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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, and kinky actions. There are no cuckolding scenes in any of my stories. The ‘N’ word is used for excitement only. 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 sexual encounter 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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While the vibrant sounds of the lively festival echoed through the air, a contrasting scene unfolded in a side dilapidated alleyway. The oppressive heat of the African night hung heavy, accentuating the decay of the surroundings. Cracks spider-webbed across the walls, once sturdy but now scarred and stained. Faded, flaking paint clung desperately to the crumbling concrete, while grime and dust coated everything in sight. Vaguely discernible graffiti added another layer to the overall sense of decay. A swarm of roaches scuttled across the littered ground. A tall ravishing blonde woman, a stark contrast to the grimy surroundings, knelt. It wasn't a place a where a voluptuous sexy teacher would want to hang out at night.
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The gigantic bra was partially covered in a white, viscous substance. Ripped fishnet stockings peeked out from beneath the hem of her minuscule skirt. A pool of juices mixed with semen splattered the dirty ground, indicating a lack of underwear and high level of arousal. Tears streamed down her distorted face, smeared makeup and mascara running down, yet her expression remained fixed as she eagerly performed some furious oral sex on a young thug whose ebony body was partially obscured from view. Her wedding ring glittered on one of her long, perfectly manicured nails that gripped the base of his monster thick black shaft. Other street gang members stood nearby, waiting their turns while gently stroking their large black erections.
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The overall scene was one of stark degradation and power imbalance, set against a backdrop of urban decay. Pedestrians passing by reacted with shock, disgust, or indifference, some stopping to snap photos or videos on their phones. Among the crowd, some native inhabitants shook their heads knowingly, muttering about another married white slut's addiction to African dark meat. They had seen it all before - wealthy white women teachers slumming it with gangbangs in the hood or with random native students.
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Every two years, festival called FESTIMA started in Dedougou, Burkina Faso. It showed off African masks and traditions. These masks were very important because they protected communities and talked to spirits. The festival had many different kinds of masks from different places, all dancing and performing together. There were even masks that came from other countries like Ivory Coast and Benin. The festival was also a competition between groups, with musicians helping to lead the performances. It was a way to keep these old traditions alive and share them with everyone.
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After the vibrant and culturally enriching experience of FESTIMA in Dedougou, a lively after-party unfolded in a townhouse in Ouagadougou, in Burkina Faso, hosted by Josephine Lepicard, a university teacher who was also the head of cultural exchange programs. The party guests included a trio of fellow seasonal lecture teachers from the French Riviera, Anne Clanet, Cecile de Vendome, and Josephine herself, all of whom were in open marriages, giving them a sense of freedom and adventure. 
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While their husbands indulged in a game of chess and more drinks on the outdoor patio of the townhouse, the three busty women, members of the 'White Sluts for Africa' club, had invited some of their campus students to join the gathering. Konate, Yacouba, and Mamoudou, young and vibrant individuals eager to engage in the festivities, brought an additional spark to the already charged atmosphere.
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As the night wore on, the townhouse pulsed with a raw, primal energy. The mingling of exotic fragrances and the rich aroma of traditional African cuisine created a heady atmosphere that enveloped the guests in a haze of celebration and unbridled desire. The sound of lively drums and rhythmic music filled the air, mingling with the laughter and animated conversations that echoed through the simply decorated rooms.
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The ambiance was one of cultural fusion and uninhibited revelry, with guests sharing stories of their experiences at FESTIMA and exchanging insights into the diverse mask traditions they had witnessed. The students, guided by the seasoned teachers, engaged in discussions that spanned from ancient rituals to contemporary interpretations of African art and culture, fostering a dynamic exchange of ideas and perspectives.
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As the evening progressed, the atmosphere grew increasingly charged with a sense of liberation and spontaneity. The rhythmic beats of African drums enticed guests to dance, their movements fluid and uninhibited, reflecting the spirit of unity and joy that permeated the gathering. 
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Konate, Yacouba, and Mamoudou, feeling the vibe of the party, got caught up in the moment. They forgot about being from different places and started hanging out with the French teachers, wanting to have some wild fun together. The after-party at Josephine's house was heating up fast. Music pulsed through the living room as bodies ground together. 
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Female nipples poked out from low-cut tops, and hungry gazes locked onto the dark-skinned boys. Hands roamed freely, grazing hot curves and igniting sparks of desire. Gasps and moans mingled with the thumping bass, lost in the sensual haze. The atmosphere was charged with excitement and lust, and the booze was flowing at an insane pace as everyone let loose and enjoyed the moment.
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Shortly after midnight, the wives husbands, after several drinks, opted to relocate to the outdoor patio, or the "compound" as they named it, to play some chess party, while Anne Clanet and Cecile de Vendome were helping Josephine Lepicard clean up. Yacouba and Konate were sitting with one of their soccer team assistants coach, Mamoudou, who always seemed to get invited to these types of parties during the season, making him the coolest dude in attendance.
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Mamoudou had recently graduated from Ouagadougou University where he had been volunteering with the campus soccer team. As they talked, Yacouba’ eyes kept wandering towards the incredibly sexy form of Cecile de Vendome who was helping in the kitchen. At only thirty-two year old, she was a bit older than the other women in Anne Clanet's social circle, Cecile managed to remain at the top of the MILF list Yacouba’s buddies, and he would put together from time to time.
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At five feet eleven-inch-tall, the bombshell blonde female with a slim waist, tight firm ass, and lovely slender legs, she had obviously most of male attention on her incredible 36GG rack of all natural juicy melons. Yacouba had commented that several of the other buxom seasonal teachers at their ‘White Sluts for Africa’ club had quickly followed her lead after seeing Cecile nearly bursting from a sexy two-piece at their hotel pool. Her piercing blue eyes framed wonderfully by her platinum blonde angled bob-cut, her long side bangs just brushing the tops of her tanned and toned shoulders, the ends curling under her chin in erotic fashion. 
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That evening, Cecile was wearing a V-neck crop top above a short tan skirt, her impossible cleavage hosting some juicy all natural 36GG soft spheres were stretching the fabric near its limits. To everyone's astonishment attending this private in house party, the married bombshell blonde had decided to wear a devilish pair of slingback platforms with spiked heels. As she walked, her calf muscles flexed invitingly with each step. 

––––––––
[image: ]


After Cecile finished fixing drinks in the kitchen, she poured a glass for Anne and one for herself under Konate's watchful gaze. She handed the full glass to Anne, raising her eyebrows questioningly. A sly grin tugged at the corners of her thickly glossed lips. Anne Clanet smiled back at Cecile, glancing over her shoulder at Josephine Lepicard who was rinsing some glasses in the kitchen.
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"Hey Josy! Cecile and I are going outside to be a little naughty. Do you want to join us?" Anne called, using Josephine's nickname.
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It was amusing to watch Anne and her fellow teacher friend sneak outside for another drink after all they had consumed. Like no one would notice the campus lecturers standing on the porch.
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"You bitches go ahead, I've got a few more things to clean up! Thanks anyway," Josephine replied with a laugh. 
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Konate watched as Anne followed Cecile out to the wooden deck overlooking the Lepicards' beautifully landscaped backyard. Both Cecile and Anne enjoyed their Martini drinks into the cool night air. Despite being thirty-six, Anne Clanet looked much younger. Slightly shorter than Cecile, she had long brown hair with blonde highlights, beautiful hazel eyes, and pouty lips. 
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Her slim hips, dancer's legs, and wonderfully shaped ass were accentuated by her figure-hugging outfit. Although she couldn't rival Cecile's bust size, her full 34DD breasts strained against her bulky blouse as she took a sip of her drink. Konate knew Anne Clanet was on the MILF list his teammates made when the black student wasn't around, admiring how she maintained her youthful physique.
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Konate was so involved in staring at Cecile, his cock stirring as the native boy fantasized about stripping her naked to get a look at those giant white tits, that he was startled by Josphine who had appeared next to his chair.

––––––––
[image: ]


"Hey, sexy boy" she whispered in a low tone, smiling when she saw the surprised look on his dark face.
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She glanced out towards the deck where the object of the African stud attention was so clearly apparent and Konate thought he noticed her taking a quick peek at his crotch, his hard-on pushing tightly against his jeans. Her gorgeous green eyes twinkled with amusement at the stupid look on his ebony face as Konate desperately tried to regain his composure. Josephine Lepicard had long, dirty blonde hair that fell past her shoulders, her trim body looking fantastic in a white sleeveless V-neck blouse over top of a pair of tight cropped jeans with a rolled cuff that rode low on her hips. 

––––––––
[image: ]


Her voluminous 36DD rack was insanely pushing against the expensive fabric, aggravating Konate’s lust. Her toenails had been recently done in a deep red shade, and they peeped out the front of her strappy sandals. Konate knew that Josephine Lepicard spent a ton of cash at the local salon and spa, her hair, make-up, and jewelry making her look like she was perpetually ready for a photo shoot. The young African stud noticed for the first time that Yacouba and Mamoudou had discreetly left at some point, leaving him alone with Josephine Lepicard.
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"Konate, if I could pull you away from your thoughts for a moment. I've got something upstairs you might like to see.’ She offered seductively; it was clear that the stunning wife was teasing him.
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"Oh, Sure, Josephine." He quipped politely, not wanting to disappoint a white woman.
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Konate sputtered as the native stud got to his feet, hoping his hard-on was less noticeable, but watching as she dropped her eyes again, a knowing smile on her wetly shining lips. He followed Josephine up the staircase that led to the second floor, his dark eyes glued to her cute little ass, loving the way she moved on her spiked heels. 
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They stepped into the master suite she shared with her husband and Konate followed her back through the master bath and into an incredibly large walk-in closet. The closet was larger than his little sister's bedroom, a large vanity table with her make-up, lotions and perfume took up the back of the closet, with a large bench seat in front of a big lighted mirror. Josephine picked up her phone and sat down on the cushioned bench, patting the space next to her in invitation. Konate sat down next to her as she browsed her photos history folder .
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"Here's some pictures of Anne Clanet and I when we were cheering together." she told him, getting closer to Konate. Her female scent invading his nostrils though he couldn’t say if that was the smell of sex emanating from her horny pussy. 
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"Wow . . .You guys must have been plenty popular. Why does Anne Clanet call you Josy?" Konate asked inquisitively. Josephine Lepicard threw her head back and laughed. 
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"My besties used to call me B.T. which was short for Big Tits'. Overtime it just became Josy."
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Unable to stop himself, Konate’ eyes slid down her humongous pale chest. The French bombshell had quite an incredible set. When he quickly raised his eyes, Konate found that she had been watching me. He felt his
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