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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
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Cecile lay sprawled and naked poolside, enjoying the warm sun on her skin on her home backyard long chaise, provided by campus housing. 

––––––––
[image: ]


Her obscene 36GG all natural rack jiggling as Oumar, a nineteen-year-old native student she had picked at the Cairo campus and dragged home, had an enormous pale jug in his dark hand that couldn't contain all its overflowing flesh, jutting obscenely while he was sucking one nipple like a baby bottle. 
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The thirty-two year old bombshell married lecturer thighs parted wider, revealing her dripping cunt that was squirting juices upward with each pull of his Egyptian big mouth.
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‘Oh fuck, yes! Suck those fat white tits, you little bastard! No one's ever sucked me like this before!’ she cried out, her back arching off the long chaise.
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Oumar's hand kneaded and squeezed her other luscious pale tit roughly, his ebony  fingers sinking into the soft flesh. He licked and slurped at her icy nipple, his tongue lashing against the sensitive bud mercilessly.
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‘Mmmm...I can't believe how good your mouth feels on my breasts. Keep going, don't stop sucking!’ she moaned, eyes lidded while thrusting her chest forward eagerly. 
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Her hips bucked and writhed beneath him as she felt another orgasm building. Cecile's moans grew louder and more desperate as Oumar continued his relentless assault on her giant breasts. She gripped his head tightly, holding him in place as she ground her cunt against his ebony thigh.
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‘Fuck, I'm gonna cum again! Don't you dare stop sucking my whore tits, you little cocksucker!’ she screamed, her body convulsing with pleasure.
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Her juices flowed freely now, coating Oumar's thigh and pooling beneath her ass. The seasonal campus lecturer spouse was a mess of sweat and arousal, completely lost in the throes of passion. 
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‘Oh god, yes! Just like that!’ Cecile cried out as she climaxed hard, her pussy clamping down on nothing as she wished it was a thick black cock filling her up.
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‘I need a big black cock in me so bad. I'm gonna explode if I don't get fucked soon!’ the smocking hot blonde begged, desperate as she released Oumar's head and pushed him back slightly, panting heavily.
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Oumar didn't waste a second, immediately positioning himself between Cecile's trembling thighs. He grabbed his big African cock - thick, veiny, and already leaking pre-cum - and pressed it against her dripping entrance.
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’You want this black anaconda? ‘he growled, rubbing the head up and down her slit. You've been begging for it all lecture long with those slutty outfits you wear’
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With one brutal thrust, he buried himself to the hilt inside her tight pussy. Cecile screamed in ecstasy as he stretched her walls completely.
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‘Yes, I need this horse black cock, please. Use me. Fuck! You're so fucking big!’ she moaned loudly.
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Oumar began pounding into her relentlessly, his hips slamming against hers with each powerful stroke. Her enormous 36GG tits bounced wildly with every thrust - left and right they collided violently as he bored down into her harder and deeper.
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‘Take it like the white slut you are!’ the native Egyptian bull grunted through gritted teeth.
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Cecile's blonde head snapped side to side as Oumar screwed her mercilessly. Her eyes rolled back, showing only skulls as she climaxed violently.

––––––––
[image: ]


‘Yes, yes, YES!’ Fuck me with that big black cock! I'm your dirty white whore!‘ she screamed, with tears mixed with joy and lust, her voice hoarse from shouting.
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Her dream luscious tits jiggled and bounced wildly under the brutal assault of Oumar's hips. He grabbed a handful of each juicy breast, squeezing them roughly as he slammed into her again and again.
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‘You like that, you filthy slut? You love having your tight married cunt stretched by my huge mamba?’ he snarled dominantly.
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Cecile could only nod weakly, unable to form words as another orgasm ripped through her. Her juices gushed out around his shaft, coating his balls and dripping down onto the long chaise.
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‘I'm cumming again! Don't stop fucking me! Seed me!’ the cheating trophy wife  shrieked, her legs wrapped around his waist and her luxurious long painted nails racking his ebony back.
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With a final, brutal thrust, Oumar buried himself deep inside Cecile's convulsing pussy. He let out a loud groan as he erupted, pumping her full of his hot seed.
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‘Take it all, you cheap whore!’ he growled as he emptied his balls into her. 

––––––––
[image: ]


‘Yes, yes, YES!’ I'm your slutty white bitch!‘ Cecile screamed in ecstasy as she felt his cum filling her up. Her body shook and shuddered beneath him, milking every last drop from his shaft.
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As their orgasms subsided, Oumar collapsed on top of her, panting heavily. But soon he was lifting himself up and moving back down to her chest. He latched onto one of her nipples again and began sucking greedily once more.
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‘Mmm...you taste so good... I could suck on these big fat white titties all day’ he chuckled around the abundant tits flesh.
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In the depths of the Cairo subway, beyond the busy platforms and train lines, lay a hidden network of tunnels and maintenance shafts—forgotten spaces where light scarcely reached. 
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These tunnels, originally built for upkeep and repairs, had become makeshift retreats for vagrants looking for shelter from the harsh realities of life above ground.
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The walls were damp and lined with graffiti, reflecting the experiences of those who found refuge within. Discarded remnants of the outside world littered the ground—crumpled newspapers, worn blankets, and the occasional forgotten piece of luggage. In these shadowy alcoves, the air was thick and musty, yet it offered a feeling of safety and anonymity. 
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Here, the bums carved out their own existence, finding comfort in the company of others who shared their situation. They gathered around flickering candles or small fires, exchanging narratives of survival, dreams of escape, and moments of togetherness. 

––––––––
[image: ]


Some tunnels led to hidden chambers adorned with remnants of the city's past—abandoned signs, rusted tools, and forgotten relics. These spaces became sanctuaries where the burdens of the outside world faded away, replaced by a community formed in the depths of the underground. 
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In this hidden labyrinth, the struggles and yearnings of those who found refuge transcended the harshness of their reality, creating a world all their own beneath the bustling city above.
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Meto, a twenty-five-year-old Egyptian vagrant, had spent most of his teenage years and his freshman life navigating the dark corridors of the underground. He knew every tunnel and chamber like the back of his hand, earning him the respect of his fellow bums in the subway community. What set him apart was his well-built physique, a remnant of his days as a pirate at sea, which often caught the attention of wealthy Caucasian tourists. 
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The wives who wandered too close to the subway entrances found themselves drawn to him, captivated by his muscular frame. With a confident demeanor, he would entice them, promising a glimpse into the hidden life beneath the city.
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Many of these women belonged to the "White Sluts for Africa" club, all "Queen of Spades" eager to explore the darkest fantasies that only the Cairo subway could offer.
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At twenty nine years old, being an high school teacher, Flavie Pujol was married to a renowned and successful surgeon, the couple living an upper class lifestyle in the St-Tropez gulf until both decided to make a six month philanthropic journey across Africa. 
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While her husband was offering his free expertise and help local hospitals and NGOSs in need, Flavie volunteered as teacher or lecturer in remote schools and campuses. In an open marriage relationship, just like all her fellow teachers part of the ‘White Sluts for Africa’ club, the voluptuous French beauty had landed in the continent to fulfill her insatiable obsession for big black cocks.
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Perched at five feet ten inch tall, toned legs and an ultra-thin waist contrasting sharply with her heavy 38DD rack of juicy melons, Flavie's dark hair and light skin gave her the appearance of a sex goddess built for pleasing African black cocks.
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One day, as Flavie returned from a Cairo Museum field trip with her students from the Cairo campus where she occasionally lectured, opting for the subway to avoid traffic, she felt hands cup her magnificent tits from behind in the crowded train car. 
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The musician's music drowned out any sound as the stranger fingers explored her wet slit through her lack of underwear. She parted her thighs instinctively, allowing easy access while icy nipples throbbed against fabric. The stacked teacher made no effort to stop him as he whispered "slut" in her ear and curled a digit into her G-spot just shy of climax before withdrawing at the next station's approach.
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As the train halted, Aurelie's flushed face scanned the sea of oblivious commuters. Her students filed out, leaving her alone with her arousal. The next station was hers, but she still had to walk the platform, feeling ashamed yet outrageously horny. Her nipples poked aggressively against her dress fabric, drawing attention to her bulging rack with each step.
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Still reeling from the stranger's bold groping in the train's darkness, Flavie felt ashamed yet aroused by her own eager response. Had it been a student or just a random commuter? Either way, she'd behaved like a desperate slut in public. Her orgasm denial left her cunt throbbing with need, juices trickling down her thighs as she walked the platform.
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Suddenly, a vagrant seated on a bench called out to Flavie as she walked behind the last group of commuters. They paid him no mind. When he accused her of being a slut, she felt offended until he revealed himself as her mysterious subway groper. 
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Flavie hesitated between dropping to her knees and suck his cock or fleeing silently. As if reading her thoughts, he grinned and told her they were being watched by the station's camera system. He then offered her a nocturnal visit with two of his mates, but for this, she would have to present herself before midnight at the station entrance before the subway closed for the night.
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Back in her campus apartment with her husband away traveling, Flavie rushed to her bed and used her XXL black dildo to pleasure herself to multiple loud orgasms. She fantasized about being degraded and used by the three vagrant natives in the deserted subway tunnel at night, a new found dark fantasy that was soon to become reality.
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As the appointed time drew near, Flavie prepared herself meticulously. Ina city where women must constantly be cautious about their attire, she chose cheap, revealing clothing to appear slutty. 
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A see-through skirt exposed her ultra-sexy pink thong, while a braless tank top showcased her perky nipples through the thin fabric. To conceal her whorish appearance, she donned a loose-fit abaya and applied heavy makeup and mascara, blending in with the late-night taxi drivers who paid her no notice.
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As the taxi approached the destination, to divert the driver attention, Flavie spoke to her phone, pretending being expected as She asked him to drop him off, few feet by the subway entrance. The driver helped her out of the car, his eyes lingering on her figure appreciatively even through the loose garment as the voluptuous married slut teacher thanked him distractedly, handing him some Egyptian pounds for the ride fare.
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As the taxi approached the destination, Flavie engaged the driver in a fabricated phone conversations about being expected at her destination. She requested him to drop her off a few feet from the subway entrance. The driver's eyes lingered appreciatively on her voluptuous figure, barely concealed by the loose abaya as she exited the vehicle. With a distracted thank you and payment of Egyptian pounds for the fare.
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Flavie stepped onto the sidewalk, her heart pounding with a mix of fear and arousal. She wondered if the vagrant would keep his promise or leave her waiting. The taxi disappeared, leaving her alone as she scanned her surroundings, anticipating the debauchery to come. Suddenly, footsteps echoed behind her, and she smiled, recognizing the native vagrant from earlier. 
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He mentioned she didn't need to know his name and
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