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I loved fucking her white pussy. Something about it just felt right. I couldn’t describe the feeling even if I could. Sitting there, in that leather office chair, watching Monica ride my cock was a godsend. Seriously, there is no ass better than her white pasty thing. Watching her curvy figure bounce on my pole was one of a kind. I groaned, watching her pale bubble butt jiggle. 

My brothers in the MC club have a strict rule about fucking women outside our race, but I couldn’t resist. I loved fucking her white ass. I loved seeing the mosaic our skin colors make, and how she whispered in my ear that my black dick was stretching her out. 

Black women didn’t do that. Yeah, they’re thicker with better curves, but white women, turn me on. Monica turns me on. My cock loves being buried inside her, and she loved being taken by it. 

Monica knew how to work a dick in a way that would make a nigger speak in tongues. Granted she was a stripper, so it would only make sense she knew how to perfectly twerk on a black man’s dick. I slapped her ass several more times, memorized by the way she moved in the reverse cowgirl position. 

While we fucked, I could hear the loud rap sound from the strip club outside the office. The office itself was a disgusting small, cramped room that hadn’t been updated since the nineties. It smelled like mildew, and everything was brown. Brown wooden wallpaper, brown desk, brown sofa, hell even the floor was brown. The sofa, office desk and chair had all been in this room, longer than I’ve been alive. The only thing young in this room was my laptop, and of course Monica. She just turned twenty-one last week. There was something about fucking a girl in her twenties. They were so youthful and energetic. As a thirty-year-old, I much preferred woman younger than me. I couldn’t imagine fucking an older woman. 

“Ugh...” she moaned, leaning her head down, popping her booty up and down. 

I slapped her porcelain white ass several times, watching as the pale goddess bent my black dick to her will. Her hands rested on the desk in front of her. Stacks full of cash was huddled around her hands. It looked like a rap video with her fucking me in front of all that money. 

Dollar bills dropped to the floor as our session intensified. 
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