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This is a work of fiction and is meant for entertainment only. Names, characters, places, and incidents are either the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons living or dead, business establishments, events, or locals is entirely coincidental. All person(s) depicted on the cover are model(s) used for illustrative purposes only.
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All characters depicted in sexual acts are 18 years of age or older. This story includes interracial, derogatory names, kinky actions etc. The ‘N’ word is used for excitement only. There are no cuckolding scenes in any of my stories. The consenting main character is submissive, sexually used and abused to extreme much to her own enjoyment and for your entertainment and fantasy. This should not be seen as a real-life model. If you feel like you may be offended, you may want to reconsider before reading. Please have fun and respect each other while practicing safe sex.
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*Reading the previous stories of this series would help to get familiarized with the characters though this is not mandatory. Each book is just another of Cecile’s kinky adventures as a ‘White Sluts for Africa’ club member.
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Prelude
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Lemayian, a seasoned ranger in Nakuru National Park in Kenya, had been patrolling the remote Massai village outskirts when he stumbled upon a scene that left him stunned. Hidden behind the village school, a large group of Massai hunters were engaged in an insane orgy with three incredibly busty Caucasian teachers. The sight of the muscular warriors lining up to take turns with the women was both shocking and surreal.
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As Lemayian observed from a distance, his mind raced with conflicting thoughts. He knew he should intervene, put an end to this debauchery and report it to his superiors. But something held him back - perhaps it was the primal intensity of the moment, or the sheer audacity of it all. The stacked gorgeous teachers seemed fully consenting, their luscious bodies glistening with sweat as they arched and moaned beneath the hunters.
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As Lemayian's eyes adjusted to the scene, he noticed something peculiar about the teachers' bodies, some "Ace of Spades" tattoos adorned their hips and lower backs, standing out against their pale skin. The symbol seemed out of place amidst the rustic village setting, adding an air of mystery to the already surreal encounter. He wondered about the significance of these tattoos, and how these women came to be here, engaged in such a public display of debauchery. Were they part of some secret society or cult? Or were they simply adventurous souls seeking thrills in the wilds of Africa?
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Despite his reservations, Lemayian found himself drawn into the primal spectacle unfolding before him. The Massai hunters' grunts and the women's ecstatic cries filled the air, punctuated by the slap of flesh against flesh. He felt a strange mix of arousal and disgust, torn between his duty as a ranger and his own baser instincts.
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Laurent de Vendome sat at the brasserie in Nairobi station, his frustration mounting as he flipped through his notes for the umpteenth time. The summer heat wrapped around him like a heavy blanket, and he could feel the humidity seeping into his clothes. He glanced at his dazzling wife, Cecile, who sat across from him in a short summer dress that clung to her skin, but his mind was too preoccupied with their delayed plans to appreciate her beauty.
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As a wealthy philanthropist, Laurent had dedicated himself to helping impoverished communities, and this journey in Africa was meant to make a significant impact. Their final destination being the Nakuru National Park, he had worked tirelessly to arrange for a pickup bush bus from Nakuru, and heading to coordinating with local contacts to ensure everything went smoothly. 
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The announcement of the train delay felt like a punch to the gut. They had only a limited window to reach their destination, and now it seemed all his hard work was unraveling. He ran a hand through his hair, exhaling sharply. 
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“This is just perfect,” he muttered under his breath. The train delay jeopardized everything. Missing the bus would mean delays in their project to implement a water system for the remote villages, and that was something he couldn’t accept. Cecile looked up, sensing his agitation. 
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“Maybe it’s not as bad as it seems,” she offered gently, but Laurent shook his head. 
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He appreciated her optimism, but right now, it felt like a hollow comfort. He had a vision for what they could accomplish, and he couldn’t shake the feeling that time was slipping away.
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“First, we lose the phone network, and now this,” he said, frustration lacing his voice. “I just need everything to go according to plan. Is that too much to ask?”
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As the minutes ticked by, Laurent felt the weight of his responsibilities bearing down on him. He was determined to make a difference, not just for himself but for the people relying on them. The thought of letting them down fueled his anxiety even more. Would they make it to Nakuru in time, or would this delay derail all his efforts? The pressure was on, and Laurent knew he had to find a way to keep their mission on track, no matter what it took.
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As Laurent's frustration grew, he became absorbed in his phone, preoccupied with the mounting issues that needed his attention. Cecile sat across from him, feeling increasingly ignored. Anyone in the brasserie could see her—an undeniably gorgeous woman, her striking features and curvy figure a stark contrast to the dull surroundings. She felt the gaze of several onlookers, their eyes lingering on her, and it sparked a sense of thrill within her. With Laurent focused on his work, Cecile began to casually scan the room for a distraction. 
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Suddenly, a tall and imposing tribal man stepped into the brasserie, and her attention was immediately captured. He had a powerful presence, his ripped muscles glistening under the brasserie lights. His torso was adorned with tribal paint, vibrant colors swirling across his chest and arms, telling stories of his heritage. Dressed only in a simple loincloth, he seemed entirely at ease in his skin, exuding confidence as he walked toward a nearby table. 
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Cecile couldn't help but be drawn to him. Her heart raced as their eyes locked. His piercing gaze seemed to see right through her, sending a delightful shiver down her spine. The busty teacher felt an unfamiliar heat rising within her, her breath quickening as she registered the raw magnetism of this striking inhabitant. The way he carried himself, with such assurance and strength, made her pulse race. She glanced at Laurent, still engrossed in his phone, completely unaware of the captivating presence that had just entered their space. The contrast between her husband’s frustration and the presence of the native man made her feel aroused.
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As the towering tribal man settled into his seat, his piercing gaze immediately locked onto Cecile, devouring the tantalizing sight before him. She was draped in a scandalously short, strapless summer dress that left little to the imagination. The flimsy fabric clung to her curves like a second skin, accentuating every dip and swell of her body. The plunging V-neckline plunged daringly low, exposing an expansive swath of smooth, sun-kissed skin and a generous helping of her ample cleavage.
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Without the support of a bra, her voluptuous 36GG natural breasts strained against the thin material, threatening to spill out with each breath she took. The stranger's eyes darkened with primal hunger as they traced the contours of her heaving chest, lingering on the enticing valley between her jumbo jugs where two pert nipples pressed eagerly against the fabric.
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As the tribal man's gaze intensified, Cecile felt an unbearable heat spreading through her core. Her nipples hardened into tight peaks, visibly pressing against the thin fabric of her dress. Between her thighs, she could feel a growing dampness, her arousal seeping through the flimsy barrier of her minuscule thong. The stranger's presence was overwhelming, his raw masculinity igniting a fire within her that threatened to consume her entirely. 
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As Chief Kaelo introduced himself, Cecile felt a surge of fascination. His description of his Maasai village within Nakuru National Park ignited a desire to volunteer there. However, as he explained their ancient customs, she noticed his gaze repeatedly drawn to her impressive, juicy melons. Her pulse quickened when he mentioned a peculiar requirement for volunteers to join their community. 
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"You want to volunteer, yes? Then you must prove yourself worthy. Come with me, and I will show you the true meaning of the breeding test." Chief Kaelo snarled, his grin widening. 
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His words sent a shiver down Cecile's spine, her juicy cunt clenching with anticipation.  She glanced at her preoccupied husband before turning back to Chief Kaelo, a mischievous smile playing on her lips. Before she could react, the tribal male casually adjusted his loincloth, unveiling an enormous African cock that stood tall and proud. Cecile's eyes widened in astonishment and lust as she took in the sheer size and thickness of his member, with its bulging veins snaking across its surface.

––––––––
[image: ]


She bit her succulent lip, suppressing a moan as she imagined his strong dark hands exploring every inch of her luscious body, his calloused fingers teasing her sensitive flesh until she was writhing with need. As Cecile's eyes remained transfixed on Chief Kaelo's African dong, he snapped her back to reality with a husky whisper,
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"Wanna try my tribal cock and fuck?" 
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Cecile hesitated, shock and desire warring within her. "I'm married," she protested weakly, trying to maintain some semblance of control. Yet, the temptation was overwhelming, and she found herself unable to tear her gaze away from his massive erection. Cecile's husband remained oblivious, engrossed in his phone calls, while Chief Kaelo continued stroking his massive ebony shaft. The tribal leader's eyes locked onto Cecile's, filled with primal desire and a silent challenge. He leaned in closer, his voice low and husky.
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‘If you want to teach in my village, you need to fuck my tribal cock first. I'm going to the station's public toilet and will be waiting for you, bitch; so what do you say?"
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Cecile's eyes narrowed, her face flushing with anger and arousal.
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"Fuck you!" she spat, watching as the tribal man stood up with a smirk and walked away.
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Cecile's mind raced with conflicting thoughts as she sat there, bored and unnoticed by her preoccupied husband. The arousal that had been building within her for hours, an insatiable hunger for the black meat she craved, now reached a fever pitch. Chief Kaelo's boldness infuriated her, yet his treatment of her as an easy conquest stirred something primal within her core. She couldn't deny the magnetic pull of his magnificent cock, a tool she knew could satisfy her deepest desires. 
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Her inhibitions crumbled as her body and clit dictated her actions. With a brief nod to her oblivious husband, Cecile stood, uncaring of the patrons' judgments as she strode towards the toilet room. Her braless jugs bounced with each step, nipples hard and aching for attention. The ravishingly hot five feet eleven inch wife was so horny, she probably was smelling sex, as her juices flowed freely, trickling down her thighs.
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As Cecile approached the public toilet entrance, she noticed the door to the adjacent room was half open, revealing a glimpse of the interior. Curiosity piqued, she stepped closer, her heart racing with anticipation. The dim light spilling from the room illuminated a large janitor's space, and she could see Chief Kaelo seated at a wooden table inside.
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With a quick glance back to ensure no one was watching, she pushed the door open wider and entered. The air inside was thick with the scent of cleaning products, and the walls were a dull beige, marked with scuffs and signs of wear. Cecile took in the scene. A metal shelving unit crammed with buckets and mops in one corner, while the center of the room featured the sturdy table, its surface marred by years of use. A worn chaise lounge sat nearby, its fabric faded and frayed. Without being asked, the bombshell married teacher closed the door behind her, sealing off the noise and bustle of the station. 
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“I knew you will be coming. You all white sluts can’t resist tribal black meat,  Chief Kaelo nodded approvingly while he gestured her to sit down.
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‘We don’t have much time. Can we just cut the talk? How do you want me?’ Cecile demanded with a raspy voice, unable to hold her arousal any longer.
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Chief Kaelo rubbed his chin with a smug smile, his piercing gaze fixated on Cecile's deep, tantalizing cleavage as he rose and settled onto the old table directly in front of her. Spreading his muscular legs wide, he proudly displayed the prominent bulge straining against his loincloth, a sight that failed to escape the hot teacher's notice. Despite her best efforts to appear disinterested, Cecile found herself helplessly drawn to the chief's impressive manhood.
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"Sounds like somebody is in heat," Chief Kaelo remarked with a knowing grin as he casually pulled out his huge erection, eliciting a gasp and gawk from the French nymphomaniac. 
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Submissively, Cecile sank to her knees before him, unable to
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