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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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Galab, a native weathered elder with a long white beard, sat on the worn steps of his dugout home, his eyes fixed on the distant horizon. His village, tucked away from the chaos of Mogadishu, had been spared the worst of the conflicts that plagued the capital. The arrival of Caucasian volunteers and international educators had brought a surprising sense of normalcy to their community.
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As Galab gazed into the distance, a Jeep with a long back tail appeared on the side road. It was far enough from any police authorities to avoid detection. Suddenly, familiar female screams, moans, grunts and dirty talk filled the air. Galab's eyes widened in disbelief as he watched a scene unfold that he had never imagined possible.
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On the back tail of the Jeep, exposed to the open air, was a stunning middle-aged blonde woman with enormous breasts bouncing wildly on the lap of a young Somali student. Galab watched, mouth agape, as the blonde's huge breasts flopped in all directions, her face contorted with pleasure. Another screaming young woman, equally busty and Caucasian, on her back on the Jeep seat, being pounded mercilessly by a teenager, her only visible feature was her slutty open-toed high heels wrapped around his waist with her nails dug into his ebony neck and shoulders.
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Galab's eyes widened even further as the Jeep slowed down, allowing the driver and passenger to grin at the stunned onlookers. The two young students, barely nineteen themselves, seemed to revel in the attention, as if deliberately putting on a show for the entire neighborhood. 
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Two youngsters around eighteen stood nearby, watching the scene unfold with a mix of disbelief and excitement. One of them turned to his mate and said triumphantly,
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"Those white whores must be the new seasonal campus teachers." His friend nodded knowingly, adding,
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"Oh yeah, the French married sluts? They're getting pimped out to the entire neighborhood." 
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As if on cue, orgasmic screams erupted from the back of the Jeep as both women climaxed simultaneously. The blonde's massive breasts heaved with each ragged breath, her face a mask of pure ecstasy.
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Galab's mind raced with conflicting thoughts as he watched the Jeep disappear into the distance. Despite his shock and concern, he couldn't deny the raw, carnal appeal of the blonde's enormous, perfectly natural pale breasts - the sluttiest he had ever seen in his life. His own arousal stirred beneath his robes, much to his embarrassment. He wondered about the women's motivations. Were they deliberately seeking trouble, flaunting their luscious bodies and desires in a city known for its dangers? Or were they simply naive nymphomaniacs unable to control their urges and unaware of the risks they faced as white women in Mogadishu?
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Galab glanced at the two young boys, barely eighteen, whose eyes were wide with unmistakable arousal after witnessing the entire scene. He could see the same perverted thoughts reflected in their gazes - thoughts of grabbing those massive, bouncing pale breasts and plunging into the blonde's wet heat. The elder felt a pang of guilt for having such desires himself, but he couldn't deny the primal urge that coursed through his veins. He wondered if the native boys would act on their impulses, seeking out these white sluts for a taste of forbidden fruit.
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As suddenly as it had begun, the Jeep sped off, leaving behind a cloud of dust and the lingering echoes of debauchery. Galab sat stunned, his mind still racing with questions about the morality and consequences of such brazen behavior in his conservative community.
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Somalia, a nation situated on the eastern coast of Africa, was bordered by the Indian Ocean to the east, Kenya to the southwest, and Ethiopia to the west. Its capital, Mogadishu, served as the country's economic, political, and cultural center. The terrain was predominantly flat coastal plains with sandy soil and rocky outcrops along the coast. The climate was tropical, with hot and humid weather throughout the year. Mogadishu was home to various government institutions, international organizations, and businesses that contributed to its significance as a hub for Somalia.

––––––––
[image: ]


Mogadishu, the erstwhile capital of Somalia, was a city that held a rich tapestry of history and culture. Despite its troubled past, it offered several attractions for visitors. The Somali National Museum once housed artifacts that showcased the country's diverse heritage. Jazeera Beach, also known as Lido Beach, was a popular spot for relaxation and water activities.
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However, Mogadishu's safety was a significant concern due to ongoing political instability and security challenges. The city had witnessed armed conflicts and attacks in the past. The situation could change rapidly, making it difficult to predict when and where troubles might occur.
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Additionally, the city's infrastructure had been severely damaged by years of conflict. Basic services like electricity and water were often unreliable. The local fish market, bustling with activity, offered a variety of freshly caught seafood from the Indian Ocean. Camel markets were another notable feature, where traders exchanged these resilient animals.
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Rumors circulated cautiously through Mogadishu's streets that the prestigious university had hired a group of stunning Caucasian lecture teachers, each with an extraordinary bustline. Unofficially, whispers suggested these married women were members of the "White Sluts for Africa" club, fulfilling their wildest fantasies with the consent of their wealthy husbands in open marriages who generously donated to local projects to help the impoverish communities. The club assigned native guides for their protection, but the thrill-seeking nymphomaniacs secretly engaged with the local male population regardless of the dangers.
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Meanwhile, the native guides assigned to protect the teachers had taken it upon themselves to escort them around town, not for their safety, but to pimp them out and whore them out to the highest bidder. The guides knew all the right places - seedy public spaces like ruins at night or hidden areas during the day, such as behind closed doors at local flea markets or in old warehouses at the port. They'd take the women to these locations, where they could indulge their insatiable appetites for local cock in relative secrecy. They turned a blind eye to the dangers, focusing only on lining their own pockets with the cash that changed hands.
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Despite the ever-present risk of potential trouble, the complete slut white women's compulsive addiction for black meat and exhibitionist interracial sex prevailed. Consumed by a primal hunger, their minds were clouded by a singular focus - the need to be filled and dominated by dark, powerful men. Any semblance of caution or restraint was cast aside as they surrendered to their deepest, most depraved desires. 
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These depraved married women sought not just pleasure, but a complete loss of control, an opportunity to be used and degraded in the most humiliating ways imaginable. Their motives were twisted and selfish, driven by an insatiable craving for raw African flesh and desperate for unbridled, hardcore sex and cum.
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Among the group of teachers was Manon Clanchet, a stunning 29-year-old Frenchwoman with a figure that turned heads wherever she went. Despite her husband's initial reluctance, the couple had accepted the challenge of spending a few weeks in Mogadishu while he concluded some local philanthropic projects. Manon’s membership in the "White Sluts for Africa" club had reassured them both, as it had introduced her to Odawaa, a handsome and well-endowed 18-year-old local boy who would be her guide and companion during their stay.
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Manon was a stunning Caucasian brunette beauty who possessed a physique that commanded attention wherever she went. Her enormous 32KK breasts strained against the flimsiest of fabrics, threatening to spill out at any moment. In the sweltering Mogadishu heat, when home, she favored light dresses that clung to her voluptuous curves like a second skin, leaving little to the imagination. 
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With long, shapely legs and a gorgeous, though somewhat naive smile gracing her full, pouty lips, Manon had the look of an innocent bimbo. Yet beneath her exterior lay not only a ravenous slut but also a stubbornly determined woman - a fantasy come to life for countless students on her campus. Odawaa was about to experience both the slutty and stubbornly persistent sides of this French sex goddess beauty during their time together.
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His hot campus teacher still maintained a decent figure despite her slightly more mature age. While her husband was traveling in the area sometimes for days, to remain anonymous, Manon and her secret guide vacationed at a the beat up park nearby the campus affording them ample private time. Manon became insatiable, craving raw sex in various locations, from behind ruins walls and clifftops to the back of a local taxi, where Odawaa brought her to climax, much to the taxi driver's surprise.
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As the week progressed, Manon's insatiable appetite for pleasure had worn out her nineteen year old local guide, but her desires remained unsatisfied. One evening, she expressed an interest in visiting the Mogadishu Old Italian harbor at night, much to Odawaa's disbelief. Despite his reluctance to take her out at night due to the city's notorious dangers, especially for a lone white female, Manon insisted. Concerned for her safety, Odawaa convinced her to dress conservatively to avoid potential troubles. 
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Manon reluctantly complied, covering her luscious curves in a long skirt and long-sleeved top that concealed the phenomenal shape of her body. She cautiously wrapped a headscarf as they prepared to venture out into the uncertain streets of Mogadishu's Old Italian harbor at night. Odawaa's heart raced with worry, knowing the risks they faced, but he couldn't resist the temptation of Manon's persistence and the allure of adventure that lay ahead.
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However, what stunned Odawaa was the brazen outfit she wore underneath - fishnet thigh-highs, a matching garter belt, and an undersized push-up bra that barely contained her bulky rack of luscious melons. Flesh spilled out from all sides, making it clear that she was dressed to get laid rather than discretion.
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‘You're such a dirty slut," he told her before they entered one of his friend’s beat up taxi.
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"I am always horny," Manon replied with a wicked smile, her juices already flowing in anticipation. "You have no idea how dirty I could be." Before adding wickedly.
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‘I am obsessed with your magnificent African big black cock. Remember, you can have me anytime and take any hole you want, bareback.’
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She adjusted her headscarf nervously as the taxi pulled away, the night air cool against her skin. Odawaa's eyes remained fixed on her face, searching for any sign of hesitation or regret. But all he saw was a burning desire that mirrored his own. His gaze drifted down to her conservative top, where he could guess the obscene bulge of her jumbo jugs straining against the fabric. Those dream huge tits he had sucked and squeezed countless times for hours in the past days. He shifted uncomfortably, feeling his own cock stirring against his pants at the memory.
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As the taxi pulled up to the Old Italian harbor, Manon's eyes scanned the area, taking in the stark contrast of beauty and decay. The old city was eerily quiet at this hour, with most residents seeking shelter indoors. The crumbling architecture stood in stark contrast to the sweeping ocean views, while garbage was strewn about, a harsh reminder of the instability that plagued Mogadishu.
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The century-old Italian lighthouse loomed overhead, its once-pristine facade now weathered and worn. Despite its dilapidated state, it remained a beacon of resilience amidst the chaos - a symbol of a bygone era that had been repurposed as a shelter for those displaced by conflict.
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Odawaa watched in disbelief as Manon strode confidently towards a dilapidated building, disappearing inside with four native young men who laughed and made suggestive remarks. It was clear she knew them, perhaps they were students who had set this up. He followed cautiously, his heart racing as they navigated a narrow corridor. The group reached a ramshackle room illuminated by flickering torchlights. 
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Manon turned to face Odawaa, her eyes gleaming with mischief and desire. "Wait here," she commanded, leaving the door half open so he could watch.
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As she stepped into the dark room, one of the youths grabbed her waist and pulled her
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