                                                 PROLOGUE
Please note this story is intended for adult reading only, if you are not of the required age please read no further. Some readers may find the content and subject matter offensive, again you are advised to read no further….you have been warned
It was another hot dry day, the light breeze forcing the dust to pirouette as it past over it. I was standing on the wide verandah, waiting for my husbands return. I held our eighteen month old baby in my arms. The three older children played with other children, also waiting their fathers return. It was a time when they always became excited. It was a mixture of love for their father and the many presents he always returned with. My two month old baby had not long suckled at my breast, feeding hungrily as usual. She was not among the other children. Now fed and contented, she slept peacefully, completely oblivious to all the screams and shouts. Two other women waited with me, their children screaming and shouting. I could see the dust trail left by the Range Rover as it sped towards us. This was Nigeria and it was the hot dry season. Amongst the sea of black faces, I was the only white person. The only white person for miles around as it happened.

“Your father is almost here children” shouted Abanke.

“Yeh, yeh, yeh” they screamed in reply.

As the Range Rover came to a halt, the excited children swamped it and the passenger, faces beaming with joy and expectation.

Their fathers face beamed also as his children greeted him with much enthusiasm.

The presents, hugs and kisses taken care of, he strode up the verandah, first to great Abanke, then Apara and finally me. As I was the junior of his wives, it was his custom to great me last. The other two women were not that much older than me. Abanke was about thirty, Apara around my age, now twenty five; between us he had fathered twenty six children, with more to come.

Ah my beautiful Jamila, which he always pronounced Ja-meela,  Jamila was the name he had given me, my real given name was Rebecca, a name I had not used these past five or six years.

“How are you, my wife, and how is our child, fit and well I trust?”

“She is fit and well my good husband, just been fed and now fast asleep”

“Yes, good, good, I was just thinking as I traveled home, it is time for me to plant my seed again, don’t you think” he asked.

“It would seem we think alike, I was going to ask for you to plant your seed” I replied

“Ah, good, good, then tonight and all this week you will sleep in my bed”

“Why thank you good husband, I will be honored and look forward to it”

It was only a matter of deduction, I knew he would come home and suggest he fuck me…plant his seed, the baby was now two months old and it was now time to have another. Apara was now three months pregnant, so planting more seed in her was a waist of time.

He placed his arms around the waists of his other two wives, walking them into the coolness inside the house, large ceiling fans slowly turning rotating, circulating the air. Again it was his custom to favour the two who he would not be bedding that night; I followed them to the large lounge, where we tended to his needs. 

The evening meal was always in the huge dinning area, but only the older children attended, the other younger ones were fed in the other dinning area, equally as large.

As the evening progressed, and we had listened to all the news that was happening in the big outside world, and all the commercial events he had attended, he eventually turned his attention to me.

“Ah, Jamila my dear, I think it is time you went and prepared yourself, I shall be along soon my love” 

My sisters, as they were known as, Abanke and Apara, looked at me and smiled, they knew only too well what was going to happen tonight, we had all seen it many times before, each one of us having been in this position.

I ran a long hot bath, sprinkling plenty of sweet smelling bath salts into the water. Mr Umbaka liked me/us smelling good for him. I lay soaking in that hot water until it was time to go, I wrapped a towel around my body and headed for the master bedroom, or should I say master’s bedroom. It would be a waist of time dressing for the occasion; he preferred to view my naked body. The only concession was the thigh hi black stockings, he loved to see me dressed in thigh hi black stocking.  
I pulled the single cotton sheet over my body and waited his attention. I could hear voices coming from the lounge, the tinkle of glass as he topped up his drink. The padding of his feet coming down the hall, told me it was almost time, time for my husband to plant his seed.
He sniffed the air, “Ah my angel you smell delicious…you must be more than ready for me, my love” 

I was more than ready for him, as I waited; I had played with my pussy, my finger firmly implanted inside it, at the same time thinking about my husband and what we would soon be doing.

Now Mr Umbaka was a big man, yes down there to. His girth was rather large, but his height helped him carry it well. It was the same approach, the approach he had made the first night I had met him, those five or six years ago. The wrist watch carefully removed and placed on the bedside table, first his shoes and socks, then his shirt, revealing his abundant midriff, the zip on his trousers, unbuckling of his belt and removal of trousers and finally his shorts, and there it was already erect and ready for action…big and proud.
He knew I liked to gaze upon it for a while, not in any hurry whilst I took a moment to feast my eyes upon it. 

“Here my love, it needs some tender loving and kissing” he said, presenting it so that I could put it in my mouth. When I gripped it, it felt as all men’s hard cock’s felt, warm, clammy to the touch and throbbing.

“Ohhhhh….yes my love yes,” he moaned as my warm mouth encased the hard shaft.

He just let me play and suck him, savoring every delightful moment, until he’d had his fill.

“Come my love…let us fuck…would you like that now…you must be feeling a little frustrated, not having a man to fuck you for a while, but we will soon take care of that” he said as he waddled to the bottom of the bed.

I opened my legs as wide as I could get them, and pulled the folds of my pussy open as well. He loved to view my pussy. Although he always referred to it as my cunt, never any other descriptive word, only cunt.

“Oh my dear that is one very beautiful cunt…I am indeed blessed that I have three to choose from am I not”
“It’s all yours my husband, yours to do with as you wish” I replied. I knew he would have more than three to choose from, after all that’s how I met him in the first place.

He grabbed me by the ankles, dragging me down the bed, then pulled my legs upward and spreading them apart. I looked like a giant wishbone. I viewed the sight between those same parted legs, as he shuffled nearer, his large manhood almost touching my pussy.

“Now my dear are you ready for me” He asked

“Yes my love, I’m ready for you” I replied, gripping the bed sheet tight and taking a deep breath, and with that I felt its length and width as it was plunged inside me, a gasp of satisfaction both from him and from me.

His wide ass humping, thrusting. His eyes closed as he wallowed in the euphoric feeling my tight pussy was giving him. Still locked together he lifted me, and moved me back up the bed, then fell between my legs, totally covering my body. The width of his body was so great I could not close my legs, even if I’d wanted to. His great ass continuing to hump, and hump.
“Oh my dear, prepare yourself, I can feel my seed coming” Then another dozen or so thrusts and he was moaning and sighing, as he unloaded his seed. “Um, um, um” he wheezed from the exertion.

“Oh yes, yes, that’s it my love…pray that my seed has fallen on fertile ground and is at this moment growing” He said.

“Oh thank you my beloved husband, I’m sure it will be as all the other times and that fertilization is already taking place.
**********************************************************************

Now I’d never really given any thought to working for an escort agency. Well no I tell a lie, I had thought about it, but never got round to doing anything about it. I just didn’t know how I would react to different guys. I mean what if I didn’t like the guy who had paid for my services, I felt I couldn’t just up and off. If he’d paid for a service, then he was entitled to some service and so it was something I just kept at the back of my mind, after all I had a pretty good job at present, although I would have to say the money wasn’t that good.
Paula, my long time and trusted best friend did work for an escort agency and had been on to me to join her. “It’s not as bad as you think honey, sure some of the guys aren’t Brad Pitt, although you do get some good looking ones, they are your bonus, but hey, they all fuck the same, some better than others. All you have to do is go with them, pretend they are the best guy in the world, let them screw you, they enjoy it, you enjoy it and when it’s all over just pick up your money at the end of the week”
I had to admit, Paula always seemed to have a good supply of money, always buying new cloths and not always from K-Mart, unlike me who had to watch every nickel and dime.

“You’d be ten times better off working for Rosewood Escorts, than working for that old skinflint Skinner”

I have to admit when I saw what she was earning and what Skinner was paying me to survive on, well I was tempted.
Of course things just didn’t improve, my little piles of money each week, all laid out, my budget, gas, electricity, rent, food etc, etc I felt I was struggling up hill never getting ahead.

Oh yeh my dates for the night would bye me drinks and dinner, and I couldn’t help thinking this was another form of prostitution. It was always expected for me to come across for them later in the evening. Paula always pointing out, that if each guy had paid me the same money the agency charged, I would have a healthier bank balance.
“Let’s face it Rebecca, you’re doing the exact same thing I’m doing, only you do it for free…silly girl.”
It was tempting, so tempting I was giving serious thought, to actually applying for a job at the agency.
If I needed any more reassuring that it would be a good move. Paula suggested I accompany her one night. She was to meet a client at a motel, a client who made regular visits to the area. Now as it happened he had another sales rep, who would be coming with him. 

Paula suggested that if he was to pay a little extra, they could have the company of two females instead of one. This was not to be broadcast to the agency, as the agency would take a dim view of Paula’s actions. I readily agreed to accompany Paula on what was essentially a trial run for me.
The motel was just another motel, nothing flash, but it doesn’t make a great deal of difference where you get fucked, a room is a room and a bed is a bed. 

Paula was right, it was just like one of the many dates I had with guys I met at the bar. This was a little of the group sex, well a foursome that is. A night with the four of us romping naked together, being flung on the bed, having a nice big cock thrust into you, a change of partners, and do it all again, the bonus was I got paid for it.

I was convinced. I could do with the extra cash. I was single, had no commitments to anyone, I loved looking at a nice hard penis, it was one of my weak ness’s, seeing it all hard and proud, the veins standing out on the hard shaft, the arrow headed dome, oh yes it turned me on because I knew what the guy was going to do with it eventually, just as the guy liked staring at my pussy so I in turn loved to look at his cock, and above all, I loved being fucked. All the ingredients were there, it had to be on. I had no excuses.
“Mr Farrow has made an appointment for you tomorrow at ten thirty, can you get away from skinflint for a while. His interviews are…how should I say…a little unusual, so be prepared” Paula said. We’d discussed things, and in the end I said yes, yes let’s do it, get me an interview with your boss.

“You’ll walk it, no problem honey, but as I say he is a little different with interviews”

“What do you mean by that, it sounds a little ominous to me?”

“Oh don’t worry about it, no he’s ok is Mr Farrow, I’m just saying he does interviews different to what skin flint does his that’s all”

I rang Mr Skinner, and told him I was unwell and would not be coming in that day, which he responded in his usual grumpy, unfriendly manner.

I have to admit, I was nervous. I mean I would have been nervous just going for the interview, but with Paula telling me it was a different kind of interview; well it just seamed to add to it.
I was there in plenty of time, neatly dressed, sexy underwear, smelling of my best perfume.

“Ah Rebecca isn’t it” The woman behind the desk said as I entered.

“Yes, yes that’s right I have an app.….” before I could finish “With Mr Farrow, he’ll be right with you” The woman said. “Thinking of joining us eh?” she added.

“Yeah, yeah” I countered nervously.

“Oh don’t worry, you’ll get the job alright, you look a real attractive woman…lots of admirers no doubt…we all get on well with each other here love, you’ll fit in real quick”

I sat in the foyer, chatting to the woman, until Mr Farrow came breezing in.

“Ah Rebecca…Paula’s friend, lovely to meet you” he said shaking my hand, come on through…let’s take look at you.
“Mrs Warren no….” again before he could finish Mrs Warren added “No calls. And no one to disturb you till after the interview Mr Farrow…I know the drill by now…good luck honey” 

He walked me to his desk, and turned me so that my ass was resting up against the edge. He stood close, real close.

“Paula said you were very interested in becoming and escort, is that right honey”

“Yes, yes she’s been onto me for ages, eventually got me convinced I should go for it” I replied.

“Hm, got any prejudices love…like you don’t like Asians, black guys that sort of thing”
“Nope, none at all, I was almost engaged to a black guy, went with him steady for two years, and I sure don’t have any prejudices with any body else…as long as they treat me right, I’ll get along just fine” 
His hands were now on my hips, moving down to the hem of my skirt, his eyes staring straight at my eyes. I felt the skirt being pulled upwards, past my thighs, past my hips to my waist, revealing the sexy underwear I had donned. I then felt him pulling down my panties.

“Hey, what are you doing Mr Farrow” I asked

“Just gauging your reaction to a total stranger, see how you react to having your pants pulled down…that’s all”

“As long as he’s paying for the privilege, then its ok, other wise keep your hands off” I replied

He just laughed and said “Good answer…let’s assume for the purpose of the interview I have just paid for the privilege to fuck you…let me continue” My knickers now down to my knees, a finger, his finger working industriously inside my pussy. He was playing with my clit, which was making me feel, well what can I say, I was getting a little hot, worked up at his touch. “Oh god” I moaned as he continued playing with my love nub.
“Unzip me, take out my cock and guide it in” He said.

By now I was so worked up, my hands shook a little, I was keen to get at it. The zip came down with ease, thank god; it felt hard, warm, and clammy to the touch as I removed it from his trousers. I had to look at it, just had to. “Oh shit” I murmured, it looked so good, so hard and proud as I spread my legs, and guided it toward my slit, it was almost in when he said

“No, no wrong sweetheart, wrong. You haven’t put a wrapper on it…always use a condom…safe sex my love, safe sex” at the same time handing me a pink cellophane, packet containing a condom. Using my teeth I tore open the packet, removed the condom and proceeded to roll in over the hard shaft. The little bubble on the top, to catch his sperm in.

“That’s more like it honey, never let a guy fuck you without using a condom, oh they’ll try to talk you out of it, saying they prefer bare back, but do what is right for you, you’ll be able to fuck longer”

I tried again, parting my legs, and guiding him in. When he could feel my warm pussy against the hard head of his erection, he trust inward.

“Oh god” I gasped, reaching back to the desk for support. He was already thrusting deep and fast, just the way I liked it. His hands firmly holding and squeezing my bum as he thrust into me, time after time, after time. My own squeals of delight, telling him I was enjoying it, wanting it.

“Oh yeah, yeah, you really do love fucking, don’t you Rebecca”

“God yes, yes, I…I oh god I can’t get enough…I just love it” I purred, now in sheer heaven.
“You’ll do…you’ll do very nicely” he said, thrusting into me one more time, and emitting a loud sigh satisfied sigh, unloading his cum into the condom.

He removed the used condom containing his semen and dropped it in the waist bin. Reminding himself to flush it down the toilet later. I was about to pull my pants up when he stopped me.

“No, no not yet honey” and started to undo my blouse, pulling it open, and gazing at my now heaving breasts. 

“Take off your bra; I want to see your tits please.” I did as asked, his hot hands, quickly touching, feeling, squeezing and massaging them. “Oh yes, yes very nice and very firm”

He took one last lingering look at my pussy and said I could now dress.

“When do you want to start Rebecca” he asked. I was now dressed and sitting opposite him.

“When do you want me to start” I asked.

“Tomorrow would be nice” He said.

“I may have to work notice” I replied.

“Well tomorrow night…you don’t work for him at night do you…most of your work here will be nights anyway.”

It was agreed I would start the following night. He explained the pay structure, which was way and above what I was earning with Mr Skinner, add to that the bonuses and I was even better off. All terms of employment agreed upon and signed, and then I left. I was now an official escort.
It took a little time to settle into the job, driving up to motels, knocking of the designated door and wondering what sort of guy was going to fuck me tonight, took me time to get used to.
“Oh hi...Rebecca is it…come in honey” the door closing behind me, it was either a friendly pat on the ass, an arm around my waist, or a full blooded passionate kiss on the lips. Each guy had a different way of dealing with you. The end of course was always the same. I would eventually have all my cloths removed, naked and on the bed. The sound of radio’s or TV’s from other rooms, the squeak of our bed and the slap, slap, slap of flesh upon flesh from our room. The long satisfied sigh from the client, and it was all over.
Eventually of course I became used to it, it came as second nature to me, the fucking was usually good to great, and I got paid for doing it…I liked my work, and best of all my bank balance increased.
Then came the big break. A Nigerian delegation was due in the city the following month. Discreet enquires had been put out requiring escorts, there was a need for six, to tender to the needs of the six business men that would be attending.

“How do you feel about being one of the escorts for the delegation Rebecca?” Mr Farrow asked.

“No problems…no problems at all” I replied.

“I gotta tell you these dudes are black…and I mean real black…if you have any qualms about color or race, now is the time to tell me…not later” He said

“Mr Farrow, I tell you again I have no prejudices…none what so ever…I’m totally cool about it”

“OK, ok then I’ll count you in…the money is good, real good so don’t louse things up honey”

“Mr Farrow, you can rely on me…I won’t louse it up”

Six well dressed women entered the lobby of the Royal Standard Hotel that day. The best rated hotel in the city. The concierge came to meet us and hurriedly ushered us to another part of the hotel. He was complicit with the scheme, having gone to great lengths to organize a deal with our agency. His contact in Nigeria, when making the booking, had also asked if he could organize six women for six businessmen who would be staying at the hotel for a week. There was no real preference, as they would be changing partners each night and would all have an opportunity to escort a different woman before leaving to return to Nigeria.
It was obvious the rest of the staff were aware of who we were and why we were here. The knowing nod and wink to each other. When it came to hotels, there was no such thing as a secret.

Assembled in the small conference room, and if this was the small one heaven knows what the big conference room was like. The concierge, whose name was Brian and our own Mr Farrow, explained who was who and how we would be partnered off for the various nights.

Each was given a list with the names of the six men, then the order of change over and the name of the person. I noticed the name of my guy was a Mr Umbaka.

“They arrive this afternoon, just find the corresponding name, introduce yourselves to that person and….well I’m sure things will take there own course from then on. The men will be in conference during most of the day, please don’t leave the hotel, we have no idea as to timetables, they may break up early, we don’t know, just be on hand for them when and as they need you. I don’t have to tell you to be on your best behavior, and make sure they leave here with a satisfied grin on their faces” he said smiling “Future contact is quite on the cards”

The concierge added that the bar and pool was available, but be discreet in its use. Two rooms had been provided for us on the same floor as the business men where we could put our own baggage and use if need be for showering and dressing…this it was thought, would be very unlikely. 

All we had to do now was wait; wait for the delegation to arrive. I think the waiting was the hardest part, all of us wondering who and what our particular partner would look like, and our reaction to him, at least we would have a different guy for each of the nights we were here.

There was a flurry of action as the first of the limousines arrived, porters and hotel staff falling over themselves, all eager to attend these dignitaries, all eager to please them, hoping for a good fat tip.

“If you ladies would like to follow me to the Porter Lounge, the gentlemen will join you there just as soon as they settle in” Said the concierge.
The Porter Lounge had been set aside for the delegates, no other public. Eventually we were joined by the men, who we went to meet, we looking at their name tags, they looking at ours. Mr Umbaka was not what I expected, he was a tall person, but of round build, the height, helping hide some of his width. He would be of some weight and I imaged what it was going to be like, pinned under him, as he humped up and down.

It was all chatter as we introduced ourselves, many questions asked, many answers given.

“Perhaps a drink my dear” he asked, his arm now around my waist as he steered me toward the bar. He hugged me close; I could feel the warmth of his body through my dress.
We remained at the bar for a drink or two, his eyes never straying far from my thighs, or my breasts, already imagining what it must be like to have me in bed.

The meal was also served in the Porter Lounge. The men’s eyes shifting from one girl to the next, as the continued to build up lustful thoughts, not really wanting to dine, but to get to the business end of the evening, this merely a prelude a formality. A hand, Mr Umbaka’s hand, gently stroking my thigh under the table, at the same time engaged in eating and polite conversation.

The meal long finished and tables cleared. We sat relaxing with a wine or other drink, but we could all tell, sense the tension, these guys wanted to retire to their rooms, and get between the thighs of these women, every moment their frustrations rising higher and higher.

Finally Mr Umbaka could wait no more. He wanted, no he needed to sink his hard cock into this lovely creature that had sat next to him all evening, a creature that had tantalized and teased him, no it was time to go.

“Well I think we shall retire ladies and gentlemen” He said holding his hand out for me to take. It was a signal to the others also, who started to rise and pair off.

I could see by the looks on the staff’s faces and indeed some of the guest’s faces, that they knew what it was all about. I mean, six white women with six black men. We just did not look like a husband and wife combination. I heard the odd derogatory comment from the odd female, and the male rely. “Yes dear you’re right” all the time wishing it was they, who would be the ones soon to be, embedded between our thighs.

Our bedroom door now shut and secured from outside intervention. “Remove your dress my dear, let me gaze upon your body, let me see you dressed only in your underwear”

My dress slipped easily and effortlessly to the floor, then stepping out of it. It was the only outer rapper depriving him of the sight he had longed to see all evening. I could see the look of delight on his face, the escape of his breath “Ohhh, yes my dear…oh yes” the look of delight turning to one of lust.

The sight that had him so transfixed was me, standing but a few feet from his grasp, dressed only in black bra, black panties and black thigh-high stockings, the panties were brief, very brief and just hid from his view, the sight of my pussy.

“Oh my dear, I am going to have great delight in removing those panties of yours, yes I truly am….now if you would be so good as to get on the bed”

I lay on my side, propping myself up on my elbow as I watched him slowly but deliberately undress.

He seemed in no hurry, we had no where to go, and all night to ourselves. He removed the expensive looking gold watch from his wrist, carefully placing it on the night stand. His eyes never straying far from my body.

Next unzipping his fly, undoing his belt and removing trousers and undergarments in one swift movement. He stood proudly displaying his large black erection for me to take my own pleasure in viewing. He was a big man all-round, his penis matching the rest of him. Sprouting from between the mass of black pubic hair, like some giant tree in the forest. Tall, straight and proud. The veins standing out like vines growing on the outside.

This is what he enjoyed; he liked to watch the women, as they gazed and feasted their eyes upon his hard manhood, admiring it, wanting it. Well soon this woman would be enjoying it. He would delight in hearing pleasure it was giving her, her sigh’s, moan’s and yes scream’s for more, as his thrust it inside her time and time again. Oh yes he’d seen and heard it many, many times before, they all enjoyed being fucked by Mr Umbaka…yes indeed this woman would be no different. 
I suddenly realized he was now completely undressed, naked as. I’d been so focused on looking at his hard erection. I had not noticed anything else around me.

He was watching me viewing his hard manhood “Hm, yes you like this don’t you my dear…but then they all do” He said holding and slowly stroking it. “Come give him a big kiss…show him you appreciate and like him” moving closer to the bed and me.

I sat on the edge of the bed, and felt the power of his hard throbbing cock in my hand, stroking it. “Open your mouth my love” he said. I’d barley parted my lips, when I felt its width and length forced into my mouth. I could smell his body, taste the saltiness of his cock along with the taste of pre cum, as I dutifully sucked and licked the hard shaft.
Just the sound of the air conditioning in the background and his soft sighs and moans of satisfaction as I continued to suck and he continued to slowly thrust back and forth.

My jaw was starting to ache, keeping my mouth around his hard cock was not an easy job, and I was glad when he’d had enough and wanted a change of direction.

“On the bed honey, on the bed” He said

I quickly moved back and stretched out on the bedcovers. He moving to where my feet were, and climbing on the bed. Such was his weight that the bed sagged, shook, and trembled.
His hands reached for my panties, panties he had been longing to remove all-night, now the time had arrived, he was keen to gaze upon my cunt the cunt that would soon feel the pleasure of the hard erection.

I felt them slowly being removed, pulled down, over my hips, down to my thighs, my knees around my ankles, and then thrown on the floor. I unclip and discard my bra allowing him access to my naked breasts. His hands force my legs apart and he gazes longingly at the slit between my legs, a slit that is wet, and open, wanting, waiting and ready.

“Oh my dear Rebecca that is a lovely cunt you have there” He said, a fat finger tracing its outline, teasing me, then slipping the fat finger inside it, working back and forth. I thrash and moan at its touch, becoming wetter. As I open up in response to his finger, he then uses two fingers, fingers that become wet, fingers he removes from my slit and begins to lick, tasting my honey.
“I think you are more than ready for me my dear, it is time I thrilled you” he said, lying on his back beside me.

“Here, straddle me, fuck me” he said.

I straddle his hard cock, take it in my hand and guide it to my pussy, then I impale myself on it, both of us watching, both of us taking delight in seeing it vanish inside, inch by inch, until it has gone from view, completely eaten by my cunt.

I bounce up and down on it, working it, our own bodies moving in tandem with the motion. My tits bounce also, like two firm jellies, just like they bounce when I take my morning jog. His eyes watch their movement, big hands reach for them, hold them, squeeze them, finger and thumb tweak my nipples, making them even firmer than they were. He drags me toward him, his mouth and tongue suckling my nipples.
Our positions are continually changing. I’m on all fours, looking over my shoulder, watching as he feeds, that big black cock of his from behind. The bed creaking, groaning as his ass sways back and forth, continually thrusting into me, deep and fast, just how I like it.

My moaning and sighing. “Ah…ah….ah…oh…oh…oh” each gasp coming in time with each inward thrust, as if each inward thrust was forcing the sound from my mouth.
“Oh god…oh no…oh god” I  keep repeating over and over, to the sound of slap…slap…slap, flesh against flesh. His thighs and balls continually slapping against my ass. The same thing as he flips me over onto my back. His strong hands holding my legs high and wide apart, as I watch between my legs and see his cock thrusting into me, time and time again. I hear a voice shouting, screaming for more, more. “Oh fuck me, fuck me” it’s saying.
“Yeah honey, yeah, I’m fucking you…I’m fucking you hard my love” I hear the voice in return to my request. 

The pace is getting faster, faster I sense the climax is almost here. His hands reach for my thighs, drawing me tightly to him, he was like a big dog fucking his bitch, there’s no escape, I’m held in his vice like grip.

“Oh fuck…oh fuck” then all is still, his cock throbs and spews his semen, only to have it trapped by the condom, our little marathon had been run. I lie with my back to him; his arms now encircle me as we rest peacefully together.

“Mmmmm you should be my wife my dear…I could do this to you each and every night…come with me, back to Nigeria…marry me and have my children…I can give a woman like you many children” he said.

Now somehow the notion of marrying him and returning to Nigeria, had no appeal to me, none what so ever, but I did not want him to take offence.

“Mmm! the offer is tempting, but I think not, my life lies here in the work that I do, for me marriage and babies are not on my horizon”.

“Ha that is a great pity, a wonderful wife you would be for me” He said.

“Perhaps I could pretend to be your wife while you are staying at the hotel” I offered as conciliation to his request.  
“Ah well that will have to do, I will of course have to surrender my beautiful bride to my colleagues over the next few night’s, but I shall claim you for the last night eh?” he replied.

“That would be wonderful” I said in reply. I continued administering to his needs for the rest of the night, I just seemed to have closed my eyes, when I felt a hand touching, exploring my body. The morning light was coming through the still closed curtains. It was Mr Umbaka, his manhood hard and erect, ready for further action.

After he had gone, I had tried to catch up with a little lost sleep. Tonight would be a different room, with a different guy. Perhaps he would propose marriage also.

We all filled the day in, resting and hanging around the hotel, preparing for another night of fun and action. The evening was the same as the one previously, only this time I was accompanied by a different delegate. I continually caught the Mr Umbaka staring at me, his eyes never seemed to leave me, never straying to any of the other women, which I found odd and made me a little uncomfortable. During the days that followed he seemed quiet, not the buoyant, boisterous man he had been that first night. It wasn’t until our last evening together that the original Mr Umbaka came back to life, again the feel of his hand on my thigh as we ate our evening meal. Love making was just as passionate as it had been on the first night; the other women had not blunted his appetite for sex. His request that I should marry him, were stronger than ever. I chose not to respond to these requests, preferring to get on with the job I was paid to do. I was also looking forward to the money I would be receiving for the work I had put in during the last week. I knew exactly where I would spend the money.
We lay on the bed together, propped up by the pillows, his arm around my shoulder, we were drinking wine. For the time being our torrid love making was over. 
My eyes were heavy, so, so heavy, I wanted to sleep, must be the week’s fun and entertainment were catching up…I slept.

The sound I could hear was a humming sound, not unlike that of a jet engine on an airliner. Then as consciousness slowly returned, I realised I was on a plane, and the sound was indeed that of a jet engine.

“Ah my dear you are awake at last, you have slept well I trust” It was Mr Umbaka, he was sitting beside me.

My mouth was dry and tasted like shit. “Where am I” I asked in a weak and tired state.

“Why you are on my plane, and we are heading home, home to Nigeria, another hundred miles or so and we will be landing” He said, smiling.

“But I don’t live in Nigeria…what am I doing on this plane” I asked, panic now starting to set in.

“Don’t worry, you’ll love living here…you’ll have everything you want”

“I don’t want to live here and certainly not with you, I have my own life back home”

“No dear, this is your home now; you must not concern yourself all will be just fine, you’ll see”

My protestations were met with a stone wall of silence, and then I felt the plane starting to descend and the undercarriage drop ready for landing.

I watched as the ground came up to meet us, a mixture of greenery and dusty bush and scrub, a bump and a squeal of tyres told me we had arrived.

A Range Rover approached us and came to a halt along side. When the plane doors opened, there was a blast of hot air; I’d never felt such hot air before.

I was assisted down the gangway, and quickly buddle into the Range Rover, the coolness of its air conditioning offering welcome relief.

I remained silent as we sped away from the air field and out into the surrounding countryside, countryside I did not recognize.
The road was dry, dusty, the Range Rover leaving a cloud of dust in its wake. I felt sleepy, drowsy, and my head hurt a little. I realized that it was the effects of the drugs, drugs Mr Umbaka must have administered in my wine. He’d drugged me, then managed to get me out of the country and now I was here, here somewhere in Nigeria.

The big mansion came into sight, and old colonial style place. The fields around it were fresh and abundant in crops and cattle. I could see children, lots of children, running shouting excitedly as we came to a halt. The children were now milling around the Range Rover, smiling, laughing. 
“My children” he said to me.

As he stepped from the vehicle, they were upon him, all wanting his attention. He was talking to them, talking in a language I did not understand. He was picking up and hugging the little ones, patting the older ones.

“Come, come, follow me” He said

I followed behind the mass of screaming shouting children, up the wide steps that led to the verandah. Here were two other women, holding smaller children in their arms.

He turned to the children and addressed them, whatever he said had them dashing back to the Range Rover, the driver now distributing the many presents he had brought for them.
“Ah it’s good to see the children so happy” He remarked, watching and smiling.

“Now my dears, let me make the introductions” He said, reverting to English, for my benefit.

“Rebecca, this is my first wife, Abanke” then turning to the other “This is my second wife Apara” then he introduced me. “This is Rebecca…who will soon be my third wife”

The other two wives became excited at the news, me I was utterly devastated. I didn’t recall ever accepting a proposal of marriage, and I turned to him angrily.

“What the hell are you talking about fellah, I’m in no way going to be marrying you, just get me out of here and back on a plane, just get me home”

“Oh Rebecca, that’s no way to talk to your future husband…show a little respect”

The other two stared at me in disbelief, disbelief that I should talk to him in such a disrespectful manner.

“Listen fellah, you forced to come here, drugged me, then kidnapped me, and there is no way I’m marrying you, get that through your thick head…now if you don’t do something I’ll go to the authorities and tell them what has happened” I spat back, defiantly.

He remained calm, as I ranted, raved and fumed at him.

“Let me put it this way, my dear, there is no authority out here, I’m the only authority and your protest is duly noticed. Now if you wish to leave you can, the nearest large city is eight hundred miles that way” He said pointing in the general direction “If the animals don’t get you, then I’m sure lack of water will. Now you have a choice…marry me, have my children and live in comfort, wanting for nothing, or you will still have my children and I will ban you to the village, where you can live with the others, working in the fields all day, bringing up children and sleeping with some man, giving him comfort and satisfaction each night, you know what I’m talking about don’t you, but come, let me show you” He said, striding for toward the Range Rover.

I just over an hour, we were back. I’d seen with my own eyes, just what my life would be like if I didn’t accept his offer. The many children of the village, the mud huts, the younger women toiling near by, the same women who were still baring the children, who would be looked after by the elderly. What I saw, I did not like.
“Now my dear, I will leave you to ponder your answer and your future, you can give me your answer in the morning”

I was hungry, but could not eat that night as we all dined in the main hall. My bedroom was hot and stuffy, even the large ceiling fan did little to keep me cool. I slept little and felt drained next morning.
There was knock on the door, and Mr Umbaka strode in.

“Well, have you made your decision yet my love” he asked, staring straight at me, waiting my reply. I had indeed thought about it, I’d thought of little else. The choices were two, that I could see, The second seemed to me to be the worst. I was stuck in the middle of who knows where, with little or no chance of a rescue mission and the thought of spending the rest of my time living village life had no appeal at all…it was the lesser of two evils syndrome.

“I’ve decided I will marry you after all” I said

“Good choice, good choice” he said, a beaming smile on his face. “I will have one of the servants go to the city and bring back some clothing for you, western style if you wish, just pick from the catalogue and they will buy it for you…you may choose a wedding dress also, I do like a white wedding, don’t you my dear”

The wedding date was set, the whole family and even the village rang with excitement, a wedding meant a good time, food, drink and merriment and a few extra pregnant woman after the event.

We took our vows at the little church, how he managed to get it to look legal I do not know, he already had two wives, but apparently they were just a local custom marriage and not legally recognized, well that seemed the only logical answer.  

The wedding was two months after my arrival in the country. I was now legally Mrs Umbaka, well I think I was. Unbeknown to me, my friend Paula had read a piece in the local press which said 

Local Girl Marries in Nigeria. The mysterious disappearance of a local woman was solved when Nigerian businessman Mr Umbaka issued a statement and photo’s of his marriage to local woman Rebecca Nielson…Mr Umbaka’s statement was made on behalf of both. He said he and Rebecca had met when he was over here on business. It was love at first sight, he said, he proposed to Rebecca she had accepted and they had flown immediately to Nigeria for the wedding. The photo showed a happy smiling bride accompanied by her husband and bridesmaids. Paula was disappointed I had not told her about the wedding and that she had not been invited .
Having been off birth control and not now using condoms I was fertile, and ready for his seed.

I must confess his love making had longevity and I had his cock inside me for long periods at a time, the sound of same love making echoing throughout the house. 

“I’m cuming Mrs Umbaka…I’m cuming” He shouted, and shortly there after, he thrust his last thrust and was planting his seed.

Seed planting lasted for three weeks, three weeks of our honeymoon, I had little doubt I was pregnant, it was confirmed some weeks later.

Our first was a boy, which greatly delighted Mr Umbaka; we named him Odion, Odion Umbaka. Of course he continued to plant his seed at regular intervals, normally shortly after the last birth. I was twenty six and had now born him had five children; there were many years ahead of me. Abanke had married him at fifteen, was not much older than me as had Apara, so between us we were breading quite a little tribe.

I’d tried to get some sort of revolt from the other two wives, but they told me in no uncertain terms, what they thought of that.

“You should have more respect for our husband, it is our duty to honor him and bare his children, be grateful he has chosen you to be his wife”

I never brought the subject up again, just continuing to have his babies.

As the time had passed, I’d surrendered to the ways and customs and was indeed now a dutiful wife, bearing and looking after our children.

I tried to teach the children as best I could, the elder ones would be sent to school in the big city as they became eligible. Alas as the elder ones went, there were always younger ones to take their place. Along with the children I also tried to teach a young ranch hand, reading, writing etc. When I say young, he was really around my age, hard work and long hours had him looking very fit and lean. Sex life was limited to Mr Umbaka, who may or may not favour you at the time, mainly when it was your time to have him plant his seed again. I wondered how my sex life would have gone back home and the money I had never collected.
It was another of those hot days. Embazi and I were sheltered from the suns intensity, by the large oak tree. I was trying to explain an English phrase to him at the time. Suddenly he was upon me. It was so sudden and so fast I had little time to react.

He’d pushed me back on the ground and was upon me. His hand was up my dress, tugging at my panties.
“What…what…do you think your playing at Embazi” I stammered, trying hard to push him off.

“Embazi love you, you love Embazi…I know this for to be true” he replied

“Embazi no…no…you mustn’t oh god please no” I shouted.

His strong hands both holding me in place and pulling my pants down, down around my knees.

“No…no please…don’t do this Embazi” I pleaded.

“No, no we love each other…I want you, I need you” he continued. I heard the zip on his trousers as he undid his fly. It was hard and warm against my thigh, as he pushed upward.

The feel of it suddenly had me excited, my resolve and resistance melting in the moment.

I stopped fighting him and let my legs part. His entered me quick and smooth.
“Oh god, oh god no Embazi we shouldn’t be doing this” I said, my hands digging into the flesh of his arms, as he thrust deep and fast, squeals of delight escaping from my lips.

“Oh…oh…oh…ah…oh” as his black ass humped between my legs. I reached for my panties and tore them off completely, kicking them free, my legs now spread wide and wrapped around his torso, holding on to him like a clamp.

“Oh god…oh Embazi…oh my god” I whimpered, as he continued to fuck me. I was now on fire. This was the first man other than Mr Umbaka, I’d had inside me since coming to Nigeria…he was right, I wanted him and wanted him bad, as I egged him on, begging him to fuck harder…my screams of pleasure and delight continuing to stream from my lips. Both our bodies were lathered in perspiration; I could hear my wet pussy making a slurping noise, from the action of his hard cock continually thrusting into me.
“Yes, yes I knew you wanted me Mrs Umbaka…you have for a long time…you like Embazi fucking you…yes”

My euphoria was such that I had to admit, it felt good, real good.

“Oh yes, yes Embazi…I love it…I love it…don’t stop…please don’t stop”

“Oh Mrs Umbaka I will fuck you as much as you want…I can last a long time…I’m good at fucking” he said, his arse continuing to hump between my legs.

He was right, he knew how to fuck, as the clock ticked, and the fucking continued, and his thrusts got deeper and faster.

“Oh Mrs Umbaka I have to cum…I can’t hold back much longer”

“Oh yes, yes Embazi…cum…go on cum” I shouted at him, and with one final deep and final thrust, he unloaded himself. 
We clung to each other for a long while, until the euphoria of our love making had cooled down.

“I think we should go back to the house Embazi…we’ve been away too long” I said smiling at him

“You are pleased with Embazi, Mrs Umbaka…I fuck you well, do I not” he asked, with a look of concern on his face.

“Oh you don’t have any worries in that department Embazi…I’m very, very pleased with you…you fuck very well indeed my dear…very well.”
“I am glad, I did not want to disappoint you” He replied “Embazi love you very much, Mrs Umbaka”

“You did very well…very well indeed” I said

“We can do it again sometime…do you think?”

“Oh I’m sure we can…I’m sure we can”

So it was that I started a relationship with Embazi, each session, torrid, passionate, as if we could not get enough of each other. It started off in a casual sort of way. We would go to our little out of the way place, essentially to teach him reading etc. He had lost his interest in learning, and no sooner had we sat on the ground, than he lay beside me, pushing me back. I would feel his hand under my dress, working its way up my thigh, his hand now attending to my pussy’s needs, fingers delving, pressing inward. 

The sound of his zip, as he undid his fly. My heart racing, excitement building, knowing I was about to be fed a length of his magnificent hard manhood? The feel of it as it brushed my thigh. My legs automatically spreading wide apart, my gasp of satisfaction as he entered me, then the long deep thrusts as I lay in the grass, feeling and enjoying every stroke, my continual sighs and screams of delight, until Embazi could hold back no longer and his own grunts of satisfaction as he came inside me.

The more we did it the more we wanted, wanting to see each others naked bodies, removing all our clothing, so we could feast our eyes on our nakedness. He staring at my slit, hunger in his eyes, me staring at his hard manhood, lust and hunger in my eyes also, until neither could hold back any longer and I would reach for it, take hold of it and guide him into paradise. 

For months we would sneak off to our little bit of heaven, our place where we could take pleasure in exploring and enjoying our bodies. Then one day Embazi came to me.

“Oh miss, could you come down to the barn please…hurry…quick” he said, urgency in his voice.

“What is it Embazi…what’s wrong” I asked, somewhat alarmed.

“No come quick I show you” he said, and I quickly followed, to find out what this urgency was.

He opened the barn door and ushered me inside, there was the usual smell of dry hay, and the interior was rather dark after entering from the bright sunlight. I was a little startled at what appeared to be someone standing in the shadows, a silhouette. I turned to leave but Embazi held me where I stood and the shadowy figure stepped forward.

It was dressed in battle fatigues and a red beret, a swagger stick slapping his leg.

Oh my god…I immediately recognized the person. A person who was continually in the news, a person who was feared in and around these parts, in fact anywhere in this country. It was General Ambola, the rebel leader, but what was he doing here…I was about to find out.

“Ah Mrs Umbaka…how very nice to meet you my dear, Embazi has been telling me so much about you…Hm, all very, very good I must add” I looked at Embazi, wondering what it was he had said, and had he betrayed me to this rebel leader. He only cast his eyes downward and shuffled his feet feeling uncomfortable at my gaze. 

“What are you doing here General…what do you want…does my husband not pay you enough for your assurance to keep away from us” I asked

“Oh he pays most handsomely Mrs Umbaka, very handsomely in fact…but some things he cannot give me…personally that is” He said with a wicked grin.

“What are you inferring general?” I asked

He took a step or two closer. “There are certain needs a man misses whist away from home Mrs Umbaka…needs that need attending to from time to time…from what Embazi tells me you can provide those needs quite well…in fact very well” 

I looked at Embazi, knowing he had told Ambola everything that had gone between us.

“I’m sorry miss…truly sorry…I drank too much” was all he could say in his defense.

“Hm…now Mrs Umbaka perhaps you would care to share some of those pleasures with me” He said, taking his swagger stick and tracing the outline of my body, around my breasts, down around my thighs. I pushed the stick away, fury and anger at what he was doing and suggesting.
“Never general, never I would sooner die than let you touch me” I spat at him.

The slap against my hip from his swagger stick stung.

“If you want, I can arrange your death, if that is what you really want, but you will be the last to die, before that I will make you watch as my men take you first, then all the women in the house. We will take the females and some of the men back to my base camp, the rest we will kill, then burn the house and buildings to the ground…the village as well” he said

I felt sick, and weak, the blood in my veins seemed to have turned to ice.

“Now I think a little co-operation will help here, Mrs Umbaka, you can help save your friends and family from pain and terror, especially the children eh?” he said, the swagger stick continuing to go over my body.

“I think we understand each other a little better now, do we not” he said

I just stood glaring at him.
“Now we do not have too much time, please take off your dress”

I did not move, I just stood glowering at him.

“Please, Mrs Umbaka, do not try my patience, my men are but a short distance from here”

“Please miss, do as he says, he will carry out his threat, you know that”

I cast my dress to the ground, his eyes feasting like that of a hungry wolf, glaring at me semi naked body.

“Hm, good, very good…you were so right Embazi; she does have a most beautiful body” he said, his stick poking between my legs.

“The rest, please remove the rest” smiling as he said it.

My bra joined my dress; I pulled my pants down and stepped out of them, they too merging with my dress and bra on the barn floor. 

His swagger stick went between my legs, for a moment I thought he had other ideas for it, but he quietly said. 
“Just lie on the hay my dear…let us enjoy some pleasure time together…something I know we are both going to love”

I lay on the bed of hay. He was smiling at me as he unzipped his fly, unbuckled his belt and dropped his trousers to his knees. Like all the others he just stood there, letting me gaze upon his hard manhood, letting me know what I was about to receive.

“Over there Embazi, stand over there…I want to keep an eye on you” he said, indicating where Embazi was to stand.

“You can also watch a man fuck your mistress…watch as I give her pleasure…listen to here screams of delight…wanting me to drive deep inside her” He said with a wicked smile and laugh.

I lay on my back, looking up at the rafters of the barn.

“Oh come on Mrs Umbaka…spread those lovely legs nice and wide” he said

I spread my legs as wide as I could, still concentrating on the rafters.

He did not thrust it in, he took his time and I could feel my pussy open up, as it felt the length and width slide inside, inch by inch.
With the swaying of his ass, I could feel the hard shaft as it slid in and out. I was now being fucked by General Ambola. His thrusts were relentless. Time and time again he thrust into me. It seemed he was never going to cum. My legs had been thrown up and over his shoulders, the continuous slap…slap…slap…slap as our flesh came into contact, with each inward thrust.
“Oh…oh…oh…um…um…ah…ah” I gasped, his face looking down at me smiling.
His eyes closed, the pace picked up, the slapping of our bodies as they came together became quicker, and there was now urgency in his actions. I knew he was about to cum.

“Oh, yes, yes, yes” He was saying, he’d made his final thrust, just letting his balls empty and drain his sperm inside me. When he felt satisfied, there were no lingering moments. I watched him withdraw his cock, throw my legs to one side, discarding them like a piece of used trash, then stood put his cock back in his trousers and zipped up his fly.

“Yes, Embazi was right Mrs Umbaka, a good fuck you most definitely are…I can recommend you now also” He said.
He turned to Embazi saying “Go bring the Land Rover here, while Mrs Umbaka dresses…you get dressed” he said turning his attention to me.

“What now general, you got what you wanted, why not leave us alone” I said.

As Embazi scurried out of the door to get the Land Rover, he said.

“Oh Mrs Umbaka, it would be most selfish of me to have had you, and my men get nothing, I do think that they to have earned a little time with you, don’t you, and please do not say you did not enjoy yourself with me, I could see you loved every moment, every thrust…my men can do the same for you…hurry get dressed please”

I was about to protest, he held up his hand. “No do not try and deny how you felt, you can deny all you want, I know how you truly felt, my men will be equal to me, I can assure you”

The sound of the Land Rovers engine told us Embazi was outside. I sat beside Embazi in the passenger’s seat as he drove us to where the general and his men were camped. I silently contemplated what was about to happen to me

As we entered the camp, we were immediately surrounded by a sea of black faces, smiling grinning at us. Leaving the Land Rover there were murmurings from the troops, I looked into their faces, and what I saw concerned me.
The general took me to one side, again telling me what would happen if I was not to co-operate with his or his men’s wishes.

“Think of yourself as their savior, I’m sure they will be grateful for your sacrifice here today…besides you will be doing nothing you do not like doing…you will enjoy the rest of the day, believe me”

He then gave me a copy of a script I was to follow, a script for a videoed documentary he was about to produce. He gave me a moment or two to digest as to what I was to say and do, then said “All right Mrs Umbaka we are now ready for you” he said, at the same time shouting instructions to two of his soldiers. The soldiers took up their position either said of me, each placing an arm around my waist. I in turn placed both my arms around their waists, giving the impression of a happy threesome.

I must stress the importance of your complete co-operation in this matter, Mrs Umbaka, please make it look convincing. I do not want to have to retake this little scene over and over, now for the camera, please smile and as I’ve said make it convincing.
I did smile and when the little red light came on I recited the message I had been requested to record.

“Hi…I’m making this statement of my own free will, I have not been abducted or coerced in any way by General Ambola, or any of the brave soldiers under his command. These same brave soldiers are freedom fighters of the people, soldiers who continually put their lives on the line and also have to put up with extreme conditions and deprivations. One of the many things they are deprived of is the sexual services of a good woman, I today, am here to remedy that. I will be making myself available to all soldiers, all soldiers, who feel the need of that service. General Ambola has graciously allowed me to spend ten or fifteen minutes with each of these gallant men” a soldiers hand now slips to my ass and starts to gently pat, stroke and squeeze my buttock “I am making this declaration in order to make it perfectly clear, I am doing it voluntarily, to alleviate any notions that I have been forced here and raped by these wonderful and gallant men” I then looked up at each soldier and smiled at him. “It is indeed an honor and a privilege to be here today and to offer my body to these men”

The statement now finished, the general turned off the camera and proceeded to clap.
“Well done, Mrs Umbaka…well done, you have totally convinced me. I’m sure if I am forced to show it to the authorities they will have no option but to believe you…bravo”

“You know the only reason I made it, it was to stop the wholesale slaughter and rape of innocent woman and young girls, other wise I would not be doing it”

“Maybe so Mrs Umbaka, but what you are about to do should not be unfamiliar to you should it” He responded, grinning.
“What do you mean by that remark” I said indignantly.

“Well is it not true you were a whore when you met your husband, a whore who serviced each and every member of the trade delegation that visited your city…being fucked by men should be second nature to you should it not”

I was taken totally by surprise. How did he know about my being a prostitute, sensing or reading my mind, he answered my question immediately.

“There were other members who attended that delegation, members who were only to willing to tell me they to had spent a little time with you, and had be complicit in the extraction from your home land…so you see this should be quite easy for you Mrs Umbaka…now let us proceed” He said.

“Now if you will be so kind to lie under that tree over there, it will give shade from the hot sun, make things a little more comfortable for everyone. I will then instruct each of my men to come to you one at a time…now please go” He said pointing to the tree.
I stood my ground, defying his instructions, anger started to appear in his face.

Mrs Umbaka, don’t try my patience, don’t forget we are only a half hours drive from here to your home, a half hour Mrs Umbaka…think about it, now please I ask you again, take up your position”

Defying and denying this man was useless. I turned and slowly walked to the tree and lay beneath it. I looked up through the leafed branches, at the clear blue, cloudless sky, the contrails of a jet liner high above, as it headed for some distant destination, and I waited for the first soldier.

The general gave an order, and I heard the footsteps of that soldier as he made his way toward me, stopping briefly to lean his rifle against a tree, before continuing. Then a shiny black face was above me looking down at me. Unzipping his fly, and unbuckling his belt he pushed his trousers down to his knees allowing me to view his hard proud manhood. Oh my god I thought to myself. Dropping to the ground, he pushed the hem of my dress well up around my waist, his hands pulling, tearing at my panties and throwing them away. He shouted something at me, I did not understand his language, but I got its meaning and I quickly drew up my knees and parted my legs. His eyes feasting upon my naked thighs and slit, grunting his satisfaction. Wasting not a moment he thrust his cock inside me and at the same time flung his body on top of mine, his arse immediately in motion humping up and down. I could smell his hot breath and the stench of his sweaty body as he feverously fucked me. 

The general made his way toward us, video camera in hand.

“All right Mrs Umbaka, now for the second part” and with that he started the camera, the camera now recording the images before it. First, on my panties, that lay a couple of feet away, then showing me on my back, legs apart and between them a mans black arse furiously humping up and down, my hands on his buttocks holding and squeezing them as he did so. Panning up to my face, I put on a look of complete satisfaction and joy for the camera to record, before speaking.
“I am happy to be able to offer my body, to this gallant soldier and also the other gallant soldiers, so that they may derive much deserved pleasure from it” I then closed my eyes and gave out a long satisfied moan, click…end of recording.

“Thank you Mrs Umbaka, you make a fine actress…but then perhaps you weren’t acting and indeed you do enjoy it eh” he said before making his way back to the others, who were lounging, sitting or propped against a tree, smoking, watching their comrade and patiently awaiting their turn.

The man on top of me gave three last thrusts, grunting his satisfaction and unloading his semen. His comrades could see he had finished and were keen to find out who was going to be selected next. When he withdrew his penis, I could see it was wet and a small amount of his cum remained on the head. He stood pulled up his trousers, fastened the buckle and zipped up his fly, then retrieving his gun, swaggered off to join his friends, giving his replacement a hi-five as they passed.

It was the same again, that sweaty black face standing above me, the zip pulled down, unbuckled belt, dropping of the trousers and the feel of his hard erection as he thrust it inside me. Once more the general’s camera, recoding more images, a different black arse humping up and down between my legs, and a different face. The general making a quick commentary.

“Another of our brave soldiers accepting Mrs Umbaka’s most generous offer”

He took images of the first five men to add to his little documentary.

The ten men enjoyed my company for two and a half hours, by which time all had been satisfied.

“You may dress now Mrs Umbaka” he said, picking up my panties and handing them back to me.

“One more shot, with all my men Mrs Umbaka then you can go back home”

I was held between two of his soldiers, their arms around my waist, the rest gathered on either side of them.

The camera started to record and I spoke to it.

“I have had a most wonderful time today with all these wonderful men, and it has indeed been a pleasure and a privilege to have been able to offer my body and give them pleasure also…I thank you all” they were instructed at this point to give a loud cheer, which they did…end of recording.
“Wonderful…wonderful Mrs Umbaka…I would say your acting was impeccable but somehow I don’t think you were acting” He said smiling.

He gave the order for his troops to mount up and start the trucks, then turned to me.

“I will have Embazi, collect you and bring you to our next location, when we require you Mrs Umbaka…until then have a safe journey home”

“Hold it, hold it, what do you mean the next time”

“Mrs Umbaka, this is to be a regular thing, just as your husband pays me money to stop my men from ravaging and pillaging the area, so you my lovely lady, help bring peace to these parts by giving a little comfort and pleasure to my men once in a while …surely it is but a small price to pay…now…and I take perverse pleasure in knowing that your husband unknowingly is sharing you with my men and I…now go I will send for you when we need you” he turned and stormed off to join his troops, taking with him the video containing the images, images depicting me as being seemingly, more than an eager and willing participant in the days activities, leaving Embazi and I alone.  
I’d discarded my cloths to the wash, and now lay encased in the hot water I’d run in the bath, the scented bubbles cleansing the smell of male sweat and the scent of their sperm from my pussy, a pussy that dripped excess cum from it. If only the images of the day could be cleared so easily. Every time I closed my eyes they were there. The regimented procession of men as they each stepped up to take their turn. Each with a shiny black face, each with a smug look upon it, eyes fixed upon my slit. The sound of a zip being pulled down, belts being unbuckled, trousers pulled to their knees, now a smile on that black face as its owner takes delight in letting me see his hard manhood, standing so big and so proud, then dropping to their knees, my feeling that big proud cock being inserted inside me, the arse furiously humping up and down between my open legs, the final grunts and groans of satisfaction as each one of them releases a stream of sperm inside me, finally zipping up his fly and moving on. 
A moment or two, then it start’s all over again. The shiny black faces…..etc, etc. I can still feel every hard penis, every thrust, every rise and fall of every arse, every man, one, two, three, four…through to...nine, then ten, and I watch the last man zip up his fly, an ordeal lasting two and a half hours. The general telling me how well I have done, handing me my panties. No, these images are too hard to eliminate, then the images rewind themselves and it starts all over again.
Embazi later explained how he had become drunk, then blurted out, bragging how he was fucking his mistress, how she enjoyed watching him insert his black cock inside her, and hear her screams of delight, begging him for more. The only thing was other ears were listening to every word he said. Ears that would report the story back to the general.
My visits to their camp became all too routine. I also became more and more familiar with all those men, getting to know each of the regular ones by name.

Their camp was never in the same place, the general made sure he picked a different location each time I was to visit them.
Today we were at the old village, the village that had been attacked some years ago, and now abandoned, the memories of such an attack too much for its occupants to want to return.

It was an old mud hut, the general had placed me in, and I’d been in here before, on one of my other many visits.

Ajaye was pleased; pleased he had been chosen once again to be the first to service Mrs Umbaka. Mrs Umbaka was their woman now. The woman who came to visit them when she needed to be pleasured. The general had told them she liked sex, loved to be fucked. It was the men’s duty to look after our guest, to give her what she wanted. Well if she liked fucking so much, he would perform his duty, and perform it well. She had come at the right time he thought. He and his companions had not had a good woman for weeks. His balls ached so much, ached because they were full of sperm, sperm that had accumulated over those weeks, like an un milked cow, but today, well today Mrs Umbaka was going to relieve him of all that. Yes Mrs Umbaka was truly a wonderful and kind lady. The woman, he and all his comrades were in love with. He could not understand why such a lovely creature would come here, to them, to be fucked by each and every one of them, his general must surely be right; she does love to be fucked. Well who am I to question what the lady wants. I will do my duty, she will not go away unsatisfied, no sir, not by a long shot.
He gave a little chuckle as he thought about the two boys that had joined the group. They should really be at school, but they were warriors were they not. The guns seemed too big and heavy for them, but they carried and used them when need be. The look of joy and delight when they asked if they to could fuck Mrs Umbaka. The general telling them they were warriors, part of the detachment and yes they would stand up and take their turn with Mrs Umbaka. Oh that joyous look on their faces and the hi-five they gave each other. When the time came they would walk into the ruined house, have their way and when they came out, grinning, they would zip up their fly’s, swagger as they walked to join their comrades, having now become not only worriers but men.
Ajaye was at the door of the ruined house. Oh yes, yes there she was, Mrs Umbaka lying of the dirt floor, propped up on her elbows. Her dress was pulled up around her waist as it usually was; her panties also lay on the floor only a few feet away. Her knees were bent and she had her legs spread wide. Those lovely white thighs of hers, and oh god there it was, that beautiful gash of hers, all pink and ready for fucking, staring up at him…god he loved it, wanted it…and soon he would have it.
Today though he wanted more, not just the usual fuck, he wanted to see her body, wanted her naked, to be able to touch her and feel those warm firm breasts, to suckle on her nipples, yes that’s what he wanted, desired.

He shouted at her, indicating he wanted her to stand. She may not understand his language, but certainly knew what he wanted of her, as she rose from the pile of cloth and old carpet that covered the dusty dirt floor; they served their purpose as a bed, a bed on which they all made love to this woman.
He took the hem of her dress, pulling upward. She knew what he wanted and put her arms up, the dress now over her head and quickly thrown to one side. Ajaye drew in his breath. The site of those beautiful heaving breasts seemed more than he could bare. His hands indicating he wanted her to remove her bra. She quickly unfasten the clasp and discarded it along with her other clothing, she now stood naked before this soldier, the lust for her was obvious, it was in his eyes and the throbbing of his hard penis.
His calloused hands groped and squeezed at the firm full breasts before him, his finger and thumb, tweaking her nipples, her felt her body stiffen in response to his touch. He could wait no longer he had to suckle on them, mouth and tongue now tasting them, just as he had on his own mothers breast. She sighs and gasps in response, holding his head close and tightly to her breast. Ajaye pushes her to the ground, he would like to take all day with this woman, show her how good he was at fucking, but he knew he must push on. She lies on her back, propping herself up with her elbows, completely naked, she’s smiling at him, tantalizing him, her legs wide apart, letting him see the gash between her legs. God look at it, just look at it, all pink, wet and opened up, flowering for him. He tears at his shirt, and then hurriedly fumbles with his heavy army boots, throwing them wildly to one side. His eyes never straying from her wet, pink open pussy, all the time she waits and smiles at him, knowing how eager he is, eager to get inside her and eager to start fucking. Oh yes she knows how to turn them all on.
Now it is his turn to tease and tantalize. He stands before her naked, stroking his hard manhood. Ha, look at her; she can’t keep her eyes off it, she loves to see my manhood, so big and so proud, well my good lady this is what’s going to fuck you, fuck you just the way you like it.
 He liked to see the look on her face, one of joy, delight, desire and lust. The same look he had in his eyes as he viewed the slit between her legs. Oh she loved it all right, the memory of his generals words ringing in his ears. He dropped between those lovely thighs, almost touching her with his hard cock but not quite. “Ohhhhhh’ he sighs at the touch of her warm hand and fingers as they gently wrap around the hard shaft, the gentle comforting squeeze, the hand now slowly stroking it up and down for a moment, then guiding it, guiding his hard manhood toward paradise. This was her job and she did it well. He can feel the warm, moist entrance. She’s done her part, now it is up to him to do his, he must not disappoint her, and he thrusts inside her, a cry of delight being emitted from both parties. His black ass now quickly in action, between those white thighs, humping up and down with great urgency. Her fingers gripping, digging into his flesh with each and every thrust, her hands now on his buttocks, squeezing and pulling at them, forcing him to drive deeper, thrust deeper. “God she’s hot for me” he thought
Agu sits on the fallen tree, his gun and shirt draped over the horizontal trunk; he takes another long drag from his cigarette. Then looks towards his comrades first, who like him sit and wait, wait patiently for their turn with Mrs Umbaka. Then he looks at the open door of the old mud hut, the roof long gone. He smiles, as he listens to the sounds coming from within. Ajaye is certainly giving it to her today; listen to those screams and squeals of delight. His mind is full of images, images of what is happening right now, only a few yards away.
“Oh…oh…ah…ah…oh yes…oh yes…oh yes” not sighs, more like a squeal, a squeal of pure pleasure…oh yes she’s enjoying it. Ajaye is thrusting into her deep and fast. Yes that’s how he will do it, she likes it like that. Slap…slap…slap…slap, yeah that’s his ass thrusting back and forth, the sound of flesh slapping against flesh. He could imagine her tits bobbing back and forth, like two big jellies, her whole body vibrating from the pounding Ajaye was giving her.

The screams and shouts continue…then silence. Agu knows the silence can mean only one thing. Ajaye has finished and right now he is unloading all that pent up frustration, she was receiving the first load of the day. He Agu would deliver the next load.

Ajaye walks from the house, his shirt flung over his right shoulder; he carries his boots in one hand, as his other pulls up the zip on his trousers, a wide grin spread across his face.

Agu takes one last draw from his cigarette, stubs it out with his boot, rises, winks at the two young worriers and strolls toward the open door of the mud hut. When he enters he can hardly believe his eyes or luck. Mrs Umbaka is lying on the floor resting on her elbows, her legs wide apart, inviting him between them. Nothing different in that, but this time she is naked, god that slit looks better than ever, and those tits of hers.

The familiar touch of her hand on his hard cock, feels good as she guides him in. His frustrations disappearing as they always do with Mrs Umbaka.
                                     ………………………………………….

The young worrier, the last for the day, exits the hut; he zips up his fly, punches two clenched fists into the air…now he can truly say he is a man.   

I lay in the warm bath, washing away the smell of body sweat and the overflow of male semen, semen that had dripped and ran down between my legs. The day’s activities again playing in my mind. I had done all this many, many times over the past few months but I still relived the day’s events as I lay there soaking.
One thing that really concerned me was the threat the general made from time to time. I always thought it was meant to keep me in check, but he could at any time take me back to his main rebel stronghold to the north, government troops had tried many times before to break through and destroy it, but its location made it all but impossible.

More pictures of how my life would be if it were to happen run through my mind.

The camp itself, cut off and miles from any other civilization, very few if any modern day amenities, amenities I’d been accustomed to. Huts, mud huts and shacks or sheds for housing. Children, many children running, shouting and playing around the camp, little or no education, all growing up and following the footsteps of their forbears. The men continually fighting, some very young, as were the two that have visited with the general today.
The women, tending to the needs and comforts of the men, continually baring, the men’s children. Children who would never know their real fathers
The hot nights, the sound of night life, frogs, crickets, a barking dog. Inside the allocated hut I would share with perhaps half dozen or more other women.

 I would lie and wait, wait for the next man, the man who would now replace the one who had just gratified himself and left, left to make way for the another frustrated soldier groping his way around the dimly lit hut, looking for the cot with a woman, a woman not with another man, one that was now available. Finding one, he unzips his fly and lies between the open legs, legs inviting him to come on in, then letting her take hold of his hard manhood and guide him in.
Now all the women are taken. The cots squeak and groan in time with the man humping his ass up and down, some women sigh and moan an occasional scream of delight, the slap, slap, slap of flesh against flesh, a groan of satisfaction…the he is gone…another soldier gropes his way amongst the cots.

I find the images terrifying and try hard to blot them from my mind and nightmares 

                             *************************************
                                                         Epilog

Twelve months later the following appeared in the Nigerian Tribune.
“The wife of businessman Mr Umbaka was abducted by rebel soldiers under the command of General Ambola. It is feared she has been taken to his main camp in the north. Authorities are concerned for her safety and are making every effort to locate and rescue Mrs Umbaka”

One week later there was another entry.

“The authorities who have been trying to locate Mrs Umbaka have called off the search. It would seem that Mrs Umbaka was a willing participant in the abduction. A letter, along with a video was delivered to the authorities, showing her as a willing accomplice. She was seen openly flirting with the men and admitting she had sex with them. Servicing their needs, as she put it. Mr Umbaka is obviously distraught by this and can’t understand why she would want to leave the comfort of her home and family to live with the rebels. No further action will be taken on this matter”
