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Excite her imagination. Play with her and have her tell you about the men she's taken without a condom. Have her describe their cocks.




CHAPTER 1

I married a slut and I knew it.

I was okay with that. No, not just okay, I eagerly wanted that. I was a virgin, a security guard at Gillers and Dean Savings and Loan. I needed something to yank me out of my prudish upbringing and set me on the proper course of manhood.

I had married Venus a few months ago. Sexy, goth, and oozing desire, she ranked immediate disapproval from my mother.

We took a stand – I took a stand – last month when we went to my friend's party. I had allowed Venus to enjoy herself. She had blown my friend Spence, and later fucked him. I had allowed it every step of the way, even if I think she pushed me a little by assuming I'd go along.

She had fucked a stranger, too, named Cliff. He wasn't a stranger anymore. He and I shared texts and he probably texted her, too. I had sent him videos of what they had done. He wanted more, but I was putting him off.

Yes, I had been liberated at the party from my mother's suffocating prudish disapproval. She hated me for being my father's son. She hated me for masturbating. She hated me for marrying "that whore."

I had wanted to detail the fine difference between a whore and a slut, but I never did. Best to just leave mom alone.

But we liberated ourselves from her entirely by moving out. Finally with enough for a deposit and first month's rent, we were free.

Bliss? Yes. Happy? No. At least not me in one regard: I couldn't shake the doubt that had developed that my wife was being devious and deceptive.

Was she going to work every day and getting cock behind my back? Had I opened a portal to pain or pleasure?

Venus moved above me, naked, riding my condom-covered cock like a seductive slut. I loved it. Her pussy moved back and forth on me, rising just enough so I could see my shaft inside her.

Is she thinking of Cliff? Spence? Or some new guy she met at work?

She worked in a grocery store as a clerk, stocking and fronting shelves. She wasn't allowed to dress slutty like I preferred, but I was glad for that. I wanted her to be slutty with me, not anyone else.

She had said men were hitting on her all the time – even in front of their wives. Sometimes the wives scowled, sometimes they showed interest. She said the attention made her feel good, even if she was politely and diplomatically avoiding the flirting.

Her pussy rose and fell on my cock – slow and sensual. Her eyes were locked on mine. A small smile to her lips told me she was enjoying this.

I asked, "Who are you thinking about?"

She blinked, eyebrows coming down. "You, Gavin. Duh."

"Not thinking about Cliff?"

"No, why should I?"

"Not thinking about anyone else?" Despite my inquiries to settle my conscience, my dick twitched inside her. It was turning me on just asking.

"No. I've had a lot of dicks in me. It's just fucking—"

"Did you really like any of them?"

She stopped moving, trying to figure me out. She moved a little, hesitantly at first. I think she knew I was suspicious, but my dick was flexing inside her. Conflicting signals of suspicion and arousal. She took a breath, looking to the side. "Well, some were nice."

"Who?"

A lift on one side of her mouth indicated a fond memory. "There was a guy who drove me home from a babysitting job once. Fucked me in his car while his wife waited at home."

"Did he have a big dick?"

She frowned. "No... I enjoyed it because he was my first without a condom. It felt so incredible... and feeling him cum in me was out of this world."

"How old were you?"

She pursed her lips. "Young. I shouldn't say."

My cock swelled and tickles ran up from my dick to my neck. "He came in you?"

Her eyes flashed in memory and she nodded. "It felt so good. That's probably why I prefer married men."

That was a surprise. "You do? You've never told me that."

She shrugged. "It's nastier. More satisfying. No matter how many times I've used condoms, I've never used one with a married man."

"How many have you done?"

Her eyes moved up, over to the sides, following the motion of her lips. "Hmm, ten? Eleven?" She moved her hips sensually, eyes deep in memory.

"Any of them have big dicks?"

Her mouth turned down in irritation. "Pleasure isn't about how big it is."

"I thought size matters?"

"It does, to a point. We like something thick and filling. More than four inches. Less than eight."

"What? I thought girls were all gushing over foot-long dicks?"

She coughed. "And put it where? It doesn't fit anywhere. We don't have foot-long vaginal canals. There's five inches there, maybe six at the most plus a little bit of stretch at the end. But big dicks end up hurting."

"I thought—"

"You've watched too much porn."

"So mine is too big?"

"No. It's perfect, and I like what you do with it."

"Huh... so you've let a bunch of married men cum in you?"

She nodded enthusiastically.

"So you liked them more?"

Nodded again, slower, eyes closed in memory. Her hips moved differently, and she shuddered. Her whisper was interrupted by a gasp, "They were... the most fun. I would do... any of them again."

My cock was straining in her. "And here I thought you had liked Cliff."

She stopped moving and opened her eyes. "Oh, yeah. Guy at the party. Well... he was fun in a new way."

"Eh?"

She moved her hips again, forcing them down on my cock. "He kept mentioning my marriage. That was a new kind of hot. Almost as good as the husbands I've done."

"You liked him talking about your married pussy?"

"Yes, totally hot. I'd do him again... Has he texted you?"

I lied, "I don't know; I'll have to check."

"Did you really like watching... us?"

I couldn't deny that. The image of his thick cock ramming into her pussy was not something I could ever forget. Both Cliff and Spence had cum inside her – no condoms. "I loved it...."

She moved faster on me. "I want to do it again for you, some day."

I filled the condom with my enthusiastic agreement.

We used condoms. I had only fucked her once without one – our very first time. Best to be safe whenever possible. But Venus had a thing for married men and apparently hadn't wanted to spoil her sex with them. And with Spence and Cliff.

Who knows, maybe if she hadn't had so many drinks she would've insisted on condoms.




CHAPTER 2

I was worried about Venus. Not that I thought she didn't love me – no, that much was very plain. She smiled, hugged, fucked – it was all good between us.

But was the slut sneaking off? Was she really going to work? What if she was out with Spence, fucking? Or meeting with Cliff, fucking? Did she have rendezvous with people at the grocery store? Quick blowjobs?

Hmm, that sounds fun.

I shifted my Sam Browne belt around, hefting on the weight of my revolver.

Can't think too much about that or I'll get a hard-on. That would really piss off the women in the bank. Their mouths were always stuck in a prune shape – all wrinkled with disapproval if I even smiled at them.

They didn't like my glasses or something?

The more I worked here the more I thought they all were versions of my mother.

Hey, blondie, did you know I watched my wife cum on a fat dick a couple weeks ago? That would've frizzed out her carefully coiffed hair. Did you know I was fucking my cock with my hand while I watched? Does that get you wet? Or does it give you a heart attack?

Barbara glanced at me as if hearing my thoughts. She twisted her mouth at me, head wagging suddenly.

I sighed. The stuck-up bag probably thought I wanted her. But I didn't want her; I didn't want any of them in here.

I checked my phone on my break. I had a little thing going with Bianca, the black girl who had sucked me off at the party. She was married, too, though her husband hadn't come. We had been having a little fun exchanging racy selfies.

I saw with much pleasure that she had texted.

Bianca: Hey, can I ask a big favor?

Me: Sure what's up?

There was no immediate response. Our texts were like that. I worked as a guard – couldn't be texting on the job. She worked in graphic design for a printing company.

Our texts were sporadic.

I attached a picture of my erection and sent that, too.

~ ~ ~

I was at home in our apartment, sitting on our only piece of furniture: a used couch. Out of my uniform, I was sitting in my boxers, cock sticking up out of them. I idly stroked it.

Bianca hadn't texted yet and I was staring at a picture of Bianca's shaved pussy.

I was pretty into it, jacking while looking. Is black pussy any different? I had only ever had Venus.

My wife chose that exact and indelicate moment to barge in.

The nerve.

I scrambled, dropping the phone and trying to stuff my cock back in my boxers.

She just gave me a knowing smile and a lifted eyebrow. "Did I interrupt something?"

"Nah..."

"What's on your phone that's so exciting?"

"Nothing..." I felt my blush creep up.

"Gavin." She put a fist to a hip.

"Was just reading some texts." Ugh, that sounds really bad.

Her other eyebrow rose in expectation.

I sighed. "Just Bianca."

I expected her face to harden. I did not expect it to relax.

She smiled and sat down next to me. "Really? Great. I really liked her. Can I see?"

I laughed nervously. "Uh, well..."

"Got a little thing going for her?" She held out her hand.

Knowing I was caught and that denying it would be no good, I handed over my doom.

She thumbed the texts and scrolled. Tapped a few times. Eyebrows rose and fell.

The smile never left her face. In fact, it grew.

She said, "These are nice."

"Huh?"

"If you were going to be exchanging these kinds of pictures with anyone, I would've picked her."

Uh whuh? "You would?"

She laughed. "Yes, silly. She was so nice. And since she's married, it's all the better."

"Why's that?" I knew she had a thing for married men, but her view on my end of it was new to me.

"Because she's a lot safer than some single big-titted bimbo."

"She is?"

"Married men and women might want to have a little fun, but they generally don't just throw a marriage over at the first opportunity of a fuck." She handed me back the phone and grabbed my half-hard erection. "I'm glad you're talking to her."

"Oh..." I laughed again nervously.

"Really."

My phone chose just that second to vibrate.

It was a text from Bianca. I said so.

Venus leaned over and began sucking my cock. She pulled off for a second to say, "Read it to me." Her mouth descended again, sliding down and sending swirling sensations down my dick and up my back.

I tapped into the conversation and read it. "Says she wants something special for her husband's birthday."

My wife hummed on my dick.

I tapped back.

Me: Special?

I told Venus my response.

I read off Bianca's text as soon as it popped. "She says, 'Would Venus be willing to give my husband his first white?' Huh? First white?" I half choked on a breath as I realized what she was asking. "Oh..."

She sucked harder on my cock.

I panted at the suction sensation.

She pulled off. "What are you going to answer?"

My cock throbbed, but I didn't know if it was from the energetic sucking or her question. "Uh, you'd want to?"

"Sure, I'd do that for her. Haven't tried a black guy before."

That wasn't a shock; there wasn't a lot of them in town. "Oh..."

"When's his birthday?"

I reluctantly tapped that in. I was trying to think of what all this meant. Did I want her to? If I did, I could see Bianca. And maybe we could... I tapped the text faster.

My wife lowered her head again, licking up and down my shaft.

Fuck this feels good - and I'm talking to another woman. Sexy.

I read the response. "Next Tuesday."

"Is that when the party is?"

"I guess." I tapped the question. "She says yes."

"Sure, why not?"

I tapped our response.

Me: Sure, would love to

Bianca: Awesome!

While I wasn't sure about having Venus do a black man, I wasn't hesitating over an opportunity to see Bianca. I was hoping we'd be able to maybe get a little friendlier.

If I was wanting to get involved with her, should I have reservations about involving my wife with her husband? Did it matter if he was black? I had always heard black was better. Was it true?

Even if Bianca and I might hit it off, dare I risk losing Venus to Bianca's black husband?

Once you go black, you never go back?

The risk...

My wife sucked a troubled orgasm right out of my dick.




CHAPTER 3

The rest of my week was tortured. So was my weekend.

As the new week approached, I had the sinking feeling that the day of doom was coming when the black man would bone my wife – and my marriage.

Was it too late to turn back?

But I didn't want to, really. I wanted to see Bianca. The memory of her light brown eyes on mine as she sucked my pale shaft was burned into my fantasies.

I wanted more.

Her pictures she sent contained all the hints of: fuck me. Pussy pictures? She had to have known I would jack myself over them.

I had.

Venus left a half hour earlier in the mornings for the grocery store. My bank hours were later. I spent the time staring at Bianca's pussy and masturbating in the privacy of my own home.

It hurt no one.

Mom wasn't around to disapprove and I had left all that behind.

Was I afraid of masturbating while Venus was home? Now that she knew I had those pictures, would it bother her if I did?

I wasn't sure how to bring that up to her, but I started the conversation going on Sunday - over a dinner of canned peas with butter and Romano cheese. "On Tuesday..."

"Hmm?"

We were eating on the couch. I was in my boxers, like usual; she was in a t-shirt only. Naked underneath. She liked to tease me.

I said, "You looking forward to it?" I tried the roundabout way.

She gave me a pleased look. "Yes, been thinking about it since Monday. Can't wait."

I wasn't expecting a response I couldn't handle because I was trying to think of how to steer the topic to Bianca. "Oh. Because he's married? Or because he's black?"

Venus shook her head as if distracted. "No... his color doesn't mean anything to me. His wedding ring does." Her fingers drifted down and pulled up her t-shirt. They moved down over her clit and massaged.

My breathing came heavier and my cock stirred. "So, uh..."

She dipped fingers in and sighed. "So?"

"Do you plan on using a condom?"

She jerked her head back in confusion. "No, why would I? That wouldn't be fair to him."

"Fair?"

"Well, I'm his first white girl. A condom would ruin it. Besides, we're both married." She gave me a wicked grin. "I want to feel his cum shoot in me."

I gasped. My cock poked out of my boxers.

Her grin spread. She reached over and gripped my shaft. "You like the idea of a married man cumming in me?"

Electric tingles spread through me, making me gasp louder. That actually does sound good...

She pulled my hand over to take over at her pussy.

I pushed fingers into her wetness.

She said, "Are you going to watch him fuck me?"

I groaned, cock swelling. "What if..."

She jacked me faster. "Hmm?"

I panted, "What if Bianca and I..."

The grin turned into a big smile. "I sure hope you do. The poor girl's been sending you pictures of her pussy."

I laughed nervously.

Venus gave me a sly look. "Don't make her beg."

I moaned with imminence and need.

She whispered to me, "I liked watching her suck you."

"You did?"

A nod.

I pressed fingers up higher and she squirmed. "Do you think her husband will mind?"

"I don't know. Ask her." Her hips moved more energetically.

I wasn't going to text her right now. "Are you more excited about me and her or about doing him?"

She moaned low. "Him. I'm sorry. I guess... my secret's out."

"Secret? I knew you were slutty before—"

"No, about married men. I love fucking married men." She looked down, her voice small and timid. "I wish we..."

I had never seen her unsure, uncertain, or apprehensive over telling me something. Anything. My brow furrowed. "Hmm? Wish what?"

Her eyes connected with mine, then averted again. "I wish we had a couple we knew..."

"A married couple?"

Her eyes connected with mine again and held them. She nodded. Something else was there in her eyes, but I couldn't make it out.

I said, "So we could...?"

"An older couple. So we could be involved." Her words came out in a rush and her pussy clamped on my fingers.

I said, "So you could fuck him?"

She groaned and quivered. "Yes. I can't help it; I'm sorry."

Her anguish worried me. "That's all right."

"I know you thought I was slutty, and I was, I admit... but it was because I wanted to feel that connection..."

"From when you were a babysitter?"

"Yes."

"That's why you slept around?"

She nodded. "The guys were fun, but it was the married ones that were satisfying."

"Are you... hoping Bianca and her husband will be the couple?"

She shook her head. "She's our age. It's not the same. I was so young when Mister Mitchell fucked me in the car. I need that. I want a couple older than us..." She drifted off again, looking away.

I wasn't grasping something. Okay, Bianca and her husband aren't it? What am I missing?

She whispered, "I love you, Gavin. With everything that I am. I'm yours. But I need that something special. I'm hoping I can do that with you... find a couple..."

"So you have an outlet—"

"Yes. I love married cock. I can't help it. That's what made Cliff so special in a way – I was the married one now. But it still wasn't the same. Mister Mitchell took me, filled me. He pushed his thick cock into me and he was grunting so hard with the effort. I need that. I need that in my life. My pussy aches for it." Her eyes rolled up in her head. "I need to feel that cum squirting in me... ahh..."

I rode her orgasm with my fingers buried in her pussy. Fuck, why hadn't she told me this before? What did I marry? My mind raced through what I had learned. She was a slut who was seeking relief from men who weren't married and not getting what she really needed?

I realized she had been afraid to tell me. Was I some hope of hers that she might alleviate some of the desire because I would be married – to her? But I wasn't older.

Did she love me despite not being what she needed? Yeah, I get that much from her. She did love me, definitely. But she harbored a secret she thought she might control. A secret that wasn't getting satisfied.

There was still something I wasn't getting; I could sense it. What was it? Disappointment? Some other factor she was too embarrassed to tell me?

What have I gotten myself into?

But I knew she loved me and I loved her back. Was this something we could work through together? Or was one of us going to get lost on that difficult journey?

"Take it easy," my father had said.

My mother had viewed all sex as filthy.

I knew better; I was not going to be my mother.

Never.




CHAPTER 4

"Gavin?" I heard Venus call out to me on coming in.

I came out of the bedroom.

She looked panicked. "Sorry I'm late."

It was Tuesday, the birthday party.

I frowned at her. "What took you so long?"

She rushed past me. "Got held up at the store. Sorry. Have to shower."

I let her pass. She looked harried.

We had time, but she was usually home a little earlier.

She came out ten minutes later, freshly showered. Her eyes held a sparkle I hadn't seen in a few days. "Sorry, I'm ready to go."

"You okay?"

She gave me a hug and looked up into my eyes. "Yep. I'm ready to be some guy's first white."

My cock twitched.

She turned her head a little. "You going to be okay with me doing a black man?"

I led her out the door. "Well, I had worried about it..."

"Really?"

I lowered my voice as we walked. "You know, the whole once you go black..."

She laughed. "You believe that nonsense?"

"It's all over the internet."

She elbowed me. "Uh, no, it's all over your porn sites."

"You don't think there's any truth to it?"

"No more than bigger tits make better sex."

"They don't."

She widened her eyes at me and batted her eyelashes. "Well, there you go."

I was at ease on the drive over. Her words made sense. Am I really so gullible? But I hadn't had any experience with women and sex before Venus.

My mind shifted gears. Do all women have weird fantasies? Or does my wife have problems? Does she need professional help? A head doctor? Too much sex is sick?

She asked, "What're you thinking about?"

I was quick. "That they don't live very far."

She winked at me. "Maybe you and Bianca can hook up some time."

"You trying to get rid of me?" I heard the edge in my own voice.

She looked horrified. "Are you serious? No."

"I mean, the whole you need an older man kind of thing."

She shook her head slowly. "Not to marry, Gav. Just to satisfy that side of me..."

"Oh. So you really want me to hook up with Bianca?"

"Whenever it suits you, sure. I don't want you replacing me, either. But to have some fun? I'm all for it."

"Hmmph."

She giggled. "She's nice."

"You really wouldn't mind me fucking her?"

She reached over and massaged my jeans. "A married man putting his dick in another girl? Hmm, sounds sort of like my kind of nasty. I love it."

I got the whole connection to her past right there. "Oh, yeah... I guess I see your point. You're not worried I'll leave you?"

She moved her head a bit as if to relieve a stiff neck. "None of the men I had left their wives; they loved them. They just wanted to fuck."

"So I should hunt for some girl?"

"You're making me wet. But no."

"No?"

"I think the wife should have a say."

I gave her a look. "Did any of the wives of the men you fucked have a say?"

She pouted. "No, but they should." Something else went unsaid. She squeezed my dick again and let go.

Their apartment complex looked nicer than ours, by a little bit. Better paint condition, neater lawns with less crabgrass. Very little litter.

I knocked on their door.

Bianca answered, bouncing on the balls of her feet. Her eyes were so bright and happy – her smile so white and inviting. "Thank you for coming, come in." She frantically waved us in.

Her husband came to the entry, looking at us with curiosity. He was shorter than I was by an inch and had a hint of roundness to him. Not thin, not fat. He stuck out his hand. "Emil, how ya doing?"

I shook his hand. It was warm and firm. "Fine thanks. I'm Gavin. This is Venus."

His eyes lit on her and he said slowly, "Venus..." He gave me a bashful look a few seconds later. "I'm kinda embarrassed. Haven't done nothing like this before."

Bianca suppressed a smile and rolled her eyes. "All that interracial porn you look at..."

He squawked with feigned outrage. "Don't you be telling—"

"Oh shush, Emil. It's not like anyone cares."

He shifted his eyes back and forth between us and started laughing. "Sorry."

I liked the guy. Immediately genuine and humble. I offered, "I look at porn, too."

That seemed to interest him. "Yeah? What kind?" He led me in.

"I like looking at goth chicks."

His eyes opened up larger. "Oh, yeah..." He glanced at Venus. "I can see why..." He finished with a knowing and appreciative chuckle.

Bianca and my wife giggled.

Venus said, "Give them a chance and they'll get on the computer and start comparing their porn."

Bianca said, "Yeah, none of that. Move to the bedroom."

Emil was surprised. "That fast?"

His wife asked, "You want a piece of cake first, or something? Blow out some candles?"

He shook a finger at her. "Woman! I swear—"

"Just get in the bedroom."

I followed him. It was probably wiser to keep my mouth shut when two women got together against the men.

Emil muttered back, "This is all right with you? I know my wife set it up..."

I answered, "Well, I was unsure because we hadn't met, but... I'm okay with it now."

He turned, giving me a bright and intense look. "Good. Because I don't want no bad feelings in any of this."

I really, really liked the guy. I gripped his shoulder. "Don't worry."

That made him happy again. He clapped his hands and rubbed them together. "Well, good then."

Bianca's tone was dry. "Do you need me to remind you how to take off your clothes?"

I wasn't sure what the rush was, but I figured they knew each other like I knew my wife. I stayed quiet and just looked around like an innocent tourist.

Emil shook his head dramatically, making a hissing noise. "Woman, I tell ya."

She gave him a suffering look. "Just start with your shirt."

He appealed to me. "I can't win."

I made a sympathetic face. "Maybe you should just do it."

Venus moved in front of the man and coyly began unbuttoning her blouse.

Emil's eyes went wide. "Oh, now... Yes, that's..." He began hurriedly undressing.

Bianca stood next to me and nudged. "You think they have the idea yet?"

I was a little unsteady. My wife was undressing for a black man. But that seemed less an issue for me than my stability in accepting her getting ready for sex with someone other than me.

I know I had just gone with the flow at Spencer's party. Had it been the vodka? Or just a long build-up of sexuality and suggestion that had become a tsunami of desire?

Emil wasn't a black god of a figure. He didn't look like a cartoon caricature of a muscular black man. He had a slight belly and was more round than sculpted. His flaccid dick looked large, but when it hardened, it didn't lengthen very much. It was right around the same size as mine. Circumcised, decent shape.

I couldn't complain about it.

It certainly didn't look like one of the internet snakes on the typical porn black guy.

When Venus touched it, I didn't even flinch. It seemed no less natural than her touching Spence – although he was my best friend. No, it was the same kind of natural as when she had touched and taken the extra guys into her mouth. No different.

If anything, Emil looked so excited and shocked it was almost comical. He must have been feeling what I did when Venus and I had first had sex. Is this really happening to me? Me of all people?

They didn't have chairs in the bedroom, so I squatted down. I clasped my hands and rested my forearms on my knees.

Bianca settled right next to me, plopping down onto her ass and curling her feet under her. She touched my arm and grinned.

Venus and Emil kissed while she stroked him. His hand tentatively wandered to her pussy now that they were both naked.

Two people kissing. Touching.

Nothing alarming.

She started to kneel and his eyes got large.

He shook his head. "No, no. I don't think I'd last if you do. I think I'd die if I couldn't get it in you."

My wife giggled. "Okay. Get on the bed, tiger."

His face went several shades brighter with eagerness. "Yeah, that's good..." He laid back on the bed, his stomach flattening out. His shining eyes and grin struck me as probably what I looked like my first time with Venus.

My wife crawled over him and he groaned with excitement. She positioned herself over his erection and rubbed it around the entrance to find the right angle. A slight drop and the head of his cock disappeared. She gave a little wiggle and leaned back, her white pussy sliding down his chocolate shaft.




CHAPTER 5

I watched my wife's pussy slide down Emil's cock. And it was good. No pain, no jealousy or anxiety. No remorse or fear. I might as well have been watching myself with her.

If anything, shame made my smile flatten. I had feared a big monster black cock and one look at it from my wife would have ended our love. How stupid. Emil was a man, just like me. No different, not super-sized or grotesque. He wasn't bestial or arrogant. He was just a man. Just like me.

When Venus reached the bottom of his shaft, his hands came around and cupped her ass. He let out a low moan of ecstasy.

Bianca squeezed my arm.

Emil breathed, "Oh man, your pussy feels fantastic." His voice was an octave higher in excitement. His hips moved and so did hers, merging and separating in synchronized movements. His cock slid up and down into her, and her pussy moved up and down on his shaft. It was perfect unison.

I whispered to Bianca, "You're okay seeing this?"

Her eyes were so large and her grin so big I thought she would burst out in a yell or cheer. She just gave me a fast nod. "What about you?"

My wife was having sex while I watched. It was as much a turn-on as the last time. "I like it."

"If he wants more?"

I chuckled. "Who wouldn't? But it's up to her."

Emil was making breathy, high sounds of pleasure.

Bianca motioned towards the door and winked at me. She got up and tiptoed out.

I followed.

In the living room, she was slipping out of her little dress.

My heart began thumping. I like it. I definitely like it. I shed my clothes as fast as I could.

She beckoned me, lying back on the couch. Her pussy was open and inviting, just like in the selfies she had sent.

I climbed on and, with a trembling hand, rubbed my cock over her slit. She was moist and tilted her hips up.

"Don’t tease me."

I didn't need to be told twice. I pushed the head into her hot folds and felt them separate. Her pussy was smooth and opened for me with a grudging grip. I slid about half of my shaft into a tight, black pussy and then moaned as an overwhelming surge of pleasure swept through me. I pulled back, adjusted, and pushed forward. I slid in slow and easy, my shaft feeling the sliding inside her as I sank deeper into that silky grip.

I groaned as I reached full penetration. Her hips were melded to mine, joined at the crotches. Her tightness held me and my thickness filled her. Her hips moved with mine, joined by my stiff insertion. Oh fuck this is way better than a condom.

A high-pitched growl of outrage had me off of her in a flash, dick pulled out and waving. Emil exclaimed, "What is this?" His mouth was dropped open, his eyebrows drawn down in anger.

Bianca sat up with shock. "Uhh..."

I backed up. "Sorry, I—"

His look was fierce. "I didn't know you wanted white meat. Why didn't you tell me? I wanna see."

Venus was behind him, looking uncertain.

Bianca blinked. "You... wanna what?"

Emil puffed his chest out, his erection bobbing. "I wanna see my woman take a white cock. How dare you rob me of seeing that."

She looked abashed. "Sorry."

He looked at me. "You get back on her, but you show me. I'm her husband—"

"You want me to fuck her?"

His voice rose even higher in indignation. "Hell yes."

"Oh."

"I said I liked interracial porn. I like all of it. I most definitely wanna see my wife take a white cock." He sat in the recliner and motioned for Venus to get on him. He said to me, "Stuff that tool into that black pussy. Show her how good white cock is."

The tension drained out of me. "Oh. Yeah, sure thing. It felt great. But I don't have a condom."

He frowned at me. "Don't you be disrespecting her with no condom. You shove that thing in bareback. I wanna see white man's cum leaking out of her black pussy." Venus had mounted him facing out. His cock rose and fell in her pussy. He sighed deliriously. "You fuck her like you're gonna give her a white baby."

His talk was turning me seriously the fuck on. I knelt back down and got between her thighs. I rubbed my cock up and down her slit. I wanted to groan out with awe and pleasure as I sank it back into her, but it was her husband that made the noise.

Emil was panting. "Is that good, baby? Do you like that white cock in you?"

I pushed into her, heaving my cock in and out of her black pussy.

She gasped and grunted. "Yes... I do..."

"You want him to keep fucking you? Come back for more?"

Bianca's mouth fell open. "Can he?"

Emil's voice dropped down to a more normal range. He pointed at me. "You come over as often as you want. You fill her pussy. You hear?"

I nodded, looking at Venus afterward in question.

She was grinning, loving it. She winked at me.

I told him, "Okay."

He gave a curt nod. "Yeah. You make sure she gets all the white cock she wants."

Maybe I understood now what my wife had been trying to tell me. How much of a turn-on it was to fuck someone married. It felt safe and sensational. Emil wanted me to come back, fuck his wife, and leave my sperm in her. He wanted me to fuck her as often as possible and my wife approved.

I thrust deep, relishing the wet grip of Bianca's pussy. All the way in, all the way out, from tip to balls, I fucked her in front of her husband. I was overcome with excitement and gratitude. Yes, I very much liked this.

In that instant, I recognized my reluctance with Venus. My wife had tons more experience than I did in all this. She had been a slut. Had multiple dozens of cocks. I didn't have the same frame of reference, so this was all new to me. I had ripped myself away from my overbearing mother and embraced my father's creed of taking life easy. The thing was, Venus lived that more fully.

She moaned from the chair, tension rising in her voice.

I looked over. Emil was rubbing her clit and she was staring glassy-eyed at me.

What was so fascinating about me? That I was fucking a black girl or that Bianca was younger and I was married?

Venus convulsed on his cock and threw her head back.

Emil got so excited he lost it, too. Their crotches became a mutual blur of frantic finishing.

I settled on her and kissed her. She moaned into my mouth and her hips worked my cock faster. I fucked her deep and the tingle of my orgasm began building.

She was black, beautiful and married. And I was fucking her. And everyone liked me doing it. The best part of it was, Emil wanted me to cum in his wife.

I knew it was coming. I leaned up and thrust my hips deep, barely pulling out. I groaned and panted, then began giving silent grunts of effort as I deep-fucked her. Those grunts came faster and more fervent.

Her sighs quickened and suddenly exploded in a rush of pants. Her hips worked frantically beneath me, grinding out her orgasm.

Emil sighed with satisfaction. "You like that, baby?"

Bianca's eyes were on me. She panted, "Yes..."

"Is he deep?"

"Very deep..."

I looked over at them again. His cum was oozing out of my trembling wife. I lost it in a rush of lust.

Emil had given my wife something natural and normal, a token of his appreciation. But this was better than Cliff filling her. This was different, even if seeing Cliff's cum gushing from my wife had been a turn-on. This was a special sharing between two married couples that meant far more to me than just nasty sex.

This was a gift from them to us and us to them. A mutual agreement of inclusion that was intimate and honest. There was no hiding here. No cheating. No affairs that wrecked badly-understood marriages. There was no jealousy or anger.

This is how it was supposed to be: the perfect friendship. His cock in my wife and my cock in his wife. Not just a friendship between me and him, and then my wife and his, but a four-way connection of trust.

I blew in her, hard and deep, my teeth gritted with effort.

Emil's breathy exclamation drew my attention. He said, "Oh! Is he cumming in you, baby? Can you feel it?"

"Yes..."

The look on his face changed to an expression of wonder, as if he were seeing something most precious. "Oh... Oh, baby..."

His words spurred me. I groaned, "Yeah, take it all...Oh fuck this is good..."

Emil cried out, startled. His hips pushed up beneath my wife, shoving his cock back up into her. His face screwed up in pain and he grunted – an aftershock: three more squirts up into Venus.




CHAPTER 6

On the drive home, I was feeling well-fucked and satisfied. With my wife next to me, life was floating along with the flush of fulfillment.

Then Venus threw a wrench in everything.

A quick and simple flick of the wrist and suddenly it was all grinding to a screeching halt.

She said, "I don't know if I want to do him again."

I was floored. I had to correct because I had jerked the wheel. The car swerved alarmingly. "What?"

She leaned into the swerve and went with it as naturally as an amusement park ride. "Emil is nice and all, but it's not my thing."

"What do you mean? He's married."

She implored me with a look. "It's more than just that. I've seen your looks. I also know you've been ignoring Cliff—"

"Well, uh..." I was caught with nothing to say.

"I know you're wondering about my sluttiness. And I had promised I'd left that all behind—"

"I'm not worried—"

"Gavin."

I pouted at her.

She said, "I've seen your looks."

"But Spence's party—"

"Was a mistake. I was drunk and you looked interested. I shouldn't have let it happen."

What the fuck? Did you just turn into my mom? "Uh..."

"Emil's very nice and it was fun, but it was just sex. I can have that fun with you; I don't need to get it somewhere else."

"I thought you needed a married—"

"I'm getting to that. Anyway, I might do him for his birthday again or something, but I don't want to make some regular thing out of it."

"I thought you liked—"

"Would you let me finish?"

I snapped my mouth into a firm line.

She sighed. "I like you being with Bianca; she's a friend and that's good."

"But you don't want to do Emil. How does that equate—"

"Because Emil is younger than me. Bianca is younger than you. I have a thing for older, married men fucking young girls. I can't help it. I really can't."

"Oh..."

"That's why I like you with Bianca, but not me with Emil."

"Oh." I guess that makes sense. "So you knew about me ignoring Cliff...?" My face heated and I looked away.

"Yes, and that told me you weren't just jumping headfirst into all this. It's not just your expectations, but mine, too. I agreed to stop the sluttiness out of respect for our love and also because just having sex with a guy doesn't satisfy that deep craving for an older married man."

I stayed quiet, thinking.

"I love you, Gavin. I want to find the sweet spot for both of us. And I really do mean my promise to leave that sluttiness behind."

"Except if you find an older, married man."

"Yes... but not behind your back or anything. If I do, I want it to be something we do together. You and me." There was something pleading in her voice.

I knew there was something going unsaid. She was hinting at something that I just could not grasp – except to know it was there, unspoken. I asked, "What aren't you telling me?"

She looked away. "I'm telling you what I want. I want to explore us together."

"Have I not been willing—"

"You have, thank you. I thought I could control my urges over married men, but they just grow more intense. It's great with you, understand me, but the lust I have isn't going to go away."

"And you want to involve me."

"Yes, us together."

"And Emil didn't do it for you?"

"No, but it was fun. No more than that. I got off seeing you fucking her. It was beautiful."

"So I really can go over there and...?"

She giggled. "Whenever you want. Or have her over."

"And you have no problem with me doing her without a condom."

She groaned in lust and squeezed her legs together. "Stop it, you're making me wet. Yes, definitely do her without protection. That's how Mister Mitchell took me..." She began panting, her eyes getting that faraway memory look.

"So no Cliff?"

Her head moved as if to fall over in sleep, then snapped steady. "I don't know."

"I thought you said his talk was fun."

"It was; it was different. Sort of a role reversal. Exciting in a way, but still not fulfilling as an older man taking me."

"All right."

"If I do Cliff, I'm just letting my slutty side out of control. I'd rather not do that because my sluttiness was just a bandaid on my desire. I have you for that now. I have you I love. I want you to have all of that. I want us to be strong together, happy and in love, and approach my... kink together."

"Okay..." I still felt as if something had been skirted. "Is that all of your kink?"

"The older married man thing? Yep."

Well, that was sort of final. "Do you have some married man you're seeing...?"

Her answer was instant. "No. I said I didn't want to do this without you."

"Okay."

"You'd want to be involved?"

I gave her a pained look. "Uh, fuck yes? You're my wife."

She thrust herself back against the seat in finality. "Good."

~ ~ ~

I was at work, standing and watching, smiling and nodding at customers as they came and went. I tried to avoid Mrs. Redmond's accusing glares. The bank manager had not liked me since the day I was hired. Always looking like she expected me to be checking her out.

Fuck you.

But, she was my boss. She also seemed to lead Barbara and the bitchy brigade of broads in the bank that all looked at me as if I were a rapist scumbag.

Fuck all of you. Especially you, Barbara. Fuck you.

My week was back to normal. My wife hadn't felt the touch of big black cock and lost all her marbles in a sudden magical moment of fuck you. I wasn't a cuckold wimp who had to kneel and lick up the drippings or suck toes as my wife got hammered silly by a black bull. Nope, everything was normal.

Bianca was texting me, carefully trying to hide her gushing enthusiasm for me coming over. I enjoyed that – a warmth spreading inside me that such a beautiful black woman was wet for me to come fuck her.

Yes, I decided I loved this new interracial twist to me. I would have to thank Emil. My cock hardened every time I thought about filling his beautiful wife with my cum. I wanted it. I shook with need to deliver that gift to her. To them.

My reverie was interrupted. A shifty-looking man with stringy hair and wearing a heavy jacket in the outside heat had me instantly alert.

The man stopped inside the door and looked around, his eyes adjusting from the brightness of the reflective glass outside.

I twisted enough for him to see my gun and just stared at him.

He scowled at me, turned and walked out.




CHAPTER 7

I still had the sense that something was going unsaid.

Cliff had certainly been in contact with Venus, so was it about him? Or maybe it was Spence. She had done things with Spence before – made it sound as if they were boyfriend and girlfriend for a time.

Were they rekindling that old flame?

But Spence was my age – that wasn't going to satisfy her older man lust.

That also made me worry: would she eventually divorce me because I wasn't old enough to satisfy her? She claimed I satisfied her love and I filled her heart – whatever that meant. But apparently I wasn't filling her pussy.

My thoughts tended to be a little negative, despite her assurances.

Would she want to marry an older man? I had to keep telling myself that she had stressed being excited over older men who were married – to other women. Whether I was understanding that right or not was questionable. She seemed troubled.

Did she really need to be married to me and have an older married man on the side for the perfect satisfaction? Did it require two men?

Was I going the taking it easy route too far? Should I revert back to my more prudish ways? Did my mother have something right after all? Was my wife so sick and filthy that one man couldn't satisfy her? Was she bad?

I couldn't bring myself to admit she was. She was a person, a human being with emotions and desires. If some of those desires shocked people, they certainly weren't like bestiality desires or scat worship. Venus was real and sharp. She loved me; I felt it.

No, I couldn't just label her sick and believe I had really given it that much thought.

She claimed she wanted to satisfy and explore us together, as a couple. She wanted to explore my kinks. I know that meant she wanted me to explore hers with her.

Was she wanting me to go find some older man and set up a fuck?

It was Friday evening when I asked her. "Do you need me to find you some old guy—"

"No." Simple and fast.

Well, that went well. I rolled my eyes.

She changed the subject. "Do you want me to do Cliff?"

I paused in thought. Cliff had been fun. He had brutally fucked my wife silly and I had liked it. But he wasn't married, so I gathered she was asking to see if it was something I wanted.

Truthfully, I did not. It was kinky and nasty, but just the once, thank you. It might sound really shitty, but I didn't want Cliff coming over doing my wife in the same kind of arrangement that I had with Emil and Bianca. There was still some jealousy in me that I couldn't erase there. I couldn't pin my finger on it, but it was a road I wasn't going to just "take it easy" and travel. Not that one. Something about that one bothered me and threatened to turn into something... unhinged.

I said, "No."

"Why not?"

"Because he doesn't satisfy your desire for an older married man."

"You don't have any desires to see him do me?"

"No. It was fun, but... just no."

"All right." She was nodding. "Good. I just wanted to make sure you weren't being left out of my decision not to see him."

So, you made the decision. Well... good. "Thank you, but you made the right decision."

"You didn't like him?"

"No, I... did, in a way. But there's something about continuing I can't really put my finger on—"

"That he'd make you a cuckold."

"Huh?"

"He seemed very interested in being verbal. Taking my married pussy and all that."

"Oh."

She studied my face. "That's probably it. I don't see you being the kind to go through that."

"You would want to?"

She laughed. "No. Not at all, though I'd consider it if that was your thing." She pursed her lips. "You have to understand, I love you. I don't want to hurt you. I want you involved. I want you with me. I want to be there for you. By the way, I invited Bianca over tomorrow."

"What?" I was a little confused.

"She says you've been avoiding making a time to come over."

I had avoided it. As hot as it had been, I was a little unsure about it all. Yeah, sure, I could agree to it in the heat of the moment, but now that I was back to my... normal life, I had a hard time going back. Even though I really wanted to continue fucking Bianca.

She said, "So I invited her over."

A relief rolled through me. Maybe I was worried about having to perform for Emil. Meet his expectations somehow. "Maybe that's better."

She gave me a knowing wink. "I promised Emil I'd film it. That okay?"

I searched within and found no objections. "Yeah... that's fine." I looked around our sparse apartment. The only room furnished well at all was the bedroom. She had brought what little she had from her room she shared with a friend and I had brought my furnishings from my mom's house.

My dresser stood in the living room with her small TV on it – facing our used leather couch.

I said, "Bedroom's the best place for it."

She nodded.

"You won't mind me doing her in there?"

Her eyes flashed, growing large and interested. "No, that will be hot. You fucking her on our bed? Yesss..."

~ ~ ~

Saturday morning turned out to be special between us.

I came out from my shower in my bathrobe and boxers.

Venus attacked me like a cat waiting on a mouse. She pounced on me before I could do more than just drop my mouth open in surprise. All that male testosterone did me no good, apparently. I was tossed down onto the bed like she couldn't even feel my strength or weight.

She tore at my robe and boxers, until my dick was out. She hummed sexily, giving me her smoky look. "Mmm, you're going to fuck a girl on this bed right here."

"Uh, yeah—"

Her mouth sucked down on my cock and shut me up.

I groaned as my shaft swelled in her mouth.

She pulled off, holding and not stroking. "Tell me if you get close. I don’t want to waste it for her." Her mouth went back down and sucked.

Fuck.

Her head moved up and down slowly, then pulled off. She rubbed my erection all over her cheeks and mouth. "I want you to fuck her."

I exhaled my lust. "I will."

She squeezed my shaft. "I want you to fill her pussy deep with your cum."

"I definitely will."

She got up next to me. "Will you play with me? I need to cum."

I wasn't sure how much sucking I could take with her nasty talk. "Sure."

When she had her shorts off, she spread her legs.

Instead of fingering her, I went down on her. Her clit and lips were puffy and warm. She was excited.

She moaned happily. "Are you going to stick your cock in the little girl?"

Bianca was shorter than me by six inches. But little? She was about my wife's height. However, she was younger than Venus by two years. I guessed that was enough to inflame my wife's fantasies.

I said, "Yes. I'm going to take her."

She moaned so loudly and long that I wondered where she found the breath. "Do it, take her. Are you going to fill her with your cum? Right here on our bed?"

My tongue was licking wide, up and down her clit. I snapped it back in. "Yep, right here. I'm going to force my cock in her and—"

Her thighs clamped on my head and quivered. She cried out, interrupting me as she pulled my face back onto her pussy.

Wow, that was fast. So she really got off on the whole older man and younger girl thing. A swell of sympathy surged inside my heart. I want to help her realize her dream, too.

In the vice of her thighs, I decided I was going to make it happen – to be a part of her satisfaction in any way I could. That some of her fantasy was satisfied with me doing Bianca and my growing interest in interracial sex, made me want to do what I could to make sure she found her satisfaction. All of it.

Thing was, I didn't know any older men.

~ ~ ~

I opened the door for Bianca. She glanced around our bare apartment with barely concealed shock, but then looked at me. Her expression changed to pure brilliance.

I closed the door and gave her a hug. It seemed like the thing to do, you know? Just a friendly hug.

But she latched on and melded to me in the most embarrassing way. Is my wife watching? I twisted a little.

Venus was there, filming it on her phone. A smile was plastered happily on her face.

Oh, okay. She likes this. I moved my head back and Bianca's face was there, looking up into mine. Her lips parted. Well, why not?

I kissed her.

No.

She kissed me.

No, it wasn't exactly one or the other, more like I blinked and we were attacking each other's mouths in a mutual masturbation of lips and tongues.

Fuck, I love kissing her...

I could feel her tight body pressed against mine – the slight swell of her boobs. The press of her hips and pubic mound against my swelling cock. Her thick nose brushed mine and our chins pressed.

She had a lovely aroma of shampoo, soap, and some kind of body wash that hinted at lavender.

We kissed for hours.

Okay, a minute, maybe. But I felt like I stood there for a long time, exploring her mouth.

I could hear Venus panting. She was enjoying the kiss as much as we were.

Finally, my erection threatened to burst out of my jeans. I let go and turned her towards the bedroom.

Bianca motioned towards the phone in my wife's hand. "Good. My husband wants us to be vocal, if that's okay."

Venus giggled.

I said, "Vocal?"

Bianca was behind me as we stepped into the bedroom. "Yeah, you know, talkative. Telling each other what we're doing, if we like it. About your whiteness and my blackness."

I think I knew what he wanted. He had been talkative while watching us at his birthday party. "We can do that. My wife might like that, too."

Bianca brightened. "Yeah?"

"Oh yeah."

Venus laughed again. "He just needs a little encouragement."

I frowned. The fuck I do. I know what I'm doing. I twisted my lips. "I can handle things. You just film. I'm going to fuck this black girl."

Bianca bounced on the balls of her feet.

My wife winked at me.

I looked at the phone as I undressed. "My cock is all hard for your wife, Emil. I'm going to feed it to her." If that doesn't bust his nut right there when he sees this...

I watched her slip out of her sundress. Her beautiful black body was a willowy line of grace and sexuality.

I stroked my cock at her. "I want your lips on this. Get down here and suck." I motioned to Venus. "You too. Get close so he can see her mouth on this white cock."

I glanced back and forth at both as they moved. Am I overdoing it? "Is this verbal enough?"

Bianca laughed and nodded.

Venus sighed heavily with excitement. "Oh yeah. Don't be afraid."

I rubbed my cock around those pretty black lips. "You want to suck my cock, don't you?"

She nodded, exhaling heat onto my shaft.

"Right in front of my wife and your husband."

She nodded more vigorously.

Venus hummed with pleasure. "You going to make her deep throat it? A little bit of forced choking?"

Stunned, I shook my head. "No, not her. I don't want to treat her like that." I stroked my hand over her head and cheeks. "I want to savor her. Make love to her."

My wife moaned.

Bianca whispered, "Oh, fuck. I'll be your black toy. I'll be your whore." That didn't sound staged.

But then I wasn't kidding, either. The thought of making her gag just didn't click in any way with me.

Her mouth moved over my cock, taking me in.

I groaned, happy. "Yes... that's where your mouth belongs. Suck me good."

She hummed happily and pulled off. "I love white cock."

I watched her sucking me. Her head moved, her eyes crossed, and her lips covered my erection. Back and forth her face moved on me. I sighed in happiness.

When she pulled off and looked up, jacking me, I stroked her face. "You did good. You going to kiss your husband with those lips?"

"Yes."

I bent and lifted her. I tossed her back on the bed. "Spread your legs."

Venus moaned again.

I knelt and mashed my face into her black pussy. I licked and flicked, torturing her with my tongue. She tasted a little different than Venus, but not by much: some element of different soap or something. I abused her clit with my mouth until she came. It was a sweet sound of release and relief.

My wife was panting. A glance told me she was really enjoying this.

Well, so was I.

Venus was younger by a couple years, though I couldn't tell. Yet there was an innocence about her eyes despite being married and having a white lover. That she was so interested in interracial sex was stimulating.

I got up and stroked some more for the video. "I'm going to fuck her now – ram this into the little girl's black pussy. Look how hard this is." I strained it for the phone. "Look at that. I'm going to shove all of it into her while her husband sits at home."

My wife breathed, "Fuck her, Gav. Show her how good a white, married cock is."

I didn't have to tell her to bring the phone close. I touched my dick to Bianca's pussy and played at the entrance. "There it is, Emil. A thick white cock is about to enter your young wife. Her black pussy is going to know how good it is to have this." I aimed my erection at the phone and waved it.

I figured I'd been vocal enough. I wanted to fuck her. My reservations about Venus seeing this and filming it were gone. I had thought she might just want me to fuck her, not make love to her, but the more romantic we acted, the more excited my wife became.

I scooted her up our bed and turned her.

She got onto her hands and knees and presented her little ass to me. Bianca did not have typical black booty. Her butt and hips were thin, like a little girl's. She didn't have the hip swell my wife did. But her slit was inviting and I eagerly got behind her. A quick rub at her hole and I was sliding in.

Her pussy was pure pleasure. It was different than my wife's in a noticeable way. Venus had a soft pussy, fleshy and comfortable. Bianca had a smooth canal of silk without the fleshy extras. I felt the grip of her sheath along the entire length of my dick.

I wound up and delivered a slap to her hot little ass. I grabbed her hips and began fucking her, reaming her pussy with my cock in a motion designed to give maximum stimulation to my cock.

I loved it.

With my balls slapping her clit, so did she.

I waved my wife over after a few minutes of very energetic doggie-fucking. I blew out a long breath and pushed my cock in as far as it would go. "Get a shot at how far I'm in her." I was pointing down behind us.

Venus said, "Yeah, I already did." But she moved to do so anyway.

I was twisted around, talking to the phone even though it was down between the back of our thighs. "You see that, Emil? Your wife's pussy is completely stuffed with white cock."

Bianca was moaning happily.

I said, "See my balls? I've got a full load and it's just for her." I gave one pump, out and back in. "Her black pussy was made for my cock and it belongs to me now. Your wife's pussy is going to be where I shoot my loads from now on."

Venus murmured her approval. "Do it."

I began ramming Bianca. Not because I wanted to hurt her, but because I really needed to get the full fuck experience out of her. Our first time on her couch had been interrupted and also watched. First time was a little awkward.

This time, I wanted it all. I did want to take her pussy. If Emil was willing to give it to me, I was happy to take it. I pumped into her so hard that she fell forward. I went with her, ramming her pussy from behind. She was lying flat down on the bed, feet out. Her face was turned and her eyes closed. Her mouth was open, panting with lust and need.

I wasn't abusive – I didn't want to be that way with her - but I was letting loose. My cock felt so full and engorged, and I wanted it inside Bianca. I grunted, straining to get my shaft as deep as I could. She had her hips arched up at me, accepting everything I was giving. Her pussy lips moved with my cock, in and out as I pistoned into her.

I was going to use this pussy – use it to make my dick cum. It sent superb silky sensations tingling along my shaft and balls. I fucked her hard – my hips slapping down onto her little ass.

I pulled out and flipped her over.

My wife was still capturing it all, but she had removed her shorts and was fingering herself frantically. The phone shook in her hand and she panted as loud as Bianca.

Taking cue from my memory of Cliff, I set her legs up on my shoulders and positioned myself over her pussy. I looked at the phone. "I'm going to drive it in now. Pound her deep."

I wasn't sure how Venus was going to get a good video – she was shaking so badly with excitement.

I dropped down, driving my cock into Bianca's pussy.

She groaned heavily and clawed my shoulders.

I rose and fell, forcing my thick erection deep into her.

My wife moaned low and long. "Are you going to fill her? Are you—" She lost the ability to speak as she panted.

Bianca's eyes were squeezed shut and she was making noises as if she might cum again.

I pulled out and gave my cock several strokes. I eased her legs down and forced her legs wide with my ankles. I planted my feet and stabbed the head of my erection back into her.

It was good. Very good. My cock did belong in this girl and I was going to seal the deal. I looked over at Venus and the phone. "All right, I'm going to claim her. I'm going to blow my load deep."

My wife groaned – close to finishing. "On our bed?"

"Yep, right here." I drove in, forcing every last bit I could get into her. Then I set up a steady pushing using my feet to make sure every thrust was as deep as it could go.

Bianca held on, lips parted and breathing in explosive bursts from my thrusts. But her gaze lost focus and her eyes rolled up in her head. Suddenly, she was shaking, her teeth chattering, as she came again. This time not as hard, but a lot longer.

My cock was clamped by her pussy, gripped and squeezed as I slid it in and out of her.

Venus whispered, "So beautiful..."

The tingles began in my feet and traveled up my legs. My hips tensed with orgasmic imminence. My breathing became gasps. I pushed harder and began groaning. "Oh yes... Here it comes. White man's cum... deep in your black pussy... Right where it... belongs!" I growled with effort and unleashed a torrent of cum deep into Bianca. Every muscle on my body was tense with the strain of shooting my sperm into her.

I felt the thick squirts exploding out of my cock. I cried out wordlessly as I drained my balls deep into Emil's wife. For my wife, I gasped, "I'm filling the girl... shooting her full of cum..." I panted two breaths and grunted, pushing forward. "And it feels... so right."

Venus dropped the phone as her orgasm tore through her.

I dropped down onto Bianca, my cock still undergoing spasms of ejaculation – sending even more seed into her. I planted my lips on hers and we kissed until I was completely drained.





EPILOGUE

I wasn't done that day – Venus attacked me little more than an hour after a very satisfied Bianca left.

"Thank you," she whispered. She was playing with my cock, trying to wake it up.

"I should be thanking you."

"It's my fantasy, not yours..."

"I'm not complaining."

"I'm glad you like her."

I wanted to be sure. "You really got off seeing that? You weren't just faking it for my benefit?"

She grabbed my hand and guided it to her pussy. "Feel in there and tell me if I'm faking it."

I inserted fingers into a lake of juices.

She said, "I want you to keep fucking her... and filling her..."

I was happy about that, but I knew this was only a part of her fantasy. "That won't keep you happy for long."

"Still, I want you to. Please don't get sick of her."

I laughed. "I doubt that. She has a great pussy and her husband wants my cock in it. I'd be a fool to reject that. A prude like my mother." I rubbed over her clit and she flinched. It was still sensitive, so I was gentle. "What about your real satisfaction? The primary part of your fantasy of being done by an older, married man?"

Her face crumpled into consternation. "I want you to be involved."

"I will; I just don't know any older men."

"You don't need to find them."

"Do you already have a married man on the side? Is that what you're not telling me?"

She jerked, not from me touching her clit this time. "No. I said I want you involved. But..."

And there it was. The "but." I froze, waiting, heart thumping suddenly with uncertainty.

She said nothing.






Stay tuned for Party Wife 3 and the conclusion to the story!

Thank you for reading Party Wife 2. All reviews are greatly appreciated (insert mental image of me begging here).
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