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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.

––––––––
[image: ]


Prelude
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Driving his battered pickup truck through the familiar streets of the slum, Chewa felt uneasy. Though he had spent his entire life in this neighborhood, he knew that as the day wore on, the streets belonged to the gangs. Yet, as a volunteer assistant at the local school and a man trying to make ends meet with deliveries, he couldn't afford to stay home. The truck's brakes and tires screeched ominously, fueling his nervousness about reaching home safely. At a nearby intersection, Chewa decided to pull over and check the tires' condition, his gaze cautiously scanning the surroundings.
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The thirty-five-year-old native watched a nearby seedy alley, cluttered with debris. A group of young thugs in their early twenties lounged casually, and though he knew most of the boys from the rundown school would eventually fall prey to street gangs and drug dealing, he recognized a couple of familiar faces. Considering his truck's precarious state, Chewa contemplated approaching them for help, despite his reluctance.
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Chewa's eyes widened in disbelief as he spotted two Caucasian women in the middle of the alley, surrounded by the gangsters. He recognized them instantly - the attractive French Riviera volunteers who had arrived at the school just days before, eager to make a difference. Now, they were squatting naked except for their high heels, their enormous breasts glistening and swaying as they furiously fingered themselves, grazing their clits shamelessly. The sight was shocking, and Chewa wasn't sure if they were being forced or if this was some twisted attempt to prove themselves to the young thugs. Either way, it was clear that this encounter had been carefully planned.
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As Chewa stared in shock, he noticed that the busty women's gazes were fixed on the gangsters, not with defiance, but with raging lust. Their bodies trembled as they approached orgasm from their intense fingering. A familiar puddle of fluid glistened between their shoes, evidence of their abundant squirting. Suddenly, in unison, their bodies convulsed violently, faces contorted in ecstasy as they screamed out orgasmic cries. Scanning further, Chewa saw that both women were squirting powerful geysers of feminine juices, their enormous breasts quaking uncontrollably.
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It was clear that the white females had been ripped apart by mind-blowing climaxes, seemingly enhanced by the mere presence of the street thugs. Even more disturbing, the boys grinned wickedly as they stroked their massive erections, eyeing the submissive white flesh before them. Suddenly, the women crawled on their hands and knees, their enormous breasts swaying like cow udders as they knelt before the first row of thugs. Oblivious to their surroundings, as if under mind control with blank minds programmed to submit unreservedly, they spent the next ten minutes pleasuring, stroking, deep-throating, and taking the ten boys' cocks to incredible thickness.
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Chewa found himself stroking his own erection as he watched the unbelievable scene unfold. He wondered what could drive such incredibly beautiful, well-endowed married women to eagerly degrade themselves before a gang of young slum thugs. Were they fulfilling some twisted, dark fantasies? Had they chosen to volunteer at the slum school so they could secretly whore themselves out at night, when their husbands were asleep or away, seeking the thrill of degradation despite the immense risks for white women in one of the most dangerous slums on Earth? What was wrong with their minds?
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Part of Chewa wondered how the Caucasian teachers would act the next morning, as if nothing had happened, and how he would react when conversing with them, unaware that he had witnessed their shameless debauchery. However, a stronger urge pushed him to participate, and he found himself closing his truck and stepping towards the alley, his massive erection straining against his pants. The two women were seated side by side against a stone structure in the corner of a brick wall, legs spread wide. One was being pounded mercilessly in her married cunt while the other screamed and climaxed as her anal cavity was crushed by the virile assaults of the boys taking turns. Their enormous pale udders rolled and circled obscenely over their chests as they begged for more.
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The rest of the night was a blur. Chewa remembered waking up the next morning, his body aching and his mind foggy. The orgy had attracted random vagrants who had joined in, pounding and inseminating the women's free-use holes. He himself had dumped four loads, two in each female's holes. The way they had looked at him as they climaxed, he was certain they would recognize him at school today. Or perhaps not. He had been just another African bull using and breeding them. The slum school married volunteers were revealed to be nothing more than street gang sluts and whores. Unknown to Chewa, this nightly debauchery would continue unabated in the slum.
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The Komboni slum in the Zambian capital city of Lusaka, Africa, was a maze of narrow alleyways and makeshift dwellings. In the heart of the slum, a bustling marketplace teemed with activity, where locals bartered for goods and food. Women washed clothes in communal water sources, their voices carrying over the sounds of daily life. 
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At the edge of the Komboni slum, a community center provided a glimmer of hope, offering education and support to residents in need. Nearby was a dimly lit and abandoned warehouse that served as a meeting spot for the gangsters. The walls were crumbling, covered in layers of graffiti and peeling paint, a testament to the neglect that plagued the area. Inside, the air was heavy with the scent of decay and dampness, the only light filtering in through broken windows and holes in the roof.
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The gangsters gathered in a circle on the dusty concrete floor, their shadows dancing against the decaying walls as they discussed their plans and alliances in hushed tones. The atmosphere was tense, charged with the energy of impending danger and uncertainty. Despite the dilapidated surroundings, the warehouse held a sense of power and authority, a sanctuary for those who thrived on chaos and control in the heart of the slum. The street gang thugs in the Komboni slum were a diverse and intimidating group, each with their own unique personality and appearance. Each gangster in the group had their own distinct look and personality, but together they formed a formidable force that struck fear into the hearts of those in the Komboni slum.
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Cecile de Vendome and Maeva Durand were two very attractive and voluptuous French Riviera high school teachers both living an upper class lifestyle in the St-Tropez Gulf. Their respective wealthy husbands had decided to take a six month journey in the African continent to donate heavily in water systems and home rehabilitation projects in slums.
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In order to help the impoverish inhabitants, Cecile and Maeva had joined, offering their teaching skills in slum schools and lecturing in African campuses. Prior to their departure and to their surprise, the two immensely attractive and heavy chested bombshells blonde and brunette teachers had been contacted by the mysterious and secret ‘White sluts for Africa’ club.

––––––––
[image: ]


Their members were wealthy Queen of Spades nymphomaniacs who had only one thing in mind. Fulfilling their darkest and filthiest big black cock fantasies to be pimped in various places in Africa. Both on their early thirties, living themselves in an open marriage and being obsessed with young black meat, the two stacked spouses didn’t hesitate one second to pay the very expensive membership fee. Thanks to its powerful network ties across Africa, the club had tailored them an African campuses and slums visit tour across the continent.
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As part of the benefits, the two promiscuous nymphs would be assigned a well-connected local guide in each city to assist and tour them safely. This also meant, that their inhabitant guides will own, share and pimp them during their stay and the busty female teachers will have to remain submissive to them as no resistance would be tolerated.
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After their first day at the school slum, sensing how horny the two Queen of Spades teachers felt from having multiple dark eyes staring at their dream curves for hours, Naweji and Mutohela their two twenty-year-old native guides asked them to meet and relax after class to get deeper acquainted. The two hot bombshells teachers offered the native boys to join them at Cecile’s modest townhouse that she had rented with her husband for the duration of their stay. 
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After taking a shower and wearing light and short outfits that clung to their luscious bodies like a second skin, Cecile and Maeva in urgent need of proper release, were more than ready for some wild action. Once the two natives guides stepped in, it didn’t take them long to give the two horny married wives teachers a feel of their huge African dongs. After only a few thrusts, the two black cock crazed nymphos were hooked.
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For the next two hours, the place was filled with loud sex noises as they treated the two stacked female teachers with an epic nasty raw foursome. Setting up what was bound to happen next, Naweji and Mutohela had informed the insatiable sluts they were all headed to a seedy part of the Komboni slum where they will be introduced to a local gang leader. 
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When they got at the rundown community center where the gang thugs waited for them in a side room, the beat up facility looked desert. Kapema, the thug leader, was only twenty year old and tough features that triggered instantly some dampness between the slut teachers thighs. After quickly eyeing the two hot females dream curves, to their disbelief, he sounded surprisingly friendly. Without they knew, the two bombshell teachers got separated and led to some run down rooms.
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A moment later, Cecile de Vendome knees felt weak and her stomach was churning. The smell of weed hung heavy in the air masking the dank odor of musk and dirt in the disheveled slum dugout.
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The ravishing French sex goddess blonde sat on a beat up couch and looked around the room. Her pulse quickened and her mind reeled. She couldn't believe where she was or what she was doing but she felt powerless to stop her slow descent into depraved infidelity.
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Noah, a twenty year old native still looked juvenile despite being officially a thug. He handed her a joint and she took a long, slow hit. She held it deep until her lungs burned and then exhaled slowly. The coarse smoke scratched her throat and she coughed several times before a calm smile spread across her pretty round face. She was a gorgeous blonde with a sex goddess body. She had extremely thin hips, a perfect firm small ass, broad rounded shoulders and huge 36GG breasts with long nipples that were clearly visible through her low cut crop top.
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Kapema, seated to her left, took the joint from her pudgy fingers and brazenly rubbed her obscenely big breasts through her crop top before he took a long hit off the joint.
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"Stop that, I told you I'm married." Cecile giggled. 
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She lightly slapped his hand but when his strong ebony arm slipped around her somewhat narrow, tapered waist and pulled her close she didn't resist. The warmth of his ebony body against hers made her float into a blissful state and she breathed slow and steady.
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Cecile’s husband had departed earlier for a last minute call on one of this philanthropist project. It won’t matter, the couple had been in an open marriage for over two years. And that very moment, the sex goddess blonde was alone in a bad section of the slum with three stoned, horny black thugs. It was out of character for the stacked bombshell blonde but it was a scenario that had crossed her mind more than once. Back in the days in Paris when she graduated at La Sorbonne University, she  had never been particularly wild or kinky in real life but her fantasies were sometimes raunchy and depraved and they'd become more so in recent years.
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Ngala laughed and stepped in front of her. The young thug was shirtless and Cecile couldn't help but stare
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