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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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Somewhere in Malawi, as the bush bus rumbled along a dusty road, Lisimba, the driver, a grizzled forty-five-year-old man with dark leathery skin and eyes that had seen too much, spotted an unusual scene on the shoulder. Between two parked tourist Jeeps, their side doors flung wide open, Lisimba glimpsed a sight that made his jaw drop. 
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Two stunningly voluptuous Caucasian women, their bodies sculpted like the stuff of fantasies, lay naked and wanton in the hood of one of the vehicles. Their model faces contorted with pleasure, legs wrapped around their lovers' waists, they were eagerly ravaged by two young Malawian freshmen who seemed oblivious to the passing traffic. The native students' eyes were glued to the massive pale breasts bouncing wildly with each thrust.
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The bush bus load of passengers stared in shock and disbelief, some bursting into crude laughter and jokes. Suddenly, a young native man exclaimed that he recognized the white women as the new volunteer teachers for the nearby remote school project.
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As the second largest park in Malawi and one of its true wilderness areas, Kasungu National Park represented a quintessential Southern African savannah. It was easily accessible from Lilongwe, located just 37 miles from the M1 road that connected the southern and northern parts of the country. 
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Visitors to the park encountered a diverse array of wildlife, including elephants, hippos, buffalo, greater kudu, and various antelope species. The park was also home to predators like lions and leopards, along with over 300 bird species, making it a prime destination for birdwatchers. Additionally, the Lifupa Dam and streams within the park hosted several fish species, including barbs and redbreast tilapia 
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Kwacha, a twenty-year-old student from Malawi, stood at the edge of his village, by the Kasungu National Park where poverty was a common thread woven through the lives of his neighbors. His parents, like many others, toiled daily just to put food on the table, and when word spread that wealthy Caucasians had generously funded the construction of a school, a flicker of hope ignited in their hearts. 
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They scraped together what little money they could, believing that an education could change their family's fortunes. To everyone’s astonishment, the school’s construction progressed faster than anyone had expected. While classes would likely be held in large, makeshift tents, the promise of a proper administrative building for the staff and teachers was a significant step forward. 
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His parents, driven by the desire for a better life, insisted that Kwacha seize this opportunity. They managed to save enough to send him to school, convinced that education was the key to a brighter future. Despite his reluctance to attend the four-day orientation meeting, his father urged him to go, emphasizing the importance of securing his registration. The school was near the Capitale city, Lilongwe and lay about two hours away from the village, and Kwacha knew he could manage the bus fare, though he would need a stroke of luck to find additional support once he arrived. 
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Many students from his village faced similar challenges, all hoping for a chance to change their destinies. As Kwacha prepared for the journey, he felt the weight of expectations resting on his shoulders, knowing that this was not just about him, but about the dreams of his family and the hope of a better life.
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Kwacha's heart pounded as he entered the expansive school tent, the atmosphere electric. The volunteer teachers, a mix of French and American beauties doubling as counselors, welcomed the native students with smiles that promised untold pleasures. For the first time, Kwacha found himself surrounded by Caucasian women, their raw magnetism stirring a primal urge within him. 
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He feasted his eyes on the teachers' stunning faces, imagining their concealed luscious curves, ripe full breasts, toned legs, and untapped desires. His dirty thoughts wandered into forbidden realms as he watched them move, their professional demeanor crumbling under subtle hip rolls and lingering glances. 
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The Malawian heat demanded light clothing that clung to their curvaceous figures, drawing the stares of senior boys bursting with African hormones. These voluptuous educators were accustomed to the attention, navigating it with ease as they circulated, chatting and connecting with everyone. Their enthusiasm was infectious as they guided the orientation.
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Kwacha listened closely, eager to take in what they had to say. It was more than just the lessons they were sharing; it was the way they talked about the future and the opportunities that lay ahead. Each word motivated him, and he felt a growing sense of hope. This experience was not just about learning—it was a chance to step outside his village and see what else the world had to offer for his future.
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When the topic of accommodation came up, Kwacha realized he wasn’t alone in his situation. A few male students shared the same struggle, all of them navigating the uncertainty of finding a place to sleep. The money his parents had given him would help cover his bus fare back home and maybe buy some food if he needed it, even though the school had promised to provide meals.
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However, four students, lacking a place to stay overnight, faced a different dilemma. They were approached by the female teachers, who generously offered them a spot at their place which some was some rustic barracks provided as a free accommodations. Kwacha felt a pang of envy, wishing he could be among those who would stay with the teachers. 
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The thought of sharing space with the beautiful white female teachers, even just for a night, stirred something within him. Yet, he understood the importance of focusing on his education and not getting distracted by daydreams. To his surprise, one of the teachers approached him, and Kwacha couldn't believe his luck. She was the most beautiful and desirable woman he had ever seen. Her name was Cecile de Vendome, and he learned that her wealthy husband had made the generous donation that funded this school project.
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As she spoke to him, her voice was warm and inviting, making him feel at ease despite his nerves. Cecile was sporting the biggest set of fun bags he had ever seen in his life and his young cock tented instantly into his pants. She seemed to notice his sudden bulge in his crotch and smiled knowingly. Kwacha found himself captivated not just by her irresistible curves but how her nipples had started to ache against the fabric of her light dress. The idea of staying at the barrack of this stunning white woman filled his mind with a mix of raging lust and disbelief.
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As they entered the cozy rustic barrack home, Kwacha was struck by how luxurious it seemed compared to the makeshift hut he had grown up in with his family in a remote Malawian village. The thought of not having clean clothes for days didn't even cross his mind as his eyes were fixated on Cecile's irresistible curves.
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At thirty-five years old, Cecile had sculpted a perfect athletic dream body through intense treadmill and Pilates sessions, with most of her weight concentrated in her tantalizing 36GG all-natural breasts. Her hyper-sensitive nipples were always engorged beneath her light outfits, giving the impression she was constantly horny.
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Since arriving in Africa from the French Riviera, the ambient heat and native males' stares had driven her libido into overdrive. Married to a wealthy man who frequently traveled for philanthropic endeavors, Cecile had joined the exclusive "White Sluts for Africa" club before embarking on this six-month journey across the continent. 

––––––––
[image: ]


As a proud member of this group, she proudly displayed her submissive "Queen of Spades" status through strategically placed tattoos on her luscious curves, leaving no doubt about her total devotion to dark-skinned men and their well-endowed attributes.

#
[image: ]


As Kwacha lay down in bed on the first night in Lilongwe, he fell asleep thinking of his parents and his brother who hopefully will see him in this school once he got officially registered. He also had wet dreams about Cecile and her luscious body, unaware that she was fingering herself furiously in her bed just across the hallway.
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The horny voluptuous blonde wife imagined the size of her host's big black cock, fighting the urge to crawl to his room like a desperate slut in heat. Throughout the school village, other fellow teacher, members of the "White Sluts for Africa" club hosting young Malawian students were experiencing similar waves of raging horniness for their dark-skinned hosts.
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Kwacha startled awake at 6:00am to the sound of his bedroom door creaking open. His eyes widened as he saw Cecile standing there, clad in a thin, transparent robe that left little to the imagination. She carried a cup of coffee, smiling brightly.
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"Good morning!" she chirped cheerfully.
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Kwacha stammered a response, suddenly aware of his prominent morning wood tenting the sheet covering him. He tried to roll onto his side to hide it, but Cecile's knowing gaze with that sly twinkle in her eye, told him she had already noticed.
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"Do you drink coffee? I brought you a cup," the ravishingly hot teacher asked innocently, leaning forward to set the steaming mug on his nightstand. As she did, her robe fell open slightly, revealing the side and nipple of one enormous pale breast. Kwacha swallowed hard, trying not to stare at her exposed tit flesh. The buxom blonde teacher seemed pleased with herself as she announced,
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"I have one important rule in my place that is not negotiable. I do the laundry around here and I cannot abide any masturbating. I just don't allow it." Cecile looked him directly in the eyes, making no effort to cover her obscenely huge udders.
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"Not to worry, sweetheart. I'm well aware of the needs of young men like yourself. I'm not inflexible; I want to ensure you have a way to relieve that tension," Cecile quipped with a warm, understanding smile, her eyes fixed on the prominent tent in the sheet.
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"Without it, you might leave a rather messy surprise on my sheets," Cecile coed matter-of-factly with a playful wink as she glanced pointedly at his morning wood straining against the fabric.
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Without warning, the buxom blonde teacher lifted the sheet, revealing Kwacha's giant black phallus standing tall and proud. He instinctively reached down to cover himself with his hands, his face flushing with embarrassment.
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"Now, now there's no need for this embarrassment. Here's what I am proposing. I bring you a nice cup of coffee to drink every morning and you give me a little something to drink as well." She looked him in the eye and licked her succulent bimbo lips. He had no doubt at that point that she was going to go down on him.
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