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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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As the scorching hot female stepped out of his cab, removing her light blouse, Nchimunya's eyes bulged at her scandalous outfit. She was clad in thigh-high fishnets and a tiny leopard skirt that barely covered her bare crotch. An ultra-revealing crop top highlighted her massive pale tits. Her 'fuck me' pumps echoed on the dirty cement as she walked towards the bar entrance. 

––––––––
[image: ]


A hulking street thug stared appreciatively at her, shoving a finger into her exposed pussy as they kissed wildly, her huge udders pressing against his tattooed, gold-chain-adorned chest. Nchimunya glanced back at the rear seat and noticed business cards slipping from her wallet - she was apparently a married seasonal lecture teacher at the Lusaka campus. Was she slumming and whoring herself while her husband was away? And was the thug her pimp?
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Nchimunya, a forty-year-old taxi driver from Zambia, was driving through the busy streets of Lusaka one evening. In the back seat was a thirty something very attractive Caucasian woman, and he couldn't help but steal glances at her amazing cleavage in the rearview mirror. As they took a detour, they found themselves on the outskirts of the city, close to the slums. To his surprise, she asked him to drive deeper into the area out of curiosity.
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Nchimunya felt uneasy as he noticed street gang thugs hanging around, but the woman seemed to enjoy the view. Just as he was about to suggest they turn back for safety, she surprised him by asking to stop at a sleazy bar. When he warned her about the risks, she admitted her husband had been neglecting her and she just wanted to have a couple of drinks. With a heavy heart, Nchimunya agreed to let her stay, driving off after she paid him, unsure of what would happen next.
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In the heart of Lusaka, Zambia, lied the Chibolya slum, a place once synonymous with despair and hardship. The narrow, winding alleys of Chibolya were lined with makeshift shacks cobbled together from corrugated metal and weathered wood, their roofs sagging under the weight of poverty. Dusty streets, crowded with residents going about their daily struggles, bore witness to a community at the fringes of society.
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Gang violence lurked in the shadows, casting a pall over the slum, while the echoes of poverty reverberated through its run-down settings. The community center, a once vibrant gathering place, now stood as a symbol of neglect, its crumbling walls a stark reminder of the challenges faced by its inhabitants. The small hospital, with its peeling paint and outdated equipment, offered little solace to those in need of care, while the high school, burdened by overcrowded classrooms and scarce resources, struggled to provide a quality education to its students.
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Despite the hardships that defined Chibolya, a glimmer of hope flickered in the eyes of its residents as news of impending change spread through the slum. The promise of new housing, improved water systems, and a large-scale vaccination program sparked a sense of optimism, igniting a collective belief that transformation was possible. In the midst of adversity, the people of Chibolya dared to dream of a brighter future, where their community could thrive and flourish once more.
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Inside the Chibolya slum, the community center stood as a hollow shell of its former self, its walls cracked and crumbling, its roof patched with scraps of metal and tattered plastic, its once bustling rooms now empty and forlorn. The small hospital in Chibolya was a stark contrast to the gleaming facades of modern medical facilities. Its paint peeled and faded, its windows cracked and broken. Inside, the outdated equipment stood as a testament to the struggles of the community, its resources stretched thin, and its staff overburdened. 
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The high school in Chibolya was a shadow of what it could be, its classrooms overcrowded, and its textbooks worn and outdated. The walls bore the scars of neglect, covered in graffiti and peeling paint. Despite the best efforts of the teachers, the students faced an uphill battle, their dreams deferred by the limitations of their surroundings. As news of the upcoming rehabilitation efforts spread through the slum, a sense of hope began to take root. 
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The residents of Chibolya dared to believe that change was possible, that their community could be transformed into a place of opportunity and growth. The promise of new housing, improved water systems, and a large-scale vaccination program brought a glimmer of light to the dark corners of the slum, inspiring a sense of unity and determination among its inhabitants.
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The Chibolya slum was where Cecile de Vendome, a voluptuous and very attractive French Riviera high school teacher and her very wealthy husband, Laurent had been contributing to help the poor communities. The generous couple, who lived in an open marriage relationship had promised themselves to help with the best of their abilities. While Laurent was busy with locals helping the slum with water systems and housing rehabilitations projects, his dazzling wife was providing free teaching class at one of run-down school.
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However, there was a side that nobody knew about Cecile. Behind that untouchable façade, the five feet eleven-inch-tall bombshell blonde stacked with an irresistible rack of 36GG all natural titanic big tits was an insatiable black cock crazed freak. She had recently joined the very secret ‘White Sluts for Africa’ club whose wealthy members had paid a renewable 60,000euros three months fee to be part of the club.
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Most of the members were assumed Queen of Spades nymphomaniacs. Being heavily chested with an unbridled appetite for black cock submission and was unnegotiable to become a member. Among benefits, the club would put them in touch with well hung and well-connected local guides who will not only share them with safe individuals but pimp them around the slum which was the member’s ultimate fantasies.
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Cecile's conflicting thoughts raced through her mind as she stood there, a disheveled mess in the heart of the African slum. Her hair was a wild tangle, her face flushed and streaked with smeared makeup, making her look like a clown. Her fishnet thigh-highs were ripped, and her slutty dress barely clung to her body, torn and shredded, scarcely covering her massive breasts, which bore the marks of rough abuse and hickeys. Between her legs, her puffy pussy lips oozed a mixture of female juices and cum, trickling down like an open faucet.
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Fear gripped her as she realized her phone battery had died, leaving her stranded in this dangerous place where she might encounter dirty vagabonds or violent street gangs. Yet, despite the perilous situation, a traitorous tingling in her clit betrayed a twisted excitement at the prospect of being used and degraded again.
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She still could have avoided this when the taxi driver had warned her not to venture into this venue as a lonely, heavily chested Caucasian female dressed provocatively in ultra revealing and outfits that cried out she was a whore on the prowl. It was an invitation for trouble, even a naive teenage girl would hesitate to enter such a seedy place in the early evening. However, her overwhelming horniness had prevailed, her pussy clearly calling the shots and overriding her better judgment.
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A few​​ days earlier. From the seedy slum lounge emerged a scene all too familiar. There she was, a lone Caucasian woman sat nursing her drink, straw between her succulent lips, eyes casually scanning the room for potential conquests. At five feet eleven inches and buxom, she didn't need to wait for desperate patrons to make a move. This bar was her hunting ground, a place to avoid recognition and indulge in her dirtiest fantasies.
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As an immensely attractive wife on a six-month African tour, escaping her French Riviera upper-class life, she could spread her legs freely, offering her fuck holes to any inhabitant without fear of being discovered. Tonight, like many nights before, she was ready to break her usual routine and take what she wanted.
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As she sat at the bar, twirling her straw in her glass, the gorgeous blonde teacher's mind raced with perverted thoughts. Her insatiable jungle fever and overwhelming libido had consumed her since arriving in Africa. As a proud sex symbol on campus, with her husband away, she craved something more than a random student encounter. Tonight's plans were far more thrilling. Michelo, her pimp had welcomed her at the door and didn’t sound in a good mood. She better off obeyed and be submissive. Her eyes locked onto some rugged patrons who made her clit tingle and pussy squirt at the mere sight of them. A wicked smile spread across her face as she contemplated the night ahead.
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She had noticed the bartender winking at one of the patrons in her direction, a thug whose rugged appearance made her juices flow when he sat beside her. She was clad in a devilishly slutty leopard outfit, the low-cut top revealing her generous cleavage. Her model-like face was accentuated by heavy dark eyeliner around her deep blue eyes, and the dim bar lights shone softly on her succulent red lips. His eyes immediately drifted down to her insane cleavage and her incredibly big melons as any red-blooded male would. 
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Without hesitation, she offered him a drink, a young thug who looked no older than twenty and introduced himself as Khumbo. They had barely engaging in small talk, before she felt one of his ebony hands slipping between her thighs, reaching for her steaming, damp snatch. Her arousal was palpable, smelling sex outrageously like a whore in heat. 
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She should have been more cautious when she walked to the rundown restrooms later, unaware that he had slipped a pill into her drink. Then, when she walked backed to her barstool, the last thing she remembered was him feasting on her juicy massive 36GG breasts as she arched her back invitingly, thrusting her insanely meaty chest while climaxing instantly. 
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Meanwhile, under the cloak of darkness in Zambia's untamed wilderness, a herd of zebras grazed cautiously on the sparse vegetation. Their striped coats blended seamlessly with the shadows, making them nearly invisible in the moonlight. Suddenly, a pair of hyenas emerged from the undergrowth, their yellow eyes glowing eerily in the night. They crept closer to the unsuspecting zebras, their powerful jaws salivating in anticipation. With a sudden burst of speed, they charged, scattering the herd and isolating a young foal from its protective family. The hyenas descended upon it with ferocious hunger, their laughter echoing through the night as they tore into its tender flesh.
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Cecile's head snapped towards the familiar sound of her pimp's voice as the dominant Zambian inhabitant stood at the rear entrance to the rundown lounge. His ebony face appeared calm and collected, but a steely glint in his eye betrayed his true intentions - an unyielding resolve that Cecile had encountered before. She knew that once Michelo's course was set, it would be nearly impossible to deter him. However, if the staked married teacher had deciphered the situation accurately, she had no desire to persuade him otherwise. Her innate submissiveness took over, and it seemed her two days of unsatisfied longings for African cocks were poised to meet a gratifying end.
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‘Will you obey me, tonight’? her pimp’s voice resounded, sending shivers down her core.
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"Of course, Michelo," she stated demurely, "I am your fuck meat whore and I will do as you say."
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"But tonight, I sold you to a friend of mine, a street gang leader.

––––––––
[image: ]


‘But, Michelo, you cannot sell me like some piece of meat. I thought there was something between you and I. Thus, I don’t even know him’ she helplessly argued though regretting instantly.
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‘Don’t make any dream. You are just a brainless whore. And you better obey if you ever want to see my African cock again’ he snarled with a wicked grin.
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The tingle running up and down Cecile's spine had now turned into a bolt of electricity. She could feel her bullet nipples reacting and hardening under her slutty leopard crop top and felt that all too familiar new dampness spreading between her legs. The patron who stood before her
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