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Oilfield Trash

“Frank’s not high on the Africa deal,” Jake’s boss said to him after he returned from an afternoon investment opportunity meeting.

“Because of the pipeline?” he asked, knowing it was the project’s Achilles heel.

“Yes, exactly. Without the low-cost routing, the economics just aren’t that great, and it looks like there are lots of headwinds to get it,” the older man confirmed.

“So, we’re dropping it then?” he asked.

“Not quite yet. We decided to send another team over to meet with the government and see if we can get it unstuck. I want you to be part of it,” the supervisor explained.

Jake Becker was a thirty-year-old employee of a second-tier international oil and gas company. An engineer by training, he had paid his dues on a three-year assignment in the Middle East working incredible hours to complete a challenging drilling program. Because of his performance there, he got the chance to move into the development end of the business while he completed an executive MBA program. He had finished a few months ago and was now eager to get fully re-engaged in the business. The only obstacle he faced was his forthcoming wedding.

“Uhhh… remember, I’m getting married in May,” he reminded his boss.

The executive chuckled, and then said, “I know… don’t worry. I can’t see this being more than a week or so. Whatever the outcome, we’ll need to come back and regroup.”

That night over dinner, Jake explained to his fiancé, Helen, that he needed to make the trip.

“Jake, it’s right in the middle of everything. Can’t someone else, do it?” she asked.

“Honey, it’s a big honor… a huge honor and I will be traveling with some really senior people,” he responded.

“A bigger honor than your wedding?” she asked, deciding to give him a dig.

“Well… uhhh… I didn’t say that,” he answered.

A smile came to her face that swiftly turned into a giggle, and Jake realized she had played him.

“What are the dates? When are you going?” she asked.

“I’m not completely sure, but very soon,” he told her.

“Honey, I understand, but please try not to miss the couple’s showers,” she pleaded.

Jake realized how lucky he was to be engaged to the young woman. He had spent years in a difficult environment with almost no female interaction, and it seemed the Gods rewarded him when he met Helen shortly after his return. However, at the time, she was in a relationship, so things moved slowly before she finally decided she wanted to be with him. It had been nineteen months since they first met and they were to be married in another two.

Helen was a very attractive 8th grade English teacher. A slender 5′7″ tall, she had blonde hair that extended just past her shoulders, pert B-cup breasts, and long legs that merged into a tight behind. In Jake’s view, one of her best attributes was her adventurous spirit as she was usually up for any outdoor activity. Indeed, most weekends found them enjoying a hike, a bike ride, or exploring some new spot.

Jake had not been directly involved with the project, so he spent most of his time before the trip immersing himself in the details. The oil discovery was inland and the development required a cross-country pipeline to allow export. By far, the biggest problem was the mountain range that separated the field from the coast. A northern route was achievable, but costly, and resulted in marginal project economics. However, a southern route, through a broad pass, significantly reduced the cost and greatly improved the returns. The problem was this path traversed the lands of a protected tribe that still lived a simple nomadic existence following long-established customs. From the start, it had proved problematic, with the government deeply concerned, and when the multi-lateral agencies caught wind of things, they had demanded that the project follow strict protocols. The most important step was to obtain the unequivocal support of the indigenous people, and the purpose of the upcoming trip was to determine if the company could convince the government to negotiate on their behalf.

Fortunately, the date for the visit didn’t interfere with any wedding events which relieved Helen and turned her demeanor from reluctant acceptance to enthusiastic support. She spent time online researching the region then made him promise to take lots of pictures and load up on souvenirs.

Besides Jake, the other travelers included the SVP of exploration, the company’s chief counsel, and his boss, which made the young employee feel quite important. If nothing else, he thought he would have an excellent opportunity to rub elbows with men that could have a big influence on his career.

When they arrived in-country, a local attorney hired to act as the company’s representative met them at the airport. Oma, as he preferred to be called, had an average build, a bald head, and an awkward smile. Jake guessed he was in his mid-forties and noted his casual dress and easy-going manner. After resting for a day, the team met in a hotel conference room to discuss the situation, and Oma explained in detail that with the outside agencies watching closely, the government had little latitude. He explained candidly that payments might help to some extent, but the chief counsel quickly shut him down. Thus, it was with minimal expectation that they met with the President and several of his ministers the next day.

“Of course, we want the project. We have no issue with the pipeline or your company, but the path to the coast is difficult,” he started.

“Sir, we understand your message, but please appreciate the additional cost involved with the alternate route and the impact on economics. Frankly, it’s not very appealing unless we take the better route,” the SVP explained.

From there, it went back and forth for hours with no real progress. While the government stood to gain a great deal from the production sharing, they offered no help with the tribal issue.

“You must understand the…position…the stranglehold these institutions have over my country,” the President finally stated with disgust.

“What is your suggestion?” the SVP responded.

Jake felt it was a defeatist statement intended to just bring closure to the meeting. Clearly, the company had achieved nothing from the visit, and it appeared it was over.

“You must go to see the chiefs and you must talk to them. Convince them that it is a good project. If they nod their heads, it will go very quickly,” he replied.

With that, the meeting concluded and the team returned to the hotel. In retrospect, Jake thought that if they had been able to go straight to the airport and depart, they would have abandoned the project. However, they were not in a place with a multitude of flights and their scheduled departure was not for another thirty hours. After dropping their things in their rooms, they met in the hotel bar and it wasn’t long before they returned to the message they had received. The conversation was mostly between Jakes’s boss, Oma, and the SVP, and it lasted through four rounds of drinks, before finally ending.

“It’s not an “A” opportunity. In fact, it’s a long shot, but I could see us investing a little… for a while. We would have to get somebody to go meet with the tribes and try to make the case,” the SVP said and then paused in thought before continuing, “I think the issue, the problem would be that it would take a while. Someone would have to be committed to spending some time in the… lands… with the chiefs.”

“Yes… yes… I agree,” Oma said, clearly eager to see any forward movement.

Jake saw his boss look at him and they stared at each other for a few seconds before the older man replied, “I think Jake would be a candidate. He knows the project, but he’s getting married in a couple of months, so we would have to work around that.”

“Jake?” the SVP asked.

“Well, I mean… if we can take the wedding into account…then…I would…I would love to,” he said, realizing he needed to deliver a positive message.

“Of course, we have to take your wedding into account, the executive said,” and then once again paused to think before adding, “Think about this. You come back for a week before you get married and visit the lands with Oma. Then, after you get married and get settled, come back. Maybe, a month or so after the wedding. In the interim, you…we can strategize with Oma. When you come back though, be prepared to stay for a while.”

When he saw all the men nodding, he knew he didn’t have a choice. In their mind, they had more than adequately addressed his marriage concerns.

“Sounds good,” Jake said.

Luckily, when he returned home and explained everything to his future wife, her primary concern was how long he would be gone after the wedding. He told her honestly, that he didn’t think it had a definitive start and end date, but he couldn’t possibly imagine it would last more than six weeks, and based on that, she accepted the plan.

Oma reached out soon thereafter informing the group that he had contacted the tribal leaders and had held some preliminary discussions. He suggested Jake return in three weeks following the general guidelines they had discussed, and once again, he managed to schedule the trip so that it didn’t interfere with the wedding plans.

“Just a little longer,” Helen whined.

It was Saturday afternoon, and the young oilman’s flight required him to leave for the airport soon to begin the long journey. He was on top of his fiancé, with his dick pushed deep inside, slowly moving while enjoying her soft mews. The previous evening, they had gone to dinner with friends, and when they arrived home, they had gone straight to bed. Their lovemaking had lasted all night with each of them waking the other to start anew.

“I can barely move,” Jake moaned.

“You can sleep on the airplane,” she countered.

Helen enjoyed sex although she usually waited for Jake to initiate things. However, once going, she could become very passionate. She loved receiving oral pleasure and if excited enough she would give, as well. She had tiny pink nipples that were extremely sensitive and connected directly to her vagina. Just a few gentle licks typically had her squirming as her pussy gushed. She had experienced two orgasms since they started, with the second being a monster, so Jake knew there was little chance of getting her there again. Likewise, he had completely drained his balls, so their current connection was languid and loving.

“No masturbation while you’re gone,” she giggled.

“Why? That’s mean,” he laughed.

“I want you crawling the walls,” she whispered.

“Sweetie, you always make me crawl the walls,” he replied and kissed her hard.

Even though Jake left on a Saturday, he didn’t arrive in the capital until just past noon on Monday. Oma met him at the airport and they discussed things for an hour before he went to rest. The following morning, they took a private plane to the closest airport, and then embarked on a six-hour overland trek by SUV to get to the tribal lands.

“There are three different groups in the needed area and the largest is led by Chief Tiajuwu. I think our strategy should be to concentrate on convincing him and then get his help with the others. Also, his camp is less nomadic which should help,” Oma explained.

“You think the other two will accept that? They won’t be offended?” Jake asked.

“There might be some issues with the second-largest led by Chief Maipu, but the third is quite small. In any case, I suggest we begin this way,” he replied.

“Makes sense, Oma. Tell me about Chief Tiajuwu,” he said.

“He is not too old, perhaps early forties. He is quite strong-willed and can be volatile, so we must be careful in our approach. From my inquiries, it seems he is very loyal to his people and the land, and I’m told he is less corrupt than most. This, I think, will be in our favor,” he explained.

“That’s good because the company is still feeling the effects of something that happened almost ten years ago. There will be no tolerance for that kind of stuff,” Jake replied, referring to an old bribery situation.

“I understand,” the local advisor acknowledged, and then added, “Still, it is Africa, so we must be prepared for the approach.”

“Jake nodded, and then asked, “Will there be others…foreigners in the area?”

“Likely, not. It is well past the tourist areas…much too difficult to get to and rough. Sometimes researchers are studying the people, but I have not heard of anything recent,” he said.

“Good. One of my concerns was a bunch of liberal troublemakers,” he said.

“I think we should be fine, but it is only a short visit and if we encounter something, we will have to evaluate,” Oma responded.

For the final three hours of the journey, they had to travel off-road utilizing a satellite GPS for guidance. The landscape consisted of reddish arid plains, occasionally interspersed with low hills, and covered with scrub vegetation. The young engineer thought it shared many similarities to the southwestern part of the United States, which felt welcoming. Jake had expected a hotter temperature but Oma explained that it was normally temperate during the current season at their altitude. His preparation had made him aware that this part of Africa didn’t have the animal population of other parts of the continent. Still, he expected something and felt disappointed that so far, they had encountered nothing of significance. Finally, on the horizon, they spotted what appeared to be a small settlement.

Jake looked around as they climbed from the vehicle and saw they were in a camp with around thirty small structures. Each was round with a thatched roof, and the stick-built walls had a mud coating. Three nearby corrals contained livestock and in the center of the village was an open space with a fire pit that he assumed served as a meeting area. Smoke drifted from multiple fires, and as he stepped closer, his nose picked up a smell that seemed to be a combination of dung, cooking, and sweat. Curious natives began to approach them and Jake saw that most of the women were exposed from the waist up. Although knowledgeable of the custom, he still felt self-conscious and tried to avert his gaze. Soon, several dozen people, both males and females of various ages surrounded them.

Oma spoke in his native tongue to the driver and assistant who quickly began to unload their equipment. Then, Jake watched as he spoke slowly to a nearby man who directed them with his outstretched arm towards one of the larger structures. Oma indicated for him to wait as he turned towards the shelter, and just as he arrived, a figure emerged showing a stern expression. They held a brief conversation, and then the man disappeared back inside. Jake didn’t get a good look, but from what he could tell, the native man was over six-foot and thin, wearing a cloth garment that wrapped around his waist, a cloth cap, and sandals.

Oma spoke to the helpers again, and then advised Jake, “Chief Tiajuwu said to set-up over there, by those far huts.”

“He looked older than forty,” the young man stated.

“It’s a hard life out here. They age swiftly,” he replied.

They set about helping the other men and just before sundown they had prepared their camp. Oma had not scrimped in arranging for the tent, cots, chairs, and other accessories, so they had a functional and reasonably comfortable set-up. There was one tent for the driver and helper, one for Oma, and one for Jake. In the center, they strung tarps to shield the sun which provided a shaded sitting area. Water was in short supply, so there would be no bathing, but they had brought a good supply of towelettes to provide some ability to stay clean. Exhausted from the travel, after a quick snack, the young American man went to sleep.

The next morning everyone was up early and after breakfast, Oma took Jake for a walking tour of the settlement. They started at a corral where he saw a woman milking a scrawny cow and then they started walking through the huts. Along the way, the advisor described some of the customs and dress. Interestingly, Jake found the woman to be somewhat alluring. Of course, there were the exposed breasts that came in all shapes and sizes, but it was more than that, as in general, they had a handsome appearance and dignified bearing. Like the chief, they wore sandals and had loose-fitting garments of red and brown cloth that circled their waist and extended almost to the knee. Around their necks, they had multiple necklaces made of some sort of fiber, but the most striking thing was their braided hair and red coloring.

“Tell me about the red stuff,” Jake said to Oma.

“It’s made from a stone and mixed with fat. The women wear it for beauty and protection from the sun,” he explained.

“Those aren’t… they don’t have it,” the young man replied, nodding towards two girls.

“No, they are too young,” he said.

“What makes them too young?” he asked, although he suspected he knew the answer.

“When their time has come. Then, they are considered an adult and will be married,” he replied, confirming Jake’s thought, and then quickly added, “I understand Chief Tiajuwu has a wife that is quite young.”

“How many does he have?” Jake asked.

“At the moment, I believe it’s two,” he said.

A mixed group of males and females had taken a position close by and were talking about them.

Jake watched them interact for a while as they chatted and giggled, and then asked, “What are they saying?”

“I don’t understand everything because they are speaking very fast, but they are talking about you and your white skin,” he explained.

“Good or bad?” the young man laughed.

“They are wondering if your butt and…your genitals are also white,” he laughed, with the young man joining in.

After the brief tour, they returned to their tents and a little later Oma went to speak with the Chief. He tried to get an audience to discuss the project but received a swift rejection. The message deflated Jake, but the advisor explained that he expected the response and that they needed to be patient. He counseled the young man to relax and spend the next few days interacting with the people and learning their customs. Jake accepted the message, as he was curious about the culture, so, it’s exactly what he did.

Surprisingly, he was able to pick up on the rhythms of the village quickly. He noted the organization and breakdown of activities, when a task was going well, and when to expect intervention. With Oma as a translator, he learned about their dress, how they gathered food and prepared it, and the fact that they had satellite cattle stations so they wouldn’t overgraze an area. Through the discussion, he learned that they measured wealth by livestock.

“What about bathing?” he asked Oma as they sat with an older man and his wife.

“Water is scarce, so most of the time they cleanse using smoke,” he explained.

“Does it work?” Jake asked, having never heard about the technique.

“It must be effective! After all,” the man responded, sarcastically.

“I can’t get over the red,” he said, as he looked over a woman seated near them.

He had managed to get comfortable with the partial nudity but was still intrigued by their practice of using the paste. The woman had braided hair, liberally covered with the substance, as was the rest of her torso, including her sagging breasts. The standard thick fibrous loops circled her neck and she wore a small skirt, made of a natural material, but paid little attention to its position. They had many discussions with small groups in the village over the next few days. With each interaction, Jake’s respect for their dignity and humble manners grew, and other than the annoyance of swarming bugs and the inconvenience of absent toilets, he realized he was enjoying the visit.

Occasionally, while wandering the village, he noticed a young girl watching him, although she always stayed a short distance away. On their third day, he finally decided to ask Oma about her.


“Who is that girl? Sometimes, she follows us, but never gets close,” he asked, nodding towards the place she currently stood.

Oma chuckled for a moment, and then replied, “I believe that is the new wife of Chief Tiajuwu.”

“Does she want to talk? I mean, is she allowed?” he probed.

“She appears to be a little shy, which is surprising because she is said to be quite the flirt,” he laughed.

“The wife of the chief flirts? That sounds like a problem,” Jake replied.

“Not as much as you think. They have ways here in these tribes…peculiar ways to westerners…” Oma started but let the thought die.

“I mean…I read some things, but I thought it was exaggerated,” he responded.

“I’m not sure what you read, so I can’t say if it was exaggerated, but men of the tribes will occasionally offer their wives to good friends or respected guests,” he explained.

“Well, she is pretty cute…” Jake laughed, looking towards the attractive woman.

“Be careful young man…be careful…” the local man chuckled.

The next morning, Oma was able to get another audience with the chief. Once again, the man refused to engage in a meaningful discussion, but he did recommend that they visit with Chief Maipu who was the leader of the second-largest tribe. They had discussed the need to engage him before, so the idea resonated with the men.

“So, you think it worth doing?” Jake asked.

“Yes, yes I think so. It’s something we would need to do at some point anyway, and following Chief Tiajuwu’s direction will be viewed favorably,” Oma replied, and before the young man could respond, he added, “It will have some difficulty. The village is fifty miles away and we can’t make it entirely in the vehicles. Likely, we will have a fifteen-mile hike.”

“Flat? Mostly flat?” the young man asked.

“Some flat…some hills, too. Nothing big,” he explained.

“So, overnight then?” he asked.

“Yes, I think one day would be too much,” he concurred.

They decided to depart early the next morning, leaving their tents behind with their aides, and were packing the SUV with essentials when Chief Tiajuwu appeared and beckoned Oma. He walked to the leader’s hut and was only inside for a short time before Jake saw him returning.

“The chief has offered a guide to help us,” he announced.

“That sounds good,” the young man responded.

“Yes, I think it is quite good. Especially, since he offered a key man…very well respected,” Oma explained.

“Then, that must be good!” Jake responded with enthusiasm, and then asked, “And we’re still leaving as planned?”

“Yes…yes, no changes,” the black man answered.

They left the camp right at sunrise and drove for roughly an hour before leaving the track. Kozo, the representative of the chief, sat in front and helped the driver navigate the route. Jake guessed the tall man was close to his age and he could tell by the development of his body that he had a natural strength. He wore a traditional knee-length covering along with a thick braided necklace, a small cap, and sandals. Occasionally, he would point out a small animal or something of interest, and Oma would translate, but most of the drive was in silence. It took six hours to reach the spot where they had to leave the vehicle, and after offloading the necessary gear, they set out on foot.

Kozo led with Jake right behind followed by Oma and the driver. The young American could tell the tribal man was purposefully moving slow in deference to them, but despite his goodwill, they had been underway for less than an hour when Oma asked for a break. A second stop followed the first some thirty minutes later, which established an interval for the men. In each case, it was either Oma or the driver that called for the rest, and after the fourth stop, the looks Jake received from Kozo made him feel that the tribal man respected his endurance.

They arrived in the late afternoon, dusty from the trail, but thankful that the temperature had remained moderate. Unlike Chief Tiajuwu’s village, this one was smaller, roughly half the size, and was set at the base of a low escarpment that extended as far as Jake could see in both directions. Their appearance sparked a flurry amongst the people who eagerly met them as they approached. They dressed much the same as those he had left that morning except for some differences in colors and he made a mental note to ask Oma about it later. Their smiling, open faces beckoned the group forward and soon they were in the center of the village. They were just dropping their gear when an older man appeared and the deference from those gathered alerted Jake to the fact that he must be a man of importance.

“Chief Maipu,” Oma whispered as Kozo and the chief launched into a rapid conversation.

Looking him over, Jake saw that he had an average build, looked to be much older than Chief Tiajuwu, and wore no special clothing or symbol that would signify his position. While he certainly held the respect of the villagers, they showed no fear of his presence and closely circled as the men talked. Suddenly, the discussion ended, and the chief looked towards Jake for a moment before departing. His expression was flat, which provided no hint about his thoughts. Oma and Kozo held a short conversation and when it ended, Oma reached for his pack.

“Chief Maipu has instructed we set up over there,” he said nodding towards an open area, and then added, “He has also invited us to meet with him later.”

“That sounds good,” Jake replied.

“Yes, I agree,” he answered.

Later, Jake, Oma, and Kozo met with the chief for what turned out to be a simple dinner. At the appropriate moment, Oma started to explain the project and what they hoped to get from the tribes. It wasn’t a smooth interaction because the translation was difficult, but Chief Maipu didn’t get upset, and near the end, he beckoned a young woman and she quickly reappeared with a jug of village-made beer. With the first drink, the chief lost interest in the project, and the conversation became centered on Jake. Although old, the chief had not met many westerners and spent the next hour asking questions about his habits. Finally, with everyone feeling the effects of the warm, heavy liquid the meeting ended.

“What do you think?” Jake asked as they walked back to their tents.

“He wasn’t offended and he didn’t say no, so I would say it’s a start. It will take more time for certain. Plus, I’m certain that he will communicate with Chief Tiajuwu to hear his view,” Oma responded.

The following morning, they remained in the village for several hours hoping to get another audience with Chief Maipu, but finally gave up and departed. The walk to the vehicle proved similar but Jake noticed that at each stop Kozo would make eye contact with him, nod towards the others, and smile. Knowing the man’s standing with Chief Tiajuwu, he smiled back to encourage their non-verbal communication. Tired from the journey, they retired early that evening, but when Jake appeared from his tent the next morning, an excited Oma greeted him.

“I have already spoken with Chief Tiajuwu this morning. He would like to meet later today,” he announced.

“Good!” the young man declared, and then asked, “Word couldn’t have arrived from Chief Maipu already?”

“No… no, I think this is a result of our effort and perhaps words from Kozo,” he explained.

For the remainder of the day, Jake wandered the village interacting with the people and trying to not get too excited about the upcoming meeting. Sometimes Oma would be with him to translate but often he would be on his own so he had to rely on gestures. Fortunately, the people were patient and seemed to enjoy the experience.

“Hope it goes well,” Jake said with a deep sigh.

“Yes, me too,” the advisor answered, and then added, “I think we should be calm and say little. I sense he needs to speak his thoughts.”

The young oilman nodded his concurrence and together they made the short walk to Chief Tiajuwu’s hut. Entering, Jake saw that in addition to the tribal leader, Kozo, and the Chief’s two wives were present. He had learned that the younger one’s name was Matuta while the other went by Uvusera.

Matuta, a recent widow when she married Chief Tiajuwu, had a son from her previous husband. She had continued to show interest by occasionally following them around the village and Jake more than once found himself taken by her beauty. Uvusera was a much older woman, and Oma had explained that she had borne the Chief three sons and two daughters, although only two of the males and one of the females survived infancy. Childbearing and the hard village life showed on her body with her breasts saggy and deflated. However, there was something in her presence that struck a chord in Jake — something in her eyes that told him he needed to pay attention to her reactions.

After everyone had settled, the women began to pass around small dishes of food, and only when everyone had finished did the chief indicate to Oma that it was time to speak. The local attorney began to describe the project slowly in the tribal dialect but had barely started when Chief Tiajuwu interrupted. For the next ten minutes, he spoke animatedly, often loudly while occasionally waving his arms for effect. When he paused, Oma tried again but received the same response.

Not understanding the language, Jake made a concerted effort to watch the body language of the group. He could tell that Matuta had little interest in the discussion, and Kozo’s attention sometimes appeared to drift, but Uvusera remained focused. Given all the time they had been together, Jake wondered if she might be something of a consigliere to the man.

After another attempt by Oma, followed by another diatribe from the chief, the meeting ended. Jake felt that things had gone poorly, so he was surprised by the spring in his advisor’s step.

“A good start I think,” he announced when they arrived at the tents.

“Really? It looked like he didn’t want to hear about the project or discuss it,” the young man replied.

“No…no, that is his way. He wanted to explain his love for the people and the land…how important it is to him. He wouldn’t do that if he wasn’t considering the idea,” Oma explained.

“I see…then that is positive,” he responded, and then after a pause asked, “Uvusera… I feel she is important…”

“Hmmm…I see you have a keen eye. I think she might be the most important,” he said.

“I just…she was listening to every word…really listening,” Jake told him.

“There are those that say she is involved…perhaps makes the key decisions,” Oma replied.

The men continued to talk and compare notes for another hour before stopping. A short time later, Jake was standing at the side of his tent, scanning the village when he noticed Matuta watching him from the shadows of a nearby hut. Only the soft glow from a fading fire made her visible and they held each other’s stare for almost a minute before the pretty woman moved away.

“On a scale of one to ten, how would you rate things…our chances,” Jake asked Oma as they drove towards the airport.

Their time in the village had ended and Jake was now on his way home. He knew he needed to be prepared to provide a message to the company about the likelihood of success, and he wanted the man’s perspective.

“A seven…maybe an eight. Seven or eight,” the man answered, and then quickly added, “It was always going to be difficult and take time. I don’t feel discouraged, but there is still much to do.”

“You know if I deliver that message, I’ll be coming back,” Jake responded.

“Yes, of course…but I think you do quite well in the bush. The village thought highly of you. Especially, Matuta,” he laughed.

“Yeah, just what I need. A spear in the chest because of her,” he chuckled.

Helen met her future husband at the airport and pestered him with questions on the drive home. Then, despite his pleas of exhaustion, she joined him in the shower and pressed her firm body against his.

“Let’s make love,” she whimpered.

Even after the long trip, her eagerness was making him stiff, but he decided to play with her a bit.

“Baby, I’m so tired,” he sighed.

“Just once…just a little,” she replied, and when her hand found his stiffening dick, she looked up at him with a knowing smile.

Once out of the shower, Jake toweled off and then flopped onto the bed. Helen climbed on after him, kissed his shaft several times, and then straddled his waist. The needy whine that escaped her mouth as she descended excited the young man even more and he put his hands on her hips to help guide her movements.

“Miss me?” he asked.

“Yes,” she replied, and then her face opened into an impish grin as she asked, “Did you masturbate?”

The truth was that he had several times, but he lied and said, “No… completely full.”

“Good,” she said and started moving faster.

The young man knew from experience that his fiancé struggled to achieve an orgasm on top. So, after enjoying her efforts for several minutes, he flipped her onto her back and re-entered.

“Better?” he whispered to her.

“Yeah…go fast,” she coached.

Jake had a slightly above average dick but when Helen got excited, she made him feel like he packed twelve inches. She had been with four guys before him, so she was far from naïve, but her repeated declarations that he was the biggest stroked his ego.

He moved as she asked but made sure on each thrust, to give a little extra push at the bottom. For several minutes, he listened to her groans and sighs that slowly became urgent. Feeling she was close, he started moving even faster, hoping her orgasm arrived before he ran out of gas.

“Cum Helen,” he whispered then kissed her hard.

“Yes…yes…I want to…close…” she whined when it ended.

“Mmmm…you feel so good…so wet…” he groaned.

“Yeah…” she started to reply, but she suddenly stopped and her body became stiff. Jake knew it meant her climax had arrived, and seconds later she filled the room with her cries, “Ohhh…oh, baby…oh yes…there…I’m there…”

Watching his beautiful fiancé let go triggered his release, and his voice joined hers, “Ummm…damn, Helen…shit…God, I missed this.”

With a final push, he collapsed onto her body where they serenaded each other with their soft mews of pleasure. Soon, the long journey caught up to the young man and he had just enough strength to roll to her side before he fell asleep.

Jake had been awake for hours and was sipping coffee when Helen finally appeared the next morning. He poured a cup for her and together they sat at the table and discussed his trip and the wedding.

“Where’s my gifts?” she suddenly asked.

He had texted her during a flight layover and told her he had some things. The one that excited him most was an animal-skin skirt with a woven belt that Oma had helped him trade for.

“Let me get them,” he answered and swiftly made for his bags.

When he returned, he placed several trinkets on the table and then held up the garment for her inspection.

“Is it authentic?” she asked as she touched the material.

“Yes, absolutely,” he declared, and then added, “Try it on.”

She took it from his hand and made to step away, but he took her by the arm and indicated she should change in front of him. With a giggle, she slipped the robe from her shoulders revealing her naked body and after fumbling with the skirt for a bit, she determined the direction and slipped it on. The hem landed mid-thigh providing a sexy view of her long legs. Cinching the belt took some effort, but finally, she stood before him like a white tribal girl.

“While you were gone, I read that the women go topless,” she said, and paused to give him a penetrating look before she added, “Is that true?”

“Yes, but it’s not very appealing,” he replied.

While it was true that most of the older women had saggy breasts, the younger girls looked much better and several had been outstanding. For some reason, his thoughts went to Matuta who had lovely pert orbs despite bearing a child.

“Why?” she asked.

“Gravity…it takes a toll,” he replied, hoping to move on.

Helen rolled her eyes in disgust and moved to the refrigerator giving Jake a nice view of her covered rear. He thought about taking her on the spot but decided to wait and soon she had returned to the table.

“Show me some pics,” she said.

Happy to oblige, he reached over to the counter, grabbed his phone, and started manipulating the device until he was at the catalog of in-country photos. Without thinking, he handed her the phone and let her scan through them as he sipped his coffee. They ran the gamut from the airport to the village, although he had been purposefully judicious about taking photos of the people.

“How come none of the girls in the pictures have saggy ones?” she suddenly asked.

“Uh…what?” he replied practically spitting his coffee.

The response made Helen break out in a laugh and only after several seconds had elapsed had she recovered enough to say, “God, you’re so easy.”

“You’re not funny,” he declared although he couldn’t hold back a smile.

She returned to the collection, but a minute later, she asked, “No bathroom? No shower?”

“No…the men get to bathe occasionally but mostly they use smoke. I know it sounds odd… We used towelettes,” he answered.

“I read about that. Kind of strange,” she replied.

“It’s all very different. That’s for sure,” Jake responded.

“If you go back, I want to go,” she declared and before he could reply, she continued, “After the wedding, I’ll have the rest of the summer off.”

Jake had already considered the idea for the very reason she stated. However, he hadn’t mentioned it because of the harsh conditions along with the issue of logistics if she wanted to leave.

“I’m not sure the company would allow…” he started, then paused to consider the idea for a second before adding, “Maybe… I mean, if I go back.”

The wedding went off without a hitch and afterward, the couple jetted to the Caribbean for a week-long honeymoon. When they weren’t in bed, they spent their time near the water, relaxing, sunning, and sipping fruity drinks. The time went by quickly and before he knew it, Jake was sitting in the company’s boardroom to discuss the project. Earlier, he had circulated his notes from the visit which incorporated Oma’s thoughts, so he expected some questioning and then a decision.

The key people had already found their seats when the CEO entered and he immediately turned to the young man and said, “Hi, Jake. Congratulations on your wedding.”

“Thanks…it went well,” he replied.

Since he had only met the man twice before, he thought the brief interaction indicated his recent efforts were already paying dividends. His boss started things off by providing a thorough rundown on the opportunity and economics. After about an hour, the discussion turned to the tribal issue and that’s when the rapid-fire questions started. Jake did his best to answer as completely as possible and was happy that everyone seemed to respect his opinion.

“Look, Jake… I know in something like this it’s impossible to be completely data-driven. In the end, much of it comes down to gut feel,” the CEO said, and after a short pause, continued with, “So, from what you learned…what you experienced, is it worth spending any more time on this?”

The young man took a deep breath and then replied, “I feel we made progress in a short amount of time, but I couldn’t state for certain it would turn out in our favor,” he answered, and then thinking he hadn’t been bold enough, he added, “But…I guess…the investment is low to find out. It’s really just me returning for a while and what we pay Oma.”

“Jake’s right on that…it isn’t much of an investment at this stage. I mean other than time from one of our key resources,” his boss offered.


The CEO scanned the room in thought for several seconds before asking the young employee, “Are you okay…willing to commit the time? I know it wasn’t exactly Paris and now…you just got married.”

Jake sat up in his chair and answered, “Actually, it wasn’t as bad as I expected. In fact, it was kind of interesting. Plus, Helen is interested. She wants to visit.”

For a moment, he thought he might have offered too much, but the CEO suddenly started to laugh and then said, “Jake, if she wants to see the place, take her! We’ll be happy to pick up the tab if it gets you over there.”

Soon thereafter, the meeting adjourned but Jake, his boss, and the SVP of operations remained behind.

Looking at the young man, the senior officer said, “Reading your report, I sensed a little more optimism than what came through in the meeting.”

“I think that’s fair. I just wanted to be realistic, but maybe I was too conservative,” Jake replied.

“I understand…that’s normal in something like this,” he responded, and then continued with, “But let’s not waste your time. If you get over there and it’s not progressing, pull the plug. There are other opportunities.”

The message made Jake feel that the company appreciated his contributions and when he saw his boss nod it lifted him even more.

“I’m already laughing thinking about Helen in the bush,” the man said when the SVP had left.

“I know! Me, too…” he answered and then added, “But, she has some adventure in her and I don’t think she wants to be left in the empty house with school out.”

“I understand. Make sure it’s a good experience for her,” he replied.

For the remainder of the day, Jake thought about the meeting, the opportunity, and the likelihood of success. By no means would it be simple, and based on his previous visit, he thought time and patience were the most crucial variables.

“Looks like I’m going back,” he announced to his wife that evening.

“Really? When?” she asked.

“Well, the timing is not definite, but it won’t be too long,” he explained.

“For how long?” she asked with a worried expression.

“That might be a bit open,” he replied, and when he saw her eyebrows rise, he added, “They basically left it to me to make the call.”

For several seconds, she stared at him in silence, before saying, “I want to go.”

Her declaration made the new husband begin to chuckle which built into a full laugh before he was able to reply, “Sweetie, the company clearly stated that you were to get what you wanted.”

“Really?” she asked excitedly.

“Yes, and all paid for,” he answered.

A month later, Jake left his new wife and returned to Africa. In the interim, he had worked with Oma on a plan that required him to commit at least a month in the tribal area. At that point, they would make a candid assessment of their progress that might result in abandonment of the opportunity. Jake and Oma, along with Helen, felt that her visit would fit best near the end of that period, and since she had schedule flexibility, they didn’t pin down exact dates. Before he departed, she made a point of telling him to keep his hands away from his dick but when he tried to make the same demand, she dismissed the thought with an impish laugh.

Jake spent his first night in-country in a hotel in the capital and then, like before, set out on the day-long air and car journey to reach the village. Oma had recently made a quick visit on his own to explain the team’s intentions to Chief Tiajuwu and for several hours they discussed his reception and key aspects needed to gain support.

“The message that continues to come through is his love for the land and the people. I feel he is very sincere and I must say I find it quite rare. Rare for here,” he said.

“Rare for anywhere. Rare for anyone who has power,” Jake countered.

“Yes, of course,” the older black man chuckled and then continued with, “It means for us the people and land cannot be disturbed. Also, they must benefit but I don’t think in a silly way. No, we must determine a way…something that doesn’t make things different.”

“Well, construction will disturb things but won’t last for very long and the land can be returned to its natural state. The pipe will be buried…normally there are some markers along the right of way. Maybe they aren’t needed. I don’t know the standards exactly,” the young oilman said, mostly to himself before adding, “Do you think the Chief Tiajuwu has something in mind?”

“I do not. It’s what we must learn,” Oma responded.

The same driver and assistant as before accompanied the two men and as soon as they arrived, they busied themselves setting up. As they worked, small groups of villagers wandered by and welcomed them back with broad smiles. Although her presence made the newly married man feel a bit uncomfortable, Jake wasn’t surprised when he spotted Matuta watching them as she stood partly hidden behind a hut. At first, he pretended he hadn’t noticed her, but finally, he looked up and smiled at her. They made eye contact and she smiled back, but evidently embarrassed, she quickly scurried away.

Since it was late, they decided to wait until the morning to call on the chief, so, shortly after breakfast, Oma made his way over. He was gone for quite some time which made Jake think that something significant might be occurring, but when he returned, he explained that the discussion had been non-specific.

“It is apparent more time is needed. I asked his thoughts and how to proceed but it made him uncomfortable and he became evasive,” the advisor said.

Jake shrugged, as he held no expectations that things would move quickly, but as they sat down for a coffee, it dawned on him that his visit might involve long periods of boredom. Action-oriented by nature, he loathed being still and his mind raced as he considered things to do to remain productive.

“Should we visit the other villages?” he asked.

“Yes, I think we should but not yet. Let’s first learn more about Tiajuwu’s state of mind,” Oma replied.

“So, just cool our heels for now?” Jake pushed.

“Yes, and spend time with the people. I think this proved productive before and improved our chances,” he counseled.

The American man nodded in response and for the next few days, he wandered the village from morning to dusk engaging the villagers when possible. In one encounter, he even managed to spend some time with Uvusera but lacking a translator the interaction proved difficult. Still, she left with a smile on her face that he took as a good sign. However, he still felt like an animal trapped in a cage, so when the opportunity arose to do something interesting, he jumped at the chance. He had just left his tent when he spotted Oma and Kozo talking near the village center. Kozo gave him a broad smile as he approached and for the next minute, he stood patiently by as the two African men interacted.

“He is about to leave to a cattle camp,” the advisor explained.

“Where is it?” Jake asked eagerly.

His question caused Oma to begin speaking with Kozo and just a few seconds later, he replied, “Perhaps a half-day walk.”

“I see,” he answered as he looked enviously at the tribal man.

Suddenly, Kozo began to speak, and when he finished, Oma asked him, “Would you like to accompany him?”

“Yeah, I’m already going stir crazy,” he chuckled.

The advisor started to laugh too, and replied, “I have noticed that, and maybe Kozo did, too!”

With that, Oma told the man that the American visitor had accepted his offer, and they separated so Jake could prepare a few things for the journey. A few minutes later the two young men set off, past the cattle pens with the sun directly overhead. Jake noticed that the pace was much quicker than the one they had used on the trek to Chief Maipu’s village but he was determined to show his endurance and stayed in step. Any conversation was impossible but occasionally the African man would point out something and through gesture usually managed to get his point across.

Before their departure, Oma explained that the tribe had multiple satellite locations surrounding the main camp to distribute the cattle so areas wouldn’t become overgrazed. Typically, they consisted of a small pen to gather the animals when needed and several huts for the herders. Sometimes, the wives of the owners performed the task for short periods and Jake had learned that Kozo’s wife Sualala was currently at their destination.

Fortunately, the trail offered enough variety of landscape to keep the young American from getting bored, and they arrived at the outpost just before sundown. The camp sat on a small rise, offering a panoramic view of the surrounding countryside, and as described, it contained an enclosure and five huts, although two were in a state of disrepair. An attractive young woman with an infant on her hip emerged from one of the huts and sidled up next to Kozo, indicating she was his wife, and shortly thereafter, Jake spotted a frail older man with a walking stick shuffling their way with a bewildered look. Sualala started to speak to her husband while making several glances towards Jake and he knew that as a white outsider, he must be quite the curiosity. Kozo had just started to respond when a second woman, leading two rangy cows, appeared on the far side of the camp, and when she spotted them, she quickly penned the animals and headed their way.

After a brief interaction with his wife, Kozo went silent while waiting for the others to arrive. When they had collected in a loose circle, he began speaking again, and soon the four of them were engaged in a lively discussion. It lasted a few minutes, with Jake enduring multiple visual inspections, and then everyone exchanged names. Jake learned that the man was called Thombo but the woman had a name that he found difficult to pronounce so with laughter they agreed he could call her Wuwu. After that, Sualala returned to the hut, Thombo and Wuwu returned to the livestock, and Kozo directed Jake towards one of the rundown huts. For the next thirty minutes, they did the best they could to fix it up, and halfway through, his wife joined them with two blankets and then started to brush the dirt floor.

When they finished, they returned to the fire and Sualala started to prepare food. The others joined a few minutes later and together they ate the small meal, finishing just as it became dark. Jake watched as the others carried on a conversation, and although he would have loved to be part of it, he was still happy to be away from the main camp for a few days.

Kozo stood and entered his hut but reappeared quickly, and in his hand, he held a small gourd. Jake knew the tribe often used them to hold the beer, so he wasn’t surprised when the man offered him the container and motioned for him to drink. As the warm liquid ran down his throat, he noted that it tasted just like the drink Chief Maipu had provided on the visit to his village. Jake passed the vessel to Thombo who returned it to Kozo and it continued around, with no offer to the women, until it was empty. The young American stared silently into the small fire as he felt his face tighten and his body temperature rise from the effects of the alcohol. The others had grown quiet, too, so it startled him when Kozo suddenly began speaking loudly. Sualala exchanged some words with her husband and then both women departed. Jake wondered why the tribesman had made them leave, and strangely, when he looked towards Thombo, he caught the man looking at him with a broad smile.

The men’s attention returned to the fire but just a few minutes later, Kozo’s hand went to Jake’s arm and with a firm pull, directed him to stand. Then, he led him towards his hut and when they arrived, he motioned him inside. Now, filled with trepidation, the oilman entered the space lit by a small fire, and on the far side knelt Sualala looking demurely up at him. When he felt Kozo’s hand on his back urging him forward, he knew the tribesman, following the established custom, was offering him his wife for the night. Instantly, his mind raced with thoughts about how to extricate himself from the situation as he understood the act meant he had earned respect. With the language barrier, he knew it would not be easy, and he was kicking himself for not bringing Oma along when he realized that Kozo had quietly departed.

Sualala beckoned him next to her and deciding he needed time to think, he stepped towards her but sat a respectable distance away. Jake noticed that the woman’s child was missing and could only surmise that the older woman was acting as a babysitter. It made the offer from Kozo even more profound and even though numerous ideas raced through his head, none seemed workable without a lot of mess.

The young ebony woman said something in her native language and then scooted closer. Now, Jake could smell her aroma and although it was pungent, he didn’t find it offensive. He noticed a light sheen of sweat had formed on her body and despite his efforts not to, he finally broke down and stared openly at her full breasts. Filled with precious milk, they looked lusciously feminine and it took all his willpower to keep his hands at his side.

Suddenly, his thoughts went to Helen, his new wife, half a world away, quietly going about her day. Could he enjoy the pretty African woman so soon after exchanging vows? Would he be able to live with the guilt? Especially, knowing that if the shoe were on the other foot, she would unquestionably remain chaste.

With his mind in turmoil, he let out a deep sigh and looked towards Sualala. Perhaps, she misunderstood his mood, or maybe her excitement overwhelmed her but she reached towards him and placed her hand on his chest. At first, she seemed content to leave it still but after a minute, her fingers released a button and she slithered her hand inside and immediately began to tease a nipple.

Somehow, women the world over have in their DNA the knowledge about how to quickly seduce a man and it wasn’t long before Jake could feel his dick hardening. Sualala, guessing his condition, used her other hand to find his shaft and when she located it, she gave an excited cry. Her eager attention fueled his state, and less than a minute later, the young American began rationalizing that spending the night with the lovely woman was something of a necessity, and with his new wife so far away, no harm would come.

“Ahhhh…” Sualala sighed when his hand gently lifted a breast.

He used his thumb to tease her fat nipple which brought forth soft whimpers and then turned his attention to her other breast and did the same thing. The terracotta color from the red substance covering her body enthralled him and he turned to look at the woman’s tightly braided hair, but she intercepted him and found his lips. The kiss was short but another quickly followed and when they broke, they stared into each other eyes for several seconds before Sualala’s fingers went to work on the rest of his buttons. When the shirt was free, she aggressively pulled it from his body and started on his belt but after fumbling several times, Jake took over and after watching him for a few seconds, she started to peel her simple skirt off.

Jake was still working on his clothes when Sualala finished and moved to a spot on the far side of the fire where a worn blanker covered the dirt floor. Her movements gave him an unfettered view of her unkempt bush and although new to him, he found it strangely enticing. With a final yank, he freed himself from his pants, and now filled with lust, he moved to join the woman with his rigid dick leading the way. Sualala turned to her side as he fell next to her and with their eyes locked, their hands began to slowly roam the other’s body. When the woman’s hand moved to his dick, an odd look appeared on her face and with a wiggle, she scooted down and began to inspect his groin. Her efforts lasted over a minute and then evidently satisfied he held the same working parts as the tribal men, she returned next to him.

Jake had been avoiding her pussy knowing that it marked the point of no return but with his blood almost boiling, he let out a surrendering sigh and moved his hand between her legs. Pleased to find her exceedingly wet, when he opened her folds, she turned onto her back and spread her legs in invitation. He started slow but soon had a finger probing her depths which had her moaning in pleasure. Realizing the time had arrived, he was just about to mount her when she pulled free from his probing hand and quickly turned to her hands and knees. She opened her legs lewdly, displaying her wet mound, and her full breasts hung almost to the ground. For a moment, Jake thought about taking her that way but decided he wanted to experience her more intimately, so he gently tapped her on her side and through gestures communicated that he wanted her on her back. Sualala rolled into position and then looked up at him with a smile. Now, with all thoughts of his wife pushed far away, he moved over her and as he drew close, she grabbed his dick and pulled it inside.

“Nahhh…uhhhh…” she whined as his shaft burrowed deep.

“Damn you feel good,” Jake declared as he started to move.

Within seconds, they were in rhythm, and hoping to make the experience last, he kept it steady. Sualala’s sounds and the look of abandon on her face indicated she was truly enjoying herself, and he pushed himself up on his arms to take in her body and their connection. He caught her watching his dick thrust into her wet opening, and her clear excitement signaled he was doing well. Then, his attention turned to the movement of her feminine tummy and her dancing breasts that made circles with the rhythm of their connection. It was mesmerizing and when he bent down to kiss her and inhaled her aroma, it felt like his dick grew even harder. After the third short kiss, Sualala started to whisper to him in her native language and even though he couldn’t decipher her words, he knew it was tender lover’s talk.

Soon, the wet squelching sound of their connection filled the small space and the sudden feeling of her juices running over his balls made Jake increase the pace. The change brought forth a fresh wave of sexual cries from Sualala, and when they didn’t dissipate, he guessed she was building towards a climax. Wanting to witness her release, he began moving with more purpose and was pleased to hear her cries move to a higher pitch. When her hands started to move rapidly between his arms and shoulder, he knew she was very close, and when he felt her legs rising, he suspected she was at the brink.

“Naaahhh…uhhhhh…uhhhhh…maaaa…” she cried out as her strong hands gripped his biceps.

Her pelvis lifted to meet his thrusts and for several seconds she held it there before falling back onto the blanket. Just as she did, several drops of milk seeped from a nipple and ran down the side of her body. Jake, so far pleased with his control, felt like he had received a shot of adrenalin directly into his balls. Suddenly, he started moving rapidly and unable to bring it back, the out-of-body feeling wafting through foretold a looming explosion.

“Uggghhh…ohhhh…ohhhh shit…ohhhh…” he cried out as his semen raced into the pretty wife and mother.

Gasping for air, after making a final labored thrust, he collapsed onto her and they remained connected as they slowly recovered. Minutes later, he kissed her gently several times and then fell to her side. For a few minutes, their hands roamed with Jake paying particular attention to the woman’s succulent breasts. However, the long day and the intense sex soon had him drifting away.

Later, he awoke as Sualala shook his body, and at first, he thought there must be an emergency but when she rose to her hands and knees, he realized she wanted more sex. In the small hut, lit only by the embers of the dying fire, Jake used his hand to guide his dick through her dilated lips until he was hard enough to push inside. From the moment he entered her, he felt close to cumming and he had to stop several times to gain control before finally finding a good rhythm, and although he could only go by her sounds, he felt certain she achieved a climax just before he emptied inside her a second time.


Shafts of early morning light were sneaking into the hut when Jake woke and immediately spotted Sualala across the hut nursing her child. She smiled at him shyly and for a moment he felt a pang of disappointment that he wouldn’t get to enjoy her again. Quietly, he collected his clothes and after dressing, he stepped outside just as the sun appeared over a far ridge.

Kozo and Thombo were already squatting at the fire as they ate some porridge. They offered Jake some and even though he had brought rations for the trip he accepted the invitation while fielding their inquisitive smiles. He knew they were meant as a statement about his night with Sualala and he marveled that Kozo showed no anger or jealousy. Indeed, it appeared quite the opposite and he wondered if they could communicate whether he would ask if his wife performed well.

For the remainder of the day, he helped Kozo perform multiple chores which included fixing the pens, inspecting the cows, and searching for one that had become lost. It took them over an hour but they eventually located it several miles from camp and with some effort managed to herd it back. As evening approached, Jake started to think about Sualala, but that evening, after a simple meal with more beer, the young tribal man disappeared into the hut with his wife after showing Jake where to sleep.

The return to the main village was uneventful which gave Jake lots of time to think about what he had done. Now, away from the situation with his lust gone, he felt intense guilt and knew he would need to do something to make it up to his wife. Of course, it would need to be surreptitious as there was no possible way to explain his failings. Then, there were the other thoughts that he couldn’t force away. Regardless of the morality of his actions, he couldn’t deny that he had enjoyed it immensely. The new sights, sounds, and smells of their mating had made a huge impression on his sexual psyche and he knew the memory would remain with him for a very long time.

“Oh, there you are, welcome back,” Oma said when he found Jake in his tent cleaning up.

“Thanks, what did I miss?” he laughed.

“Nothing. The chief has been quiet, so I think your trip was a good diversion,” he replied.

Jake cringed at the words but remained stoic and answered, “So, what now. What’s the next step?”

“Perhaps, your return is a good reason to try for a meeting again. Let me consider how to make the approach while you rest,” he said.

Receiving a nod of agreement, Oma left and Jake collapsed onto the cot, thankful for its comfort over the hard ground. After a satellite call to Helen which made him feel even more guilty, he called it a day. His sleep carried him to the next morning and he had just finished breakfast and was preparing to wander the village when Oma appeared.

“I think I must ask you something,” the advisor said with a serious expression.

“What’s that?” Jake responded, trying hard not to show any nervousness.

“I ask this for our purpose, you understand?” he said, and then followed with, “Did you have the…opportunity to experience…the tribal custom?”

The oilman looked at the local man for a long time, thinking about how to respond, before finally admitting, “Yeah…I did. Kozo got me into it and I didn’t know how to get out of it. I couldn’t communicate…wish you had been there.”

“I see,” Oma replied and then became deep in thought.

Jake watched in silence for a while before asking, “Did it create a problem?”

Several times, the advisor started to speak before finally answering, “No, definitely not. In fact, I would say it may prove valuable…quite valuable. However, I must warn you that it’s now common knowledge in the village.”

“What? Why?” Jake asked.

“This is where the cultures…the differences are hard for…outsiders to understand. You have clearly gained respect in Kozo’s eyes and in the tribal culture, it’s a natural act. There is no shame or concerns,” he explained, and before the young American could speak, he added with a grin, “By Kozo’s description you proved quite…successful.”

“What does that mean?” he asked.

“Let’s just say the huts do not provide much privacy,” Oma chuckled.

“How will it affect Chief Tiajuwu? Meeting with him?” Jake asked.

“Unclear for the moment but remember Kozo’s opinions go far,” the advisor stated.

It took until the following day for Oma to talk with the chief and although he declined to meet, his demeanor seemed positive. The company advisor felt strongly that at least part of it was due to feedback from Kozo and thought it highly likely he had learned about the tryst with Sualala.

The chief’s response put Jake back in the waiting game and he returned to wandering the village several times a day out of boredom. However, he noted that the people now looked at him differently and although he wouldn’t characterize it as bad, it made him feel self-conscious. Adding to his discomfort was the attention from Matuta, who seemed to always be around. Perhaps it was his imagination, but he thought she acted more determined and her normally shy expression had taken on an edge.

The days seemed to drag by and when a week had passed with no signs of meeting, Jake thought he might go insane. Along the way, Oma confirmed his suspicions that every adult in the village knew of his night with Sualala but he counseled the young man not to be concerned as it had raised his value in their eyes. Deciding he needed to do something besides reading novels and shuffling around, he started to learn the language, initially using Oma as a teacher before adding one of the elderly men. After a few days, he started showing off to various villagers he encountered which usually brought forth peals of laughter.

Two weeks after his trip with Kozo, while watching several women making clothing, he spotted Oma walking towards him with purpose. Sensing something was afoot, he stepped away to meet the man.

“I have good news. Chief Tiajuwu has consented to a meeting,” he said excitedly.

“Finally!” Jake declared, and then quickly asked, “When?”

“Tomorrow morning,” the advisor answered.

With that, they returned to their camp and discussed the best way to handle the audience. Since they had no agenda, they felt it best to begin with a recap of the project and then follow that up with what they needed from the tribe. Back and forth they went until sundown, and after a brief pause to eat, they resumed the discussion. Later, as Jake lay on his cot, he realized that in the next twenty-four hours he would have a good idea about their eventual success. Then, his thoughts turned to his wife. He knew that if the chief gave a negative answer there would be no reason to stay, depriving her of her visit. However, given his indiscretion, he thought it might be for the best.

Chief Tiajuwu summoned them an hour after sunrise and they immediately joined him in his hut, finding that this time, only Uvusera was present. With Oma translating, Jake went through the details of the overall project and then spent considerable time explaining the part that impacted the tribal area. Although the chief maintained his attention, he didn’t speak during the presentation, which made things awkward. However, all that changed when they finished as he suddenly began firing off questions. As expected, they had to do with timing, disruption, and long-term interactions, which Jake felt they fielded well. Almost two hours had elapsed when the tribal leader took a deep breath and fixed his eyes on the small fire. After a short period of silence, Oma started speaking with him and the conversation lasted for several minutes.

“He is thinking it might be possible,” he said when they finished.

“Really? Any concerns we need to address?” Jake asked.

“Many, but I don’t think now is the time. Let him think about it some more,” he advised.

“Did he say what he wanted in return?” the young engineer probed.

“I asked the question but he is not yet ready to discuss,” he explained.

Jake nodded his acceptance of Oma’s messages and then together they left the pair with Chief Tiajuwu deep in thought. They discussed phoning headquarters to relay the news but decided it would be best to let things develop a bit further first.

“Uvusera didn’t say anything,” Jake said.

Like before, it was easy to discern the intensity of her focus, but she never asked a question nor commented.

“I think it likely that she is speaking now,” Oma responded.

“I think you’re right,” the American man agreed.

Although thrilled by developments, Jake felt nervous he was about to enter another long period of boredom, so he asked Oma, “What’s next? I mean how do we get this moving faster?”

His anxiousness made the older man chuckle before he replied, “It’s a fair question. In a while, I’ll visit the chief and try to arrange the next meeting.”

Mid-afternoon, Oma poked his head in Jake’s tent and advised him he was on his way to see if he could discuss next steps with the chief, and when he returned just a few minutes later, the young engineer thought it meant he had been unsuccessful.

“A no go?” he asked.

“To the contrary. We’ve been invited to dine with the man,” he responded excitedly.

“Damn! That’s got to be a good sign,” Jake declared.

“Without question,” Oma confirmed.

The oil men discussed the situation for a while and then stopped to rest before the dinner. On their walk to the chief’s hut, they noticed the other villagers watching them as if they too knew something interesting must be occurring. Upon arrival, they found that the chief had reverted to the larger group and that besides Uvusera, Kozo and Matuta were present. The men settled into their designated place with Uvusera on one side Kozo on the other. The significance of the positioning wasn’t lost on either of them and their quick eye contact informed the other that each understood.

As planned, Oma gave a short speech thanking the chief for his graciousness, and then with no further formalities, they began to eat. Matuta served the food from an array of earthen vessels arranged along one side of the hut and then followed it up by pouring small cups of beer for each of the men. Occasionally, the chief would make a remark that Oma would dutifully translate but they were all about the tribe, the lands, cattle, or wildlife, which indicated to them that he wanted to avoid a conversation about the project. The beer continued to flow after the meal ended, and Jake was feeling its effects when the chief suddenly turned towards Kozo and began to speak rapidly. In deference, up to that point, his young lieutenant had remained silent but now he held an animated exchange with his leader. Jake, sensing something was up, turned towards his advisor, and when he saw the man’s strange expression, he became worried.

“What’s happening?” he asked, no longer able to keep quiet.

“It seems…they are discussing the situation with Kozo’s wife,” he explained, and before Jake could respond, he added, “Prepare yourself.”

The tribal men’s interaction continued a bit longer and then suddenly stopped which created an awkward silence in the hut. Jake’s eyes went from man to man but he was unable to determine the meaning so he finally turned to Oma.

“What’s happening?” he asked, again.

“It appears Chief Tiajuwu would like to offer you one of his wives for the night,” he explained.

“What? Oh, shit… I can’t do that…I mean…” the young white man stammered.

“I understand your concern but the chief has concluded that you…embrace the custom based on your time with Kozo’s wife,” he replied.

“I mean…I can’t. Helen…I already feel so guilty,” he said with clear distress in his voice.

“I understand and of course, you may so no, but…understand that he wants to honor you…honor how you have adapted to the village,” Oma countered.

“So, it will be a big deal…make him embarrassed,” he stated rather than asked.

“Yes…some… Not completely, but some, certainly,” the advisor confirmed.

Jake kicked himself for his weakness with Sualala as it was that failure that paved the way for the current mess. First and foremost, he thought about Helen, his new wife, who waited patiently for him at home while he did his corporate duties far away. His actions were indefensible, totally unfair to her, and the guilt weighed on him. Unsure how to proceed, his eyes scanned the room and he could tell that only Oma and he showed any nervousness. Indeed, the other seemed quite happy, almost giddy, especially Matuta, who watched him excitedly.

“Shit, Oma,” he said, hoping the black man would offer a way out.

The oilman’s thoughts turned to the project and how much progress they had made despite the challenges. He felt quite proud about the accomplishments so far and knew the company’s senior leadership had noticed. He realized his decision might alter the balance of things and he felt a wave of frustration wash over him. As he brooded, the chief began to speak to Oma, and watching the man fidget, he knew the time had arrived.

“I think…you must decide,” he whispered when the tribal leader quit speaking.

“Shit…” he said once more, and then with a heavy sigh, he answered, “If I’m going to do this…I mean…maybe it would be best with Uvusera.”

He rationalized that as the unattractive choice his cheating would be less profound. Also, he hoped that she might view it as a sign of respect which could prove beneficial.

“Wise…” Oma said in a low voice.

With that, the advisor started explaining the decision to the chief, and seconds later, a look of surprise appeared on each villager’s face. The most noticeable ones came from the two women, with Matuta showing clear disappointment while Uvusera looked shocked.

A small smile began to form on the chief’s face and it slowly broadened until it filled his face. At that moment, Jake guessed that the chief had realized his intentions. However, rather than taking offense, he apparently found it amusing.

From there, things started to move rapidly. Uvusera and Kozo stood while motioning for their guests to do the same and together everyone departed, leaving the chief alone with Matuta. Once outside, Uvusera took Jake by the arm and directed him to a nearby hut. Quickly, they were inside, and then the young American watched as the tribal women rekindled the small fire. When she had a flame, Jake was able to see that the hut, from a tribal perspective, was well apportioned.

With no fanfare, Uvusera began to remove her skirt and Jake cringed as he thought about the likely condition of her body. Already familiar with her saggy breasts, he prepared himself for the worst. Luckily, he had set his expectations so low that when she finally let the skirt fall, her condition wasn’t as bad as he feared. She had a belly that showed that she had borne many children but her skin looked smooth and unblemished. She gave him a small smile and then moved to a blanker and sat.

Deciding it was best to just get it over with, Jake stood and started working on his things. As parts of his body appeared, he noticed that the woman was looking him over and when he got to his boxers, he knew he had her full attention. He guessed that like Sualala, she had some curiosity about whether there was a difference other than color, and when he finally stood naked, her eyes locked in on his groin.

Uvusera moved to her hands and knees as soon as he moved her way, and since Kozo’s wife had done the same, he thought it must be the standard way that they engaged in sex. Deciding to go with it, he fell behind her and inched forward then gripped his dick and ran it through her lips to gauge her wetness. Surprisingly, he found her well lubricated, but rather than pausing to dwell on the reason, he lined up and pushed completely inside.

The black woman offered no response as they started their mating, and in the silence, Jake could hear the occasional voice from outside the hut. He took her slowly at first but soon increased the pace until he had established a sustainable rhythm. Still, she said nothing, gave no moan or sigh, and her silence made him self-conscious. He thought about pinching a nipple or perhaps offering some groans of his own but suddenly, he felt her pussy grip his dick tightly.

“Uggghhh…” he grunted in surprise.

Now, it took all his effort to move inside her, and then seconds later she released his shaft, which enabled him to slide freely, again. Then, just as he managed to return to the pace, she did the same thing but this time, she started to giggle softly as well.

“Mmmm…damn…” Jake forced out, realizing the woman had some playfulness.

She let him go a second time but Jake, now intrigued, thrust into her several times, and then pulled out. Uvusera turned her head and when they made eye contact, he motioned for her to turn to her back which she did quickly. She looked up at him with a small grin and Jake decided that if she wanted to tease, he would, too. He lowered his head to her flabby tummy, and for a moment he considered exploring her opening, but, deciding not to, he traced his tongue up her torso. Along the way, he inhaled her heavy aroma and tasted the salty remains of sweat. When he arrived at her breasts, he pulled a fat nipple into his mouth and sucked it greedily, which for the first time, brought forth sexual sounds.

“Mmmm…naaaa…” she whimpered, and when he started nibbling gently, she added, “Ahhh…ahhh…”

Pleased that he finally elicited a response, he moved between her legs, pushed them back, and then plunged inside with one easy motion. He started fast, then went faster, and now the tribal woman serenaded him with non-stop moans. Holding himself up over her body, he could see her face, her closed eyes, and her flabby, jiggling breasts. She looked like she was enjoying the experience, lost in her own reverie, but then her eyes opened and seconds later she squeezed him again.

“Uhhhh…ohhh…” she forced from him.

With effort, he continued to move and when he felt her hand on his ass, he thought she intended to guide him, but instead, she started gently rubbing behind his balls. Jake had never felt anything like it. It energized him and when she released his shaft, he started pounding her with all his might. He knew he couldn’t last long but he was past the point of caring so he didn’t try to hold back when he felt the telltale signs of an impending climax.

“Uhhh…ohhh…shit…oh, shit…” he cried out loud enough for any passing villager to hear.

His cum exploded from his dick and with it went all his stamina. He managed to push into her just a few more times before collapsing onto her body. A minute later, still panting for air, he rolled to her side.

Now, it seemed, Uvusera wanted to interact and she began speaking to him in a fast whisper. Having no clue what she might be saying and too exhausted to care, he ignored her until she grasped his flaccid dick and started to pull on it roughly. He guessed the message she meant to convey was to recover quickly because there was work left undone. Although feeling a little guilty, he tried to fend her off, but she was insistent and started to slap his dick against his leg and stomach. When that didn’t work, she returned to the spot behind his balls which quickly got his attention and when she let her finger wander further and tease his anus, she soon had his shaft stiffening.

When she had him mostly hard, she spun to her knees and then goaded him into position. Jake dutifully pushed into her now sodden hole and started to move slowly, still trying to recover. However, when she started to push her ass against his thrusts, he knew she wasn’t going to give him a break, so he increased the pace. The lewd smacking of their connecting bodies filled the hut and it seemed to egg Uvusera on, as she began to emit a constant stream of whimpers.


The woman’s sexual sounds and her incessant manner re-energized the young American, and now back in the game, he was determined to take her to an orgasm. He could tell she was in a very aroused state but seemed to be missing the final push to take her over. For a time, he tried to go even faster, but it had little effect, then he recalled how she reacted when he played with her nipples. Deciding to try it, he reached forward and began to roll the thick flesh between his fingers. Instantly, her sounds became urgent and she started to toss her head about providing clear evidence he was on the right track. She finally cracked when he started to pull on them at the same time.

“Naaaa…naaaa…maaaa…” she cried out as her body shook. Jake thought she had experienced a nice release but it was only the start as seconds later, another wave arrived, “Ahhhh…ahhhh…naaaa…”

Then, she pushed his hands away from her breasts but continued to thrust back as she let loose with a stream of words he didn’t understand. Almost a minute passed before he could tell she was starting to come down and he slowed his movement until they finally stopped. Uvusera, breathing heavily, looked back at him for a moment and then pulled away and fell on her side, and even though Jake still sported an erection, he moved next to her and put an arm over her still twitching body.

Jake woke alone the next morning and after taking a few minutes to collect his thoughts, he dressed and headed towards his tent. After cleaning up, he went looking for Oma and finally located him talking with Kozo at the cattle pens. As if guessing they needed some time to talk, the black man left after they greeted.

“You pleased the chief. He was quite impressed,” Oma announced.

“About Uvusera?” Jake asked.

“Yes, I know you struggled with the decision but it had to be done, and choosing her was brilliant,” he replied.

“Well, she almost killed me. She has some talents,” he chuckled.

“Interesting but not surprising. She didn’t get to her position without being skilled,” he responded.

“What now?” Jake asked.

“Now? Quite good news. I met with the chief early this morning and he is ready to move forward. It doesn’t mean he has given his final approval but he will listen, discuss with the other tribal leaders, and decide his conditions,” Oma explained.

“Wow! That is good news!” the oilman replied.

“Yes, very,” the advisor confirmed.

“We need to call the office and let them know. This is big,” Jake said.

A small shudder ran through the young American as he realized it meant his pretty new wife would soon be headed his way.
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The following day, Jake, along with Oma, put in a call to company headquarters and debriefed his boss on the developments. The call went well and based on the information presented the executive made the commitment to establish a deal team. They would start looking at required documentation but everyone agreed it was not yet time to approach the government. For that, they needed to know what the tribes required for their support which remained open. Before the call ended, Jake’s boss told him he was going to immediately speak with the CEO and then reiterated to him that if things changed, he had the power to pull the plug.

“Clearly, they have great faith in your judgment,” Oma said when they had finished.

Indeed, Jake felt proud about his boss’ message, but modestly replied, “A long way to go.”

An hour later, he put in a call to his wife and informed her of the situation. They decided on the timing of her visit and then Jake told her to contact his boss’ admin who would arrange the travel to the capital. Oma would take care of things from there which would follow the same itinerary they used. Putting down the phone, he realized that in just over two weeks, his new wife would be sharing his tent, and a shiver went up his back as he realized how close she would be to his cheating.

The two oil men characterized the chief’s agreement as an “acceptance in principle” and this launched a series of meeting between them, Chief Tiajuwu and Uvusera. Sometimes, Kozo would join, but never did the tribal leader discuss the project without his eldest wife present. Although Jake had enjoyed her intimately, she showed no deference towards him and spent most of the time listening intently to every word. Never did she ask a question, and both men thought it likely that after every meeting, outside the presence of others, husband and wife went through every detail.

“I believe she what’s called in English an enigma,” Oma chuckled one evening as they sat at their camp.

“Yes…yes, I think that’s a perfect description,” Jake agreed.

“Since you’ve shared with her do you have insight?” the local advisor laughed.

Since the man rarely joked and had never been so bold, it caught the young American off guard, and he paused for a moment before replying, “Not funny!”

“You made a great sacrifice,” he responded.

At first, Jake thought he was still trying to tease him but when he saw the African man’s expression, he knew he was being sincere. Regardless, it made his thoughts return to the night in the hut, and he recalled the way the woman’s pussy had locked onto his dick. Then, his thoughts went to Sualala and how she had responded. He knew that if he was being completely honest that despite the cheating aspects, he had enjoyed the encounters.

“We’ll see if it proves worthwhile,” he answered, forcing a serious look.

When Kozo disappeared from the village one day and no one knew where he went, they speculated that the chief might have sent him on a mission to discuss the project with the other tribal leaders. They discussed making a visit to the villages themselves but with Helen’s arrival rapidly approaching, they decided to wait until they received directions from Chief Tiajuwu.

“Should we say something to…uhhh…the people…about Helen…not talking about it?” Jake asked his advisor the day before she was due.

His question put Oma into thought and some time went by before he answered, “Perhaps not…not yet. I’m afraid they wouldn’t fully understand as it’s so common in their custom. It may come across as too…theoretical. My suggestion is to wait and intercede if necessary.”

Although it felt risky, the young husband nodded, and said, “I see your point.”

Jake spotted the dust plume of the approaching vehicle carrying his wife from several miles away. It took the SUV twenty-odd minutes to traverse the open ground and he was standing by their small camp when she jumped out as soon as it came to a stop.

“Wow! I feel like an explorer,” she declared excitedly as they embraced.

After several hugs and a deep kiss, the couple turned to Oma who was standing a respectable distance away, and beckoned him for introductions. When they had finished, Jake noticed that a small group of villagers had moved their way, apparently intrigued by the blonde newcomer.

The young husband quickly showed his wife around the small camp and then unloaded her belongings from the SUV so it could depart. He pulled her into the tent, dropped the flap, pulled her into a deep kiss, and despite the others close by he couldn’t help but fondle her body.

“Separate beds?” she asked breathlessly when they finally broke.

“Yes, baby…his and hers cots,” he laughed.

“Show me around,” she demanded, eager to see the village.

Jake stepped back to fully take in his wife’s appearance and noted she looked like she had just stepped out of an REI catalog. On her feet were new hiking boots, and with them, she wore light nylon pants, a long-sleeved shirt, and a sleeveless vest. She had her shoulder-length blonde hair pulled into a ponytail and her sunglasses rested on her head. He knew her sudden appearance would create a stir, and now that she stood before him looking lovely, he guessed it would be significant.

“Oma, would you mind walking with us?” he asked when they stepped out of the tent.

Guessing they would need to utilize his translating skills, he wanted him nearby in case something unexpected occurred.

“Of course,” the black man responded, and his leering gaze directed towards his wife didn’t go unnoticed.

The trio set off and they had barely entered the village when a group of five women approached them with big smiles.

“Honey?” she called out nervously as they surrounded her.

“Don’t worry. They aren’t going to hurt you,” Jake responded with a chuckle

“Think of yourself as a celebrity,” Oma offered.

The tribal women’s laughter helped diffuse things and within seconds, she had relaxed and allowed their exploring hands. They carried on a lively banter that made it impossible to decipher every word but Oma managed to convey that they had a keen interest in her pale skin, blonde hair, red lipstick, and painted nails. The inspection continued for a bit but then Oma said something and slowly they backed away.

“What did you tell them?” Helen asked.

“I said that if they let us look around for a few minutes, you’d return and spend some time with them,” he explained.

“Okay,” she replied excitedly, and then after a pause added, “This is wild.”

They continued their walk around the village, including the cattle pens, and although several times villagers approached, alone or in small groups, they avoided stopping and twenty minutes later returned to the tents.

“What do you think,” Jake asked as they sat under the tarps.

“It’s not a huge place. Do you know everyone?” she asked.

“No,” he chuckled, and then continued with, “I mean I recognize many but the language forces a distance.”

“I could see that,” she agreed.

“Would you be interested in joining the women for a few minutes?” Oma asked.

“I guess…I mean that seems the right thing to do,” she replied.

The trio returned to the village and found the small group sitting in front of a hut near where they had left them. All were mature women with two older than the rest and as they drew near, they noticed the women were getting excited. They motioned for Helen to sit which she did after a nervous glance towards her husband and they immediately started a fast chatter as they looked her over. Seconds later, one woman reached for her hand and that emboldened the others who quickly began touching her exposed skin and hair.

“She’ll be fine,” Oma said with a laugh.

The men started their own conversation and soon became engrossed in a discussion about Chief Maipu. Only when a loud wave of laughter started from the group did they return their attention to Helen. Somehow, unbeknownst to them, several more women had joined including two younger ones with lovely breasts. Jake cringed at the questioning he might receive later and then noticed that his wife had so engaged with the village women that she was now exploring their clothes and adornments much like they were doing. She seemed to have a particular interest in their braided hair covered with the red substance.

“Looks like she’s having fun,” Jake said.

“They’re an interesting people,” the local man replied.

Thirty minutes later, as the evening meal approached, the group started to disperse and the young husband stepped forward to collect his wife. They made the short trek to their tents, ate a light dinner, and parked themselves at the fire.

“That was so amazing. I mean…I read a lot about things but seeing it for real is so much better,” Helen said.

“You have the explorer spirit,” Oma replied.

“Yes, she is very adventurous,” Jake added.

The compliments left the young woman beaming, and for the hour, they continued to chat. Most of the conversation consisted of answering Helen’s questions but the men didn’t mind as her ability to blend in made it easier for them to continue to advance the project.

“Did you bring your skirt?” Jake teased during a lull in the conversation.

“Uh, no…” she answered as she glanced nervously towards Oma.

The young husband realized he had unintentionally embarrassed her as she was unaware of the role the local man had played in bartering for the garment. He considered apologizing but decided it was best to wait until they retired which happened just a few minutes later. With the flap of the tent down, he pulled her into his arms and hugged her tightly.

“Sorry honey about the skirt thing. I didn’t tell you that Oma helped me get it,” he explained.

“You still shouldn’t have said anything,” she countered but he sensed she wasn’t angry, and when she tilted her head up for a kiss, he knew he was safe. Their connection started slowly but with each passing second it became more passionate, and when they broke, Helen asked, “How are we going to do it?”

Jake had to fight to hold back his laughter and finally managed to force out, “God, you’re special.”

“Well?” she pushed.

“I don’t know sweetie…we’re going to have to try some things. I’m not experienced with cot sex,” he replied.

With that, his hand went to her vest and pushed it off her shoulders which energized her to start on his buttons, and soon they were standing naked in the cool tent. Once more, he pulled her into a tight embrace but now he had one hand on her firm ass and the other on a breast. He used his thumb to tease her tiny nub which soon had her whimpering, and encouraged, he pushed her towards the cot and carefully lowered her onto her back. When she had settled, he knelt next to her and kissed her breasts before tracing down with his tongue to her smooth mound. He used his tongue to open her folds and then hungrily lapped her juices as she started to flow. Then, he started alternating his long licks with quick flicks of her clit with the tip of his tongue which brought her hand to her mouth to mute her sounds.

“I’m ready,” she whispered.

Jake kept at her for another minute before rising and positioning himself on the narrow cot between her spread legs. He lowered until his dick was near her entrance and she grasped it and pulled it to her entrance. He managed to feed a little into her wet opening which made her whimper but his position was too awkward to start a solid movement so he stopped to think of another way.

“We need to…roll over,” he instructed even though he knew it wasn’t her favorite position.

She turned quickly and with her lovely ass in the air, Jake knelt on the cot with one leg while he stood on the other. After some fumbling, they connected, and in this position, with his hands on her hips, he was able to thrust deeply.

“Uhhhh…” Helen cried out a little too loudly.

“Hush, baby…” Jake told her.

“I can’t help it,” she whimpered.

Oma sat at the fire squeezing his full cock as he listened to the occasional cry of passion coming from the tent. The young woman had exceeded his expectations and as he recalled the pictures Jake shared, he realized they had not done her justice. He knew that later he would masturbate to the vision of her riding him but for the moment he wanted to enjoy her sounds.

“You feel so good,” Jake whispered.

“So do you…it’s been too long,” she whined.

“Can you cum like this?” he asked.

“Yes…getting close…go faster,” she implored him.

The new husband followed his wife’s instructions increasing the pace while pushing harder which started a slapping sound as their bodies connected. His wife’s whines took on a new intensity and it wasn’t long before he sensed she was nearing her peak. When it hit, she tried to use a blanket to muffle her cries which only partly helped.

“Oh, baby…oh yes…ohhhh…ohhhh…yes, baby…go…go…” she grunted.

Witnessing her climax put him over the top and he lasted only a few more strokes before he lost all rhythm and emptied his full balls into his pretty wife.

“Helen…damn… Damn baby…” he let out despite his efforts to stay silent.

Oma listened to the couple’s climax and when it ended, he looked up and saw that their aides stood at the opening of their tent with big smiles on their faces. It made his thoughts turn to the impact the white couple would have on the village and he realized he needed to be prepared for an approach by the chief. The young woman was just too pretty, lively, and unique, to not attract the man’s attention. He knew he needed to talk it over with Jake and perhaps send her back after a few days before something unfortunate occurred. Now, as he moved into his tent, he wondered why he hadn’t raised a warning earlier.

Knowing that his wife would still be experiencing some jet lag, he let her sleep in and she didn’t stir until late morning. However, after a quick snack, she demanded that Jake take her on another walk through the village. Like before, she attracted lots of attention but managed to make the circuit without stopping. Then, it was back to the tent and since Oma and the aides were away, they made love, again.

“It feels kind of naughty this way,” she giggled when they finished.

“The position or the surroundings?” Jake laughed.

“Both,” she replied after a brief hesitation leaving him to wonder what she had initially been referring to.

“I need to find Oma and discuss some things. Will you be, okay?” he asked after they had rested.

“I guess… I mean…you think it’s okay if I walk around?” she asked.

“Of course. Perfectly okay,” he responded, happy she was losing any trepidation.

Jake left her in the tent a few minutes later and searched the village until he found Oma talking to a man on the far side. He didn’t recognize him which seemed odd and he stood by patiently as they completed their conversation.

“He’s from Chief Maipu’s village,” the advisor announced, and before the oilman could speak, he added, “I believe they are exchanging information on the project but he was evasive.”

“More good than bad, right?” Jake asked.

“Yes, I think so,” he agreed.

“Do you think it’s time to visit? Maybe the other village, too?” the young American queried.

“I’m not certain that the best approach. I think it’s better, as we’ve discussed, to be done at Chief Tiajuwu’s direction so he feels he is in control. I suggest we continue to wait,” the black man advised.

“You know I hate lulls,” Jake moaned.

“Your wife is here. Spend some time with her and the people,” Oma laughed.

“She’s already comfortable and doesn’t need me,” he countered with a chuckle.

Oma contemplated sharing his concerns but it seemed mean-spirited to upset the newly married couple after just twenty-four hours, so he decided to let them enjoy a few days together first. In the meantime, he would watch things closely and jump in if needed.

“There is much to learn. Certainly, for her, but also for you,” the local man counseled.

“My career is important, too,” Jake stated with a revealing smile.

“I understand my friend and my advice in all things is patience,” Oma offered.

With that, they separated and Jake went searching for his wife. Thinking she might still be at camp, he started there but it was empty so he wandered through the village until he spotted her sitting with a group of women. Edging nearer while trying to remain undetected, he got close enough to see that everyone seemed quite happy and that his wife appeared equally engaged in a non-verbal exchange of discovery. Then, as he watched, she took an infant child from a young mother and happily bounced the baby in her lap as the others laughed loudly. Pleased but not surprised by her rapid assimilation, he returned to the tent and after drafting his weekly report, he laid down for a nap.

When Jake woke, he could hear his wife talking to Oma by the fire pit and listened to her describe her day excitedly for a few minutes before rising and joining them. Helen explained how they had shown her how they made the red paste and later let her help with some sewing. After that, she pestered the local man with a variety of questions she had thought of during the day and Jake realized that most were things he had learned over his weeks in the village that now seemed natural.

“Helen, you don’t have to learn everything the first day,” her husband laughed during a break in the discussion.

“Well, there’s a lot to learn,” she countered and then added, “I like being involved. I’m going to see if they’ll let me sit with them tomorrow.”

The following day that’s exactly what she did and at dusk, she made a point of engaging Oma to ask him questions about things still unresolved. The next day was more of the same and around midday, while they sat in camp, the local advisor shared the village’s view of Helen with her husband.

“She is making quite the impression. Very friendly…approachable. She is eager to learn and is even helping with some chores,” he started, and before Jake could respond, he added, “She is winning over the village.”

“The groups she’s in always seem happy,” the young husband laughed.

“Yes, very…she is an asset,” he said.

That night, after making love, with their cots positioned close, Jake used his hand to gently caress her body as they talked.

“Are you enjoying the visit,” he asked.

“Yeah…” she sighed, stating what had become obvious.

“What are you going to do tomorrow?” he probed.

At first, she didn’t respond, and then she turned a little so she could look at him and giggled, “I want to take a smoke bath.”

“Really?” he laughed.

“Yeah, and maybe get my hair braided…and you know…coated,” she said.

“Hell, Helen…you should have brought your skirt. You could go topless,” Jake teased.

“Cute…” she countered, and then replied, “I know how to make them now anyway.”

“Are you serious about the bath…and the hair?” he asked.

“Maybe…what do you think?” she replied eagerly.

“How hard is that stuff to get out of your hair? What if you don’t like it?” he asked, thinking practically.

“I don’t know. I guess it’s a risk,” she giggled.

Jake didn’t object but he felt certain she wouldn’t go through with it so he stopped dead in his tracks when he spotted her sitting cross-legged in front of an attractive young woman who was in the process of braiding her hair. Since her back was to him, he was able to approach undetected and he noticed she had switched from her normal long-sleeved shirt to a sleeveless one that had several buttons undone. Not wanting to hover, he left her for a while and when he returned, he saw that the braiding was now complete and the red substance was getting applied. Without question, she had surprised him but he put it down to her adventurous ways and admired her ability to adapt.


“What do you think?” she asked an hour later when she found her husband at camp.

She stood before him with her braided hair, face, and neck coated with the red substance and one of the fibrous loops around her neck. Like earlier, she wore the sleeveless blouse with the top buttons undone, and it appeared damp with sweat.

“You look different but I can’t quite put my finger on it,” he teased.

“Stop it…be honest,” she demanded.

The braided hair made her face look narrower and highlighted her elfish ears but it was her blues eyes contrasted by the red that made the biggest impression.

“Your eyes…the blue…the girls here all have dark eyes. It looks different,” he answered.

“That’s what Oma said,” she replied.

“Oma saw you?” he asked, although given the size of the village he knew it shouldn’t be a surprise.

“Yes, he watched them put the paste on,” she responded.

“Who gave you the necklace?” her husband asked.

“An older woman. Oma said she was like the village midwife,” she explained.

“I see…” Jake said, and then a thought came to him and he asked, “Are you braless?”

“Yes,” she answered meekly.

“Why?” he asked, suddenly wondering where all this was coming from.

“Nobody cares,” she replied defensively.

“Why?” he pushed.

“I don’t know…I thought it would be fun. I thought you’d like it,” she said.

“Do you take a smoke bath?” he probed recalling the other item on her list.

“Yeah…” she giggled, and before her husband could respond, she asked, “Do I smell different?”

Jake ignored her question as he thought about the smoke bath. He knew that a special hut existed for the process, mostly used by the females, but he couldn’t envision Helen going through that process.

“You went to that hut?” he asked.

“Yeah…the one close to the pens,” she confirmed.

“Don’t they get naked? Did you get naked?” he probed.

“I kept my panties on,” she replied with an impish look.

“Damn, Helen. In one afternoon, you’ve gone insane,” he declared truly surprised by her actions.

“It’s not bad. I’m just experiencing the tribal ways,” she answered defensively.

“You are doing that,” Jake said as reached for her and as they embraced her new smell brought back memories of Sualala and Uvusera.

Suddenly, he wanted inside her, so he took her hand and led her into their tent. The look in her eyes informed him that she was aware of his intent and showed that she had desires of her own. His hands went to her blouse and quickly pulled it off discovering that the paste extended to the tops of her breasts. Instantly, his thoughts went to what Oma had seen but rather than press her for more information, he started on her pants and when she was naked, she climbed onto the cot on her hands and knees once more reminding him of his encounters with the native women.

“Uhhhh…ohhh, baby…” she called out when he penetrated her.

“Damn you’re wet,” Jake grunted, surprised at her advanced state of arousal.

“Mmmm…yeah…” she moaned.

The combination of her appearance, her smell, and the condition of her pussy made him highly excited and he took her with vigor, pistoning into her opening at a rapid pace. Quickly, her staccato grunts joined the sounds of their bodies meeting and for the first time since they became intimate, Jake realized they were experiencing sex in a strictly physical way.

“You like that, tribal girl?” he taunted.

“Yeah…don’t stop,” she begged.

“Not going to,” he declared although he could already feel his balls tightening.

“Close…” she whined seconds later.

Jake tried hard to hold back but the wave came at him hard and suddenly his legs grew wobbly as his dick began to fire. Fortunately, he managed to just get her to the release point and as he started to fade her orgasm took hold.

“Ohhhh…I’m there…oh Jake…oh yes…ohhhh…” she moaned and then dropped her head to the cot.

Jake’s dick pulled free when he fell onto his cot and he watched as his pretty wife slowly rolled to her side as several aftershocks wracked her body. He took a minute to catch his breath and then looked outside and was pleased to find the camp empty. Returning to his wife, he pulled their cots close and then covered them both with the same blanket. He rubbed her tummy with his hand and was pleased when she let loose with a contented sigh.

“You surprised me,” he whispered, returning to her actions that day.

“In a bad way?” she asked nervously.

“No…no, mostly good I think,” he laughed.

“Mostly? What’s bad?” she pushed.

“That I don’t know what might happen next!” he declared.

“Isn’t mystery good?” she giggled.

“Mostly,” he laughed.

They rested for a time and then rose for dinner but kept the discussion with Oma brief before returning to their tent. Jake pushed her for more information on all that had occurred but didn’t learn anything significant and then the conversation shifted to what she planned to do for the next few days. She explained that she found the simple interaction with the villagers very entertaining and didn’t really need a formal plan or agenda. Instead, she would just do what the group she joined did that day and find a way to interact.

The following morning as they dressed, his wife gave him a questioning look when she pulled a bra from her suitcase, and when he shrugged, she tossed it aside and slipped on a blouse. Then, after breakfast, she slipped away to find something to do as the men talked.

“I continue to hear good things from the villagers,” the black man said when she was gone.

“She is really enjoying the visit. Way more than I expected,” the new husband answered.

“Yes, you’ve mentioned her spirit and it’s evident,” he replied.

“After yesterday, it’s very evident,” he laughed and then added, “I mean I’m not surprised by the hair or even the paste but the smoke bath I didn’t expect.”

“Yes…well…” the black man started and then a serious expression appeared on his face. He went silent for a time before finally saying, “There is a situation I think we should discuss.”

“What’s that?” Jake asked, suddenly nervous.

“Helen…your wife…is gathering lots of attention and she is quite attractive. I think we must be prepared if the chief should show an interest,” he said.

“Seriously? Don’t they understand that their custom is not our custom?” he asked.

“In a general sense, yes. But there is the bias and with such a beautiful woman the mind can convince us of things that are not true. Also, there is what’s already happened and the belief you accept the custom,” he answered.

“Shit…” the young white man said.

“Perhaps the best solution would be to cut her visit short…” Oma started.

“I can’t just do that. She came all this way after all the planning and she loves it. You see how much she’s enjoying herself,” he said interrupting the black man.

“Then, we must be prepared. I will certainly try to explain if an inquiry occurs but we must also be ready for other situations. Determine how to decline,” he replied.

“Can’t Helen decline? Isn’t that the rule…the protocol and don’t I have to make the offer?” Jake asked.

“Yes, but in this case, I think…there is the potential for pressure and with what we want to accomplish, an explanation is needed,” he said.

“What’s your suggestion?” the oilman asked.

“At this point, I’m not certain of the best course,” he acknowledged, and then added, “So, my suggestion is we continue to think about it but hope the need doesn’t arise.”

“Okay, I’m not sure what else to do…for now,” Jake concurred.

With that, Jake went searching for his wife, suddenly feeling the need to check on her safety. He spotted her with a group of four women, one of whom was quite young and heavily pregnant, working on clothing. Everything seemed to be in order, and he was just about to depart when he spotted Matuta watching him from a nearby hut. Since his wife’s arrival, she had kept a low profile so her appearance after the recent conversation with Oma seemed like a bad omen. When they made eye contact, the young woman smiled demurely and Jake couldn’t keep from smiling back. Clearly pleased by the response, she made a step his way but realizing he needed to make a hasty retreat, Jake spun and made his way back to camp.

He had just finished preparing a snack when Oma appeared and by his look, he could tell the man had something to share.

“I’ve just learned that Kozo is making a visit to the cattle camp in the morning,” he said.

“Okay,” Jake answered, unclear about what he wanted to convey.

“Let me explain,” he replied and when the American man nodded, he continued with, “Perhaps, you and your wife should go with him. It is quite likely, based on the last visit, that he will suggest a trade. You and your wife will of course decline as graciously as possible but word will undoubtedly get back to Chief Tiajuwu. It will provide evidence that you don’t offer Helen.”

“That’s damn risky…I mean with Sualala there?” Jake countered.

“Yes, there is risk. I agree,” he concurred, and then added, “But, there is an opportunity as well.”

“I don’t know…” the young husband replied nervously.

“Remember, you have the language on your side in this case. You can easily claim a misunderstanding,” Oma offered.

Despite the obvious risks involved, Jake found himself considering the idea primarily because he didn’t like the concept of waiting around passively to see if the chief made an approach. Action seemed far preferrable and Oma was correct that the language difference, in this case, provided a defense. They talked it through for another hour and somewhere along the way, he realized he had turned into an active plotter. When they finished, the local man departed to discuss things with Kozo and when he returned twenty minutes later, he announced that the chief’s right-hand man had eagerly accepted their request. Now, it was up to Jake to discuss the idea with his wife and see if he could get her concurrence.

Helen returned from her day with the village women as dusk approached looking quite happy. She disappeared into the tent for a few minutes to freshen up and then joined her husband and Oma at the fire.

“Did you have lunch today?” Jake asked since he hadn’t seen her in camp since morning.

“I had a little with the village women,” she explained with a satisfied smile.

“Oh, okay…look an opportunity has developed that I thought you might find interesting,” he started, and when she raised her eyebrows hopefully, he continued with, “Kozo is making a trip tomorrow to the cattle station I told you about. He’s asked if we want to go.”

“Really? Tomorrow? You said it was a half-day walk, right?” she responded eagerly.

“Yes, that’s right. Do you want to go?” he asked.

“Yes,” she responded instantly.

Her emphatic acceptance made both men chuckle but Jake felt pleased that at least the first step had proved effortless. Now, if things just developed as planned, they might find themselves with a solid deterrent against an attempt by the chief. Plus, even if he tried, they at least had the foundation of an explanation. While Oma went to give Kozo the news, Jake described the journey and made a few suggestions about what she should bring along.

Early the next morning, the couple met Kozo at the edge of the village and they immediately set out. The African man led with Helen in the middle and Jake in the rear carrying their pack and although they moved with purpose, husband and wife had no problem keeping up. Like the previous trek, Kozo would stop occasionally to point out something of interest and in between these breaks, Jake’s eyes locked on his wife’s firm ass. It made him think about the upcoming evening in new surroundings and he felt his dick stiffen as he thought about enjoying his wife’s lovely body.

When they had covered a third of the distance, Kozo stopped for a needed rest and Jake noticed that his wife’s sweat-soaked shirt made it evident she was braless. Their guide noticed too and didn’t try to hide his looks that several times turned into hard stares. Jake could tell she was nervous about the man’s attention but thinking it could prove useful later, he said nothing. After a snack and some water, they returned to the trail and after a few minutes, the young husband could tell his wife was now much less talkative. He suspected it was due to the African man’s attention, so to break her from the funk, he initiated a conversation. Struggling at first, he kept at it and after a few minutes, she had fully engaged. They made another stop with a similar dynamic but Helen seemed less impacted this time, and they covered the remaining distance in good spirits.

Sualala and another woman appeared as soon as they arrived with her baby in her arms and after greeting her husband, she gave Jake a becoming smile. He knew the woman’s look suggested much and he forced his eyes straight ahead so his wife wouldn’t see his guilt. Kozo did an admirable job of making introductions and the couple learned the other woman’s name was Badina. She was older with a reserved personality and soon moved several steps away. Just as they started to gather around the fire, Thombo appeared and they repeated the greetings.

The tribal men began an animated conversation while Helen started to coo over the infant, and the interaction between his wife and recent lover sent a chill down his spine. Before they left the main village, he knew a risk existed but now he felt near panic and wondered what he could do to separate the women. Unfortunately, when Sualala settled at the fire, his wife sat next to her and he feared that if she looked up at him, she would see the guilt on his face. Thankfully, Kozo tapped him on the arm and led him to the same hut he had used before. Still in a state of some disrepair, he dropped their backpack inside, and needing a break to regroup, he went to the nearby pens.

Slowly, the angst dissipated and he moved back to the group joining them just as the two black women stood and started to prepare the evening meal. Somehow, Helen had managed to keep the infant who she bounced in her lap as the men laughed. Jake took Sualala’s empty place, opposite Kozo, and noticed that the black man would occasionally let his eyes wander his wife’s body. Mentally, he kicked himself for agreeing to the visit and despite the plans he had made with Oma, he hoped that Kozo didn’t attempt a swap.

“This baby is so darling,” Helen laughed.

“Don’t get any ideas,” Jake replied.

“Hmmm…” she countered playfully.

Normally, the subject would make him nervous, but in the current situation, he was happy to have something to redirect his focus. For the next few minutes, they played with the child but when the tribal women returned, Sualala took the boy to her hut. She returned a few minutes later and with help from Badina, first prepared and then doled out the simple meal. Several times in the main village, Helen had shared food with the people, so Jake knew she wouldn’t cause a fuss but he was still impressed by the way she gratefully accepted her portion. Like before, when they finished the food, a jug of beer appeared and Badina did the honors.

“Ahhh…the good stuff,” Jake chuckled.

“Is it good?” his wife asked.

“Okay…warm though,” he replied.

“I want some,” she responded.

“Uhhh…I don’t know. I don’t think the women drink,” her husband explained.

“That’s not fair,” she protested.

“Not the custom I guess,” he answered.

As soon as the word left his lips, he cringed and couldn’t help but glance at Kozo who looked back at him with a strange smile. Thombo had a different expression as well and intuitively he knew that he would be facing an awkward situation before the night was over. The real question, the one that mattered, was whether he could navigate the minefield without his wife becoming suspicious. If so, then maybe they had accomplished their goal of Kozo delivering a message to Chief Tiajuwu that they could build on.

Soon, the tribal women departed and as Sualala rose, she gave him the same seductive smile she had shared when they first arrived. From the stares that Helen received, Jake suspected that the men expected her to do the same, however, she didn’t pick up on the social clues and after several minutes, Kozo started speaking and motioning with his hands, clearly trying to deliver a message. When he pointed towards his hut, Jake thought he knew exactly what he had in mind and when his eyes turned to Helen, no doubt remained. Now, the time had arrived to graciously decline and although he had thought about how to do it, his nervousness defeated his plans. Instead, he just shook his head and put his hand palm out in a negative gesture. Fortunately, the black man got the message although his face showed clear disappointment, and Jake, thinking it best to leave, helped his wife up and led them to their hut.

“What just happened?” Helen asked when they were inside.

“Nothing…I mean…I’m not completely sure. I think nothing,” the young husband stammered.

“It was strange… I don’t think it was nothing,” she countered.

One of the women had started a small fire and Jake, hoping to end the discussion, took several sticks from the pile outside the opening and added placed them on top. Then, they removed the ground cloth from the pack and spent the next few minutes arranging things. After using a towelette on their face and neck, the couple lay down and Jake pulled the thin blanket over their bodies.

“I’m exhausted. It’s been a long day,” he announced.

“Tell me what happened. You’re hiding something,” his wife demanded.

Jake thought that he had successfully avoided the conversation, but by her tone, he knew she wasn’t going to let it go so, with a sigh, he replied, “I think Kozo had some hope that…the custom they have…you know…that I…we…might trade.”

“Trade wives?” she asked.

“Yes…” he confirmed.

“Wow, that’s crazy,” she replied and started to giggle.

The young husband, thrilled that she found it humorous, replied, “Yeah…strange doings.”

With that, the conversation turned to other subjects and they continued to whisper to each other as they started to drift off.

“Did anything happen last time?” Helen asked, jolting Jake from his near sleep.

“No…nothing,” he replied.

Nervous about how forceful his response came out, he braced himself for some follow-on questions but thankfully none came. With his nerves on edge, he struggled to sleep, and only when he heard his wife’s soft purrs, did he finally manage to relax.

His wife’s stirrings early the next morning woke him from a fitful sleep and together they drank some water and had an energy bar before emerging from the hut. Sualala squatted next to the fire, adding some wood, but none of the others was present. As they approached, the pretty woman looked up with a broad smile that seemed out of place for so early in the day, and Jake realized he hadn’t fully appreciated the power of the villager’s non-verbal communication. He asked about Kozo and when she pointed towards the pens, he turned towards them hoping his wife would follow but she began using sign language to ask about the baby, so he reluctantly left her behind.

Both tribal men stood just outside the enclosure, talking rapidly as they inspected one of the animals. They barely acknowledged Jake as he joined them and for the next few minutes, he listened to their interaction wondering what it was about. He couldn’t see any obvious issue with the lean cow and knew it would be exceedingly difficult to get an explanation. Finally, as Thombo stepped away, Kozo turned to the oilman and his smile indicated he held no ill feelings about last night’s rejection. He motioned for Jake to follow him and after they had walked several hundred yards from the camp, he guessed that, like his prior visit, they were in search of a lost animal. For a moment, pangs of concern swept through him as he thought about Helen alone with the woman he had enjoyed, and the clues she had already provided with her indiscreet gazes and smiles. He hoped his wife wouldn’t try to question the woman, at least not while he was gone but knew it was a possibility.


Jake thought they had gone searching for lost animals but instead their journey took them to another small pen about thirty minutes away. In a state of disrepair, they worked on it for almost three hours before heading back, arriving to find everyone sitting at the fire. Thombo was speaking animatedly as the two black women laughed while Helen looked on with bemusement.

“Where did you go?” she asked, jumping to her feet as soon as she spotted them.

“We worked on some cattle pens. Not too far from here,” her husband explained.

“You should have told me. I would have gone,” she replied, and before he could answer, she added, “I’m tired of sitting around.”

“I know… I didn’t realize what was up until we were too far away,” he responded.

The message seemed to placate her and with Kozo back, the women began to prepare a meal. The American couple, realizing the rations were short, pulled some snacks from their bag, but the looks of interest they received made them offer them to the group, and they ended up having a mixed lunch. Afterward, Jake spent some time trying to communicate to Kozo that they wanted to see something interesting, and although difficult, he thought he finally got traction. Thirty minutes later, with the black man leading and Badina joining, they set off and after hiking for twenty minutes, they arrived at the rim of a small canyon. Although not particularly special, they felt it was worth the short walk and after returning to the camp, they excused themselves to rest.

“It’s amazing they can go about their day and not get bored. I think I’d go mad if I was here too long,” Helen offered.

“Trust me, I know. That’s how I ended up here the first time. I couldn’t sit around anymore,” her husband replied.

“Maybe that’s why they have their custom,” she giggled after a short silence.

“Maybe,” Jake answered and then said, “Let’s sleep a little.”

Later, they joined the others at the campfire and watched as the women prepared the evening meal while Kozo worked on a leather satchel and Thombo smoked from a pipe. The smoke from the burning substance was harsh and Jake made a mental note to ask Oma about it when they returned. After sharing the food, the beer appeared, and any hope that the prior night’s situation wouldn’t occur vanished when he saw the looks coming from both Kozo and his wife. Sitting next to each other, they stared at the American couple with an eagerness that bordered on lust, and several times, it looked like the woman’s nipples stiffened. Adding to the awkwardness was the laughter coming from Thombo and Badina who seemed to be cheering on their friends. Although Jake dared not look at his wife, he knew she had to be fully aware of the situation, and prayed she wouldn’t make the disastrous final connection.

Twice, utilizing facial expressions, Jake tried to discreetly warn Kozo off but the communication didn’t work with the man’s boiling blood. Making things worse were the looks from Sualala which had somehow morphed from coy to open flirtation. He hoped it was just his guilt working on him but he felt they indicated a history. Finally, the tension became too difficult to bear and Jake took his wife by the arm and indicated they were going to their hut.

“Damn, that was something. Did you see those looks?” Helen whispered when they sat.

“Well, they don’t see many foreigners,” Jake answered hoping to reduce it.

“I guess not but…are we safe?” she giggled.

“C’mon, it wasn’t that bad…” he started.

“Not bad? Honey, it was intense! Even the other two…Badina…Thombo… They were excited,” she interrupted, accurately assessing the vibe.

“Let’s go to sleep. I’m tired,” Jake tried.

His wife went silent but Jake knew something was on her mind and she finally asked, “What happened last time?”

“I told you…nothing. It’s ‘cause you’re here,” he lied.

Again, she became silent a time before asking, “Nothing? Truly nothing? “

“Yes,” he confirmed.

“Those weren’t nothing looks,” she countered making Jake cringe as he realized her mind was slotting in the pieces to the puzzle.

“You got looks, too,” he responded and before she could speak, he said, “Let’s go to sleep.”

The small hut was silent save for the occasional voice from outside but just when Jake thought he might have made it, Helen said in a tiny voice, “Something happened.”

Kozo woke the young couple early the next morning and when they realized he planned to herd two cows back with them they understood the need for an early departure. Just as they prepared to start, Sualala appeared with her infant in a shoulder sling. For a moment, Jake thought she just wanted to say goodbye but it soon became apparent that she would accompany them on the journey, and a feeling of foreboding swept through his body.

The slow pace offered much time to reflect and by his wife’s silence, he knew she was deep in thought as well. Kozo’s attention was on the animals and for a time, Sualala tried to walk with him, but she slowly drifted towards the American couple. Her close presence increased the young man’s tension and after receiving several playful glances when he looked her way, he forced his eyes straight ahead. Finally, they spotted the village and when they arrived, the American couple quickly separated and headed for their tent.

As soon as the flap fell, Helen undressed and immediately began to clean her body with a handful of wipes. Jake soon joined her and once finished, with both naked in the close confines, he reached out and pulled her close. He kissed her, hoping to get something started, but the stiffness of her body told him he was in trouble.

“What’s wrong?” he asked, although he suspected the cause.

“I don’t think you’re telling me everything,” she replied, looking at him defiantly.

“C’mon…let’s make love,” he countered.

“Later…I want to rest,” she responded, twisting from his arms.

Helen fell to her cot and after staring at her for several seconds, Jake dressed and left the tent, finding Oma standing close by. With a nod, he indicated they should move away, and when they were out of earshot he turned to speak to the black man.

“Kozo and his wife tried to swap like we thought. It was really awkward…too awkward and Helen is very suspicious,” he explained.

“What made her suspicious?” Oma asked.

“Sualala…she…she had this look. It’s hard to explain but Helen picked up on it,” he replied.

“Hmmm…you must have made an impression on her or perhaps it’s because you’re a westerner. Normally, it’s not…there are not those feelings,” he explained.

“I don’t know what to say to that but she had a strange look,” Jake said.

“What’s your suggestion?” Oma asked.

“Let it die. Here in the bigger village…and try to keep her away from Sualala,” he replied.

Later, Jake tried again to interest his wife in sex but she declined. He didn’t push, concerned that doing so would make him look guilty, and after an early dinner, they both went to bed.

The next morning, Jake huddled with Oma to discuss strategy and barely noticed when his wife left the tent to wander the village. Two hours later, when they stopped for a break, he realized she hadn’t returned so he set off to find her. It only took a few minutes before he spotted her in a group of five women seated outside the well-adorned hut of the tribe’s medicine woman. Unfortunately, Sualala was in the group as well, and unsure as to how to proceed, he returned to Oma.

“Helen is in a group of women with Sualala at the doctor’s…medicine woman’s hut,” he said, and after a pause, he added, “I’m worried about trying to get her away…I’ll look bad.”

“Show me,” the man replied.

Jake led him to a discrete spot where they could see the gathering and after watching for a few moments, the black man said, “The woman usually isn’t very social. It could be she is intrigued by your wife.”

“And the others with them?” the oilman asked.

“Unsure. But you must understand that in the tribe the woman is part herbalist, midwife, and fortune teller. The discussion could be on many things,” he explained.

“It doesn’t feel right. They are too close,” Jake replied.

“Yes, I understand your worry but there doesn’t appear to be a focus on either. I would think it best to ignore,” he offered.

Reluctantly, Jake accepted the advice and returned to his tent but remained nervous. So, when Helen appeared an hour later, he immediately felt a shiver run up his spine.

“Sualala is pregnant,” she announced casually.

“How do you know?” he responded.

“Lulu…well that’s not her name exactly but it’s the best I could make out. Lulu, the native doctor, said she was,” his wife explained.

“Not exactly scientific. How did she come to that conclusion?” he asked.

“She put her hand on her stomach,” she answered, and before her husband could comment, she added, “I know it’s not exactly scientific but I found it interesting and all the women believe in her judgment. Oh, and she said I wasn’t.”

Jake forced out a short laugh and then said, “Well, that’s good, since you’re on the pill.”

“No kidding,” she replied and then entered the tent.

Now, with her gone, Jake’s thoughts returned to Sualala and her declared pregnancy. Despite the low odds, he still wondered if his night with the woman might have produced a child. At the time, he hadn’t really thought about the woman’s protection which now seemed completely insane, and his fears about his wife’s proximity to her amplified. On the positive side, his wife’s suspicions appeared to have waned but he knew for his own peace of mind that he needed to try and keep the women separated.

The following day, Jake stayed close to his wife and managed to maintain a distance from Sualala. However, the next day, the chief cornered Oma and peppered him with questions that forced the oilmen to huddle to discuss. This left Helen free for most of the afternoon and when they finished, Jake was preparing to go in search of her when she appeared at their camp with a strange expression on her face.

“What’s wrong?” he asked as Oma stepped away.

“Come in the tent,” she demanded. Jake quietly followed her into the small space and as soon as she dropped the flap, she turned on him with fire in her eyes and asked, “Did you do something with her…Sualala?”

“What? No! Of course not,” he responded while trying to hide his guilty look.

“They said you did,” she fired out.

“Who said it? They don’t speak English,” he countered.

“They got the message across. It took time but they did,” she replied.

“Well, I think you misunderstood…” he started, hoping to gain the initiative.

“You did. I can see it on your face…in your eyes. You did,” she declared.

As the words left her mouth, it seemed like her body deflated and for a moment, Jake thought he might have to catch her but she recovered and gave him a defiant glare. He knew she meant it as a challenge. A trap intended to see if he would continue lying and he stood staring at her awkwardly without speaking as the seconds ticked by.

“I’m sorry,” he finally offered, and before she could respond, he added, “I don’t know how it happened. It seems so crazy and I feel so guilty.”

“You fucking bastard. We’ve only been married a few months,” she replied as tears filled her eyes.

Helen stormed out of the tent and by the time Jake had collected his wits she had disappeared. For almost an hour, he searched the village and finally located her on the far side of the cattle pens staring out across the vast wilderness. He tried to engage her in a conversation and for a time they managed to interact calmly but without warning, she launched on him again and he dutifully took the beating until she left him once more. Only when the sun had set did they find themselves together again within the limited privacy of the tent and by then Oma and the assistants had picked up on the turmoil.

“I…I don’t have a defense, Helen but we need to talk,” the young husband tried.

“How many times,” she fired back.

“Once…just once,” he replied, ignoring his time with the chief’s wife.

When she didn’t immediately respond, he thought she might be taking comfort in the single indiscretion but after almost a minute of silence, she said, “I want to go home…now…tomorrow.”

“Helen that’s not good. We need to be together and talk…if you leave…I’m worried,” he replied.

“Then, leave too,” she countered.

“You know I can’t…I mean…it will cause issues and they’ll want to know why,” Jake said.

“You need to decide what’s important,” she stated then turned and fell onto her cot with her back to him.

He thought about trying to restart the discussion but decided that time might help calm things so he made ready for bed. Unfortunately, several times during the night, he heard his wife softly sobbing, and although he wanted to reach for her and provide some comfort, he knew she wouldn’t accept the gesture.

The next morning, he awoke to an empty tent and found his wife sitting outside drinking coffee. He joined her and they sat in silence for several minutes before he summoned the courage to speak.

“I…I don’t want you to go,” he stated.

“I don’t want to be here…it’s all ruined,” she answered.

Jake wondered whether she was referring to their marriage or the visit, but he nodded his head before replying, “Just a few days.”

“Three days,” she responded, and realizing he had achieved something of a victory, he nodded his head in agreement.

A few tense minutes later, Helen left to wander the village and as soon as she was out of sight, Oma appeared.

“How bad is it?” he asked.

“Bad…she knows about Sualala. Somehow the women managed to convey…the message,” he explained.

“Yes, when I saw the turmoil, I asked around. They didn’t know what they did. In their culture, it’s not a problem,” the black man replied.

“I know…it’s my fault,” Jake conceded.

“Perhaps it would be more productive to determine a way forward,” Oma offered.

“She wanted to leave immediately but I talked her into staying a few days. After that, I don’t know…” he said.

“A start…at least a start,” the advisor replied and after a short pause, he added, “Let’s discuss our mission here for a while and let your wife collect herself.”

Jake, with no better idea, and desperately wanting to clear his head nodded in agreement. For the next two hours, they went through scenarios and ideas for projects for the tribes. They were just winding down when Helen appeared and quickly entered the tent. Jake rose to join her but just as he stepped that way, she emerged and with a hard stare, turned, and made for the village.

“Give her the day,” Oma suggested as the two men watched her disappear.

“Not much choice,” the oilman said with a sigh.

Feeling tired from his fitful night, Jake decided to take a nap and didn’t rise until mid-afternoon. With no sign of his wife, he decided to take a walk and look for her and had only gone about a hundred yards when a commotion caught his attention. A throng of men and women had formed a circle around the medicine woman’s hut and when he arrived, his body went numb when he learned the focus of their attention was his wife. Sitting with several women, which strangely included Sualala, she had shed her western clothes and now wore just an animal skin skirt that came to mid-thigh. Her pert breasts were on display and even through the coating of red paste smeared on her torso, her tiny nipples were evident. An additional fibrous ring adorned her neck, and on her wrists, she wore similarly styled bracelets. The four women with her had big smiles and the gathered crowd was quite animated as they feasted on the white visitor’s near-naked body.

“Helen,” Jake called out.

She looked up at him for a moment with an indifferent expression before returning to her new friends and as he contemplated what to do next, he felt a hand grip his arm.

“Let her be for now. Better not to make a scene,” Oma whispered.

“What’s in the hell is going on?” the young husband asked, struggling to contain his emotions.

“I think she’s paying you back but maybe it’s better than silence,” the black man counseled as he led him away.

“Is she safe?” Jake asked, looking over his shoulder.

“Yes, of course…quite safe,” Oma responded.

“Shit! How…how long has she been…undressed?” he asked.

“Since you went to rest,” Oma answered.

“Damn, Oma what do I do? This isn’t good…it’s out of control,” the oilman spat out nervously.

The advisor patted him on the shoulder several times trying to calm him and then said in a steady voice said, “It’s best to stay in control. She is hurt and seeking revenge but we are far away from civilization so there is no fear of anyway learning. My advice is to let her have her freedom today and talk to her this evening.”

“That’s going to be hard,” Jake countered.

“I understand but remember how this happened. It’s unfortunate she learned of it but she is no doubt feeling betrayed,” Oma said, and when the younger man nodded his agreement, he added, “Go now but stay away from the gathering.”

Following the man’s suggestion, Jake waited until sundown, and as husband and wife sat in the tent with the flap down, he turned towards her to try to start a conversation. She still wore the native skirt and baubles, although she had donned a short-sleeved shirt, and with the pungent smell of the red paste and sweat filling the small space, he challenged her on her behavior but instead of showing remorse, she fired back at him for his actions with Sualala. The couple went back and forth for over an hour without making any progress and finally, exasperated, Jake flopped on the cot and picked up a book.

Several minutes of silence ensued before Helen said, “What if Sualala…what if it’s yours?”

“It’s not,” Jake responded, dropping the book.

“How do you know? How would you deal with a child here?” she pushed.

“Helen, it’s not,” Jake repeated although he knew there was a risk.

Once again, the couple launched into an emotional argument that only ended when the young husband declared he needed to go outside to pee. Once finished, he took in the beauty of the starlit night sky and realized things would never be the same. He thought about packing and leaving but feared that once home Helen might immediately move for a divorce. Being in the bush did mean that he had her close and he decided to use it to his advantage and recover as much as possible. As he returned to the tent, he realized the next few days required both extreme patience and persistence.

For the second night in a row, both husband and wife slept fitfully. Jake rose first and prepared breakfast hoping to start the day off on the right foot, and his wife accepted the food and coffee but her demeanor informed him that she was still far from reconciling. Afterward, she read some and piddled about the camp before declaring she was going to walk the village. She declined her husband’s offer of company and then shocked him when she began to dress in the tribal clothing.

“You’re going to go like that again?” Jake asked.

“Yes,” she answered simply.

“Honey…” he tried but she refused to engage.

Helen had removed much of the paste the prior evening when preparing for bed, but some traces remained as she stepped away wearing only the native skirt, sandals, and adornments. Jake couldn’t help but notice the way the small skirt hugged her rear and in different circumstances, it would receive his full attention. After making her way to the line of huts, she turned and disappeared from his sight, and despite his desire to follow, he forced himself to stay in camp and even managed to do a little brainstorming with Oma about the project. Thankfully, the advisor had the discretion to stay away from the strange situation which allowed him a respite.


When they broke, Jake rationalized that sufficient time had elapsed and set off to locate his wife. As before, he found her at Lulu’s hut with several women, and fortunately, Sualala wasn’t present. Several men were near, taking long looks at his wife’s naked breasts, and it looked like she had received a fresh coating of the red paste. With his attention fixed on the group of women, at first, he didn’t notice that Matuta stood staring at him from just ten yards away. Her expression showed more boldness than normal and suddenly a wave of guilt swept through the young husband and he retreated swiftly to the camp.

Jake tried to find something to occupy his mind and for an hour or so he had success but knowing he needed to check on his wife again, he headed back towards the group. However, when he arrived, he found Sualala present but not his wife and for a moment he cringed as he considered what might have happened. He attempted to ask the woman about her but when this proved unsuccessful, he started to roam the village. After making a circuit and not finding her, he headed back towards the doctor’s hut and met Oma as he approached from the opposite direction.

“Hey, I’m looking for Helen. Can you ask them where she went?” he said to the advisor.

Immediately, the black man engaged the women in the native language and then turned to Jake and reported, “She left about thirty minutes ago. They saw her walking up the hill towards the cattle pens.”

Jake set off and was mildly irritated when he realized that Oma intended to follow. The men walked up the small rise in silence and when they reached the pens, they stopped to scan the area. At first, all they could see were two older men inspecting an animal, but just as they prepared to move closer, from the far edge of the clearing Helen appeared from behind some brush with a man close behind that Jake realized was Kozo. The young wife suddenly stopped, allowing the tribal man to move close which blocked her from their view. They could tell some type of interaction was occurring but the distance and their positions made it impossible to see the details. For almost a minute, Jake watched in silence as he tried to decipher the meaning of the encounter but when the black man directed his wife towards a nearby dilapidated hut, he felt like a brick had impacted his skull. Quickly, the couple disappeared into the structure which removed any lingering doubts about their intent.

“Shit! Damn…oh shit,” Jake exclaimed as he started forward.

“Wait!” Oma called out to him which made him stop and turn, and when the black man caught up, he indicated with his hands for the young husband to calm down and then said, “There is opportunity. A balancing…”

“You’re crazy,” he replied and started to turn.

“Listen! Your wife will no longer have power over you…consider this,” the man counseled.

Strangely, although he desperately wanted to run to the hut and stop the sordid encounter, he became still, then looked at Oma and replied, “This is insane.”

“Yes, but a solution,” the man responded.

Jake turned and his eyes locked on the hut as his mind raced with thoughts of what was currently taking place. His experiences with Sualala and Uvusera had indicated that foreplay was minimal but it didn’t stop him from visualizing them kissing deeply as their hands explored. Would Kozo, wanting to savor the unique opportunity, slow things down, or had his blood already boiled? With each passing minute, the angst within the young husband grew until he couldn’t stand still any longer.

“This is crazy!” he declared, suddenly feeling foolish for listening to his advisor.

With purpose, and with Oma close behind, he covered the distance to the hut, and even before he arrived, he could hear the clear sounds of mating. No animal skin covered the entrance and part of the roof was missing which provided plenty of light to spot his wife on her hands and knees as Kozo thrust into her powerfully.

“Uhhh…uhhh…uhhh…” he forced from her each time his cock hit bottom.

The black man expelled a litany of sounds, almost like a chant, and looking closer, Jake could see that his wife had not even undressed. Her small skirt pushed over her ass now circled her waist and she still wore her sandals. Unlike his conquest, Kozo had stripped completely and with his hands firmly on her hips, he managed the rhythm of the sex.

Jake, realizing he had become frozen in place, considered how best to intervene, but before he could move, he watched as his wife’s hand reached back and gripped the black man’s wrist. For a moment, he thought she might be feeling pain but when she pulled his hand to her breasts, he knew she had given herself to him.

“Dear Lord,” he whispered, mostly to himself.

Jake noticed Oma step closer and glancing towards him he could see his eyes fixed on his wife. Suddenly, the decadent scene became surreal and the thought of being so far from civilization and at the mercy of natives sent a chill up his spine.

“Ohhh…mmm…ohhh…” his wife whined, and the sudden change in her sounds indicated something was happening.

At that moment, Kozo half-turned and spotted the men. The carnal hunger in his eyes shocked Jake and delivered the message that nothing was more important to him than depositing his seed into his white lover. His hand returned to her hip and he started moving with more purpose which forced more pleas from Helen that joined with the black man’s excited grunts. Clearly, both were very close and when Jake heard his wife’s high-pitched squeaks start, he knew she was just a few seconds away.

“Ohhh, yes…ohhh, yes…go…go…” she cried out when it arrived.

The young wife fell onto her forearms with her forehead against the dirt while Kozo continued to pummel her pussy. Her sounds made it clear that his actions were prolonging her orgasm but slowly they devolved into soft mews. Then, without warning, Kozo let loose with a loud grunt followed by a roar and pulled her ass hard against his cock. Seconds ticked by as he held her in place letting every drop of semen escape before he finally relaxed his grip. Instantly, she fell forwards separating their bodies and Kozo’s wet uncut cock came into view. To Jake, it looked slightly longer than average and sported a large pink head still fully distended from its sheath. Kozo took a quick look back at the two voyeurs and then worked his shaft back inside Helen’s sodden pussy. For almost a minute, he worked his cock into her and then fell onto her prone body and became still.

Feeling numb and with his mind in turmoil, Jake was grateful when he felt Oma’s hand on his arm, guiding him away. They went straight to their camp and the young American pulled out one of the bottles of whiskey he had brought and doled out healthy pours.

“My God,” he said after taking a drink.

“Jake, listen to me. This is important. Think of it as a solution. Don’t get wild or mad or judgmental,” Oma offered.

“Well, my wife…” he started.

“You did the same…more than once,” the black man interrupted, reminding him of his indiscretions.

“It’s not the same,” Jake answered.

“Perhaps not…but it is a solution,” Oma said, repeating his message.

The men had almost emptied their glasses when Helen appeared but she darted into the tent without acknowledging their presence.

Jake drained the last of the whiskey and then said, “Well…”

“Gently,” the black man replied.

In slow measured steps with his body practically shaking, Jake moved to the tent and when he entered, he found his wife naked with her back to him. Immediately, his eyes traced her body looking for signs of her recent taking but although he saw nothing, in just a few seconds, his nose picked up the unmistakable smell of sex. The seconds ticked by as each remained in their position and the young husband knew her reluctance to turn was a sign of the guilt she felt.

“Helen…” he finally said in a low voice.

“What?” she asked nervously.

“I know what happened…I know…Kozo,” he replied.

At first, she didn’t respond but after an awkward silence, she took a deep breath and said, “So?”

“Well shit…I guess we’re even…” Jake sighed, trying hard to remain calm.

“I guess…” his wife offered as she turned.

With her front now in view, he spotted some dirt across her breasts and shoulders that he knew she picked up when she collapsed in the hut. Following his line of sight, she glanced down and saw the markings then looked up at him with a worried expression.

“What now?” Jake asked.

Rather than respond, she stepped toward him and placed her head against his chest in an act of contrition. He looped his arm around her neck in acceptance and they remained that way as each struggled to come to grips with the situation. Almost a minute had passed when he felt her hand land on his hip and then slowly snake between them until she found his dick. Strangely, it didn’t take much effort for her to make it stiffen, and when she had it mostly hard, she backed away a step and looked up at him with hopeful eyes.

“Let’s make love,” she whispered.

Although it seemed insane to share sex with his wife after what had occurred, he knew it would help their healing. Also, he couldn’t deny the pounding in his ears and his erect shaft as some basic desire now pushed him to get inside her used opening. When his hand fell to her naked ass, she quickly started fumbling with his belt.

“Uggghhh…” Oma heard a few minutes after Jake entered the tent.

Her excited grunt let him know that her sweet pussy was experiencing the second intrusion within the last hour and for a few minutes, he listened to their coupling while dreaming of his cock sliding into her depths. The sounds also attracted the camp assistants who stood by with big smiles as the couple fucked furiously behind the tarp. Finally, with his libido fully inflamed, Oma set off to locate the village woman he had befriended.

The extreme wetness of his wife’s pussy provided the young husband vivid proof that she still carried the semen of the tribal man. At first, it caused him distress but his wife’s passion quickly overcame his concerns and he started pounding into her forcefully unconcerned about her loud cries. Unfortunately, his aggressive pace soon had her hole squelching with each thrust, and despite all his efforts to maintain control, the tingling in his balls built until he suddenly exploded.

“Ohhhh…oh shit…shit…” he grunted as he felt his cum fire out.

After resting for several minutes, Helen tried to rise and clean herself but Jake wouldn’t allow it until after he had her again. This time, remembering her mating with Kozo, he put her on her knees and took her from behind even pressing on her shoulders to force her chest against the cot. Although his wife became very excited, she didn’t release but somehow, he managed to force out a bit more. Only then did he let her take the wipes to clean her sweaty body and when her hand moved between her legs, their eyes locked as she slowly wiped the mess.

“I’m afraid the entire village knows,” Oma said to Jake the next morning as they sipped coffee.

“That’s not good,” the young man sighed.

“To the contrary. You continue to think as a westerner. Both you and your wife have embraced the tradition. There is no judgment…or shame. They view it all very positive,” he explained.

“But there wasn’t a trade…a swap,” Jake said.

“The rules…customs…I think you have to see them as a bit vague,” Oma chuckled.

“I see,” he replied, and then asked, “Chief Tiajuwu? Is he okay?”

“Yes…a positive for him too as I understand,” he offered, and then added after a pause, “Although, perhaps some jealousy as well.”

“Great,” Jake responded.

“Yes, it appears our plan has been ruined by… We need to be prepared I think,” he replied, catching himself.

Helen, ashamed of what had happened and afraid to show herself in the village, stayed in camp for the next two days. The young couple had multiple conversations about their behavior and Jake gallantly took most of the blame, telling her it was his actions that started things. It helped her rationalize her behavior and deal with her guilt. They talked about her returning home but she was adamant that she was not going to leave without him and finally, on the third day, she ventured out albeit fully clothed. She wandered the village for a while, returning to their camp several times, but in mid-afternoon, she ended up at the herbalist’s hut talking to the women.

“How did the day go?” Jake asked that evening.

“Good, I guess,” she replied, and then added, “I’m not pregnant.”

It was a bold statement, a little inappropriate he thought, but he let it go and responded, “The doctor said so?”

“Yeah,” she confirmed.

For the past few weeks, Oma had referred to an upcoming village event and the next morning, he explained to the couple that it would occur in three days. They pestered the man with questions and learned that it was an occasion to commemorate the dead but that it took the form of a lively celebration. Slaughtering of cattle would take place to provide an abundance of food and there would be several ceremonies involving dancing and singing.

“Chief Tiajuwu will no doubt drink beer during the festival and I think…if he has a mind to, he might offer the trade,” the counselor warned when he had Jake alone.

“What do we do?” he asked.

“I think we’ll just have to take our chances when you decline. I think we might be able to overcome it. Anyway, there is no other way…” he replied.

The energy in the village slowly rose over the next few days and by the time the chief declared the start of the festival everyone, including the visitors, was in a joyous mood. Once before, Jake had witnessed all the adult women participate in a tribal dance but Helen had never seen it and she stood enthralled as they circled the central fire and moved to the steady beat of drums while chanting. Later, there was a feast and the couple eagerly joined the throng who by now paid them little mind. Nervous about the chief, Jake pulled his wife away from the crowd at sundown, just as the beer appeared, and then retreated to their tent. They shared a drink and then went to bed with the young husband happy that nothing untoward had occurred.

The next day, the height of the celebration, started out like the first and the couple made several ventures into the village when the sounds grew loud and then returned to their camp when things calmed. Midday, while watching another dance, Sualala and another woman approached Helen and after a confusing interaction, started to pull on her arm. The laughter coming from the native women implied that nothing serious was occurring and after a while, Jake watched as they led his wife away. Curious but unconcerned, the oilman remained in his spot expecting her to return soon. However, when an hour had elapsed, he went searching and after circling the village and checking the tent, he was on his way back to the fire when he heard a loud roar. Hastening his step, he arrived to see another dance had started, and in the line, he spotted his wife, wearing only the small skirt and adornments freshly covered in the red paste. Her firm breasts jiggled with each step and it seemed like every eye was on them as she followed the line in the slow circle.

As he stood in surprise wondering what to do, Chief Tiajuwu emerged from his hut and took a position near the dancers. It took over a minute for Helen to make the loop but as she approached his spot, Jake could see that the black leader’s eyes eagerly roamed her body. He had seen her topless in the outfit before as she sat in the small circle of women but something seemed different now. Perhaps it was the energy of the celebration or maybe he had already started on the beer but he now leered at her, hungrily.

“This is not ideal,” Oma said from behind him.

With his eyes locked on his wife, the man had approached him undetected to issue the warning. Jake nodded his head, concurring with the man’s assessment but felt uncertain about how to proceed. Indeed, the damage had already occurred and his mind shifted to how and why his wife had accepted the village women’s efforts. Intuitively, he knew the chief would view her encounter with Kozo and her current dress as an invitation.

“Why did she change?” Jake said, mostly to himself.

“The rhythms are seductive,” Oma replied with a shrug.

The young husband nodded his head and watched the throng until the song ended. As Helen stepped away, she spotted her husband and moved toward him with a big smile on her face.

“Why did you put…change?” he asked.

Suddenly, looking nervous, she looked down for a moment and then said, “I don’t know… They kept pushing me and I wanted to be part of it.”

“You didn’t need to…” he started but at that moment a villager approached and engaged Oma in a discussion.

“We’ve been invited to meet with the chief later,” he said after the short conversation.

“Who?” Jake asked.

“Everyone,” the black man answered, and after a pause added, “Your wife, too.”

A smile filled Helen’s face as, unaware of the man’s intent, she thought it meant she would get to experience another element of tribal life. Oma, realizing Jake needed privacy, stepped away and the couple made their way to the tent. Along the way, he thought about how to convey the message especially since her time with Kozo played a key role. He let her enter the tent alone while he sat outside and as he waited, he realized that the forthcoming interaction with the chief had always been inevitable, although fucking Kozo and her partial nudity made things far harder. He knew the chief, or in truth, any man would view their declining as a personal rejection.

“Helen, we need to talk,” Jake said when he entered the tent a few minutes later.

“I know…I should have asked first,” she replied looking down at her near-naked body.

“No…look…it’s something else,” he responded and when she offered him a confused look, he took a deep breath and explained, “The chief…the invitation to join him…he’s going to ask to trade. You know…the custom we discussed.”

The young wife gave him a confused look and then asked nervously, “Why do you say that?”

“The vibes he’s been giving…the way he looked at you today. I just don’t want you to be offended when it happens,” Jake answered.

Helen stood silent as the message settled and then said, “What are you going to tell him?”

The question caught him off guard and for a moment, he looked silently at her before replying, “I’m going to graciously decline.”

“Does he know about…the other thing?” she asked.

By her demeanor since her encounter with Kozo, Jake had guessed she had correctly concluded that word got around but he confirmed it by saying, “Yes.”

“Then, I won’t go,” she declared.

“You could do that but I think he would see through it and find it offensive. I think it’s better to just let me and Oma handle it when the time comes,” the oilman suggested.

The chief sent a man for them just past sundown and the trio walked silently to the hut feeling the weight of the upcoming interaction. Helen now dressed as conservatively as possible had on pants and a long sleeve shirt fully buttoned which hid almost all her skin. When they arrived, they found that besides Chief Tiajuwu, Kozo, Matuta, and Uvusera sat around the small fire sporting large smiles. They made room for the visitors and fortunately, Helen landed in a spot opposite Kozo. Jake, on the other hand, wasn’t as lucky and ended up with Uvusera at his side but despite the tension, for the next hour, they shared food and heavy beer while managing to have a lively interaction. For a time, their anxieties waned but when the chief’s expression suddenly changed, they knew the offer was about to occur.


As anticipated, the chief began speaking to Oma who listened intently for over a minute, and then turned to Jake and said simply, “As we discussed, the chief is making his offer.”

Before the young husband could reply, the chief and Kozo started a rapid exchange, and curious, Jake asked, “What are they saying?”

“Uhhh…the chief is asking about…your wife,” the advisor explained.

“My God…” Helen whispered as her face turned red.

Seconds later, Uvusera joined the banter and in a wholly unexpected move, she placed her hand on Jake’s arm. His wife’s eyes quickly took it in and he watched as she looked directly at the native woman and then at Oma as a strange look appeared on her face.

“What’s she saying?” she demanded.

“Uhhh…I…uhhh…” he stammered caught totally off guard.

“Did you do it with her? Did you fuck her?” she asked her husband angrily.

“Honey…” he started before she cut him off.

“You bastard!” she yelled which stopped the other discussions.

“Helen, I didn’t have a choice,” Jake tried knowing he was busted and denial was futile.

She looked at him with disdain for several seconds and then a surge seemed to sweep through her body and she said, “Trade with him. Let’s do it. I want to fuck him.”

“No, Helen let’s leave,” he said as the chief started talking to Oma.

“No…you leave,” she countered and before he realized what she was doing, she moved across the hut and took a position next to the chief.

The submissive act left no doubt as to her intent and a huge smile filled the tribal leader’s face as his arm circled the white woman’s waist. Instantly, he lost all interest in the others, and with a quick dismissive wave of his hand, he turned towards the white woman and started to fondle her covered breasts.

“Helen?” Jake tried once more but her hands were already unbuttoning her shirt.

Uvusera began to prod him towards the entrance with Kozo’s help and even Oma nudged him along. Suddenly, he was outside looking at the night sky amidst a group of villagers still enjoying the celebration. When he turned, he saw that Kozo and another man now stood guard at the entrance which meant if he wanted to go for his wife, it would likely create a huge scene.

“Let it go,” Oma whispered.

Jake knew the man was banking on the success of the project as security for his future and feeling like he was being sold out, he exclaimed, “Fuck, Oma! Some things are more important than a damn project.”

“Calm my friend. Now, you have no solution. Soon, you will,” he counseled in an irritatingly rational voice.

He knew the black man had a point and it had seemed to work with Sualala but it still felt disgusting and he was still contemplating his next move when he felt Uvusera tugging on his arm. In the past, she had acted indifferent towards their encounters and he couldn’t help but wonder if she had grown fond of him or if it was part of the chief’s plan. Nonetheless, feeling numb his feet started to move and he let her guide him to the same hut they had used in the past. Her clothes came off quickly and when he didn’t immediately start on his, her hands took over. She had his shirt unbuttoned and his pants puddled at his feet when a strong urge hit him to check on his wife. Fighting the black woman’s efforts, he put his clothes back in place, exited the hut, and moved the short distance to the chief’s lodge where he found the two men still guarding the entrance. A crowd had begun to gather around the hut which made it difficult to hear but risking the men’s ire by getting close, he picked up the rhythmic whimpers of his wife. Evidently, the chief had elected to move swiftly and now plowed his cock into his wife’s lovely pussy. Looking towards Kozo, he saw him smiling back excitedly and it dawned on the young man that within twenty feet were two men that had experienced his new wife.

Slowly, he moved back towards Uvusera, and when he entered the hut, she looked at him with an irritated expression but still started back on his clothes. Once naked, he fell next to her and she quickly went to work on his flaccid dick by pulling on it roughly.

Things had moved swiftly when everyone left the hut and in less than a minute, the chief had Helen’s bra pushed off her breasts and was sucking hungrily on her small nipples. Still incensed at her husband’s cheating she let him undress her and accepted his probing fingers in her pussy. When he pushed her onto her knees, she knew what was coming and for a moment she tried to break free as the insanity of it all suddenly hit home. However, Chief Tiajuwu easily kept her in position and while his cock probed for her opening, she tried again but when he suddenly thrust inside, she lost focus and by the third stroke he had taken complete control. He gripped her hips tightly, like Kozo, and pummeled into her relentlessly and at first, she tried to stay detached. However, the consistent stroking managed to quickly wear her down, and strangely she found keen erotic fulfillment from her submission. When the villagers began to chant, she knew they offered it as an encouragement to their leader and it made her feel uniquely desired.

Finally, Uvusera managed to get Jake’s dick stiff and she quickly spun to her knees and offered her well-worn pussy. As soon as he got inside, she started to push against him hoping to create a pace and after a minute or so, he finally managed to get into the moment, took hold of her hips, and started pushing deep. The older black woman emitted soft whines of excitement which helped fuel Jake’s lust and he had just increased the pace some more when she suddenly gripped his shaft with her pussy. Knowing her technique, one hand went to her shoulder and he pushed hard into her worming slowly inside until she released her grip. Several times, she repeated her efforts, and each time, he managed to force her to let go. Then, just as he re-established a nice rhythm the villagers started their chant that he knew was meant for the chief and his wife. He wanted badly for her to be in the hut as a reluctant participant just wanting it to end but instinctively, he knew the truth was likely far different. The visions played with his head and before he realized it, he was fucking the black woman hard. Her subdued whines had turned into full groans and suddenly he passed the point of no return and exploded deep into the woman.

At first light, Jake made his way back to the tent hoping to find his wife but knowing he wouldn’t. Uvusera had woke him during the night for more sex and he had left her unfulfilled, however, the emotional turmoil of the evening dwarfed any feelings of guilt. He collapsed onto his cot and was half-asleep when his wife arrived several hours later. The withering look she gave him let him know that it wasn’t the right time to talk so he fell onto his back and watched as she dropped onto her cot.

Helen was still sleeping when Jake left to search for Oma and found him talking to Kozo near the chief’s hut. He gave the men a minute to conclude their conversation and when it was over, the smile on the man’s face implied good news.

“It appears the chief is ready to commit,” he said excitedly.

“Great. I lose a wife but get a project,” the oilman sighed.

“Don’t be so sure of that,” he replied and when Jake gave him a questioning look, he asked, “May I speak…openly?”

“Yes, it’s probably best if you do,” he responded after a brief hesitation.

“The message I received from Kozo who was nearby as you know is that she enjoyed herself thoroughly,” the black man said, and after a pause added, “Three orgasms I’m told.”

“That just means…” Jake started before he let his thought die, and changing the subject, he asked, “What good does that do me?”

“I understand it will be difficult but she demanded the exchange and since she apparently enjoyed herself it should give you something to work with,” he replied.

“So, I’m supposed to tell her she can’t be angry with me because she’s a slut?” he answered sarcastically.

Oma let a few seconds of silence ensue before he replied, “I’m sure you can find a more delicate way.”

The men discussed the next steps for a few minutes although Jake’s mind was elsewhere and Oma agreed to arrange a meeting with the chief to discuss the formalization of the agreement. With that, Jake returned to the tent but found his wife still asleep so he sat outside and thought about how to move forward with his marriage. Strangely, he felt little anger at his wife’s actions, rationalizing they had all occurred as a result of his failures. However, he did realize he didn’t know her as well as he thought as he would have never contemplated the direction she took. He knew he needed to follow up on it and force an intimate and meaningful discussion but he felt it needed to happen after they returned home to a stable environment.

Well past noon, Jake finally heard stirrings in the tent and he stepped inside to determine the damage done to his marriage. His wife, still dressed in her pants and a long-sleeved shirt, immediately locked onto him with a cold stare and ignored several attempts he made to start a conversation.

“Why are we even married?” she suddenly blurted out and before he could reply, she added, “You fucked her…two women.”

“Things got out of hand. I don’t have an excuse. All I can say is I’m very sorry and I love you,” he offered.

She stared at him for several seconds without speaking before saying, “Please leave me alone. Just go away.”

Jack returned to his chair outside and sat staring across the landscape lost in thought when his wife emerged from the tent topless in the small skirt. Without looking his way, she set off towards the village leaving him to ponder the message in her actions. For the next few days, they barely spoke, then, something happened that at first confused him and then forced all the issues to the surface.

The young oilman was sitting by himself in the camp when he noticed Sualala standing ten yards away looking at him with an odd expression. In all their time camped near the village, a woman had never ventured so close which made him wonder if she might feel empowered because of their sexual encounter. He gave her a smile, which she returned, and then he went back to some reading but when he looked up again, she was still there. Now curious, he stood and approached her and when he drew near, she grabbed his hand and tried to direct him towards the tent. Her intent was clear and for a moment Jake felt amused by the woman’s desires. Then, like a bolt of lightning hitting him, he understood the meaning, and breaking free, he forced himself to remain calm as he walked slowly toward Kozo’s hut. When he arrived, ignoring village etiquette, he flung back the entrance cover and found his wife and the black man enjoying a post-coital embrace. The couple looked up in surprise and before she could speak, Jake dropped the cloth and headed back towards the camp passing Sualala who stared at him in confusion.

It took more than an hour for his wife to return and in that time, Jake felt certain she was receiving the man’s cock again. The idea incensed the young husband, who over the past few days, had experienced the sting of his wife’s rebukes. It also confused him as this was not something done in haste as revenge. Instead, it indicated to him that his wife simply enjoyed the raw sex.

“Well?” he asked as he stood in the tent having followed her inside when she returned.

“Well, what?” she asked dismissively.

“You were with Kozo. I saw you,” he said.

“Yes,” she answered, turning toward her bag.

Her attitude infuriated him but he held his tongue for several seconds before replying, “I guess you just needed some fucking.”

As her body stiffened, he could tell he had hit a nerve, and she turned and said, “Isn’t that what happens here? What’s supposed to happen? You’re doing it with everyone.”

The defiance in her eyes slowly morphed into vulnerability as they held their stare and Jake suddenly demanded, “Get on the cot.”

“Why?” she asked.

“I want some, too,” he replied.

The young wife tried to act put out but with only a little prodding, she dropped her skirt and fell onto her back. Jake made a point of looking her over and noted many curly black hairs still stuck to her sweaty body, especially across her wet vagina. He quickly shucked his clothes and with no preliminaries, he spread her legs and pushed inside. The small cot made things difficult but he found a position that allowed him to go deep and he managed to set a moderate pace.

It didn’t take long for her to fill the tent with needy whimpers and somehow, they made him focus on the utter shamelessness of her actions. Quickly, he felt his blood boiling with a combination of anger and excitement, that he didn’t understand but nonetheless, he put all his energies into fucking his pretty wife as powerfully as possible. At first, the rising volume of Helen’s whines informed him she enjoyed his efforts but as his pace continued to increase, she began to offer signs of discomfort.

“You’re hurting me,” she suddenly gasped.

Consumed by his strange lust, Jake replied, “You went to him twice. Twice to fuck.”

“No…no…he found me,” she countered as the sounds coming from her wet pussy joined those from her mouth.

“Did he? Did you say no or did you just let him,” he forced out as he thrust madly, and when she didn’t respond, he demanded, “Tell me…did you just let him?”

“Yes…” she managed to gasp.

“Why?” he followed.

“I don’t know…” she answered evasively.

“I know…I damn well know. It’s because you like it…like his cock in you,” Jake said provocatively.

Rather than respond to his comment, Helen went silent, closed her eyes, and let her husband rut into her forcefully. Seconds turned into a minute, and he was just about to challenge her again when he felt her fingers move first to his ass and then to his balls. Her nails started to tease his sensitive skin, and in a flash, he felt a wave sweep through him that told him his release was imminent. For a time, he tried to fight it back but it was too powerful and he let out a loud cry as his dick exploded.

Now, sexually spent, the emotion fled him and he felt guilty for his accusations despite his wife’s sordid behavior. He managed to squirm in next to her on the cot and draped his arm over her sweaty body as he considered what to do.

“I’m sorry,” Helen said breaking the silence.

Jake let s few seconds elapse before he asked, “Why, Helen?”

“I don’t know,” she whispered but after a few seconds of silence, she added, “It’s all so bizarre.”

“What does that mean?” Jake pressed.

“You did it with them…Sualala and the chief’s wife. Why did you do it?” she countered.

“I told you. It was the moment…the situation and I made a mistake,” he said.

“I guess I made a mistake, too,” the young wife offered.

“You wanted revenge,” her husband sighed, and before she could answer, he continued with, “At least the first time with Kozo and with the chief. This time…I don’t know.”

“I don’t either,” she replied.

More silence ensued but Jake couldn’t let it go and wanted more details so he asked, “How did it happen?”

“Sualala found me walking in the village and took my arm. She led me to their hut and he was waiting,” she explained.

“And?” he probed, wanting her to continue.

“He…motioned me inside,” she replied.

“And you went,” Jake stated, and then asked, “What happened next.”

“He got undressed and we sat and he started playing with my nipples…looking at them like an inspection,” she offered, and when her husband didn’t respond, she continued with, “I…I guess…I took him in my mouth but only for a little while and then we did it.”

“Did he force you? Why did you let him?” Jake asked again.

“I don’t know…I really don’t. It’s like some strange fever came over me. The nudity all around, the tribe’s passion, the strange place, the taboo…the look in his eyes,” she answered vaguely.

“What look?” her husband asked.

“Kozo’s look…he had a strange look…like he was on fire,” she replied.

Jake let the message settle for a time before he asked, “Did you have an orgasm?”

“Yes,” she admitted, and then reached behind her, grasped his erect dick, and said, “You’re hard.”

“Sualala came by. I sent her away,” he said, ignoring her statement.

“What made you hard?” his wife pushed, refusing to let the subject go.

Helen, resting on her side with her back to her husband, raised her leg and after some fumbling, managed to bring the erect dick to her sodden opening. They moved some, working the shaft deeper, but when they stopped, Helen turned her head and looked at her husband expectantly.

Knowing what she sought, and realizing it was a fair question, he paused just for a moment before replying, “I don’t know why. Maybe the same reasons you gave. Maybe learning my wife is…learning something new.”

Silence returned and over a minute elapsed before the young wife whispered, “I’m ready to go home.”

“I know…but…it shouldn’t be long now,” he replied, deciding not to share the reason for the faster timetable.

The couple stayed connected for most of the afternoon and continued to talk through the issues and their behavior. Both declared that they didn’t want their marriage to end which helped set the tone and when they finished, they felt they had made solid progress although they knew they needed more discussions. Later, as he sat outside the tent while Helen slept, Jake’s mind returned to the visions of his wife in passionate embraces with Kozo along with the report he had received concerning her multiple orgasms with the chief. To him, it felt like a piece of their connection had been stolen forever and he wondered how the tribe, with their odd custom, managed to accept the swapping without any apparent angst.

For the next three days, they made incredible progress with the chief. They reached an agreement on the major issues and even received the man’s commitment to visit the capital to communicate his decision directly to the government. They had achieved a huge milestone and that evening Jake spent over an hour on the satellite phone explaining the progress and tentative timetable to his boss. Oma sat smiling at his side no doubt thrilled about the long-term prospects the project provided him personally. However, when the call ended, the man’s expression suddenly changed and Jake, sensing something was on his mind indicated with a nod of his head that he should speak.

“I learned about something just before the call,” he said.

“What’s that?” Jake asked, hoping the chief wasn’t getting cold feet.

“I was told Chief Maipu will be arriving tomorrow,” he announced.

“Chief Maipu? Why? Was he summoned?” the oilman asked.

“I am not certain but we must be prepared to review the entire project with him even though Chief Tiajuwu said he would handle it. For respect, we must do this,” Oma advised.

“Yes, I get that. The timing just seems odd,” Jake replied.

Chief Maipu arrived mid-day but immediately went into consultation with Chief Tiajuwu so it wasn’t until the following morning that the oilmen had an opportunity to explain the project. Fortunately, the meeting went quite well with limited questions from the tribal leader.

“Seems Chief Tiajuwu had worked on our behalf,” Jake offered as they walked toward their camp.

“Yes, I think that’s certain. Also, his lands are much less affected,” the black man replied.

Helen sat at the outside table waiting for them and they started to give her a rundown of the meeting but after just a few minutes a tribesman appeared, held a quick exchange with Oma, and then left.

“It seems we have been invited to dine with the chiefs this evening,” he explained.

Instantly, Jake’s eyes locked with his wife’s and he said, “You can stay here.”


“Okay,” she answered looking relieved.

“I’m afraid…the man…the invitation was quite clear that it was for all of us…all three,” Oma said.

“That’s too awkward…what happens if it’s just us?” Jake asked.

“I don’t know the answer but I suspect the chief would lose face,” he replied.

“Look, I don’t think it’s fair to put Helen in that situation after…you know,” he fired back.

“I understand your point but recall the custom of declining is acceptable,” he offered.

At sundown, they took the short walk to Chief Tiajuwu’s hut with Helen in the middle dressed in her western clothes. Indeed, since her encounter with Kozo, she had returned to this dress which had created obvious disappointment in the villagers. Like before, Kozo and the chief’s wives were present and everyone took a position around the small fire. However, just as they started to settle in, movement started and Chief Maipu took the spot next to Helen while Uvusera sat alongside Jake. The message came through loud and clear and Jake began to think about how he would deal with the request he knew would come.

The heavy tension in the small space made it difficult to enjoy the meal although Chief Tiajuwu did all he could to act as a gracious host. Several times, he caught the eye of Matuta, who sat opposite him, and noted her hopeful expression. Through Oma, he asked each chief several questions to demonstrate his interest, and somehow Helen overcame her nervousness and did the same. The beer followed the meal and this time it seemed like they indulged more which had the young American man feeling quite buzzed. Just when he reached the point where he knew he needed to decline on the next round, Chief Tiajuwu suddenly became quiet signaling the forthcoming message.

A huge smile appeared on the chief’s face and he turned to Oma and began to speak rapidly. The others in the hut remained silent as the advisor received the message and when the chief quit talking, he turned toward Jake with a neutral expression.

“The chief is asking you to consider offering your wife as a goodwill gesture,” he announced.

An issue had been nagging at Jake since he learned of the gathering and he replied, “Correct me if I’m wrong but this is not the custom. The custom is for the host to offer his wife.”

“You are correct although I’m not certain it matters,” he replied.

“Why?” he asked somewhat naively.

Suddenly, Oma’s demeanor changed and he squirmed nervously before responding, “I must be honest. Your wife…to these men…is a true prize and they know how badly you want them to agree to the project.”

“Shit…I mean…I thought we had formed a relationship. This is ugly,” Jake replied.

Before Oma could reply, the two chiefs and Kozo launched into an animated conversation. It lasted for almost a minute with several breaks of laughter before the men calmed.

“What did they say?” Helen asked, speaking for the first time.

“I would be rude of me to say,” he replied but when both husband and wife continued staring at him, he finally broke down and replied, “They were discussing the experience…your abilities.”

“Oh, Christ…enough of this,” Jake blurted out angrily.

“Calm, my friend,” Oma counseled.

It took a few moments but the young man collected himself and said, “Look, tell the chief as graciously as possible we appreciate his hospitality but must decline.”

With a nod, the advisor turned to the chief and shared the message. Jake had anticipated a short discussion with perhaps the leader showing some annoyance but their exchange carried on for several minutes. During it all, the others in the hut remained quiet and nothing in their expressions indicated their thoughts.

“The chief is disappointed by the answer and asks that you reconsider,” he explained.

“It took all that time for that?” Jake asked in confusion.

“I offered a summary. He rambled a great deal,” the man replied, and before the young husband could reply, he added, “View it as an ultimatum.”

“Great…” Jake started but when he felt his wife’s hand on his arm, he turned to her.

“Let’s just get it over,” she said but what caught his attention was the odd look in her eyes.

At first, he thought it might be due to fear but as he continued to stare, he realized they expressed excitement, and when he noticed the faint trace of her nipples showing through her bra and shirt, he felt stunned.

“Helen? No…” he whispered.

“Just get it over with and you can have your project and we can go home,” she replied in a calm voice.

“Remember, you’re in a different world,” Oma offered from behind him.

More confused than ever, Jake stared at his wife and considered whether she might be testing him. The difference in their lives was so profound and had occurred so quickly that it felt disorienting.

“Are you serious?” he asked.

“Yes…yes, I am,” she responded and he noted her eyes seemed to blaze with intensity.

They maintained eye contact for a few more seconds but it felt like hours and then Jake turned to Oma and nodded. Instantly, he began to speak to the chief and in less than a minute it was over.

“Chief Tiajuwu is very pleased with your decision and would like Helen to go with his wives to prepare. He wants her prepared in…the tribal way,” he explained.

Too numb to argue, the young husband merely nodded and Matuta immediately began to tug on his wife’s arms. In seconds, they had departed the hut and with a broad smile, the chief reached for the beer and passed it around. Jake made no attempt to hold back and the heavy fluid soon had him inebriated. Thirty minutes later, when noises outside indicated that something was going on, it took Oma prodding him to get him to rise and follow the others outside. Ten yards ahead, Helen stood between Uvusera and Matuta barefoot in her tribal skirt and adornments with a fresh coating of the red paste covering her naked torso. Around them, a mob of villagers watched as the neighboring chief stepped brusquely forward, took her hand, and led her to the hut Jake had used with Uvusera.

Obviously aware of the situation, the villagers began to chant in unison and slowly moved until they encircled the hut. All had smiles on their face and Kozo walked up to him and clasped him on the back as if he had done something noble. Although he felt like a voyeur, he couldn’t make his feet move and vacillated between preferring silence and the chanting to mask the sounds of his wife’s taking.

Suddenly, a low noise emerged from the hut and as one, the assembled villagers became silent. However, when nothing followed, a low buzz started amongst the crowd which built until it was suddenly interrupted by Helen’s clear voice.

“Ughhh…ohhh…” she whined making him think the man’s shaft had found its target.

“Shit,” Jake said softly to himself.

“Easy…easy…go slow…” Helen called out openly.

“I understand he is very large,” Oma offered with an excited gleam in his eye.

“Ohhh…slow…go slow…please…” the new wife called out even louder.

Jake noticed many of the villagers were smiling at each other and it made him wonder if it was merely a result of the erotic titillation or if they also held pride in the conquest of the pretty white woman. Several more times, he listened as his wife begged the black man, and just as he reached the point where he thought he might need to intercede, her nervous pleadings stopped. Now, with the return to silence, the villagers started to fidget again but it didn’t last long as just a minute later another sound wafted from the small enclosure.

“Mmmm…uhhhh…ohhhh…” he heard his wife gasp.

However, rather than indicating pain, her passionate sounds told everyone that the chief’s efforts were working. The villagers started to chant again as if in celebration of the couple’s mating but by doing so, they made it difficult to hear. Although feeling ashamed, Jake edged closer to the hut and noticed that Oma followed. Now close enough to touch it, they could hear occasional sounds within the structure although the crowd hindered most.

“I think she is okay,” Oma said.

Just seconds after he spoke, Helen’s voice suddenly emerged from the structure, in cadence with the villager’s beat, grunting, “Oh, oh, oh, oh yes…”

Clearly, Chief Maipu had managed in short order to take the young American woman from reluctance to eagerness. Over the next few minutes, Jake listened as his wife’s excited cries continued to build ending in a loud orgasm that she shared with the entire village. When the couple became silent, the villagers did as well and slowly the area cleared leaving Oma and Jake alone.

“Let’s go,” the advisor said and took the young man by the arm.

The next morning when his wife had not appeared by the time he finished his coffee, Jake walked toward the hut. However, when he drew near, he watched as Matuta rather than his wife emerged from the small structure. He intercepted her using hand gestures to ask about his wife and the chief’s young wife soon got his meaning and led him to Chief Tiajuwu’s hut. He gave her a confused look and with a little laugh, she pulled back the opening and peering inside, he spotted his wife on the far side curled in the fetal position. He realized it likely meant that both chiefs had enjoyed Helen but he managed to maintain his cool as he entered and knelt at her side. Unable to keep from inspecting her body, he saw her normally delicate pussy now looked swollen and a slimy discharge drained from her slit and ran down her leg. He couldn’t help but wonder how much cum she had received during the night and when the last deposit had occurred.

“Helen…get up,” he whispered.

Slowly, her eyes opened and he could tell by her look that she was completely exhausted. He helped her put on her skirt and then pulled her to her feet and together they started a slow walk toward their camp. Halfway there, the medicine woman sprung forward from her spot and placed her hand on the American woman’s bare tummy. After several seconds, she removed it and started to yell excitedly as the couple continued to their tent.

“She thinks I’m pregnant,” Helen sighed.

For a moment, Jake thought about responding with a sarcastic comment but he held off and they continued their walk. After helping her clean up, Jake put her to bed and she slept until just before sundown. When she rose, he made her something to eat and they talked about the events. As he thought, Chief Tiajuwu traded Matuta for her after Chief Maipu had fucked her twice and took her to his hut where he took her twice as well. Still quite tired, she elected to return to her cot after a couple hours and Jake dutifully joined, with his hand gently stroking her back.

“Why did we do that?” he said, breaking the silence.

“Don’t…it’s over,” she responded.

The meetings in the capital went well and the CEO and SVP left with plans to bring the opportunity to the Board with a positive recommendation. It was already a huge feather in Jake’s cap and if they managed to bring the project to final closure it would prove to be an even bigger career boost as well as a financial homerun. While the rest of the team had departed, Jake’s boss stayed behind an extra day to cover some remaining issues and line up support for future efforts. The two men as well as Helen were sitting in the hotel bar after a nice dinner enjoying a nightcap when their lively conversation suddenly took a very dark turn.

“I understand that certain things happened out in the bush that shouldn’t make their way back to the office,” the older man stated.

His words shocked the couple and the looks on their faces and their body language gave them away before they had the chance to reply.

“I…I…look…we really don’t want to discuss it,” Jake replied.

“Certainly, understandable Jake but you know we are a conservative company and despite all your good work, if this gets back it will be the end of your career,” he responded as his eyes moved between them.

“Then don’t let it,” Helen replied.

Despite her husband’s indiscretions, she knew it was her actions that he referred to and she had to use all her self-control to hold back her anger.

“I don’t want to, Helen,” he answered as his eyes settled on the pretty woman.

“What do we do?” Jake asked.

The man was a mentor to the young oilman and had always gone out of his way to guide and nurture his career so, he felt he must have a solution.

“What do we do? Yes, what to do…” he replied, and after pausing a moment for effect, he continued with, “Jake, I think you should go up to your room and leave Helen with me for a while.”

The reality hit both husband and wife at the same time causing them to audibly gasp. Then, their eyes met, and at that moment, they realized they had little choice.

Jake lay on the bed watching the ceiling fan slowly turn feeling the full weight of guilt from the sequence of events he had unleashed. His new wife, in just a few weeks, had experienced three new cocks and at that very moment was likely taking her fourth. Oma, no doubt, had shared the information and he felt especially betrayed as he considered the local man a friend. Of course, there was the question of his boss’ plans for when they returned home. Would he be satisfied with a one-time encounter with Helen or did he have more in mind? Suddenly, he felt claustrophobic as their emergence into the real world obliterated the solace he had taken from the remoteness of the bush.

Six months later, Helen bounced into the living room of their home and announced to her husband, “I’m pregnant.”

The announcement elated Jake although he felt equally relieved as he realized it was the final moment in the recovery of their marriage. Now, he thought, they could set aside all the events of the trip to Africa as they embarked on creating their family. It hadn’t been easy as the reality was so bizarre and sordid that they often found themselves at a loss for words. Fortunately, with each passing day, the memories ebbed and so far, Jake’s boss hadn’t demanded any more time with his wife. In truth, they had never really discussed it and only her exhaustion the following day provided any clue about the extent of what had occurred.

Caught up in the excitement of the moment, Jake decided to share a piece of information he had recently learned. It had come from Oma whom he still communicated with despite the man’s betrayal.

“I got an email from Oma,” he said, and when his wife gave him a questioning look, he continued with, “Sualala had a healthy dark-skinned boy.”

Helen looked at him in silence for several seconds, and then replied, “Good.”
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