African sex safari

---------------------------

Chapter 1

While I was in Zambia, I lived in Lusaka in a residential area called 

Rhodes Park. My neighbour was a divorced English lady, called Mrs. 

McLean. She was a 35-year-old redhead and looked really sexy, with a 

voluptuous figure and an inviting smile. She had a black Jag car driven by a black native driver called Rod Lungu.

We used to share a "Hi-Hello" relationship and many a times, she had called me over, but I hadn't entered her house yet. I had noticed that she was ill-treating her driver Lungu, in public, insulting him, calling him names and sometimes slapping him too! I always thought she was one of those incurable racist Britishers who practised apartheid.

One day in rainy season, I received a visitor called Ms.Janette bumchika, a local Councillor on some construction-related work. She was a biggish black lady of tall frame, inviting smile, shining teeth. Her assets were undoubtedly inviting 40 in. boobs and thunderous matching hips, which flared down to shapely long legs. While I was looking her over, my eyes burned into those yummy black half-revealed watermelon sized boobs and filled out asscheeks. She sipped a drink I had offered and explained her reason for visit. Suddenly there was a power blackout here and it became completely dark inside. It was so miserably common in present day Zambia. Both of us got up together and I had the pleasant surprise of meeting her ‘chest on’ as we bumped into each other. 

"Hey! Hold on” I said but I was the one who held on to her yielding soft backside with both my palms over them to prevent tripping over. We shared embarrassed giggles together.

As I searched for candle and matchsticks, I was aware of Ms. Janette's fragrance and her closeness. As matchsticks were not to be found, I suggested we try our neighbour Mrs. McLean's house next door for a light. As we walked outside in pitch darkness, Ms Janette innocently held on to my hands and my body temperature rose and my heart missed beat, with a familiar twitching between my legs.. As we approached her house, we were aware of a faint light coming through from her window curtains .As we neared her French windows, we heard a woman moan inside followed by the sound of a slap. Curiously, we two peeped inside. Nothing could have prepared Ms. J or me for what we saw inside. On the couch in the living room inside, Mrs. McLean was lying naked on the couch. In front of her was Rod Lungu, her driver clad only in his jocks. His hands were slapping Mrs. M's well-endowed hips those were raised up from above the couch cushions as if asking to be slapped.

We could clearly see Mrs. M's big rosy boobs with her pink erect nipples swaying as she twisted about on the couch, her white smooth silky plain of stomach with a deep navel and her shapely hairless thighs glowing in candle light. We were too stunned to move, as we forgot our mission and Janette clutched my hand fiercely as excitement mounted and my own manhood came alive in my jeans. Mrs. M rasped loudly with the voice of a passion- drunk female, "Oh, you black donkey. Beat me, punish me as I punish you and insult you like a bitch in front of the world!"

These reminders had the desired effect of making a gasping Lungu all the more aggressive.

Rod Lungu grunted like an animal then and shamelessly stripped his jocks and threw it down on the floor. We could clearly see that he was hung like a horse, at least 9 in long and thick, black and uncircumcised stick!! The cock swayed ponderously out his stomach and Nrs M gasped in wonderment.

He bent down turned her over by her waist so she was on the back now and started parting her fair thighs with his dark hands, clearly exposing her open pussy to his gaze and inadvertently to our stunned eyes.

 It was  clean shaven and  the wetness shined dimly in the candlelight even at that distance. He started to slap her pussy openly with his cupped palms slowly at first, like it was his other palm and he was clapping them!!

Mrs. M was delirious with lust, moaning "AHHH! OOHHHh.. GAWWDDDD!!” Etc 

but not stopping this wild African beast of a man who was deliberately molesting her. My cock reared upto full length felt painfully tight in my jeans, 

My heart was beating wildly and Ms J next to me was feeling similarly and now her majestic 40-inch breasts were rising and falling on her chest and her hands twisted mine in her uncontrolled lusty clasp. Now Lungu, or Rod as he was appropriately called fed his horsy organ with bulbous pink head right into the fair and pink European mouth. The contrast was too provocative to ignore.

Then he bent down from where he was and opened her thighs wide, a sight we could hardly escape seeing, and started ravaging her wet tender pussy by rubbing his black skinned face all over it ravenously.. He opened her cunt lips wide with his fingers , peeled them apart and sucked ,licked madly and bit the inside lips wildly like it was an oasis given to a dying man in a desert. She continued to lick and suck his black 9 in long cock deep in her mouth, moaning, groaning like "UMMMMm..AHHHh…OHHHH" etc.

 He probed her brown bum hole with his fat thumb. It was absolutely wild seeing this unbridled lust of mistress and her black sex slave in front of us, as he sometimes slapped her on her hips and thighs with his belt lying nearby, all the while biting her pink private parts and fingering her bum hole alternately..

By now I was mad fucking erect and moved quietly behind a shaking Ms J and started rubbing my front all over her backside in abandon. She was moaning too and was feeling heat  and hardness of my burning cock shaft rubbing  amorously on her  silky well-built black bums. I quietly put my hands below her silk skirt and touched her big swollen ass cheeks clad in panties. My eager hands quickly found the elastic and with a flourish quickly peeled the damned impediment down.

Ms.J helped me by wriggling her body, swaying  both her queen-sized boobs and - heavy buttocks in one dancing movement.  She was just a black angel and I was damned if I didn’t take the matters in my hand..

 I did take the matters as it were in my hands by cupping her boobs over on her chest, squeezing each breast softly and rhythmically with two hands at a time. My left hand now started caressing Ms J's black  and cool bums and probed way  through the warm and moist crease between those globes ,over her sensitive asshole and right till the palpitating portals of her excited womanhood in front. 

‘Oh God’, she was leaking like a loose faucet,  her hot secretions  trailing all the way over her smooth black silky thighs. She was still absorbed in the ongoing action of Rod and the Mistress even as Mrs. MClean now ordered him to mount her and ride her wildly’ like a bull in heat’. 

I released my own cock from its tight prison of my undies and it swung bravely 8 inch long brown skinned, pulsating in front of me, close to Ms.J’s very inviting black velvet hips. I removed my own leather belt, as a violent lusty rage took over me .I lifted J's skirt way above her waist and exposed the two large black buttocks into moonlight. My belt buckle shined in moonlight as I started to swing it to whip her bums slowly…at first.  It was just to get her equally hot and excited matching the intensity and raw sexuality of the scene we were witnessing.

Chapter 2:

Watching all this made Ms J and me very horny indeed. While we watched this black rogue devour his mistress unabashedly, I felt up Ms. J’s velvety cool hips and probed the  wet crease in between. She was wet and hot and ready. I took the belt off and gave her a few lusty slaps that went “thud” slapppp!!” etc. She turned around and moaned ”mmmmmm! Darling, Ever since my fiancée died 6 months ago, no one has treated me so physically. It’s so intimate and feels so right now with them there doing all those exciting things…. OOOOhh so gooooddd! I feel like that bitch now too” 

 And I felt like a mad fucker too!

Encouraged by her words and by the state of my enraged cock, I bent Ms J over the window sill near by so she could still watch Lungu penetrate Mrs. M and  I entered  her tight juicy African pussy and screwed her with abandon increasing the speed like a drilling machine in full speed.  After a while, in a change of mind, I withdrew my pussy juice coated organ from her wet sheath and bent down to inspect the incredible specimen of my first excited African pussy .J’s pussy hole already leaking with unbearable excitement. It was slowly palpitating, like flower blooming from a bud,  the outer fleshy lips opening and closing because of my recent insertion and withdrawal from its confines.

I buried my face in her hot, juicy love-cave, hot as an oven. I liked her muff  so much then that I licked and pulled on her hot privates like a hungry dog and that made her whimper and stomp her feet on the grass unbearably. My fingers explored every inch of her black, sumptuous pussy cave, the shining bud of her sensitive clitoris and her tight asshole. I rose behind her and tied her hands together onto the window grill bars with her own scarf and she now became helplessly ‘open’ to all my violations I could dream of. Don’t for a moment imagine the black angel didn’t, like it!! 

She revelled in being submissive and getting ravaged on the spot.

She was sighing, wiggling her soft black ass in cool night air and begging for a hard rape. As Lungu continued impaling Mrs M unabashedly  and violently with his shining juice coated black monstrous organ forgetting completely in the heat of the moment that she was his paymaster, my own love sword rose like a mad stallion in night air and it quickly seized the immediate opportunity presented before its very” nose”!! 

I rapped on her black bum, slapping  down to her soft fleshy thighs ”Slapppp!” Thuddddd” etc and moved  forward and penetrated  her wet and clasping pussy sheath like a bull into her squelching wet privates. My brown tight balls slapped fast and furiously on her abundant bums making an erotic fleshy slapping sound. 

Inside the house we watched Lungu turn his horny mistress over and banged her like a mad bull entering from behind, his black glistening balls shining and thudding softly into her European pink bum balls. Mclean was mad and out of this world with sensations flooding her ravaged body that her hands clasped and tore at the fabric on the couch , crumpling and even tearing portions of it during moments of those throes of passion.

It took me quite a while of hard fucking  awhile  my hand s continued to torment her soft packages of ebony flesh presented to me in the moonlit night.. Ms J came 

several times in-between crying with a guttural, primordial cries of ‘AHHH...UMMMAHHHH.. YAYAYAA...AAAAHHHHHH”’ etc her strong African Cunt muscles clenching my asian cock firmly in between, when I came it was  like a suppressed volcano that almost made my hot jet of manly spunk come out all the way through the mouth of the bent Ms. J.!!!! She choked as if my hot jism tore through her big ebony body from inside and she could taste my cum.

We walked back after what seemed like an eternity leaving the Mistress and the slave or Vice versa, catch their breaths back as they spread out  on the couch after their own thunderous matching climax. We left the scene with the last lingering sight of the sweaty black man and his limp organ spread half over the Anglo Saxon naked woman below.

It was when we were walking back to my house with quivering legs that the lights came back on and suddenly we first saw this Blue BMW whiz past from the rear side of Ms. Mclean's home to vanish into the dark of the night. No telling who it was but they seemed to be in hell of a hurry. They even hit the side of the fence bordering the roadside transformer ripping it away and that went trailing behind the car stuck to it for some distance. The car vanished into the darkness of the night. Obviously someone was watching over the proceedings in the house, with probably the same voyeuristic interests like us That was my first gut reaction. But then neither the car or the passengers were nowhere in any strategic position in the dark night to have been able to watch anything useful or conclusive. I just dismissed it in my mind as an inconsequential incident. I never knew that in the coming months how wrong I would be proved with events clearly plunging me into a thrilling adventure.

Coming back to Ms J, even now, whenever I ask Ms J for a meeting, she asks 

” Meeting or Mating? “Or” Do You promise a power black-out when I come 

over?” and  we  both laugh knowingly and heartily..

*****************************************************************************************

Chapter 3:

t was the early morning on the next day when a number of Siren–wailing 

cars arriving at the gates of my neighbourhood. I rushed out to find a 

number of Policemen walking about the entire house of Ms McLean, which 

had seen some hectic lovemaking session just the previous night.

Shrugging off the lethargy set in by my last night’s hectic lovemaking, 

I enquired one dark and burly Policeman as to what was happening.

"Oh, somebody knocked her off," said the cop nonchalantly and went about adjusting his gun holster at the waist.

I stood numb and asked after a pause, "Who... I mean whom?"

"The lady... Mrs. McLean, was she called?" asked he narrowing his eyes at me.

I was still gaping, but managed a gruff "Yeah...but when... I mean how... we were just. . " I held myself back in the nick of time. What the hell was I saying? Giving myself away about peeping?

"You are a neighbour,. . Aren’t you? Did you not hear anything wrong last night? "He scratched his beard and probed me.

I had heard and seen a lot of things last night,. . But none were worth mentioning to an investigating cop.

"No. . I was dead asleep" I confessed spreading my hands.

"Yeah. . She is dead too, but sure as hell didn’t die in her sleep. 

Lets get inside. We will have to talk to all of you neighbours anyway. . " 

He made it sound like an accusation. But I was in no mood to argue that with him.

I probed as we walked to the living room," How did she die. . I mean she was so lively," said I, my mind recalling last night’s violent lovemaking scenes.

"We will all be lively, brother. . Till we are shot at a point blank range from a. 45 Colt."

We reached the inside of the bedroom by now. The place was absolutely teeming with cops. There she was. . Ms McLean’s beautiful body spread out on the bed askew, a big gaping hole on her left breast. Blood had formed a puddle all over the bed and dried like a cake, by now. The smell of death was overpowering.

Whew! It was not a pleasant sight. Which was absolutely conflicting 

with the erotic images of her and Rod Lungu last night. Not to speak of the inspired session involving Ms J and me. Staring at her dead body, all that seemed like a dream.

"Knew her well?" This was from a big and hefty looking Inspector standing next to me.

"No. . But well enough to exchange pleasantries when we passed by"

"I am Inspector Mbewe" he said and offered a cold clammy hand. I shook 

his hand and introduced myself.

"I am in charge of this case. " For me it was unbelievable that the lovely Ms McLean had already become a case in the Police records.

"Lets go. . And allow the boys to clean up!" He continued ushering me 

out the door. My blood boiled at his suggestion as if Ms McLean was a piece of garbage now, which needed cleaning up!  I didn’t like this cop one damn bit.

Turning away from Ms McLean’s dead staring eyes, I made a commitment to myself that I will have to get to the bottom of this murder.

Do not ask me how or why. I felt so and that was all there was to it. 

"Where is Lungu?" I asked Mbewe as we neared the gate.

"Who is Lungu?"

"Ohh! I need to explain. . Her Chauffeur, of course"

"Did he live here? You saw him last night?"

The questions were coming fast and furiously. What the hell was I getting into?

"I don’t know, I knew that he worked for her" I said, concealing as much as possible. I really was not getting any where with this cop, for sure.

"By the way. . This case is a Homicide. Don’t give any information to any unauthorized person. It might screw up the case. "

The warning was totally unnecessary. My lips were sealed. Even to the cops.

"You and who else are in charge?" I asked him as I closed the latch of the gate, preparing to leave.

"One Ms Alice Banda. . She is a special Homicide Officer. We are active 

in this case...Bye"

"Good day, Officer," I said with not much conviction and walked back home.

*Chapter 4:

****************

Though my day was hectic as usual, the death of Ms Mc Lean hung like a damp blanket at the back of my mind and I was depressed.

I was relaxing at home, having had a bath and an iced Coke, when the doorbell buzzed.

I opened the door and looked at the woman standing outside.

She was about as tall as me and that’s 6 Ft, a native African in a policewoman’s uniform. She had a curly hair braids with funny looking beads which African women are fond of wearing these days. She had an exciting body concealed in the drab Uniform, as I could clearly make out her rounded breasts, and well endowed posterior set on robust legs.

"May I Come in?" she asked in a musical voice.

"I am Ms Banda... Alice Banda from the Homicide Dept"

I ushered her in gracefully, " Sure. My pleasure. Come on in. "

We settled down on the couch in my living room.

She had a fine set of teeth, I noticed and she smiled easily.

"Its about Ms McLean’s murder. I am want to know more about it from 

you" She said crossing her shapely legs, which were really superb.

"My question, exactly. Would you look to have a drink, perhaps?" I 

asked every bit a host.

"Only a Coke," she replied eyeing my coke can lying on the corner 

table.

"I am not really dressed formally. I just had a bath. " I said a trifle apologetically.

Alice smiled. That charming smile again.

"That’s OK. We like to question people in an informal atmosphere. "

Well, it could not get any informal for me, at least. I was wearing nothing below the loose blue Bathrobe. But she was in a formal Uniform.

"How long did you know her?" she asked as I settled down opposite her.

"Six Months. , I guess. Never went beyond a ‘Hello-Hi’ relationship. "

"Know who all came and went to her house recently?"

"How would I? I work outside the city, Ms Banda. She was always travelled in her car, though. With her Chauffeur"

"Call me Alice, if you will," she said graciously.

She yawned and the efforts made her big boobs stretch the limits of her 

Police Shirt. I could make out her nipples too, I fancied. This was one fabulous piece, I reckoned.

"It was only you who mentioned a Lungu to my partner in the morning, aren’t you?" she asked.

"Yes. He was her Chauffeur. Always drove her car. You mentioned partner 

in this case. That fat slob is your partner?" I feigned surprise. "How lucky can he get, to be saddled with you," I praised openly as I had my own axe to grind.

She smiled and said," Why, what’s so wrong with Mbewe?" Women can never have enough of praise. She was asking for it.

"You said you are from Homicide. You got killing looks yourself, Alice. I would love to be your partner too" I said, my first amorous advance intentional.

"Why not? We need everyone’s help. She was quite a big fish. Her husband pulls a lot of water in the Govt. " She sipped Coke slowly.

"What about Lungu?" I was dying to know.

"We have no idea. He has not been around. . "

He was missing! That dark bastard could have knocked her off, I was thinking. May be she tortured him a bit too much or the greed could have taken over him.

"What are you thinking?" She asked, looking intently at me.

Boy! Could she read minds, I thought. " Anything missing from the house?"

"No one knows what she kept. Have you been to her place recently?" she asked innocently.

Have I? Oh, Boy!!

"I can come with you there. We can have a look see. "

She said, "Yes, that's a good Idea. I didn't have a good look at the scene of crime myself, in the morning."

And, I was going to have a good look at this dish too, I thought and we got ready to leave.

* * * * *

Chapter 5:

When we entered the Living room of Ms McLean's house, it was deserted except for some telltale marks of Police Investigation in the morning, in the form of fingerprint powder and seals on certain items.

I nudged Ms Alice Banda in the ribs when we reached the Bedroom and said to her annoyed face, " This is where Ms McLean slept..." pointing to 

the empty bed.

She groaned," Oh Yeah!! How astonishing!!" and then putting on a serious face with a smirk, she said, "I am a Police Detective. Do not state the obvious, buster!"

This was the time, I thought, to play my cards right.

"Well, this leather belt here is not so 'Obvious', Ms Detective!" I 

said, bending down and pulled out the tiny end of the Lungu's belt, which 

had been lying below the bed as mysteriously as it had escaped attention of all these Policemen.

"Whose belt is this?" demanded Alice. " Well, now, who is the 

Detective.... Me, a poor Civil engineer, unaccustomed to the techniques of Crime 

Investigation..." I let it linger, enjoying my moment.

"Will you tell me or...," she said in a steely voice, gesticulating, 

her eyes narrowing and her chest heaving. I stared at the massive globes exercising themselves in the tight confines of her Uniform shirt, by moving seductively up and down with her movements.

"Or what, Alice, You will take me to custody and torture me?," I challenged.

"I am looking forward to it... I mean, to be manhandled by you in 

private," I said a little too daringly, looking at her face closely. 

Surprisingly, She laughed out aloud; her peels of laugh echoing in the silent  stillness of the room.

"Well, I never... You do try, don't you?," she was wiping her tears, and the movement of her tits was too tempting to ignore and my cock woke up with a pleasant twitch in my pants.

"Oh, my lines, I sure do. Anything to brighten your day," I shrugged and linking her hands in mine, we came out to the lush lawns outside the house.

"It belonged to Lungu, of course" I jumped her.

"What???" But she recovered fast." How can you say for sure?"

"Well, I presented it to him on his Sixteenth Birthday," I bragged. She started to laugh again, but caught herself in time and said, "You know more than you are willing to reveal, I gather," she said admonishingly.

I smiled," I will be more co-operative if you can be more 'willing' and 'revealing'."

She could not hide her blush now.

"Why are you after me like this," she nudged my ribs as we walked back. 

"You are a fantastic specimen of glorious womanhood." I teased and continued a bit seriously," Look, You got to visit Lungu's residence and 

find out where the hell has he gone. That is one lead you can't ignore." 

I handed her the belt.

She looked at me thoughtfully, "You are not a bad dick yourself. Hopefully, you will be of more help as we go along."" I feigned shock and said, "Not a bad 'dick', eh? How did you guess?." I winked lewdly.

"Oh, You sex maniac! I will take care of you after my visit to Lungu's." She started to walk back to her blue police car.

"The pleasure will be mine, Alice." I gave her thumbs up sign and walked back home.

***************************

Chapter 6:

It was not until next evening, that I got a call from Alice at my 

Office, saying that she would be coming to my place to talk it over at 7: 30 

PM.

I told her, I would be ready.

Actually I could not wait till the clock struck 7:30, as the memories of her excellent assets and the erotic possibilities of being with her, especially now that the ice was broken, kept my cock in a state of constant erection. I wore a loose robe without underwear, to facilitate a quick removal, if need be.

I bathed, shaved and was having my first Coke of the evening, when the doorbell rang.

Alice was looking completely dishevelled and tired. She noticed that I noticed and offered to say, "It was a hell of a ride to Lungu's residence at Chelston and what's more, someone tried desperately to run me over. Whew, Am I tired!"

I was expecting some action, but not so soon nor so drastic.

"Oh, dear. How unfortunate. Do sit down and relax. Can I get you a beer?" She plonked down on the front room cushions. " I will have a Coke too. I am a sort of Coke maniac!"

 I brought her a can of Coke and sat next to her, saying, "A cock maniac, eh? Watch your words, Lady. Such words from the mouth of a law-protector!! Tsk..Tsk.."

She laughed that free uninhibited laugh again, throwing her head back, and that somehow brought life back to the ambience in the room then.

 " There, you go again! You have a way with words, sir." She mocked a bow. 

Which only made her cleavage of her big boobs appear more deliciously as the top two buttons of her shirt were undone. My cock reared its head again and I got up and went behind the couch, partially to cover the prominent protuberance, and mainly to start a massage on her aching body.

"I have a way with my hands too, you will see. A panacea for aching muscles"

"What are trying to do? Come back and sit here." She growled.

"No way, Lady. This is Yogic healing touch, comes all the way from 

India"

I cupped both my hands, and blew on them, to make them warm and put them around her sides of head and started running the fingers thru her curly mop of African hair.

"Tell me, Alice. What happened and how?"

My fingers caressed her forehead firmly pressing it and leaving it and 

went round the head again. She sighed contentedly and started, "You know where Chelston is. Quite far from Downtown Lusaka. I drove over to his Compound (a name for slums in this part of Africa) and when I got down from the Car...."

At this moment, my massaging palms cupping her dark and delicate neck 

and rubbing it teasingly distracted her. "AHHH" She gasped as my two forefingers drew a crazy pattern along the front of her throat.

“Continue please," I goaded as my upstanding cock tip touched her nape 

of neck fleetingly.

"There were two women present who eyed me suspiciously as I approached them and..."

My hands dipped lower and ran along the shoulder blades, sometimes slipping below her loose shirt, caressing her smooth shoulders one hand on each shoulder running from the junction of neck to her arms and back again. Her white bra straps hindered the otherwise smooth passage along her cool skin.

"UMMM," she groaned," This is so good. So I will now stop, Ok?" She 

turned her neck and looked at me pleadingly.

"So I will now stop, Ok?," I mimicked."  NO! Continue. What happened then?" 

My fingernails started drawing a straight path along her shoulders to meet at the pit of her throat, making her gasp" SHHHHH."

I could clearly see the delectable valley between her bursting mammaries displayed own my eyesight, but I was going to take my time. My cock was as erect as it can ever hope to be and was by now probing her head somewhere between throat and ear. She pushed her head back to lean on to it and whimpered'" BRHHHHHHHH," but continued, "Then, One lady confessed that she was indeed Lungu's wife. She wouldn't tell me where he went. She said She didn't know. Clearly, She was lying...."

"So much for your Detective instincts," I ribbed and now, my palms started along a difficult path from her neck to the top of her breasts. I marvelled at those dark sloping mounds of muscles so tantalizingly displayed and started a slow lazy path from top of shoulders to top half of her yielding breast flesh and back all the way up.

This was getting to her too, and she leaned back tugging my erect cock from over the robe back behind her head. I shivered too, but did not relent.

"Tell me what happened next?"

"Well, I am not a detective for nothing. I told her that her husband 

was seen in the company of several women in the nightclubs of City and I 

was only trying to find means to control her wayward husband."

Here, I made a silly mistake.

I said, "You couldn't have been more correct," I uttered, recalling the hot coupling between him and Ms McLean.

Instantly, Alice caught on." Why do you say that? You know some thing..."

I distracted her attention by suddenly cupping her warm hefty globes and weighed them each in the cup of my palms, not forgetting to give a small tweak to the concealed erect nipples. Simultaneously, my erect prick probed her nape of neck firmly, my cock head secreting some pre-cum as it got squished against the fabric of my robe and her skin.

"OHHHH!" Alice groaned loudly now and thankfully forgot all about my gaffe. She slurped audibly on her Coke. I unbuttoned her shirt completely and exposed her chest and shining black skinned soft tummy. My hands started the slow erotic journey again from shoulders to stomach flattening her two heavy bra clad globes in the mid-way. Pressing the firm, but yielding flesh back into her chest.

All this got Alice really agitated. I didn't want this to end too soon. 

I wanted all the dope about the case from her in this condition itself. 

I whispered,” Then what happened?"

"Oh, How can I talk now? And how can you, for that matter? I want to just enjoy this...."She complained and I stood back away from her to realize I meant what I said.

"Ok." she continued seeing the steely determination in my eyes.

"Mrs. Lungu said, she had seen her husband pack his things in a hurry on the morning next to the fateful night and leave in their pick-up telling her that there is problem with Mrs.McLean's estate wagon near Luanshya and he had to leave immediately.

I stopped weighing Alice's boobs as if they were some ripe mangoes from the 

Market to remark,” Alice, Luanshya is almost on the Congo Border and the 

border itself is not secure either"

My left hand by now had slipped back into her white lacy bra (clearly bigger than 38 size), and was thumbing the rubbery firm nipples back into her areola, making her wriggle excitedly on the couch, moaning, "MMMMMMMMM! Don't torment me any more," she was crossing and uncrossing her legs making the well built thigh muscles ripple delightfully inside the fabric of her trousers.

There was no point in being distant in approach now as I undid the clasp of her bra and freed the succulent and proud breasts into the open. I dropped on one knee and kissed her all over the neck and left a wet trail of spittle along the shoulders to here heaving upper globes. Alice groaned happily and felt blindly behind her to catch my nudging erect manhood. I swerved away in time" UMMMMMMMMMMM," she moaned and continued.

Alice said, "Looks like he has skipped by now. Though I have alerted the border authorities. But you know how porous the Congolese border can 

be..."

I pulled Alice up and hugged her hot, soft curvaceous body, loosening the ties of my robe, such that. her soft yielding globes mashed delightfully against my thumping chest, as I kissed her wet lips suddenly without a warning .I made it a series of small pecks each time kissing and licking a different portion of her lips and soft pink mouth. She responded equally by holding me firm and opened her mouth to give me full access to its wet warmth.

"But Lungu had nothing to gain by killing Ms McLean, Alice. Though he had undoubtedly something to hide," I whispered to Alice between those small kisses.

She groaned, " MMMMMMMM! There is one more thing though!"

I let my hands slide along the waistband of her cop Uniform and one hand managed to unbuckle her belt. Both hands pushed the trousers down her well-endowed buttock, feeling the smooth skin of her thighs as the hands slipped by.

Alice dropped the bombshell even as her trousers dropped, by saying," I found a packet of Heroin in his garage, where he used to park his pick-up"

It was my turn to groan as she caught my cock wedged snugly between our passion–crazed bodies and gave a small squeeze on its bulbous head. "The drugs... Congo Border... Alice, you know what we are getting into?," I asked my breath coming in rasps from the elaborate exertions indulged so far.

"No," she said simply. "I know what we re getting out of,” She said and with a firm hand wrenched my robe away to expose my nude body to her for the first time to her. It was her first Asian body, with lean hard muscles, sparse body hair, brown skin, and a prominent and eager uncircumcised prick, pulsing with my heartbeats.

She gasped wonderingly and muttered some thing like, "OHHHH, You sweet brown Adonis!"

She was quite a sight there.

Eyes alight with burning desires, over-ripe breasts heaving with dark inch long nipples, wide but ever-so- softly curved stomach gleaming in its dark complexion and strong shapely thighs blossoming into a powerhouse of a waist covered in contrasting white panties, her crotch presenting a mouth watering sight of a plump mound hidden behind the white silky fabric, promising imminent delightful experiences.

I grabbed Alice in my bare hands, running the palms over her lush inviting cool flesh, moulding and caressing them. She sighed contentedly and said, "At last we're now serious about this!" and started kissing me in earnest, her tongue clashing passionately with mine in the sweet junction of our mouths, thrilling and heightening our pleasure.

My erect love pole was probing her rounded underbelly just above her 

curly pubic bush and her own hands were now teasing the underside of my balls with exciting scratching motions, thrilling me heavenly.

I said," Not so fast, Honey! You still haven't told me who tried to run you over on the return journey and what happened next!" and tweaked her stiff dark nipples lovingly, making her gasp "Grhhhh MMMMM" as her hands clasped my family jewels firmly.

We were slowly but steadily moving towards my Bedroom, not letting hold 

of each other. My own hands were freely running over her beautiful curves, reveling in the soft yielding flesh. Her hands were teasing the sensitive cock tip and sliding the foreskin over the bulbous head making small shudders go through my body. Slowly, we neared the bed, our hands indulging in erotic foreplay, every nerve end tingling, we laid down on the bed.

Alice was in no mood to discuss anything concerning investigation, and for that matter nor was I.

But I was afraid she may not reveal anything more, when lovemaking 

would be over and she would be in a more commanding position.

So as we lay down and I started kissing her smooth cheeks, her full wet lips, letting tongue revel in the moist warmth of her mouth, I took it an opportune moment to probe further.

" But, honey, you must tell me, who tried to run over you, as I am dying to know." Alice's fine ebony hands snaked out to my loins and grasped my erect pole and started playing with the sensitive head and she replied, "UMMMM… Let me see, when I was driving down the highway back to the city, there was a Blue BMW which kept following me very closely, sitting firmly on my tail…"

I grinned at the obvious double-entendre`." Who wouldn't?" I said and I patted her plump rump and ran my fingers over the soft contours, making her groan in pleasure.

I clearly remembered the Blue BMW, which had left Ms. McLean's premises, in a tearing hurry after the sensational bouts of lovemaking between her and Lungu (and of course between self and Ms J) on the fateful night.

I started rubbing my warm hands on the soft slopes of her prominent breasts, lingering slowly over her rounded discs of areola, avoiding her yearning nipples.

She sucked in her breath with growing agitation and started milking my erect prick with her hands. I made a sound like I swallowed a bee, as she went on.

"I tried to shake him off but he kept coming closer and it was near Chelston Park Boulevard that I had a good look at the driver on my Rear View Mirror, and he was a white man…!"

I propped myself on my elbows to have a good rear view of Alice myself, which stretched out from her smooth waist to her rounded smooth buttocks disappearing in the deep crack between her ass cheeks. My lips started a Long erotic journey from her musky smelling arm pits to her waist, kissing her every inch of her warm soft skin, sometimes giving brief playful bites with my teeth, making her groan " MMMMMMAAAHHHH"and stretch out more luxuriously on her tummy such that her entire wide back and twin ass cheeks were available for my oral exploration. She continued, her voice muffled due to her mouth being pressed down into the pillow, in this position,

" It comes as an interesting lead that this driver was a white man, as both Mrs. McLean and her husband both belong to this race. Moreover, very few whites have made Zambia, their home, these days…". This was no racist remark, but a plain fact and probably a good lead.

As my mouth was hungrily chewing her soft pliant ass flesh and my fingers were exploring the deep inviting crack between her asscheeks, I did not reply immediately and continued with my delightful journey on her ebony skinned contours.

Alice groaned, " The guy tried to drive me in to the median more than once and later into a watery hole on the side of the highway, a little later very deliberately. It took me all my nerve and perseverance to keep cool and drive speedily away from the bastard…"

I was more interested in the 'median' nestling between her yielding asscheeks and rounded upper thighs. She was talking of 'watery holes' and at that very moment, I was inches away from her fountain of joy. My cock was getting squeezed on the cool sheets, staining them with my precum, as I dipped my face and sampled her wet pussy folds.

She was so juicy and sensitive down there that my first lip contact on 

the outer labia brought out a squeal of passionate approval from her and she verily humped up her pelvis right into my mouth. Holding her firm ass cheeks, I went to work on her inner folds, licking the sides slowly and probing the honeyed depths with the tip of the tongue. . She mumbled incomprehensibly, " Ummmoohhhhhh!" and her hands pulled the bed sheets next to her body, tearing them away in passionate frenzy. I opened up her outer lips with a hand holding the lips wide open so that her wetness started trickling warmly on my fingers. My teeth now started gnawing her inner lips hungrily, and her nectar literally started leaking into the well of my mouth.

I let one finger in her slippery channel, and my tongue found her hooded clitoris.

I licked on it vigorously, making Alice jump up and hump her pelvis up 

at my face, moaning uncontrollably,

"OHHH! You Devil. Suck me! Make me cum,,, OH! God! I need it so bad 

…AHHHHHWWWWWW".

The last expression was a real scream as my tongue licked the tip as my teeth clamped down on the stem of her long throbbing clit, at the same time. My mouth was awash with her salty sweet woman juices and I was gulping the juices down as I manipulated her pussy lips with a hand; my mouth went berserk on all parts of her leaking pussy. My two fingers were fully buried upto third knuckles in her wet and tight pussy canal, as my tongue and teeth alternately licked and chewed on her moist pink walls of her womanhood. Alice was going mad with unbearable lust, literally throwing her dark hungry body spasmodically around, feeling the impending climax. She begged me in between groans,

" OHHH! Fuck me, please, honey…don't wait anymore…AWWWHHHHHHH".

I had had enough titillation too and I reluctantly got up away from her 

pulsing pussy lips to take care of my straining and burning tool, which 

bobbed up and down in front of my stomach, in appreciation of my 

decision to use it to probe the mysterious and willing passion-well of Alice.

I knelt down over the sprawling body of my ebony skinned lover, her 

eyes closed in rapture, her heavy mammaries heaving with lust, her well 

rounded thighs sinuously rubbing each other made me go mad with sexual 

hunger like never before.

I literally dived between her inviting thighs and Alice's cool hand 

gripped my shaft and inserted its head into her soft folds and I thrust 

forward and…Whooooshh!! It went in like a buttered cob, burying in the 

soft crucible. Her cunt walls hugged my love shaft firmly as my pelvis 

driven by my innate desire to copulate, drove it in and out of her 

streaming, yet pleasantly firm pussy canal.

Her hands cupped my straining buttocks and in the falling light the 

contrast of my brown skinned body and her dark skinned sumptuous body 

heightened my own passion and I now fucked her pussy firmly supporting my 

torso with my hands by her side on the bed, while my waist moved 

steadily thrusting my love organ in and out of her juicy cunt.

"MMMMMMMMMMOAHHHHHHH" groaned Alice, her head moving rapidly from side 

to side, in mounting ecstasy. I fucked her thus for about 15 minutes, 

holding back my orgasm by pausing and breathing deeply twice.

Then I grabbed her waist and pulled her over, reversing our position 

quickly but without missing a beat.

She looked a spectacle of a woman abandoned to lust, her head thrown 

back, her throat muscles straining as she uttered unintelligible sweet 

nothings in a guttural voice, her massive ebony boob globes with turgid 

nipples heaving up and down, her rounded plateau of stomach rippling 

with movement, her thighs firmly clasped around my waist, shining with 

sweat. My cock was pounding her soft yielding pussy like a piston in a 

steam Engine in full flow as my waist strained to drive it up into her 

velvety, juicy pouch.

She uttered primordial cries resembling," OH! AHHHHHHHHHHHH! MMMMMMUAH" 

etc, and I joined in chorus as we built up the crescendo a to a 

thunderous climax.

We sensed the oncoming orgasm together, riding jointly towards it, our 

minds dissolved in a world of nothing but wet pussy and pulsating cock. 

We cried out together and I buried my cock fully in her safe and cozy 

sheath as we came like bursting fireworks, my seed coming in hot wads 

inundating her pulsating pussy walls and reaching the mouth of her 

waiting womb .Our life juices poured out of our entwined joint and wetted the 

sheets below steadily.

We kept pulsing together, in a hot dual symphony as our life juices 

poured out and a sense of nothingness and serene calm washed over our 

straining bodies.

For a long time, there was nothing but our laboured breathing and the 

slow metabolism of two wet coupled bodies retuning to normalcy, on the 

tangle sheets of my bed. Alice lay with her head in the crook of my neck, 

her soft mammaries mashed against my sweaty chest. My hands held her 

marvellous asscheeks rubbing the thin sheen of sweat all over the plump 

globes.

