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The Kenyan sun beat down hard on the little Jeep as it bounced and jostled along the deeply-rutted park road. Chelsea had taken her hat off to use as a fan, but she’d brought no precautions at all against carsickness, which was quickly turning out to be the trip’s real danger. Karanja, the morose, taciturn driver, paid little attention to potholes, simply crashing through them as though they hadn’t been there at all, and their long-suffering vehicle was rocking and swaying like a ship at sea.

It was all worth it, though. It had been Chelsea’s lifelong dream to visit Africa and see the Big Five in their natural habitat, and the safari hadn’t disappointed. They’d gotten to watch through binoculars as a herd of elephants took a mud bath; see a magnificently-maned lion presiding over his tribe under the shade of a baobab; even witness the clash of two male rhinos in front of an interested-looking female. Chelsea had once had two drunk guys fight over her in college, and she had been more invested in trying to find the exit than to see which one of them won, but things were different in the animal kingdom.

The sights were jaw-dropping, to be sure, but by the time the tour was entering its third hour, the curry she’d had for lunch was threatening to leave the fast way. Karanja was unlikely to stop for anything, even a herd of wildebeest, but she was seriously regretting her decision to sit in the third row of the Jeep. She closed her eyes, trying to fend off the worst of the symptoms.

Just then, she felt a gentle nudge from her left. Sven, the Dane who’d told them about how he came on that same safari nearly every year, was flashing her a smile. “Are you doing all right? You look a bit green.”

“I feel a bit green,” said Chelsea. She really wasn’t in the mood for conversation, and she was hoping that the vibes she was giving off were making that clear. Her neighbor was good-looking, she’d give him that much, but she wouldn’t have wanted to make small talk even if he’d been Brad Pitt.

“Well, as it happens, I have something that might help,” he said, fishing around in his backpack. “I picked it up on my travels through Kazakhstan a few months ago, and while I can’t say it looks very promising, it works miracles in exactly this kind of situation.”

“Oh, that’s all right,” she said. “You really don’t need to…”

But it was too late. Sven was already pulling a can out of his backpack and handing it to her. “I insist. It’s the best I’ve ever found. Have some!”

“Um…thank you.” Taking the can, Chelsea scanned the label. She could read absolutely nothing written on it, since all the text was in Cyrillic, and the only illustration was a pink silhouette of a ridiculously-voluptuous woman. It looked more like something you’d expect to see in front of a teenage boy’s gaming setup than anything she would trust enough to put in her body.

That said, she was thirsty. The last water they’d had was with lunch, and the rest was in a Cambro in the back – getting it would require Karanja to stop or slow the Jeep, which he would absolutely not be doing. So this drink was the only readily-available source of hydration she had, and it wouldn’t be wise to pass it up.

Well, if she was going to try the stuff, there was no sense in beating around the bush. Cracking it open, she took a massive mouthful and immediately regretted it. She’d been expecting something fizzy and sugary, but instead it was thick and syrupy. And instead of a normal flavor, like sour apple or berry, the taste was the heady sweetness of apricots. Suppressing a gag, she glanced over at Sven. “This stuff is…interesting.”

“It takes some getting used to,” he admitted. “But wait a few minutes – I promise that it really will help.”

Chelsea doubted that. Holding the open can in her lap, she pretended to be intensely interested in the flat, bare savanna out the window, which was currently devoid of any animal life larger than a bird. If she could hang on to it until dinner, she could probably toss it discreetly, and then Sven would think she’d chugged the whole thing.

As she sat there, though, her queasiness began to fade away. Nothing else had changed about the situation – Karanja was careening ahead with as much determination as ever – so it had to be the drink. Who knew? She had no idea what was in the orange goop, but it really had saved her from having to lean out the window or something. Doing her best to ignore the taste and texture, she downed the rest of the can in a few gulps. “This did help, actually,” she said, turning back towards Sven. “I didn’t think an energy drink could do anything for carsickness.”

He shrugged. “Neither did I. Those Kazakh chemical wizards have a few tricks up their sleeves, I guess.”

“Right,” said Chelsea. Now that her carsickness was completely gone, she could finally enjoy the ride. She spent a few pleasant minutes watching birds darting up into the air, disturbed by the sound of the Jeep, and then she found herself falling into a strange kind of stupor. She could still sense the world around her, still hear the engine and feel the wind on her face, but it suddenly seemed to be less important than what was happening inside her. Her mind seemed to be slipping into a kind of fog, a pleasant, dreamy fog that felt so good she never wanted to come out of it.

But she was roused when they finally arrived back at the safari lodge. Karanja rushed them all out of the van, then jumped back into it and peeled away. There was still a while before dinner, and she had time to burn, so she found herself wandering back to her room. She could go through the pictures she’d taken earlier that day, or maybe there was something good on TV – although she was pretty sure they only got Kenyan channels and the BBC.

Within a few minutes, though, Chelsea was realizing that it was no good. For all the tranquility she’d found in the Jeep, she was filled now with an inexplicable nervous energy. The fog in her mind was still there, still making thinking feel like a chore – but it was crackling with electricity, making her uncomfortable, almost frantic. She needed to do something, she realized, but what?

The answer came to her as soon as she formed the question. She was traveling by herself and hadn’t planned for this kind of issue to come up…but she was searing, absolutely burning, with arousal. It had snuck up on her, descending like a sudden storm during the last part of their Jeep ride. She’d never been so turned on in her life, and there wasn’t even anything particularly sexy around her.

Well…that wasn’t true. A ridiculous, desperate plan was forming in her mind, a plan that suddenly made so much sense that she didn’t see how she couldn’t act on it. It was completely bonkers, but sometimes you have to do things that are completely bonkers.

Soon, Chelsea was racing around her room, desperately getting ready. She didn’t have anything that was especially flattering, so she slipped on an especially short pair of shorts and her tightest T-shirt, hoping that they would be enough to get the message across. Then it was time for makeup; she hadn’t brought her whole kit, but a half hour in front of the mirror had her looking much fresher than she had before.

At last, she was ready. She summoned all her confidence as she strode across the dusty open space in the center of the lodge compound. Everything was riding on this; the frantic feelings inside her could only be satisfied if she got what she wanted here. Come on, she begged the universe. I need this.

Then she was taking a deep breath, knocking on Sven’s door. As she had hoped, he was in his room, and it was only a few moments before she heard his footsteps crossing the floor. At last, the knob turned and the door swung open, revealing her handsome, if slightly confused-looking, fellow traveler. “Oh, hello, Chelsea. Do you need help with something?”

The mere sight of him sent arousal shooting through her. It was suddenly hard to think clearly, even to form sentences. “Um, like, uh…you could say that. Could I…come in?”

“All right,” said Sven, the look of confusion still on his face. “Come inside, then.”

Once the door shut behind them, it was hard for Chelsea to keep herself from throwing herself onto him right then and there – but she would have to explain herself first, or else risk ruining any chances of getting what she needed. That meant finding words, and finding words was harder than it should have been. “I just wanted to, like, thank you for the drink earlier. It, like, really helped me.”

“Oh, it was nothing,” said Sven. “Really. You didn’t need to come out of your way to say thank you.”

“But, like, I wanted to,” said Chelsea. “Because…there’s something else I need help with, too. It’s like, something only you could help me with.”

“Really?” he asked. “What kind of thing?”

“I think you know what kind of thing,” she murmured, voice sinking to just above a whisper. Slowly, she took a step towards him. “That drink changed me. I need something from you…if you’re, like, willing to give it to me.”

“O-oh,” he said, eyes widening. “If you’re sure, then…”

“I am sure.” And then she was placing her hand on his chest, and he was leaning down towards her, and then their lips were meeting in a passionate kiss that seared with arousal. Chelsea had barely exchanged a hundred words with this man, and she’d known him for less than three days, but in that moment all those unnecessary thoughts faded away, replaced by pure, unadulterated lust. She wrapped her arms around him, pulling him closer, driven by the primal urge to have him on top of her. At last, she could finally give herself over to her desires, and it felt so, so good to give in.

Sven had been slow to get with the program, but now that he had, he seemed nearly as enthusiastic as she was. For a moment, his arms wrapped around her, but then one broke away and wandered down her back. The movement of his fingers sent shivers through her, but those were nothing compared to the electric shock of arousal she received when he grabbed a handful of her ass, squeezing gently.

Grinning, she broke off the kiss. “Like, you wanted to do this all along, didn’t you?”

“A gentleman never tells,” said Sven, smiling back. “But I won’t say that this is the worst thing to happen to me today.” And then his hands were curling under the hem of her shirt, pulling it up and over her head in one swift motion. All at once, she was exposed to the air and to his gaze, shivering in surprise and arousal.

But Chelsea wasn’t one to let an attack like that go unanswered. Soon, her hands were flying down the buttons of Sven’s shirt, undoing one after another until it was completely open. Then she paused for just a moment to admire his body, the unexpectedly toned chest and belly that greeted her under the layer of fabric. Apparently when her lover wasn’t on vacation, he was in the gym – but that only made him all the more irresistible to her.

“I have something I’d like to try, if it’s all right with you,” he said, reaching for the clasp of her bra and lazily unhooking it. “I consider it a specialty of mine, in fact. Could I…eat you out?”

“Like, of course!” said Chelsea. At this point, if Sven had told her he wanted to spank her with a potato masher, she would have given him an enthusiastic yes, but this was something she always looked for in a one night stand and never seemed to be able to find. A man who was willing to use his tongue, who wasn’t so insecure in his masculinity that he had to whip out his cock at the first opportunity, could be rare indeed.

“In that case…” said Sven, taking her hand and leading her over to the bed. “Please, make yourself comfortable.” She obliged, slipping her panties off and tossing them to the floor before getting onto the room’s large, soft bed. With the air of someone who very much knew what he was doing, her lover followed, and soon she was laying on her back, legs spread, and he was in position at her feet, placing his hands on her thighs.

As Chelsea watched, he lowered his head towards her pussy, slowly but surely easing them both into the throes of what she knew would be passionate, unforgettable sex. Soon, she could feel his warm breath on her pussy, and the sensation sent the first tiny shiver of pleasure up through her – though she knew, of course, that it would only be the first of many.

And then his tongue was traveling around her pussy opening. She moaned softly at its touch, but he was very intentionally not giving her what she wanted, not plunging straight into the folds of her snatch. Instead, he sent his tongue dancing just beyond the threshold, drawing little pictures in her flesh, sometimes swiping across the opening so that, for the briefest of moments, she could imagine that he was about to plunge inside. He was teasing her, teasing her in the dirtiest, most frustrating way possible, and all she wanted was to place her hand on the back of his head and shove him exactly where he needed to go – but she knew, at least intellectually, that it was better to wait, that waiting would make the pleasure all the sweeter. He was testing her patience, but she would put up with it – for now.

All of a sudden, though, he was doing something new. His tongue abandoned the assault on her pussy and was suddenly playing the same game around her clit, sending sensations buzzing through her as he circled around the sensitive nub. Even though he was still stubbornly refusing to give her what she wanted, she had to admit that this felt much better, and that it was almost – almost – enough to satisfy her.

Then Sven ran his tongue directly across Chelsea’s clit. She yelped at the sudden sensation, at the electric shock of pleasure that coursed through her nerves and seemed to crackle directly into the very core of her being. She wanted more, needed more, but then he was gone again, and his tongue was making its leisurely way back down to her pussy. This was almost too frustrating. She was on the point of crying out in anger, or of breaking down and begging him, desperately begging him to finally give her what she needed so badly – but then his tongue suddenly speared into her pussy.

After all the teasing, all the silly, pointless beating around the bush, his gift of real, tangible pleasure seemed almost too good to be true. It was certainly better than any of the other times she’d been eaten out. Those had been nice, but the men had had no sense of pacing and no feeling for how their motions would affect her; Sven made them seem like complete amateurs. After all the denial, his tongue’s entry into her depths felt ten times better than any foreplay she’d ever experienced. She found that she was moaning, a long, low sound of satisfaction. If only he would keep this up…

Luckily, that seemed to be what he had every intention of doing. Soon enough, his tongue was darting this way and that inside of her, feeling her out, trying to find her most sensitive places. She put a hand on the back of his head, trying desperately to make sure that he would stay, that there would be no more teasing, no more denial. Sparks of pleasure were coursing through her now, traveling by way of her nervous system to a place deep inside of her, a place that she knew from experience really needed to be filled up. But he was doing an excellent job of filling it, and each of his motions sent a new kind of arousal flaring up deep within her being.

And then he raised the stakes once again. Suddenly, one of his fingers was on her clit, rubbing in a lazy circular motion. Compared to the artistry of what he was doing inside her pussy, his ministrations there were less than creative, but they were more than enough to please her. Having two sources of sensation at once made her feel like she was being short-circuited; if one let up, even for a fraction of a second, the other was sure to send a new surge of pleasure shooting through her. She had no time to rest, no time to take stock of what was happening, and it was agony and ecstasy all at once. She was moaning, crying out, but no sound could truly express what she was experiencing.

Over the next few minutes, though, Chelsea tried her hardest to express it anyway. She had to. Whenever she thought that Sven was out of tricks, that he was sure to be settling into a predictable, steady rhythm, he would start doing something new, drawing a new picture inside of her, tracing a new pattern on her clit. She had no idea how much time was passing, but she didn’t care, didn’t care about anything but what he was doing. He was an alchemist, brewing within her an elixir of supreme pleasure. Why would she spoil his magic by allowing her mind to wander, by tracking the ticking of the clock?

Just when the pleasure was growing sweeter, though, just as that hidden place inside her was filling up, just when she knew that she was about to begin her ascent towards orgasm, he pulled out of her. She gasped at the sensation of feeling emptier than she ever had. “F-fuck, baby! Like, keep going! That was…so fucking good…”

“I’m glad you liked it,” said Sven, “but I believe it’s my turn now.” He produced a condom and a lube packet from somewhere and held them up. “If that’s all right with you, of course.”

“Oh…oh shit,” said Chelsea, eyes widening. “Like, hell yes!”

“Excellent,” said Sven, kicking off his underwear, slipping on the condom, and lubing up. “Then get ready.” And then he was climbing onto her, moving his hard, throbbing cock into place at the entrance of her pussy. She was excited, as excited as she’d ever been for anything in her life; if her lover was nearly as good with his rod as he was with his tongue, he was sure to be able to get her where she wanted to go.

And then, slowly but firmly, he was pushing inside of her. She gasped as his cock stretched her much wider than his tongue ever had. The sensation was intense, but it got more enjoyable as he buried himself deeper inside of her, once the thickest part of his head was already nestled within her. She groaned with pleasure as the veins and curves of his cock pushed through her opening, sending an array of different kinds of pleasure through her as it spread her pussy wide.

Almost before she knew what was happening, he was deep inside her, and his pelvis was pushing up against her ass; they’d reached the end of the line. But he wasted no time in beginning to thrust, in pulling slowly out and pushing slowly back in. She could tell that her pussy was sucking him gently back inside as he pulled out, then resisting his motions when he began to go back into her, but it was precisely that resistance that made the sensations so intense and delicious.

Slowly, Sven began to speed up his thrusts, and Chelsea found herself moaning and gasping almost as loudly as when he’d been so expertly pleasuring her with his tongue. Each movement of his cock hit a slightly different place within her, sending a slightly different type of pleasure coursing through her nerves, and as he began to go faster, that cocktail of sensations only got stronger and stronger. It was so delicious, so utterly different from any sex she’d ever had before, and so incredibly, deeply addictive – what wasn’t to like?

Before long, he’d reached a comfortable rhythm, a cruising speed that pleased them both. Everything about the experience was adding to her arousal, giving her even more dimensions of pleasure. The sound of his cock slapping into her; the sight of his abs clenching with every thrust, putting as much power into his motions as he could muster; even the smell, the smell of sweat and musk and pure, unabashed arousal. She found herself pushing back up against him, trying to drive him even deeper – but really, there was no way that this could be better than it already was.

Or so Chelsea thought, until Sven’s finger found her clit once again. He was using the same one, and it was like greeting an old friend; the wonderful sensation his motions gave her, the addictive pleasure of feeling him rub and tease and gently brush against her – it was all the same as before. What was different was that the other end of the short circuit, the other thing causing the feedback loop within her, was his cock, which was much more powerful than his tongue had been. Together, the twin sensations drove her to new heights of arousal, sending her crashing up the path to orgasm once again.

For a few minutes, they went on more or less like that. He teased her clit even as he slammed into her pussy with huge thrusts, thrusts cunningly calculated to give her the strongest sensation possible. All the while, she was gasping, moaning, shoving herself up against him, trying her hardest to make this even better than it already was. They were in perfect sync, like yin and yang, the motions of each making the pleasure of the other all the sweeter.

Eventually, though, Chelsea could tell that her lover was getting close to orgasm. His face was contorted now with the exertion of making love, and his breathing was fast, shallow. His thrusts, too, were wilder than they had been, the sign of a man finally giving in to his basic urges. The sight made her realize that she, too, was getting perilously close to orgasm. Every one of his movements seemed to be sending more pleasure through her, slowly but surely filling the hidden place inside of her, the place that she wanted so badly to see overflowing.

He was thrusting, and she was moaning, clutching at the sheets, and he was grunting with effort now, face a mask of arousal and savage lust, and her pleasure was building, building, and she knew that she was floating just on the edge now, and nothing seemed important anymore, nothing except what he was doing inside her, the magical motions of his cock –

And then, at last, it was all too much. The dam broke, and she was quickly overcome with a pleasure sweeter and more intense than anything she had ever experienced. She was screaming, she realized, but screaming was the right thing to do, screaming was the only sound that could express what she was experiencing, and her arms and legs were shaking, and the muscles in her core were locking up – she was physically and mentally overcome, totally, completely overcome. A strange warmth seemed to suffuse her, and a strange sensation of floating for just a fraction of an instant outside of her body, watching herself struggle and convulse. Gasping and trembling, she luxuriated in the sensation of pure ecstasy.

Sven had reached his limit, too; his thrusts grew totally wild, and she knew that he was exploding inside of her, the sweet seed of his release free to flow at last. Their shaky, irregular breathing formed a strange kind of duet as the two lovers abandoned themselves altogether to pleasure. Lovemaking had never been so sweet.

At last, though, Chelsea began to come down from her peak. She wiped the sweat from her brow and tried to catch her breath as Sven pulled gently out of her. “Like, f-fuck.”

“I hope you liked it,” he said with a knowing smile. “I hate to disappoint my partners.”

“No!” she said. “Far from it. God, that was, like, the most intense feeling I’ve ever had.”

“I could say the same,” he said, tossing the condom into the trash. “You said you were here for three more days, didn’t you?”

“Yes,” she said. “Can we…do it again?”

“Three more times, if you like,” he said. “I don’t like to pass up this kind of opportunity.”

Smiling, Chelsea lay back against the pillows. The trip up to now had been good, but nothing remarkable – but this was a whole other level. As it turned out, Kenya was treating her pretty well.
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