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Chapter 11

Gwen bit her lower lip as she watched a group of tribesmen heading towards her and her husband, Ian. Ada, her guide, was to her side, busily braiding up some sort of rope. 

“Ah! Prince Hasani!” Ian greeted as he stepped forward and extended his right hand. 

“Mister Ian,” the Prince responded with his heavy accent. “Did you have a good night?” He asked. 

“Yes! Thank you for the amazing evening. It was an absolute pleasure trying the different foods and wines you offered last night,” Ian replied with a huge grin. 

He was making some headway with trying to introduce a bit of religion to the tribe but the Prince was still hesitant. While King Ode seemed to embrace it to a certain degree, he allowed his son to be the ultimate decision maker. Ian had tried for several days and nights now to try and have the young Prince come around. 

“I wish I had brought some of my own bourbon. I think you would’ve liked it,” 

Ian replied. 

“Burn bon?” Hasani responded, confused. 

“Oh, no, bourbon. It’s a powerful drink,” Ian replied. 

Gwen rolled her eyes. While her husband was very religious, he still drank from time to time. While he was a bit on the heavy side, he sure didn’t drink like one. 

Half a shot or more would easily put him in a woozy state, and two would knock him out for the night. 

“And you, miss?” Hasani asked as he looked down at Gwen. 

Gwen smiled and looked up at him. She was still taken aback by how tall he was. “Oh, I’m having lots of fun,” she replied. “Ada here has shown me things and had me experience things I had never imagined,” Gwen continued as she looked over at Ada. 

“Good, good,” the Prince responded with a nod. “Umsebenzi omuhle Ada.” 

Ada smiled and nodded back at the Prince. “Kubonga mina,” she said as she bowed a little. 

“Ada has also told me you would like to meet with me?” Hasani inquired. 

“Yes, I figured you’ve heard enough of Ian and I could change things up a bit,” 

Gwen replied with a smile. 

Her heart raced as she stared at him, trying her best to stop her eyes from looking below his neck. He was completely naked except for the tiny loincloth covering his manhood. Though, the tip of it still managed to peek out from under it. 

“You think you can outspeak this man?” Hasani laughed as he placed his large right hand on my husband’s meek little shoulder. 

He squeezed a bit, making Ian wince as he looked over at me and smiled. “She’s got quite a way with words,” Ian responded. 

“We will see about that. But I have…” Hasani paused as he looked up, as if he were trying to find the right words. 

“A meeting,” Ada interrupted. 

“Meeting? Ah, yes, meeting,” the Prince said as he nodded. “We have another tribe visiting for a few days,” he continued. 

“Another tribe?” Gwen inquired. 

“Dubaku, Chieftain from out in the mountains. Trade,” Hasani answered. 

Gwen nodded and for a moment, her eyes trailed downwards. At the same time, a small gust of wind passed by, causing the fabric of his loincloth to blow upward. She gasped and her eyes widened as she saw his manhood. In her brief glance, she noticed that, like the other members of his tribe, he was uncircumcised. 

His shaft was easily as thick as her wrist, and the length was comparable to the

length between her wrist and elbow. A chill ran up her spine, her eyes unable to look away. As the loincloth slowly made its way down to cover his member, she noticed something odd with his shaft. It looked incredibly bumpy, dots lining around his shaft. 

Hasani and her eyes met and his lips curled upward slightly. Gwen’s cheeks turned pink as she quickly looked away. She looked over at Ada, watching as she finished up her braiding. 

“After they leave, we will meet,” Hasani said as he moved his hand away from Ian’s shoulder. 

Gwen turned her attention back to him and gave him a small nod. Ian laughed and shook his head. “You don’t have to seriously consider it,” he said. 

“Of course I do. It is my job as Prince to listen to everyone,” Hasani replied as he turned. 

He and his group of tribesmen walked off but paused. Hasani turned and walked back towards Ian. “Ah, my father and I will be unable to meet but still, my people will treat you, and you have my permission to teach what you wish to teach. But do not press too much,” he informed before turning and heading out. 

Chapter 12

Ada sipped on her soup and looked over at Gwen. She tapped on her shoulder, breaking the white woman out of her trance. “Are you okay?” Ada asked. 

“Huh? Oh, sorry, I uh…” Gwen paused and shook her head. “Sorry, I was thinking about something,” she continued. 

“Important?” 

“Oh no, I mean, it’s nothing,” she replied, hesitating slightly. 

She couldn’t get the image of Hasani’s manhood out of her head. Gwen wondered if Ada might know why there were bumps on the Prince’s shaft. 

Though, she knew it wouldn’t be appropriate to ask. 

“Seems important,” Ada said. 

“Well…” Gwen paused as she looked at Ada. “This is a bit… inappropriate but…” She bit her lower lip as she tried to think through her question. “It’s just… I saw… I mean, the Prince, when the wind blew, I saw his… well…” 

Gwen bit her lower lip. 

“His?” 

“His… You know… His penis,” Gwen said shyly, her lips trembling as her words left her mouth. 

“Yes, it is very impressive,” Ada replied. 

“So, you’ve seen it?” 

“Of course,” Ada laughed. “All who have been with him describe it as pleasure beyond belief.” 

“Have you?” 

“Almost but on that night, after three women, he was far too tired,” Ada answered. 

“What? He was with three women on one night? How is that… At the same time?” Gwen asked, her curiosity beginning to grow. 

“Oh no, one after another. It was during a ceremony of when he was born, and an official transition to have a part of power bestowed to him from our King,” 

Ada answered. 

Gwen’s eyes widened at the answer. “One after another? That is… How is that possible?” 

“He could have gone longer but too much to drink,” Ada responded. “I was disappointed.” 

“I can’t believe… I mean, I have never heard of a man lasting past one,” Gwen said. 

“One? That is such a…” Ada paused as she looked for the right words. “Tease? 

Yes, tease. That is such a tease.” 

Gwen shook her head, stunned by Ada’s words. “No… I mean… That’s not how it normally is.” 

“You joke, right?” Ada questioned, looking nearly as stunned as Gwen, but obviously for differing reasons. 

“No, it… It’s not. Unless it’s your profession, like a pornstar,” Gwen continued. 

“Porn… star? What is that?” 

Gwen shook her head. “Oh jeez, nothing. Forget I mentioned it. But really, it’s hard to believe for someone like me.” 

Ada shrugged. “I don’t see why,” she said as she finished her soup and placed her bowl on the ground. “You were with Mandla. He was still strong right?” 

Gwen’s face turned red as she thought about her experience with the powerful black tribesman. She did recall that he was still somewhat hard after they had finished. Yet still, she couldn’t quite believe Ada’s words. She drank her soup and lowered her bowl as she thought about her amazingly pleasurable time with the Chef. Her crotch grew warm as she thought about it. 

“What are you going to talk to the Prince about?” Ada inquired as she crossed her legs and leaned back. 

“Well… I was going to talk to him about Ian’s mission, but honestly, I…” Gwen paused as she bit her trembling lower lip. “I wanted to try and seduce him,” she continued, the words sounding strange as they left. 

“Seduce? Ha, ha, ha, ha,” Ada laughed, nearly falling backwards. 

Gwen felt silly and looked away. She couldn’t believe she had told Ada. Ada seemed to take notice and paused before lightly grabbing Gwen’s hand. 

“Oh, you don’t have to worry. You won’t have to seduce, he will greatly enjoy your company,” Ada said. 

“What do you mean?” Gwen asked. 

“He enjoys the company of white women,” Ada laughed. “They seem to enjoy him as well. Though, they do not come here often.” 

“Really? Is it because of… the bumps on his shaft?” Gwen asked. 

“Bumps? Ah yes, that is something I have heard feels amazing,” Ada replied. 

“What… What are those bumps?” 

“Hm? They are… ah…” Ada looked upwards as she thought. “What is word…

Ah… Plants? No… ah… inputs?” 

“Implants?” Gwen asked. 

“Ah… implants? Maybe that is word. It is something the members of the royal blood must endure when they come of age. They place those orbs, made of gold,” Ada answered. 

“What? Is that even… Is that safe? Or even sanitary?” 

“Safe, yes. It is tradition through ages. No issues.” 

Gwen was surprised. She had never heard of such a tradition. Her mind flashed back to his shaft as she envisioned it yet again. Once more, her body turned hot, 

her loins burning with lust at the thought. 

“Ah, to prepare…” Ada started as she stood up and walked to a different area of the hut. 

She dug something out from one of the dressers and handed it to Gwen. It was a thick wooden phallic object, with some dots adorned near the center of the shaft. 

Gwen gasped as she looked at it and held it. It was surprisingly smooth. 

“What in the world?” Gwen questioned. 

“You should practice with that before you decide to bed with the Prince,” Ada suggested. 

“I can’t… That’s…” Gwen looked down at the object, squeezing it a bit and twirling it. 

“It’s still not as long or ah… thick? But it should prepare you,” Ada said. 

“I can’t possibly use this.” 

“You will not be prepared for the Prince, trust me. And do not worry on your man. He will be busy with what is planned for him,” Ada informed. 

Gwen hesitated for a bit until Ada grabbed a bag and handed it to her. “You can use bag to hide,” she said. 

There was a long moment of silence before Gwen took the bag and placed the object, the wooden dildo, into it. Ada smiled and nodded in approval. “There is also a… ah… vase with liquid to help put it in,” she informed Gwen. “I will place next to your hut tonight. Your man will ah… stay the night with the other tribesmen, drinking night away.” 

Gwen nodded silently as she stood up and headed out. Her heart raced as she thought about Ada’s words. She wasn’t quite sure if she was ready to use the dildo but the folds of her sex were already growing wet at the thought. 

Chapter 13

The small pyre outside of the hut cackled in the silent night as Gwen stared at the wooden dildo. As Ada had promised, a vase full of lubricant had been placed right outside. She could hear men cheering, hooting and hollering in the distance, mixed in with the sounds of drum beats. It was where Ian was spending his time, and as Ada had informed her, was most likely spending the night. 

Her heart raced faster as her fingers ran down the bumps on the center of the shaft. She felt slight tingles run up her spine as her fingers reached the base. 

Ada’s words ran through her mind, the Prince was longer and thicker than the dildo. Gwen could hardly believe it, but as her mind flashed back to the image of the Prince’s manhood, she knew that Ada was telling the truth. 

She caressed the shaft, gently rubbing it as her own body grew warm. Her fingers trembled with the dildo in her hand, the smooth wood hard to grasp at times. 

She looked over to her right, where she had place a bowl full of the lubricant she had taken from the vase. Her legs trembled and the lips of her sex clenched tightly. Gwen peeled off her panties and spread her legs before rubbing the tip of the dildo against her crotch. A light moan escaped her lips as she felt the cool smooth wood run along the lips of her wet sex. 

“I can’t believe I’m doing this,” she whispered to herself. 

Gwen placed the dildo next to her leg and dipped two fingers into the bowl. She gently rubbed her crotch before slowly inserting a finger in. The warm folds of her sex tightened around her finger and she moaned. Her second finger slowly entered as she thought about her mind blowing experience with Mandla, the chef that Ada had introduced her to not long ago. 

Her toes curled as she began to slide her two fingers in and out of her sex. She leaned back slightly and the dildo pressed against her inner thigh. Her pussy clenched even tighter with anticipation as she felt the wooden object. She curled her fingers slightly as they slid in and out, touching her most sensitive spot. 

“Mm…” She moaned as her fingers began to glide in and out faster. 

With her free hand, she reached out and grabbed the wooden dildo. She dipped it in the bowl and pulled it out, gazing at the glistening wooden shaft before gripped it and pulling her fingers out from between her legs. She held the dildo with both hands and placed the bulbous tip against her pink pussy lips. 

Her body trembled as she pressed the tip towards her crotch, gently pressing it against her pussy lips. The cool wooden dildo, mixed with the slightly chilled lubricant from the vase made her whole body shiver. She slid the dildo up and down between her legs, not yet putting it inside her. 

“This can’t fit… can it?” She whispered to herself. 

The dildo felt slightly thicker and longer than Mandla, though she wasn’t quite sure. Mandla, the chef, was quite large and she had initially thought that she was not going to be able to take in his manhood. Yet, he had been able to slide it between her legs and deep into her. She closed her eyes, gripped the shaft tightly and imagined Mandla as she slowly pressed the tip in. 

“Oh… Oh my…” Gwen whispered as she felt the lips of her sex struggle to take in the grith of the dildo. 

Her lips trembled and her body shook as she slowly continued, spreading her pussy lips with two fingers and pulling the dildo in. It was a struggle, but the bulbous tip managed to push in and she had to pause, letting her body get adjusted to the thick, solid shaft of the dildo. She took slow, deep, deliberate breaths as she gripped the dildo and continued to pull it into her wet sex. 

“Mmm… God… It’s so thick…” She whispered as it slowly slid in. 

She arched her back and continued pushing the dildo in. Her body quivered as she reached the bumpy area of the shaft. She gasped as the first row of bumps entered, and she had to pause, feeling waves of pleasure roll through her. It was the strangest feeling, yet she knew there were at least five more rows of bumps to go. 

Her hands trembled as they gripped the base and pulled the dildo in. Another row, then another, bump after bump sent chills down her spine each time. She could hardly breathe as the dildo slowly sank deeper into her. 

“Gah… It’s in so deep already,” she gasped as she looked down between her

legs. 

There was one last row of bumps left, and then the remainder of the long shaft. 

She began to wonder what the Prince would feel like. His shaft had more bumps from top of the shaft, not just the center like the wooden dildo in her hands. 

Her pussy tightened around the wooden rod, clamping tightly as she began to pull it back out. Four rows of bumps slid out and she froze as a ball of warmth circled through her. She couldn’t believe the strange pleasurous sensations that were coursing through her from the dildo. 

“Oh fuck…” She whispered as she pushed the dildo back in, sliding it back in past the last row of bumps this time. 

Her toes dug into the cot below her as she curled them, her back arching and her legs trembling wildly. Gwen began to slide the dildo back and forth into her soaking wet pussy. She moved one hand up and rubbed her clit while gliding the dildo in and out with the other. Her body shook as she felt the warmth in her body concentrate around her lower body. 

“Oh yes… Yes… YEEESSSSSss…” She moaned as she climaxed. 

She stopped sliding the dildo in and out of her but continued to rub on her sensitive clit wildly. Her legs convulsed and her pussy clenched tightly onto the dildo as rolling waves of pleasure rushed from the tips of her toes to the top of her head. A ringing filled her ears as she reached up with her left hand to squeeze her left breast. 

“OH FUCK!” She cried out as the dildo slipped out from between her legs, sending tingling sensations through her. 

Gwen laid still, breathing slowly as she moved her right hand up to squeeze her other breast. Her pussy quivered as she lay still, he body cooling down as her climax finally subsided. She couldn’t believe how powerful her orgasm was from just masturbating with the bumpy dildo. Gwen wondered how much more different the Prince’s bumpy, rigid member would feel. 

“Whew…” 

She slowly sat up and grabbed the dildo. It glistened in the light from her juices

and she twirled it around. She felt light headed as she stared at it, amazed by the pleasure it had provided. After a few more moments, she placed it back in the bag and hid it in a corner of the room within a small straw basket. Once it was well hidden, she laid back down on the cot and closed her eyes, falling into a deep sleep almost immediately. 

Chapter 14

Gwen spread her legs and stretched, leaning forward and groaning as she felt a burn on her lower back and down the underside of her legs. Her breasts pressed against the ground and she placed her arms above her head, breathing slow. She wiggled her toes as her upper body pressed down, her legs still spread wide on the ground. 

“Now up,” Ada whispered from beside her. 

She was in the same pose, but wasn’t struggling as much. Gwen slowly pulled her upper body upward and breathed in. Back at home she had practiced yoga, but had neglected to continue when she had arrived in Africa. She had mentioned it in passing with Ada, and surprisingly her African guide knew what she was talking about. 

“And that is ah… how I end,” Ada said as she smiled and crossed her legs. 

Gwen wiped sweat off her forehead and fanned herself with her other hand. 

“Whew, that was pretty intense stretching. I still can’t believe you knew what I was talking about.” 

“Yoga?” 

“Yeah, I didn’t realize it was global,” Gwen replied. 

Ada shrugged. “It is part of our routine, even for our men. To hunt, to ah… find fruits, we must all stretch and be careful not to ah… injure ourselves.” 

“I see. Well, I am pooped,” Gwen said as she leaned back, her legs still spread wide. 

“You must use washroom?” Ada inquired. 

Gwen laughed and shook her head. “Oh no, I meant I am exhausted.” 

Ada looked at Gwen, confused. She had never heard such terms being used in the manner that Gwen was using them. Gwen continued to laugh and leaned back further, supporting her upper body with her elbows. 

“So… what should I do with the uh… thing you gave me?” Gwen asked. 

“Hm?” 

“You know, the uh… wooden… well, you know…” 

“Ah! Yes. You continue to use?” Ada inquired. 

“Continue?” Gwen responded. “I used it a couple nights ago and then I hid it away,” she continued. 

Ada shook her head disapprovingly. “You need to continue if you wish to take the Prince,” she informed. 

“I can’t do that. I mean, I’m still sore a bit down there,” Gwen replied as she looked down between her wide spread legs. 

“You will not be able to handle the Prince,” Ada said. 

“I think I can,” Gwen answered. “I’m sure he’s not as hard as the wood.” 

“Maybe harder,” Ada giggled. “From what others tell me, even ah… practice make it hard,” she said, unable to hold in her laughter. 

“See? You’re joking,” Gwen replied, laughing along. 

Ada shook her head. “No, that is what others say.” 

“Well, maybe I can try again tonight. But, I have no idea how I’m supposed to keep using it. Have you ever used it?” Gwen inquired. 

“Yes, before when I was younger.” 

“Younger? You’re already young!” 

Ada continued laughing and shook her head. “No, I am not as young as ah… you think,” she said. The two continued laughing when a tribesman walked in. Ada looked up and tilted her head. 

“Dubu, kwenzenjani?” Ada asked. 

The tribesman pointed outside. “INkosi ibuyele emuva.” 

“Oh!” Ada looked at Gwen. “The Prince is back.” 

“Already?” Gwen asked. 

“Seems yes. The ah… talks must have been ah… success?” Ada said as she stood up. 

Gwen smiled and stood up as well, groaning a bit as she felt her legs cramp slightly. She paused and eyed the tribesman, biting her lower lip as she looked at his crotch. Like the Prince, he was only wearing a loincloth, his large black member dangling just behind it. She could see his big black balls hanging even lower, like two large tangerines swaying lightly on a branch. 

“We should go and greet him,” Gwen suggested. 

“Of course,” Ada replied as she walked out of the hut. 

Gwen followed behind and took her time as she walked by the tribesman’s wide frame. She purposefully faced her back towards him, rubbing her ass cheeks past the tribesman’s loincloth. Her heart skipped a beat as she felt his rod against her tight spandex shorts. She wondered if she might be able to practice with him instead of the wooden dildo. 

Chapter 15

Gwen wiped the sweat off her forehead and let out a long sigh as the hot sun beamed down on her. She had just finished meeting with the Prince and was now waiting for her husband to finish talking with him. Ada tapped her on the shoulder and pulled her over to a nearby hut to stand in the shade. 

“He’s always so talkative,” Gwen complained. “Can’t believe he butted in while I was talking with the Prince.” 

She crossed her arms as she glared at her husband sweating away in the sun. Her eyes moved over to Hasani, dancing along his glistening muscles and pausing at his tight, hard ass. She licked her lips and tapped her foot on the ground, wondering when she would get a chance to seduce the powerful Prince. 

“Calm yourself. The Prince will schedule with you,” Ada informed as if she were reading Gwen’s mind. 

“Really?” Gwen replied excitedly. 

“If the Prince says he will do something, he will.” 

Gwen bit her lower lip and continued staring at the Prince. Every time he moved, she could see his muscles flex. She wasn’t sure if it was the heat from the sun or from within, but she was growing hotter and hotter by the minute. 

“Would it be rude of me to try and schedule something soon?” Gwen asked. 

“Quite ah… not patient,” Ada replied with a smirk. “Why so rush?” 

“It’s just… After playing around with that wooden… well, you know… I really want to know what it really feels like. Ian hasn’t been around much at all lately. 

He’s constantly at these gatherings, coming back late in the afternoon hungover. 

And wow… that tribesman that stopped by, he really just got my blood flowing,” 

Gwen blurted. 

“Dubu?” Ada said. 

“The what?” 

“His name was Dubu. Do you want to meet with him?” Ada asked. 

“What? I mean…” Gwen paused and looked over to the hut that the two had walked out from. The dark skinned ebony man continued standing in the sun, still at the entrance of the hut. She felt a tingle as she looked at him, recalling the feeling of his manhood against her ass. 

“He is very, very good. Mandla was chef, he is warrior, powerful,” Ada said. Her eyes widened and she tapped on Gwen’s shoulder. “Good practice,” she egged on. 

Gwen laughed and shook her head. “Oh come on. Really?” 

Her eyes remained on the black tribesman. His skin was like oil, near black, and it shimmered under the bright sunlight. It reflected off his wide chest as he stood silently staring at the Prince and Ian from a distance. 

Gwen gulped and placed her thumb on her chin as she contemplated. The folds of her sex were growing wet as she thought about it. Her skin tight spandex shorts clung to her quivering pussy lips as she looked over at Ada. 

“You know… maybe I should. But I am still a tiny bit sore…” Gwen started. 

“Hm… You may become more ah… sore then. He is not gentle, he is like beast,” 

Ada replied. 

A chill ran up Gwen’s spine as she heard Ada’s words. She did want to know what it felt like to be ravaged by a big black tribesman. Mandla was on the gentler side but she wondered what an aggressive tribesman would do with her. 

She sucked in her lips and nodded. 

“That’ll be okay. But I’ll have to hope that the Prince schedules his meeting with me a bit later then…” Gwen said. 

“I will work to have that done,” Ada replied with a devilish grin. “Now come, let us go talk with Dubu…” She continued as she grabbed Gwen by the wrist and began walking towards the dark skinned tribesman. 

Chapter 16

Gwen’s heart raced as she pulled off her tight spandex top followed by her shorts. She wasn’t wearing any underwear. Dubu, the dark skinned warrior tribesman grunted in approval as he undid his loincloth. Ada had introduced the two and brought them to a hut further on the edges of the village. She had informed Gwen that Dubu was one of the tribe’s fiercest warriors and was one of, if not the most, trusted member of the Prince’s inner circle. If Dubu trusted someone, the Prince trusted them. 

Dubu’s long, thick member dangled between his legs as Gwen slowly approached him. Her legs shook as she stared down at his crotch. His manhood was even thicker than Mandla’s, but it seemed slightly shorter in length. She slowly got on her knees and dipped her hands into a vase next to the warrior; it was the same lubricant that Ada had given her and she had used previously. 

Her hands trembled as she rubbed the slippery, and somewhat sticky lubricant along Dubu’s shaft, gently stroking it to life. His flaccid member hardened quickly in her grasp, throbbing as it grew longer and surprisingly thicker. Her earlier thought that his shaft was shorter than Mandla’s was soon forgotten as it grew. 

“Wow…” She whispered, watching his member harden as she stroked his shaft with both hands. 

His shaft was longer than her two hands next to one another. She had to actively move both her hands up and down to cover the entire length. And his girth, her fingers couldn’t wrap fully around his glistening, thick, black cock. 

She salivated a bit as she squeezed her hands and stroked a bit faster, twisting her wrists a bit with each stroke to further pleasure the powerful warrior. He groaned in approval as he reached out and ran his fingers through her soft hair. 

She felt a slight tug as he pulled her face towards his crotch, and she knew exactly what he wanted. 

Her lip gently wrapped around the tip of his cock; tongue circling around it as her mouth sank in. The tribesman groaned and tilted his head back as the warmth enveloped the tip of his bulbous cock. Gwen reached up and stroked his member

as she continued moving her head forwards, taking in his shaft inch by inch. She struggled as she reached past the tip, gagging slightly as it pressed into her throat. 

Gwen had to pull back and focus on the tip, sucking on it while sliding her tongue back and forth. She moved her head back and pulled her cock upwards so she could lick the underside of his shaft. Her tongue glided up and down several times before circling the base of his shaft. She closed in, wrapping her lips around his balls and sucking on them while continuing to stroke his shaft. 

“Mmm…” Gwen moaned as she pulled back and pulled his cock back towards her lips. 

Her tongue circled around the tip before she leaned in and lightly nibbled on it. 

Dubu groaned and his ass cheeks clenched, never having felt this type of pleasure before. None of the women in the tribe were as skilled as the white woman was when it came to pleasuring with their mouths. 

Gwen paused and laid back, spreading her legs and opening up her pussy lips with two fingers. She licked her lips and winked at the tribesman, using her other hand to point at his cock, then at her open pussy lips. Dubu easily understood what she wanted and grabbed his shaft. 

The moment the tip of his hot cock touched her pussy, Gwen gasped, shivering with anticipation. It felt like steel rod as he slowly pushed it into her. She reached down and squeezed on the soft rug below her as Dubu thrust his hips forward, slamming the entire length of his cock into her in one swift stroke. 

“OH GOD!” Gwen gasped, surprised by his sudden plunge. 

As fast as he had pushed in, he pulled back while placing his arms beneath her legs. Dubu pulled upwards, placing her ankles on his shoulders before thrusting back and forth with all his might. Gwen screamed in pleasure as Dubu stretched his legs and began to hammer his hips back and forth, his large black balls smacking loudly against her ass. 

“Ungh! UNGH!” Dubu grunted as he thrust, practically bending Gwen in half. 

Gwen gasped and pressed her ass upwards to match his thrusts. Her body tingled as his powerful thick cock pounded into her. His arms wrapped around her upper

body as he began to pull upward. Gwen yelped as he somehow managed to stand up while holding her with her legs still on his shoulders. 

She wiggled her toes as he tossed her up and down. A familiar warmth overtook her body, growing from her belly and spreading throughout. Her hair flung around wildly as she cried out in pleasure, Dubu thrusting even harder as he bounced her up and down his cock. The warmth turned to a chilling sensation as her climax hit. 

“OH MY GAAAAAAAAAAAAAAH!” Gwen screamed while shaking her head with passion. 

Dubu didn’t slow down, slamming her up and down. As her climax peaked he lowered her back on the ground, letting her left leg drop off her shoulder and on the ground, her right still high in the air. Her lower body was facing towards the side, her back still to the ground while he drove his cock in and out. 

Gwen could hardly breathe as her climax subsided, another building right after. 

Her whole body trembled wildly, her breasts bouncing recklessly. Dubu reached out and grabbed her left breast, squeezing it tightly. Her sensitive hard nipple was pinched between his rough fingers and she cried out in a mix of pleasure and pain. 

He was relentless, his pace constant as he hammered away, his balls constantly hitting her now pink ass cheeks. Her tight pink pussy gripped tightly onto his thick black cock, clenching at it for dear life as it slid back and forth. A ringing filled Gwen’s ears as she had another orgasm, her body shaking uncontrollably. 

She closed her eyes, and gripped onto the rug below her, crying out loud as her climax peaked. Dubu moved his arms, letting her right leg fall to the side atop her left leg. 

His hands gripped her hips and she turned Gwen over so that she was on her hands and knees. He moved his hands back and squeezed her ass cheeks while sliding his cock in and out of her from behind. She pressed her face to the ground, a bit of saliva sneaking its way out from the side of her lips. 

Her arms trembled and she soon fell on her elbow and knees. The tribesman was unstoppable, his balls now swinging and slamming against her clit with each powerful stroke. Gwen bit her lower lip as her pussy tightened, clamping around his shaft as she had another orgasm, the heat within her exploding yet again. 

“OH FUCK! OH MY GOD YES! FUCK YES!” She screamed at the top of her lungs. 

Her legs and arms gave out, her body going limp and flat, Dubu still inside her. 

He placed his hands near her shoulders and pounded, his entire body moving up and down. Gwen continued to scream and moan as pure bliss rolled through her. 

Dubu pressed his body against her and grinded his lower body back and forth with her long black cock still deep inside her soaking wet cunt. Gwen’s entire body felt as though it were on fire, tingling and trembling as Dubu continued to move his hips. Another climax hit her, rolling through her like a powerful tide smashing against cliffs. 

“Yes! Yes! YEEEEEEEESSSSssss…..” Gwen’s voice gave out as her eyes rolled back, her mind blank as her climax peaked. 

Dubu groaned and pulled his cock out and slid it between her ass cheeks. She felt it throbbing as it slid back and forth, the tip hitting her lower back each time he slid it forward. Moments later, he tilted his head back and squeezed her ass cheeks tightly, his cock unleashing a torrent of his gooey, thick seed. It flew all over her back, splashing onto her sensitive skin. 

The tribesman gripped his still hard shaft and smacked it against each of her ass cheeks. He grunted and spun her back around and spread her legs wide. Gwen gasped as he plunged his still hard cock right back into her. She couldn’t believe how hard he still was, even after climaxing. 

He gripped tightly onto her ankles as he slammed away. She felt exhausted while he still seemed fresh, sweat gliding down his muscular body as he continued to thrust. Her toes curled and she shook her head wildly as he pounded. Her breasts swung around violently, but in unison, back and forth. 

Another climax, then another, they kept hitting her, harder and harder each time. 

Her body went numb, overtaken by pleasure as Dubu banged away, beating her pussy up with his thick black cock. Her crotch was bright pink from the constant pummeling. Each time his lower body smacked against hers, her clit trembled from the vibrations. 

“DON’T STOP! DON’T FUCKING STOP!” She screamed, knowing that he most likely had no idea what she was screaming. 

Gwen had no idea how much time had gone by but Dubu grunted as he pulled his cock out from her aching cunt. She looked down between her legs and watched as his cock shot out another long stream of his hot load. His seed landed down on her body, managing to even reach between her breasts. He stroked his shaft, pushing out the last few drops of his seed between her legs. 

“Oh my… wow… oh fuck…” Gwen whispered as she laid still. 

Dubu stood up and stroked his cock a few more times before walking out without a word. Gwen stayed still, groaning as she stared up at the ceiling of the hut. It was the wildest experience she had ever had. She was completely exhausted, sweat gently rolling down her entire body. 

Chapter 17

Gwen shrugged her shoulders and pushed back at her husband slightly as he tried to place his arm on her. He grunted and turned to sleep in the opposite direction. Ian wasn’t trying to be intimate, he was just really drunk again and flailing around in his sleep. She sighed as she crossed her legs and curled her body a bit, her crotch still sore from the afternoon experience. 

Like Ada had informed, Dubu, the warrior, was indeed more aggressive than Mandla had been. While she was sore, she couldn’t help but smile as she recalled the intense session. She had never been ravaged like that before and it was making her feel hot again. 

It was still a bit early in the night and she heard the thumping of drums nearby. 

She quietly got up and headed out of the hut, heading towards the sound of the music. When she neared, she saw Ada and walked to her. 

“What’s happening?” Gwen inquired. 

“The negotiations with Dubaku went ah… well,” Ada informed. “We celebrate.” 

“Just out of curiosity, is Dubaku related to Dubu?” Gwen asked. 

Ada shook her head. “No. Do they need to be?” 

“Oh no, their names were similar. I was just curious.” 

“I did not see you after Dubu. Did he provide all that you wished?” Ada inquired. 

Gwen blushed and nodded. “Oh yes, very much so. I’m still sore. He was definitely aggressive and I liked it.” 

“That’s good. Dubu thought very, ah… highly of you after. He and the Prince had a talk. The Prince will ask to have time for you very soon,” Ada informed. 

“Really? But… I might not be ready. I’m going to be hurting tomorrow for sure,” Gwen responded. 

“Not tomorrow. Maybe day after?” 

“Whew… I don’t know, he pounded me hard,” Gwen replied. 

“It will be hard to deny the Prince if he wishes to meet. I will talk with Taru and see if it can be ah… later,” Ada said. 

“Taru?” 

“He makes the schedule for Prince. He is ah… cousin? Of me.” Ada replied. 

“Oh, that’d be great! Just give me… three days. Three days and I’ll be ready to seduce the Prince,” Gwen requested. 

Ada nodded and smiled. “I will tell Taru. Maybe you practice?” 

“Are you crazy? I’m too sore to use that dildo. And I want to be nice and tight for the Prince,” Gwen replied. 

Ada shrugged. “As you wish.” 

The sounds of the drums grew louder as a group of tribesmen circled near one of the pyres and began dancing. Gwen clapped, her eyes moving from one muscular tribesman to another. They all wore straw skirts but their members kept bouncing out with each step. She licked her lips as she watched them, her sore pussy growing warm with excitement. 

“Wow… Every tribesman has a big dick,” Gwen laughed. 

“Big? That is ah… usual,” Ada replied with another shrug. “Prince and King, they are big.” 

“I can really grow to like this place,” Gwen responded. 

“You are always welcome if you ah… leave.” 

Gwen smiled and leaned over towards Ada, giving her a one armed hug. The two watched as the men continued to dance around the fire. A group of women joined them, dancing alongside them, some of them getting extremely close. 

“Wow, it’s getting pretty hot and heavy,” Gwen commented. 

“Is it too warm?” 

Gwen laughed and shook her head. “No, I mean, they’re getting really close, like they’re about to…” She paused, her lips frozen as she watched a few of the women drop to their knees and stroke their respective tribesman’s shafts. 

“Hm?” 

“Are they… Oh wow…” 

The women began to lick and stroke the men’s shafts. Some of them got on all fours and let the tribesmen push their thick members into them from behind. 

Gwen couldn’t believe it, the various men and women were having sex near the fire, right in front of her and the others watching. 

“Do you wish to join?” Ada asked. 

“What? No. I mean, I would but I’m far too sore,” Gwen answered. 

Ada stood up and smiled as she pulled off her clothes. “You can stay and watch or you can join if ah… mind change,” she said as she headed towards one of the tribesmen. 

“I’ll sit this one out,” Gwen replied. 

While she didn’t join, she sat and watched as the various men and women pleasured one another. Some of the women took two or even three tribesmen, stroking and pleasuring them. Gwen was amazed as she watched one woman take a thick black cock in her ass and pussy at the same time. She couldn’t believe that both shafts were able to fit. 

Ada glanced back at Gwen as she bent over while a tribesman danced around behind her. Gwen sucked in her lips as she watched with anticipation. The tribesman pulled off his loincloth, revealing his thick black shaft as it hardened between his legs. A small moan escaped Gwen’s lips as she watched the tribesman stroke his shaft before placing it between Ada’s legs. 

Her eyes were glued to the couple, unable to look away as the thick black shaft slowly slid into Ada’s dark pussy lips. She bit her lower lip and slowly placed her hand between her legs. As the tribesman plunged deeper into Ada, Gwen

massaged her aching sex, trying to be as inconspicuous as possible. The tribesman gripped onto Ada’s waist and thrust his hips wildly, slamming his big black cock in and out of her pussy, his balls smacking against her clit each time. 

Gwen moved her hand faster, her body growing more excited as she watched. 

Warmth washed over her, and her aching pussy began to throb with anticipation. 

She wondered if she should join in, at least for a bit. Ada moans mixed in with the other women’s, their cries of pleasure echoing up into the night sky. Their shadows danced along the edges of the large fire warming and illuminating their glistening, sweaty bodies. 

She pulled her panties over to one side and dipped her finger into her drenched pussy, as she watched Ada’s body bounced back and forth with each powerful thrust of the tribesman behind her. Gwen could hardly contain herself as she slid her finger in and out, trying to keep pace with the muscular tribesman pounding in and out of Ada’s pussy. 

Her legs spread on their own as she slid another finger in. With her thumb, she rubbed her clit, adding to her pleasure. She imagined herself being part of the orgy in front of her, taking in one black man after another. Her ass began to sink into the ground as she leaned back and fingered her quivering cunt. The others surrounding her didn’t seem to notice her actions. 

One by one the people that were around her walked towards the orgy and joined in. Gwen continued to finger herself as she watched the men and women pleasuring each other. She desperately wanted to join but held herself back, knowing that she was not yet ready. Her pussy was still sore from her last experience and, she wanted to be ready for the Prince. As her fingers plunged in and out faster and harder, she orgasmed, crying out in pleasure as her body trembled. Her nerves lit up as if she were on fire, her fingers stopping while she closed her eyes and let the pleasure roll through her. 

After a couple of minutes, she moved her hand up and away from her wet pussy and carefully pulled her panties back to cover her crotch. A wet spot appeared as soon as she did and she blushed. At least in the darkness, it was hard to see. 

Gwen quietly walked back to her hut and fell asleep, the images of the orgy stuck in her mind. 

Chapter 18

Ian rushed out of the hut, barely able to tie his tie. Gwen rolled her eyes as she watched him nearly trip as he rushed off to see the King. One of the tribesmen had stopped by to let him know that there was an urgent matter to discuss. 

She slowly stood up, feeling exhausted even though it was still morning. Her crotch still felt sore as she got dressed. She struggled a bit as she stretched her back, reaching down to touch her toes and then leaning backwards. A small cracking sound filled the air as she popped her back and groaned. 

“Whew,” she said to herself as she sat down and spread her legs. 

Ada poked her head in and smiled. “Good morning. Stretching?” 

“Yes. I can’t believe I’m still sore,” Gwen replied as she started to bend forward. 

Ada stepped in and sat next to her, stretching her legs open and stretching alongside with Gwen. The two stretched towards the side, each of them grabbing their feet. They continued, from one side to the other. Ada paused and sat straight, crossing her legs and looking over at Gwen. 

“Ah, your meeting with the Prince may have to ah… move,” she informed. 

Gwen paused and looked up at Ada while still bending her upper body forward. 

“What? Why?” 

“The matter that the King wishes to discuss, it is to do with another tribe. They are not happy with recent talk with Dubaku,” Ada replied. 

“What? Why did the King request Ian?” Gwen asked. 

“To see if our tribe can trade with your people, whites,” Ada replied. “If we can, then we can talk with other tribe, strike ah… a deal like Dubaku’s.” 

“Oh no, I don’t think Ian has that type of power. He’s only a missionary, he doesn’t work for the government,” Gwen informed. 

“Then with his ah… church?” 

“Not sure what the church would be able to trade,” Gwen replied. 

“Cloths. Other tribe good at making clothing, but they need cloths. Not enough in our tribe so we offer at high price,” Ada informed. 

Gwen scratched her chin as she leaned forward again, stretching. She felt the burn on the underside of her thighs. “I guess we have donations but I don’t think Ian can offer those,” she continued. 

“It is only talk to see. Our tribe can find another way, I know. King is smart, so is Prince,” Ada replied. 

Gwen sighed a bit before sitting upright again. She was a bit disappointed to hear Ada’s words. Her body was getting better, less sore, and she was looking forward to meeting the Prince and trying his impressive shaft. She wiggled her toes a bit and leaned back. 

“So when would the Prince be free?” Gwen inquired, trying not to let the disappointment audible. 

“Three, four days? Other tribe leader very ah… what is word…” Ada paused as she placed a thumb on her chin. “Not moveable? Not listening.” 

“Stubborn?” 

“Ah, yes, stubborn. If Ian cannot help, then Prince will have to make new deal with very stubborn tribe.” 

Gwen nodded and glanced over at one corner of the hut, specifically at the small straw basket where she had hidden the wooden dildo. Her crotch grew warm, and she quickly closed her legs together, worried that Ada might somehow notice. She sighed again and bit her lower lip. 

“Do not worry, Prince will see you. Just very bad ah… time. You can still practice,” Ada suggested with a small grin. 

“I can’t do that now, I think I’m tightened back up. I don’t want to loosen myself before I meet the Prince,” Gwen responded. 

Ada shrugged and started stretching. “Too tight and it will hurt. Prince very big.” 

Gwen shrugged back and rolled her head around, cracking and popping her neck as she tried to stretch it. She was confident that she would be able to handle the Prince, though Ada’s words did worry her a tiny bit. As the two continued stretching, Gwen couldn’t help but look over at the basket, her body craving pleasure. It had only been two days since she had been with Dubu, yet it felt like it had been months. 

“So… Ada, do you think I can get some more of that lubricant?” Gwen inquired. 

“Lubricant?” 

“The vase, with the liquid,” Gwen replied. 

Ada smiled and nodded. “Ah, so you do wish to practice.” 

“Well, I am feeling pretty horny lately. I might as well use it tonight,” Gwen replied with a devilish grin. 

Ada nodded in approval. “I will have it ready for you. Do you want one of our men instead?” She offered. 

Gwen licked her lips as she thought about it. Taming the warrior Dubu was an incredible experience. “Is Dubu available?” She asked. 

“Sorry, no, he must protect King and Prince right now,” Ada replied. “He must stay with them until talk with other tribe complete.” 

Another bit of disappointing news for Gwen. She sighed and nodded. “No, I think I will make due with what I have for now. Hopefully these talks go quick.” 

“Dubaku sometimes difficult to work with. He is very stubborn,” Ada forewarned. 

“Oh no… Do you think he’ll be stubborn for these discussions?” Gwen asked. 

“Do not know. Taru has said that Prince is not meeting with anyone but Dubaku.” 

Gwen nodded and let out another sigh while leaning back again. Frustration filled her as she tried to clear her head. When she closed her eyes, all she could

see was the Prince’s thick black member swinging back and forth. She couldn’t believe how horny she was and glanced over at the basket where she had hidden the dildo. Once Ada was out she would have to use the gorgeous, thick toy to satiate herself… at least temporarily. 

Chapter 19

Gwen nervously pulled out the dildo from within the bag inside the straw basket. 

Her hand was trembling as she stared at it, chills running through her as her fingers ran along the bumps on the shaft. She put the empty bag back into the basket and walked over to the cot, gripping tightly onto the dildo. 

The folds of her sex were wet, her pussy dripping with the desire as she sat down and spread her legs. She dipped the dildo in the lubricant that Ada had left as promised and placed the tip of it against the lips of her sex. Her toes dug into the cot below her, bracing herself as she rubbed the tip gently against her pussy lips, moaning ever so softly as she felt the cool object against her sensitive crotch. 

She bit her lower lips and gently pressed it in, wiggling her toes as the lips of her sex began to envelope the bulbous tip of the wooden dildo. Before she was able to go any further, she heard footsteps from outside the out. She panicked and quickly rushed over to the basket. As the footsteps grew closer, she put the dildo back in the bag and into the basket. 

“Gwen?” Ian called out as he poked his head into the hut. 

The two locked eyes momentarily and Gwen slowly walked away from the basket, having barely managed to put the lid on before he had poked his head in. 

She quickly looked away and headed towards the entrance of the hut. “Ian, what? I thought you were going to be a while,” she said. 

“I left my satellite phone here. I’m going to have to call home and see if there’s any chance the church can send some clothes over,” her husband replied. “What were you doing in the corner?” He asked. 

“Oh, just walking out my leg a bit. I was doing some yoga and thought I pulled something,” Gwen lied, her heart still racing. 

“Wow, you look beautiful in that little gown,” Ian said as he stepped into the hut. 

“Thank you. Do you want me to get your phone?” Gwen asked. 

“Actually…” Ian unbuttoned his shirt. “It’s been a while since we’ve been

intimate… Maybe a quick one?” He asked. 

Gwen held back a sigh as she nodded and kissed him on the cheek. A pang of guilt hit her as she grabbed his hand and pulled him over to the cot. He fumbled a bit, but he managed to take off his belt and pants, nearly stumbling as he followed along. When they reached the cot, Gwen got on her knees and pulled down his boxers. 

“Oh, whoa there, oh…” Ian stuttered as she leaned in and wrapped her lips around his dick. 

She was hornier than she thought, having been interrupted from using the powerful wooden dildo. Her husband’s dick was disappointing now that she had been with the two other tribesmen. She was able to fit his entire member into her mouth and suck on it like a straw. Ian groaned and tilted his head back. 

“Oh jeez, Gwen… Whoa, go slow, slow,” Ian urged as his legs shook. 

Gwen stopped sucking and only kept his dick in her mouth, just barely moving her tongue. Yet, he continued to shake his head and pulled his hips back while taking deep breaths. “Whew! You almost made me cum,” he said as he walked in circles, trying to calm his nerves a bit. 

“Really? With that?” Gwen asked, raising an eyebrow. 

She thought he lasted longer during blowjobs but after the two big black cocks, she could have easily been mistaken, considering how long they had lasted. Ian took another deep breath and nodded, placing his hands on his hips as he did. He licked his lips and got on one knee, patting the cot. 

“Why don’t you lay down?” He requested. 

Gwen laid down on the cot and spread her legs. Her husband got between her legs and gripped his shaft, placing the tip of his little white dick against her pussy. She was a bit disappointed that he hadn’t at least attempted to lick her sex. 

He groaned as he slowly moved his hips forward, his dick gliding into the soft folds of her sex. His dick quivered as it entered, gently prodding its way into her. 

Gwen looked around the room and then let out a fake moan. She rarely experienced pleasure when having sex with her husband, but this time it was

worst. Having been pounded by both Mandla and Dubu, she had experienced a whole new level of pleasure, and now, she was feeling unsatisfied beyond belief. 

“Oh… Oh yeah…” Ian groaned as he began to grind his lower body against her. 

She nearly yawned and closed her eyes, fantasizing out the Prince and his thick, bumpy cock. Her body tensed up at the thought and she desperately wanted to grab the dildo hidden in the corner of the room. Ian stopped moving his hips and groaned, his body trembling as his head collapsed on her shoulder. She felt a small shot of his cum as he climaxed inside her. His dick went limp almost immediately and slipped out from her pussy. 

“Whew! Wow,” Ian groaned as he rolled onto his back. 

“Wow is right…” Gwen replied as she looked over at him. 

“Was it as good for you too?” He asked. 

“Absolutely amazing,” she replied, trying not to sound sarcastic. 

Ian smiled and kissed her on the forehead before standing up and grabbing his boxers. He got dressed quickly before grabbing his satellite phone. “Hope I didn’t wear you out. I’ll be right outside making a call,” he said. 

Gwen sighed, knowing that she wouldn’t be able to grab the wooden dildo to pleasure herself. She stood up, grabbed a wad of tissue and wiped between her legs. Her quivering pussy ached, not from pain but from dissatisfaction. She was extremely horny and frustrated as she tossed the tissue into the trash bin. 

“Damnit,” she cursed under her breath as she got back down on the cot and closed her eyes, trying to sleep her frustrations away. 

Chapter 20

Prince Hasani clapped as a group of dancers walked away from the main stage they had set up. A group of tribesmen took their place, chanting and dancing along with beats from drums nearby. Gwen and Ian were next to him, clapping alongside, watching in amazement, but for different reasons. 

While Ian might have been amazed by the various performances, Gwen was more interested in catching a glimpse of the tribesmen’s members. They seemed to be wearing less and less clothing, with this group wearing only a tight loincloth that barely covered their impressive shafts. Ada was next to her, occasionally leaning in to tell her how good certain tribesmen were when it came to sex. 

“That one, on the far ah… right. He is skinny, but still very strong. Most think he has longest,” Ada said. 

Gwen looked over at him, squinting and gasping as she saw his member dangling low, well past the loincloth covering his crotch. “Wow, that does look long.” 

“Too long though, not ah… thick? Not thick enough,” Ada responded. 

“Is he longer than the Prince?” Gwen asked, leaning in close to Ada’s ear. 

Ada tilted her head from side to side as she thought about it, then shrugged. 

“Yes, but does not feel as good. Needs to be thick too,” she answered. 

Gwen laughed and clapped her hands. Ian glanced over and tilted his head. 

“What are you girls talking about?” He asked curiously. 

“Nothing, just learning about how to view certain things,” Gwen answered. 

Ian raised an eyebrow but before he could ask any other questions, the performers began to line up and backflip one after the other. He was impressed and clapped, turning his attention away from Gwen. Ada tapped Gwen on the shoulder and leaned in again. 

“The other tribe is done for now. Prince is free again. Your meeting with him

will be soon,” Ada informed. 

A chill ran down Gwen’s back as she quickly looked over at the Prince, her eyes darting down at his crotch before she looked back over at Ada. Her heart began to race and the folds of her sex grew wet at the thought. She sucked in her lips before licking them and smiling at Ada. 

“I have been waiting for the past week for this. You’re absolutely sure?” Gwen asked. 

She was extremely horny, more so than any other time in her life. The past couple of days were nigh unbearable as she had to watch various tribesmen wander by, wearing the least amount of clothes they could in the intense heat. 

Her pussy clenched tightly as she thought about the Prince. 

“Unless other tribe has more issues, there should be no more worry,” Ada replied back. 

“Are there any other tribes that will suddenly have issues with all these deals?” 

Gwen inquired. 

Ada started to answer but paused. “Hm… There is one more tribe, the mountain tribe. They live far up there,” she said, pointing at snow capped mountains in the distance. 

“That’s pretty far, and pretty high. Do they live in the snow up there?” Gwen asked. 

“Almost. They do live high up. But yes, their tribe is still close enough for trade. 

They may hear about the different talks we have had with the other tribes.” 

Gwen gritted her teeth. “Then I need to meet with the Prince as soon as possible.” 

“I will ask ah… cousin. Cannot promise but we will try,” Ada answered. 

She turned her attention back to the performers and so did Gwen. Two of the tribesmen grabbed sticks that were on fire. They began to twirl it rapidly in their hands and spin the sticks. The fires on each end soon formed spinning circles of flame. 

“Wow, that is amazing!” Ian exclaimed as he clapped his hands. 

Gwen was equally as impressed, mesmerized by the spinning circles of fire. She watched as the two tribesmen moved in unison, both stomping their feet and spreading their legs as they spun their sticks. After a bit more spinning, they each through their sticks up and switched places just as the sticks came back down. 

“Those two very strong. Them together bring a lot… a… very lot of pleasure,” 

Ada whispered in Gwen’s ear. 

“I can imagine,” Gwen whispered back as she licked her lips and eyed the two men. 

They continued to dance and spin their sticks as the drum beats grew louder and faster. Each of them slammed their sticks into the dirt and raised their arms up. 

They grunted before cupping their mouths and letting out a loud roar. 

“Thank you for your help Ian,” Prince Hasani said. 

“Of course! Anything I can do to help. But I do hope that it also helps in your consideration regarding my mission here,” Ian replied. “If your tribe is willing to open up and allow our chur-” 

Hasani shook his head and raised his hand. “Not yet,” he interrupted. “I am thankful for your help but there is still much to think about,” he continued. 

Ian nodded, trying to hide his disappointment. “Of, of course. I know you can’t make the decision lightly. It’s just, I think your father is very supportive.” 

“Yes, but I need to hear all um… speak. Voices? My people need to give me their voices,” Hasani responded. 

“Right, right, I understand,” Ian replied. 

“And also your woman, She has said she would like to speak with me as well, to help you,” Hasani said. 

Gwen’s ears perked up as she overheard their conversation. She leaned in towards her husband to try and hear clearer. Ian didn’t look happy as he looked

at the Prince. 

“Well, she’s really not supposed to be here to try and spread the faith. She is here as my wife,” he started. 

Gwen held back her anger and lightly tapped her husband’s shoulder. “Are you talking about me?” She inquired. 

Ian turned around, a flash of anger on his face before it disappeared just as quickly. “Yes. The Prince remembered your conversation about wanting to talk with him. I don’t think it’s necessary and it’s not fair to you. That’s not why you’re here,” he replied. 

“Oh, it’s okay. I’d love to help you in any way that I can. I’m here to support you, and that includes trying to help you in convincing the Prince,” Gwen said. 

“What’s the harm in at least trying, right?” She continued as she glanced over at the Prince and smiled. 

“Well, it’s, I mean…” 

Before her husband could answer, Hasani laughed and nodded. “No harm. Let me see what she can say. Amuse me,” he replied. 

Ian leaned in to whisper in his wife’s ear. “Look, I’m just worried that he might head in the wrong direction, you know? I feel like I’m really close to convincing him and I don’t want to jeopardize that,” he said. 

“There’s nothing I can say that will jeopardize that, I promise. I’ll just tell him about my life as a wife to a man of faith. It doesn’t seem like he’s committed to a woman yet, maybe after he hears about how I live as your wife, he may want someone who has the same thoughts and values,” she whispered back. 

Her husband glanced back at the Prince and then back to her. “Well… I mean, I guess that might work… But that’s it, right?” He asked nervously. 

“How’s this? I’ll practice what I’ll say with you before I meet with the Prince. A rehearsal. And when I meet with him, I’ll do the exact same thing,” she answered. 

Ian pondered for a bit before nodding. “Okay, I think that’s a good idea. And

then I’ll give you some pointers. But I want to be there. I won’t say anything, just listen, maybe pull the conversation back if things go sideways,” he suggested. 

“What? No! That defeats the purpose,” Gwen replied, a flash of anger overcoming her. 

Prince Hasani looked over at the two with a bit of concern on his face. “Is everything okay?” 

“Hm? Oh, yes, just a small disagreement, nothing more,” Ian replied. 

“What disagreement?” Hasani inquired. 

“Oh it’s nothing,” Ian repeated. 

“He wants to be there when I talk with you,” Gwen stated angrily. 

“Ah, why is that? You do not trust her?” Hasani asked. 

“What? No, of course I trust her. I just wanted to be there to help uh… you know, clarify,” Ian replied. 

“Then you think I have hard time understanding?” The Prince responded. 

“No, no, no! I just meant uh… You know, in case there’s some uh… translation issues or…” Ian paused, trying to think of more reasons. 

“Translation? I can help translate,” Ada quipped in, interrupting Ian’s thoughts. 

“Ah yes, that is good. That is good idea. We meet then. You, Ada and me,” 

Hasani said as he looked over at Gwen. “Ian, you can wait and enjoy time. Let me get your wife’s thoughts,” he continued. 

Ian swallowed loudly before nodding. He turned back towards his wife. “You better not mess this up for me,” he whispered. 

“I told you, we can rehearse,” Gwen whispered back. 

“I will tell Taru to have time ready,” Hasani responded. 

Gwen nodded and the dancing tribesmen stopped, the drum beats growing louder. More people stood up and began dancing around and the festivities continued. Ian scrunched his face in anger but he knew there was nothing more he could do. He could only hope that his wife would help in swaying the Prince’s opinion on religion. Gwen, on the other hand, hoped that she would be able to seduce the well hung, powerful Prince. 
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