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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 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.
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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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In the heart of Central Africa, along the narrow, jungle-lined Kasai River, a group of native fishermen navigated their small boats through the tranquil waters. The air was thick with humidity and the scent of damp earth, as the dense foliage pressed in on either side. Suddenly, the peaceful scene was shattered by familiar grunts and moans drifting from the riverbank. The fishermen exchanged puzzled glances before steering their boats closer to investigate.
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What they witnessed defied belief. Two naked white women on their thirties, their pale skin a stark contrast to the lush greenery surrounding them, their obscenely huge breasts heaved and bounced wildly as they clung tightly to their young guides, no older than eighteen. The native boys' powerful bodies strained with exertion as they ravaged the women against their modest embarkations, oblivious to their surroundings. 
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The fishermen watched in awe, eyes wide with disbelief at the sight of these pale, foreign women acting like the cheapest whores. The women's heads lolled back in ecstasy, blonde hair tangling in the leaves and dirt. Their legs were wrapped tightly around the guides' waists, ankles locked behind their backs. Obscene grunts and slurps filled the air as the boys pounded into them mercilessly, their thick African cocks stretching the wives' white cunts to their limits.
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Suddenly, one of the women let out a piercing scream as she was overwhelmed by a mind-blowing climax. Her massive tits bounced wildly as she convulsed in pleasure, the other woman soon joining her in a chorus of screams and moans. The fishermen could only stare, mouths agape, as the two white wives clung desperately to their young black lovers, completely lost in their climaxes. The native boys continued to pound into them relentlessly, their powerful hips slapping against pale flesh.
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As the women came down from their highs, they kissed their guides passionately, tongues intertwined. Sweat glistened on their skin in the dappled sunlight filtering through the canopy. They remained locked together, panting heavily, for several long moments before finally pulling apart.
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Meanwhile, a few yards away, a pair of crocodiles broke the surface of the river, their scaly hides glistening in the sunlight. They had been sunning themselves on the bank when the commotion began, and now they dove back into the water, swimming away from the riverbank as if sensing the strange and provocative scene unfolding there. The surrounding wildlife remained unaware of the sexual debauchery taking place, continuing with their daily routines as if nothing was amiss.
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The fishermen sat stunned in their boats, eyes fixed on the spectacle before them. They had never seen anything like this - white women behaving like common whores with local guides in broad daylight. It was a sight that would be burned into their memories for years to come.
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Flowing through the heart of Central Africa, the Kasai River stood as a vital left bank tributary of the mighty Congo River, its waters weaving a path of beauty and intrigue through the diverse landscapes of the region. Beginning its journey in central Angola, the river meandered eastward before tracing the border between Angola and the Democratic Republic of Congo, where it turned northward, serving as a natural boundary before merging into the vast expanse of the DRC. 
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As the Kasai River snaked its way through the lush vegetation and rugged terrain of Central Africa, its waters teemed with life, supporting a rich ecosystem of flora and fauna that thrived in its fertile embrace. Dense forests lined the riverbanks, echoing with the calls of exotic birds and the rustling of leaves, while colorful flowers and towering trees painted a picture of natural abundance and vital along its meandering course.
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Amid this untamed wilderness, a group of European explorers, Cecile de Vendome and Celestine Fontvel, two early thirties heavily busted French Riviera teachers and active member of the secretive ‘White Sluts for Africa’ club embarked on an expedition down the Kasai River. To team up with them were their assigned well hung early twenties local guides, Matondo, Josemar and Alakai. Their eyes alight with curiosity and wonder as they navigated the waterway's twists and turns. 
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As they journeyed deeper into the heart of Central Africa, the explorers encountered local fishermen who plied their trade on the river; their colorful boats bobbing gently on the water's surface as they cast their nets in search of a bountiful catch. The explorers, intrigued by the sight of the fishermen and their traditional wooden boats, paused to observe their time-honored fishing techniques and methods, struck by the harmony between man and nature that defined life along the Kasai River. 
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Engaging with the fishermen, the explorers learned about the importance of the river as a source of sustenance and livelihood for the local communities, gaining a newfound appreciation for the interconnectedness between humans and the natural world. As the expedition continued downstream, the small group of explorers encountered a series of rapids and challenging waterways that tested their skills and resolve, requiring them to navigate treacherous currents and overcome obstacles in their path. 
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Guided by their sense of adventure and a spirit of camaraderie, the explorers worked together to navigate the river's challenges, forging bonds of friendship and mutual respect amidst the rugged beauty of the Kasai River. 
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Through their encounters with the local fishermen and their experiences navigating the river's waters, the explorers gained a deeper understanding of the Kasai River's significance as a lifeline for the communities that depended on its waters for survival. As they continued on their expedition, they carried with them a sense of awe and reverence for the natural world and the timeless mysteries that awaited them along the course of the majestic Kasai River. 
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Cecile knew about these getaways but not about what went on when her local guide and his mates Alakai and Josemar took off for the weekend. Before Matondo became a guide, they used to go fishing down on the Kasai River and pick up a few European tourist females and have a little orgy back in the riverbanks. On occasion, they would even gangbang any easy slut who was up for it. 
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Cecile de Vendome had been involved with both Alakai and Josemar in wild frat parties and orgies, and it was after these gatherings that she met Matondo. Matondo remained unaware of Cecile's previous wild escapades with Alakai and Josemar, mistakenly believing that the brazen buxom married teacher was more conservative than she actually was - at least until their initial meeting.
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When she started her six month journey in Africa and became an active ‘White Sluts for Africa’ club member, the bombshell black cock addicted slut wife had offered herself to four native freshmen the night of her arrival in the continent. Even at the hotel during their connecting flight, she gave the night auditor a furious sloppy blow job in his car in the parking lot. The insatiable horny bitch also took two more in a narrow closet while her husband was finishing paying at a restaurant lodge, while he was chatting with the owner about his water system projects in the continent where he was heavily donating.
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Before meeting Matondo as his local guide, the knocked out French bombshell blonde teacher had sex in all kinds of outrageous places with natives in slums and local students at campuses. Cecile loved the thrill of being caught and was once handcuffed and fucked up the ass by a Park Ranger on the bonnet of his Jeep in the outback. She never did get that exhibitionist fine from flashing her all natural incredibly big tits. He was hung like a horse and loved her insane 36GG rack of natural boobs. 
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At thirty-two, Cecile's compulsive craving for dark meat had reached its peak. However, the truth was that both her local native guide Matondo and she harbored thoughts of passionate encounters that remained unspoken between them. They each held secrets of past conquests and events, past lovers, and unbridled desires - memories that flooded back to Cecile as she recalled their initial meeting.
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Few days after starting teaching at the Kinshasa University, Cecile had entered one of the small, cluttered offices located at the far end of the administrative building, the scent of dust and old paper filling her nostrils. She approached the counter, expecting to find a seasoned employee, but instead was greeted by a young man who looked barely eighteen. His skin was smooth and dark as night, stretched taut over lean muscles that rippled beneath his tight polo shirt. 
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Low-slung jeans hung from his hips, accentuating his narrow waist and hinting at powerful thighs beneath. But it was the enormous bulge pushing against the front of those jeans that caught Cecile's eye, promising a very impressive specimen of African manhood, causing her clit tingling by the second.
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“Matondo?” Cecile asked dubiously as she reached the counter. 
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“That’s me,” the native student confirmed. “What can I do you for?”
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"I-I'm sorry," Cecile stammered, trying to tear her gaze away from his crotch. "I'm new here. Alakai and Josemar sent me to pick up my campus passing badge" She hoped mentioning the students would lend her some credibility with this handsome native stranger.
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As she presented her teacher card, Matondo picked up her ID and studied it closely, his dark eyes widening alarmingly as he examined it. 
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“This is a seasonal card,” he said, sounding surprised.
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“That’s right, I’m a new seasonal teacher.” The stacked sex goddess French blonde confirmed. She shrugged her light jacket off and laid it on the counter beside her. 
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Cecile noticed the way the native student’s gaze lifted from the campus ID card in his ebony hands to the swell of her phenomenal chest in the super tight blouse she was wearing. Perhaps she could use that to her advantage to get her badge quickly so she could keep going through the rest of her campus registration steps left and head to her next class on time.
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“That’s the new ID they provided you? I heard they made new ones lately, Matondo confirmed with a confident ton, his eyes returning to small slits as he further inspected the ID card. 
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“Of course,” Cecile replied, making a point of breathing deeply, causing her expansive chest to swell out enticingly.
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“Hum, I still need to complete a form but our computer here has been slowed,” remarked Matondo dejectedly. “An old item.”
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Cecile reached up slowly and seductively and unbuttoned the top two buttons on her blouse. The neckline gaped open as the pressure was relieved, displaying a considerable portion of the top of her incredible chest and her deep cleavage. There was also a hint of Cecile’s lacy white bra that contained her full and firm 36GG cup tits that seemed to have this native student so hypnotized. The insanely busty bombshell blonde leaned forward on the counter, giving Matondo an unobstructed view of her obscene cleavage down the front of her blouse. 
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“Is it hot in here or is it just me?” The knockout beauty teacher with ridiculously huge, natural, milk-filled udders asked, her voice a sexy purr.
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Matondo's gaze remained fixed on Cecile's incredible chest, his eyes widening as she leaned forward even more, pressing her luscious breasts together. Another button popped open on her blouse, revealing even more of her impressive assets and the lacy white bra that strained to contain them.
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"Sorry, but it feels quite uncomfortable in these tight clothes, it's just so stuffy in here without air conditioning, "Cecile complained, fanning herself with her hand while shifting slightly so that her breasts jiggled enticingly.
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“Maybe I should take my blouse off completely."
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Matondo's breath hitched in his throat at the suggestion. He licked his African lips nervously, his eyes flicking between Cecile's face and her cleavage.
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"I-I don't know if that's necessary," he stammered, but the bulge in his pants betrayed his true thoughts.
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‘I can set your badge up in two hours without you completing the form," Matondo said, trying to slow down the growing sexual tension, his eyes locked onto Cecile's jumbo chest.
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The impatient bombshell teacher was not willing
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