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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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Khumo had been overly excited lately. At nineteen, he couldn't help but notice the new volunteer teachers who had recently arrived in the tribal village. Those incredibly beautiful Caucasian women, with their impossibly huge breasts, had no idea the effect they had on boys like him, full of raging African hormones.
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Earlier that day in class, the theme had been about Christmas celebrations in Western countries. In an effort to illustrate the topic, the teachers wore Santa Claus outfits and even offered one to the village chief. However, despite their attempts to keep the class focused, the boys couldn't help but stare at their deep cleavage, their prodigious jutting melons bursting forward from their mighty reinforced cups.The outfits were obviously undersized, accentuating the teachers' ultra-sexy snow bunny appearance, which they seemed casually unaware of or perhaps intentionally unaware of.
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Khumo's heart raced with excitement as he sat in the classroom, his eyes darting between the teacher's gorgeous face and her bulky milky chest, barely contained by the tight, red Santa Claus outfit. The fabric strained against her curves, accentuating every swell and dip of her figure. He wasn't alone in his distraction; the other boys in the class were equally transfixed, their young minds consumed by thoughts of the forbidden fruit before them. 
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The teacher seemed oblivious to their ogling, continuing her lesson on Christmas celebrations with a cheerful smile. Little did she know that her presence had sparked an unquenchable thirst in the hormone-addled teenagers, a desire that would soon boil over into something primal and uncontrollable.
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As the evening fell upon the tribal village, Khumo stepped out of his hut and ventured towards the teachers' huts located at the far end of the village, near one of the sentinel guard outposts for safety reasons. Maybe he could catch a glimpse of their pale bodies, their big tits almost an obsession in his teenage, perverted mind.

––––––––
[image: ]


As he approached, the Botswanan native boy saw them seated casually near a bonfire. With glasses of wine in their hands, they were chatting and giggling, exchanging jokes. Khumo frowned as his nostrils were hit by the strong smell of weed, the females apparently wanting to loosen up while their husbands were away.
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Suddenly, two of the buxom teachers stood up and walked inside their huts, only to reappear clad in their ultra-sexy Santa outfits. The other two did the same, and within minutes, the four bombshells were standing there, posing seductively and giggling. Khumo's jaw dropped,  he felt his young cock stir inside his loincloth when he noticed that none of the women were wearing any underwear this time, their huge breasts jutting out obscenely. Suddenly, they started kissing each other passionately while moaning, then giggling, their hands roaming all over their curves, oblivious to their surroundings.
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Suddenly, one of the women stood up and walked to her hut, returning with a wine bottle. Another round of drinks was shared, followed by another, and soon the women took off their sexy outfits. Khumo's eyes widened in awe as he gulped loudly, wondering if he should go invite some of his mates. They would certainly not believe his story the next day if he told them he had seen not one, but all four teachers completely naked before his eyes. In the meantime, if he went to convince them to come and watch, he would miss part of the show. So he decided to stay and watch.
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Clad only in Santa Claus hats, even in the semi-darkness, their dream luscious bodies and phenomenal curves were absolute perfection. Their pendulous breasts were so enormous that they extended past their sides in an obscene crescent view, instantly making Khumo's cock come to life in his loincloth. As laughter and giggles grew louder, punctuated by wild kissing, it became clear that the thirty-something wild teachers were overly aroused, with alcohol and weed only exacerbating their inhibitions. 
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Alerted by the commotion, four tribal guards approached, staring blatantly at the unbelievably sexy show unfolding before their eyes. Noticing the guards, one of the teachers yelled seductively,
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"Stop staring, why don't you come over and join us?" Another added giggling,
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"Come play with our big fat titties and try our horny pussies. They need savage big black cocks. Don't be shy, we want to get screwed!" 
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The tribal guards grinned and elbowed each other, stepping forward. Before they reached the bonfire, the four horny sex goddesses were crawling towards them on their hands and knees, their overgrown flesh melons dangling beneath them, offering a breathtaking sight to the males and Khumo.
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In a matter of seconds, the teachers had yanked the tribal guards' loincloths and were worshiping their throbbing big black cocks like sex-starved maniacs. Meanwhile, the dominant guards bent down slightly and reached out to grope their huge naked jugs, calling them whores and sluts. The females moaned while fingering their pussies frantically, squirting abundantly as if being called names and having a cock pounding roughly into their distorted mouths was turning them on even more. From his vantage point, Khumo could see it all unfolding before his eyes.
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Inevitably, everyone got naked, and before they knew it, the females were on their backs, legs parted to the maximum as the tribal guards knelt and soon began pounding into them. At first slowly, then brutally. The white teachers screamed and grunted lewd obscenities, encouraging their African stallions to bang them harder - a stark contrast to their polished vocabulary in class. Their heads adorned with Santa Claus hats shifted from side to side, their faces writhing in sheer sexual ecstasy as they climaxed hard and loud, oblivious to their surroundings.
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The young freshman was now stroking his huge teen cock, his eyes bulging with lust as he watched their massive racks bounce and circle over their chests under the powerful assaults. When the savages roared and exploded into them one after another, they kissed their African lovers with passion while wrapping their long legs around the savage waists, seemingly wanting their seed deep into their wombs.
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As a guard stood aside surveying the surroundings, Khumo noticed movement. He grinned as he saw the sentinel waving at other tribal men to come participate. As the first four disengaged, four natives took their places, and the females instinctively parted their thighs to welcome new black cocks without protesting.
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As soon as the previous group finished crushing the female cervixes and dumping their Botswanan loads into the eager whores' wombs, the guard would whistle, and another group of four horny tribal men would rush in to take their turn. The debauchery continued for hours, with the insatiable teachers craving more as they were relentlessly used and inseminated to their brim. Eventually, Khumo stepped in and got in line. 
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He soon had the time of his life, sucking and squeezing their humongous pale tits, making them scream loud orgasms as he dumped two loads in each teacher in a matter of hours, adding his young seed to their messy, gaping fuck holes. The debauchery continued until dawn, and as he walked back to his hut, he wondered if his teacher would recognize him when class started. It wouldn't matter; he was thankful to them for turning him into a real man.
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In the remote village of Bakwena, nestled deep within the heart of Botswana, the air was filled with a palpable sense of excitement and anticipation. The tribe of the Kgalagadi had gathered in the central plaza, their eyes fixed on the stage that had been erected for tonight's main event. The rhythmic beating of drums resonated through the savanna, signaling the start of their annual Christmas celebration. 
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Chief Motswari, a respected Botswanan figure dressed in a mix of traditional attire and a Santa Claus outfit, took his seat on a throne-like chair decorated with beadwork and animal skins. His eyes scanned the crowd, taking in the faces of his subjects and those of the surrounding tribes who had been invited to participate in this year's unique festivities. A large sign hung above the stage, its bold letters proclaiming, "Xmas Sluts Auction."
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It was clear that they had been drugged and unbridled by the village medicine man's elixir, transforming them into willing nymphos for tonight's event. Chief Motswari rose from his throne, his belly protruding beneath his Santa jacket. He raised his arms, silencing the drums and the murmurs of the crowd as his voice boomed across the village plaza,
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"Tonight, we celebrate the union of our tribes and the spirit of Christmas with a unique tradition. These four beautiful women, usually respected educators, have volunteered to participate in our annual Xmas Sluts Auction. We will pair these fine white females with strong alphas from our neighboring tribes!"
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Four figures emerged from behind the handmade curtain slowly, walking onto the stage hesitantly. Cecile de Vendome, Laureline Lavac, Laetitia Causse, and Norelle Blondet. Secretly members of the ‘White Sluts for Africa’ club, the four thirty-something women, usually respected school teachers in the village, now stood before them in skimpy Santa uniforms that left little to the imagination. Their voluptuous figures were accentuated by the tight, revealing outfits. Low-cut necklines exposed generous amounts of cleavage, with insane pale tit flesh obscenely spilling out all sides while short skirts barely hid their perfect small asses and prime crotches. 
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Their faces wore expressions of dazed submissiveness, eyes glazed over and unfocused. It was evident that they had been drugged heavily by the medicine man's elixir, rendering them compliant and eager for tonight's festivities. The anticipated moans and odor of wet pussy permeated the air as the wives stood on stage. Chief Motswari gestured to the crowd, and four muscular tribal men stepped forward, each representing a different tribe. The men's eyes roamed hungrily over the wives' bodies, taking in every curve and contour. Chief Motswari continued his announcement, pointing to Cecile first. 
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"Cecile will be paired with Kabelo from the Tswana tribe. Laureline with Tau from the Sotho tribe, Laetitia with Molefe from the Ndebele tribe and Norelle by Phineas from the Zulu tribe.’
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As the wives stood on stage for the initial presentation round, their minds raced with conflicting thoughts. They had left behind their privileged lives in the French Riviera to volunteer as teachers in these remote villages, eager to make a difference. Their husbands, wealthy and influential, had supported their decision, proud of their wives' philanthropic endeavors. But now, as they were being auctioned off like pieces of meat, the reality of their situation hit them hard. 
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They had thought they could maintain their dignity, their status as respected educators and volunteers. But the Chief's manipulations and the medicine man's drugging, combined with their compulsive addiction to being used and degraded by African gig black cocks, had stripped away any semblance of control. Standing there in their revealing outfits, surrounded by hungry eyes and throbbing erections, they felt a surge of shame and humiliation. Yet despite these feelings, their bodies betrayed them. Their nipples hardened into stiff peaks beneath the thin fabric of their tops, and a warm wetness pooled between their thighs.
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Kabelo, the representative from the Tswana tribe, was a towering figure with muscles that rippled beneath his dark skin. His eyes burned with intensity as he surveyed Cecile's curves and her impressive 36GG breasts, licking his lips in anticipation. The Tswana tribe had chosen him for his strength and virility, knowing he would dominate the statuesque blonde completely. Kabelo strode onto the stage, his massive erection tenting the front of his loincloth. He grabbed Cecile roughly, spinning her around and bending her over a wooden crate. With a swift motion, he tore off her thong, exposing her bare bottom to the crowd. Kabelo spanked her hard, leaving red handprints on her pale flesh as he positioned himself behind her.
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Tau, from the Sotho tribe, was shorter but equally muscular. His skin glistened with sweat as he approached Laureline, a cruel smile playing on his lips. Tau's tribe had selected him for his cunning and ruthlessness. He tore open her top, sending buttons flying as he revealed her phenomenal juicy 38DD breasts. Tau buried his face in her cleavage, motorboating her
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