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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 and explores extreme sexual experiences to her own enjoyment, providing entertainment and fantasy for the reader. 
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This narrative should not be viewed as a real, life model. If you feel you may be offended by these themes, please reconsider before proceeding. Enjoy the journey and remember to 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

––––––––
[image: ]


The sun had long since dipped below the Botswanan horizon, leaving Morana village in Botswana bathed in a bruised purple twilight. Koketso moved through the corridors of the newly renovated Morana Community School with the practiced ease of a man who knew every corner of the building. 
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At twenty-nine, the native inhabitant took a quiet, fierce pride in his work as the school's janitor. The gleaming floors and fresh paint of the classrooms were his responsibility, a daily mission he performed with meticulous care. The remote village had changed rapidly since the World Media pilot project brought in funding from NGOs and private investors. 
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What was once a remote settlement on the edge of the savanna had become a proof of concrete rehabilitation project, attracting volunteer educators from across the globe who sought to blend humanitarian work with the proximity of the authentic wilderness.
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A familiar sound drifted from one of the classrooms, not the rustle of pages or the hum of a computer, but something visceral. Flesh slapping against flesh. Low, guttural moans. Dirty, crude talk that Koketso had never heard in the village. He moved toward the familiar sound, his heart hammering against his ribs. Peering through the gaping the door, his jaw dropped. 
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Tebogo, a nineteen-year-old senior student, his dark frame driving into a woman was bent over her desk, with relentless force. She was a Caucasian volunteer teacher, a pale, buxom beauty who had arrived only that morning. A wedding band glinted on her finger as she arched her back, her eyes rolled back in ecstasy, urging the boy on with obscenities that made Koketso's blood boil and stir all at once.
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The scene was raw and unapologetic. The teacher’s pale, heavy breasts swayed wildly with every impact, her enormous chest nearly spilling from her light dress as she gripped the desk for support, their skin contrast with flesh against flesh was staggering.
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Koketso backed away slowly, his mind racing. Was this a calculated trap set by the senior student, or had the buxom stranger arrived in Morana already looking for a fix? 
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As he watched one last time, his eyes caught the ink on her skin, a spade tattoo that marked her as a black cock whore. The realization hit him like a physical blow, confirming every scandalous suspicion. He turned and walked away, his mind already hungry for what else this village might hide.
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Morana was a small village in Botswana's Central District, surrounded by open savanna, scattered acacia trees, and cattle grazing on the dry plains. Although the village remained modest, Morana Community School had recently undergone a remarkable transformation after receiving substantial funding from an international education NGO and a consortium of private investors. 
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New classrooms, a library, a computer lab, and teachers' residences had turned the school into one of the region's best-equipped rural educational centers, attracting volunteer educators from around the world.
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As part of the education project, the donors had gone beyond rebuilding classrooms. They had financed internet access for the school, installed solar-powered charging stations, and provided smartphones to teachers and senior students to support their studies. 
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Elderly villagers living alone had also received simple mobile phones, allowing them to stay in touch with relatives and local health workers for the first time. The initiative had transformed daily life in Morana, giving many residents their first reliable access to modern communication.
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Tebogo and Mogomotsi were two Botswanan freshmen, brimming with the raging hormones and raw stamina typical of young men their age. Yet, they were two young stallions blessed with unusual cock size, a trait local legend attributed to their distant ancestral tribe.
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They had first discovered their sexual potential while showing off to Caucasian tourists. What began as playful curiosity quickly turned into something far more profound when they noticed certain women making excuses to skip safari tours with their husbands just to sample their young massive black snakes.
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The result was always the same, the women became hopelessly hooked, craving more during their brief stay and departing forever frustrated. When the village transitioned into its new era, the two village boys immediately put their talents to use. They had already scored the first wave of arriving Caucasian teachers, turning them into raging, submissive nymphos in no time.
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A complicit bond formed between Tebogo and Mogomotsi as they found more and more opportunities to score Caucasian MILFs. One memorable souvenir had occurred just two weeks prior, involving Cecile de Vendome, a slim and stacked blonde married teacher straight from the French Riviera. 
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Her wealthy husband had heavily donated to the village school project, and the couple had made a brief two-day stop before an unexpected business trip. The white husband had taken the opportunity to book a safari tour to discover the savanna, leaving his dazzling wife behind at the village.
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However, she had a good reason for this. Something had drawn Cecile away from her husband's side. While the sculptural buxom blonde was visiting the nearby riverbank, she stumbled upon Tebogo and Mogomotsi swimming naked in the shallow water. 
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The water level only reached their femurs, leaving their crotches fully exposed, gigantic ball sacks and huge black snakes descending like third legs. At the freakish sight, Cecile nearly exploded.
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The gorgeous thirty something French rare beauty had rushed to them, discarding her dress mid-stride, her jumbo melons flopping wildly against her chin and chest. Within the next hour, she had been screwed in every one of her holes, double penetration, double anal, and heavily bred like a total whore.
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Before departing the next day with her husband, Cecile admitted she was part of the secretive 'White Sluts for Africa' club. The horny bitch promised the two native Botswanan boys she would not only return for more but would spread the word to her busty fellow teachers.
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It was no surprise when a few days later, Mogomotsi who preparing to head out on a brief trip, stepped into Tebogo's hut with a knowing grin, informing him that a new French bombshell volunteer married teacher, Alexandrine de Coursy had just arrived and asked Tebogo to visit her urgently after her first class. The complicit wink Mogomotsi gave said it all. Another white married slut will soon get Africanized big time.
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Tebogo's young Botswanan cock was already raging painfully into his loincloth, straining against the rough fabric with every thought of the brunette teacher. He didn't need a second invitation.
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With a determined stride, he left the hut and headed straight for the empty classroom. His giant cock would soon be finding its way into fresh white pussy, and he intended to make Alexandrine's first day unforgettable.
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Earlier, Alexandrine had briefly conversed with Mogomotsi, her eyes glued to the obscene bulge pushing against his loincloth. It promised a beast of Botswanan cock that would send her to sexual nirvana in no time.
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Though she felt a twinge of disappointment that the young native was departing for a short trip instead of giving her the proper welcome she craved, the thirty-something married brunette bombshell had only one thing on her mind: getting laid like a free-use slut, no matter what. 
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When Mogomotsi mentioned that his mate, was equally hung, both coming from the same distant tribe gifted with horse-sized cocks and unbelievable stamina, the shameless married nympho almost yelled at him in desperate plea. She demanded Tebogo visit her urgently after her very first class.
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Armed with all the juicy details Cecile had shared about the village boys, Alexandrine was eager to sample them herself. Alexandrine was determined to prove she was a better whore than Cecile, someone truly worthy of their African beasts.
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Her first priority was making things crystal clear for Tebogo. She wanted him to know she had no interest in foreplay, flirting, or polite conversation. She was a hot wife, ready to submit entirely as a free-use slut, a fact her Queen of Spades tattoo confirmed she was perfectly comfortable with as her hot body was already aching with anticipation. 
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As Tebogo approached confidently her village school class, he had his mate’s voice still echoing in his perverted mind.
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"This new village school volunteer teacher, Alexandrine de Courcy knows every-fucking-thing we did with Cecile de Vendome at the riverbank, I'm not joking. She gets even bigger tits and wants to talk to you, mate."
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As he reached the classroom door, a flicker of doubt crossed his mind. What kind of woman travels all the way to a remote part of Botswana just to verify gossip about an affair her fellow teacher had with local village boys? It was a question Tebogo couldn't quite make sense of, even as his cock throbbed with anticipation.
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Tebogo paused at the door, took a steadying breath, and rapped twice with his dark hand. A few seconds of silence passed before the knob turned. The door creaked open to reveal a woman standing nearly five feet ten inches tall. Her skin was beautifully tanned, her dark brown eyes locked onto his. 
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Loose strands of hair escaped her ponytail, framing a face that radiated heat. But it was the sight beneath her light dress that made his blood surge, a cleavage so deep and profound it dwarfed even Cecile's. Those giant knockers seemed to ache for attention, their nipples pressing against the fabric as if anticipating him.
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Her gaze traveled across his dark features before dropping decisively to the prominent bulge straining against his loincloth. She swallowed hard, the sound audible in the quiet empty classroom.
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"So you're Tebogo?" she asked casually. Caught off guard by the direct question, he nodded slowly.
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"Yeah, that's me. Am I talking to Alexandrine de Courcy?"
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Her eyes drifted upward to his face, and she flashed a bright, white smile, grinning broadly at him. She nodded deliberately, her gaze heavy with a palpable, lustful hunger, as if he were the only prey she intended to hunt today.
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"Yeah, why don't you come on in," she invited warmly.
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Stepping into the room, Tebogo watched intently as Alexandrine shut the door behind him and wandered slowly to the front of the classroom. As she moved toward her desk, his eyes wandered restlessly around the space. He couldn't help but wonder what her earlier students would have thought if they had been present to witness this. His gaze sharpened as it landed on her upper chest.

––––––––
[image: ]


There, nestled between the swell of her giant knockers, sat a spade tattoo. It was surrounded by the shocking phrase: Free use Teacher. Tebogo stared, wondering if the ink was a permanent mark of her identity or merely an occasional, provocative accessory.
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"So what's this about? My friend Mogomotsi said you were looking for me. He mentioned you knew something about Cecile de Vendome, the other teacher?" he asked, feigning incredulity as he leaned against the desk.
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"Cecile de Vendome, yes. She's told me all about you, sweetie," Alexandrine replied smoothly.
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She stepped back, maintaining unwavering eye contact as her tongue rolled seductively over her luscious, bimbo-style lips. She placed a finger between them, a clear invitation. Tebogo noticed her bright red fingernails and the glint of her wedding band, then his eyes traveled down to her feet. 
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She wore open-toed high heels that made her long legs appear almost infinite, her painted toenails perfectly matching the crimson polish on her hands. The buxom babe had clearly dressed this way specifically for his arrival.
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"What do you mean? Cecile told you what we did with her?" he asked, keeping his tone steady. Alexandrine nodded, a smug grin spreading across her face.
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"Yeah, I was stuck with my husband while he did his little philanthropic tour in another remote village. Unfortunately, I didn't arrive on the same day as Cecile, but that doesn't mean we haven't spoken. Cecile can be a wild slut, and she tells quite a few stories if you get her in the right mood, if you know what I mean."
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"Well, I'm curious to find out what she said," Tebogo replied, maintaining his casual facade.
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"That's a funny way of putting it, considering how much Cecile talked about you and Mogomotsi banging her by the riverbank." Alexandrine
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