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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. 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 sexual encounter 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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After a few minutes driving around the campus parking, the van rolled to a stop. The door opened and immediately, the blonde slut lecture teacher was dragged by the hair out. They were somewhere behind one of the dorm building side streets at what seemed to be a vista point looking across the campus. There were a few dumpsters, but otherwise the whole place was deserted. The native student eagerly pressed her back down on her knees with her gorgeous face in the dirt as the remaining three African students took turns ravaging her anus while the other two other molested and spat on her. 
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The busty married teacher unfiltered grunts and screams echoed through the campus top like the sound of animals mating in the wild. Then, the driver pulled another dude up and sat him at the edge of the open van door looking at the knockout bombshell teacher losing her identity and being pounded into insanity.
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Kyambogo University, a prominent public institution in Uganda, boasted a sprawling campus that brimmed with academic vigor and a vibrant student life. The university's campus was a hive of activity, with well-established academic programs and state-of-the-art facilities that catered to the diverse needs of its student body.
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The campus of Kyambogo University featured a mix of modern and traditional architecture, with academic buildings, lecture halls, and student dormitories interspersed with lush green spaces and recreational areas.

––––––––
[image: ]


The university library, a beacon of knowledge and learning, stood as a central hub for students seeking to delve into their studies or collaborate on group projects. The library offered quiet study areas, computer labs, and research materials to support students in their academic pursuits. For Ugandan students looking to mingle and interact with their peers, the campus boasted several social spaces where they could gather and engage in discussions or group activities.
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Outdoor seating areas, cafeterias, and student lounges provided students with opportunities to relax, unwind, and connect with one another outside of the classroom setting. These communal spaces fostered a sense of community and camaraderie among the student body, enhancing the overall campus experience.
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However, amidst the bustling energy of the campus, finding a parking spot during rush hour could prove to be a daunting challenge for both students and faculty. The limited parking spaces and the sheer volume of vehicles vying for a spot created a chaotic scene during peak hours, with drivers circling the campus in search of an elusive parking space. The frustration of navigating the congested parking lots and the uncertainty of finding a suitable spot added an extra layer of complexity to the daily routine of those commuting to and from the university.
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Despite the parking woes that often plagued the campus during rush hour, the sense of community and academic excellence that permeated Kyambogo University remained a driving force for students and faculty alike. The challenges of finding parking were but a small hurdle in the larger tapestry of campus life, where learning, collaboration, and personal growth thrived in the vibrant atmosphere of this esteemed institution.
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As Cecile de Vendome, the voluptuous seasonal lecture teacher, navigated through the chaotic traffic in a desperate search for a parking spot at the university campus, her anxiety mounted with every passing minute. The importance of showing up on time for her speech at the auditorium weighed heavily on her mind, knowing that a large audience, including university officials, awaited her presence. The pressure to make a good impression and deliver a compelling lecture fueled her determination to overcome the parking challenge that threatened to derail her plans.
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Amidst the chaos of the parking lot, a familiar face emerged from the crowd. Bongani, the young African stud who worked at the parking booth and had come to Cecile's aid in the past. Remembering her promise to reward him for his assistance, Cecile's eyes widened in surprise as she realized that Bongani had already secured her a parking spot, anticipating her arrival, and ensuring that she wouldn't be late for her lecture.
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Grateful for his thoughtfulness and proactive gesture, Cecile felt a wave of relief wash over her as the Ugandan stud led her towards the parking spot located behind the cafeteria. However, their moment of triumph was short-lived as the sound of a hissing tire pierced the air, signaling an unexpected setback. Cecile's heart sank as she realized that one of her tires had gone flat, threatening to further delay her already tight schedule. Seeing the disappointment on the ravishing blonde's face, Bongani stepped forward with a reassuring smile, offering to take care of the flat tire while she made her way to the auditorium. 
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His calm demeanor and willingness to help into her time of need touched Cecile, instilling a sense of gratitude and admiration for the African youth who had come to her aid once again. As she reluctantly handed over her keys, Bongani's eyes gleamed with mischief. 
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"That will be a double reward’ he winked.
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Cecile felt a flutter in her stomach at the implication. She tossed him a sultry wink back, the air thick with unspoken desires. As she sashayed towards the auditorium, she couldn't shake the feeling that their encounter was far from over. The promise of his “reward" lingered in her mind, fueling her anticipation for their next meeting. 
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Later on that day, the ravishing five feet eleven inch tall bombshell blonde was driving through the parking, heading to the exit. Her mind wandered to Bongani, as she was driving through the snarl of traffic, paying very little attention to it. Cecile was wondering what he would be like sexually, thinking about sucking his young Ugandan cock and having him fuck her, and she got lost into her dirty thoughts. To her surprise, her eyes widened when she saw the young stud walking nonchalantly on the sidewalk. The thirty-two-year old bombshell blonde slowed down, opened up her passenger window and yelled at him.
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‘Hey Bongani! Do you need a ride? It’s way too hot outside for a walk!”
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Puzzled, the nineteen year old native looked around aware of the knowing stares checking the scene as he nodded and hop on her luxurious Lexus. As he sat and buckled up, Bongani gulped loudly. From the corner of his eyes, he could have a glimpse of her phenomenal body. The seat belt crossing her chest only aggravated the outline of her incredible 36GG rack on her wide torso. The visible black push-up bra barely contained the colossal weight of her melon-sized boobs, and her bulbous nipples were evidently seen piercing through the fabric of her dress.
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To top it off, her seated position caused her short summer dress to hike up almost to the waist, revealing her infinite long legs, her high heels open toed adding the sexiness of the voluptuous sex goddess seated less than a couple of feet besides him. As she concentrated on the traffic, Cecile briefly looked at him and with a smile, decided to be bold. 
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"Let me buy you a soda along the road or something for your help," she cooed, hoping he would choose the ‘something’.
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"I really should be getting home," he stammered not knowing the hot promiscuous female fought her urges to suck him right there.
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"Well, if I didn’t pick you up, how long would it take you to get home?’
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‘With this damn traffic, about two hours riding the bus, he responded dejectedly.
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‘Well, do you want to take on my offer or take the bus?’ she winked.
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‘Ok, you won. Mind if I drive? I have always wanted to see how it feels to drive that Lexus model’ he demanded.
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As she nodded, he pointed a spot where she put the vehicle to a halt.
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‘Let’s swap. I guess, being a parking attendant, I would trust you’ she cooed as both exited the car and swapped places. 
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His eyes bulged at the sway of her juicy jumbo jugs, her sexy painted toes driving him crazy with lust. Unbeknownst to him, the perverted nympho had noticed his giant snake pushing into his pants.
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"I used to work at that convenience store," he pointed across the street where a group of youths stared at them, crude jokes and laughter in the local dialect filling the air. 
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Unbothered, Cecile slid into the passenger seat. Bongani hesitated, wondering where to go. His parents were out of town, and his dirty mind debated between pulling over at a secluded spot or inviting her for a soda at his place. However, he realized he had nothing to drink at home, so they'd need to stop by another store on the way. Trying to break the silence, Bongani asked.

––––––––
[image: ]


"What brought you to teach lectures here at Kyambogo Campus?" He was aware that Cecile and her fellow French Riviera teachers had been enrolled to provide seasonal academic lectures at the campus.
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"Well, my husband is a wealthy philanthropist. He's heavily donating to slum rehabilitation and campus scholarship projects to help local communities and students like yourself."
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"He's a lucky man to be married to such a beautiful woman. Did he help you get the position here?" Bongani winked meaningfully.
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"What do you mean by that?" Cecile frowned curiously.
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Bongani paused, searching for his words.
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“Well, we all wonder why every French Riviera and American seasonal female teachers here are so attractive and are.."
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He trailed off, grinning significantly.
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"And...?" Cecile asked quizzically.
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"Extremely well endowed," Bongani finished. "There must be some kind of pattern going on. Sounds like the university officials have a type when it comes to seasonal teachers," Bongani added with a smirk. "Gorgeous, big-breasted white women."
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Cecile laughed, her ample chest bouncing with the motion. 
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"You're not wrong," she admitted with a smile. "My husband and I have an open marriage, and I recently joined the 'White Sluts for Africa' club. They connected us fellow Queen of Spades teachers to campuses across the continent."
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Bongani's jaw dropped in disbelief. "You're kidding," he exclaimed. “So you're part of some secret society of married white women who sleep with students and professors?"
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Cecile nodded, looking amused by his reaction. “Something like that, “she confirmed. “It’s all about cultural exchange and mutual satisfaction, of course." 
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She leaned in closer, her voice dropping to a whisper." And between you and me, the rumors about our big white titties and insatiable appetites for black cock are true," Cecile finished, a wicked grin spreading across her face. 
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Bongani swallowed hard, his eyes glued to her heaving cleavage. 
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“So, what do you say?" Cecile purred, trailing a finger down his chest. "Want to have a taste and find out for yourself?" 
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Bongani's mind raced with possibilities. This was beyond anything he could have imagined when the very attractive lecturer offered him a drive. But the temptation was too great to resist.
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‘Hell yeah," he breathed, already imagining himself buried between those massive breasts. Cecile smiled triumphantly and leaned in to capture his lips in a searing kiss.

––––––––
[image: ]


Did she mention by being a member of this club, she was herself a black cock slut? There was something unreal about her boldness, as if it came naturally to her. 
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'It's a club for busty married white women who belong to any black men unreservedly, and I'm a proud member,' Cecile explained, her audacity seeming completely natural. Bongani's gaze drifted to the Ace of Spades tattoo on her ankle. Sensing the growing tension, the curvaceous bombshell teacher continued.
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"Please, take us somewhere private. I’m overly horny!" she boomed with a raspy voice, as she ran her long, painted fingers along his thigh and into his crotch.

––––––––
[image: ]


"Oh fuck!" Bongani exclaimed, jumping in his seat as he felt his cock harden under her touch. He noticed his breathing growing heavier. 
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“Don’t worry, I don't bite hard, “she laughed seductively, squeezing his painful erection through his pants.
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"I'm nineteen and a married man," Bongani muttered half defensively as the devilish buxom wife stroked him and looked him in the eyes. 
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"I don't want to marry you, just to fuck you. You deserve more than a reward anyway" she counteracted back, her sexy fingernail now tracing the head of his growing dark snake. 
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