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Lottie sits on the hard-backed bench, watching the barely clad men dance in the clearing. Her husband, Tyler, beside her, snaps photos with the ridiculous safari hat he insisted on buying perched on his head. Instead of her husband, Lottie thinks about what those men are hiding beneath their colorful loincloths and how her mouth has gone dry in a way that has nothing to do with the heat.

Like most things in their marriage, the safari was Tyler's idea. "It'll be authentic," he said. 

That's how it's been for the three years they've been married—Tyler talking and deciding, Lottie nodding and following along. She's twenty-six, four years younger than him, and sometimes it feels like fucking centuries.

The jeep had dropped them off at this village an hour ago, and their guide Jabari explained that this was a special stop, not on the regular tourist trail. "Very traditional," he'd said, his accent making the words sound mysterious. Very authentic." Tyler had practically wet himself with excitement.

The village consists of a dozen or so huts arranged in a semicircle around a central clearing. Everything looks old and weathered, like it's been here forever. It feels like stepping into a National Geographic spread, which is exactly what Tyler wanted.

"This is incredible," he whispers. "Completely untouched by the modern world."

The village chief—at least that's who Lottie assumes he is, with his elaborate headdress and commanding presence—had greeted them with formal dignity. Through Jabari's translation, he invited them to witness a traditional dance performance. "A great honor," Jabari had emphasized, and Tyler had thrust American dollars at the chief, who accepted them with a slight bow.

Now they sit with a handful of other tourists—a German couple, an older British man with binoculars, and a young Japanese woman who hasn't stopped taking pictures—waiting for the show to begin.

The drums start first, a low, pulsing beat that Lottie feels in her chest. It reminds her of sex, though that's not something she'd ever say out loud. Sex with Tyler is like clockwork—reliable, predictable, and over in about the same amount of time. She's never complained. What would be the point?

The dancers emerge from one of the larger huts. They are twelve men of various ages, though all are fit and muscular. They wear almost nothing—just small swatches of brightly colored cloth that hang from their waists, leaving their chests, backs, and legs completely exposed. Their skin gleams with some kind of oil, highlighting every ripple of muscle as they move.

"Oh my," the British man says, adjusting his binoculars.

Lottie doesn't need binoculars. She can see just fine, thank you very much. She can see the sweat forming on their collarbones, the way their abdominal muscles flex with each movement and the powerful thighs that propel them upward when they jump. And she can see the outlines of what lurks beneath those scraps of cloth, especially when they turn or thrust their hips forward in rhythm with the drums.

Tyler, oblivious as always, continues taking pictures. "The cultural significance of these rituals is fascinating," he says. "The preservation of heritage through bodily expression."

Lottie wants to laugh. Bodily expression, indeed. What her body is expressing right now is something altogether different. She crosses her legs, feeling a familiar ache building between them.

The dancers move faster now, the drums accelerating. The men leap and twist, their feet pounding the earth. One dancer in particular catches her eye. He's taller than the others, with broad shoulders and strong arms. When he turns, the cloth at his waist shifts and Lottie catches a glimpse of what lies beneath. Her breath hitches.

She's always been what the girls in college called a "size queen," though she's never admitted it to anyone. Not to her college friends, not to any of her previous boyfriends, and certainly not to Tyler, whose modest five inches always leave her wanting more. It's her secret shame, this craving for fullness, for that delicious stretch and slight pain that comes from accommodating something truly substantial.

The tall dancer moves to the front of the group, leading a sequence involving hip thrusts and spins. The cloth barely conceals him, and Lottie's imagination fills in the blanks. She pictures it—thick and long, the kind that would make her gasp when it first entered her, that would hit places Tyler has never reached.

"Aren't you going to take any pictures?" Tyler asks, nudging her.

"Oh, I'm just enjoying it. I'm watching the show and not just taking pictures. I'm being present in the moment, you know?" Lottie replies.

Suddenly, the fantasy comes unbidden and shocking in its clarity. Twelve men with their dark, gleaming bodies and what she imagines are massive cocks, surrounding her, taking turns with her, filling her in ways she's only dreamed about.

The fantasy is so vivid that she has to press her thighs together harder, feeling herself growing wet. What would Tyler think if he could see inside her mind right now? His sweet, compliant wife fantasizing about being ravaged by an entire village of well-hung African men. The thought makes her both ashamed and inexplicably excited.

"This will make a great slideshow for the dinner party next month," her husband says as he keeps taking pictures.

Lottie nods, thinking about how she'll have to sit through that slideshow, remembering these moments and these thoughts, while Tyler's friends make polite comments about cultural appreciation. The irony isn't lost on her.

The dance concludes with a final, thunderous drum sequence. The men form a tight circle and then drop to their knees, arms raised to the sky. The audience applauds, and Lottie even claps politely.

"That was incredible," Tyler says. "Really authentic."

"Yes," Lottie agrees, her eyes still on the tall dancer's retreating back. "Very authentic."

She stands, smoothing down her khaki shorts. The crotch of her underwear is damp from the sudden gangbang fantasy she had during the performance. Their guide approaches, explaining that they're invited to walk around the village to see how the people live. Tyler is already moving, eager to explore.

Lottie follows more slowly, already bored. But tonight, in the privacy of their hut—they get to sleep in the hut to have 'an authentic experience'—she'll close her eyes and return to this moment. She'll imagine those men, their powerful bodies and enormous cocks, when Tyler fucks her. If he's not in the mood, she'll imagine their big cocks entering her while silently masturbating beside sleeping Tyler, oblivious to the adventures taking place in his wife's mind.
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LOTTIE WAKES WITH A start, her mouth dry and tasting of dust. The hut is silent except for the distant cry of some unfamiliar bird. There is no rustle of Tyler's breathing or click of his camera as he reviews yesterday's photos. Just empty space beside her on the narrow cot. She sits up, the rough blanket falling away, and knows immediately that something is wrong. The quality of the light through the doorway tells her it's well past dawn, and Tyler never sleeps past six—one of his many irritating habits that she's learned to live with.

"Tyler?" Her voice sounds small in the empty hut.

His backpack is gone, as are his ridiculous hat and even more ridiculous hiking boots, which cost more than her monthly student loan payment. She slides off the cot, her bare feet hitting the packed earth floor. In daylight, the hut is smaller, less mysterious, and more utilitarian. It has just four walls of dried mud, a thatched roof, and two cots creaking with every movement.

"Tyler?" Louder this time. Nothing.

Lottie pulls on her shorts and tank top, not bothering with a bra. Her skin feels grimy from yesterday's sweat and dust. They'd been promised a place to wash up, but that had apparently been another lie in what she's beginning to suspect was a entire fabric of lies.

Outside, there is no sign of Jabari, their guide, or the other tourists, and most disturbingly, no sign of the jeep that brought them here.

Panic bubbles in her chest. What kind of asshole leaves his wife alone in a strange village in the middle of fucking Africa? This is so like Tyler—making decisions without consulting her, assuming she'll just adapt and follow along like always. But this is different. This is abandonment.

"Hello? Jabari? Anyone speak English?" 

"Your husband is gone," a voice says behind her.

Lottie spins around. It's the tall dancer from yesterday, the one whose eyes had locked with hers during the performance. He's dressed differently now—cargo shorts and a faded red t-shirt with some unreadable logo—but she'd recognize those shoulders anywhere.

"What do you mean, gone? Gone where? And who are you?"

"My name is Kamau Kariuki." His English is perfect, with just a hint of an accent that sounds more British than African. "Your safari group left at sunrise."

"Left? What do you mean, left? Why would they leave without me?" The panic is rising now, threatening to choke her.

Kamau shrugs, those magnificent shoulders rolling beneath the thin cotton of his shirt. "Your husband said you were tired and wanted to sleep in."

"That's bullshit. Tyler would never—" But even as she says it, Lottie knows it's precisely the kind of thing Tyler would do. Make a decision for her and assume she'd be okay with it. "He left me here? Alone?"

"Not alone. With us." Kamau gestures around the village.

Something in his tone makes Lottie look more closely at her surroundings. In the clear morning light, certain details hidden in yesterday's fading sun stand out. The "ancient" huts have corrugated metal visible beneath the thatching. 

"What is this place? Really?"

Kamau's face shifts, the formal dignity dropping away to reveal something sharper, more calculating. "You're a perceptive woman, Mrs. Brooks. More than your husband, certainly."

"What is this place?" she repeats.

"It's a tourist attraction," he says. "A stage set. The ancient village, the traditional dances... It's all designed to give tourists the 'authentic African experience.' It always amazes me that no tourist ever wonders why there are no women or children in the village."

"So yesterday—the chief, the rituals—"

"All an act. One we've performed hundreds of times."

"Jesus Christ," Lottie says. "So this whole thing is a scam? To get money from tourists?"

Kamau's expression hardens slightly. "I prefer to think of it as giving people what they want. Tourists want primitive tribes in huts. We provide it. They pay for it. Everyone's happy."

"Everyone except me, left behind in a fake village with no way to contact my safari group." Lottie's initial fear is turning to anger now. "I want to leave. Now."

"That might be difficult." Kamau takes a step closer. He smells like soap and something spicy, nothing like the sweat and oil from yesterday's performance. "You see, we have a problem."

"Your problem, not mine."

"It becomes yours when you're stranded here," he says reasonably.

"Where exactly are we?" Lottie asks.

"About sixty kilometers from the nearest town with a telephone. The roads, such as they are, require a four-wheel drive vehicle, which we don't have. It's why we're still here."

"What do you mean, still here? Aren't you supposed to be here? This is your... your stage set, your scam."

Kamau sighs, looking genuinely troubled for the first time. "It was never meant to be permanent. We set up these villages near safari routes, operate for a few weeks, and then move on before the authorities catch on. But our transportation broke down three months ago. We've been stuck here, continuing the performance for whatever tourists come through, trying to earn enough to fix our truck."

"Three months?" Lottie looks at the others in the village with new eyes. 

"Three very long months," Kamau agrees. "With no connection to the outside world. No electricity. No entertainment. No..." he
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