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Too often the strong, silent man is silent only because he does not know what to say, and is

reputed strong only because he has remained silent.

- Winston Churchill




CHAPTER 1

I married a whore.

No!

No. I married a slut.

My mother had screamed, "Why did you marry a whore?" Top of her lungs, face red and shaking – quivering – with rage and insult.

She's not a whore, fuck you mom. Though I hadn't said it, not to her face, anyway.

"Gavin." Venus tried to get my attention.

I was fuming about mother. We lived in the same house. There was almost a demilitarized zone around my room. I could imagine steely-eyed soldiers behind barbed wire with landmine signs planted everywhere.

The zone was easily noted by the presence of the disinfectant my mother sprayed around my door.

Hey, I'm fucking twenty-seven. I'm an adult. Piss off, mom.

Dad had always told me to take it easy. He had left mom early on. Divorced, mom had won custody. Dad had shrugged, shook his head, and gave me a father son shoulder-hug.

Mom hounded me after that, constantly berating me for masturbating. "How dare you!"

In my teen years, I grew a bit sullen with all the constant shaming and masturbated more. I jacked off everywhere in the house I could.

Mom looked and acted like a bull. Not a lesbian, an animal. She huffed when she strutted. She wore those horrid-looking Mao jackets like Hillary Clinton wore. Ugliest things on the planet. She strutted behind her boobs and thrust them when she wanted to make a mom-point. As if to remind me I had sucked as a babe and therefore I had no valuable original thoughts of my own. 

"Gavin."

Venus was a fucking goddess of cock-pulsing sex. I had bumped into her at the grocery store – literally. Backing into her, she had dropped a case of tuna cans. They had went rolling in all different directions. But our eyes had been on each other.

She had always been drawn to a man in uniform. As an armed guard in a bank, my physique and uniform went well together. I had always been drawn to that slightly goth look that teased at kinkiness – just don't tell mom.

I had helped her pick up cans.

Four months later, we were married. We couldn't get enough of each other. Sex four times a week, sometimes twice a day on the weekends. It was phenomenal.

Venus had a kink for uniforms and I satisfied it – often play-raping her in my guard uniform. She loved being fucked while in handcuffs. Of course, I didn't have to masturbate anymore.

I'm a decent looking guy – just a little shy behind my glasses.

Venus? She dresses like a sex goddess when not at work.

Mom hated me. Hated her.

I gave a silent heave of breath to get my mother out of my mind. "Yeah?"

She was in her panties, holding up her jeans shorts and fishnets.

Fuck. Her sexuality stunned me to no end.

"This okay for the party?" She was asking because she had admitted to being... slutty in the past. She wanted to make a new start. For me.

I appreciated that. Thing is, I had never had a girlfriend before Venus. My friend still lived across the street and was throwing a party. He was always a little more wild than me, riding dirt bikes and skateboarding when he was younger. We weren't best friends, but we were each other's oldest friends. I think we played together just because no one else was around.

He was more active; I was more cerebral.

Her clothing really presented me with an opportunity to show off on my own for once. Not only did I like her dressing slutty – to show people I could score – but I wanted her to dress slutty for this party to show my friend: yeah, I could get it, too.

Pretty simple. Made my cock stiff.

I said, "Go for it."

"You sure?" She wanted to please me.

I shifted in my computer chair, adjusting my pants. "Yeah."

She giggled.

I loved her so. She wanted to be what I wanted in a woman. I wanted to be what she wanted in a man.

Mom hated us both.

Fuck you mom.

I couldn't help but realize Venus and I were a statement against the emotionally abusive upbringing I had suffered. Every time I looked at her or thought of us, my mother intruded in my thoughts – a constant reminder that I was filthy and perverted.

And my dad: "Take it easy, son..." Reminding me that life didn't have to be so dramatic.

I wanted to fuck Venus right there. Just toss her back on the bed and ram her pussy so hard we both screamed. Screamed loud enough for mom to hear.

She was barricaded in her room – her sanctuary from the filth in the house. Her room filled with clown pictures and dolls.

I fucking hated clowns.

They were all over the house: big ones; small ones; paintings; little statues.

But right around my door – right where the aroma of daily disinfectant was applied – there were no clowns. As if we might taint them.

Venus bit her lip and bounced on the balls of her feet. "Cool." She proceeded to put them on in front of me.

Fuck. I rubbed at my crotch thinking that I might have to take up masturbating again. On a lark, I said, "What do you think of masturbation?"

She looked at me with one twinkling eye. "Pretty hot, if you ask me."

I was surprised. "Yeah?"

"I used to love stroking guys..."

"No, I—"

"Fascinating to see how many shapes and sizes they come in. How they harden in my hand—"

"I meant self. You know, a guy jacking himself." I didn't want to hear about her jacking other guys.

"Oh. That's cool, too. Sometimes."

"Sometimes?"

She was buttoning her jeans shorts, wriggling those sexy hips and imprinting her camel toe on the denim.

Fuck.

She said, "Yeah, some guys get all weird on their dicks. Using two fingers, pinching it, going so fast you can't see their skin slide on their shafts. I liked it when a guy took his time. Made me wet."

Fuck. "Mind if I...?"

Both eyes lit up. "Go right ahead. I'd love to see. It's been... a while."

I removed my jeans and let my aching cock out. I had a very nice size for my height, but it's not like having a big dick instantly attracted women if they couldn't get past the shyness. They never knew what I was packing.

And then of course mom being a prude made me think my cock was dirty. Embarrassing.

I gripped myself and stared at her, stroking slow like I was used to.

Her grin spread, satisfied and salacious. "Very nice." She licked her lips. "I sure do miss watching that."

"I'll do it for you, then." Warmth spread through my chest and happiness touched my heart. Yeah, fuck you too, mom.

She sat on the bed and watched.

I held back from finishing; I wanted to give her a good show. I leaned my head back and fucked my cock with my fist. I hadn't realized how much I missed doing it.




CHAPTER 2

I carried out the trash bag from my room. A mixture of bathroom trash and used condoms filled it.

Venus was clean for all her slutty past, but we wanted to avoid her getting pregnant without making definite plans. Certainly not while we lived with mom.

Fuck her; I wasn't giving her a grandkid so she could ruin it like she ruined me.

My wife hadn't liked the condoms – she had never used any before. But she had also never gotten pregnant. She refused the idea of abortion, so when she got pregnant, she would be going through with it. So we used condoms.

I dropped the bag in the can at the curb.

She was looking across the street.

Cars were lined up, some still coming. People were sort of all over.

Spencer was throwing, now that he had run of the house. His parents had vacated, deciding to live in seclusion at their mountain cabin. They always had been the rugged individualist-type weirdos.

I led her across the street.

Already, eyes were on her. A glance, then away, then back.

I loved it. Made me feel proud. Yep, assholes; she's mine. Suck it.

In case mom was watching us leave the house, I slapped my wife's ass and gripped it.

Venus hummed contentedly. "I haven't been to a party in almost..." She laughed. "Well, duh. Since we've been married."

"Here we are then."

Spencer was a decent guy. A touch on the wild side for me, but he was clean – hated drugs. Told everyone that it wouldn't be allowed in his house. I liked those kinds of parties. Just alcohol and pizza. It was a bring-your-own-booze party and Venus held the plastic sack with our Vodka in it.

Spencer was buying the pizzas.

We stepped into the house and I was anxious to find my friend – introduce him to my wife. Pride-thing, you know?

It was Venus who saw him first. "Spence?"

"Hey..."

I turned to see her twisted towards him. She knows his nickname? "Hi, Spence."

Venus swiveled her head to me. "You two know each other?"

I chuckled with uncertainty. "I was about to ask you that."

Spencer clapped my shoulder and shook it. He was six inches taller than me, but not as proportioned. More skinny than god-like.

My wife dropped her mouth open. "Wow..." She looked at Spencer. "Haven't seen you since..."

He tilted his head. "You're here with Gav?"

I didn't like that nickname. I am Gavin. I said, "She's my wife."

He looked stunned. He said to her, "You? Settled down?"

She laughed nervously. "Had to happen sometime."

He shook his head in disbelief. "Well, enjoy my party..."

Her hand jerked in mine. "Your party? This is your home?"

"Yeah, didn't Gav mention—"

I hadn't told her my friend's name. I looked back and forth between them. They looked uncomfortable. Embarrassed, even.

What the fuck?

Spencer raised his eyebrows and moved away, greeting some guys behind us.

I pulled her along into the living room. "What was that about?"

That nervous laugh again. "Oh, nothing."

"You two knew each other."

"Well, yeah..." Her shrug was a little dramatic.

"That seemed awkward..."

She coughed a laugh. "Well, yeah... we did things together."

"What?"

"A few times..."

We were interrupted by two blondes. Overdone make-up and tank tops was followed by a waft of drenched perfume.

Blonde Number One said, "What are you doing here?" Her sneer was almost as evident as my mother's.

Fuck you, mom.

Venus scowled. "We were invited."

Blonde Number Two coughed with derision. "You're here with... that?"

"We're married—"

Number One cut her off. "Then you certainly can't be trying your old tricks, now, can you?" She was twisting back and forth, leaned a little forward.

I realized she was displaying her big tits to Venus as if to taunt her with them. My wife had something between A and B cups. Flat and round, but not sticking out far enough to fill the B cup. Yet the A cup was too constricting. I thought they were delicious.

Venus twisted her mouth at her. "You'll have no competition for how many cocks you can blow."

The two blondes looked her up and down.

My wife pulled me away. "Were you getting a good look down their tops?"

I jerked her to a stop near the wall. "No. I don't like big tits." Reminds me of mom. Yuck.

She blew out a breath that inflated her cheeks. "Sorry, those two get on my nerves."

I gave her a short hug. "No worries. Just avoid them." I let go. "Uh, I want to get back to that part about you and Spence—"

She placed a hand on my chest in warning. "It's in the past. I'm married to you, now."

"And you used to compete for blowjobs?"

She rolled her eyes. "It's in the past. What part of past aren't you getting?"

I gave a humorless chuckle. "Sorry. Sorry..."

She gripped my arm and squeezed. "Let's pour some drinks and forget about it."

People were carrying clear plastic tumblers. I pointed to the hall. "Kitchen is there. I'm sure that's where the cups are."

I didn't know how we were going to keep our booze safe from others. Venus just tore at the label, then stuck it behind some plates in a cabinet. She shrugged at me and said, "People go for what's easiest..." Her fingers indicated the counter full of bottles.

Makes sense. Oh, and fuck you, mom.

~ ~ ~

Within a half hour, we were circulating. Mostly together, but sometimes apart.

I preferred the together part. Allowed me to show her off and smile. Envious bastards. Some maybe not so envious. No big deal; many were.

It was one of the apart times when I was looking at her across the room, not listening to Steven tell me about his systems management job. Ugh.

Venus was with two other girls, chatting, laughing, nodding. They had partied before. I felt uncomfortable when she was around other girls; made me feel self-conscious. Maybe as if they were judging me.

Thanks, mom.

Some red in the face guy weaving a little too much already arrived. He went to put his very heavy sack in the kitchen. On his way out, tumbler in hand - filled to the brim! – he saw my wife.

His bellow was almost loud. "Venus baby!"

Startled, my wife spun – right into his outstretched arm. His hand slid down, cupped her ass and pulled her in. She was startled, surprised, and maybe even stunned: she let him kiss her.

I was already moving towards her.

She pulled back, shot me a glance, and wiped her mouth. "Oh, uh, Mike, right?"

He laughed. "How could you forget?" His hand was still on her ass, kneading.

Two things happened inside me: one, I grew angry – fucking groper; two, I couldn't really blame the guy for groping her – she was super sexy and dressed for it.

I gently touched the man's arm. Not flirty-like, just to get his attention. You had to be careful as a security guard not to come on too strong. I said, "Excuse me, she's married now."

He looked at me, a little unsteady. "Eh?"

"Venus is married."

A look of shock came over his face. "To who? Who's the lucky guy?" He was looking around.

Venus said, "To him, you dork."

He started laughing. His hand moved lower on her ass and began curling in for a slow goose – right up to her pussy.

I pulled on his arm enough to get his attention. "Hands off, pal."

He grunted sourly and let go. He wavered a little, looking me up and down, then waved his tumbler. "Yeah, whatever."

My wife adjusted her shorts. Her eyes held appreciation for me.

I watched him wander off before returning to Steven.

He said, "Did he just goose your wife?"

Aggravation made me want to huff with indignation. How dare he touch her? She wasn't like that anymore. Echoes of my mother made me pause. He had kissed her and groped her. I was angry but I didn't want to start acting like my mother. I wasn't a prude and I had rescued her.

My father's words worked magic in my mind sending relaxation along my tense limbs. That and the Vodka helped. Just take it easy...

I almost laughed to myself; if I had just come in, she would be the first girl that got my attention. Made me want to jack my dick.




CHAPTER 3

I was sitting on the back of the couch, listening to my wife chat with a couple of the girls and guys. Six of us were engaged in the conversation.

Well, not me, much. I wasn't much of the party type and the subject was parties.

A redhead named Ivy was giggling and kept looking at my wife.

Her brunette friend with the boy-short hair said, "What are you laughing at?" I think her name was Lorie.

Venus was talking to the guy who was with Ivy about how she had never hosted a party – too much damage to clean up.

Ivy said, "Don't you remember that contest we had last year? Who could blow the most cocks and swallow it all?"

My wife's words died away as she registered what Ivy and Lorie were talking about. "Uh—"

Ivy's smile was dirty and suggestive. "Venus swallowed nine. Not a single drop."

Lorie was shaking her head. "I was so out of it. I don't even think I got the guy in my mouth."

Ivy burst out laughing. "No, you didn't. You took it all across the face."

I gulped on nothing and my hand trembled my tumbler. What? Venus blew nine guys? The memory of her head moving up and down my shaft hardened it instantly. She... swallowed? My cock stretched in my jeans, lengthening at the idea. She always looked sexy when she pulled off my cock and looked into my eyes. Had she done that with those guys?

My wife looked a little panicked, maybe a little embarrassed. "Yeah, well, that was last year. I don't do that anymore."

Ivy's boyfriend – the one Venus had been talking to – said, "That's too bad. I'd love to see the woman who can outblow Ivy."

The redhead sent an elbow into his ribs.

He smiled wide. "I mean, I'd really love to experience the woman who can—"

Another sharp elbow. "Hey, she's married."

The guy slapped his forehead. "Oh shit, right. I'm sorry." He looked around as if to make sure I wasn't around. I think he forgot I was her husband.

I twisted my mouth to the side, a little steamed. But my wife's words echoed inside. It's in the past. Why should I hold that against her? Not that I wanted a trophy on the shelf about her feat, but a little part of me was proud. She could do that and now I owned her.

Take it easy, I repeated to myself. Only someone like my mother would blame her for her past.

~ ~ ~

Steven kept following me whenever I split off from Venus. I could only take so much girl-talk. Unfortunately, I had to put up with Dilbert-style stories from Steven. Were all his bosses really that stupid?

My mind wandered. I thought of my wife's head moving on my cock. She had done that to other guys. Maybe some were here. Did she remember that event fondly?

I fidgeted and shifted around as my cock swelled.

She was definitely good at it. Her sucking created such a tingly sensation... so nasty. So sexy.

I gulped the rest of my drink. It was my second and I was feeling good. Relaxed. My dick was getting hard, though. I waved my cup. "Going for another."

Steven didn’t seem fazed. He just stopped talking right there. Thing was, he'd pick up at the exact word he'd left off when I returned – and I knew this even after just meeting him today.

I went out back to the pool. A few swam, not many. Mostly chicks – yes, the two blondes – who wanted to get their shirts wet and whore some attention.

Spencer had his recliner out there and he was set up like a king.

I was a little struck that he had two women on his lap. Well, not his lap. His knees were spread wide and my wife was on one facing a black gal on the other. They were almost face to face talking with much animation and laughter. Spencer was displaying a very large lump in his pants.

Was that for my wife? For the black girl? For both? My bets were on the black girl. But it made me a little uncomfortable that she was sitting just inches away from my friend's covered erection and apparently didn't even notice.

I got her attention. "Hey."

She looked up at me with that bright look of love. "Hmm?"

I backed off a bit, motioning with my hand. "Come here."

She bent to the black girl. "Excuse me a minute."

When she had made it to me I took her cup. "I'll refill this."

"Why'd you call me over? I was talking to Bianca—"

"Didn't you notice Spence?"

She looked confused. "I was just sitting on his knee talking to—"

"No... his... lap."

She looked over and turned back. "Oh... No, I didn't." A little smile played across her face.

"Maybe you shouldn't be sitting on his lap."

"It was just his knee."

I frowned. "When you said you and he had done things together, were you talking just going out, or doing things like sex?"

She blinked, shifted on her hips, and lost her smile. Her chin dipped at me and her look was steady. "It's in the past, remember? You knew I was loose before we got married."

Yeah, that's what I love about you. "But with Spence?"

She sighed wearily. "Yes, with Spence. Okay? We did it."

"No wonder he's got a hard-on."

She erupted into a brief giggle, eyes sparking again. "Over me? Or over Bianca?"

"I should hope not over you."

She pouted. "Why? Have I lost it? Or should I get fat so no one looks at me?"

I wiggled and waggled looking for a way out of that one.

Venus said, "Don't be so jealous. I'm your wife now. I'm just talking to Bianca. And Spence is a friend."

"But he stuck his dick in you."

"So? It's. In. The. Past." She was tilting her head at me, hands on hips.

"Did you like it?"

"Like what?"

"What you did with Spence?"

She laughed, shaking her head in disbelief. "I thought we agreed—"

"I want to know." My insecurity was coming out as jealousy. I had standards. My wife shouldn't be making other men hard.

Her shoulders dropped a little. "Yes. It was fun. Not stellar or mind-blowing. But yes, it was fun."

"So you liked it?"

She rolled her eyes, looked down and shook her head. But her head stiffened. She stepped close and grabbed my erection through my pants. She squeezed, her eyebrows shooting up. "Oh..."

"What?"

Her hand moved a little. She put her lips near mine, speaking just enough for me to hear. Her breath caressed my lips. "Yes, I liked it. I liked it a lot."

My cock jumped, twitching violently.

She gave it another squeeze and backed away. "You going to get us drinks? Or should I?"

I was caught, and knew it. Thing was, I didn't know if I was angrier at the information or more turned on by it.

I needed to think. "I'll get them."

She kissed me – a quick peck on the lips. "I'll be right here talking to Bianca."

I walked awkwardly into the house. I had a big bulge in my jeans, but no one saw. No one cared.

My mom would have noticed.




CHAPTER 4

I took my time in the kitchen.

If her past was past, should I be so worried about it now? I knew I had agreed not to hold her past against her. I also didn't question her on any of it because I didn't think it was meaningful at the time. 

Right? Get married, the past is the past. Though here I was, standing over two drinks dwelling on her past. She had sucked off nine guys? Swallowing all? As angry as I should have been, my cock was angrier – throbbing in rage.

Then the bombshell that she had fucked Spence. Did things. Once? Or twice? Or many times? And she had liked it, if she hadn't been taunting me.

That steamed me. My wife needed to act a certain way or...

I turned my cup on the counter.

Take it easy. If I agreed her past was past, then holding it against her made me a liar. I knew I had married a slut.

My mother had called her a whore.

But Venus didn't have sex for cash. She had sex for fun. And she was good at it.

I twisted the other tumbler.

Had Spence liked it? Did he have fond memories of my wife's pussy?

I need to get her out of here. She shouldn't be thinking filthy things... I gritted my teeth. No, mother. Just no. I am not going to be like you. I'm going to take it easy.

I carried the cups out, my cock still angry and strangely aching. I was proud of her. She was so fucking sexy.

She was sitting on Spence's lap. Not on his knee. On his lap. Bianca sat on the arm of the recliner, leaning against him in a hug.

His smile was four miles wide.

She looked up at me with that same bright smile of love as before. Not even a hitch in her gaze. "Thank you..." She took the cup gingerly.

I knew she was feeling the booze.

She was relaxed. Okay. Okay. I can be relaxed, too. It's just Spence and neither seem afraid that I caught them at anything.

She didn't torture me; she got off his lap. She gripped my bicep and turned me away, leading me towards the pool.

Not before I caught a glimpse of his very obvious erection in his pants.

She said, "They started talking about sex. You're my excuse to get away."

Well, hold on. "What kind of sex?"

"The differences between white and black cock."

I was relieved. They hadn't been making plans to fuck or something. "You didn't have to escape that."

"Oh? I thought you didn't want me talking sex at all?"

Fuck you, mom. I made a fist against my thigh and turned to her. "Venus, please understand how much this means when I say I'm sorry."

She tilted her head at me, interested. "Sorry? Why?"

"I want to be like my father but I find myself acting like my mother. Like some stuck-up prude. You don't have to act a certain way – behave a certain way – to meet my approval."

"All right...?"

"You don't have to avoid talking about sex."

"Oh." She laughed a little. "Well, that's a relief. The other talk either turns to drugs or boring work."

I rolled my eyes. "Yeah, I got one of those inside waiting for me to come back."

"So you don't mind me discussing cock with Bianca?"

"Not at all."

"Even if Spence joins in?"

"What does he have to say about the matter?"

She covered her mouth, then removed her hand. "Uh, he does have a white cock."

I made a face of dismissal.

"I think he wants to show it to Bianca."

"Sounds kinky." Sounds better than Steven's convo...

"To me, too."

"You don't mind if he shows her?"

"No... Oh, you mean with you there?"

She nodded.

I thought about that. "No, I don't suppose that's a big deal."

It wasn't like people weren't making out here and there. Sex wasn't all over the place, but it wasn't absent. The few who were doing something were trying to keep it private.

She bounced a little on her toes and bit her lip. "I think I can get her to blow him. It's what she wants, but she's embarrassed to ask."

"Go for it."

That bright light was back in her eyes. She turned with a half wiggle-twist and went over to Spence and Bianca.

I watched her gesturing. They went into the house.

I didn't know if I was supposed to give them some time or not, or if they were going to his room.

Hmm.

Neither did I want to get caught with Steven again.

Reluctantly, I went inside.

People were laughing. Spence was naked from the waist down and girls were cheering. Bianca had the most embarrassed smile on her face. She was shaking her head, her smile so big it showed her gums over fantastically white teeth.

She was saying, "You asshole."

Spence shrugged. "Now you've seen one." His arms were out on display.

Venus grabbed Bianca's arm and pulled her down onto the couch. Spence squeezed between them.

My wife took the black girl's hand and brought it over to his dick. She moved them together, rubbing over my friend's erection. All the while, she was talking to Bianca – giving her pointers – I don't know.

Venus took the girl's hand off. My wife placed her hand directly on Spence's cock and started stroking. Her other hand made gestures – explaining something. Bianca was nodding.

My wife aimed his cock at her and nodded. She let go and Bianca took over.

My heart was beating fast in my chest. My wife had touched his cock. Stroked it. But she had done it before, right? And this was to get Bianca doing it. Did that cross some line? Some restriction?

Images of mom flashed through my head.

My wife looked up at me and waved. She motioned me over.

I walked around and sat on the back of the couch sort of between her and Spence. My eyes followed Bianca's black hand against his white skin.

I think my wife knew. "Looks good, huh?"

I coughed and nodded.

She leaned across Spence's lap. "Bianca, my husband has a very nice one and I think he needs a little help with it. Care to try his? I can handle Spence."

The black girl looked surprised. "Oh... sure."

My wife motioned to me. "Come here and sit next to Spence. Move over, Bianca."

I came around, my face starting to flame.

A couple of the girls cheered me and chanted, "Take it off. Take it off."

Spence growled at me. "Get your jeans off, Gav. I'm not going to sit around naked in front of everyone alone."

I laughed to try to sound casual. I kicked off my jeans to several exclamations of wonder. My dick swelled fast and resulted in a few satisfying cheers.

Hey, this is kind of fun. Some of them like my dick. I grinned and sat.

Bianca's cool hand was immediately gripping me.

Just like that, I was getting a handjob from a black girl and my wife was jacking my friend.

This is pretty fucking cool after all.




CHAPTER 5

I was surprised by Bianca leaning into me and planting a kiss on my lips. Stunned and not wanting to make a scene, I kissed her back. My mouth was a bit stiff at first until I heard my wife murmur her approval.

"That's how you do it, girl."

Bianca laughed into my mouth – a sweet giggle of girly laughter at my wife's urging.

Then we were kissing deeper, hotter. My cock swelled to full hardness, straining and throbbing in her grip.

She barely pulled back, her big eyes crossed, looking into mine. She whispered, "You have a wonderful cock..."

I was flattered. Stunned. Ecstatic. "Well, thank you. You kiss good and that feels great."

She giggled at me again. "Do you taste good? My husband doesn't."

I jerked. "You're married?"

"Yeah, but he's not here."

"But, I mean, you’re kissing and—"

Her voice rose several pitches without getting louder. "And here I thought you were married, too."

I laughed. Yeah, like duh.

Her glance caught my eye and I followed her gaze.

Venus was bent over, moving her head on Spence's lap. She turned her head and looked up at him, his shaft clearly inside her lips and mouth. Her eyes flicked to me. She took his cock out and ran her tongue up one side and down the other.

More surprising was the sudden wet feeling on my cock.

It wasn't Bianca, she was watching. But she was holding my cock out a little. Red-haired Ivy was down there, sucking the head of my erection.

I was so startled I sloshed my drink onto my leg and lower abdomen. "Ack!"

Ivy was startled, but said, "There's an idea." She dipped some fingers into my drink and dripped them on my shaft. Then she sucked me down to the base.

I groaned loud, lifting my hips as her suction creating some spectacular sensations.

Venus cheered her. "Awesome, Ivy!" She went back to sucking Spence.

Despite getting a fantastic blow from Ivy, I was a little concerned about my wife giving Spence a blowjob. Even if they had before, that was in the past. But this was now. If I forgave her past, it didn’t mean I was supposed to forgive her now, did it?

Spence reached around my neck and shook my shoulder. "Ah, you're a lucky man Gav. A fucking lucky son of a bitch."

Venus wasn't just licking and sucking, but her whole head was moving – fucking his cock with her mouth.

Her eagerness and Spence's compliment made all my mommy-ideas go away. Suddenly, I felt like a king. Kissed by a beautiful black girl, sucked by a cute redhead, sitting next to my friend while my wife sucks his cock - it just doesn't get any better than this. I sighed. "Yeah, fun party..."

I saw Ivy's boyfriend filming her blowing me with his phone. I turned to Spence. "Hey, do you mind if I...?" I motioned to the phone.

He gasped, his hips lifting a little. "No. Feel free."

Ivy knew: she handed me up my jeans. I got my phone out.

Bianca said, "Let me have some."

Ivy got up and let Bianca have my cock. The black girl's mouth slid down over my hard skin. It felt fucking fantastic.

I moaned, jerking my hips up into her face. I aimed the phone over and Venus winked at me. I got a nice clip of her tongue sliding up and down, then her mouth taking him in.

Spence moved quickly, pulling her head off his cock. He held her face in his hands and panted. "I don't think I should be cumming in your mouth..." He laughed.

Her look was smoky and needy. Her hand moved on his cock faster until he removed that, too.

I remembered the conversation from earlier. She had swallowed nine guys. Sucked them off and swallowed every drop. I lost it. I strained up off the couch and Bianca took me all the way down. She held on, sucking. I cried out in warning but she just held me steadier. My balls squeezed and my shaft began pulsing – shooting squirts into the back of her throat.

I quivered as my cock exploded. Yeah, take it. Take it all. Suck me...

I wanted her to take it all. I wanted this black girl to swallow all of it. Just like my wife. The tension boiled over, and my ejaculation was expertly sucked out. Bianca had almost a death grip kind of suck on my shaft and her head went with my cock as I collapsed back onto the couch.

Venus was smiling at me, eyes flashing satisfaction. "That was good?"

I panted heavily and nodded. "Very."

Bianca pulled off with a smack, sending a spasm of sensitivity to the head of my cock. Her mouth spread in a grin and she said, "You taste good."

"Yeah?"

"Much better than my husband. I liked it."

"So did I."

My wife gave us a sly look, one eyebrow up suggestively. Her words were just slightly slurred. "You two going to exchange numbers now?"

I didn't know whether she was being sarcastic or not. I kept quiet, wondering if I had overstepped.

Bianca, however, got all wide-eyed and said, "Can we?"

Venus giggled and nudged her. "If you want to."

The black girl pushed at my knee as if to wake me. "Gimme your phone."

I didn't know what I was going to do with her number, but if it involved getting another one of those blowjobs, I was all for it. I handed her my phone and she handed me hers.

She said, "If you got any of that on video, I'd love a copy."

I felt bad. "I'm sorry, I didn't."

She pouted. "That's okay. Maybe next time."

Venus got up and blew out a breath. "I need some air."

Spencer said to me, "She's some woman."

I felt really good. About marrying her, bringing her here, and taking it easy. Although my mother's obsessions had aggravated me at the start, a finer freedom and relief followed my focus on my father's advice.

I finished off my drink and put on my pants.




CHAPTER 6

I talked to Spence and Bianca for a few moments before heading outside.

My old friend was looking at me with a new light in his eyes – something respectful and relaxed. He suggested we might come over more often – when there wasn't a party.

Of course, Spence was a partier, so finding time might be more difficult than it sounded.

I felt good that he had held back from cumming in my wife's mouth. It showed restraint and respect.

Bianca wondered if she might come to our place for visits.

I reacted so violently that I saw hurt in her eyes. I was waving my hands. "No way."

Her look was crestfallen.

I gripped her shoulder. "Hang on, don't take me the wrong way. We live with my mother at the moment. She's freaky weird." I sighed. "We really need our own place."

She looked at me quizzically. "Oh... well, no wonder."

"I'm sorry. Didn't mean to sound like we wouldn't want you around. I know Venus likes you and so do I. I think it'd be great to have friends come by. But... ugh, mother..."

"She's that bad?"

"Worse. She sprays disinfectant outside my door every day to remove the taint of me marrying Venus."

Her mouth dropped open in outraged shock. "Are you serious?"

"I'd take you over there myself to smell it if I didn't think she'd come strutting out to shake her finger at me."

She giggled. "I'm sorry to hear that."

"We just need to find a place. Neither of us make a lot, but we're saving for a deposit right now."

"Well, include me in your house-warming party."

"We'd love to." I kissed her cheek. I'm fairly certain she believed me. I hoped she did; I wasn't a liar.

I took my empty cup with me outside.

~ ~ ~

I had been intent on getting my wife's empty cup and refilling it.

Instead, I heard shuffling.

It was getting dim out, but there was a couple of guys standing watching two people move around in a struggle.

I heard a frustrated, "No."

It was Venus.

My mind sharpened, taking in the situation. Careful... No, fuck that. This isn't a bank customer; it's my wife.

I stopped before them. It was the guy – Mike – who had goosed her. His pants were off and his dick sticking straight out. He had a hold of my wife's head, trying to force her down to her knees.

They struggled. He said, "Come on. You blew Spence. Just give me a quick suck."

I wasn't waiting. My grip on his arm wasn't gentle. "Back off, pal."

He was very inebriated. It took him a few seconds to even recognize that someone was holding onto his arm. "Wha...?"

"Let her go." My fingers dug in.

He was squinting at me with annoyance. "You again? Listen, I need a blowjob—"

"Get it from one of your buddies."

He yanked his arm. "Hey, fuck you!"

This was going on too long and he was just becoming more belligerent. I could feel his arm tensing.

Instead of waiting, I launched a solid punch right into the guy's nose. Thank you Sifu Roberts, for your instruction. Karate had been good for me from time to time. It was good now.

Mike staggered back, immediately releasing my wife.

She came up, red in the face and hair a mess.

I put out a hand to restrain her. She didn't need to get hurt.

Mike blustered, "Fuck you..."

I said, "Be glad I held back and didn't break your nose. Go find someone else for a blowjob." I stood, shaking with adrenaline and fear. I wasn't necessarily scared of him, even if he was a few inches taller. It wasn't a fear of getting into a fight. Rather, it was the fear I'd have to hurt him to stop him. That involved the police. Often, drunks just wanted a fight, even if they didn't know what they were doing.

In this case, the fates decreed I should go free. Mike mumbled at me and picked up his pants.

I didn't care what he was saying: I saw the fight leave him. Whew... I pulled Venus away. "You okay?"

"Yeah. Why didn't you kick his ass?"

"I gave him a bloody nose. Anything more and I'd be in the back of a police car and Spence wouldn't like me much."

She exhaled loudly. "Yeah, I think you're right. Just wish I could grind my foot into his balls."

I laughed. "Go back inside? Get some more drink?"

"I lost my cup somewhere."

"We'll get another."

I got a sudden squeeze from her – a tight clinging that conveyed much. "Thank you, Gav. I love you."

Once again tonight, I felt like a king.

~ ~ ~

I found I liked the party. Spence kept the drugs out and for the most part off the property.

A trio of guys huddled and puffed in the corner of the backyard amidst a lot of head-bobbing and hur-hur-hurs. But other than that, I saw nothing and smelled nothing. Just a bunch of guys and gals eating pizza and drinking.

He had an area cleared for dancing.

Venus loosened up enough to go dance alone, lifting her cup up and shaking her stuff with so much sexuality that I got hard again.

She wasn't alone long and danced with a succession of guys who weren't shy about touching her.

I watched, in case things went too far. But I held back that mom part of me when my ire rose at the touching.

Yeah, she was getting touched. A part of me was angry. Not so much at her, but at the whole mom-thing of improper behavior.

However, I held myself back: I took it easy. It was just touching for fuck's sake. Still, her fishnets became ragged with rips at the backs of her thighs. Her butt was getting mauled. She was getting goosed. Her boobs were groped.

She seemed to take it all in stride.

If she wasn't over-reacting, should I?

She had done far worse things than dance before she married me. Why not allow her to have some fun.

Why couldn't I masturbate? It was the same thing. Mom could go rant at her clowns.

The party stayed strong for a long time, but the crowd began thinning.

I talked with both Ivy and Bianca while drinking the last of our bottle. Other than half an eye on Venus, I was mostly chatting with the girls.

Despite Bianca having sucked my dick, nothing passed between us otherwise. I think if my wife looked over, she just saw us chatting.

Spence took a turn with her as people began leaving.

She was swaying quite a bit, dancing on unsteady legs.

I felt the same: tired in a really good way. We had partied hard and had reaped the benefits. Almost five hours of drinking and partying.

Even Bianca threw in the towel and headed home.

It was that lack of conversation that had me admiring my wife's figure more.

It was then I saw the kiss.

Spence bent his head over and planted a kiss on Venus that was all the heat and wet and sex that I gave her.

My wife responded back, kissing with as much attention and focus as he gave her.

My cock twitched and jumped. Just another form of touching? Hadn't I kissed Bianca that way? I didn't think pulling a mom was going to be a good idea. I just watched.

It was a kiss. Yeah, it was a deep, nasty kiss. But that was all. Venus was just that sexy. Yum-sexy, no doubt.

Other than Mike trying to force himself, Venus didn't seem bothered by the attention. If she wasn't, then should I be bothered? Or had she sensed my restraint and used it as an excuse?

But there had not been a single smirk from her to me, no sneers, no laughter directed at my prudish self.

So I wore glasses. So what? I did have a big dick and Bianca told me I had tasted good. Ivy had seemed to enjoy what she had done.

Maybe I could get smaller glasses – look less like a nerd. Chalk it up on the agenda – after we get enough for a deposit and are out on our own. Living with mom was living with hell. I couldn't do it anymore.

Spence and Venus ended their kiss. They talked for a few minutes and my wife gestured towards me.

My friend shrugged and gestured towards me, too. She shrugged in response.

A lot of shrugging going on... what are they suggesting?

I was about to find out because they were moving towards me.

Spence said, "Hey, Gav. Venus says I should ask, but I wanted to return the oral favor."

I was slightly befuddled. "On me?"

He leaned back and laughed. "No, on her. Don't get your hopes up that I'm gay."

I was shaking my head. "No, neither am I—"

"Good. Do you mind if I give her a tongue work-out? I wanted to repay her... you know..."

I didn't see anything wrong with that. She wouldn't have to be touching anyone. "Yeah, I guess that sounds good."

Venus had a goofy smile plastered on her face.

We were both pretty toasted.

My friend looked around. "Let me clear a few people out I don't trust, then we'll..." He wandered off, greeting and talking to certain partiers.

Venus hugged my arm. "You having fun?"

"Lots. Getting tired, though."

"Me, too. Spence offered his services and I thought it would be a good way to end the night."

I nodded.

She said, "You and Bianca hit it off?"

I became just slightly defensive. Too used to mom. "She's really nice. She wants to be invited over when we get a place."

My wife squeezed my arm. "I'm glad you like her. She's fun to talk to."

"Even though she blew me?"

Venus stiffened slightly, but relaxed. "Well, I was blowing Spence. I didn't know if I should or not, but I was watching you very closely."

"Me? You were watching me?"

I felt her nod. She said, "As long as you seemed okay with things, then so was I."

For the third time tonight, I felt like a king. I said, "You're wonderful."

She sniffed out a smile and moved into a full hug. She gripped me with all the love I knew I had from her. She looked up at me. "I thought you might get mad at the dancers."

I admitted, "I didn't want to over-react."

She murmured, "You're full of surprises tonight."

"I don't want to be like my mom."

She squeezed, then let go. "I don't think you are."

Spence came over to us and motioned. He led us to the locked master bedroom.




CHAPTER 7

I watched Venus shed her shorts and ripped fishnets. Her trimmed black pussy hair seemed so out of place against her pale skin. But on a different level, it provided the perfect contrast for focus and attention.

Spence had left the door ajar so he could hear what was going on in his house.

However, we were not bothered.

Venus laid back on his bed and spread her legs out for him. He moved down, putting his face right to her pussy.

Her head flopped back, her black hair swinging as he tongued her folds.

This seemed less dangerous to me by far. Less personal. Instead of her mouth on someone's dick, she was doing nothing but getting licked.

I had no problem with this. None at all. I took out my phone and got a vid in case she wanted it for later. I didn't know if she would or not; I was just being nice.

"Dude!" I was startled by the interruption.

Venus popped her head up to look, frowning and looking too sexy for her own good.

One of Spence's friends came in, bobbing his head – though not one of the pot smokers.

Spence didn't stop.

I scowled at the guy, but he stood to the side, rubbing his shorts.

That was fine with me, too. Just stay back, pal.

Other than listening to my wife's moans, this wasn't a particular turn-on for me. The blow job was deeply personal – I would be kissing that mouth for the rest of my life. That was not just personal, but incredibly intense. Very sexual.

Just thinking about it caused me to stop filming and switch over to the video file. I replayed the clip I had of her blowing Spence. Licking up his cock like a lollipop.

Now that was sexual. That was a fucking turn-on. And to think I'd been concerned when one of the early topics of the day was that she'd blown nine guys and swallowed all in a competition. It seemed natural now.

My cock was swelling in my pants – recovered, I guess, from the awesome blowjob Bianca had given me. I wanted to feel her mouth again, someday. Sure would love to fuck her... I wondered if Bianca would go for it. Would Venus?

My cock swelled to erection, bent and stuffed in my pants.

The dude rubbing his shorts had taken his cock out and was stroking it.

Yeah, perfect excuse. I can jack thinking about Bianca... I removed my jeans and stood there jacking, remembering the black girl's mouth on my shaft.

Venus moaned louder, having looked over at me. I imagined she was moaning watching me get blown. Yeah, it's good, isn't it?

She also looked over at the dude. Her mouth was open, watching him masturbate. I think she was just panting, not offering.

Dude took it as an invitation and climbed onto the bed.

Spence gave him an annoyed look but Venus accepted his cock into her mouth without hesitation.

Dude sighed with relief.

My cock jumped, jerked, and twitched. Pre-cum leaked out of the end. Shaking with adrenaline at the sudden – welcomed – invasion of my wife's mouth, I snatched my phone out of my pants and began filming.

I moved in close, getting her lips sliding back and forth on this guy's shaft. I didn't even know his name, but it looked so right that I said nothing.

By right, I mean that there was no alarm ringing in my head. It looked so natural and harmless. Everyone could be outraged about the idea of a blowjob, but was it really just a different form of skin contact from shaking a hand? Giving a hug?

It might be private and personal, but was it bad? I could see it right in front of me and it was not bad. It was fucking sexy. Just like Bianca blowing me had been sexy. This wasn't bad, it was good – very good.

Maybe mom would not approve. No, she definitely would not approve. But she didn't approve of anything. 

Me? I liked this. I could see it, sense it in my bones, taste it in my soul. In fact, I didn't just like this, I loved it. It was so very right that the realization stunned me into total silence.

I didn't know the guy next to me with his cock in my wife's lips – on her tongue. But I felt him. I knew what he was feeling and I wanted him to feel it. I wanted others to feel it. I wanted the world to know what a beautiful and sexy wife she was. That I had married her.

Another guy came in. "Whoa, awesome." He ran back out.

Spence took his mouth away and inserted fingers into her open pussy. Her lips were flushed and wet.

I wasn't prepared for the unexpected feeling of friendship with him. I rather expected I might stop him and say enough was enough- maybe going a little too far. But I didn't. I couldn't.

I couldn't because I loved what I was seeing. Spence was my friend and fingers playing inside her was a natural extension of his licking.

The dude was groaning.

Would he cum in her mouth? Would she swallow?

I wanted her to.

Instead of mimicking my mother, I echoed my father. "Suck him, Venus. Suck him dry. Do it."

My wife moaned with dramatic surprise on his cock. She moved her mouth faster, gripping the base and giving it her attention. Her eyes kept looking up into mine, then down to my hand moving on my dick. She was wide-eyed, and desperate on the guy's cock.

The other guy came back in, leading two others. They removed their pants.

This might not be the fabled nine, but I wanted her to blow them all.

I didn't have to say anything; they got on the bed around her head. They jacked near her and her eyes flashed from cock to cock. She took two in her hands, but froze as the first guy pushed forward, filling her mouth with his shaft.

Her eyes popped open wider and she began sucking and swallowing.

The guy was delirious. "Oh, yeah... yeah..." His hips jerked until he blew out a relieved breath and pulled back. He bent down and kissed her lips.

That got a loud moan from my wife.

As soon as they stopped kissing, one of the other three teased her lips with his cock. She didn't look up at him, just opened and took it in.

The gesture and action was a fabulous feature of feminine grace. It was perfect and pure, pleasing the eyes and heart.

I stroked my cock faster, getting as much as I could without shaking the phone too much. I was panting with the exertion on my eager erection.

Spence said, "Get your cock out of there; I want to kiss her." He moved up her body, lips wet with his saliva and her pleasure.

She eagerly took his mouth as the other guy pulled away. They kissed for several long seconds. This was good, but I panned the phone around to get the other guys masturbating. She'd probably want to see that later.

Spence moved back and tugged at her tank top. She lifted enough for him to pull it off. My wife's beautiful little boobs were on display. He mauled them gently, bending down to lick them.

I moved the phone down, getting a good shot of his cock bobbing there, hard and as eager as mine. That it was between her knees caused my throat to clench up and my chest to squeeze.

Suggestive. Sexy. Stimulating.

I turned the phone, showing the distance to her pussy. My mind was frozen on that, hesitating as if holding its breath.

He moved up to kiss her again, and his cock advanced closer to her pussy. Between her thighs now, hovering within inches.

My wife moaned in the kiss and her hips came up a little, inviting. Wanting.

Spence looked back at me. "Gav."

I gave a shaky response. "H-huh?"

"Can I...? For old time's sake?"

I knew what he wanted.

Venus groaned, "Yes, please. Please..."

It's not like he hasn't been in her before. I nodded quickly, not wanting to think of what mom would say. My hand was in full-stroke on my bulging erection. "Yes." It was a croak. I said it louder, "Yes."

One of the guys high-fived another . "Yesss!"

I made it very clear, right away. "No, only Spence." I looked at each one. "Only Spence."

"Aw, man..."

Venus was looking at me with shock.

Spence slapped her thigh. "Over."

Shock turned to wonder and she flipped over onto her knees – her teeth showing for me in a display of joy and satisfaction.

My friend gripped his dick and moved it to her pussy from behind.

Her butt was up in the air on the edge of the bed. Her head was down, mouth open and taking in a cock from the guys left out of the real action.

I couldn't be bothered with that – as sexy as it was. I moved the phone in close and captured the helmet of his cock pressing into her folds. He moved it around, zeroing in on her hole. I expected the touch to be electrifying to me, but it wasn't. It was as normal as anything else. It was natural and beautiful.

The head ballooned a little and pushed in. Spence let out a satisfied breath and gripped her hips. He flexed his butt and his shaft began sliding in – disappearing into my wife's pussy.

It was there that I felt the electricity jangling my nerves. Panic pitter-pattered through my heart. The touching had been nothing, but his cock was going into her pussy.

She moaned low and sent shivers running through my center.

I let go of my cock and ran a hand back through my hair. It's not a big deal; it's been in there before.

While he was sliding in, sealing my willing fate as a cuckold, two more guys came in. They watched for a few seconds, drinks in hand.

Spence pushed until his hips were pressed up against the backs of her thighs.

I scooted around and brought the phone low, angling up between his legs. I caught his balls firmly pressed forward. He gave little pushes, burying his cock deeper into my wife. After a few seconds of standing still, he pulled back. His slick shaft slid back out into view, pulling her pussy lips with it.

Fuck, this is beautiful.

My wife moaned with satisfaction. She had someone's cock in her mouth, and was sucking greedily.

I love this. This was far better than any porn. Far more satisfying and sensational. At this very moment, porn ceased to have any salacious meaning for me. It was that fast. The sex was so much more meaningful and satisfying when the porn star was my wife.

My cock oozed. A lot. I jacked it, smearing the juices around, reveling in the sliding sensation of my hand on myself while watching the cock in my wife.

Spence began moving, sliding his cock in and out of her – fucking my wife.

And I was so – incredibly – turned on and happy that she was being fucked. This wasn't perilous or bad, this was perfect and beautiful.

Seeing my wife's pussy stretched open around his cock was fulfilling on so many previously unknown levels. My chest swelled with pride. I had a grin on my face that was stuck in position. My dick throbbed so thoroughly with excitement that I was afraid to touch it. I had never felt so engorged before. The slightest touch sent tickles along my length  -tantalizing me with tendrils of pleasure.

Spence pushed in and out of her as if experiencing her for the first time. His eyes were closed and he would hold it in her for a few seconds before pulling out and doing it again. He didn't pump-fuck her, he let his cock explore her.

My wife's moans vibrated in my heart, wrapping me in a web of warmth that made my pulse pound with passion.

The two new additions had stripped out of their clothes. They were masturbating, watching.

One of them I recognized – talked to him earlier – but had forgotten his name. He had a cock maybe an inch longer than mine. But it was very thick and had a large mushroom head that was thicker than the shaft. It was balanced by a huge set of balls. It looked bigger than it was because of its thickness.

I had no problem with him watching and jacking. I got a shot of it for my wife.

Spence was a quiet cummer. He pulled on my wife's hips and thrust forward, holding there and wriggling his hips. His butt clenched several times and then he relaxed, letting her go and pulling out.

Her pussy clamped on nothing, sending out a small river of almost clear cum.

Spence dropped a hand on my shoulder. He whispered, "Thanks. I really needed that."

I didn't have time to respond. The guy with the big-headed cock was moving towards her. I started to stop him, but realized I was anxious to see him do her, if just to see that cock could get inside and how she'd like it.

Venus twisted over and looked at the guy. She looked down and her eyebrows did a twitch.

I held my tongue.

I was glad I did.




CHAPTER 8

I stood with the other new addition and got it on my phone.

He was blonde, clean cut with stubble on his jaw. He wore glasses, like I did, but not as large.

I'm definitely going to put smaller glasses on the agenda.

The man had a confidence about him though, as if he knew he had a good dick and knew how to use it. He moved Venus to the edge of the bed and laid her back. He lifted her hips up and wrapped his arm underneath them.

Using his other hand, with her hips suspended in the air, he moved his big helmet all over her pussy.

My wife gasped, wriggling her hips. She was really only supported by her shoulders and back of her head on the bed.

The man was bringing her pussy up to his cock. He pressed his shaft down against her hole, dragging the helmet down until it popped into her.

My wife made a face of pain that eased away. She panted for a few seconds, then nodded to him.

I was startled by the realization that he had stopped when it had popped in – and had waited. How considerate...

He moved a little, pushing until the head disappeared into her. Angled as it was, it must have been rubbing up against her g-spot.

She shuddered and exhaled.

He pulled out and smeared Spencer's cum all up and down his shaft. He reinserted it slowly and began a gentle rocking motion, his cock only half in and just massaging her on the inside. Only the first four inches moved in and out of her and only the bottom edge of the helmet came into view.

Yep, he was rubbing that big helmet on her g-spot.

Venus groaned low and breathy. Her eyes were closed. A couple of the dudes were playing with her nipples and I could tell she was drifting far away from the here and now.

Spence whispered, "Cliff sure has a tool."

I made bug-eyes and nodded.

Cliff said to Venus, "I thought you were married."

She exhaled in a puff and took a few breaths. "I am."

He chuckled with mischief. "It's okay that I'm fucking you?"

She gave a derisive laugh. "What do you think?"

"I've had a few married women tell me they loved my dick."

My wife sighed with satisfaction. "Yes, it feels good."

"Does your married pussy want to feel all of my dick?"

She whimpered – something small and pleading. "Sure..."

He laughed. "You can do better than that."

"I want all of your cock... all the way in."

He grinned and pushed. His shaft sank in until I couldn't see it anymore.

My wife let out a long grunt of effort. "So full..."

Cliff said, "Feels good in there. I swear married women are the best."

My wife shifted around little bits at a time. The guy wasn't huge but his large helmet was probably stretching places that hadn't felt it before. One of the dudes tried sticking his cock in her mouth, but she waved him away. "No more."

Cliff sighed. "I love hot wives. They make the best fucks. Absolutely nothing better than married pussy. Shame your husband isn't here. What is his name?"

"Gavin."

He scooted her up the bed, pushing to keep his dick inside. "Maybe next time he can be here."

I cleared my throat, my cock throbbing with lust. "I'm right here."

He looked over at me, eyebrows going up. "Oh, hey." He flashed a smile, dick still in her. "I'm going to fuck your wife now and make her cum." He began positioning her. "If you're getting this on the phone, let's get together after and make sure I get copies, okay?"

I grinned back at him. "Sure, my pleasure." I shook my head at the shift inside me from earlier. From prudish anxiety to enjoying sex, I was only too eager for him to make my wife cum. It would be a treat to see him try.

He got my wife's hips tilted up, her legs up on his shoulders. He was in a push-up position, his feet spread out wide for traction. His cock was aimed straight down into her pussy. Finally set, he dropped straight down on her, his balls slapping her ass with a smack as his cock fully impaled and filled her pussy with one shove.

Venus cried out in surprise, but panted silently for a few seconds as her face shifted from pained to relaxed. "Oh fuck... that's... full."

Cliff chuckled. "Like it?"

"I think so."

"You think so?"

She gave him an eyebrow. "Once I get used to it, sure."

"Want to cum on it?"

"I guess so."

"Going to cum on my cock while your husband is watching?"

My wife didn't answer except with a moan that was torn between lust and uncertainty.

Cliff didn't wait for an answer. He began heaving, driving his cock down into her so hard his balls slapped with every thrust.

Her mouth shot open and she went into an endless series of gasps as if unable to catch her breath. The backs of her thighs and butt shook with the force of his thrusts as he fucked her.

One of the guys said, "Fuck, dude. He's wrecking her."

Another one said, "I wanna marry her."

"She's already married."

"I don't care."

The first one said, "If you do, I'm coming over every day to fuck her." He turned to me. "Fuck, Gavin, she's hot. Can we come over and help?"

I was too busy watching. "Uhh..." But it did send a great surge of pride through me that so many guys would do anything to fuck my wife.

Cliff wasn't listening or paying attention. He was busy pummeling his erection deep into my wife's pussy.

Venus was opening and closing her mouth, and I could see the flush in her chest. She was close.

Cliff grunted with each drive, his brow furrowed in concentration.

I captured her cumming. It was a groaning, grunting release as forceful as and I've ever seen from her. And it was so hot seeing her do it with another man's dick in her.

He slowly eased her legs down into the standard missionary position. He looked over at me. "How long you been married?"

"Almost three months."

He shook his head. "Wish I could've been there on your wedding night. She in a wedding dress?"

"No."

"Aw, shame. Still wish I had been there. Love fucking married women. Especially in their wedding dresses." He settled into the position he wanted. "I'm going to empty my balls into your bride now, that okay?"

I nodded vigorously. "Please do."

Cliff grunted happily. Then he began rapidly moving his hips, driving his dick straight into her. In and out, fast. Her body moved with his thrusts until her head was hanging off the corner of the bed. He was panting hard, his cock a blur.

He was basically masturbating himself with her pussy. It was fucking hot. My wife did nothing except lay there, head flopping, and making quiet moans.

Cliff must have been holding back because he came fast. His butt clenched, hips driving forward and quivering. His jaw was clenched and he ground out several heavy grunts.

I captured his balls convulsing as they were pressed against her butt. That big helmet was deep inside her, squirting his load. Before he was even done, cum started oozing out around his shaft.

One of the guys said, "Fuck dude..."

I agreed.





EPILOGUE

I hugged Venus to me as we crossed the street back to our dreaded home.

We were both a little unsteady and I didn't want her to fall.

Ahead was the past – across that simple pavement divide. The past with all its hatred and recriminations from my mother.

But something had changed.

The trek to that past was only temporary.

Monday I would return to work at the bank as a security guard. Life would continue on no matter what happened. In that, I was the same.

And yet, even as we crossed that street back to my past, something deep had changed: I would never be my mother again.

As depressing as the trek to the other side was, it was only temporary. Within weeks, we would be able to afford a deposit and first month's rent. On that day, we would advance away, leaving mom's house and past behind.

A little more time to dwell in the house and suffer, but the changes inside could not be undone. I had left behind a suffocating past – behind us at Spence's – and gained a new way of approaching love and life.

From now on, I would not have prudish expectations for myself, or my marriage.

From now on, I was going to take it easy.






Stay tuned for Party Wife 2!

Thank you for reading Party Wife. All reviews are greatly appreciated. I don't have ARC teams giving me two dozen five-star reviews the hour of release.

If you liked this story, check out the Laran Mithras backlist on GoodReads.
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