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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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Tiekorou was a thirty year old dock worker built from years of heavy lifting. His dark skin was thick and rough from the Mauritius Islands sun, and his hands were stained with grease that never quite came off. He usually started his shift at the Port Louis docks around 3 AM, but that night, something different caught his eye.
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He saw three women walking into a seedy back alley side room, women who looked way too beautiful to be street walkers. They had thick, curvy bodies that practically begged for attention, and they looked like they were just finishing a shift.
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Tiekorou pulled his car up and followed them inside. The neighborhood was a decaying maze of narrow back alleys and crumbling concrete, tucked away from the main streets of Port Louis. 
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At this late hour, the alley remained silent apart from the occasional metallic clang from the warehouses early shift crews. It was the kind of place where the streetlights flickered like they were dying and the air always felt heavy with the smell of old trash and damp stone. Everything felt worn down, peeling paint on walls, graffiti sprayed over cracked brick, and shadows that seemed to swallow anything that moved through them. 
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Inside, the room felt strangely detached from the rest of the city. It had once been a modest warehouse office hidden behind a rusted roller door at the rear of an aging delivery bay in Port Louis. Just large enough to serve as a modest hideout, the former warehouse office had gradually become an unofficial nighttime refuge for those who lived on the margins. 
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Most evenings, a small circle of local thugs, small-time dealers, and neighborhood regulars gathered there to unwind over cold beers, passing around a smoky blunt while dirty hip-hop played from an old speaker. 
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The worn sectional sofa and mismatched plastic chairs surrounded a scarred coffee table buried beneath overflowing ashtrays, empty bottles, cigarette packets, loose banknotes, and discarded lighters. 
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An aging refrigerator hummed quietly in the corner beneath shelves cluttered with forgotten odds and ends. The stained concrete walls, scarred by peeling paint and faded graffiti, reflected the room's years of neglect, while flickering fluorescent tubes cast an uneven glow through the lingering haze of cannabis smoke. The distant rumble of trucks moving through Port Louis' industrial district reminded everyone that the port never truly slept.
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The three voluptuous hookers looked like they had just finished a long, sweaty shift on the streets. Their clothes were disheveled, pulled tight over thick, curvy bodies that seemed too much for the cheap fabric. They moved with a tired, hungry kind of grace, their skin glowing under the flickering light like they were ready to be handled.
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They weren't just walking in; they were walking straight to their pimps. Without ceremony, each one settled onto the lap of a local thug, kissing them passionately, mashing their humongous melons against their African bulls chest, nipples poking aggressively. They were already in a haze, eyes heavy and lips wet, kissing their partners with a desperate kind of need.
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They were beautiful, but they belonged to the room now. The way they leaned into the thugs, the way they let themselves be touched, it was clear they were there to be used, shared, and completely taken apart by the low-life men surrounding them.
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Tiekorou froze. His eyes locked onto their hands as they gripped the thugs, and his stomach did a slow roll. There, they were shiny gold wedding bands catching the sickly light, sitting right next to fresh spade tattoos on their skin. His mind raced. These weren't just street walkers. These were wives.
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He thought about their white husbands waiting for them, probably expecting them back from a late shift or a night out with friends. Instead, they were here, in a smoke-filled dump, throwing themselves onto the laps of the city's lowest scum. Was this some kind of twisted revenge fantasy? 
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Or were they respectable women living a complete double life, craving the degradation that only these outcasts could give them? The thought was disturbing, but he couldn't look away. The contrast between those wedding rings and the filthy room around them made his blood run hot.
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Port Louis was the capital of Mauritius, located on the island's northwest coast along one of the Indian Ocean's busiest natural harbors. Beyond its commercial port, the city stood only a short drive from the island's luxurious beachfront resorts, private villas, and white-sand beaches that attracted affluent visitors from around the world.
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Yet another side of Port Louis existed beyond the postcard scenery. Around the aging docks, warehouses, and industrial back streets, neglected alleys, delivery yards, and rundown buildings painted a far grittier picture. 
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The contrast between the island's exclusive coastal enclaves and the weathered working-class neighborhoods surrounding the port was as striking as it was difficult to ignore.
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The three stunningly gorgeous women had come from the sun-drenched glamour of the French Riviera, accustomed to a life of luxury and open marriages. Cecile de Vendome, Alexandrine de Coursy, and Amandine de Gouvion had followed their wealthy husbands on a six-month philanthropic journey across Africa, a mission dedicated to rebuilding impoverished local communities.
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This time, the mission had brought them to the remote school systems of Port-Louis in Mauritius.
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The heat in Port-Louis was thick and sticky, just like the arrangement the three French bombshells had made. Cecile, Alexandrine, and Amandine were used to the fancy life back on the Riviera, but they were bored out of their minds. 
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Their rich husbands were too busy playing hero, pouring massive amounts of money into school projects all over Africa. The women had played it perfectly. They whined loudly about being ignored, complaining bitterly that their husbands were too busy with work to touch them. They told their husbands straight up.
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"If you can't handle us, we'll go find someone else to handle us. We want to be whored out by the locals."
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Their husbands didn't even blink. They were used to their wives' crazy "Queen of Spades" lifestyle. They agreed quickly, making a dirty deal that suited everyone. So the plan was set. While the husbands hung out in fancy resorts, sipping expensive drinks and seducing local women, their slutty wives went slumming. 
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Every night, after their teaching duties were done, Cecile, Alexandrine, and Amandine would strip off their professional clothes and dress up in the tiniest, sluttiest outfits they could find. They headed straight for the seedy parts of Port-Louis, where the streets were dark and the inhabitants outcasts were rough.
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They didn't care about being polite or classy anymore. They wanted to be pimped out by local thugs and street gangs. They wanted to feel the raw power of dark, local cocks. The three bombshells were completely addicted to the thrill of being whored out in these dirty parts of town, and they couldn't wait to get started.
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Each woman was a striking specimen of Riviera beauty, possessing the kind of curves that commanded attention in any setting. Cecile de Vendome carried a heavy 36GG bust that strained tightly against her designer tops, her massive breasts swaying provocatively with every step. 
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Alexandrine de Coursy boasted an even more provocative 34HH, her humongous jugs practically spilling out of any clothing she wore. Amandine de Gouvion, though slightly more compact with her 40DD, possessed a presence that was equally undeniable.
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They were often described by their social circles as "Fuck sticks with boobs" tall, lithe figures with long, elegant limbs that served as the perfect frame for their massive, swaying breasts. Every inch of them seemed built for the very purpose they had discussed with their husbands, to be used and bred by the powerful, street gangs young men of the island.
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Cecile de Vendome was always the first to hunt for trouble. While Amandine and Alexandrine were still spending an extra night with their husbands, Cecile’s man had flown out early. The blonde slut didn't even bother accompanying him to the airport. 
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As soon as his cab drove off, she was already in her bedroom, aggressively picking out the sluttiest outfits she owned. She was ready to slum, ready to be picked up in seedy bars like the total whore she wanted to be.
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After a couple of strong Martini Vodkas that had already made her feel wonderfully tipsy, the frustrated, horny bombshell blonde married teacher walked out of the sweaty slum bar into the pleasant night air, stepping into the seedy lot. 
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On this free night when she should have been getting blacked from here to eternity, the only native patrons around were either ugly, gay, or already busy banging some cute college girl. Across the lot, Cecile spotted a small group of young Mauritian native. The group across the lot consisted of four young Mauritian men who looked like trouble incarnate. 
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They were clearly street thugs, the kind of guys who probably dropped out of school before they hit fifteen and carried criminal records as long as the massive, dark cocks they surely packed between their legs. Cecile stared at them, her heart hammering against her ribs. 
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"Cecile, what the hell are you doing?" she whispered to herself. 
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It was one thing to find a handsome African student to bang, but these men were different. They were dangerous. They were real thugs. Her gaze drifted over their muscular frames, their dark skin gleaming under the dim parking lot lights. 
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They were hunky, hot, and clearly wanted her. The thought sent a sharp, electric thrill straight to her crotch. She was a married woman, a teacher, a lady of high society, and yet here she was, standing in a dark parking lot, practically begging for the attention of four local thugs.
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Walking towards her car, her chest beating like drums, the five feet eleven inch tall amazon blonde stood in beside her car, holding the handle of the open door; they were dangerous, they'd probably rape her but you couldn't be raped if you wanted it and Cecile wanted it so bad. 
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Did it matter if they were uneducated or wouldn't be welcome at her ? She was only going to fuck them, not marry them. Dear God, she prayed, she was going to fuck them, all four of them, in all her horny juicy married holes. 
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Cecile left her purse sitting on the front seat and dropped her keys carelessly onto the pavement, kicking them back toward the tire so they'd be out of sight. Taking a long, shaky breath, the bombshell blonde turned away from the car and walked straight toward the group of inhabitants.
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"Hello, boys. My name is Cecile," she said, her voice steady despite the pounding of her heart.

––––––––
[image: ]


The tall one nearest her sneered, his eyes narrowing suspiciously. His muscles rippled powerfully under his dark skin as he stepped closer. Behind him, his friends leaned against a rusted van, grinning and laughing loudly as if she had just told some ridiculous joke.
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"And?" he barked, his tone slightly mocking.
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"And I want to go somewhere quiet with you and your friends so we can fuck," Cecile said plainly, offering them a slow, wicked smile.
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That stopped their laughter instantly. The tall Mauritius man's expression shifted from amusement to genuine confusion.
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‘What? You playing with us, lady? You setting us up for something?" he spat, his eyes cautiously darting around the parking lot. 
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He looked genuinely suspicious, almost paranoid, as if he expected a squad of police or a hidden camera to jump out from behind the shadows at any second. Cecile didn't blink. Instead, the horny nympho reached down and grabbed the hem of her tiny dress, pulling it sharply downward. 
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Her massive, heavy and succulent 36GG breasts popped free from the top, swaying freely in the warm night air as she exposed herself completely to their hungry stares.
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"No set up. I just want a nice, bareback hard fuck, and you guys look like exactly the kind of native African bulls I need." she said firmly, her voice dripping with confidence.
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The four young natives went completely silent. Their mouths hung open slightly as they stared at her exposed skin
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