
        
            
                
            
        

    
PARTY WIFE 3
By

Laran Mithras



Cover Photo by www.Shutterstock.com
Party Wife 3 is a work of fiction. Names, locations and incidents either are a product of the author's imagination or are used fictitiously.

Copyright © 2017 - All Rights Reserved




Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Party Wife 3 (The Party Wife, #3)

CHAPTER 1

CHAPTER 2

CHAPTER 3

CHAPTER 4

CHAPTER 5

CHAPTER 6

CHAPTER 7

CHAPTER 8

EPILOGUE
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CHAPTER 1

Fuck.

No, this was not a good fuck. There are bad and good fucks, and this one was not good. There's the "fuck, this sucks," and the "fuck, this is great."

This was not great.

My wife was hiding something from me.

I had married Venus a few months before. I knew she was a slut. Thing was, I was a virgin and a security guard. My chances of meeting a real girl were so very slim.

I had bumped into her at the grocery store where she clerked. Literally bumped. Sent cans flying. I had helped her pick them up and started on a journey of freedom from mom.

Mom and dad had split. Dad was easy-going; mom was a harridan of hate and spite. Everything I did was bad because of my father. She knew I masturbated and her outrage was always fresh and fierce.

But my marriage changed all that. I don't know what Venus saw in me: stability? Maybe a quiet reserve? I looked all right, but I wore glasses – a little too big. Maybe she had seen me as an escape from a youth that offered nothing but meaningless sex.

My wife promised to leave all the sluttiness behind. I persuaded her to keep the slutty clothes: it made me feel like a man to have her on my arm and see other men drool with envy.

Yeah, she was hot. All goth cute and sexy in all the ways that matter.

My marriage to her began the separation process from mom. At twenty-eight, I was ready. We had to stay in my old room in the beginning and things with mom were tense. Of course, she hated my new wife.

But we moved and left behind all that suffocating hate.

Before we moved, we went to a party across the street at my friend Spence's place. Venus had enough vodka to bend her promises a bit, although I might have encouraged it. Spence and a guy named Cliff had taken her, bareback.

I had liked it.

We had met a gal there, Bianca – beautiful and black. I became involved with her to her husband's delight. He had an interracial kink.

I had liked that, too.

Something secret swept between me and Venus, though, and I couldn't quite grasp what it was.

Venus had been babysitting one year in the past. She said she was very young – wouldn't tell me the age. Says she was so young she shouldn't. On being driven home by the husband, he had taken her in his car. He had fucked her without a condom and left all his intense passion deep inside her.

I don't know at what age something traumatic like that becomes an obsession, but she grew to need that kind of salacious passion. She went for married men, always bareback.

Most of the times with men who weren't married, she claimed she used condoms. She even used them with me, except for that very first time. There were other exceptions, but her primary rule was older, married men went bareback.

She had admitted she thought she could be satisfied settling down, but the urge within her was so great she told me she wanted to amend her promises and explore older married men. With me.

That was great. I liked the idea as something to do together. I had very much enjoyed Spence fucking her and then Cliff. I had watched Bianca's husband take her in her first interracial and that was good, too. Not like I expected. But Emil was a younger married man. Didn't satisfy her craving.

I suspected she was seeing Cliff on the side; she assured me she wasn't.

I wouldn't have been angry if she was, I just didn't want it behind my back. I didn't really believe her assurances.

She kept telling me she wanted me involved, but wouldn't tell me what was going on.

This was some serious fuckage.

~ ~ ~

I was at work.

"Gavin." My boss was a bitchy woman who always had a severe case of cramps towards me. Maybe bankers just didn't like guns. Her dyed black hair was just a little obvious – her wrinkles giving lie to the color. She wasn't terribly old – forties, maybe. Severe face. Great figure if I could get past her face. I liked that she didn't have fake tits.

"Yes, ma'am?"

She squinted at me as if trying to sniff out insult. "You look dazed."

"Sorry."

"Stay focused, First Interstate was robbed last week."

I knew that. I also recognized the guy they had caught: stringy hair, shifty eyes, and bulky winter jacket in the summer. I had calmly shifted my stance and showed him my holstered gun when he had stopped in the entry.

The loser had taken the message and slinked off to another bank.

But my boss, the bank manager, wouldn't believe me, I was sure. I think she thought I was just some young punk who would be texting on his phone as soon as her back was turned.

She held me in contempt. Disdain and distaste.

Whatever.

I just gave her an efficient-looking nod and kept my mouth shut. I didn't argue with the boss: everything they say is worth gold – whether or not I think it is.

I knew my place and I knew my job.

If I just had that confidence about Venus – about my marital status and position. Where did I fit in? What was I missing that she was hiding?

She needed an older married man to fulfill her kink. Check.

She wanted me involved. Check.

She wanted to do it together. Check.

I was willing. Check.

What was it she wasn't telling me?




CHAPTER 2

I texted Cliff after work – apologized to him for ignoring his recent messages. Told him I was consumed with something else and hadn't given his requests much thought.

I had thought about his requests, really, and rejected them, but he didn't know that.

Venus was aware I was ignoring him because they were also in contact.

This was the only avenue of reflection that I could identify that I might be missing something. After I decided to contact him, the answer seemed pretty simple: this was the one person I was ignoring and she had wanted us to satisfy her kink together.

I had ignored Cliff because he wasn't married. My wife's thing was for married men. However, Cliff had approached his encounter with her by teasing her about her being married. How he was taking a married pussy.

Had she found some satisfaction there? A transference of kink from one side to the other? Single girl, married man to single man, married girl?

I was betting I was right. Observation was key to my job and perhaps it might just serve in my home life, too.

Cliff knocked on the door before Venus made it home. He was on time; she was late.

It was the third time she had been late, though not by more than a half hour at most. Enough for a blowjob if she was doing that, but not much else. Unless she was doing someone in the grocery store and pounding out a quickie in some back room.

But really, a half hour could be some extra stocking jobs to finish up, or some chat with the other employees.

Cliff is a good-looking guy, tall and fit. Not a muscle monster by any means, but sharp of eye and quick on the take. Apparently a hit with married women.

What did I know? His reputation could all be rumor. Supplied by him.

He was sitting on the couch, waiting when I said, "Done any wives since Spence's party?"

He pursed his lips and shook his head. "Sort of a dry spell."

Hmm, no bragging. That made him more believable to me. "Well, you can break it tonight."

He acknowledged me with a motion of his chin. "Venus didn't seem eager..."

I didn't know what passed between them in their texts. "Oh?"

"Don't take me wrong, but... she wasn't begging."

"She isn't one to beg."

He chuckled. "Yeah, I sort of got that our first time. Getting her to say anything was tough."

I mused over sitting in my living room calmly discussing how he had fucked my wife in front of me. Just a normal conversation. Could be about the sun or clouds. His car.

Take it easy. And that's what I was doing. I wasn't jealous over Cliff. But I sure as hell was perturbed over whatever secret she was hiding from me. If it was Cliff, I was going to lay that issue to rest. Tonight.

I started to say that my wife might be expecting something, but I was interrupted by her key in the door.

She entered, looking happier than normal, but her face fell into crumpled confusion when she saw us. "Oh..."

I said, "I invited Cliff over."

The confusion was replaced by neutrality. "Oh." And something... guarded.

Fuck, did I do the wrong thing? Unfortunately, there was no recourse except to go ahead with it and see what happened. "I thought you two might explore your kinkier side again..."

"Oh... okay." She shut the door and looked a little less neutral. Thoughtful, maybe. "Just let me shower first. The store always makes me feel dirty. Boxes and cans and yuck."

Cliff waved with a cheery look.

She went into the bedroom and shut the door.

He bent over towards me, voice low, "Is she okay?"

"I think so."

"I don't want to be here if she doesn't want me here." Very kind. Considerate. Respectful.

I liked that.

He sort of reminded me in that moment of Emil, Bianca's husband. I had been over a few times to fuck his wife in front of him. He loved interracial porn and my white dick in her black pussy was an endless source of pure pleasure to the man.

But while I enjoyed Bianca, always on my mind was my wife's unsatisfied kink.

I said to him, "She seemed fine. She's always a bit edgy after work. Says her bosses are retards."

He laughed. "Seems like the assholes rise to the top."

I thought of my job at the bank. "Mm, yep."

She opened the door several minutes later, and posed, wrapped in a white towel. "So..."

Cliff rose without waiting for any kind of invitation. He went to her.

She looked up at him eagerly enough.

Had I been right? Was this what she had been wanting? I rose also and followed him. She had made it clear she wanted all this done together.

She didn't look at me. They embraced, kissing.

I think I was right. But why hide it from me, woman? I watched them kiss with a heat that suggested maybe a little longing.

He tore the towel from her. He looked her over and pushed her back into the bedroom. "Is this where you sleep with your husband?"

She giggled. "Yes."

He began stripping. "I'm going to violate you right here on your marriage bed."

"Mmm, sounds fun." She glanced at me, a twinkle in her eye.

I'm on the right track. I was right.

Then she threw a wrench into my success. She picked up a condom package from the nightstand. "You'll wear one of these."

It wasn't a question.

Cliff stiffened. "I don't normally—"

"You will."

Uh oh, her kink is very anti-condom... what did I miss. Again? I just could not figure this out.

He shrugged and accepted the package. "Put your lips on me and make sure I'm good and hard."

There was a slight tightening of her jaw that I saw. But she sat on the bed and gently gripped his half-hard shaft. Bending to it, she took him in her mouth.

Cliff's cock looked funny when it was soft. It had a big helmet that didn't shrink much compared to how much the shaft shrank when soft. When erect, it looked more in proportion, though still bigger than the thickness of his shaft.

Seeing that large head disappear into my wife's mouth made me hard. I removed my jeans and boxers. Venus watched me do it and winked at me when I gripped my cock.

Cliff's approach this time was more direct than last.

I think he was put off by the condom.

He tore open the package and removed his cock from my wife's mouth. He struggled getting the thing over the helmet of his cock, but it went. He sighed and maneuvered her back on the bed.

Crawling over her, he pushed his sheathed erection into her pussy.

There was no sizzle this time. Not for me, anyway. What had been so different? Had we been so influenced by the drinking that it seemed better? Hotter?

But it had been hotter.

Was the condom throwing a blanket over Cliff's enthusiasm? Yes, I think it is.

I watched him hump on her for a long time. He said nothing. Last time, he had no end of things to say in detailing how she was married and liking it.

He might have been at it with her for fifteen, twenty minutes, huffing and gasping with effort. He finally knelt up and ripped the condom from his dick. "Can't feel anything."

I thought he was going to get off the bed and get dressed but he thrust his cock back into her pussy.

He groaned loudly with relief. "Much better."

Venus wasn't saying anything, but I saw her eyes half close with the sensation of cock inside her and not latex. She sighed happily.

He grabbed her up and pulled, bringing her upright with him. Then he laid back with her on top. Pinning her to him, he forced his hips up, driving his cock into her over and over.

If this hadn't exactly gone like everyone wanted, I was still turned on by the sight of my wife being fucked in our bed. I loved seeing her pussy taking his bare cock. I hope she's liking this, because I sure am.

Cliff thrust up faster. "Fucking good married pussy."

My wife moaned in response – something airy and suggestive of an approaching orgasm.

He sighed. "I can't wait to do this again..." He moved her face to his and kissed her. His cock was a blur and his ballsack moved heavily.

I jacked my cock joyfully, pleased she was into it now.

He thrust up and held it there, his balls squeezing up. His shaft pulsed. Pulsed again. And again. Several strong pulses and contractions of his ballsack told me he was cumming in my wife.

I might have only threw over my mother's influence recently, but I knew something good when I saw it. He emptied himself in my wife and it was good.

I liked it.




CHAPTER 3

I had a satisfied grin on my face.

Venus erased it.

Fists on hips, she asked after he left, "Why did you invite him over?"

"I thought you wanted him—"

"Fuck no."

"Oh..."

"I came home in a good mood with news to tell you—"

"I'm sorry."

"And he's here. And the nerve of the guy to take the condom off. What am I? A piece of meat? His own real-life Fleshlight? Fuck him."

Wow, wait... "I'm sorry. I thought you wanted me to invite him over. For me to do it so I'm involved—"

"No." She was pouting and angry.

"I'm really sorry."

She blew out a breath. "Forget it."

"Forget what? Him or the good news?"

She waved a hand as if clearing the air of a bad smell. "Him." She rubbed her forehead. "I'm sorry, Gav. Really. I've been under a lot of stress."

We were in the living room. I sat on the arm of the couch. "What stress?"

"I've always said I wanted you involved. I met someone..."

Oh shit. Fuck me up the ass. Drive a stake through my heart. Throw me in a wood chipper. Toss me in front of the train—

She said, "I met a married couple."

I was shaking and the room was tilting in directions that made me nauseous. "Uh..." Married couple? I took several deep breaths and steadied myself.

She curled her fingers in aggravation. "They wanted only me at first and wanted it a secret."

"Who are these people?"

"I met them at the grocery store. The wife approached me with it after we had greeted each other over a couple months. Asked if I was able to keep secrets from my husband."

My alarm bells stopped ringing, but the drained feeling made my limbs feel like leaden weights. I slumped down onto the couch and relaxed. "Secrets from me? Why?"

"Because they didn't want you involved. Or they didn't think you'd be interested. I don't know; I think the husband was only wanting me and didn't want anyone touching his wife."

No, not the disaster I thought. "Oh. What happened then? Have you... met these people?"

She knew what I meant. She nodded. "Once, yes. I got off of work early and went to their home. That was the day of Emil's party. Chuck – the husband – did me."

"How many times since then?" The dread of suspicion crept back up on me.

"None. Just the once. But they've been begging me to come back – make a regular thing out of it. I kept telling them that you had to be a part of it or there wouldn't be any more."

Two things crossed my mind like cars passing on a freeway. One was that my wife had actually stood for her word even in the face of getting what she wanted. The other thing was that the couple only wanted her. That didn't make me feel all warm and fuzzy and shit. "So the news is?"

She took a breath and let it out. "The wife, Jenn, pressured Chuck into accepting me. I guess he only wanted his fantasy fulfilled – having a young girl. He didn't want someone else doing his wife. He's okay fucking me but doesn't want to share her."

The wife convinced him? Hmm. My nerves were now calm and even again. "That's... interesting. So you held out, and the wife pressured the husband...?"

She nodded. "It's the only way I was going to go back. But now that he's relented and said you could be included... I'm sorry I kept it from you, but it was one of the conditions they made me promise. They're both high-profile business people—"

"What's expected of me?"

"Your secrecy. Chuck demands it. He'll also be watching to see if you insult his wife in any way. If you do, it's over."

I knew the unspoken fear wasn't the husband's disapproval, but my wife's need for that older married man's touch. If I didn't appear to be a perfect match for her, he would cut us all off and my wife would be the one suffering. The pain of almost having what she needed and having it denied would be traumatic.

Sympathy swelled inside my soul that she had denied them after the one meeting. She had endured suffering of her own making to have me included – because it was what she wanted in our marriage. She risked losing that connection. Sure, she could drift along hoping for another, but when? Next month? Next year? Never?

How many opportunities like this ever came along? A wife approaches some girl and tells her they're interested in her in a naughty way? Happens all the time, right? I realized my wife was latched onto this very unusual occurrence knowing that these kinds of things didn't happen very often. I said, "How many times have you been approached at the store?"

"Never. Not by a couple. I get looks, but otherwise nothing. Now, guys? I get flirted with all the time. I just ignore it. Had a couple lesbians try, too."

So, this was the first couple that actually had the courage to approach her. Brave. "So the wife wants to include me—"

"She fought to get you included because she wants her husband to have me."

"Not... that she wants to... have a younger guy?"

"I didn't get that impression. She's doing this for her husband and for me. Took my side against him so that he could continue to see me. Made him bend his conditions to include you. I don't know if she did it more for me or for him."

"Probably him." And I knew I had to be doubly perfect. Triply. Everyone would be watching me. My wife had to be satisfied. The husband had to be satisfied. And the wife needed to be impressed. It sounded like she didn't really want me around. "The wife doesn't really want me around, does she?"

"Yes and no. She was always willing for a straight swap – with someone their age. She didn't want a young couple. But Chuck wanted a younger girl – that was his fantasy. And he didn't want some other man touching his wife."

"Sounds complicated."

"Maybe it is. Maybe it's just two fantasies colliding and working out a deal."

"Hmm."

"So... I got you included."

I didn't know whether to thank her or curse her. But I knew this meant a lot to her. "Am I going to like this woman?"

She gave me a look of sincere uncertainty and slowly lifted her shoulders and hands.

"When do we meet, if we're all in agreement now?"

She answered, "I'll be texting them."

Knowing now what had kept her quiet and secretive made me realize there was no way I could've known. My guesses seemed silly. "Thank you... for including me. I know it means a lot to you."

She sat down next to me, clutching my arm and squeezing hard. "It does. For both of us."




CHAPTER 4

The day was to be Monday, July third. A little Independence Day party.

I wasn't much of a fireworks fan, but I didn't care. I'd watch or not watch. Sometimes the colors were spectacular, but really, it's just fireworks?

So I had a week to prepare. Prepare for what, I don't know. It's not like I wasn't going to shave or something. I always bathed – kept everything trim. That was a habit from when I used to masturbate. I still jerked off, just not as much as before. I didn't like hair getting in the way. I made sure I was freshly manscaped.

If I had to impress the woman, and her husband, and satisfy my wife's desire to include me, I needed to be at my best. I even popped some B vitamins in case I had any depression to dispel.

I'm not afraid of people. I'm afraid of the unknown. For example, I carry a gun for my job. My biggest fear isn't the guy who comes in with crime on his mind. My biggest fear is having to draw my gun because I need to. That's a huge unknown.

So I wasn't afraid of meeting this couple who had approached Venus. People were people. No big deal. I'm sure they weren't afraid of meeting me.

I should've been afraid.

~ ~ ~

The house was up in the hills, older, with a large, lush, landscaped yard.

Approaching the front door was quite a different feeling than knocking on Emil and Bianca's door for the first time for his birthday party.  Different than walking over to Spencer's for the first party I attended with my new wife.

The similarity struck me: that first party had opened us up. The second party had expanded our experimentation. In effect, this was another party. A private one for the July Fourth holiday.

I had the day off tomorrow: the bank was closed. Plenty of time to recover from whatever happened here and digest the events of the evening.

Venus gripped my hand. "Try to look happier."

I was tempted to put on a comical fake smile, but I knew the joke would fall flat. This was very important to her. "I'll be fine." I nudged her playfully.

She whispered, "I hope you and Jenn hit it off. This all revolves around you two."

She rang the doorbell.

This is the third party. What new and exciting things am I going to discover here?

A grizzled older man answered the door. He had that squinty-eyed suspicious look of someone who ran a business. He was in a polo shirt and shorts showing off a figure that was at least fit with no flab. His business likely required some kind of physical activity. Or he ate right.

He eyeballed me from head to shoes. His expression did not change.

I didn't know if that was good or bad, but at least he didn't shake his head and slam the door.

He grunted, "Come in."

We stepped into a cool entry, tiled and spacious.

He held out his hand to me. "Chuck."

"Gavin, pleased to meet you."

If anything, a twinkle flashed in his eye. His handshake was very firm – nothing weak or limp. I gave back as good as I got. His head moved slightly in something of a nod. He released my hand and called over his shoulder, "Jenn, they're here."

Her footsteps were sure from around the corner. Not heavy, no loud swishing sounds from massive thighs.

I began to relax.

I should have run.

Around the corner came Jenn. Graceful and serene, so different...

Her step faltered. Once. Her eyes looked at me in alarm, then just as quickly smoothed over.

So different than the Jennifer Redmond than I saw every working day: the bank manager. Not so severe looking with her hair down, and not standing stiff with officious attitude. This wasn't her job, this was her home.

I glanced quickly at Chuck. At "Jenn." At Venus. Did any of them know?

Jenn put on a smile as silky as anything I'd seen. She held out her hand. "I'm Jenn."

I went along, just as smooth. "Gav."

Amusement danced in her eyes for a brief second. "Gav." She took in her husband and Venus with a slight swish of her hair. "Would you two excuse us?" She placed a hand on my wife's shoulder. "I'd like to borrow your husband for a few minutes – a little private acquaintance, if you don't mind?" She didn't ask her husband.

Venus shrugged. "Of course."

My boss took my arm in hers like a date might and led me towards the sliding glass door in the living room. She said to me, "How about we have a little get-acquainted chat?"

I said slowly, "That sounds good."

Both were delivered in conversational tone – just loud enough so everyone heard.

I heard Chuck behind me. "Hey there little girl."

My wife giggled.

Jenn shut the sliding glass door behind us. "This is a disaster."

I knew better than to interrupt my employer.

She paced for a moment, then sat down. She waved to a patio chair. "You, of all people."

I cleared my throat. "I thought the same thing about you."

She looked at me as if seeing me and not expecting me. She let out a small laugh. "Maybe so."

"What are we going to do?"

"I don't know. I went way out on a line to get you included. My husband is a stubborn old donkey and getting him to agree was difficult." She sighed heavily.

I said, "My wife pleaded with me, too. It was a lot of pressure without knowing it would be you."

She arched an eyebrow at me. "Am I so dour a figure?"

"Here? No. At work? Yes."

She shifted her eyes away quickly. "Mixing with employees—"

"I know."

Her eyes locked onto me. Her tone was accusatory. "Do you?"

"Of course. I see all the looks I get."

"Looks? You?"

"Yes, the expectation that I'm checking out all the gals. The last thing I want is to satisfy that arrogance."

She blinked at me. "Arrogance?"

"Yes, arrogance. I see the head-wags. I don't want to look down your tops. I don't give a shit what kind of tits a woman carries. I'm married. I'm just there to do my job." I fumed and waved my hand at her. "You think I care about your tits?"

She was suppressing a smile. "Well, maybe I've misjudged you..."

I stayed silent. Nothing to say. Nothing to say to that kind of bullshit. Everyone thinks a security guard is stupid. Fat. Ugly. A loser.

Jenn was quiet, too. She just watched me.

Finally, I said, "Venus was looking forward to this—"

"What about you?"

"I... wanted it. For her."

"Such depth in someone so... young." She was appraising me; I could see it.

"She has this thing for married men. Older ones."

"Chuck fits that bill."

"And you guys are the only ones who have ever approached her."

"Lucky us." She regarded me for a moment. Her legs were crossed and she idly bounced a foot out in thought. "Everything is hinging on us."

"Does it have to be that way?"

"Why do you say that?"

I gave her a level look. "I can't do my boss."

She snapped back just as fast, "And I can't do my employee." However, there was no accusation in her voice.

"So... we go in and tell them?"

She squinted at me, considering. "You're definitely not like I expected – not that I dwelled on what you'd be like—"

"Of course not."

"What I'm trying to say is, maybe you're more mature than you look."

I shrugged. Big whoopty fuckin' do.

She leaned over and patted my knee. "They're waiting in there. If we don't try, it's all over."

I laughed. "You want to try?"

She tilted her head at me. Her dyed hair swayed with the move. Her eye wrinkles crinkled just a little bit more. "At the bank, I'm the boss. But this isn't the bank and here I'm not the boss."

I blinked.

A little quirk on the side of her lips lifted one side. "For my husband, I'm willing to give this a try. Maybe you'll keep surprising me."

Floored at what she was suggesting, I searched my feelings. At work, she was indeed my boss. All stuffy and prune-faced. But here? Her hair down and not at work? What would Venus expect, if she knew? Would it matter?

And that's where I was faced still with the ultimate question: was this worth her happiness? I looked back up into her eyes. "I'm willing to try."

She shook her head very slowly in the negative, but her eyes were alight with wonder. "I think... you're just full of surprises."

My mind made up, I stood. "Shall we?"

Her lips shifted upwards and she rose with me. "Just don't tell anyone at the bank."

"I don't talk."

She squeezed my arm and we went inside.

Chuck was on a plush couch with Venus across his lap. She did indeed look like a little girl sitting there.

They looked at us expectantly.

Jenn said, "We're acquainted. So..."

Her husband said, "Russ is going to be late."

Russ? What? I frowned.

Venus saw it and made a "oh well" face at me.

Something else I didn't know?




CHAPTER 5

I must have looked confused.

Jenn explained, "We have time before Russ gets here then. Chuck wants to watch us together. Part of his condition was also that his business partner joins in with your wife."

Fuck, does this ever stop changing? I gave a silent gesture of acquiescence.

"Why don't you two give us room on the couch?" She waved at them. She bent up to my ear and whispered, "I hope you like older women."

I did not respond. For her? For him? For the situation? Without answers to those questions, it was best I kept my mouth shut.

Chuck offered to get drinks to get the party going.

Of course, I felt immediately on the spot. She wanted to get to it, right now, right here in the living room on their cushy leather couch. Am I going to be able to get it up?

She was unbuttoning her blouse.

Oh shit. I gulped.

Venus rescued me. She was up off his lap and came over to me to help. She smiled up at me with hope in her eyes.

I heard ice cubes tinkle into glasses. Real glass, not plastic. It seemed abnormally loud in my ears as I became hyper-aware of what was happening. This can't be happening. With my boss?

My wife stripped me down. I helped where I had to, but I was numb all over.

Chuck placed a drink in Jenn's outstretched hand. Another in my wife's. He bent down to the tray and handed me one – a tumbler with orange juice and ice in it.

Screwdriver. I took a gulp as I saw my boss nude. I set the glass down as she stepped to me.

I could feel her warmth. Her boobs had a slight sag to them, but were heavy and swung. They were on the flat side, but pretty for her age. Her thin frame surrounded a trimmed patch of dark pubic hair. I could smell her skin – very different than my wife's smell. I detected expensive scents: class.

She was wearing a tiny smile, her eyes looking me from head to feet. She lingered at my cock. Her smile spread with a slight lift to her eyebrows. "My, you're handsome."

You never seemed to care before... I guess that wasn't fair. She had tried to make sure I kept my side of the relationship. She kept hers. There was no room for crossing that line at work.

She took her free hand and grabbed my dick. Gently. Her grip was warm and soft.

Blinking and breathing a little faster, my shaft began to harden.

Chuck muttered, "I thought he'd have a smaller dick." He was sitting in the recliner, leg over the arm and swinging his foot.

Jenn murmured, "What a surprise."

Venus pecked my cheek and bounced over to Chuck. She draped herself on him and kissed his cheek, too. The man's hand came around and cupped her butt.

Jenn whispered, "I certainly hope... you find me attractive."

I swallowed. "Very... attractive. I'm... surprised."

"Are you, now?"

I nodded.

She gave a muted giggle. She leaned to my ear and whispered, "Do you know how to use this?" She gave my shaft a squeeze.

I felt cocky. I snapped my fingers and pushed my lower lip up in regret. "You know, I forgot to read the manual."

Jenn laughed, a delightful twinkle in her eyes. Her whisper was meant only for us. "You smell clean, look clean, trimmed... I'm impressed."

That made me angry. My eyes drew down a little.

She said, just audible for me, "Let's make this look good." She released me and took a large gulp of her drink. She set it down and sat on the edge of the couch. She rested her head back against the back and spread her legs. "Get on... Gav."

I gave my cock several good tugs looking at her. She really did look great for a woman in her forties. I was hard.

Chuck, ten or more years older than Jenn, said to me, "Don't be shy, son. You'll never get a better invitation than that, unless it's from one of your buddies."

That angered me, too. Why does everyone think younger people are all gay? I knelt down, trying to look cool. I slapped my erection down onto Jenn's clit and she jumped. I wasn't waiting. I stuffed the helmet into her hole and pushed.

She groaned in surprise and tensed.

I felt her lips part, her hole open, and a good three inches slide in. She was amazingly soft inside. Her folds seemed wetter and fluffier than my wife's and not as silky-firm as Bianca's.

This was my third pussy. I reveled at the differences. Are they all different? I moved a little slower, testing out how she felt - exploring. She felt... new and wonderful. I pushed deeper, locking eyes with her.

Her mouth was open and she had both hands up at her boobs, rubbing and pinching.

I pushed harder, sliding the rest in until there was nothing left to give. I gasped at the sensation on my erection. Her pussy was a gentle grip and deep. I had stuffed every last inch into her.

She closed her eyes and let out a sigh. A single squeeze of her pussy sent me into a steady in and out motion. But I wasn't so much fucking her as relishing her unique textures and wetness.

Venus was an assortment of fleshy softness inside. Bianca was a smoother, silkier fit. Jenn was loose, but gripped me with soft hot bubbles of pressure. I slid effortlessly and filled her easily. I felt the end of her canal and the way it narrowed there.

My cock expanded in excitement and I pressed in deep again, testing out her depths.

A moan escaped her; I don't think she meant to do it. She opened her eyes, sending fast glances at me, her husband, and my wife. There was a look of surprise on her face.

I edged up over her more and spread out my feet to keep me at the proper angle. I drove deep – not fast. My face was closer to hers and I panted, watching her pant. I lowered my face until our lips met.

Like a magnet, I drew her lips up to mine. Our mouths mashed together and my dick swelled dramatically as we kissed. I couldn't believe I was kissing Jennifer and that it was so good.

I pumped my butt faster now, giving her pussy a good tryout. I almost laughed: I was liking this.

She did laugh. Her head shook a little as if to deny, but slowed and stopped. "Wow..." Her gaze was rapt with delight.

At that point, I laughed with her. "Yeah..." I recalled Emil and Cliff, how they liked to say things and hear things. I took a chance. "Didn't think you'd like a nice young cock?"

Chuck chuckled.

Jenn moaned and squirmed under me. "Do it."

"You like it?" I thrust harder.

"Yes."

Chuck laughed. "Fuckin' A, woman. Show him how it's done."

I looked over, still moving. "I can fuck your wife?"

He lifted his glass to almost eye level. "You better show her a good time or I'll whoop your skinny ass."

I turned my attention back to her and gave it to her deep. I got close to her ear. "Way better than I expected."

She gasped and tensed, slowly relaxing. I knew the signal – a wave of orgasm had approached.

I kissed her savagely for a brief second, then began hauling on her. I moved her up onto the couch lengthwise and began heaving into her pussy in the missionary position.

She cried out, low and breathy, as I drove her higher towards that plateau of pleasure – by driving my dick into her pussy.

It felt good. No, in fact it felt great. As great as Bianca felt. As great as Venus felt. Instantly, my brain accepted that I really liked fucking Jenn – even if she was my boss. She didn't look so severe lying under me. Her hair was loose and she wasn't wearing all of her normal make-up.

Her body moved with mine, sinuously. She had a grace in her movements not at all like her posture at work. All this time and this is who she is? This is what we might have had?

I didn't want to dwell on what my wife might think if she knew I worked with Jenn. Eventually she'd have to know. And sooner rather than later. Yes, I'd tell her on the way home. Best to get it out in the open and not keep secrets.

But would Jenn tell Chuck?

Do I care? I've got my dick in his wife and I like it. I plowed her pussy, pounding in with vigor and desire.

I spared one glance at my wife and Chuck.

Venus was smiling at me with obvious relief.

Chuck had an eyebrow up and a bemused look on his face.

I was fucking her with full strokes, in and out, when the doorbell rang.

Chuck said, "Don't stop. It's just Russ."

I slowed, ready to stop, despite his instruction.

Jenn pulled at me. "Do me..." Her words were strung high with tension. Close.

I gave it to her, angling to bring my pubic bone mashing down onto hers.

She groaned with each thrust down, her clit getting contact and providing that extra stimulation she needed. Her breathing came faster and I could see a flush creep up her breastbone.

Someone whistled and said, "Fuck yeah, it's already going on."

"Drink."

"Thanks."

I looked around. Chuck was handing another grizzled looking guy a tumbler. I guessed this was Russ. He had a slight belly, but his arms were thick and gnarled with white hair. He was watching me with interest.

He said, "I told you I'd do her."

Chuck waved his tumbler. "She wanted something different."

He grunted. "The offer still stands."

"I think she likes the young cock."

Jenn groaned beneath me and tensed up. I knew my cue.

I pounded down onto her, bouncing us both on the soft leather cushion of the couch.

She only looked up at me for a second. Her eyes closed and then squeezed shut. Her mouth opened and her body quivered under me. She let out a squeal and jerked.

I knew I was close and could finish. I sped my thrusts until I was using her pussy like a personal masturbator. I speared deep, testing that tighter end of her canal – pushing and pressing. I stuck a foot down on the floor to get more depth to my push.

She groaned low and long, her post orgasmic moves silky and languid.

That tight end of her canal did it for me. That squeezing of my helmet with the soft pressure in her depths set me off. I arched my back up and kept my cock firmly seated deep inside her. I let loose my flood of cum.




CHAPTER 6

The desperate passion drained out of me, squirting up my dick and deep into Jenn with hot ferocity.

She gasped, "Oh my gosh... so much. So deep." She let out a low laugh. "What a surprise."

I was looking down at her, my chest heaving in air after the effort. I gently lowered myself until I was resting on my elbows. I lowered my mouth to hers and licked across her lips. "I think we have a lot to look forward to..."

She laughed again, her tone suggesting complete agreement. Her eyebrows danced at me with unspoken encouragement.

Russ leaned over us. "Nice show there, kid. But we're gonna go fuck the shit out of your little wife now."

I looked up at him and nodded.

He winked. "You might want to stay out here if that offends you."

"It won't offend me."

"All right. But don't say we didn't warn you."

Chuck lifted Venus like a little kid and carried her down the hall.

Russ followed, their drinks carefully triangled in his hands. "Hot damn! Got some fine young pussy to destroy. You better not tell Sherry."

Chuck's voice drifted back. "I ain't gonna."

"She thinks we're talking business. Like usual."

I gave a soft thrust to Jenn and grinned.

She blinked at me, emitting a silent gasp at my thrust. "You got more?"

"Nah, not right away."

"Oh."

"You okay?"

She looked at me with a sly smile, then turned her head to the side as if to focus on me with her other eye. "I am... thank you for asking. What about you?"

"I didn't think it would be that good."

She arched an eyebrow at me. "Neither did I."

We both laughed.

I pulled out and grabbed a napkin from the drinks tray. I handed her that one and grabbed another.

She was looking at me with the most curious look.

Perplexed, I said, "What?"

"Nothing... it's just been... a real surprise."

"Likewise. I think..."

"Hmm?"

"I think we might have..."

She gave me a sly look. "Discovered each other?"

I nodded.

She sat up. "Well, I can't say I'm displeased if this is what it takes to make everyone happy."

"Me either."

"Let's just keep it out of work."

"You going to tell your husband that I work for you?"

"Are you kidding? Never."

I grunted.

"You telling her?"

"Yes. I don't keep secrets from her."

"Admirable. But in my case, Chuck is happy to have your wife. Why ruin it?"

"What he doesn't know won't hurt him?"

"Right. You want to wait and watch the fireworks? We have a lovely view of the baseball field."

"They going to be that long?"

She laughed. "No. I just didn't know if you'd rather not see it."

I shifted the blame over to Venus. "I think she wants me in there." I wanted to be in there, but would my desire to see her fucked be weird to my boss? Best not to test that. With it starting so well, I didn't want to give anyone a reason to stop anything.

Figuring I had some time, I sat next to her and gulped the rest of my drink. I set the glass down and ran my finger up her slit. It was hot and wet.

She gasped.

I kissed her and slid a finger inside. I wanted to feel her again. I wanted to remember her pussy. I pulled back a little. "You finish all the way?"

She looked a little comical looking at me cross-eyed, but her face was very soft. "Yes, thank you again for asking." She pulled my head back in and we kissed for a while.

We heard a squeal from the bedroom.

She said, "Maybe we should go in."

"Should I assume..."

"Assume what?"

"That we – I'll – be invited back?"

Her lips spread wide and so did her eyes. "Without a doubt. You've been nothing but a surprise, Gavin."

"Gav is fine."

She laughed. "I don't know if I can get used to that."

"I know, I keep wanting to call you Mrs. Redmond. Or Jennifer."

She led me back to the bedroom. They had a big, sprawling one-story home, well air-conditioned. Several of the vents emitted a light whistle as the powerful blower moved cool air throughout the house.

Venus was on her back, on the bed. Chuck was licking her pussy.

It was Russ that caught my attention. He definitely had a bulge in his belly, but sticking out from the overhang was a cock that looked heavy and huge. It was dark and gnarled and had all the appearances of what I might imagine a big, old man's cock look to it. How he was going to get that in her mouth, I had no idea, but that's where he was standing.

I marveled at his erection.

Russ saw me and looked down. He was holding his shaft in both hands, one above the other along his length. The head poked out easily. "You ever see a real cock before, kid?"

I always strive to be a model of diplomacy. "I guess not..."

He wheezed. "I'm going to force this into your wife's little mouth."

I said, "Go for it."

He guffawed. "Now that's the kind of spirit I like. Git her done!" He placed one knee near her head and pressed the head of his cock into her mouth.

Venus looked delirious. I knew she was getting a good tongue tease and two old men with her probably had her spinning with ecstasy. She opened her mouth and took the head he stuffed inside. It was going in sideways and bulged out against her cheek.

I don't know how she kept from biting down on that thing. Maybe it was easy, I didn't know: I had never sucked a cock before. Never intended to.

As if thinking along the same lines, Russ pulled out his thing and pointed it at me. "You want to suck on this some?"

I waved my hands. "Ah, no, thanks. I'm a fully hetero male and cisgender."

He squinted at me. "Sissy gender? What?"

I rubbed my brow. "Nothing. Never mind." You can't tell old people anything.

He went back to stuffing his cock into my wife's mouth.

Venus wasn't all that responsive, but she tried.

Russ muttered, "Yeah, suck that fat cock, little girlie."

Chuck said, "Wait'll you feel how tight her pussy is. Fucking fantastic."

Jenn touched my arm and pointed to a loveseat. "You want another drink?"

"I'd love one."

"You're okay being in here?"

"Yes, ma'am."

She scowled. "Call me Jenn." She twirled and left.

I called after her, "Yes, Jenn."

Chuck mounted my wife. She really did look like a little girl next to all that gray and white hair. The man slid his cock up and down her slit and pushed in. He sank in easily, his face red and his body trembling. He growled, "So fucking good."

Venus moaned around the cock in her mouth.

He pumped her, moving his hips forward in long thrusts.

My wife moaned happily, dreamily.




CHAPTER 7

I took the drink Jenn offered. She sat next to me. I said, "You don't mind your husband doing this? Isn't a younger woman a threat?"

She piffed dismissal. "He's been talking about it for so long. I know he's not going anywhere. No, she's not a threat to me."

"That's good."

"I'll always be amazed she agreed so readily."

I studied the orange juice and vodka in the tumbler. "Ah, you see, there's a reason for that."

"Oh? It wasn't just our good charm?"

"One of her first experiences was as a babysitter. Very young. Husband drove her home and did her in his car. No condom. Just creamed her and dropped her off."

"How awful."

"Not according to her. The idea he was married and giving her his passion clicked something special in her. A desire to experience it again."

"Huh... no wonder."

"So... she has a thing for older married men. And no condoms."

She gave one upward thrust of her chin in understanding. "Odd, but interesting."

Chuck was shaking, looking frantic. "Ah, fuck she's good." He pulled out, his erection bulging and straining. "Give her a try."

Russ gave a throaty snicker. "My pleasure. Let's stretch her little pussy out."

My wife moaned.

They switched places. Venus had a much easier time sucking on Chuck.

Russ stuck a pillow under her ass and gripped his cock. He began pushing it at her hole, mashing the helmet all over it. He was groaning, grunting, and sighing. "Yeah, tight little hole. Fuck yeah."

His erection was a heavy-hanging rod sticking straight out and angled down a little due to its weight. It sure looked heavy. I wasn't sure he was going to get it in there, although the head was no bigger than the thing Cliff had.

The head disappeared inside my wife's hole. Russ groaned with victory and pushed.

Venus clawed the bed and tried to back up. She made a noise in warning with Chuck's cock gagging her mouth.

Russ wasn't letting her scoot away. He yanked her hips back towards him and the muscles stood out on his forearms.

Venus kicked her legs and pushed with her feet, but it was futile. Russ was looking almost straight up at the ceiling and pulling on her hips. He pulled her towards him and onto his cock. Her pussy took it in.

He breathed, "Fuck, she's tight."

Chuck said, "Told ya."

Despite the method of his pulling, he gently released her and pulled back until the head was visible. "You adjusted yet?"

Venus panted, "I think so."

"All right, then, let's give it to you." He pushed forward again, sliding his fat cock into her.

I got up and approached the bed. "Do you guys mind if I record this? My phone is in the—"

Russ and Chuck jerked with attention. Both said, "No."

Chuck shook his head. "No, no videos. Period."

I backed up. "All right, just asking."

They continued to give me suspicious glances until my naked ass was back on the loveseat.

Jenn said, "That was one of our conditions."

"I didn't know. I think my wife only told me what I needed to know."

My boss waved a hand. "Well, it's not like we had a contract or something. We just sort of told her all of it together. Maybe she forgot."

I watched Russ slide that heavy old man's cock in and out of my wife. He was huffing and puffing. He panted, "I gotta lay down. Get on me, girl." He fell over and rolled to lie flat – his head propped up against the headboard. His thick cock swayed there, too heavy to stand straight up. But it was very hard and wet with my wife's juices.

Venus crawled over him.

"Fuck she looks hot."

My wife said, "I am hot."

Chuck laughed. "Yes you are."

Russ guided his head to her hole and my wife dropped her weight down onto it.

Seeing her ass sink down and her pussy swallow that thing was enough to harden my dick.

Jenn asked, "You need a hand with that?"

Just a tiny bit embarrassed, I said, "If you want to."

Russ had a hold of my wife's hips. He would guide her up, then slam her straight down onto his erection. It was lewd and raw.

Chuck climbed up, hoping to offer his cock to her mouth, but that wasn't happening with all that movement.

Jenn stroked me and followed her hand with her eyes. "You're bigger than my husband."

"Yep."

"That was nice. Not too big. Very refreshing."

Her hand was sending tingles along my cock and hips. My eyes were glued to Russ jacking my wife onto his dick.

I asked, "You ever done Russ?"

Her hand froze. Her voice was cold. "No, and I don't intend to."

"Sorry."

She resumed stroking. "No, that's okay. You don't know about him. Or his wife. She's worse. But no way am I giving myself to my husband's partner."

"What do they do?"

"Restore classic cars. Good money."

I hummed. "Russ is a bit rough for you?"

"Yes, and just too close. I was willing for there to be a swap, but him? What if it didn't work out? What happens to the business? And then Sherry?" We had been whispering, but she leaned now very close, "Class one bitch."

Her hand had paused – went back to moving. I asked, "What's the deal on all this? This was a one-time thing? What happens now?"

"I think you can come over when she does. I'll make sure my husband agrees. I think he was also wanting to be with her on his own – maybe at your place."

"I don't have a problem with that."

She squeezed my erection. "No, I don't think you do. What is it that's such a turn on?"

"Seeing her lose herself in pleasure, I guess. Sharing what I have with someone who can appreciate it."

She slowed her stroking. "My husband demanded Russ join us when I pressed for you to be included. But Russ? He doesn't appreciate anything."

"Your husband does, though?"

She nodded.

Russ was grunting, holding my wife by the hips and driving her down hard onto his thick dick. He was definitely using her.

Chuck was frustrated. "Lay flatter. Scoot down."

His partner growled, "You had your turn."

"Just do it."

Amidst some grumbling, Russ slid lower until he was lying flat.

Chuck pushed my wife down onto the man's belly and got behind her. He rubbed all over the head of his dick, smearing his precum.

Venus was looking back at him with worry.

He said, "You ever had your ass taken, little girl?"

She shook her head frantically.

He wasn't explaining. He scooted forward and pressed his cock against her ass. His hips pushed forward. "No, no, don’t tense."

My wife whimpered.

He said, "Push a little." His hips moved. "There you go." He awkwardly crabbed forward and over her.

My wife's mouth was open and eyes shut. She let out a quiet wail of uncertainty and discomfort.

Chuck muttered, "Tight fucking ass, too. Fuck."

Her eyes popped open and she panted heavily.

Chuck and Russ began moving, thrusting their cocks into both her holes.

Venus was wailing, her ass stuffed with Chuck's cock and her pussy filled with that thick old dick. Shafts moved in and out of her with much effort and motion. She was sandwiched between the two, unable to move or do much except get fucked. Her head moved and her black hair swung as she tried to crawl out from between them, but they weren't letting her go.

Chuck grunted, "We're going to fill both your holes, little girl. How's that sound?"

My wife called out – in anger, I thought – but then again and again, louder each time.  She clawed at the bed, making an odd sinuous snake-motion with her back.

The two husbands were grunting, forcing their cocks into my little wife.

I fucking loved it and I was getting jacked while watching. Fantastic.

Chuck was first to blow. He leaned up, thrust forward, and slapped his hand hard across her butt cheek.

Venus growled ferociously, her hips jerking with their own lust between them.

He tensed up and emptied himself into her ass. He fell backward, scrambling off the bed.

Cum leaked from her ass and her cheek was red from the slap.

Russ used the opportunity to throw her off his cock. But he was up after her faster than I thought an old man should move. He flipped her over to her knees and hauled up on her hips.

She gasped with the rough moves, but moaned with need when he jabbed his fat dick at her pussy.

Russ grunted, "I'll just fill up your hole here and we'll send you home all messy and used." He pushed hard, sliding that heavy erection deep into her pussy. "Whoo ha!" He slapped my wife's ass and rammed his thick cock into her pussy again and again.

Chuck wiped his forehead with a towel. "Fill that pussy."

"Yeah!" He looked over at me. "Want me to fill your wife's pussy?"

I panted, "Sure, go ahead."

He laughed. "I wasn't asking if I could, I just wanted to know if you wanted me to." He pulled his long shaft out. He cupped his ballsack at me. "See these balls? Maybe when you grow up you'll get big ones like these. I'll give you a little show of what's going to go in your girl here."

I watched him jack his cock with a fast grip.

Venus groaned from her kneeling position.

He said, "Don't you worry none, it'll be back in you in a sec."

Jenn whispered, "Can you believe the asshole? Do you see now why I would never do him?"

I was enrapt.

Russ jacked until his eyes popped open wider. He let out a grunt. A very long rope of solid cum erupted out of his dick. It had to be four feet long or more. He quickly stuffed his cock back into my wife's pussy and shoved his spurting shaft deep.

She went down and he fell on top of her, dick buried to the balls in her pussy from behind.

He let out a long grunt, "Uhnn..." Two seconds later, another one. And another. Each grunt most likely another long eruption of cum deep into her.

Venus bucked under him, gasping out faster and faster, until she cried out and quivered with her own orgasm.

Russ grunted maybe fifteen times. Cum was gushing from around his cock as he pulled back and out. "Come over here, boy."




CHAPTER 8

I got up and approached warily. What's this old fart want? I'm not going to clean him.

Russ grinned. "Lookie there." He pointed at the river of cum pouring out of my wife's pussy. "I did that. Get on her and add yours to it."

I was hard, ready to go. Standing straight up. I had to admit, I really wanted to.

He said, "You got a nice size dickie there, boy. Use it to pack my sperm back up into her pussy. Come on."

I climbed on as Venus rolled over.

She looked at me with some alarm and warning. "We don't have a condom."

Russ waved her protest off as if it were ridiculous. "No matter. He'll just be pushing my cum deeper into you. Now get on, boy. Hurry up before it all runs out."

I wanted to. So I did. I thrust my excited erection into her. She felt so totally different than I remembered. Her pussy was loose – stretched out – and so slick with cum that my slide into her was effortless.

She gasped at the invasion.

Russ muttered, "Now give it to her hard and fast. I didn't shoot all that into her to be wasted. Push it back into her."

My cock flexed inside her and I pumped like a madman. I shoved deep and hard, pushing the man's copious cum back into her depths.

My wife's eyes fluttered, then shut. Her hips moved a little, then more. She fucked me back, gripping my arms as I drove my cock into her like a ramrod. She smelled like sex. Like men and cum and fun.

Chuck said, "Sheeeit, look at him go. I think I'd hurt my back doing that."

Russ wheezed. "And I'm ten years older than you. No way I could work those gymnastics."

I humped hard, my head up and back arched. All my thoughts were on the sopping sensations my swimming shaft was experiencing. Every nerve in my body was alive and thrumming.

This was no vodka high.

I pushed the old man's cum back into her. I pushed it hard and deep.

My wife inhaled in hisses below me, as if cold and shivering. But her skin was hot to the touch. Her eyes held a delirious look of distraction and her hips worked with mine almost as frantically.

Chuck said, "Looks like the fireworks are starting. I'll get another round of drinks."

I saw them, the first explosions of light arcing high out in the sky. Their bedroom windows were floor to ceiling for the view – and they had an impressive view.

Another man's cum on my dick was so invigorating that I stopped thrusting – just held it in as deep as I could. Her pussy clenched and clamped, clinging to my cock despite all the lubrication.

The aroma of cum sent tingles up my feet until I gasped and felt my cock expand with tickles and tension. Then I was jerking, my balls twitching, my butt clenching as I sent a desperate orgasm into her, my squirts pushing the cum from Russ deeper and more securely into my wife.

~ ~ ~

I was driving Venus home to our apartment.

She said, "Don't count on that happening like that again."

I knew what she meant. We used condoms. Tonight had been special. I should not hope that it was the new thing. "I know."

"I don't even know if Chuck wants Russ around for any more. He mentioned coming to our place sometimes."

"Fine by me. I have Bianca to do, so..."

She looked at me with a sunny and satisfied smile. "You got along with Jenn—"

"Uh, well, I have something to tell you..."

"What?" She looked worried.

"I know Jenn."

"Huh? You do?"

"Jennifer Redmond. She's my boss at the bank. The bank manager."

My wife clapped a hand over her mouth – eyes large. "No way."

"No shit."

"Is that going to be a problem for you?"

"No, I don't think so. We put on a show for you and her husband, but I think we ended up liking it."

She laughed incredulously. "Wow, small world."

"In some places."

"You don't have any issues with her husband doing me?"

"No. Did you really want to take it up the ass?"

Her answer was forceful. "No. That's a guy-thing. I've never wanted it. But there wasn't much I could do."

"You looked good sandwiched between them."

"I did?" She shook her head. "I felt so full. Like I could barely move. I was stuck."

"How do you feel?"

She gave me a searching look. "Happy. Filled. Satisfied."

I felt my lips spread with pleasure. "Good."





EPILOGUE

I thrust my cock slow and deep into Bianca. The young black woman writhed beneath me, her arms wrapped around my neck.

Her husband, Emil, watched happily from the edge of the bed.

I said to him, "I love your wife's pussy. It was made for my cock."

Emil was a tad round. Not fat, but soft. The black man's eyes were feverish and fierce. "Oh yeah, do it."

I leaned up and rested on my fists so he could see my white cock in her pussy. "Her black pussy needs my cock and it belongs to me now. But I'm going to let you use it when I'm not here. I'm a nice guy."

He was shaking with excitement. His voice was high with tension and desperation. "Do it. Do it, Gav."

"Ask me to cum in her." I wasn't taunting him; I would never do that to him and mean it. I was teasing him because I liked him and wanted to help with his interracial fetish.

His voice rose higher still. "Oh yes, do it. Cum in my wife. Give her your white seed."

She moaned beneath me. Beautiful, black Bianca. She had developed an interest in white cock after her husband had prodded her. After she had sucked me at Spencer's party at the urging of my wife.

Maybe if I never had any other women – if Jenn dropped out of the picture for some reason, I would always want Bianca. Emil's young wife now very much enjoyed our talk and it turned her on.

I settled back down and kissed her.

Her husband sighed in a delirium of desire at the display.

I shoved in as far as I could go and broke the kiss. But I kept my face close to hers and looked into her eyes as I shot my orgasm into her depths. "I'm filling your wife right now," I panted. "And it is so good."

He let out a breathy moan next to us, stroking his cock faster.

I pulled out, still shooting, but it was near the end of my orgasm. I knew he liked seeing my cum spatter her hips. "All right, you gotta do something for me, Emil. Get on. Ram your cock into her. I want you to push my cum up into her. As fast as you can so it's not wasted."

His eyes went large and he scrambled over her. "Yeah, yeah, no problem."

I had learned something from Russ and I figured Emil would like it. He did and I clapped him on the shoulder as he humped away on his wife.

Even I can learn from an old guy.

~ ~ ~

I entered the apartment to sounds of sex, but that wasn't a surprise. I knew Chuck would be here while I was at Emil and Bianca's.

I listened for a while – the grunts, the pants, the gasps... Venus was getting what she needed. What she craved. What she desired more than anything except being married to me.

I knew they weren't using a condom. I knew I had to use one. But that didn't bother me at all. Turns out Chuck had been cut long ago. Simple snip. A vasectomy for a lifetime. He shot stuff, but it couldn't possibly get her pregnant.

So we were safe – if I could limit her exposure to horny married men who hadn't had vasectomies.

I had met her in the grocery store. She had opened up at a party. So had I. I had acquired Bianca at another party – Emil's birthday party. I had my third woman, Jenn, at yet a third party. Three party wives. Of course, Venus got a lot more, but I still considered those parties something special for me.

What more might we have later in the year? More women? More married men fucking my wife? I rather liked the idea and I grew hard as I listened to my wife get fucked.

I wonder if anyone is having another party soon?






Thank you for reading Party Wife 3! This book concludes the 3-part series.

All reviews are very appreciated.

If you liked this book, be sure to check out the Laran Mithras list of books on GoodReads.
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