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Of course, I had to be careful. An accidental meeting with any of the United Nations 
paper-shufflers, expatriate bosses or fellow diplomats, would severely dent my image. 
And Kenya is an AIDS hotspot. So I carefully planned how to avoid the penalties for my 
immoral fun. I cultivated hideaways, tested disguises and practiced lines to use if I got 
caught. And I bought reinforced Dutch condoms. 
But the simplest strategy proved the most successful. White executives working on 
contract in black countries don't go to black places, and they certainly don't go anywhere 
low class. They write proposals for poverty eradication and recommendations for 
development projects from the comfort of leafy, suburban neighbourhoods. Only the odd 
one, perhaps, consults with an upper class black person. 
I could not care less for race and racial problems. The more they are given time to 
breathe, the more oxygen they suck. But this simple delineation of race and class made it 
possible for me to dip back and forth, frolicking with the hares and drinking with the 
hounds. 
My gaze, like the purple light above, trailed the writhing figure. She moved as though her 
body were anchored on two different axes. Her generous breasts vibrated whilst she 
gyrated her sumptuous bottom in a fast, continuous motion. Just when I was sure that 
something would break, or that centrifugal force would fling her up and out the glassed 
dome roof, she changed direction. She rotated her top end, swaying arms to the sky and 
then with legs apart dipped almost to the floor and vibrated up again, exhibiting restraint 
and abandon in equal measure. 
My mind filled with images of earthquakes. They come with a bang, crack open our fault 
lines and can even swallow us whole. Our hope lies in the fact that their violence is soon 
over, leaving us to grapple with consequences. 
Other revellers moved away from her and crowded me to the fringes of the dance floor. I 
had to cut loose from a Pretty Hopeful to force my way to the inner circle. I soon realised 
they had melted away not only to get a clearer view of her ecstatic show, but also to 
escape her odour — a heady texture that brought to mind autumn leaves composting, 
yeasty underwear, black cotton soil after a downpour, over-ripe fruit, gorgonzola cheese, 
and yes, un-refrigerat-ed meat. All overlaid with a stinging oriental perfume. 
Draughts of this odour drifted towards me, bit my nose, lingered in my mouth, and had so 
much character that I had to leave her altar for a moment to find a drink with which to 
wash it down. 
Confronted with the seductive whispers of my dangerous longing, I gulped the gin and 
lemon and moved in, ever closer. She was now within reach, but I did not attempt to 
touch her. Instead I moved my body to the frenetic lingala beat, and chased away the 
thought that I probably looked an absolute fool. 
Sweat gathered under the silk shirt that clung to my armpits and love handles. My heart 
thumped in tune with the music. I snapped my fingers in the air while my feet jerked 
about released of all inhibition. The beginnings of an erection tingled pleasurably. My  



mind floated on a cloud of heat and vapour. I throbbed with my giantess and her music, 
be-stirred and becalmed. 
I cannot recall the exact moment I became part of her rapture. It was as smooth as the 
way the music changed to the deep gravel tones of Barry White. It was as uncomplicated 
as the way her long arms reached around my waist, and as natural as the way I eased my 
head onto her heaving bosom and let her overwhelming redolence imprison me. 
Smoother yet was the path, cleared as if by magic, through other dancers into humid 
night. The taxi could have been old, held together with safety pins; the ride to my room in 
a cheap hotel probably bumped bumpety-bump over potholed roads; it could have cost 
more than the Concorde flight from London to New York. I did not register any of that. 
Up close, the citrus notes in her oriental perfume stung like a nest of angry wasps, 
overriding the fetid muskiness of her unwashed body and yet, every now and then, a waft 
of that something unsavoury made me cringe. 
Still, I fucked her and fucked her and fucked her. 
She was the burning centre of the volcano, the voracious black hole, the source of evil 
and ecstasy. She swallowed me, agitated and regurgitated me, extracted the essence of 
my very being before disgorging me, a limp rag hung out to dry. 
On the equator everything dries quickly, but it surprised me how soon I hungered for her 
again. I fed the hunger that day and the next and the next. In mindless frenzy, I spanked, 
sodomised, and came all over her. I licked every drop of heady sweat on her body and 
then created more. I tore through the condoms and eventually threw them away. I 
experimented as I pleased, doing unspeakable things, groaning in a way that would have 
had me arrested on suspicion of murder in Old Blighty. 
She was obliging, moved her body this way and that, letting me dictate method, pitch, 
and frequency. 
Three delirious days passed before I remembered to call the Embassy. I lied to the 
receptionist that I had to fly out on a personal emergency and hung up before she could 
summon a superior to take responsibility for this strange message. On the wings of lust 
all other obligations flew from my head. 
Her name, when I finally asked, was Anastasia. 
Her face was not conventionally attractive although individual features had their own 
charm — milk white teeth, unblemished skin, and a flaring nose. Her figure, though, was 
cartoon-like in its disproportion. Slim shoulders rested on a mighty bust hinged on a tiny 
waist that in turn swivelled on a bottom that was a firm bench on which you could rest 
the Greater Oxford Dictionary. And her slim, well-muscled legs went all the way from 
Cape to Cairo and right back again, all the way up to her magnificent buttocks. 
She spoke in a discordant voice with an accent that told me she had learned her English at 
a late age from American customers. It was a strange ratatouille of Bantu, American 
slang, and bits of English, so that when you finally heard a word you recognised, you said 
AAAH! It was just as well that her gestures were so illustrative you rarely needed to 
understand her speech. 
Her laugh, though, was an encouraging rumble like a tractor accelerating uphill. And 
even in repose her dark face rippled with a quiet amusement that indicated she had 
experienced the depths of the ocean, come up surfing, and was now unable to take the 
floating world too seriously. It made me want to prove that I had to be taken seriously. 
So I fucked her. 



Her appetites were all healthy. She consumed snacks, fruit, tea, drinks, and her meals as 
well as half of mine. At first, I had them delivered on a tray or we ate downstairs in the 
small dining room. As the month wore on and my body screamed for pause, I took her to 
Swahili and Indian restaurants where she mopped up fish sauces with balls of maize meal 
rolled up in her hand, or gulped down lamb koftas with rice biryani. 
And she attracted attention without inviting it in any way that I could see. The attention 
awakened Mr. Jealousy who stimulated the need, so I took her to our room and fucked 
her. 
I was generous, gave her money and compliments as extravagantly as a teenager in the 
grips of hormonal rage. She smiled and said something that I took to mean thank you. We 
went shopping and I bought her voluminous kanzus. It was in vain bid to cover her 
voluptuousness from the eyes that followed her, as though she was a glow-worm in the 
dark, a sumo wrestler in pink lingerie, a caged gorilla with an erection. 
Those lustful looks made me behave more outrageously. I dipped a hand inside her 
cleavage to massage her bosom. I turned her chair to face mine so she could extend a leg 
for me suck her long toes. I slipped my finger into her cunt, and then licked it in full sight 
of scandalised men and women. 
Unappeased, I took her back to our room and fucked her. 
 
 


