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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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Two days ago, Mandla had stood at his living room window, discreetly observing as an airport taxi pulled up across the street. The vehicle deposited two middle-aged Caucasian couples, who seemed to have rented the adjacent homes. At forty-five years old, Mandla had spent most of his life in his modest riverfront home in Paarl city, an active participant in the local community situated in the Western Cape province of South Africa. 
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Despite the city's expansion, this side of the river remained predominantly inhabited by black Africans. It was uncommon to see white individuals in this area, with the Paarl slums mere minutes away and continuing to grow. As a neighborhood council member, Mandla had planned to welcome these newcomers and assure them that their chosen residence was not as perilous as some local newspapers portrayed it, due to its proximity to the slums. He had heard that they would be accompanied by local native guides during their stay, and their husbands were often away on business.
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As he had seen their husbands departing the very next day, Mandla thought he would go next morning to introduce himself to the lonely, busty married spouses. He had heard they would soon start as seasonal lecture teachers at the Paarl campus. However, in the middle of the night, Mandla was awoken by the sound of loud bass humping from a beat-up van that had stopped across the street. Concerned, the native man stood and peered through the curtains without attracting attention. 
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What he saw would soon be etched in his memory. Not even bothering to turn down the volume, a group of five native boys in their early twenties stepped out of the van. They clearly looked like street gang thugs and were casually seated against the back of the van, smoking what seemed like cannabis or weed. Mandla feared they might be planning a robbery, but instead, they appeared to be calmly waiting for something or someone. Mandla also noticed that the two native guides he had seen earlier were chatting with the thugs, exchanging laughter. 
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Suddenly, one after another, the two house front doors opened up. Mandla's jaw dropped at the scene unfolding before him. The two female teachers stepped out, clad in scandalous outfits - fishnets thigh highs, high-heeled fuck-me pumps. The plunging V neck of their dresses exposed an impossibly deep cleavage, causing their huge pale breasts to spill out obscenely from all sides. As they approached the van, each woman wrapped her arms around a thug's neck and kissed him wildly, pressing their massive melons against the boys' ebony chests. Black hands roamed over their luscious curves, lifting up the hem of their ultra-short dresses that barely covered their bare crotches.
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As they disengaged, Mandla had a clear view of the female's phenomenal curves and everything in their outfits screamed one word. WHORES. The women climbed into the back of the van, their dresses riding up to reveal their bare bottoms. The thugs followed, and the van drove off into the night, its bass-heavy music pumping loudly. 
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Mandla couldn't believe what he had just witnessed as a barrage of questions flooded his mind. Had the local guides orchestrated this mere hours after the husbands' departure to the airport? The women's provocative attire and behavior made it clear they were acting willingly and not under duress. Those young men were unmistakably street gang thugs, and the van was undoubtedly heading into the slum. But why? There were no clubs in the slum, and Paarl city's establishments had long since banned such gangs due to past incidents.
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Those were married teachers, and they could face serious consequences if caught by the local authorities or the Paarl slum school. However, Mandla realized that no Paarl school official would dare venture into the slum at night due to safety concerns. He couldn't fathom why such beautiful women would willingly put themselves in such a risky situation, unless they were doing so with the complicity of the local guides. 
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Mandla tossed and turned for hours, unable to sleep as his mind raced with questions about their safety. Eventually, exhaustion overtook him, and he drifted off into a restless slumber. It was almost dawn when he was awakened by the sound of light flesh slapping and female gasps. Rushing to the window, Mandla stared in utter disbelief at the scene unfolding before him. The same van from earlier was parked outside, its engine still running. Mandla recognized four of the thugs he had seen earlier that were grinning and nonchalantly stepping by the women sides.
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Walking awkwardly bowlegged, the females struggled to pace, their legs trembling from exhaustion. Globes of cum were splattered across their faces, their makeup smeared and hair in disarray, sticky with semen. Their fishnet stockings were heavily torn, and their dresses looked equally ravaged, with one exposed, humiliating breast obscenely spilling out, and covered in hickeys from the relentless abuse they had endured.
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It was clear that the two married teachers had been thoroughly used for hours on end. They seemed barely conscious, barely registering their surroundings as they stumbled towards their homes. Each woman took two thugs with her, leading them inside as Mandla watched in shock. He concluded that the lucky bastards would be enjoying more interracial banging in the comfort of the teachers' marital beds for the next hours. Mandla shook his head in disbelief, wondering how far this debauchery would go and what consequences it might bring.

––––––––
[image: ]


Unbeknownst to him, the same event would unfold night after night, causing Mandla to conclude that those seasonal teachers were eagerly whoring themselves out and had become the Paarl slum's newest pimped-out playthings for local street gangs. The realization sent a shiver down his spine, and he couldn't help but wonder how long this arrangement had been going on and how many other unsuspecting husbands were being kept in the dark about their depraved wives' nocturnal escapades. 
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Mandla knew he had stumbled upon a sordid secret that could ruin lives and careers if exposed. Yet, a part of him was intrigued by the taboo nature of it all, and he found himself drawn to the window each night, unable to resist the allure of watching the debauchery unfold.
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The sprawling slums of Paarl East stretched out beneath the South African sun, a stark contrast to the lush vineyards and prosperous neighborhoods that surrounded it. Shanty homes crafted from corrugated metal, wood scraps, and plastic sheets huddled together, separated by narrow alleyways that doubled as sewage channels. 
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The air hung heavy with the stench of poverty and desperation. Children played barefoot in the dirt, their laughter a stark reminder of the resilience of the human spirit even in the face of adversity. Adults milled about, their faces etched with lines of worry and exhaustion as they struggled to eke out a living in this harsh environment. Gangsters lurked in the shadows, their presence a constant threat to the already fragile peace. Teenage girls wandered aimlessly, some already mothers at an age when they should be dreaming of futures beyond these cramped confines.
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Aurelie Plichet, a voluptuous thirty-four-year-old high school teacher born in Paris, had followed her wealthy husband to Africa as part of his philanthropic efforts to help the impoverished residents of the African slums. Meanwhile, she was currently delivering lectures at the Western Cape campus. In an open marriage, Aurelie had recently joined the 'White Sluts for Africa' club, a group comprised of wealthy, attractive nymphomaniac females with enormous breasts. 
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With her perfect slim and stacked figure and all-natural 38DD rack of pale melons that announced her presence wherever she stepped, Aurelie was the epitome of a trophy wife. Back in France, she had engaged in numerous secret affairs with senior male teenagers, but her insatiable quest for dark meat never seemed to be satisfied.
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The 'White Sluts for Africa' club had assigned Dali, a nineteen-year-old local native guide, to protect Aurelie and fulfill her dare interracial fantasies. However, Dali was surprised to find that the ravishing beauty was not as wild as he had imagined. 
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During their early sexual encounters, Aurelie had told him about her numerous affairs with young black boys in Paris, but she had confessed that she secretly harbored even more kinky fantasies. One of them involved being fucked by a random vagrant in the nearby Paarl slum, and she asked Dali to help her realize this fantasy secretly. 
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She wanted to give an unforgettable experience to an inhabitant who would likely never have the opportunity to score a white beauty built for pleasure like herself. The dirty side of surrendering to a low-life slum dweller excited Aurelie with an unbelievable lust.
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Now, Dali drove the old Jeep slowly through the winding dirt roads, heading towards the sprawling Paarl slum. Beside him, Aurelie sat nervously, her heart racing with a mix of excitement and fear. She couldn't believe she was actually doing this - pursuing her darkest fantasy in the heart of an African slum. Her mind was a whirlwind of thoughts, imagining the dirty, low-life man who would soon be inside her. The thrill of it all sent shivers down her spine and a tingling sensation between her legs. 
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As they drove deeper into the slum, the Jeep bounced over uneven terrain. The streets were narrow and crowded with makeshift shacks, their walls patched together with corrugated metal and wooden planks. The native teenager’s mind raced with disbelief. Such a beautiful, busty white woman, willing to sink so low as to fuck a random vagrant in this hellhole. He couldn't wrap his head around it. Aurelie sat beside him, her excitement palpable despite the nervousness etched on her face.
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Dali wondered what was going through her mind - was she really prepared for what lay ahead? The streets were deserted at this late hour, save for a few shadows lurking in the darkness. The air hung heavy with the stench of poverty and desperation. Dali parked the Jeep near a particularly run-down shack and turned to Aurelie, his eyes searching hers for any sign of hesitation but shifted inevitably to her aching nipples pointing aggressively against the fabric in her upper chest .
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It was a warm summer night as Dali and Aurelie walked hand in hand towards the alley. Aurelie's tight white dress hugged her curves, the spaghetti straps revealing the smooth expanse of her shoulders. The dress ended mid-thigh, showcasing her long, toned legs, accentuated by the black stiletto heels she wore. Her pale, gigantic breasts threatened to spill out of the low-cut neckline with each step. As they navigated through the dugouts, a shambling figure approached them, weaving between the debris on the ground. The slum vagrant coughed harshly, his rough appearance a stark contrast to the elegant couple.
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"Eh, got any change?" he rasped, eyeing them with desperation and hunger - not just for money, but for something more.
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Aurelie's gaze lingered on the slum bum, recognition flickering in her eyes. She remembered him from her initial tour of the slum with her husband, and the thought of his desperate life on these streets sent shivers down her spine. His stained baggy sweatpants and worn-out shoes contrasted sharply with his relatively newer denim jacket, which hung loosely on his frame. The stink of unwashed skin and clothes clung to him, mingling with the odor of neglect. Tattoos peeked out from beneath his faded black t-shirt, crawling up his hand like a twisted vine.
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His dark face was a roadmap of hard living - leathered and etched with deep lines, framed by a wild mane of white wispy hair that hadn't seen a razor in weeks. Bushy eyebrows sat atop intense, hungry eyes that seemed to bore into Aurelie's soul.

––––––––
[image: ]


"Is this the alley?" Dali asked as they stopped. Aurelie emerged from her thoughts to look down the long alley that ran before them, although the sun was just beginning to set, the alley already looked dark and dangerous. She had spotted it earlier when touring the area with her husband and a few white females part of their tourist group, while her hubby was taking a phone call, suddenly
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