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Chapter 1

I arrived at the studio early, telling myself it's because I like to be a punctual person, but that isn't the truth. The truth is I knew Casey was shooting a swimsuit calendar today, and I wanted to see what I could see. He works exclusively with no-name amateurs, hot girls trying to break into the industry. I have been amazed over the years by some of the stunning young beauties he's photographed.

We were heading out for a round of golf when he finished today. I parked in the back, like I always do, next to the big metal storage containers and the dumpsters. I watched a homeless guy dig through the trash looking for something to eat. I got out of my Mercedes and pulled a twenty from my cash roll.

“Hey,” I called out. “If I give you some money, what will you do with it?”

“What do you care?” he answered.

“That's a fair point. I don't care. What I should have asked is if I give you money will you go away and spend it? I don't care if you buy food or drugs. It's your life. Waste it on whatever you want. I just don't want you hanging around back here.”

He looked surprised by my response.

“Yeah,” he said. “Give me money and I'll go away.”

I held out the twenty and walked towards him. He snatched it from my hand, picked up a dirty backpack, and gave me the finger, backing away towards the street.

“Have a nice life,” I said.

I watched him leave. Then I punched the code into the keypad and opened the unmarked back door to Casey’s studio. I let myself in. There's a short hallway with the bathroom on the left and Casey’s office on the right. The office has a big window that looks out into the studio, but it also has eight large monitors fed by security cameras stationed all around inside and out. I watched the homeless guy hang a left when he got to the street. He headed for the liquor store.

“You do you,” I chuckled.

I turned my attention to the other monitors. A dozen young pretty things milled about in front of a large white sheet hanging in front of the wall and spread out on the floor. Casey stood over a girl lying on her back holding the two strings to her bikini top and smiling at the camera. She lifted the strings higher, exposing more of her breasts, then she lifted them higher still, barely keeping her nipples hidden.

“And this is why I visit the studio early,” I muttered.

I dropped into Casey's chair, punched a few buttons on his keyboard, and pinched the little control stick. I aimed the camera at the girl on her back and then turned a dial to zoom in on her. Gorgeous. Stunning. I don't know where he advertises to find these girls, but he's tapped into a gold mine. You can buy the calendars on his website for nine dollars and ninety-nine cents, and he sells out every time. You can also pay to download the calendar and use his photographs as wallpaper for your computer. He's making crazy good money.

Casey had her sit up and put her back to him. He took her bikini top from her hand and tossed it aside. He adjusted her elbow so that the nipple was hidden but lots of side and underboob could be seen. He moved her hair and then turned her chin, so she faced the lens. He told her to smile. He started snapping pictures again. His camera was hooked up to the computer, so all the shots loaded into a folder. I opened the folder to see how the pictures were turning out. Remarkable. Sexy without even trying.

He glanced at the large clock on the studio wall, then turned to look at his office. I waved at him through the window.

“All right, girls,” he said. “That's it for today. We are back at nine o’clock tomorrow. We should finish by early afternoon. Get dressed and have a nice night.”

I always loved this part. There was a small room off the studio with lockers and benches but invariably the models always kept their street clothes in a gym bag close by. As a group these girls turned and stripped off their various bathing suits, pulling their street clothes out of their bags and changing in front of each other. Nobody cared. I ran my gaze over one amazing body after another. Nobody hurried. Nobody was shy. Casey ignored all of them. Each girl stood around talking casually as they changed clothes. There was a delightful variety of shapes and sizes, skin and hair colors, but every one of the girls was shaved. I guess if you are going to be photographed wearing tiny bikini bottoms, you better not have a bush sticking out. I admit I gawked like a creep. I let the voyeur in me off his leash.

Casey produces four calendars a year and I always look forward to little moments like this. Usually, he's staging a jar of peanut butter or the latest energy drink. Sometimes he'll hire individual models because he's doing an ad campaign for a car or a motorcycle or ski equipment or whatever. Place a half-dressed pretty woman next to anything and watch your sales increase. Nothing catches the eye like a half-dressed pretty woman.

The young models slowly filed out and Casey disconnected his camera and placed it in the foam rubber carrying case. He joined me in his office.

“Where do you find them?” I asked.

“Trade secret.”

“You never fail to impress, my friend. Your eye for beauty is unsurpassed.”

“Thank you. Speaking of my eye for beauty, when is Mercy going to pose for me? You know I would pay her well.”

Here we go again. Casey has been trying to get my wife to model for him for at least five years. She's way too shy and proper for that. She’s always had the face for it, but now, after a year of dieting and exercise, she's got the body too.

“It's not up to me,” I said. “She's too introverted to have a camera and spotlights aimed at her.”

“She can keep her clothes on. I just want to capture her face.”

I shrugged, showing him my palms.

“You're welcome to try again. She's timid.”

“I can pay her good money.”

“She has money.”

He pursed his lips, frustrated.

“Tell her I don't work with male models.”

“I'll tell her, but she won't care.”

He stomped his foot.

“Fuck it,” he said. “Let's go play some golf.”


Chapter 2

They didn't close the golf course because of the rain. They closed the golf course because of the lightning. I like playing under cloudy skies. I feel like I hit the ball better and the diffuse lighting makes it easier to see the green. Of course, you don't want to be waving a metal rod around while you're wearing spikes that ground you and there's that much electricity in the air. Casey and I changed back into our street clothes and parted company. I got home much earlier than Mercy expected. Since I didn't get to walk around the course, and I don't care if I get rained on while I'm riding, I decided to take the bike out for a quick twenty-mile jaunt. I parked the Mercedes at the curb and entered the house through our front door.

Mercy didn't hear me because she was in the bathroom wearing AirPods and listening to music. I saw her but she didn't see me. Fresh out of the shower, she stood before the mirror wearing nothing but white lacy panties. She was working on her eye makeup, concentrating, getting it just right, and I stood back admiring her. Mercy would try different looks until she found one she was happy with.

Casey was right. My wife is quite beautiful. Long straight black hair and big blue eyes, full lips and high cheekbones. Yet somehow it all comes together in an almost girl-next-door kind of way. I think the look of innocence in her eyes has a lot to do with it. Her parents sheltered her growing up, protective, but not overly so. She's never had to struggle for anything. She has a good brain to go with her good looks and has kind of cruised through life. She had a couple of boyfriends before me but nothing too serious.

She's complained about how the gym shrank her boobs, but she loves what it did for her ass. I tease her about how someone so bashful can care so much about how they look. She says she does it for herself and not to impress others. I'm not sure I totally believe that. Whatever. We all have our hang ups.

She stepped back from the mirror to judge her handiwork and I saw her flat stomach and naked breasts. I’ve been married to her all these years, but she still makes my motor race.

“You're overdressing,” I said.

She jumped and screamed.

“Damn it, Blake!”

I laughed.

“How long have you been standing there?” she asked. “How embarrassing.”

“Not long. Just through the mascara. What did I miss? But why do you care so much anyway? We are going to Don’s place to watch a movie, eat popcorn, and spend time with friends. Everybody always wears hoodies and pajamas to this event.”

“Don is dating a woman named Rita now and she’s going to be there. That woman is breathtaking. If I don't make an effort, I'll end up looking homely next to her.”

“Baby, you couldn't look homely if you tried. You wouldn't look homely standing next to Gal Gadot.”

That got her. She melted a little.

“That's a very sweet thing to say, thank you. Now, get out of here while I figure out what I'm going to wear. Why aren't you golfing?”

“Lightning. I'm going to take a bike ride instead.”

She picked up her phone to check the time.

“Do you have time for that?” she asked. “Remember we have to get there early. It's our turn to help set up.”

“Shit. You're right. Never mind. I'll go use the downstairs shower, so I don't fog your mirror.”

“Thank you.”

I moved closer and kissed her on the cheek, keeping my eyes on her tight body reflected in the mirror.


Chapter 3

We stepped into the foyer and shed our raincoats. Don had greeted us at the door to announce he had a bootleg copy of Nosferatu for us to enjoy tonight.

“How is that possible?” Mercy asked, amazed. “That's still in theaters.”

“I know people,” Don bragged.

We turned our heads to the sound of sandals crossing the cream-colored Daltile flooring. A woman entered the foyer with a margarita in her hand.

“Hello lovelies,” she said, with a Spanish accent. “I am so very pleased to meet you. Come. Let us get you something to drink.”

I maintained my composure. Mercy was right. Rita was gorgeous. If Salma Hayek and Penélope Cruz had a baby together it might turn out to look like Rita. She was a Latina stunner, and her body was just as amazing as her face. Mercy was not happy. None of the women at the get-together would be happy. Rita made matters worse by wearing a tight dress with laces in front, loosely tied and showing ample cleavage.

Don is my boss. He's a ball-buster, but he pays extremely well. His home is palatial. He had a movie theater built and loves to invite his employees over to show it off. He could cater the event but enjoys requiring his employees to act like servants from time to time. Tonight's guests will be Mercy and me, Eddie and his wife Glenda, Dwayne and his wife, Lashonda. Don used to flirt with his employees’ wives. I think he had the home theater built just so he had a reason to invite us over. We all just put up with it. The flirting diminished once he started dating Rita, but never fully went away. Don studied our faces. Like his absurd house and his ridiculous home theater, Rita was just another beautiful thing he felt he owned and liked showing off.

Mercy checked to make sure I had my eyes averted and was not drinking in the stunning beauty and natural sexiness of this Latina goddess, and then she followed Rita into the huge sprawling kitchen. We each poured ourselves a drink and then got busy making popcorn, cutting dry salami and wedges of gouda cheese, and laying out three kinds of crackers on a sterling silver tray.

“Nosferatu,” Mercy murmured. “Impressive.”

Don was pleased. He had no idea Mercy was simply stroking his ego. She probably was actually impressed, but she was also playing him. He put his arm around my wife's waist and led her out of the kitchen to the huge overstuffed sectional couch in front of the movie screen.

“You were always my favorite,” he teased.

Rita watched me finish preparing the snacks. She sipped her margarita and leaned on her elbows, chatting with me about what it was like to work for Don. Of course, I had nothing but good things to say. The doorbell rang, twice, announcing the arrival of the other guests. Rita went to greet them while I carried snacks and drinks into the theater room. Dwayne and Lashonda entered first, a gorgeous black couple about as charming as you could ever hope to meet, although the way they greeted Rita seemed awkward. Eddie and Glenda joined us next, older, chubby, and happy all the time. Eddie had been with the company longer than anyone except Don.

We all got comfortable on the sectional, paired up as couples. Rita covered us with a multitude of blankets, most overlapping. Don issued some voice commands, and the house computer lowered the lights and started the movie.

The film captured us right away. We enjoyed our snacks and watched the movie and for a little over two hours, nobody said a word, enthralled. When the movie ended, all the women made a run for the bathroom. Don led the men to the next closest bathroom, up one flight of stairs to the second floor. He let Dwayne pee first, then me, then Eddie, then it was his turn. He continued talking to us, forcing us to hold the door open. I understood why a moment later when he reached in through the button fly of his pajama bottoms, and withdrew his long, thick, snake of a cock. Asshole. The guy has everything; money, brains, looks, gorgeous girlfriends, and now a big cock too. How is that fair? Dwayne laughed.

“Is that supposed to impress me?” he scoffed.

“Well, yeah,” Don chuckled. “It impresses everybody.”

“Nice try, white boy.”

“I suppose you have something better?”

This exchange was so weird I found myself fascinated. Two men comparing dick size is weird enough but then add the boss and employee angle and things get really twisted. Eddie stood there laughing.

“How much have you guys had to drink?” he asked.

Dwayne eased down his pajama bottoms, just far enough to show us his big black cock hanging there. Don looked incredibly annoyed. Eddie turned to me.

“How about you?” he asked. “Am I the only guy here with a normal dick?”

“No Eddie,” I said. “I'm in the same boat as you.”

“Thank God.”

“Big black dicks are so cliché,” Don said. “These days they're all over the Internet. Everybody has one.”

Which made no sense at all.

“Let me go see if Rita feels the same way,” Dwayne retorted.

“Easy now,” Don snapped. “Don't go say something that's gonna get you fired.”

“I guess you can dish it out but not take it. Taking a piss in front of us so we can see what you got. Well, you ain't the only big man at this party, and you can fire me if that's something your ego can't handle.”

“All right, gentlemen,” I cautioned. “Let's just eat popcorn, snuggle with our ladies, and watch the next movie.”

“Maybe I will,” Don threatened. “Too bad my company needs its token.”

Oh boy. Don can be such an ass.

“Do it,” Dwayne snarled. “I sure as fuck don't need you. I've got two college degrees and a ton of experience. I'll have another job lined up before next weekend.”

“Guys,” I said. “Come on. We always regret words spoken in anger, especially combined with too much to drink. What's the next movie, Don?”

They were staring at each other. Don, long cock in hand, Dwayne, black spear hanging. Eddie looked way out of his depth, like he had absolutely no idea how to reconcile these two grown men. Dwayne pulled his pajama bottoms up. Don’s expression changed, like he thought he'd won some contest.

“You're fired, Dwayne,” he said. “Get out of my house. Take your bitch wife with you and get the fuck out. Don't come back, and don't come crawling back for your job.”

“Fuck you, asshole,” the handsome black man replied.

He spun on a heel and headed back to the theater room.

“Don,” I said. “Seriously? Harsh.”

He shook his head.

“Son of a bitch. Grandstanding like that. Whipping his dick out trying to show me up in my own house.”

“He was an excellent employee.”

“Fuck him. I'll hire another one.”

Don finished urinating and tucked his big soft dick back inside. Eddie took his turn urinating, and we all headed back to the theater room. The women were upset. Dwayne and Lashonda had departed, angry. I told Mercy I would explain everything later and to just put on a happy face.

“Casablanca is up next,” Don said.

The room was sullen.

Eddie and Glenda found a spot under the blankets and got cozy. Don and Rita did the same. I found Mercy and slipped in behind her, snuggling in a lovely spoon. Don ordered the computer to play Casablanca, and we all tried to put the ugly scene behind us. There is no reasoning with Don when he's like this. As a group we tried to move on and a film that good made it much easier. We drank until the booze was gone and then dozed off, one by one.

I woke up hours later, incredibly drowsy, in a room dark and warm. Mercy had slipped out of bed to use the restroom, and I thought that was a good idea. I slipped out of bed too. There was a light under the door at the first bathroom, so I went upstairs. I returned to the large pile of spread-out blankets and slipped under. I found Mercy and pulled her close again. Sleep returned quickly.

I was awakened by a soft and feminine moan nearby. Mercy was still in my arms, so I lay there listening. Who was it? Glenda? Rita? I hoped it was Rita. The sectional shook slightly, rhythmically.

Somebody was having sex under the blankets. I listened closely, growing aroused. It sounded so sexy. My imagination filled in the blanks, picturing Rita taking Don’s big dick. The pajamas she had changed into were extremely baggy shorts and a fitted camisole. I imagined Don moving the shorts aside and pushing his hard cock into her. So hot. Whoever it was, they were doing a good job remaining silent, despite their ever-growing passion. The woman's orgasm was nothing more than a quiet groan. I only knew when the man's climax by the shaking of the sectional.

After that, everything went perfectly quiet again. I hugged Mercy, thankful she had slept through the whole thing.

In the morning, everyone's somber mood had vanished. The men prepared breakfast: pancakes, waffles, French toast, bacon, and eggs, while the women enjoyed mimosa. We talked about the movies and Don spoke about plans for work. Eventually, we said goodbye and drove away.

Mercy was on me instantly.

“Oh my God, Blake, I can't believe you did that.”

“Did what?”

“Fucked me like that, under the covers, with everyone sleeping around us.”

I heard the expression blood turns cold, but I never fully understood it and I certainly never experienced it. Not until that moment. In my mind, a dam burst, and understanding came rushing in. Somehow, in the darkness, in our sleepy, drunken stupor, made more confusing by changing positions after using the bathroom, somehow, we had ended up paired with the wrong people. Following immediately on the heels of that revelation was a burst of adrenaline. An explosion rocked my brain when I recognized that Don had been inside my wife. How humiliating.

The hits kept coming.

I suddenly remembered the sounds. I remembered hearing a woman orgasm. Mercy had probably orgasmed on Don’s cock. Oh my fucking Christ. My mind reeled. I almost gasped when I remembered hearing him ejaculate inside her. God in Heaven! 

Only a second or two had passed since Mercy last spoke, but it felt like an hour.

“I hope you're not angry,” I said, hiding the truth from her.

I don't know why I did. Perhaps I was in denial. Perhaps I couldn't face that truth head on. Maybe it was just too awful to contemplate. My mind raced, gears turning at last. Maybe Don didn't know either. Maybe the mistake was innocent. Everybody shuffled their position under those blankets. Maybe Don thought he was fucking Rita.

Mercy would flip out if I told her the truth. Our lives would never be the same. My career at that company would be over. If I admitted it wasn't me, I would turn our lives upside down. Besides, it was too late for any of that. I had already acknowledged it was me. How do I explain that away?

“I'm not angry,” she replied. “I'm shocked and surprised, maybe a little embarrassed. Thank God nobody caught us. It was exciting, but no way could I ever do that sober. You've never done anything like that.”

“The mood struck so I went with it,” I said.

“Well, it was bold and daring.”

I had to know. My mind was a tempest, filled with swirling and sometimes contradictory emotions. Out of all that, there was one answer I needed most, one question I had to have resolved. I cleared my throat, feeling anxious.

“It sounded like you orgasmed. Did you? It sounded like it.”

“God, did I ever. I don't know if it was the added thrill of getting caught, or if it was that position, on our sides with you spooning me, but you felt so much bigger. You felt enormous. We will have to try that position again. It was incredible. I was so filled. It was like you expanded my insides. I felt you everywhere in there, touching, rubbing, sliding, gliding in and out with short strokes so we did not shake the couch and wake the others. It was so intense. You felt huge. I never knew that mattered so much.”

My hands trembled on the steering wheel. She had no idea what she was doing to me. A new most important question leapt to the front of my mind: did Don know?

“At first,” she continued. “I tried to stop you. I'm sure you felt the tension in my body. I was too nervous with everyone around us. But you just kept pushing deeper and I melted. I felt you spreading my insides and I couldn't resist. That's the best your penis has ever felt.”

“Did you get wet?”

“So fast! My God, Blake, it was so sexy. It felt so good.”

Perhaps it was all an innocent mistake. It was still a hateful turn of events, but far more easily dismissed if it was all accidental. I would just bury it. Don would most likely discover his mistake the first time he talked to Rita. He could eliminate Glenda based on her body and conclude that he had fucked my wife. Perhaps he would bury it as well. Perhaps it was something he needed to hide from Rita.

But what if he knew? Worse, and this thought filled me with dread because it was exactly the kind of thing Don would do, what if the entire evening had been a scheme to get Mercy drunk and under that blanket?

Maybe I should confess. Maybe I should tell Mercy what actually happened and deal with the fallout. I couldn't decide which was the better course. I drove us home in the bright sunlight, paralyzed with indecision.

“By the way,” she said. “Not to put a damper on things, but you probably should not have cum inside me. I know it's hard to keep one's wits at times like that, and I understand pulling out would have been difficult given the circumstances, but just so you know, there was some risk involved. Hopefully we're fine. I'll get a pregnancy test. We should be okay. I just wanted you to know.”

“Thanks for telling me.”

She laid her head on my shoulder.

“It was really exciting though,” she admitted. “I'm glad you did it. We never do anything daring. If not for all those margaritas I probably would have stopped you, and this morning I'm thinking a lot about that. I think maybe I'm too boring. I'm not spontaneous enough. I worry so much about what might go wrong that I don't let myself enjoy everything that's going right. I want you to know I'm going to work on that.”

“Me too.”

I hate to say it, but I was only half listening to her. Her comments about a possible pregnancy had me freaking the fuck out.

“Plus,” she continued. “It was fun being the sexy one with Rita so close. I felt like she wasn't the only babe in the room. I can be hot.”

The more I thought about it, the more convinced I became. Don had set the whole thing up. Rita might even be in on it, snuggling up to me like a decoy while Don put his cock to Mercy.

I felt dizzy. My wife carried Don’s semen inside her. She was sitting right next to me, chatting, going on about her life while my boss’s sperm hunted her egg. I clenched my jaw and focused on driving. I couldn't even confront him about it, not without telling Mercy. The best thing I could do was wait, wait to see what he said Monday morning, wait to see if Mercy got pregnant, wait until I calmed down enough to think clearly.


Chapter 4

Mercy initiated sex the very next day, something she almost never does. I was glad she did. I was filled with an obsessive need to fuck her ever since we left Don’s place. I had to hide it because I was supposed to have already orgasmed, but I was dying to be inside her. When she came up behind me and reached around to squeeze my crotch, I moaned.

“I was hoping you'd say that,” she teased.

We quickly undressed and she urged me down in front of her. I got the hint. I knelt and cupped her butt in my hands, pulling her pussy to my mouth. We had showered in the morning, obviously, but I had been eating her less than a minute when I realized I could taste him too. I hesitated and she quickly moved to lay on the bed with her back to me.

“Spoon me,” she said. “Do me like you did under the blanket. I want to feel that full again.”

I took the position behind her and kissed her on the nape. She was impatient, reaching between her legs to find my erection and guide me in. Her pussy was a furnace, soaked, ready. I pushed all the way in and pinned her hip to the bed. I began to pump my hips. She moaned at the penetration and pushed her ass back at me, but it took only a moment to hear frustration in her voice. I tried thrusting harder. I tried adjusting the angle of my hips, trying to make myself feel bigger.

“Do that thing that you did last night,” she whined. “That felt amazing.”

I had no idea what she was talking about. I had no idea all the things Don had done to her.

“Push it all the way in,” she moaned. “Let me feel you in my stomach again.”

I did, or more like I tried, gripping her firmly, holding her in place. I struggled to get as deep in her body as I could. She tried to help, pushing herself at me.

After a few minutes she huffed and gave up trying to recapture what she experienced last night and just enjoyed our love making. She did not orgasm. When I told her I was getting close she reminded me to pull out. I did, ejaculating a huge load onto our bedspread.

We cuddled, but there was tension in the air. Of course she was disappointed. I rolled her onto her back and went down on her, licking until, finally, she orgasmed too.

After a while, we got out of bed and went about our usual Sunday routines. Late that night I was awakened by a soft moan. I lay perfectly still, waiting to hear it again. I did, coming from our bathroom. I eased out of bed and padded towards the closed bathroom door. I was staring at the strip of light at the bottom when I heard it again.

Mercy was masturbating.

My wife had slipped out of bed, closed the bathroom door, and now pleasured herself. I was stunned. I could not remember a time when she'd done something like this. I listened with mixed emotions. The sounds she made were sexy, there was no denying that, but her reason for making them left me feeling bad. I had not satisfied her. I returned to bed, listening to her muffled sounds of pleasure. I heard her soft gasps when she came and pretended to be sleeping when she got into bed again.

Monday morning, we were up as usual, racing through our morning routines. We hugged and kissed goodbye and I drove to work with a growing sense of dread at the idea of being around Don again. I wondered what he would say, how he would act. I had convinced myself that he knew exactly what he was doing when he slipped his cock into Mercy. My stomach was in knots by the time I got to work.

My heart sank as I passed Dwayne's empty office. What a stupid reason to fire an excellent employee. The bare tabletop and dark monitor were stark reminders of Don’s irrational volatility. I tapped the window as I passed.

“Gonna miss you, bud,” I muttered.

Don was in his office with the door closed and the blinds shut. I entered my office and got to work. I would be happy if I went all day without talking to him. Hopefully, in time, this sting I felt would wear off. It tore me up to know he'd been balls deep inside Mercy, but what really ripped the jagged edge across my heart was her response to him. She loved it. She craved it. He’d forced her to orgasm despite her discomfort of having so many other people around.

I found myself staring at his office door often. What strange and unfamiliar emotions I experienced. Jealousy was easy to identify and easy to understand but there were a whole host of other emotions present, many of which I could not name. Embarrassment. Shame. Humiliation. These were recognizable. But what do you call the emotion that is a blend of arousal because you are picturing your wife having sex, but simultaneous discomfort because that sex is not with you? What I was feeling was complex and layered. This wasn't high school. I wasn't going to walk up to Don and punch him in the nose. I was going to sit there like an adult and do my job, but make no mistake, I was burning on the inside.

He’d fucked her. He’d cum inside her. He’d made her orgasm. Those words were like a mantra on repeat in my head.

He called me on the office intercom a few hours later and told me to plan on dinner and drinks after work. We would need to schmooze an upset client who usually worked with Dwayne and try to keep him from leaving our company.

“Bring Mercy,” he said. “I'll bring Rita.”

He gave me a time and a place, and I forwarded that information to my wife. She was thrilled with the five-star restaurant Don chose, but less excited about Rita’s presence. I knew better than to suggest maybe Rita wasn't so bad. Mercy said, based on how soon after work Don wanted everyone to meet, she’d drive herself and meet us at the restaurant. The rest of my workday passed uneventfully. I surprised myself, regaining my focus and concentration.


Chapter 5

Mercy’s Mercedes was already in the lot when I got to the restaurant. I checked with the hostess, and she took me to the bar where Mercy waited. My wife slid off her barstool when she saw me approach and opened her arms for a hug. She stopped me in my tracks. Sweet Jesus. She had dressed to impress. Her tight little black dress showed off her figure and the deep neckline showed off her cleavage. Her toned legs were on full display. All of this was unusual for her until I remembered Rita would be here too. Then it all made sense. Sometimes women dress for men, but mostly I think they dress for each other.

“Wow,” I said, fumbling for words. “Just, wow. Damn.”

She giggled, truly delighted.

“Good reaction,” she said.

“You look incredible. Like, breathtaking. Classy, but gorgeous and sexy.”

“Then this will be a good night.”

The hostess led us to a private booth. I explained the situation to Mercy. The client's name was Thomas, and the restaurant knew to be on the lookout for him. Mercy and I ordered a couple glasses of Chardonnay. We didn't wait long. Don and Rita entered and already had Thomas with them. Rita had decided on a black dress too, but hers was all layered lace and thin satin straps, designed to show off her body, but in an elegant way. I averted my eyes immediately, and just in time, because Mercy took one look at Rita and her eyes darted at me. I was already smiling at Don, thank God.

“Smooth,” Mercy said, letting me know she appreciated my respectful gesture.

Thomas was older, thinning gray hair. His account had been handled exclusively by Dwayne for almost ten years. He was unhappy that Dwayne was gone, but we poured on the charm and Don made him a generous offer to stay. He accepted. Don informed us both that I will be handling the account from now on. We sat around and talked for another hour and a half, drinking wine, enjoying dessert, and then Thomas said goodnight. Don insisted we all go back to his mansion to celebrate our victory. I was immediately uncomfortable returning to the scene of the crime, but what could I say? Mercy surprised me by agreeing before I could.

At Don’s home he was quick to open a magnum of champagne. He toasted to our good fortunes. Rita vanished while Don poured the bubbly, but then reappeared with a change of clothes, this time in a layered mesh robe, through which, if one looked closely, and I did, lovely hints of areola could be seen. She wore a pink feathered boa and pink fluffy slippers to match. She carried a mirrored tray with a small pearl dish containing a chalky powder. Next to the dish lay a long-stemmed pipe with a small bowl and a lighter.

“Opium?” she casually inquired. “Anyone?”

I checked on my wife. I expected she'd be ready to leave. She wasn't. She sat staring at Rita, smitten like a high school boy.

“None for me, thanks,” I said. “Honey?”

She pointed at Rita with her flute of champagne.

“I can't compete with that,” she said. “I can’t. Rita, you are too sexy, too gorgeous. You take over a room just by entering it.”

Rita smiled warmly.

“My sweet, sweet Mercy,” Rita said. “You are prettier than me by far. Look at all the exaggerated efforts I must make just to keep up.”

“You’re lying.”

“I’m not. I wish I had your flawless skin, your blue eyes.”

Mercy chewed her lip, wanting to believe Rita but afraid.

“Are you just being courteous?” my wife asked.

“No,” Rita replied. “I tell you the truth.” Rita sat the tray on the ottoman. “Come,” she said. “Smoke a little with me. Let's be friends.”

No chance, I thought. Not Mercy.

“Why not?” Mercy said, gulping the last of her campaign. “Although you must show me what to do. I have no idea.”

Rita sat next to Mercy, brushing my wife's hair away from her face and kissing her cheek. Mercy blushed. Rita picked up the pipe and pinched some powder into the bowl. She handed it to my wife.

“When I put the flame to the powder,” she said. “Inhale through the pipe. It's okay if you choke. Everybody chokes. Choking makes the blood rush and that helps the drug lift you. You'll see.”

I couldn't believe it. Rita prepared the pipe and then handed it to my wife. Mercy tentatively held the tip to her lips and Rita applied flame. Mercy inhaled, filling her lungs. She coughed slightly but held it, surprising us all. She exhaled a cloud.

Bliss descended like a blanket. Her expression turned soft. Her shoulders sagged. A single tear oozed from the corner of her eye and rested on her cheek. A look of pure euphoria spread across her face. All worries faded. I may have been the only one that noticed her nipples stiffened, rising to twin points under her dress.

“Holy—” she muttered, unable to speak. “I've never—"

“Yes,” Rita agreed. “It is a religious event. No wonder it has been used in rituals throughout human history. You experience the touch of the divine.”

Rita pinched more powder into the bowl and applied the flame, inhaling deeply.

“Rita shouldn't be the only one dressed more comfortably,” Don said, deviously making his move. “Come on, Blake, let's find us something to wear. Rita, pick out something more relaxed for Mercy.”

Don led me away. A glance over my shoulder showed me Rita and Mercy leaving the room on unsteady legs.

“Mercy has never done anything like that,” I said.

“People constantly surprise me,” he said. “I've given up trying to figure people out. These days I just roll with it. I have some extra clothes in one of the bedrooms downstairs. I think we'll find something there.”

I followed him into a guest bedroom. He looked in several drawers and finally found some shorts and T-shirts he was happy with. He threw a few at me and then began to undress. He stripped quickly and then held up two shirts trying to decide. He turned and my gaze jumped to his cock. I couldn't help it. I had to see the thing that had been inside my wife. It was long and thick like a sausage and capped with a helmet head. Several thick veins ran the length. I looked away.

I undressed but stopped at my underwear. I pulled on the T-shirt and shorts and folded my suit and tie. He got dressed as well and we headed back to the main room. He poured more champagne. We talked about work as we waited for the women. We heard their voices approaching and looked up.

Rita had dressed Mercy in one of her lingerie outfits, ankle length, with a lace cover-up. Not too revealing but hinting at a lot. Mercy was clearly uncomfortable but trying not to show it.

“The pipe again?” Rita asked her.

“Yes, please.”

The women sat off to the side while Don and I continued to talk. It was hard to give him my full attention. I wanted to stare at these two feminine beauties. After a few minutes Mercy began fanning her face like she was overheating. Rita moved beside her and untied the lace cover up, lifting it off my wife’s shoulders and setting it aside. Wide strips of black satin strategically placed hid my wife's nipples, but sheer lace followed the curves of her breasts, between, along the sides, and under, all made sexier by what you could almost see. Don caught me staring.

“Extraordinary beauties, don't you agree?” he asked.

“Breathtaking.”

“Your wife has sampled the opium. Perhaps you'd like some as well?”

“No, I'm good with the champagne thank you.”

Rita lifted my wife's chin to gaze into her eyes.

“You are such a desirable woman,” she said.

Mercy froze. I expected her to pull away, but she didn't. She met Rita’s gaze and then lowered her eyes to look at the woman’s full lips. My heart skipped a beat. It looked like they were about to kiss.

Rita leaned closer and kissed my wife on the lips.

My penis woke a fuck up. What was happening?

Mercy looked surprised but she did not back away. After a moment's hesitation she closed her eyes, returning the kiss. Rita let her hand drift down until she traced the outline of my wife's breast. Mercy gasped. Rita drew her fingertips across the lace-covered curves, pausing to softly pinch a stiff nipple. My wife softly moaned.

“Well,” Don said. “This is something unexpected.”

I could tell he was lying. At that moment, I knew with certainty he and Rita had planned what was happening, or something very close to it. I didn't care. Watching gorgeous Rita kiss gorgeous Mercy was pure fantasy. I could feel annoyed for being manipulated but to what end? I wasn't about to take Mercy and leave, and I wasn't about to tell them to stop. My only path forward, truly, was to go along for the ride.

Rita caressed my wife's breasts and Mercy was fine with that, but when Rita started to slide her hand lower my wife stopped her with a hand on her arm. Rita responded by turning their kisses French. Mercy welcomed Rita’s tongue.

My dick was getting hard fast. It's always exciting to see beautiful women making out but the added charge of my wife being one of those women had my heart pounding. Their kisses grew more passionate and soon Rita made a second attempt to send her hand lower. This time Mercy did not stop her. Rita slowly eased her hand between my wife's legs, petting, caressing, moving higher up the inner thighs.

I had lost track of Don completely, so I was surprised when he entered my field of view, holding the long-stemmed pipe to Mercy's lips. The timing was perfect and evidence of their secret plot. He applied the flame and Mercy pulled hard, filling her lungs with smoke. Don backed away. Rita pressed her lips to Mercy’s and my wife exhaled as Rita inhaled, transferring the smoke and the high. Mercy suddenly moaned and I thought it was the euphoria hitting her again, but then I noticed Rita's arm moving and realized she had slipped a delicate finger into my wife's pussy.

“Oh, my Lord,” I whispered.

Don had returned to my side and now watched the women with me. I adjusted my rock-hard penis, trapped inside my tight underwear. Don noticed.

“Yeah,” he said. “Me too.”

I was unsure what he meant until he pulled the leg of his baggy shorts to the side and freed his oversized erection. He just left it standing there in the open while he sipped champagne. The women hadn't noticed, but they would sooner or later, and I had no idea what Mercy’s reaction would be. A big hard cock could break the spell and send her fleeing.

Rita noticed first. She planted a hot kiss on Mercy’s lips, while at the same time fixing her gaze on it and teasing my wife's clit. Mercy was making sounds I'd never heard before, hot, sultry sounds, moans and gasps growing in intensity and frequency. Rita was inching my wife towards orgasm. I was desperate to see it.

With the suddenness of a sociopath, Rita abandoned my wife and strode across the room to Don. She grabbed his hard, exposed cock and turned her back on all of us, pulling him out of the room by his appendage. Mercy was left gasping, bewildered, slowly opening her eyes to find herself alone on the couch. She looked at me questioningly, clearly under the influence.

“What—?” she murmured. “What—?”

I moved to her side quickly, wrapped my comforting arms around her.

“Rita left with Don,” I said. “You turned everyone on so much they had to leave to take care of it.”

She only half understood, dimly aware of what was happening around her, of how her dress of lace had shifted, exposing breasts, nipples, and pussy.

“Tell her to come back,” my wife pleaded. She clutched my arm. “Tell her to come back. Why did she leave? Did I do something wrong?”

A heartfelt feminine moan floated through the room before I could answer. Mercy turned her head to find the source of the sound. She stared at the hallway for a moment and then returned her attention to me.

“Are they doing it?” she asked.

“They are. You turned all of us on. You turned Rita on so much she craved cock.”

We heard the beginning of another feminine moan, but it quickly devolved into an animal groan. Rita and Don had left the bedroom door open intentionally. I was sure of it. They wanted us to hear them.

“Moans that loud can't be real,” Mercy said. “Is that Rita? She has to be exaggerating. What could Don be doing to her? Why is she making sounds like that? She must be acting.”

“Maybe she is.”

We stayed where we were, unsure what to do next. Mercy was high as a kite. We waited and listened. Rita’s cries of pleasure were enthralling.

“Take me to see her,” Mercy mumbled. “I don't believe it. I need to see what’s happening.”


Chapter 6

I helped her stand and together we crept down the hallway. We approached the open bedroom door, the same bedroom where Don and I had changed clothes. We peeked around the corner.

Don now sat in the big chair in the corner. He and Rita were naked, and she rode his big cock like a cowgirl, legs folded backwards and resting on his thighs. Her back was to us, so we saw his fat dick stretching her pussy wide. His huge ball sack rested on the chair cushion. His cock gleamed with her arousal, a rivulet of pussy juice crawling down his testicles. She offered her tits to his mouth as she dragged her tight slit up and down his veiny length. He sucked her nipples hard, sometimes playfully biting. Rita gasped and moaned, lost in ecstasy. His thick cock dominated her petite pussy, too big for that tight hole. We watched in silence for a while.

“Okay,” I whispered. “I believe her.”

“So do I,” my wife said.

We stared. Husband and wife, watching two people fuck. Mercy moved closer, pressing her warm body against mine. I’ve never tried it, but I suspected the opium flowing through her bloodstream had her nerves dancing. One look at her face, one look in her eyes told me she was experiencing some of the greatest pleasure of her life while standing still. I wished I had smoked a bowl too.

Don noticed us watching. He pulled Rita down for a kiss and then whispered something in her ear. She gave him a wicked smile and lifted her pussy up the length of his cock until he was free and fell with a wet slap against his stomach. Rita slithered off to one side, cupped his balls with one hand and raised his shaft with the other. She began licking all around the head, her tongue gliding around the crown and lapping at the hole at the tip. She turned her gaze to Mercy, an invitation behind her eyes. It took my wife a moment to realize what was being offered and when she did she took a frightened step backward, a hand rising to her throat.

“What is she thinking?” Mercy asked absolutely no one. “She thinks— I could never. She wants me to—”

My wife stepped close and squeezed me. She was burning up. She couldn't stay still, squirming as she watched Rita orally worship that big tube of manhood. She hugged me tighter, squeezing me.

“It's not me,” she muttered. “It's just not— I'm not the hot girl. Rita's the hot girl. I'm not the sexy girl. Rita’s the sexy girl. I can't do stuff like that. She can. I can't. I'm not the sexy girl."

I wanted to comfort her. I wanted to reassure her she is indeed the hot and sexy girl. But doing that would only send her to Rita, and I wasn't sure if I was ready to see that. Then she let go of my body and walked away, walked towards Rita and Don. Rita reached out her hand and Mercy took it, guiding my wife to her knees. She slipped a hand behind Mercy's head and with her other hand she held Don’s big hard cock upright. She steered my wife's mouth to the plump head. Mercy was mesmerized, running on pure instinct. Her lips parted and her mouth opened, and Rita brought the two together, maneuvering that hard dick between her lips and in.

I was flabbergasted. I was stunned. I was paralyzed. While my brain was in neutral, my eyes were in overdrive.

My wife closed her eyes and pushed her mouth as far down his cock as she could get it. Her throat bulged. Rita whispered encouragement, stroking my wife's hair, kissing her head. Mercy sucked hard as she drew her mouth up the shaft. She rotated when she held only the head in her mouth and then pushed down his length again.

Rita got to her feet. Her body was incredible. She tucked Mercy's hair out of the way and then helped her bob her mouth up and down his cock. When she was sure Mercy would keep going on her own, she left them and came to me. I scrambled to think of what to say but there was no time for that. Rita dropped to her knees in front of me and pulled down my shorts and underwear. Her hot, wet mouth enveloped me, and her lips quickly slid down to the root. Her tongue slipped out underneath and licked my balls. She sealed her lips around the shaft and created a suction stronger than I'd ever felt. I groaned before I could stop myself. She felt fantastic.

Mercy heard me groan, but she didn't care. Her mouth was stuffed. Her lips were stretched in a tight ring around his girthy shaft. Something had taken over her mind and it wasn't just the opium. She almost seemed frantic, gagging herself, desperate to cram as much cock meat into her mouth as possible.

Rita was masterful. Easily the most pleasurable blowjob I've ever received. She could have made me orgasm quickly, but she didn't. I'd feel it start and then she’d slow her sucking, only to speed up again before slowing down once more. She expertly worked my cock, knowing my eyes were glued to my unfaithful wife. Was she conditioning me? Was she training me to associate mind-boggling pleasure with such a sight? Who the fuck knows? What I did know was that watching Mercy suck cock while getting my cock sucked was the most erotic thing I've ever experienced. I could have orgasmed a dozen times already if not for Rita’s skillful handling. Instead, I watched my wife perform and came dangerously close to orgasm again and again.

Their scheme was perfect. We'd been played. I cared so much about shooting my load down Rita's vacuuming throat, that I cared almost nothing about Mercy gobbling my boss’s cock. In fact, the sight fueled my arousal. I got hotter watching something so taboo. I wanted to see him cum in her mouth. I wanted to see my sweet innocent wife gorging herself on Don’s load. His balls were as big as the rest of him. Mercy would swallow big mouthfuls of hot male essence. I wanted it more because she was so sweet and innocent.

“Don’t cum,” Rita warned, sensing how close I was.

Fucking bitch. Going off like a fire hose was all I wanted out of life. My balls ached, full of sperm, desperate to explode. I watched Don take ownership of my wife's mouth and all I wanted to do was orgasm.

“I'll keep sucking if you don't cum. If you do, it's over. I’ll go back to Don.”

It was a convincing argument. Some part of me, way in the back of my mind, knew I would have to deal with the emotions of Mercy sucking Don, but I wasn't going to do that right now. I got my dick under control. Rita felt me do it.

“Now he's going to fuck her,” she said, loudly enough for them to hear. “And you’re going to watch him do it.”

She slipped me back into her vacuuming mouth.

Don helped Mercy stand and then vacated the chair. He bent her at the waist and got behind her. She placed her hands on the cushion he had just left, and he flipped her lace dress up over her ass. She closed her eyes, waiting for it. He steadied her hips with one hand while grabbing the base of his cock with the other. He shuffled forward and Mercy’s head rose in time with her moan. Holy fucking shit! He was sinking his length into my wife. She was obviously drenched. Inch after inch slowly traveled deeper. She whimpered with pleasure. Rita’s expert handling kept my mind occupied. His hips drew closer to Mercy’s butt and then he placed both hands on her hips, holding her in place as he pushed the last few inches in. He pressed deeper still, stuffing her with cock, forcing himself in there, stretching her in every direction. She moaned and her body sagged. He waited, allowing both of them to experience the moment fully.

Something clicked in her mind. She opened her eyes and looked over her shoulder at me. These were sensations she recognized. She remembered once before being so filled with cock. Realization came rushing in despite the opium surging through her brain.

“It was you,” she moaned. “Oh, God. It was you.” She grabbed her tits and tortured the nipples, pinching and rolling them. “Fuck me,” she rasped. “Fuck me now like you did then.”

I expected him to thrust harder and faster. I expected him to hammer her unfaithful cunt. He did not. Instead, he withdrew less than an inch before pushing it back in again and forcing blood to expand his dick. Mercy groaned.

“You're so big,” she whimpered. “I never—"

He did it again. Mercy gasped.

Then, he did it again.

He was barely moving his hips, allowing her no respite, stuffing her and keeping her stuffed. She had no escape. She wanted no escape. She was breathing harder and faster, and I realized he was going to make her orgasm, doing almost nothing, just like he had that night under the blankets. Mercy drew a ragged breath. Her knuckles turned white as she gripped the chair. Don pumped her pussy slow and strong.

“She's squeezing me,” he growled. “She's clenching her pussy all around me. Her cunt is amazing. She's so tight.”

His hips were barely moving but Mercy was rocketing towards climax.

“Ooooooooooh fuuuuuuck!” she cried.

The muscles in her arms and legs clamped down. Don gasped as her pussy closed around his stiff inches. Mercy cried out again, a long screech as an orgasm tore through her. She was impaled on a spear of meat, on her tippy toes, her whole body locked down, experiencing something she’d never experienced before. She'd had orgasms, but never like this. Seeing and hearing her made it almost impossible for me to hold back my own. Rita was merciless, bringing me close, then backing off. I was ready. I couldn't take anymore. Watching Mercy get fucked was doing something to my brain. Circuit breakers I didn't even know I had were flipped open. If not for Rita and her total control of me, I would have sprayed semen everywhere.

Don began thrusting with short choppy strokes. Mercy’s long climax had begun to subside, but this change brought a whole new wave of moans and groans. Now Don was moaning right along with her. He was marching towards orgasm too. My gaze dropped to his large scrotum and dread seized me, but somehow the idea that those large balls contained buckets of sperm only added to my arousal. My boss was going to inseminate my wife right in front of me and I already knew I would do nothing to stop it. This had been their plan all along.

I'm a son of a bitch, because I wanted to see it.

Rita paused and I looked down at her to see why.

“When he cums,” she said. “I’ll make you cum too.”

I was thankful at first but then I realized her intent was probably to take me out of the game, Not provide me any relief. She got to work on my cock again. I glued my eyes to Don fucking my wife, now eagerly anticipating his ejaculation. I did not wait long. Rita was a fiend, stroking and sucking the shaft, tugging and twisting my balls. Don began breathing harder and faster. He moved his hands up to Mercy’s waist. His short strokes were driving my wife insane. She sounded like she was about to cum again. Hell, she might be in the middle of one. He was panting, and then suddenly filled his lungs and held his breath. He drove his thick cock all the way inside her and muscles clenched along his arms and legs. His scrotum pulsated. He was pumping sperm inside her.

“Fuck!” he exploded, unable to hold his breath any longer.

His goddamn ball sack continued to rise and fall. His puckered asshole scrunched and relaxed, scrunched and relaxed. So much!

Rita took my length to the back of her mouth and swabbed my balls from underneath. Her suction was intense. Reality caved my head in, and I exploded semen straight down her throat. I heard myself cry out, almost a scream, as I flooded her throat with a tortured load. My eyes were riveted to Don filling my wife’s womb. I came so hard I staggered against the wall. Rita moved with me, relentless, merciless, vacuuming out every drop I had. Pleasure mixed with pain. She was insistent, ruthless. My head filled with white noise and pleasure and pain spiked together. I squeezed my eyes shut, realizing she was pulling a second orgasm out of me. I wailed like a banshee. I'd never felt anything like it and hanging over everything was the unrelenting knowledge that Don was spurting himself into Mercy.

When I was able to focus again, I discovered I had slumped against a wall and slid to the carpet. I opened my eyes and tried to focus. Don sat once more in the big chair, Rita kneeling on one side, Mercy on the other. The women cherished his spongy penis, taking turns sucking on the head or dragging their tongues along the shaft or suckling on his tender hanging balls.

I looked down at my dick, still tingling with residual orgasmic pleasure. I raised my gaze to my wife nursing on his thick, soft dick. I knew our lives would never be the same. What we'd done, we’d done with intention. That was a big deal. In one night, everything had changed.


Chapter 7

Don and Rita left us alone. They just walked out of the guest bedroom naked, shutting the door behind them. Mercy and I avoided each other's eyes. What the fuck just happened? Rita had left the opium and the pipe behind, so I fired a bowl and did a huge hit.

“Give me more of that,” Mercy said.

I got it ready and held the lighter. She filled her lungs and exhaled slowly. We still had not looked at each other.

“Don fucked me,” she murmured. “It was Don that fucked me that night, not you. You had to know that. You knew it but pretended anyway. Why didn't you say something? Why did you hide it?”

“I don't know, Mercy. I guess I panicked a little. I wanted it to go away. I thought I could bury it and make it go away. Once I chose that path, I quickly found myself stuck on it. I told myself it was accidental, after we all changed positions under those blankets. I still don't know if Don did it intentionally or not.”

“I'm pretty sure it was intentional.”

“I couldn't confront him without turning our world upside down, and I couldn't ignore the fact that you orgasmed on his cock, and then desperately craved a repeat the next day. I wish I could have given that to you. I was sure you began to suspect then.”

“No, I'm too naive, I guess. I suspected nothing. I had no idea until he pushed into me from behind tonight. That's when I knew.”

We were quiet for a time, each lost in their own thoughts.

“Fuck,” she whispered, remembering. “He came inside me. Twice.”

“He did.”

“Forget about the first time for now. The first time you didn't know, so you couldn't stop him. This time you knew, but you didn't stop him. Was Rita that good?”

“It had nothing to do with how good Rita felt.”

“Then why not? You know the risks. My husband either wears a condom or pulls out, but he lets a man I barely know cum inside me? How does that make sense?”

I was tired of playing defense.

“The first time you thought it was me,” I retorted. “The second time you knew it was him. In fact, you made it happen. Was Don that good?”

She smiled.

“Touché.”

“You don't have to answer,” I said. “I saw the effect he had on you. I saw how much you loved it. That's why I never stopped him.”

“That's an incredible level of self-sacrifice. Was there nothing in it for you? It had to make you jealous.”

“It probably will tomorrow. I don't have room for that in my head right now.”

We left the pipe and got into the bed. We scooted close to each other. I pulled the covers over and she snuggled into my arms.

“How did I look?” she asked. “Did I look sexy? Was I hot like Rita?”

“Hotter.”

She pressed her cheek against my chest.

“I have a hard time believing that,” she said. “Rita is amazing. The woman is the embodiment of sex. Sex on two legs. Sex incarnate.”

“She's hot. I won't argue that. But she's got a practiced way about her, a kind of jaded demeanor. You have an innocence about you, a lack of experience. That's why you're hotter. I can see how you are overwhelmed, and I get caught up in it too. Anybody would. You draw me in, and I feel what you feel.”

“That makes sense,” she said. “Empathy. That also explains how you could see those things being done to me and not explode with rage. You're so sweet and loving that you saw how much I was enjoying it, and you were happy for me.”

She wiggled closer, pressing the length of her body against mine.

“You're ready for more,” I stated, slipping my hand down to squeeze a handful of butt cheek.

She softly kissed my skin.

“I am,” she admitted. “I can still feel him inside me. Baby, he's so big. He's so thick he just takes over my pussy. Like when a cat rolls over to show you its belly.”

I understood what she was actually saying. She wanted more sex, yes, but not with me, or more specifically, not with my cock. She wanted his. I was both hurt and thrilled by her rejection. Hurt because she didn't want me but thrilled that she was ravenous for more sex. A lusty Mercy was a thing to be desired. How many times over the years have I wished she was more sexual? Now here it was, dropped into my lap, but with a condition. She would become the more sexual creature I desired, but I must wait to have her. Another man will get to have her first.

“When he was in there,” she continued. “I just felt I would let him do whatever he wanted. I wanted him to never stop. I could have kept going, just taking his cock and cumming and taking his cock and cumming. It was amazing, Baby.”

“Does it bother you that he is my boss?”

She kind of shrugged.

“Honestly, I haven't thought about it. I haven't thought about him as a person at all. That probably sounds terrible. I feel bad saying that. I wasn't hot to fuck your boss. I was hot to get fucked by that dick.”

“It could have been attached to any man?”

“Just about. You know I have limited experience. I have never encountered anything close to that.”

I pulled her closer.

“Would you go to his bedroom and fuck him again right now if you could?”

“Without hesitation. But he and Rita left because they wanted to be alone, so that's not an option. If it was, and you were okay with it, definitely.”

I felt my heart skip. I said nothing about it, but her words gave me a rush.

“Let's sleep on it,” I said. “This has been a crazy night, and everything is in upheaval. We may not be thinking straight. Let's give ourselves a night and see how we feel in the morning.”

“Okay, Baby.”

We were both asleep almost as soon as we stopped talking.


Chapter 8

I awoke to the soft sound of my phone alarm reminding me I played golf with Casey in half an hour. Mercy slept a deep, exhausted sleep. I'd watched her sleep a thousand times over the years and I recognized the signs. This girl was out. She would sleep until noon. A bomb would fail to wake her. If I tried to take her with me I would be late by the time she got up and got moving, and like I mentioned earlier, I like to be a punctual person. I also considered the fact that we’d driven here separately. I eased from the bed and grabbed a pen and paper to scrawl a note, explaining where I'd gone. I dressed quickly and took one last look at my sleeping wife before I departed.

I met Casey at the clubhouse, and we chatted before we hit the links. Of course, as always, he lobbied for Mercy to be his model. I laughed it off. I mentioned nothing about the night I had just experienced and did an outstanding job of hiding my unresolved emotions. I even managed to beat him by five strokes. Four hours later I was seated in my car in the club parking lot, typing out a text to Mercy.

Are you home now? I sent.

Yes, came her reply.

I felt an immediate sense of relief that she was out from under Don’s roof.

I am headed home, I wrote. Is there anything I should stop to get? Milk? Ice cream? Butter?

Yes, she replied. Plan-B

Shit. She was right. Reality hit me in the gut like a kick.

Last night was twelve hours ago, I quickly typed, worried. What if we're already too late?

Long minutes ticked off. Angst filled my belly. She was taking more time than I thought needed for a response.

His cock was in me was only minutes ago, she confessed. I just got home.

I swear my body burst into flames. Fuck. Holy shit. They'd done it again. While I was out knocking a little white ball around sculpted lawns, Don and Mercy were in bed fucking. They'd had hours. How many times had they done it? How could I be so naïve? I had rushed off and left her in the lion's den. Images of them together raced through my mind like pornography. Jesus. I saw them fucking in every position. Of course she went back for more. He rocked her world. This was like nothing she'd ever known before. She told me that herself. I'm an idiot.

How many times? I asked.

The Plan-B is for the two extra loads he pumped into me. I don’t need contraception for his load in my belly.

My dick was swelling rapidly. He’d filled her womb two more times. I didn't do the math, but I think he had shot something like four loads into her womb in the last seventy-two hours. Equally amazing, or perhaps even more so given her history, was the load she'd swallowed. Mercy usually finds a way to avoid that. Not this time.

I read her messages again, and then I read her messages again. They were simple words, but they hit me so hard. I started typing out that I would stop by the pharmacy on the way home and my phone buzzed with an incoming message. Casey.

Talk to her, brother, he'd written. She's got the kind of face and body that sells. I could pay her so well and she could keep her clothes on.

I was not in the mood to listen to his whining. I ignored him and finished my text to Mercy. I started the car. I stopped on the way home to pick up the Plan-B and noticed my hands were shaking as I pulled it off the shelf. My thoughts were surprisingly blank but trembling hands told me a lot was happening on the subconscious level. I got home soon after and Mercy met me at the door, naked and unwashed.

“Did you get the pills?” she asked.

“I did.”

“Let's go to bed. You can cum in me, since I'm taking that pill.”

I was instantly excited by the prospect. We plan on having kids someday but not yet. To finish inside her was a dream. I took her hand to lead her to the bedroom. I thought about how much sperm she had already inside her. We'd be wiping mine out along with his.

“What happened?” I asked.

She stopped us in the hallway.

“What do you think happened?” she said. “Exactly what you think happened is what did happen. As soon as you pulled away from the curb, Don was on me. I was awakened by the tip of a penis brushed against my lips. Rita had passed out, exhausted, but insatiable Don wanted me again and I told you what I wanted before you ever left. It's hard to say no to an erect penis. That's something I recently learned about myself. I scooted back and lifted the covers so he could see my naked body. He climbed into bed and fucked me for hours.”

I ran my eyes over her. Her breasts had patches of red where his whiskers had scratched her. Her nipples were pink and swollen from abuse. Her hair was a mess, and her sweet pussy lips were enlarged, puffy from use.

“You got what you wanted after all,” I said.

“I sure did.”

“How was it?” I asked. “Without me there. Without Rita around. How was it?”

She lifted her arms to her side, posing, showing off, granting me a full, unobstructed view of her well-fucked body. I saw streaks of semen on her inner thighs.

“Like nothing I've ever experienced,” she said. “It was pure, uninhibited sex. When you and I go to bed, we make love. Even when we get passionate and wild, for us, we’re making love. Don fucks me. I understand the difference now. I'd never been fucked before Don came along. He fucks me like an animal, and I’m embarrassed to admit I love it. I lose myself in it. Don't be hurt. I'm not saying it's better than making love with you. I'm saying it's different, in a category by itself. I want my life to have both.”

“I can learn to fuck you.”

She shook her head, smiling.

“No, Baby. You can’t. There's no way to separate love from your touch. No matter what we try, you and I will always be making love. Plus, fucking me requires more dick than I can handle. I love feeling overwhelmed with cock.”

“Are you saying sex with Don will be a regular thing now?”

“No, it doesn't have to be Don.”

This was a lot to digest all at once. I stood there staring at her. She went on.

“Did you know Don has been trying to get me in bed since the first time I met him? We were oblivious to his efforts. I think back now and I'm embarrassed. I was so naïve. We both were. He made all these attempts at seduction, and we missed them all. I felt so stupid. I didn't believe him. He went back over them all with me, pointing out the things he said, suggestions he made. I was mortified but it also turned me on. He has desired me so much for so long. It's a shame he's such an ass. Although maybe that's a good thing. He would be hard to resist if he was also charming.”

“It will turn our lives upside down.”

“Understood. I'm not saying it has to be him. I'm not saying it has to be anyone. I'm just saying I think I'd like it very much if it was someone. Is that something you can get your head around? I know I'm asking a lot. Can we find a way? You don't have to give me an answer right now, and maybe I'm still being naive to think such an arrangement is possible. Maybe I'm just caught up in the euphoria of recent events. Maybe I'll come back down to earth and realize I'm being stupid. Maybe in the next few days I'll have to beg for your forgiveness for acting like such a fool.”

She did not wait for my answer. She approached me slowly and sank to her knees, sitting on her heels. She calmly opened the front of my pants. She pulled them down along with my underwear and stared at my soft hanging cock and balls. I wondered what she was thinking. Was she comparing what I had to what Don has? She had to be. We are the only two penises in her life.

“His sperm tastes good,” she said, reaching for my balls. She lifted them with both hands, spreading the skin, scrutinizing my testicles. “I don't know what goes on inside that large ball sack of his, but he produces some delicious cream. Can you believe I actually swallowed his load? I milked it right out of him. I was hungry for it. Bad girls swallow. Sexy girls swallow. That's the first time I've ever done that. You know, chased it with the intention of sucking it out and swallowing it. I almost killed him. You should have seen how hard he came.”

Goddamn it. Her constant flow of words was causing me to rise.

“I've never been the girl that fucked men. I've had girlfriends that were, girlfriends that were confident, but it was never me. I was always too shy, too afraid of what other people would think or say. I waited for men. This experience with Don has been eye opening. I hope you're not ready to shut the door and leave this world behind. I'll let you fuck Rita, or another hot babe we stumble upon. I think that's fair. Deal?”

I was rock hard and sticking straight out, aimed right at her face. I honestly couldn't say if it was the prospect of hot new lovers, or if some part of me was drawn to this new version of Mercy.

“I've decided I'm going to swallow your load like I did his. I was going to let you fuck me, but my pussy is too tender from his big dick. The idea of you guys mingling in my tummy is kinky and hot, plus I think it's important that my husband has the same swallowing privileges as my lover. I just wish you tasted as good.”

She placed the head of my cock in her mouth and whipped her tongue around the ridge. I groaned. I could already feel that I would not last long.


Chapter 9

“She said yes?” Casey asked, amazed.

“She did,” I said. “I'm as surprised as you are.”

He shook his head as if to clear it and looked around his empty studio. I wondered if he was picturing Mercy already.

“I doubt that. I've been trying to get her for years. Years. No model ever resisted me the way she has. It bruises a man's ego.”

“You needed to be taken down a notch.”

He scoffed at me.

“What's the photo shoot going to be about?” I asked. “What is Mercy going to sell for you? Soup?”

Casey laughed.

“I'm scheduled for a line of canned soups, but yeah, no way am I wasting Mercy on that. I will jump ahead to the swimsuit collection I have scheduled and use her as my only model. The client will love it. Some of the suits are pretty racy. You think she'll be okay with that? I don't want to do anything that's going to offend you or her.”

I showed him my palms in a shrug.

“She's her own woman, brother. Try to take it as far as you want. She will pump the brakes when you get to the line. You don't have to worry about protecting either one of us. She's learned how to say no.”

He studied my face.

“What's different?” he asked. “Something's changed. Are you guys good? Is your marriage solid? Both of you are happy?”

“Blissful. Never better, actually.”

He didn't believe me.

“Something's changed. It's cool if you don't want to tell your best friend. Whatever. But I can tell something’s up.”

He was right. I did not want to tell my best friend. How can I tell him my boss fucked the hell out of my wife?

“Just take the goddamn pictures.”

“Aye, aye, captain. You want to be here for it? Wait for me in the office like you usually do? Keep an eye on me with the monitors?”

“I hadn't considered that. It might be fun to watch her pose.”

“You should take me up on it. Something happens to women when you aim a camera at them. Not every woman, obviously, but enough to make me think they have exhibitionism in their DNA. This being her first time, you don't want to miss it.”

“All right. I'll enter your office from the parking lot in back like usual. Don't tell her I'm watching. We want her as relaxed and natural as possible.”

“Sounds perfect.” He looked around his studio again. “I can't believe I finally get to photograph her. Let me give her a call and hear what she has to say.”


Chapter 10

He had to wait until the weekend. Mercy barely mentioned her upcoming shoot to me. We were standing in our kitchen when I asked if she was nervous, and she admitted she was.

“Would you like me to be there with you?” I asked, hoping she'd say no.

“No. It's better if you aren't. I'm still shy on the inside. You'll see the pictures after. That will be good enough.”

“Will you feel safe with Casey?”

She laughed softly.

“Yes, completely. Casey has been infatuated with me since the day we met. I think his crush is cute. He won't try anything. He's a sweet man.”

I left it at that. She was probably right.

“What are your plans for the day?” she asked.

“I’m going to the office to get some extra work done. Don has been an asshole lately. He's bothered that you didn't come back for more, and he's taking it out on me. He was already difficult to work with. Now he's almost unbearable.”

“Sorry, Baby. I made it clear to him I had no interest in a relationship. I just used him for his dick. He liked that idea at first but thought I would change my mind and when I didn’t, he turned mean. He tried to coerce me. Now there's no way I’ll fuck him again, especially since he's treating my beloved husband poorly.”

“Thank you, Honey.”

I felt bad about lying to her, so I rationalized that it was actually more like an observational social experiment. What would Mercy do? These were uncharted waters. Besides, I really wanted to watch.

Don had been all over Mercy in the days following our wild night. He assumed she was his whenever he wanted. I was worried Mercy would feel the same and want to spend every day in his bed, but that's not what happened. She felt no affection towards the man. Her attraction was purely physical. He'd introduced her to something she really liked, and she was grateful for it, but she felt no debt, no connection. He had a hard time accepting that. He felt his cock and his wealth were enough to permanently snare any woman. It made him angry that she could use him and then discard him.

She gave him a taste of his own medicine.

I was relieved. It was bad enough that my boss and my wife had been intimate. I caught myself staring at him a hundred times a day, or more specifically, staring at his crotch. I'd seen the beast hidden behind those six-hundred-dollar Ralph Lauren dress slacks. I knew the lion that slept there. I'd seen for myself the power it had over my wife, what it was capable of doing to her. I was thankful she was able to turn her back on him.

Mercy and I had some decisions to make. I suspected there was no way we could simply abandon this thing she’d discovered. She was going to be naturally curious. I could either face that head on or make myself sick with worry when I called one day, and she didn't answer. I reasoned it was better we explored this as a couple, with no secrets between us. That was going to be difficult situations we would face, but we would face them together. I would face them as her loving husband.

“What are you thinking?” she asked, snapping me out of my reverie.

“I was thinking about Don,” I said, avoiding lying as much as possible. “He's a hard-nosed prick. It torments him that you were able to walk away.”

“He'll get over it.”

“Eventually. All right, Darling. I'm going to leave now.”

We kissed a few times and hugged for several minutes.

“Brave new world,” she murmured.

We parted. I got in my car and drove in one direction; she got in her car and drove the other. I took a long route. By the time I arrived at Casey’s studio, Mercy was already inside. I followed my usual routine, noting that this time he already had the office blinds closed. I could watch the monitors without fear of being discovered. I pulled his chair over, eager to see what was happening, and selected the first camera.

My jaw dropped.

Mercy and Rita stood dressed in white lingerie. Mercy had her arms coiled lovingly around Rita’s neck. Rita had her arms around Mercy’s waist. The two women gazed into each other's eyes with open lust, their bodies straining against the sheer lace. I felt the heat they gave off all the way back here.

“Praise God,” I muttered. “What is happening here? How is this possible?”

I had stumbled into Mercy’s secret boudoir photo shoot. It was probably her intention to surprise me with these pictures. I have a birthday coming up soon. Casey circled like a bird of prey, snapping pictures and giving direction. The women were compliant, following his instructions without hesitation. He had them kiss and I held my breath. Such unbelievable feminine beauty.

I reached for the record button but noticed Casey had already activated it. He wasn't taking photographs. He was recording a video. I grabbed the control stick and zoomed the best angle. Rita brushed her fingertips down Mercy’s back and then drifted around in front, teasing my wife's nipple. Mercy slid her hands down to Rita’s firm round ass and squeezed, lifting the twin spheres just like every guy would.

Mercy eased the lace aside and exposed Rita’s breast. My wife gently pinched the nipple, causing it to grow and stiffen, and then moved her pretty face close, close enough to exhale warm air on the little brown nub before slipping Rita into her mouth. My penis came to life. This might be more than mere boudoir photographs. She gently sucked, pulling her mouth away to show the camera how the wet nipple now stood up. She closed her mouth on it again and sucked harder. Rita slipped her hand down to gently rub Mercy’s pussy. She sucked my wife's nipple through the lace. Mercy’s head fell back a little.

They had started this weeks ago and been interrupted by Don’s large penis. Now they were back in each other's arms. Rita was obviously more experienced. Mercy was not her first woman. She took the lead, guiding my wife as they kissed and caressed and slowly undressed each other. Casey had aimed spotlights at a satin covered mattress on the stage, and Rita led my wife there now. She sat on the edge and then leaned back on her elbows. She spread her knees, inviting Mercy. My wife looked at the offered pussy and knelt between those spread thighs.

“Oh my God,” I whispered. “It's happening.”


Chapter 11

I took my dick out.

Rita placed her hand behind my wife's head and slowly drew her in. I thought my heart would explode. Mercy obediently bowed, lips parting, mouth opening. Rita guided my wife to her pussy and my wife dutifully began to lick. I began to slowly stroke. Rita used both hands to hold Mercy’s head in place and move my wife’s mouth where she wanted. She pressed her cunt against my wife’s tongue, grinding slow, small circles. It was one of the hottest things I've ever seen. Rita hooked her heel behind Mercy’s neck, freeing her hands. She cupped her own breasts, tweaking the nipples as my wife devoured her first cunt.

“I'm sorry I'm late,” I heard a deep voice say through the glass. “Traffic.”

I pinched the control stick and switched cameras, zooming.

Dwayne.

He wore baggy shorts and a baggy T-shirt and flip flops. He dropped a backpack onto the floor.

“Where do you want me?” he asked.

What the fuck was happening?

“Get undressed,” Casey said. “Join the girls on the bed.”

He pulled his shirt off, revealing his fit torso, and shucked his shorts down, revealing his large black cock. I jumped to the other camera to check the ladies’ reaction and was shocked to find both smiling and waiting. This had never been about boudoir photography. Rita stretched out an arm, welcoming the man. Mercy left the bed, nude, and approached him. I could tell by the way Dwayne was devouring every inch of my wife that this was his first time seeing her naked. The women did the same, eyes roaming every dark sculpted inch of the man.

“Thank you for helping me exact my revenge,” he said.

He was close enough now that Rita lifted his heavy cock on her palm.

“I think I speak for both of us,” she said. “When I say it is our pleasure.”

Everybody laughed. Mercy eyed Dwayne’s thick snake.

“You were not exaggerating,” she told Rita.

“Don has hidden cameras in the downstairs guest bedroom,” Rita said. “One of the nights Dwayne and Lashonda had too much to drink they stayed over. I watched the video without Don knowing. I saw them undress and get ready for bed. I decided right then I would fuck the man before I died. I was delighted when he called me, plotting revenge.”

She tugged on Dwayne’s dick a few times.

“This bad boy is going to feel amazing,” Rita said. “Let's get him hard.”

Both women tried to kneel, but Dwayne stopped them. He slid between them, his cock still in Rita's hand, and backed towards the bed. They followed him onto it, and he placed his back against the headboard. Rita took one side and Mercy took the other. He slipped his arms across their shoulders. The two women looked at each other and chuckled. Rita held the man's cock upright. The women chuckled again and then Rita guided my wife's mouth down to Dwayne’s cock. I gasped as Mercy hesitated a moment and then opened wide and eased him in. Her lips closed around his girth, and she held his head in there while her tongue began to circle the crown.

I zoomed.

A big black cock in her mouth looked amazing. I could not believe I was looking at the same woman. There was my wife's beautiful face, speared by a big black cock.

“Incredible,” I muttered.

“Isn't it?” said a feminine voice behind me.

Fear shot through me. I spun the chair. Lashonda. Smiling. Eyes laughing.

“What the fuck?” I said. “What are you doing here?”

I instinctively tried to block the monitor with the chair, bros looking out for bros.

“Don't worry,” she said. “I know Dwayne is out there. I like to sit in the control booth like you and watch when Casey uses him to make a video.

My mind was tumbling down a deep hole.

“What are you talking about?” I asked.

Lashonda pulled a stool over and sat. She glanced at the monitor, watching my wife suck her husband's cock.

“It's a rush, ain't it?” she said. “I love it. I love watching the power my man has over these suburban housewives. It's beautiful. He's got a harem of fine white women. They give him money. They buy him jewelry. He got a Rolex the other day. Nothing combats marital boredom like a big black cock. More and more white wives are discovering that truth every day.”

I was speechless.

“I— I worked with Dwayne for years,” I stammered. “I had no idea. How long has this been going on?”

“Since shortly after he started at the company. We’d meet bored wives at Don’s social events. Beautiful wealthy white people. No offense, but it's especially sweet to fuck a white couple in their own big bed in their own big house.”

“I imagine it is.”

“You know, it's the real reason Don fired Dwayne. He suspected Rita had helped herself. When he saw Dwayne’s big black dick and knew Rita had worshiped the thing, it was too much for him. Dwayne had to go. Weak ego little boy. You, on the other hand, seemed to be having a much different reaction.”

I blushed. I couldn't stop it.

“Mercy does look incredibly sweet working a nice suction on that thing. She’s so pretty. I understand why you find it sexy. I do too.”

There was no denying it, so I didn't bother trying. Lashonda jerked her chin at the erection I was trying to hide.

“Do you mind if I join you?” she asked.  “I interrupted. Sorry. I believe you were about to masturbate while watching my husband fuck your wife. It's okay. I get off watching, same as you.”

She rolled the stool closer to the monitors, leaning in for a close-up of my wife sucking her husband's cock. She unbuttoned her jeans and pushed them down to her knees. Her underwear followed.

“Go ahead,” she told me. “You jerk. I'll rub.”

She chuckled at her joke, and I did too. I looked at the monitor and Mercy’s expression of pure undiluted lust. Playing with Rita had been fun, but she lacks a penis, and cock is what Mercy loves. I could see it on her face. She got as much pleasure from his cock in her mouth as he did. I don't know why that fact turned me on so much, but it did. I glanced over at Lashonda. She was focused on the action. I looked down at her bald pussy and watched her tease herself for a minute. One hand played with her clit while the other pumped a finger in and out. She had obviously done this many times.

I returned my attention to the screen. Rita was busy nursing on those big black balls. I felt a grim satisfaction that Dwayne had fucked Don’s woman, and Don knew it. Rita looked like she was busy with melting ice cream. Her tongue painted wide swaths all over that jet black sack. Mercy soon began to work her lips down the shaft, but his thickness and her inexperience prevented her from taking a lot. It didn't matter. Her lack of sexual sophistication made everything hotter. It was a turn on to see her struggle with such a mighty black dick. She said nothing but I knew Lashonda agreed.

Dwayne continued to engorge, giving his cock a gentle curve. Mercy was forced to back off the head and joined Rita swabbing his shaft and balls. The man must have been in Heaven. Two gorgeous women attacked his meat like they needed his sperm.

“You know why they are making him hard and wet,” Lashonda teased.

“I do.”

“You know what's coming next.”

“I think I do.”

“Dwayne is a friend. He's a colleague. How are you going to feel with his nut inside Mercy?”

“I will let you know. This is all a kind of insanity. I hated when Don came inside her, but if I'm honest I must admit it fueled a wild erotic fire inside me. I imagine I'll feel something like that if Dwayne cums in her.”

“Oh, he will,” she said, confidently. “He's mentioned her many times over the years. Your wife is quite attractive. Every husband agrees. Every man you work with at that fucking company wants her. I have overheard comments. You need to be on guard. Someone will betray you.”

I nodded and returned my attention to the monitor. Dwayne was a thick black spear. Rita held him upright, both hands circling the base. Mercy was quickly getting her legs into position over the man, her eyes glued to his weapon.

“Are you going to be able to handle this?” Lashonda asked. “Most husbands cannot. I've seen men in tears.”

“No tears,” I said. “Look how she stares at it. Look how badly she wants it. How could I deny her?”

I understood Lashonda’s point, however. Mercy looked wildly sexy. Watching her do what she was doing was turning me on, but there was an ache in my chest, a fear that what I actually witnessed was the end of my marriage. My head knew that was a lie, but my heart wasn't as sure.

Mercy reached down to grab his hard cock just behind the head. She lowered her pussy to him, searching for her opening with his dick. She found it. She wedged him in there and then straightened her back, easing her weight down on him.

“God,” Lashonda breathed. “I love this part.”

For me it was more of a love-hate thing. Mercy aligned her body and he slowly penetrated as she sank down onto him. I watched change come over her with each vanishing inch. Goosebumps rose along her arms. Her nipples, untouched, stiffened as his invasion progressed. Her jaw went slack. Her head fell back. She filled her empty space with his throbbing black meat and lost herself to the sensation.

“Do you see it?” Lashonda whispered.

“I do,” I admitted, although it killed me to say so.

My wife held that pose as more and more of his cock disappeared up inside her. At last, her labia spread as they reached the base of his cock. She shuddered, stuffed, filled completely. He offered his hands, and they laced their fingers. My wife pulled her pussy halfway up his length before sinking down on him again.

“Oh, God,” she groaned.

“That bitch is going to make me cum,” Lashonda muttered. “I'm not ready to cum and that bitch is going to make me. Mercy is all kinds of sexy.”

Lashonda stopped playing with herself. She watched the screen intently, mesmerized by her husband's effect on my wife. I was mesmerized too. It was hard to watch but I absolutely could not look away. Mercy began to ride faster, dragging her cunt up and down his rigid length. Rita moved higher, softly kissing and licking my wife's breasts. Mercy jumped at first, startled by the additional stimulation, but quickly relaxed and lost herself in the feelings. I marveled at the sight. I cycled through the various camera angles, enjoying the torment. Casey never stopped moving, circling the bed, capturing everything.

Rita soon grew jealous.

“My turn,” she insisted, pushing Mercy off Dwayne.

All three of them laughed. Rita climbed atop the man and drove him deep, grinding her hips against his. Lashonda began masturbating again. I understood where the thrill was for her. Rita rode Dwayne hard and fast, eagerly chasing her orgasm. She came like thunder, body turned rigid before melting and collapsing. Dwayne rolled her aside and grabbed Mercy by the wrist. He spun my wife around and picked her up, throwing her on her back, grabbing her around the thighs. Mercy searched frantically for his cock, finding him, guiding him in with both hands. His black ass began to rise and fall, pumping that stiff dark rod. He lowered his big lips to her stiff nipples and feasted. She clawed at his back, wrapping her legs around his, trying desperately to get every inch of the man buried.

I almost spurt.

I released my penis. I pulled my hands away before it was too late. Mercy was ravenous for his cock. I was stunned at the power that slab of meat had over her. She dragged her heels up under his ass, helping him fuck her. I almost didn't recognize her as the same woman, except I did, and the sight blew my mind. That was my wife under him, so eagerly accepting his inches. He increased the speed and strength of his thrusting and soon pounded her into the bed. A constant stream of moans and groans flowed from her throat.

“Harder,” she croaked. “God! Harder. No one has ever fucked me like this.”

Dwayne reached under to scoop her ass. He tilted her hips, and she cried out as he reached new, deeper places. His cock was a piston.

“Fuck!” she cried. “So hard!”

He was, and not just his cock. The man was fit, with strong muscular arms and legs, a body very different from mine and Don’s. Probably the first masculine male body she’d ever experienced. It had to feel like a true man was fucking her this time. It had to feel so different. Dwayne was nothing like me and Don. My wife's response was proof of that. She was so vocal, so wet.

“You are going to have a problem on your hands,” Lashonda prophesized.

I knew what she meant. She meant later tonight. She meant tomorrow and the next day and every day from now on. No way would Mercy turn her back on something this hot. No way would she be satisfied with merely Don and Dwayne. Lashonda spun her legs towards me and spread her thighs.

“Lick my pussy,” she said. “Eat me while I watch my husband fuck your wife. Make me cum and I'll let you use Dwayne again when Mercy simply has to have it, because I can tell you right now, she will.”

I looked at her juicy brown slit and the narrow thread of pink. I got down on my knees and licked her bald cunt. She grabbed my head and started watching the action again, using me and the sight of her husband to get herself off. I was thankful to look away. Watching Mercy get the fucking of her life had me on the edge. I feared if I touched my dick, I'd spew. I focused all my attention on this dripping honeyed slit and decided ripping an orgasm out of Lashonda would be my life's mission. She watched Dwayne conquer my sweet Mercy. When she came, she came hard.

I returned to my seat. Lashonda looked wiped out. Dwayne had Mercy on all fours, fucking her from behind. Her tits bounced and swung wildly. Her face showed pure ecstasy. She must have orgasmed several times while I was busy on Lashonda, because her expression was deeply satisfied. Dwayne was driving towards climax, holding her hips firmly as he pumped his cock in and out. I began to stroke, still so close. I scrutinized every inch of their bodies, burning their mating into my brain. Dwayne's muscles flexed and clinched, and he drove his penis all the way in. He opened his mouth in a silent scream and released his flood of seed. His ball sack contracted again and again and again, and I could take no more, launching long white streaks across Casey’s concrete office floor. The insemination of my wife roared in my head like a jet engine. I spurt and spurt and spurt.


Chapter 12

Rita lost her temper at Don, and, as a way to hit back and have it hurt, played the Dwayne video for him. She got the desired reaction. Don was crushed. He broke up with her, kicked her out of his mansion, and then went one step further and fired me. I panicked jobless for a full three days, until Dwayne called and explained he'd heard what happened and said I could easily get a job at his new company. Turns out he was right. I accepted, pleased that my pay would be higher, but I was a little worried that Dwayne and Lashonda would be in our lives more than ever. Mercy was delighted by the news. Lashonda had been correct; now that she'd gotten a taste, my wife could not let this new life go.

But before all that, I'd arrived home first after the photo shoot and taken a quick shower. I was waiting in bed when she walked in. She was surprised to see me but gave me a mischievous grin anyway. She pulled a DVD out of her purse and handed it to me.

“I made you a birthday surprise,” she said. “I think you're going to like it. Lord knows I did.”

I sat it on the bed.

“I was there,” I confessed. “I parked behind the building and entered Casey’s office through the back door. I saw everything.”

She giggled.

“You're so sweet to confess so quickly. I knew you were there. We all knew you were there. How do you think Lashonda knew to circle around and join you?”

I admit she caught me flat footed.

“Truly?” I asked.

“Of course. I'm glad you were there. Knowing you were watching gave me total freedom. I held nothing back. I'm sure you saw it.”

“I did.”

I was suddenly as hot for my wife as I had ever been. She must have seen some look in my eyes because she took a step back.

“Strip,” I demanded.

She looked thrilled. She began undressing and I soon discovered she'd worn home the same white lingerie. She slowed the removal of her undergarments, giving me a chance to drink in her lace covered body.

“You put fire in my blood,” I said.

She was getting as turned on as me. At last, she was down to a lace teddy and panties. She pulled a satin ribbon, and the teddy fell away from her body. She doesn't take it off as much as it falls away from her, like gravity and the whole universe wanted to see her naked. I'm reminded of the day I came home after Don had enjoyed her for hours. Her body shows all the same signs; messy hair, skin pink from whisker burn, swollen pussy and nipples. She climbs onto the bed and stands over me. I lift the DVD and place it on my nightstand. She says nothing, gazing down at me, waiting for my eyes to lift and land on her pussy, which they do. She wants me to eat her. I see it in her eyes. The truth is, I'm dying to.

“Thank God I still have some Plan-B,” she teases.

I can't take anymore. She screams with surprised delight as I scoop her up and spin her around, dropping her onto the pillows. My face is buried in her cunt before she hits the bed. Her legs curl around behind my neck and her fingers tangle in my hair. I pushed my tongue in as far as I could get it, and she groaned from deep in her heart.

“Yesssssssss,” she moans. “Mind reader.”

I slip a finger in to get it wet and then press it against her puckered asshole. I ease it in at the same time I begin torturing her clit, sucking and licking. I'm going to make my wife orgasm. I need to make my wife orgasm. My finger pumps her ass as my tongue coils around her clit and probes deep inside her.

She belongs to me and no one else. I can feel that all the way down to my bones. With the same certainty, I know she feels the same way. She's discovering new things about herself and so am I.

Whatever comes next, Mercy and I will face it together.

End.
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