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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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In the sweltering heat of Kigali, Ngabo, a forty-five-year-old native Rwandan, cleaned the airport restrooms as he had for over fifteen years. Located off the main arrival gate, the facilities saw occasional use from weary travelers relaxing in nearby lounges. The slow day dragged on, with few visitors braving the intense heat to linger inside the airport. Caucasian tourists were scarce at this time of year, most heading to Bwindi Forest ninety minutes away. 
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Ngabo's heart raced as a stunning middle aged female entered the restroom corridor, her enormous pale breasts straining against her top creating the deepest cleavage. Smiling politely, the knockout blonde traveler asked him to hold her luggage in exchange for a generous tip as she winked. Minutes passed with no sign of her returning. Curiosity piqued, Ngabo ventured into the stall area, where unmistakable sounds of raw, dirty sex echoed off the walls.
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As Ngabo stood frozen, he realized the bombshell blonde had likely initiated the encounter. Her eager moans and the man's grunts of pleasure filled the air. Ngabo's own arousal grew painful into his pants as he imagined those perfect white big breasts bouncing with each thrust of the man's hips as he ravaged her throat mercilessly. To Ngabo disbelief, the lucky native man growled degrading names at her, and she begged him to humiliate her further, treating her like a whore.
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A few minutes later, the buxom blonde emerged from the restrooms, her face flushed and lips swollen. Multiple hickeys adorned her huge milky rack, evidence of the rough tits abuse it had received. She smiled at Ngabo as she retrieved her luggage cart, handing him a bill that he quickly pocketed. With a complicit wink, she stepped out. Following her a few steps behind, the young native man walked out, speaking excitedly into his phone about the wild encounter he'd just experienced.
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"You won't believe what just happened, man. That white slut MILF begged me to fuck her ass against the toilet stall wall. When I hesitated, she offered me a thousand dollar. I told her I wanted two thousand if she cleaned my ass and did an ass-to-mouth. And get this - the dirty whore actually did it while moaning and smiling. Now, I'm heading to the ATM with her to cash out, then we're going to her hotel room." He laughed loudly as he exited the restrooms. 
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Ngabo jaw dropped in awe as he pulled out a $200 tip from his pocket, grinning widely at the unexpected windfall.
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Located between the steep hills of southwestern Uganda and the valleys below, Bwindi Impenetrable National Park was known for its dense and tangled vegetation, which made it truly "impenetrable." The forest was filled with thick bushes, tall trees like tree Ferns, Mahogany trees, Olive trees along with climbing vines that created a challenging environment for explorers. 
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This dense growth provided shelter for a variety of wildlife, including the famous mountain gorillas, as well as many species of birds, butterflies, and monkeys. The park's terrain included steep slopes and narrow paths, making expeditions both exciting and demanding. Visitors often found themselves navigating through underbrush and over roots, which added to the thrill of the adventure.
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Cecile had landed at Kigali International Airport almost a day earlier than the rest of the expedition, opting to stay in the airport lounge for a few hours to escape the sweltering outside temperature before booking a nearby hotel room. She watched the comings and goings of travelers, her excitement building as she conceptualized the entire plan. According to their itinerary, the rest of her fellow adventurers would arrive the next day, and the group would drive from Kigali to Bwindi Impenetrable National Park. While most of the expedition members had chosen Bwindi for its renowned gorilla trekking experience, Cecile felt a secret thrill at the thought of encountering the Batwa pygmies, the indigenous people of the forest.
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As Cecile sat in the lounge, trying to recollect her thoughts, her mind wandered with conflicting feelings. Here she was, a striking thirty-two-year-old high school teacher from the French Riviera, currently a seasonal lecturer at Lusaka university in Zambia. In an open marriage, her wealthy husband was too preoccupied with philanthropic projects aimed at helping impoverished communities to join her on this expedition.
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Part of her hoped he would donate to initiatives that supported the Batwa pygmies. If she happened to meet some during her travels, she could suggest ways to help them. Now, as she looked around the lounge, she realized she was alone, surrounded by many males in transit. A sense of adventure began to stir within her, and she seriously considered the idea of having an encounter with a local stranger. After all, no one knew her here, and her fellow group members wouldn’t arrive until the next day.
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With a supermodel's face and standing at five feet ten inches tall, blonde and incredibly busty, Cecile possessed a tantalizing rack of 36GG that contrasted sharply with her thin waist and seemingly endless, toned legs. Dressing comfortably in the thick African heat proved challenging for her due to her voluptuous figure. Her light dress clung to her like a second skin, highlighting her phenomenal curves in a way that turned heads. 
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To her surprise, the few men who had noticed her were hurriedly on their way to catch flights and had already walked away. Suddenly, Cecile felt an urgent need to reach the bathrooms, but she was burdened with her large bag packed with a week's worth of lightweight outfits for the impending forest expedition.
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As she pushed her luggage cart, Cecile approached an elderly native man working at the restroom area and asked if he could hold her belongings in exchange for a generous tip. He nodded, his gaze lingering a bit too long on her deep cleavage. However, as she entered the restroom, she frowned upon realizing that the men’s and women’s sections were not divided, creating a mixed restroom environment.
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The click of her heels echoed as she made her way to the stall at the very end, her heart racing with the mix of urgency and the unusual situation. She took a deep breath, reminding herself that this was just another part of her adventure.
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In the remote and unfamous Bwindi forest of Uganda, a dense and impenetrable jungle loomed, shrouded in mystery and danger. Towering trees intertwined their branches to form thick pathways that blocked out the sunlight, casting the forest floor into shadow. The air was heavy with the scent of damp earth and decaying vegetation, and the sounds of unseen creatures echoed through the undergrowth.
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As Cecile de Vendome and Agnès Duplessis, both seasonal lecturer teachers at Lusaka University in Zambia, joined the team, the expedition was composed of skilled individuals prepared for the adventure that lay ahead. David, a wildlife biologist, specialized in animal behavior and was excited about studying the gorillas. Mark, an environmental scientist, focused on conservation and the effects of human activity on ecosystems. Samuel, a botanist, was passionate about documenting medicinal plants.
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Lucas, a geologist, brought his expertise in understanding the geological formations of the Bwindi region, eager to explore how the landscape influenced the diverse ecosystem. Tom, the photographer, was ready to capture every moment, hoping to document the beauty of the rainforest and its inhabitants for future awareness and conservation efforts. Together, they formed a diverse team, each member contributing their unique skills and knowledge, united by a shared goal - to explore the wonders of Bwindi Impenetrable National Park and its rich biodiversity. 
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However, as much as Cecile and Agnès were impressed by the white male researchers' diverse backgrounds, they were all middle-aged complete nerds. The blonde bombshells inwardly feared they might become frustrated without some big black cocks ravaging their married, hungry holes. They hoped their giant black dildos would suffice until they could find real African savages to satisfy their insatiable desires, as the idea of spending days in the rain forest without proper sexual release was a concern. Despite this, Cecile feared the researchers might quickly become shocked by her and Agnès' wild personalities and promiscuous behavior, especially their constant craving for African dark meat.
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For a fleeting moment, Cecile wondered if Agnès had experienced the same feelings as she did. At thirty years old, equally stacked with blonde hair and an impressive 38DD chest that strained against her own tight clothing, Agnès was a stunning sight alongside Cecile. Together, the two knockout teachers were a breathtaking duo, their golden locks and enormous bosoms with plunging necklines always attracting envious stares from both men and women.
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Both blonde bombshells were insatiable nymphomaniacs who had joined the "White Sluts for Africa" club to fulfill their wildest fantasies. The scandalous 'Fuck pig' tattoo on Cecile's upper left arm and the 'BBC slut' tattoo on Agnès' right thigh, left no doubt about their black cock whore lifestyle, proudly displayed for all to see.

––––––––
[image: ]


Both women had taken so much young African cocks at the Zambian campus in such a short time, they foolishly believed they could endure a few days in the forest without being sexually Africanized. A small voice in their minds, however, whispered that this was a blatant lie. They were and likely always would be insatiable black cock sluts who craved dark meat and well-hung native stallions to dominate, degrade, and use them roughly as willing submissive whores. 
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As soon as they landed in Rwanda, an intense craving overwhelmed Cecile and Agnès' minds, igniting primal lust within them. They realized their married pussies still ached for African cock, submission, and humiliation - feelings that had recently resurfaced after being fucked senseless by campus seniors students. Just hours before the expedition, they had furiously masturbated in their hotel room, fantasizing about raw African sex, female submission, gangbangs, and domination with inhabitants screwing them while telling them what cheap and nasty sluts they were.
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Because of conflicting schedules, the expedition had to occur during the rainy season. The air was hot and thick, laced with moisture, a familiar sensation that Cecile and Agnès still couldn't get used to. Everything felt damp or wet from the constant drizzle that came with the rainforest climate. If all went as planned, they would be secluded in a camp deep inside Bwindi, surrounded by dense foliage and the sounds of wildlife. Cecile and Agnès had originally come to Uganda to be part of this expedition to study the forest's ecosystem, hoping for the thrill of encountering some of its inhabitants. 
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Flying from Lusaka campus with their large bags packed with unnecessary heavy field gear, tough shirts, and long pants, they had imagined these would be essential for the adventure. However, the oppressive heat and humidity rendered those choices unsuitable; their clothes quickly became wet, hot, and heavy. In the unrelenting drizzle, everything stayed drenched.
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Eventually, they adopted the lighter shirts and shorts that most of the expedition crew wore, discarding their bras to find comfort amidst the stifling conditions. Inside the closed confines of their hut, the air felt clammy, and on their first night, they found themselves sleeping on top of the mattress in just their minuscule thongs, seeking relief from the sticky warmth.
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As the expedition delved into the Bwindi Forest, they unexpectedly encountered a group of Batwa pygmies who offered to guide them through the trails. This was a significant opportunity, as the short indigenous men were intimately familiar with the forest. The pygmies spoke broken English, revealing some education. Unsurprizingly, Cecile and Agnès soon noticed that the tribal men frequently glanced at their enormous juicy breasts, causing their nipples to remain constantly erect due to the males attention.

––––––––
[image: ]


As the researchers followed the Batwa tribal pygmies deeper into the forest, the path grew narrower and more treacherous. The air was thick with humidity, making each breath a struggle. However, Cecile and Agnès found themselves constantly distracted by the pygmies' muscular, painted bodies clad only in loincloths. They often imagined walking topless, feeling the soft drizzle of rain on their humongous breasts and the cooling breeze tickling their nipples under the gaze
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