered thinking of the beautiful actress being held hostage by some vagabond savages.

	 

	Despite Sarge’s assurances that nothing drastic or serious would happen to the actress, the manager still had some lingering doubts. Shortly after Sarge departed, there was a sudden knock on the door, which made all three jump with anticipation. A hotel porter was standing at the door and he presented a diskette, which contained a nondescript DVD.

	 

	"This come for you. Man say not show anyone... not show Sarge or anyone. He warn... if you show disk to anyone... man say they harm actress," the porter said, as he waved the DVD in the air. Then to ensure the manager understood, he reiterated. "Remember! Not show anyone... or else!"

	 

	The manager was furious, but then reasoned that there was absolutely nothing he could do without compromising Marie Kelly's delicate situation. He took the DVD and immediately shut the door when the porter walked away at a fast, steady pace.

	 

	The temptation was great to see what was on the DVD and he quickly popped the disk into the hotel's player. The manager expected to see the rebel's ransom demands for Marie Kelly's safe release and he hushed the two female assistants, as the screen came alive.

	 

	A person could hear a pin drop when the scenes of interracial sex scrolled across the screen. The three stared in disbelief when the famous actress performed perverted sexual acts, as she was not the type of person to condone such behavior. Suddenly the grown woman appeared to be having intercourse with a teenager.

	 

	Although the eighteen year old appeared young, there was nothing immature about the ‘slong’ between his legs. His pecker was man-sized and the teen knew exactly what to do with it, as he turned the mature woman into a sex-toy.

	 

	What made the movie the biggest shocker to all of Marie Kelly's staff was her apparent earth-shaking orgasm. Her arms were wrapped tightly around the teen and her hips thrashed out of control. The movie depicted the boy’s cock sliding in and out of her maidenly white pussy and Marie’s hips matched every one of the teen’s thrusts.

	 

	The three onlookers could tell the woman was experiencing an orgasm while the teenager was preparing for one. Suddenly the boy's hips thrust downward so hard they pounded the woman's ass into the wooden bed. Marie Kelly appeared even more desperate, as she clung to the boy by digging her fingers into his bareback.

	 

	When sound came out of the television, they all gasped. "Screw me you black bastard. Fuck me... make me your white bitch," came over the speakers and everyone stopped breathing.

	 

	A second boy appeared out of the shadows and it was more than obvious what he had in mind. His cock was fully erect and it stood menacing out in front of his slender hips. The young warrior had his fist around the long shaft and he pointed it at the adorable woman. When the first boy dismounted, it was time for number two.

	 

	The woman's arms remained outstretched and seemed to welcome the next intruder. Marie Kelly immediately wrapped her arms around the boy's shoulders and he had enough sense to ram his hard cock at her crotch. Everyone's eyes opened wide when the head of the boy's pecker disappeared into the pearly white shell. With one powerful thrust, the boy embedded his ramrod to the hilt and the woman let out a loud whoosh, as the thrust knocked the wind out of her.

	 

	The boy started humping the woman on the screen without one bit of resistance or struggle from her. It seemed that Marie Kelly's entire goal was to please the boy so her hips kept rotating and thrashing, which he seemed to enjoy. Then his big hands grabbed her velvety, white hips and yanked with all his might. This embedded his cock even more and the sound of a moaning woman became very evident to the stunned viewers.

	 

	None of Marie Kelly's staff could believe what they were watching. They could only imagine what drastic circumstances must have transpired to make the adorable actress act so uncontrollably. The movie had been skillfully edited and the sequence of events that night was totally irrelevant.

	 

	Starting with the illicit encounters with the young, tribal warriors was Sarge’s idea. By this time the African aphrodisiac fully controlled Marie Kelly's mind and she was willing to do almost anything. The powerful goat weed was something his tribe used for centuries and Sarge was utterly amazed at what happened when a woman took the aphrodisiac.

	 

	The editing was perfect. The second teenager finished filling the spectacular woman with his seedy cum and another boy hovered nearby, ready for his turn. Then the boys switched positions and the writhering woman’s arms remained welcoming and receptive to another sexual affair.

	 

	This boy wiped the end of his stiff cock clean by rubbing the head all over the seductive, white titties and everyone could see the glistening pre-cum left on every part of the actress’s boobs. He slapped both boobies with his cock and it brought a loud moaning sound from the sedated woman, which only seemed to be powerfully captivating.

	 

	Marie Kelly seemed to push her chest at the boy and even though her eyes remained closed, the woman's face was etched with what looked like pure ecstasy. Abruptly the boy shifted his tall, slender body so that he was prone over Marie Kelly's outstretched torso. Everyone's eyes were mesmeric, as they watched the boy rub the flared head of his cock up and down through the vast wetness until he needed more.

	 

	All the onlookers acted like it was happening to them when the head of the boy's cock spread the swollen labia and entered the honey-pit. No one dared blink and their hearts beat like crazy when they witnessed the cock slide slowly into the hole, an inch at a time.

	 

	Everyone's breathing grew ragged, as the entire cock disappeared and the boy's hips held absolutely still for a brief moment. It was obvious he relished the sudden volcanic heat and was waiting for the overwhelming temperature to subside before he could pump up and down.

	 

	"Holy shit, holy cow... I think she's having another orgasm. My lord, she's cumming again... look at her hips," one of Marie Kelly's assistants whispered. "Oh my god... look at her. Her legs are wrapped around the boy and she's... oh fuck, she's having another one."

	 

	Suddenly everyone found their voice. "Did you see the size of that boy... my gawd, he'd kill me with that thing," the second woman whispered.

	 

	"But you saw how they poured that stuff down her... made her drink all that crap. Those fucking drugs must be powerful shit,” the manager said.

	 

	"Yeah, now that I watch her... watch her eyes. They aren't open and she must be in some kind of trance," the first assistant said.

	 

	"I'm sure she had no idea of what is happening... of how she was fucking every boy in the tribe."

	 

	Then the manager spoke up. "Shit! She's fucking the third one and look. There must be five more lined up," he said, as his voice sounded raspy and broken. "Every one of those boys is going to fuck her... make her the tribal slut!"

	 

	***

	 

	The manager's forecast came true. The movie played and not one of the spectators wanted to push the stop button on the DVD player. The manager had never seen a woman, any woman, climax so many times. He had heard of a woman experiencing multiple orgasms, but never believe it could happen.

	 

	Somehow the shocked viewers found the fact Marie Kelly had been enticed with a powerful aphrodisiac to be irrelevant. They watched with their mouths’ agape, as the illustrious actress seemed to be the tribal slut for every young warrior in the village.

	 

	If watching all the sexual encounters between the actress and each boy was not traumatic enough, the DVD contained a lot more. Suddenly Marie Kelly was sitting in a chair and to the amazement of every viewer, she was masturbating. Once again the editing was perfect and it didn’t matter if the scene was first, last or in-between during a long, eventful orgy.

	 

	There was a cloth blindfold over her eyes, but it didn’t last very long. A tall muscular, black man moved in front of the actress and he slapped her hand away from her crotch. Then he shoved his cock into her hand and promptly cut off the restrictive blindfold, bringing her tearstained face into view.

	 

	The movie viewers were oblivious to the sequence of events, as they watched the prelude to what really happened during the first gangbang of Marie’s capture. They stared at the presumed rebel whose body was naked and covered with colorful paint. The black warrior quickly ripped the skimpy thong off of the sobbing actress and then he led her across the room to a makeshift bed.

	 

	The three huddled around the television and had no doubt what would happen next. They had all watched porno movies before, but nothing rivaled the rebel warrior mounting the struggling white woman. Each viewer felt the intensity of the sexual contact, as the animal lust had a feeling of sheer, primitive magic. The scene depicted the warriors glistening, charcoal body next to Marie Kelly’s silky, white skin.

	 

	Their hearts beat much faster and the entourage found it hard to breathe. Nobody said a word until Mosi forced his way between Marie’s thrashing legs with the help of other warriors. “My dear god... he’s going to rape her,” one of the women whispered. “Look... look at him. His cock is... dear god, it’s inside poor Marie.”

	 

	Mosi fucked the actress and from the camera angle it appeared like a consensual act. He rammed his cock to the hilt and caused Marie Kelly to groan out loud, which sounded more like moans of pleasure than pleas for mercy. The viewers shivered when it became obvious the man was experiencing an orgasm and they pitied their friend.

	 

	The black warrior arched his back and his whole body tensed when he released black demons. "Oh god, no... no! He's doing it," the manager whispered. "The black bugger is filling her with his bastard seed."

	 

	The three sat in utter disbelief, as Mosi climaxed deep inside the lovely actress. As soon as he finished, another rebel appeared and quickly mounted the poor woman. It was at that point the manager hit the FF button and the three shuffled through the rest of the movie scene, as they realized every warrior in the room had his turn.

	 

	***

	 

	The tribal warriors finished screwing the apparent captive and the scene shifted to what appeared to be a dungeon. The manager hit the play button again and the three noticed a drastic change of location. There were three or four dusty windows in a dungeon-like room and it appeared to be evening, as the twilight darkness came through the windows. The camera managed to show the complete setting clearly and bluntly, as Sarge was an expert at creating movie scenes.

	 

	The gorgeous actress was completely naked and she was stretched out on top of a wooden rack with her arms securely tied over her head. Her feet were shackled to the platform and spread about two feet apart, leaving her completely exposed and vulnerable. Marie’s pretty face was etched with extreme anxiety and the entire scene was hypnotic because everyone expected something drastic to happen.

	 

	Each onlooker fantasized that the movie was exactly like one where a primitive tribe sacrificed some virgin to their Gods. They stared at Marie Kelly’s nakedness, as she struggled to get free, and realized she was in dire trouble. It was apparent the natives were going to perform some African ritual on Marie who was virtually helpless.

	 

	Marie Kelly's pretty face was marked with anguish and her eyes were opened so wide they seemed horrified. It all seemed primitive and dramatic, but the scenes excited and built a secret desire inside each movie viewer. Each woman sensed and felt Marie Kelly's helplessness and panic, yet they did not want it to stop. They fantasized about it happening to them even though they didn’t want to actually experience the harsh punishment.

	 

	The manager noticed the extreme anxiety written on Marie’s face. He felt a pang of guilt for wanting to watch the sacrifice of the sexy actress, but his eyes remained riveted to the most erotic spectacle. Then he observed an older man who kept raising Marie’s head off of the wooden plank so he could pour something down her throat.

	 

	What quickly became evident was how the woman’s struggles lessened drastically after the man forced her to drink and she gulped the juice down as if experiencing a desert thirst. “That must be some powerful shit. It’s like earlier... during the gangbang. Look! She’s not struggling anymore,” he said to the two women.

	 

	“Yes, they’re fucking drugging her... I’m sure,” one replied.

	 

	“Oh geez, she’s going to get banged again... just watch,” the other said.

	 

	“Oh fuck, listen. I think she’s asking for it... begging the black bastard to do something,” the manager declared.

	 

	All of a sudden the older man's dark face was right next to Marie Kelly's cheek. Then his tongue licked her flushed cheek and even toyed with her ear, as his lips moved in a talking fashion. There was no sound over the speakers, but it was quite obvious the man was saying something. His lips moved and then the manager noticed how Marie Kelly's body seemed to comply with some silent command. Her legs opened and spread at the knees to reveal a treasure that was almost concealed by darkness.

	 

	It appeared the actress struggled to open her legs wider, which seemed hard because of her feet being shackled. The older man put his hand on Marie Kelly's upraised pelvis and suddenly the movie was filled with sound.

	 

	Mosi operated the camera with the skill of a director and he ensured a perfect production, which would require very little editing. He used a wide-angle and then slowly zoomed in on the most alluring body while the camera’s microphone caught all of the sounds.

	 

	The voice was high pitched and desperate, as if pleading with someone. "Oh gawd... touch me. Touch my cunt... you bastard. Oh gawd... I need your fingers... now! I need your fingers."

	 

	Zuberi had all of his actions fully scripted by his brother. Sarge told him what to do and what to say, as he whispered in Marie Kelly’s ear again. "You like horny goat weed? It used in tribe for centuries... make women horny," he said to the drunken woman.

	 

	“Yes, yes it is good,” she moaned and rolled her head towards the man.

	 

	"You drink lots... lots of goat weed and other ancient, African medicine. Not remember today. Head get dizzy... not remember what happen."

	 

	“Yes, yes... drink.”

	 

	Zuberi kept his lips next to her face and he used his tongue to send shivers all through her naked torso. "We put tattoo on tit. Then all know you tribal slut," he whispered. "Not like other white woman. She goddess for warriors... get butterfly to show great esteem."

	 

	Then Zuberi grabbed a handful of her hair and held her head absolutely still. His dark, unyielding eyes glared at her. "You not goddess... you for young warriors. Boys of tribe put cocks in belly and give you black prince," he hissed. "Tell Zuberi what you want... how you want tattoo... how you want cocks."

	 

	The two women and manager were too stunned to say anything. There was more whispering by the man and then Marie Kelly's voice sounded again. "Yes... oh yes. Do it to me. Put a tattoo on my tit. You promised... put it on my tit," she whimpered, with excitement evident in her quivering voice.

	 

	All of a sudden a tall, dark man appeared and his hands were filled with instruments. The manager uttered a gasp of horror, as the man began the dramatic scarification on the unblemished actress. The man cupped and even seemed to fondle Marie Kelly's left breast before he got down to business.

	 

	There was hardly any blood when he carved lines into the white flesh, which quickly turned flushed and reddish. He seemed to put black pigment into the cuts and soon the cuts turned into dark, raised welts, which took an interlocking diamond shape.

	 

	Suddenly the manager was totally distressed. This could ruin the actress and he would be out of work. Then he thought about Marie Kelly having a strange African tattoo. The drawing was placed near the top of Marie Kelly's boob and luckily for the actress, the symbols were kept reasonably small. The tattoo would likely poke out from a bra, but that should merely give the sketch a more alluring appearance, he reasoned.

	 

	It didn’t take long for the man to engrave the tattoo into the white flesh. When he was finished, the movie viewers watched the woman being untied by numerous black figures who appeared to be younger warriors. None had the usual markings and tattoos of full-fledged warriors and they did look to be teenagers, although certainly old enough to appreciate carnal desire.

	 

	The boys of the tribe escorted the dazed woman from the ceremonial ritual into what appeared to be a communal abode. The cameraman was very adept at keeping the lens focused on the luscious body of the naked actress. He recorded all of the incriminating evidence, which depicted two boys with their strong arms around the woman, as they managed to keep her upright despite her wobbly legs.

	 

	The group hustled through the dingy house and entered a bedroom where the woman was literally tossed onto an unmade bed. Marie landed prone with her arms under her body to protect herself, which gave the boys the opportunity to surround her. Luckily she remained fully sedated when the boys mishandled her body so she didn’t feel any pain or torture. The camera caught the action and the actress was completely unaware she was staring in a movie.

	 

	One of the strongest boys flipped Marie onto her back and it started a marathon gangbang. After watching Marie Kelly get ravaged by two African teenagers, the manager couldn’t take any more. He fast forwarded to skip any more degradation of the actress. “Oh fuck, I can’t believe what happened to her,” he whispered to the two women assistants.

	 

	“I’m not sure those thugs are after money,” one woman said.

	 

	“You’re right. Those black bastards found something a lot better than cash,” the other said.

	 

	“Christ, we may be out of a job,” the manager added.

	 

	“Right, I’m sure one of those kids will get her pregnant.”

	 

	“Yeah, if not them, then it will be that old bugger or one of his fucking warriors.”

	 

	“Stop! Hit play... I think she’s acting funny,” one of the women said, as the manager hit the green button.

	 

	The familiar nakedness flashed onto the screen and this time the actress was riding a bucking bronco. Marie lay on top of the wild warrior and his hips pumped up and down, ramming his lengthy hardon to the hilt with each violent thrust upwards. Probably the most amazing detail of it all was the captive experiencing a humiliating orgasm and the onlookers reasoned it had to do with the amount of mysterious drink forced upon Marie Kelly.

	 

	All three stared at the television. Each time the warrior thrust, Marie’s slender torso bounced in the air and came crashing down to fully embed the black cock. What made the affair appear most amazing was how one of the young warriors slapped the bouncing white ass each time it went upward, as if he was driving the ass down harder onto his buddies cock.

	 

	The orgasm was distinct although not very long. Her body jerked and thrashed madly and then literally became an obedient ragdoll when the warrior filled her womanly domain with his wild seed. When his orgasm dwindled, black hands grabbed the sweat-coated body and shifted Marie to another position.

	 

	Every so often, one of the boys replenished the cup of African sedative and ensured Marie drank most of the sweet nectar. The manager grew impatient and he hit fast forward again and again. Even by flying through the DVD and catching only clips of many sordid affairs, the three viewers noticed more climaxes taking over the actress’s seductive body.

	 

	They were most of the way through the night of African seduction when an apparent cock-sucking scene flashed by in the FF mode. The manager quickly returned to the proper play speed and the spectacular scene took his breath away. Marie Kelly’s eyes were glazed and appeared awestruck. Her small hands were wrapped around the long black penis, which was an inch in front of her blushing face.

	 

	Marie’s fingers looked tiny around the thick shaft and her hands moved back and forth, bringing obvious joy to the teenage boy. Suddenly she gulped the head of the boy’s cock and kept the knob inside her burning mouth. Her head bobbed back and forth on the enlarged cockhead, as the boy thrust his hips madly trying to ram his cock down her throat.

	 

	When the thick, white cream started leaking from the corners of Marie Kelly’s mouth, one of the women assistants uttered guttural growls of extreme pleasure. The boy ejaculated so much cum that it was impossible for the actress to swallow it fast enough, but the leaking cum merely added to the lustful drama.

	 

	Much to the dismay of all three viewers, Marie Kelly sucked the elongated pecker until she was forced backwards onto her back once again. Another lust-ridden boy jumped into the saddle and had his cock deep inside Marie before she had time to stop him. No one knew how long he rode her, as the DVD was put into fast forward again.

	 

	***

	 

	The distorted movie scenes didn't slow down until the person controlling the speed noticed the sunrise in the movie. When the player returned to play mode, sound came from the speakers. "Oh my gawd... what have I done? What have I done?"

	 

	The scene showed a crying Marie Kelly sitting up on a messy bed with many naked African boys around her. One of the viewers counted five and each boy was distinctly appealing for any highlight reel. The actress looked at each boy and her eyes got bigger and bigger, as she assumed they had all sexually molested her.

	 

	All the viewers wanted to scream at the woman when one of the boys handed her a cup. “No, no, don’t drink the shit... oh fuck, she’s doing it. She’s drinking again,” one whispered

	 

	The helping hand tipped the cup and forced Marie to drink from the overflowing container. It looked like she didn’t want to spill or have the drink run down her chest so she gulped as fast as she could. The scene was petrifying. Marie wiped some of the spilled drink off her chin and then used the back of her hand to clean off her mouth.

	 

	A drop had hit her chest and Marie slowly wiped it off, but suddenly something was dreadfully wrong. Her fingers lingered on the left side of her chest and near the top portion of her boob. Gingerly and with great care, she traced over the dark outline of the newly engraved scar and she cried out loud.

	 

	“Wha... wha... wha,” she cried and stared at the black drawing.

	 

	The boy holding the cup thrust his hand at the distraught goddess. There was a terrible pounding at her temples, but the hammering seem to subside when she drank more of the sweet drink. Marie Kelly had no idea that she was heading back to the twilight zone where she would obey every voodoo demand put in her head by Mosi and Zuberi’s tribe.

	 

	The two women assistants sat in front of the television and wondered what they would do if put in the same situation. They watched a suddenly tipsy woman sitting up straight, as her head sort of wavered back and forth. Then the scene turned dramatic. The teenager grabbed a big handful of hair and forced Marie’s head backwards.

	 

	Her neck arched and her jaw dropped, as her mouth gapped wide open. The boy jerked Marie’s head a few times to make sure she followed directions and then he literally pour a cup full down her throat. Her head was still tipped back when the boy tossed the cup away and kissed her on the lips.

	 

	It was a picture of animal lust. Marie Kelly put her arms behind her to steady herself, which left her completely vulnerable in front. Black hands cupped both boobs and you could see the velvety white flesh squeezing through the long fingers. It was apparent she wasn’t trying to get away, as her chest was thrust out at the horny warrior.

	 

	Suddenly the kiss was broken and the boy headed for the Promised Land. It didn’t take him long before he had one of the outstanding nipple between his teeth and the other pinched firmly in his fingertips, but that wasn’t what shocked the viewers.

	 

	Standing behind the dazed woman was a naked warrior and there was no guessing what he hand in mind. The mere teenager with an already man-sized cock fully intended making Marie Kelly his African play-toy. He slapped the back of her head, her neck and her bare shoulders with his enlarged pecker. Then he rubbed the shaft across one cheek, the other check before rotating to shove the head at her mouth.

	 

	Suddenly the two warriors needed fulfilment. The one who was molesting her titties pushed Marie backwards; the other grabbed her by the hair and followed her down, leaving his black cock against her face. Her arms sort of bent and fell away, as she fell flat on her back. The teen instantly jumped on top or her torso, falling between her legs which had been pulled apart by two other warriors.

	 

	Moments earlier Marie Kelly felt the power and strength to fight, but suddenly the urge was gone. The actress’s manager and assistants couldn’t take any more of the ominous humiliation of their trusted boss by the African warriors. Someone hit the ‘Stop’ button and everything went silent for the longest time.

	 

	***

	 

	Sarge's arrangements were precise right down to the smallest detail. All of his men knew what to do and where to go, ensuring the success of his latest clever scheme. Kidnapping the American actress was the shrewdest plan and he relished having another refined, white woman under his control. His plans for Marie Kelly were entirely different than those for Michelle.

	 

	The plan was quite simple. Sarge wanted to humiliate the actress to the nth degree while he held Michelle in the highest esteem. He remembered the way Marie Kelly acted when coming into the airport. The actress was uppity and conveyed an attitude of superiority over all of the African workers. He liked nothing more than crushing such people and showing them just what can happen when a man with real power entered their world.

	 

	Now it was time for him to play his trump card. Sarge went to the hotel specifically to advise Marie Kelly’s staff members that he had good news. The three American’s were distraught and didn’t know what to do about the kidnapping before Sarge arrived. They desperately wanted to rescue Marie Kelly, but thought that any intervention on their part would only jeopardize the actress’s safety.

	 

	It had been a week since the kidnapping and the three grew more anxious with each passing day. Sarge entered the hotel room and he sensed their complete cooperation. "I have good news. My men have found your actress... Marie Kelly. I am leaving immediately... to negotiate with the rebels and bring her back," he said, holding their undivided attention.

	 

	“Great, wonderful,” the manager replied.

	 

	"My men assure me she is alive... although she may have been sexually abused,” he said and watched their excited faces, knowing they believed him. "The rebels know me... know my men."

	 

	“Good. You can negotiate... I can’t imagine what Marie has gone through,” one of the women said.

	 

	"Apparently they demand release of two of their men who in jail... in my jail. They kidnapped Marie Kelly and demand money... really want release of the two from jail."

	 

	Sarge was happy to see the relief on the three faces. "I have already assured rebels men can be released. They know I am a man of my word. We have set up a rendezvous," Sarge stated. "We meet... negotiate... then in couple of days we make exchange... free Marie Kelly."

	 

	Nothing seemed strange about Sarge's arrangement and Marie Kelly's staff readily gave their appreciation to the security officer. “We thank you. You have been very cooperative and we are grateful for you helping us... very grateful,” the manager declared.

	 

	"Don't worry. They not dare harm any hostage... especially one who is internationally famous. They know army not rest until they all in jail if they harm Marie Kelly."

	 

	The manager decided he should mention the movie. "They... the rebels sent us a DVD. A movie of Marie Kelly with many men," he said, rushing over to the DVD player to retrieve the evidence. "They warned us not to tell anyone... but you should know. They did molest innocent Marie... God, she must be going through Hell."

	 

	Sarge grinned knowing he had everything under control. He took the disk from the manager and told them he would return in a few hours. Again he reassured the group not to worry because he would make all the necessary arrangements to free the actress from the unscrupulous rebels.

	 

	***

	 

	Sarge went over all the details one more time before setting out for the intended rendezvous. The exchange of Marie Kelly for two fake rebels would take place in an isolated site in the middle of nowhere. There would be no witnesses to see that all of the participants were members of Sarge's security force.

	 

	Although Marie Kelly's memory would be clouded by the copious quantity of drugs, Sarge reasoned it was safer making the switch away from the quaint village. Mosi along with two guards got dressed in the original rebel garb again and he drove a jeep to the meeting spot, arriving right on time as per Sarge’s directions.

	 

	From her vantage point in the back of the dusty jeep, Marie Kelly noticed two black, Chevy SUV's parked and waiting for their arrival. She had been told about the hostage exchange and that she would be freed at long last. She tried to think of how long it had been since the fateful kidnapping, but her mind had a hard time focusing on any precise details.

	 

	The actress was convinced that everything was real. Sarge's intimate planning would ensure Marie Kelly would always think everything was legitimate. Mosi parked the jeep about 20 to 30 feet away from Sarge's vehicles and then he let the dust settle, as if creating a most theatrical scene.

	 

	The security guard delayed his meeting with Sarge in an effort to make the actress suffer. Mosi couldn’t make it more dramatic, as he slowly got out of the jeep and walked the short distance to meet his boss. The two men talked to each other pretending to make final arrangements before both men made gestures towards their own men.

	 

	From her vantage point in the back of the jeep, Marie Kelly was convinced by the perfect acting. Suddenly the two guards sitting with her in the jeep motioned for her to start walking across the barren wasteland to one of the black SUV's.

	 

	When Marie Kelly approached the vehicle, she noticed two scruffily dressed men with their hands handcuffed behind their backs get out of the second SUV. The men started walking in her directions and she deliberately tried to avoid them. She almost started running towards Sarge who was holding out an inviting hand. "You free! I take you to city... to safety with your people," he told the sobbing actress.

	 

	Marie Kelly fell into his strong arms, overly grateful for being rescued. Sarge patted her on the back and tried to reassure her that everything was okay. "It over. They not hurt you now. Your people are worried... but I protect you," he said and tightened his embrace.

	 

	Sarge's hand caressed Marie Kelly's back and he felt the lack of any bra, which had been destroyed long ago. He imagined the devious tattoo adorning her luscious breast and wondered how she was going to explain such a radical marking on her beautiful body. Then they broke the embrace and slowly moved towards Sarge's vehicle.

	 

	Once inside the comfortable SUV, Marie Kelly slumped into the soft backseat. "Thank Gawd. I thought I was going to be seriously hurt... thought I would die," she said. "Get me back to the hotel. I need a shower so bad... I can hardly wait."

	 

	Marie Kelly was determined to inform the media about her traumatic kidnapping. "I can hardly wait to inform every news reporter about those rebels," she said, as her voice shook in sudden anger. "I hope you're going to get them... and throw their goddamn asses in jail?"

	 

	Sarge grinned and explained the difference between justice in his African country and America. He told the actress that her revenge would not serve a useful purpose because the rebels were not afraid of any Western backlash. He explained that she should reconsider the repercussions of exposing the rebels, as the likelihood of them blackmailing her was great.

	 

	Then he cited a past example when the supposed rebels kidnapped a white female, aid worker. He told her that the rebels made a movie of the kidnapping and used it to blackmail the hostage. It was a movie of the woman being ravaged by numerous black men and it was not something any woman wanted out in public.

	 

	Suddenly Sarge pulled a DVD out of his pocket and he handed it to the actress. "Your manager gave this to me. He received it from rebels. Said it showed you naked... with many black men," he whispered. "I have not seen it... but assume it is similar to the kidnapping of the aid worker. What would your fans think if they saw an interracial, porno movie with you as the star?"

	 

	His remarks made her jaw drop with utter horror. She stared at the shiny disk and tried desperately to think of a way out. Her fingers shook violently while holding the DVD and the rising dilemma seemed too overwhelming.

	 

	The remainder of the thirty-minute trip back to the city was extremely quiet. Marie Kelly’s mind was in great turmoil because of the real possibility that nothing would happen to the rebels. She reasoned her only option was to keep the illegal kidnapping out of any international media coverage. If any porno movie was released, it would surely ruin her reputation and likely her entire future, which virtually forced her to keep quiet.

	 

	The only thing she could do now was to give some sort of plausible explanation for the missing days in captivity. She dwelled on what to tell everyone, as the SUV drove them straight to the hotel where her manager met them. The reunion was stoic and Sarge dearly wanted to stir the pot. "I gave her DVD... the movie from rebels. I think she understands... not let kidnapping ordeal get out to the media," Sarge said to the manager.

	 

	The only thing Marie Kelly wanted was a hot shower and a place to relax. The manager looked at the misused actress and he tried to imagine all that she had gone through. "You can't tell the world about the kidnapping. You can't say anything... we have to remain silent or the rebels will release the sordid movie of your abduction," the manager said with his voice a little shaky.

	 

	“Yes, yes, you’re right,” she replied.

	 

	"Holy shit baby... that movie shows you getting fucked. Babe, you got fucked by every black, African teenager in the country," he said.

	 

	Marie Kelly was utterly stunned by his revelation. Of course her manager was right. She had suffered days of abuse and sexual encounters and the numerous sedated periods couldn’t hide the fact the bastard rebels drugged a famous actress and fucked her brains out. She couldn’t reveal what happened because it would surely ruin her career, plus her untarnished reputation and her days as a highly paid actress would likely be over.

	 

	***

	 

	It seemed to the world that the African city was back to normal. The election was over and the international observer was in Geneva handing in his favorable report. Sarge had cunningly sent Rodney away for one week, but not his wife. Michelle was staying at his home and would stay there until her husband returned.

	 

	The week started out uneventful. That all changed midweek when Michelle woke up feeling sort of ill and it wasn't an hour after getting up that she got sick. Zelda noticed that her guest was not feeling well and informed Sarge who immediately made arrangements for her to visit his family doctor.

	 

	Sarge was very excited that his plans were coming to fruition, but he decided to accomplish two goals at the same time. He smiled with satisfaction when he made arrangements for two medical exams and then phoned the hotel to advise the American actress.

	 

	Marie Kelly and her entourage were flying home yet there was still time to schedule a medical appointment. “I have concern. Want to ensure you physically fit after harrowing encounter with rebels,” he said to the actress. “Plus want to make sure tattoo properly sterilized. Doctor see you in hotel in one hour.”

	 

	“Yes, I suppose you are right. I should have a quick medical,” she replied. “We don’t fly out for another five hours.”

	 

	Sarge made it sound like the onus was on him to protect foreigners and therefore he wanted her to be checked by a reputable physician. Marie Kelly thought the hotel was a strange place for a medical exam, but she reasoned that they did things differently in Africa. Her mind was so distraught that she didn’t notice the fact Sarge somehow knew about her getting tattooed.

	 

	Sarge used the premise that the doctor had appointments with many international visitors. He made appointments for both Michelle and Marie Kelly and had them meet at a deluxe hotel suite, which was appropriately setup for the occasion to make everything appear proper. When they arrived at the lavish room, neither thought anything was amiss.

	 

	The beautiful women sat in a small waiting area, both anxious to see the doctor who was very familiar to Sarge’s unscrupulous plans. The exams were complete physicals, but Sarge’s sole purpose for them was pregnancy tests. That included urine and blood analyses, as such early tests sometimes proved difficult so soon after conception.

	 

	Marie Kelly was first to be examined and she was very impressed by the doctor's professional demeanor. He did a quick physical and then thoroughly checked the newly scared symbol on her chest. The doctor made sure the scarification was sanitized and gave her sterilizing ointment to keep the tattoo from getting infected.

	 

	Then he performed a quick urine pregnancy test, but also took a blood sample to get a more positive result. The swift, urine test was all that was required and Marie Kelly was horrified by the results. The doctor held up the test paper and it definitely showed a positive indication, which sent shivers of disbelief through the unmarried actress.

	 

	A dazed and shocked actress exited the room. Marie Kelly walked out of the room and the doctor beckoned for his next patient, as he spoke to Sarge in their native language. "She okay... she pregnant. Tattoo is nice and clean. I give her suave to keep clean. I have no way to tell if she pregnant before coming on safari... or she get pregnant here."

	 

	Marie Kelly listened to the strange language, feeling sicker by the minute. The startling news she had received sent shivers of doom through her, but quite the opposite through everyone else. She was vaguely aware of the tall, dark-haired lady who walked past her to meet the doctor. The white woman was dressed in a brightly colored dress-wrap, which was the same as many of the local women, and she appeared very elegant.

	 

	The door shut behind Michelle and left the actress all alone with Sarge until the manager and assistants barged into the waiting room. They wanted to know if everything was okay and Marie Kelly couldn’t work up enough courage to reveal the drastic news. She merely nodded to indicate the examination went well and then tried to control her soaring emotions.

	 

	The manager remained concerned and he thought the actress looked upset. "You've been through a lot... probably need a long, long rest," he whispered, taking her arm in a caring fashion. "The plane leaves in a little over two hours. We should get going. We have everything packed... ready to go to the airport."

	 

	Sarge listened and quickly offered assistance, but he wanted to punish the beautiful actress one more time. "What's done is done. It was my pleasure to meet you... hopefully you will feel like visiting us again," he said. "I'll take you to airport in one of my cars. Here! I took liberty of picking up boarding passes."

	 

	Marie Kelly was the most surprised woman when Sarge innocently handed her the passes. She glanced at the four boarding passes and noticed something else. There was a plastic DVD case with a plane ticket attached and her name was neatly scrawled on the case. Below her name was a note, ‘An African Holiday’, staring Marie Kelly.

	 

	Her eyes filled with tears and then she was comforted by Sarge, as he put his big arm around her shoulders. “Ticket is for return. People don’t have to know. You can return our country... stay in our quaint city until baby born,” he whispered so nobody else heard. “Ticket is for return if you wish. Nobody has to know!”

	 

	Marie Kelly clutched the items and quickly put them in a bag she was carrying. She handed the boarding passes around, but didn't say anything for fear of crying. Suddenly there were guards all around offering assistance to the group for the trip to the airport. Sarge gave quick, precise orders to his men and then he ushered the timorous Marie Kelly out the door.

	 

	The trip to the airport was in two limousines. Sarge ensured Marie Kelly's cooperation, as he drove the actress, while the others rode in the second limo. "The movie... it shows everything. How you seduce many young warriors... have sex with them," he said.

	 

	The actress shuddered and wondered if her world would ever be the same. “Oh gawd, I don’t... never... can’t understand what happen... how it happened,” she whispered, as she tried to remain calm.

	 

	"Just tell everyone that you were on a safari... had a wonderful time," he said.

	 

	“Yes, no one can find out what I did... what happened,” she replied.

	 

	When they were almost at the airport, Sarge continued. "Use ticket... come whenever you want. Come before baby starts to show... then no one has to know," he whispered. "Your secret safe with me... as long as you cooperate!"

	 

	“Eh, yes,” she whispered.

	 

	He glanced at the actress to make sure she understood. "We can tell everyone you adopt baby... trying to save one more from poverty," he said. "That is only way to save reputation. Also... other woman who saw doctor... she pregnant too. She stay here... have baby." He wasn’t positive about Michelle, but he made the educated guess just to make his point sound better.

	 

	Sarge's smile was one that sent a shiver up her spine. She realized the man would do anything to protect his African country and even the vagabond kidnappers. “I watch move... see you great actress. Rebels say they show movie to world if you tell police... media or anyone,” he said with a smug grin. “Nobody believe you kidnapped... movie not show you drugged or forced. Look more like you cooperative.”

	 

	Suddenly Sarge waved a DVD of his own in her face and Marie Kelly knew the man controlled her destiny. The rest of the drive was quiet and the entourage arrived at the airport in a rush to get out of the country. Everyone went through security in mere minutes and boarded the plane much to the relief of Marie Kelly, her manager and two assistances.

	 

	The actress glanced across the tarmac, just as she entered the plane, to see a confident security officer standing at the terminal doors. Marie Kelly reluctantly presumed that the man was right. The only way to hide her embarrassment was to return before anyone was aware of her empowering situation. All of a sudden, Marie Kelly realized she was 32 years old and pregnant for the first time.

	 

	***

	 

	Michelle knew what the test was all about. Her heart beat at such a tremendous rate that it was hard for her to breath. She watched the doctor test the paper in the vial containing her sample and her heart stopped instantly when he held out the discolored paper.

	 

	Her hand went to her stomach without thinking, feeling it heave in and out from the earth-shattering news. Michelle was unable to say anything and acted petrified when the doctor ushered her out of the room. The first person she saw after exiting the doctor’s exam was her feared dominator.

	 

	Sarge had rushed back from the airport expecting great news. There was a knowing wink between the two men and then Sarge smiled warmly at Michelle. "Come... come, I take you home. You must tell Kato... he be very happy," Sarge whispered, taking her arm in a protective manner.

	 

	Michelle could not remember feeling more mortified in her entire life. Every fiber of her common sense and every bit of logic told Michelle to be remorseful and repent, yet her deepest emotion was contentment. She assumed it was some mysterious womanly trait that being a mother was the most wonderful gift in the world.

	 

	She was numb after the shocking news and never protested at all when Sarge escorted her to his limo. They drove in silence and Michelle would never forget the moment Sarge and her entered the foyer of his home. The atmosphere was electric and it was obvious everyone knew about her condition. All of Sarge’s family had the happiest smiles and the girls giggled and rubbed their tummies, as they pointed in her direction.

	 

	Michelle felt a little overwhelmed and then she noticed Sarge’s son. Kato slowly walked up to her and gently took her by the hand. It seemed the most natural thing in the world when she followed the teenager out of the foyer and towards his private bedroom.

	 

	As they exited, Sarge purposely scolded his daughters in his broken English so as to display his ultimate control. “Shush... you no act like little girls. Kato man... he man warrior and take woman,” he said and watched his son walk down the hallway with his woman.

	 

	Not one word was said when the door closed and she stood riveted to the spot. Michelle stood with her arms down at her sides and Kato tenderly and slowly loosened her clothing. They stood at the doorway and Kato let the dress wrap drop to the floor in a heap, as he admired Michelle’s alluring nudity.

	 

	When she was completely nude, Michelle shivered in expectation. She was not disappointed, as Kato took her hand again and led her to the bed. He turned to face her and then pulled her into his lanky body, kissing her hard on the lips. Michelle didn’t resist when his tongue pushed between her lips and the kiss quickly turned into one of heat and passion.

	 

	Her actions were instinctive and controlled by desire for something she didn't understand. She felt her head spinning around and around and her legs got weak and shaky, but this time it had nothing to do with the African drugs. Kato's strong arms held her upright and firmly against the front of his body.

	 

	Michelle gasped and moaned when the boy's hard bulge pushed into her belly, as she imagined what was in store for her. She reasoned the devil made her do it, as her hands started ripping Kato’s clothing off. It took scant seconds for the hurried stripping and then the kiss was renewed.

	 

	The kiss lingered and soon her tongue was the instigator when it pushed between Kato’s sharp teeth into his mouth. She tried not to think. Michelle fully realized she was going to get fucked by the African teen, but she wanted the intercourse to be non-consensual because no logical American woman should be in bed with a black man.

	 

	Suddenly Kato’s hand closed over her pelvis and her heart raced out of control. He leaned on her unsteady body and they fell backwards onto the bed without breaking the intense kiss. Michelle landed with her legs open and spread enabling Kato to slip his harrow hips between her thighs.

	 

	The head of his raging cock pushed into her crotch, hitting her everywhere except the desire spot. Michelle desperately shifted her hips to and fro, as she tried to encourage him, and it made her shudder realizing she lusted for a mere teenager.

	 

	Her mind swirled over the rising desire that seemed to be overtaking her morality. Suddenly her spirit was taken. There was the brightest explosion of stars in her head, which took over all of her emotions. It was the sincerest and most passionate feeling when the burning cock slipped into her honey-pot, inch by inch.

	 

	Suddenly her breathing turned ragged and uneven, as she struggled for air. Michelle felt the beloved cock going deeper and deeper and all the way through to her inner core, which was already overheated. She thrust madly upwards at Kato, trying to display her immense gratification to her young warrior. When she spread her legs to the extreme, Michelle willingly surrendered her soul to her African lover.

	 

	Kato couldn’t wait. He jerked out of control and rammed his powerful hips downwards with all of his might, as he relished the sudden lust. The sounds coming from the couple were noting but animal noises and each reached the ultimate summit at the same time. Michelle was content and satisfied when the throbbing cock speared her most intimate being and her body shook with violent spasms.

	 

	Hot lave filled her deepest regions and her volcanic womb turned Kato’s stamina to quicksand, as Sarge stood outside his son’s bedroom door. He felt a twinge of jealousy when he pictured the sexy white goddess and wondered if he was doing the right thing? Maybe he should have kept the seductive Michelle for himself?

	 

	But no, he deduced. Making the greatest sacrifice for his only son was a price he was willing to pay. Sarge leaned his back against the wall and listened to the familiar sounds of lewd lovemaking. His mind filled with immense pride, thinking about how everything worked out even better than originally planned.

	 

	Sarge was positive his son was smitten by the seductive Michelle. Now that she was pregnant, he would make plans to keep Michelle in his country. She would likely have family commitments in America that she would have to attend to, but he would ensure Michelle returned before anyone knew she was pregnant. He was smart enough to realize Michelle would have a hard time explaining having a black baby when she was married to Rodney.

	 

	 


Chapter 5: Michelle's Story - An African American Romance: Control Over Michelle and Marie Kelly Was Easy for Sarge and Then the Most Desirable Woman Came into His Life
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	Rodney returned from Geneva to the sight of his beautiful wife. Michelle met him at the airport and the couple was quickly taken to a very nice house by one of Sarge's guards. Sarge had informed Rodney that he would reside in the house during the time he worked in the country. The news made Rodney very happy because he assumed his wife would be staying with him in the quaint residence, which was only a short distance from Sarge's home.

	 

	The couple continued to hug and caress long after entering the front door. Both were extremely happy to see the other, after being apart for so long, and they had sincerely missed each other. Rodney let his hands venture all over his wife's body relishing the rare opportunity to actual caress Michelle. "It has been so long... too long since I have been able to hold you in my arms. God... honey, you feel so good," he whispered. "I've missed you. God... your breasts feel so... bigger, and so nice in my hands."

	 

	Now that Rodney had his wife in his arms, he was almost afraid to stop the lovely embrace. They remained in the entryway of the house, as he quickly explained his trip to Geneva. He told Michelle how uneventful the trip was and that he had merely handed in a favorable report to the International Human Rights Committee.

	 

	Just as Rodney was about to ask Michelle questions about her week with Sarge and his family, there was a soft knock at the door. Questioningly Rodney looked at his wife. Then he slowly opened the door to find the teenage Kato standing there with an animated smile on his face. The boy didn't have to say a word, as his indications were that he was there to pickup Michelle.

	 

	A tear came to her eye when Michelle looked at her husband's sad face. "I'm sorry... so sorry, love. But I have to go with him... I thought you knew," she whispered. "It's Sarge... his orders are for me to remain in his home until we leave the country."

	 

	Rodney felt helpless, sensing the African employment had been a big mistake. He had no idea Sarge had laid the groundwork for the final demise long before he returned from Geneva. During his time away, Sarge ensured Michelle was well aware that she would spend almost all her waking hours with his son. Sarge threatened to not only ruin her husband's long, unblemished career, but also he implied that some physical harm might 'accidentally' come to Rodney if she didn't cooperate.

	 

	Rodney motioned for Kato to come in while he spoke to Michelle. He closed the door once the boy was inside and then he coaxed his wife off to one side, away from the teenager. "Honey... but I thought? I hoped we could be together... spend the night together," he whispered. "God, honey! When I was gone... did you... sleep with him?"

	 

	Michelle knew her husband meant Kato and she didn't know how to lie. She was afraid to say anything so she merely stood motionless and quiet. Rodney's eyes bore a hole into her fragile confidence. "I have to know... were you with him? Did he... he... did you have sex with Kato?

	 

	She was distraught and barely able to talk. "I'm so sorry. Sarge forced me. He forced me to sleep with Kato," she moaned with her voice breaking. "I had to sleep with him."

	 

	She looked at her husband seeing he still needed answers. The conversation quickly took on a swift question and answer phase.

	 

	"How often did you sleep with him?"

	 

	"Eh... every night."

	 

	"Did he... did you have sex every night?

	 

	"Oh gawd... yes."

	 

	"Darling! But he's only a boy... a fucking boy!"

	 

	"I'm so sorry."

	 

	Rodney had suspected it but the shocking news still bothered him. Suddenly he was crazy and had to know more. "Was it... the sex any good?"

	 

	She stared at her husband intending on telling a lie for once in her life. "No! No... no," she whispered. Then she looked away feeling too guilty to look at her husband. "Oh gawd... I couldn't help it. He was a man... he knew what to do."

	 

	"Holy shit! Did you orgasm? Did you have an orgasm with him?"

	 

	There were more tears of guilt mixed with shame. "Yes... dear gawd, yes," she whispered still unable to lie. Then the memory of being lost and totally under Kato's spell filled her head.

	 

	"Michelle... dear God. How many times? Once, twice... three times?"

	 

	"Every night... every day, we had sex. I couldn't stop... couldn't help it. I came... oh gawd, he made me come."

	 

	"But honey... you can get pregnant."

	 

	She was too distraught by this time and fell into her husband's arms. "I am. I am already pregnant!"

	 

	Rodney was too stunned to object when Kato showed his anxiety. The boy wanted to leave and depart with his adorable mistress and he reached for Michelle's arm. Rodney watched his sobbing wife being ushered to the door and he reluctantly let her go. All he could imagine in his distraught mind was the powerful, African boy having sex with his naked, fervent wife.

	 

	***

	 

	Sarge grinned upon reading the news. He perused the gossip section of an international newspaper and noticed that one of the Hollywood actresses was taking a sabbatical to Africa. Apparently the actress wanted to start a family and adopting a baby from one of the African countries was a perfect way to start. Marie Kelly's news article stated that she was leaving within a week or two and she was not cast to do another movie for at least a year.

	 

	When the expected message arrived at his office one morning, Sarge read it with great anticipation. "I have decided to accept your invitation. I am going to arrive in your country on Friday, on the noon flight from Los Angles. Please make living arrangements, in the same hotel as we stayed before. I will stay until after the baby is born."

	 

	Sarge read the message feeling a great sense of pride. "My oldest sister will be traveling with me and she will look after me during my stay. She is a very influential woman with powerful contacts in the US embassy so please don't try anything with her."

	 

	He continued reading with more anticipation building deep inside his belly. "You must promise me complete secrecy and promise you won't let any news get out that I am pregnant. We both know what it would do to my reputation and I insist that it be kept quiet."

	 

	Sarge read and laughed out loud at her obvious gullibility. 'Sure,' he chuckled. 'I'll keep it quiet, but your sweet ass is mine! I'm going to let my little niece take real good care of it until the baby is born. Then Nia can give it to whomever she wants. Hell... all the boys loved it last time... maybe they can have it again... and again!'

	 

	He couldn't stop laughing at his shrewd scheme. Sarge was still laughing when he sent a reply to Marie Kelly and the perpetual grin lasted until the actress's plane arrived. Marie Kelly deplaned and entered the security section of the airport without any fanfare. Sarge watched the beautiful actress, as she walked towards the security checkpoint, and sort of regretted not keeping her for himself.

	 

	Suddenly he noticed her accomplice and marveled at the woman's radiant beauty. She was definitely older, but the woman carried herself with a grace not common to most. It was obviously Marie Kelly's sister and Sarge's tummy did a summersault thinking of new and more devious plans.

	 

	Sarge went straight up to the pair. "I'm so glad you accepted my invitation... to visit our African paradise again," he said to the actress. "This gorgeous woman must be your sister. My, oh my... it is very nice to meet you," he said, extending a welcoming hand.

	 

	"This is Susan, my oldest sister. Sue... this is Sarge. He is head of security and has assured me that my secret is safe," Marie Kelly said. She gave her sister a warning glance even though none was needed, as the two had discussed Sarge before leaving home.

	 

	Susan was full of courage and resolve before the trip, but now she was scared. The powerful, dark eyes of the officer in-charge sent shivers of doubt through her entire body. Susan realized they would be cutoff from the outside world once they had cleared security and she reasoned there was no alternative. Thankfully everything went well, as the sisters progressed through security screening, and both breathed a sigh of relief when they were on the way to the hotel.

	 

	***

	 

	Sarge was shrewd. His devious planning and scheming took hours and soared to another level with the news of Marie Kelly's visit. It would be the ultimate control over two of the most adorable women in the world. One he was already master over, or his young son was, he chuckled. The other was a famous actress who he would soon have complete control over, if he already didn't have, he reasoned.

	 

	It was easy to arrange for a weekend gathering at his home. His nieces were only too happy to attend knowing the white visitors would also be there. Sarge explained to his young nieces that he planned having the two pregnant, white women stay in their village until the babies were born. He told Thema and Nia that he wanted them to visit with Michelle and Marie Kelly for a couple of days at his home; then they could all spend the next few months in the village.

	 

	He was well aware of Thema's admiration for Michelle and he used it to his advantage. With Thema herself getting pregnant at almost the same time, as Michelle, the timing was perfect. Sarge laughed at Nia's response when he mentioned that she should come into the city with her sister. Nia never hesitated when Sarge coaxed her to visit and she seemed overly anxious to meet the actress. He correctly assumed Nia found the American very appealing after seeing what happened to her during the kidnapping.

	 

	His tricky plan was well received by Marie Kelly. She didn't relish living in a hotel and jumped at alternate accommodations. Sarge explained how the actress and her sister could stay in his home for the weekend, and then they would live with his two nieces. He told the sisters how Thema and Nia lived in a small village and they were more than willing to look after their needs for the next few months.

	 

	Sarge slyly clinched the deal when he told Marie Kelly more. He stated that his oldest niece was pregnant and that she was queen of their village. Then he told the actress that there would be another white woman, who was pregnant, staying in the village during the same time.

	 

	Susan was skeptical about moving out of the hotel, but her sister insisted they do it. Marie Kelly was convinced of Sarge's concern for her well-being. She was also adamant that she couldn't live in a busy hotel and wanted to be someplace where it was quiet and restful. Being out of the public limelight was a primary concern for her now that she was pregnant. A small village seemed the perfect place to spend time waiting for the baby to be born, Marie assured her sister.

	 

	They were packed and ready when Sarge's limo arrived. Emu and Mosi put the luggage in the car and then took the women to their boss's home. The transition went extremely smooth, as Zelma, her daughters and many servants met the sisters. Sarge planned taking things one step at a time. Stage one was getting everyone at his home so he could demonstrate his supreme control.

	 

	Stage two was well thought out. His young son didn't like the idea, but Sarge assured Kato that the white woman would be his after the baby was born. Then he told Kato that the gorgeous Michelle would spend the next few months with Thema in her village. He also explained how the actress would join Michelle in the village and she would be well taken care of by Kato's young cousin, Nia.

	 

	Suddenly Sarge grinned feeling more and more confidence after meeting Marie Kelly's sister. He imagined making slight modification to stage two, which included gaining control over the sophisticated Susan. Sarge pictured the refined, ravishing woman and wondered if he was shrewd enough to get the upper hand on such a woman.

	 

	Sarge was smart enough to delay any perverted acts until the women felt secure and safe in their surroundings. That was the reason he took extra precautions planning stage two. The three women would spend the entire weekend at his home while his family, along with his nieces, would show the trio some African hospitality.

	 

	The progression to stage three would be his ultimate caper. He planned for Michelle and Marie Kelly to spend months in the village and he left what happened entirely up to Thema and Nia. Sarge didn't even bother giving his nieces suggestions or ideas for what they should do or what should happen during the time. He reasoned that anything the two young girl's came up with would suffice and totally blow his mind.

	 

	The bonus of part three was having Susan around. His altered plan was to have the beautiful woman spend the entire time with him. For once in his life, Sarge planned enjoying the benefits of being the captor. And he suddenly came to the conclusion that he was not going to share her. He would keep Susan for himself and have her as his mistress.

	 

	***

	 

	The weekend went exactly as planned. The sisters spent a relaxing time in Sarge's home and they were given private tours of the capital city. Michelle spent the days at his home although Sarge allowed her to spend nights with her husband. The devious maneuver seemed to work in his favor. It supposedly indicated the married couple had some independence, which added to Sarge's sincerity towards his guests.

	 

	Sarge was the perfect host, as he had his family and servants provide lavish meals for everyone. He even supplied local entertainment each evening and it didn't take long to put his guests at ease. The two young girls grew friendly with the three women, but neither Thema nor Nia put any forward advances on their targeted victims.

	 

	Susan watched things closely and felt overly protective for her young sister. Being the oldest of the five children, she had always been there for Marie. Susan felt there was something very odd with the way Sarge was treating them and she noticed the other white woman was treated with a special devotion. At one point during a tour of the parliament building, the woman disappeared with Sarge's son, which seemed very odd to Susan.

	 

	The disappearance itself wasn't that odd. It was the appearance of the woman when she returned that was bizarre. Her face was a brilliant blushing red and she acted timid and shy around her husband. Strangely her husband put up with her odd actions although he had a look of deep concern on his face. Susan looked closely at the woman and assumed Michelle was in her late 30's, very close to her age.

	 

	As the tour continued around the extensive building, Susan noticed how the young boy boldly put his hands all over the sexy woman. It actually appeared like a game, as the woman tried hard to stop the fondling and groping, but it seemed to do little good. What was the most upsetting to Susan was the way Sarge seemed to tolerate what his son did and he even appeared to encourage Kato.

	 

	The more Susan was around Sarge, the more concerned she became. The man was extremely forceful to the point where he acted arrogant. It was almost as if he assumed the three guests were his personal servants and he could order them to do anything. What concerned her the most was the way Sarge seemed to garner trust and loyalty from everyone. That was most evident during one of the evening entertainment sessions when he sat beside her. In no time she was conversing back and forth with him and the light banter put her at ease, which she didn't like. She thought he was nothing but a scum-sucking pig and she didn't like the fact he coerced her into liking him.

	 

	As the weekend drew to a close, the house got eerily quiet. Thema and Nia returned to their village, but Sarge had made sure they were well aware of his requests before they left. He gave them complete freedom and permission to do whatever their hearts desired. "Thema, my dear. You have expressed interest in Michelle... told me how you wish her to be your close friend," he said to his oldest niece. "I will bring her to village... bring her tomorrow. She stay with you until baby born... live with you and Baako."

	 

	The arrangements sent a shiver of excitement through Thema's entire body. She had dreamed about this. Fantasized about having Michelle stay with her... live with her. All of a sudden her dream was coming true. She listened to her uncle on pins and needles and then he turned his attention to her sister.

	 

	"Nia. Tomorrow I bring Michelle to village... but also I bring Marie Kelly," Sarge said. "It will be big favor to me if you look after actress. She live in Zuberi's home with you. She be your slave... own personal, white slave."

	 

	Nia was too happy and excited to say anything. She hugged her uncle trying to reassure his confidence in her was not unfounded. Then the two girls departed leaving Sarge to wrap up the weekend. He willingly allowed Michelle to stay with her husband at their house for one last night, but made sure they knew his plan. "Tomorrow. I pick you up and we go to village. You stay with Thema... live with her," he whispered sending a shiver of panic down Rodney's spine. "She look after your needs and make sure everything is okay. Also... I arrange for doctor to stay in village."

	 

	Then Sarge turned his attention to Rodney. "But you stay in city... work during week. Then visit wife on weekends. I drive you to village so you can visit." Sarge watched the couple leave and he noticed how they embraced in a most hesitant manner.

	 

	Suddenly Sarge was alone with his thoughts. He went up to his bedroom and slowly undressed. Then he jumped into the hot tub relishing the upcoming days and weeks. He was in complete control with only one more thing to accomplish. His head filled with fantasies of Susan; the visitor he cherished most of all.

	 

	***

	 

	The couple discussed what was best for the future. Rodney's job with the ruling junta was progressing extremely well and that was why they were given the house to live in. The problem with the arrangements was that his wife did not spend much time with him. One person, Sarge, planned Michelle's schedule for her, which meant she was away most of the time.

	 

	Sarge's sole purpose was the happiness of his son and he would do anything to further Kato's sexual prose. When he first told his son that Michelle would live in the village with Thema, Kato was apprehensive and disappointed. Then Sarge reassured Kato that once the baby was born, Michelle would move back into their home. "Not worry," he told Kato. "Husband think wife live with him, but not so. She will sleep in your bed... be Kato's woman."

	 

	Sarge's explanation to Rodney and Michelle last night when they departed his home had been traumatic. When he told Rodney that his wife would be living in the African village, Rodney had been very upset. They sat at the kitchen table on a bright, sunny morning, but both were in an extremely somber mood, as they thought about the upcoming days. By all of Sarge's indications, Michelle would remain in the village until the baby was born and Rodney would hardly get to see her. That possibility infuriated Rodney, but then he realized there was nothing he could do to stop Sarge's manipulation scheme.

	 

	Michelle looked more radiant that ever dressed in tribal garb. The wrap around dress made her appear much younger and it hid the small swelling in her midsection. The couple embraced for the longest time before Sarge and his driver showed up to escort Michelle out to the limo. It should have been the saddest day of her life; yet for some strange reason Michelle's heart beat fast with a mysterious anxiety. She imagined arriving in the village and being met by a loving black angel.

	 

	When Sarge opened the backdoor of the limo for her to get in, Michelle was shocked to see someone already in the car. Then she recognized Marie Kelly and timidly whispered a warm greeting so as not to show her impending fear of leaving her husband. The two women sat together and Sarge got in facing them in the other seat. Emu drove and Mosi sat up front when the limo sped out of the capital city.

	 

	Michelle's mind was in great turmoil during the ride. It was a struggle, but finally she managed to chat with the silent woman sitting beside her. They talked about the scenery and the intense hot weather before the topic got to more personal things. "Your sister... where is your sister? I expected her to be with you." Michelle whispered to her acquaintance.

	 

	Marie Kelly sat stiffly in the backseat. "He wouldn't let her. The bastard wouldn't let Sue come with me... come to the village with me," Marie said. Her voice was loud and clear and there was no mistaking her anger. Sarge merely grinned devilishly and he didn't say a word, which made Marie even madder.

	 

	"He ordered me. The fucking bastard ordered me to join him... drive to the village where he will probably keep me a goddamn prisoner," she hissed. "And poor Sue has to stay in his house... in his fucking house all by herself!"

	 

	Suddenly the actress felt panic for making such a mistake. "Gawd.... why did I beg her to come with me? Come to this African hellhole," she whispered this time. "It's all my fault. I should never have asked Sue to come."

	 

	The two beautiful women sat across from Sarge as the countryside flashed by the window in a complete blur. Michelle felt a great loss being away from Rodney again and wondered if her life would ever return to normal. Marie suffered knowing her innocent sister was alone in an unfamiliar city and living with an absolutely unscrupulous man.

	 

	All of a sudden, the limo pulled up at a familiar abode and Michelle sat quietly in the backseat, as if waiting for some mysterious intervention. Sarge quickly got out of the car and he went into his brother's residence. Once he was assured that everything was ready for the visit, he returned to the limo. Sarge held the backdoor open and motioned for the shivering women to join him in Zuberi's home.

	 

	Michelle and Marie Kelly went into the house where Sarge was the gracious host, introducing them to everyone. Just as all the introductions were complete, there was an indication of a new guest arriving and a hush came over the entire room.

	 

	Thema came into her father's home with the grace and elegance of an African queen. She wore a gorgeous dress and everyone took in her beauty with an envious stare. Michelle stared at the girl and she felt her heart begin to beat much faster. Her first impulse was to run across the floor and put her arms around the beautiful, native girl. The tattoo on her neck appeared almost healed and the black symbol had a mystic appearance against Thema's dark skin. Michelle couldn't see the African Rose yet imagined it clearly in her head.

	 

	When Thema surveyed the room, it was just a matter of time before her gaze settled on her eventual target. Thema looked into the amazing eyes of her loyal admirer and suddenly the African girl understood her lingering anxiety. She would not be content or satisfied until they were together. Their eyes did not waver, as Thema slowly walked across the room until she was directly in front of her timid slave.

	 

	Thema had practiced basic English with her sister and amazed Michelle with her sudden speech. "You beautiful... very beautiful. I love you," she whispered. Her sudden revelation stunned Michelle and made her heart beat violently out of control. She had the strangest feeling deep inside her belly and it had nothing to do with being pregnant. She stood absolutely still waiting for the African girl to continue.

	 

	"We both pregnant. Baby comes at same time... and you stay here. Stay with me and wait for babies," Thema whispered. The girl had the strangest idea that she had to explain everything to the unsuspecting woman. "He say... Sarge say you stay with me. I tell him that I love you. Want you with me."

	 

	Michelle was speechless, as she listened to the girl. "I remember. Remember what it was like. When we make love... have sex," Thema said with her hands making precise motions. "You gorgeous... very lovely. I want to touch you... touch you all over. Feel tits... tummy... ass... pussy!"

	 

	Luckily none of the other villagers understood the basic English, and Sarge and Zuberi were too far across the room to hear what Thema said. Marie stood speechless next to the two and her mouth hung wide open, as she listened to the shocking revelations.

	 

	It was ridiculous and the girl's confession should have infuriated Michelle. Instead she stood riveted to the spot even though Thema's statements sounded demanding and gave the indication there was going to be a role reversal. Being a white slave to a trusting African Queen should have spurred Michelle to action yet it did not. Suddenly Thema acted like she was in complete control and she grabbed Michelle's dainty hand. She led the woman across the room, out the door, and swiftly down the street.

	 

	Michelle was very familiar with their destination. They walked towards Thema's home so fast that she almost had to run to keep up to the girl. All the while her head was too dizzy and confused to concentrate on any one thing. Suddenly they were inside Thema's home and when the door shut, her heart burst with emotion.

	 

	Michelle felt strong arms around her quivering shoulders and then demanding lips on her face. Thema kissed her face before letting her mouth rest next to Michelle's ear. She whispered and her voice sounded so soft and loving that Michelle's breathing grew ragged in a fleeting moment. "You Thema's lover. You stay with me... live with Backo and me," she whispered. "Thema queen... married to Backo. Backo have Thema... and you!"

	 

	The girl was demanding and she saw no reason for waiting. Thema wanted nothing more than to show her nervous lover how she felt. She almost ripped the top of the dress from Michelle's torso and couldn't unwrap the garment fast enough. The dress was loose and baggy and it dropped to the floor leaving Michelle in only one undergarment, a pair of borrowed panties.

	 

	Thema eyes grew big when she saw the African Butterfly. The tattoo was not fully healed, but it did look more like a butterfly than it did when Michelle was in the African village the first time. Her eyes remained on the symbol, as her hands reached for the velvety but firm titties. Thema's fingers concentrated on the hard, throbbing nipples and she rolled the buds around and around, hearing moans of desperation coming from her white lover.

	 

	Suddenly Thema decided on her course of action. She put her arms around Michelle and pulled her into her hard, youthful body. Her right hand slipped into the panties from behind, and slithered down until reaching the seductive butt cheeks. Thema caressed Michelle's ass for only a short time before she needed more. She sucked in her breath and rotated her hand around Michelle's flared hips until she covered the baby-like pelvis. Thema would always admire the cleanly shaven area and vowed to have it done to herself. 

	 

	Michelle understood Thema's wishes for power and supreme control. The girl's skilled fingers slipped into the narrow crevice between her slightly spread legs and instantly found the immense wetness. When Thema spread the puffy labia so that she could surround the throbbing clitoris, Michelle knew she would be forced to surrender.

	 

	Suddenly Thema pulled the clit outward until it was stretched beyond the swollen pussy lips. Then she squeezed it hard enough to bring groans of desire from her timorous slave. Cream started flowing from Michelle's most inner sanctuary and Thema felt the instant wetness coating her dainty fingers. The young girl felt the womanly hips thrust at her hand and she smiled with immense happiness.

	 

	Michelle's legs were rubbery and she depended on Thema's strength to hold her upright. Her vision was blurred, but she could see the crest of an intense orgasm on the horizon. All of a sudden her feet were moving and the two interlocked bodies quickly wound up on Thema's marital bed. The significance of the romantic adventure was profound and the young queen knew she would be sharing her most adorable lover with her tribal husband.

	 

	How the girl got undressed was a mystery that Michelle gladly accepted. Suddenly time didn't matter anymore and her memory would only include glimpses of coming into the village house, being undressed by the African girl, and then submitting to her native charms. Thema's strong arms held her and a fiery kiss ensued. Their tongues intertwined and Michelle felt herself reaching out to the African girl. She was mature and experienced, but yet, Michelle felt the strongest urge for Thema's control. 

	 

	***

	 

	When the wild ecstasy subsided and both were breathing normal again, Thema illustrated what the future held. She got her points across even though her English consisted of basic words, which were mainly nouns and verbs. They lay in each other's arms for the longest time and held each other long after the explanation. Loving embraces were something Michelle yearned for and strangely it came from another woman instead of a man, or her husband. Men never caressed or embraced a woman after an orgasm, as they assumed their job was done. That was not the case with a woman, as her emotions and desires were still rampant even after an actual climax.

	 

	Thema ran her fingers through Michelle's long hair letting the strands float through her hands. Her explanation, although not in perfect English, had been fully understood by Michelle. At first the thought of spending the next few weeks and months with Thema seemed daunting yet Michelle quickly realized it was best. She would be safe and not have to worry about anything, especially being pestered by the tribal men.

	 

	The afternoon flew by and before long Thema's husband came home. Both women expected Baako, but they seemed surprised when he arrived. Thema spoke to him in their native tongue and each kept looking at Michelle giving her the impression they were talking about her. It felt uncomfortable at first being with the tribal couple, but they quickly made her feel at ease. Thema and Baako tried to include Michelle in their conversations even though much of the time it was by gestures and hand signals.

	 

	Michelle faithfully followed their lead. Eventually they were all laughing at the strange and unfamiliar gestures that seemed to enable them to communicate. Thema prepared the evening meal and everyone was famished by the time they sat down to eat. The entire evening went much smoother than expected and they felt like old friends when they sat down in the couple's living room after the meal.

	 

	***

	 

	She looked closer at the young warrior. His face was etched with intense desire and it made him appear nervous. Michelle tried to guess his age and suddenly she shivered with the thought he was seventeen or eighteen at most. All of a sudden her daydreaming was interrupted and Michelle realized it was bedtime in the African community. She felt extremely uncomfortable when the couple escorted her into their bedroom yet there seemed no way out of her growing dilemma.

	 

	Suddenly Baako undressed and tossed his clothes on the floor. He turned to face the two women and the overly animated grin on his face was very evident. Thema's face was covered with a knowing smile and she threw her husband a kiss. Michelle quickly looked at Baako and her eyes lingered on the most obvious part of his aroused body.

	 

	Baako caught her stare and he swiftly grabbed his upstanding pecker. He wrapped his fingers around the thick shaft and pointed his cock directly at Michelle. When he glanced over at his wife, Baako saw her big smile of approval. He took one step forward and Michelle merely flinched, but stood her ground. Then he slowly walked across the floor until he stood measly inches in front of the stunning white goddess.

	 

	Michelle was utterly speechless. Suddenly she was surrounded. Baako in front of her and Thema right behind her and both stripped her clothes in a feverish fashion. Then Baako took her hand and he directed her towards the bed. She glanced over her shoulder at Thema and noticed the girl's beaming face of approval. Michelle had the strangest feeling when Baako forced her onto the bed and quickly onto her back.

	 

	There was only one thing on his enraged mind. Baako swiftly pushed her legs apart so he could see her glorious womanhood. His eyes bulged and he quickly got on the bed so that he was crouching between Michelle's wide-spread legs. In a split second, he was lying on top of her and his stellar cock was pressing into her unprotected opening. The head of his cock hit the bulls-eye and Baako pushed his hips downward just enough to feel the heat engulf the end of his engorged cock.

	 

	Michelle didn't know what to do or how to act. Her head rolled to the side and a million things went through her mind in just a matter of moments. 'I can't do this... be unfaithful to Rodney. I can't have sex with Thema's husband... with her watching. Oh no, I can't have sex... I'm pregnant. Dear gawd, his cock is inside. I'm nothing but a whore... a Blackman's whore.'

	 

	Then she rolled her head to the other side and faced destiny. Thema's pretty face smiled at her and the African queen gave every indication that she approved. The girl's obvious acceptance made Michelle's heart quiver, wanting nothing more than to make Thema happier. Suddenly her hands, which were pushing against Baako's powerful chest, stopped and went around his torso.

	 

	Thema's husband was in a fervor and his hips thrusted to and fro at a furious pace. Then Michelle reasoned that it would require a stronger will and desire if she was to please her African queen. She rammed her hips up at Baako and suddenly he was deep, so deep she felt him devour her soul. She was a little astonished when the familiar spasm shot through her insides, but not very surprised.

	 

	An angel quickly grasped her hand. Thema squeezed her hand and radiated true passion to her lover. Their eyes locked a fleeting moment before a tremendous explosion occurred in her deepest being. Michelle bucked under the rutting tribal warrior and she let her climax overtake her most intimate emotions. Her amorous body belonged to the young African couple and her surrender was complete. She realized Thema, Baako or even both of them could posses her whenever they desired... or demanded.

	 

	When Baako finished empting his massive load of cum, he rolled off Michelle with a big sigh of contentment. He was totally exhausted and casually lay on his back while falling asleep within seconds. He never noticed his young wife slip onto the bed and lay against Michelle who was still huffing and puffing. The two women put their arms around each other and they too fell asleep.

	 

	That was the beginning of months of erotic lovemaking. Baako watched their bellies get bigger and bigger and he was amazed at how sexy they looked even when pregnant. Every night was full of mystery and wonderful sharing. Baako was the happiest warrior. He had intercourse with his lovely wife and also Michelle whenever he wanted. Every once in awhile he had sex with both of them, but he truly relished the odd occasion when they teamed up on him. It was a totally new and exciting adventure, as the women made sure he was fully exhausted by night's end.

	 

	***

	 

	Nia watched her sister leave with the beautiful Michelle. She glanced at her uncle and noticed his devious wink. Nia relished the chance to show Sarge that she, too, was powerful and there was no better way than proving her dominance over the American actress. Sarge was well aware of Nia's aspirations to become one of the elite women in their tribe and he used it to his advantage. His explanation to her during his last visit to the village left no doubt that he wanted to humiliate and get complete control over the actress.

	 

	Sarge told his niece that Marie Kelly would stay in the village until her baby was born. He suggested that Nia give the woman special loving care and also have her girlfriends befriend the actress much like they did Michelle. Nia couldn't have been happier, as for once in her life, she had control over someone just like her sister. She readily agreed with her uncle that Marie Kelly would live with her during the actress's stay in the village. Very soon after Thema departed with Michelle, Sarge told Marie that it was the perfect time for a guided tour of the village. He started with Zuberi's home and showed the actress which bedroom she would be using. Her suitcases were quickly put away and Marie Kelly wondered about the room looking like someone already used it.

	 

	Before she had time to question or say anything, two young girls grabbed her hands and then she was ushered out of the house. Suddenly a few more girls joined them and they all set off on a tour of many old buildings in the village. As the group moved from building to building, Marie took closer observations of the girls. She noticed the one who seemed to be the leader and recognized her as one of Sarge's young nieces. The girl looked to be in her middle teens and she carried herself in an extremely confident manner.

	 

	Marie Kelly shivered every time Nia looked at her because the girl's dark, steady eyes seemed to convey something powerful and controlling. Marie wondered why someone about half her age could make her feel so intimidated.

	 

	All of a sudden the group approached what looked like a barn or a stable. Someone opened the door and then another girl shoved Marie into the building in a most challenging fashion. Suddenly five or six girls stood in a half-circle directly in front of her and they all had their hands on their hips, as if to say they were in control. They acted like they wanted her to do something, but Marie Kelly was utterly speechless.

	 

	She stood and her mouth gaped open when all of the girls started undressing. Marie didn't move a muscle, as first one, and then the rest took off all of their clothes. She quickly took the whole area in with a glance and noticed there were no other people around. There were piles of straw off to one side, which were covered with blankets. Along the other side were stalls containing horses and there were a couple of mangy dogs lying in front of one of the stalls.

	 

	Her whole body was shaking like mad. Suddenly Marie felt someone's hot breath on the back of her neck and her legs almost collapsed. Someone was behind her and she was completely petrified, too afraid to move a muscle. All of a sudden there were tender hands on her shoulders and she couldn't breathe anymore. Her chest heaved trying to get some air but it didn't help, as she glanced down at the small, black hands.

	 

	The hands cupped her boobs and squeezed them around the wide base to make them look bigger. Marie still couldn't move when the deft fingers knowingly unbuttoned her sheer blouse one button at a time. It seemed to take forever before the material was pushed aside to reveal her abundant tits. The fingers quickly slipped beneath the lacy bra, popping the cups upwards until they were around her neck.

	 

	Marie Kelly couldn't see anymore. Her eyes rolled backwards and her eyelids closed. Her head rolled back a little and found a perfect resting place on someone's soft shoulder. At first she thought about putting her hands up to stop the unwanted caresses, but then she wondered if they were indeed unwanted. Suddenly the fingers surrounded her hard nipples and pinched them in a determined manner. Marie Kelly opened her mouth to protest but nothing came out. Then the fingers started rolling her nipples around and around until the buds were harder than little pebbles.

	 

	The last thing in the world the actress ever intended on doing was spreading her legs. Suddenly lips touched the back of her ear and then someone whispered in almost perfect English. "I am Nia. You see my sister, Thema. She has white slave who loves her," the young girl whispered ever so softly. "You are my slave... my white slave. I am going to touch you all over... kiss you all over."

	 

	Then the native girl rained kisses on every square inch of Marie Kelly's neck, shoulders and down her back. Somehow the unbuttoned blouse had been stripped and was now discarded on a pile of straw. The bra was gone and the actress was naked above the waist. Suddenly her designer jeans were unbuttoned and unzipped allowing the dainty hand to slip into her panties. Marie Kelly sucked in her breath in a desperate attempt to give the hand more room, as it ventured down her almost flat tummy.

	 

	Suddenly the lips were against her ear again. "You sexy... very sexy. Your tits are nice and big... much bigger than mine," Nia whispered, putting both hands on the luscious boobs. "You my whore... white whore. We have sex... then my friends, too."

	 

	Marie Kelly slowly opened her eyes trying to see what was happening. She glanced to the side and noticed all the other girls were lying on the piles of straw. They were in a circle leaving what looked like a center stage, which made Marie shudder. The girls looked at the pair standing a few feet away and sort of motioned for the two to join them in the vacant opening.

	 

	Nia could see Marie Kelly looking at her friends. "They wait for you... you and me," she whispered. "We do it... do it right there so they can all see... see you be my white whore."

	 

	All of a sudden one of Nia's hands shot downward. Her fingers dipped under the elastic waistband and lower until they felt the soft, curly hair. She let her long, middle finger slide between the tightly closed thighs and knew she had hit the target when a loud moan escaped her timid victim. Nia forced her finger deeper and suddenly she felt immense wetness.

	 

	The actress was proud of her body. She knew it was extremely sexy and desirable by the fame she had received from her movies. Now her body was changing yet so far nothing was very obvious. Her boobs were slightly bigger and she knew it because her brassieres didn't fit properly anymore. Her tummy was not quite as flat as normal, but it wasn't obvious that Marie Kelly was pregnant unless a person looked really close. 

	 

	Nia nibbled on one of Marie Kelly's flushed ears and pulled her head backwards with her teeth. The actress held her eyes closed tightly dreaming of days earlier when she was with her boyfriend. It had been hard not to tell him about her sudden pregnancy, but she feared the repercussions if anyone found out the real facts. Suddenly a tongue toyed with her ear and soft kisses rained all over her neck.

	 

	After becoming pregnant, one thing had changed more than anything else. She had developed an intense desire for intimate sex and it seemed her passions increased to a point where she craved lust. Marie's head spun out of control and her daydreaming allowed the African princess to gain the upper hand. "Spread... spread legs," she whispered, tapping the sides of Marie's milky thighs to indicate her demands.

	 

	Marie Kelly was fully aware that it was wrong. She should not be standing in a stranger's arms, but suddenly her legs moved apart. Nia realized the woman had surrendered and she quickly moved forward. She put her hands on Marie's shoulders and turned her around so they faced each other. Being only 5'3", Marie had to look up into the strong, controlling eyes of the young African. She may have been only a girl yet Marie felt totally helpless against Nia.

	 

	Nia held the stare while deliberately placing the woman's arms down at her sides. Her hands went to Marie's hips and slowly rolled the loosened jeans down her flared hips. Then she stripped the garment leaving Marie dressed only in her panties. The hot desert air washed over Marie's flushed skin and she felt even hotter. Her eyes fluttered, unable to hold the intense stare, and suddenly she felt something rubbing against her wetness between her legs.

	 

	Marie's first impulse was to spread her legs wider. Then her almost non-existent panties were pushed deep into the wetness and fingers found her throbbing gem. When Nia pinched the clitty and rolled it around in the immense juices, her white slave cried out. The cries made the girl squeeze harder and then the cries became louder.

	 

	The actress felt like a mad dog, trying to show her immense satisfaction. She humped the skilled fingers and it was the quickest orgasm in history, as her cream flowed to meet the demanding fingers. Marie didn't hear the numerous giggles from the ring of girls and she felt no shame for what happened. Nia pinched the throbbing clitoris and managed to push the soaked panties to the side. Her strong left arm held the actress steady while her right hand performed magic.

	 

	The tremors were far too earth-shattering and Marie Kelly lost her balance. Her legs collapsed but her instincts knew the powerful girl would save her. Nia deftly guided Marie towards the nearest pile of straw and the two fell into the vacant spot between her circle of most excited friends. Their helping hands allowed the two lovers to fall without letting go of each other. Marie Kelly was aware of the many girls surrounding her but she only concentrated on one. 

	 

	There were no drugs or sedatives this time. Her lust was real and it consumed her mind in a mere moment. Strong, demanding lips closed over her own and Marie Kelly let the darting tongue invade her mouth. No kiss had ever been so passionate and she wondered if it wasn't because of the orgasm, which seemed to be everlasting.

	 

	Nia's friend's knew better yet they could not stop feeling and fondling the white goddess. Nia had specifically told them to leave the actress alone until she gave the order. Their hands were everywhere. There were fingers on Marie's blushing face, her neck, her arms and even her legs. One of the braver girls managed to strip the soaked panties and they all stared at the actress's sexy nakedness.

	 

	But it was the skillful Nia who inflicted the most damage. She broke the heated kiss and ventured downward until she had one of Marie Kelly's boobs in her mouth. The girl sucked the entire end of the breast and then her tongue slithered across the hardened tip like an angry serpent. The girl knew enough to embrace and fondle Marie Kelly's neglected boob. Her fingers caressed the nipple and areola, making sure they were puffy and swollen.

	 

	Then Nia ventured downward again and this time she found the curly twists of pussy hair. She played with them with her tongue and the teasing was profound for her slave. Suddenly the girl's tongue began caressing her everywhere. It felt so hot that Marie jumped and flinched wildly with every caress. Then it happened. Nia touched the glistening pink gem with the tip of her tongue and she thought the woman would hurt herself.

	 

	Nia stabbed the opening with her stiff tongue and there was no escaping for Marie Kelly. The girl was far too determined and all Marie could do was arch her back, hoping to survive Nia's assault. The continuous orgasm flourished and Marie was unable to stop her juices from flowing into the starved mouth. Suddenly Nia lapped the little jewel vigorously and then she sucked it all the way into her scorching mouth.

	 

	Marie Kelly wondered how long an orgasm could last. She also wondered how it was possible to achieve a second orgasm so soon after the first. All of a sudden Nia began giving gestures and she motioned to the actress that she wanted something. At first Marie Kelly didn't know what was going on but that quickly changed. Her exhausted and overworked body was twisted and coerced into a different position. She glanced downward at the native princess and shuddered at the sudden implications.

	 

	Nia put her strong hands on Marie Kelly's flushed face. She sternly held Marie's head and stared into her bewildered eyes. The girl's eyes burned into her soul and Marie Kelly was unable to look away. "You do. You make love to me... now," Nia whispered softly. "You do everything. Make love to me... so I orgasm. You fuck African princess... or else!"

	 

	Marie Kelly stared into Nia's controlling eyes. Any alternative and hearing Nia utter, 'or else,' sent the strongest tremor all through her body. Suddenly Marie was absolutely positive that having sex with another woman was better than anything else at that very moment. Then she let the girl's hands slowly push her head down until she felt the burning flesh against her face. The breast was so close that Marie couldn't focus on it and Nia's chest heaved up and down.

	 

	She had never felt such power or control. Marie cupped the cone-shape titties and squeezed them so the puffy bullet tips pushed outward even more. All of a sudden a nipple was a mere inch away. Her tongue lashed out and struck the very tip and the girl's body reacted like she had been hit with a large jolt of electricity. Marie put one boob in her hands and squeezed hard. The enlarged nipple poked up above her hands and her only concern was giving the girl satisfaction.

	 

	One moment the hard nipple was exposed and inviting and the next it was buried inside her volcanic mouth. Marie put her teeth around the nipple's base and acted like she was going to bite it hard. Nia's chest heaved and thrust up wildly, but then the woman shifted to her other nipple. Marie teased and enticed the girl until Nia couldn't take anymore.

	 

	Nia put her hands on the top of Marie's head and pushed downward. The nipple popped out of her mouth and suddenly soft, heated flesh passed by her burning face. Nia's hands didn't stop pushing until the woman's face was directly over her pelvis. Marie's eyes grew large as she stared at the girl's womanly charms. There was barely enough time to notice the sparse, curly hair and the shadow of Nia's wet pussy slit.

	 

	Marie would always treasure the moment when her tongue lashed out and made the princess cry. Nia's legs were spread wide and she left her opening fully exposed for her lover. Marie put her fingers on the girlie labia and pulled them apart to reveal utopia. The gem was the pinkest thing she had ever seen and suddenly her head was shoved downward. The girl's desperation was evident, as she moaned out loud, and twisted Marie's hair into her clinched fingers.

	 

	There was no guessing or pondering what to do. She nibbled Nia's delicate clitoris and felt the girl's hips thrust wildly with every bite. Even at the age of 32, this type of lovemaking surprised Marie. Strangely she felt more power and control than at any time in her life. She felt Nia's body react to every tongue-lashing and every nibble, which made Marie even more determined. Suddenly spending time in the village with Nia didn't seem so threatening or disheartening.

	 

	Marie attacked with a vengeance she didn't know was possible. Her mouth was over Nia's precious opening and the girl's entire clitoris was embedded inside her scorching mouth. She used her teeth gently and nibbled the delicate clit until Nia's body went into convulsions. Then Marie rammed her finger into the tight opening and finger-fucked the princess who was in the midst of a mind-blowing orgasm.

	 

	***

	 

	When the tribal princess had quenched her thirst, Nia readily gave a signal to her friends. All of the girls moved closer and suddenly Marie Kelly was roughly forced off of Nia's exhausted torso. Each girl grabbed a part of Marie and swiftly rolled the actress onto her back.

	 

	Marie Kelly assumed it was senseless to fight or struggle. She rolled her head side-to-side watching all the excited faces, as the girls hungrily devoured her entire body. Marie felt helpless and completely in the hands of Nia's girlfriends.

	 

	Her head kept rolling and Marie was determined to watch each girl, as they molested her. Two of the girls held her arms outstretched and pinned far above her head. One girl pinned her left leg out to the side while another girl spread her right leg outward so far it hurt. With four girls holding her limbs, it left two girls free for a molestation Marie would never forget.

	 

	Suddenly her head came up and Marie Kelly watched a girl suck one of her boobs and then roll her tongue all around her upstanding nipple. Another girl caressed her other boob and this girl was far rougher and determined. She put the hard nipple between her teeth and made Marie cry out when she chewed on the embedded bud.

	 

	Marie Kelly's eyes grew wider when she noticed red bite marks on each breast. Then she was horrified at seeing numerous red marks, which were dark hickies, tattooed into her milky flesh. The girls did not care if they marked or even hurt the woman when their mouths sucked as hard as they could. Every red tattoo was a symbol of control and power and each girl felt more and more esteem when they engraved the white flesh with hickies.

	 

	Suddenly Marie Kelly could see past the two bobbing heads on her chest. She witnessed more horrifying details sucked and nibbled into her burning flesh. There were hickies on her thighs as well as her upraised pelvis and tummy. Then Marie though she would die. The girl at her lower regions suddenly put her mouth directly over her opening and jabbed with her stiff tongue. The girl pretended to fuck with her tongue but she made sure to ram her mouth into the unprotected clitoris with every jab.

	 

	Just when Marie thought she might survive, the girl moved up slightly. She put her lips around the swollen clit and then she used her teeth. The girl raked her teeth back and forth on the clitoris and there was nothing Marie could do. Her arms and legs were pinned rendering her a prisoner and then the girl rammed her finger into Marie's hole.

	 

	Marie Kelly had expected to get fingered, but not there. The girl rammed her finger to the hilt in Marie's ass and kept it fully buried. All she did was roll the finger around and around while nibbling on the tender clitty. Marie arched her back and clinched her ass cheeks, as hard as possible, but it only made things worse. The native girl fucked her ass nonstop and ate her out like a lesbian pro.

	 

	Marie Kelly cried out loud. Tears even ran down her rosy cheeks when the explosive orgasm robbed any hint of her being civilized. A stable was a place for animals and that was exactly what she acted like. After the girl drank all of Marie Kelly's sweet cum, she reluctantly rolled off to the side allowing one of her friends the freedom to molest the white goddess.

	 

	***

	 

	All of the girls including Marie Kelly lost track of time. Each of Nia's friends was not satisfied until they had consumed some of the visitor's loving juices. Then each girl was utterly amazed when Nia encouraged her slave to perform oral magic on each of the girls. It turned into a night of erotic bliss for everyone and no person was more surprised than Marie Kelly.

	 

	The faces were blurred and long after Marie would try to recall what happened. She remembered going from one young girl to the next until she came to one recollection that would always be a haunting memory. Nia's girlfriends freely used her, as their oral sex-toy, and Marie recalled performing and receiving cunnilingus until she last all track of where she was. Completely dazed and fatigued, she was roughly forced onto her back by some of the girls. Marie recalled how one unfamiliar girl moved between her legs and the girl left no doubts as to her intentions.

	 

	The girl was very skinny and at first Marie Kelly didn't really look closely at her. The girl fondled her genitals and then she kissed them in a very demanding manner. Marie remembered looking down to see whom it was and she almost fainted when she noticed the youngest girl. Suddenly Marie came face to face with the girl. Her face looked so young and innocent. When Marie noticed her body, she realized the girl was not as developed as the rest. The girl's breasts were not very big and she appeared to have virtually no pussy hair.

	 

	Suddenly the girl placed her hands on Marie Kelly's thighs. She pushed the milky limbs to the outer limits in an effort to fully expose the delicious womanly charms much to Marie's dismay. When her head dipped and Marie felt the girl's mouth on her most sensitive area, she reasoned it was time to stop the girl.

	 

	It was wrong and she had to say something. Marie Kelly looked around until she met Nia's eyes and then pleaded for her life. "Nia... dear gawd. Nia, my love. Please not this... don't let her do this," she moaned trying desperately to convince Nia to stop her young friend. Then her eyes filled with tears because of the shameful display that was about to happen. "Dear gawd... no. Oh, no... she's touching me. Her mouth is... no, no... her mouth! No, please... don't let her do it."

	 

	Nia quickly shuffled closer. She glanced down at her young friend and noticed how Sasha was slapping the floppy clit back and forth with her tongue. Then Nia's gaze returned to the teary eyes and she smiled the biggest smile. "She has to know. I promised her," she whispered. "I promised Sasha that she could do everything... like the rest of us. Please be good to her... and I'll make it up to you."

	 

	Marie pleaded with every fiber inside her womanly body. She desperately wanted to struggle, but her arms and legs were pinned by Nia's friends. Marie's eyes remained locked on her young princess, as her emotions headed out of control in two directions. Her mind followed her eyes and she felt intense desire to be with Nia; yet it was the betrayal of her body that consumed most of Marie's fiery emotions.

	 

	Suddenly the girl's fingers pulled Marie's pussy lips farther apart. Sasha stared at the exposed clitoris with her hungry eyes and then she put her fingers around the tiny gem. Having already experimented and masturbated many times, the girl knew where to touch Marie Kelly. She squeezed with her fingers but left a small portion of the throbbing clit free for her tongue-lashing, which she administered with great fervor.

	 

	Marie Kelly arched her back severely trying to get away. The hands of all the other girls held her down so their young friend could ravage the white goddess. All of a sudden Nia took charge. She cradled Marie's head and swiftly twisted a big handful of curly hair with her strong left hand. Nia jerked Marie's head backwards and she stared into the wide, teary eyes. "Tell Nia what you want... want Sasha to do."

	 

	Marie stared into the dark eyes of the African princess. "Dear gawd, no! Nia, you have to make her stop... please," she groaned just as her clitoris was slapped by the girl's tongue. Suddenly Sasha's mouth devoured the upper portion of her pussy and the girl tenderly put the flared wings between her sharp teeth.

	 

	"She's... dear gawd, she's...," Marie moaned too distraught to fight Nia or the young girl.  

	 

	"Tell Nia! What Sasha do?" Then Nia yanked Marie's head again, indicating she was not happy with the utter silence.

	 

	"Oh please, no. She is sucking my clitty. Oh gawd... sucking it... oh, biting it haaard."

	 

	There was more hair pulling and Nia's eyes burned into her soul. "Nia can see Sasha's... sucking. Tell Nia... do you want to cum?"

	 

	"Oh gawd... if she doesn't stop... no, no, I might," Marie whispered.

	 

	"You can wait. Let Sasha learn... you can wait. Not cum yet," Nia said putting her lips directly on Marie's burning ear. Then the girl nibbled and pretended her tongue was a tiny penis, as she fucked Marie's inflamed ear.

	 

	Suddenly Marie did the absolute worst thing she could do if she wanted to prolong her stamina. She tensed every muscle in her body and held her lower regions perfectly still. Sasha felt the violin strings tighten and then she rammed her long, slender finger into the womanly opening. The native girl curled her finger until it caressed the entire length of the womanly G-spot and she used the tip of her finger to rake the spot.

	 

	Marie was riding a freight train to Hell and suddenly she was too afraid to get off. Nia watched Marie's chest heave up and down, as her breathing came in short, swift gasps of air. "Sasha plays with your clitty... you can wait," Nia whispered, grinning broadly when she watched the woman's body jerk out of control.

	 

	Marie Kelly's will was broken when it happened. The girl who Marie assumed to be too young and barely a teenager was suddenly in control of her crushed spirit. Gush after gush flowed from her delicate inner being. The native girl tasted a climax for the first time and she finger-fucked Marie with all her might. Sasha never let go of the throbbing clitoris and kept it fully embedded inside her volcanic mouth, much to Marie's dismay.

	 

	Nia held her white lover close trying to reassure her that everything was okay. Then she let her lips peck and kiss Marie all over while she whispered softly. "Sasha learning... she eat you and learn about sex. I love watching... watching you cum." Then Nia kissed her hard before continuing. "You stay with Nia... live with Nia. You be my white slave."

	 

	From that point on, Marie Kelly blanked out everything. She would agree to anything in the world, because she felt so enlightened, but it would take many hours before she actually realized what happened. When the sun finally came over the horizon, the night of sexual exploitation ended. The girls were totally exhausted and they all departed leaving Nia and Marie alone. Nia helped her maiden get dressed and then they both headed for home.

	 

	***

	 

	Susan was furious when she found out that her sister had been scurried away by Sarge. She got up on a sunny Monday morning only to be told by Sarge's wife that her husband had taken Marie and another woman on an expedition to his home village. Zelda noticed that Susan was extremely upset by her sister's departure, but she tried to reassure her that everything was done in the best interests of Marie and Michelle. Susan nervously waited the whole day and was almost stressed out when Sarge's black limo drove into the driveway about five in the afternoon.

	 

	With Michelle and Marie Kelly indisposed, Sarge was left alone with his innocent prey. He stared at the gorgeous sister, as she rushed out to meet his car, and felt a familiar quivering inside his masculine loins. His eyes roamed up and down Susan's seductive body before he moved to conquer his victim. He barely got out of the backseat when Susan displayed her intense rage. She yelled at him and wanted to know why he took her sister away without letting her know.

	 

	Sarge apologized profusely and put the brightest smile on his face. "I thought it was better if she gets acclimatized... gets used to being in a small, quiet village," he said in the meekest voice. "I know you wanted to be with her... to look after your sister. But you will be more comfortable living here... in the city."

	 

	It took some time for Susan to calm down. She was not a woman that held a grudge and his lengthy apology made her feel much better. He explained how not only Marie was spending time in the village waiting for her baby but Michelle was also there. Sarge's concern was very evident, but Susan still wanted to help her sister. "I insist. Take me out there... so I can be with Marie."

	 

	Sarge told her that her plan was not a good idea. He mentioned that Thema and Nia would be there to look after all of the needs of Marie and Michelle. Soon he noticed the relief on Susan's pretty face, which was a positive indication of her accepting his apology.

	 

	"But... but I have to be there for her," Susan whispered feeling most helpless. She wondered about getting anything accomplished in such a foreign country when she really had nobody to help her; other than Sarge, she thought.

	 

	"A doctor will see her today... check everything to make sure all is okay," Sarge explained trying to reassure his confused victim. "You guest in my home... stay with my family. I drive you to village... visit sister in a day or two."

	 

	He watched the pretty woman fidget but felt her slowly becoming more at ease. "Not to worry. I have made sure that everything is there... in the village so she has perfect stay. All the medical facilities are readily available and my young niece will ensure your sister is well looked after."

	 

	Sarge really wasn't too concerned if the woman accepted his reasoning for the separation, as his mind was already made up. He thought his plans were foolproof and pressed in for the kill. It was late in the afternoon by the time he returned from the village and suddenly time was of the essence so he felt a twitch of panic.

	 

	Susan had no idea what happened to Sarge's family, but suddenly they had all disappeared. She was alone, except for one or two servants, with the one man who made her feel insecure and vulnerable. All of a sudden her mind went into overdrive imagining all sorts of devastating events.

	 

	Suddenly Sarge's voice shocked her out of dreamland. "Come... let's move into the study. I'll have dinner served... then a nightcap. We can sit for awhile and relax," he said with the biggest smile. "We relax... discuss what is best for your sister."

	 

	The study was fairly small and cozier than Susan would have liked. Sarge poured them a liqueur and then he toasted her raving beauty. It took her a few moments to stop blushing but by then Sarge was talking again. They chatted with the conversation being very casual and Sarge kept asking questions about her life and belief's. One of Sarge's servants served food and before Susan realized it, she was far more relaxed than she anticipated.

	 

	Sarge did it again. Susan was upset that she somehow fell for the man's charm and she didn't feel the hate she was supposed to feel. She reasoned that maybe it was the drinks or alcohol that put her at ease, but strangely she found the conversation quite pleasant. When Sarge finally got around to talking about Marie, they had consumed three drinks and Susan felt warm and giggly.

	 

	Words and explanations flowed off his tongue with delicate ease. Sarge reassured Susan that her sister was best off living with his niece and relatives. She was surprised to some degree when Sarge refused to comment on the topic of her sister's kidnapping. He steadfastly declined to show her the ransom DVD, which he said was extremely explicit. He explained how the movie would seriously upset and offend her, and in the end, Susan felt thankful he didn't show it to her.

	 

	Sarge went directly from the chitchat to asking her if she would join him for a relaxing hot tub. "It seems like a shame to waste the evening. The drinks are relaxing and the company is wonderful. You saw the hot tub on the weekend... please join me for the best night of your life," he whispered.

	 

	His declaration sent the butterflies off inside her tummy, as it sounded so much like a promise. She pondered his last statement yet quickly shrugged it off to a casual misquote. All of a sudden the suggestion didn't sound too bad. "Wow! I even remembered to bring a suit... in case there was a pool at the hotel," Susan said. "It's in my suitcase. I'll change... meet you..."

	 

	Sarge smiled listening to the gorgeous woman stutter and stammer. They were on the way up the long staircase before Susan could have second thoughts. Sarge grinned and he was too excited to break her heart by telling her that she didn't need a bathing suit. He watched her walk and marveled at her most enticing behind, as it swayed seductively with each step. 'Yes... you put on your suit... it's all you'll wear for the next few hours,' Sarge thought. 'You're mine. Yes! This time... I'm saving you for myself. Your sweet white-ass will be mine.'

	 

	He broke his daydreaming as they approached the large double doors to his master bedroom. Sarge paused at the doors staring directly into Susan's bewildered eyes. "We have the night to ourselves... my family has gone to visit Zelda's family. They will be occupied until tomorrow... rejoicing on the joyous celebration of her mother's birthday."

	 

	Suddenly Susan felt the dire panic of being alone with Sarge. He opened the doors to the bedroom and she gasped at the sight of such an elegant room. She could see almost all of the vast room and the rich surroundings were very apparent. There were two beds on the left, which were dimly lit, but what caught her eye was the brightly lit hot tub and bathroom area. Steam rose off the hot water giving the tub a mystic appearance while the white tile throughout the bathroom glistened with a rich, brilliant luster.

	 

	They stood still and Sarge commented on the beds and dressers being from an older European era. Then he boldly took her by the hand and turned her sideways to face him. Susan never noticed, but Sarge carried the bottle of liqueur and glasses in his other hand and he held them up.

	 

	"The tub is wonderful for soaking away stress... exhaustion of a long day. I'll pour us a nice drink. We can sit back and relax in the hot water," Sarge said. "I have the jets turned up and the water is so hot it will relax all those tired muscles... put you to sleep."

	 

	For a second, Sarge thought she might reconsider and not return to her room for something to wear. She looked at him and noticed the seriousness expression written on his rugged face. She was just about to make a feeble excuse when he swiftly let go of hand and walked towards the tub. "You change. I'm sure anything you put on will look ravishing. I'll be waiting!"

	 

	He turned around when he was a few feet away and stared into her eyes. Not one word was said, but the telepathic waves filled her whole body with something she didn't understand. Susan had to use every bit of resolve to turn and slowly walk down the long hallway to her bedroom. She was unaware of the happiest man who quickly stripped his clothes on the way across the room. Sarge was completely naked by the time he reached the tub and he jumped in the hot water overly excited with what was on the horizon.

	 

	***

	 

	Susan was in a daze when she entered the guest bedroom. She immediately went to her suitcase, which contained her swimsuit, but felt slightly uncomfortable. Flaunting herself and wearing such skimpy clothes when meeting a stranger was not something Susan ever did. Reluctantly she slowly changed until she stood frozen in front of a long mirror.

	 

	She was utterly flabbergasted. Her first impulse was to run; escape the drastic situation before something really terrible happened. Suddenly she wondered about meeting Sarge and letting him see her wearing only a swimsuit. 'Oh gawd,' she thought. 'What will I do if he actually tries something? What if he tries to feel me up... and tries to force himself on me,' she wondered?

	 

	'No,' she thought staring at her reflection in the mirror. 'Go ahead. Ogle me you bastard... you won't get any.' Suddenly she felt a quick shot of adrenaline and summoned the courage to continue. 'I'll show you... you bugger. You don't know who you're dealing with,' Susan whispered feeling very confident about handling any situation.

	 

	Slowly and taking one deliberate step at a time, she returned to the master bedroom. Susan peered around the doorway and into the room. Then she stood in the middle of the double doorway and let Sarge see her scantily clad body. The entire room was eerily quiet when she slowly walked across what seemed like the widest room. Finally she had to divert her eyes from the most compelling eyes she had ever looked into.

	 

	Sarge's eyes bulged, as he stared at the luscious woman, and he contemplated his next move. Suddenly he threw caution to the wind and acted on impulse. Susan was only a couple of feet from the hot tub when Sarge jumped to his feet. His sudden act stopped her immediately and she stood frozen with her mouth wide open. She was a strong woman. A woman who knew what the world was all about, but suddenly her mind was too confused to react. There was too much indecision for her to move a muscle and she stood absolutely motionless.

	 

	Sarge slowly stepped out of the hot water and stood a mere foot in front of her bewildered eyes. Susan stared and felt her face become flushed and inflamed. When the tall, imposing naked African spoke, she flinched and felt her body going limp. "You won't need that. You don't have to be modest in my home," Sarge whispered. "Here... let me get rid of this useless bathing suit."

	 

	His hands moved and she remained petrified. Susan was a very attractive and seductive woman and she was well aware of what her sexy appearance did to men. She was experienced at rebuffing a man's crude demeanor, but suddenly she didn't know what to do.

	 

	She felt her bikini top being loosened and gasped for air when Sarge tossed it into the hot water. Susan's eyes widened as she watched the material slowly grow dark and wet. Then her heart beat out of control when she felt his fingers on her waist and suddenly he slowly rolled the skimpy bikini-bottoms down her frozen legs. Susan was completely amazed when she obediently stepped out of the bikini and let Sarge put the soft material to his cheek. He sniffed the heavenly scent and gave the shivering woman the biggest smile.

	 

	All of a sudden the shock of what was about to happen hit her hard, harder and with more conviction than anything in her life. "Oh my gawd... you're going to fuck me. We are going to fuck," she moaned with a most desperate plea. She stared into the dark, commanding eyes and saw the truth. "Oh please, you can't. Please, no! I've never been with another man... only my husband."

	 

	Sarge could see she was not going to run or even fight. "You have nice tits. Even nicer tits than your sister's," Sarge whispered. "Have you ever been fucked... by a big, black cock?"

	 

	Her eyes fluttered and slowly shifted to the biggest cock she had ever seen. Suddenly he grabbed her by the shoulders and pulled her into his muscular body. "Dear gawd... you can't do this. My husband... he is fixed. I can't get pregnant because he had a vasectomy," she pleaded.

	 

	Suddenly she found the courage to tear her focus from Sarge's stellar manhood. "You're going to fuck me... aren't you?" Susan arched her back in an effort to keep her hips away from Sarge and she stared into his dark, magnetic eyes once again. Her dilemma grew worse when she felt the long, burning shaft scorch her tender flesh. "Oh dear gawd... it's touching me. Your penis... I've never touched another man... never... never."

	 

	Sarge grinned at her fruitless efforts. He thrust his hips forward and then he grabbed her luscious ass cheeks, squeezing hard so that her hips shot forward. "No... no, dear gawd, no! It's so big... your cock is on my tummy."

	 

	Sarge was in his glory. "Feel it. Go ahead... put your hand on my cock. Feel the black cock that will soon be inside your belly," he said with the most demanding tone. "I said... put your hand on the black cock that is goin' to be in your belly!"

	 

	She wanted to struggle yet surrender was far too daunting. Susan's hand thrust between the tightly compressed bodies until her dainty fingers felt the burning rod. She almost hyperventilated when her fingers closed around the thick penis and it was all she could do to keep breathing properly.

	 

	"Sweetheart! You can still stop it. You can keep my cock out of your sweet cunt... just by begging me to stop," Sarge hissed.

	 

	He was giving her a chance and she should beg him to stop, she reasoned. Suddenly her fingers squeezed hard, and harder, too afraid to let go. The shame of what she was doing spread through her entire body, but still her fingers clutched the enlarged pecker. Then her head started to spin out of control.

	 

	"Rub it all over... all over your belly. Show Sarge where you want his black cock."

	 

	There was no reason to comply. Susan shivered when her hand started rubbing his inflamed penis all over her smooth, flat stomach and she closed her eyes as she drifted into dreamland. Suddenly her feet were moving. She was all the way across the room before she was aware the bed was near. 

	 

	Sarge put his big hands on her boobs, fondling them like he was a teenager, but Susan remained motionless and proud. "Oh my, my gawd... you're hurting my nipples. Pinching my nipples... hurting them." The pain should have spurred her to action yet for some strange reason she relished Sarge's rough treatment. Susan deemed it just punishment for all the guilt that filled her distraught mind because of what was happening.

	 

	Somehow she found the strength to remain on her feet, but her heart beat so fast her head got dizzy. Suddenly his lips were on her face, kissing her flushed cheeks and then her ear. "I want to hear it... beg. Beg for it, sweetheart!"

	 

	Susan opened her mouth and she fought for more air. She was determined not to say anything but Sarge struck fast. All of a sudden his sharp teeth closed on her ear lobe and he bit down hard. Susan was positive her ear had been severed and the brutal pain robbed all of her reasoning and logic. Her instincts screamed that she would be raped yet for some strange reason she couldn't struggle.

	 

	When she started talking, Susan was not aware of anything, but the promise of the ultimate fulfillment. "Do it. Go ahead... take me. Do it to me," she moaned with growing desperation. "Fuck me... you bastard. Go ahead and rape me."

	 

	Sarge let his mouth relax enough so that his teeth didn't bite so hard. "Say it. Say it... or else!" He grabbed her hair with his big hand and yanked hard enough to jerk her head back and forth indicating he wanted her to respond.

	 

	"Dear gawd. I can feel it... touching me. Fuck me with your black prick," she shouted. "Put your big cock in my belly... do it to me!"

	 

	Her Irish-catholic background was forgotten. Her religious upbringing was forgotten and Susan reasoned that she was possessed by the devil. "Oh gawd... I'm creaming. I can't stop... gawd, please put it in... inside my belly. Do it... do it now, you bastard," she wailed. "Fuck me... you black bastard. Make me your white whore... just like you did Marie. Do it!"

	 

	Sarge literally threw her onto the bed. Susan landed flat on her back and she somehow kept her legs spread wide enabling Sarge to kneel between them. Her eyes were wide open and they were glazed over with the sight of impending doom. Sarge's powerful body slithered forward, as his upper torso dropped over her chest. The head of his cock was between her thighs and right next to her vulnerable crotch, which made Susan squirm. Then he rubbed the wet head all over her pelvis and threatened to push it into her wet opening.

	 

	Susan could not remember her body being so inflamed and so filled with animal lust. She rolled her head side-to-side fraught with the possibility Sarge wouldn't do it. All of sudden she felt something big and menacing push between her delicate pussy lips. She stopped breathing and promised not to take another breath until the African had violated her soul.

	 

	Sarge was afraid of hurting her, as Susan seemed delicate and sophisticated. He stared at her agonizing face and realized her beauty was astounding. Susan cried and pleaded with him to stop yet her actions betrayed everything she said. Sarge noticed her arms were around his waist and her fingers were squeezing his muscular behind. She pulled his hips downward and into her thrashing body. Suddenly he realized Susan wanted more... more of his black pecker.

	 

	Sarge rammed his hips downward with the power of a madman. He entered Susan's virgin sanctuary with one powerful thrust and she was frantic. She clung to him giving every indication that she was experiencing an earth-shaking orgasm. Her teeth were next to his bare shoulder and she bite him hard. The sharp pain was fleeting but threatened to rob his remaining willpower.

	 

	The heat was intense and quickly became unbearable and Sarge wondered if his stamina could survive for long. He wittingly regained control over his breathing and quickly thrust his hips into her widespread thighs. Sarge curved his body enough so he could look down and he noticed that barely a few inches of his cock was inside the heated woman.

	 

	Sarge pulled backwards, pausing with only the fat head inserted into the volcanic pit. Then he thrust one more time. Sarge heard a shrill scream and it was the music of lust to his ears.

	 

	When his cock went through her tender cervix, Susan's civilized world came crashing down. She felt his ramrod spread her soul. Suddenly surrendering her spirit to the African god was the only solution and Susan let go. Her womanly juices flowed freely and Susan had never felt so liberated.

	 

	There was nothing in the world she wanted more than being Sarge's white slave. "Sweet Jesus. When Marie told me... about having sex with an African... I never thought it would happen to me," she whispered with a long overdue contentment. "Dear gawd... you own me. But you know that... don't you?"

	 

	Sarge smiled at the pretty woman. "You stay with me. You will be my mistress... my woman," he whispered having a hard time talking. "The others will stay in the village... wait for baby. You will live in my home. We fuck. We fuck every day."

	 

	All of a sudden his hips jerked out of control. Susan felt his random thrusts and pumps and she realized what was happening. It should have been the most traumatic moment of her life and it was. But not for the proper reasons, as she clung to Sarge knowing his seed was filling her fertile womb. Sarge's sporadic jerks continued forever and Susan wondered if his climax would ever end.

	 

	***

	 

	Susan felt like a little schoolgirl again. Sarge's cock rubbed against her body, touching her everywhere except where she craved. All of a sudden she felt a very familiar tremor rocket through her loins and Susan realized that it was a prelude for more ecstasy. Whenever these tremors happened, she could never wait. She put her legs around Sarge's thick leg and tried to hold his muscular thigh tightly against her crotch.

	 

	Sarge glanced at her twisting body and noticed Susan humping his leg. He could feel her immense wetness rubbing against his upper thigh so he pushed hard. His thigh pressed the pink petals open and exposed the most cherished bud. Sarge didn't mind Susan climaxing so fast because he knew she was only building to a higher pinnacle of lust. Her hips thrust and jerked against his thigh and then he needed fulfillment.

	 

	This time he didn't care if he hurt her. Sarge understood Susan's desperation and need for uninhibited sex. He pushed her onto her back and grabbed her wrists with his powerful hands. Sarge stretched her arms upward, as far as possible, and he wanted Susan to know he was her black master.

	 

	It quickly turned into a stimulating game. Sarge attacked and kept trying to kiss her, as her head twisted and turned, trying to evade his mouth. Susan struggled with much determination to indicate she was fighting his apparent unwanted caresses. Sarge held her arms, pinned and outstretched far above her head, as he continued the game with her flat on her back.

	 

	Susan squirmed and turned her head side-to-side pretending to struggle harder. He kissed her lips every time her head turned and then he kissed her cheek and neck. Susan squirmed again and her head came forward enabling him to kiss her on the lips in a most demanding fashion.

	 

	Each played the erotic game and it filled both with intense desire. Susan kept twisting her head and suddenly Sarge used his tongue. He licked her face, her lips, her nose, and then her ears until she was overheated. Suddenly her head turned sideways again and Sarge held her still by biting her ear. "Open legs. Open your legs so I can put my black cock into your little, white pussy," he hissed through his teeth, as they bite down hard on her ear. "That's it, baby... can you feel it? My hard cock... as it goes into your cunt?"

	 

	All of her life, Susan was reserved and seemed to hold something back. Suddenly there were no barriers or no holding back. Her breathing was extremely uneven, and ragged, and she feared fainting if she didn't let go. His black knob pushed her control button and her loving juices coated Sarge's big penis. Sarge let go of her ear realizing there was no need for any more force. He pumped wildly and pretended he was an untamed dog.

	 

	The night was never-ending. Susan lost count. Was it three, four or even five? How many times had she experienced an orgasm with her black god within such a short time span? There was nothing left, she reasoned, as her entire body felt totally exhausted. Suddenly his lips were touching her. Kissing her soft, velvety flesh around her quivering tummy and then lower until his tongue lashed out. Suddenly Susan realized the night wasn't over.

	 

	***

	 

	Sarge reassured Susan every chance he got that her sister was very safe and sound. "You need not worry. Nia will take good care of Marie," he explained. "Nia can be trusted and she fully understands that nothing should happen to your sister. I will take you to visit whenever you wish."

	 

	He knew Susan came to Africa to specifically ensure her baby sister was well looked after. Marie Kelly would have the baby and then she would release a news bulletin, saying she had adopted a foreign baby. "Not to worry. I will drive you to the village... every few days to visit. You can see that she is very comfortable... no harm will come to your sister."

	 

	Susan felt somewhat guilty for putting her own pleasures before Marie's, but Sarge's reasoning sounded too good to refute. She was on pins and needles every day when Sarge was at work, but that was quickly replaced by pricks and penises when he returned. Susan wondered how she would ever explain things to her family. There was no doubt in her mind that soon she would be in the same quandary as Marie. What amazed Susan most was the fact she felt the immense guilt yet she still craved intercourse with the African man.

	 

	Time seemed to stand still for Susan, but yet, the days flew by in a hurry. One quiet afternoon when she was all by herself, Susan contemplated the events that had transpired since her arrival in the African city. Sarge wasn't due home for at least another hour and she tried to remember the past two months.

	 

	Susan remembered how it all started. Her sister prepared and warned her about Sarge, but all of Marie's warnings fell on deaf ears. Sarge had deviously gained complete control over Susan and she couldn't remember feeling so emotional towards any man. Then she thought of that first night alone with Sarge. A violent shiver shot through her entire body when she visualized coming into the master bedroom that first Monday night.

	 

	Images of Sarge sitting in the hot tub flashed through her head and then she remembered the most shocking event in her 30 plus years. Sarge stood up, boldly displaying his heralded manhood and she felt like a woman again. Susan could still remember how her legs vibrated and threatened to collapse right in front of the naked man.

	 

	Slowly and precisely Susan imagined what happened after that. She never resisted or made one move to stop the man. Sarge stripped her bikini and left her nude and shivering. Then he shuffled her towards the bed and again she made no move to stop the man. She pictured him throwing her onto the bed and then crouching between her widespread legs. Even now her breathing grew uneven when she imagined Sarge's enlarged penis rubbing against her crotch.

	 

	Susan was happy and sad at the same time. The most overbearing thing was Sarge's astute control, as he threatened to ravage her, but she still didn't move. Suddenly she vaguely remembered pleading with Sarge not to do it because she was vulnerable, but he merely laughed at her silly innocence. Susan could still see how he put the flared head of his black cock at her opening and how he slowly and deliberately shoved it all the way inside her being. She was no longer a white, upstanding catholic from America, but a woman who wanted something so badly she sacrificed her spirit.

	 

	The memory was vivid and very real. She felt his cock slide deeper, deeper until it hit her delicate cervix. Suddenly she knew the sacrifice was worth it. 'Yes,' she deemed. 'He fucked me that first night... and now I am a slave to his manly power.'

	 

	All of a sudden there was a familiar twinge deep inside her tummy. There was no need to fret or worry anymore. She was pregnant; that she was certain. The knowledge sent shivers of extreme doubt through her mind, but Sarge quickly reassured her that everything was all right.

	 

	Susan glanced at her watch and noticed she still had time to dream. Suddenly she imagined the first visit to the village and it became more vivid by the second. Sarge took her there in his limo and her sister knew something was amiss, as soon as Susan got out of the car. She remembered Marie staring into her glassy eyes and obviously noticing her total fulfillment. That was when Susan realized her sister could know the truth before anything was said.

	 

	The ensuing conversation was one that Susan would remember word for word. Her eyes had filled with tears on that fateful day because of the intense guilt feelings.

	 

	"Susan! You did it... didn't you? You had sex with him?"

	 

	Susan stood in front of her sister unable to say anything.

	 

	"Well... well?" Marie insisted her sister tell her the truth.

	 

	It took forever for Susan to break her silence. "Oh gawd, I'm so sorry. It happened... just happened."

	 

	The shame had grown when she tried explaining things to her sister. "We were in his house... it just happened."

	 

	"But I warned you. I warned you Susan... that he was unscrupulous... evil," Marie told her that afternoon. Then like a miracle between two loving sisters, they fell into each other's arms and hugged for the longest time.

	 

	Susan felt much better today than she did back then. Marie fully accepted what had happened after she explained everything. Even now she trembled with her revelations to her sister. "He's a good man. You don't know him... Sarge is really good to me," Susan told Marie that day. "He treats me with respect... dignity. He is the kindest man I have ever known."

	 

	Everything had been put out in the open, but Marie still had some unanswered questions. "What are you going to tell... your girls... your husband?"

	 

	"Gawd, my girls are away at college and hardly ever make it home; every other weekend if they're lucky. You don't know what's it like when kids leave the nest... they don't need Mom anymore. And Andy... well... he's been screwing his secretary for two years. I didn't say anything... I was too ashamed. You know that blonde bimbo... with the fake tits and big ass."

	 

	Telling her sister the truth had been the biggest relief. The rest of that first visit had been pleasurable and so was each succeeding visit. Sarge faithfully took Susan to visit Marie and she looked forward to each visit. Suddenly Susan was full of extreme excitement because soon she would have startling news to tell Marie.

	 

	All of a sudden someone at the door interrupted her daydreams. Sarge entered and her dreams were forgotten. He slowly walked across the room staring intently at her beautiful smile, which seemed to be on her face whenever he was around. He walked right up to Susan and took both of her dainty hands in his, holding her at arms length before swooping in for a kiss.

	 

	Susan didn't hesitate or hold back. She let Sarge take her by the hand and lead her up the long set of stairs. It was almost like teenage lovers who couldn't get enough of each other, as they entered the dimly lit bedroom. A scenic movie of what happened would have depicted a fully clothed couple entering. Within seconds there was a naked black man and white woman locked in erotic bliss and it was very apparent that the man was fully aroused.

	 

	 


Chapter 6: Michelle's Story - Intimate Interracial Relationships: Three White Women Came to The African Country and Experienced Profound Desire Despite Knowing Their Actions Were Immoral and Sinful
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	Sarge had never felt this way about another person, especially a woman. In his world, men were considered superior and women were almost treated like second-class citizens. Suddenly he was smitten, so to speak, by an American goddess. His views and practices were abruptly modified and Sarge considered Susan not only a ravishing woman, but also his equal. He rolled his head to the side and glanced at his sleeping beauty.

	 

	Her face was etched with a continuous smile, which radiated to everyone around her. Sarge's family readily accepted Susan even though she was his mistress and his wife didn't mind. It meant Zelda received all the luxuries of living with a politically, powerful man and she didn't have to satisfy any of his radical demands. Sarge looked at Susan and he felt more content than ever. "The doctor said everything looked good. It must have happened right away... the first time we made love," he whispered. "Is there a chance...?"

	 

	Susan cut him off before he could finish the question. "It is yours... without a doubt. My husband hasn't touched me in weeks. We haven't had sex in weeks," she responded. "The bastard is screwing his secretary, but I don't care anymore."

	 

	His arm was around her and Sarge pulled Susan into his waiting body. She rolled onto her side and the front of her body came flush against Sarge's. Something became very noticeable and paramount for both. Susan felt the obvious hard prick push against her belly and she quickly shifted her body upwards so that the end of Sarge's cock grazed her pelvis.

	 

	One instant the long, hard cock rubbed against her heated body and the next it was between her legs. The flared head hit the tip of her slit and swiftly slipped through the soaked crevice, as it raked her tender clitoris. Her entire body jerked in reaction to the deliberate caress and suddenly her breathing stopped.

	 

	Susan felt the head slid backwards about an inch. The meat hit her directly at the core and it slipped inside before she could take a breath. She didn't dare move, as she was in the most vulnerable position, and fully realized that Sarge would take her. He kissed her on the forehead and tenderly guided her head beside his overheated cheek. "I want you... more than anything in the world," he whispered in her ear.

	 

	Suddenly she could breathe. "Oh, dear gawd, you're inside... deep inside of me," she moaned, trying to regain her breathing. "Yes... dear gawd, yes!"

	 

	The bed was the biggest she'd ever been in. Sarge wrapped his arms around her torso and rolled onto his back. She remained glued to his body and the only thing that changed was the way Sarge's hips moved. He thrust his powerful hips at her and made sure his ramrod was buried to the hilt at the peak of every thrust. Then he rolled onto his side and held onto Susan as he constantly jerked his hips back and forth.

	 

	Sarge rolled again and this time Susan found herself on the bottom. He showed no mercy and no mercy was asked for by the woman who suddenly had no stamina. Her sanity had long since departed and Susan glared up into Sarge's dark, demanding eyes when she felt the end approaching. There was something wrong with her hips, as they thrashed wildly from side to side on the firm mattress, and she abruptly lost control.

	 

	Every time Susan shifted to the right, Sarge drove downwards with a dire passion, driving her ass into the bed. She rebounded and so did Sarge. Susan deviously tried moving to the left but Sarge was out of control by this time. He drove downwards with all of his might and again her ass sank into the bed, only to slam back up at the madman. The damn burst and Susan raced towards the finish with her heart racing and her breathing ragged and sporadic.

	 

	Just as she managed to regain a measure of control, Susan sensed Sarge's telltale sign of ejaculation. His hips jerked wildly and the burning lava filled her delicate womanhood yet she welcomed the man's climax. Her arms were around his thick torso and each time Sarge thrust downward she thrust up to meet his desperate lunge. Her orgasm was nonstop and to her dismay Sarge took forever to empty his vast sperm bank.

	 

	His body was covered with sweat. Sarge gently rolled off his white goddess and enabled her to breath easily again, as he hugged her against his exhausted body. Strangely his show of compassion was something Susan wasn't used to and it made her feel loved and cherished. "We visit village often... every week. You see your sister every week and make sure she alright," Sarge said.

	 

	"Thank you. I promised Marie that I would be there for her... look after her," Susan said. "It won't be easy for her in a foreign country, but I'm sure your family will make her feel at home."

	 

	"You not worry. Doctor will stay in village entire time and he be there for your sister and Michelle. He good doctor."

	 

	***

	 

	Months past. Michelle lived with Thema and Baako in the African village and she hardly got to see her husband. Rodney was forced to leave the country right after he found out that Michelle was pregnant, as his job required him to travel from one country to another. He managed a visit back to Sarge's country about once a month and each time he longed to stay with Michelle until the baby was born. He had no idea of the living arrangements in the village, as Michelle stayed with him in one of Zuberi's homes during each visit, and she didn't volunteer any incriminating information.

	 

	It was during his last visit before the baby was born when Rodney got suspicious. He was riding back to the city with Sarge when the man revealed his devious plan. "Baby born soon. Michelle have baby very soon. She stay in village for a while... for some time," he informed Rodney. "Baby have good care and be raised in true African tradition."

	 

	Rodney was utterly dumbfounded. "Michelle will want to go home. She'll want to go home with the baby... very soon after," he said.

	 

	The devious Sarge planted the seeds of doubt and they stayed with Rodney. Weeks past. Kato showed up in the village whenever Rodney wasn't around and often stayed with Michelle for days at a time. At first she was reluctant to sleep with Kato, but it didn't take long for the overly friendly and personable teenager to win her over. It seemed that Michelle was one of those women who craved sex, as her pregnancy advanced, and the horny teenager satisfied her sexual needs even with her belly growing with child.

	 

	One bright sunny day Kato showed up in the village and went immediately to see Michelle. He heard crying when he approached the hut and quickened his pace, as he wanted to see the baby. Both Michelle and Thema were holding their babies, but it was Michelle who caught Kato's attention. The woman looked totally ravishing, as the sun was coming through a window giving Michelle the appearance of having a halo all around her body. It was that moment the young African decided he wanted the white goddess to stay in his country.

	 

	There wasn't anything Sarge wouldn't do for his only son. Once he heard that Kato wanted Michelle to live with them, he schemed until coming up with the perfect plan. It was not only a very shrewd plan; it was one which had Michelle remaining in the country while humiliating her husband to the nth degree. Rodney had been away for a couple of months completing the last of his duties for the international committee in Geneva. When he returned, he was surprised by Sarge's willingness to make him happy.

	 

	Sarge's manipulation was unscrupulous. Michelle moved into his home after her baby was born and Sarge allowed Rodney to stay with her whenever he was back in the country. According to his devious plan, Sarge didn't want the husband to suspect anything. Sarge also graciously accepted Marie Kelly into his abode, as a deliberate gesture to make Susan happy. It was the only way Marie would stay in the country until her sister's baby was born so Sarge willingly moved the two new mothers into his home in the city.

	 

	A few months later Susan had her baby and it was one of the happiest moments of Sarge's life. He wouldn't let Susan or the baby out his sight and if he did it was only when he went to work. Sarge was constantly dreaming of ways to either keep control or get control. He eventually had the foresight to arrange a celebration for the new mothers, but mainly he wanted to give his son a special reward. If Kato wanted the goddess and relished Michelle having another baby with him, Sarge was prepared to do whatever it took to keep the woman in the country.

	 

	Sarge invited a few guests and along with his entire family they celebrated the birth of Michelle's baby by christening him into their African tribe. Much to Rodney and Michelle's amazement, the baby was given a ceremonial African name along with the names they had given him. Zuberi, Thema and Nia carried out the African rituals to perfection, which made Sarge very happy.

	 

	The festivities happened in Sarge's large family room and one minute the room was full of people and the next only four remained. It wasn't hard for Sarge to arrange for Susan, Marie Kelly and his wife and daughters to go back to the village with Thema and Nia. The other guests were ushered out leaving Sarge and Kato sitting at a table with Michelle and Rodney. Before the couple had a chance to protest or complain, the elder statesman coaxed them into having a nightcap, a relaxing massage and a soak in his big hot tub.

	 

	Rodney and Michelle had already consumed too much, but it was way too late for the couple to realize they had been drugged. Sarge led the way up the prominent staircase to the majestic bedroom and everyone was seated at a small table in no time. The table was about ten feet from the large hot tub and tiled bathroom area, which contained a massage table surrounded by two servants dressed in customary African garb.

	 

	The couple readily drank from the large glasses given to them, which quickly added to their ultimate downfall. One of Sarge's skilled servants motioned for Michelle, telling her that it was time for a relaxing massage. The combination of paralyzing drinks and quiet surreal setting had a serious effect on both her and Rodney. The secret drugs robbed their ability of muscle control, but not the ability for their eyes to convey messages to the brain.

	 

	Rodney's head spun like crazy, but he wasn't too drunk to know what was happening. He watched his wife who couldn't walk on her own being led across the dimly lit room by Kato and one of the massage girls. Kato and the girl easily got Michelle into a prone position on top of the massage table and then the boy went to the hot tub. Rodney's eyes almost popped out of his head when Kato swiftly undressed and stood beside the tub. Nude and proud, the young man displayed his growing hard-on before he slowly stepped into the steamy water.

	 

	Rodney ripped his stare from Kato and focused on the real gem. The two determined female servants had already stripped Michelle's clothes and left her naked on the massage table. One of the women poured a vast amount of oil over Michelle's back while the other women massaged the radiant white flesh. Sarge's servants deviously seduced the sultry white woman. Michelle was on her stomach and one woman massaged her upper torso while the other concentrated on the lower extremities.

	 

	The scene was powerful and riveting. Michelle's arms were outstretched and fully extended above her head. The sides of her breasts were exposed and the glossy oil covered her everywhere. Her legs were slightly spread and one sly woman often ran her fingers along the insides of Michelle's velvety thighs. Each time the woman's fingers grazed the vaguely exposed crotch, a low moan of distress sounded from the sedated victim.

	 

	The seductive scene mesmerized Rodney. All of a sudden the two women rolled Michelle over. In a flash one woman squeezed warm, runny oil all over the front of Michelle's nudity and the other woman started rubbing it into the white flesh. Rodney's eyes grew bigger when the one woman focused on the two overly developed boobs. She used both hands to squeeze Michelle's tits. Each time she circled the base of a titty, the woman slowly milked her fingers up to the end until only the elongated nipple was between the skilled fingertips.

	 

	The breast massage was spellbinding yet it didn't rival the next massage. Rodney noted how his wife's legs were spread and that her entire crotch was exposed to the African woman. He watched the oil spread and cover the area and then the sly woman performed magic. Her hands rotated so fast they were a blur. Each time they circled the upraised pelvis, one or two fingers dipped into the puffy labia. It was very obvious to the three men who were totally focused on the seduction that the victim was aroused.

	 

	Rodney was utterly amazed. He watched the expert massage of his wife's tits and noticed how both nipples were fully erect. The woman used fleeting pinching and squeezing to keep the buds hard and she constantly massaged each boob, which was covered with the abundance of oil. The breast massage was something Rodney had not witnessed before; yet it was the lower massage that soon captured his full attention. He noted how the woman poured oil over Michelle's pelvis and how the trail of liquid fire ran through the open crevice between the spread thighs.

	 

	It was when Rodney spotted the protruding clitoris that he thought something terrible might happen. Every few seconds the woman spread the swollen oil-covered labia apart to expose the tender gem and then she flicked the clitty with her fingers. The woman never lingered and only caressed the clitty enough to keep Michelle on the highest plateau of lust. Rodney knew his wife and how she reacted to stimulation. Her body flinched and twitched with each nipple and clitoris seduction, but the devious women were too shrewd to go too far.

	 

	Rodney was oblivious to the fact the women drugged Michelle. First one and then the other woman sat Michelle up long enough for her to consume a few gulps of African potion and then the sexual massage continued. The only thing he perceived was how her body reacted to the constant molesting of her vulnerable clitty, as the skilled fingers kept it exposed and swollen.

	 

	It was as if he watched someone else and not his wife. Rodney actually prayed that the seduction would be successful and that the two women would make the white woman suffer an untimely orgasm. Just when he expected a climax, the two women swiftly roused the white woman to her feet. They obediently led Michelle across the floor to the side of the tub. Her head sort of rolled around on her shoulders and the overly sedated woman even had a worried smile on her pretty face.

	 

	The following scenes would forever linger in Rodney's drunken mind. Kato stood up and his impressive length of steel stood straight out from his slender hips. He slowly guided the wobbly woman into the hot water and helped her sit down beside him. Kato sat with his wide, muscular back in the direction of the two onlookers and Rodney couldn't see the look on the young man's face. Kato put his left arm around Michelle's neck holding her tucked into his body. In no time the teenager grew impatient. He forced Michelle to stand and then he rotated the woman around in front of him.

	 

	Rodney and Sarge watched in silence. Michelle's body was still coated with oil and the water barely beaded on her skin. Both men noted the sultry woman stand in front of Kato and her eyes were fully glazed, as if she was in a trance. The contrasting bodies added immensely to the erotic scene and neither Sarge or Rodney could refute the beauty and sexy appearance of the white woman. Merely sitting across the room and witnessing the sexual seductions unfold was enthralling.

	 

	Rodney kept drinking not realizing it was putting him completely under the spell of African weed. Even if he wanted to stand up and walk over to the tub, it would have been impossible. Michelle stood in front of the young African and remained motionless for a few seconds. Rodney locked eyes on his wife and he noted her sedated and drugged state, as she passively stood before the young black man.

	 

	The role-playing ensued and Rodney was puzzled by the notion of something dreadful happening, but it wouldn't hit him until much later. Sarge leaned over the table and planted a dire seed. "She his woman. Kato now have sex with your wife... make her his woman."

	 

	"Da... da, what?" Rodney simply stared at the two naked bodies.

	 

	"Tonight she his. Your wife belong to Kato and she want to be his woman," Sarge whispered. "She stay with him!"

	 

	Michelle's head sort of rolled around and around on her shoulders indicating she was completely lost and drugged. Rodney noticed her eyes open wider and he caught the way she shifted forward, but not the way her legs spread to go around Kato's hips. Suddenly her mouth opened and Rodney heard loud, raspy sounds escape her throat. He noticed her torso sink lower into the water and then another desperate gasp sounded.

	 

	Suddenly the young man engulfed a nipple with his hungry mouth and the woman let out a dire moan. Then he shifted from one erect bud to the other leaving both covered with plenty of saliva. The scene actually looked comical when Kato appeared to slap the nipples around with his stiff tongue.

	 

	Without warning the woman climaxed. Her body started thrashing and jerking back and forth when a premature orgasm exploded in her belly. Kato was smart enough to realize the preceding massage and seduction had robbed Michelle's stamina and he quickly thrust his fingers into the raging furnace. He instantly found the throbbing clitty and rolled it around as vigorously as possible in the small expanse between Michelle's legs. He yanked the clitoris from the puffy shelter and squeezed it with his fingertips until her hips eventually quieted.

	 

	Rodney assumed it was over, but only chapter one of a complex saga was complete. Abruptly Kato stood up and it was very apparent what he demanded. Merely by sign language and simple motions the teenager got the obedient woman onto her knees while he sat on the edge of the hot tub. With his erection pointed proudly in the air, he guided Michelle's head to his lap. The ensuing cock sucking was impressive as well as skillful.

	 

	Rodney visualized the mystic woman sucking the stellar African cock. Suddenly her mouth opened wider and Kato held onto Michelle's hair ensuring her mouth engulfed more of his cock. He rammed his cock into her throat until her eyes bulged and her chest heaved as she fought for air. Rodney witnessed animal lust. Kato forced Michelle to swallow most of his cum before he quickly pulled his cock out of her mouth.

	 

	Kato jumped back in the hot water and stood directly in front of Michelle. He deliberately sat down on one of the seats and pulled Michelle into his lap. Rodney knew something was dreadfully wrong, but his mindless stupor prevented any worthwhile reaction. He watched the young African put his hands on Michelle's slender shoulders and deftly push downward. Rodney observed the exact moment that Kato porked her. Michelle's mouth flew open wide and her tongue rolled out the corner of her mouth. There was a violent thrust of the teenager's hips, as he drove upward with all of his might and almost lifted Michelle out of the water.

	 

	Kato held motionless at the height of full penetration. Then he dropped back to a seated position and it was apparent that his cock was embedded in the distraught woman. The scene was a reflection of complete opposites. The husband thought the woman experienced great pain and suffering while internal convulsion actually consumed the woman's sanity. Even drugged and out of her mind, Michelle's womanly instincts took over. She rammed her hips down at the monster and swallowed every inch of throbbing prick.

	 

	The weed consumed her brain and Michelle wanted it bad. Flashes of bright lights went off in her head and she lost all control of her resolve. Michelle was expected to orgasm so she did, as Kato turned her into a wanton bitch. Suddenly unable to move a muscle or anything in her body for a brief moment, she let the young man control her every need. She felt intense throbbing and pulsations deep inside her being and knew each throb was sending African cum into her vulnerable womanhood. The molten lave filled her inner reservoir and Michelle welcomed the raunchy, brute sex.

	 

	All of a sudden she bucked; Michelle rolled and she rocked back and forth with the big cock buried in her belly. She was in another world and it would be hours before she realized what had happened. Michelle welcomed the lust and willingly surrendered as water splashed when she rode Kato's manly cock. Her eyes bulged and she stared across the room at two shadowy figures. One she recognized as the black man who controlled her spirit and owned her soul, but she didn't recognize the other.

	 

	Kato wanted to keep the white goddess forever. She was defenseless to his virile male seed and he was determined to use deception and drugs to keep her under his control until it happened again. In her sedated state, Michelle willingly accepted her fate even though she was in the most vulnerable time of the month.

	 

	The vulgar hot tub intercourse was probably the hottest sex scene Rodney had witnessed in his life. He was still staring wide-eyed at the copulation when two women grabbed his arms. He was lifted out of his chair and swiftly escorted over to the massage table. His clothes were stripped and there was absolutely no opposition when the two women went to work.

	 

	The massage was skillful, but it didn't last very long. Oil covered his body as both women used their hands to fully arouse and stimulate Rodney. His stamina was put to the test when one woman stroked his hard cock and the weed ensured his erection remained everlasting. There was no need to stroke his hard-on yet the woman did it anyway, jerking him off until his endurance hung by a slender thread.

	 

	Just before he blasted off, the woman swiftly jumped up on the table. She spread her knees around Rodney's hips and squatted directly on top of his upstanding cock. The woman guided the head of Rodney's cock into her fiery inferno and it took mere seconds before his hips jerked randomly up and down, as he shot his big load of cum into the willful bitch.

	 

	Rodney surmised something was different, maybe even wrong with what transpired over the next few hours. Every time he looked over at his wife, she was in the throes of sexual ecstasy with the young African. Kato poured more African narcotic into Michelle and then he fucked her again in the hot tub. Then he carried her across the room to the large bed where it became evident that the young African had a perpetual hard-on.

	 

	One could have written a book about the various sexual acts and positions used by the overly competent teenager. Kato used the role of missionary for one sexual encounter and then he became a dog trainer who whipped the doggie until she was trained and obedient. The doggie howled at the wind when the big trainer mounted her and Kato pounded Michelle's ass, showing her no mercy or leniency for being a doggie.

	 

	The intermissions and interludes were short and very infrequent. It seemed Kato had limitless stamina due to ingesting plenty of the mysterious African stimulants and he appeared to use the pauses as a means of coming up with new and better intercourse. Michelle and Rodney were powerless against the unfamiliar goatweed and the couple was African sex toys for the entire night. The sun was coming up when everyone except Sarge fell asleep. Sarge watched the night of sexual rapture and he was thoroughly worked up when he departed for the village. He wanted only one thing and she was staying the night with his nieces, Nia and Thema.

	 

	Sarge left Michelle and Rodney drugged and totally under the control of Kato and his servants. He left specific instructions with his son that he was to keep the Americans sedated until he returned. Kato was in his glory. He had power and full control over the one woman he adored and idolized. The best part was the mind-altering drugs left Michelle sexual stimulated and dependent so he could do whatever he wanted without any repercussion. Kato relished the fact he had many hours with Michelle while Sarge attended the annual tribal rituals.

	 

	***

	 

	The entourage left late for the village so it was past midnight when they arrived. Sarge didn't want his family and in particular Susan to witness what he planned for the American couple. His wife and daughters stayed in one of the family's dwellings, which were kept for family visits to the village, while Nia insisted the sisters stay with her. Susan and Marie were a little reluctant with the arrangements, but they went along with Nia's plan because there didn't seem to be any reasonable alternative.

	 

	The babies were quickly put to bed and everyone else retired, as it had been a long day. Susan and Marie Kelly used the same room and they quietly undressed in the pitch darkness. "Did you notice how she... Michelle was out of it," Susan whispered.

	 

	"Yes! There was something in her drink. I'll bet that man used drugs. The same ones he uses whenever he wants something," Marie said.

	 

	"He's not like that. Sarge didn't do anything. He would never do anything to Michelle," Susan whispered.

	 

	"Look sis! You had his baby and you obviously are in love with the man, but please don't try to convince me that he's not evil."

	 

	"He not. He treats me with respect and dignity."

	 

	"Yes, I have to agree. The bastard does treat you better than anyone. What did he tell you when we left?"

	 

	"He just said that she... Michelle was going to tell her husband that she wanted to stay; live in Sarge's house with Kato. He wanted to be around so that the husband didn't hurt her. He wanted to protect Michelle in case her husband got mad and violent."

	 

	"Wow, what is with you women? First you and now Michelle sacrifice everything to stay in Africa. God sis, you do amaze me sometimes," Marie said.

	 

	They went to bed and fell asleep very quickly. Marie Kelly was probably the luckiest woman alive. Yes, it was dastardly that she was kidnapped and raped. Even worse she got pregnant from lord knows which tribal juvenile male, but Sarge's devious plan for her to have the baby in his country actually worked out for the best because Marie managed to keep the secret from the rest of the world. In addition her sister's influence with Sarge saved Marie from suffering any physical harm during her stay in the African village. Marie also enjoyed all the comforts of home while staying with Sarge's relatives, which certainly made the months more bearable.

	 

	Susan's influence ensured Marie's safety during her pregnancy and until the baby was born. Marie had been extremely skeptical at first because she didn't trust anyone except her sister and Susan wasn't supposed to be with her all of the time. She endured the pregnancy, as best she could, and it all became worth it when the baby was placed on her chest right after being born.

	 

	Marie cried. The baby boy was precious and the honor of childbirth was even more gratifying than she ever imagined. Marie didn't let the boy out of her grasp for at least two days and then she felt safe and relaxed enough to let others touch him. Later in the week Michelle's baby was born followed a day later by Thema's and astonishingly all were boys, which were highly revered by the villagers.

	 

	When Marie had found out she was pregnant and even until the baby was born, she considered leaving the child in Africa or giving it up for adoption. Once the baby was in her arms, Marie wanted nothing more than to keep him and raise him on her own. Sarge's doctor was very accomplished and he ensured she and the other two women and babies were healthy while receiving excellent medical care. She debated going back to the States right after the baby was born, but she relented when Susan pleaded with her to stay. "Wait until my baby is born. I would be grateful if you stayed here and waited... waited with me. I came to Africa for you and to be with you!"

	 

	Reluctantly Marie remained, but only under one condition. Sarge had to let her live in his mansion or she was prepared to leave for home as soon as the doctor said it was okay. This meant she had every comfort a woman could dream of as all of Sarge's servants and even his wife and daughters did everything to make Marie's life comfortable. The weeks turned into months and before she knew it, Susan's baby was born. Marie planned staying with her sister for a couple of weeks and then she assumed they would all return to the States.

	 

	When Marie brought up the subject of making arrangements to return home, Susan promptly informed her sister that she was not going home for some time. Stunned and totally surprised by Susan's announcement, Marie went ahead and booked the trip for herself. She was slightly hesitant about arriving home with her baby and it took hours of planning to come up with viable things to say. She had already informed her manager who was planning for her return that he should tell the news agencies that she had adopted a baby from an African country.

	 

	About a week and a half after Susan's baby was born, Sarge's planned celebration happened. Marie was actually happy when Sarge persuaded everyone to leave the party, as she didn't trust the man and certainly didn't relish partying with him around. When Marie went to the village, she did so with Susan, which meant she had nothing to worry about.

	 

	Since Marie's flight back to the States wasn't for another couple of days, she had lots of time to kill. She got up fairly early the morning after arriving in the village and found out that the day was already planned for her and Susan. Sarge had deliberately scheduled their visit to coincide with a tribal celebration similar to the one over a year ago when so many things happened. Zuberi and other senior members of the tribe intended to indoctrinate young warriors into the tribe and also celebrate other national traditions, as they did every year.

	 

	Since the day itself was festive and mainly celebrated by men of the tribe, the women planned other activities to keep them busy. Thema wisely decided to take the sisters to visit a few ancient treasures and witness some interesting traditions before the official evening ceremonies. They were gone a few hours and Thema got a big surprise when they returned to the village. The young queen discovered her young sister had scheming intentions, which evolved around the American sisters.

	 

	The group of women sat down for something to eat and in a matter of minutes Susan and Marie Kelly were acting strangely. "What are you doing? What did you put in their food... their drinks?" Thema asked her sister knowing full well that Nia had slipped something into the drinks.

	 

	"You can stay if you wish... watch me have some fun with the actress and Sarge's woman," Nia said.

	 

	"Nia, be careful! If you harm Sarge's woman in any way, he kill you. Be careful," Thema whispered.

	 

	"Not worry. I will have fun again watching the famous actress get ass fucked by the youngest warriors... ones who not old enough to be warriors," Nia said. "Susan will stay here... with you."

	 

	Thema felt relieved. She knew her uncle was capable of just about anything and he certainly would be out for revenge if anything happened to his white mistress. Nia had her evil clutches on the gorgeous American actress again and she wasn't going to miss another perfect opportunity for more gratification. Controlling and forcing the beautiful woman to be her slave and then having the young warriors rape Marie had been the biggest reward up to now. Nia glanced at Sarge's white goddess and wondered if there could be a greater accomplishment than having her as an obedient slave?

	 

	Nia would never admit to anyone that her newly set goal included Susan. She glanced at her sister and slyly thought to herself. 'You wait sis. When I finish with sexy Marie Kelly... you next. I watch you play with beautiful white women.' Nia smiled as she watched her sister move around the kitchen. 'I watch you with Michelle and soon I watch you with Susan.'

	 

	Sarge and all of the tribal men consumed far too much firewater and were virtually inebriated by the time evening festivities started. They were all in the village square when Nia acted by deviously separating the drugged sisters. She cunningly had Susan remain with Thema and the other women of the tribe while she tricked Marie into going with her.

	 

	Nia led the way to a separate hut close to the town square where they observed the numerous men who were in full celebration mode. The evening ceremony was well underway when Marie suspected something was dreadfully wrong. Everyone had been drinking African refreshments and she had no idea that the ones given to her were different than the ones Nia and her friends consumed. It was too late by the time she realized the tricky young princess spiked her drinks. "We change. Put on costumes so we can join the celebrations," Nia informed the stunned woman.

	 

	There was a flurry of activity when Nia and her girlfriends all stripped. Marie's eyes opened wide in sheer amazement when the naked girls surrounded her and began taking off her clothes. In scants seconds she was also naked and being freely fondled by every one of the girls. Suddenly Nia shoved a fresh drink into her hands and ordered her to drink. Marie guzzled it without a second thought and then another drink was thrust into her hands. Her head was spinning out of control and nothing made sense to her.

	 

	Marie's arms and legs seemed heavy and too thick to move around. Her eyes worked perfectly and her body remained petrified when one of the girls grabbed her. Marie tried to cry out when the girl grabbed her by the hair and yanked her head, tilting it backwards. She let the drink fall to the floor and tried to struggle. Any feeble protest was muffled when the girl stuck her tongue down Marie's throat in an effort to make Princess Nia very happy.

	 

	Nia watched her friends grope the actress, as each took turns trying to please their leader. One girl demonstrated the most demanding kiss while another feasted on Marie's succulent boobs. Nia noticed how the actress tried to protect her titties, but her arms were firmly held out to the sides. Nia's girlfriend freely devoured one of the outstanding nipples before switching to the other, which left both buds extremely hard and erect and covered with spit.

	 

	A big smile crossed Nia's face when she noticed Marie grow taller and stand on her tiptoes. Another girlfriend finger-fucked the helpless actress and Nia couldn't tell how many fingers her friend had buried inside the squirming woman. Then the most profound moment happened when Marie's seductive body seemed to hang in midair, balancing not on one but on two hands. Nia looked behind Marie and witnessed one of the African teenagers christening the supple white ass.

	 

	Somehow Marie broke the demanding kiss and pleaded with the attackers. "Stop! Please stop, it hurts. Oh gawd, please stop," she begged. Despite being quite sedated, the humiliation was still painful and appalling to her.

	 

	Suddenly the scene was even better. Two girls each had one of the hard nipples in their mouths and clearly showed their sharp teeth, which raked back and forth across the hardened pebbles. The other two girls used their fingers like pros, as one finger-fucked Marie's pussy while the other fucked her defenseless ass. Marie had no idea how long the molestation continued. She was completely exhausted when it stopped and someone whispered in her ear. "That enough? You enjoy fucking with my friends, but we have to satisfy my real goal," Nia whispered. "You whore for three young warriors!"

	 

	Abruptly everyone had something to do. Nia and her friends retrieved their clothing and the young princess handed Marie a brightly colored dress. She motioned for Marie to get dressed and stood impatiently with her hands on her hips and a deadly serious grin on her pretty face. Marie frantically looked around for her discarded undergarments, but quickly realized it was the dress or nothing. She donned the typical African garb and shivered at the thought of being caught without anything else.

	 

	Suddenly the African teenagers easily lifted their captive and carried the bewildered and sedated woman the short distance around the village square to the dreadful barn. The dress left no doubt about Marie's sexy body and the thin material did little to hide the fact she wasn't wearing underwear. She was jostled around until the girls managed to pin her on a large bed of straw. Marie was flat on her back and spread out like a sacrifice to some religious god. She didn't know if her arms and legs were tied out to her sides or if she just couldn't move them because of the drinks. Her head was planted on a pile of straw and she stared up at black, empty space.

	 

	There was an intense fireball in her guts. Marie thought back, through a haze in her mind, to her previous kidnapping episode when the sly tribal members deviously slipped the African goatweed into her food and drink. The powerful drug had gotten rid of her inhibitions and willpower and left her easy prey. She was completely out of it and powerless when numerous men of the tribe had sex with her that first time. All of a sudden the burning in her tummy was exactly the same. Her eyes remained wide open and glassy when three young warriors approached.

	 

	Marie desperately wanted to fight and prevent any molesting, but the giggling girls held her arms and legs. She opened her mouth to say something or at least protest, but nothing came out. One of the young warriors stood over her outstretched torso and there was a brightly colored loincloth covering his midsection, but there was no hiding his obvious aroused state. Marie struggled to focus on the protruding tent in front of his hips and she naively hoped that everything was just a bad dream.

	 

	It was the strangest feeling in the world when everything happened in dramatic slow-motion. The young warrior instantly grabbed the two obvious knobs in the front of her dress and Marie squealed when he squeezed her nipples in an overzealous manner. She tried to move her arms to protect herself, but it was impossible with Nia's girlfriends pinning them down. Marie didn't have to look down to know her dress was haphazardly up around her upper thighs. One instant it barely covered her bare crotch and the next the hem was up around her waist.

	 

	Nia was in her glory. She purposely rolled the hem of the dress upwards so that the three young warriors could witness a real woman. "Don't be shy. Let the boys see that you are a whore. Let them see your wet pussy." Nia put her mouth right next to Marie's ear and spoke in the most taunting manner. "They have never seen a woman before. You be their first fuck... their whore."

	 

	Marie felt totally helpless and unable to fight against the powerful princess because of the drugs and strange African sedatives. She felt hands on her torso and then the skimpy dress was stripped. Her legs were easily pried apart and the cool air washed over her nakedness, but instead of having a cooling affect it seemed to heat up the bare flesh. Marie noticed the young warrior reach for his loincloth and she squeezed her eyes closed, too afraid to watch what happened.

	 

	Abruptly Nia forced her sex-slave into a seated position and poured more tainted drink down her throat. "Open eyes... not miss anything," she ordered.

	 

	Marie stared straight ahead, as the young warrior ripped off his loincloth and left his rock-hard cock bobbing up and down in free space. With a sudden jerk, Nia forced her backwards again and onto her back, as two of her devilish girlfriends pinned Marie's legs apart. The young warrior stood menacing between her thighs and Marie wanted to scream. Something touched her bare crotch and she arched her back in an effort to see what the young African was doing. Her eyes practically bulged out of her head when she watched a hardened black prick being rubbed up and down through her unprotected crotch.

	 

	Marie focused on the warrior's fingers, which were tightly wrapped around his thick penis, but she lost sight of the bulbous head, as it was pushed down through her slit. Her hips jumped when the head rubbed across her clitoris and then she gasped out loud when it slipped through her honey-hole. Then the warrior shifted his cock downward an inch or two and teased her puckered asshole in a most taunting fashion. Marie wiggled and twisted her hips begging for pity yet none was forthcoming. He threatened to enter her anal opening, but then moved towards his real goal.

	 

	The warrior swooped his cock through the wet opening again and then crushed her clitty before starting the damning act all over again. Soon the head of his cock and much of the long shaft were completely coated with slick, womanly oil. All of a sudden Marie couldn't breathe, as the wind was knocked out of her chest. The teenage warrior felt his illustrious cock coated with woman juices for the very first time and he couldn't resist. He plowed his hips at the sexy gorgeous, white woman and felt the volcanic hole burn his lengthy cock until he was fully embedded in his first cunt.

	 

	The warrior started screwing her like a wild savage and Marie's brain knew something was dreadfully wrong. Even in her sedated state, she realized the time of month was dangerous. If she had sex now, it was very possible that she would get pregnant again. Marie tried desperately to close her legs, but it was impossible with the slender teenager mounted on top of her. Suddenly Nia decided to punish the famous white actress and display more of her supreme control. "You whore for Atsu. He not yet warrior, but soon!"

	 

	Marie was shocked and too bewildered to say much. "Naaa... nooo, no."

	 

	Nia wrapped her arm around Marie's head and cradled her head when she put her lips right next to the woman's ear. "Atsu name mean he first-born and twin brother next. You first woman for them and you make them proud pretend warriors," Nia whispered, as she taunted Marie with her tongue. "You drink much goatweed, but also much African fertility drug. Black warrior put babies in belly!"

	 

	The young princess laughed out loud and encouraged the young tribal member. There was something strange yet unigue about these tribal males. Young and inexperienced, the young warriors seemed to possess profound stamina and longevity. Atsu rode the bucking bronco determined to break her will and ride her to the very end. He pumped his cock in and out and each time reached the limit of her womanhood, which brought a dire moan out of Marie. Then Atsu huffed and puffed in a frenzied state and Marie realized the teenager was filling her with his African seed.

	 

	She cried yet there were no tears. Teenagers and any of the young men she had intercourse with in the States would climax within minutes and some within seconds of entry. Atsu continued the frenzied pace after his orgasm began and pumped his powerful hips until the end of his climax. There was no respite for Marie. Atsu rolled off her outstretched frame and his brother quickly took up the challenge.

	 

	The last thing in the world Marie ever imagined was being cooperative or a willing partner. Her inner voice screamed for them to stop and she couldn't prevent Nia from pouring more African juice down her throat. Marie was placed into a seated position each time Nia forced her to drink. The goatweed ran out the corners of her mouth and down her chest until it coated both boobs in a truly seductive manner. Then Nia slammed her down on her back again and wrapped her strong fingers in the curly locks of hair. "You fuck black cock. Fuck black cock and make me happy... or else!!"

	 

	It sounded more like a warning instead of a premonition. Atsu's twin brother fucked her and his burning lava filled her inner being before it started all over again. The third warrior had seen enough. He was overly aroused and knew his stamina wouldn't last if he mounted Marie's helpless, outstretched body so he decided to make the encounter memorable. Luckily the straw-bed was wide enough and he had room to lie down beside Marie.

	 

	Even before he did anything, Nia and the other girls cheered. The young warrior fisted his cock and held it positioned straight up in the air. Then he asked his friends to help. Marie wondered what was happening when hands grabbed her arms, legs and body. She was lifted and held above the young warrior, as the teen voiced orders to his friends.

	 

	In a split second and to her utter horror, Marie glanced down at the warrior's cock, which was positioned directly under her upraised body. Her mind was foggy, but she would always remember what followed. The numerous assistants easily lowered her body on top of the menacing cock and the young warrior guided the head to the proper wet-spot. The hands let go and she dropped, instantly embedding the black cock to the hilt.

	 

	Marie uttered a loud gasp of surprise at the realization of being ravaged again. She was too stunned to understand that her reactions created an even more thrilling encounter for the teenagers. Marie straightened her arms and put her hands on the teen's chest in an attempt to stop the disgraceful screwing. Her biceps pushed her boobs inwards and caused them to bounce, as the teenager pumped his hips up and down like a wild-man.

	 

	The young warrior had never seen anything like it. First he ogled the bouncing titties and then he slapped them in an effort to keep them bobbing and swaying. The cheering got louder when the young warrior grabbed her shapely ass-checks. He cleverly supported her body and bounced her up and down much to the delight of the onlookers. Marie's luscious tits bounced freely so the twins and the girls all feasted on the delicious sight, as their friend fucked the delirious white woman. It wasn't long before the teen grunted and moaned and everyone in the secluded barn became aware of his orgasm.

	 

	Marie mistakenly assumed her turmoil would be finished once the three had ravaged her, but the biggest shock of her life was yet to come. Nia wanted more. The princess leaned closer and made sure Marie could hear. "Belly full of cum... much warrior cum. Now you show Nia that you real whore," she whispered. "You orgasm with Atsu's cock inside belly."

	 

	Marie Kelly was defeated. She merely sat on top of the young warrior, as he squeezed out the last few drops of African cum, and she kept her eyes shut. "Nuf... no, no more. Naaaooo," she whimpered.

	 

	Nia grabbed the startle woman and roughly pushed her backwards. "Nia watch. Watch you experience big orgasm. You show Nia."

	 

	Marie landed on her back when Nia and her friends practically threw her onto the bed of straw. Atsu was between her legs before she could react. He put his hands on the inside of her thighs and pushed them as far apart as possible.

	 

	Nia wanted them to do more. She correctly assumed the stamina of three immature males would be short and premature at first, but be prolonged during a second episode. There was no need to feed Marie more mind-altering drugs, as the woman was completely under the influence of the unfamiliar African aphrodisiac. Nia quickly commanded Atsu to take charge while she rained kisses all over Marie's face, neck and shoulders.

	 

	Nia held Marie's head up so she could see everything that happened. With her arms outstretched and her back arched, Marie witnessed Atsu kneeling between her widespread thighs. He held his rejuvenated cock at the base with two fingers and devilishly waved the head up and down. Each time Atsu twisted his cock downward, he slapped Marie directly on her upraised pelvis. The sensations were indescribable. Her glazed eyes opened as wide as possible and Marie watched the pounding meat spank her pelvis until Atsu grew impatient.

	 

	Marie had difficulty controlling her heart rate and her breathing became very uneven, as the young warrior followed Nia's script. Atsu shifted slightly downward and craftily slapped the pink slit causing her clitoris to throb. Much to Marie's horror, Nia put her fingers on the puffy labia and spread them apart so that everyone could see the swollen jewel. Marie's hips jumped and jerked each time Atsu slapped her open slit and she uttered moan after moan while staring at the demoralizing spanking.

	 

	When the princess thought Marie was teetering on the edge, she signaled Atsu. He held the head of his cock on top of the rosy clitty and deftly rolled the bud around with the flared end. Then he shifted his hips backwards again and this time he came forward and hit the waiting hole. The greased head of his cock entered Marie's pussy and the onlookers could tell she experienced confusion when her breathing stopped.

	 

	Marie held her breath for the longest time and until her belly was full of cock. Her crazed brain made believe it was her last boyfriend who she had adored, which restored her breathing just in time. She rolled her head to the side, but there was no way of evading the devious Nia. Marie heard the girl's steady, demanding voice and wondered if Nia was crazy. "You do it. Do it now," Nia whispered. "Be woman for Atsu and show Nia that you his whore."

	 

	"Women? Whore?"

	 

	"Nia watch you cum all over Atsu's black cock."

	 

	"Cock?"

	 

	"Cream all over Atsu's cock for Nia."

	 

	"Cream?"

	 

	"Show Nia that you Atsu's whore."

	 

	"Whore?"

	 

	"Not yet... we wait."

	 

	"Wait?"

	 

	"We hold off until Atsu ready. We wait."

	 

	"Wait?"

	 

	Atsu's hips were in a steady rhythm and he systematically pounded his stellar cock in and out of Marie's listless body. Suddenly her entire body stiffened and her pelvis literally thrust up at him. He wrapped his fingers around the flared top of her hips and the angle was perfect. Atsu thrust his hips like a raging bull and Nia waited for the telltale sign from the distraught woman. The barn got extremely quiet and everyone watched the royal fucking with great anticipation.

	 

	"I saw it. You whore," Nia whispered. "Cumming all over black cock. Mistress very happy."

	 

	"Happy?"

	 

	"Yes. Very happy."

	 

	"Yeaaaaa... eeeeaaa!" Even drugged Marie knew something wasn't right. It was impossible. She wasn't even turned on or the slight bit aroused. Suddenly her hips thrust upwards just as the wild stallion bucked. The warrior ripped through her cervix and into the hot sanctuary of her womanly being. Hot searing lava washed all over her tender womb and somehow her hips remained fully extended.

	 

	Suddenly Nia yelled at her. "I knew it. I knew you'd cream. You whore just like last time!"

	 

	Atsu was in control. His strong hands hugged the top of Marie's hips and his fingers dug into the small waist. He held her ass off the straw bed and pumped his powerful hips, as he blasted jets of cum into her deepest regions. Rendered helpless by the sudden orgasm, she surrendered to the continuous convulsions in her womanly being. Bloated with an overload of cum, Marie rode the out of control roller coaster wondering if it would ever stop.

	 

	The demoralizing climax literally left Marie a rag doll. Her body belonged to the princess and her young friends. Marie imagined rolling away from the young warrior and getting out of his grasp, but not a muscle moved in her immobile body. Atsu's twin brother listened to the tribal princess and he relished having the white goddess a second time. He followed Nia's instructions and easily picked up the slender woman, turning her over. Flat on her stomach, Marie felt her hips being raised and suddenly her ass was high in the air because she balanced on her knees.

	 

	The third warrior was promised a royal blowjob. He grabbed Marie's shoulders and raised her up until she was in the perfect doggie position. Marie had no idea what was in store and simply remained quiet and docile. She felt movement behind her and shivered when the twin brother positioned himself for another sexual encounter. Her assumption was correct, but the exact details were way off.

	 

	Marie felt the head of the African's cock being swiped through her soaked hole and readied herself for another entry. Without warning the teenager pulled backwards and shifted the head of his cock upwards just the slightest amount. Her mouth opened and she let out the loudest gasp, as the cunning warrior rammed his hips at her bare ass. The cum-covered head of his cock entered the small hole and many inches of his cock slithered into the dark haven.

	 

	Marie's scream was muffled when a cock was shoved into her mouth. The third teen knew what to do and he forced Marie to suck his rejuvenated cock, which throbbed and pulsed in anticipation of his first blowjob. If it wasn't for the foreign drugs, she might have collapsed and died when the twin thrust his cock into her ass. His movements were extremely slow and deliberate at first, but then she must have stretched allowing him more freedom.

	 

	It would always be remembered as the night from Hell. Already ravaged by the tribal teenagers, suddenly the worst possible sexual encounter happened. Eventually the twin pumped his cock in and out, as he relished anal sex with Nia's sex slave, and his friend forced much of his cock into Marie's mouth. "Not take out... keep cock in mouth," Nia ordered, as she demanded complete obedience. "You suck and give blowjob. Keep cock in mouth and drink much cum."

	 

	Confused and unable to fight the powerful princess, Marie resigned to the fact she was an African sex toy. Both young warriors readied for their approaching climaxes just as one of Nia's girlfriends ran into the crowded area. The girl had been standing guard outside and she rushed up to her young leader. She shouted a warning in her native tongue and everyone hurried into action. "Someone come. Big man from Sarge's army comes. Hurry, we go."

	 

	Even in her crazed mind, Marie understood. All of the girls including Nia immediately let go of her. Atsu heard the warning and quickly repeated it to his two comrades. His brother defiantly gave one more powerful thrust and fully embedded his cock while his friend released as many demons into Marie's mouth as possible. Both teenagers reluctantly freed their captive and Marie simply passed out on the bed of straw.

	 

	***

	 

	Mosi suspected something was amiss. He noticed activity in the deserted barn and also heard some loud noises, which tweaked his curiosity. There was a young girl who seemed to be a lookout and she immediately disappeared inside the barn when he approached. The big burly, African guard entered the double doors and yelled at the many shadowy figures. Luckily for the teenagers that the barn was fairly dark and there were too many youngsters to chase.

	 

	Mosi took everything in with a concerned glance. Four or five girls including the tribe's princess scurried off in every direction. Mosi peered towards the middle of a big open area and recognized Atsu and his brother along with another teenager. There was only moonlight inside the barn and it was hard to see exactly what the teenagers did before they hurried ran out of the opposite side of the barn. There appeared to be something left lying on the big pile of straw and he hesitated before heading in that direction.

	 

	Suddenly the barn was deathly quiet, as all of the giggling teenagers were gone. Mosi slowly walked across the open area and stopped once he recognized that it was a person lying in front of him. He shivered when he noticed it was a naked white woman and nervously glanced all around the barn to see if there was still someone around. Then he bent over the woman who was curled up and facing away from him.

	 

	Mosi literally picked up the dazed woman, cradling her in his powerful arms. He recognized the gorgeous white actress and assumed the manipulative Nia and her friends abducted Marie Kelly. He cursed the departed teenagers, but his anger quickly turned to sympathy when he hugged Marie in a most comforting fashion. Long after the kidnapping incident, Mosi regretted his involvement. He never wanted to hurt the American woman and over time he developed intimate feelings for Marie.

	 

	Mosi thought back to the kidnapping. He felt tremendous relief knowing Marie never saw his face while she was not drugged so she wouldn't recognize him. This meant she wasn't aware he was the rebel leader who raped her and Mosi was grateful for the fact.

	 

	Too sedated to know what happened, Marie blinked her eyes at her savior. Mosi looked vaguely familiar yet she wasn't sure where or when she'd seen the man before. She didn't struggle when the man carried her out of the barn and simply closed her eyes relishing the fact she was being rescued. The night was still fairly young so Mosi carried the beaten woman to his temporary abode.

	 

	Marie was either sleeping or passed out when Mosi laid her on his bed. She was covered up with a warm blanket and left alone for what could have been hours. Her next awareness was being awakened from the most vivid hallucination. She was lifted and carried out of the peaceful bedroom to a washroom. It was still dark outside and there were no lights on in the house so she simply relished the final moments of her dream.

	 

	Marie heard water running and the next thing she felt was hot, soothing water streaming down her overly tired body. Suddenly she felt dirty and welcomed the sudden cleansing, as the stranger washed her entire body. Marie didn't feel threatened and allowed the man complete freedom when he lovingly washed her everywhere. She suffered a momentary second thought when he applied soap to her breasts and then between her legs, but she relaxed very quickly when he didn't linger.

	 

	Mosi couldn't take his eyes off her sexy body and he noticed her radiant beauty even in the dim lighting. Again he cursed the young warriors who supposedly ravaged the innocent visitor and he promised to take care of Marie. He turned Marie around and stood behind her, as he continued washing her seductive body. The hot water hit her just below the chin and splashed all over her arms and chest. Marie closed her eyes and enjoyed the wonderful sensations, as the big hands caressed her in an intimate fashion.

	 

	What transpired seemed natural and very normal. Her head sort of rolled backwards and rested on the man's chest. Then he reached around her and applied soap to her tummy and all the down to her pelvis. Marie stood in the man's arms and sensed there was something very different about him. Her mind was not clouded and the effects of the drugs had worn off so she was slightly unsure if she should really trust him.

	 

	When Mosi rinsed the soap off the front of her body, tiny jolts of electricity shot through her when his hands rubbed up and down the front of her torso. She kind of wished the man would keep touching her, but then he stopped. Mosi shut off the water and wrapped a towel around her upper body, securing it above her boobs. They stepped out of the shower and Mosi easily scooped her up in his arms. He carried her back to the bed and tenderly set her down.

	 

	Marie stood between the bed and the wall and faced her savior. All of a sudden she remembered who he was and reasoned he was a good man. The look on her face sent pangs of fear through Mosi and he held his breath when she spoke. "You are a guard at the airport... one of Sarge's men," she whispered. It was the first time in her life that Marie knew ahead of time what to do. She reached for the corner of the towel that was tucked in and slowly unfastened it. The towel fell to the floor and she didn't care that Mosi stared at her.

	 

	They both knew a huge burden would be removed if she were punished. Mosi grabbed her hands and gripped them tightly, as he held the intimate stare. "I sorry Nia and others held you captive. You safe now. Not worry... Mosi protect you," he whispered.

	 

	Suddenly Marie looked down and saw it. She swore it was the biggest cock yet she wasn't afraid. Slowly and deliberately Mosi turned her sideways until she faced the blank wall. He lifted her hands and placed them about shoulder height and spread apart on the wall. Then he stood directly behind her with his big hands placed on top of hers, as if pretending to pin them on the wall. Marie was well aware of what would happen and yearned for the make-believe punishment.

	 

	Marie felt the head of Mosi's cock push into the back of her upper thighs. It had to be! She spread her legs and allowed his cock to penetrate her wetness. Marie lifted her right leg a small amount and felt the head slip into her precious opening. There was a pause, as the flared head entered, and Marie held her breath. She deliberately stood taller until she was fully extended on her tiptoes, hoping to stay like that forever. Then Marie leaned into the wall and had to turn her face to the side so she could breathe.

	 

	Mosi understood Marie's needs. He held steady and refused to succumb to temptation. Time seemed to stand still, as he felt her body shiver when she remained motionless. Marie tensed slightly when the head of his cock entered her honey-hole, but she didn't dare move a muscle. It was the weirdest yet the nicest feeling in the world. Marie bent her toes and let her body drop one inch, two inches, and then three inches.

	 

	In her mind Marie was still a prisoner, but soon she would be free. Her hands remained nailed to the wall even when Mosi shifted his hands to her hips. She closed her eyes and visualized what to do. An inch at a time, she lowered herself and uttered small animal sounds as each inch of throbbing cock entered her heated cavity. One second her feet were flat on the floor and the next she was floating in the air.

	 

	When Mosi straightened his legs, he thrust his hips at the perfect angle. His raging cock sliced through her womanly being and also her spirit. Marie spread her legs and gave Mosi all the freedom he needed. It was probably the slowest and the most deliberate fucking either had experienced. Mosi thrust his powerful hips and held his cock fully embedded for many seconds before bending his knees. Marie was able to take many short, quick breathes when he lowered himself and then he straightened his legs again.

	 

	Each time Mosi's cock entered her inner being, she stopped breathing and severe convulsions occurred in her deepest regions. Marie moaned and groaned hoping to encourage the man and then a spasm tore through her belly. It was time and she pushed down and backwards as hard as she could. The cock couldn't get any deeper and she willingly let it happen. She surrendered to lust. Marie literally cried with happiness when she felt Mosi's cock swell in size and then explode.

	 

	Now was the time for stern action. Mosi held her slender hips in his strong hands and each time he thrust is hips upwards, he rammed her hips downwards. He slammed his cock into her and understood her need for violence. Her juices lubricated his cock so it was easy to pound her. He felt the convulsions cause her body to jerk wildly, as her orgasm rolled over the crest and lust took over. When she drove back at him, he rammed her into the wall.

	 

	Marie's head was clear and salvation was on her. The night from Hell could be forgotten if this man saved her. She welcomed Mosi's seed. If nothing else, she could blame any pregnancy on this encounter and there was a newfound willingness to please, as her hips jerked wildly at her black lover. It might have been the lingering effects of the goatweed or just the thought of not being a captive anymore, but Marie experienced a memorable orgasm. Even the thought of it being the wrong time of month and a time when she was the most vulnerable didn't stop her shuddering climax.

	 

	The outside temperature was already hot and the inside temp soared. The sun was already up when Marie fell asleep and the next she remembered was someone stirring beside her. She was extremely exhausted yet strangely it didn't stop her emotions from waking up to join in a promising sexual encounter. Hands tenderly massaged her tired muscles and seemed to caress every sensual spot on her body. Moans filled the small room when large hands cupped her boobs and a hot mouth sucked one of her hardened nipples.

	 

	Marie didn't have to be told to spread her legs. She willingly opened them and her heart almost stopped when something touched the core of her crotch. Without warning her body was rolled and she wound up on top of the overpowering black man. Her legs parted and she planted her knees on either side of Mosi's hips. Marie felt the lengthy menacing dagger running directly along her open crotch and she held her breath knowing what to expect.

	 

	Totally obedient and motionless, Marie felt the prodding just before her hips were forced skyward. Suddenly the man's hands closed on her bare ass and his fingers dug into the soft, velvety cheeks. Stars filled her head in a flash and she couldn't think straight. She opened her mouth to say something, but all that came out was a loud gasp of air, as the stiff pecker embedded in her womanly being.

	 

	Mosi pulled her hips downward with violent force, as he thrust upward with his powerful hips. The head of his cock hit the soaked labia, spreading them easily, and then his big cock hit a familiar cervix, which took him a moment or two to penetrate. Marie arched her back thinking it would help, but it merely aided in her imminent downfall.

	 

	Marie made up her mind. Mosi was the only man who showed her sincere compassion so she relented, surrendering her soul to the man. Marie rode his stellar cock for what seemed like an eternity and then for the first time she stared into the strong, dark eyes. The two lovers stared at each other and the lust exploded simultaneously deep inside their bellies. Their hips jerked frantically at each other and also randomly, but one thing remained evident. Mosi's orgasm was matched in fury and intensity by Marie's and the climaxes flooded their brains with animal lust.

	 

	It was the most comforting feeling when the tidal wave slowly subsided. Marie collapsed in his arms and she felt totally sheltered by the big security guard. They both fell asleep and neither noticed the end of the tribal celebration or the bright morning sun, as it moved across the sky. For the first time since coming to the foreign African country, Marie felt safe and protected and she was extremely grateful for Mosi rescuing her from the savage barn orgy.

	 

	***

	 

	Susan sat at the table and suddenly everything got blurry. She blinked her eyes many times trying hard to make the images clearer; she even moved her head from side to side, but her eyes couldn't focus on anything. All of a sudden Thema was beside her and the young woman encouraged her to drink. Susan took a sip and then another until the glass was empty. In a flash Thema refilled the glass and forced more down Susan's throat. The glass tipped too much and firewater leaked out of the sides, trickling down the corners of Susan's mouth.

	 

	Susan felt the drink running down her chin and falling onto her chest. Instead of fretting or worrying about spilling, she simply laughed out loud, as if it was a big joke. Her hand fell off the glass and yet the glass didn't fall. Thema held it tipped and forced the drunken woman to drink gulp after gulp before she was satisfied. Every now and then they heard loud yelling coming from the town square, as the numerous men reveled in the scheduled rituals, and the sounds added to the excitement of the whole evening.

	 

	Susan couldn't remember feeling more tipsy. She had never been severely drunk or even slightly inebriated in her life so she was completely unfamiliar with any loss of control. The alcohol was one thing, but the effect of the strange African tranquilizer was something Susan had never experienced. Nothing in particular happened for the first couple of hours and she never even noticed that Nia and Marie were missing. When Mosi chased Nia and her girlfriends out of the barn, the young princess immediately returned to the initial party.

	 

	Nia was already overly aroused and so full of passion and desire that she couldn't wait. It was no trouble adding some secret sedative to her sister's drinks as well as more for Susan although the woman had long ago drank more than she could handle. Nia was well aware of her sister's one weakness. She had watched Thema and Michelle together and planned taking advantage of Thema's desire for another woman, which was unheard of in their culture.

	 

	Caught completely off guard, Thema was roughly jerked to her feet by her young sister. Nia also grabbed the hand of the drunken white woman and instantly started running down the street pulling both women behind her. The two African women giggled out loud as they ran so Susan did the same thing. They ran with Nia who managed to steady both sedated women and soon they burst into a dimly lit building, which Nia had setup for the evening soiree.

	 

	A barn, a house, a shed, Susan had no idea where she was. Suddenly she was turning around and around and the sudden turns simply added to her already dizzy state. Her knees gave away and she thundered into the pitch darkness, as her eyes closed. She vaguely felt something strange and out of the ordinary, but her drunken state made it impossible to think straight. She had no idea why another woman lay beside her and simply waited for something to happen.

	 

	Two zombies lay absolutely motionless when a young vivacious woman took off all of their clothes. Stripped of their clothes and also any shame, Susan and Thema fell into each other's arms when Nia ordered them to embrace. The temptress put her lips directly on her sister's ear. "You want to... so do it. Make the white woman your very own slave just like you did with Michelle," she whispered. "Do it to her!"

	 

	Thema felt wonderful sensations roaring through her veins as her breasts pushed into the yielding flesh. "No... na... I can't," she moaned.

	 

	"What would Zuberi... other members of the tribe think of their queen, who had sex with white woman," Nia said, referring to Michelle. "Thema be disgraced if they knew about Michelle."

	 

	"No one must find out," Thema whispered.

	 

	"It secret... if you obey! Kiss her," Nia ordered.

	 

	Thema never meant to kiss the woman, but it happened. Suddenly the two women were locked in the tightest embrace and kissing with a desperate passion. It was definitely the result of the unique African love potion, but neither woman was aware of any strange substance in their body. Nia continued prodding and encouraging her sister and soon the petting turned into desire and the desire turned into lust.

	 

	It was the weirdest feeling of her life. A knee pried her legs apart and Susan willingly spread them allowing the knee to push against her womanly treasures. The bony knee yet softness of the meaty flesh seemed to push directly on her wetness so she encouraged the seduction. Susan humped the leg like a dog in heat and wondered what was wrong with her normally rational sensuality.

	 

	The kiss broke and suddenly there were demanding hands on her thighs, which were held apart as far as possible. Deft fingers touched the wetness between her legs and then something so hot and powerful closed over her opening. When the scorching mouth closed over her precious opening, Susan almost creamed. Her throbbing jewel was sucked hard and Thema devoured the entire clit. The village queen used her teeth to perfection and she nibbled tenderly on the clitty until she heard the proper response.

	 

	Susan's hips jumped at the hungry mouth and she didn't know why. Then the next few seconds turned into eternity. Sharp teeth surrounded her clitty and nibbled on the swollen bud while the tongue expertly massaged and stroked the delicate clitoris. The tongue jabbed into her hole like a fleeting rapist and then Susan let go. Rush after rush of womanly juices erupted from her epicenter and filled Thema's mouth, as the cunnilingus consumed their drugged minds. Susan's fingers intertwined in the thick curly, black hair and she tried to pull the woman's head tighter into her crotch.

	 

	The orgasm lasted a long time and Susan was completely covered with sweat when the last spasm rocked her body. She had never seen another woman's nipple up close, but suddenly one brushed against her lips. Nia forced the two sedated slaves into the desired positions and then she shoved Susan's face into Thema's chest. Her resistance was brief, as Susan held her mouth closed until the stern, swift jerk on the hair of her head by the young villain.

	 

	Without thinking Susan devoured an erect nipple into her hot, burning mouth and she heard the desperate cries of Thema, as the woman uttered a feeble protest. Somehow her fingers surrounded the other nipple and the combination of sucking and squeezing forced another protest out of Thema. A voice in her head seemed to control everything. "Good! Feel her tits... suck the big nipples," Nia whispered. "Thema is Queen... now you in control!"

	 

	Susan was unable to say anything and she merely listened and obeyed. A hand on the back of head pushed downward and more of the black tit went into her mouth. She sucked and rolled the hardened nipple around inside her mouth, which brought more moans and groans from a beaten beauty. Both nipples throbbed and felt twice their size, as Thema relished the crude yet tender caresses.

	 

	Susan was completely unfamiliar with a sexual encounter with another woman, but she wasn't stupid despite the dose of drugs. Her head was guided and pushed downward and her mouth continued kissing until reaching the soft indent of Thema's bellybutton. When she stabbed her tongue into the hole, a loud moan sounded throughout the small bedroom. Susan rained loving kisses over the entire belly and soon found her tongue licking the stubble of a woman's pelvis. She smelt an obvious scent of a bitch in heat and it worked magic on her internal resolve.

	 

	Even her sedated mind knew what to do. She kissed the entire area around the obvious center of the magnetic odor and then she tasted a cunt for the first time. One more drug wasn't required to stimulate Susan, but an aphrodisiac didn't hurt, as she licked a path up and down through the puffy labia. She noticed the woman's hips jump and jerk wildly every time she touched the swollen clitty so she molested the upstanding clit.

	 

	Thema's whimpering sounded surreal. Susan rolled the extended clitoris around vigorously with her tongue until Thema nearly creamed. Then she sucked the throbbing jewel hard and tried to devour the entire clit. The area got wetter and wetter and she dutifully swallowed as much of the womanly juices as possible. Thema's body was out of control and she surrendered to the powerful lust without any guilt or remorse.

	 

	Nia had seen enough. She waited anxiously until her sister's orgasm was over and then she attacked. "Queen Thema, it is time you go. The ceremonial rituals will be finished soon. Baako be home soon... you go," she whispered to her older sister. "You go. I look after Sarge's woman."

	 

	Her emotions were still sky-high and her heart raced, but Thema knew enough to leave. She practically ran out of the small abode and headed for home without another thought of protecting the defenseless white woman. Nia instantly jumped into bed with Susan and was naked in the blink of an eye. Susan caught a glimpse of the departing Thema, but there was no time to dwell on what had just happened.

	 

	Susan was a strong, serious woman, but no match for a spoiled African princess. She was locked in a tight embrace in no time and nothing she did prevented Nia's clever seduction. Even in a dazed state, Susan performed admirable cunnilingus. Her head was held captive and forced between Nia's crudely splayed legs. Nia intertwined her long fingers in Susan's curly hair and pulled the woman's head into her crotch. Susan's mouth covered the leaking slit and she tongued the writhing princess until the obvious signs of orgasm. Then she thrust her finger into Nia's honey-hole and finger-fucked her like an experienced beast.

	 

	One violent convulsion followed by another and then it was a steady stream of body-shaking convulsions, which tore through Nia's inner being. It was an earth-shaking orgasm and the best part was the fact the night was still young. When the climax slowly came to an end, Nia turned her complete sexual appetite on Susan. She easily overcame any pity protests from her white slave and relished having complete control over such an adorable woman.

	 

	***

	 

	Susan had a terrible feeling in the pit of her stomach when she woke up. Her head throbbed like crazy from the extensive sedatives consumed and she immediately tried to recall anything that happened. 'Oh gawd, what have I done?' Susan glanced to her left and observed a peaceful Nia sleeping. She didn't have to look under the covers to know she was completely naked and shivered with the thought of being promiscuous with the young stranger.

	 

	The sleeping princess cupped her right boob and Susan was afraid to move, or move the girl's hand from her tit. All of a sudden Nia's dark eyes opened and a big smile crossed her face. Susan stared into the paralyzing eyes and felt a sudden tug on her nipple, which instantly turned into a rock-hard pebble. Her stomach was a sea of stormy waves and the trance was broken in a heartbeat by a loud knock at the door. In less than a second Nia was out of bed. It took the teenager mere seconds to dress and rush to the door.

	 

	Susan heard Nia greet a guest and she recognized the man's voice right away. At first glance, Sarge was scared. He entered the bedroom and the look on Susan's face was one of shear agony. He went to her side and quickly sat down on the edge of the bed.

	 

	"I'm okay... really. I just had too much to drink last night," Susan whispered. "And I'm not used to drinking."

	 

	"Yes! The drink here is different. I should have warned you," Sarge replied.

	 

	"My head... gawd, it is pounding so bad that I think it might explode."

	 

	"Go back to sleep. Get more sleep... you feel better."

	 

	Sarge leaned over and held her. He hugged Susan and tenderly put her head against his muscular chest. Instantly Susan closed her eyes feeling tremendous relief yet some nagging images of haunting events of the past few hours flashed through her head. Suddenly one of her nipples throbbed and a bright, vivid flashback of a beautiful princess filled her mind. She could still feel dark mesmerizing eyes of Nia from when the young woman molested her boobs.

	 

	Susan squeezed her eyes shut a little harder and it merely clicked over to another image. Her legs were crudely spread wide and a hungry lioness was performing magically cunnilingus on her. Susan had never had sex with a woman before last night and suddenly she realized she could never say that again. More erotic images flashed through her mind and each one detailed herself in the throes of one orgasm after another.

	 

	"Yes, more sleep and I'll be okay," Susan whispered. "Just a few more minutes and I'll be good." With an abrupt jerk, she sat up in bed. "OMG, Marie! I was supposed to protect her." It was like a slap on the cheek when she got hit with guilt for not being with her sister during a night of joyous celebrations. 

	 

	Sarge also had the lingering effects of a late night and too much to drink. He wrapped his arm around Susan and hugged her a little tighter. "Sister okay. She with Mosi and he protect her. Mosi very dependable," Sarge whispered. "They spend night together."

	 

	Susan pulled back a bit and looked for some clarification. "She what? They did what?"

	 

	"Sister his woman. Mosi want Marie for wife... marry her."

	 

	"What?"

	 

	"She come back to city... live with Mosi in city."

	 

	"Can I see her? I want to see her."

	 

	"You rest... then we go. She with Mosi now and stay with him until we go back to city this evening."

	 

	It was settled. She would sleep for a little while and then Sarge would guide her around the village in the afternoon. He also outlined their schedule for later. They would stay in the village until about 7 o'clock before leaving for his home in the city. Susan welcomed the fact Sarge promised her sister would go with her and also that Marie was safe and sound.

	 

	***

	 

	Marie had the best rest and although it was bright and sunny in the bedroom, it didn't prevent her from sleeping. Her eyes remained closed and she welcomed the warm, humid air over the front of her body, as she spread out on the bed beside Mosi. There was no need for blankets and she savored the quiet solitude.

	 

	Her daydream was abruptly interrupted by the sound of people entering the bedroom. Marie's first inclination was to reach for covers, but Mosi grabbed her arms before she grabbed the blankets. They both sat up and faced the two visitors. "Not worry. Duna and Amara here to serve you. They are servants... for you and for me," he said. "They bring something to eat."

	 

	Marie was flabbergasted. She noticed Mosi wave his hand and suddenly the two teenagers walked across the room each carrying a tray of food and drinks. It might have appeared very futile, but Marie tried for modesty by placing an arm across her chest and a hand over her pelvis. The supposed servants acted on prearranged orders. Marie was unaware that Mosi's status in the tribe entitled him to special privileges whenever he visited the village.

	 

	Duna who was a teenage boy carried his tray to Marie, setting it in her lap. Amara who was one of the prettiest girls in the tribe served Mosi in the same manner. Marie noticed how the girl didn't take her eyes off Mosi and in particular how she grinned with admiration when staring at his obvious male endowment. Amara set her tray in front of her master and Marie was positive she purposely let her hand rest on top of Mosi's muscular thigh.

	 

	Marie's tray sort of balanced on her upper thighs and then Duna served her a glass from the tray. Marie reluctantly moved her arm from her chest and took the glass from the teen. She didn't know what else to do so she drank and actually found it a little familiar and refreshing.

	 

	It was common practice for members of the tribe to use an aphrodisiac even though it probably wasn't needed or required. Mosi guzzled his drink and started eating because he was famished. He welcomed the warm fuzzy feeling after the drink and encouraged Marie to relax and enjoy the moment. Luckily the fast acting drug put her at ease and before long she joined Mosi. It had been hours since she ate and Marie ignored the two teenagers, as she devoured the much needed food.

	 

	Her inhibitions were quickly removed and it didn't take long before her head was spinning like it had only hours earlier. When they finished with the trays, Duna and Amara took them away. Marie felt much better being alone with Mosi and she readily followed his lead when he got out of bed. He led the way to the bathroom and since they were already naked, there was no delay getting ready for a shower.

	 

	Marie stood beside Mosi expecting to join him in the shower. She jumped in reaction to the two teenagers entering the small bathroom. Unable to say a thing, Marie stood motionless and quiet when Amara stepped into the shower and held the door for her master. Mosi quickly joined the teenager and without delay the teen went to work.

	 

	Marie's eyes opened so wide that they hurt. She stared into the shower enclosure and watched Mosi receive total devotion from a capable servant. Amara washed and massaged Mosi, as he stood perfectly still with his arms down at his sides. Marie almost collapsed when she noticed Amara apply soap to Mosi's midsection and then concentrate on his noticeable hardon. The girl used both hands to stroke the hard penis and all the while hold it straight out from his hips.

	 

	Marie gasped when Amara dropped to her knees, as she devoured the head of Mosi's cock. She heard Mosi moan and let out numerous groans when most of his cock disappeared inside Amara's mouth. Amara's blowjob was very memorable and Marie couldn't take her eyes off the immoral sight. Somehow the teen knew to masturbate her master and at the same time suck his illustrious cock. Marie stood mesmerized by the illicit act and time seemed to stand still, as she watched Mosi go through sexual bliss.

	 

	There was movement to her right, but the blowjob scene was too powerful to resist. The thought of spying on the sinful act sent a shiver up her spine yet nobody else cared that she watched. Suddenly Mosi uttered a few grunts and groans, as he blasted molten lave into Amara's mouth, and Marie remained motionless. At the end the girl stroked the long penis a few times, as if she was thirsty for the last drops of cum, and then she stood up. Amara acted like nothing happened and simply finished washing and rinsing her master's body.

	 

	Marie's mouth hung open when Mosi stepped out of the shower. He whispered some directions to the two eager servants in his African dialect and then he moved off to one side.

	 

	Amara stood in the shower with her hand out. "Come mistress. I wash... make body feel good," the girl whispered. "Amara and Duna make mistress happy."

	 

	There was movement beside her. Suddenly Marie realized Duna had stripped and the teen was naked in anticipation of taking a shower with her. She never resisted when Duna guided her by the elbow towards the enclosure or when Amara grabbed her hand and pulled her into the shower. The door remained open and without delay her servants started their scripted task. Amara stood in front and Duna behind and the two quickly rubbed soapy lotion all over her nakedness.

	 

	Her eyes fluttered and the most helpless feeling came over her, as she was unsure of what was next. Marie peered back at Mosi and the radiant smile across his handsome face told how happy and pleased he was. Hands were everywhere, but thankfully there was no lingering or pausing. Amara milked her big titties, as if they were extremely dirty, and in no time the ends got overly erect. Duna scrubbed her back and the clever teenager didn't forget to wash her shapely backside.

	 

	Her mind was in turmoil. The slippery lotion covered her entire body when the two servants closed in on her. A hand slipped between her thighs and Marie felt her knees go weak. Her legs wobbled, but she managed to stay upright, as Amara cupped her curved pelvis. Duna skillfully rubbed his hard cock all over her butt and even teased her by pushing it against her slippery thighs. Occasionally the head slipped into the soapy crotch, causing her to flinch when it grazed her pussy.

	 

	Amara's hand easily slipped into the heated crotch. Her skilled fingers instantly found the control button and that was obvious when Marie uttered many unrecognizable animal sounds. Marie's body rose upwards and it was supported by the two teenagers, as she stood on her tiptoes. Amara reached into the furnace and grabbed the delicate clitoris with her fingers. Duna attacked from behind.

	 

	Duna caressed the crack of her ass and then his fingers found her vulnerable asshole. He teased and taunted until hearing numerous pleas for him to stop and then he crouched down and fingered her pussy. It was not hard to determine that the supposed mistress was now a slave and the servants were suddenly the aggressors. Marie never imagined experiencing an orgasm while standing yet her emotions got out of control in a hurry.

	 

	The teenage girl was somewhat taller than Marie and she used one arm to hug her mistress into her lithe body. Her other arm snaked down between the wet bellies and into the sweltering pelvis. She held onto the throbbing clitty with a death-grip and displayed her ultimate control. "Mistress happy?" Amara twirled the clitty between her fingers and continued. "Mistress want more?"

	 

	"No... dear gawd, no," Marie moaned.

	 

	"Mistress want Amara to keep touching pussy?"

	 

	"No, please stop."

	 

	"Mistress want climax on Duna's finger?"

	 

	"Dear gawd, no!"

	 

	Amara tightened her arm that was around Marie so that their tits mashed together. Then she put her lips next to Marie's flushed ear. "Mistress want to show Mosi. Show Mosi she love him," she whispered.

	 

	Marie never thought of it or that she had such feelings. She had starred in movies, but no acting talent was needed for this movie. Her body belonged to two teenagers and her mind to a shrewd man. Her head rolled to one side and she glanced towards the open doorway at the man who was like no other. She squinted and noticed a smiling Mosi giving his approval. Marie summoned one last valiant effort to calm her rising desires, but it was short lived as her hips suddenly jerked out of control.

	 

	Amara used her precious clitoris like her personal sex-toy and Duna finger-fucked her like a demon. The first spasm was short and swift, but the next was longer and far more severe. Her hips started jerking to the beat of the African drums and then they thrust randomly at first the damning fingers and then back at the finger dildo. When the climax ended, the teenagers acted like nothing happened. They both cleansed her womanly body, as she tried to regain her sanity, and then each grabbed a towel to dry her off.

	 

	Marie thought her ordeal was finished, but she greatly underestimated Mosi's African desires. The two teenagers lifted her and easily carried her out of the shower, as their insatiable aspiration for pleasing their mistress or master continued. The teens ushered her into the bedroom and over to the bed where Mosi waited. He was already lying on his back and it was very apparent what was on his stimulated mind.

	 

	Marie stood motionless beside the bed and she stared at Mosi's stellar manhood, which hovered at a 45-degree angle over his abdomen. Amara took one of her arms and Duna the other. The teens jostled her until she was on the bed, crouching directly on top of Mosi with her knees spread wide on either side of his thighs. Afterwards she could blame it on the African sedatives or some uncommon animal lust, which readily penetrated her normal reasoning.

	 

	The ensuing adventure would remain etched in her mind forever despite the drugs. She looked into Mosi's dark eyes and knew he was the one. Her lips moved, as if indicating her reluctance at being touched by the teenagers, when the two prodded her forward until her crotch actually grazed the throbbing hard-on. Then they each pushed downward on her shoulders and the resulting intimate contact sent numerous shivers up and down her backbone.

	 

	Mosi placed his strong hands on the sides of her hips. He easily lifted Marie up a little and allowed one of his servants to fulfill his demands. Marie uttered a dire gasp when the cock-head split her moist labia and her breathing grew ragged in a matter of milliseconds. One moment she balanced on top of the many inches of rock-hard cock and the next it was in her belly. Mosi let go of her hips and allowed her torso to settle on top of his midsection.

	 

	Marie stared down at her lover and noticed how his eyes focused on her chest. Her body sort of swayed and shuddered causing her boobs to do the same and Mosi didn't take his eyes off her luscious tits. Marie realized the teenagers weren't going away and the realization didn't bother her anymore. It was outright crazy. She never shared any man, especially the man of her dreams, but suddenly the thought wasn't too horrifying.

	 

	The erection was buried deep and Marie tried to retain a measure of composure. She didn't want to display lost passion or too much lust in front of strangers so she tried to recompose herself. Amara sat cross-legged on her right while Duna was on her left and they actually brushed against her legs. Marie had to look away from Mosi or else his intimate stare would destroy her resolve. She turned her head and looked at the teenager's pretty face, which was etched with undying passion.

	 

	Marie's gaze dropped. She settled on the girl's chest, as it heaved in and out, and noticed how the boobs were not huge, but certainly a good handful. The extraordinary nipples stood out from the perky tits and Marie shivered at the wonderment of feeling them. Then her eyes lowered and drifted across the taut, flat stomach and onto the sparsely covered pelvis. Marie was simply amazed by the attractive girlish feature and then she noticed Amara's crotch.

	 

	Amara sat with her legs crossed and proudly exposed her rich charms to her master and mistress. Marie stared at the wetness between Amara's thighs and she was overwhelmed with guilt because of the intimate feelings for another woman. She abruptly turned her head to the other side, but that was worse. She instantly stared at a large, black cock, which was being waved around and around by the witty teenager.

	 

	Mosi jerked his hips up and down a few times. Marie was well aware of the stimulating contact in her deepest regions and she tried to focus on something else. Her man was fucking her while his two servants sat close by and watched the entire session. Being surrounded by others during a sexual encounter was something new to Marie and she should have considered it weird yet it wasn't.

	 

	All of a sudden Mosi whispered an order to Amara. The teenager slowly bent over and pushed her perky tits into her master's face. There was some jealousy, as Marie turned her head and watched the brazen titty assault, but it quickly passed when convulsions erupted in her belly. Marie struggled to control the rising lust. Suddenly Mosi stopped sucking the teen's tits and he whispered something else to Amara.

	 

	The convulsions got stronger and much closer together. Marie's body was on fire and then the teenager proved her unreserved dominance over a willing mistress. Amara got to her knees and she shoved her boob at Marie. She forced some of her tit into Marie's mouth and wasn't happy until her nipple was between the sharp teeth. It was virtually scripted beyond anything Marie expected. She sucked the teenager's nipple and then unbelievably she cupped the other titty, which made the teen extremely happy.

	 

	Her body was in motion and moved up and down, as Mosi grew more and more impatient. He gave another order and this one proved fatal to Marie's control when Mosi gave Duna permission to molest Marie. Duna's hands were everywhere. He crouched behind Marie and kissed the back of her shoulders and neck, before reaching around her chest to molest her tits. Duna used his left hand to squeeze and fondle the luscious tits while ensuring both nipples received plenty of brash caressing. His right hand slipped under her boobs and carved a path down to the Promised Land.

	 

	It was hard to tell who climaxed first. When the damning fingers latched onto her clitoris, Marie experienced an incredible orgasm. Her body was caught between two overzealous teenagers and it bounced up and down on Mosi's manly cock. She simply went with the flow and lust consumed her entire inner being. Each tremor caused her to sink her teeth into Amara's titty yet the girl refused to remove her tit from Marie's harmful mouth, as she cried out from the painful nibbling.

	 

	The spasms continued for the longest time. Her belly was full of African cum however she wasn't upset. She welcomed the caring hands, as they tenderly shifted her off of Mosi's hips, and left her lying beside the man. Marie nestled beside Mosi and welcomed his strong, protective arms around her thoroughly exhausted body. All that mattered was having him next to her and knowing he adored her. When the two teenagers didn't leave the room, she wasn't too surprised or upset.

	 

	Marie didn't realize what lay ahead. She prepared to doze off and it felt nice being next to Mosi so she hardly noticed Amara when the girl snuggled up to him. There was some nervous giggling and lots of whispering before the two came to an agreement, which was obvious by wide smiles on their faces. Marie had heard of women experiencing multiply orgasms, but she really didn't put much faith in it really happening to her.

	 

	Amara rolled over her master and settled on top of Marie's lower body. She glanced into Marie's startled eyes and the grin on the teen's pretty face sent an ominous message. Marie watched the teenager wrap her arms around her hips in a tight embrace and she shivered realizing there was no escape. The horny teenager was determined to satisfy all of her master's wishes and she took control.

	 

	Marie was forced to look away when Mosi kissed her and then he put his lips next to her ear. "They must learn. Amara and Duna must serve and make you happy," he whispered, giving her ear a peck. "First Amara... then Duna!"

	 

	Suddenly her legs were spread. Amara released her hold on Marie's hips and forced the velvety thighs apart so her shoulders slipped between them. The girl's head was directly above Marie's pelvis and there was a momentary pause. Marie was positive her heart would stop when Amara blew hot whiffs of air across her pelvis. The cunning teen made sure to caress the obvious wetness with each hot breath and Marie struggled to breathe. "Noooo... naaaa, naaaa," she moaned.

	 

	Mosi kissed her ear and used his tongue for more affect. "They servants. Amara and Duna your servants," he said. "Both serve you."

	 

	Suddenly Marie felt her labia spread by a gifted tongue and there was a fleeting moment when she held her breath. An open mouth slithered into her slit and devoured her throbbing clitoris. In the next instant, both her heart and breathing increased at a frantic rate. Cunnilingus was something any woman found irresistible and Marie was certainly no exception. She felt her swollen clitty slapped back and forth by the girl's tongue and then Amara's teeth carefully nibbled on the clit.

	 

	Marie bit her bottom lip not wanting to succumb to the evil temptation. Amara wouldn't stop. She sucked and nibbled the pink clitty and occasionally used her tongue to lightly caress the womanly treasures. The clit seemed to expand and soon it was too stiff to move around. Then Amara displayed a frenzied licking ability. Each stroke started at the upraised pelvis and her tongue lashed down across the pulsating clit, through the soaked slit, across the barren area and all the way to the waiting asshole.

	 

	Amara circled the hole a few times with her tongue and then poked it in a teasing fashion. Marie's hips jerked wildly and then every muscle tightened when the tongue ventured upward again, across the wasteland, through the slit until finding the clitty again. Amara felt the womanly body sort of quiver and the threat of Marie losing control was evident. She paused and began blowing on the wetness, letting her hot breath sooth the burning flesh.

	 

	Marie's hips quieted and Amara attacked. The teen rammed her tongue at the tempting honey-hole, pretending to use a small penis on Marie. Amara tried to insert her tongue all the way inside the heated cavity and she felt the hips go wild. This time she was ready. Amara shifted her mouth up about an inch and gobbled on the exposed clitoris. All of the clit was inside her volcanic mouth and she used her teeth to hold it steady. Then she rolled the clitty around inside her mouth with her tongue and listened for the telltale signs.

	 

	The dire moan was music to her ears. Amara jammed her long middle finger into the honey-hole. She curled her finger and used the tip to rake the vulnerable g-spot, which was traumatic for Marie. Lying in the arms of the one man she adored didn't prevent the ultimate surrender, as Marie climaxed. A gush of womanly juice drained out of her inner being and the teenager wasn't satisfied until she had consumed every ounce.

	 

	Marie looked at Mosi's face and she knew there was no hope. There was a look of reassurance on his face and she realized a second bout of cunnilingus was on the horizon. The robust commotion took Marie a little off guard, as the two teenagers switched positions, but she didn't have time to evade Duna. He had permission to do anything except actually fuck Marie. Watching Amara's outstanding cunnilingus was the biggest turn-on and he wanted the same thing.

	 

	Duna pushed Amara aside and instantly assumed the required position between Marie's splayed legs. His fingers pinched the swollen labia and spread them enough to see the pink gem. What Marie discovered would leave an impression on her fragile morality. A male was not as careful, not as tender or not as loving as a female. Duna's rough, harsh treatment didn't necessarily mean the sex wasn't good. Her clitoris was completely devoured by Duna and the teen used his teeth in a chewing manner rather than nibbling on the delicate clitty.

	 

	Marie's screams were that of lust mixed with pain when Duna thrust his long, slender finger into her ass. Suddenly cunnilingus and finger-fucking got a new meaning. Her hips came off the bed and thrust madly at the hungry mouth. One finger pounded in and out of her ass and the sharp teeth raked back and forth across the enlarged clit. Marie wasn't sure another orgasm was possible, but then Duna surprised her. He shifted so that his head was on her chest and his mouth sucking one of her neglected nipples.

	 

	Duna's fingers of his left hand seized the prized jewel and he squeezed the clitty so hard she yelled out loud. Then he thrust his middle finger of his other hand into her cunt. When he added the forefinger, she lost control. Marie humped his hands, as another orgasm burst from her deepest regions. Her juices flowed freely giving the fingers more oil, which enabled Duna's finger-fucking to take her over the top.

	 

	The nonstop sex was too much. Marie rolled over the mountain of ecstasy and instantly passed out from total exhaustion. She didn't know how long she slept, but eventually there was whispering in her ear. "Sister visit. Sister here and wants to see you," Amara informed her.

	 

	The teen noticed how Marie looked around apparently wondering where Mosi was and what was happening. "What? Susan is here?"

	 

	"Yes, sister here. Visit you," Amara repeated. She noticed that Marie still looked confused so Amara tried to clarify what was happening. "Mosi gone. Sarge bring sister here then Mosi leave with him. They go for some more tribal celebration. We here... serve you."

	 

	Suddenly Duna appeared in the doorway of the bedroom and he was holding her clothes. Not that there were many, as he simply held out a dress and a pair of sandals. It seemed senseless asking the two teenagers to leave so she didn't. Marie reluctantly got out of bed and it felt strange when Duna helped her put on the dress while Amara helped with the sandals. It was a very skimpy dress and Marie marveled at how much cleavage showed and she noticed that Duna never took his eyes off her chest.

	 

	Dressed and ready, the three exited the bedroom and went to meet Susan. Marie had people who waited on her because of her fame, but she never expected the devotion displayed by these two servants. Both Amara and Duna made it very obvious they were her servants and would do anything she demanded. They followed her into a large living room and remained beside her when she approached her sister.

	 

	Susan only saw her sister walk across the room and her jaw dropped. If it wasn't Marie, she might have considered the overly provocative appearance to be attractive and appropriate for the heat of the afternoon. Instead Susan was shocked by the extremely low-cut dress, which clearly showed off most of Marie's luscious boobs. What surprised her most was the sight of the black tattoo that was half exposed by the 'v' opening of the dress. Her mouth hung open and Susan wasn't able to say a word.

	 

	Marie grinned because she realized that her sister was awestruck and speechless. "You look great. Sorry to be late, but I didn't realize it was so late in the day," she said. "This beautiful creature is Amara and this is Duna," Maria informed Susan, as she waved her hand at each teenager.

	 

	"Yes. I... I... I've been looking for you. Wa... wa... wondering if you're okay," Susan responded with a slight stutter.

	 

	Marie noticed her sister staring at her chest. A moment of instant rebellion hit her and she acted without thinking. "I was thinking of getting another tattoo. One to match this one," she said. Marie promptly pulled the dress off to the side and totally revealed her left boob. "What do you think?"

	 

	Susan was almost too shocked to react. She glanced over at the young male who had his eyes glued to the bare breast. "Sis... Marie what the hell are you doing? You're acting like tramp," she whispered. "Can't you see he's looking?"

	 

	"It's okay. Duna has seen me naked," Marie responded.

	 

	"What? You must be crazy. Acting like some whore... a common slut."

	 

	Suddenly Amara insisted that Marie sit down on a chair. She had a brush and comb in her hand and it was obvious she wanted to do Marie's hair, as she made hand gestures to her mistress. "You sit. I brush... comb... braid hair," Amara said.

	 

	Marie sat down with the assistance of Amara. The front of her dress sort of fell back into place and although it didn't completely cover her boob, it did hide the nipple. Instantly Amara began brushing her hair, as the sisters chatted casually for a few minutes. This removed the tension between the two, but then Duna moved to action. Without being asked, the teen started administering a foot massage, as he knelt on the floor in front of Marie.

	 

	Marie continued talking with her sister, as if it was the most natural thing in the world to have two servants. Amara finished brushing and combing and then the girl began an arduous task of putting braids in Marie's hair. Susan had taken a chair that was basically in front of Marie and slightly off to one side. She watched Amara's expert fingers fly through the long strands of hair and rapidly shape the braids, which made her sister look younger and very beautiful.

	 

	Susan sat a mere four or five feet in front of her sister and it was impossible to miss the capable foot massage. Her eyes got bigger when Duna held one of Marie's feet in the air, which forced her leg to rise as well. His fingers expertly rubbed the dainty foot and then he shifted the leg to the side. Susan noticed the hem of Marie's short dress ride up her thighs and then the shadows disappeared from between the milky thighs.

	 

	Susan would never know if the teenager's actions were done on purpose of if it was purely an accident. Her breath caught when she stared at Marie's bare crotch and wondered what had possessed her innocent sister. Duna's face was between Marie's knees and he stared straight ahead. The dress moved up and up until the hem was bunched at the top of her thighs. Susan noticed how Duna never stopped massaging Marie's feet and his eyes never left her crotch. She didn't need an imagination to know what the teenager was thinking.

	 

	The bald pussy was brazenly visible. As silly as it sounded, Susan tried to think back to the last time she saw her sister naked. It had to be when they were teenagers and suddenly Susan couldn't contain herself. "Sis! For gawd sake, cover yourself." Her voice was shaking and she found it hard to stay calm. "He's looking at you."

	 

	Marie noticed the puzzled expression on her sister's face so she decided to have some more fun. "When Duna and Amara are done with me, they are more than willing to give you a massage and braid your hair." Staring straight at her sister, Marie held her legs spread. "You're far too uppity and need something to loosen you up."

	 

	"You're impossible. I can't believe you're letting a kid see you."

	 

	"Susie, you have to be kidding. He's definitely not a kid."

	 

	Susan looked into her sister's glassy eyes and shivers rocketed up and down her backbone from the implied statement. Without warning, it ended. Amara finished braiding Marie's hair and she bent over to give her mistress a departing kiss. Duna placed both of Marie's feet on the floor and he stood up. Without hesitation, both teens left the room, which turned eerily quiet.

	 

	Marie decided to break the silence. "I had some trouble last night... well sort of," Marie said. "Actually I don't remember too much, as it seems whatever they drink around here affects me a lot."

	 

	"Yes, I know what you mean. I hope nothing serious happened," Marie said, as she kept staring in the direction of the departed young villagers.

	 

	Marie waved her hand in the same direction when she explained. "Sis, you won't believe it. It's a long story, but Mosi rescued me last night. Duna and Amara are his servants... my servants, too."

	 

	"Yes, Sarge told me about Mosi. He also mentioned that you might be staying... staying longer than you planned," Susan said.

	 

	Marie confirmed the fact and went on to explain what she remembered from the past night. She found it easy to skip over the barn episode because the entire time was vague because of the many drinks forced down her throat by the crafty Nia. When she told Susan how she was saved from a bunch of drunken partiers, Marie mentioned her esteem gratitude towards her savior. The sisters sat around a small table for about 30 minutes and chatted about anything and everything.

	 

	Their conversation was eventually interrupted. Any casual observer would have noticed an immediate improvement in Susan's attitude when Sarge walked in the room and in Marie's when Mosi entered. Sarge walked up to Susan and put her in a loving embrace. "We go soon. Time to return home," Sarge said. "Come, we go to Zuberi's for eat... then leave for home."

	 

	***

	 

	It was late afternoon and close to the hour when Sarge, his family and entourage returned home from the village. Kato was a thoroughly tired young man, as he had remained in bed with Michelle the whole time. He lost count of time, but his contentment was very evident by his weary state. He had numerous sexual encounters with Michelle and all the while her husband was competently taken care of by the two servants. Kato wondered what man in Rodney's position wouldn't succumb to flirtations from a sexy woman especially when they included blowjobs and continuous molestation?

	 

	Rodney was utterly amazed at his stamina and rejuvenating powers, but much of it was attributed to the drugs he consumed. He had been told about Sarge's upcoming return and was going to get refreshed when the most unforgettable event happened. Somehow the two women left him alone long enough for him to use the washroom. When he glanced at the adjourning shower, he almost fainted.

	 

	There wasn't much doubt to what was happening inside the brightly lit, shower stall. There was a seductive white ass plastered against the steamy opaque glass. The banging noises and loud grunts and groans filled the air and it was apparent that a tall black man was fucking a white woman. The glass was almost clear enough to see exact details, but indistinct enough to add immense titillation to the naughty scene.

	 

	Rodney couldn't move. He stood riveted to the floor and watched the entire session, as first the woman moaned for sympathy and then climaxed uttering cries and pitiful protests. Then the worst thing happened. Kato must have known there was someone watching so he turned the woman around. He pushed Michelle forward until she was flat against the glass and held her positioned so the entire front of her body was displayed to gawking eyes.

	 

	Rodney caught a fleeting glimpse of the thick black knob when Kato deviously ran his cock through Michelle's crotch and onto the steamy glass. The young man pulled backwards and then Michelle's body came up and off the shower floor. Her body seemed to hang in the air and Rodney knew full well that his wife was suspended on a long, black rod. It was the sight of the century. Her big tits were squashed and pressed hard into the shower glass. Her pelvis was plastered against the glass and her legs appeared suspended and spread wide.

	 

	Michelle's distraught face was turned sideways and her flushed, rosy cheek was pressed flat into the glass. Her mouth hung open in utter desperation and Rodney noticed how she gasped and struggled for air. Kato slammed his cock to the hilt and lifted Michelle higher, as he sounded a tremendous grunt of triumph. He sent a big load of African cum into the waiting submissive mistress and claimed his right to her womanly charms.

	 

	Rodney watched Kato having intercourse with his wife and there was nothing he could do about it. On and on the scene rolled and Rodney vibrated when he noticed his wife's body twitching and seemingly thrusting wildly at the mysterious glass wall of lust. Suddenly he couldn't take any more and he practically ran out of the washroom. Rodney dressed and impatiently waited for everyone, as it was almost time for Sarge's return from the village.

	 

	Rodney dreaded seeing his wife again, but he didn't have to worry because Kato had everything arranged according to Sarge's instructions. The last vision of his wife would be one of her naked torso plastered against the shower glass and in the throes of an orgasm. Michelle's twisting and thrusting hips, her brazenly squashed boobs and her agonizing face would remain etched in his memory for all time. When Sarge got home, he immediately informed Rodney that his next job was in another country and that his superiors demanded he be there within 24 hours.

	 

	***

	 

	Sarge put his feet up on his desk. He looked over at his trusted security guard, as he hung up the phone. "Mosi! You deserve to be rewarded for loyal service. Yes, I will ensure she stays... stays in our country. That was Doctor Zuhri and he just informed me that she is pregnant. Yes, Marie Kelly is pregnant."

	 

	"I pray for it... pray for this," Mosi said.

	 

	Suddenly the urgency for Marie Kelly to fly back to the states didn't seem that important. She walked out of the doctors office knowing her life would change drastically and she wasn't sure if it was for the good or for the bad. The one thing she did know was that returning to the states was definitely not in her plans. Strangely the thought of staying in Sarge's country seemed responsible, as she deemed it would be with the one man who showed her compassion and tenderness.

	 

	Everything fell into place days later when Sarge hosted a big gala at his home. The news from his loyal doctor was profound and just what he expected. Not only was Marie Kelly pregnant, but Michelle was also going to be a mother again. This time there was no doubt as to whose baby it was and Kato was the proudest expectant father. Apparently the age difference was no problem for the young man and he spread as much attention on Michelle as he could.

	 

	His many friends and most of his relatives attended Sarge's party, which made for a very full house. The proud Kato dressed in a black tux and looked much older and wiser than any teenager. He held Michelle's arm and escorted her around the big room introducing her to all of his friends and relatives. Another couple quietly sat at a table talking to close friends and it was very obvious that the once popular actress was happy with her decision to remain in Africa. Marie cuddled close to Mosi and he was overly protective, which was evident to everyone.

	 

	Sarge managed to maneuver Susan to a quiet spot so he had her all to himself. For the first time in his life he deemed it necessary to confide in someone. "Kato happy son. He find right woman. He happy. They make good couple and soon have two children," Sarge whispered to the woman he trusted most.

	 

	"Yes, I agree. They look good together and he has grown up since I first met him," Susan replied.

	 

	"Yes, and he very proud. Proud to have Michelle at his side," he said. "Your sister is also a very beautiful woman... mother. I glad she agreed to stay... raise children here."

	 

	At first Susan had been surprised by her sister's decision, but she quickly found the idea very pleasing. Having Marie around was comforting and it was the deciding factor when Susan made her decision not to return to the states. "I'm glad Marie is staying. It is the first time I've seen her really fall for a man," she said. "Mosi seems to treat her good and wants her to have the baby."

	 

	"They good couple," Sarge replied. "I talked to Zuberi and Nia this morning. Nia very happy you stay. She has planned a short vacation to Cape Town and wants you to go with her."

	 

	Susan was stunned. "What? Nia, but... but?"

	 

	"My darling young niece is growing up... becoming a real woman. She really wants to take a short trip with you and get to know you better," Sarge said. "I think it wonderful idea."

	 

	There was no way to tell Sarge about what happened in the village. "Well... well, I guess seeing Cape Town would be nice."

	 

	"Great. I have already arranged for the flight, accommodations and everything is set. You make Nia very happy; I very grateful," Sarge said.

	 

	Susan glanced across the room and into the dark, mesmerizing eyes of the devious she-devil who was staring at her. There was a wide smile on Nia's pretty face and it sent shivers through Susan's entire body. Suddenly the young woman started walking towards them and each footstep caused Susan's heartbeat to increase until it raced out of control. Nia neared and acted extremely happy and excited. "Sarge told you? He told you how much I want to visit Cape Town," she said.

	 

	"Yea... Yes, but...?" Susan stuttered and wondered what excuse she could use to get out of her dilemma.

	 

	"Everything is set... planned. We can leave the day after tomorrow," Nia whispered, grabbing Susan's hand. "Come... I want to tell you everything. Tell you how exciting it will be. Come, where it is quiet so we can talk."

	 

	Susan looked at Sarge in desperation. She wanted him to say, 'no, you can't leave the party,' but she was disappointed. "You go. Go with Nia and she can tell you all about the trip," Sarge said, as he hurried off to talk to other visitors.

	 

	Her feet moved without even taking a step, as Nia sternly ushered Susan out of the crowded room. They entered a pantry or some storeroom, which was off the kitchen, and Nia quickly slammed the door shut, leaving them in deathly quiet darkness. It was so eerie and solemn and Susan felt her heart rate increase again until the darkness made it extremely difficult to breath.

	 

	Abruptly she was kissed. She fell backwards, but didn't fall because Nia held her upright with a hugging embrace. Susan fell against the closed door and her head hit the hard wood. Nia slammed into her in a display of shear power and brute force. It took every ounce of willpower to break the kiss and turn her head. "Dear gawd, not here... not now. Someone could come in," Susan whispered.

	 

	She couldn't remember being in a darker room or one so small. The hot, burning breath from Nia washed across her flustered cheek and made her temperature rise sky-high. The young princess was slightly taller than Susan and a lot stronger. All of a sudden it felt like her ear had been chewed off. Sharp teeth bit hard on her ear and the young woman hissed through clenched teeth. "I want you. You Sarge's goddess and his white woman, but you're my whore. I'm going to fuck you just like the other night. Fuck you now. Fuck you in Cape Town. Fuck you whenever I want!"

	 

	Susan was positive her ear was bleeding and then her head was turned. Another kiss ensued and it was impossible to stop the tongue from breaking through her clenched teeth. Nia thrust her tongue into the gaping mouth and taunted her reluctant mistress. When the young woman reached down with her right hand, she easily found the hem of Susan's dress and pulled the garment up to the woman's slim waist.

	 

	Susan tried to standup higher on her tiptoes, but she couldn't escape the deliberate molestation. Nia cupped her pelvis and purposely slipped her fingers into the tight gap between Susan's upper thighs. It was impossible to stand any higher. Susan balanced like a ballerina and then a finger pressed into her puffy labia. Nia pushed the wet panties between the wet lips and instantly found the truest gem. She yanked her middle finger and squashed the hardened clitty into the bony pelvis.

	 

	When she heard a pitiful whimper come out of the breathless woman, Nia squeezed the captured clitoris. The bud was between her strong fingers and she rolled it around vigorously bringing more moans out of Susan. About the last thing in the world Susan wanted to do was succumb to such a devious youngster. She broke the kiss and twisted her head to the side in preparation to utter violent protests, but Nia spoke first. "You whore. If you don't fuck right now, I yell for Sarge."

	 

	Susan was no harlot, but she wasn't prepared for Nia's act of superiority. She tried hard to calm her breathing, as Nia pinched her precious clitty. The sly teenager shifted her fingers and deftly slid them under the wet panties. She regained the secure hold of the clitoris and squeezed. Nia felt Susan's stomach heaving in and out and knew the woman was desperate and ready to surrender.

	 

	Susan's ears were finely tuned for any noise, which might bring someone to discover the secret encounter. She opened her mouth to protest and without warning Nia put her lips at the side of Susan's head. "You my whore. Prove you my whore or I scream," she whispered. Nia ran her tongue around Susan's ear in most taunting manner, demanding a worthy response. "You fuck like whore or else!"

	 

	The darkness was compelling and totally overwhelming. She knew it wasn't just an idle threat and that Nia would not show mercy. Susan reasoned she might overcome Nia's molesting under better circumstances, but it seemed impossible to fight off the young woman's assault in the frightening darkness. Nia's hands were everywhere. Suddenly one hand was inside the top of her dress and then one of her boobs was exposed. The teenager quickly twisted around and gobbled the titty with her greedy mouth, sucking on the nipple like a hungry baby.

	 

	Nia rolled the hard bud around and around and Susan puffed out her chest, as if demanding more. It was one of those fabulous orgasms, which seemed to come from nowhere and swelled to great heights in a matter of seconds. The young woman slammed Susan against the wooden door. She sucked the entire nipple into her hot mouth and ravaged the throbbing clitty until it was time. Susan's breathing had quickened and so did the beating of her heart when Nia felt the damn burst. 

	 

	Susan arched her back in a futile attempt to get away, but it was too late. She didn't realize that holding off and prolonging the orgasm merely made the climax more explosive. The lubrication flowed freely from her inner being and the oil made it easier for the strong fingers to swirl her clitoris around. When another kiss ensued, Susan didn't resist. Her whole body shuddered and one violent convulsion followed another, as the devious African princess swallowed up her soul.

	 

	Guilt-ridden and embarrassed by the untimely climax, Susan received yet a bigger shock when they exited the small hideout. Sarge had no idea what Nia was up to and the last thing he ever imagined was a lesbian affair, as that was never considered in his country. "Our president called and he is sending us to Geneva next weekend," he informed Susan. "I am to attend meetings and will be tied up during the day, so I've decided that Nia will come with us," he said, smiling at Susan and then Nia.

	 

	"I'm thrilled... absolutely thrilled," Nia responded. "Cape Town this weekend and Geneva next."

	 

	"I'm sure Susan can show you a lot of womanly things. You can learn a lot from such a fine woman," Sarge said to Nia.

	 

	Nia nodded to her uncle and then stared straight into Susan's eyes, as she held the steady gaze for the longest time. "Yes, I'm sure. She can show me many things... how a real woman should act."

	 

	Susan trembled as Sarge took her by the arm. They rejoined the party and life in the quiet African country grew more interesting and dramatic with each passing day.

	 

	THE END

	 


cover.jpeg
L. Douglas

K.






images/image-2.jpeg





images/image-1.jpeg
K.C. Oouglas

How far woullliciele o
save her husand fr
ool





images/image-4.jpeg
MICHELLE'S
STORY - AN
ARICAN
AMERICAN
ROMANCE

KC. DOUGLAS

¥






images/image-3.jpeg
K C Douglas





images/image.jpeg





images/image-5.jpeg





images/image4.png
K.C. Douglas






