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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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When the two voluptuous and immensely attractive Caucasian female tourists entered his taxi and showed him the destination address on one of their mobile phones, Wanan frowned in disbelief. The screen photo displayed one of the women, lips parted, with cum dripping from her mouth and a "Black Owned" tattoo adorning one of her enormous breasts.
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As Wanan read the address, his eyes widened in surprise. He was accustomed to driving tourists interested in the local wildlife or rainforest hikes, not heading to the large jailhouse.
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"Are you sure you want to go there?" he asked incredulously. They nodded affirmatively.
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As he drove, catching snippets of their conversations, Wanan gathered they were teachers from the French Riviera.
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‘First time visiting?” he asked curiously.
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"We are here to help the convicts improve their lives," one giggled, and they both burst into laughter. Glancing in his rearview mirror, he noticed their huge rack heaving obscenely and recognized the "Black Owned" tattoos.
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"I see, but those guys are dangerous. Watch yourselves!" he said cautiously.
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"Hey, we are not prostitutes! ‘We'll be teaching classes. There will be guards around, so there's no chance of sexual abuse." One of the knockout female snapped with a mock pout, pretending to be offended.
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Before Wanan could respond, the second woman giggled knowingly and winked, 
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"That's too bad. We're built for this’ Her remark caused them both to burst into uncontrollable laughter. 
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For the remainder of the trip, the two females deliberately made constant allusions to their sexual addiction for dark meat, openly admitting their craving to be taken by inmates. Wanan smiled as he dropped the two bombshells off, his eyes bulging at their revealing outfits. 
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He wondered if their crude jokes were a way to cope with the challenges ahead in such a harsh environment, or if they were obliviously confident or simply nymphomaniacs seeking to indulge their darkest desires amidst such a dangerous population.
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Black Beach, located on Bioko Island near the capital city of Malabo in Equatorial Guinea, was known for its notorious prison facilities. Officially named "Centro Penitenciario de Black Beach," this prison gained a reputation for its harsh conditions and overcrowding. Originally constructed to hold a smaller number of inmates, it faced criticism for its inadequate facilities, including a lack of proper sanitation and medical care.
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The prison's name, “Black Beach," derived from its location near a beach with dark volcanic sand. The surrounding area presented a stark contrast between the natural beauty of the island and the grim reality of the prison's conditions. Over the years, Black Beach housed various high-profile political prisoners, as well as individuals convicted of crimes ranging from theft to drug trafficking. 
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In the heart of Black Beach Prison, the atmosphere was heavy with despair. The walls, painted a dull gray, loomed over the inmates, casting long shadows in the dimly lit corridors. The sounds of clanging metal and muffled voices echoed through the facility, creating a constant reminder of the confinement that surrounded the men. It was a place where hope seemed to flicker like a dying flame, struggling to survive. 
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Recognizing the dire need for change, the authorities decided to launch a new initiative called the "Academy of Redemption." The aim was to bring some humanity back into the harsh environment of the prison. They planned to introduce educational programs, believing that knowledge could be a powerful tool for transformation. 
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Two incredibly busty and stunning female teachers from the French Riviera, Ms. Cecile de Vendome and Ms. Maelie Bachelet, were selected for this important mission. Both in open marriages, the two immensely attractive thirty-something French beauties were known for their engaging teaching styles and ability to connect with students, making them the perfect candidates to inspire change.

As the day of their arrival approached, anticipation buzzed through the prison. The inhabitant inmates, initially skeptical, began to whisper about the white teachers coming to their world. Would they be able to make a difference? Would the promise of education bring hope into their lives? The authorities assured everyone that the program would not only offer academic knowledge but also the potential for reduced sentences, motivating the inmates to behave and engage.
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Unsurprisingly, upon their arrival, Cecile and Maelie were greeted with mixed reactions. Some inmates sneered, while others eyed the teachers with lust. Each teacher was assigned a local male assistant, who would help them navigate the complexities of the prison environment and facilitate the first steps in this unfamiliar setting. The assistants were familiar with the inmates and could bridge the gap between the teachers and the native convicts behind bars. As the program kicked off, the teachers set up their classroom in a brightly lit section of the prison that had once been used for storage. 
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As the first day dragged on, the atmosphere was tense. The inmates filed in, some shuffling their feet, others crossing their strong arms defensively. Cecile took a deep breath and introduced herself, her warm smile breaking through the initial hostility. Maelie followed suit, sharing her excitement about the journey they were about to embark on together. However, beneath their professional exteriors, both women felt the weight of the inmates' gazes on their luscious bodies. The manly presence of those rough men with all their dirty thoughts crept into their minds, heightening the inner slut within them. Their clits tingled, nipples hardened, and a dampness spread in their female crotches as they craved black domination. 
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The horny busty teachers explained the program's structure, emphasizing that participation could lead to a reduction in their sentences. The promise of a second chance seemed to spark a flicker of interest in their eyes. Slowly, the rough native convicts began to open up, asking questions about the classes and what they could learn. 
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As the day wore on, Cecile and Maelie turned the classroom into a lively space. The inmates opened up, sharing stories and aspirations. Through creative lessons, the volunteers kept the men invested and their minds racing with desires beyond academics. Samuel, one of the local assistants, who had initially been skeptical of the program, began to see the change in the inmates. As they embraced the learning experience, he realized the potential for redemption that existed within those walls. 
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He joined in on the lessons, sharing his own experiences and encouraging the inmates to push past their limitations. With every class, the atmosphere in Black Beach Prison shifted. The once dark corners of despair were filled with the light of hope as the inmates began to believe in the possibility of a better future. The Academy of Redemption was more than just an educational program; it was a lifeline for many, proving that even in the most challenging environments, transformation and growth were possible.
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As the pilot program continued, both the teachers and inmates discovered that they were not just there to learn and teach; they were there to heal and grow together. The journey was just beginning, and everyone felt the promise of change in the air.

––––––––
[image: ]


Unbeknownst to the jailhouse officials, before being part of Academy of Redemption project, Cecile and Maelie were already initiated members of the infamous 'White Sluts for Africa' club. Their ultra-sexy cartoonish pin-up look, sporting respectively 36GG and 38DD racks of all-natural juicy pale breasts, and insatiable appetites for black cock had earned them a reputation that preceded them. Being full-fledged 'Queen of Spades' with a devilish 'black-owned' permanent tattoo adorning one of their enormous tits set their sinful minds.
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Days at the Academy of Redemption dragged on, heavy with sexual tension. Samuel and Daouda, the hung native assistants, couldn't keep their eyes off Cecile and Maelie's incredible curves. The stacked, slutty teachers turned the prison into a fuck pad for their lust, initiating the men into wild carnal games. Empty classrooms and hidden corners became their late-night playground as they used their bodies to teach pleasure lessons that transcended language.
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Their wild, unbridled fuckeries echoed through the halls, driving the other inmates insane with envy. Soon, their secret was out, and a scandal erupted within the jailhouse walls. Caught in the act, Cecile and Maelie were dragged apart to separate cells, their naked white flesh glistening with sweat and shame as they secretly craved brutal sexual treatment.
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Now separated, the two slut teachers were ordered by the prison authorities to separately meet with a small group of inmates in a secluded large cell located near the courtyard. As Maelie walked to the spot, her heart raced beneath her chest, clad in a light inmate piece of clothing. 
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The voluptuous nymph, intentionally or not, didn't bother to wear any underwear, causing her gigantic all-natural melons to sway obscenely at each step she made. Like an easy prey for horny predators, her female juices trickled down her thighs like a faucet, the scent of sex emanating from her like a compulsive black cock-starved nympho eager to be sexually abused by strong, well-hung Guinean convicts.
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As Maelie suspected, the native inmates were having some sort of party. The French sex goddess was a little nervous to intrude, but when she got close, they boisterously invited her over. As the stacked beauty approached, one of the topless inmates walked out to meet her halfway. Even in the dim lit cell, she could see his toned, rippling muscles under his tight ebony skin adorned with multiple tattoos which sent shivers down her spine, her clit tingling in full alert. 
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His lithe hips swayed with an easy confidence when he paced, and their movement drew her eyes to them. The Guinean convict paced like some kind of great cat. So powerful and graceful at the same time. Her lusty vision moved from his hips to his loose cell outfit. The thin fabric did nothing to hide a frankly massive bulge. Maeli felt her face flush, but she couldn't look away. His freakish manhood swayed freely behind the fabric, back and forth with his fluid pace. The married gorgeous French babe bit her lip autonomously.
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"White bitch, you know my eyes are up here?" the inmate toned with a chuckle.
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Maelie blushed and looked up and instantly lost herself in his deep brown eyes. She realized instantly that every bit of him was powerful. There were beads of sweat rolling down his chest in rivulets, twisting through the curving lines of his hard abs. The black meat freak in her was at once overcome with an urge to run her tongue along his ebony body, and if he hadn't spoken again, she would have.
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"Did you say anything? Got lost, girl?" the inmate asked with a gentle smile.
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"Yeah" she managed to stammer out.
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"Got lost?" he asked again, eyes on her big fleshy bumpers.
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"No," the blonde bombshell quipped instantly.
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"You sure?" the convict laughed.
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"I was asked to walk here and it seems I'm exactly where I want to be," Maelie stammered, fighting her irresistible need to stare again at his bulging crotch, the words pouring out of her before she had any time to think at all.
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"Good, I'm glad you said that," he said cheerily, throwing one dark sinewy arm around her slender shoulders and pulling her close.
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Her knees were weak with his muscled arm around her. The place where their skin grazed felt so hot. Maelie had to crane her neck to look at his rough ebony face. Heavy dreads were pulled back in a black durag. His cheekbones were high and defined. His deep brown eyes almost glowed with a warm light. The black stallion that looked like a thug was gorgeous. Drop dead gorgeous. It caused her juices flowing abundantly with lust and as they walked towards the cell interior, she glanced back down at his very promising bulging crotch. The raging Queen of spades in her was looking at the long, thick piece of meat barely concealed beneath it.
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"There's no way it's soft," Maelie murmured, a bit louder than she had intended.
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The convict thug chuckled, and that to-die-for smile grew even brighter. He'd heard her.

––––––––
[image: ]


"Never been with a Guinean nigga, have you?" he questioned, pulling her tighter against his hard ebony body.
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The stacked French married babe didn't
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