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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.

The French Riviera Black Curse Spread Copyright © 2025 by Cyril Norbay - Published at Draft2Digital. 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. The consenting main character is submissive, sexually used, and abused to extreme much for her own enjoyment and your entertainment and fantasy. This should not be seen as a sexual encounter 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.

*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.
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Prelude
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'You'd better suck deeper if you ever want to see my cock again, dumb white slut!' he growled, slapping her well-pampered face with his incredibly veiny big black cock. Back two days ago, Blandine Baguenard would have slapped the arrogant African teenager for talking to her that way. Though now, the thirty-seven-year old wealthy affluent socialite spouse only lowered her head obediently, desperate for his commands and demeaning words. Blandine's mind was a mess of conflicting thoughts. Owning a highly successful real estate boutique in the St-Tropez Gulf, in a matter of twenty-four hours, the gorgeous buxom female had completely lost control of her life, eagerly putting her local reputation at stake.
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Massadou, an eighteen-year-old boy from Burkina Faso had recently secured a seasonal job as a dishwasher boy in a nearby restaurant. One day, he had accidentally penetrated her boutique to ask for directions while she was furiously fingering herself with an unbelievable frenzy at her office desk. It took only a couple of minutes for the lucky boy to shove his mighty young African dong into her boiling married snatch. The willing sophisticated horny bitch wailed the dirtiest obscenities he had ever heard as she was climaxing and squirting like a desperate whore in heat under his powerful shagging.
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Now, in a blank mind state and oblivious to her surroundings, the distinguished married female was crouched on her knees in a small pedestrian’s pathway. It was located in the center of one of the most well-flowered St-Tropez circles, semi-high bushes stand tall, barely hiding them from the busy traffic flow. With crossed-lidded eyes, the stacked entrepreneur bombshell seized the base of Massadou's giant dark phallus. Her slender hand could barely wrap its fingers around before taking his thick, long ebony wood into her hot slobbery mouth as her snatch was squirting like an open faucet. 
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Feeling deeply humiliated, Blandine slowly realized why the young bastard had picked this spot. He had insisted she wear a pink summer dress so that hundreds of passing cars could spot her voluptuous form from miles away. Part of her didn't want to lose control, though her horny throbbing pussy was urging her to obey and give in mindlessly. A noticeable pond of her own female juices had formed between her luxurious heeled open-toed stilettos.
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Blandine begrudgingly closed her eyes, bobbing her hungry mouth up and down a portion of his elongated hard ebony shaft in a steady rhythm. It was all she could fully fit into her mouth as his young African manhood was too wide and enormous. Not wanting to stand around idly, Massadou reached down and started fondling her massive juicy jugs as they swayed slightly. The black youth didn't bother searching for her aching nipples as there was too much breast flesh to be covered. He fully enjoyed the soft feel and heavy weight of her meaty hanging fleshy cushions in his dark hands while having his big black cock greedily sucked. 
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Massadou reluctantly removed his sleek dong from between Blandine's lips and stuck it directly between her heavy-dangling white fun bags. He let out a throaty moan as he clutched overflowing handfuls of the sides of her monstrous jugs and began thrusting, in and out. The youngster was pounding the largest set of titties he had ever seen and felt around his enormous African cock. Blandine folded her arms beneath her whopping 40DD cup mammaries, in an attempt to keep her massive jugs balanced and steady while Massadou plowed his hard veiny phallus between them. With the submissive white married slut crouched on her knees, as he was standing, his entire enormous slab of dark meat and big cum-filled balls disappeared between her soft, mind-boggling jugs. The huge knob of his throbbing fuck stick barely wedged free from its voluminous capturers.
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"Oh shit! I’m gonna nut your whore face!" Massadou roared, exploding while squeezing from all different angles of the Real Estate rich spouse's gigantic orbs. It kept his hard cock tightly smothered in between them as more passerby drivers honk, staring in disbelief at her public degradation.
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In the French Riviera, a picturesque and glamorous region known for its stunning beaches and luxurious lifestyle, a significant problem had befallen the local businesses. Over the past few years, an acute shortage of workforce had begun to plague the area, particularly among the younger generations. Even high-end hotels and restaurants struggled to find employees to meet the demands of their discerning clientele. Recognizing the gravity of the situation, the regional authorities pondered various solutions to address the labor shortage. After much consideration, they devised a plan to hire a workforce from West Africa, seeing it as a potential remedy. The idea received widespread support, and many companies eagerly embraced the opportunity to bring in skilled individuals from the region.
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One such newcomer was Gamba, a twenty-year-old stud from Togo. He had been hired as a busser in a prestigious high-end restaurant on the French Riviera. As he began his new job, he couldn't help but notice the peculiar dynamics at play. Exquisite busty customers, most of them married, seemed to cast longing glances in Gambas’ direction, filled with a mix of envy and lust. Part of this was the huge prominence that was bulging obscenely inside his pants like a third leg. An asset the youth didn’t seem to fully realize since all his African male friends and relatives were naturally gifted with horse cocks. It was an unexpected and bewildering experience for him, especially when it happened right in front of those female husbands. Confused, Gamba turned to his coworker, Katlego for an explanation. Curiosity burning within him, Gamba approached him, seeking answers to the strange behavior exhibited by the attractive busty married females. Katlego, a seasoned employee his age, leaned in and whispered a tale that had been circulating among the staff for a couple of years.
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According to the rumor, a mysterious curse had befallen the French Riviera, coinciding with the recent arrival of an influx of well-endowed young black freshmen from Africa. Deep within the hidden corners of Ethiopia's central highlands, there was a tribe known as the Amhara. Legends whispered of an ancient curse that had been bestowed upon them, a curse that would one day find its way to the shores of the French Riviera. Decades ago, the Amhara people were guided by an old chief named Chinua, who possessed a mysterious power. Chinua had a vision of fostering harmony and understanding between different cultures, including the French Riviera, known for its allure and beauty. He yearned for a world where connections could be forged without barriers or prejudices of any kind. 
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In a distant land, a concerned father named Alem sent his son, Biruk, to study in the vibrant French Riviera. The African youngster, however, returned earlier than expected. Alem, desperate to understand the reason behind his son's sudden change, sought answers far and wide. Upon arriving in the captivating French Riviera, Biruk's dreams of pursuing an education in luxury and opulence were quickly shattered. Eager to immerse himself in the vibrant social scene, he had attempted to engage in conversations with some incredibly busty French bombshells, who, to his dismay, completely ignored him. The rejection and humiliation he experienced at their hands left Biruk scared and deeply emotionally affected. When Biruk shared his heartbreaking experience with his father, Alem, the news ignited a desire to change things within him. Alem felt a burning need to right the wrongs inflicted upon his son. Memories flooded Alem's mind as he recalled a conversation with his old uncle years ago. The uncle had mentioned an Ethiopian tribe, the Amhara, and their enigmatic chief, Chinua who seemed to possess mythical powers.
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Intrigued by the possibility of reversing his son's misfortunes and determined to take action, Alem embarked on a journey to the central highlands, where he hoped to meet the mysterious man. Upon meeting Chinua, Alem poured out his heart, sharing the struggles of his son and the shattered dreams that haunted him. Touched by Alem's desperation, Chinua offered his assistance, though he warned of the consequences that would follow. Together, Alem and Chinua performed an ancient ritual that lasted for hours. Unbeknownst to Alem, this ritual held the key to awakening the dormant curse and setting it upon the French Riviera. In his pursuit of this vision, Chinua sought to activate a unique enchantment. One that would bring about a deep bond and mutual attraction between the well-endowed French women and African freshmen who arrived on the French Riviera's shores. He intended to create an environment where interactions could flourish, and cultural exchange would thrive easily. However, as the ancient curse was unleashed, the power took an unexpected turn. The enchantment grew stronger than anticipated, surpassing Chinua's control. Through the sacred ritual performed in secrecy, he harnessed primal energy that could awaken the deepest desires and unravel inhibitions. 
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As the ritual unfolded, the land of the Amhara trembled with both anticipation and dread. Fueled by the primal energy Chinua had exploited, the curse surged forth, seeking out the deepest recesses of white women's minds along the French Riviera. It specifically targeted the gorgeous heavily chested voluptuous females, married or not. Now, the French Riviera awakened, forever changed by the curse's psychological grip. As a result, inhibitions shattered, and deepest, dirtiest desires got unleashed. The once-controlled women found themselves surrendering submissively to the irresistible call of their wildest lust for any young black youth in sight. The French Riviera became a realm where debaucheries ran wild, and inhibitions crumbled. The well-endowed women referred to as the "Queens of spades," and easy ‘Black cock whores’ found themselves consumed by insatiable raging sexual drive days and nights. To make things worse, the curse transformed the French Riviera into an area of uninhibited pleasures, where the boundaries of consent blurred into a consensual "Free Use" world. The African freshmen, in their newfound status and irresistible magnetism, became objects of lust for any stacked French bombshells. The insatiable sluts eagerly embraced the liberating experience, their lives forever entwined with the curse that had been unleashed.
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As they integrated into the workforce and mingled with the affluent community, an unforeseen change gripped the social fabric of the region. The curse, it was said, had transformed many of the once-sophisticated married busty women into something altogether different. They had become enthralled by the presence of well-hung young black men, their desires shifting and taking on a singular focus. Day and night, their depraved minds were fixated on seeking pleasure and satisfaction from these young black newcomers. Backing the black curse, the free-use laws had made it perfectly legal, not to mention acceptable, for any young black man to use any buxom white woman over the age of eighteen for his pleasure at any time. Even better, the public had taken to the radical new lifestyle in record time. 
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According to Katlego, part of it was that the fines for refusing sex were heavy, and busty females had quickly stopped trying to avoid being used. Many had even taken to wearing little to no clothing. Minuscule skirts and crotchless pants were the new normal, allowing easy access to their holes for horny young men and less clean-up work for the used women. Gamba couldn't help but feel a mix of disbelief and lust as he absorbed the story. He had never expected to encounter such an awkward, exciting and bewildering phenomenon in his new job. It seemed that the curse had created an environment of interracial wild open debaucheries causing a significant shift in the social landscape of the French Riviera. Every stacked bombshell were now willingly acted as a free-use sex toy to any black youth without any resistance or remorse. The curse had unleashed a hidden side of these always horny scorching-hot women, revealing their deepest fantasies and black meat obsessions.
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One day after their night shift, Gamba accompanied Katlego to a highly anticipated private party where ultra-sexy white wives without their husbands would be in attendance. They were not cheating wives, most of the couples being in open marriage, their husbands being perfectly aware of the Queen of Spades lifestyle. Gamba's anticipation grew when they arrived at the luxurious private villa. He had
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