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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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Menakor had been a native of Liberia all his life. At forty-five years old, he had spent nearly three decades working at Bong Mine, having first entered the mining industry when he was eighteen. 
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Like many men in the surrounding villages, he had built his entire existence around the rhythms of the mine. His family lived in a nearby settlement where most inhabitants depended on mining for their livelihood, and where conversations at the end of each day revolved around shifts, machinery, production targets, and the challenges of life in a community tied so closely to a single industry.
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Part of the vast mining complex had been reserved for workers who had previously served prison sentences and had been relocated to the area as part of rehabilitation programs. 

––––––––
[image: ]


Those former convicts were frequently assigned to some of the most demanding and isolated sections of the operation, including remote underground galleries and extraction zones far from the main camp. Although they remained an important part of the workforce, many villagers still viewed that section of the mine with a degree of caution.
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In recent months, the arrival of two volunteer teachers from abroad had brought a wave of optimism to the village. The voluptuous strikingly beautiful females had come to help train future educators at the local school, while their wealthy husbands had funded improvements to both the educational facilities and several community projects connected to the mine before travelling across the continent. 
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Their contributions had earned widespread gratitude, and the teachers quickly became respected figures within the community.

––––––––
[image: ]


One afternoon, as Menakor and his mining crew prepared to board the shuttle back to the village, the bush bus sat stalled on the road. As they waited, their attention was drawn to an unexpected sight of the two Caucasian volunteer teachers.
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It was well after school hours, and the mining site was nearing its closing time, yet the two buxom women had just been dropped off by a Jeep at the entrance of the former convict miners' section.
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Menakor and his mates stared in stunned silence at their ultra provocative attire. While they wore traditional loincloths on their lower halves, their tops were absurdly small crop tops with the word 'BLACKED' stretched across the fabric. 
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The scene grew even more jarring as the hulking miners greeted them. The bulky native men openly groped the women, their massive hands gripping their buttocks and humongous breasts with total familiarity, as if they possessed them.

––––––––
[image: ]


Instead of pulling away, the eager teachers leaned into the touch, wrapping slender arms around the dominant miners' necks and kissing them passionately.
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Menakor felt a knot tighten in his stomach, a mixture of confusion and a strange, rising heat. He watched as one of the miners hoisted a teacher onto his hip like she weighed nothing at all, her long toned legs wrapping around his waist as she giggled against his neck. 
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The other woman was already being led deeper into the mining camp, her hips swaying provocatively, the tight fabric of her top straining obscenely with every step.
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"They're teachers, how the hell are they here?" one of Menakor's mates muttered, his voice barely audible over the idling engine of the bush bus.
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"Doesn't matter. Look at how they're acting. They aren't here for a lesson, another replied, his eyes glued to the retreating figures. 

––––––––
[image: ]


The reality of the situation settled over the group like a heavy fog. These were women who commanded respect and authority in their village school, figures of stability and morality for the entire community. 
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Yet here they were, engaged in clandestine meetings with the most dangerous ex-convicts at the mine site—men who had been discarded by society and left to rot in the dust. 
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Menakor watched as one of the teachers leaned back, exposing her throat to a miner's rough beard as he growled something low into her ear. She didn't flinch; she purred. 
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The contrast was nauseating and hypnotic all at once. The very hands that graded papers and guided young minds were now buried deep in the flesh of criminals, claiming them with a desperate, hungry familiarity.
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"If the village elders saw this," Menakor whispered, his voice tight, "the whole school would burn down by morning."
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But no one moved to report them. No one spoke up.
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Bong Mine was located in central Liberia, in Bong County, roughly sixty miles northeast of Monrovia. The mining settlement sat among rolling hills covered with tropical vegetation, red dirt roads, and dense stretches of forest that extended far beyond the iron-ore operations.
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Small villages were scattered throughout the region, their residents relying on mining, farming, and local trade for their livelihoods. An old railway corridor passed through the area, and remnants of earlier mining infrastructure could still be found across the landscape, serving as reminders of the town's long industrial history.
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The mining campground was a sprawling complex built to house hundreds of workers employed throughout the operation. Rows of modest accommodations, maintenance workshops, equipment yards, warehouses, and administrative buildings stretched across the site in a practical layout designed around the demands of the mine. 
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Shuttle buses transported workers between the camp and the various extraction areas, while heavy machinery moved continuously through the compound. 
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As evening approached, powerful floodlights illuminated large sections of the campground, making it resemble a self-contained industrial town surrounded by the forests and hills of rural Liberia.
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Momolu had been born in Liberia and had spent most of his life in Bong County. A mistake in his twenties had earned him a five-year prison sentence, but after serving the first year, he and several other inmates were offered an alternative. The mining operators at Bong Mine needed workers for some of the most demanding underground sections of the operation, and those willing to take the assignment could earn a reduction in their sentences.
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Momolu and a group of inmates chose the Bong mine over prison. They had spent the past year behind bars sculpting their bodies through relentless calisthenics, emerging as chiseled, hulking men. 
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This physical transformation became their greatest asset, allowing them to endure the brutal labor of lifting and hauling in the mine's harshest sectors. And by the time they arrived at Bong Mine, they possessed the strength and endurance required for the harsh work awaiting them beneath the surface.
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The underground operation demanded constant effort. Heavy equipment had to be maintained, supplies transported through narrow galleries, and damaged infrastructure repaired in difficult conditions. Over the months, Momolu proved reliable enough to earn the trust of supervisors, eventually becoming responsible for one of the older underground sectors. 
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His position gave him access to areas rarely seen by outsiders, including abandoned extraction chambers, maintenance galleries, storage bays, and sections of rail track left behind from earlier phases of the mine's development. The work was exhausting, but it provided structure, responsibility, and the possibility of building a future once his sentence ended.
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While performing repairs near Cecile's village hut, Momolu had caught her staring at him.. Her gaze was intense, her eyes tracing the lines of his muscles with an unmistakable hunger. He had introduced himself cautiously, eventually inviting her to the mine. 
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When he mentioned showing her the underground section, a place he controlled with his own set of key, her curiosity ignited. Throughout their conversation, Momolu watched her bite her lip repeatedly, her nipples visibly hardening beneath her bikini top.
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The next day at 3:00 PM after the sculptural blonde babe teaching class at the village, Momolu pulled his Jeep behind the large school hut, the engine idling quietly in the shadows. His jaw nearly hit the floor when Cecile emerged. 
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She was wearing an undersized crop top with 'BLACKED' stretched across her chest. Her enormous 36GG breasts spilled over the fabric, and the revealing tattoo on her upper chest, 'Built for BBC' above a spade was impossible to miss.
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With plans to show her the industrial heart of the operation, he drove her toward the mine site in silence, both of them fully aware of what this meeting was about.
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Once there, the access tunnel descended steadily into the earth, leading to a network of reinforced galleries supported by steel beams and illuminated by powerful industrial lighting. 
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Thick electrical cables ran along the ceilings beside ventilation ducts that carried fresh air deep underground. Conveyor systems transported ore toward processing facilities, while maintenance bays housed drilling equipment, loaders, and spare machinery awaiting repairs.
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Farther below, older sections of the mine revealed the history of decades of extraction, with abandoned rail lines, weathered equipment, and vast chambers carved from the rock itself. The deeper they traveled, the more the underground complex resembled a hidden industrial city operating beneath the forests and hills of central Liberia. 
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The sexual tension thickened like the humid air around them. Cecile was clearly not wearing a bra, and with every step down the uneven path, her enormous 36GG breasts bounced and jiggled violently.
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The movement revealed obscene amounts of flesh from the sides and underneath, her cleavage spilling over the edge of the tiny top. She was perfectly aware of the effect her body had on Momolu. His constant, heavy stare made her clit throb with anticipation. 
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On his side, Momolu noticed her eyes darting toward his crotch several times, drawn to the unmistakable bulge pushing against his pants. Cecile's bullet nipples ached against the thin fabric of her crop top, hardening visibly as the heat between them became almost unbearable.
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Eventually, they reached one of the older extraction chambers, a massive space supported by enormous pillars of untouched rock where the sounds of distant machinery echoed through the darkness and disappeared into unseen tunnels beyond.
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In the dim light, Cecile’s body was staggering. Her tight, round ass, massive breasts, and long blonde hair paired with spectacular legs made Momolu's mind race, he could already picture those legs wrapped around his waist. It was almost impossible for him to keep his composure.
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It was hard to believe no one in the village had scored her yet. It was a wonder the local men hadn't all developed an erection just by looking at her. He could barely contain his own, that was for sure.
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Glancing down, he noticed her wedding ring and thought about the lucky man she called her husband. If he were in that man's place, he would certainly be screwing that hot woman nearly every night.
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Momolu realized she was eyeing the tent in his crotch, he hadn't done a very good job of concealing it after all, but he didn't let on that she'd caught him.
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"Listen, let ‘s take a break here. I have something I do need but it has nothing to do with the mine’ The sex goddess blonde purred.
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Before Momolu could answer, Cecile's hand reached out to his bulge. She rubbed the straining fabric for a moment before slowly pulling down his zipper.
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The buxom teacher pushed him back against the rough mine wall, yanking down his pants and underwear in one motion. His aching member sprang free, standing at full attention before her face.
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As she began to work on him, Momolu's mind raced with worry. If the Bongo site management found out his Liberian cock had been in a school volunteer teacher's mouth in a deep mine chamber, they would fire him on the spot. 
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He could see himself going straight back to prison to serve his full sentence. Jerking himself in his village hut was one thing; fucking a married school teacher in the mining site after hours was a completely different story.
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Within minutes, Cecile pulled away and stood up, stripping off her clothes in one fluid motion. She climbed onto the rough wooden workbench against the wall and spread her legs wide, exposing herself completely.
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"Fuck me, Momolu, right here on this bench," she pleaded, her voice raspy and desperate.
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Momolu stared at her, stunned. A married Caucasian school teacher was offering herself to him right here in the dirt and shadows of the mine Within minutes, Cecile pulled away and stood up, stripping off her clothes in one fluid motion. She climbed onto the rough wooden
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