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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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As Cecile stepped off the elevator and into the narrow corridor leading to the rooftop, the pounding hip-hop beats vibrated through her knock out body, the explicit lyrics sending shivers of excitement coursing through her. 
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The pungent smell of cannabis hit her nostrils, thick and intoxicating, heightening her anticipation. Following the dress code's daring requirement, dressed in a minuscule scantily outfit that barely concealed her assets, she felt her heart race, juices trickling down her thighs. 
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The dress, designed to tease and reveal, hiked up with each step, causing her massive 36GG breasts to sway enticingly, their flesh spilling out obscenely from the braless V-neck, nipples aching against the thin fabric. When she finally stepped into the vibrant scene, all eyes turned to her. 
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The city lights glimmered around the rooftop, but it was the crowd that captured her attention. Mostly campus students she taught, the males were either bare-chested or clad in dirty tight T-shirts that clung to their toned, athletic bodies - fitting the party's theme of vagrants and homeless. Some wore ragged jeans or cargo pants, while others sported ripped shorts. Their outfits were a stark contrast to the women's attire, who dressed as snow bunnies and queen of spades sluts in ultra revealing outfits displaying lots of white flesh meat.
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To her surprise, a significant number of Caucasian women mingled among them, all dressed in similarly revealing outfits that some have been provided at the entrance earlier. Undersized pink or white tiny crop top that showed off their pierced navel and toned tummy or in tiny slutty dress.
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On their ultra sexy outfits as well as on some parts of their luscious bodies, they all had black spade tattoos. Inside the spade was a 'Q' with a crown above it, marking them as part of the same wild 'Queen of Spades' sisterhood.
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Flirtation and smell of cheap cologne and intoxicating female sex scents filled the air as these Queen of spades married women chatted with well-hung African freshmen at the bar or writhed against each other on the dance floor, their small butts grinding against eager crotches while dark hands roamed their luscious curves. 
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Cecile felt a thrill run down her spine, recognizing a few fellow busty teachers and besties, all members of the infamous "White Sluts for Africa" club. The atmosphere was charged with heat and lust, an electric playground where inhibitions were left at the door.
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Accra, the lively capital of Ghana, thrummed with energy as night fell. The city transformed, with its nightlife spilling into the streets and rooftops. Parties erupted atop stylish bars and luxurious hotels, where the beats of Afrobeat and hip-hop filled the air, mixing with the sounds of clinking glasses and animated chatter. The scent of delicious street food wafted through the warm night, enticing both locals and visitors. 
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Recently, a significant number of gorgeous and busty Caucasian female tourists—both married and single—seeking illicit affairs with the locals had joined the rooftop crowd. Under the sparkling stars, people let loose, dancing and mingling, fully embracing the vibrant pulse of the night.
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"Were you flirting with Kwami earlier?" Laurent questioned, his gut wrenching as the words came out of his mouth. Cecile's response was quick and dismissive, her tone laced with feigned shock. 
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"What? Of course not, darling. He's just one of the campus janitor's son, only nineteen years old and rather arrogant for his age. I can't stand the way he leers at every woman who walks by - it's utterly creepy.’
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They both knew it was a lie, but they also both knew it was exactly what Cecile needed to say. Once again, her wealthy husband was about to catch a cab to the airport, leaving her alone for several weeks. In their open marriage, Cecile had willingly agreed to accompany Laurent on his philanthropic journey across Africa. 
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Laurent fully understood that he couldn't constrain his insatiable sex crazed wife to live her black cock fantasies. As they were almost naked in their marital bed for a quick fuck before he leaves, Cecile wrapped her arms around him and kissed him gently on the neck.
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"You're the only man I love, baby, the other men are only for sex, African raw bareback sex and you know that. You can't get jealous over every Africa male that talks to me, you know."
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Laurent forced a smile. He knew that was a complete lie. A voluptuous ’Queen of spades’ stacked teacher like Cecile flirted with campus native students all the time. But he also knew the stunning busty blonde campus seasonal lecturer he had as spouse was right about one thing, he could not allow himself to get jealous every time a native campus male flirted with her.
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"Yeah, I know..." Laurent agreed sheepishly.
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"Aww, poor baby, maybe I can do something to make you feel better." Cecile mocked playfully.
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With that, the bombshell bimbo shifted position in bed and got on top of him. She was wearing a flimsy transparent pink satin robe, and Laurent soon learned that it was indeed the only thing she was wearing. She reached beneath her and pulled down his boxer shorts, making sure to give his quickly hardening white prick a good stroke as she did so. 
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He breathed in deeply as he felt the lips of her panty-free pussy rub gently over the tip of his dick. The blonde temptress spouse then rose up slowly and inserted the head of his manhood into her wet snatch. 
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Cecile gradually sank down on her husband, impaling herself on his dick, then rose up again, leaving only the tip inside of her, then back down again slowly. He groaned in satisfaction as she began swinging her hips back and forth, using the base of his cock to massage her horny clit as her pussy massaged his shaft.
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"Oh yeah, fuck me baby." The gorgeous blonde lecturer moaned in pleasure as she bounced up and down on her husband.
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Laurent's concerns about his spouse flirtatious ways were quickly disappearing as he watched her rock back and forth atop him. The rich Caucasian male growled in approval as she slowly pulled her nightie off over her head, setting free her all natural magnificent 36GG breasts, which immediately began to bounce in rhythm with her enthusiastic fucking of him.

––––––––
[image: ]


Swinging her hips back and forth with stronger and faster strokes, Cecile whimpered in ecstasy as she reached up and began squeezing her jumbo tits. She closed her eyes and threw her head back in delight as she gyrated wildly on top of her husband. As he held her hips and jammed her wet pussy down while thrusting his white dick skywards, in turn, the stacked teacher swiveled her hips, the walls of her quickly drenching cunt rubbing against the sides of his erect shaft. 
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Laurent stared in awe at her vivacious, juicy pale udders as they danced in front of him. Further down, proudly displayed on her tummy, a large permanent spade tattoo showed her unconditional submission to the NBWO, the New Black World Order—a black cock whore utterly devoted to dark meat. His wife had reached the point of no return, and there was no coming back; only their open marriage status made her hesitate to turn full-fledged ‘Black Only’.
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As she switched her motion to long, slow up and down strokes, Cecile moaned loudly, squeezing her eyes shut and biting her bottom lip. Despite the passionate lovemaking easing Laurent's concerns about Cecile's flirtatious behavior, he remained blissfully unaware that their wild fucking was actually exacerbating her desires. 
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Even as she rode him, her body responding to his touch, she couldn't suppress the fantasies of another African black bull that crept into her mind. Though she loved her husband and took pleasure in their intimacy, Cecile found herself unable to control the thoughts that betrayed her.
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"Oh fuck yes!" She cried out, her speed increasing.
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The second she thought of Kwami, the nineteen year old native boy she had met almost every day at the campus teacher lounge while he was accompanying his janitor dad and ogling at the new buxom seasonal lecturers, she could feel a tingle shoot through her. And when she imagined it was Kwami beneath her, she immediately sensed that her orgasm was imminent. 
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Cecile leaned back, allowing her clit to fully delight in the sensation of the dick stimulating her with every stroke. Her pace quickened once again, as she became desperate for release. She knew her white husband would not be able to last very much longer with this fuck rate, so she figured it was now or never for her own explosion.
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Her big pale melons bouncing frantically, she took hold of one of her enormous tits and pulled it up to her succulent mouth. Licking madly at her own nipple, she pictured Kwami sucking on her jumbo jugs while she rode his Ghanaian hard black cock. She imagined him pounding into her willing married pussy as he buried his ebony face in her gigantic bosom.
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Laurent's groans grew louder as he struggled to keep pace with Cecile's frenzied movements. His brow furrowed and his eyes clenched shut, a sign that he was nearing his climax. Seizing the moment, Cecile pressed her aching pussy firmly against his throbbing member, abandoning all restraint as she allowed her fantasies to consume her completely.
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As she felt the hot come splash against her insides, Cecile fantasized Kwami exploding deep in her cunt. Not only that, she envisioned herself in some cheap slutty outfit, screaming for him to fuck her harder, to fuck her like she always wanted to be fucked. The ravishing bombshell blonde imagined herself begging him to use her like a dirty black cock whore. Seconds later, she experienced an orgasm unlike anything she had ever known before.
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Alvina's mind was dramatically consumed by Abeiku, that convenient store clerk. Ever since their little flirt session, she couldn't stop imagining what it would be like to fuck his brains out. The guilt was eating her alive, knowing these thoughts were cheating on Pierrick, her husband but damn if she could stop herself from fantasizing about that hung native boy. 
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The gorgeous busty seasonal campus lecturer prayed Pierrick would never find out about her obsession with the Ghanaian teenager, even though she knew deep down it was just a matter of time before she acted on her desires. Despite everything, Alvina still loved her husband...but Abeiku was the star of her wet dreams.
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Alvina's guilt weighed heavily on her as she found herself thinking of Abeiku during intimate moments with Pierrick. She hated herself for betraying her hubby, even in her own mind. But despite her shame, she couldn't deny the burning lust she felt for the store clerk. To cope, Alvina decided to limit her depraved fantasies of Abeiku to when she pleasured herself alone. 
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On this particular evening, with Pierrick out with a friend, Alvina seized the opportunity to indulge in some much-needed self-gratification. She rushed to the bedroom and lay back on the bed, quickly pulling her shirt over her ample breasts encased in a lacy bra. Her hands slid down to undo her jeans, revealing a damp thong that clung to her mound, already anticipating the attention it was about to receive.

––––––––
[image: ]


Alvina's hands roamed her irresistible milky chest, fingers teasing her hardened nipples through the lace of her bra. A soft sigh escaped her lips as she imagined Abeiku's tongue lavishing attention on her sensitive peaks. She quickly pushed the giant bra down, freeing her generous breasts, and squeezed them firmly. Her pussy throbbed with need as she envisioned the store clerk worshipping her ample cleavage.
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Unable to resist any longer, Alvina's hand drifted south, slipping beneath the waistband of her soaked minuscule thong. She gasped as her fingers brushed against her slick folds, slowly circling her aching clit. With a shuddering groan, she eased a digit into her welcoming heat, pumping in and out at a languid pace.
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Alvina's fingers continued their dual assault, pinching her nipples and pumping into her dripping pussy as she lost herself in fantasies of Abeiku. She replaced
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