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Chapter 1

The savannah filled with bright yellow light as the sun slowly climbed up past the mountains. A cool breeze gently launched by Gwen’s hair as she watched the sun rise, amazed by the scene. Her husband and she had arrived in Cape Town a couple days prior and she had been suffering jet lag until just recently. 

“Gwen? Gwen? Gwendoline!” 

She shook her head lightly, breaking out of her trance and turned to see her husband, busily trying to finish tying his tie. His face was bright red, and he was breathing hard as he rushed back out of the room, his tie still unfinished. 

“What is it?” Gwen asked. 

“Oh, hey, have you seen my black shoes? The ones with the dots the uh…” He paused as he glanced around. 

“The wingtips?” 

“Yeah, those! Have you seen those?” He asked as he continued messing with his tie. 

Gwen sighed and walked over to him, gently taking the tie away from his hands and looping it around. He wiped sweat from his forehead and looked down at her. She completed the knot on his tie, stepped back and tapped him on the chest. 

“There, now, about those shoes,” she said as she walked past her husband and towards a cabinet near the door. Her husband followed along like a lost sheep, his heavy steps making the floor beneath them creak. 

He was a preacher, sent to help build out a community on the outskirts of Cape Town and further out to other areas of South Africa. She had gotten married to him early, like most women in her small town of Senoia, back in Georgia, when she was nineteen. Her family, being ultra conservative had always wanted her to marry a religious man. 

It had been ten years since they had gotten married, and lately, it seemed as though he was having less and less interest in her as a woman. She felt more like

a maid at times, cleaning up after him, making him food, keeping an inventory for him… The list went on and on. 

“Ian, you left them here,” she said as she pulled his shoes out from under the bed. “I told you to stop doing this, you’re going to end up leaving them here when he leave, just like you did the other pair back in Nigeria,” Gwen continued. 

“Oh, that’s right! Thank you hon,” Ian replied as he kissed her on the forehead. 

She sighed as he watched him bounce around trying to get his shoes on. He was definitely gaining a bit more weight and he was obviously not getting any more nimble as he aged. She yawned and headed to the bathroom to freshen up. 

Gwen paused as she stared at herself in the mirror. The glaring sun from her travels to different African countries had definitely darkened her skin. Her diet had changed, relying heavily on vegetables and fruits as opposed to meat, due to her concerns that the local tribes they spoke with didn’t fully cook their food. 

Some tribes even denied her meat entirely, instead reserving it as a right for the men. While she wasn’t particularly fond of vegetables, she could see that the healthy diet was keeping her toned. 

Her pearly white skin was just a bit tanned, and beneath her clothes, she knew she had a bikini tan line around her crotch and ass, as well as her breasts. Ian wasn’t a bit fan of it, but she actually found it a little sexy. Gwen turned on the faucet and quickly washed her face, getting herself cleaned up and ready for the trip with her husband. The two of them were set to meet a local tribe in the outskirts, one that had recently shown interest in moving on from their tribal life. 

From what Ian had been told, the tribe had even learned a bit of English to try and prepare themselves to integrate with the rest of society. He was being sent over to spread his religious message as part of the integration. Gwen had been with Ian when he had been sent to other tribes in a similar situation. It was always a mix of success and failure. 

She put on a light bit of makeup over her face while Ian continued to run around trying to find everything he needed for the trip. Gwen sighed as she thought about the long ride ahead, knowing that they would probably be in some sort of jeep with a broken air conditioner, and missing windows. She pursed her lips and put in a little bit of her favorite rouge lipstick, then sucked her lips in to spread it around. 

“Gwen? Hey hon, do you know where I put my notes?” Ian asked as he poked his head into the bathroom. 

“Your notes? Wasn’t that by the bedside nightstand?” 

“I checked there, wasn’t there.” 

“Did you check in the drawer of the nightstand?” Gwen asked, glancing back over at the mirror. 

Ian looked up at the ceiling and scratched his chin. “Oh right… the drawer,” he whispered as he left. 

Gwen sighed once more before finishing up her makeup and grabbing a brush. 

She headed out of the bathroom and to the closet, grabbing a black skirt and white blouse. Ian wasn’t a fan of her wearing short skirts, but in this heat, she needed to. It was far too hot to try to wear anything else. 

“Did you find your notes?” She asked as she buttoned up her blouse. 

“Yep! Thanks hon!” Ian yelled from the other room. 

She nodded to herself and pulled off her pajama shorts. As she slipped on her skirt and zipped up the side, Ian walked in and placed his hands on his hips. 

“You’re wearing a skirt again?” He huffed; sweat rolling down from his forehead. 

“I told you, it’s too hot to wear anything else. Look how much you’re sweating and we’re inside,” Gwen responded sharply. 

“Bah! I don’t get why you’re trying to harlot yourself out here,” Ian grumbled as he walked back into the room. 

Gwen raised an eyebrow and contemplated in arguing with him. It seemed like the same conversation over and over again. Each time they went out to his assignments, he would say the same thing. He never once said how pretty she looked, and to add insult to injury, the two hadn’t made love in over six months. 

“Unbelievable,” she mumbled to herself as she adjusted her skirt. 

She waited patiently by the door as Ian continued to run around, grabbing all the things he needed. Once he had everything, he put on his blazer and straightened his tie once more. Gwen quietly put her open toed heels on and grabbed her purse. 

“Are you ready?” She asked. 

“Yep, I think I have everything,” he replied as he walked by her carrying his briefcase. He didn’t even bother to hold the door open to let his wife out. Gwen rolled her eyes, held the door, walked out and locked the door behind her. 

Chapter 2

The trip to the tribal village, as expected, was horrid. Just as Gwen had guessed, they had to ride an old jeep with no windows and no air conditioning. It even reeked of gas as it hummed along, occasionally a loud bang coming out from under the hood and startling her. She covered her mouth with a handkerchief as dust flew all around them. Even with sunglasses on, she had to try and keep her eyes closed. 

“Wow! How much further?!” Ian asked, yelling over the wind towards the driver. 

“About ten minutes!” The driver replied with a heavy, almost British, accent. 

“Oh God,” Gwen whispered to herself as she pushed back against her hard seat. 

The leather seat had dried out, cracked and ripped; whatever soft filling within the seat long gone. It was digging into her lower back, and each rough bump during the ride only made it worse. 

“Hey hon, look! A giraffe!” Ian yelled as he pointed to the right side of the jeep. 

Gwen turned her head and nodded while rolling her eyes behind her sunglasses. 

She had seen so much wildlife during their travels. Just once, she wished her husband had spent a bit more money to find a more comfortable ride for his journeys. 

The ten minutes to reach the tribe were brutal, each minute seeming to take decades as the jeep continued to roll through the bumpy road. Dirt and dust continued to kick up and into the windowless jeep. Gwen’s beige blouse was now gray, covered in the dust that had kicked up. She cursed under her breath, reminding herself to wear a darker colored one next time. Though, that meant the intense heat from the sun would hit her that much harder. It was a lose, lose situation. 

The road seemed to smooth out as they reached the village. Gwen looked out to see a group of black men, wearing aprons made of straw and leather wrapped around their waists. Some were only wearing a loincloth. Their dark skin

glimmered in the sunlight as they turned to see the jeep arriving. 

Gwen’s eyes danced around, admiring the statuesque bodies of the African tribesmen. They were different from the others she had seen in her previous stops with her husband. She was used to seeing thin, lanky men but these tribesmen were different. They were much larger, muscular and taller. 

“Must be eating some good food,” she commented. 

“What? Food? Yeah, that was one of the first things they bartered for a long time ago. This transition to modern society has been a long time coming,” Ian replied. 

A tall, well built black man wearing a colorful straw skirt stepped out from one of the huts. He was followed by several young black women, one of whom handed him a bright red cap with a gold rim, almost shaped like a crown. The man placed it on his bald head and wandered past the other black men, who moved out of the way for him. 

“Must be the chief,” Ian said as he hopped out of the jeep. 

He immediately rushed over with his hand extended, but the chief walked right by him and held his hand up towards Gwen. “Is chivalry no longer in Western culture?” The chief asked, as he helped Gwen off the jeep. 

“Oh right, where are my manners? I was just so excited to meet with you. You’re the chief right? Ode?” Ian responded as he hurried back. 

“Ode is my father,” the man replied as he glanced over at Gwen. “My name is Hasani, son of Ode, grandson of Kwame.” 

Gwen couldn’t help but look at the black man’s toned body as it seemed to glow in the sunlight. Luckily for her, her sunglasses kept her husband and even Ode from seeing exactly where she was looking. Her body grew warm and Gwen had hoped it was from the beaming sun and not from the amazing sight. 

“Oh, hi Hasani, I’m Ian,” her husband said as he extended his hand again. 

Hasani nodded and shook his hand. “Long ride?” He asked. 

Ian nodded as he wiped his forehead with a handkerchief. “Yeah, you don’t

happen to have A/C do you?” He asked with a loud nervous laugh. 

“Ay See? What do we see?” Hasani asked, confused. 

“Oh, ha, sorry, it was a joke. I was wondering if you had air conditioning,” Ian replied. 

“Condition air?” Hasani responded as he glanced over at the nearby women who had given him his cap. She said something to him in their native tongue and Hasani nodded. 

“Ah, cool air. Ha! We no need. Take off…” Hasani paused as he tapped his chin. 

“Clothes? Yes, take off clothes,” he laughed. 

Ian laughed and wiped his forehead again. “Unfortunately I’m not in such good shape.” 

Gwen agreed silently as she continued to look at the different black tribesmen surrounding them. She licked her lips without knowing it, the cloth over the bottom half of her face hiding the action. “Wait, does she speak English?” Gwen asked, looking over at the woman who had spoken to Hasani. 

“Hm? Oh, yes, Ada. She understand more,” Hasani responded. 

“Is she your wi-” 

Before Gwen could finish her question, Ian raised his hand and shook his head. 

“Gwen, hon, we have some other items to discuss. Come Hasani, let’s chat,” Ian said as he walked next to the black man and lightly tapped him on the shoulder. 

“Very…” Hasani paused again as he searched for the right term. “Rude,” he finished. 

“Hm? Yes, asking such person questions could be considered rude. Come, let’s meet your father,” Ian said as the two began to walk towards the hut that Hasani had stepped out of. 

“Not nice,” Ada said as she stepped next to Gwen. 

“You’ve got that right. Hi, I’m Gwen.” 

“Gwen. Pretty name.” 

“Oh thank you! So is Ada,” Gwen replied as she pulled off the cloth covering her face. “So are you Hasani’s wife?” 

Ada tilted her head before shaking it. “Wife? No, no wife here.” 

“Oh sorry, I meant… Um… mate?” Gwen asked. 

“No mate. I know meaning of wife. Tribe have no wife. We are ah… open,” Ada said as she opened up her hands in a wide sweeping motion. “No ah… no ownership, husband, wife, no.” 

Gwen crinkled the tip of her nose and tapped her chin with her fingers. “No husbands or wives? So no marriage?” 

Ada paused before nodding. “No, no such thing. No need.” 

“Wow, that’s… interesting.” 

“Both hunt, farm and love,” Ada replied. 

“Love? Without marriage?” 

“Yes, all lovers.” 

“Lovers? Wait, all of you here make love with Hasani?” Gwen asked, surprised. 

“Ah… make love? Mm… oh, sex. Yes. We all sex with everyone,” Ada replied. 

“Pleasure for everyone.” 

“Oh my…” Gwen whispered as she looked around at the women and then at Ada. “But doesn’t that cause jealousy?” 

“Jealous? Mm… Ah, no, why? For making love?” Ada asked back. 

“Well, yes? I guess? I mean, not just sex, but to have a mate,” Gwen replied as the two continued walking. 

Ada squinted her eyes as she tried to understand Gwen’s question. She raised her hand to stop Gwen from entering the same hut that Hasani and her husband had

walked into. “We are not allowed in unless chief Ode allows us,” Ada informed. 

“Oh, sorry, I thought I was allowed alongside my husband,” Gwen replied. 

“You will after. Here, come, let me show you a thing,” Ada said as she pulled Gwen aside and towards a different group of huts. “Mm… Now ah… you…

your? Your question. You mean mate as in lover?” Ada asked. 

“Well yes, I guess that’s one way of saying it. Don’t you want Hasani’s attention?” Gwen inquired. 

“Attention? Men in our tribe can always show attention whenever we ask. Come, see,” Ada said as she pushed aside a thick covering over the entrance of one of the nearest huts. 

Gwen paused as she heard smacking sounds, mixed with what sounded like moans and cries. She hesitated as Ada nodded and nudged her to look inside. 

Gwen’s heart raced as she peaked in, a strong, musky scent filling her nose. 

“Oh my God!” She yelled, before pulling her head back and placing a hand over her mouth. “Oh wow… I… I need some air,” Gwen said as she walked away. 

Ada looked at her, confused, and walked closer. “You okay? Air everywhere, only breathe. What wrong?” 

“I… I mean, I can’t believe…” Gwen whispered as she glanced back at the hut. 

Chapter 3

Ian lightly tapped his wife’s shoulder. “Hey hon, you okay?” Gwen shook her head, snapped out of her trance by her husband. She looked around the hut she was in before nodding. “Yeah, it’s just been… well, quite a day,” she responded. 

“Where did you and the black woman go? You two headed off and now you seem pretty out of it. They didn’t have you smoke any of that ganja or whatever right?” Ian asked. 

“What? No, it’s just been a long day. I think I just need some sleep,” Gwen responded. 

Her husband leaned in, wrapping his arms around her, sliding his right hand down her back and towards her soft round ass. He had a tendency of wanting to make love whenever they were in a tribal village. His crotch rubbed against her, a little tent rising up from it. 

“How about a little love to end the night?” He asked. 

Gwen sighed but still ran her hand down towards his crotch, teasing the tent. 

After the sight she had seen this afternoon, she was actually feeling a bit horny. 

When Ada had opened up the entrance to the hut and allowed Gwen to peer in, she had seen something she had not expected. A tall, muscular tribesman was holding the ankles of a black woman lying on a straw bed, his hips thrusting back and forth. What had surprised Gwen the most was the long, thick shaft that was sliding in and out from between the woman’s outspread legs. Even from a distance, she had been able to see the impressive length of the tribesman’s member. 

Just imagining the scene again made her feel warm and fuzzy, the folds of her sex growing wet. She quickly unzipped her husband’s pants and pulled down his briefs, letting his penis pop out. Gwen wrapped her fingers around it, her hand managing to cover his shaft and most of the tip of his member. 

It was definitely nowhere near as long or thick as the tribesman that had been in the hut. She actually felt a bit disappointed now that she knew. Gwen squeezed his member before pulling down her panties and lying back on the furry cot on the floor. Ian looked surprised as he watched her spread her legs and motioned

for him to come close with one finger. 

“Come on, what are you waiting for?” She teased as she parted the lips of her sex with two fingers. 

Ian gulped and quickly got on his knees before sliding between her legs and pushing his manhood into her. She gasped as his little member pushed into her in one quick stroke. He groaned and moved his hips gently, his movements subtle as to prevent his member from popping out of her sex. 

Gwen closed her eyes and immediately saw the image of the tribesman enthusiastically pumping his massive shaft in and out of the black woman. She could hear their cries of passion mixed with the powerful slams of his lower body smacking against his mate’s. Her sex clamped tightly around Ian’s shaft at the thought and she heard him groan. 

“OH, OOOOOH! UNGH!” Ian grunted as he shuddered between her legs. 

He was still for a bit before he rolled off and lay back on the cot. Gwen sighed and got up. She grabbed a tissue from her purse and wiped between her legs. As she stood in the darkness, she could hear faint moans in the distance. Her body grew hot as she heard the moans echoing. She grabbed her skirt and pulled it on as Ian peeked open one eye. 

“Where are you going?” He asked. 

“Need to go and clean up with some water outside,” Gwen replied as she headed out of the tent. 

“Okay, be careful, it’s pretty dark out there,” Ian replied as he rolled on his side and closed his eyes. 

Gwen sighed and rolled her eyes as she stepped out. He hadn’t even offered to come with her to protect her in the darkness. When she stepped out, the cool air hit her hard, making her nipples stand and press against the thin fabric of her pajama blouse. The chill even slipped up her skirt and between her legs, making her shiver. 

“Wow, a bit nippy,” she said to herself as she walked out. 

Not so far off in the distance, she could see an orange hue light up the black sky. 

The faint moans seemed to be originating from there. She crept through the darkness and headed towards the orange light. As she grew closer, she could hear the familiar sound of bodies smacking against each other. 

The cool air warmed as she approached, and she could start to see what the source of the orange hue was; a huge bonfire. She rushed over to a nearby tent and quietly looked out from the side to see figures surrounding the fire. Gwen covered her mouth as her eyes widened at the sight. 

It was a massive orgy, with tribesmen and women in various positions enjoying one another. Even from the distance she was at, Gwen could see the long, thick members of the black men slamming in and out of the dark skinned women. It was like watching shadows pleasure one another with the bonfire lighting up the night. 

She bit her lower lip as she slowly crept even closer, moving to yet another nearby tent. Her crotch was wetter than before, and her body even warmer. She wondered if maybe the lighting was tricking her eyes, but as she got closer, she knew there were no tricks. The tribesmen all had impressive, powerful members that easily dwarfed her husband’s. 

“Amazing,” she whispered as she stared at the men and women go at it passionately. 

Her right hand moved on its own, slowly making its way between her legs towards her quivering sex. Ian might have been satisfied with his performance but she was far from it. Her finger brushed against her sensitive clit and she let out a small moan as she rubbed her sex. She slowly pushed one finger between the lips of her sex and moaned louder. 

“Gwen?” A voice called out. 

She froze, her hand still between her legs with the front of her skirt pulled up. 

Her heart raced as she slowly pulled her hand away and turned. Ada was standing about a foot away, completely naked with a tribesman standing next to her. He was extremely tall, towering over both of them. Gwen’s eyes immediately shot down to his crotch to see his long, uncircumcised member as it swung back and forth between his legs. 

“Uh… Ada… Hey, uh, hi,” Gwen stuttered nervously, her eyes unable to focus elsewhere. 

“Why ah… are you here?” Ada inquired. 

“I was um… This isn’t… I needed to um… I was looking to clean myself before I went to sleep,” Gwen replied, her mind racing. 

“Ah… clean, hm, yes, there is water over there,” Ada said as she pointed towards a hut away from the bonfire. “But do you want to join us first?” She offered. 

“What? Join you? Where? There?” Gwen asked as she pointed in the direction of the orgy, her hand shaking. 

“Yes, much fun,” Ada replied as she grabbed the tribesman’s member. “See?” 

Gwen gulped and shook her head. “Oh no, it’s okay. My husband, I uh… Ian is waiting for me,” she responded nervously. 

Ada shrugged her shoulders and tugged on the tribesman’s hardening member. 

“Well, come join sometime. Very much fun,” she said as she headed towards the bonfire with the tribesman following closely beside her. 

Gwen rubbed her eyes, unable to get the image of the tribesman’s huge member out of her head. It was burned into her and all she could see was it hardening in Ada’s hand. Her body was on fire as she quickly made her way back to her own tent. 

Chapter 4

Gwen woke up with a small headache. There was a thumping in her head as she slowly sat up and stretched her lower back. Her husband was snoring away next to her. She sighed and stood up, twisting her upper body left and right to stretch out her aching body. The cot they were on wasn’t the most comfortable. 

Ada poked her head into the tent and gave Gwen a small nod. “Sawubona. Have good sleep?” She asked, her voice hushed. 

Gwen tilted her head and walked out of the tent. “I guess, but my back is killing me. The cot was a bit too hard for me,” she replied. 

“Killing you? Oh no,” Ada said, stunned. “Not good to die.” 

“Hm? Oh no, it’s an expression. Um… It’s uncomfortable, really uncomfortable, is what I meant,” Gwen replied with a smile. 

Ada scratched her chin looking confused. “Ah… okay, um… You can get ah…” 

She paused, searching for her words. “Message? No, massage. We have massage for pain,” she continued. 

“Oh… A massage? Really? I would like that,” Gwen replied. “And what did you mean when you said sawa… sawa bong? Sawa…” 

“Sawubona,” Ada said. “Means ah… greeting, ah… hello.” 

Gwen nodded a smiled. “Well, sawubona to you.” She turned her head and gasped, her eyes darting back to Ada quickly. “Oh my God, why… they’re all naked,” she said, stunned. 

Three ebony tribesmen walked by, their large members swinging back and forth as they passed. Gwen couldn’t help but sneak a peek while acting as if she was covering her eyes. She watched as they continued onward, staring at their tight asses. Her mouth opened slightly as she saw their grapefruit like balls swinging between their legs from behind. 

“Morning ritual to clean,” Ada replied. “Men clean in morning, women at night.” 

Gwen gulped loudly as she felt flustered. Her heart raced as she stared at the three black men. More of them passed by, all heading towards the same direction. She gasped as she saw Hasani, the chief’s son walk by. His manhood looked even longer than the others though maybe not as thick. She could barely keep her eyes away. 

Ian slowly wandered out of the tent, rubbing his eyes and his belly. “Hey hon, are you out here?” He asked. 

Gwen quickly turned her attention to her husband. “Yes, are you awake?” 

“Ungh, yeah, my back is killing me,” Ian replied as he looked around. “Whoa, what’s going on over there? Is that Hasani?” 

“Ah… yes, they go clean in morning,” Ada answered. 

“Wow, walking around naked huh? Maybe I should go along too?” Ian suggested. 

“Yes, of course,” Ada replied. 

Ian watched another group of tribesmen walk by and nodded while tilting his head. “Huh, would you look at that. Some pretty big guys out there, if you catch my drift,” he said as he poked his wife gently. “Good thing I’ve got quite the package,” he continued. 

Gwen tried her hardest to not laugh. There was no way his much smaller manhood would compete in anyway. She could only imagine him trying to fit in with the tribesmen and wondered if she should actually stop him. Ultimately, she didn’t want him to be teased by the tribesmen. 

“Whelp, might as well get out there, start chatting it up with Hasani. Do you know if the chief will be there too?” Ian inquired as he began to strip. 

“Chief Ode will be there, yes,” Ada replied. 

“Perfect, great chance for me to start some discussions around my mission here,” 

Ian said as he pulled down his pants and briefs. He quickly covered his manhood with one hand. 

“Are you sure you want to go out there?” Gwen asked. 

“Why not? When in Rome, right?” Ian replied as he began to walk in the direction the tribesmen had. 

Ada tilted her head and looked over at Gwen. “Rome? We ah… not in Rome.” 

Gwen smiled. “It’s just an expression.” 

“Expression? Again? So confusing,” Ada responded. “When your mate said that he was comparable in size, was that expression?” She asked. 

“Oh no, that was an… exaggeration,” Gwen laughed. 

“Does that mean lie?” Ada inquired. 

“Yes, I guess you could say that!” Gwen responded with an even bigger laugh. 

Ada shrugged and shook her head. “You are frustrated, no?” 

“Frustrated?” 

“He’s so… small,” Ada replied. 

Gwen covered her mouth as she laughed again. “It’s not size that matters,” she responded, feeling a bit guilty knowing that she might have been lying. She hadn’t experienced men as large of the tribesmen. 

“I have never tried ah… so small. Cannot be um… fun, no?” Ada inquired as she picked up a nearby vase. 

Gwen’s face turned bright red as she laughed nervously. “What? No, it’s how it’s used,” she continued. 

Ada shrugged and placed the vase above her head, balancing it perfectly as she began walking towards a group of other women. “Come, eat,” she said. Gwen nodded and followed, marveling at how easily Ada was able to balance the vase atop her head. 

As the two approached the other women, they bowed and waved. Each of them were eating some kind of bread that was being cooked right in front of them by a

large black man. He was only wearing a small loincloth, the rest of his body shimmering in the rising sun. Gwen’s legs felt weak as she neared, her eyes wandering his body and glancing down at his crotch. 

“He doesn’t get to go wash?” Gwen inquired. 

“Ah… He cook. He serve us first, then ah… clean,” Ada replied. 

The other women moved around, leaving an open spot for Ada and Gwen, closer to where the bread was being cooked. Gwen ended up being seated right next to the cook’s left leg. When she sat, she was at eye level with his crotch, but with a view from the side, not the front. She couldn’t help but glance over to her right, her heart racing each time he moved. The thin cotton fabric covering his member would occasionally move, giving her a full, close up view of the side of his thick black manhood. 

“Oh my,” Gwen whispered. 

“Sawubona, nansi isinkwa sakho,” the cook greeted as he handed her a big piece of warm bread. 

Gwen gulped, trying to avert her eyes but she couldn’t stop looking at his massive member as she took the bread from him. “Thank you,” she said. 

The cook looked to Ada. “Ngiyabonga,” Ada translated. The cook nodded and gave Gwen a smile before he tossed another piece of dough onto his oily pan. 

“Gwen, ah… Here, try with this,” Ada said as she pulled forward a plate of what looked like hummus. 

“Oh thank you,” Gwen responded as she broke a piece of the bread and dipped it into the sauce. “Is this hummus?” She asked as she bit into the piece. Her mouth was filled with a sour, bitter taste, mixed with some sweetness from the bread. It was strangely like sourdough but not. 

“Ah… I don’t know hum-us? But it is ah…” Ada paused, thinking. Gwen was amazed that the vase was still atop her head, unmoving. “Um… ubulili amandla… Mm… Hard to translate,” Ada continued. 

Gwen shrugged as she licked her lips, there was also a salty aftertaste to the

cream. “Well, whatever it is, it tastes great!” She commented. Her body grew warm with each bite, and her senses seemed to become more sensitive. She could smell the tiniest hint of garlic and other spices coming off of the dough. 

And strangely enough, she could practically feel the heat emitting off the cook’s ebony body. 

She instinctively licked her lips as she caught a whiff of his powerful, musky scent. Her eyes darted right back towards his crotch, staring as it gently wobbled back and forth behind his flimsy loincloth. She bit her lower lip as her mouth salivated, and her lower body turned white hot, her loins on fire, her sex drenched in her juices. 

Ada tapped Gwen on the shoulder. “Are you okay?” She asked. 

Gwen shook her head and turned her attention towards Ada. “Oh, uh, yes. I’m fine. I was… Wow, whatever this stuff is, it really makes the body hot,” Gwen responded. Her eyes continued to glance over to look at the cook’s marvelous black member. 

Ada caught notice of Gwen’s constant eye movements and smiled. “Do you want to try ah… that?” She asked as she pointed at the cook’s crotch. Gwen gasped and shook her head, covering her mouth in surprise. 

“Oh no, what? I’m married, I can’t do that,” she responded as she looked over at the cook. He remained stoic, busy cooking the next batch of bread. 

“So? Here, come, at least follow,” Ada said as she stood up, the vase still unmoving atop her head as if it were glued on. She glanced at the cook and said something. The cook smirked and nodded as he pulled off another piece of cooked bread and tossed it over to another woman sitting nearby. 

Ada gently grabbed Gwen by the wrist and pulled her up. “Come, come. 

Follow,” she urged. Gwen nervously followed along as the big black cook put aside his pan and followed closely beside Ada. Gwen’s heart raced as Ada led her and the cook towards a nearby hut. 

“I can’t do this,” Gwen whispered. 

“Oh, you no do anything. Ah… I pay respect to him for food. You can watch,” 

Ada said as she stepped aside and let the black man enter the hut first. Gwen

trembled and sucked in her lips as she stared at Ada. “Come, come, its okay,” 

Ada said. Gwen nodded and walked into the hut nervously. 

Chapter 5

Ada put down her vase and stripped right in front of Gwen. She was very lithe and fit, with an athletic build like that of a runner. Her teardrop shaped breasts bounced as she moved over towards a nearby cot. Gwen gasped as she watched the cook untie the back of his loincloth and let it drop. 

“My God…” She whispered, her eyes narrowing in on his big black swinging member. 

He stepped towards Ada, each powerful step making his manhood swing wildly from side to side. Gwen could even see his massive black balls, the size of large oranges swaying right beneath his flaccid member. 

Ada grinned as she reached into the vase before pulling her glistening hand out. 

She rubbed whatever was in the vase in her hands before grabbing the cook’s black member and stroking it softly. Gwen guessed that whatever was in the vase was acting as a lubricant. 

She watched in stunned silence as the cook’s big black member began to grow even larger, hardening in Ada’s palms. Ada grinned and looked at Gwen, motioning for her to come closer with one hand. Gwen’s legs moved on their own, closing the gap between them, her eyes still locked in on the black, now fully erect member. Her mouth salivated as she watched the clear lubricant slide and drip off the thick black shaft. 

“Come, sit,” Ada requested as she tapped on the cot she was kneeling on. 

Gwen nodded and slowly got on her knees before sitting down. She was now at eye level with the powerful rod that Ada was stroking. Her body was hot, and trembled as she watched Ada’s hands massage the cook’s manhood. 

“Try touch,” Ada said as she pulled the black shaft towards Gwen. 

“Um… I don’t…” Gwen paused as she stared at the member, her hand trembling as she reached up. Her hand hovered over the cook’s thick black shaft and Ada moved her hands aside. She could feel the powerful heat emitting off his member as her palm got closer and closer to the glistening shaft. “I’m not sure about this,” Gwen continued, her voice trembling in a mixture of excitement and

caution. 

When her hand touched his member, she gasped. She could feel it throb gently in her hand as her fingers tried to wrap around the shaft. It was thick enough that her fingers couldn’t touch when they had wrapped around it. She slowly ran her hand down his shaft, feeling each bumpy vein on the way within her palm. 

“It’s so big…” She whispered. 

“Feel good,” Ada quipped with a small wink. 

Gwen bit her lower lip as she began to move her hand up and down his slick shaft. Whatever in the vase was extremely slippery. As she gripped tightly and moved her hand upward, she saw his foreskin move up and cover the bulbous tip of his member. It was the first time Gwen had ever seen an uncircumcised member and it was strangely mesmerizing to push and pull his foreskin around the tip. 

Ada smiled and leaned in close to Gwen. “You want to try more?” She asked. 

Gwen shook her head and snapped back to reality. “What? Oh dear, no, um…” 

Her hand pulled away from the cook’s powerful rod and she pulled back slightly. 

“I can’t… I mean, even this…” 

Ada gripped the cook’s shaft and pulled him closer towards herself. She stuck out her tongue and licked the round tip of the cook’s member. “You can still watch,” she said as she kept her grip on the cook’s member and leaned back while spreading her legs. 

Gwen moved back and watched as Ada aimed the cook’s member towards her crotch. She held her breath as she watched the thick tip of the cook’s manhood slowly part the dark brown lips of Ada’s sex. A soft, faint moan escaped Gwen’s lips as the thick member slowly pressed onward. Ada, in turn, let out a loud moan as the cook groaned and pushed his hips forward. The glistening member glided in between Ada’s outspread legs, plunging deep into her. 

“Oh wow…” Gwen gasped, amazed that such a long, thick object could fit inside Ada’s tight sex. 

The cook grabbed Ada’s soft brown breasts and squeezed them as he began to

thrust his hips. The small hut filled with the slick wet sounds of his rod sliding in and out of Ada’s sweet wet sex. Gwen couldn’t pull her eyes away as she watched Ada tremble and writhe in pleasure, moaning wildly as the cook pounded away. Her own crotch felt as though it were on fire, screaming for attention and growing extremely wet. 

Ada began to move her hips to react to the cook’s, bouncing her ass up towards him each time he pushed in. He had easily outlasted her husband and Gwen couldn’t help but feel a slight pang of jealousy. She wondered what it would feel like, lying back with a powerful black man jamming his big fat member in and out of her. 

“This is incredible…” She murmured as she squeezed her hands tightly. 

The cook groaned and pulled his member out from between Ada’s legs. He grunted something and pulled her up by the hips. Ada quickly spun onto her hands and knees, raising her ass high up and pressing her breasts into the cot below. The cook reached into the vase and poured the lubricant down Ada’s ass cheeks. 

Gwen covered her mouth as she watched the tribesman slide his thumb back and forth between Ada’s ass cheeks before slipping his thumb into her backdoor. She was speechless, watching as he grabbed his shaft with his other hand and guided it right back into Ada’s soaking wet sex. His thumb was still deep inside the black woman’s ass while he began to pound in and out of her. 

Ada pressed her face into the cot and moaned loudly as the black man continued to thrust in and out of her. Her ass jiggled each time he slammed forward, slamming the bottom of his washboard like abs against her. His balls swung wildly, slamming against Ada’s clit. Gwen sucked in her lower lip and let out a small moan of her own as her nipples hardened and pressed against her top. 

Gwen couldn’t believe the speed at which the cook was hammering in and out of Ada. If her husband had attempted it, he would have finished even sooner than he had the night before. Both Ada and the tribesman were glistening, their bodies covered in sweat as the room heated up. Gwen gulped and wiped her forehead as she stood up. Her panties were soaked in her own juices as she stepped back. The two Africans didn’t seem to notice as she left, breathing heavily, her face red, and her body glowing hot with excitement. 

The sun was rising outside, the cool morning breeze now a dry, heat. Gwen took a deep breath to try and calm herself. She could still hear Ada and the tribesman moaning and grunting behind her, mixed with the sounds of skin smacking against skin. Her panties clung to the lips of her sex, soaking up her juices as she walked away, heading back to her own hut. 

She gasped as she saw a group of tribesmen walking towards her, completely naked, water dripping down their bodies. It seemed they were coming back from their ritual cleaning. The lips of her sex clenched tight as she saw their thick, long members swing back and forth in unison. In the distance she could see her husband, his much smaller penis bouncing as he tried to keep up with the Chief’s son, Hasani. She gulped and walked towards them, smiling nervously as they neared. 

“Hey hon, wow, what an experience,” Ian said with a smile. “I think the Chief and his son like me,” he continued, huffing and puffing between words. 

Hasani paused and looked over at Gwen. “Are you all right?” He asked. 

“Hm?” Gwen responded. 

“You look a bit red. Is you in heat?” Hasani continued. 

Gwen tried to cover her cheeks. “Oh, uh, yes, it’s just a little hot, that’s all,” she replied. 

“We have ways to help you,” he replied. 

“Yeah, you should go wash up at the lake over there. It’s amazing,” Ian quipped. 

“Oh, no, it’s okay, I uh, I can manage. I can cool down in the hut,” Gwen declined. 

“Has Ada treat you well?” Hasani inquired. 

“Ada? Oh yes, she’s shown me things I’ve never seen before,” Gwen replied, her cheeks flushing red again. 

Hasani nodded and looked around. “Where Ada?” 

“Oh she’s um…” Gwen paused, glancing at her husband and then looking back at Hasani. “She’s helping the cook.” 

The Chief’s son smirked and nodded as if he knew the full extent of what she meant. “Good. Well, Ian, come, let’s talk. I will see you again Gwen,” Hasani said as he pulled her hand up and kissed it. 

“Hey there, no seducing my wife,” Ian joked as he laughed. 

Hasani didn’t need to try and seduce Gwen. Her heart was already racing as she stared at his member, just a couple of inches away from her. She wanted to reach out and touch it, to squeeze it and hold it in her palm. He turned and walked off with her husband closely following him. Gwen sighed and headed back to her own hut, her panties soaking wet with her juices. 

Chapter 6

Gwen arched her back and rubbed her hand between her legs, her fingers caressing her clit as she moaned. Her toes dug into the soft cotton below her as she rubbed faster and faster. She couldn’t contain herself as she closed her eyes and thought about the big black rods of the African tribesmen she had kept seeing. 

Her mind flashed back to when she was in the tent with Ada and the cook. She could practically hear the loud smacking sounds of skin hitting skin as she pushed her fingers deep inside her own wet sex. The image of the cook’s long black shaft sliding in and out of Ada’s sex was stuck in her head as she curved her fingers to hit her most sensitive spot. 

“Hon? Hey hon?” Ian’s voice called out from outside the hut. 

Gwen panicked and quickly pulled her hand away from between her legs. She grabbed the nearest blanket and pulled it over her lower body and leaned back against the nearest pillow. Her body trembled as Ian walked in, sweating profusely. 

“Hey hon, I was hoping you were here,” he started before grabbing a bottle of water and taking a big gulp. “Whew, it is so hot out there,” he continued as he wiped his forehead. Gwen raised an eyebrow as she noticed that he was still nude, his member dangling idly between his legs. 

“Are you ever going to put your clothes on?” She asked. 

“Oh right, you know, I could get used to this. Especially in this weather,” Ian responded as he grabbed a pair of swimming trunks. 

“So your meeting with the Chief went well?” Gwen inquired. 

Ian nodded as he pulled up his swimming trunks. “Yeah, really well actually. 

They want me to go fishing with them now. I told them I didn’t bring my gear and they laughed. I guess they only fish with spears and their bare hands out here,” he replied. 

Gwen nodded as she carefully moved her blanket a bit to let some air in. She

was starting to feel hot. It also didn’t help that he had stopped her when she was so close to having an orgasm. Her body was emitting heat. Ian glanced over at her and walked over with the water bottle. 

“Aren’t you hot?” He asked as he handed her his water. 

“No, not really, it’s a bit warm but it’s not hot,” Gwen replied as she took his water bottle. 

“You sure? You look red and you’re sweating a bit,” Ian said. 

“Yes, I’m fine. You need to go fishing,” Gwen said, trying to turn his attention away from her. 

“Yeah, and you’re okay with that? I don’t know how long they go fishing for, but I can’t imagine it being fast,” her husband replied. 

“Oh, of course I’m fine. Go on, I’m Ada and I will find something interesting to do.” 

Ian leaned in and kissed her on the forehead. “Thanks hon. And wow, you really should take a cold shower or something, you are sweating like crazy.” 

“I’ll do that after you leave,” Gwen answered. 

Ian nodded and headed out of the hut. He paused when reached the opening and looked back at her. “Hey uh, you know, if I’m not too tired, maybe we can go another round tonight?” He suggested with a wink. “I think the big guy here wants to prove himself again.” 

Gwen forced a smile and nodded. “Sure, we’ll see.” 

Her husband headed out and Gwen sighed immediately. The lips of her sex were clenching and unclenching wildly as they called out for attention. She debated on slipped her hand down under the blanket again but she felt as though he had lost her momentum. Instead, she sighed again and grabbed a fresh pair of panties, pulling them up and then grabbing a skirt to complete her look. 

“Just needed five more minutes,” she muttered under her breath. 

She took another long gulp from the water bottle and then wiped her forehead. 

Her mind wandered for a moment as she thought about Ada, wondering what she was doing now. There was a loud bang that knocked her out of her trance and she rushed out to see what the noise was. 

Outside, a man began to pound on a drum as people gathered around him. She wandered out and saw Ada who quickly made her way towards her. “You disappeared,” Ada greeted. 

“Sorry, I was getting a little light headed this morning,” Gwen responded. 

“Light head? Your hair already light,” Ada said. 

Gwen laughed and shook her head. “Oh no, not my hair. I meant I felt woozy, you know?” She paused, moving her head lightly from side to side to try and show what her words meant. 

Ada tilted her head and scratched her chin. “Dizzy?” 

“Yes, I think that’s close enough,” Gwen replied. “What’s happening out here?” 

“A dance for women to choose a lover for this afternoon,” Ada replied. 

“A lover?” Gwen questioned. “Wait, are you going to choose another man to make love to?” 

“Yes,” Ada replied matter of factly. 

Gwen was stunned at the answer. “Aren’t you tired?!” She questioned. Gwen wondered how often the women here made love to the tribesmen. 

“Tired? No, this is only second time. When night comes, then it becomes much more tiring,” Ada replied. 

As the men continued to strike their drums, more tribesmen came dancing out wearing only their loincloths. Gwen’s eyes danced from one chiseled frame to another, her eyes unable to pull away from staring at their crotches. They thrust their hips and their members bounced upward, revealing themselves with their movements. Gwen’s mouth watered and her legs felt weak as she watched. 

“Oh, that one is favorite,” Ada said, pointing at one of the men in the middle. 

His skin was darker than the others, almost black, and he clearly stood out. He was easily over six feet, maybe even reaching seven with broad shoulders atop a powerful chest. His biceps were probably larger than Gwen’s head. 

“Wow, he sure is…” Her eyes wandered down and immediately grew wide as she saw his thick member. “Big…” 

“Mm, yes, feel good,” Ada replied with a smirk. 

Gwen’s crotch grew warm as she watched the black men dance, their members revealing themselves from beneath their loincloths each time they thrust their hips forward. The women from the tribe laughed and clapped, urging the men on. Gwen felt as though she were at some sort of strip club, and if the women had any cash, they would have been filling the sides of the black men’s loincloths. 

One of the black men, turned his attention towards Gwen. He danced towards her while moving his hips and reaching behind his back. Gwen gasped as he undid the knot on his loincloth, letting it drop to the ground as he got closer to her. His thick, black member was semi-erect, bouncing with his movements towards her. He was bald and had darker skin than the others, making him a prime target for the bright sun. His entire body glistened as his sweat rolled down his chiseled nude frame. 

“You like?” Ada asked. 

“I… Wow…” Gwen stared at the black man, her mouth wide open in shock as he got closer and closer. 

Her body trembled when he reached her, his member mere inches away from hitting her each time he moved his hips. Ada smiled and gave the man a small nod before tapping Gwen on the shoulder. She pointed towards a nearby hut. 

“That one is open and ah… private,” she said. 

“What? No, I… I can’t…” Gwen responded. “Can I?” She whispered immediately thereafter. 

“Why? It good time, no harm,” Ada urged. 

Gwen’s heart raced as the tribesman grabbed his shaft and tapped it against her forearm. It felt extremely hot, and surprisingly hard, even when it was only semi-erect. She sucked in her lips as she stared at his member, then at Ada and finally at the hut. 

“Come,” Ada urged as she lightly grabbed Gwen’s other wrist and pulled her with her as she walked towards the hut. 

Gwen couldn’t help but follow, her legs moving on their own. The tribesman danced behind her, occasionally smacking her ass with his member. The other women cheered her on as they made their way to the hut. Ada stopped when she reached the entrance to the hut and waved Gwen in. After a moment of hesitation, she walked in and was followed by the black man. “His name be Mandla,” Ada informed. “Mandla, umjabulise,” she continued as she looked at the tribesman and then pointed at Gwen. 

“What did you say?” Gwen asked. 

“I asked Mandal to make you very, very, ah… happy,” Ada said as she smirked and closed the heavy, black curtain covering the entrance of the hut. 

Gwen gulped and stared at the tribesman as he dipped his hand into a nearby vase. It was the same clear liquid that Ada had been carrying this morning. He covered his shaft and began stroking it, getting it nice and hard as he pointed at the cot next to him. Gwen bit her lower lip and pulled off her clothes, the folds of her sex soaking. She couldn’t hold back her curiosity any longer. 

Chapter 7

Gwen slowly pulled off her clothes as she got closer to the cot. The tribesman was still stroking his member, making it come to life as he watched her strip. Her hands trembled as she pulled off her top and unhooked her bra, letting her large, supple white breasts bounce free. The tribesman nodded in approval. Gwen gulped and grabbed the waistband of her panties, pausing for a moment and contemplating whether or not this was a good idea. Her body was on fire, and the lips of her sex squeezed. 

“Oh… Fuck it,” Gwen whispered as she pulled down her panties. They clung to her wet pussy as she practically peeled them off her lower body. Her neatly trimmed bush took the tribesman by surprise, it wasn’t something he was used to seeing. 

She laid back on the soft cot and spread her legs, parting the lips of her sex with two fingers and waved the tribesman in with her other hand. He grinned and got down on his knees, sliding between her legs and tapping his monstrous member against her wet sex. She gasped as she felt the thick rod smack against her sensitive pussy, glancing against her clit. 

“Wow, that is big,” she whispered. 

He pressed the tip against her and slowly pushed forward, sliding the thick round tip of his cock in. Gwen moaned and clenched the cot below her as she felt him enter. Her body trembled as he slowly pushed forward. He grunted as the tip of his cock slid upward and popped out, her tight pussy clenching too hard and making it slip. 

“My God that’s so thick,” Gwen said as she gently pushed his lower abs back. 

“Hold on,” she continued as she slid a finger into her pussy. 

The tribesman licked his lips and watched as she fingered herself, slowly opening herself up. She gently slipped in a second finger and slid in back and forth as she stared at the thick black cock glistening mere inches away from her crotch. Her sex wrapped tightly around her fingers, slowly loosening up and getting her primed for the tribesman’s thick black cock. 

Gwen pulled her fingers out and licked them, keeping her legs spread wide open

for the tribesman. He pressed the tip against her pussy again, gripping tightly onto his shaft as he slowly pushed forward. This time, the thick round tip of his cock managed to squeeze into her tight pussy, sliding bit by bit into her wetness. 

Gwen gritted her teeth and moaned loudly as she felt her pussy open up to the powerful ebony rod. 

The tribesman groaned as he struggled to push his cock in, yet the tip was squeezing its way in. His trembling member worked its way further. The round tip of his cock finally popped in and he moved his hips in closer, sliding his shaft into her. Gwen screamed in pleasure as she tilted her head back. 

“Oh God! Yes!” She moaned. 

His powerful rod pushed in deeper, driving into her soft, silky sex. Gwen arched her back, her legs trembling, and toes wiggling as she felt the hot shaft slide into her. She could feel every little bump on his shaft as it entered into her. 

The tribesman grunted as he reached out and squeezed her soft white breasts. His rough fingers pinched her sensitive, cherry red nipples as he thrust his hips forward, jamming the remainder of his long hard shaft deep into her hot wet pussy.. Gwen gasped as her body shuddered in response, having never experienced something so thick and long inside her. 

He paused, letting her pussy adjust to his girth before he began to slowly pull out. Gwen squirmed as she felt the lips of her pussy clench tightly around his shaft. She could feel the shaft trembling as it pulled out from between her legs, inch by pleasurous inch. 

“Ohmygodohmygodohmygod…” She whispered as the tribesman squeezed her breasts harder while his shaft pulled back. 

When he was about halfway out, he paused and pushed his hips forward again. 

Gwen moaned loudly as she felt the shaft barrel back into her, faster than his initial entrance. The tribesman moved his hands away from her breasts to grab her ankles and keep her legs spread wide open as he thrust. 

Gwen wiggled her toes and trembled as the tribesman began to move his hips back and forth. His powerful black cock slammed deep into her before sliding out about halfway. The tribesman was gentle, making sure to keep his thrusts slow and steady. With each thrust, he pulled his shaft out a bit further before

sliding it all right back into her soaking wet cunt. 

Gwen could hardly breathe as her body turned white hot. With her back arched, she let out another loud moan, feeling the heat inside her intensify and flood her senses. She could feel every little drop of sweat on her skin as it rolled down onto the cot. A sharp, high pitched ringing filled her ears as the tribesman began to thrust a bit harder. 

The base of his cock slammed into her, sending vibrations through her each time he slammed forward. He pulled her ankles onto his broad shoulders and leaned forward, stretching his legs and pushing Gwen’s toes towards the cot. She was basically being folded in half as he straightened while thrusting. 

Once he was able to stretch his legs, he began to thrust harder and faster, slamming the entire length of his powerful shaft in and out. Each time he slammed forward, his big black balls smacked loudly against her ass cheeks. 

Gwen gasped, with each powerful slam, her ass turning bright red from the hammering. 

Gwen gripped tightly onto the cot below her as she moaned and trembled. It felt as though the entire hut they were in was trembling, as if there was an earthquake. The ringing in her ears continued as the warmth within her exploded. Her entire body felt as though it tightened as she cried out in pleasure. 

“OH MY GAAAAAAAAHWD!” She screamed as she shook her head wildly. 

Her body trembled wildly as she climaxed. She had never felt this level of pleasure before, nearly blacking out from the intense tingling that ran through her. Gwen cried out in pleasure as her pussy squeezing tightly around the tribesman’s shaft. After a few more thrusts, he paused, letting her squirm in pleasure below him. Once her climax subsided, he pulled his cock out with a slick wet pop and smacked it against her pussy lips. Gwen took a few deep breaths, trying to compose herself as she stared between her legs in astonishment. 

Chapter 8

The tribesman pulled Gwen up and spun her around, placing her on her hands and knees. She gasped as she felt his cock press against her soaking wet pussy, gently nudging the tip into her. The thick rounded tip gilded back into her tight pink pussy. Gwen tilted her head upward as she gripped tightly onto the cot beneath her, moaning lightly as the black rod entered into her again. 

He gripped her hips and thrust forward, slamming his cock deep into her, his balls smacking against her sensitive clit. Gwen squealed as he began to hammer his cock in and out of her, his hands roaming her hips and ass cheeks. She tensed up as she felt his fingers slide between her ass cheeks, circling and teasing her tightly clenched backdoor. 

“Yes! YES! YEEEEEEEEESSsss!” She screamed as he pounded in and out of her. 

Each time he thrust forward, his fat black balls smashed against her clit, the sound loudly echoing in the small hut. Gwen could barely support herself, falling on her elbows as the tribesman hammered away. His thrusts were faster and harder than before. He made sure to pull his shaft out, all the way until only the tip was still inside her before he slammed right back in. Now on her elbows and knees, her ass tilted up a bit higher towards him and he slipped his thumb into her virgin backdoor. 

“OH GOD!” She screamed loudly, feeling the foreign intruder dig into her ass. 

He seemed to enjoy her screams of ecstasy as he began to thrust harder, slamming with all his might while his thumb continue to toy with her ass. His balls hammered against her sensitive clit with each powerful thrust. Gwen’s knees felt weak as she pressed her face into the cot below her. 

The tribesman grunted as he squeezed her ass cheek with his free hand while he leaned in a bit closer towards her. Gwen’s hard nipples rubbed against the cot as her breasts bounced back and forth wildly. She gritted her teeth as her body trembled wildly yet again, a blast of warmth shooting through her. 

“YES! OH GOD YEEEEESSSSS!” Gwen screamed as she fell forward, her elbows collapsing down. 

Her upper body was pressed down while her ass was still in the air. The tribesman spit between her ass cheeks and began pumping his thumb in and out of her ass while continuing to hammer into her soaking wet cunt. Gwen could hardly breathe as her most recent climax rocked her to her core. Her knees buckled and she collapsed entirely onto the cot, her legs giving out from under her. Yet the tribesman was still unrelenting, pulling his thumb out of her ass to help leverage his upper body so that he could slam even harder. 

“Don’t…. Don’t fucking stop! YES!” Gwen cried out. 

The tribesman continued, sliding the entire length of his shaft in and out with each stroke. Gwen was amazed that he was still going. Her husband would have been done long ago while barely being able to please her. 

Gwen took long deep breaths as the tribesman slowed and pulled his cock out from her twitching pussy. He reached over and dunked his hand into the pot containing the strange lubricant. He lathered it on her ass cheeks and then between them, making her gasp as the cool sticky liquid slipped past her backdoor. She froze as she felt the tip of his massive black cock against her ass, gently prodding it. 

“Whoa, whoa there big guy, that’s not going to fit,” Gwen whimpered as she peered back. 

The tribesman held tightly onto his shaft and gently pushed forward. The thick bulbous tip of his cock slowly opened up her once virgin ass. Gwen gasped and tried to calm herself, taking deep breaths and closing her eyes as she felt the tip of his cock nudge in further. 

“Ohgodohgodohgodohgod…” Gwen whispered as the tip slowly entered into her ass. 

The high pitched ringing in her ears returned, stronger than before, causing her to get a slight bit of a headache. She could hardly breathe as her backdoor stretched to take in the massive girth of the tribesman’s thick black cock. Her body trembled wildly, her pussy quivered uncontrollably, and she gripped tightly onto the cot below her as the tip finally popped in. 

The tribesman took his time, slowly pushing his hips forward and sliding his big black cock in, inch by inch. Gwen could feel every little bump on his shaft as it

pushed into her tightly clenched ass. Her body felt as though it were on fire, and she could feel goose bumps on her skin as the cock slid in further. Each little drop of sweat that slid down her body made her skin tingle, and she nearly blacked out from the various heightened sensations. 

Her toes wiggled as she closed her eyes and took in deep gasps of air. It felt like an eternity for his balls to finally press against her soft wet pussy. Gwen couldn’t believe it, the entire length of the tribesman’s shaft was now throbbing inside her once virgin ass. He paused and waited, letting her get adjusted as he slid one hand around her waist and rubbed his index finger against her clit. 

What felt like jolts of electricity ran down Gwen’s body, making her shake uncontrollably beneath the tribesman. She raised her ass up slightly to let the tribesman rub her clit faster. Her tight little backdoor clenched even tighter around the black monstrous shaft as she felt yet another climax. 

“OH MY FUCKING GAAAAAAAAAAAAAA!” She screamed and rubbed her face into the soft cot beneath her as her body felt as though it burst into flames. 

The tribesman began to thrust his hips at a consistent, yet slow and deliberate pace, slamming his cock into her tightening ass. Her pussy clenched and unclenched as she climaxed, her juices squirting out from between her legs. She couldn’t believe the absolute bliss she was feeling as the powerful black man had his way with her ass. 

As his thrusts grew faster, her eyes rolled back and her body went limp as she blacked out from the intense pleasure. The tribesman continued to thrust, not knowing. The hut echoed with the sounds of sweaty, wet skin slapping against skin as he thrust faster. 

Chapter 9

Gwen blinked several times as she regained her senses. She wasn’t sure how long she was out but the tribesman was still grunting and groaning as he slammed into her. The cot below was soaked in her juices and she gasped as the tingling pleasure surrounded her again. She could feel the thick black cock in her ass quivering faster as he tilted his head back and groaned. 

Within mere moments, he groaned and slid the entire length of his shaft into her. 

Gwen trembled as well as she felt him unleash his powerful, thick load. He squeezed her ass cheeks as he grunted, his cock spasming as he climaxed. She felt his hot cum fill her ass quickly, his cock like a long, hard hose spouting out a stream of his seed. 

“Oh my…. Yes…” Gwen whispered as the thick, sticky load filled her. 

The tribesman let out one last groan and paused, his cock growing slightly limp as the last spurts of his seed filled her ass. He gripped on the base of his cock and slowly pulled back, his slick, cum covered shaft slipping out with a wet pop. 

A stream of his seed also flowed out from between her ass cheeks and down the lips of her pussy. He tapped his shaft against her ass cheeks before he quietly stood up and left the hut. Gwen closed her eyes again, completely exhausted, and soon fell asleep. 

She was startled awake by Ada. Gwen blinked several times as Ada smiled and helped her sit up. 

“How… How long was I out?” Gwen asked. 

“Short time. Wanted you to rest a little,” Ada responded. “Ian come back soon. 

Do you want to clean?” She asked. 

Gwen nodded as she felt cum leak out of her ass. She gasped as she felt the strange sensation of the tribesman’s thick load sneaking out. “Yes, I definitely need to clean up,” she answered. 

“Come,” Ada said as she held Gwen’s wrist. 

Gwen slowly got to her feet, her ass aching, and her knees weak as she stood. 

More cum leaked out of her ass as Ada helped her walk out of the hut. The two quietly made their way to a nearby tub of some sort. Gwen groaned as she raised her leg to step into the tub full of hot water. A part of her worried that the tub would break, as it looked to be made of wood. 

“Take time,” Ada said as she helped Gwen into the hot water. 

She sank into the tub, the warm heat enveloping her and helping her body relax. 

Her aching muscles loosened and she closed her eyes. She leaned her head back against the edge of the tub and let out a long sigh. 

“Was fun?” Ada asked as she crouched next to Gwen from outside the tub. 

“Oh yes, incredible,” Gwen responded. 

“You can do again,” Ada suggested. 

Gwen laughed and shook her head. “Oh my, not already. Everything is aching.” 

“Your husband comes back,” Ada said as she pointed towards a group of men. 

“Oh dear, I hope he doesn’t ask to have sex tonight. He might notice how…

loose I am.” 

“Prince and King will keep him busy,” Ada replied with a grin. 

Ian slowly approached and waved at Gwen. She smiled and waved back, struggling to raise her arm. “I’m naked and taking a bath,” she called out to Ian. 

He paused and raised both his arms up. “Outside? Really?” He yelled back. 

“We’re not exactly in a first class hotel Ian,” Gwen responded. 

Ian laughed and nodded. “Ok, well the Prince and the King want me to stay with them tonight. Are you okay with that?” 

“Of course! Go on, I’m fine here,” Gwen replied. 

Ada tapped her arm and laughed. “See?” 

“Thank goodness,” Gwen sighed as she closed her eyes again. 

Chapter 10

Ian wandered back and forth, his hands at his hips as he paced. Gwen sighed and looked up at him. “What is it?” She asked. 

“Hm? Oh it’s Hasani, he does not seem to be fully on board with the idea of letting me spread my message,” Ian replied. “His father doesn’t seem to mind, but he’s really hesitant about something.” 

“Well, religion is a tough thing for many cultures to understand. It will take time,” Gwen said. 

He nodded and placed a finger on his chin. “I guess, but I feel like we should be making more progress. It’s been almost a week and we seem to be going back and forth about the same things.” 

“Well, I’m fine staying longer,” Gwen replied with a smile. Her body was just now fully recovered from the exciting experience she had with the tribesman. 

For at least a couple of days she had trouble walking because of her sore ass. 

“Are you sure? You were limping a couple of days ago. I thought your back was sore?” 

“It was, but I’m getting used to sleeping on this cot now,” Gwen answered. 

“And isn’t this heat getting to you?” 

“Oh please, we’re both from the South. I mean, it’s a bit of a dry heat, but it’s manageable. I want to make sure you get everything you need out of this trip,” 

she replied. 

Ian smiled and kissed her on the forehead. “You are so understanding. I knew it was a good idea to bring you here with me.” 

“Absolutely, I’m actually really enjoying it here. Ada is great and she’s showing me all kinds of new things I’ve never seen before,” Gwen replied. 

“I’ve got to admit, Ada, for an African, she’s got quite the uh…” Ian paused as he saw Gwen’s eyes shift, turning into more of a glare. “Um… great English,” 

he stuttered. 

“She’s got quite the great English?” 

“Sorry, getting my tongue twisted, it’s been an exhausting couple of days,” he replied. 

“Yeah, I bet,” Gwen replied as she rolled her eyes. 

Ian cleared his throat and wiped his forehead with the back of his hand. “Well uh, I guess I should head out now. Another meeting with the Prince and hopefully the King,” he continued. “Don’t forget this,” Gwen responded as she handed him his tie. “You have to look professional.” Ian nodded, took the tie and rushed out of the hut. 

Gwen stretched her arms and yawned. She bit her lower lip as she remembered the Prince’s impressive manhood. Her body grew warm at the thought and she quickly got to her feet. She rushed out of the hut and ran after Ian. 

“Wait, Ian! Hold on!” Gwen shouted as she rushed towards him. 

Her husband paused and turned around, looking confused. She slowed before coming to a stop in front of him. “What is it?” Ian asked, looking concerned. 

“It’s the Prince that’s giving you a hard time?” Gwen inquired. 

“Yeah, like I said, the King seems to be onboard, but it’s just Hasani that seems like he’s a bit squeamish.” 

“Well, I know Ada is close with him, and I’m getting close with Ada. Why don’t I give it a shot with Hasani some time? You be with the King and I’ll try to convince Hasani to listen to you a bit more,” Gwen suggested. 

Ian scratched his chin as he looked at his wife. “I don’t know… This is a pretty patriarchal tribe. I don’t think they’d even take a chance to listen to a woman,” 

he said. 

“From what I’ve heard from Ada, they’re actually extremely sensitive to what women have to say. Why not give it a chance? What’s the worst that can happen? We waste a couple of extra days?” Gwen replied. 

“Well…” Ian paused as he looked around and then back at his wife. “I mean, if you’re okay with the couple of extra days, then I guess I’m fine,” he continued. 

Gwen smiled and kissed Ian on the cheek. “Thanks for having faith in me,” she said as she turned and walked back towards the hut. Her body trembled as she thought about what Hasani could do to her with his big black cock. She could feel the folds of her sex grow wetter with each step towards the hut. The first order of business for her was to get Ada to convince Hasani to meet with her alone. After that, Gwen was going to do everything in her power to seduce the Prince…
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