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		The silence in the air was thick as the lawyer slowly pulled out a white slip of paper. He looked out at the few people in the room with him. One young black man, an old black woman and a slim, blonde haired white woman, waiting impatiently in the corner. His eyes couldn't help but roam her body.

		She was wearing a tight fitting black dress that outlined her curvaceous figure. Her nipples poked through with no bra in their way. As she uncrossed her legs, then re-crossed them, he caught a quick glimpse of her bright yellow thong. She let one of her open toed heels hang limply on her neatly pedicured toes, the hot pink pedicure contrasting sharply with the black dress.

		The lawyer cleared his throat. "Thank you everyone for patiently waiting here today for the reading of the will for Mister Jerry Jackson. Please note that any superseded wills do not apply and that this is his final wish in writing. Does everyone understand?" He explained.

		The three nodded. The white woman was impatiently swinging her foot, her heel barely hanging onto her toes.

		The lawyer looked down at the paper and began to read aloud. “I hope, that in my life, I have achieved more than just earning money. I grew up in the poorest of neighborhoods and rose out through the weeds. In the rush to become successful, I have turned down many people, loved and lost, and with this will, I hope to mend the painful endings I’ve had. To my caring sister, Janiqua, I leave my retirement funds. You should be more than eligible to take the money tax free from my accounts.”

		The old black woman smiled and nodded. “That’s all I could have asked for...” She whispered.

		The lawyer noticed that the white woman looked angered at the announcement but continued onward. “To my ex-wife, who is most likely not hearing the reading of this will, I leave a sixth of my estate. As bad as our breakup may have been, you were there for me through all my hardships.”

		The white woman sat back and crossed her arms, obviously unhappy with that particular announcement.

		“And to my loving nephew, Jamal. You’ve grown to become an impressive young man, I barely recognized you when you came out of college. When you began your musical career, I couldn’t feel more proud. With you, I leave half of my estate, may it help in pushing your career to the next level.”

		The young black man smiled and clapped his hands, obviously happy with the result. The lawyer could tell that the white woman was ready to burst, her face growing red.

		“Finally, my beautiful Estelle. When I first laid eyes on you, I knew that you were the one. You have been a magnificent person in my life. It is unfortunate that you never got along with the rest of my family and I am sorry for the pain and suffering this may have caused you. As you know, family is one of the most important aspects of life to me. And thus, I honor the remainder of my estate go to you.”

		Estelle nodded in approval and stood, giving a glaring look to Janiqua and Jamal, nearly boring holes through them with just her eyes. Jamal and Janiqua glared back, the anger brewing inside them. The total net worth of Jerry’s estate was worth well over a billion dollars, and this white woman, who had just recently met with him, was taking in a quarter of his wealth. Jamal shook his head, knowing that his aunt was barely getting what she deserved for putting up with his uncle for years.

		“Contingent.” The lawyer perked up, breaking the glaring contest. “On the approval from my nephew and sister.”

		Estelle’s mouth widened in shock and anger. “What the fuck does that mean?” She asked angrily.

		The lawyer looked on in surprise as he brought the paper up. “Estelle, I ask that for one year, you show the same kindness and goodness that you showed me to my sister and nephew. Upon the end of the year, I request that they send a written letter stating their approval or disapproval of your love. Your receiving of the remainder of my estate is contingent on receiving at least one approval.” He finished.

		Estelle blinked several times as she tried to process the information. She looked at Janiqua, and then at Jamal, who were both nodding.

		“I ain’t gotta wait no year. Let me sign my disapproval right now.” Janiqua said.

		“Whoa, hold on there auntie. Let’s give her a chance. I mean, we’re pretty much billionaires now, right?” Jamal said with a sly smile on his face.

		Janiqua shook her head and motioned for the lawyer to hand her a paper. “No, this gold digger ain’t gettin’ none of my brother’s money.”

		Estelle’s jaw dropped as she watched Janiqua sign the paper with her disapproval. She looked at Jamal, pleading for him not to do the same with her eyes. Jamal merely shrugged and turned to the lawyer.

		“Gimme my year. Let’s see if she’s really kind hearted or if she a gold digga.” Jamal replied as he stood.

		Jamal turned and eyed Estelle, his eyes making their way down her shapely body. He gave a quick grin and walked by, taking one quick glance at her voluptuous ass. As he stepped out, Estelle quickly followed from behind, her mind reeling at the thought of trying to get this newly made black billionaire’s approval. While she wasn’t particularly horrid in her actions against Jamal, she wasn’t exactly kind to him. She had to get his approval as soon as possible; she had spent too much time of her life on Jerry to go empty handed.

		"Jamal!" She called out as she raced after him.

		Jamal turned, his grin returning. "Yes ma'am?" He replied sarcastically.

		"Look, I know you and I never really spent that much time together but I think this is a great opportunity to get to know each other." Estelle said.

		Jamal laughed. "We coulda had dat chance but you didn't invite me to dat fancy party you had a couple weeks ago. Or to the little dinner you made a month back."

		Estelle paused then smiled. "Oh no, don't misunderstand. The dinner was more of a formal business with my partners at work and that party, oh god, was it ever boring. I thought I'd save you the trouble."

		Jamal nodded as if he understood. "Well, I'm headed back to my uncle's pad, now that I own it. I'll still leave one room empty for ya."

		Jamal turned and waved as he walked off. Estelle panicked as she watched him walk off. She had to get him on her side if she wanted the billion that she'd worked so hard for. Her heels clacked against the tiled floor as she rushed out to her car. If she could at least prepare a meal while he was at home, she'd be able to start off on the right foot.

		The drive back to the mansion was a blur. Throughout the entire trip, her mind worked away, trying to think of a solution. She thought about drugging him, or forging his signature. Maybe there was something she could blackmail him with. Different thought poured through her, her mind barely able to filter the more sane ideas. Before she knew it, she was waiting for the gates to open. She slowly moved in towards the mansion, still clueless as to what she could possibly do.

		She was half surprised to see that Jamal had already made it in his beater of a car. She thought she had driven extremely fast, even running red lights in her sports convertible. Her hands trembled as she opened the front door. She felt powerless as she walked into her own home.

		"Hey!" Jamal greeted as he popped his head out from the kitchen.

		He had a soda in hand as he greeted her. He had taken off the suit he was in and was in a white wife beater and boxers. Estelle smiled and nodded as she made her way towards him.

		"You hungry? I was going to make something real quick." She said as she walked into the kitchen.

		"You know how to make fried chicken?" Jamal asked.

		Estelle looked back at him and cursed under her breath. "No, but I can give it a shot."

		Jamal shook his head. "Nah it's all good. I'll just call my nigga up at KFC and have him deliver it. I can tip him well."

		Estelle gulped as her plan fell through. Before she could even respond, he was already on the phone calling his friend. She paced back and forth as she tried to think of something, anything. Jamal made his way to the entertainment room and sat on the large sofa, propping his feet up on the expensive coffee table.

		She made her way to him as he hung up. "So... what's going on in your life?"

		Jamal shrugged. "Not much. The record label I was trying to get with turned me down."

		Estelle nodded and sat next to Jamal. "Any big plans, now that you're a billionaire?"

		Jamal shrugged again. "Hey look, I know you're just tryin' to make small talk so you can get my approval. Let me be clear, talkin' ain't gonna be enough. Actions speak louder than words."

		Estelle gulped and looked at him in confusion. "Would you like me to get anything for you?"

		Jamal grinned again, his eyes lingering on her breasts. "I want you to do everything I tell you to."

		"Anything." Estelle replied with a small fake smile of her own.

		"Good. Give me a nice little striptease." He commanded.

		"What?!"

		"Don't make me say it again. Show off dat body of yours."

		Estelle sat in shock at his words. His voice had changed slightly, sounding more authoritative and powerful. She couldn't help but slowly stand. She was usually the one ordering men around in her relationships. Her orders were more subtle of course.

		She slowly began to sway her hips as she pulled away the shoulder straps on her black dress. Her large breasts moved along with her, bouncing softly as she moved. She slowly revealed her small, soft shoulders and pulled her dress down, bending down and teasing Jamal as the dress reached the tip of her breasts, her hard nipples barely hidden. She pulled back and continued swaying as her dress continued its journey downward.

		She turned her ass towards him and bent forward as she peeled the dress off, revealing her bright pink thong. The string was wedged deep inside her round as cheeks. As the dress hit the floor, she stepped out and turned, shaking her bare tits. Jamal was smiling and nodding in approval.

		"Turn around and bend over." He commanded.

		Estelle turned and bent down, using the coffee table to support herself. Jamal rubbed his rough hand on her smooth ass, kneading it as he felt every inch. His hands pulled away and then he swung, giving her ass a hard smack. Estelle yelped in pain and turned to look at him.

		"What was that?!" She asked.

		"Did I say you can speak? And from now on, you address me as master." He replied sternly.

		He gave her other ass cheek a hard slap as he watched the previous slapped area turn bright pink. Estelle shrieked and moved away from the pain. Another loud smack filled the air as he slapped the other cheek again, a huge grin on his face. Estelle’s ass grew warm from the spanking, and her nipples grew hard as the warmth crept through her body. The feeling of helplessness was actually starting to grow on her and her pussy slowly began to moisten. After another hard smack on the ass, his hand moved between her legs and roughly massaged her pussy.

		“Damn, this makin’ you hot and horny, ain’t it?” He asked as he began rubbing harder.

		Estelle couldn’t help but moan as she gripped tightly to the coffee table. “Yes...” She whispered.

		“Yes what?” Jamal asked as he smacked her ass again.

		“Yes, master!” Estelle replied with a yelp.

		Her ass was now bright red, the outlines of his hand prints beginning to shine through her pale white skin. He stood up and grabbed her by the hips, then tossed her onto the couch. He pulled off his long black leather belt. His hands were quick, roughly grabbing her ankles and pulling her legs up. He then grabbed her wrists and placed them next to her ankles. His belt wrapped around her ankles and wrists and he quickly looped the belt around a couple times before tying it.

		Estelle was now on her back, on the sofa, her arms and legs tied together in the air, her pussy lewdly on display for the new black billionaire. Jamal smiled in approval as he pushed the coffee table back and bent down. One of his cold fingers slid deep into her wet slit, pushing in deep inside her and wiggling back and forth.

		His finger vibrated back and forth quickly as he pulled in and out. Estelle moaned in pleasure as his skillful finger probed inside her. His other hand grabbed and twisted a nipple, sending shocks of pain to shoot through her. His eyes scanned the room for something and stopped as they found a scarf hanging off a nearby chair. Jamal stood and grabbed the scarf. He wrapped it over eyes and tied it behind her head, giving each end a tight tug. Estelle lay back in darkness wondering what he had planned next. Within moments, his powerful hands gripped her silky blonde hair and pulled her around on the sofa. Her head was now tilted over the edge of the sofa as he bright pink ass faced the sofa's back. Her ears perked as she heard the doorbell. Her heart thumped loudly as she heard Jamal step away, leaving the room.

		She lay in darkness and silence for several minutes, occasionally hearing something in the distance. After a few more minutes, she heard footsteps approaching. She gulped as she realized that there were multiple footsteps.

		"Oh shit!" She heard a low bass voice shout out.

		"See? Told you." The familiar voice of Jamal replied.

		Estelle heard a zipper and her nose caught a whiff of a strong musky scent. Something tapped against her lips as she felt two warm hands grip and knead her breasts.

		"Go on, suck it." Jamal commanded from the side.

		Estelle hesitated for a moment, and then opened her mouth, letting the smelly, thick object slip past her smooth lips. She knew exactly what she was sucking on, but she didn't know who it was. The mystery actually made her lust grow as she swallowed the stranger's thick member, inch by inch. She couldn't help but drool as she tried to accommodate the sizeable rod. The stranger's hands squeezed her nipples as he pressed forward, the tip of his cock easily hitting the back of her mouth.

		"Fuckin' tight." The stranger grunted as he pulled away.

		Estelle focused on breathing through her nose as the stranger pushed back deep into her mouth. His monstrous member caused her to gag as it hit her throat. One of the stranger's hands slid and grabbed her neck as he continued hammering in and out. He applied a bit of pressure as he fucked her mouth, taking away what little oxygen she tried to breathe in.

		Estelle panicked as his grip stayed while his cock pounded in and out. She shook her body, trying to get air. The stranger finally pulled his cock out and let go, letting her take in deep breaths of fresh air. While she was scared, the continued feeling of helplessness made her horny. Her pussy ached, craving attention as she gasped for air.

		There was a brief moment for her to rest as she heard the two walk off. They were soon back and they undid the black leather belt tying her ankles and knees together. They pulled her up and placed her on her knees on the ground. One of them grabbed her wrists and pulled behind her back. She felt something rough wrap around her wrists, binding them behind her back. The two men then pushed her onto the carpeted floor, her hard nipples crushed into the rough carpet.

		Two hands grabbed her ankles and pulled her legs back, spreading them as he did so. Her arms were pulled up behind her back and her ankles were bound to them with the same material. Another loud smack filled the air as the man slapped her red ass. The two grabbed her and lifted her up, then placed her on the cold wooden surface of the coffee table.

		One of the men pulled her knees apart and squeezed between her legs. He placed the tip of his thick cock against her tight wet slit. The other grabbed her hair and tilted her head back. He slapped her face then placed the tip of his cock against her lips. The two pushed in at the same time, their long hard cocks making their way into her from both sides. Estelle moaned as she felt her pussy stretch to accommodate the girth of the man behind her. The man behind her smacked her ass again as he slid in and out.

		"She tight?" The stranger asked.

		"Fuck yeah." Jamal answered.

		Estelle felt humiliated lying on her expensive coffee table, giving a stranger a blowjob and fucking her ex boyfriend's nephew. She shivered, her sensitive ass reacting to the cool air in the room. As much as the spanking had hurt, the lengthy rod of Jamal was sending blasts of pleasure through her. The man in front began to speed up, his heavy balls slapping against her chin. Estelle gagged each time he pushed in deep.

		The room filled with the wet slick sounds of her pussy and mouth being pounded. The occasional smack on her ass echoed through the house. The stranger grabbed her hair and pushed her face against him, her nose hitting his belly. With his cock impaled in her throat, she could barely breathe. She panicked again as he held her there, groaning as she moved about. Jamal sped up from behind, pounding her so hard the coffee table shook and moved.

		Estelle shook, her pussy clamped tightly on Jamal's member and she felt a head rush. Her first orgasm came as a surprise as she lay on her belly. Her body twisted and turned as she felt the warm rush flash through her, from her oxygen deprived head down to her numb little toes. Jamal could even feel her tightening little cunt and tried to push in deeper.

		“The bitch is cumming!” Jamal exclaimed.

		Estelle’s toes curled and her hands balled into fists as she felt the orgasm hit its peak. The stranger pulled away, letting her gasp for air as the pleasurable experience began to slowly die down. The feeling in her toes came back, her head began to feel clear and her lungs soaked in as much oxygen as possible. Jamal pulled his cock out as well, giving her ass another loud smack.

		“Yo nigga, bring me dat table.” Jamal ordered.

		She heard the footsteps of the stranger walk off. Something fell to the floor and soon Estelle was lifted into the air again. The rope she was tied with was undone and her feet felt the soft carpeted floor again. She was pushed forward onto the hard, cold surface of some kind of table. Her mind raced as she tried to figure out what table it could have been.

		Her legs were pressed up against the legs of the table and the rough rope was tied around them. Each leg was tied around each leg of the table and she was pushed down, her tits smashed against the cold hard table underneath. Her arms were still tied behind her back. She was now on her toes, tied to the legs of the table, bent forward, her red ass waiting for further punishment.

		The tip of one of the hard cocks pressed up against her pussy again. The man behind her pushed, shoving his thick hard member deep inside her. Estelle yelped in a mix of pleasure and pain as she felt his rigid rod plow into her sticky wet snatch. A hand grabbed the scarf around her eyes and pulled it off, temporarily blinding her as she tried to readjust her eyesight.

		In front of her was a full body mirror and she could initially see her own outline and the large blurry figure behind her. Her eyes finally adjusted and she could see she was on a kitchen cart, her tits pressed against the cold hard steel of the table cart. She finally saw the stranger behind her, a fat bald black man with a huge grin on his face.

		She also saw Jamal standing nearby, stroking his cock as he watched her getting fucked. The cart shook violently with each thrust the stranger made. Estelle could see that her cheeks had turned red from the slapping. The black man behind her sped up, his balls slapping loudly against her pussy, his fat belly smacking against her sensitive red ass. Each time he slammed in, she felt a jolt of pain and pleasure flow through her entire body.

		“Fuck man, she’s so fuckin’ tight!” The black man behind her groaned as he held her waist tightly and pounded.

		Estelle could feel another orgasm building inside her as she felt his fat cock spread out her once tight pussy. He was relentless, pushing both her and the cart back and forth as he slid himself in and out. The cold steel cart underneath her sent shivers down her spine while his hot cock inside her provided warmth. Estelle screamed as she felt the warmth flow from her belly outward, filling her body from head to toe. For a moment, she thought she was floating, an out of body experience, as she stared at herself in the mirror having her second orgasm.

		“OH GOD!” She cried out as her clamped around the thick member, milking it tightly.

		The black man behind her groaned as he pushed in, his member quivering deep inside her. He paused and Estelle could feel his big black balls throb. A hot blast of liquid shot into her pussy, loads of sticky cum flying out from the black man’s cock. Estelle was amazed by how much cum was squirting inside her. The hot sticky liquid filled up her tiny little pussy, like a river rushing through a small creek.

		“Ah shit!” The black man yelled as he ground his cock against her, trying to squeeze out every little drop of his man juice.

		He pulled away with a slick, wet, popping sound and a rush of cum flowed out from her pussy. Estelle could feel some of the cum slowly drip down the sides of her thighs and towards the ground. She was exhausted as she lay still, tied to the cold kitchen cart.

		“Damn! Did you cum enough?” Jamal asked.

		The fat black man laughed and sat back on the couch. Jamal stood behind Estelle and began smacking her ass again, laughing as cum squirted out with each slap. He walked away and came back holding a bottle of some sort. Estelle gasped as he poured the slick liquid on her sensitive ass. Jamal focused towards her crack, watching as the lube made its way between her ass cheeks.

		His cold hands parted her ass cheeks and he admired her tiny, clenched asshole, now covered in lube. He stuck a finger inside her ass, trying to loosen her tight hole. Estelle couldn’t help but squirm and cry out in shock as she felt his cock finger move around.

		“Well, since my friend decided to fill your pussy up, I’m just gonna have to take the other entrance... or should I say exit.” Jamal joked as he stuck a second finger in.

		Estelle screamed out again, her virgin ass slowly being spread open by his fingers. She had never had anything go in her ass before and she panicked at the thought of Jamal’s large member pushing inside.

		“I’ve never had anal sex.” Estelle said.

		Jamal pulled his fingers out and slapped her ass. “I’ll be gentle. As long as you speak when spoken to and address me as master!”

		Another hard smack filled the room as he hit her ass again, more cum gushing out from her pussy. He spread her ass cheeks open and placed the tip of his thick rod against her tightly clenched hole. Jamal squeezed the bottle of lube over his cock, making sure to cover his entire cock. He stared at the mirror and looked into Estelle’s eyes as he pushed in, smiling as he watched her squint in pain.

		The head of his cock pushed in, causing Estelle’s eyes to widen in a mix of pain and a bit of pleasure. The bits of pleasure surprised Estelle as she felt more of his cock push inward, the thick shaft working its way into her tiny virgin ass. As he continued to inch inward, the pain began to subside, slowly being overtaken by immense waves of pleasure.

		“Oh... yes...” Estelle whispered.

		“Yes what?” Jamal asked as he smacked her ass again.

		“Yes... master...”

		Jamal pushed about a quarter of his cock in and stopped, watching her writhe underneath. Estelle tried desperately to move her hips back, trying to get more of his cock inside her ass. The pain was now completely gone, overtaken by feelings of pleasure she had never felt before in her life. With her legs tied to the cart and her arms behind her back, she couldn’t get enough force to push her hips back at Jamal.

		“You want me to continue?” Jamal asked.

		“Yes master!” Estelle replied.

		“Then beg for it.” Jamal ordered.

		“Please master, I beg you, please continue.”

		Jamal shook his head. “Not good enough.”

		“Please, master, please, push it deeper into me!” Estelle pleaded.

		Jamal nodded. “You’re getting there.”

		“Master, please! Please push your black cock deep into my ass! Fuck my ass, master! Fuck my ass deep!” Estelle shouted.

		Jamal nodded in approval again and smiled. He grabbed a hold of her waist and pulled her and the cart back as he pushed forward. His thick black cock slid roughly into her ass, the lube helping to let the massive member in. Estelle gritted her teeth as the pain momentarily came back, but she was soon flooded with pleasure again. Estelle bit her lower lip as she felt his well toned abs smack against her red ass cheeks.

		He quickly rebounded back, his lengthy shaft sliding out of her clenching ass. Estelle felt a rush as each inch of his cock flew out, her ass desperately clinging to the shaft. Just as quick as he had pulled out, he pushed right back in, her ass lovingly taking back the shaft. His thick black member disappeared as he pushed forward, swallowed by her once virgin ass. Estelle's fingers dug into her palms as he pulled out again, setting the pace of his ass fucking.

		"Oh yes master! Fuck my ass master!" Estelle shouted as she squirmed.

		Jamal quickened the pace, his member easily sliding in and out of her loosened ass. Some of the cum squirting out from her pussy clung to his large black balls. A string of cum connected his balls to her aching pussy. She felt the thick head of his cock nearly pull out then plow back deep inside her.

		Estelle could see the pure joy on her own face in the mirror as Jamal pounded away from behind her. For a moment she thought she was dreaming, watching herself helplessly tied to a cart. Her eyes rolled back and her body shuddered, the warmth once again washing through her. Unlike before, the feeling was much stronger, as if she had been hit in the gut.

		Her pussy clamped shut and her asshole gripped onto Jamal's cock like a vice. Estelle bit on her lower lip again as she felt pleasure run through her. Her toes curled and her hips buckled as she felt her third and most powerful orgasm blast through her.

		"I'm cumming master! Oh yes! YES!" Estelle yelled.

		She felt light headed as she laid still, Jamal still pounding in and out from behind. Her vision blurred momentarily and she couldn't hear the loud smacking of his body hitting her ass. Time seemed to slow as her orgasm reached its peak, rushing around in her lust filled head.

		Her senses came back as Jamal gave her ass another hard slap. He was pounding in and out faster now, the entire cart shaking as if it would break apart.

		Jamal finally plunged in deep, his rod shaking deep inside her. Estelle shivered as he shot his load deep inside her ass. His balls pressed closely against her pussy and throbbed with each squirt. His cum felt thicker as it launched inside her.

		As he pulled away, there was cum clinging to his balls and on his shaft. With one final pop, his amazing rod plopped out of her ass, along with some of his cum. He had a huge grin on his face as he bent down and undid her bindings. The fat black man walked over and stared at her bright red ass, both her holes leaking out sticky hot cum.

		The two grabbed her and lifted her up, pushing the cart out of the way and placing her on her knees. The two stood in front of her, their cocks at eye level. Both black members were glistening in the light, Jamal's still semi-hard with drops of cum hanging on his shaft and balls. They undid her wrist bindings and tossed the rope aside.

		"Clean them with your mouth." Jamal ordered.

		Estelle grabbed a hold of the stranger's cock and bent down to fit Jamal's slick dick in her mouth. She swirled her tongue skillfully under his cock while stroking the other in her hand. The salty flavor of his cum filled her lips as she sucked away. She used her other hand to grip Jamal's cock and raised it up. Her tongue reached out and licked the underside of his cock down to his balls. She licked the stranger's cum and her own pussy juices off of his balls.

		Estelle turned her head and licked the stranger's cock, starting with the tip, across the sides and down to his balls. Jamal tapped the stranger and gave him a nod. The stranger raised his hand and gave Jamal a pat on the back. Estelle turned her attention back to Jamal and licked the entire shaft, making sure to clean every last drop of cum off his dick.

		"That's a good little slave. You keep this shit up and maybe you'll get your reward." Jamal said.

		Estelle pulled back in shock, her love for money hitting her like a ton of bricks.

		"What... what do you mean maybe?" She asked.

		Jamal slapped her breasts. "Is that how you speak to me?"

		Estelle shook her head. "What do you mean by maybe, master?" She rephrased her question.

		"It depends on how good of a slave you are. Once you can prove your devotion, we'll talk." Jamal answered sternly.

		Estelle stared at the ground, once again feeling powerless.

		"Is there a problem?" Jamal questioned.

		"No master." Estelle answered.

		She had to endure this for just one year. One year and she'd be a billionaire. Her pussy moistened at the thought. As powerless as she had felt, she had never had such of rush of pleasure before. As she stared at the ground, she realized she was actually looking forward to the year.
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		African Gangbang Tour

		Audrey didn’t listen, she grabbed the key card and ran to the elevator. Before Adom could even stop her, she was on her way up. She silently slid the key card and opened the door slowly, she wanted to surprise him. Unfortunately, when she peeked in, the sight of what her husband was doing actually surprised her. He was standing, his head tilted back and a slim black woman was on her knees, sucking his dick. Audrey gasped and quickly closed the door as quietly as she could. She felt her blood boil and ran back down. Audrey needed a break, some kind of breathing room to straighten her thoughts. She saw Adom still at the car talking to one of the hotel staff.

		“I want to go here.” Audrey ordered Adom as she pulled out the flyer she picked up at the airport.

		“The Mandinka tribe tour? But miss, you haven’t even rested, your husband..”

		“My husband can damn well wait that piece of shit.” Audrey responded, sharply cutting off Adom.

		Adom shrugged and helped Audrey back into the car. The drive to the African village was quiet, with Audrey staring off at the flat plains of Senegal. She wanted revenge and she wanted it badly. Before she could think of a plan, Adom turned.

		“We’re here.” He explained.

		Audrey hopped out and looked around. There was a big black man in a small shack, selling tickets. She walked over to him with Adom close behind. The big black man looked up with a smile.

		“Sorry, we will be closed soon.” He said.

		“Please let me just tour for a short time. I can give you money.” Audrey responded.

		The big black man looked at Adom, then at Audrey, shrugged and lent out his hand. Adom pulled some cash out and gave it to him.

		“You wait here.” Audrey ordered. “I need some time alone.”

		The big black man pointed at the village, where a tall, slender black man stood, in cargo pants and a tank top. “Follow him.”

		Audrey did as told, almost tripping on her long high heels. She reached the slender man.

		“Is this the tour?” She asked.

		“Hi, my name is Adika and yes, if you follow me this is the tour.” He replied with a heavy accent.

		The two walked into the village where mostly black men were walking around. They were all skinny yet muscular and wore the same loincloth. Audrey’s eyes caught a glimpse of one of their cocks as he walked by. The suspicions she had from the black cab driver were answered as she could tell that the African tribesman also had a long black cock dangling between his legs.

		“Where are all the women?” Audrey asked.

		“They have actually been moved to another village this summer. Our tour is doing some renovations. The men here are actually laborers. We actually don’t get a lot of tourists here.”

		“Oh no, poor guys…” Audrey responded as her mind began to race.

		“Look, Adika? How about you go back to my driver, tell him I told you that I needed some alone time.” Audrey continued.

		“Well, that’s not allowed.” Adika responded.

		“He’ll give you lots of money when I get back. And nobody comes to bother me or else no one gets money.” Audrey replied.

		###

		Does Audrey’s little payoff work? Does she get revenge on her husband with the village tribesmen in Africa? Grab a scolding hot copy of the African Gangbang Tour to read on!
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