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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, sexually used and abused to extreme much to her own enjoyment and for your entertainment and fantasy. This should not be seen as a 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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As Kosma's beat-up car rumbled into the remote South Sudanese village, he was filled with excitement and hope. He had heard rumors of wealthy French entrepreneurs donating to restore the village school, a prospect that filled him with joy after decades of neglect. But as he drove through the camp, his eyes widened in shock at a sight that stole his breath away.
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Behind a hut located slightly off from the rest of the village dwellings, three stunning Caucasian females stood naked, using buckets of water to clean themselves. Their massive, all-natural breasts clasped against each other as they moved, creating obscene squelching sounds. When they bent down, their pendulous orbs dangled beneath them in a display that was both shocking and mesmerizing. They were kissing each other passionately, hands roaming freely over their voluptuous curves. Fingers slipped between horny cunt lips, exploring and teasing without inhibition. Oblivious to potential consequences, they exhibited themselves shamelessly, lost in their own world of desire.
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Kosma's jaw dropped as he watched the scene unfold before his eyes. Three young native refugees he recognized stepped into view, grabbing the naked women by the hair and forcing them roughly against a hidden stone structure. Without hesitation, the young men dropped their pants, revealing their turgid erections that strained towards the females. They shoved their huge cocks into the women's cunts without ceremony, slamming into them with brutal vengeance thrusts. The women's screams of apparent ecstasy filled the air as they were brutalized by the young native cocks. Their faces contorted in pleasure, it seemed they were thoroughly enjoying the rough treatment.
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As the initial debauchery unfolded, it became clear that the women's intentions to clean themselves after their long journey had been hijacked by a primal need for release. The native refugees gripped their hair tightly, forcing their backs to arch painfully as they slammed into them with brutal force. The women's enormous breasts bounced wildly, almost hitting their chins with each savage thrust.
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The air filled with roars and orgasmic screams as all involved reached their climax, the refugees' bodies shuddering as they emptied themselves into the waiting women. Without hesitation, the gorgeous juicy sex goddesses dropped to their knees, cleaning the boys' cocks with eager tongues.
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Kosma watched in awe as the three women leaned back against the stone structure, parting their thighs invitingly. Their eyes blazed with insatiable lust as three other freshmen refugees stepped forward, plunging into them without warning. The women wrapped their legs around the refugees' waists, their faces pressing against the savage tormentors' backs as they endured another insane shagging. Kosma stood frozen, unsure of how to intervene in this debauchery. Being a priest assistant, he was the only village council member who had witnessed the scene, besides the six young refugee boys.
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As the freshmen refugees reached their peak, they pulled out and sprayed their seed across the women's heaving breasts. The females moaned in ecstasy, smearing the sticky fluid into their skin. They then turned to each other, tongues darting out to taste the mixture of sweat and semen that coated their bodies. Kosma knew he had a dilemma on his hands. These white female teachers were clearly nymphomaniacs, and he would need to find a way to deal with them without causing a scandal in his village. He sighed heavily, realizing that his role as a village official would require him to navigate this delicate situation carefully.
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South Sudan, a landlocked nation situated near the heart of Africa, gained its independence from Sudan in 2011 following years of civil conflicts. The country was bordered by Sudan, Ethiopia, Uganda, Kenya, the Central African Republic, and the Democratic Republic of Congo. Its geography was characterized by vast plains and plateaus fed by the Nile River and its tributaries, with the central region covered by the vast Sudd wetland, recognized as a wetland of international importance.
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South Sudan had set aside six national parks that encompassed approximately 15% of its territory, providing habitats for a rich variety of wildlife. These parks were home to various species of antelopes, predators such as cheetahs and lions, elephants, giraffes, and numerous bird species.
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Driven by a shared desire to make a difference, Cecile de Vendome, Nora Delavanne, and Pascaline de Chamure, three stunning French women in their early thirties, had left behind the glamour of the French Riviera. Their husbands, wealthy philanthropists, were heavily involved in donating to various projects aimed at improving the lives of refugees in South Sudan. Inspired by their partners' dedication and wanting to contribute in their own way, the trio decided to embark on a six-month journey to Africa. 
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After much deliberation and research, they settled on volunteering as teachers in a remote village approximately ten miles from the Yada Refugee Camp. The decision was not taken lightly; these women were well aware of the challenges that lay ahead. However, their unwavering commitment to education and their eagerness to make a positive impact drove them forward.
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Upon arriving in the village, Cecile, Nora, and Pascaline were greeted by a stark contrast to the opulence they had left behind. The school they would be teaching in was a humble structure, its walls made of mud bricks and its roof thatched with palm leaves. Despite its rudimentary construction, the building radiated a sense of warmth and community.
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Inside, the classroom was sparse but tidy. Rough wooden benches lined the walls, their surfaces worn smooth by countless bottoms over the years. A chalkboard hung precariously on one wall, its surface cracked and faded from use. The floor was packed earth, swept clean by dedicated students each morning.
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The living conditions in the nearby refugee camp were equally challenging. Tents stretched out as far as the eye could see, their thin fabric providing little protection from the harsh elements. Families huddled together in these makeshift homes, their belongings few and far between.
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As Cecile, Nora, and Pascaline stepped off the dusty truck that had brought them to the village, they were immediately struck by the intense gaze of the villagers. Men of all ages stared openly, their eyes widening in disbelief at the sight of such voluptuous females. The local authorities, a group of stern-faced men in traditional dress, approached them with a mixture of curiosity and awe. Their gaze lingered on the women's pale skin and the tantalizing glimpse of cleavage visible above their sundresses, a sight they had never before encountered. 
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The atmosphere was charged with a palpable tension as the villagers took in the spectacle of these exotic foreigners who had arrived in their midst with their curvaceous figures and fair complexions. Cecile, Nora, and Pascaline stood tall amidst the sea of male gazes, their hearts racing with a heady mix of excitement and apprehension at being the center of such intense scrutiny.
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As the villagers' gazes bore into them, Cecile, Nora, and Pascaline felt a surge of embarrassment mixed with a forbidden arousal. As members of the secret “White Sluts for Africa" club, they had fantasized about this moment - being the object of desire for hundreds of dark-skinned men who had never seen women like them before. Their bodies betrayed them as their nipples hardened beneath their thin sundresses, aching to be touched. 
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