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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, and kinky actions. There are no cuckolding scenes in any of my stories. The ‘N’ word is used for excitement only. The consenting main character is submissive, sexually free 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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It had only been a week since the bombshell blonde campus lecture teacher was defeated, depowered, and tamed by her local native guide and pimp. She now enthusiastically obeyed him without question. The once respectable French Riviera socialite and married wife was now scandalously clad in ripped fishnets, thigh-high heels, a miniscule skirt, and a devilishly undersized crop top that displayed an Ace of Spades tattoo on her flat tummy and showcased an obscene amount of tit flesh spilling out from her immense all-natural rack. On command, she begrudgingly fell to her knees and took her first paying customer into her slutty mouth, moaning softly as she obeyed her master.
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As the black owned blonde bombshell knelt in the alley, passersby stared in disbelief at the sight of such a gorgeous, well-endowed married woman debasing herself. Murmurs filled the air. "What is she doing here?, “Look at those assets, wasted on this filth." The sound of her moans and the splatter of her squirting juices on the dirty ground indicated she was thoroughly enjoying herself. She had deliberately dressed like a cheap whore to be degraded in this dangerous slum, proudly serving as a 'White Sluts for Africa' club member on duty.
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Her pimp, an eighteen-year-old native with a muscular build and piercing eyes, watched her performance with a satisfied smirk. Dressed in baggy jeans and a tight tank top that showed off his physique, he exuded an air of dominance. Bored with the scene, he turned and strutted away, his gold chains glinting in the dim light of the alley. With a dismissive wave, he called out dejectedly.
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"Alright, I'm out. White ho is sucking on round one. If you want some pussy or ass, wait for rounds two and three and she likes being double-teamed too. And don't forget to throw a quarter in the jar; that's all that cheap whore is worth anyway." He winked at the onlookers before disappearing into an old van parked nearby,
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As he owned her, she was nothing more than one of his stable of cheap white whores to him. He headed to side streets to visit his other white whores he had previously broken and fully Africanized.  Only faint moaning and slurping sounds, and the occasional groan of native inhabitant filling her mouth with cum told him that business was still going smoothly.
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West Point slum in Liberia, Africa, was a place of immense struggle and hardship. The streets were filled with poverty and despair, where families lived in cramped, makeshift shelters made of corrugated metal and scrap materials. The lack of basic amenities like clean water and proper sanitation made daily life a constant battle for survival.

––––––––
[image: ]


The poverty in West Point was palpable, with children playing barefoot in the dirt and families struggling to put food on the table. The streets were crowded with vendors selling goods of questionable quality, trying to eke out a meager living. Crime and gang violence were rampant, making it one of the most dangerous slums in the world. The residents of West Point faced daily challenges and dangers, from the threat of disease due to poor living conditions to the risk of violence and exploitation. 
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The lack of access to education and healthcare further perpetuated the cycle of poverty and hopelessness in the community. Despite the harsh realities of life in West Point, the residents showed incredible resilience and strength in the face of adversity. They formed tight-knit communities and looked out for one another, finding solace and support in their shared struggles. The spirit of solidarity and determination shone through the darkness of poverty, offering a glimmer of hope amidst the despair.
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In a random side alley within the bustling West Point slum, darkness descended early in the evening, casting long shadows over the narrow path. The alley was a labyrinth of makeshift shelters, stacked haphazardly against each other, creating a claustrophobic and maze-like environment. Piles of debris and discarded items littered around, creating an obstacle course for anyone who dared to navigate through the alley. 
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The air was thick with the stench of rotting garbage and sewage, mingling with the acrid smell of smoke from small cooking fires that dotted the alleyway. Flickering lights from bare bulbs strung overhead cast a dim and eerie glow, barely illuminating the path ahead. The sound of distant chatter and laughter mixed with the occasional wail of a crying child, creating a cacophony of noise that echoed off the walls of the surrounding buildings.

––––––––
[image: ]


As the evening wore on, the alley came alive with activity. Silhouettes of figures moved furtively in the shadows; their faces obscured by the darkness. Suspicious glances were exchanged, and whispered conversations filled the air, hinting at hidden dealings and illicit activities. The atmosphere was tense and charged with an undercurrent of danger, as if the very walls of the alley held secrets that were best left undiscovered.
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At thirty-two-year-old, living in an open marriage, Cecile de Vendome will be staying on this area only for a few days. She was accompanying her wealthy husband, a generous philanthropist who was heavily donating in water systems and housing rehabilitations in African slums to help the local poor communities.
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The couple was living a luxurious life on the French Riviera, however when Better Africa Inc, had reached out to her husband for several philanthropic projects across the African continent, the couple didn’t hesitate one second. Being a high school teacher, Cecile will be touring the African campus to deliver seasonal academic campus lectures and occasional teaching at slums schools.
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The couple tour schedule had been meticulously tailored by Better Africa, Inc, a powerful network that had strong ties in most African industries. More clandestinely, one of its divisions was ‘White Sluts for Africa’, a secret club whose rich members like Cecile, were busty Queen of Spades nymphomaniacs. For those insatiable freaks, being black cock obsessed was one thing. The club was offering them their ultimate fantasies they openly admitted. 
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Being used in frat parties at campus by as much local students as possible and having gangbangs in slums by horny vagrants and outcasts and even better, by street gangs in dirty alleys. Deep inside, those naturally submissive sluts’ wives would not only fulfill their darkest fantasies but would give a lifetime sexual experience to the slum natives inhabitants. 
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To ensure their safety, Better Africa, Inc had implemented a large-scale vaccinations program in slums and campuses. With the intensive to have the opportunity to score one of those well-endowed married ‘White sluts for Africa’ club members, local young men would have to keep their health card updated. No health card updated, no white pussy, no white big tits slut to score.
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The busty white females were assigned a well-connected and -well hung- local guide to protect them during their stay on each city. The lucky dude would not only own them during their stay but will share and pimp them around. Cecile de Vendome didn’t hesitate a second to pay the $60,000 renewable membership club fee. Being promised to be fucked by a stream of slabs of dark meat everyday was just too much to resist.
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Part of the fee would provide a generous income to her guides, and when the buxom spouse teacher will be pimped out, local inhabitants’ males would not pay more than twenty-five cents for a fuck. This adding another layer of depravation into Cecile’s perverted mind, the exquisite thrill of feeling like a cheap whore in the dirtiest settings on earth was an incredible turn on, promising the most powerful climaxes.
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Cecile de Vendome was an assumed Queen of spades nymphomaniac; she knew this perfectly well. She had turned into a complete slut whose entire life revolved around young black cock, thinking about it, planning how to get it and fucking it. For years, to all, she was an impeccable sophisticated French Riviera prim upper class spouse, the dedicated high school teacher; her days filled with teaching and Sunday church. 
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Outwardly Cecile remained still the same, even if her very wealthy husband was always busy in his several businesses. Living in a million-dollar mansion in the St-Tropez Gulf, their front lawn was neatly trimmed and not a weed sprouted from its borders, dust barely had time to settle on her freshly polished modern furniture before she brushed it away and her dinners were home cooked with only fresh ingredients.  But even as she was baking the cookies for the church sale she was thinking about cocks, about young, hard, big black cocks, fucking her, penetrating her holes, brutally, vigorously, sending her to heaven and back.
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That night, the modest bungalow located in a random neighborhood in Liberia where the couple had settled for their current project sounded empty. Her neighbors probably drinking or taking drugs or something equally destructive, Cecile de Vendome didn't care. All that mattered was that, with her husband away for business travels, the horny bombshell could cast aside her inhibitions, get into something slinky and sexy like this tight revealing black summer dress that left her 36GG big tits struggling to break free while displaying her Ace of spades tattoos. 
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The sexy buxom blonde wished her fellow teachers and ‘White sluts for Africa’ club fellow members Justine and Francine could join her on the pull, it was her first time solo, at least here in a Liberia ghetto seedy bar. With Goma, her local guide and assigned pimp, not coming back, it meant to Cecile was left alone on her own; and it was much harder than she had thought. Being highly respected inside the ghetto, Goma had spread some cautious words around before stepping out, maybe on his way to score or manage other white whores; it really did not matter.
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No harm, no marks, present patrons who had presenting him their updated health card and paid him twenty-five cents will be allowed to score the immensely chested white bitch, reduced to some white flesh meat to use. Maybe it was the late-night hour where, for safety or money reasons, local inhabitants had got home relatively early, Cecile didn’t expect it would be so hard to find a big black cock for a one-night stand, but it was. Struggling with the lack of A/C, the heavily chested blonde took her wine glass hardly touched - it had been weak and slightly sour anyway, much too cheap for her palette, and aimed to the back alley.
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It was so frustrating that none of the patrons had hit on her, only ogling at her massive 36GG monster tits, jutting out provocatively. They had elbowed each other, grinned, laughed, probably cat calling using their dialects. Cecile walked out of the seedy and sweaty bar into the pleasant night air, on a night when she should be getting cocked from here to eternity; the only patrons around were ugly, passed out drunks and about to walk home. After venturing few yards across the lot, Cecile could see a small group of young black thugs, they looked like gang members or other undesirables, in jeans and vests, tattoos on their jet-black African skin.
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Even if the voluptuous French babe desperately needed African slabs of dark meat to fix her insane itch that was aching into her boiling snatch, it was just better safe than sorry. Her massive jugs swaying obscenely, the voluptuous teacher started to walk back towards the bar, ready to scream 'rape' the moment one of them took a step in her direction. Feeling her heart racing under her giant fleshy chest, Cecile hurried along as she could feel their looks on her, mentally devouring and undressing her ultra provocative light dress.
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The sexy buxom babe glanced at them as she passed, even half a lot away and into the darkness, Cecile could see the desire written on their faces. But halfway to the bar back entrance, the black cock crazed nympho in her paused and turned, thinking, there were four young thugs, all hunky and horny and all wanting to fuck some eager easy white fuck meat.
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"Cecile, what are you thinking," she said to herself.  It was
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