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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. 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 grimy back alleys of an African slum, a tourist bus driver's eyes widened as he witnessed a scene that defied belief. A stunning blonde woman in her thirties, dressed like a whore, stepped out of a beaten-up car accompanied by a young native pimp. As she walked towards the group of eight dirty vagrants seated amidst the litter, they looked around nervously, fearing a setup. 
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The pimp reassured them with a wave of his hand, and they relaxed visibly. With a curt gesture, he directed the blonde female towards them. Without hesitation, she sank to her knees and began servicing them one by one, her blonde hair bobbing as she sucked their cocks. Freed from her tiny dress, her massive breasts bounced with each movement.
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Bending against a makeshift wall for support, she hiked up her dress and exposed herself fully to the public setting. The vagrants took turns pounding into her fuck holes, gripping her hair and squeezing her huge udders as she climaxed repeatedly like the whore she was. Eventually, they forced her into an ass-to-mouth scenario, cleaning their filthy behinds with her mouth and tongue. To the bus driver's disbelief, she seemed to revel in this degradation, stroking their cocks with her free hands until she had cleaned the next dirty ass.
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As the bombshell blonde continued to service the vagrants, the pimp turned to a group of passerby outcasts and shouted,
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"Hey, you all! Want a turn with this white slut? Only a few dimes each!"
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The outcasts hesitated briefly before eagerly approaching, lining up to take their turn with the insatiable eager blonde. Then, with a savage intensity, all eight vagrants vigorously double penetrated the female in heat as more inhabitants joined the open-air gangbang, deafening orgasmic screams and moans of ecstasy were heard echoing through the immediate surroundings.
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The bus driver watched in stunned silence, wondering what tragic circumstances had led such a gorgeous, stacked blonde to sink so low in life, willingly degrading herself for the amusement of slum dwellers and outcasts.
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In the heart of Kinshasa, the capital of the Democratic Republic of Congo, a small repair shop clung to life amidst the sprawling slums. Nestled between crumbling mud-brick houses on Rue des Palmes, the shop seemed untouched by time. Its faded sign, barely legible beneath layers of grime, read "Réparations Automobiles Mbutu". Inside, the air was thick with heat and the smell of motor oil. A single bare bulb cast a weak glow over rusted tools and broken-down vehicles, offering a glimpse into a world forgotten by progress.

––––––––
[image: ]


The musty smell of neglect lingered in the air, as if the place hadn't been properly cleaned or maintained for years. The mechanics' worn-out plaids, once used to lay on while inspecting or repairing underneath the cars, were scattered haphazardly, stained with grease and dirt. Scattered across the shop, both inside and outside, were vehicles in various states of disrepair. The rusted shells of cars, missing windows and dented panels, were parked haphazardly in the limited space available.
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Car parts, some strewn on the floor and others stacked haphazardly on shelves, created a chaotic atmosphere. The air was heavy with a sense of neglect and abandonment. The sound of bustling traffic and distant conversations echoed through the narrow streets, blending with the occasional blaring of car horns and the rhythmic beat of music from nearby shops. 
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Within this dilapidated space, a group of weary mechanics toiled amidst the discarded remnants of broken-down vehicles. The shop's surroundings told a story of poverty and struggle. Piles of rusty car parts scattered haphazardly, creating a maze-like path through the cluttered workspace. Old tires, worn and deflated, leaned against the walls, while discarded oil drums and scrap metal lay forgotten in the corners.
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The African crew that worked there appeared just as impoverished as the surroundings. Their worn-out overalls and grease-stained hands spoke volumes about their hard work and dedication amidst the challenging circumstances. Their dark faces bore the weight of time spent battling against the odds, yet they persevered, doing their best to provide essential services to the local community. 
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In one corner, a discarded couch served as a makeshift waiting area for customers. Its worn-out cushions offered little comfort, mirroring the hardships faced by those who sought assistance from Réparations Automobiles Mbutu. Within the confines of this modest repair shop, the spirit of resilience and resourcefulness prevailed. Despite the lack of resources and the overwhelming poverty, the crew at Mthembu Auto Repairs continued to work diligently, offering their expertise to keep the community's vehicles on the road.
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Cecile de Vendome strutted into the repair car shop in the heart of the slum. Active member of the secretive ‘‘White Sluts for Africa’ club, the gorgeous statuesque French married blonde nymphomaniac was officially a seasonal lecture teacher at the nearest campus. Her phenomenal curves were accentuated by her provocative attire. Devilishly sheer black thigh-high fishnets clung to her long legs, held up by a garter belt that peeked out from beneath the hem of her ridiculously tiny jean skirt. The skirt was so short that it barely covered her ass and crotch, and when it rode up with each step, it became clear that she wasn't wearing any underwear. 
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Her massive 36GG breasts strained against an undersized crop top, the fabric stretched taut across her chest and barely containing her ample cleavage. An open buttoned jean jacket hung loosely on her frame, barely covering her bulky assets and leaving little to the imagination. With every step, she exuded an air of confidence and sexuality that screamed"Whore." It was clear that she was being pimped out by Okomi, her local young nineteen-year-old native guide who had stepped in beside her.
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Unsurprisingly, the atmosphere had instantly shifted. The mechanics and crew, their eyes widening with curiosity, paused their work to steal glances at the unexpected sight of an attractive and provocative voluptuous European woman penetrating their humble domain. The stares were intense, as if they had never met such a presence before. Unfortunately, Okomi’s Jeep had a mechanical issue, forcing them to seek help in this rundown garage. For some reasons, the garage owner was not present. However, his twenty-five-year-old son, Uoza took charge of overseeing the day's operations at the car shop with the help of his mates, Walula and Kaidi who were about the same age and like the rest of the crew, they were Congolese individuals with jet black skin. 
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The immensely gorgeous and incredibly stacked married bombshell blonde teacher felt her clit tingling as her eyes studied their bodies. Instantly captivated, she felt that unmistakable and irresistible craving of submitting to them. Despite their slim frame, their muscles rippled with strength due to the physical demands of their work. Beads of sweat glistened on their brows and trickled down their faces, evidence of the sweltering heat and his unwavering commitment to their tasks and lack of proper air conditioning. 
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As the three Congolese young men paced through the cluttered workspace, their eyes, dark and piercing, seemed to hold a certain intensity and lust. When their gazes briefly met Cecile's voluptuous figure, a chill ran down her spine and her aching nipples threatened to burst out. They had barely looked at her and the Queen of Spades already felt completely submissive to the point that at a snap of their fingers, she would obey without hesitation and crawl on her hands and knees or onto all fours to service them.
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Okomi had noticed what was going on and as he spoke to Uoza, all kept their eyes on the bombshell teacher’s humongous cleavage. After a moment that seemed a long agonizing wait to Cecile, they finally found a moment to inspect the car. It became evident that the fuel pump had failed, but to their dismay, there was no replacement available, even when she offered to pay for it. Faced with limited options, even renting a car seemed challenging in this state of disrepair. Feeling frustrated, Cecile decided to venture outside and stumbled upon a door labeled "repairs shop."
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Pushing it open, she found herself in a surprisingly quiet and empty space, a stark contrast to the busyness of the main shop. Walking across the echoing concrete floor in her heels, Cecile surveyed the various tools and machines, trying to decipher their purpose. As her eyes scanned around, she noticed two greasy, baggy-uniformed young men engaged in conversation nearby. Both she and her horny body immediately recognized Walula and Kaidi, as she felt an instant dampness spreading between her thighs as her eyes glued at their very promising bulging crotches. The sudden realization that they were the focus of her attention made them turn towards her, their eyes meeting with hers.
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The crew's greasy appearances were not surprising, as everyone in the shop seemed to bear the marks of their labor. Yet, it was Cecile's incredible voluptuous curves, with her European pale skin, and striking beauty, that caused a stir in this unfamiliar setting. The stares and the bulging into their pants intensified as they were not accustomed to see someone like her in their everyday lives. Suddenly, the palpable sexual tension got disrupted when the garage door flung open to Uoza who stepped behind a nearby hood. Since Okomi was no longer around, Cecile thought that the black young man would be addressing her shortly about the car situation.
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As she paced towards him, the blonde beauty wife looked down and realized that her revealing denim top had loosened a bit. When she studied the closest chair, it was obvious that the spot would give the Congolese young man a bird's eye view of her gigantic full white breasts. Being exposed like that really turned the horny bombshell as she felt her arousal levels picking up by the seconds. 
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On an impulse, Cecile decided to tease him a bit more by allowing him to have a glance at a more intimate part of her killer curves in case Uoza came over or even just looked over at her form from the hood. The dream blonde babe didn't tighten up her short denim skirt. Instead, she loosened it up a bit more as she reached to the chair. It allowed her jean top to open even more, dramatically accentuating her obscene cleavage. 
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When she sat down, Cecile positioned herself so that her shaped butt was on the edge of the hard plastic chair. The sculptural blonde crossed her infinite legs in a lady like fashion and leaned back to read a magazine. That caused her tiny denim skirt to ride up her thighs and Cecile could feel the warm air on her hot exposed horny pussy. Almost as soon as she did it, the sexy wife teacher started having second thoughts about what she was doing. Cecile was just getting ready to scoot back into the chair and cover herself up again when Uoza came back up to the hood to look over some papers there and the nymphomaniac blonde froze. 
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The gorgeous babe was afraid that it would've been obvious that she was deliberately flashing if she hastily tried to cover up now. Aware of how irresistible she was, Cecile just pretended that she wasn't aware of what her dream body was revealing. Unsurprisingly, from over the top of the magazine though, she could see him devouring her from the corner of his dark eyes. She gulped down though didn't dare look up at him. Uoza was working on more paperwork or at least pretend to, while he never took his eyes off the voluptuous blonde beauty. Not having her guide, Okomi, around, Cecile felt very excited and a bit nervous at the same time. 
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If he had left, there were some good chances that he had updated Uoza about the ‘White Sluts for Africa’ club which meant that the Congolese young man was in a presence of one of the easiest nymphomaniac white preys. Cecile wished she could catch a glance at Uoza’s crotch though she realized her spot was not at the most appropriate sight angle. 
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Still, her aching pussy was on fire and soaking wet. The insatiable slut could feel her boiling

[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]




[image: ]




d2d_images/cover.jpg
CECILE de VENDOME
in

KINSHASA SLUM
TEACHERS AUTO
REPAIR WHORES

Cyril Norbay





d2d_images/image001.jpg





d2d_images/image002.jpg





d2d_images/scene_break.png





