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		Chapter 1

		

		When my wife Wanda told me we were going to have a house guest I was a little surprised and more than a bit unhappy. She informed me that her cousin Ben would be coming to stay a few days.

		"How come I never heard about Cousin Ben?" I asked. Wanda and I had been married for almost two years. Actually Wanda hardly ever mentioned any of her family but I understood because I didn't get along with my family either.

		"It just never came up, I guess," Wanda said. "I'm sure Ben won't be any trouble. He’s one of the nicer ones."

		"Why is he coming here?"

		"He said he has a job interview here in town but I didn't inquire what it was."

		'That was all I needed,' I was thinking. 'Some family mooch'.

		My name is Ray Howard and I'm a computer programmer. Since my skills are portable I usually work from home and I design video online games on the side. I have made a lot of money doing both.

		My gaming was how I met Wanda. She played one of my earlier games and she sent a question to the production company and they forwarded it to me. She had included her e-mail and I sent her the answer. We corresponded for a few weeks and then we met in person.

		Wanda had described herself but she had not done herself justice. She was drop-dead gorgeous and I was sure she would take one look at me and run for the hills. She didn't run at all.

		We dated casually for a few months then we got serious about dating. After a year we got married and now after two wonderful years her damned cousin Ben was coming.

		The truth of the matter was I couldn't believe a beauty like Wanda would even be seen with a nerd like me let alone marry me. I suppose I put myself in the nerd or geek category. Since I'm not sure of the definitions, I'm not exactly sure of my status. I'm reasonably fit because I workout...occasionally and I'm not bad looking so maybe nerd or geek is a state of mind.

		Wanda is a small girl standing just a tad over five feet tall. She is a natural blonde and her boobs are huge. Her thirty-eight C breasts looked even larger on her small frame and her nipples are always super sensitive.

		I didn't, and don't now, pretend to know much about women but I was constantly amazed at how easy it was to get Wanda to climax. Usually Wanda would get off at least ones before we even started fucking. Sometimes when she was particularly hot she would pass out for a few moments from her orgasm.

		Yes, sex with Wanda is fun and she is inventive, too. She asks me to do things I would have never dared to bring up. Since the first time we screwed she has never said no to anything I wanted.

		I didn't know all that much about Wanda's family. She told me she was born in western Virginia and of course I knew she was twenty-two because she was twenty when we were married. Somehow I had the impression her folks were dead. But at least one of them was apparently alive and coming to visit.

		"Ray, Ben will be here this afternoon and he likes beer," Wanda called down the basement stairs where I had my man cave. "All we have in the house are a few bottles of wine. Would you go to the store and get a case of Coors?"

		‘No I would not!’ Was what I wanted to say but didn't. I finished up, saved my work, and went to the convenience store down the street. I bought a case of Budweiser lite because on the rare times I drink beer I drink Bud and if Dick-head Ben couldn't drink it he could do without.

		Wanda was wearing a pair of tight short shorts and a tee shirt that left little to be imagined. I also noticed that she had applied her makeup a bit more heavily than usual. Actually Wanda didn't need any make-up. From her appearance I knew that cousin Ben must be someone special.

		It was about three o'clock that afternoon when the doorbell rang and Wanda raced to the door.

		"Ben!" I heard Wanda squeal. "You are a sight for sore eyes!"

		"Hello, little Wanda," I heard a man's voice say. I got up and went to meet mister wonderful.

		What I got was a shock. When I got to the foyer I saw my wife in the arms of a very large man with her legs wrapped around his waist...and he was kissing her mouth! I'm not talking about a dry lip kiss. I could see there was tongue action and his big hands were squeezing her ass.

		"Hello," I said, pissed that my voice was higher than normal. My intrusion broke up the kiss and Wanda breathlessly introduced me to Ben when he put her down.

		"Hi, Ray," the big man said shoving his big paw toward me,

		"Come on in, Ben. Sit yourself down and let's get caught up," Wanda said. "Ray, would you get us some beer please?"

		I left them sitting on the sofa already beginning to catch-up. When I returned with the beer I noticed that they were sitting a lot closer on the sofa than was needed for conversation.

		"Hey, did anyone tell you that Mark died?' Ben said putting his hand on Wanda's bare thigh.

		"I ain't heard from anybody back home in several years," Wanda said. "What happened to Mark?"

		"He was fucking old man Gilson's wife and got his ass caught," Ben said. "Gilson shot Mark dead and they didn't do anything to Gilson. Wasn't Mark the one that popped your cherry?"

		"Gosh no," Wanda said smiling. "Mark got to the party too late for that. He was five or sixth, I reckon. Why didn't they arrest Mister Gilson?"

		"Well, I guess it was because Gilson caught Mark still in the saddle. He was naked as a jaybird and humping that thing like crazy. Sheriff said that it was justifiable homicide or something like that. Said a man's home was his castle. Anyway we never collected enough money to give Mark a proper funeral and bury him."

		"What happened to Mrs. Gilson?" My wide-eyed wife asked.

		"I don't know for a fact but Aunt Betty said Gilson whipped his old lady's ass until it bled," Ben said. "Didn't do much good because she's still fucking around on him. Has your tits got bigger, Wanda?"

		"Yeah, maybe a little bit," she answered thrusting her big chest out. "I'm a full C cup now."

		"Well, they sure look good to me. Can I see them?" What the fuck? Was he really asking to see my wife's breasts with me sitting right there?

		"I'm married now, Ben," Wanda said. "It wouldn't be proper for me to show you my titties now." Now she was talking. Way to put that rube in his place, honey. "You would have to ask permission from Ray, first" I couldn't believe what I heard. Damned if she didn't run it right off the road.

		I suddenly realized that both of them were looking expectantly at me. What the fuck did they want me to say? I mean I knew what Ben wanted but what did Wanda want me to say?

		"I don't think so," I said.

		"Yeah, Ben," Wanda said. "We can save that for later. What kind of job are you after?"

		"I already got the job," he said proudly. "I'll be working for Deon Taylor. You might remember his daddy, Elmer Taylor who owned the sawmill back home."

		"Was he the black feller who married that white woman?" Wanda said.

		"Yeah, that's the one. That woman was knocked-up every time I saw her. Deon was her first kid, I think. "

		"What are you going to do for Deon?" she asked.

		"Deon has a string of whores and I'll be helping to keep them in line," Ben said as proudly as if he was going to be a bank manager.

		"No kidding," Wanda said. "That sounds like a job that's right up your alley."

		"Hold on," I said. "You are going to be a pimp?"

		"Hell yes," Ben said grinning. "I ran into Deon a few weeks back when he came for his granny's funeral. We got to talking and I told him how hard it was to make a buck in Pike County. He offered me the job right then and right there. He said I might have to knock some heads now and then but I'm okay with that."

		"Yeah, you always liked to fight, Ben," Wanda said.

		I was confused. Why was he bragging about being a pimp? Why wasn't Wanda shocked? Damned if she didn't seem please at his job announcement. And what was that shit about saving the tit show for later?

		"I sure do enjoy a good tussle now and then," Ben was saying. "I'll go see him tomorrow and find a place to stay."

		"You will not!" Wanda said. "You'll stay with Ray and me until you can afford a nice place."

		"That's mighty nice of you, Ray," he said as if I had made the offer. "You got a nice place here. You must do pretty good at...what exactly do you do?"

		Trying to explain computer programming to someone like Ben would be like explaining how to split an atom to a child. I simply said I worked with computers and that seem to satisfy him.

		"I might try my hand at that after I learn the whoring business," he said seriously. I had to bite my lip to keep from laughing.

		Ben and Wanda spent the rest of the afternoon playing the 'do you remember' and 'whatever happen to' game. I stayed and listened to their chatter but I wanted to be in the basement working on a video game. I stayed because Ben was too touchy-feely with Wanda. Actually Wanda touched him a lot, too.

		It was getting dark when Wanda suggested I go get a pizza. I said they would deliver and she said they were too slow.

		"We don't want no cold pizza, Ray," Wanda said. "Call them and they'll have it ready when you get there." I asked Ben if he wanted to ride with me and he said he would stay there with Wanda. Big fucking surprise there.

		I called the pizza place and ordered two large pies. I drove fast to get there and damned if it wasn't ready. Usually I had to wait ten or fifteen minutes. I broke some speed laws on the way home.

		I eased in the drive and went to the back door. I let myself in as quietly as possible and went to the kitchen door and peeked in the living room through the dining room. Just as I suspected they were tangled again. Wanda was on his lap and they were kissing. Ben had his hand under her shirt and apparently working her breast hard.

		"I sure would like some pussy, Wanda," Ben said after breaking the kiss but not releasing her boob. "We ain't fucked in ages."

		"I can't do that, Ben," Wanda said. "I'm married but I guess I could give you a blow-job if we hurry. Ray will be back soon. If I'm remembering right, speed wasn't ever a problem for you."

		"I'm better at it now than I used to be," he said. I went back to the door, opened it and slammed it shut.

		"I'm back," I called to give them time to separate. I was a little surprised that Wanda was still sitting on his lap when I got to the living room. Neither looked embarrassed at being found like that. Ben had taken his hand off Wanda's tits so at least that was something.

		"That was quick, Ray," Wanda said smiling at me. "Come on, Ben," she said getting off his lap and tugging on his hand. "Let's eat at the table."

		I had judged his appetite correctly. He ate a whole large pie while I was finishing one slice. When he finished and burped loudly he asked if there was a bed available because he was fading fast. He said he had driven straight through and had no sleep for about twenty hours. Wanda took him to the guest room and I could think of no good reason to go with them.

		Wanda was back within five minutes so I stopped worrying. A little later we got in bed I asked her about Ben.

		"Oh Ben and I have been friends for years," she said standing naked beside the bed. She was toying with her big nipples. With that distraction I found it hard to think but I had to try.

		"You and him seem pretty close for cousins," I said. "Overly friendly you might say."

		"Yeah," she said and laughed. "We are what you'd call kissin' cousins. I'm not at all sure exactly how we are related. Ray, I'm feeling hot and horny. I could use some dick, if you don't mind."

		Of course I didn't mind. I never minded that. I couldn't help noticing how wet she was when I stuck a finger in her pussy. Apparently seeing Ben did have her revved up. After a few minutes of foreplay Wanda swung her leg over me and mounted me like a horse. As usual Wanda fucked me hard and fast and I tried my best to hold back as long as I could.

		"Cum in me, Ray," she said loudly. "I'm about there so fill my pussy up with your hot cum, baby." That did it. I unloaded in her.

		"Nice," she said after lying still on me for a few minutes. "That was a nice fuck, Ray and I thank you for it." She rolled off of me and promptly fell asleep.

		Sleep didn't come to me as quickly. I lay still and thought about things. I thought about how calmly Wanda took the news that Ben was going to work for a pimp but mainly I thought about Wanda and Ben and why I felt so weird seeing them kiss and seeing his hand under her shirt. I could not understand why I got a hard-on seeing them fooling around. I couldn't stop myself from thinking how it would be to see them actually fucking. My bizarre thoughts didn't set well with me but they were there. Vividly there, I should add.

		***

		The next morning I found Ben and Wanda in the kitchen. Ben was sitting at the table drinking coffee and Wanda was at the stove cooking. Wanda was wearing a pair of cut-off sweat pants and a tee shirt and only a blind man could see she wasn't wearing a bra. Every time she moved there was movement under her shirt. Not that it was unusual for Wanda to go braless because she did that a lot at home. I always enjoyed watching the bounce and sway of her big tits.

		"There you are, sleepy-head," Wanda said when I entered the kitchen. "It's about time for you to get out of bed. Ben wanted to ask you something."

		"Yeah," Ben said. "I'm driving a truck and I need to get rid of it. I wonder if you would follow me into town and drive me back. No hurry. Anytime you get around to it."

		"Sure," I said getting a cup from the cabinet. "Why do you need to get rid of it? It looks like a nearly new pickup."

		"Yeah," he said with a wide grin. "It ain't exactly mine and sooner or later somebody will be looking for it. Be best if it was someplace else."

		"You stole a truck?" I asked. "There is a stolen truck in my drive?" I was having trouble getting a grasp on what he was saying. What kind of person does that sort of shit?

		"I didn't steal it," he said. "I borrowed it from old man Gilson since I needed a ride and he wasn't using it. I would have asked Wanda to take me but she said she ain't learned to drive."

		"Never had no need," Wanda said. "Eggs are about ready to take up. Scrambled okay for you, Ray?"

		"Yeah, sure. Scrambled is fine," I said. Of course I agreed to help him get rid of a stolen vehicle out of my drive.

		I followed him all the way into the downtown business district where he parked the truck on the street. Ben used some borrowed bleach and wiped every surface in the truck before he joined Wanda and me in my car. I guessed he had some experience with his fingerprints on things before.

		"After I get some paydays coming I'm going to get me one of them trucks," Ben declared after he got in the back seat. "That was a nice ride."

		"When are you supposed to meet with your...new employer?" I said.

		"In a day or two," he said. "I talked to him on a payphone on my way in yesterday. He said he would need me pretty soon. Since it's Saturday, I guess I'll wait until Monday. Maybe I can talk you into giving me a ride or loan me your car. Do you work on weekends, Ray?"

		"I usually do some work on weekends," I said. "Mostly I work when I feel like it or have something I need to do."

		"Ray sold a computer game a few months ago and made a pile of money," Wanda said proudly. "Didn't you, honey?" I had but I didn't want Ben to know it. "Ray makes good money, Ben. That's how we can afford to live in that nice house."

		"Is that right?" Ben said giving me an appraising look. "What do you do, Wanda?"

		"I take care of Ray and the house," she said. "Ray doesn't want me out working."

		"Can't blame him for that," Ben said. "I wouldn't want a hot looking and hot blooded woman like you out running around either. No sir, too much temptation and way too many swinging dicks out there. Right, Ray?"

		That was exactly my reason for wanting Wanda to stay home but I didn't much care for the fact he figured it out so quickly. I lived in constant fear that she would wake up and realize she could do a lot better than me.

		"My daddy always said it's a damned good thing you can't wear a pussy out," Ben said. "They are like the world's fair. Just gets bigger and better every time. How come you ain't got any kids?"

		"I can't get pregnant," Wanda said. "Something's wrong down there. Lord knows we sure try a lot, don't we Ray?"

		"Hell, Ray," Ben said. "Are you sure you got it in the right hole?" he laughed loudly. "I know how Wanda likes it in her ass."

		"We know what we're doing, Ben," Wanda said laughing. I wondered how he knew Wanda liked anal sex and I was pretty sure I knew. I realized I was getting an erection just thinking about it.

		"Where does Deon Taylor do his thing?" I asked him to steer the conversation away from Wanda.

		"He's got a strip club that he works out of," Ben said. "I hear it's a first class joint called The Black Pussycat. I don't know exactly where it is but I'm sure I can find it. He said it was on Third Street near Newcomb Avenue."

		"That club is a whorehouse?" Wanda asked.

		"No, that's where Deon operates his escort business from," Ben said. "I don't know all that much about it yet. What do you all have planned for this afternoon?"

		"I have laundry to do," Wanda said. "If you have some things you need washed give it to me. Since it's finally got warm, I may lay out and get some sun. Ray said we could put in a swimming pool next year if things go right."

		"That would be nice to have a pool right in your own back yard," Ben said. "Why don't you get one this year, Ray?"

		I didn't answer his rude question but the truth was I didn't have a good reason. I could afford it so there wasn't a good reason. I had talked to a contractor back in the winter but we hadn't reached an agreement. The more I thought about it the more I liked the idea of going ahead and having a pool dug. It was another good way to keep Wanda at home.

		Our back yard was large since our house had been built on two lots instead of just one. As soon as we got back home I called the contractor and asked him to come out.

		"All right," Bob, the pool contractor said looking at the backyard. "Now all you have to do is decide on the size. There ain't no such thing as a pool that's too big, so don't think small." He used some stakes and his tape measure and laid out several sizes. I asked Wanda what she thought. She and Ben had been lying on towels and Wanda wore a bathing suit that was just big enough to barely cover her tits. I noticed that Bob had trouble keeping his eyes off her lush body. Wanda helped me decide on a twenty foot by forty foot pool.

		"Okay, here's the deal," Bob said looking at Wanda's chest while talking to me. "I got a gap coming up next week but after that I'm tied up all spring and right into summer. You can still get the early-bird discount if you move quickly. Give me one third now, one third at the half way point and the final third when it's all done. What do you say?"

		I wanted to say stop staring at Wanda's tits but I didn't. I told him to get on with it and gave him a check.

		"Wanda, you might have saved Ray a couple hundred bucks if you had showed that man your tits," Ben said.

		"Would it have helped, Ray?" she asked seriously.

		"No, I don't think so," I said unable to keep from smiling. "I think the price was as low as it was going to go."

		The early spring sun was bright but the air was still cool so they didn't stay out long. I kind of hated for Wanda to cover up when she came in. Ben apparently hated it too because he wasn't very far away from her as she cooked dinner.

		"Ray," Ben said sitting at the kitchen table. "Do you know what we called Wanda back home? Wicked Wanda."

		"Who called me that?" Wanda demanded turning from the stove.

		"Some of the guys," Ben said. "Other's called her doorknob 'cause everybody got a turn."

		"You are a liar, Ben," Wanda said seemingly not at all upset at the insinuation. "You made that up."

		"Well, you got to admit you were a party girl," he said. "You were never stingy with your pussy."

		"Big deal," Wanda snapped. "So I liked sex. Everybody does even if they won't admit it. Anyway, Ray doesn't want to hear about that kind of stuff."

		"Yes Ray does," I said. "Tell me more about Wicked Wanda, Ben."

		"How old were you when you got your first fuck, Wanda?" Ben asked her.

		"Eighteen, of course," she said. "Like every girl. I may have gave some head and hand before that. I don't remember."

		"Yeah, if you say so," Ben said grinning. "Ray, when her titties showed up Wanda went wild. How many boys fucked you, Wanda?"

		"I have no idea," she said and I had to wonder why she was so calm about the conversation. "A few I guess. I didn't keep records. You want a salad? I have the stuff to make one if you do."

		"Not for me," Ben said. "I don't eat rabbit food. Did you tell Ray about the time you pulled a train?"

		"It never came up," Wanda said. "That was a long time ago before I even met Ray so it doesn't count, does it, Ray?"

		"No, honey, it doesn't, but it sounds like something I should hear about. What's pulling a train?" I asked.

		"There were six of us boys who were buddies," Ben said. "We had us a clubhouse back in the woods. One day we were smoking some dope and along comes wild and wicked Wanda. She joined in blowing some smoke and pretty soon we talked her out of her shirt. I think it was Jimmy Hawks who first started sucking on her tits but pretty soon we all started in on her. It wasn't long before we had her naked and she was sucking on a cock. All six of us fucked her several times that day. Once she had one cock in her pussy and I fucked her ass. Man, you should have heard her squeal."

		"Yes, and that the last time I screwed in the woods," my wife said grinning at us. "I like to never got all the leaves and twigs out of my pussy."

		"Yeah and I remember how you bitched about someone getting their cum in your hair," Ben said. "That was the first time a bunch of us fucked her but it sure wasn't the last time. You still like having a gang-bang, Wanda?"

		"No, I'm married so I don't do that sort of thing now days," she said.

		"I'll bet you miss it, don't you?" Ben said. Wanda didn't answer. She put the food on the table instead.

		Later after supper when we were in the living room Ben brought up the subject of Wanda's wicked past again. Ben was sitting beside Wanda on the sofa and I was in a chair across from them.

		"Let me see if I got this straight," he said. "You got hitched and now you don't ever get any strange cock. Is that right?"

		"I have my Ray," she said. "I don't need it."

		"But you do miss it, don't you?' he pressed.

		"Of course I do," she said. "That's just one of the things you give up when you are married, Ben. Do you want more beer?"

		We all had drunk several beers by then but more sounded good so she got three more.

		"Ray, as hot and good looking as Wanda is, don't you feel left out? I mean there is a world of great pussy out there and you have to hit the same old gash every time."

		"No so," I said aware my words were a little slurred. "Her gash is different every time. Never gets old to me."

		"I can dig it," he said. "But poor Wanda is stuck with the same old cock night after night."

		"It's a nice cock," Wanda said rising to my defense. "I never get tired of it."

		"Maybe so but you got to admit you liked teasing that pool man today. I saw you stick your tits out farther," Ben teased.

		"Maybe so," she said laughing. "I like it when men look at me that way. So what?"

		"But you got me sitting right here and you won't show me your tits. What's up with that?"

		"Ray, can I show Ben my tits so he'll shut up about it?"

		"Yeah, go ahead," I said not knowing where the hell that came from. Wanda slowly and tantalizingly removed her wrap and trusted out her bikini covered boobs.

		"Now you see what the pool man saw," she said. "Is that enough?"

		"Hell no," Ben said. "Got to see nipples or it don't count. Ain't that right, Ray?" I agreed that it did sound right. Top and side boob shouldn't count.

		Laughing, Wanda untied her top but held the cups over her breasts. She asked if he wanted more. He did so she removed the bra completely. Even from across from them I could see her nipples were erect.

		"There," she said. "Satisfied now?"

		"Hell no," Ben said and grabbed her. Before I knew it he had his face buried between her tits. Laughing, Wanda leaned away but moved quickly back when he took a nipple in his mouth.

		"Ah," Ben said after pulled her nipple way out with his teeth and letting it pop back again. "Tastes good like a wicked Wanda should. How come your tits always taste like vanilla?"

		"Because I use vanilla perfume," she said and pulled his head back to her breasts. "I always have and Ray likes it." It was funny that they were carrying on as if I weren't there.

		Actually it was, to me, as if I were somewhere else watching a couple fool around. I sat still and quietly watched them make-out like teenagers. Part of me felt like I should stop it but the greater part of me wanted to see what would happen. I shifted my growing boner to get more comfortable.

		I'm not sure how he did it but somehow Ben got her bikini bottoms untied and off. Now he had one nipple in his mouth and his fingers in her cunt. Wanda swung around a little so he had better access to her pussy.

		"Ray," Wanda said. "Is it okay if Ben fucks me?" For a few moments I didn't realize that she was talking to me.

		"Yes," I heard myself answer. It sounded like it came from somewhere else. "Go ahead and fuck him."

		I wasn't sure I could have stopped it but I was sure I didn't want to stop it. I wanted to see that big man fuck my little wife.

		Ben jumped up and shoved his pants down and kicked them away. I was a little surprised at how big his dick was. It was a good two inches longer and thicker than my cock. All men are not created equal.

		"Suck my cock, Wicked Wanda," Ben said in a husky voice. "Suck it like you used to. Get it good and hard for your cunt." Damned if his dick didn't get even larger when my wife went down on it.

		I knew from personal experience that Wanda was a great cock sucker. I also knew she could get herself off while sucking cock and she did while sucking Ben's cock.

		"Enough of that shit," Ben said and put her back on the sofa. He roughly pushed her legs open and stepped to her. My wife guided his hard cock to her pussy and once the head was in Ben shoved the rest if it in her.

		"Oh God!" Wanda screamed. "Oh my fucking God! Fuck me, Ben! Lay the wood to me!" Her head was thrashing back and forth as Ben started to long stroke her. Just about the time I thought he should cum he really started to fuck her hard.

		I knew my wife well enough to know when she was climaxing and she was doing it a lot while he hammered her pussy. I had to shift my cock again because it was so hard it was hurting.

		"Here it comes, bitch!" Ben said loudly and started to cream in her pussy. Wanda jerked a few times and she came again.

		"Better get some of her cunt, Ray," Ben said. "Just as soon as I recharge my battery I'm going to fuck her again. That is some damned fine pussy. Even better that I remember."

		I tore my pants off and jumped on Wanda. She helped me get my cock in her wet sloppy pussy and I fucked her. Maybe not as long, as hard, or as deep as Ben had but I did a pretty good job of it. Wanda had a couple orgasms while I did her.

		While I fucked my wife, Ben offered her his slimy cock to suck and she did. She took it like a hungry baby takes its bottle. By the time I shot-off, Ben was hard again and he fucked Wanda. This time he got her on her knees with her head hanging over the back of the sofa and fucked her from behind. Since I'm a quick study I went around and let her suck my cock while Ben dog fucked her from behind.

		When Ben shot-off, I was ready again but Wanda had other ideas. She said "bed" and led us to the bedroom. I fucked her like Ben had. I got behind her and fucked her hard for a long time. Long time for me, anyway. While I fucked my wife, Ben stood watching and drinking a beer.

		"I'm going to want some of her tight ass," Ben announced when I got off. He used his empty beer bottle in her sloppy wet pussy and actually made her have another climax. When he got the bottle wet enough he used it to open her butthole.

		"Fuck, that hurts!" Wanda complained. "Use your cock, asshole."

		Ben lay down and made Wanda got on his cock. She faced away from him and pointed his hard dick to her asshole. She slowly eased down on it until it was all in her ass. She stayed still for a few moments then started slowly rocking up and down. She had one orgasm from that and then shocked me.

		"Get your cock in my pussy, Ray." she ordered. "Two holes, no waiting. I want to be double fucked so come on, baby. Let me have some cock."

		I got between their legs and put my cock head to her cunt. I wasn't sure how this was going to work but I quickly discovered it worked very well. I almost unloaded when I was in, but I held back and gave her a good fuck.

		All night long we fucked her, rested, drank some beer, and fucked her some more. Ben and I took turns some of the time but we doubled fucked her several times. Wanda really like being the filling in a fuck sandwich. I finally rolled off of her and went to sleep while Ben was climbing on her. Fuck it, I thought. Enough is enough and my dick was raw and sore.

		The next day was just one long fuck-a-thon. Wanda didn't even bother getting dressed for most of the day. By Sunday night we all were over it. Even the insatiable Wanda was willing to go to bed and just sleep.

		

	
		

		Chapter 2

		

		I was woken Monday morning by the sounds of men and equipment in my back yard. I looked out the window to see a large dirt digging machine and several men hard at work putting a hole in my yard.

		I quickly got dressed and went out. Wanda got up and said she would make coffee. When Ben joined us on the back patio, I handed him my car keys without saying anything except that he should get my car back in a few days. Ben left and Wanda announced she had to go shower.

		It was amazing how fast they had a huge hole in the yard. The four men used shovels to finish the hole. It was early afternoon when they finished getting the hole ready for the concrete which they said would be poured the next morning. They also formed the sidewalks and deck.

		Work slowed almost to a stop when Wanda came out wearing her tiny bikini. I could almost hear the several pairs of eyeballs clicking toward her. I couldn't blame them for looking because I looked too. She was well worth looking at. Even after a hard weekend of fucking Wanda looked as fresh as a daisy. Looking at her you could never guess she had cocks in every hole that they would fit many times.

		On Sunday night when we were in bed she asked if I wanted to talk about what had happened. I told her I didn't, at least right then. That was true because I was still trying to come to grips with it.

		What kind of man allowed some other man fuck his wife? Not only allowed it but participated. What kind of husband held his wife's legs open for another man to stick his cock in her? What kind of man got a throbbing hard-on watching his wife make out with another man? These were the questions that were bugging me.

		I spent the rest of Monday afternoon working at my computer. It wasn't until after dinner that we talked about it. We talked because Wanda insisted on it.

		"Did you enjoy it?" Wanda asked after I told her about my concerns and questions. I said I did enjoy it. "Did it change me? Am I different, Ray?" I said I couldn't see any difference. "Do you still love me?"

		"Yes of course," I answered. "Nothing would make me stop loving you. Wanda. You are my life."

		"And I love you, too, honey," she said. “It’s just sex, Ray. I don't love Ben but I do like him. I like how he makes me feel."

		"Yeah, I could tell you liked it," I said

		"I truly did like it, Ray," she said. "But it was just fucking and I don't want fucking to fuck us up."

		"I guess you do miss more sex," I said. "I mean a verity of men."

		"I started young and discovered I like sex a lot and I like a lot of sex," she said smiling. "Yes, I do miss group sex and fucking a lot of different men but I could live without it if you want me to."

		I didn't respond to that because I didn't know how I felt about it. I did know that I had never seen Wanda more alive or more beautiful as she was when she was being fucked by Ben's big cock.

		The men came early the next morning and a big concrete truck soon followed them. I discovered there was such a thing as no-slump concrete. Called that because when poured on a slope it didn't slump down. It stayed put. The pool walls were poured using metal forms. They used a different concrete to make the deck and walks. Since they had plenty of concrete they made the pool deck right up to the existing patio. I like it because that means less grass to mow.

		They were finished by shortly after noon. They loaded up their tools and said they would return in a couple of days to remove the forms. I gave them the second check to take to the boss. I had a small house build toward the back of the lot to house the pump and filter. Since the law and my insurance company required a fence I ordered a sold wooden fence to be erected for privacy. It was more expensive but I envisioned Wanda swimming and sunbathing nude. In fact I was sure of it.

		Ben brought my car back Tuesday evening. I took him out to show off the swimming pool that was in progress.

		"That is one big-ass hole," he said. "How deep is that thing?"

		"Ten feet at the drain," I said. "They'll paint it after they take out the forms and then in two days we start filling that thing."

		"How long does that take?" he asked as we went back inside. I had no idea how long it would take to put nearly forty thousand gallons in it. I guessed it would take at least a couple of days.

		"How did it go with Deon?" Wanda asked.

		"Great," he said. "He's got a nice set-up going for him. He's got a car for me to use so can you take me in tomorrow, Ray?"

		"Yes, that will work out great for me," I said. "I need to go to the office and check-in so I can do both. What time?"

		"Any time before noon," Ben said. "Nothing goes on until later in the afternoon and night. I got some advance money so why don't I take you both out to dinner tonight?"

		"I would love it," Wanda said. "I have a dress I've never worn."

		"Slutty?" Ben asked with a grin.

		"No, well maybe just a little bit," Wanda said with a smile. "More so if I don't wear a bra."

		"Then leave that over the shoulder boulder holder off," Ben said. "Deon told me about a great barbecue place. He said the ribs would melt in your mouth. You up for some ribs?"

		I love barbecued ribs but eating them always reminds me of something you might see on the Animal Planet channel. I told him I was up for it and Wanda agreed it sounded good.

		The place was one I would have never ventured into. It was mostly blacks there and it was located in what I would call the ghetto. We got some odd looks but Wanda always got looks from men. She was wearing a bright red dress with a low neckline that showed a lot of cleavage. Her big breasts moved freely when she moved.

		When they delivered the racks of ribs conversation stopped and we fell to the carnage.

		"Fuck!" Ben said from behind a pile of bones. "I can't eat another bite. Nothing better than beer and ribs," he said with a mighty burp. "Except pussy. You like eating pussy, Ray?"

		"I do," I admitted. "I'm pretty good at it, aren't I, Wanda?"

		"You are an excellent muff diver, honey," Wanda said patting my greasy hand.

		"Ben, my man!" a man's loud voice said. I turned to see a huge black man approaching our table. "I see you took my advice on the ribs."

		"I did and I'm glad I did," Ben said. "Deon, this is Wanda and Ray, my friends I told you about."

		"Yeah," the big man said turned his eyes on me briefly and back to Wanda for a longer look. "Nice of you to loan Ben your car and put him up. I should have a place for him in a few days. I got a freeloading renter I'm about to boot to the curb."

		"We love having him stay with us," Wanda said. "Why don't I remember you from back home?"

		"You was just a little girl when I left," he said. "I remember you and I can say you grew up damned well. Ben told me the boys used to call you Wicked Wanda."

		"No, I think it was just Ben and some of his buddies that called me that," Wanda said. "Ben said you were in the entertainment business...sort of."

		"Yeah, sort of," Deon said with a laugh. "Why don't you folks come back to my club for some drinks and entertainment...sort of?" I looked at Wanda for guidance and she said 'cool'.

		"You do realize it's a strip club, don't you?" I said when we were underway. We were following Deon's new Cadillac SUV. "Naked girls and all that."

		"I do know what a strip club is, Ray," she said from the back seat. "I've seen flesh before."

		"What got you so interested, Wanda?" Ben asked. "Free drinks or a big black buck? You ever fuck a nigger?"

		"No and I don't like that N word, Ben," she said. "Use it around me at your peril."

		Deon met us at the door and escorted us past some man who seemed to want our money.

		I hadn't been in that many strip joints but it struck me that the Black Pussycat smelled just like all the others I had been in. Beer, sweat, cheap perfume and a wide range of aftershave or cologne.

		"Kitty," Deon told the server loudly to be heard over the blaring music. "Friends, so they drink free." The woman who served us was young, white and barley covered by a flimsy costume.

		"Excuse me for a minute," Deon said putting his head between Wanda and me. I suspected that was not to be heard so much as getting a look down her dress. "I have some business to take care of but I will return shortly."

		"Bless her heart," Wanda said looking at the stage where a painfully thin girl was trying to shake her tiny boobs to the beat of the music.

		"I hope that gal is a good fuck or she would have nothing going for her," Ben said.

		The next dancer was better build but couldn't dance that well. She did have some tits to shake. The next one after that had it all going for her.

		The DJ announced her as Tina and Tina had some good moves as well as a great body. Ben said nice and Wanda agreed.

		"I'd do her," she said causing me to choke on my drink. Drink coming out of my nose caused Ben and Wanda as well as some people at a nearby table to laugh.

		The people next door to us was two men. One black and one white. The white man leaned over and ask Wanda if she was a club dancer.

		"Damned pity," the black man said when Wanda said she wasn't a dancer. "I'd pay good money to see you bare-ass naked."

		"It would be money well spent," Ben said. "She looks like a million dollars naked. Now there's an idea, Wanda. Why don't you get up there and shake it? You would be better than anyone I've seen so far."

		"That Tina was pretty good," Wanda said. "I'm not sure what it would take to get me up there."

		"I'm good for whatever it is," Deon said pulling a chair up between Ben and Wanda. "The guys like all natural girls."

		"How do you know I'm all natural?" Wanda asked him.

		"Fake boobies don't move like yours," he answered. "That's how I know yours are real." Then he did something bizarre. He reached his big hand over and squeezed Wanda's breast. "Yeah, them things are the real deal." For a moment I think Wanda started to get pissed but then she laughed and thanked him for the appraisal.

		It dawned on me that more than likely Ben had told his boss about fucking Wanda. It would have been gutsy to cop a feel without some prior knowledge that it wouldn't get him slapped. Not that many people would dare slap someone as large as Deon Taylor. I didn't want to so I ignored the feel.

		Several more drinks followed and several more feeble attempts to do a strip tease and Tina was back up on the stage. She was worth watching as she moved fluidly through her first set. That was when she stripped down to pasties and thong. The applause brought her back to finish stripping.

		"That gal is good," Ben told Deon.

		"Damned right and she fucks like a mink, too," Deon said. "Bitch loves her black cock. You all want to watch her fuck?"

		"How is that possible?" Wanda asked obviously interested.

		"There are some private rooms in back. One of them has a two way mirror," Deon said. "Give me a minute to set it up."

		He was back in a few minutes and told Ben to stay at the table. He led Wanda and I back to the back of the club. There was almost as much action going on in back as in the front.

		"In here," he said opening a door and allowing us to enter first. There were a couple chairs and a long couch in front of a window that probably was a mirror on the other side.

		The three of us had no more than got seated on the couch when the door opened in the other room and Tina came in followed by a black man. Tina was as naked as she had been when she finished her dance.

		They wasted no time getting down to business. Tina went into his arms and they kissed long and deep. All the while the black hands roamed all over her body. Tina then help him removed his clothes and while he wasn't a big man he was packing some serious cock. Tina went down on that big hunk of meat and gave him head.

		"Suckin' is good but fucking is better," the man said and helped her to get onto a low padded table.

		"That's my invention," Deon said. "It's a fucking table and it's adjustable. Up for a tall man and down for a runt."

		When the man Deon identified as Bud put his big tool at the entrance of Tina's pussy I couldn't help but notice Wanda had leaned forward and started breathing heavily.

		"Yeah!" Tina's voice came over the speaker. "That's it, Buddy! Shove that beautiful cock in and fuck me! Give it to me, boy! Give Tina some black cock!"

		Bud did as directed. He slowly pushed his black fuck pole into her hairless snatch. Once he hit bottom he started stroking in and out of her.

		"Get your tits out so I can play with them." For a moment I didn't realize the voice was coming from Deon and he was telling my wife to expose her breasts. He didn't wait for Wanda to do it. He scooped one breast out and then the other one until both of her big beautiful tits were hanging out of her dress.

		All the while Deon was exposing her, Wanda didn't take her eyes off the sight in the other room. She moaned when Deon sucked one nipple while rolling the other one in his fingers but she didn't look away from the black and white sex next door.

		I will admit that watching Tina and Bud was exciting. I was watching the show when I heard Wanda gasp. I looked and saw that Deon had put her hand on his exposed cock. Now Wanda's attention was divided between her small white hand on a huge black cock and Bud making a white froth in Tina's pussy.

		If there had been any doubt that Ben has told Deon about Wanda there was now none. In fact I suspected the whole thing was a set-up. The barbecue place, Deon's accidental meeting, and everything that had happened had been planned.

		Even in the subdued light, I could see that Wanda was slowly stroking Deon's huge black crank. I could also see that Deon was mauling her titties. It seemed that he was roughly handling her boobs and it also seemed that she didn't mind.

		"You want to suck some black cock?" Deon asked her. Her answer was obvious when she leaned over and put her mouth on the glistening head of his cock. I couldn't see but her bobbing head told me what I needed to know.

		My wife was sucking a black cock! My emotions were terribly mixed. There was one glaring fact and it was that Wanda was going to be fucked by a black man. I didn't think I could stop it and frankly just like with Ben I wasn't sure I even wanted to stop it.

		"I'm going to fuck your wife," Deon said glancing at me. "If you want to watch, that's cool. If you want me to round up some pussy for you, I can do that. Either way, it's going to happen." Wanda had got off the couch and was on her knees between his legs and she hadn't lost contact with his cock as she moved.

		"I'll watch," I said unable to keep my voice from cracking. I cleared my throat and said it again.

		"Get up, slut," Deon said using Wanda's nipples to get her to her feet. Still using one nipple he took her out of the viewing room and down the hall to another room. I followed trying to make my heart rate slow down. My heart was beating so hard I could hear it in my ears.

		The room Deon took her was bare except for one of those padded fuck tables in the middle of the room and a small table in one corner and on the table was a video camera.

		"Get the camera, sport," Deon said while he removed Wanda's dress. "You're going to want a record of this. I'm goina fuck your little white wife's cunt until she can't take no more."

		It took me a couple minutes to figure out how to operate the camera. It wasn't all that much different than mine.

		Deon Taylor was pretty impressive clothed but naked he was damned scary. Apparently Wanda wasn't as frightened as me because she was back on her knees sucking that monster. She held the big black cock in both hands. Apparently Deon was enjoying her efforts but after about five minutes he used her nips again to lift her. He pushed her back to the padded bench and lifted her on to it.

		"You ready, bitch?" he asked her. Wanda swallowed and nodded. He opened her legs wide and put the head of his erect thick black cock to her pussy lips. I found the zoom and got a close up of his cock as he shoved the bulbous head in her cunt. Wanda grunted when he pushed another inch in her and moaned loudly when he put another couple of inches in her.

		"Oh God!" she moaned. "Oh God! It's huge!" Deon fed her another couple inches and there was still plenty of cock to go. I was sure Wanda couldn't take all of his rod. "No!" she screamed loudly. "It's too big! Take it out!"

		"That's not going to happen," Deon said and lunged forward until he was balls deep in my little wife.

		Wanda went completely silent with her eyes shut tightly. No moans, no sobs, and no talk. Deon didn't move for a few moments. He stayed absolutely still with his cock deep in her until Wanda's eyes opened and she twitched.

		"It's in my cervix," she said softly. "Your cock went in my cervix!" she said again with more volume.

		"Yeah, that happens with you little chicks," Deon said. "You, my little white slut, are being womb fucked. Just relax and don't fight it. You'll like it pretty soon."

		He slowly withdrew his cock a few inches and pushed it back in. He did that a few times more before Wanda begun to respond. After she hunched back, Deon pulled more of his huge cock out and back in. Suddenly it seemed that Wanda came alive.

		"Oh shit!" she breathed. "Oh fucking shit! I've never felt so full of cock in my life!"

		Deon begun to long stroke her withdrawing and slamming his meat back him her cunt. Later after I looked it up I realized that her cervix opening was staying open for his cock. He was literally fucking her womb.

		I alternated between getting great footage of her face and her pussy. Once I saw that she was licking and sucking on his nipples when his chest was close enough to her mouth. When Deon pulled out it actually looked like her pussy was being turned inside out.

		About ten minutes into the fucking Wanda begun to climax. After the first big one orgasms were hitting her every couple of minutes. Sometimes it sounded like she was choking but even so she kept urging Deon to fuck her.

		From the cum spurting around the black piston it was obvious that Deon had cum several times. But when a normal man would have stopped he just kept going. Deon was in her cunt for well over half an hour and suddenly Wanda begun to jerk and twitch. Her eyes rolled back and I thought she was having a stroke or something. When she went totally limp, Deon pulled that black log out of her pussy followed by a gush of milky cum.

		"Now, that is a well fucked cunt," Deon said looking down at her angry red, swollen, and gapping pussy. "I'll be wanting some more of that gash."

		I put the camera down after getting a close-up of her battered pussy. I tried to revive her and finally she moved. Just a tiny bit at first and after about ten minutes I got her awake enough to get her dress on her. I had to practically carry her out through the club but not before I took the card out of the video camera.

		"My God! What happened to her?" Ben said getting Wanda's other side and helping me. "Is she drunk? Doped?"

		"No, just fucked," I said. "I can show you later because I made a video of it. Hold her and I'll go get the car."

		

	
		

		Chapter 3

		

		Wanda stayed in bed and slept all the next day and was listless for two days after that before she recovered from the episode.

		She came out on the patio where I was watching the men paint the pool. She sat beside me as we watched them.

		"I guess you are so disappointed in me, Ray," she said.

		"No," I said and took her hand. "Actually, I'm proud of you." That was true. I had watched the video several times and it was good for a raging boner every time. I had also thought about it.

		I can't explain it but having a beautiful wife that was so sizzling hot that she would take on a monster cock made me feel good. While Deon fucking Wanda was really hot I had jacked-off several times remembering how Deon had freed Wanda's tits and played with them while she watched Bud and Tina getting it on. Recalling how he had mauled and mashed her boobs was also a turn-on for me and apparently for her.

		"Are you serious?" Wanda asked. "Proud? How could you be proud of me? I acted like a slut, Ray."

		"No, honey, there was no acting involved," I said and grinned to show her I was being lighthearted. "You were a slut and I liked it. By the way, Deon said that night he would want some more of your fine cunt. He's called twice to see if you were okay." Wanda didn't respond for a few moments.

		"I'm not in any hurry for an encore," she said. "It was super great, but it wasn't all fun. Fucking should be fun like with you and even with Ben." she shuttered a little. "That was just too damned intense. Where is Ben? I haven't seen him in a couple of days."

		"He came home with us but left later," I said. "I haven't seen him since. All he said was Deon had something for him to do."

		"The meeting with Deon was planned, wasn't it?" she said. "Ben planned it."

		"Maybe but I think Ben told Deon what a great fuck you are and Deon told him to bring you to him," I said then admitted I could be wrong and that it could have been an accidental meeting.

		"No," Wanda said and smiled. "Deon knew in advance that it took very little to make me horny. He knew for a fact that I was an easy lay." She signed. "Oh well, it doesn't make much difference, does it?"

		"No, it doesn't," I agreed. "Are your woman's parts back to normal yet?"

		"Yes indeed," she said and laughed. "Except for some mild tingling everything is fine. You want to fool around?"

		"I really do," I said. "Want to watch you being hosed by Deon?"

		"There's a tape of it?" she said. I explained how there came to be one and that I had it.

		"Maybe later," she said. "It's weird but I do not even recall you being there."

		"You didn't have any room for me," I said as we hurried to the bedroom. "Besides you sure as hell didn't look like you needed any more dick. Even a short one."

		"Once I fucked a boy and he only had about two inches," Wanda said. "I still loved it and got off, so size doesn't matter all that much."

		I determined to find out more about Wicked Wanda's past. Apparently a lot of shit had gone on before I met her and it sounded like some wild shit at that.

		A couple days later while we watched water flow into the giant concrete hole she told me this story:

		***

		Wanda:

		I grew up poor. I didn't know it for a long time because almost no one in Polk County had any money.

		Sometime before I can remember there was a hosiery mill there but it closed and they sent sock making off to India or maybe China. Cash money was as rare as hen's teeth. My parents was better off than some. They had ducks, chickens, pigs, and a couple milk cows so they had things to barter.

		By the time I was in high school the town that had been there was mostly gone. All the schools in the county had closed and we were bussed over to a neighboring county.

		The kids over there made fun of those of us who came from Polk. Polk poor was a term heard often.

		I guess we were a sight. Everyone wore hand-me-down clothes, shoes, coats and things. Some of us wore more patches than actual clothes. I finished the ninth grade and wanted no more of that torment so I quit.

		I guess that happened about the time by breasts grew out. I guess I was pretty. I was told I was but I never gave it much thought. I do remember when the older boys stopped running me off and started paying attention to me.

		When I was about sixteen my two older brothers left to join the army or something. While I hated to see them go it meant what little we had didn't have to be spilt as much. We had relatives scattered all over Polk County but most lived within walking distance to us. That made labor swap easier.

		One day my daddy sent me up to Cousin Howard's place to help with the planting. Cousin Howard had two sons and they were also called cousins. To be honest I have no idea exactly how any of us were related. The two boys were called Jerry and Larry. Cousin Howard was putting in a big vegetable garden. He worked the mule while Jerry, Larry, and I worked the hoes and rakes.

		When Cousin Howard took the borrowed mule back home the boys and I finished getting the soil ready.

		"Hey, Wanda," Jerry said when we stopped to wipe the sweat off and rest a spell. "You ever see a pecker?"

		"Woodpecker? Sure I have. Lots of time," I said.

		"Naw, not a bird," Jerry said laughing at me. "I’m talking about a man's pecker...a dick, peter, cock."

		"Yeah, I walked around the corner once and saw my daddy's pecker," I said. "He was taking a leak."

		"So you never touched one?" Jerry persisted. I said that I hadn't done that. "You want to?"

		"Why would I want to do that?"

		"So you can make it swell up," Larry said joining in the talk. "If you work it right you can make it spit at you."

		I didn't believe it for a minute so Jerry dropped his overalls and showed me his thing. He told me to take it and jerk it some. I did and blamed if it didn't swell up and spit at me. I did Larry's pecker too before Cousin Howard got back.

		After that I jerked Larry and Jerry's dicks every chance I got. Word got out among the other boys around and pretty soon I was jerking almost every boy in the county's dick. Once a girl, another cousin, told me I had to be careful because sooner or later them boys would want to stick their pecker in my cunny. I had no idea what a cunny was or why they would want to stick their peckers in it. I asked my ma.

		My mother told me all about sex and as disgusting as she made it sound, I was fascinated by it. By the time I stopped going to school I knew all the facts of life and some of those facts came when Cousin Johnny popped my cherry in his pa's corncrib.

		That was my first time and I liked it a lot. It wasn't long after that when Jerry did me. He called it fucking and that was such a good word I used it all the time. Then it was Larry's turn and it was with him I had my first orgasm and I really liked that. I wanted a lot more of that kind of fucking.

		I had been fucking for over a year when it was Ben's turn. Man, his big ol' pecker was better than the other boys. I'm not sure where Ben learned all he knew about fucking but he taught me a lot. He showed me how to suck a dick and I liked that. He even ate me for the first time and I sure as hell liked that.

		Then they reopened the old hosiery mill and suddenly everybody has some real money. Within a year there were cars back in Polk County. Lots and lots of cars and trucks. Some people even bought TVs. I used to walk nearly a mile to watch Cousin Howard's flickering and snowy TV. The picture got some better when he had Jerry climb up a tall oak tree and put the antenna at the top.

		When I went to work at the mill I met a lady named Georgia. She was a young widow and she was as smart as a whip. It was Georgia who taught me how to keep my pussy clean and smelling nice. She said boys would be more likely to eat a clean pussy. She said some girls would eat one too. I didn't understand that so I asked her and damned if she didn't show me.

		Georgia lived in a small house not far from the mill and sometimes when we worked over I would stay the night with her. I liked her house because she had a real indoor shower with hot water. Sometimes after work we would take turns taking a shower but that night while I showered she got in with me.

		"I'll wash your back, Wanda," she said. She did and she washed my front too. I liked it when she put soapy warm water on my breasts. She spent a lot of time washing my boobs and plenty of time using her fingers to get my pussy clean. When she insisted I wash her the same way, I did.

		That's how I discovered how girls have sex. I also discovered it was nice but it wasn't as good as when I had a pecker in my pussy.

		When they started fighting over in Iraq or somewhere off and gone, the mill went to three shifts. We made dress socks and boot socks for the military. I got put in the evening shift and I got off at midnight. It was too late to walk all the way home in the dark so I stayed with Georgia a lot.

		One night after work she had a gentleman caller. He came in and they kissed and they went into the only bedroom. I could hear them laughing and talking and I was curious so I looked in. That was the first time I saw doggy fucking. He was behind her slamming his pecker in her from behind. I didn't even know it could be done that way.

		I stayed with Georgia for a couple months before I realized the men that came calling were not gentlemen, they were paying her to fuck. She charged ten dollars a pop and that doesn't sound like much now but then and there it was big money.

		I gave it a lot of thought. She was getting money to fuck and I was giving it away so who was smarter? I didn't think of Georgia as a whore. I guess I thought of her as a smart business woman. She sold something men were willing to pay for. I won't deny I was tempted to sell some pussy. I had plenty of offers but I never did. I still had plenty of boys I saw and I got everything I needed from them.

		I managed to save most of the money I made. Of course I helped Georgia with rent and groceries because that was only fair. The day shift made straight time but the evening got ten percent more an hour and the graveyard shift got twenty-five percent more. I wasn't sure exactly why I was saving my money.

		Georgia had a computer and she taught me how to use it. The internet opened up the world to me and I was fascinated by what was out there. I started playing video games just to occupy my time while Georgia was fucking her customers.

		One afternoon I was walking to the mill for my shift when I saw a big ol' bus leaving town. I stood and watched he until it was out of sight. Suddenly I knew why I was saving the money. One day I would get on that bus and put Polk County behind me.

		One thing I knew for sure. I was uneducated and I was positive that I needed some. When the county offered GED courses I took them. I worked in the evenings and went to school in the mornings until I got my certificate. Suddenly I was ready. I kissed the boys goodbye, told Georgia I would see her and I climbed on that bus and left.

		***

		"You know the rest," Wanda said. "I got a job here in the city, played some video games, met you and we got married."

		I had a feeling that Wanda may have left a lot of sexy parts out of her story but that was fine. I felt I was caught-up enough. Actually I felt lucky to have such a beautiful, sexy, hot woman as a wife. Being a certified nerd, I never thought it would happen to me.

		A few days later the pool was full of mighty cold water. Wanda insisted we get in but I sure didn't stay in long. We were skinny-dipping and it was enough to freeze my nuts off. I was a little surprised how well Wanda swam. She was like a fish. I asked her if there was a swimming pool near her home.

		"No, there used to be a public pool but it closed when I was just a kid," she said. "We all swam in the river. It was on that river bank I first got my butt fucked. Ben, talked me into it."

		"Did you like it?" I asked. She was paddling around in the cold water and I was on the deck sitting in the sun.

		"Not so much the first few times I got butt-fucked," she said and laughed. "I guess it would have been better if one of the smaller dick boys had done me first. Ben has a pretty big dick. I think I come to like it better when Ben and Larry both did me. Ben fucked my pussy and Larry did my ass. Now that was a lot of fun. After that I liked being done in my butt but not as much as my pussy. Hey, look who finally showed up!"

		I turned around and saw Ben standing on the patio watching us. He was grinning at Wanda who had pulled out of the water enough to show her big breasts.

		"Prettiest damned tits in the whole world," he said. "Nips look hard, Wanda."

		"They are," she said laughing. "This cold water has them pretty firm. Where have you been?"

		"Deon is changing his escort deal," Ben said handing her a towel when she came out of the pool. "He had me doing some recruiting. I was in Upton for a few days then I went to Richmond and got some girls. They sure didn't waste any time getting your pool ready, did they?"

		"No, once they got started they moved right along," I said. "We just got it full yesterday."

		"What do you know about finding whores?' Wanda asked. "And why go out of town? Aren't there enough whores here?"

		"Yeah, plenty, but Deon is changing up his girls to all white women for black men," Ben said. "They ain't so easy to find so I went out and got some. Can I take a dip?"

		"Of course," Wanda said. "Jump on in but I got to warn you, it's even colder than the river back home."

		Ben took his clothes off and jumped in with a yell that turned into a scream when he surfaced.

		"Son of a bitch!" he said swimming quickly back to the ladder. "That water done made my cock disappear!"

		"Come over here and I'll warm it up for you," Wanda offered. It didn't take long for Wanda and her talented mouth to have his cock back to normal size. She sucked him until he exploded in her mouth. She swallowed all his cum and licked her lips.

		"Damn, Cousin, I was planning on fucking you," Ben said. "Now I got to wait a while. How you doin' Ray?"

		"Not bad," I said. "I thought Deon had some white women working for him. I know there is Tina."

		"Yeah, but Tina won't whore," Ben said. "She said she was not ever going to turn pro. Besides Deon is looking for white girls and women who are whores but don't act or look like whores. He's advertising a special white treat for black meat. Has he been around here?"

		"No, he stopped calling when Wanda let it be known she wasn't interested in taking him on again," I said.

		"I never said I wouldn't be interested sometime," Wanda said.

		"Well whatever you did for him is what set him off to changing things. He told me to go find some women who looked like you," Ben said.

		"No kidding?" Wanda said. "What exactly does he think I look like?"

		"He told me to look for pretty snow white girls with a face like an angel and a body to die for," Ben said. "He said to find women that not only liked to fuck but needed to. Women who acted like a lady and fucked like a slut. I only found four so I got to go out again in a few days. Can I stay here for a while?"

		"Of course," Wanda said.

		"Yeah, Ben," I said. "You are always welcome but I have to ask. How do you find women like you described?"

		"This is the best job I ever had," Ben said laughing. "I go out to places where you can pick-up women. I buy some drinks and fuck them. At some point I ask them how they feel about fucking a nigger. Some said, no way, some ain't sure, but I found four that said they wouldn't mind it. Hey, Wanda, you remember Georgia Matthews, don't you?"

		"Sure," Wanda said. "I stayed with her for a long time."

		"Well, I got her coming this way in a few days," Ben said. "They shut down the mill again and money is tight back there. She got all excited when I told her about how much money she could make fucking black dudes. She's a little bit older than what Deon said but she's a super fuck so I'm sure he won't mind. Did you know she was whoring back then?"

		"I did," Wanda said. "She didn't try to hide it from me. She couldn't very well do that being there was only one bedroom. She's not old, Ben. She ain't but five years or so older than me."

		"I know but Deon wanted the cut-off at twenty-five or so," Ben said. "Look, my cock is coming alive again. Want to warm it up in your cunt?"

		"Well, Ray just gave me a fresh fuck a while ago, but I can always use some more," she said and climbed on his lap. She raised up so she could aim his cock at her pussy then eased down on it with a sigh. Ben and Wanda locked lips as she rode his cock. She released his mouth and tongue long enough to tell him to pinch her nipples. "Hurt my tits, Ben," she said breathing heavily. "Ray is always too gentle with them. Come over here, Ray and I'll give you a blow-job."

		"Apparently, Deon didn't do this pussy any harm," Ben observed as Wanda bounced on his cock and tried to suck me off. "Still as tight, wet, and as hot as ever." He was right because I hadn't detected any change in her pussy after Deon fucked it. The only change I noticed was she seemed even quicker to heat up than she was before.

		A few days after she had fully recovered I showed her the video and I thought she was going to fuck me to death. Since then we had watched it several times and it always got her motor running quickly.

		Ben and I didn't want anything more to do with the cold pool water but after the fuck and suck session, Wanda dove in using the diving board.

		"Ray," she called from the middle of the pool. "I was thinking I should go to work for Deon."

		"Are you kidding me?" I yelled back.

		"No, not whoring," she said. "Doing some recruiting. I know some women in my jazzercise class and from my pottery class that might want to make some easy money. What do you think he would pay me, Ben?"

		"It would be worth something," Ben said. "Depend on the quality of whore I guess. I'll ask him when I go in next time."

		"Wanda," I said. "You were not in that pottery class long enough to meet anyone."

		"I was there four or five weeks, smart-ass," she said. "I know Darla Kingston doesn't have a problem with black men because she married one. Still would be married if he hadn't gone off to war and got killed. That's one and I bet I could find others." She swam to the side. "Call him, Ben, and find out what he would pay me."

		"I don't want him to know I'm back just yet," Ben said. "I want a lot more of your gash before I have to go back fucking skanks."

		"I'm going to take that as a complement, Ben," Wanda said coming out of the pool like one of those sleek otters you see on The Nature Channel. "Use your cell phone and unless you tell him he won't know where you are calling from."

		Ben turned red and grinned. He found his pants and retrieved his cell. He punched in a number and walked off a little way. He spoke for a few minutes and returned.

		"He said anywhere from five hundred to fifteen hundred dollars depending on how good she looks and how well she fucks," Ben reported looking pleased with himself by redeeming himself. "A super quality gal might fetch upwards of twenty-five hundred." He stopped the obvious question. "Wanda Taylor is the model you judge by. Hell Wanda, all you have to do to earn twenty-five grand is find another you."

		"Maybe I was wrong thinking Deon was a smart man," Wanda said. "Thinking like that is pure crazy." She never saw or understood that she was special.

		Ben and I quickly disagreed with her but she laughed us off saying there was a lot of crazy going around. She added that she was hungry and didn't want to cook. That was my cue to start naming places we could go and things we could have delivered. Wanda asked Ben if he liked Chinese food.

		"Chink chow? You know me, Wanda," he said. "I'll eat anything that's dead or that I can kill, pick, pluck, or pull."

		

	
		

		Chapter 4

		

		Wanda brought Darla Kingston to the house to swim a few days later. The sun had warmed the water but not that much as far as I was concerned. Nut freezing, bone chilling water is just not fun.

		When Wanda brought Darla out to the patio to meet me I know I did a classic double-take. They had both arrived onto the patio wearing bikinis. Darla's was white and Wanda was wearing her fire engine red bikini.

		"What do you think?" Wanda said as they stood in front of me and posed.

		Darla was an almost exact mirror image of Wanda. Hair was the only obvious difference. Wanda was blonde and Darla was a dark brunette. Almost black hair, in fact. Height, weight, and figure was so close I couldn't see any difference. On closer inspection, and I did inspect, Darla had a darker skin tone and her boobs might have been fractionally smaller.

		"Frankly, I don't know what to think," I managed to say. "I've heard that everybody has a double somewhere in the world."

		"Right?" Wanda said. "When I first saw her and she saw me we just stopped and stared. If I dyed my hair black I could pass for her any time."

		"You would have to learn to speak English," Darla said. "Not that hill-billy shit." Darla had an upper east accent. High class some might call it.

		"I can talk like I have a stick up my ass if I wanted to," Wanda said in a good replica of Darla's accent. That cause them both to laugh. "Come on, Darla, let's get wet and leave Ray to get over the surprise."

		Shock would better describe it, I thought and watched them dive in the pool. Once in the water there was a definite difference. Darla splashed around and Wanda swam like a dolphin.

		"Ray, get some steaks out of the frig and fire up the grill," Wanda called from the pool. "Oh, get that sour look off your face. I'll cook the damned things. Can you put some potatoes in the over to bake?"

		When Wanda first insisted we get a gas grill for the patio, I feared that I would be required to cook on it. I'm sure it doesn't take that much talent to burn meat but I didn't want to set a precedence. Luckily Wanda liked to cook and I liked to let her, so it was working perfectly and I did not want to upset the balance. Putting potatoes in to bake was pushing the envelope as far as I was concerned.

		Later after the three of us were full of great perfectly cooked steak, potato, salad, bread and Bud lite beer, we sat around the outdoor fireplace and talked. That fire place was another of Wanda's good ideas because the nights were still cool.

		After a bit of encouragement, Darla told us her story.

		***

		Darla's story:

		I suppose it says something about me that I ran away from a rather wealthy home. Something happened when I turned eighteen. Suddenly I wanted to be somewhere else instead of the stuffy confining home. One day I packed a few things, swiped some cash out of my mother's purse, and hit the road.

		Since I had no destination I got on the interstate and stuck out my thumb. A long-haul trucker got his rig stopped and I climbed in. When he asked me where I was going I said where ever he was going.

		The trucker's name was Sam and Sam was nice enough. Of course I had to put out. I discovered sex early on and discovered I loved fucking and sucking. I like everything about sex so doing Sam wasn't a problem.

		I stayed with Sam for nearly a month until he had to come off the road to spend some time with his wife and kiddies. I left him near Denver and wandered on south to Arizona.

		I hooked up with a biker gang just outside Winslow. Once I got past their smell I found the sex was great. Personal hygiene aside, the gang leader, Roscoe Dill, was a great fuck.

		The bikers were working their way to Sturgis, South Dakota where there is a huge gathering of bikers every year in August. It's impossible to imagine half a million motorcycles in one small place.

		It took us about a month to get to South Dakota because the gang wasn't in any hurry and there was plenty of time. I was Roscoe's old lady but Roscoe was a sharing man. I shared Roscoe's sleeping bag but almost every night I was fucked by at least three and sometimes four bikers.

		The gang consisted of twenty bikes and twenty-three bikers. Two men had lost their motorcycles playing cards or shooting dice along the way and one crashed his bike and destroyed it. The three bike-less dudes doubled with some of the men that didn't have a biker babe behind him.

		From Winslow, where I joined them, all the way to Sturgis was just one long crime spree. From armed robbery to mugging, nothing was out of bounds for them. It was both exhilarating and scary to be with them. Even the six biker babes carried weapons. I think I was the only one in the group that wasn't packing heat.

		The city of Sturgis, aware that that many bikers had to stay somewhere, made the fairground available. They provided portable potties and showers for the influx of motorcyclists that came from all over the world.

		It was in one of the showers that I met Tom Kingston. He was the first black man I ever saw or spoke to let alone seeing naked. I took one look at his big black cock and fell in lust.

		"What's up?" he said soaping his beautiful ebony body. I stammered and stuttered and finally said nothing was up. I was wrong, his cock was getting up and he helped it by soaping and stroking it. It was as if my legs had a mind of their own. They carried me right up to the black Adonis.

		"Wash your back?" I said.

		"That's mighty white of you," he said and grinned. "Wash whatever you want cleaned."

		I spent a lot of time washing that wonderful body. Tom wasn't a big man in the literal sense but he was muscled and strong looking. I learned later that Tom was a sergeant in the Marine Corps with some kind of special warfare unit. He was on leave to attend the bike rally.

		"What the fuck is going on?" Roscoe yelled barging into the shower. "Darla, get away from that nigger and I mean right now! You are going to get your ass whipped tonight."

		"No she isn't," Tom said quietly. "Go away, asshole."

		Poor Roscoe didn't have a chance and he misread Tom completely. What happened next happened so fast I could hardly follow it. Roscoe ran at Tom and Tom hit him two or three times so fast his hands were just a blur. Roscoe hit the shower floor and lay still. I thought he was likely dead.

		"There are twenty more of them," I said to Tom.

		"Well then we should finish our shower and go somewhere else," Tom said calmly. "I don't want to hurt any more of them and I damned sure don't want to spend my leave in jail. Want to go for a ride?"

		I didn't have to think about it. I said yes and we got on his big motorcycle and left Sturgis. Tom was stationed at Twenty-Nine Palms, California and that's where we went.

		The first time we fucked was so great I fainted a few times. Within a few minutes I was hooked on black cock. Once we got to California we lived as man and wife. I changed my last name to his even thought we were not ever married. We talked about making it legal but for some reason we didn't do it. For two years we lived in semi wedded bliss.

		When Tom was deployed I told him I would be there when he got back. I worked in the Base Exchange store and when Tom was killed in action I wasn't notified because our union wasn't official. I only found out when one of his buddies came and told me.

		Tom had changed his insurance to make me his beneficiary and again I found that out by accident when his squad commander found out somehow and told me. I stayed in California for another year before the wanderlust hit me and I moved on.

		For a few months I remained faithful to Tom until it dawned on me that was foolish. He was dead and I was alive. I had several meaningless affairs over the next year or so but I craved black. I still was craving black cock when Wanda told me about a man with a black super cock.

		***

		"I wanted to meet this man so here I am," she said.

		"Wanda told you why Deon wants to meet you, didn't she?" I said.

		"Yes she did," Darla said. "I've sold my pussy before so that's no big deal. I'm not hurting for money but a few bucks more wouldn't hurt."

		"I called Ben and he and Deon is coming tomorrow evening," Wanda said. "I told Ben to make sure Deon brought my money in cash."

		"Does that make you my pimp?" Darla asked smiling at my wife.

		"No, that makes me your talent agent," Wanda said and laughed. "Deon will be your pimp."

		"A distinction without difference," I said and got a cutting look from my wife. "How did you two meet? Pottery class?"

		"Yes we both realized about the same time that pottery was boring and we left to go drink," Darla said. "I took one look at Wanda and thought how wonderful it would be to fuck her."

		"Did you think the same thing, Wanda?" I asked. Ever since she told me about her and her old roommate I thought about her doing the girl/girl thing.

		"No," Wanda answered laughing. "My first thought was how good she would look with a big cock in her. I guess I'm not as bi as Darla. My inclination is to go to old fashion fucking first."

		"I didn't know there were degrees of bisexuality," Darla said smiling. "I'm not always turned on by beautiful women but you, dear, turned me on big time."

		"I don't know if there are degrees," Wanda said. "I don't mind eating pussy but that will never take the place of a stiff dick."

		"I agree," Darla said. "Pussy is nice sometimes but I wouldn't want a steady diet of it. If I drink anymore beer I won't be able to drive, so am I staying here tonight and if so where do I sleep?"

		"We have a guest room that's not being used at the moment," Wanda said. "However there is room in our bed if that appeals to you."

		"It does appeal to me," she said looking at me like a bird eyes a worm. "I'll get a chance to see if you are as good as Wanda claims." I didn't know how to answer that but Wanda came to my rescue.

		"He's much better that what I said," she said smiling at me. "I didn't want to oversell him."

		"I'm willing to be shown," Darla said. "Will I also get some pussy?"

		"I don't know about that," Wanda said and laughed.

		"Bet I can convince you," Darla said and proceeded to do just that

		She went over to where Wanda was sitting and sat astraddle on Wanda's lap. She took Wanda's face in her hands and begun to kiss her. Gently at first then cranked it up. Wanda sat still without any response for a few moments but that changed soon enough. Wanda begun to return Darla's passionate kisses.

		"What do you think now?" Darla asked after a long hot series of kisses.

		"I think Ray and me should take you to bed and see what you have to offer us," Wanda said in a husky voice. "Let's go." she said almost pushing Darla off her lap. "Get a move on, Ray."

		I'll admit that being in bed with two hot to trot women was intimidating as hell. It took me a while to get with the program. It became obvious that I was the target of both women. Darla went down on my cock with gusto. Her technique was different than Wanda's but equally as good.

		"It's okay, baby," Darla said while Wanda lavished me with hot kissed. "Let it go. Cum in my mouth and you'll last longer next time." Like I could have held back any longer. I unloaded in her mouth and she sucked the rest out and swallowed all of my cum.

		Then Darla turned her attention on Wanda. It was clear from the onset that Darla was the aggressor. She started at Wanda's mouth and kissed her way all the way down to her knees then back tracked to Wanda's pussy. It took Darla less than five minutes to make Wanda have an orgasm.

		Over the next ten to fifteen minutes she made my wife cum three or four times before insisting on equal treatment.

		"Eat my cunt, bitch," she snarled swinging around into a sixty-nine. "Get your mouth on my pussy and eat some snatch. Ray, I see you're up again so get behind me and use your cock in my pussy while your slut wife sucks me."

		Hell yes I was up! Watching the two women had me so hard I could have driven a nail with my dick. I got into position and eased my hard cock in Darla's pussy. It went in smoothly and I begun to stroke it.

		"That's it, stud," Darla said. "Fuck that thing and give my bitch something to suck out of me." I did exactly as she said...commanded, actually.

		Over the next three hours or so I managed to get my dick up more times than I thought possible and fucked each of them. The whole time Darla never completely let Wanda go. Her mouth was either on Wanda's pussy, her tits, or her mouth.

		I finally became worn-out and rolled off them and went to sleep. The last thing I noticed before sleep overtook me was Wanda sucking on Darla's sloppy pussy.

		

	
		

		Chapter 5

		

		I was woken By Darla sucking on my cock. I started to tell her it was no use but suddenly I was as hard as a rock. She swung her leg over me and pushed my cock in her pussy. She rode me hard for a few minutes and demanded I cream in her cunt. That wasn't a problem. Holding back would have been a problem.

		When Darla finally got off of me I saw our activity had awakened Wanda. Darla said shower and went to the bathroom.

		"Is she a good fuck, Ray?" she asked. I saw her smiling at me.

		"Yes," I said. "Not as good as you but damned good. Did you have a good time?"

		"I did," Wanda said. "She is very good. I'm going to go shower with her. If you will make some coffee I'll make breakfast later."

		I was worthless in the kitchen but I did know how to work the coffee maker. I got dressed and went to do it. When it was finished I got a cup and went out to the patio. The sun was bright and warm and I sat still thinking about the previous night.

		Wild, exciting, and wonderful was how I would describe it, but I didn't have anything with which to compare it. The only thing that even came close was watching my wife and Deon.

		Never in my life did I think I would ever see such thing and I never thought I would be in bed having sex with two women. I had led a sheltered life until it changed. I realized I owed Ben for the change. After he arrived Wanda came alive sexually again. I or maybe marriage had been holding her back.

		We spent the rest of the day lounging around. The girls swimming and getting some sum and me recovering from the night and some of the morning. Also I was anticipating how Deon would react when he met Darla.

		***

		That meeting happened shortly after six o'clock that evening when Deon, Ben and the man I knew as Bud arrived. Bud of Bud fucks Tina fame.

		As it turned out Deon and company arrived while Wanda was in the bathroom.

		"What the fuck did you do to your hair?" Deon demanded when he spotted Darla.

		"Hello," Wanda said coming out onto the patio behind them.

		Deon did a comical bit by looking around at Wanda and quickly back to Darla and back and forth several times. Wanda helped the neck strain he had to be suffering by going over and standing by Darla who got up to stand beside her. Both were wearing bikinis and both looked stunning.

		"Hello, pretty lady," Deon said when he was recovered. "I'm Deon and I am delighted to meet you."

		"I'm Darla and likewise," she said. She looked around him.

		"This young man is Bud Peterson, my strong right arm, and this is Ben and he's my strong left hand."

		"Ben is the cousin I told you about, Darla," Wanda supplied.

		"Hi, kissing cousin Ben," Darla said.

		"Deon, did you bring my money?" Wanda asked.

		"Hold on," Deon said. "I have to know more and I damned sure need to sample the goodies. Also we'll need to reach an understanding. Me and Darla, I mean. You and I already understand each other, don't we Wanda?"

		Wanda said that they did. I noticed Wanda's eyes kept going back to Bud. I felt sure that when Deon fucked Darla, Bud would be enjoying my wife. From the hungry way he looked at Wanda, Bud thought so too.

		"Do you think you can handle this?" Deon asked Darla taking his cock out.

		"Sure," she said. "I've seen bigger...just not on a human."

		"How about getting your ass over here and put some lip on it," Deon said. Obediently Darla went to him, dropped to her knees, and took his massive ebony cock in her mouth. "Do you know what to do when I drop a load? You swallow every damned drop. No white slut will ever waste black seed."

		"What good is it after it's swallowed?" Wanda asked.

		"None, but it's a matter of attitude," Deon answered with a grin. "Respect for the black cock. You dig?"

		"I'm trying to work here," Darla said taking the big cock out of her mouth. "As a matter of fact, I never spit but can we skip these preliminaries and get to some fucking?" Deon agreed to delay the blow-job.

		Wanda directed the fuckers to a downstairs guest room and of course the rest of us followed them. There were no more preliminaries. The fucking started the moment they were on the bed.

		"I know what happened," Wanda said watching the couple getting into it. "Traction."

		"Can you explain?" I asked.

		"On a bed he can't get the same traction he got when he fucked me on that table or bench," she said. "When he did me, his feet stayed on the floor...but see," she pointed. "The bed is the equalizer."

		I saw what she meant. Also, I observed the fuck table he used didn't have as much give as the softer bed. He couldn't get as deep in Darla as he had with Wanda. Not that he didn't get plenty deep in her cunt because he damned sure did.

		While we watched Bud got a call on his cell phone. He stepped out of the room to take it. When he returned he sent Ben out on some problem. Because they whispered I had no idea what the problem might be...actually I didn't much care.

		Once Ben was gone, Bud moved in close and stood behind Wanda. When I saw him looking at me with a questioning look I nodded. Hell yes I knew what he wanted.

		My wife gave a little jump when Bud put his arms around her but made no objections. I knew we were all on the same page. Bud wanted to fuck Wanda and Wanda wanted to fuck Bud and I wanted to watch them. It was a perfect confluence of thoughts.

		I heard Wanda moaned softly when Bud took her breasts in both hands and massaged them. It didn't take long before he had her bikini top off and really begun to work them. My original plan was to video Deon and Darla but I changed my direction and started taping Bud and Wanda.

		I don't know which was more exciting, his black hands on her white titties or her expression when he manipulated her nipples. Wanda was leaning back into Bud and hunching slightly. A sure sign she was well heated. That was confirmed when she did a reach-back and grabbed his package through his pants.

		"Upstairs." Wanda said her voice husky. "Now!"

		I took another good look at the couple on the bed. I saw that Deon had whipped her pussy into a white froth. I found that it was hot but nowhere as hot as Wanda had been when Deon had fucked her. I hurried up the stairs and got to our bedroom just as Wanda was ripping Bud's clothes off.

		"Eat me!" she commanded and he did eat her. He put her on the bed, legs opened wide and he dove into her pussy. Bud was good and apparently liked the taste of my wife's pussy because he ate her to two racking orgasms and a few smaller ones.

		When Wanda told him to fuck her he was ready, willing, and able. Wanda guided his hard black cock to her wet hot pussy and once the head was in he lunged down on her causing her to gasp and emit a loud moan.

		"Now, big boy, fuck me!" Wanda said and he did. I got down close and his black rod was just a blur as it went in and out of her.

		Bud hammered Wanda in the missionary position for several minutes, then turned her around and slammed fucked her doggy style for another ten minutes. Wanda was having one climax right on the heels of another. The only way I could tell when Bud ejected was a soft grunt and a momentary slowing down. He was ramming his cock in her so hard that his cum mingled with her juice was squirting out.

		"Time to ride the pony," Bud said pulled his big black cum-coated cock out of her. He lay down and put Wanda on him.

		Wanda was shaking like a leaf as she got on him and aimed his cock at her red swollen pussy. There was a steady stream of cum leaking out of her gash and she groaned as she settled down on his cock.

		For about fifteen minutes Wanda rode his cock through five or six orgasms. She was sobbing and gasping for breath when she finally slowed down and stopped. She collapsed on his chest and lay motionless except for trying to breath.

		"More?" Bud asked after a few minutes.

		"No," Wanda said weakly. "No more. At least right now." Bud rolled her off of him carefully and removed his still hard cock.

		"Thanks for the pussy," he said. "You are a great fuck." Wanda responded by giving a slight wave of one hand but didn't open her eyes.

		I left them and hurried back down to see how Darla was doing. I discovered that she was doing very well indeed. Deon still had his massive cock in her but he was moving slowly. He looked around when I came in.

		"How about fucking this bitch for a while," he said. "She's fucked me to a standstill."

		"Yeah," Darla said. "You have the perfect cock for some ass fucking. Come on, Ray, get your beautiful cock over here and give it to me." I had a throbbing hard-on so I figured why the fuck not. Deon had left a lot of lubricant and I had no trouble getting in her tight ass. It was the perfect end of a perfect day.

		When Ben returned from whatever mission he was on he wanted in on the action. By that time both Darla and Wanda had showered and rested so Ben decided on the new meat, as he called her. Watching Ben and Darla got all of us interested in more.

		After Ben had dumped a load in Darla, Deon took her on and fucked her while Bud and I seriously played with Wanda. My wife cheerfully fucked both of us. I got her asshole and Bud fucked her pussy.

		I think it was about one o'clock in the morning when the games came to a halt. All of us were fucked-out for the time being. Deon, Ben, and Bud left while Darla, Wanda and I piled up in one bed but just to sleep.

		The next afternoon Ben brought Wanda twenty-five hundred dollars and took Darla with him to begin her new job.

		The money she got for Darla fired my wife up. She had a taste of recruiting and wanted more. I didn't object but I made sure Wanda realized we didn't need the money.

		"I know it, Ray," she said. "There is your money and our money but I want my money. If I wanted to buy you a present I have to use your money or our money. Does that make sense to you?"

		It did so I told her to have at it. I did wonder just how many white women she might know who would want to become prostitutes for black men. It just didn't seem likely there could be all that many. I thought Darla had to be a fluke. Like so many other times, she proved me wrong.

		***

		Over the next two years Wanda found and recruited eight women for Deon. Most of them I got to fuck first and that was a plus.

		I still wonder how Wanda picked me and why she stayed with me but not so much as before. I didn't panic when she went out of town with Ben on a recruitment trip even though I was sure she would get some strange cock. Of course her fucking Ben was a given.

		Deon got to fuck my wife several times but always on a bed. Wanda called it leveling the playing field. Bud was a frequent visitor and I never got tired of watching her take a black cock.

		After Wanda figured out she could take Devon's big ebony cock on a bed she became a fan. I was pretty sure Wanda was sometimes fucking Devon without me there but I didn't know it for a fact. Once she casually asked me if I would mind if she partied with him. I was learning that if she wanted something she always got it so I said I wouldn't mind. I think I was afraid Devon would make a whore out of her. Wanda being a slut didn't worry me at all and yes, I know that's weird.

		About a year ago I had finished a video game that was really good. I contacted a company and when they said they were interested I flew to Chicago to meet with them. I invited Wanda but she said she didn't want anything to do with flying.

		I told Wanda that I would be back in a few days and I left. I was sure with Bud, Cousin Ben, and maybe even Devon, she wouldn't get lonely.

		I called her on Thursday and told her I was flying in Friday evening. As luck would have it I found an earlier flight and got home early Friday morning.

		The first thing I noticed was a strange car in the drive. I went in the back door and heard voices from the living room. I quietly went to the door and peeked in and what I saw should have shocked me but didn't. I fully expected to find at least one of her studs there.

		I saw Wanda on her hands and knees on the coffee table and a fat white guy was pounding her from behind. She was holding on to the edge of the table because the fat slob was slamming into her hard, causing her tits to swing back and forward. I looked around the room and saw another man. He was a black guy and sitting in a chair stroking his cock as he watched the fat guy fuck my wife. Both men were strangers to me.

		“Hurry up, man,” the black guy said. “I want to fuck the bitch at least one more time."

		“Keep your shirt on,” the white guy said huffing and puffing. “Oh yeah you ain’t got a shirt on do you? Hey you hog, you done fucked her a bunch of times. Give me a break.”

		“Yeah, but I want to pop her ass again before we have to go. That bitch has a super tight asshole."

		“Maybe this cunt don’t want that black dick in her ass again,” the white guy said. He had slowed his action down, but was still long stroking Wanda hard. She was grunting each time he rammed his cock in her.

		“Don’t matter what she wants,” the black dude said. “Devon told her to let us fuck her and she ain’t got no say in it. Do you, whore?” Wanda didn’t answer him, but shook her head in the negative. “You want my cock in your ass don’t you?

		Wanda didn’t answer him and the white guy reached around her and grabbed both nipples and pulled them in the opposite direction, causing Wanda to yell out in pain.

		“Answer the man, cunt,” he said grinning. “The man wants to know if you want his cock in your ass.”

		“Yes,” Wanda said. “That’s okay.”

		“What’s okay?” white guy said. “Tell the man what he wants to know.”

		“I want his cock in my ass,” Wanda said raising her voice. She was flushed and I could tell she was nearing an orgasm. I could always tell when she was about to come.

		The fat guy pulled his cock out of my wife. Wanda gasped as he did. He pulled her off of the table and he lay back on it. “Get on, honey,” he told Wanda. “Ride the pony. Me and James is going to double up on you. How about me in your cunt and James in your ass. You like that?”

		“Yes,” Wanda said climbing up over the man. “Give me both cocks.”

		The black man, James I assumed, came over behind them and waited until Wanda had gotten the fat guy’s dick in her before he shoved his cock into her ass. Wanda squealed loudly. I actually started to go in and put a stop to it when I realized that it was not a squeal of pain, but one of pleasure.

		“God, she’s tight!” the black guy said. “Devon has some prime pussy here. He said he was going to turn her out pretty soon.”

		“Yeah man,” the fat guy said huffing and puffing, “Fuckin’ cunt is going to kill me.”

		“What a way to go, huh?” the black man said. “You like this, Wanda?”

		“God yes!” my wife yelled out, “Keep fucking me, damn you!”

		“Hell, cunt,” James said laughing, “Don't you ever get enough cock? You like a salt and pepper sandwich?”

		“I love it!” Wanda screeched. She was having what she called a jumbo orgasm. When she had one she actually had to gasp for breath but mostly she just passed out. That's what she did then.

		"What's wrong with her?" fatso asked putting my wife on the floor.

		"She does that sometimes when she gets off," the black man said. "Devon said to watch for it. I'm about all fucked out anyway. Let's get out of here."

		They dressed and left by the front door. I went in and looked down at my wife. Her pussy was red and puffy and cum was leaking out of her pussy and her ass. I wondered how long the two men had been fucking her. Apparently a long time from the looks of her cunt.

		"You're back," she said weakly. Her eyes were opened. "Good time?"

		"Yes, but apparently not as good as yours," I said. "Do you need help getting up?" She said she could make it and she did. I did help her to the bathroom and started the shower for her.

		"Who were the two men that just left?" I asked when she was under the water.

		"James and Arnie," she said. "The white dude, Arnie, is some sort of business partner of Devon's. James works for Devon at the club. Devon called last night and said Ben was out of town and he asked if he could send a couple friends over. They showed up about midnight I guess."

		"They were fucking you all this time?" I asked.

		"Just about," she said. "I got a couple hours sleep before they started again. I almost got them out the front door before they got randy again. Did you sell your game?"

		I told her I had and got much more than enough to get the hot tub we had discussed.

		***

		My life was never dull because Wanda was full of surprises. It seemed to be that I hardly got over one surprise when I got another one. I think the biggest surprise was when one of Wanda's recruits brought her live-in boyfriend to the interview. That move surprised Wanda, because a boyfriend was never mentioned.

		Her name was Lisa and she was a pretty girl of about nineteen or so. Her friend's name was Joel. Here's how that went:

		***

		"Lisa told me you mentioned a job," Joel said. He was a sloppy looking man with a big beer gut. "'Bout damned time she brought in some money. How's it work?"

		"How does what work?" Wanda asked.

		"Her fucking for money," he said. "What I'm talking about is who get the money?"

		"It is divided between her and the manager," Wanda said. "The spilt is sixty-forty for the first year and fifty-fifty after that. Did that answer your question?"

		"No," he said. "How can I get her share sent directly to me?"

		"I understand Devon has a direct deposit arrangement with a bank," Wanda said. "I suppose you could have a joint account."

		"Okay, that would work," Joel said. "I just don't want her to get her hands on it. She'd just spend it on clothes and shit like that."

		"Lisa, you haven't said much," Wanda said. "You do understand what the job offer is about don't you?"

		"Yeah," she said softly. "Whore...Joel wants me to sell my pussy."

		"It ain't like she ain't done it before," Joel said. "Tell 'em, Lisa."

		"Okay," she said. "Sure, I got some money for fucking. Joel brings his buddies home to do me and they have to pay." She slowly shook her head. "But I didn't know he was selling my ass. I just thought we were fucking for fun."

		"Lisa," Wanda said. "It doesn't sound like you really want to be a prostitute. Maybe you should think about it some more."

		"She ain't got any brains to think with," Joel said. "She's all mouth, pussy, and ass for fucking."

		"No," Wanda said. "It's not going to happen now. We'll talk again later, Lisa."

		A relived Lisa and a disgusted Joel left out house but it wasn't the end of the matter. Lisa showed up a few days later by herself.

		"Joel's pissed at me," she said. From the bruises on her face I would have to say he was pissed. "The bastard kicked me out with just what I'm wearing. Can you help me?"

		"Of course you poor thing," Wanda told her. "Come on in and I'll fix you something to eat."

		"Joel got mad at me because I didn't want to be a whore. At least that's what he thought," she said. "I don't mind selling pussy but I don't want Joel to get all the money. He started selling my ass about a year ago and I ain't seen a dime of it. That just ain't fair."

		"No it isn't," Wanda said. "Getting kicked out of his house might be the best thing that ever happened to you. Come on with me and we'll get you into the hot tub. A good hot soak is just the thing to make it all right."

		"I ain't got no bathing suit," Lisa said and Wanda assured her that wasn't a problem.

		"We never wear anything when we use the hot tub, do we, Ray?" I agreed that we always went nude.

		Most women that I've ran across looked better with some clothing on. Wanda was an exception and when I saw Lisa naked I saw that she was also an exception.

		Her body had not been exposed to the sun because she was pale and she had no tan lines. Her snow white breasts were not as large as Wanda's but they were beautiful. Perfect white cones topped with large cherry nipples.

		"Where did you come from, Lisa?" Wanda asked once we were all seated in the hot tub. I had selected a four person tub but Wanda had insisted on one twice that size.

		"A little town near Pikeville, Kentucky," Lisa said. "Joel got cross-ways with the law down there and we had to leave. That was about six or eight months back."

		"What does Joel do for a living?" I asked just to be in the conversation.

		"Back home he drove a delivery truck," she said. "That and betting on things. Joel would gamble on anything. Since we've been here he ain't done much. He mugged some people and got a few bucks. He sure perked up when I told him what Wanda said about be being a whore. Back home he pimped his sister out and made some money."

		"Sounds like a nice man," I said.

		"He's a real prick," she said. "I wish I had never taken up with him."

		"You must have seen something in him," Wanda suggested.

		"I saw a big pecker and a man who like to fuck," she said and smiled.

		Wanda asked her to tell us about it and this is her story.

		

	
		

		Chapter 6

		

		Lisa:

		I don't know why but I was always horny. After that first time I couldn't seem to get enough pecker. I had a job hopping tables in a beer joint. I made good money in tips so I thought it was a good job.

		I always wore a loose top and gave the guys a peek at my titties and that helped with the tips. I didn't raise hell if they touched my butt. Sometimes I went home with them if they seemed nice and I was horny which was usually most of the time.

		Almost every night I gave the owner a blow-job in back but sucking on a dick never satisfied me for long. Sometimes I would sit with the customers and maybe give them a quick hand-job. That was fun but didn't last either.

		I had seen Joel in the joint a few times but didn't pay much attention to him. There's not much appealing about Joel. He ain't much for bathing and he's fat.

		One night there were not many people in the bar and Joel was by himself. He was sitting back in a dark corner.

		"Hey, girl," he said when I took him a beer. "You ever see a cock before?"

		"Hell yes," I said. "What a stupid question."

		"No, I'm not talking about a weenie like these guys all have. I'm talking about a real man's cock. Look here." I looked and damned if he didn't have his dick out and it was a big ol' thing. "This here is what I'm talking about. Nine inches of hard man meat. What time do you get off?"

		I didn't have to think about it. I wanted some of that big pecker so I told him I could leave any time since it wasn't busy.

		Joel took me home with him and fucked me long and hard. His big dick went places no man had ever been and I liked it a lot. Of course I went back for more. I moved in with him, more or less, after two weeks of getting thumped every night.

		Joel lived with his mother and sister in a big ol' house and he never bothered to sneak me in or out. I didn't know at the time that he was selling his sister's pussy. Her name is Betty Lou.

		Betty Lou ain't all that pretty but she had a big pair of knockers. I found out later that it was Joel who popped her cherry then turned her out.

		I hardly ever saw his mother. She was like a ghost whisping in and out. It was kind of spooky to tell the truth.

		I guess I should have known Joel was rotten to his core when he made me give him all my pay. But by that time I was hooked on his big dick so it didn't matter all that much to me.

		I had been shacking up with Joel about three months when he brought a friend home with him. It was on a Sunday afternoon when the bar was closed.

		"Lisa. this here is Mike," Joel said. "Why don't you get all of us some beer?" I went in and got three beers and took them back.

		"Mike, did I tell you what a sweet tasting cunt Lisa has?" Joel said.

		"I don't think you mentioned it," Mike said. "You did say she loved a good fucking."

		"That's the truth," Joel said. "I never saw any woman who likes it as much. She ain't got much in the tit department but what she has is mighty good. Show Mike your tits, Lisa." Of course I was shocked and when I hesitated Joel got mad. "Don't make me strip you, girl." he growled and I quickly took my shirt off. I never wanted to make him mad at me because he would hit me. I knew that from experience.

		"Them's some big ol' nipples," Mike said. "Never saw any that big."

		"If you play with them they get even bigger," Joel said. "Come here, Lisa." I went over to where he sat. "Look at this, Mike," Joel said flicking my nipples. Of course they sprang to attention. They always do. "You play with them some," Joel said pushing me toward Mike.

		Next thing I knew Mike had one hard nipple in his mouth sucking like crazy. He's suck on one and played with the other one and swapped back and forth. While Mike played with my titties Joel pulled my shorts down and started playing with my pussy.

		"She's got a shaved twat," Mike," Joel said shoving a finger deep inside me. I don't see no point in lying about it. I got hot pretty damned quick.

		It was a first time I had never been naked with two men before and there was something exciting about it. Even more so than usual.

		"I do like a bare cunt," Mike said and he put one of his fingers in my pussy. Man, they have me sailing. "Am I going to fuck her first?"

		"Sure," Joel said. "Ain't no hurry 'cause we got all day and night with her."

		I guess Mike thought he really meant it because he fucked me there in the living room and then we went to the bed where he and Joel took turns fucking me for hours on end. Between them they must have pumped a half gallon of cum in me.

		"Why don't we double fuck your bitch?" Mike asked. It was getting late by that time. I didn't know what he meant but I damned sure found out quick enough. Joel lay on his back and told me to get on him. I did because I like being on top. I was surprised when Mike got behind me and shoved his dick in my ass.

		I like being corn-holed but that was another first for me. I never had two dicks in me before except in my pussy and mouth and that happened just that very day. I came so hard I thought the top of my head would blow off.

		"I sure love her tight ass hole," Mike said and his voice sounded like it came from somewhere far off. "This bitch is worth every penny."

		I didn't pick up on it then I was too busy having one big climax right after the first. It wasn't until later when I knew Joel was selling my pussy that it made sense.

		The awful truth was I really didn't care that he made them men pay. I was getting a lot of dick so I was fine with it. Joel didn't even stop bringing them home when I was bleeding. He just told them to fuck me anyway. He told them they could butt-fuck me or settle for a blow-job or a hand-job.

		Once after I was used to being a whore Joel brought a nigger home but it wasn't to fuck me. He brought him to fuck Betty Lou and he made me watch. Okay, he didn't have to make me because I wanted to see them getting down to it.

		Yeah, I know I ain't supposed to call them niggers but I forget sometimes. Anyway that man with a darker skin jumped on Betty Lou and did a number on her. He slammed his big ol' black dick in her and didn't take it out for nearly an hour.

		Betty Low whooped and screamed for him to take it out and then yelled for him to fuck her harder in the same breath. I never seen any man last that long before and to tell the truth I wanted some of that dark meat. I don't know how many times he unloaded in her pussy but from all the goop squirting out he must of cum a lot.

		When he finally stopped fucking her, his dick was still kind of hard. He told me as he got dressed it never got completely soft.

		"So you want some black cock," Joel said when I mentioned later it looked like fun for Betty Lou. "I'll make that happen in a few days. Hell, you'll look good with a big black cock in your cunt."

		***

		Back in the hot tub:

		"But it never happened," Lisa said sadly. "A few days later Joel tried to rip off an oxy peddler and somehow the dealer got dead. Joel and me ran for the hills to get away from the cops. We knocked around some and ended up here."

		"So let me get this straight," Wanda said. "You want to put out for black men you just don't want Joel to get your money. Is that right?"

		"That's right," Lisa said. "My pussy, my ass and my work. So why should Joel get anything out of that?"

		"Right on, sister," Wanda said. "Sometimes the brothers want something a little different. Have you ever made it with a chick?"

		"Oh sure," Lisa said. "Lots of times. Joel would sometimes get Betty Lou and me to put on a show for his buddies. I never got much out of it but Betty sure loved to eat me. I ate her too but I thought a pussy would never be as good as a stiff dick. You want me to eat you? I'm okay with it but I'd rather have some of that woody your man's got."

		"Let's get out and find a bed," Wanda said with a twinkle in her eye. "Maybe we can do both."

		While I can't say Lisa was as good or as hot as my wife, she was an enthusiastic fuck. Once she went down on Wanda while I dog fucked her and I think we all loved that.

		The next night we took Lisa to meet Deon at his strip club. Once he got Lisa on his fuck bench he slammed fucked her hard and fast. I have to say it looked like Lisa loved every inch of his cock and every minute he fucked her. That night Lisa became a lover of black cock and she made Devon a good whore. As far as I know she is still fucking the brothers.

		Joel didn't want to let go of a good thing and he came to our house several times. I mentioned it to Ben and Ben went to chat with Joel. Ben said later that Joel had decided to leave town and would do so as soon as he was released from the hospital.

		I have no idea if Wanda and I will ever settle down into what some might call a normal life. I doubt it because Wicked Wanda and I like it just like it is.

		

		The End

		

	OEBPS/Images/image-44K0Z29R.jpg
29~ Shooter3704






