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	African Temptation

Chapter 1: Arrival in the Heat

The sun hung low over the African horizon, painting the sky in fiery hues of orange and red as the plane touched down on the dusty runway. John and Mary Thompson, fresh from their whirlwind wedding just six months prior, stepped out into the sweltering heat of Nairobi. The air was thick with the scent of earth and spice, a far cry from the crisp suburban life they'd left behind in the States. John, a lanky software engineer with a perpetual five-o'clock shadow and a boyish grin, adjusted his glasses and wiped sweat from his brow. "This is it, babe," he said, squeezing Mary's hand. "Adventure awaits."

Mary, with her cascading dark hair, full pouty lips, and curves that turned heads wherever she went, smiled back weakly. She was excited, sure—John's stories about his colleague Jamal had painted him as a larger-than-life figure, a true friend who'd offered them his home during this work trip. But the long flight had left her exhausted, and beneath that, a subtle undercurrent of restlessness stirred. Their marriage was still new, the honeymoon phase lingering like a sweet aftertaste, but lately, John's work had kept him distant. It had been over a week since they'd been intimate, and Mary's body ached with unmet needs. She pushed the thought aside, focusing on the bustling airport around them.

As they cleared customs and emerged into the arrivals hall, a towering figure caught Mary's eye immediately. Jamal stood there like a statue carved from ebony marble—six feet four inches of pure, chiseled muscle, his skin a deep, rich brown that gleamed under the fluorescent lights. His smile was dazzling, white teeth flashing against full lips, and his eyes... oh, those eyes were dark pools of intensity that seemed to pull her in. He wore a simple white linen shirt that clung to his broad shoulders and powerful chest, unbuttoned just enough to hint at the sculpted perfection beneath. Dark jeans hugged his thick thighs, and Mary couldn't help but notice the confident way he carried himself, like he owned the room.

"John, my man!" Jamal boomed, his voice deep and resonant, wrapping John in a bear hug that lifted him off the ground slightly. John laughed, clapping his friend on the back. "And this must be the beautiful Mary I've heard so much about." Jamal turned to her, his gaze lingering a fraction too long, tracing the curve of her neck down to the swell of her breasts beneath her light sundress. Mary's breath hitched. Up close, he was even more intoxicating—a masculine aura that radiated power and raw sexuality. His scent, a mix of sandalwood and something primal, washed over her, making her knees feel weak.

"Nice to meet you, Jamal," she managed, extending her hand. But instead of shaking it, he pulled her into a warm embrace, his massive arms enveloping her petite frame. She felt the hard planes of his chest against her soft curves, and for a split second, her mind flashed to what it would feel like without the barriers of clothing. A forbidden heat bloomed low in her belly, shocking her. She was married, for God's sake. To John, who stood right there, beaming obliviously.

"The pleasure's all mine," Jamal murmured, his breath hot against her ear. His hand lingered on the small of her back as he released her, sending a shiver down her spine. "I've got the car waiting. Let's get you two settled in. African hospitality starts now."

The drive to Jamal's house was a blur of vibrant city streets—markets teeming with vendors, the distant call of exotic birds, and the rhythmic pulse of local music drifting from open windows. Jamal chatted easily with John about work, their shared projects, but Mary found herself stealing glances at him in the rearview mirror. His profile was sharp, jawline like it was cut from stone, and every time he laughed, his Adam's apple bobbed in a way that made her mouth go dry. John, ever the oblivious one, prattled on about deadlines and code, not noticing how Mary's thighs clenched involuntarily or how her nipples tightened against the fabric of her dress.

Jamal's home was modest, a cozy bungalow on the outskirts of the city, surrounded by lush greenery that whispered in the evening breeze. "It's not much," he said as he unlocked the door, "but it's home. Bedrooms are upstairs—yours is the one at the end of the hall. Mine's right next door if you need anything." He flashed Mary another one of those smiles, his eyes darkening with something unspoken. "Anything at all."

They unpacked quickly, the small space forcing a sense of intimacy. The walls were thin, the rooms compact, and Mary could already imagine how sounds might carry. That night, as she lay in bed beside John, the air conditioner humming softly, her mind raced. John turned his back to her, mumbling about an early meeting before drifting off to sleep with his usual soft snores. Mary stared at the ceiling, her body humming with frustration. It had been too long—too many nights of quick, perfunctory sex that left her wanting more. Her hand slipped under the sheets, fingers brushing her thigh, but she stopped herself. Not here, not with Jamal just down the hall.

But oh, how her thoughts wandered to him. Imagining his massive frame pinning her down, those strong hands exploring her body, his deep voice whispering filthy promises in her ear. She bit her lip to stifle a moan, her core throbbing with need. It was wrong, so very wrong, but the fantasy ignited a fire she couldn't extinguish.

The next morning dawned hot and humid. John bolted out the door early, kissing Mary goodbye with a distracted peck. "Jamal will take care of you today—show you around the city. Love you!" And just like that, she was alone with him.

Jamal emerged from the kitchen, shirtless and glistening from a workout, his sweat-slicked skin highlighting every ridge of his abs and the V-lines disappearing into his low-slung shorts. Mary's mouth watered at the sight, her eyes tracing the bulge that strained against the fabric. He caught her staring and smirked, not bothering to cover up. "Morning, beautiful. Sleep well?"

"Y-yes," she stammered, forcing her gaze up to his face. But his eyes held hers, smoldering with intent. The air between them crackled, thick with unspoken desire. He stepped closer, his presence overwhelming, and Mary felt her resolve weakening. This was dangerous territory, but God, it felt so alive.

As the day wore on, the tension built like a storm. Jamal showed her the local markets, his hand brushing hers "accidentally" as they walked, his deep laughs sending vibrations through her body. By afternoon, back at the house, Mary excused herself to freshen up, but her mind was a whirlwind of lust. She heard the shower running—Jamal in the bathroom, water cascading over that perfect body.

Then came the call: "Mary? Forgot my towel. It's on the bed—mind grabbing it for me?"

Her heart pounded as she picked up the soft fabric, her steps hesitant toward the bathroom door. She knocked softly, and it swung open, steam billowing out like a veil. There he stood, naked and unashamed, water droplets tracing paths down his broad chest, over his rippling abs, and lower... to the thick, veined length of his cock, already half-hard and massive, far bigger than anything she'd ever seen.

Mary's breath caught, her body betraying her with a rush of wetness between her thighs. Jamal's eyes locked on hers, a predatory gleam in them. "Come in, Mary," he said, voice low and commanding. "We both know why you're really here."

She stepped inside, the door clicking shut behind her, sealing them in the steamy confines. His hand reached out, fingers wrapping around her wrist, pulling her close. The heat from his body mingled with the steam, making her head spin. "John's not here," he murmured, his free hand sliding up her arm, leaving goosebumps in its wake. "And I can see how much you want this. How much you need a real man to fuck you senseless."

Mary's protest died on her lips as he pressed against her, his hard cock grinding into her belly. She was lost, drowning in the forbidden allure of this powerful black god. And as his lips crashed down on hers, claiming her in a kiss that ignited every nerve, she knew there was no turning back. The introduction to her new world had just begun.

 


Chapter 2: Surrender in Steam

The steam from the shower wrapped around them like a lover's embrace, thick and humid, making Mary's sundress cling to her skin. Jamal's lips were on hers, demanding and fierce, his tongue invading her mouth with a hunger that sent sparks racing through her veins. She tasted the salt of his skin, mixed with the faint soap from his bath, and it was intoxicating. Her mind screamed that this was wrong—John was her husband, out there somewhere, probably wondering where she was—but her body betrayed her, pressing closer to Jamal's massive, naked form.

"Jamal... we can't," Mary whispered against his mouth, her voice trembling with a mix of fear and desire. Her hands rested lightly on his broad chest, not pushing him away, but not pulling him in either. She felt shy under his intense gaze, her cheeks flushing a deep pink as his dark eyes roamed over her like she was a prize he'd been waiting to claim. The size of him, the sheer power radiating from his muscular frame, made her feel small and vulnerable... and strangely alive.

"Oh, we can, beautiful," Jamal murmured, his deep voice rumbling through her like thunder. His large hands slid down her sides, gripping her hips and pulling her flush against him. She gasped as she felt the thick, hardening length of his cock press against her belly, hot and insistent through the thin fabric of her dress. It was so much bigger than John's—thicker, longer, pulsing with a
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