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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 and explores extreme sexual experiences to her own enjoyment, providing entertainment and fantasy for the reader. 
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This narrative should not be viewed as a real, life model. If you feel you may be offended by these themes, please reconsider before proceeding. Enjoy the journey and remember to respect each other while practicing safe sex.

––––––––
[image: ]


‘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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Shilli, a forty-five-year-old Namibian janitor, spent his days maintaining the sprawling underground pipe networks and service tunnels of the Walvis Bay Port. His shift usually ended at 4:00 PM, and his final task was cleaning the security office. As he wiped down the desk,  as he always did instinctively, his eyes wandered casually across the wall of monitors, scanning for any unusual movement.

––––––––
[image: ]


A flicker of motion on one of the screens caught his attention. He leaned in, frowning as he recognized two gorgeous, busty women. They were lecturers from the nearby campus, part of a student field trip the university had organized earlier that day, a partnership designed to encourage students to pursue careers in the docks.
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The student bus had already departed, but these two bombshells had stayed behind. Shilli watched as two workers in dirty coveralls approached them, gesturing toward a private staff elevator that led deep into the underground corridors. The women nodded enthusiastically, stepping into the elevator without hesitation.
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As the elevator doors slid shut on the monitor, Shilli's breath hitched. One of the men, a thick-set worker with grease-stained hands, reached out and gripped the brunette lecturer's ass with a proprietary force, squeezing her curves as if she were nothing more than a piece of equipment. 
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Instead of protesting, she leaned into his touch, her eyes bright with something that wasn't professional curiosity. The camera inside the small elevator gave Shilli a clear view of the scene unfolding. 
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The second worker, a younger man with a rough jawline, cornered the incredibly busty blonde lecturer against the metal wall. As she began to protest something, he silenced her with a firm hand over her mouth.
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"Get on your knees, blow me right here."" he commanded, his voice muffled by the low-quality audio feed. To Shilli's utter disbelief, the woman obeyed.
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The native janitor sat frozen, his cleaning rag forgotten in his hand. His mind raced, struggling to reconcile the image on the screen with the gorgeous Caucasian women he had seen earlier that morning, prim, professional, and untouchable. 
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They had been standing in front of the students with clipboards and serious expressions, the very definition of authority. Now, they were being used like nothing more than tools in a maintenance shed.
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A wave of confusion washed over him. Why were they here? Why were they letting these native men treat them this way? The university ties, the educational programs, the field trips, it all felt like a thin veil draped over something far darker and more primal.
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The janitor leaned back in his chair, eyes glued to the security monitor. A grin spread across his face. He knew exactly what these women were. All that fancy education, all those university degrees, it was just a cover. The moment those elevator doors shut, they turned into nothing but hungry, desperate sluts.
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Both women were on their knees, their mouths working frantically on the men's cocks. The elevator was a cramped mess of wet sounds and heavy breathing.
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Then, the men grabbed them both by the waists and lifted them up. The women turned around and bent down, pressing their hands against the beat-up elevator rail for support. Their asses were thrust in the air, perfectly positioned as the men took them from behind.
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The impact was brutal. Both women mashed their faces and heavy jugs against the mirrored wall, their bodies shaking with every deep thrust. Screams of orgasm filled the small space, echoing off the metal and glass as they completely lost control.
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He had seen it before, white women being used by African men. Once they went black, they never went back. These two were built to please them. Chances were high they would soon come back to the site, so hooked they would beg for more black cock. There was no chance they would resist their true selves.
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Walvis Bay Port was Namibia's principal deep-water seaport, located on the country's Atlantic coast about 20 miles south of Swakopmund. Its natural harbor made it one of the most important shipping and logistics centers in southern Africa, handling container cargo, fishing vessels, bulk commodities, fuel, and supplies serving both Namibia and several neighboring countries. 
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The port included extensive quays, storage yards, warehouses, fuel installations, and industrial facilities that supported its daily operations. Many members of the workforce spent their days in the underground service corridors that connected pumping stations, valve chambers, utility rooms, and other technical infrastructure beneath the port.
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These concrete passageways carried pipelines, electrical systems, communications cables, and other essential services that kept the port operating safely and efficiently.
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Among the maintenance crews assigned to the underground network were Ndanga and Kamohelo, two heavily built eighteen-year-old native Namibians who had worked for the port since leaving school two years earlier. 
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Their daily duties took them through the pumping stations, dewatering tunnels, drainage galleries, and the maze of underground service corridors that linked the port's utility infrastructure. 
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Few workers knew the network as well as they did. When they were informed that they would assist with a field trip from the nearby Walvis Bay campus, both accepted the assignment with little enthusiasm.
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Neither young man had enjoyed school, and both had preferred earning a wage to sitting in a classroom. Their jobs in the warehouses and underground tunnels provided a regular income, while the money they made selling drugs to a few dock workers on the side brought in extra cash.

––––––––
[image: ]


As a result, they had little patience for visiting university groups. Most of the students and lecturers appeared fascinated by the machinery for only a few minutes before losing interest, and neither seemed to appreciate the demanding conditions in which the maintenance crews spent their working days.
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The previous field trip had left a particularly bitter memory. Several students had looked at them with obvious disgust as they emerged from the tunnels. Their one-piece coveralls had originally been bright orange but had long since faded beneath layers of grime, damp concrete dust, grease, and streaks of dark mud. 
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The heavy fabric clung to their broad bodies, soaked by the humid air underground and splashed by the shallow water that covered sections of the tunnel floor. Thick work gloves protected their hands from rusted pipes and rough concrete, while years of manual labor had built powerful shoulders and heavily muscled forearms.
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It was simply how they looked after spending most of their days below ground. They knew every valve, every pipeline, every maintenance chamber, and every corridor beneath the port. Even while standing ankle-deep in muddy water, they moved through the underground maze as comfortably as if they were walking through their own neighborhood.
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The midday sun hammered down on the site, turning the air into a thick, shimmering haze of dust and heat. Ndanga and Kamohelo stood near the entrance, their work boots sinking slightly into the dry earth as they waited for the new group to arrive.
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When the shuttle finally pulled up, both boys felt their breath hitch. It wasn't just the size of the group; it was the two women walking at the front. Their eyes widened as they noticed two of the seasonal lecturers from the Walvis Bay campus.
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Cecile de Vendome and Alexandrine de Courcy immediately stood out from the rest of the visitors. Their confident presence coupled with their striking beauty and the biggest set of tits that bulged ridiculously from their short and light dress tops drew the attention of both young men, who exchanged a brief glance before turning back toward the tunnel entrance to begin the tour.
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Ndanga and Kamohelo tried to keep their eyes forward, but it was impossible. Every time the group moved through the dusty tunnel, their gaze drifted back to Cecile and Alexandrine. 

––––––––
[image: ]


The two voluptuous women were walking masterpieces of flesh, Cecile’s 36GG breasts strained against the thin fabric of her top, while Alexandrine’s 34HH jugs bounced with every step.

––––––––
[image: ]


Their curves were so extreme they looked almost artificial, yet they moved with a natural, heavy sway that made the boys' teenage cocks throb painfully against their work pants.
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Cecile and Alexandrine felt a sudden, sharp pull in their chests as they watched the two young men move through the tunnel. It wasn't just the way they carried themselves—it was the sheer, raw presence of them. 
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The boys were covered in the grime of the site, their orange coveralls stained with grease and mud, clinging to bodies that were clearly built for heavy labor. Cecile's eyes traced the thick muscles of their forearms as they gripped the rusted pipes, her breath catching. 
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She found herself imagining those same hands, rough, calloused, and stained with dark grease sliding over her pale skin. She could almost feel the contrast of that dirty, powerful grip against her soft, manicured body.
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Beside her, Alexandrine felt a similar heat rising. She watched the way their broad shoulders strained against the light fabric, the sweat making the grime glisten under the dim lights.
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When the French married women caught them staring, there was no judgment. Instead, Cecile offered a slow, knowing wink, her eyes dropping briefly to the unmistakable bulges in their pants. 
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Alexandrine followed suit, a playful smirk tugging at her lips as she watched their reactions. The heat of the afternoon only heightened the tension.
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As the tour wrapped up, the lecturers moved quickly. They informed the group that their assistant would escort the students back to campus, citing "urgent administrative paperwork" that required them to stay behind at the site.
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The campus shuttle disappeared into a cloud of dust, leaving a heavy silence in its wake. Cecile and Alexandrine stepped toward Ndanga and Kamohelo, their movements slow and deliberate. 
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"That was such a great tour, we're impressed. I'm Alexandrine, this is my friend Cecile. Nice meeting you," Alexandrine said with a playful lilt, both women eyes dropping to the unmistakable bulges in their pants.
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"I'm Ndanga, and this is Kamohelo. Pleasure meeting you!" one of the boys replied with a wide grin. 
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All four pairs of eyes remained locked on their respective targets, the only sound being the audible gulps from both sides.
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"We're thirsty. Where can four people grab a drink around here? It’s on us," Cecile added, her voice smooth and teasing.
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The two young men stood there, momentarily paralyzed. They had just spent the last hour fighting the urge to stare at these stunningly hot women, and now they were being invited to join them for drinks.
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"There’s a cabana up ahead. The guy there keeps cold beers" Kamohelo said, pointing toward a makeshift structure built from weathered wood and scrap metal. It was little more than a dugout, furnished with a few rickety bar stools and old barrels serving as tables. 
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"Let's go," Cecile said, her voice impatient. She finally pulled her gaze away from Kamohelo's promising crotch, though her bullet nipples continued to ache aggressively against the thin fabric of her top.
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"Go ahead and take a seat first, we'll join you in a minute. We need to hit the restroom first." Ndanga informed them, gesturing toward the cabana.
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The mention of needing to relieve themselves sent both women's eyes darting right back down to the men's bulging crotches.
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The two women sat on the bar stools and ordered four cold beers. They made sure to sit facing each other so that when the boys came back, each woman would have a boy right next to her. They even pulled their stools as close as possible to the empty ones, ensuring that when the boys sat down, they would be pressed right up against their bodies.
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When the boys joined, the four of them settled in, and soon the cold beers and conversation began to flow. Cecile casually moved her long, painted fingers to Ndanga’s muscled, tattooed ebony arm beside her. She positioned them just above his wrist, stroking gently through the soft dark hair that covered the young Namibian's arm.
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Ndanga grinned, clearly pleased with the buxom blonde lecturer's boldness. Cecile smiled back, encouraging him, her nipples hardening under her top. Across from them, Kamohelo’s thick arm was already wrapped
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