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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.
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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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Hanad was a forty-year-old native of Somalia who worked as a maintenance man at the Mogadishu port. While his duties required him to clean the boarding promenade early in the morning, he preferred strolling along it in the early evening to enjoy the sunset.
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Those walks served a dual purpose, he savored the view while mentally preparing for the next day’s work by assessing the promenade's condition and noting whether tourists had kept the area clean.
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That particular evening was deserted. The tourist season was still months away, and most of the vessels in this section of the port were rented by wealthy Caucasians for private parties, clients who frequently hired local skippers.
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Suddenly, Hanad’s attention was drawn to the sound of loud female laughter and giggling, accompanied by the rhythmic click of high heels against the pavement. Three figures approached,  two voluptuous Caucasian women walking on either side of a tall native man Hanad instantly recognized as Cawaal.
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Cawaal was a private skipper, well-known among the upper class for his intimate knowledge of the surrounding high seas. As the trio made their way toward the Midnight Spade, a forty-foot cruiser currently rented by a wealthy French entrepreneur Hanad had met several time, it was clear the promiscuous females were half-drunk. 

––––––––
[image: ]


Cawaal casually reached out to grip their bottoms, his hands sinking into the flesh barely covered by minuscule dresses that hiked up with every step they took. 
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Hanad’s jaw dropped when he realized one of the women was the wealthy entrepreneur's wife, a scorching hot blonde who, like her friend, sported an enormous set of milky breasts and long toned legs, contrasting with a super model waist. Her tipsy voice carried easily across the promenade as she told the skipper, 
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"Take us to the sunset in high sea, and we will suck your big black cock." Her busty companion burst into a fit of laughter at the offer.
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As the trio reached the passerelle, neither woman wasted a moment. In their semi-drunken state, they stripped off their dresses and tossed them carelessly onto the promenade alley. 
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All that remained were obscene, minuscule bikini thongs that left nothing to the imagination, showcasing their luscious curves to the fading light.
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Halfway across the gangway, the hot blonde pressed her body against Cawaal, kissing him passionately while his large, dark hands gripped her backside. She leaned into him, her gargantuan breasts crushing against his torso, while her friend reached out to pat the unmistakable outline of his huge cock through his pants.
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Once they reached the mid-deck, the two females Cawaal activated the passerelle as the cruiser began to move through the port's shallow waters. The two women stripped naked, still wearing their high heels as they lounged on deck, completely unconcerned about being spotted at 5:30 PM.
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Hanad watched the Midnight Spade pull away from the pier, a knot of unease tightening in his chest. He knew Cawaal was an experienced skipper, but what worried him was how blatantly the man was violating local safety protocols. 
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The waters off the Horn of Africa were infested with pirates. While there hadn't been any successful assaults in the past two months, that was likely only because skippers like Cawaal had grown careless, thinking themselves untouchable.
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But being surrounded by stacked, nymphomaniac trophy wives who had clearly indulged in several drinks didn't exactly encourage caution. The women on deck seemed entirely oblivious to the danger lurking beyond the horizon, more focused on their well hung skipper than the sea.
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As the cruiser's engines hummed louder, heading out toward the open water to catch the Mogadishu sunset, Hanad simply shrugged dejectedly.
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Hanad walked toward the two small pieces of fabric that had been discarded on the promenade. He picked them up, hoping to at least catch a glimpse of the incredible women who had worn them. But as he inspected the garments, his eyes widened in disbelief.
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Across the top band of the first dress, the word 'Blacked' was printed in bold letters, stretched tight over the fabric that had clearly been designed to showcase massive breasts. The second dress bore the phrase 'Breed me' alongside small spade symbols, making their status as 'Queen of Spades' unmistakable.
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He stared at the clothes, stunned. Had these wealthy trophy wives gone to a local bar dressed like this? Had they become so tipsy that they lost every scrap of scruple and dignity, driven only by a desperate craving for a big black cock fix?
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A slow realization settled over him. He realized the Midnight Spade wasn't just a luxury rental, it was a floating playground for women who had abandoned their social standing the moment they stepped onto the dock.
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Hanad folded the tiny dresses carefully, tucking them into his pocket. A small, knowing smile tugged at the corners of his mouth. He would be cleaning the promenade tomorrow, but for now, he grinned knowingly.
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As the afternoon light stretched long shadows across the harbor, Hanad turned away from the pier. Behind him, the Midnight Spade accelerated smoothly, cutting a white wake through the shallow water as it headed toward the open sea.
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He looked back one last time at the cruiser's silhouette against the golden sky. Between the tipsy nympho females, the reckless skipper, and the vast, unprotected waters ahead, Hanad knew the sunset would be the least interesting thing about their journey.
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The Horn of Africa sat as a sweeping curve of land, funneling the ocean's currents into a narrow, strategic choke point. Along the Somali coast, the coastline stretched for hundreds of miles, offering little more than sand and rocky outcrops. 
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Mogadishu's harbor provided a brief, busy refuge amidst this expanse, a temporary place where vessels could dock and refuel. However, beyond the immediate protection of the port, the waters grew increasingly isolated.
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This stretch of sea was notorious for its unpredictable nature, infested with pirates who used the rugged geography to monitor the shipping lanes, turning the corridor into a silent hunting ground.

#
[image: ]


Cecile de Vendome and Alexandrine de Courcy were seasonal lecturers at Mogadishu University, women of high standing and even higher black cocks appetites. In open marriage with wealthy white husbands preoccupied with philanthropic projects across Africa, the two beauties, found themselves alone that left their most primal needs entirely unaddressed. 
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In their early thirties, they were at the absolute peak of their sexual drive, two gorgeous, promiscuous spouses on a relentless hunt for local black meat.
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Cecile, the blonde, was a vision of dangerous curves, sporting a devilish 36GG rack that commanded attention in any room. Beside her, Alexandrine, the brunette was equally breathtaking, possessing a tantalizing 34HH set of pure, all-natural fleshy wonders complemented by long, toned legs. 
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Both at five feet eleven inch tall, stunning bombshells were profoundly horny, driven by an insatiable craving that had led them to down several glasses of wine at their apartment before deciding to head to the harbor promenade.
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On their semi-tipsy state, they had opted for ultra-short dresses that offered no real modesty, the fabric barely containing their luscious curves and jumbo melons. With every step they took along the pavement, the hem hiked up, teasing the sight of their bare crotches to anyone watching. 
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Even more scandalous were the provocative phrases printed across their dress tops 'Breed me' on one and 'Blacked' on the other which acted like beacons for dirty gazes and catcalls from every corner of the promenade. They walked with a reckless disregard for local laws, almost as if they were naively seeking out trouble just to see who would dare approach them.
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Their luck held when Cawaal, a twenty-five-year-old Somali skipper with a sharp eye for opportunity, spotted them from across the harbor. He moved toward them with a confident stride, inviting the two gorgeous babes for a few drinks at a nearby bar.
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The bar was quiet, a rare stroke of luck that left Cawaal alone with the two insatiable voluptuous women. As the wine flowed, the conversation turned bold.
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As Cawaal couldn’t help from having his dark eyes scanning their luscious curves and tantalizing deep cleavage, he eventually leaned in to check on the spade symbols on their dresses.

––––––––
[image: ]


'You do know what that outfit means," said Cawaal 
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"Our bodies belong to the African men," moaned Cecile as the native skipper reached out to her fun bags rack and pinched her nipples aching against the light fabric.
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"They can take any hole they want, anytime" added Alexandrine, thrusting out her melons invitingly, craving to be groped by those fat black hands.
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"Sounds good to me," said Cawaal knowingly, reaching out Alexandrine nipples and slightly grazing them, which made her almost exploded.
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Both women giggled, their voices thick with wine and desire, as they admitted being part of the secret ‘White Sluts for Africa’ club and as full-fledged Queen of spades, they were fully committed to the black cock lifestyle.
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Before he could even finish his drink, the two nymphomaniacs were already reaching out, their hands finding the heavy bulge in his pants. Cawaal stepped back with a smirk, holding up his hands in mock surrender.
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"You want to see more of my meat? Then follow me to my boat." he challenged, his voice low.
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When he dropped the name Midnight Spade, Cecile and Alexandrine erupted in laughter. The coincidence was too perfect to ignore.
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"That is our boat! Our husbands rented the forty-foot cruiser for a few weeks, and they have been looking for a local skipper to take us out." Cecile exclaimed, her eyes bright with amusement. 
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"Our husbands had to leave for a last-minute project in Dakar. They will be gone for another two weeks. Since the cruiser is already paid for and the skipper is assigned, we might as well use it." Alexandrine nodded eagerly, her laughter still ringing in the quiet bar.
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‘Then, looks like I am that skipper’ Cawaal winked complicitly.
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‘...a skipper with a Somali BIG BLACK COCK!’ giggled the two horny wives in unison, not caring that all the bar patrons stopped their conversations, eyeing them in total disbelief.
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The trio found the situation hilarious. The odds of their husbands' rented vessel sharing the exact same name as the skipper's boat were almost impossible. It felt like destiny was handing them a perfect, private playground.
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As they began walking toward the promenade, Cawaal positioned himself between the two horny bombshells. The slim and stacked French beauties pressed themselves close to his sides, their hips swaying with a heavy, wine-fueled rhythm. 
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Cawaal didn't hesitate; he reached out and claimed them both, his large hands settling firmly onto their firm French butts. 
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As the trio got stares, the Somali native held them there as if they were already his property, guiding them towards the cruiser with an easy, possessive stride that left no doubt about who was in control of the night.
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Cawaal held out his dark hand and helped both Alexandrine and Cecile on board. After a little preparation, the well hung native cast off and pulled the cruiser away from the dock. 
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Both French beauties were thrilled to soon enjoy a sunset ride. Cecile sat in the rear fishing chair and Alexandrine leaned over the rail as they slowly watched Mogadishu bay recede in the distance.
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The Midnight Spade gunned it's motors once the vessel passed the outer sandbanks. There were some other boats out, but not a lot. A couple of local fishing stared and waved as the forty foot cruiser passed their boat. 
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Cawaal cut the motor about forty minutes out of the docks. Cecile stood and leaned over the rail. The dark form of a small circular reef could be seen just under the water off the starboard bow. 
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Already, the busty blonde was thrilled to see myriad types of fish swimming around. She suddenly got a little nervous when the dark form of a large ray swam past under the cruiser. 
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"This is a great spot said Cawaal, drifting the cruiser, all could see an unobstructed view of the sun slow descent. 
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Cawaal had stripped off his shirt and was wearing only khaki shorts, his ripped bulging muscles made
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