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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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Drissa reluctantly followed his older brother through the filthy streets of Sikasso that night, still wondering why he had agreed to spend Konate’s birthday in a place like this. 
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The two brothers had grown into complete opposites over the years. Konate had abandoned school early and slowly drifted into the city’s underworld, spending his days selling drugs and hanging around with lowlife hustlers and street thugs. 
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Drissa, meanwhile, had stayed focused on university and had recently become one of the brightest students at Sikasso University. Outside classes, he also volunteered as a tourist guide near Wongo National Park, helping foreign visitors discover the savanna landscapes surrounding southern Mali. But tonight, none of that mattered.
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As a birthday gift, Drissa had let Konate choose the bar, even if the rundown place looked nothing like the cafés and student spots he normally visited. On the way there, Konate had laughed excitedly about some weekly “bareback only” event involving lonely Caucasian women looking for rough local dirty sex. Drissa hadn’t really believed half the nonsense his older brother kept describing. Still, part of him remained curious enough to follow along.
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The moment they stepped inside, a thick wave of weed smoke and stale alcohol hit Drissa in the face. The music remained low for now, though the atmosphere already felt heavy and decadent. Several scantily dressed white women covered in spade tattoos lounged across booths and bar stools while rough-looking locals circled around them hungrily. 
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Most of the patrons looked like drifters, dealers, mechanics, petty criminals, and outcasts completely disconnected from university life. Drissa instantly felt uncomfortable.
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Since the main room was packed, Konate guided him toward the back section where another smaller bar operated beneath flickering neon lights. The atmosphere somehow looked even worse there. More smoke. More weed. More lowlifes laughing loudly over cheap beers.
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As the brothers ordered drinks, Drissa briefly noticed two gorgeous blondes on their thirties disappearing through a back exit beneath a glowing neon sign. He barely paid attention at first. But several minutes later, while sipping his beer, the university student suddenly froze.
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The two women were returning from the alley. Drissa recognized them instantly. They were the new seasonal lecturers from Sikasso University’s main campus. The shock nearly made him spill his drink. Both glamorous blondes, incredibly stacked, wore scandalously tight leopard-print tops overflowing with obscene pale tit flesh with the deepest cleavages, paired with tiny skirts that looked more suited for prostitutes than respected university staff. 
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Drissa had secretly fantasized about both women since their arrival on campus like most male students had. Even more surreal, the blondes had recently booked a Jeep safari excursion to Wongo National Park where Drissa himself would personally serve as their guide.
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And yet here they were. Inside a filthy bar surrounded by thugs and junkies. As his stunned eyes scanned them more carefully, Drissa noticed matching spade tattoos sitting proudly at the center of their upper chests alongside the words, BBC ADDICT.
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Then, without warning, two rough-looking outcasts walked straight toward the lecturers and aggressively kissed them in full view of the bar while openly groping their enormous breasts. The incredibly busty blondes didn’t resist. If anything, they seemed to melt eagerly into the embrace, their own hands instantly reaching toward the men’s crotches while laughter and vulgar comments erupted around the room.
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The entire scene felt completely unreal. The elegant foreign lecturers from Sikasso University suddenly looked less like teachers and more like shameless thrill-seekers openly offering themselves to the crowd of lowlifes surrounding them.

––––––––
[image: ]


Drissa sat speechless for several seconds, his own young cock stiffening against his pants. Then slowly, against his better judgment, the young university student began wondering if maybe Konate had been right all along. Perhaps this night really was going to become far more interesting than expected as he considered also having his way with the two voluptuous slut campus lecturers.
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Sikasso rested in the far south of Mali, not far from the borders of Côte d’Ivoire and Burkina Faso, surrounded by greener landscapes and humid heat that felt completely different from the dry northern regions of the country. 
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A few hours away, the wild surroundings near Wongo National Park attracted adventurous tourists and foreign researchers looking to escape the larger cities for a while. But not every corner of Sikasso looked welcoming. Near the university district, beyond the better-lit avenues and student cafés, several rundown neighborhoods came alive after sunset. 
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Rusted motorcycles lined dusty streets filled with loud music, cigarette smoke, cheap beer, and the smell of grilled meat drifting from filthy roadside bars where local workers, students, mechanics, hustlers, and drifters crowded together deep into the night.
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The rundown Sikasso tavern where Cecile spent many of her lonely evenings since her arrival in Mali was packed that night. Thick weed smoke drifted through the dim room while old African blues music echoed around the crowded bar. 
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Seated alone on a stool near the counter, the stacked married bombshell nympho slowly crossed her long fishnets clad toned legs while sipping a cold beer, fully aware of the hungry eyes fixed on her from every corner of the tavern.
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The gorgeous blonde looked outrageously out of place there. Cecile wasn’t a waitress but a seasonal campus lecturer temporarily teaching at Sikasso University’s main campus in. 
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Like many wealthy trophy wives trapped in lonely open marriages, the glamorous French sex goddess had gradually developed a taste for Malian’s kinky nightlife while her wealthy husband remained endlessly absent for business trips and philanthropic projects.
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As a ‘White sluts for Africa ‘club filthy member, the full-fledged ‘Queen of spades’ was always horny for dark meat. Tonight, the blonde lecturer had dressed to be easily picked. She needed big black cocks and raw sex. The dirtiest, the better.
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Because of the suffocating African heat, Cecile wore an ultra-short leopard patterned crop top without a bra, the scandalously deep cleavage barely containing her massive 36GG rack that jiggled whenever she shifted on the stool. 
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A black spade tattoo rested visibly along her upper chest center while her long blonde hair cascaded freely over her bare shoulders. Every movement made the stacked lecturer’s dream jugs sway deliciously beneath the thin fabric, driving the local patrons completely insane.
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That was exactly when Djibril finally approached her. The muscular thirty five year old Malian native owned a rundown repair garage on the outskirts of Sikasso and had quietly admired the gorgeous French lecturer ever since the day when she and her fellow and equally busty teacher rented a Jeep and had nearly broken down outside the city. 
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Cecile had been planning a weekend trip to visit one of Mali’s national parks with her bestie, Oriane, when the vehicle started overheating miles from town. Panicked and stranded beneath the brutal African heat, the stacked blondes had limped the damaged Jeep toward the first garage they could find. That garage had belonged to Djibril.
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The grinning mechanic still remembered the exact moment the glamorous Caucasian lecturers stepped out of the dusty Jeep wearing tiny shorts, sunglasses, and thin tops stretched tightly across their enormous pale chests. 
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The Malian native had instantly realized two things, the repairs would be expensive, and the gorgeous females had absolutely no idea he intended to overcharge them badly.
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Cecile had suspected this too. But stranded in the outskirts of Sikasso with no better option available, the glamorous lecturer had reluctantly agreed to let the muscular native mechanic handle the repairs anyway.
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Djibril had fixed the vehicle quickly, but the final bill had been outrageously inflated. The stacked French bombshell still hadn’t paid him back. And judging by the slow grin spreading across the mechanic’s ebony face while his eyes shamelessly devoured her knock out body tonight, the glamorous lecturer already suspected Djibril wasn’t interested in cash anymore.

––––––––
[image: ]


“Damn, Cecile. About time you finally noticed me tonight. You got a lot of nerve making me wait after I saved your Jeep out there in the middle of nowhere.” Djibril teased while pulling up a stool beside her.
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“Oh, fuck off, Djibril,” You practically robbed me with that bill.” the blonde lecturer laughed while sipping her beer.
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The Malian mechanic only grinned wider. Truthfully, Cecile barely knew him, yet the stacked French bombshell already felt dangerously drawn to him. The muscular garage owner was exactly the kind of man who secretly fascinated her — rough hands, sweat-slick dark skin, dark hungry eyes, and the heavy masculine confidence of someone used to physical labor. 
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When she had first seen him then stepped into his garage, his dirty jeans and grease-stained tee-shirt only made the dangerous attraction stronger, her juices had flown instantly, her nipples had ached by the seconds and the Malian stallion had noticed everything. 
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Even the powerful smell of female sex emanating from her aroused married snatch. A slut in heat who was in rut for African dark meat. And deep down, Cecile already knew what kind of payment Djibril truly wanted. 
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Now, the overly aroused lecturer caught him openly admiring her gorgeous huge tits again while she adjusted herself on the stool, her nipples poking hard beneath the thin fabric of the undersized crop top. The hungry attention secretly thrilled her more than it should have.
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“Let me guess, Djibril. You’re here to collect your money?” Cecile teased while leaning closer, deliberately giving the mechanic an even better look down her ultra revealing deep cleavage. Djibril slowly smiled.
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“I told you already. Cash ain’t really what interests me.” the Malian native answered while staring directly at her pale jumbo chest, aggravating her lust.
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The heat between them instantly thickened. Cecile felt a dangerous shiver travel through her luscious body. The blonde lecturer had spent years pretending to be sophisticated, elegant, and respectable, but nights like this awakened something far more reckless inside her. Something filthy.
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The native Malian mechanic leaned closer until she could smell sweat, musk motor oil, cheap soap, and unwashed masculine skin all mixed together. Unsurprizingly, the scent only excited her more.

––––––––
[image: ]


“Well, Djibril, maybe we’ll have to discuss alternative payment options later tonight.” Cecile teased while slowly crossing her legs again beneath the bar stool as the hungry look in the mechanic’s eyes instantly darkened.
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Around them, loud conversations, clinking bottles, and old African music continued filling the smoky tavern while the stacked French lecturer silently imagined exactly what the rough Malian native’s hands would feel like all over her body. 
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And judging by the bulge growing beneath Djibril’s jeans while he stared openly at her cleavage, the mechanic was imagining the exact same thing.
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