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		Chapter One

		 

		“There’s got to be something. You’ve got to have something else.”

		 

		The pot-bellied woman behind the counter adjusted her red horn-rimmed glasses, sighed, licked her finger, then swiped at the pages of the guest register. Staring straight at me the whole time. Didn’t even bother to pretend to look at it. “Sorry, hon. Nothing.”

		 

		I clenched the fist I’d stuffed into my pants pocket. A tightness gripped my chest. Turning to my right, I glanced at Mercy.

		 

		She was fidgeting with her fingers in front of her waist.

		 

		Behind her, Nelson was staring at the old bat with one eye raised. He shot me an annoyed look, lifting his palms slightly, as if to say “what are you going to do?”

		 

		What in the heck were we going to do indeed.

		 

		If it had been just me and Nelson there, no problem. Me and Mercy? Not a worry. But the three of us? Riding out a blizzard in a room with two beds, no cable TV, the nearest grocery store an hour’s walk away?

		 

		I glanced at Mercy again. She was looking decidedly uncomfortable. Fidgeting was always the first sign that she felt ill at ease. Then her eyes would start darting side to side, not knowing where to look. A tiny bead of sweat would break out on her top lip and she’d start licking it with her sweet little pink tongue.

		 

		After a while the skin there would get red, raw from being rubbed.

		 

		“Sweetheart, you gonna’ take the room or what? In case you hadn’t noticed I got a line of people behind you. Now make up your mind or step aside. This is all there is. Take it or leave it.” She rolled her eyes and sighed as she said it.

		 

		Nelson cleared his throat. He gently touched Mercy on the arm until she stepped to one side, flashing him a weak smile.

		 

		She’d always been shy. Even when there was no reason. We’d known Nelson for years. He came over for barbecues in the summer, Christmas parties in December. It’s not like he was a stranger.

		 

		But Mercy was an intensely private person. Even with me. I could probably count how many times I’d seen her naked in broad daylight on one hand, despite the fact we’d been married for six years. She liked to keep to herself. Hold her cards close to her chest, so to speak.

		 

		A lot of it had to do with her religious upbringing. Her dad was a minister in a very conservative church. The first date we went on was to one of his sermons.

		 

		Yeah, really.

		 

		Our second date was to a theatre I’d never heard of where we watched the Ten Commandments. That one from the fifties with Charlton Heston. She’d closed her eyes and covered her ears at the golden calf scene.

		 

		I don’t even know if I could imagine what was running through her mind right then. Sharing a room with another man, even though he was a friend? And nothing else to wear but the clothes we had on.

		 

		Why the hell had I invited Nelson to come with us? I’d be lucky if it only took her a few months to get over this.

		 

		Nelson stepped past Mercy and leaned over to whisper to me. He was about six inches taller than me, which made him about a foot taller than Mercy. Handsome guy, too. “Come on, Adam,” he said, the rumble of his low baritone carrying even through the whisper. “I don’t think we have much choice here.”

		 

		I let out a breath. I knew he was right. It was either this or one of us spending the night in the car. Hell, if I’d known it was going to be just one night I might have chosen that instead. “I know, I know,” I said, sounding deflated. I looked at Mercy again.

		 

		She was stealing glances at the increasingly irritated line up of people behind us. The telltale strip of red was already forming above her lip.

		 

		I knew I didn’t have a choice. Turning to the owner of the motel, I pulled out my wallet. “Okay. We’ll take it,” I said, pushing a credit card across the counter.

		 

		A collective groan rose behind us.

		 

		I turned around, looking sheepishly at the line up of people who’d started picking up suitcases to begin trudging back to their cars. I wanted to say something, apologize, though I really didn’t need to. We’d been there first, after all.

		 

		But the weather outside was wicked Snow whipping sideways, the wind howling and no end in sight to the blizzard.

		 

		I decided to keep my mouth shut.

		 

		“Hey!” the lady barked behind me. “Hey, I’ve probably got room for about a dozen of you’s in the hallway if you want to camp out. Special price, half-off.”

		 

		I spun back around and shot her a dirty look.

		 

		She arched her brow, as if she had no idea what it was about. “What?” she squawked. “I gotta’ pay the bills somehow.”

		 

		I was just about to start arguing with her, explaining how unethical she was being, when Nelson touched my arm. I turned to look at him.

		 

		“Come on man,” he said quietly. “It’s not our fight. Maybe we can…help out later. Share the bathroom or something, you know? Let’s just get the room for now.”

		 

		He was right. I knew he was. Still, it riled me what a jerk the old broad was being.

		 

		“We okay here?” she asked, waving my credit card at me.

		 

		“We’re fine,” I muttered. “Just…swipe the card and give us the keys.”

		 

		Still staring straight at me, she reached beneath the counter and hauled out one of those old flatbed imprinters. Slamming it on the counter, she mashed my card into it. She licked her finger again, pulled out a three-ply sales slip over it and jammed the handle from left to right.

		 

		The card snapped.

		 

		This drew her attention to the machine. “Oh. Shit,” she grunted.

		 

		“Oh, shit, are you kidding me?” I said, grabbing the two pieces of plastic of my card.

		 

		“Adam,” Mercy said, her voice tight and strained at my profanity.

		 

		“Sorry, sweetie,” I muttered.

		 

		She didn’t like it when I swore.

		 

		That was pretty much all I wanted to do right then. Stomp around swearing and waving my arms. Seemed like it would make me feel better anyways. Resisting the urge, I pulled out another card from my wallet and handed it to the woman. “Can you be more careful please?”

		 

		Same deal. Mash, cover, ker-clunk as she swiped the handle across it. Eyeing me the whole time.

		 

		What the hell was her problem anyway? Maybe the place wouldn’t have been such a dump if she treated her customers better.

		 

		At least this time the card didn’t break.

		 

		After peeling off the sales slip, she pried the card out of the machine with her stubby fingers and handed it back to me.

		 

		I stuffed it into my wallet, trying my hardest not to grumble at our luck.

		 

		After taking her sweet time filing away the receipt, fat-fingers waddled to the back wall, grabbed the last key hanging on a hook and walked back. She dropped it on the counter with a clatter, then looked back up at me with one eye raised. “No smoking, no drinking, no loud noises, no pets, don’t clog the toilet, if you do there’s a plunger in the back you’re on your own. I don’t deal with other people’s shit.” She flashed me the most sarcastic smile I’d ever seen. “Have a nice stay.”

		 

		I felt like pulling my hand out of my pocket and punching her right in the face. What an outrageous bitch!

		 

		Nelson must have sensed I was on edge. He touched my arm again, putting his fingers on the inside of my elbow and began to lead me away. “Thank-you, ma’am,” he said, giving her a friendly smile.

		 

		To my surprise, her smile warmed at this. “That’s better,” she said, her jowls flapping as she nodded. “You should take some lessons from your friend.”

		 

		Nelson leaned over me again. “Just let it go, brother. Let it go. Come on Mercy,” he said, turning to smile at her. “Let’s see what the presidential suite is like.”

		 

		I was knocked off balance a bit to hear Mercy giggling. Turning to look at her, I saw her covering her mouth with a hand, her blonde curls bouncing along her shoulders as she laughed.

		 

		When she saw me watching her, she turned her eyes down toward the floor again. “Sorry,” she muttered.

		 

		I shook my head. It wasn’t like her. Mercy got seriously stressed out by situations like these. She liked her routine. She liked order. Discipline. She didn’t like being out of her comfort zone, didn’t like things that were out of the ordinary. It was strange to see her being so light-hearted about it.

		 

		It didn’t help my mood, either.

		 

		Nelson had started walking toward the hall that led to the rooms.

		 

		I was about to reach out and take Mercy’s hand when she spun around and jogged a few steps to catch up to him.

		 

		That was when my first…inkling, I guess, of something dark, something I thought then was deeply depraved reared it’s head.

		 

		Well, not the first time, really. Just the first time it had crawled out in broad daylight. My insides twisted a bit, a knot forming in my stomach. My heart felt heavy. My vision narrowed, focusing on Mercy and Nelson walking in front of me.

		 

		He was bantering about the ugly carpet and paint flaking off the walls.

		 

		And Mercy was…laughing at it. Every few steps she’d turn and look at him, her little button nose all scrunched up, shrugging her shoulders and giggling like she was having the best time.

		 

		It chewed at me. Stoked a strange fire in my gut that wouldn’t be quashed no matter how hard I tried to douse it.

		 

		Because here’s the thing. This wasn’t new to me. I’d had these thoughts before. Terrible thoughts. Shameful thoughts, and I’m not the kind of guy that gets ashamed easily. But this…this salacious desire that gripped me every so often was so taboo, so wicked and wrong that I felt like I had to beat it back every time it surfaced.

		 

		“Looks like this is it!” Nelson’s cheerful tone yanked me from my thoughts and put me back into the hall with the two of them.

		 

		It was a welcome reprieve from the shadows I’d descended into.

		 

		Pushing the rusty key into the lock, he gave it a twist. The bolt clicked. The door swung open. The smell of stale cigarettes came wafting out of the room.

		 

		Mercy pressed a finger to her nose and squinted. “Ew, gross!” she tittered.

		 

		Nelson shook his head. Half-smiling, he drew in a long breath through his nose, then exhaled. “Ah!” he announced. “Smells just like the Hilton in New York!”

		 

		Mercy burst out laughing at the joke, the sound tearing my heart to shreds.

		 

		As Nelson looked back at me I forced a smile and shook my head. The gesture was just a distraction. A distraction so neither of them would notice how I turned slightly to one side, how my hand fell to cover my crotch, to hide the embarrassing lump that had formed there at seeing them being so friendly.

		 

		What was wrong with me?

		 

		Nelson swept a hand through the door and bowed slightly in Mercy’s direction. “After you madame,” he said.

		 

		Even though the chivalry was a joke, I saw a blush rise to Mercy’s cheeks.

		 

		The way her skin flushed only drove me deeper into the grip of my dark fantasy. As Nelson followed her into the room, I took a moment for a few deep breaths. The ache between my legs eased. But the overpowering lust that was coursing through me did not ebb.

		 

		It suddenly became very clear that it wasn’t Mercy who I should be worrying about, how she would get through this, how she would live down rooming with another man. A black man, at that. It wasn’t her who would have the biggest problem with it.

		 

		It was me.

		

	
		Chapter Two

		 

		The moment I closed the door behind me after stepping into the room, a quiet awkwardness fell between the three of us.

		 

		The room was about ten by fifteen feet. There was a bathroom next to the door with a toilet, a shower and a tiny sink. Two sets of white towels, one with a yellow stain, hung on the shower curtain rod.

		 

		The place was filthy.

		 

		The windows were so old I could feel a cold breeze coming from them even from where I was standing.

		 

		Mercy’s eyes were a little wide as she gazed around the room expectantly.

		 

		Even Nelson, normally so jovial, seemed a little…perturbed.

		 

		Maybe it was just me.

		 

		I opened my mouth to say something, break the tension, lighten things up a bit.

		 

		Nelson beat me to it. “Shall we have some champagne sent up?” he asked, his expression deadpan, brow raised as if it were a serious question.

		 

		Mercy burst into giggles again. She squeezed her eyes shut tight and grabbed her belly, bending slightly as the laughter worked it’s way through her body.

		 

		My heart began to pound in my chest. I couldn’t take my eyes off of Nelson. The air left my lungs as I saw the look he gave her.

		 

		Now look, Nelson and I had been friends for a long time. Thirteen, maybe fourteen years. He was a groomsman at my wedding.

		 

		You should have seen how awkward Mercy’s family were around him. You know the way white people get who haven’t been around a lot of black people? They had no idea what to say.

		 

		Nelson and I had had a good laugh about it after Mercy and I got back from our honeymoon. He was very good-natured that way.

		 

		But the look he gave her, and I swear I didn’t imagine it, the way his eyes raked down her body, hungry and greedy, made my chest ache.

		 

		My cock throbbed between my legs.

		 

		I managed to look away from him just as he glanced at me. Maybe to see whether I’d seen the way he looked at her. I felt his eyes on me for quite some time.

		 

		When Mercy’s giggling abated the awkwardness descended on the three of us again for a few seconds.

		 

		“Okay but seriously,” Nelson said, clapping his hands together. “I’m going to go see if they have a snack machine or something. I’m starving. You guys want anything?”

		 

		Mercy shook her head. “Nothing for me, thanks,” she said softly, still smiling at Nelson’s antics.

		 

		“Sure,” I said, doing my best to sound casual. “A bag of chips if they have that.”

		 

		“A bag of chips it is!” Nelson said, poking the air with a finger. Squeezing past me toward the door, he patted my arm. “Be right back, buddy,” he said quietly. “Don’t get any ideas.”

		 

		That only tightened the feeling in my gut.

		 

		Don’t get any ideas?

		 

		What was that supposed to mean? Was he still joking, trying to make light of the fact that there were two men and one woman in the room? That we’d be rooming here together for who knew how long? That things might happen?

		 

		Or was it some kind of manly thing? A reference to Mercy and I being married and needing some alone time? Hanging a sock on the doorknob if we did?

		 

		The door slammed, snapping me back into the room. I gave my head a shake. What it probably was, was my wicked imagination getting the better of me again. And Nelson just being Nelson.

		 

		Mercy let out a sigh and sat down on the edge of one of the beds. She laced her fingers together in her lap and looked around the room, then at me.

		 

		I sighed. It was nice to have a moment alone with her. Calming, even. Nice to have a break from the dark thoughts that had started haunting me since the three of us got in the car together. I walked over to the bed and sat down next to her. “I’m sorry about this,” I said quietly, putting a hand on her knee.

		 

		Mercy shied away from me. Smiling, she put her hand over mine and lifted it off her leg and onto mine.

		 

		I frowned. “What’s that?” I asked.

		 

		“What’s what?” she countered, her tone all sweetness and innocence.

		 

		“I was just…trying to make you feel better.”

		 

		Her shoulders sagged a bit. She tilted her head to one side. A stray lock of her blonde hair fell over her face, covering her cheek. She tucked it behind her ear with a finger. “I feel fine,” she said. Though by the tightness in her tone, I knew she didn’t.

		 

		A strange compulsion gripped me. What was wrong with me putting a hand on her knee? I was her husband, after all. It’s not like I’d crawled onto her and tried to… “You don’t seem fine.”

		 

		“What do you mean?”

		 

		I turned my head and rolled my eyes so she couldn’t see. “Mercy, you don’t have to do this. I know you. We’ve been married a long time, remember?”

		 

		Her lips formed a tight line. “So. What?”

		 

		I let out an audible sigh at this. “So, I know you’re uncomfortable about this. About sharing a room with Nelson. I’m sorry that we have to do this.”

		 

		She stiffened, her back arching, pressing her ample breasts forward. “Why would I be uncomfortable with Nelson. He’s our…”

		 

		“Yes I know he’s our friend. But he’s a man, Mercy. Men make you uncomfortable. Men that aren’t me make you uncomfortable. Stop pretending and let’s just talk about it. Maybe it’ll make you feel better.”

		 

		She pursed her lips. Her brow furrowed in that cute way it did when she got angry. Mercy angry. This was the funniest thing. Mercy could barely get angry. She certainly couldn’t stay angry for very long. Watching her try was…it made me want to burst out laughing every single time.

		 

		I put my hand back on her knee.

		 

		Her body went stiffer still.

		 

		“I’m your husband,” I said. “It’s alright if Nelson comes in and I have my hand on your knee. There’s nothing lewd about it. People know married couples…” I started scouring my mind, searching for a way to say what I wanted to say without making Mercy fall sideways off the bed.

		 

		And for some reason – maybe I was tired from getting up so early, tired from the drive, tired of having to tiptoe around the obvious all the time — something inside me snapped.

		 

		“People know married couples have sex, Mercy. Everyone knows how everyone else got here.”

		 

		I cringed as soon as the words were out of my mouth. Damn my own impatience. I knew I was going to pay for that one way or the other.

		 

		Mercy gasped and pressed her hand against her open mouth. “Adam!” she hissed.

		 

		I rolled my eyes again. What I should have done was backtrack. I should have apologized for being so…honest, or something. For saying it like it was. Told her I’d never do it again. Put the cat back into the bag and left it there.

		 

		But I was tired of that, too. I was tired of Mercy’s prudishness dictating the person I’d become. Tired of trying to conform to her stick-up-the-ass up-tightness.

		 

		Okay, I didn’t mean that. Or maybe I did.

		 

		I really just wanted to be myself.

		 

		“Mercy,” I said, softening my tone. “I want to ask you something.”

		 

		She shook her head, her mouth still tight.

		 

		“Please? Just hear me out. I love you. I want you to be happy. But can you please understand that I’m not as…devout as you are. I don’t feel like there’s someone listening to everything I say, someone watching everything I do and judging me. I’m just…me.”

		 

		Her expression softened, if only slightly. Her shoulders fell. The tight line on her mouth went a little slack.

		 

		Thank God. Maybe I was getting through to her? I decided to push my luck. “What I’m trying to say is…”

		 

		Why it occurred to me in that moment to ask her what I did, I still don’t know. We were out of our element, maybe that was it. A strange dive of a motel. It stank. It was dirty. But it was new.

		 

		Maybe new things made me brave?

		 

		Or maybe my dark demons, the grinning monsters that lingered at the edges of my psyche, that I was constantly trying to chase away, finally got the better of me?

		 

		“Mercy, I love you,” I said softly.

		 

		Her anger melted. I saw it in her face. “I love you too, Adam,” she whispered.

		 

		This hardened my organ. I had to draw an arm across my lap so she wouldn’t notice. “I love you and I want you to be happy. Can you do something for me?”

		 

		Her brow furrowed again, uncertainty at what I was about to ask getting the better of her. “Depends what it is, I guess.”

		 

		“Can you relax for me? I know it’s not easy. I know you’re feeling a little weird about all this. I want you to pretend, though.”

		 

		“Pretend what?”

		 

		“I want you to pretend no one’s watching you here. Take a break from being so…careful about everything.” I nearly said uptight. Dodged a bullet there. “Just relax and let go. Let’s have a fun evening. I’m sure this blizzard will be over tomorrow and we can get back to ordinary life then. For now let’s…let’s just be ourselves.”

		 

		It was a bit unfair, I suppose. Mercy was being herself. That’s who she was. That was the woman I’d married. Asking her to be more like me and telling her that was more normal, really wasn’t fair.

		 

		But I really wasn’t looking forward to an evening of awkward silences and her not sleeping because of this whole thing. I guess I was hoping she’d let go a bit, just this once.

		 

		To my utter shock, she nodded. That’s right. It took her a minute, maybe two, but after a while she nodded at me.

		 

		Imagine that!

		 

		A grin spread across my lips. “Really? You’d really do that for me?” I said, a little breathless with excitement.

		 

		Mercy nodded again. “If that’s what you want,” she whispered.

		 

		I was beaming. And for some reason, her agreement had inspired an even deeper arousal in me. Despite the blizzard, despite our trashy room, she looked so pretty sitting there all prim and proper with her full lips and her button nose and her high cheeks. Her blue eyes so bright and cheerful suddenly.

		 

		The urge took me by surprise. To push the line, test her boundaries a little more. Putting a finger on her chin, I leaned closer and kissed her on the lips. I can’t tell you how hard my cock got at the way she let my tongue slip into her mouth.

		 

		At the soft exhale that rose from her lungs. At the way her body softened at the intimate touch.

		 

		“I’m baaaack!”

		 

		Slam!

		 

		Mercy gasped and pulled away. She turned her head, covering her mouth. Her neck got red, along with her cheeks.

		 

		Of course. Of course Nelson would choose that moment to come stomping into the room, intruding on our moment, shattering it into a million little pieces.

		 

		“Hey!” Nelson said, marching into the center of the room and pointing a finger at me. “I said no funny business!”

		 

		I shot him the meanest look I could muster and drew a finger across my throat.

		 

		Nelson grinned. “Alright, alright. Sorry,” he said, chuckling to himself. He set a crinkly bag of potato chips down next to me on the bed. Then he walked in front of me and stood in front of Mercy. “Here,” he said, “I got you these.” He shook a small package of mints.

		 

		Mercy’s embarrassment seemed to vanish in an instant. Her eyes lit up. She clapped a hand against her heart. “Oh, Nelson!” she said, eyeing him fondly. “That’s so sweet.”

		 

		“They certainly are. Hope you like sugar!” Then he winked at her.

		 

		Okay so it was nothing. Just a wink. I was obviously being crazy.

		 

		But you have to understand I felt something happen beside me. Something happened to Mercy. Something changed, about her posture, or her expression. Or, God, I didn’t want to think it but I couldn’t stop. Something changed about her damn smell.

		 

		I swear it did.

		 

		And that only did bad things to me. Terrible things. Things I couldn’t control. Things I had to excuse myself and go to the bathroom about. Just to stare at myself in the mirror and talk myself down, mind you.

		 

		But they were terrible. Terrible things I was thinking.

		

	
		Chapter Three

		 

		“Truth or dare?”

		 

		Mercy raised an eyebrow, then looked at me.

		 

		“What?” I asked, my tone flat.

		 

		“You guys want to play truth or dare?” Nelson asked again, grinning. He knew full well we didn’t.

		 

		“What’s truth or dare?” Mercy asked. Her voice was curious, but a little shaky. She didn’t like admitting she didn’t know things.

		 

		Nelson’s eyes shot open. “You never played truth or dare?” he asked.

		 

		Mercy shook her head.

		 

		“Oh, girl, you’re kidding me!”

		 

		Mercy shook her head again. “I’m not kidding. What’s truth or dare?”

		 

		Nelson was leaning back in one of the two chairs in the room, hands behind his head, chewing on a third piece of gum he’d procured from the vending machine.

		 

		“She doesn’t want to play truth or dare.”

		 

		“What?” Nelson asked, shooting me a look of disbelief. “She doesn’t even know what it is!”

		 

		I turned to Mercy and shook my head. “You don’t want to play truth or dare.”

		 

		“I don’t even know what it is,” Mercy said, sounding a little whiny.

		 

		I sighed. I was going to beat Nelson for this. I swore I would.

		 

		“Alright, let me just explain,” letting the front legs of his chair fall to the ground. He leaned forward and rubbed his hands together. “Truth or dare is like this. I ask you if you want truth or dare. You choose one. Then I make you do it.”

		 

		“Make me do what?” Mercy asked, still puzzled.

		 

		“Whatever it is you chose. Here, watch. Adam goes first. Alright buddy, truth or dare?”

		 

		“I don’t want to play truth or dare,” I said, struggling not to clench my jaw. “We don’t want to play truth or dare.”

		 

		Nelson waved away my rebuke. “Just shut up and show your wife how to play. She can decide for herself. Can’t you Mercy?” He grinned at her. There was something a little wicked in his smile.

		 

		“I certainly can!” Mercy said. She was still sitting on the edge of the damn bed. Hadn’t moved in an hour. Back straight. Chin held high. The picture of dignity.

		 

		“Okay, Adam buddy, truth or dare?”

		 

		This time I couldn’t help but clench my jaw. I shot Nelson another menacing stare but he just ignored it. “Nelson,” I grumbled.

		 

		He just waited patiently.

		 

		My insides twisted again. Maybe his intentions were innocent. Maybe he was just trying to pass the time. Maybe the problem was me?

		 

		The thing was, I wasn’t so much worried about Mercy playing the game. I was really worried about me. A hot lust had already started churning in my gut. At the possibilities Nelson’s little game presented. At the way it had coaxed my demons back out from the shadows.

		 

		At the way they cackled in my mind as I contemplated all this.

		 

		The trouble was, there didn’t really seem like a good way out. We had nothing to do. The only thing on TV was the weather channel and we’d already spent half an hour listening to how the storm might last for days.

		 

		We might be stuck there for days.

		 

		What terrified me most about this was how much it excited me.

		 

		“We’re waiting…” Nelson cracked a grin.

		 

		“Yeah, Adam,” Mercy piped in in her usual cheerful sing-song voice. “We’re waiting!” She finished the sentence with a giggle.

		 

		Oh for fuck sake’s… “Dare.”

		 

		Not sure why I chose that one. Probably because it felt safer. There was no way Nelson was going to ask me to do anything too extreme. He wasn’t that much of a jerk. Or so I thought.

		 

		He leaned back slowly in his chair. Putting his hands behind his head again, a grin spread across his lips again. “Dare, huh? Interesting choice,” he said, savouring his new found position of power.

		 

		“Just get on with it,” I muttered.

		 

		“Adam, don’t be such a grump,” Mercy said, scowling.

		 

		I shook my head. Three days? Three days of this? Really? My mood was starting to sour. But I figured if I just played along they’d get tired of the game and it would end.

		 

		“Yeah, Adam,” Nelson said, still smiling. “Don’t be such a grump.”

		 

		I grinned as widely as I could. “Not grumpy! See?”

		 

		Nelson burst into laughter.

		 

		I’ll admit my own bad mood softened, too. But that softening had an unintended consequence. The walls I’d carefully constructed, against the critters that taunted and teased me into dark and dangerous places, fell.

		 

		The comfortable feeling that had fallen over our little trio made me decidedly uncomfortable.

		 

		“Okay. Dare. So be it,” Nelson said, popping another stick of chewing gum into his mouth. The whole room smelled of spearmint. “I dare you, Adam Hanes, to go over there,” he said, pointing at where Mercy was sitting on the bed.

		 

		The knot jerked in my stomach. Like someone tying their shoelaces with a sharp tug. No. No, no, no. He wasn’t really going to… Was he?

		 

		“And kiss your sweet little wife on the lips.” The grin turned into a slight sneer. He winked at me.

		 

		Bastard.

		 

		Mercy gasped. Her little hand rose to her mouth again. Her eyes went wide.

		 

		The reaction was so expected that it nearly made me groan. Classic Mercy.

		 

		“That’s truth or dare?” she whispered, her voice decidedly shaky this time.

		 

		“That’s truth or dare!” Nelson pronounced. Then he clapped his hands together and rubbed.

		 

		I glanced at Mercy. My cock stiffened.

		 

		Her eyes were wide, but not with shock. I couldn’t see her mouth because her hand was over it, but from what I could see it looked like they were wide with…wonder.

		 

		What?

		 

		My mind began to race. There had to be a way out of this. A way to escape from this corner I was being lured into. A way to chase those nagging, gnawing little demons back into their hiding places.

		 

		Mercy eyed me out of the corner of her eye. Then she turned her head to look at me. Her hand fell away from her mouth. Was that a smile teasing the edge of her lips. “Adam,” she said, breathless.

		 

		“What?” I shot back, shoulders rising, palms out in a “it’s not my fault” kind of shrug.

		 

		Nelson, from what I could see, was absolutely delighted by tension that had sprung up between us. Still chewing that godawful gum, he chuckled under his breath. “Mercy you are too much, girl,” he said, rocking on the back legs of his chair.

		 

		Mercy shook her head. Her eyes darted from side to side. She’d started fidgeting with her fingers in her lap, rubbing her thumb against her pinky. I could tell that any moment now her little pink tongue would flick along the top of her upper lip.

		 

		Except it didn’t.

		 

		Her chin fell slightly instead. Our eyes met. A full smile blossomed on her sweet lips. “Well?” she said quietly.

		 

		“Well?” I whispered back. My heart was thundering in my chest. “Well, what?”

		 

		“Well, are you going to do it?” she asked.

		 

		What? And what?!?

		 

		My mouth fell open. Why was it so suddenly dry? I swallowed, trying to moisten it enough to speak.

		 

		Nelson’s insipid chuckling made my skin crawl. He was going to pay for this. Big time.

		 

		“Come on, buddy. I’m doing you a favour,” he said. He blew a bubble with the gum. It popped, smacking against his fat lips. He worked it back into his mouth like a cow chewing it’s cud.

		 

		Somehow I managed to quell the confusing arousal and confusion that had rendered me speechless. Staring straight at Mercy, I shook my head. “We don’t have to do this, sweetheart. He’s just trying to be a…”

		 

		“But…” Mercy interrupted. “I thought…” she paused, collecting her thoughts. “I thought you said you wanted me to…”

		 

		Oh dear God. Really? Now she was going to remember this? And hold it over my head?

		 

		“I only meant…I mean, I didn’t mean that…”

		 

		Her sweetly innocent smile took on a slightly more wicked edge. Then it softened back into it’s usual angelic glow. Her cheeks were a little red but she seemed to be in a good mood.

		 

		“Aw come on, Adam. Look, you’re wife wants to have a little fun! Don’t be party pooper. What else are we going to do? Just sit here?” Nelson asked. He blew another bubble with his gum and let it pop on his nose again.

		 

		Don’t ask me what made me do it. I still don’t know. It was the last thing I was expecting to happen. For Nelson to suggest it, and for Mercy to be game. It was so out of character for her. But she looked so damn hot sitting there, prim and proper. It was a little dirty, too, with Nelson watching us and all. Certainly the dirtiest thing she’d ever been up for doing.

		 

		Sighing, I stood up, walked to the other bed and planted a kiss on her cheek.

		 

		She blushed a little hotter, giggled and turned to look the other way.

		 

		“Aw no, not like that!” Nelson said, leaning forward in his chair and clasping his hands together. “I meant a kiss kiss. A real kiss. Come on you guys, you’re married! You can do better than that!”

		 

		I was just about to turn and tell him to shut up when Mercy turned to look at me. Her face was red. But there was a wild look in her eye that I’d never seen before. She looked hot. She looked bothered. She looked…excited by the prospect.

		 

		As childish as the game might have been I couldn’t resist meeting Nelson’s dare. I loved how Mercy was taking this in stride. It seemed like she was actually having fun. Putting my hand on the back of her neck, I pulled her close and pressed my lips to her mouth.

		 

		She was a little stiff at first. Didn’t kiss me back. Resisted the intimacy. But something inside her melted. Her body softened. She let out a soft breath. Her lips parted and she let my tongue slip in, meeting it with her own.

		 

		My ears began to ring. A potent lust rushed down my spine, hardening my cock and making it ache. The moment seemed to stretch on forever.

		 

		Then Mercy pulled away.

		 

		Our lips made a lewd smacking sound as she did. Her shoulders slouched as she wiped the wetness from her mouth.

		 

		“No that was a kiss,” Nelson muttered from the other side of the room. He started to chuckle.

		 

		I looked into Mercy’s eyes. The wild look hadn’t abated. A very distinct, very memorable scent rose from between her legs.

		 

		My heart began to beat even harder.

		 

		She was actually turned on by this!

		 

		I couldn’t believe it. Nor could I understand how it was possible. Normally so shy and reserved, there was something about her that had changed. The puzzled look I was giving her made her shrug.

		 

		“Alright Mercy, your turn,” Nelson said.

		 

		Standing up, I walked back over to the other bed, still shaken from what had just happened.

		 

		Mercy was shaking her head. “I…I don’t know. I’ve never played this game. Which one should I choose?” she asked, turning to Nelson.

		 

		“You choose whatever you want, girl. You got this. Don’t even worry about it. You want to dare me to do something? Or maybe there’s something you always wanted to know about your husband? How about that? Some secret you wish he’d tell you?” Nelson shot me a grin.

		 

		I shot daggers back.

		 

		Mercy turned to stare at me. Her brow furrowed as she tried to think of what to do. She looked very sweet, thinking so hard. After a long while, she shook her head. “I don’t know. I just don’t know. I can’t think of anything.”

		 

		Nelson sighed and stood up. “You know what this game needs? Some hooch. Loosen everybody up a little. I’m gonna’ go see what I can find.”

		 

		“Nelson,” I said, raising a hand. “It’s a freaking blizzard out there. The lady at the front told us the closest store is like, an hour’s walk away. And there’s no way you’re driving your car in this.”

		 

		Nelson waved his hand as he walked toward the door. “Don’t worry about it. I’ll be back in a few. Give you guys some alone time.” He turned and winked at us.

		 

		Mercy’s eyes widened for a moment before she looked away, more heat rising to her face.

		 

		“Y’all be good now you hear?” He burst into another chuckle as he walked out the door, slamming it shut behind him.

		 

		I sighed, glad that the tension in the room had left along with him. “I’m sorry about that. I don’t know what’s gotten into him. He’s usually not that…crass,” I said.

		 

		Mercy glanced up at me. “Adam?” she whispered.

		 

		“What is it, sweetheart?” I asked.

		 

		“It…it is the right time. The next few days. I’m…you know.”

		 

		My cock lurched at what she was suggesting. I couldn’t believe it. We’d started trying for a baby a few months ago but no luck yet. “Are you sure?” I asked quietly.

		 

		Mercy gazed at me with her wide baby-blues, almost looking like she was begging me for it.

		 

		I couldn’t believe my good luck. I also couldn’t believe how forward she was being. That was definitely not like the Mercy I’d married.

		

	
		Chapter Four

		 

		“What brought this on?” I couldn’t help asking. It was just so strange. Of course I wanted to bed her and try for a baby but this was just so unlike her I was having a hard time with it.

		 

		“You know how much I want to start a family,” Mercy said.

		 

		That much was true. She’d been talking about it since we got married. I’d insisted that we needed a few years to get on our feet financially. My career was just starting to take off. I wanted some time to enjoy life before settling down.

		 

		Mercy had reluctantly agreed but wouldn’t go on any sort of birth control. So, for the first six years of our marriage, I was stuck using condoms every time I wanted to make love to her. The last few months had been a whole new pleasure as I took her bareback.

		 

		“It’s just…I never would have thought that…with Nelson being here and this motel…” I said, hoping to prod her into confessing that there was some other reason she was horny.

		 

		Mercy flashed me a sheepish grin. “I don’t know,” she said, shaking her head and turning away. She bit one corner of her lower lip.

		 

		Whatever. My cock was doing the thinking now. It was time to get busy. “Do you want me to go to the bathroom while you take your clothes off?” I asked, touching her arm.

		 

		Like I said, Mercy was a prude in all things. Any time we were going to make love, she’d make me either go to the bathroom or close my eyes as she disrobed and got into bed. I’d slip in beside her in the darkness, never getting a full view of her gorgeous body.

		 

		“Um…it’s okay,” she whispered, looking up at me again.

		 

		My eyes popped wide open. “What?” I said, breathless.

		 

		Mercy giggled. “It’s…it’s okay.”

		 

		I couldn’t believe it. “What’s gotten into you?”

		 

		She sighed, eyes roaming around the room as if the answer to my question lay hidden in the corner somewhere. “That was…that was kind of fun, don’t you think?” she finally asked.

		 

		“What, the game with Nelson?”

		 

		Mercy nodded her head.

		 

		Blood roared into my cock. She was serious. She was being deadly serious. “You mean you actually liked it?” I asked.

		 

		“I don’t know. I guess. I’m sorry I wasn’t very good at it.”

		 

		“Sweetheart you were fine but…this is just so strange. You’re never like this.”

		 

		Mercy pursed her lips and held her breath. “Adam?”

		 

		“What is it sweetheart?” I asked, taking her hand.

		 

		“You want to know a secret?”

		 

		The blood drained from my face. Mercy never said things like that. “Of course, honey,” I said, my voice a little shaky.

		 

		“That thing we did? When we kissed? With Nelson watching. I…I sort of liked it.”

		 

		I nearly fell off the bed. “You did?”

		 

		“I don’t know why but it…it made me so…ticklish. Down there.”

		 

		Sweet merciful… “Mercy, baby, what are you saying to me?”

		 

		She bit her lip again. “It made me want to…do things. Bad things. Horrible things. Dirty things, Adam. Oh I can’t even say it. I don’t know. I don’t know what’s gotten into me.” Her voice started to tremble like she was going to cry.

		 

		This was so crazy but I never wanted it to end. I shuffled closer to her on the bed. One of my dark little devils came scampering into my mind, cackling and poking me, daring me to see how much I could get out of her. “Sweetie it’s okay. It’s alright. You can tell me anything you want. Just pretend I’m not here. Pretend you’re writing in your diary and just telling yourself all this.”

		 

		A look of consternation settled on her face. “I don’t know, Adam. I don’t know if I should.”

		 

		“Hey, hey. Remember, baby? Remember you were going to pretend like no one was watching? Like no one was judging you while we’re here? You were going to let loose. Have a little fun. Just like you did with Nelson and me. Like truth or dare.”

		 

		The mention of the game seemed to excite her. She sat up a little straighter. The vein in her neck began to pulse as she contemplated what I’d said. “Are you sure?” she whispered.

		 

		“I’m sure, Mercy. You can do it. I know you can.”

		 

		I was out of control. I wasn’t myself any more. I was…the demons had taken over my mind. Laughing maniacally as they steered my thoughts in the most depraved directions. “It’s okay,” I said, urging her forward toward God only knew what.

		 

		“Oh gosh, Adam, I had all sorts of terrible thoughts,” she admitted.

		 

		“What were they? Tell me. You can do it.”

		 

		She was getting excited, I could tell. Her chest was rising and falling with each breath, heart pounding, blood pulsing through her veins.

		 

		I could feel the heat coming off her neck.

		 

		“I thought of Nelson.”

		 

		“You what?”

		 

		“I thought of him. When you were kissing me, then when it was my turn. I thought of him, Adam. I’ve never…I’ve never kissed another man before.”

		 

		My cock almost exploded at what she’d said. “You thought…you thought of kissing him?”

		 

		She sucked in a breath, brow arching as she grabbed my arm. “Are you mad? I’ve made you mad. I’m sorry. You said I could tell you. I’m sorry. Oh I’m terrible, aren’t I?”

		 

		I was so overpowered by lust that I nearly fainted. “No, baby, no! You’re not terrible,” I said as I felt the moment slipping away. “It’s okay. You can tell me anything. Any time you want you can say any of those things. I’ll never get mad.”

		 

		But what was I doing? Why was I saying these things?

		 

		I think in the back of my mind I had the answer to those questions. How many late nights had I spent thinking of exactly that and fondling myself with Mercy sleeping in the bed next to me. It was so surreal that it was all coming true it felt like a dream.

		 

		“Are you sure?” she whimpered.

		 

		“I’m sure. I love you, sweetheart. I always will. I want you to be happy. Now tell me. Tell me more about what went through your mind?”

		 

		“I thought…” She paused and her eyes focused on a spot far away. “I thought that I’d dare…”

		 

		“That you’d dare what?” I gasped.

		 

		“I thought of daring Nelson to kiss me, too,” she whispered.

		 

		The heavens opened up and angels began to sing. “You did?” I panted, pawing at the buckle of my belt.

		 

		“I did, Adam,” she said, meeting my gaze again. “I did.” Mercy’s hand came up and she pressed it against my cheek, then leaned forward and mashed her lips against mine in a sloppy kiss. A whiff of her dank arousal floated up from between her legs.

		 

		Something inside me snapped. The sharp smell of Mercy’s dripping cunt mingled with the salty taste of sweat on her lips. Unsheathing my organ, I grabbed her hand and wrapped it around my muscle in a fist.

		 

		Mercy gasped. Pulling away, her eyes fell to my meat. They widened as she, for the first time, dared to gaze at it.

		 

		It throbbed at the heat of her gaze.

		 

		“Oh Adam,” she whispered. “It’s so…filthy looking.” Her eyes snapped up to mine again. Her brow arched, concern spreading across her face. “I’m sorry…I didn’t mean…”

		 

		“No, baby, no,” I said, kissing her again. “It’s okay. I loved it. I loved how dirty that sounded.”

		 

		She tilted her head to one side, one eyebrow rising in puzzlement. “Really?” she asked, her voice breathy.

		 

		“Really. Sweetheart…can you…I mean, will you…” I could barely believe what I was about to ask her. Everything was happening so fast. It felt like she wasn’t even herself. Like we weren’t ourselves.

		 

		The whole thing twisted together. The filthy hotel room. The heat of Mercy’s lewd description of my cock. Everything. My nuts tightened up between my legs as she squeezed her hand. “Will you take it? I mean…will you go down on me?” I begged, breathless.

		 

		Mercy sucked in a sweet little gasp of air. She pressed her other hand against her lips. Was she going to dare?

		 

		I was on the very razor’s edge of an orgasm. But I wanted so badly to see her wrap her plump lips around my dick. My heart sank as she shook her head at first. Then it soared as a smile curled on the corners of her lips. “Oh Adam,” she whispered. “That’s a terrible thing to say. But…if you want it, I will.”

		 

		I gaped as she fell to her knees at the edge of the bed and shuffled between my legs. She put her other dainty hand on the root of my flexing prick. Puckering her lips into a pout, she lowered her mouth to the head of my cock. She eyed it for a while, then looked up at me with wide eyes and kissed the head of it.

		 

		“Oh my God,” I groaned as seed began to charge into my shaft. “Please, sweetheart. You’re killing me.”

		 

		Another smile flitted across her mouth, this one a little more wicked.

		 

		I still remember the exact moment when the realization hit her. I saw Mercy come to terms with just how much control she could have over me. It was blisteringly hot.

		 

		The pointy tip of her pink tongue poked out of her mouth. She leaned forward and licked the underside of my glans.

		 

		I shuddered at the wetness of the touch.

		 

		Opening her mouth, Mercy tilted her chin down and swallowed half my cock between her lips.

		 

		The moist, delicious heat of the inside of her mouth broke me. Pressing a hand on the back of her head I drove myself deeper into her, groaning at the velvety softness.

		 

		A filthy gurgle burbled out of her as the first shot of my ejaculate spat into her mouth.

		 

		The moment before my climax crushed through me I thought she was going to pop off and run crying to the bathroom from the taste. I was stunned when her cheeks hollowed and she began to suck the seed, as if she were trying to drain me dry.

		 

		Gush after gush of my churning spunk shot into her mouth.

		 

		The muscles in her throat flexed as she worked to gulp down every drop.

		 

		She met each buck of my insistent hips rising off the bed by swallowing more of my prick. Until there was no more shaft to hold onto, until even the root of it was buried in her face.

		 

		I let out another groaning sigh as the orgasm waned.

		 

		And Mercy, bless her sweet heart and soul, pulled herself off my cock with a loud slurp. She kept her mouth open so that as her lips parted with my cock-head, a frothing ooze of my spunk dribbled past her lips, coating my flagging shaft.

		 

		I couldn’t keep my eyes open wide enough to drink in the filthy sight.

		 

		“Oh my,” Mercy whispered. “Oh my.”

		 

		“Oh my God,” I whispered back.

		 

		She frowned. “Adam,” she said sternly. “Stop taking the Lord’s name in vain.” She wiped an errant dribble of my spunk from her lips.

		 

		The door opened, slamming into the wall as Nelson stormed in. “I’m baaaaa…” He froze, arms outstretched, a bottle of booze in each hand. His mouth dropped open.

		 

		Mercy sucked in a breath as she turned her head and saw him.

		 

		We froze for about three seconds.

		 

		“Holy shit,” Nelson whispered.

		 

		Mercy shrieked. She jumped up, shot past Nelson into the bathroom and slammed the door behind her.

		

	
		Chapter Five

		 

		I stuffed my cock into my pants as fast as I could, hopping around trying to do up my belt.

		 

		Behind me Nelson started chuckling, then roared with laughter. He stumbled into the room and fell onto the bed. After letting the bottles fall onto the pillow, he clutched his sides, tears streaming down his cheeks as he rolled side to side trying to get a hold of himself.

		 

		My face was burning red with embarrassment. What was worse, I had no idea how Mercy was going to react. We were stuck in this room for at least the night, the three of us. How was she ever going to live down getting caught like that?!?

		 

		Storming past Nelson on the bed, I pounded on the bathroom door. “Mercy? Mercy,” I said, my voice tight with anger. “Mercy open up. We need to talk about this.”

		 

		“Hey! What the hell is going on in here?”

		 

		I turned to see the pudgy inn keep standing in the open door, fists on her hips, face red. I nearly punched her in the face. That was the last thing I needed.

		 

		“I said no noise! And did I just see your friend carrying in two bottles of booze? No drinking either!”

		 

		Suppressing my fury, I sighed and turned to her, palms raised to explain. “Look,” I began. “There’s no trouble. I’m sorry about the noise. He just surprised us is all. My wife is very delicate. She scares very easily.”

		 

		The woman glared at me, her eyes darting to the door of the bathroom. “Hey!” she said, stepping into the room and banging on the door. “Everything okay in there?”

		 

		A long silence was followed by a shaky whimper. “Yes.”

		 

		I breathed a sigh of relief. At least Mercy could bring herself to speak. At least she hadn’t fainted in there. “Again, I’m sorry. I’ll take care of this. No more noise. And no booze. Promise.”

		 

		Her eyes narrowed but for some reason she stepped back. “This is your last warning. One more and you’re out on your ass for the night, you hear?”

		 

		“Absolutely,” I said. I’d give her a good talking to the next day when we were leaving. For the time being we needed a place to sleep. Taking a step into the room, I swung the door shut, leaving her standing in the hallway. “Mercy,” I whispered. “Please.”

		 

		By this time Nelson had regained his composure. He got up off the bed, wiping tears from his eyes. “Oh boy,” he said, still grinning. “That was something. I didn’t think you two were really gonna’…or I would have knocked, you know?” Stepping toward me, he gave me a friendly punch on the arm.

		 

		My cheeks flared red with embarrassment again. “Just…let me handle this. Mercy,” I hissed at the door again.

		 

		No response.

		 

		Nelson clicked his tongue and waved a hand. “Hold on, buddy. Hold on. I got this. I got kind of a…gift for this sort of thing.”

		 

		I was about to give him a piece of my mind for telling me how to handle my wife when he pushed me aside.

		 

		“Mercy? Sweetheart?”

		 

		His tone sent a chill racing through me. Sweet and soft as velvet. What the heck did he think he was doing? There was no way Mercy was going to…

		 

		The door opened a crack.

		 

		My jaw went slack when I saw Mercy peering at us through the slit. “Sweetheart come out and…”

		 

		The door clicked shut.

		 

		Anger roiled inside me, threatening to bubble over.

		 

		“Come on man! I told you I had this! Now let me do my thing,” Nelson said, shoving me aside. “Mercy? It’s alright. You can open up. It’s just me, Nelson. Don’t you worry about Adam. He’s fine. He doesn’t mind. It’s alright.” He shot me a stern look.

		 

		The door cracked again and there was Mercy peering out with a frightened stare.

		 

		“There you go,” Nelson said, coaxing her forward with a friendly smile. “It’s alright. Come on out. There isn’t any shame in it.”

		 

		Well, I was positive that was going to send her straight back into that bathroom. The last thing Mercy wanted was to confront what had just happened. She’d no doubt hide it in some very dark corner of her mind and never think about it again.

		 

		I had to admit I was a little disappointed by this. Before Nelson had walked in we’d been heading down the hottest sexual avenue I’d ever dared to imagine. I was sure his barging in was going to send Mercy straight back into her sweet but prudish personality.

		 

		To my astonishment, the door opened further. Mercy leaned forward, eyeing me suspiciously, then looking at Nelson. She looked like a deer caught in headlights.

		 

		“There you go,” Nelson said. He waved his fingers, drawing her out of the bathroom and into the small hall. “You’re alright. See? Now come here. Let’s have a sit down, shall we?”

		 

		I stared on in shock as he took her by the arm and led her to the bed. He helped her sit, then sat down next to her, patting her arm. “That didn’t hurt, did it?” he asked.

		 

		Mercy sniffled, then shook her head.

		 

		“Girl, you’ve got to loosen up a bit. You’re going to give yourself a heart attack being that hysterical. There’s nothing wrong with what you were doing. It’s all fine. It’s all natural.”

		 

		Mercy covered her mouth with a hand and shook her head. She looked like she was going to burst into tears.

		 

		Nelson glanced at me and jerked his head back, toward the bottles laying on the pillow. A cheap brandy and a bottle of cognac.

		 

		I shook my head. Mercy only ever used alcohol at Christmas. Sure, it would have been a great way to loosen her up but…

		 

		Nelson jerked his head again, glowering at me.

		 

		I shrugged, grabbed the bottle of Cognac and handed it to him.

		 

		“Grab a glass from the bathroom,” he ordered.

		 

		I sighed. He was being a stubborn ass but there was no better way to show him she wouldn’t go for it than to have him see for himself. I walked to the bathroom, grabbed a plastic cup and brought it back out.

		 

		My heart jumped when I saw Nelson had one hand on Mercy’s back, the other on her knee. The hand on her knee was sliding back and forth, caressing about half her thigh. Despite my recent emission, my cock began to rise at the sight.

		 

		Nelson jerked his head toward the bottle he’d set next to him on the bed.

		 

		With shaking hands I cracked the lid, then poured out a drink.

		 

		My mind was racing. A burning jealousy was coursing through me. At the way Nelson had managed to coax Mercy out of the bathroom and at the way she was letting him touch her. But laced through that jealousy was a powerful, potent arousal that made a bulge swell in my pants.

		 

		“Here we go,” Nelson said. He raised the cup to her lips.

		 

		Lust shot through me at the sight of his dark skin against her pink cheeks. I’d never seen Mercy let another man get this close to her. Nor had I expected her to respond the way she was to a man touching the inside of her leg.

		 

		She didn’t look put out by it in any way. Wasn’t squirming or trying to wriggle free. She even opened her mouth and took a sip of the damn alcohol!

		 

		I couldn’t figure out what the hell was going on.

		 

		She swallowed, then squinted as the hot liquid burned down her throat. She smacked her tongue, then ran it along her lips.

		 

		My cock flexed remembering where those lips had just been.

		 

		Nelson grinned. “Better?” he asked.

		 

		Mercy’s eyes darted from side to side. Then, and once again to my utter shock, she nodded her head.

		 

		“Better,” Nelson said, nodding his head in certainty, too. “Now come on girl. Let’s talk about it. It’s what my grandma always told me. Something bad happens? You’ve got to talk it out. Or it’s going to haunt you.”

		 

		Mercy contemplated this. Her eyes narrowed for a moment. Then she nodded again.

		 

		What!?!?

		 

		“Good,” Nelson said, giving her another pat on the thigh.

		 

		The way Mercy’s eyes darted down to watch his hand made my insides twist. What a rush!

		 

		“So you and Adam were having a bit of fun while I was gone, huh?” Nelson asked, mouth twisting into a lewd grin.

		 

		Mercy lowered her eyes to her lap and nodded again.

		 

		“That’s okay. You’re married, right? You’re allowed to do that sort of thing. Nobody’s going to mind.” Nelson glanced up at me, one eyebrow raised. The look he gave me seemed to mean “okay if I go ahead?”

		 

		And, frankly, I was so stunned at Mercy’s reaction to what he was doing I didn’t really have a choice but to nod in assent.

		 

		“Heck,” Nelson continued, “people do all kinds of different things when they’re married. Filthy things. Things some folks would call dirty. But they’re not dirty at all. They’re natural.”

		 

		Mercy’s eyes opened wide.

		 

		It was another moment I’ll never forget as long as I live. I was watching something life-changing. For both of us. An awakening.

		 

		“They do?” Mercy whispered.

		 

		“Heck yeah!” Nelson said, slapping his thigh. “You think sucking on cock is dirty?”

		 

		A fierce blush rose to Mercy’s cheeks. She pressed her hands against her face, as if trying to draw away some of the heat.

		 

		“Now don’t go getting all shy again,” Nelson said, pulling her hands away. “Look, if it’ll help you, just say it. Call it what it is. Say it for me, Mercy. Sucking on cock is not dirty.”

		 

		I shuddered watching Mercy wrestle with what Nelson was asking of her. She looked…delightfully uncomfortable. Out of her element but like a flower whose petals were slowly opening.

		 

		“Come on, Mercy. You can do it. I know you can,” Nelson insisted.

		 

		In that moment I had my own realization. Perhaps this was what Mercy had wanted all along? What if she just needed someone who would take the bull by the horns, so to speak, and help her confront all these hangups she had about sex? My irritation at Nelson had vanished, replaced by a gratitude and respect for his “gift,” as he’d called it.

		 

		“Sucking on…cock is not dirty.”

		 

		Nelson and I both gasped at what Mercy had just said.

		 

		I was frozen to the spot. My feet felt like they were made of concrete. Did those words really just come out of my sweet little thing’s mouth?

		 

		Nelson began to chuckle. “Well I’ll be,” he said. “That wasn’t hard either, was it?”

		 

		The laugh must have been contagious because Mercy started giggling. She covered her mouth with a hand as her eyes darted from Nelson to me. She shook her head. “No. It wasn’t,” she said.

		 

		I was speechless.

		 

		Nelson stood up, grabbed two more plastic cups from the bathroom and poured out a glass for me and one for himself. He sat down on the chair across from the bed and took a long swig. Smacking his lips, he set it down, put his arms behind his head and tilted back in the chair. “So? What should we do next?”

		

	
		Chapter Six

		 

		I still couldn’t bring myself to move from where I was standing.

		 

		Mercy was eyeing me with the strangest expression. There was a twinkle of mischief in her smiling eyes.

		 

		I couldn’t believe Nelson had managed to draw her out of her shell so quickly. It was…unprecedented.

		 

		“I think I’d like a little more of that…whatever that is,” Mercy said softly, waving at the cup of hooch Nelson had set on the table.

		 

		He jumped up and shot across the room, handing her the golden liquid.

		 

		Mercy looked a little guilty as she took another sip.

		 

		“You like it, huh Mercy?” Nelson asked.

		 

		After swallowing down another gulp, Mercy replied with an enthusiastic nod.

		 

		“I think…I think maybe I’d like to try and play that game again,” Mercy said once Nelson had returned to his chair.

		 

		A slow grin spread across his face.

		 

		My stomach twisted at the memory of what Mercy had said. And at the way Nelson rubbed his hands together gleefully, chuckling and eyeing us both.

		 

		“What do you say, Adam? You think you can relax enough to have a little fun?” Nelson asked.

		 

		I’ll admit, I was terrified. The thought that Mercy, my sweet, wonderful, loving, innocent wife, was entertaining the idea of…kissing another man’s lips had my stomach twisted into a tight knot. My cock bulging in my pants was telling another story altogether. “I…I mean…if it’s just…”

		 

		Nelson waved his hands, then tipped back in his chair again. “It’s all just fun, buddy. We’ve got to do something with what’s left of the afternoon.

		 

		The skies outside darkened as a fierce gust of wind whipped up, thrashing snow against the window pane.

		 

		“Uh…okay, I guess,” I muttered.

		 

		Mercy’s eyes lit up, along with her expression. She straightened, her tender breasts swelling beneath the shirt she was wearing.

		 

		“Alright,” Nelson purred. “Atta’ boy. Let’s have some fun. Why don’t you take a load off, Adam?” he said, waving me toward the other bed by the wall. “Now whose turn was it anyway?” he asked.

		 

		“I think it was mine,” Mercy said. There was an urgency in her voice, an impatience as her eyes darted to mine. As if she needed reassurance that this was what I wanted.

		 

		God. Was it? Were we really going to do this? Was I really going to let Mercy have a little fun? Stray outside the strict boundaries of our very traditional marriage and taste the forbidden fruit of infidelity?

		 

		My mind began to race. My body was burning with excitement. My cock was hard. But a fear sprang from the dark corner of my mind. What if this changed something between Mercy and I? What if allowing her to take a bite of this apple cast us out of the Utopian garden of a marriage we’d constructed. Things weren’t perfect, sure. They never are. But they were damn well close. What if all that crumbled if I let her stray?

		 

		Mercy’s insistent stare burned straight through me. The excitement I’d felt when it had just been the two of us, fantasizing about her doing a dirty thing, waned somewhat. The space it had occupied quickly filled with trepidation.

		 

		My smaller head got the better of me. The ache between my legs winning out over the doubt casting a shadow over the situation. I nodded at Mercy.

		 

		She blushed, then shifted on the bed. She bit her lip, her eyes wandering across the room, back toward Nelson. “I pick…dare,” she whispered.

		 

		Nelson’s smile stretched even wider. He had threaded his fingers together behind his head and was leaning back in his chair again. A bulge had begun to form in his lap, too.

		 

		My eyes widened at the size of his inflating package. Even beneath the fabric of his tan pants it looked formidable. The sight of it filled my imagination with the filthiest image. I had to wrench my gaze away, remind myself that this was never going to go that far. This was just a kiss.

		 

		And yet my own cock throbbed at the idea of seeing that fat prick splitting Mercy’s tender flower. It was nearly too much and my head began to spin. “Just a second,” I said, just as Mercy opened her mouth to speak again. I uncorked the brandy, poured myself a healthy dollop into the cup, then settled back onto the bed again. I needed to fortify my courage to be able to endure this.

		 

		“Go on, Mercy,” Nelson said, grinning. “Your turn. Who are you going to dare?”

		 

		Mercy’s eyes darted back and forth between us.

		 

		I could see the vein in her neck throbbing, her heartbeat rapid as she tried to gather her own courage. Her cheeks were flushed. A blush of shame at what she was about to do mixed in with the booze. She always got a little red when she took a drink.

		 

		“I dare you,” Mercy said. Her hands were trembling with excitement.

		 

		Nelson nodded. As if he’d been expecting her to say exactly that. “You do? Alright. What do you dare me to do?” he asked.

		 

		Mercy bit her lip again. One last glance at me, a final look before she took the plunge.

		 

		I swallowed a gulp of booze and nodded at her again.

		 

		“I dare you to…kiss me,” she said softly.

		 

		Nelson didn’t look the least bit surprised. He stayed in place though, leaning back, hands behind his head. He turned to look at me. “You alright with that, buddy?” he asked. His tone, his lack of shock at her request, his easy manner, all seemed to lessen some of the tension that had built in the room. He was so nonchalant, so matter-of-fact about it. Like he’d done this all before. Like it was old hat to him.

		 

		“Uh…sure,” I grunted, shrugging awkwardly, unable to meet his gaze.

		 

		The chair fell forward and Nelson stood up.

		 

		A vise tightened around my heart as I watched him cross the room with a confidence and swagger. Leaning forward over Mercy he put a finger and thumb on her chin and tilted her head back.

		 

		My vision tunnelled. I gazed at his dark lips as they approached Mercy’s. And then it happened.

		 

		Their mouths touched. Not in a brief and friendly peck, no. Nelson plunged his tongue into her mouth.

		 

		Mercy sucked in a breath, her chest rising further. Her hands gripped the sheets.

		 

		He took her from me in that moment. It was as frightening as it was exhilarating. Watching another man take ownership of my wife’s mouth with his sent a violent shudder tearing through me.

		 

		It went on and on. Nelson’s fat tongue plying into Mercy’s soft mouth, mashing against hers, tasting her and taking her for himself. When he finally pulled away it was with a wet and filthy smack as their lips parted.

		 

		Mercy sat bolt upright, frozen in place, eyes wide and staring up into Nelson’s.

		 

		Nothing in my life could compare to the excitement I felt in that moment. It was like stepping off the edge of a cliff and hurtling through the air toward dark waters below.

		 

		Nelson wiped his lips with the back of a finger. He shook his head. “Mmm-mmm,” he said. “That’s the sweetest kiss I’ve ever tasted.” He touched Mercy’s cheek with his finger.

		 

		She shivered, her mouth still open in shock at what had just happened.

		 

		My dark fantasy blossomed. Even if I had wanted to go back there was no retreating. You can’t jump back up the cliff. An idea gripped me and wouldn’t let go. It seemed like I hadn’t taken a breath since Nelson had barged into the room. I filled my air with lungs as a black shadow darkened my heart. “My turn,” I said.

		 

		They both turned to me. Nelson with his casual “alright, buddy” look and Mercy with her deer-in-headlights stare.

		 

		“Your turn,” Nelson affirmed.

		 

		“I dare you, Mercy Hanes,” I said quietly, my voice even.

		 

		“You do?” she whispered.

		 

		I nodded. “I dare you to stand up and…” My resolve faltered for a moment. Could I really do this? Could I really ask this of Mercy? It was almost as if the two of them were daring me to, the way they were staring. “I dare you to stand up and take off your shirt.”

		 

		Mercy’s lip trembled.

		 

		A slow grin spread across Nelson’s lips. He began to nod. “Alright. I like this,” he said. “See Mercy? Now that’s how you play truth or dare. Adam knows what it’s all about.”

		 

		And then my sweet Mercy stood up, staring into my eyes the whole time and began to unbutton her shirt.

		 

		Blood surged to my cock. My ears began to ring. My eyes fell to her fingers, slowly working one button after the other out of their eyelets. I caught a glimpse of her creamy flesh. Another of the soft fabric of the white bra she was wearing. Then a flash of the cleft of skin her ample breasts made, pushed together by the wire inside the bra.

		 

		Putting her hands on the sides of the shirt that had fallen open, she pulled them apart and shrugged, the fabric slipping off her into a puddle on the floor.

		 

		I gripped my seat as Nelson’s eyes wandered from mine to Mercy’s exposed body. He raised an eye and nodded his approval.

		 

		Mercy’s cheeks burned an even brighter red and she turned to look away from us both.

		 

		“I do believe that makes it my turn again,” Nelson mused. “If you’re still game, that is?” he asked, turning to look at me again.

		 

		“I’m game.” The words were spoken with a deep conviction.

		 

		“In that case, I dare you, Mercy, to take those sweet titties out for me,” Nelson said.

		 

		Mercy’s hands shook as she reached back and found the clasp of her bra with her fingers. She fumbled with it, fiddled, unable to get it to unlatch because of how nervous she was. An awkward silence grew between the three of us.

		 

		After about a minute of this, Nelson leaned forward, so his mouth was right next to hers again. “How about I just give you a hand with your dare, huh?” he whispered.

		 

		Mercy turned away from him and looked at me. She looked so beautiful, so innocent, standing there and once again seeking my approval of what she was doing.

		 

		I nodded. “It’s okay, sweetheart,” I said softly. “It’s just a game.” The smile that flickered on her lips nearly split my heart in two.

		 

		Nelson pushed her hands away. He undid the clasp with an expert twist.

		 

		Her breasts sagged slightly as the bra holding them up went slack.

		 

		Nelson’s fingers drifted up to the straps on her shoulders. He pulled them slowly away, staring at Mercy’s bountiful breasts as they came into view.

		 

		She had big breasts. Big, beautiful breasts with thick, pink nipples and wide areolae.

		 

		Nelson’s eyes opened wide as he gazed at the breasts. The bulge between his legs grew. “Damn,” he muttered. “It’s been a long time since I’ve seen a pair of white titties as beautiful as these.”

		 

		Mercy, of course, flushed again at what he’d said. She was standing at attention like a soldier, not knowing what to do with her eyes. Every once in a while she’d glance at me and I’d nod, reassuring her that everything was alright.

		 

		I was feeling incredibly light-headed. The booze had begun to burn in my belly. My cock was aching with need. It was all I could do to keep from touching myself, rubbing out a release.

		 

		“Now these beauties made me forget whose turn it was next,” Nelson said, chuckling and rubbing his hands together.

		 

		“I think it’s hers,” I said, pointing a slightly shaking finger at Mercy. I could see she was biting the inside of her cheek. I hoped she wasn’t too close to crying. She got emotional easily. I could only imagine what she must be going through.

		 

		“I don’t…I don’t know if I can,” she whimpered, her voice as shaky as my hand.

		 

		“How about we ask Adam to go then, huh?” Nelson said. “He can have his turn next. That way you don’t have to.”

		 

		I steeled myself again for what was about to happen. I knew there was no turning back but that didn’t make it any easier. I took another sip of courage. “Suck them,” I whispered. “Suck on those tits.” I spat the last word out through clenched teeth.

		 

		Nelson grinned. “My pleasure.”

		

	
		Chapter Seven

		 

		Mercy gasped as Nelson cupped a breast with each hand. His dark skin was in stark contrast to her creamy white flesh. Staring into her eyes, he bent over and slurped one of her nipples into his mouth.

		 

		The most lewd and animal-sounding moan warbled out of Mercy. A shudder raced down her back. Her knees went weak, looking like they might give way. But she stayed standing as Nelson fed on her teat. She brought her hands together in front of her lap and started fidgeting, not knowing what to do with her arms.

		 

		My cock was rock hard. All I could do was stare at the sight of Nelson lapping greedily at her stiff nipples. When he’d had enough of one, he moved to the other, letting the first slip from his mouth with a filthy slop. He kneaded them with his hands.

		 

		Mercy’s nipple glistened with his spittle.

		 

		My hardness became unbearable as the scent of Mercy’s arousal filled the room.

		 

		I couldn’t believe it and I could. There was something about Nelson. Something raw and masculine and powerful. Something I loathed and loved at the same time. I hated myself for taking so much pleasure in Mercy becoming aroused by this. By being fondled and suckled by another man. But I knew our fates were sealed.

		 

		I knew my dark dream was going to come true that evening.

		 

		Nelson’s mouth popped off her other nipple. His hands slid from beneath her breasts, plucking those pink buds between a finger and thumb, he rubbed them, twisted them, pinched them until Mercy exhaled with a sharp breath. “That’s nice,” he purred. “And I think that makes it my turn again. If you don’t mind missing yours, baby?”

		 

		Baby.

		 

		The word stabbed through me like a knife. I don’t think I’d ever called her that. Sweetheart, yes. Dear, my love, all those sweet things you say to your beloved. Mercy had always been too uptight to be called “baby.”

		 

		“Spread your legs for me, baby,” Nelson murmured next to her ear.

		 

		Mercy sucked in another breath at this. “What?” she whispered.

		 

		“You heard me,” Nelson said, staring straight into her eyes, holding her chin with his fingers. “Take a look at your husband,” he said, turning her so our eyes met.

		 

		She looked so turned on and so scared at the same time.

		 

		It was glorious.

		 

		“Take a look how hard he is,” Nelson said. “Look at that cock all swollen and ready. He loves this. Don’t you, bud? Seeing another man touch your wife. Telling her to spread her legs so he can touch her pussy?”

		 

		Mercy’s eyes fell to my lap.

		 

		I didn’t think they could open any wider, but they did. She stared at my hardness, eyes filled with curiosity and wonder and terror. “You do?” she whispered.

		 

		I was beside myself. My toes and the tips of my fingers were tingling. My heart was racing. There was only one way to answer the question. “I do. Do what he says.” We were too far gone. No amount of fear or doubt at where this would lead could have quashed the need to see it through. I was a prisoner to this fantasy turning real.

		 

		Mercy’s feet shuffled apart on the floor. The sweet smell of her excitement sharpened, searing my senses.

		 

		Nelson sniffed the air. Like an animal. “You smell that all the way over there?” he asked, staring at me.

		 

		I nodded, my mouth too dry to respond any other way.

		 

		“You hear that, baby? Your handsome husband can smell your slick all the way on the other bed. You ever been this turned on?”

		 

		Mercy, after a moments pause, shook her head.

		 

		Nelson pressed two stiff fingers beneath her skirt.

		 

		Mercy sucked in a breath and her back stiffened again as they pressed against her snatch.

		 

		I bucked on the bed at the sight of his dark paw stuffed between her legs. I saw the moment he peeled her panties to one side. Saw it in her eyes when he drew those fingers along her slit, collecting her juices.

		 

		My heart burned with lust.

		 

		Pulling his hand out, Nelson brought the two glistening fingers up to Mercy’s lips. “Open your mouth, baby,” he whispered. “You’re going to taste yourself for me.”

		 

		Mercy complied. Her lips parted. The tip of her pink tongue poked out.

		 

		Nelson pressed his dark fingers against it, rubbing them back and forth into her mouth, spreading her wetness over her tongue so she could taste every flavour of it. “You like that, don’t you?” he rumbled.

		 

		I nearly shot my load when Mercy closed her mouth around his fingers and sucked them clean. Her cheeks hollowed the same way they had when she’d sucked the load out of my cock.

		 

		Nelson pulled his hand back, pulling his fingers past her lips with a wet plop. The tension eased slightly as he took a step away from her. It quickly returned as he tugged his belt open. “Alright I think we can all stop pretending,” he said, looking between me and Mercy. “I don’t know about you but I knew from the moment we were walking down the hall your wife was hungry for some black dick.”

		 

		Mercy’s lips trembled. A tear rolled down her cheek.

		 

		Nelson chuckled. He wiped the tear away with his finger. “Don’t cry, baby,” he said. “Nothing to cry about. It’s all natural like I told you.”

		 

		Mercy turned to me, her gaze begging for reassurance.

		 

		I found the will to stand up and walk over to her. I pressed my lips against hers, tasting the wet Nelson had fed her. Pulling away, I put my hand on the back of her head. Mercy needed to know this was okay. And she needed to hear it from me. “Sweetheart, listen to me,” I whispered. I kissed her forehead. My cock surged even harder at her sweet smell. “Nelson’s right. This is just fun and games and there’s nothing wrong with it. I want this. I want you to do this for me. Okay? You look so beautiful and I’m so turned on and I know you are too. I can smell it. I just tasted it. Just…enjoy yourself, okay?”

		 

		Even though she still looked like she might cry, Mercy smiled. “Okay, Adam,” she whispered, voice still shaky. “If it’s really what you want I’ll do it. It’s just…he’s not going to…I mean…you remember that I’m…”

		 

		An even more powerful arousal flooded my senses. Mercy couldn’t bring herself to say it. That she was fertile. That her bare pussy was ready to receive seed and that that seed might take root and make her belly swell.

		 

		It was the filthiest thing I’d thought of yet, that Nelson might impregnate her and make her his in that way, too. I turned to him. “You have a condom?” I asked.

		 

		His lips formed into a tight line and he shook his head in a way that said “shucks, sorry bud.”

		 

		“Okay. Just…be careful.” I picked up Mercy’s hands in mine and gave them a squeeze. “She’s not on anything.”

		 

		Nelson smiled. “No problem,” he said. “I won’t finish inside her.”

		 

		Mercy’s breathing quickened at what he’d said. Her breasts rose. Her palms started to sweat in mine.

		 

		Our eyes met.

		 

		She was wearing a look of wild and almost animal abandon.

		 

		“How about you get your wife ready for me while I get undressed?” Nelson asked beside me.

		 

		Mercy glanced at him, then turned to look at me again.

		 

		My cock throbbed in my pants.

		 

		“What does he mean?” Mercy whispered.

		 

		I kissed her again, once on the neck, then on the lips. Stepping forward, I helped her down onto the bed and got on my knees. “I’m going to kiss your pussy, sweetheart,” I said softly.

		 

		We’d never done this before. But Mercy’s thighs splayed with no resistance. She watched with wonderment as I bent lower.

		 

		My dick was lurching, testing the fabric of my trousers. It was the first time I laid eyes on her peach. She had a tuft of blonde hair at the peak of her mound but nowhere else. Her pussy lips were plump and tightly sealed. Clear mucus seeped from the slit.

		 

		It was the most beautiful thing I’d ever seen. I fell lower, pressing my tongue against the soft flesh. The sharp, almost metallic taste of her lubricant blazed through my senses. Flaring my nostrils, I inhaled, relishing the way her scent bit into my brain.

		 

		As I plied apart her soft folds, Mercy shuddered. Her hands fell onto the top of my head, fingers twisting through my hair as I lapped at her sex.

		 

		Sweeping my tongue up her slit, I found her engorged clit and twisted the tip around it.

		 

		Mercy mewled, a sound I’d never heard from her before. “Oh my God, Adam,” she said, clutching at my hair.

		 

		I looked up to see her frantic expression. Her breathing was even heavier now as she stared at the sight of me between her legs. Something had changed. A softness that had once been there was missing.

		 

		Gripping my hair, she yanked me forward, mashing my face against her cunt. A snarl curled on one corner of her mouth as she jerked me back and forth, satisfying her basest urge with my lips.

		 

		Nelson chuckled behind me. “Shit, man,” he said. “Something inside your wife just snapped. I swear I could hear it.”

		 

		He was teasing, but he was right. Mercy was transformed. It was as if the soft halo of her innocence had disappeared. A lewd hunger had taken it’s place.

		 

		She rubbed my mouth against herself, grunting and staring at me. Something caught her eye. She stopped, her mouth falling open.

		 

		I tried to turn around and look at what had caught her attention. But she still had me in her clutches. It wasn’t too difficult to guess what she was looking at.

		 

		Nelson chuckled again. “Yeah? You like that, baby? You like how big that dick is?”

		 

		Mercy’s fingers relaxed. Her hands fell away.

		 

		Finally I was able to breathe again. I turned to look over my shoulder. The sight of Nelson’s fat phallus sent a shiver racing through me.

		 

		Even half-inflated it was a formidable organ. A dark hose crawling with veins that ended in a bulbous pink head. The opening at the tip was much wider than I’d ever seen.

		 

		My stomach sank as my imagination started racing. Visions of his copious load flooding Mercy’s tight channel wrenched my gut. I crawled back, retreating from my position at the foot of the bed, rising up and sitting on the chair that Nelson had occupied.

		 

		Mercy was sitting with her legs still splayed, one foot out slightly farther than the other. Looking like a cheap whore waiting for her next customer. Her tits were out, the bright pink nipples still shiny from Nelson’s suckling. Her pussy was a sloppy mess of my spit and her own juice. A dark stain had formed on the sheets beneath it.

		 

		“You know how to suck a dick, baby?” Nelson asked, gripping the root of his cock and flapping it in her direction.

		 

		Mercy nodded, her gaze not leaving his midriff for even a second. She was mesmerized by that black thing.

		 

		Nelson stepped forward. He put a thumb on her chin, pulling it so her mouth opened a little wider.

		 

		Only then did her eyes flutter up to meet his.

		 

		“Okay, baby,” Nelson said.

		 

		I froze, gripping the edge of my seat.

		 

		The head of his black cock moved through the air in slow motion.

		 

		My brain took another snapshot as the tip of it touched her sweet lips. If there was a true end to her innocence, this was it. A memory I’ll always cherish.

		 

		Nelson’s head fell back as his hips jutted forward. “Mmm,” he said as he pushed himself in. He was so thick that Mercy’s mouth was stretched into an almost clown-like caricature. He didn’t stop, didn’t ask her if she was okay to keep going. Just put a hand on the back of her head and continued his insertion until I saw the head of his cock bulge in her throat.

		 

		Mercy began to gurgle and gag.

		 

		Nelson smiled up at the ceiling. “That’s it. Atta’ girl,” he said. “You can take it.” He held himself there until Mercy’s face started to turn red, then pulled himself out slowly.

		 

		He had stiffened inside her. As the ridge of his glans moved past her lips I got my first view of his full erection. He wagged the massive thing – easily the size of Mercy’s forearm – at her before giving her two quick slaps on the face with it. Like he was baptizing her or something.

		 

		I nearly burst into laughter at Mercy’s reaction. Sweet Mercy who, until a few moments before had never seen another man naked, burst into the biggest, most crooked grin I’d ever seen her make. The wild look returned to her eyes as she reached up and grabbed Nelson’s cock, trying to jam it back between her lips.

		 

		“Alright, baby. Alright,” Nelson said, chuckling at her impatience. Stepping forward again, he let Mercy gobble down his meat. The outline of his prick swelled in her neck. He kept pressing.

		 

		I watched as he worked it in deeper, pressing into her like a dark invader, owning a part of her I’d never felt.

		 

		He didn’t stop until his heavy, wrinkled sack touched her chin.

		 

		The whole time Mercy stared into his eyes. My once unsullied wife looked like she’d never tasted anything as good as this.

		 

		Nelson turned around to look over his shoulder at me. “Shit, bud,” he said. “You might have trouble with this one after I’m finished. She’s fucking hot as shit for black dick!”

		 

		Poetry.

		

	
		Chapter Eight

		 

		When Nelson pulled himself out again it looked like Mercy was going to cry. Not because she was upset at what he’d done, mind you. Rather because she was upset that his cock was no longer inside her.

		 

		She clawed at him, grabbing his ass and trying to pull him closer to herself, trying to take him into her mouth again.

		 

		Nelson chuckled again. “Alright, alright,” he said. “Hold on. You’ll get some. We’ve got all night, remember?”

		 

		My guts twisted again. In my single-minded obsession I hadn’t thought that, after this was over, the three of us would still be sharing a room together. I guess I was thinking…no. I wasn’t thinking. I wasn’t thinking that Mercy’s world would be turned so upside down that she would instantly become a cock-hungry slut.

		 

		The fact that she had was a little difficult to digest. I didn’t have much time to try.

		 

		Bending over, Nelson grabbed her by the ankle and tilted her onto her back.

		 

		Mercy fell backwards without hesitation. Hooking her fingers beneath the elastic of her skirt, she pushed it down and off her legs, then spread her thighs for him again.

		 

		Nelson stood over her, leaning back and appraising the presentation.

		 

		What a presentation it was. Mercy dragged her hands back and forth over her thighs. Her mouth was open, eyes darting between Nelson’s and his fat member swaying above her. Her pussy was a filthy mess of wetness.

		 

		“Shit that looks tight,” Nelson muttered. He looked back at me again. “It’s tight, isn’t it?”

		 

		I nodded, remembering what it felt like to be inside her and wondering if she would ever be the same again after Nelson was finished.

		 

		He turned to look at her again. “Alright baby,” he said, putting a knee on the edge of the bed and leaning over her. “I’m going to go nice and slow so I don’t hurt you, okay? I’m going to have to stretch you out bit by bit.”

		 

		His words were deliciously chilling.

		 

		Licking two fingers, he swiped them over the head of his cock. Not that there was any need. It was still slick with Mercy’s bile and spit. He tapped it against the puffy, sealed lips of her entrance.

		 

		Mercy craned her neck forward, doing her best to watch him as he entered her.

		 

		“You want a better view, baby?” Nelson asked. “Hey Adam, why don’t you put a pillow under her head? That way she doesn’t have to strain to see.”

		 

		I jumped up and dashed to the bed. Grabbing a pillow, I eased Mercy up and propped it beneath her head.

		 

		She looked up at me, bit her lip and smiled. “Thank-you sweetie,” she whispered, her voice still shaky.

		 

		I scurried back to my corner and took a seat.

		 

		Nelson pressed his cock-head against Mercy’s lips. Sliding it back and forth made Mercy moan, throw her head back and clutch at her thighs.

		 

		Nelson smiled, relishing how ready she was for him.

		 

		When she opened her eyes to look at him again, they were begging him for his cock. “Please?” she whimpered.

		 

		Nelson moved forward. His cudgel of flesh split her soft peach. More juice sluiced from her, drenching the sheets. His hips jerked forward. The head of his cock drove into her wedge with a quiet slurp.

		 

		Mercy sucked in a breath. Her nipples tightened. She froze.

		 

		The room seemed to shift around me. Another picture, forever frozen in my mind. Mercy’s first black dick.

		 

		“Oooo,” Nelson said holding himself in place in her slit. “That is a fine pussy. That’s not going to need any stretching. It’s tight but it’s got give. You ready, baby? You ready for this? I’m going to push it all in okay?”

		 

		The question yanked Mercy from her paralysis. Licking her lips she nodded vigorously at Nelson.

		 

		With his hand still on his back, Nelson was giving me the perfect view of his cock disappearing into Mercy. Leaning over her a little more, he paused, then jabbed forward driving his hardness into her fleshy sheath.

		 

		Mercy’s eyes went wider with each inch of Nelson’s cock. Her hands fell to the sheets, clawing at them. She watched awe-struck as his dark muscle disappeared into her gushing tightness. It wasn’t until his sack slapped against her ass that her eyes rolled back into her head. “Oh my fucking God,” she moaned.

		 

		The profanity was as arousing as the sight of Nelson’s cock impaled inside her. Mercy didn’t swear. Not the Mercy I knew. But that woman was no longer. This was a completely different person lying on the bed with her legs flailing around Nelson.

		 

		“Oh that was nice,” Nelson said in a velvety croon. “That’s a nice pussy. You like the way that dick stretches you out?”

		 

		Mercy nodded eagerly.

		 

		“Alright we’re going to do some fucking. You ready?”

		 

		She nodded again. Her hands rose from the sheets. She wrapped them around Nelson, letting the settle on his ass as she tried to tug him closer to herself.

		 

		Bracing himself against the bed, Nelson cocked his hips, then slammed back into her. The bed began to shake as he started pounding her pussy like a pile-driver.

		 

		Mercy began to moan. The moans grew to near screams before Nelson put a hand over her mouth to stifle them.

		 

		“We’ve got to keep it down, baby,” he said. “Or we’ll get thrown out, remember?”

		 

		Mercy closed her mouth, muffling the sounds of her pleasure.

		 

		Nelson set to her again. With his body forming a dark arc above her, he fucked his cock into her hot hole. Each thrust was accompanied by a wet squish as her flower gave way to him. Every so often Nelson would reach up and paw at her tits.

		 

		Mercy’s back would arch as he twisted her nipples, one hand flying over her mouth to squelch her scream. Her body started thrashing beneath him as her first climax overtook her. She threw her head from one side to the other. As if she was unable to believe this sort of pleasure existed.

		 

		I sat watching, not daring to move for how badly I needed to touch myself. It was the hottest thing I’d ever seen but I want to wait. I wanted to wait until Nelson had finished, slip into her freshly used pussy and release there.

		 

		My heart soared at the thought of Nelson’s seed inside her, then sank when I remembered that wasn’t going to happen.

		 

		But as Mercy’s orgasm began to wane, Nelson’s approached. “Oh fuck, oh fuck, baby,” he muttered through clenched teeth. “Fuck you’re too good. This one’s going to be quick.” He put a hand between his legs, ready to jerk himself off all over Mercy’s tight stomach.

		 

		The way Mercy looked at me in that moment sent the most delicious and chilling shiver racing through me. Her body was still swaying beneath Nelson, but the tension had left with her climax. She looked like a rag doll, being used by her black lover, tits slapping together across her chest. A smile curled one corner of her lips.

		 

		Her thighs rose, gliding up Nelson’s legs, ankles locking behind his back. Smiling at me the whole time. She ran her hands up his arms, then laced her fingers together behind his neck.

		 

		By the time Nelson realized what was happening, it was too late. “Wait, what?” he grunted. “No, baby, no! I’ve got to…”

		 

		Mercy squeezed her legs, pulling him deeper inside herself. The half-smile blossomed into a grin. She glanced at Nelson. “Spray it in me,” she whispered. “Give me all of that black seed.” Then she turned to me and mouthed “I love you.”

		 

		Nelson groaned as his orgasm crested.

		 

		I winced as he drove his cock deep into Mercy’s welcoming puss. I watched his balls draw up, then saw the root of it pulse and squeeze, the muscles working his cum through the shaft, sending it splattering into Mercy, coating her pink walls.

		 

		I nearly came from just watching it.

		 

		Mercy’s body was like a tight knot tied around Nelson. She moved with him as he succumbed to a series of fitful spasms.

		 

		I shuddered again as I watched their obscene ballet. Watched my wicked fantasy being realized. The thought drifted through my mind and sharpened my lust. I’d just watched Nelson deposit his genetic material inside my wife. If the size of his cock and the nuts swaying beneath it was anything to go by, his load would be copious.

		 

		Most of it would linger inside her and, in a matter of minutes, begin it’s journey to find her egg. If we were unlucky, it would find the tiny dot that contained her genetics, bore through the zona pellucida, the hard outer membrane and bind with the code there. The egg would nest in the soft walls of her uterus and begin to grow.

		 

		Nelson’s groan tore me from the sweet misery stewing in my mind at the possibility that he might have just impregnated Mercy.

		 

		She was still wrapped around him, like string on a present, except now her hands were drifting up and down his back as he kissed her. Her pussy was clenching around his delivering muscle, coaxing the last drops of his ejaculate from him and sucking it into itself.

		 

		The sudden and desperate urge to be where Nelson was overcame me. I stood up and began tugging at my belt, unable to resist being drawn back to Mercy to make her my own again, if only in part. She would never only be mine. Never again.

		 

		Nelson let out a purring sound as Mercy’s hands and legs fell away from him. “Shit, baby,” he said, drawing out his flagging prick coated in their shared secretions. “That was bad,” he said, chuckling. “You’re a naughty girl.” He stood up, looked at me and shrugged. “Sorry, bud. She just…wouldn’t let me off her.”

		 

		I was too preoccupied with the sight of his deposit oozing out from between Mercy’s legs to worry or care about what he was saying. The milky white river of his sperm flowing from her stretched pink slit was beautifully filthy.

		 

		I fell onto my knees on the bed.

		 

		Mercy welcomed me with arms outstretched, drawing me close, wrapping her hands around my neck and spreading her legs for me. “Adam,” she whispered.

		 

		I gazed into her deep blue eyes. “Mercy,” I replied.

		 

		“That was amazing.”

		 

		The only thing better than hearing her say it was spearing my cock into her hot and sloppy cunt. An excess of Nelson’s seed splattered out between us with a wet fart.

		 

		Mercy’s giggle tickled the hairs on the back of my neck as I began my rut. I knew I wouldn’t last long. I’d been perched on the edge of an orgasm for what seemed an eternity. So I did my best to savour the feeling between my legs. I kissed her.

		 

		She kissed me back like she never had before. There was a passion in her caresses now that lanced through to the very softest part of my heart. “I love you,” she whispered.

		 

		I groaned as a climax tore through me. It fell like an ocean crashing over rocks, submerging me in a dark and bubbling silence that turned to a blinding white heat. I can’t remember if I made a sound or if Mercy did. I emerged out the other end like a phoenix rising from ashes.

		 

		I was changed. We both were. I felt strong. Confident like I never had before.

		 

		As I pulled myself out of her, Mercy smiled, somehow completely unabashed that she was naked and that not one, but two men’s emissions were swimming inside her, competing for her body.

		 

		As reality dawned on me, I began shaking my head. “Oh, Mercy,” I whispered, covering my mouth as I stared at her pussy.

		 

		Mercy giggled.

		 

		Nelson chuckled behind me.

		 

		The laughter twisted my own terror and dread into something horribly funny. I couldn’t help but chuckle at the dark twist our three lives had taken.

		 

		Someone knocked at the door.

		

	
		Chapter Nine

		 

		The three of us burst into action as if we’d planned it. Nelson darted into the bathroom, Mercy ducked under the sheets and I bounced around the room stabbing a leg at my pants. I managed to get both feet into them and my shirt on just as I made it to the door.

		 

		Pulling the chain out of it’s latch, I turned the knob and eased the door open. I was greeted by the sight of a shirt stretched tightly over a broad and chiselled chest. My eyes rose until they met the furrowed brow and stern expression of what had to be a professional athlete. He was big. Wide, and big. “Can I help you?”

		 

		He grunted before speaking. “Sounds like some kind of party in here,” he said, peering over my head and into the room.

		 

		I swallowed, the sound of it far louder than I’d expected. “Uh…sorry. About the noise.”

		 

		He shrugged in a sort of whaddyagonnadoaboutit kind of way.

		 

		“We’ll keep it down. I promise.” I offered a meek smile.

		 

		Taking a paw out of his pocket, he reached up behind his head and scratched the back of his neck. “Heh…yeah. We were…me and the guys,” he said, jerking a thumb down the hall. “We were sort of wondering if maybe you had some booze in here or something? You stuck in the storm too? We’ll pay. Anything you want. This place is a fucking dump.”

		 

		“Yeah,” I replied, my chest tightening all over again as my imagination began to race. Shaking the lewd fantasies from my mind, I began to wonder whether I should sacrifice one of our bottles to make this guy go away or invite him and his buddies in?

		 

		I figured if I did, I should at least run it by Nelson and Mercy.

		 

		“Um…just one second, okay?”

		 

		He grunted and nodded at me.

		 

		When I tried to close the door, I found his foot firmly in the way. “So it doesn’t slam,” he explained.

		 

		I smiled again before walking backwards into the hall.

		 

		“What’s up?” Nelson asked, peering in through the bathroom door.

		 

		“Um…someone wants to buy one of our bottles.”

		 

		Nelson raised an eyebrow, then scowled. “What? No way! I worked hard for that booze!”

		 

		I didn’t like the prospect of going and telling The Fridge “no.” And, I have to admit, my mind was working overtime coming up with fresh and filthy fantasies of what might happen if him and his friends got a little tipsy. “Forget I asked,” I said, waving a hand at Nelson. He was naked in the bathroom, after all. Not much he could do.

		 

		Ducking into the room, I grabbed a bottle and marched it to the door, past Nelson glaring at me from the bathroom. “How does twenty bucks sound?” I asked. “There’s a little missing off the top.”

		 

		Fridge looked pleased. Shoving a paw into his pocket, he pulled out two mangled twenties and mashed them into my hand, grabbing the bottle by the neck. He grinned. “Say, if you guys want to have a couple of drinks later we’d be game for that.”

		 

		My head started to spin. “I’ll ask,” I said, managing to stay calm despite my excitement.

		 

		“Cool.” After giving me a manly nod, he turned and stalked down the hall like a bear walking on it’s hind legs.

		 

		Closing the door, I slipped back into the room.

		 

		Mercy was peeking out from under the covers.

		 

		Nelson stormed in, furious at what I’d done. He was still naked. His fat slab slapped against his thighs as he walked. “What the hell was that?” he snapped.

		 

		This caused something inside me to snap. Turning around I got right into Nelson’s face. “Listen man, I just watched you fuck my wife. Give me a minute will ya’?” It wasn’t like me to get confrontational. I was actually surprised at my reaction. It did the trick, though.

		 

		Nelson’s eyes opened a little wider and he stepped back, hands up. “Hey easy there, bud,” he said. “I get it. Take your time.” He nodded, then shuffled past me, scooped up his clothes and disappeared into the bathroom again.

		 

		I turned to see that Mercy had been watching the whole exchange. Walking over to the bed, I sat down on the edge of it and flashed her a weak smile.

		 

		“Are you okay?” she asked quietly.

		 

		The question made me sigh. Lifting the covers, I slipped into bed next to her. I wasn’t too sure what Nelson planned on doing but I didn’t care. I needed some time alone with my wife. “I’m fine, I think,” I replied.

		 

		Mercy pressed her hand against my cheek and kissed me on the lips.

		 

		The bathroom door clicked open.

		 

		My heart sank a bit, thinking that I was going to have to deal with Nelson being there. But to my relief, he slipped out of the door and into the hall without saying a word.

		 

		We were going to have our time alone. I made a mental note to thank Nelson for it later.

		 

		“I was such a bad girl, wasn’t I Adam?” Mercy asked. She bit her lip but couldn’t keep from smiling. “You made me do so many bad things.”

		 

		I couldn’t believe it. Not only had I unleashed Mercy’s inner slut, she was now teasing me about it. My cock started to stiffen again.

		 

		Mercy got a wicked look in her eye. Swinging a leg over my lap, she rolled onto me. “I didn’t know you wanted me to be so naughty, Adam,” she said, giggling.

		 

		“I didn’t know you could be,” I whispered, still a little stunned by her behaviour. “Mercy, don’t you think that maybe you should, you know, go and try to…clean up a bit?”

		 

		She nuzzled her nose against mine. “You should have seen the look in your eye when I made Nelson finish inside me,” she said, her smile fading. “I didn’t know I had that power over you.” She lowered her mouth so her lips were right next to my ear. “I didn’t know I could drive you so wild.”

		 

		The sudden change in her demeanour paralyzed me. It was a terrifying thing the way her voice had changed. From sweet little angel to succubus demon.

		 

		“Who was that at the door, Adam?” She turned her head and nipped my ear lobe.

		 

		“I…it was just…” My insides went cold at the question.

		 

		Mercy licked my neck, then bit my ear lobe again. “Who was it, Adam,” she purred. “You can tell me.”

		 

		“It was just a guy who…we were a little loud and…he wanted some booze.”

		 

		Mercy smiled. “Did he?” she asked. Gripping my jaw with one hand, she pressed her lips against mine in an almost violent kiss. “What else did he want?” she asked, after pulling away.

		 

		I stared into her eyes. They’d darkened in the dying light.

		 

		“It’s okay, Adam,” Mercy whispered. “You can tell me.”

		 

		My heart started to beat faster and harder inside my chest. The truth of what she’d said just moments before, gripped me.

		 

		I didn’t know I had that power over you.

		 

		Because that’s what this was. Not only had I unleashed a new Mercy onto the world, I’d surrendered control of myself to her as well.

		 

		“Adam,” Mercy said. “I’m waiting.”

		 

		Visions of Fridge between Mercy’s splayed legs, pumping his hot cum into her belly warmed the soft base of my brain. “He wanted to know if we wanted to party,” I admitted.

		 

		Mercy’s soft smile returned. “Did he? And what did you tell him?”

		 

		“I…I said that maybe. Maybe later.”

		 

		Mercy gazed into my eyes. “Would you like to see me take another man inside myself?” she asked.

		 

		The answer came by the way my cock flexed between my legs, pressing up against her slit.

		 

		A wicked chuckle rolled out of Mercy. “I take it that’s a yes,” she said.

		 

		My shaft rose harder still.

		 

		“Oh but it’s so dangerous, Adam. It’s so dangerous I can’t even believe you’re telling me to do it. Imagine if I take another man into me and lock my legs around him the way I did with Nelson. Make him spill inside me and fill me up with seed. I’m fertile now, too.” She leaned closer, her lips against my ear again. “It might take.”

		 

		I groaned as the ache returned to my stiff vein.

		 

		Mercy reached a hand between us. She undid the button of my pants, pulled down the zipper and wrapped her fist around my cock. She tugged it out and settled onto it with her pussy. Letting go her weight, she let it glide into her.

		 

		My body stiffened at being sheathed inside her warmth. I put my hands on her ass and kneaded the soft flesh.

		 

		Mercy rose up, pressing her hands against my chest and began to ride. “I want to give you a chance first, Adam,” she said, her wicked smile returning. “Try to put a baby into me, okay?”

		 

		My cock flexed inside her.

		 

		Mercy threw her head back and laughed.

		 

		I stared at her pretty tits swaying from side to side as she rubbed against me. Reaching up, I tried to twist one of them the way Nelson had.

		 

		Mercy giggled and swatted my hand away.

		 

		I let it fall and settle back onto her hips.

		 

		She bit her lip. The smile faded again. Her mouth fell open and I felt her pussy clench around my muscle.

		 

		The tightness drew my nut up from my sack, charging my channel. My cock stiffened inside her.

		 

		Mercy’s eyes closed. She started to ride harder, slamming against me with wet slaps.

		 

		The memory of Nelson being inside her twisted with the fantasy of what Fridge would do to her once he got his paws on her. I groaned, my hips bucking and rising up from the bed as my body prepared to shoot it’s load into her again.

		 

		Mercy’s eyes shot open. Her mouth formed an “O” as her nails dug into my chest. “Yes, Adam. Yes! Fill me with it!” she hissed.

		 

		The charge released. Hot ejaculate rushed through my shaft, pulsing into Mercy’s tight cunt. My vision tunnelled, focused on her beautifully pained expression as she came.

		 

		She collapsed onto me, panting and sweaty, covered me with kisses as I softened inside her. “Oh, Adam,” she whispered. “I can’t wait for you to give me away again.”

		 

		The door to the hallway clicked open, then squeaked.

		 

		“Hey, buddy?” Nelson sounded almost sheepish.

		 

		A few short hours ago his arrival had sent Mercy shrieking to the bathroom. Now she just laughed, rolled her eyes and rolled next to me on the bed.

		 

		Swinging my legs over the side, I tucked myself back into my pants and did them up. I turned to try and make amends with Nelson for what I’d said. I froze in place.

		 

		“Hey Adam!” he said, grinning. “I hope you don’t mind, I brought some friends!”

		 

		Behind him stood Fridge and two other guys. Fridge sniffed the air. “Shit,” he grumbled. “Smells like pussy in here.”

		 

		“Hold up guys,” Nelson said, holding up a hand and walking toward me. “Hey I’m sorry about before,” he said, keeping his voice low. “If you’re not cool with this I can tell them to…” Shifting sheets on the bed caught his attention. He looked sideways to see Mercy grinning at him. He glanced back at me. “Again? Wow. You’re one lucky guy. Hey so listen maybe I should have asked you but I met these guys down the hall. Thought it might be fun to invite them over. You remember Drake, don’t you? You sold him my booze,” Nelson said, grinning and jerking a thumb over his shoulder.

		 

		I looked over his shoulder at the three guys standing by the door. Drake was Fridge. I looked over at Mercy.

		 

		She was staring at me with one eye raised and smiling.

		 

		“Oh boy,” I whispered and shook my head.

		 

		“Hey if you’re not into it we can go party in their room. No worries, you know?”

		 

		I almost laughed out loud at that one. I put a hand on Nelson’s arm and moved him to one side. “Come on in, boys,” I said, waving the three in. “There’s someone waiting for you.”

		

	
		Chapter Ten

		 

		“I’m Drake,” Fridge said, shaking my hand. He had a killer grip. “This is Tyler and Troy.”

		 

		Tyler and Troy, both black, gave me manly nods, then turned to see who was on the bed. They looked a little taken aback for a moment, seeing Mercy under the sheets. They glanced at me, then at Fridge, then Nelson, as if they weren’t sure what to make of the situation.

		 

		Fridge just smirked and nodded. He set the drink he was holding down on the table and rubbed his hands together. “We get to see what she looks like?” he asked, turning to look at me.

		 

		I was nearly shaking with excitement. I walked over to the side of the bed, leaned forward and kissed Mercy on the forehead. “I love you,” I whispered.

		 

		“I love you too,” she whispered back, staring lovingly into my eyes.

		 

		Grabbing the corner of the sheet, I peeled it back, revealing Mercy’s creamy, soft curves to the four men.

		 

		“Shit,” Fridge said, his eyes raking over Mercy’s sweet body.

		 

		Her legs were bent, knees pressed together and pointed to one side. Still lying on her back she looked like a center-fold model.

		 

		Tyler and Troy were staring at her, looking a little stunned by what was happening. But Fridge seemed to know the score. “We alright here?” he asked, glancing at me.

		 

		“We’re alright,” I replied, still looking at Mercy. “She’s all yours.”

		 

		Fridge didn’t wait for a second invitation. Undoing his belt, he let his pants fall to the floor, along with his underwear. He was shameless as his meaty cock flopped out. He looked over at Tyler and Troy and jerked his head toward Mercy.

		 

		They shrugged. They still looked like they couldn’t really believe what was going on, but weren’t about to say “no” to a free lay.

		 

		I made my way to the chair beside the table.

		 

		Nelson had already sat down, drink in hand, ready to enjoy the show.

		 

		A pang of guilt shot through me as I watched Fridge make his way around the bed, cock in hand, massaging that python awake. “What the hell am I doing?” I whispered.

		 

		Nelson punched my arm across the table. “Relax, man,” he whispered back. “Whip your dick out and give it a choke. That’ll make you feel better.”

		 

		It was a strange zone I dropped into as Mercy’s pointed toes fell over the edge of the bed. She sat up straight for Fridge, back arched and breasts pert. Fridge had a cock that was about twice as fat as Nelson’s. Mercy couldn’t take her wide eyes off of it.

		 

		“You like that, huh?” Fridge grunted. “You like a nice fat dick to fill your pussy with?”

		 

		Mercy’s stare faltered. Her eyes fell the the ground. She looked a little ashamed. She glanced over at me, searching for reassurance.

		 

		“It’s okay,” I said softly. “I love you.”

		 

		Mercy nodded at me for this. She turned her eyes back up toward Fridge. “I’ve never had sex with a man this big,” she said softly.

		 

		Fridge reached out and brushed his thumb along her cheek. “It’s alright, sweetie. You’ll do fine. Come on. Put your mouth on it.” Putting his hand on the back of her head, he pulled her closer to himself.

		 

		Mercy’s mouth fell open.

		 

		Fridge stuffed the swelling head of his cock in. Keeping his hand on her head, he shoved the shaft in, until about half his length was in.

		 

		Mercy spluttered and gagged at the intrusion.

		 

		Fridge hauled his junk out of her face and looked down at her. A dribble of precum coated the head of his cock. “How’s that?” he muttered. “You like that?”

		 

		Mercy licked her lip and answered with a vigorous nod.

		 

		“Tell me what you like about it?” Fridge demanded.

		 

		Mercy swallowed. She was a little breathless. Fridge’s paw looked so big on the back of her head. “I liked…how it tasted,” she admitted.

		 

		“That’s a good girl,” Fridge said. He pressed the oozing head of his fat cock against her lips, then stuffed it in. This time, though, he didn’t stop at the halfway mark. This time he kept piling into her, until I could clearly see the outline of his cock head inside her throat. “Fuck that’s a tight neck,” Fridge grunted.

		 

		I saw motion out the corner of my eye. I turned to find Nelson had his cock out and was jerking himself off, staring at Mercy’s mouth being defiled.

		 

		The other two guys had stripped and were working themselves up, too, like actors at a porn shoot.

		 

		I was the only one in the room still clothed. I thought fuck it, tugged my belt open and hauled out my prick. There was cum already dripping from the hole.

		 

		Fridge started rocking back and forth on his feet. His cock, now fully hard, sliding in and out of the depths of Mercy’s throat. He had a hairy sack that slapped against her chin with each thrust in. He closed his eyes as he fucked her face. It almost looked like he was meditating.

		 

		The silence in the room was broken only by the occasional sound of Mercy gagging on his meat.

		 

		I was on the edge of my seat, and teetering on the verge of an orgasm myself.

		 

		Fridge finally opened his eyes and looked down at Mercy. “You ready, sweetheart? You want to taste some seed?”

		 

		Mercy gave an awkward nod.

		 

		Fridge’s nuts tightened up between his legs. He bent forward, a hand on each side of Mercy’s face. He drew his cock out of her mouth just enough so I could see the root. “Fuck,” he groaned as his dick began to spit.

		 

		Mercy’s already wide eyes went wider still. The muscles in her neck started to work as she struggled to swallow Fridge’s offering. This, in turn, milked the head of his cock making him grunt and dump the rest of his load into her belly.

		 

		I wanted so badly to hold on, to save my orgasm for when I could fuck Mercy again. I let go of myself and clung to the edge of my chair instead.

		 

		With his cock still pulsing, Fridge eased himself out of Mercy. As the head popped out of her mouth with a messy slop, he grabbed it and pointed it down at her tits. “Mash them together for me, baby,” he grunted.

		 

		Mercy’s face was a hot mess. Streaks of cum clung to her lips, dripping down onto her tits. She pressed her hands against the sides of her tits and squeezed them together, just the way Fridge had asked her to.

		 

		“Fuck yeah,” he groaned. Choking his cock with a finger and thumb, he sent another spurt of his ejaculate sailing in an arc at Mercy’s chest. It landed with a splat, coating her creamy flesh. “Mmm, that is one fine slut you’ve trained,” Fridge said, turning to me and grinning.

		 

		Nelson and the other two guys started chuckling.

		 

		I was speechless.

		 

		Thankfully, Fridge wasn’t interested in conversation. He fed Mercy his dick again. “Clean it off, sweetie.”

		 

		Mercy began sucking with a hunger and abandon I’d never seen. She ran her tongue along the side, tracing the outline of his vein. Slurped up ever last bit of jizz off his wrinkling flesh, then stared up at him looking a little disappointed that there wasn’t more.

		 

		Fridge smiled at her. “You liked that didn’t you?” he said, wiping a droplet off her chin with his thumb, then feeding it to her.

		 

		Mercy nodded again, sucking on his thumb.

		 

		“You’re a real cock whore now, aren’t you?” Fridge grunted.

		 

		Mercy nodded again.

		 

		“Say it,” he demanded, pulling his thumb out of her mouth.

		 

		Mercy bit her lip. As if this was going to be where she drew the line. As if saying it were filthier than the act itself.

		 

		I held my breath as I waited.

		 

		“Say it,” Fridge growled.

		 

		“I’m a real cock whore now,” Mercy whispered.

		 

		“Say it to him,” Fridge ordered, jerking his thumb toward me.

		 

		Mercy turned toward me slowly. What a sight. There was a streak of cum drying across her tits. Her nipples were stiff. Her mouth, still pretty, had that used look about it.

		 

		My cock hardened as our eyes met.

		 

		“I’m a real cock whore now,” she whispered.

		 

		To this day I haven’t received a better gift from anyone. If I’d been able to move I could have fallen at Fridge’s feet, thanking him for that blessing.

		 

		“Down on your knees, beautiful,” Fridge commanded.

		 

		Mercy slid off the bed and knelt in front of him, looking up, ready to do whatever he was about to ask next.

		 

		“Get on her,” he said, waving the other two over. “I need a few minutes.” He settled onto the other bed, playing with himself to get ready for round two.

		 

		Tyler and Troy didn’t hesitate. As Tyler stepped around to where Fridge had been standing, Troy sank to his knees behind Mercy. His dark hands caressed the soft curves of her fleshy ass. His fingers slid down and between her lips, collecting moisture from between her legs.

		 

		Mercy immediately opened her mouth and swallowed half of Tyler’s dick. Pressing her hands against the front of his legs, she started bouncing back and forth on him, like she couldn’t wait to get a taste of what he had to offer.

		 

		It was a glorious sight, watching his dark dick disappear into her pink lips.

		 

		Troy fingered her some more, then pressed the tip of his finger against the tight ring of muscle leading to her back hole.

		 

		Mercy gasped, popped off of Tyler’s cock and craned her neck to look at her backside.

		 

		“Relax, baby,” Tyler said, turning her mouth toward him with a palm cupping her chin. “It’ll be alright.” He stuffed his cock back into her face.

		 

		At the same moment, Troy twisted his finger and pushed it into her ass.

		 

		An agonized moan came warbling out of Mercy along Tyler’s shaft.

		 

		Troy lifted his impressive package, pressed it against Mercy’s pussy lips, then speared it in, his finger still in her ass hole. “Shit that’s tight,” he muttered through clenched teeth.

		 

		With Tyler fucking her face, Troy started thrusting his cock into her pussy. She was so wet that each time he pushed into her her pussy would squirt and slosh. Some of her slick oozed out of her and dripped onto the floor. She was a hot mess.

		 

		I reached between my legs with a trembling hand and wrapped a fist around my own dick. Pleasure lanced up my spine.

		 

		The sight of Mercy on her knees, gobbling a black man’s dick and taking another into her cunt tipped me over the edge. I shuddered and a sticky glob of ejaculate came oozing out of my prick as I yanked myself through a climax trying not to make too much noise.

		 

		The orgasm brought no relief from the ache between my legs. Even as I watched the cum drizzling down my hand, my cock was still rock-hard and ready.

		 

		Tyler grunted and jerked his cock out of Mercy’s mouth. Grabbing it with his hand, he started to pump.

		 

		Mercy leaned forward, tongue hanging out of her mouth, lapping at the air, trying desperately to taste that cock again.

		 

		“Take it, bitch,” Tyler said as he began to cum. Globules of milky white cum sprayed out of the head of his cock. They landed with splats across Mercy’s cheeks and forehead and lips. Some of it made it into her mouth and she gulped them down immediately.

		 

		Tyler took a step forward and shook his cock, sending a final spurt flying into her hair.

		 

		Troy grunted behind her. “I’m gonna’ nut,” he announced.

		 

		Fridge, who’d hardened on the bed by then, sat up and started to masturbate.

		 

		“Hey, hey,” Nelson, who’d been quietly jerking it beside me, said. “Watch out there’s no protection on that pussy.”

		 

		Troy’s brow furrowed as he yanked his finger out of her ass and grabbed it with both hands. “Then I’m going to breed this bitch!” he said.

		 

		“You like that?” Fridge asked, staring straight at Mercy. “You want my buddy to put a baby inside you?”

		 

		Mercy gasped, grabbed her nipples and gave them a sharp twist. Her head shot sideways to look at me. “Do it!” she said, breathless. “Put a black baby in my belly!”

		 

		My eyes locked on Mercy, my hand wrapped around my cock, I began to come again.

		

	
		Chapter Eleven

		 

		Troy pulled his cock out of Mercy’s cunt with a groan.

		 

		She was on her hands and knees, legs still spread from accepting Troy into herself. She looked down between them just as his sperm started to trickle out of her. Then she looked up and at me. Pressing a finger to her sex, she drew it along the length of her slit, then brought it to her lips. It was coated with Troy’s ejaculate.

		 

		She pressed the finger against her tongue, closed her mouth around it and pulled it out slowly, licking it clean.

		 

		Fridge was just standing up and getting ready to mount her when Mercy pushed him away.

		 

		She stood up on shaky legs and wobbled over to where I was sitting.

		 

		Troy and Trevor exchanged a glance. Fridge followed her over.

		 

		Mercy came to a stop in front of me. She leaned forward, her breasts sagging beneath her chest, covered in dried cum. She gazed into my eyes. “What are we doing?” she whispered, breathless.

		 

		“I love the way you look right now. Like a filthy, used whore,” I replied. Not a word of a lie.

		 

		A small smile sprouted on Mercy’s lips.

		 

		Fridge loomed behind her. He put his hands on her hips.

		 

		I saw his sack swinging back and forth between his legs as his thick prick kissed her seam.

		 

		Mercy shuddered, then giggled. “I’m such a filthy slut,” she whispered.

		 

		“You’re such a filthy slut,” I said, mesmerized by how much she was enjoying this.

		 

		She leaned forward even closer. As Fridge stuffed the head of his cock into her snatch, she twisted her legs, toes pointing in. “He’s inside me,” Mercy whispered. “Oh God, fuck, he’s so thick she moaned as he piled into her.

		 

		The profanity and the pained note in her tone hardened me again.

		 

		Mercy grabbed my dick as Fridge squished into her. She winced and groaned, sounding like she was going to split from the pressure between her legs.

		 

		Fridge stopped with about an inch of his cock still outside of her.

		 

		Mercy sighed and adjusted her stance, trying to find a more comfortable way of fitting over him.

		 

		I thought Fridge was going to pull out and start fucking but he gripped her hips more tightly instead. Wearing a grimace, he thrust his hips forward, jabbing the rest of his prick into Mercy’s tightness.

		 

		Her pussy made a sound like a ripe peach being split open. Her eyes opened wide. Her mouth fell open and a lewd moan rolled out of it.

		 

		Behind her, Fridge grinned. “No one’s ever been in you that deep before, huh?” he asked.

		 

		Mercy shook her head.

		 

		Fridge met my gaze. “That’s where you breed a pussy right there,” he said, pulling her back and onto himself. The full length of his fat girth was buried inside Mercy. “I’m gonna’ put some more baby batter into you, sweetheart,” he purred above her. Lowering his eyes to her ass, he started to fuck her.

		 

		Mercy’s tits flapped and slapped against each other as she rocked back and forth onto Fridge’s dick. She jerked my cock with sharp tugs, gazing into my eyes as he speared her over and over again.

		 

		“Does it feel good, baby?” I asked. A delicious pain twisted through me at what was happening. My sweet Mercy and her fertile pussy being defiled right in front of me.

		 

		Putting her hand on the back of my neck, Mercy pulled me closer and kissed me. The taste of stale cum lingered on her lips. She pulled away with a wet smack. “It feels soooo good,” she moaned. “His cock feels so good inside me. Adam?”

		 

		I reached up and began to knead her breasts. “What is it baby?” I whispered.

		 

		“I’m going to let him come inside me, too, Adam. I have to. I don’t know why but I have to. I don’t know why…” she trailed off, her eyes focusing on a point outside the room as she contemplated why she might possibly need this so badly.

		 

		It was no mystery to me. The answer was in the ache between my legs that refused to go away. The possibility that his genetic material might bind with hers and implant inside her womb was why she needed it. It wasn’t that I wanted another man to impregnate my wife.

		 

		It was the risk of it, the possibility that it might happen that was the source of our shared lust.

		 

		“Can you imagine?” she whispered, back in front of me again. “Can you imagine watching my body swell from another man’s seed?”

		 

		Fridge winced, still staring at her ass as he fucked.

		 

		Mercy gasped at the same time I did. Her grip on my cock tightened.

		 

		It was all about to happen.

		 

		Fridge bent his knees, then rose up in a powerful thrust, nearly lifting Mercy off her feet.

		 

		She screamed. Her pussy clenched at his organ, her body desperate to coax his essence out of him. She kept jerking me as she came.

		 

		“Fuck, yeah,” Fridge growled, his muscle pulsing inside her cunt.

		 

		Mercy writhed and twisted on his lap. As he lifted her, her legs flailed, toes trying to find the ground again.

		 

		I came to the edge of my own climax just as Mercy lost her grip on my dick.

		 

		Her eyes shot open and she swung a hand out, trying to reach my but Fridge lifted her higher, just out of reach of my cock.

		 

		I could have taken my hands off her tits. I could have grabbed myself and finished the servicing she’d started. But I knew what Mercy needed from me in that moment. I let my finger and thumb slide down to her nipples. As she crested another peak of pleasure, I gave them a rough twist.

		 

		Mercy screamed in pleasure.

		 

		I looked down at my lurching cock, my own seed oozing out of the head and dribbling impotently down the shaft and around my balls onto the seat. My orgasm began to drift away.

		 

		Fridge bent his knees.

		 

		Mercy fell toward me, her palm finding my shaft, fingers wrapping around it. This time she didn’t jerk. She slid slowly up and down my muscle, resuscitating my climax.

		 

		I slammed into a wall of pleasure and shouted as an orgasm tore through me. It was almost too good to be true. Fridge plying Mercy’s folds in front of me with his fat prick. Mercy caressing my dick with her fingers, sharing the pleasure she was experiencing with me.

		 

		As Fridge finished his deposit, he jerked his hips back and yanked his cock out of Mercy.

		 

		She stumbled forward, onto my lap, settling over my cock and reaching between her legs. She stuffed my flagging organ inside herself. Fridge’s emission oozed over me.

		 

		Fingers of pleasure tickled my mind at what she’d done. There was something erotic about this, too. That even though it was mostly Fridge and Troy’s seed inside her, mine would mingle there with them. That there might be some faint chance that mine would overcome theirs and that it would quicken.

		 

		I barely noticed when Nelson, who had been stroking himself next to us the whole time, came as well. I can’t even remember how we got into beds or when we fell asleep. My only memory from the rest of that night is the feeling of Mercy’s hot, used body next to mine as we drifted off to sleep surrounded by the scent of her defilement.

		

	
		Chapter Twelve

		 

		I woke up the next morning to the sound of the wind howling and still whipping snow outside. My insides tightened when I sat up to find that both Mercy and Nelson were missing. Blood surged into my cock at the sound of giggling coming from the bathroom, along with water running.

		 

		It’s a peculiar emotion, the lust soaked anguish that comes from hearing your wife with another man in the next room. It was sharpened this time by the fact that she’d done it without asking for my permission.

		 

		It was a long time that I sat there, holding my breath and listening to the sounds of their coupling drifting through the room. Through the fog of my arousal, I began to wonder whether I’d made a mistake in asking Mercy to do what she’d done the day before.

		 

		The fantasy was still as potent as ever, but hearing her giggle and purr as Nelson pleased her brought about a realization. I had unleashed something by what I’d done. My sweet, innocent Mercy had been allowed to taste something very filthy. And she loved it.

		 

		I began to seriously wonder what that would mean for our marriage?

		 

		It took twenty long minutes to overcome my paralysis, slip out of bed and walk quietly across the motel room. I paused at the door to the bathroom and listened. The giggling had stopped, replaced by the unmistakable sound of Mercy’s lips wrapped around Nelson’s cock. Sucking.

		 

		Pushing the door open, I caught sight of their reflection in the fogging mirror.

		 

		Nelson was standing with one hand on the small of his back. The other was on top of Mercy’s head, guiding her back and forth as her mouth slid along his cock.

		 

		She was down on one knee, hands on the sides of his thighs to keep her balance in the small tub.

		 

		Nelson was staring down at her, enjoying the sight of her delicately swaying breasts as she worked. Maybe he heard me. Or maybe he caught a glimpse of my reflection in the mirror. He looked up and met my stare.

		 

		I’m not sure what I had expected I would do when I found them there. Maybe another man would have walked in, asserted his dominance, told Mercy to get out of the tub. This particular coupling hadn’t been sanctioned, after all.

		 

		But she looked so beautiful taking that black cock into her mouth. Her cheeks were hollowed, trying to suck the seed from it. All I could do was stand and watch, my own cock hardening.

		 

		After a while, Nelson turned to look down at her again, leaving me to enjoy the scene.

		 

		Rivulets of the hot water were running down Mercy’s back, between her breasts, between her ass cheeks. She looked beautiful, so intent on milking the semen out of Nelson with her lips.

		 

		Another ten minutes passed before he came. This time he didn’t stuff his cock into her throat. Instead, he took it out of her mouth and tipped her chin lower. He masturbated his load out and onto her tongue.

		 

		Mercy kept her lips wide open, her mouth filling with his spunk.

		 

		“There you go, baby,” Nelson said when he was finished. “Now swallow it all up for me.”

		 

		Mercy closed her mouth and swallowed his load into her belly.

		 

		Nelson helped her stand. But when she tried to kiss him, he turned away smiling. “That’s a little gross, baby,” he said, stepping out of the shower. He grabbed a towel, wrapped it around himself and opened the door. “Morning, Adam,” he said as he pressed past me.

		 

		This was when Mercy first saw me. Standing naked, the water still running down her body, she blushed, then smiled at my reflection in the mirror.

		 

		I moved into the bathroom and closed the door. Stepping into the tub, I put my arms around Mercy. Water went spraying across the floor before I pulled the curtain shut. I gazed into her deep blue eyes. She looked exhausted. “Did you sleep?” I asked.

		 

		Mercy smiled a little wider and shook her head.

		 

		“Why not?” I’d slept like a log.

		 

		She turned away from me, blushing a little more fiercely.

		 

		My stomach twisted into a knot at what she might say. “Sweetheart?” I asked.

		 

		Mercy sighed. “After you fell asleep,” she whispered, then pressed a finger to her lips. “Nelson wanted me again.”

		 

		The shocking admission was like a knife in the gut. “What?” I whispered, my voice shaky with disbelief.

		 

		“Nelson wanted to have sex with me again,” she said. As if my question hadn’t been rhetorical.

		 

		“And you did?” I asked, bewildered.

		 

		Mercy nodded.

		 

		It was hot, certainly. But it was an incredibly painful sort of heat. She hadn’t betrayed me, really. I’d asked her to become a slut. But knowing she had done it without me? That stung.

		 

		“Are you mad?” she asked, her brow furrowing with worry.

		 

		Not the word I would use, but something close. I wasn’t really angry. I couldn’t be. I was more…worried, I suppose. “Mercy, I love what you did for me yesterday. But…”

		 

		She waited a moment, studying me, then prodded. “But what?”

		 

		“But I don’t like that you slept with Nelson without me, I guess.”

		 

		She shook her head. “But you were right there in the next bed. You were just sleeping.”

		 

		She had a point. It took the edge off of my angst. “You’re right. But I’d prefer if you didn’t do that again.”

		 

		She nodded. “Okay,” she said, still looking confused.

		 

		“It’s just…I want to be a part of it. That’s all.”

		 

		Her confusion seemed to clear at this. “I think I get it,” she whispered. Her smile returned as she took my stiff cock into her hand.

		 

		I grunted at her touch. It was pleasant but there were other things that were on my mind.

		 

		“The storm’s still going,” Mercy whispered, stroking me gently with her fingers. “I thought…”

		 

		“You thought what?”

		 

		“I thought that since we’ll have to stay here longer that we could keep playing. That I could be your dirty little slut, your filthy whore, for another day.” She purred the words, massaging my flexing muscle.

		 

		Good God she was sexy standing there. “I love that you’re asking but aren’t you a little worried?” I asked.

		 

		“Worried? About what?”

		 

		I looked down at her belly. The thought of all the men that had spilled inside her the day before made my dick lurch in her hand.

		 

		Mercy smiled. “Oh that,” she said, rolling her eyes. She bit her lower lip. “I think I got most of it out after Nelson,” she said quietly.

		 

		The vulgar statement, that she had flushed herself, along with the fact she’d let Nelson finish inside her while I was sleeping, made me rock hard.

		 

		“You like that, don’t you?” Mercy asked, her tone full of wicked mischief. “I want you to try, Adam.”

		 

		“Try? Try what?” I asked, my breath leaving my chest as she squeezed me again.

		 

		“Try and breed me,” she whispered.

		 

		We nearly fell over as I spun her around to face the wall. Squeezing my cock into her tight slit felt like stepping through the gates of heaven.

		 

		She was drenched.

		 

		It became clear a moment later that the reason for her wetness was that she’d sucked Nelson off. She braced herself against the tiles, staring over her shoulder at me and smiling.

		 

		“Holy fuck, Mercy,” I seethed, already dangerously close to a climax myself. The thought that Mercy could get so aroused sucking off another man was mind-blowingly hot.

		 

		“It’s okay,” she giggled. “I don’t mind if you finish. I’m a little sore from yesterday anyways.”

		 

		That sent me careening over the edge of a climax. Visions of Mercy in all the filthy positions from the day before flooded through my mind as I came. I watched my cock jumping as it spewed my own seed into her.

		 

		I realized in that moment that if I managed to get her pregnant, if my seed was strong enough, it would form the perfect barrier against her getting pregnant by another man. It was quickly followed by another, far darker rumination.

		 

		There were paternity tests that could be done. But even if we did find out, Mercy would never terminate a pregnancy. Of that, I was certain. Letting this fantasy play out would mean risking that another man might…

		 

		The thought was as dark as it was arousing.

		 

		I unsheathed myself and a dollop of my semen gurgled out of her, landing in the tub with a plop. “Go lie down,” I ordered. “Keep your legs up.”

		 

		Mercy giggled and pressed a hand between her legs. She jumped out of the tub and ran out into the room. The springs in the mattress groaned as she fell onto the bed.

		 

		I finished showering, towelled off and walked out into the room. It only dawned on me that I was still naked when I saw Nelson sitting on the chair, staring at the weather channel still wrapped in the white towel. It was strange how quickly I’d lost all of my inhibitions around him.

		 

		Nelson turned to me and grinned. “Have as good a shower as I did?” he asked.

		 

		The fact that he was referring to Mercy blowing him brought a sharp sting to my midriff. It must have shown on my expression, too.

		 

		“Hey, buddy,” Nelson said, “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to upset you. Just a little joke between friends.”

		 

		“It’s okay,” I said, waving away the apology. “This is just a little…”

		 

		“Weird?” Nelson offered.

		 

		“Yeah. Weird.”

		 

		He nodded. “I’ll say.” He looked over at Mercy, who had her legs up in the air beneath the sheets. “What’s with that?” he said, jerking his thumb at her.

		 

		Mercy giggled. “Adam’s trying to breed me,” she explained.

		 

		This sent another very strange wave of arousal coursing through me.

		 

		Nelson eyed her for a while, then turned back to me. “She really not on anything?” he asked.

		 

		I shook my head.

		 

		“Hm,” said, nodding. “These are dangerous games then, huh?” he said.

		 

		I sighed. “They are,” I said, my shoulders sagging.

		 

		After a long silence, Nelson stood up and let the towel fall off his hips. His cock slapped against his thighs as he walked across the room. It was half hard by the time he came to stand at the foot of Mercy’s bed. When he tugged the sheet off of her, Mercy didn’t protest.

		 

		Nelson eyed her long legs, then stared at the soft, freshly filled pussy. He gripped his own dick and pumped it until it was stiff. “Guess I’ll take another stab at it,” he said, a wry smile spreading across his lips.

		 

		The fact that Mercy laughed at this wasn’t nearly as shocking to me as my own complacency. I stood there watching as he splayed her thighs apart. I took my own cock in hand as his dark body sank between her legs, cock-head already oozing pre-cum. Then I let myself fall into the strange zone I’d discovered the day before.

		 

		It was a sort of no-man’s land within my own mind. A place where I had no identity except to be a watcher. Where Mercy was still my wife, but the connection between us was rearranged.

		 

		When I went to that place Mercy became my toy. A part of her person faded from view as she drifted through the oblivion of her pleasure.

		 

		I watched as Nelson’s hard body hung over Mercy, as if suspended from the ceiling. I could see between his legs. His cock was stiff. He was prodding at her softness with it.

		 

		When Mercy’s hands drifted up Nelson’s back, the ache seized my cock again. When she whispered something that made him smile, it punched up into my gut and settled there.

		 

		Nelson whispered something back.

		 

		She smiled for him.

		 

		Then he pressed his hard, dark flesh into her pink and let his weight settle on her body.

		 

		I was stiff but I couldn’t bring myself to pump my own flesh. The way their bodies were locked together, the way Mercy’s legs were splayed in welcome, the way Nelson was entering her all conspired to freeze me in place.

		 

		This wasn’t another depraved rut. This was a closer, far more intimate coupling. With feelings. It was terrifying to watch.

		 

		Mercy’s legs swayed and swam around Nelson’s flexing thighs. Her toes pointed straight out as a quiet climax took her. Her pussy clamping on Nelson’s cock tipped him over the edge.

		 

		He held his delivering muscle buried inside her orifice and groaned as it unloaded. When it was all over, they stayed in each other’s arms, Nelson’s face buried against Mercy’s neck, sniffing the sweet smell of her sweaty skin.

		 

		It was only when he heaved off her that I regained my ability to move. He didn’t say much when he stood up and moved toward the bathroom.

		 

		Mercy kept her legs splayed open and my eyes drifted to the now slightly unfurled folds that led to her channel. The faintest hint of white had begun it’s slow descent out of her, clinging to her flesh as gravity drew it out.

		 

		“You want to see it up close?” Mercy asked. She shrugged, embarrassed by her own suggestion.

		 

		But I did. I wanted exactly that. I wanted to come face to face with the greatest danger we had ever injected into our relationship. I wanted to know the smell of the thing that inspired such a lusty and potent fear in me.

		 

		I sank between her legs.

		 

		Mercy giggled, the sound of her happy warming my heart.

		 

		I pressed my fingers against her delicate sex and stretched.

		 

		The emission began to roll out of her more quickly, like an oyster emerging from it’s shell. A healthy dollop of it stained the sheets beneath her legs.

		 

		Mercy was staring down her body at me, her mouth open in shock, or perhaps disgust at what I was doing. When I touched my lips to hers and kissed her sex, she gasped.

		 

		My mouth fell lower on her entrance. I closed my eyes and drew in a deep breath. The full spectrum of the filthy smell filled my senses. Dark but sharp, heady and dank.

		 

		“Oh my God, Adam,” she said, her fingers twirling in my hair. “Kiss me there again.”

		 

		I did. I kissed her gently, flicked her clit with my tongue, then sank lower again.

		 

		Her thighs shuddered against my cheeks.

		 

		Plying into her, I tasted the betrayal I had so desperately craved to see.

		

	
		Chapter Thirteen

		 

		The storm passed the next day.

		 

		Nelson made love to her twice more that evening. After they’d finished, he took the bed next to the one Mercy was on and drifted off to sleep, exhausted and spent from so much coitus.

		 

		Mercy was too sore to take me inside herself again that night. But she obliged me with the most loving blowjob she had given yet. It was a long and lewd caress with her lips and tongue. She gazed into my eyes the whole time, the loving wife who’d obeyed her husbands depraved commands.It finished with a silent convulsion as I struggled to stay quiet.

		 

		Mercy received my offering with enthusiasm and swallowed it as she had Nelson’s that morning.

		 

		We cuddled for some time before she drifted off to sleep.

		 

		Sleep wouldn’t come for me.

		 

		I kept imagining what our life would look like if Mercy got pregnant from those two days. I’d nearly conditioned myself to believe that I could stand it if it were Nelson’s. I couldn’t imagine what I would do if it were Troy’s or Trevor’s or the Fridge’s. I spent the night desensitizing myself to those possibilities.

		 

		The following morning all three of us woke up within a few minutes of each other. Mercy blinked against the bright sunshine streaming in through threadbare drapes.

		 

		Nelson rolled out of bed, stretched his arms over his head and yawned.

		 

		I did the same.

		 

		Nelson dressed as Mercy used the bathroom.

		 

		She emerged clothed as well.

		 

		I couldn’t be sure if there was tension between us or if it was just me? When Nelson went to use the bathroom I turned to Mercy and took her hand. “Are we okay?”

		 

		Mercy smiled. It was the sweet smile that had disappeared the first night we’d been there. It had none of the wicked edge I’d seen the last few days. “Of course we are,” she whispered, before kissing me on the lips.

		 

		I knew we were by the softness of her touch. But I knew I hadn’t dreamed the last two days by the way her tongue rolled lewdly into my mouth and searched for mine. Her body craved more now, demanded it, and I was happy to oblige.

		 

		We spent the rest of the car ride listening to sounds of the eighties before dropping Nelson off in front of his apartment building.

		 

		When we got home, Mercy wrapped her arms around my neck and pressed her cheek to mine. “I want you to take me upstairs and fuck me in our bed,” she whispered.

		 

		We made slow love and came together.

		 

		A few weeks later, Mercy missed her period.

		 

		When she told me I felt a fist tighten around my heart. I couldn’t bring myself to speak the question.

		 

		Do you think it’s mine?

		 

		She squeezed my hand and kissed me on the cheek. “I think it’s going to be okay.”

		 

		I don’t know why the statement calmed me the way it did. The very real possibility existed that she’d been bred by another man. Nelson, or the three strangers I’d let into her bed. The tantalizing and terrifying possibility led to eight more months of sizzling hot sex.

		 

		All the same, it was a great relief to find out it was mine.

		 

		Our bedroom life has suffered from our new responsibilities. But every once in a while we unwrap our dark fantasy and relive it.

		 

		Will it happen again? Maybe. For the time being we have the shared memory of that winter storm and how we flirted with hot wife breeding. And how Mercy let me turn her into my filthy little thing.
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