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Chapter 1


The sound of the door slamming woke me up with a jolt. The empty tumbler of whisky I’d fallen asleep with fell out of my hand and rolled on the carpeted floor.
 

The sound of giggling drifted in from the hall and a moment later Amy and Lisa came teetering into view, long arms around each other’s necks, bare legs a little pink from the cold.
 

I rubbed the sleep out of my eyes and watched them almost fall into the living room, stripping away jackets and letting them fall to the floor.
 

My cock stirred. Any time they came home like this it usually meant good news for me.
 

The two of them fell down onto the couch next to me and started making out. The smell of booze mingled with perfume wafted towards me.
 

I settled back to enjoy the show.
 

Lisa touched Amy’s cheek with her fingers and let them trail down past her jaw, along her neck, down the top of the black dress Amy was wearing until they outlined the line of her plump breasts. She cupped one in her palm and gave it a gentle knead.
 

Amy broke away from the kiss, then tilted her head and let her tongue flick out, playing with Lisa’s. She opened her eyes, turned slightly and looked at me sideways as Lisa trailed kisses down her neck leaving wet stains as she went.
 

“You had a good time then?” I asked, my voice gravelly with sleep.
 

Amy giggled again.
 

Lisa slid off the couch, hiked up the dress Amy was wearing, peeled her underwear to one side and pressed her mouth against Amy’s snatch.
 

Amy inhaled, slowly, as if savouring a cigarette, then expelled the breath with a lusty sigh. She reached out, wrapped her hand around the back of my head and pulled me towards her.
 

As our lips met she plunged her tongue into my mouth, hungry and searching for mine. She smelled like wine and cigarettes and pot, all those scents mingling with the dank musk of her cunt wafting from between her legs.
 

It made me hard as a rock. I pulled away and stared into her bloodshot but still beautiful blue eyes. “What are you on?” I asked. Not that it normally mattered. But I thought we’d made an agreement, Amy and I.
 

Her eyes closed and opened lazily.
 

The sounds of Lisa munching on her muff slapped around the room.
 

Amy smiled. “A little coke. A little pot. A lot of booze.”
 

For some reason this made Lisa start giggling between Amy’s legs. The tickle started Amy laughing. She pushed Lisa away as the two of them broke into peals of laughter.
 

Lisa was a mess, I could tell. She was way farther gone than Amy, seemed like she could barely keep her balance to sit up. Her mouth was covered in her own spit and Amy’s mucus. As she finished laughing she wiped it off with the back of her hand and nearly fell backwards. She shook her head. “I’ve gotta sleep,” she muttered. “I’m fucked,” she announced. Not a second later she was lying on her side on the carpet, snoring like a fat middle aged man.
 

Amy giggled. She glanced down between her legs, then looked at me pouting at the unfinished job. “Will you?” she asked.
 

Of course I wanted to. I loved making Amy happy. But we’d made an agreement and it didn’t seem fair that she’d broken it. I didn’t want to reward her for that. “I thought you were going to stop this shit?” I said quietly.
 

Amy tilted her head and sighed. “Last time, I promise. You know what Lisa’s like.”
 

I knew too well what Lisa was like.
 

“You can’t be going out and getting drunk and smoking pot if you might be pregnant. It’s not good for the…”
 

“I’m not pregnant,” she said, slapping her hand on my chest.
 

“What?”
 

“I’m not pregnant. I know I’m not. I’ve been getting cramps all week,” she whispered back. “I hate not being on birth control.”
 

A silence fell between us.
 

My cock was hard and the scent of Amy’s half-eaten pussy was making it ache. “You promise?” I said.
 

Amy nodded. “I promise,” she said, slipping down the couch until she was lying on her back. She pulled her legs up and spread them apart revealing her bushy snatch. She kept a full bush for me. I liked a lot of hair. Don’t ask me why, I don’t know. Something kind of nasty about it.
 

Sinking between her thighs was always a little piece of heaven. The tart smell of her pussy, the hint of dank from her ass, the pubes that tickled my nose and got stuck between my teeth.
 

She always started moaning and writhing as I ate her. I had to hold her down, she got so out of control, legs flailing against my cheeks.
 

She got horny as hell when she was drunk and hornier still when she was stoned. Put the two together and she was insatiable. She could fuck the whole night and not have enough until she came down.
 

I’d miss that.
 

I gave her pussy a good fucking with my tongue before slurping her clit into my mouth. I swept my tongue around it, then started sucking it as I rubbed side to side.
 

“Oh fuck, Jason,” Amy moaned. She sent her fingers crawling through my hair, clutching handfuls of it and yanking me close.
 

Taking my middle finger I slipped it into her pussy, twisted it around until it was good and wet, then slid it out and down until I found her ass hole.
 

Her eyes popped open as she started grinding her cunt against my face. “Fuck yeah,” she breathed.
 

I popped the tip of my finger past her sphincter. Her muscles clenched around it as I slid the rest inside.
 

Amy went nuts, jerking her hips and screaming as I fucked her back hole. As her eyes rolled back in her head a hot gush of ejaculate shot from her pussy and splattered against my chin, soaking the couch.
 

I kept at her until she started mewling and pushing me away instead of pulling me close. After a few last licks I pulled away and sat up.
 

I stood up and started unbuckling my belt. Staring down at Amy when she was like this was so hot. Her legs were splayed apart, pussy leaking, her mouth half-open with a little drool running out. She looked like a used whore.
 

I loved that look.
 

“Take your tits out,” I said, standing over her.
 

Amy smiled and dutifully complied. She pulled the dress she was wearing up and over her head, then pulled her bra up to let her tits fall out.
 

“Suck on my cock for a while?”
 

Amy smiled again and hauled herself up off the couch. She put a hand between my legs and found my balls, tickling them with the tips of her fingers as she sank down onto my cock with her lips.
 

Her cheeks hollowed as she started sucking on me and she looked up.
 

Fuck she was hot. I reached down and palmed her big tits. She had tiny nipples with barely any aereolae around them that I loved sucking on.
 

My insides tightened and I felt the nut start to churn. I grunted and pulled myself out of her mouth with a wet slop.
 

“What’s wrong?” Amy asked.
 

“I don’t want to waste any,” I replied, pushing her onto her back and stepping in between her legs.
 

Amy giggled as she let her thighs fall open to take me. Her pussy was tight and hot but sloppy from the orgasm and sliding into her was like sitting down in a hot bath.
 

She put her hands on my shoulders as I started to rut and stared into my eyes. “I love you, Jason,” she whispered.
 

“Oh fuck,” I muttered, nearly ready to erupt.
 

“Hey,” she whispered, pulling me closer so her breath was hot on my cheek. “Come inside me. Put a baby into me. Please?”
 

That pulled the trigger. My cock shot splat after splat of it’s hot load into Amy’s clenching cunt. As I groaned and strained through the orgasm, Amy smiled and clenched her pussy, squeezing my muscle as it throbbed inside her.
 

It was over too soon and I collapsed on her chest, panting to catch my breath.
 

Lisa, who’d stopped snoring, gave a massive snort from the floor and started again.
 

Amy and I both started laughing. I pulled myself out of her and sat up on the couch. “You want to go to bed?” I asked. I couldn’t help but glance at the thick white batter dripping out of her slit. When I looked back into her eyes she was staring at me. “What?” I asked.
 

“Why don’t you just go ahead and look at it?”
 

“Look at what?”
 

“My pussy. You always glance at it right after. I can tell you want to see it. Why don’t you just get in there and look?” She spread her legs wider and a glob of my load came gushing out.
 

It was a little embarrassing, to be honest. I did want to look at it but it seemed kind of weird.
 

“You’re so funny,” Amy said, shaking her head. “Come here.” She propped herself up on an elbow and grabbed my arm with her hand and pulled me closer. She pressed a palm on her sandy-colored bush and split the lips of her pussy with two fingers. More of my seed came oozing out. “See?” she said.
 

It was a deliciously filthy sight, made even better by how unashamed she was of it. This hole leading into her, splattered with my semen, my sperm hopefully swimming towards her egg, it almost made me hard again.
 

Amy laughed and put a hand on my cheek as I feasted my eyes on the sight. “Come on, she said,” swinging her leg over my head and springing up to her feet. “You can look at it all night upstairs if you want.” She gave me one glance over her shoulder before prancing across the living room and up the stairs like a gazelle.
 

It was going to be a good night.
 






Chapter 2


Amy’s favourite swindle was the fiddle trick and she was first class at running it, too. I was a pretty good side man, mind you, but Amy’s performance was what made it work.
 

Blonde bombshell walks into a restaurant dressed kind of shabby but with her hair up in a pony tail. Every guy’s head would turn just a little, just enough to see that what he was looking at was so hot it’d be a struggle not to stare. They’d turn to whoever they were with, or look out the window, pretending not to notice as she walked through the place, hips swaying, those big beautiful tits of hers tugging at eyes, daring them to look.
 

She’d eat her meal real slow, savoring the stolen looks and leers as much as she did each bite of food. By the time it came time to play the mark, who’d undoubtedly been called out of the back to check out the hot chick at table five, Amy had the whole place worked up so hot and bothered you didn’t dare light a match for fear it was all going to blow.
 

The final performance was always the best. The way her ruby lips popped open, the frantic patting of pockets, the glance up at the waiter. The way she shook her head in disbelief. How could she? This never happened. She never forgot things. Hand to the forehead as her cheeks flushed with mock embarrassment.
 

She’d have made a damn fine actress if she didn’t love playing the con so much.
 

Whoever ran the place would be called out from the back, pleased as pie at the damsel in distress that needed rescuing.
 

Amy would explain. Her wallet was at home, just two blocks away, on the table by the door. The dog had been barking at something as she was leaving and she must have forgotten to put it in her purse.
 

The mark, usually some burly guy with hairy arms and a gold chain around his neck, would smile and say no problem that her word was good.
 

Amy would shake her head, unclasp the necklace from around her neck and hold it out. It was a little more realistic than a violin.
 

That was my cue. I’d stroll in and walk past just as hairy-arms started waving his hands in protest. It wasn’t necessary. He was sure she’d be back. There was no need.
 

Amy would almost always have to press the necklace into his palm and close it. The look she gave, sincere but sultry. 
 

Thank-you, my hero.
 

Every single guy would just melt.
 

Never failed to send a twinge of jealousy through me. Not that I was the jealous type, not really. But I’m telling you that look…shit. It was like she was making love with her eyes.
 

The guy would pocket the necklace.
 

She’d reassure him one last time, then walk through the place, one last parade of tits and ass for the crowd.
 

I could always tell how hard the guy had fallen by how long he stood there after she’d left. Better yet was seeing the look in his eyes when I made him an offer on the necklace.
 

I never really figured out why they bit, these guys. There must have been some dark part of them that was angry at a woman as gorgeous as Amy, for making them feel the way she had, for knocking them out so hard.
 

It was so easy to tap into that sentiment. Easy to suggest that a woman dressed like her with a necklace like that didn’t know what it was she had. Get them good and angry at her for being so damn gorgeous, for making them want her so much.
 

Then I’d set it up for them just how to go about getting her to part with the thing.
 

It’s what your wife always wanted. It’s the same kind your dear mother used to wear. Your daughter’s going off to college and it would make the perfect gift.
 

Then, sure as shit, they’d ask what it was really worth.
 

I’d give them my best secret jewellery dealer smile and give them a bigger number and blam! they were toast. Then I’d make them an offer, just high enough to make their eyes light up, leave them my card and tell them to call if they changed their mind.
 

Then poof, I’d be gone.
 

I always wished I could have seen Amy’s follow up. I can only imagine how good the act was because she always brought it home. She’d come back to the motel with a wad of cash, having sold the necklace to the mark, a bottle of hooch and a slight buzz from pulling off another con.
 

Those were the days, I tell you. We drank and laughed and fucked. And stole. Oh how we stole.
 

Sometimes when I couldn’t sleep I’d think about those days.
 



***

 


When I woke up the next day it was nearly noon. Amy was buried beneath a pile of blankets next to me, the lump rising and falling with each soft breath.
 

I eased out of bed and out of the room, then went downstairs to put the coffee on.
 

Lisa was up, sitting at the table with her head in one hand looking like she’d been puked out into the world by whatever had eaten her last night.
 

“How’s the hangover?” I asked, walking across the kitchen and filling the pot with water.
 

Lisa shrugged. She looked up and over at me and cracked a smile. “Worth every second,” she said. She rubbed a chocolate colored hand over her bleary eyes.
 

“You mean you remember what happened? You were pretty lit.”
 

“I remember making out with your wife,” she purred.
 

I smirked. “Yeah. That was hot.”
 

The coffee maker began to gurgle. I turned around, leaned back against the counter and folded my arms across my chest.
 

“I got a line on a guy,” Lisa said, looking up. “He’s pretty well off and naive as they come.”
 

I sighed. Pulling two mugs out of the cupboard, I filled them with coffee from the half-brewed pot and walked them over to the kitchen table. I set one in front of Lisa and sat down. “Didn’t she talk to you?”
 

“Talk to me?” Lisa asked, raising one eyebrow. “Who, Amy?”
 

I looked her in the eye. My cock was half-hard and Lisa was a pretty black girl and I knew Amy wouldn’t mind if I fucked her but for once I decided to talk. “We’re getting out.”
 

Lisa’s mouth fell open. “Out?” she whispered.
 

“Out. I can’t believe she didn’t tell you,” I said with a half-smile. It was a bad omen. The way you knew if Amy was sure about something, was if she told someone.
 

Lisa looked stunned. She shook her head and rubbed her fingers against her forehead. “Out?” she echoed.
 

“Out,” I replied with a sigh. “I got a job selling cars.”
 

Her eyes went wide. “You? Selling cars? How in the hell did you…”
 

“Used cars,” I said, interrupting the question.
 

Lisa smirked. “Oh,” she said, rolling her eyes. “That makes more sense.” She shook her head again. “But still, out? Like, out, out?”
 

“Out, out. I’m getting too old for this. Amy wants a family.”
 

Lisa raised an eye at this again. “Amy wants a family?” she asked, incredulous.
 

I paused before replying. I don’t know why I was embarrassed that I was the one that wanted a family. Much more than Amy. It just felt like a funny sort of thing for a guy to want. It was usually women that were after that.
 

Not Amy.
 

“We want a family,” I said finally.
 

“You want a family,” Lisa said, almost in a growl.
 

I shrugged. “This doesn’t mean anything, Lisa. You can still live here. Grift all you want, I don’t care. I just don’t want to live like that any more is all.”
 

Lisa shook her head. “Nah. This is all going to change isn’t it?”
 

“What is?” I asked.
 

“All this shit,” Lisa said, waving her hand and nearly knocking her coffee over. “You, Amy, me, us. Everything. You don’t just stop living the life and pretend like it never happened. Nah. Count me out. I’m out of here.”
 

“Wait, what?” I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. I never would have predicted Lisa reacting like this.
 

“You heard me. I’m not about to settle down into some suburban life you two are about to start. How would that work anyways? What would we tell your new friends? That I’m the live-in maid?”
 

“Lisa…”
 

“That’s a fine looking black girl you’ve got there but why’s she living with you?” Lisa said, in her best hoity-toity white voice, which wasn’t very good.
 

This didn’t bode well, either. This changed everything. How the hell was Amy going to react when she found out Lisa was ready to leave? Those two were so tight there were days I couldn’t pry them apart if I tried. “Listen to me,” I said, putting a hand on Lisa’s arm. “Let’s talk about this.”
 

She took her arm away and sat up straight in her seat. “There’s nothing to talk about, Jay,” she said, shaking her head and pushing her chair back from the table. “I always knew this would end up happening one day. It’s just how this shit goes. It’s been a good ride, though, you know? I’m gonna get dressed and go try to salvage the rest of the day. Once I figure out where I’m going I’ll come back and get my shit, okay?”
 

I didn’t know what to say. I sat staring through the kitchen window, wondering what I was going to tell Amy when she woke up. I looked up and into her dark eyes as Lisa put her hand on my shoulder and smiled.
 

“Hey,” she said softly. “Everything’s got a beginning and an end. That’s just the way life is.” She gave my shoulder a squeeze and padded away on bare feet.
 

I sat there for a long time staring out the window and wondering what I was going to tell Amy. Lisa meant so much to her. She did to me, too, but I was tired of this life. I wanted to know what it felt like to be normal. To have a house and a couple of kids and a wife that didn’t party every night.
 

When Amy finally came downstairs the only thing I’d decided was that I wasn’t going to tell her about my talk with Lisa. Not just yet.
 

“Hey,” she muttered, rubbing her bleary eyes and shuffling over to the coffee pot. “Where’s Lisa?”
 

“She went out,” I replied, eyeing her thick booty wrapped in tights.
 

“She say where?” Amy asked, sipping her coffee and walking over to where I was sitting. She put her hand around my neck and rubbed down my back.
 

“Just wanted to go out for a bit, I think,” I said, smiling at her. “She’ll be back. How are you feeling?”
 

Amy grinned. “Like a million bucks. Getting stoned really takes the edge off a hangover.”
 

I forced another smile.
 

Amy’s eyes lit up. “Lisa tell you about the mark she found?”
 

I opened my mouth to reply but paused. Amy looked so excited about whatever it was Lisa had cooked up. I loved the look she got in her eye when she was excited about a job.
 

I should have probably told her what I’d told Lisa. Yanked the bandage off instead of peeling it away slowly. But she just looked so damn fired up. And when she got excited about a job, she got horny as hell. “Innocent little angel?” I asked.
 

“He’s like a Christmas and a birthday gift all at the same time,” Amy said, giggling. She took another sip of her coffee, set the cup down and sat down in my lap. “He’s rich, too. I can smell it on him.”
 

“Married?” I asked.
 

Amy responded with a bright-eyed and enthusiastic nod. “He even showed her a wedding picture! What a jerk, right?”
 

“What’s she want to run?” It was hard to resist the familiar surge of adrenaline that coursed through me at the prospect of a fresh mark.
 

“Badger game,” Amy whispered back.
 

My stomach tightened into a knot. A badger game was a con Amy and I had never run. It was simple enough, you found a mark, put him into a compromising situation, took a few photos, then told him to pay up or you send an envelope full of them to his wife.
 

Amy had wanted to run it many times but I’d always said no. I didn’t really even understand why. It was just that the prospect of her getting that close to another man and me photographing it, twisted me up in a weird way. A really weird way. A way that made me feel uncomfortable because it didn’t feel bad enough.
 

“She find out if he likes black girls?” I asked.
 

Amy nodded. “He’s black, so, yeah. I’m pretty sure he’s into that.”
 

“What does she need you for?” I asked.
 

“Says it’ll make him feel better. She found him on some website. Says if she comes with a girlfriend it’ll make him feel safer. You know what guys are like. Two girls show up and they get all kinds of ideas,” Amy said before leaning in to kiss me on the lips.
 

My cock grew in my lap.
 

Amy noticed and wiggled, rubbing it against my leg. “See?” she said with a quiet giggle.
 

I sighed but didn’t say anything when she started kissing me again. Despite being thirty-two I was still perpetually horny and Amy was hot even when she was hung over.
 

The conversation with Lisa blurred as my cock rose and Amy sank to her knees in front of me and pulled it out. As she wrapped her moist lips around it all my resolve melted away.
 

What the hell? Maybe one last time wouldn’t hurt? One last job and we’d be out.
 

One last con.
 






Chapter 3


Lisa hadn’t taken two steps into the house before Amy ran up to her clapping her hands and jumping up and down squeaking “he’s in!”
 

Lisa’s eyes narrowed and she tilted her head as she looked at me.
 

Amy wrapped her arms around her neck.
 

For a moment I thought she was going to spill the beans about what I’d told her, that we wanted out. But when she cracked a smile and hugged Amy back I knew she was going to keep the secret. At least for a little while.
 

It was nearly five and Amy cracked a beer before realizing it was her day to go get groceries for Mary. “Aw shit!” she said, dropping her chin to her chest. When she looked up at me again it was with a sly smile. “Baby,” she purred as she walked towards me.
 

I groaned. Even before she asked I knew I was getting roped into doing the chore in exchange for some lewd act. Sometimes I hated myself for how weak I was when it came to Amy and sex. Any sex for that matter.
 

“Baby,” she whispered again as she pressed her tits against my chest.
 

“Baby,” I whispered back. “It’s your turn. I’ve been the last three times.”
 

She leaned back, pressing her lips together and out in a sexy pout and giving me those eyes, the ones she used on all our marks.
 

I hated those eyes and loved them at the same time.
 

“You don’t even want to hear what I have to say?” she asked.
 

I sighed. “What?”
 

She leaned close and pressed her cheek against mine. “Whatever you want,” she whispered.
 

I groaned again, knowing I was done. I turned, grabbed the keys off the counter and opened the door.
 

“I love you!” I heard Amy call a moment before it slammed shut.
 

I drove to the grocery store. Amy’s mother was something of a shut in but not the kind you think. She had her daughters good looks and had managed to land the right man. Rich and restless so that once she had what she wanted from the arrangement, a daughter, it was only a matter of time before he strayed and she asked for a divorce. A healthy settlement kept her living well but she hated leaving the house.
 

Amy’s devotion to her mother along with the occasional dose of guilt kept her – or rather, me – running all the errands and keeping her mother in groceries. And it wasn’t that I minded doing it, really. It was just that Mary had a way about her, an instinct to use her body and her looks to get what she wanted and it just…tugged at me in all the wrong ways. Terrible, depraved ways, things a man should never think about his mother in law.
 

After picking up a few things at the grocery store I drove the three blocks to Mary’s place and parked the car in the driveway.
 

She was waiting and opened the door just as I climbed the last step of the porch. As usual she was wearing a white silk negligee that was not quite done up as tightly as it should have been considering her son in law was going to be visiting. When she saw me she tilted her head and an angelic smile formed on her lips. “Jason,” she said quietly. “I had no idea it would be you coming today.”
 

Which was mostly a lie.
 

She didn’t draw the lapels of the negligee closer, did nothing to cover the soft curve of her tit that was visible, or pull the strap tighter.
 

My resolve to not be a pervert wilted, as it always did and I let my eyes wander down and feast on the sight of her plump flesh.
 

“Please,” Mary said after too long of a silence, “come in.”
 

As I walked past her I could feel her eyes on my back, checking out my ass. It was a ritual we’d fallen into over the last few months. There was never any real danger of the tension snapping and us doing anything about it. But it always set me on edge. I didn’t really trust myself that way.
 

“I’ve got bread, butter, eggs, milk, ham, cheese, some sauerkraut and those cookies you like,” I said, setting the grocery bags down on the table.
 

Mary wandered in from the hall still smiling. She poked into the bags and nodded. “You’re a dear,” she said.
 

I stole another glance at her body. It was an echo of Amy’s. In fact, this was probably going to be what Amy looked like in twenty some years. This made me happy because Mary did not look bad at all.
 

She had the same bangable tits and ass that Amy had. Her hips were wider but in a pleasant way. And her thighs were pretty thick but I liked that.
 

“Anything else you need?” I asked.
 

“Oh you’re not going to go right away, are you?” Mary asked. “Here, let me fix you a drink.”
 

I sighed. It was the same thing every week. Humans really are creatures of habit. “I really shouldn’t. I’m driving.”
 

“Oh nonsense,” Mary said, waving my concern away. “One drink’s not going to kill you. If you get pulled over just tell them you had a glass of wine with dinner.” She turned and pulled a tumbler out of the cupboard and ice out from the freezer.
 

The two cubes made a pleasant clink as she dropped them into the glass.
 

She popped the cork off a whisky bottle and tipped it. The golden liquid poured out with soft glugs. Capping the bottle, she turned and walked across the kitchen to hand me the glass. Filled nearly to the brim, the ice cubes were already nearly gone.
 

“Aren’t you having one?” I asked.
 

Mary tilted her head to one side, eyes looking up at the ceiling as if she hadn’t contemplated the possibility. “I guess I don’t mind if I do.” She turned, fixed herself a whisky, too, then walked back over and sat down. As she crossed one leg over the other I caught a glimpse of white panties. The negligee slipped revealing her shapely leg.
 

Blood rushed to my cock.
 

“So?” Mary asked after a long pull on her glass. “What are you two at?”
 

I took a seat across from her at the table and sighed. “Lisa came up with something.”
 

“Oh?” Mary asked, then frowned. “I thought you wanted out?”
 

“I do.”
 

“Oh,” Mary said, her voice wistful.
 

“Amy…she’s having a hard time letting go, you know?”
 

Mary smiled and nodded and shrugged. “What can I say? She makes a good con.” Her smile widened, pride in her eyes at what her daughter had become. Her expression darkened. “But what about you?”
 

I shrugged and drank some whisky. “I don’t know. One last time’s not going to hurt.”
 

The smile returned to Mary’s lips. “You always were such a good husband to her.” As she took another swig the front of her negligee fell open revealing the curve of her breast nearly to her nipple.
 

I swallowed hard and turned to look out the small window over the sink.
 

“Oh,” Mary said quietly, “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to make you feel uncomfortable.”
 

Another lie.
 

I snuck a glance to see if she’d covered up. She hadn’t. My cheeks flushed.
 

“Jason you’re adorable,” she said, standing up and walking around the table. “We’re family, dear. There’s nothing to be ashamed of.”
 

Her hand on my cheek did nothing to soften my cock. I looked sideways to see that her nipples had hardened. Her tits looked so plump and soft and gradable I nearly reached out. Which was fucked, right? But that’s how I got when it came to sex.
 

“Is Amy being good to you?” she asked, her voice suddenly softer. “Is she treating you right?”
 

I swallowed again because it was such a weird thing to ask. I knew full well she meant “is she fucking you right.”
 

“We’re fine, Mary. Just fine.”
 

“Good,” she said, rubbing my cheek with her thumb. “You deserve it, Jason. You’re such a good husband.”
 

After way too long she let her hand fall to her side, turned and swayed away in that same way Amy walked, her ass outlined perfectly by the silk.
 

“I should go,” I said, gulping what was left in my glass and setting it down.
 

“Sure you don’t want to stay for one more?” Mary swung around and leaned up against the counter.
 

My mind went to terrible places. Crossing the room and heaving her up, pulling my cock out and sinking it into her soft snatch and sawing and sawing and sawing until I filled her up.
 

A smile curled on one corner of her mouth. “Watcha’ thinkin’ about?” she whispered.
 

I tore my eyes away from her, stood up and pretended to be struggling to get my keys out so I could cover up my hard on. “Thanks for the drink, Mary. I’ll see you next week. Or maybe Amy will.”
 

Mary folded her arms across her chest. “Sure thing, champ.”
 

I muttered a goodbye and shuffled down the hallway and out the door. I sat in the driveway clutching the steering wheel and taking long, deep breaths to try and cool down.
 

That was why I didn’t like getting groceries for Mary.
 

Oh well. At least at home there was the promise of ass.
 






Chapter 4


When I walked back into our house I could tell by the way Amy and Lisa were laughing that they were drunk. Which was a good thing and a bad thing at the same time.
 

I liked them drunk. They got up to all kinds of crazy shit and the sex was off the charts. But it had been so long since we’d fucked sober, just Amy and I, that I’d been kind of hoping to have her to myself.
 

With Lisa tipsy we were almost certainly all going to fuck. I know, I know, may I only have such problems. I’d just been missing Amy lately. Just Amy and I.
 

The two of them were sitting on the couch cuddled next to each other and giggling when I walked into the living room.
 

“Jason!” Amy shouted, her hands shooting up into the air.
 

“Amy!” I said, mimicking the gesture in that way sober people do when they’re irritated someone else is drunk. “Where’s the booze? Looks like I’ve got some catching up to do.”
 

Amy’s smile twisted and she narrowed her eyes. She very slowly pulled a bottle of vodka out from under the blanket they were tucked under.
 

I raised an eye. “Hang on a sec. Let me go get a glass.”
 

“Ah, ah! Hold on there, tiger,” Amy purred.
 

Lisa giggled next to her. She grabbed the bottle, unscrewed the cap and took a swig before screwing it back on and handing it back.
 

My shoulders sagged. This seemed like it was going not at all in the direction I wanted. I just wanted to be as drunk as they were. “What?” I asked, unable to keep the irritation out of my voice.
 

Amy either didn’t notice or pretended not to. She pointed her index finger at me, palm up, and bent it towards her a couple of times, beckoning me closer.
 

Resisting the urge to roll my eyes, I stepped up to the couch.
 

“Want to play a game?” Amy asked.
 

“I don’t know, do I?” was the best I could do for a reply.
 

“Take your clothes off.”
 

“What?”
 

“You heard me.”
 

“What’s the game?” I asked, levelling her with a stare.
 

“It’s called ‘you do what we say and we let you have a drink!’” she chirped gleefully.
 

I sighed again. I don’t know why, maybe it was being at Mary’s but I just wasn’t feeling it. “Amy come on,” I said, reaching out for the bottle.
 

“Ah, ah!” she said, wagging a finger at me. Before I could grab the bottle she had it tucked back under the blanket between her legs.
 

I realized then that there were two ways this could play out. I could go to bed grumpy, horny and sober or, I could do what she asked and have a good time. It all depended on whether I could get over myself or not.
 

I closed my eyes. Counted to ten, opened them, then looked Amy in the eye. “Alright. You win. Let’s play.”
 

Amy’s smile widened and Lisa giggled beside her. Amy pulled the bottle out and waved it slowly side to side. “Take your clothes off.”
 

Suppressing the grump that threatened to pop out at any moment and kill the whole vibe, I unbuttoned my shirt and let it fall to the ground. Then I undid my belt, pushed my pants and boxers down and stood up naked in front of Lisa and Amy.
 

Their eyes wandered down my body, gazes lingering on my half-inflated cock before wandering back up to meet my stare. “There,” Amy said. “That wasn’t so hard, was it?”
 

After a few seconds of silence had passed I realized she actually wanted an answer. Which is when I realized what game we were playing.
 

Sometimes Amy liked to be in charge. Not in any kind of whips and chains kind of way. She just liked to become the gentle but firm dominatrix who was obeyed. Other times she liked to be slapped and choked and have her throat fucked, but this was obviously not one of those times.
 

“No,” I said quietly, still staring into her eyes. “It wasn’t.”
 

She smiled appreciatively at the fact that I’d come to understand what game we were going to play. “Come.”
 

I stepped forward.
 

Amy reached up and handed me the bottle.
 

I started to unscrew the cap but caught wind of a scent right before the sting of the alcohol rushed up my nose. I screwed the cap back on, brought the bottle up to my nose and sniffed. My eyes opened wide. “Have you been masturbating with the vodka bottle?” I asked, looking from Amy to Lisa, then back.
 

“None of your business,” Amy replied with a shrug. “Are you going to have your drink or not? If not then give the bottle back.”
 

I shook my head and brought the bottle to my lips. I took a big long pull, the alcohol burning my cheeks and throat as it went down. By the time I’d capped it off again I already felt the beginnings of a buzz burning in my stomach and clouding my mind.
 

I thanked myself for not storming off to bed. It seemed like this evening was going to be fun.
 

“Good,” Amy said as I gave her the bottle back.
 

My cock had grown to nearly full stiffness and was now wagging between my legs each time I moved, drawing the girls’ attention each time it did.
 

Amy grabbed the corner of the blanket and yanked it off of Amy and herself.
 

My eyes popped wide at the sight of naked legs crossed, their bushes crowning split and soaked folds. “Holy shit,” I whispered, my gaze dancing back and forth between their cunts.
 

“On your knees,” Amy ordered.
 

I immediately sank to my knees in front of her.
 

Amy smiled. “First her,” she said, glancing at Lisa.
 

Though I’d started to buzz from the vodka I was nowhere near gone enough to just start eating Lisa out. I hesitated, not sure of what to do.
 

Amy uncrossed her legs, stuck a foot out and under my cock and dragged the nail of her big toe, painted bright red, slowly along the underside. She leaned forward. “Jason,” she whispered, eyeing me with a mock glare. “I said eat.”
 

I sucked in a breath at the command. It was kind of hot to be sub once in a while. I shuffled sideways as Lisa giggled and spread her legs. Leaning forward I got a nose full of her delicate musk.
 

Amy had followed my cock with her foot and begun rubbing it, sometimes letting it slide in between her toes. The sight of her foot next to my dick made me throb. I wasn’t super kinky but who didn’t like a foot job every now and again. I put a hand on each of Lisa’s thighs and sank lower still.
 

Normally I would have been pretty wasted while this was going on. The lucidity was that much more of a turn on. I sealed my lips against Lisa’s sex and started to lap at the juices dripping out.
 

“Oh fuck that’s good,” Lisa moaned above me.
 

I glanced sideways.
 

While still massaging my cock with her toes, Amy had tucked the bottle up between her legs and begun working it in and out of her cunt.
 

Talk about filthy. This was nuts. But each stroke of her foot was making my cock harder and making nut pool at the base of my shaft.
 

“Holy shit,” Lisa muttered. “Your fucking husband is gonna’ make me come.” Her breath was coming in short pants and she’d started kneading her nipples with her hands.
 

Amy started fucking herself harder with the bottle, still dragging her toes up and down my cock. Every so often she’d dip down between my legs and tickle my nuts before rubbing up my cock again.
 

It was a hot threesome and as Lisa got close to her climax, I found myself getting pretty close to mine. I moaned, the sound travelling up into her insides, muffled by warm flesh.
 

This drove Lisa over the edge. She began to come, twisting and jerking sideways, then thrusting at me if I slipped off.
 

Amy was working herself pretty hard but didn’t seem close.
 

As much as I wanted to last longer for her, one more glance at her foot working my knob sent me over, too. In a fit of feverish lust I yanked my hands off Lisa’s thighs, grabbed Amy’s foot with one hand and my cock with the other. Pulling my face away from Lisa’s crotch I started pumping, the head of my cock spurting out wad after wad of hot cum onto Amy’s arch.
 

From the blurred edges of my vision I could see she’d stopped fucking herself with the bottle. She was staring at me, watching as I ejaculated onto her foot, mesmerized by the sight. She even pointed her toe towards me, rounding the arch of her sole. Then she twisted it so that the splats of cum coated almost the entirety of her foot.
 

Coming off that climax was like a tsunami sucking back into the ocean. I was on my knees, gasping for air, holding Amy’s cum-soaked foot, unable to stop staring at it.
 

A post-orgasmic silence settled on the room.
 

Finally, I looked up and into Amy’s eyes. They were a little wide and she was wearing a surprised smile. “Well, well, well,” she said quietly. “I never knew.”
 

I guffawed and Lisa cracked a smile.
 

This was certainly the most awkward moment that I’d experienced between the three of us. We’d had a lot of sex but this was different somehow. I wasn’t usually the one kneeling and taking orders.
 

Amy watched me for a while longer and I could tell an idea was forming in her mind. The way she bit her lip tickled my stomach. She was cooking something up and I wasn’t sure I wanted to know what it was.
 

She lifted her foot out of my hand slowly.
 

I recoiled as she brought it up in front of my nose. “Uh, what are you doing?” I said with a nervous laugh.
 

Amy lifted the bottle and wagged it back and forth like she had her finger. “Want another drink?” she asked.
 

The sharp smell of my emission stung my nose. I tried to reach around her foot to take the bottle but she pulled it back.
 

“Clean it,” she said quietly, glancing at the cum on her foot that had already started to dry.
 

I let out another nervous laugh and glanced at Lisa who was staring at me and smiling, as if in on the dare. Had they talked about this before I got home? “Are you serious?” I asked, looking back at Amy.
 

“Of course I’m serious,” she said, her voice unwavering.
 

I shook my head. “Amy come on, that’s gross.”
 

She tilted her head slightly to one side and rolled her eyes. “It’s just a game, Jason. Relax. Come on. I want to see you do it. Lisa does, too.” She lifted her foot higher, nearly touching the tip of my nose with her toe.
 

I leaned back again. It was pretty gross being asked to eat my own cum off her foot. But there was something kind of arousing about the two of them staring at me, challenging me to act and daring me to deny the request.
 

“If you do it Lisa and I have a special surprise for you.”
 

This piqued my interest and made my cock lurch to life. “What?”
 

Amy laughed and looked at Lisa. “I’m not telling you until you do it. But you won’t regret it. I promise.” She wiggled her cum-soaked toes.
 

Oh fuck.
 

That was too tantalizing a proposal to give up.
 

I reached up and took her foot in hand. Leaning forward I lowered my mouth until it was almost touching her skin. The sharp smell took on a heady, dank note now I was that close. Closing my eyes, I flicked out my tongue.
 

The first acrid taste of my own semen exploded inside my mouth and seemed to cling to my tongue even after I’d swallowed the mouthful of cum. I gagged.
 

Amy and Lisa started to giggle. Amy pulled her foot back and pressed the tip of her big toe against my mouth. “Clean my toes,” she said quietly.
 

I opened my mouth and let her shove the toe in. The salty taste of her unwashed feet mingled with the taste of my spunk. She shoved the toe deep into my mouth.
 

As I started to suck on it she closed her eyes and her smile widened. “Wow,” she said quietly. “That actually feels really good.”
 

It was filthy but I couldn’t help that I began to get hard. Amy’s domination proved arousing even though I was almost stone-cold sober.
 

She made me suck each one of her toes clean before offering me the rest of her foot.
 

As my tongue slid up and down removing the glaze, I found the gentle humiliation of being watched as I cleaned myself off her hardened my cock even more. By the time I was done it was rock solid again and I was aching for another release.
 

Amy pulled her foot away and sat up. “Good boy,” she whispered. “Now stand up.” As I got up off my knees she took Lisa by the hand and they both dropped to theirs. They tugged their shirts off over their heads, their breasts spilling out.
 

I stared at them with my cock bouncing greedily as they began to make out, pawing at each other’s tits, tugging nipples, hands dipping between their legs. They let their tongues wander out of their mouths and meet in mid-air, licking at each other before locking lips in another kiss.
 

Without looking at me, Amy reached up and grabbed my cock and tugged me so I was forced to step closer. She dragged me close to their mouths, until the tip of my cock was touching the corners of them. Then Lisa and Amy, in unison, began rocking slowly side to side, letting my cock slip between their open mouths and dragging their wet tongues back and forth along the shaft.
 

The ache in my nuts tightened as I groaned under their kiss. They swayed so gently back and forth, seemingly lost in their own kiss, my cock not intruding on their intimacy but rather a filthily delicious addition to it.
 

When I hardened and began to flex, Amy opened her eyes and looked up at me sideways. Her hand drifted up my leg and she wrapped cupped my balls in her warm palm.
 

An orgasm roared through me and I began to spew hot seed out of the head of my cock. Some of it shot as far as the couch but some of it dribbled down and landed on their tits with satisfying splats.
 

I stood open mouthed and clutching at my own thighs as they continued their mouth massage until I was done. I groaned when it was over.
 

Amy pushed me gently away and leaned over Lisa and cleaned the cum off her tits. Lisa did the same for her before they both stood up. Lisa walked around us and up the stairs and Amy put her hands around my neck. “There,” she said, pecking me on the lips. “Now you know what you taste like. Come on. Let’s go upstairs.” She kissed me again, stepped around me and swatted my ass on the way to the hall.
 






Chapter 5


The next day at breakfast Lisa informed us the game would start that night. “I’m meeting him at Davito’s. I told him I’m bringing a girlfriend, to be safe.” She looked at Amy and smiled. “You want to tag along?” she asked, turning to me again.
 

There wasn’t going to be much for me to do that night but I had nothing else to do. “Sure. Maybe I can get a few pics of you guys together. They might come in handy if we can’t get anything else.”
 

Lisa nodded. “Just stay the hell out of sight. I think this guy’s got serious money. I don’t want to blow this.”
 

I resisted the urge to smirk or roll my eyes. I’d been running cons since before Lisa could drive. She thought of herself as a pro but she’d really just gotten lucky a few times. But it would upset Amy to put her in her place and I didn’t want to do that so I let it slide the way I had so many other times.
 

We spent the day lounging around. I went out and got a fresh SD card and made sure the camera was charged in the afternoon.
 

When I got back the girls were already dressed and had a couple of drinks in them. They were giggling as they adjusted their hair in the mirror. When I saw Amy a rush of adrenaline moved through me.
 

The way she was dressed you would have thought that she was the one going out. Lisa looked good but Amy was…stunning. An uneasy feeling gripped me. It was the same one I’d felt every time Amy had suggested running this con. Even though I knew it was just business I didn’t want to see Amy out on a date with another guy.
 

When Lisa slipped away to go the bathroom one last time I took Amy aside.
 

She cocked her head to one side, blue eyes sparkling beneath thick lashes darkened by mascara. “What’s up?” she asked.
 

What was up? I wasn’t sure I really knew. Or if I did I didn’t know if I had the words to tell her how I felt or why. Something about all this just felt off. “You be careful out there.”
 

She shot me a funny look. “Of course I will,” she answered. “Jason it’s just another job. And Lisa will be with me the whole time.”
 

I nodded. She was right. There was probably nothing to worry about but I couldn’t shake my unease.
 

Lisa emerged from the bathroom, checked herself out in the mirror one last time, then grabbed her keys. The two of them walked out and got into her car and a few moments later they were gone.
 

I waited ten minutes then did the same. The drive to Davito’s was unlike anything I’d ever experienced. I almost wished I’d walked. I could barely sit still in the car. No matter what I tried to distract myself with my mind kept returning to the same thought.
 

Amy out with another man.
 

Of course I knew that it wasn’t her that was going to get close to the guy. That was Lisa’s job. But I couldn’t stop obsessing about what it would be like if it were her instead.
 

I kept having the same vision over and over. Amy sitting at a table with some handsome mark, flirting and teasing him, getting him comfortable and tantalizing him with the promise of sex.
 

This in turn led me down another train of thought. Another one I’d tried to suppress each time Amy brought up wanting to run this con. There was something about imagining her in another man’s arms that made me furious. And beneath that there was something about it that made me incredibly turned on.
 

As I pulled into Davito’s I managed to pull myself together and push the thought away. There was work to be done and I couldn’t afford to be distracted.
 

The wait felt like it took forever but finally Amy and Lisa emerged.
 

My stomach seized and my heart sped up as I saw the two of them clinging to the arms of a very large, very confident looking black man. They were both laughing, obviously at something he’d said, and he was smiling as they walked.
 

I was so busy gawking that I nearly forgot to take out the camera. I remembered just as they were hailing a cab.
 

A cab?
 

A cab?!?
 

This hadn’t been any part of the plan. The plan had been that they would go to dinner and then excuse themselves saying they had an early morning. Hook him but leave him wanting more. No one had said anything about a cab.
 

As my insides twisted in anguish I managed to snap of a few photo’s of them standing on the curb, then slipping into a cab that drove off into the night.
 

For a moment I thought of following it but then realized that would be stupid. If they spotted me when they got out either of them might see me, stare at me just a little too long, their glance betray recognition and scare the guy off.
 

I talked myself down. They’d both seemed in good spirits and not upset. They were big girls. They could take care of themselves, I knew that much.
 

What worried me was whether I could take care of myself before they got back.
 

The whole world seemed to have changed as I drove back to the house. All I could think about was Amy and what she was doing. Was she being a good friend to Lisa, helping her dig her hooks into the guy? Or had the game changed?
 

I poured myself a stiff drink when I got home and sat down to wait. It was the longest wait in my life.
 

The two of them came stumbling through the door after midnight, giggling like they always did after a night out.
 

But to me their laughter had changed into something ominous. Something that drove me as crazy as it did wild. I bounced up off the couch and darted to the hall. “Where’d you go?” I said, nearly barking the words for how charged up I was.
 

Amy and Lisa both looked at me like they didn’t know who I was.
 

I took a deep breath, tried to dampen the burning distress I felt at not yet knowing what had happened and forced a smile. “Did it go alright?”
 

They both seemed relieved. “It was fine,” Amy said, nodding. “Are you okay?”
 

“I’m fine,” I said, too quickly for it to be true. “I’m fine.”
 

Lisa glanced at me, then at Amy, then down at the ground. She threw her purse in the corner, kicked off her heels and yawned. “I’m exhausted. I don’t know about you two but I’m going to bed.”
 

Before either of us could say anything she had dashed up the stairs and closed the door to her bedroom. I appreciated finally getting time alone with Amy but Lisa’s exit left me wondering if there was another reason for it than just her tiredness. It wasn’t often that she was too tired for a nightcap or six.
 

I smiled at Amy again.
 

She unbuckled the straps of her heels and threw them off before shrugging off the faux fur she’d worn. She tilted her head to one side, reached out and took my hand. “Couch?” she asked.
 

The unease was still gnawing at me. I wanted to grab her by the arms and shake her and demand to know what had happened but that would have made me look crazy. So I forced another smile and followed her into the living room and onto the couch.
 

Sh curled up next to me, tucked her feet under her thighs and put her head on my shoulder and a hand against my chest. A moment later she pulled away and looked up. “Are you okay?”
 

“Sure. Why?”
 

“You’re heart is pounding. And what was that in the hall back there?”
 

“What was what?” I asked, hoping she’d just let it go.
 

She shook her head. “Never mind.” She leaned against me again.
 

I didn’t like the silence that settled between us but I didn’t trust myself to break it by saying something that would betray that I was upset.
 

“So Jason, listen…” Amy said.
 

My insides tightened. This was not the beginning of a casual conversation, I could tell. Her opening meant that there was something to be said.
 

Again my mind ran off, spinning and playing out all of the possible ways in which she might have betrayed me. My cock rose to an uncomfortable half-stiffness at the prospect. “What is it?” I asked.
 

She looked up and smiled, likely at the urgency with which I’d said it. “You know for being such a good con man you sure make a pretty bad liar when it comes to me,” she said with a giggle. “I know you know something’s up. When does Lisa ever run off to bed like that, right?”
 

I stared at her and didn’t reply. My heart was thumping even harder than before and my vision had narrowed so that all I could see was Amy’s face with what seemed like a halo around it. “Just say it,” I ordered, my mouth tight.
 

Amy nodded, still looking up into my eyes. “The guys filthy rich, Jason. He took us back to his place and…”
 

“Wait, what?!? You went back to his place on the first night? Amy you know better than to…”
 

“Jay, relax,” she said, patting my chest. “We were together. It was fine. We’re big girls, remember?”
 

I started shaking my head. “No, Amy. This is fucked,” I said, trying to push her away. “I’m calling this off. Lisa’s gotten to you and you’re playing reckless. There’s no way that we’re…”
 

“Jason,” she said, pressing her hand harder against my chest and cutting me off. “Relax.”
 

I took a few deep breaths and started doubting myself. Of the three of us, I was the one who had the most experience. I was the one that had shown Amy the ropes, popped her first crime cherry. She’d dragged Lisa into it when Lisa was down on her luck and Amy saw how lucrative this could be.
 

I’d gone along with it because, well, let’s be honest, I liked the perks. It wasn’t every guy that got a blow job from two girls at once whenever he felt like it. Amy and I were serious enough that we were going to start a family together, there was never any doubt about that. Lisa was just…a pleasant frill.
 

At least to me. With the way Amy was behaving I was starting to have doubts about whether we would ever lead a normal life. Or whether Lisa would always be involved in some way.
 

“Hey.” Amy’s whispered word stirred me from my reflection. I remembered what I was supposed to be thinking about. Was I overreacting? Or was Lisa dragging Amy down a dangerous path.
 

“Hey,” I replied.
 

“You still with me?” Amy smiled as she said it.
 

I gave her a nod and touched her knee. “Tell me what happened?” I figured maybe if I gave her a chance to tell her side of the story without freaking out at her I could get a better idea if they were being stupid or not.
 

An excitement began to burn in Amy’s eyes. “Okay so like I said the guy is filthy rich. The house is huge and I swear everything in it is mahogany or marble. He’s not the shitty kind of rich, either. Not like tacky gold on everything. Classy rich. The good kind.”
 

Amy’s excitement stirred something within me. She was as giddy as a kid at Christmas and it was infectious. She had a good nose for a job. I certainly trusted her about that. Still, I wanted to tread carefully. Amy wasn’t green but mistakes could still be made. “How’d he make his money?” I asked.
 

Amy shrugged. “We didn’t get there.”
 

“Oh yeah? Where’d you get?” My stomach did a little dance in anticipation of her answer. I don’t know why. It was Lisa who was going to be working him.
 

“You know,” she said with a wave and a smile. “Drinks. More drinks. A little flirting…”
 

“You flirted with him?” It came out too fast again.
 

The words took Amy by surprise and she sat up a little straighter. “What? Not me. Lisa’s the one…what is up with you tonight?” Her eyes wandered around my face, studying each twitch and motion for clues as to why I was so on edge.
 

I put my best poker face on. “What? Me? Nothing. I just want to know what happened. I want to make sure you’re being safe.”
 

Her eyes narrowed but she seemed to buy it after a while. “Okay. Well anyways, it was Lisa doing the flirting. She was good, Jay, real good.” Amy leaned forward and put her hands on my arm. “I think this is gonna’ be a big one. I think this is our ticket out. I’m sure of it,” she whispered.
 

I studied her eyes. I was definitely relieved to hear it was Lisa who had done the flirting. So why the hell did I feel a little disappointed by that fact? Thinking it might have been Amy had sharpened something inside me, made me feel so…alive. What the hell was that?
 

“He wants to meet her again tomorrow.”
 

“She going alone this time?” I asked.
 

Amy nodded.
 

More relief along with a hollower feeling at Amy not being invited. “Okay. That’s good, I guess.” Something clicked in my mind. “He took you to his house?” I asked.
 

Amy nodded again. “Uh-huh.”
 

“Where was his wife?”
 

“Out of town. He didn’t talk about her much.”
 

I pondered the idea. I’d been so consumed worrying about Amy that it hadn’t even occurred to me how off that was. I shook my head. “That…no. Unh-uh. That’s not right. Something’s not right.”
 

“What do you mean?” Amy asked, furrowing her brow.
 

“Guy meets two strange girls and takes them home because his wife is out of town? That doesn’t seem strange to you?”
 

Amy lowered her eyes and started thinking it through.
 

“What about his neighbours? You don’t think he’d be worried about them seeing him pulling up with two chicks in the car?”
 

“Oh. That. Yeah, there’s no way anyone is seeing anything around that house. He’s got a iron gate at the end of the driveway and cedar’s up against the fence. And the windows on his car are black.”
 

Another twitch in my mind. 
 

“What?” Amy asked.
 

“You didn’t get into his car.”
 

“What?”
 

“You got into a cab at the restaurant, remember?” My heart turned up a notch all over again. I watched Amy like a hawk, trying to discern if she was lying to me from her expression when it dawned on her I was right.
 

“Oh. Right. Yeah that was strange. He got the cab to drop us off a few blocks away from the restaurant in a parking lot. That’s where we got into his car.”
 

My senses sharpened as I stared at Amy. Something was off here, I just didn’t know what. Was it her? Was she lying? Or did that really happen? I couldn’t tell. For the first time in a long time I felt off my game.
 

We weren’t even supposed to be doing this job. We were supposed to be out, starting a new life. And now all this crazy shit was happening, Amy being reckless and this guy acting strange right from the get go. Or was I just being paranoid? An unease bristled through me at not being able to trust my instincts.
 

“Anyways,” Amy said, swinging a leg over me and settling onto my lap. Her skirt rode up so high I could almost see her panties. “Can we not talk about business any more? Don’t you want to fuck?”
 

Another pleasant side effect of working jobs with her that I would miss. Con’s made her horny.
 

Before I could reply she’d worked my cock out of my pants and was running the tip of it back and forth along her slit, slathering it with her juice. “Come on,” she whispered. “My pussy needs you.” She started giggling, then gasped as she slid herself onto my hard pole.
 






Chapter 6


Amy and I got dressed up in our nicest outfits and made the drive across town while Lisa was out at dinner the next night. If we were going to be walking around a swanky neighbourhood we had to look the part.
 

I had no idea whether he’d take her to his house again but I wanted to be ready in case he did. If they went somewhere else we’d be out of luck. But if Lisa kept up a good game she’d hook him and there’d be plenty of opportunities to collect evidence.
 

Amy hadn’t been joking about the house. The neighbor hood was on the west side, up on the hill overlooking the bay. When we drove by all I could see was the top of it’s steep roof behind the high cedar fence. I turned the car around a block later and made a pass the other way.
 

There wasn’t really a good spot to stake the place out. The road curved and anything more than fifty feet or so you couldn’t see the driveway.
 

I didn’t like this, either. People sitting around in cars in neighbourhoods like this got noticed. Cops got called about stuff like that.
 

Amy turned to me as I drove out of sight of the driveway. “What are you doing?” she asked.
 

“There’s nowhere to park. If they drive by he’ll notice us in the car for sure.”
 

Amy scowled. “Well, what are we going to do then?”
 

I shrugged. “I don’t know. We’re not going to stake the place out though.”
 

She slumped back into her seat and started to pout.
 

“Amy, if Lisa does what she’s supposed to this’ll turn into a thing. Tonight’s not the end it’s the beginning, remember? There’ll be lots of time to get what we need.”
 

Amy’s phone dinged and she dug into her purse. She pulled it out, swiped it unlocked and stared at the screen, her face illuminated blue by the glow. A smile formed along her mouth.
 

“What?” I asked.
 

Amy turned. She bit her lip. “Uh…”
 

“Uh what?” I said, letting my impatience get the better of me.
 

“Uh…he wants me.”
 

The words hit me like a dump truck to the gut. My mouth dried out. My veins constricted and I could feel my blood pressure shoot up. “What?” I said, my voice tight.
 

She glanced down at the screen again and giggled. “Lisa says he was disappointed I wasn’t there. Thought he could see us both again.”
 

My vision tunnelled so that all I could see was Amy staring intently at her phone. Was that excitement I saw in her eyes? Excitement at being wanted by another man?
 

She looked up and I looked away so she didn’t see how hard I was staring at her. “She wants to know if I can be at Fourth and Main in fifteen. Come on, let’s go!”
 

My fists tightened over the steering wheel. “What?”
 

“Jay he’s obviously hooked! Let’s get this done!” Amy thumped her hand on the dashboard.
 

My mind was reeling. I knew exactly what I should do, what the right thing was to do. Tell Amy “no way,” drive home and forget all about the job. Lisa could get out of it however she needed.
 

But a dark shadow had gripped my heart. The stinging pain of jealousy lancing through my stomach wrestled the rational part of my mind into a vise. The thing I’d been dreading for as long as I’d known Amy loomed before me.
 

This guy was obviously looking for some fun with both of them. What would it be like watching that? What would it be like seeing Amy, the woman I wanted to spend my life with, flirting with another man?
 

“Jay what’s wrong with you? Let’s go!” Amy shouted, shaking my arm.
 

And without really willing myself to do it, I turned the key in the ignition and started up the car. I managed to stay in control of myself enough that I didn’t peel away from the curb. I drove to the corner of Third and Main and pulled over by the side of the road.
 

“Fourth!” Amy shouted. “She said Fourth!”
 

I reached over and put a hand on her shoulder. “I’m not dropping you off at Fourth. They might see us. Get out here and walk.”
 

Amy realized her mistake. “Right,” she said, smoothing her skirt. “Right.” Her eyes were shinning she was so excited.
 

Why?
 

She’d always wanted to run this one but why the hell was she this amped up?
 

She turned to me, smiled, then kissed me on the cheek before throwing the door open and practically jumping out of the car. “I love you,” she said, bending down to smile and wink. Then she slammed the door shut.
 

Don’t fuck him.
 

The words, unspoken, wrenched my insides tightly. What the fuck had I just done? For a moment I thought of putting the car in gear and driving after her. I thought of telling her to get in, thought of calling the job off.
 

But as I stared at her trotting down the sidewalk in her high heels I felt paralyzed. It wasn’t that I couldn’t bring myself to do those things. It was that I didn’t want to.
 

For the first time I stared my dark monster in the eyes. It stared back with a crooked grin and revealed its true nature.
 

There was a part of me that wanted to see Amy with another man.
 

The realization sent a violent shudder racing down my spine. Snapping out of my daydream I looked up to find Amy had disappeared into the night.
 

There was nothing left to do but wait.
 

I didn’t take the fastest way home. I ambled up and down deserted side streets, driving through pool after pool of orange light, unable to tear my thoughts away from the mad fantasy that had ignited inside me.
 

Would Amy come home dishevelled and drunk? What that would feel like, to see her stumble in, hair tussled, clothes unkempt, a woman who’d been sullied and used?
 

The question hardened my cock into an erection that wouldn’t quit. It was still rock hard by the time I got home. I tried to douse it with booze but it remained unflagging. I finally gave into the ache. I stumbled into the bathroom took myself in hand and after a few tight strokes watched my seed spill into the sink, impotent and unused.
 

The onanism softened my cock but not my mind. After half a more bottle of vodka, I collapsed onto the couch and passed out.
 

The next thing I remember was jolting upright at the sound of the front door slamming shut. Then giggles. Then whispers. Lisa’s as she stumbled in the hall to get her heels off. Then Amy’s as she did the same.
 

The memory of where I was in my life, what had just happened, what I’d masturbated about flooded into my mind. Struggling to control my breathing, I lay back on the couch and pretended to be asleep.
 

“Oh. There he is,” Amy’s whisper drifted through the room.
 

Silence.
 

“I’ll…I’ll leave you two alone,” Lisa said. The giggle that followed sent terror shooting up my spine.
 

What the hell did we need to be left alone about?!? I reached up and rubbed an eye, pretending to wake up. When I sat up Lisa was already disappearing up the stairs.
 

Amy was standing in the hall looking into the living room at me. She was wearing a drunk smile. Her hair was a little messed up, just like in my imagination. Half the top she was wearing was untucked.
 

My heart started to pound.
 

“Hey sleepy head,” she said, swaying into the room, staggering slightly from how drunk she was. Just as I sat up on the couch she fell forward and into my lap, a leg on either side of me.
 

My cock, already half-hard from waking up, started to rise even more.
 

The smell of wine wafted off of her breath. But was there another note buried in the smell? Something darker, more pungent?
 

My eyes went wide. I stared into hers, bleary and half-shut, searching for truth.
 

“Did you miss me?” she whispered.
 

She looked like such a little hussy taunting me with her smile. I couldn’t bring myself to play along, to pretend any longer that I didn’t care, that this didn’t make me feel more alive than anything ever had. “What happened?”
 

Amy swallowed and her shoulders sagged slightly. She draped her hands on my shoulders and leaned into kiss me. Her lips were hot and sticky as she pried mine open and plunged her tongue into my mouth.
 

My cock went rigid at the possibilities. Had that mouth, that filthy whore mouth of hers been on another man’s lips? Had Amy kissed another man? Or worse?
 

The image of Amy gobbling a fat cock exploded in my mind, causing me to push her back. “What happened,” I repeated, my voice almost a growl.
 

Her smile faded and she opened her eyes a little more.
 

I knew that expression. I recognized it. I knew I was about to get the truth.
 

“We hooked him, baby,” she whispered.
 

My body went cold.
 

Amy leaned forward and kissed me again, more urgently as she started trying to peel her top off.
 

I nearly gave in to the wave of heat that coursed through me. My arousal was suddenly laced with panic and the edge it gave was incredibly hot. But I had to know. I pushed her away again. “What happened?” I insisted.
 

Amy, finally managing to get a hold of her top, yanked it up over her head. Her tits came spilling out, nipples stiff and begging to be suckled. “We hooked him, baby,” she said.
 

It was hard to tell if she was drunk enough that she didn’t remember she’d already said that.
 

“Hooked him how?”
 

Amy pressed forward, undeterred by my questions. She reached down, picked up my hands, slapped my palms against her tits and made me squeezed. “I’m really fucking horny,” she muttered.
 

The sweet scent of her leaking slit wafted up between us.
 

She leaned forward and started to kiss me again.
 

Her tits felt so good in my hands. I kneaded them for a bit, enjoying the wrinkled skin of her nipples against my palms as she sucked my face. But I just had to know. With every last ounce of will I had, I pushed her back. “What does that mean?”
 

Amy’s head lolled side to side. “We’re seeing him again tomorrow,” she said, biting one corner of her mouth.
 

I stared into her eyes. My cock was straining against my pants. Could she feel it? She was probably too drunk to think it was because of anything but the fact that she was sitting half-naked on my lap. “Baby,” I said, hoping a softer approach would give me what I wanted, what I needed so desperately from her. “What did you do?”
 

Amy seemed to sober up a little. Her eyes darted to one side. She inhaled and held her breath, choosing the best words to use. A moment later she looked at me again. “Don’t be mad,” she said, shaking her head, her voice a breathy whisper.
 

More panic surged through me and stiffened my cock so hard it rose and the tip pressed against her panties.
 

Her brow furrowed with confusion. As if something wasn’t connecting, that what she’d said shouldn’t have elicited the reaction it had. She shook her head and the worry faded, possibly because she was too drunk to figure it out. “I had to kiss him,” she confessed.
 

My heart stopped. A jolt of adrenaline kicked it back to life and made my toes tingle. “You had to…what?”
 

Amy swayed a little.
 

I slid my hands off of her tits and onto her hips to steady her.
 

“I had to kiss him otherwise it would have been fishy,” she said.
 

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing and yet my cock was completely engorged. All I wanted was to tear Amy’s panties off and plunge my shaft into her cunt, to fuck out this terrifying, dizzying feeling. “Is that it?” My chest was so tight I don’t know how I got the words out.
 

Another lip bite as her eyes wavered again. She took a deep breath and tilted her head to one side. “I had to touch his cock, too. Oh Jay, baby, say you’re not mad!”
 

Not mad?
 

Not fucking mad?!?
 

I was absolutely livid.
 

My Amy, my beautiful wife, had touched another man’s cock. And now she was sitting on my lap with her shirt off desperate to be fucked.
 

“Jason?” she whispered. “Please?”
 

“I’m…I’m not mad.”
 

Maybe it was a lie. Maybe it wasn’t. Who knew what it was. Suddenly she was twice as gorgeous as I’d ever seen her, the halo that outlined her body from the light of the hall made her look angelic.
 

My pristine little slut.
 

“Oh God, thank-you,” she breathed as she collapsed against my chest. “But I’m still so fucking horny, Jason. I need your cock.”
 

I sat there as her hands fumbled with my belt and zipper and pushed my pants down. I sat there stunned as she grabbed my shaft, pointed it at her pussy and impaled herself with it.
 

Hot, sticky fluid from the deepest parts of her insides came drooling out as she began to ride.
 

She threw her head back, grabbed my hands off her hips and slapped them against her tits again. Suddenly she was an animal, rutting on me to satisfy some primal urge, a lust I’d never seen in her.
 

Was this because of what had happened? Was it because she’d…touched another man’s cock, for fuck’s sake?
 

The ache of a coming orgasm began to build between my legs.
 

Amy’s eyes were closed as she fucked.
 

I thought of what she’d just said. I need your cock. The way she was fucking me really made it seem like that was all she needed.
 

We weren’t making love. Amy was lost in her own world. My cock was just a tool she needed to get off.
 

The thought made me swell inside her.
 

Her eyes popped open wide. She started to nod. “Yeah baby. Put your seed into me. Put a baby into my belly. I want to feel all that hot cum inside me. Please?!?” She mewled the last word and flopped forward against my chest.
 

As my hips began to jerk in time with hers I slid my hands up her back and pulled her close. I felt the first tickle of a climax. Cum started to flood my shaft.
 

Lisa’s long legs came into view on the stairs.
 

My cock hardened inside Amy.
 

“Yeah baby, that’s it,” she whined. “I’m gonna’ fucking cum. Give me all that cum!”
 

Just as the orgasm exploded through me Lisa’s face came into view. She turned, smiling and stared at us from across the room.
 

My head started to spin.
 

Amy’s pussy clamped and clenched at my cock, slurping my ejaculate up into her womb.
 

Lisa’s smile twisted into a sinister smirk.
 

My orgasm began to slip away but Amy kept riding hers out, wave after wave of pleasure keeping her pussy milking my cock. After a few more seconds the tension left her body and she slumped forward, her head falling onto my shoulder.
 

Lisa turned and padded silently into the kitchen.
 

As reality replaced the high, I realized that I’d passed a point of no return. Whatever it was that had just happened meant there was no going back to my old life.
 






Chapter 7


I carried Amy up to bed and tucked her in. She was snoring gently by the time I got back from the bathroom. A few minutes laying next to her and I knew there was no chance I was getting any more sleep that night.
 

After getting dressed again I walked downstairs and was just about to crack open a beer when the phone buzzed.
 

Hey Jason, pick me up a stick of butter and some eggs tomorrow? I’m all out.
 

It wasn’t strange for Mary to text something at that time of night. She kept strange hours with not having a job. Usually I’d just get it the next morning and pick up whatever she needed.
 

But this seemed like the perfect excuse to get out of the house. I grabbed my keys and headed out the door.
 

I pulled up to the curb a few houses before Mary’s after stopping by the convenience store. I was relieved to find the kitchen light on. I walked up the steps of the porch and was just about to knock when I realized she might be in the middle of something.
 

I walked back down and up to the kitchen window and peered in. I nearly fell over when I saw what was going on inside.
 

Mary was up on the kitchen table, negligee hanging open, her tits hanging out with her legs splayed. Standing between them was a very large, very powerful looking black man. He had his cock buried inside her pussy and was sawing into her with strong thrusts. So strong the table was slowly moving across the floor.
 

Mary had her nails dug into his back and her head thrown back.
 

A potent arousal filled me at how much she looked like Amy in that moment. My mind wandered and soon it wasn’t Mary on that table but my wife, getting plowed by a thick black cock. My own cock hardened at the thought.
 

As Mary neared her orgasm she started moaning, the sound vibrating through the window pane.
 

The guy fucking her started pumping even harder and soon they were locked in a vile dance of muscle as he spilled into her and she came on his cock.
 

I found myself unable to look away. It was only when they relaxed and he stepped away from her that I stepped to one side so I wouldn’t be seen. I couldn’t help but peer through the window with one eye.
 

The guy unceremoniously hiked up his pants, put his cap on and started walking towards the door.
 

Realizing that I was about to be discovered, I raced around to the back of the house. I pressed my back up against the wall while I caught my breath. Just to be sure there weren’t going to be any other surprises, I pulled my phone out and texted Mary.
 

Can’t sleep. Want that butter now?
 

A few minutes later I got a text back.
 

You bet your ass I do ;-)
Normally I would have brushed the comment off. But in light of this new and depraved revelation I couldn’t help the strange arousal that flooded through me. Seeing Mary in this new light was…tantalizing, to say the least.
 

I snuck around the other side of the house and into the neighbour's backyard. After making sure no one was watching I ducked down and snuck out and around the car. I opened and slammed the door just in case Mary was watching, and started walking towards the house.
 

The whole time I couldn’t stop thinking about what I’d seen. I knew Mary wasn’t exactly nun material but this was a side of her I’d had no idea about. I wondered if Amy knew and if she did, why she hadn’t told me.
 

Mary was waiting at the door when I walked up the steps. Except this time she hadn’t bothered to be discreet in the least. The negligee was undone. One of her tits was hanging out, a heavy, sagging thing with a long-tipped nipple. Her dark bush was peeking out, flecks of cum splattered on it from her visitor. “Hey junior,” she said with a smile, stepping aside to let me in.
 

I kept my eyes up for the most part but couldn’t resist a quick glance at her exposed flesh and pubes. It was only after we walked into the kitchen that she drew the robe together and tied a knot in the front.
 

“You’re a doll for bringing this now, you know that? What’s with the insomnia anyways? Amy not putting out?”
 

I shot her a scowl.
 

She was grinning from ear to ear. “Hey relax, would you? You think I don’t know you and her have sex? We’re all grown-ups here, remember?” She grabbed the plastic bag and without taking out the butter and eggs threw it into the fridge.
 

I knew I should probably go but I couldn’t make myself move. There was something intriguing about this new revelation. Something lurid and alluring that kept me rooted to the spot.
 

“You want a beverage?” she asked. “Take a seat.”
 

I sighed, still debating whether I should accept or not. My new found curiosity about this life of hers I’d had no idea about, won out. “Sure.” I pulled a chair up to the table.
 

It was only when the stench of sex hit me that I realized this had been the side of the table she’d been fucking on. I looked over and a saw a damp stain and a few more drops of cum on the tabletop.
 

Filthy.
 

Mary set the beer straight on top of them.
 

When I looked up she was staring at me, almost as if she were challenging me to say something.
 

I wondered whether she’d noticed that I’d seen what was there.
 

“So? What’s on your mind?” she asked, cracking the cap off her own beer.
 

I picked up the bottle, did the same, then took a good swig. “I don’t know,” I said, shaking my head. It was still a little confusing to be there. Mary and I had never been close but I really felt the need to talk to someone about everything that was going on. And, I can’t lie, I kind of wanted to see if she was going to bring up what had just happened before I got there.
 

“I don’t know about this job,” I muttered, staring at the ground.
 

“The one you’re running now?” she asked after taking another sip of beer.
 

“Yeah.”
 

“What’s the matter?”
 

I sighed. Where to start? Did I tell her that Amy, my wife, her daughter, had just come home and told me she’d touched the mark’s cock? That was crazy. I couldn’t do that. I shook my head. “Something about it just doesn’t feel right.”
 

Mary shrugged. “So? Get out. Never too late, you know. Don’t hold onto a mistake just because you spent a lot of time making it.”
 

It made me smirk, Mary giving advice like that. “Yeah. I guess you’re right. It’s just…”
 

Mary let the silence linger for a while. “It’s Amy, isn’t it?”
 

I looked up, my eyes wide with surprise. “How’d you know that?”
 

Mary smiled and picked up her bottle. “That girl. She’s lucky to have you. I keep telling her that every time I see her, you know?”
 

“Why do you say that?” I asked.
 

Mary sighed. “You know when she first told me about you I knew you were the one for her. She came home and started talking about you and I knew from the look in her eyes. She was such a little slut before you came along, Jason.”
 

All the air got sucked out of my lungs and my guts turned to rock. “What?” I managed to grunt.
 

“Oh yeah,” Mary said, nodding. “Hell, there’d be weeks where it’d be a new guy every night.”
 

I don’t know whether Mary knew what her brutal honesty did to me. I don’t know if she would have cared, either. Maybe she thought that I already knew?
 

I hadn’t asked much about Amy’s past. I wasn’t like that. People were who they were and not who they had been.
 

But Mary’s revelation was like pouring gasoline onto the pyre of jealousy that had begun to burn inside me. I was speechless, frozen in place, my vision blurred. I finally managed to suck some air back into my lungs, though I felt like I was breathing through a straw. “She told you all this?” I knew Amy and Mary were close but really?
 

“Told me?” Mary guffawed. “Ha! Hon’, she was living here when it happened! Trust me, I heard it all!”
 

The fire inside me turned white hot. Even though I had no right to feel betrayed, after all it wasn’t as if Amy had done this when we were together, I couldn’t quite convince myself of that. Sure, Amy was entitled to her past but if she was that much of a slut didn’t I at least deserve to know a little bit about that?
 

And then there was the uncomfortable predicament between my legs. My erection was raging, thankfully hidden beneath the table, but once again uncomfortably hard.
 

Mary’s negligee fell open again, revealing one side of her tit, nearly to the nipple.
 

My eyes were drawn to it instinctively and lingered on it for far too long.
 

Mary took far too long to pull it back.
 

When I looked back up at her, she smiled. “Anyways,” she said, taking another pull of her beer. “She’s going to kill me for saying this but as much as I love her, you deserve to know.”
 

Oh fuck.
 

I braced myself for what I was about to hear, nearly cringing.
 

“I bet she’s got the itch again, hon,” Mary explained.
 

“The itch?” The words came out as a croak.
 

Mary emitted an almost pitying sigh and tilted her head to one side. “She still like to fuck?” she asked.
 

I managed a curt nod as embarrassment heated my cheeks.
 

Mary nodded back. “Yeah, that’s what I thought. You’ve got to understand, Jason, a girl like that, one that likes sex as much as Amy does? I bet she’s been jumping out of her panties trying not to get some on the side while she’s been with you.”
 

My heart was thundering in my chest. I realized I was hanging onto the side of my chair, as if for dear life. I let go slowly and wondered if Mary had noticed. What the hell was a guy supposed to say to something like that?
 

Mary’s smile cracked a little wider and she slid down to the edge of her seat.
 

A moment later I felt the tip of her big toe settle against my hard shaft. I sat bolt upright, kicking myself backwards in surprise.
 

Mary burst out laughing, throwing her head back and nearly spilling her beer. The fabric fell away from her chest revealing the two shuddering orbs of flesh. 
 

“Mary, what the fuck?!?” I snapped, pissed at myself for reacting the way I had. 
 

“Relax, hon,” she said, finally getting herself under control. “I won’t tell.” Then she winked, leaving her eye shut just a moment too long making it all the more lewd. “But seriously? If that’s the way you feel about it why not just run with it?”
 

“Run with it? What the hell does that mean?”
 

Mary rolled her eyes. “Men,” she said. “Always so scared they’ll be called anything but masculine. Whatever the fuck that means.” She glanced at my crotch. “Maybe being masculine isn’t all about having everything under control. Maybe sometimes it’s about just letting it all play out.” She yawned, stretched her arms up, the motion threatening to completely expose her breasts. “Alright get out of here. I need some sleep. Say hi to Amy, will ya’? Oh yeah, and don’t get too worked up about this. Maybe it’s just something she needs to work out.”
 

With that, she got up, turned out the light and traipsed to the back of the house.
 






Chapter 8


The strange encounter with Mary did nothing to help me sleep. As I drove home I kept hearing the same words over and over in my mind.
 

Maybe it’s just something she needs to work out.
 

The discovery of Amy’s slutty past and Mary’s suggestion that she might miss it hollowed me out completely. By the time I got back home I felt like a ghost.
 

I walked upstairs and into the bedroom where Amy was still sleeping soundly. Taking my clothes off, I slipped into bed. The warmth of her body under the covers made my cock rise. A vision of her, touching a strangers cock inspired the question “how many cocks had she touched in her life?”
 

Not that I’d ever considered Amy innocent. I was sure she wasn’t. I just hadn’t given it much thought. Now it seemed to be the only thing I could think about.
 

Amy stirred. Her eyes fluttered open and she met my stare. A funny smile formed on her lips. “What are you doing?” she asked.
 

“Nothing,” I replied.
 

“Why are you looking at me like that? What time is it anyways?”
 

I had no idea what time it was and didn’t care. I felt suddenly obsessed with Amy, obsessed with knowing her more completely than I already did, discovering everything about her sordid past and who she really was. “I went to your mom’s.”
 

Her smile faltered. “What? Why?”
 

“She asked me to get her some butter. And some eggs.”
 

Amy seemed relieved that this was the explanation.
 

“We had a beer.”
 

“Oh?” she asked.
 

“She told me some shit.”
 

For a moment Amy paused and held her breath. Then she let out a giggling sigh and rolled her eyes. “Oh yeah? Like what?”
 

“She said you used to be a huge slut.”
 

Her smile faded completely, replaced with shock, then a hardening jaw. “That bitch,” she sputtered.
 

“Said you used to come home with a different guy every night.” As I recalled the conversation with Mary my cock began to flex and harden again. I didn’t exactly know where I was going with this or why I was bringing it up, ratting Mary out. I just knew that there was no way I was going to keep it inside.
 

Amy sighed. “What the hell?” she said, shaking her head. “Why the hell was she talking about that?”
 

“Were you?” I knew the answer. Mary didn’t lie. Not about something this big. I wanted to hear it from Amy all the same.
 

Another sigh. “Jason…” Amy paused, then narrowed her eyes. “Where is this all coming from? And why did you decide to go see my mom in the middle of the night?”
 

I shrugged. “I couldn’t sleep. Needed some air. She sent a text that she needed eggs.”
 

Amy kept eyeing me with suspicion. “And that’s it? You just dropped off the eggs and my mom decided to say ‘oh, by the way, Amy has a fucking problem. Just thought you should know.’”
 

Fucking problem.
 

Not a fucking problem. A fucking problem.
 

It drove me nuts to hear her say that. “So you do have…”
 

“Did,” Amy interrupted, hoisting herself up on one elbow. “Jay you know I haven’t touched another guy since I met you, right? You know that?”
 

“Until last night.”
 

Amy’s expression went from serious to grim. “So that’s what this is about.”
 

“That’s what this was about. Then I went and talked to Mary and it became…about everything, or something.”
 

Amy shook her head. “I’m gonna’ give her the biggest bitch slap next time I see her…you know what she’s doing, don’t you?” Amy raised one eyebrow.
 

This was unexpected. “Doing? What do you mean?”
 

Amy inhaled deeply, looked up at the ceiling and shook her head. “You know for a con man you are incredibly clueless sometimes.”
 

“What are you talking about?”
 

“Mary wants to fuck you, Jay, don’t tell me you don’t see that?”
 

I did my best to keep the poker face on but felt some muscles tighten in my jaw that weren’t supposed to.
 

Amy smirked. “Yeah. Okay. Maybe you’re not as clueless as I thought. Are you fucking my mom?” she snapped.
 

My eyes popped open wide. “What…Amy I would never…”
 

Amy launched herself at me and had me on my back in under a second. She lowered her hot pussy against my cock, pressing it to my abdomen. She shook her head as she felt it. “Did you fuck her?” she asked.
 

I was absolutely floored by how quickly the whole situation had turned around. But I knew that I needed to get the next part right. I looked Amy straight in the eye. “I swear I would never do something like that.”
 

A bit of the tension faded from her expression but there were still questions left. “Then what the fuck is this?” she whispered, reaching between us and grabbing my cock.
 

Suddenly and out of nowhere I felt farther from Amy than I ever had. I’d always thought we had a good relationship but now, in light of all we didn’t know about each other, all these secrets we apparently had, in light of Amy’s past, I felt a deep need to connect with her on a much deeper level. It wasn’t like I’d been so open with her, either, after all.
 

“When your mom said that, when she told me about you with all those other guys? I got…it…it made me fucking crazy. Insanely jealous,” I said, staring at her.
 

Amy’s eyes narrowed. Her mouth popped open as my cock flexed between us, pressing against her clit.
 

“I never wanted to run the badger because…because…the way that makes me feel, thinking about you with another guy. It’s…” I looked away, unable to hold her stare.
 

“Hot?” Amy offered in a whisper. She slipped her slit up my cock, then slid down, sheathing me inside her tight wetness.
 

My eyes snapped back to hers as my cock flexed, inside her this time. “I don’t…”
 

Amy pressed a finger to my lips. “I love you, Jason. I love you so much,” she said, starting to ride back and forth.
 

I couldn’t resist a glance at her tits swaying above me.
 

“I don’t want to hurt you. Ever…” she whispered.
 

Again my cock hardened inside her and I knew it was my turn to urge her on. Like it or not, we were heading down this slide. “But?” I asked.
 

She bit her lip and started to ride harder. Her pussy clamped around my cock. She shook her head, her eyes wandering around the room as if searching for answers. “What else did Mary say?” she finally asked, huffing and puffing above me, her tits coming together with soft slaps.
 

My head started to spin. What a strange thing to say during sex. But it made my cock ache for some reason. “She…she said a girl like you…she said it’s got to be hard. Not getting some on the side.”
 

Amy’s mouth fell open and her eyes went wide as she gasped in surprise. A thick glop of mucus secreted from her pussy. The sticky fluid oozed down my nuts, tickling them.
 

“Is it?” I asked, probing her eyes with mine.
 

She bit her lip again.
 

“Is it?” I repeated, softer but more insistently.
 

Amy stopped riding me and gazed into my eyes. “I’d never do anything to hur…”
 

“You want to fuck other guys.” It was a statement not a question. My whole perception of reality, of what Amy and I had shifted in that moment. It still made me a jealous, thinking of that sort of desire, but the fact we were talking about it while I was inside her made me realize it wasn’t anything to be threatened by.
 

Amy gazed into my eyes. Slowly she began to nod.
 

When she didn’t say anything for a while, I knew I had to prod her some more. “What really happened last night?” I whispered.
 

Amy’s eyes went wild with desire as she started to grind against my crotch. “I touched his cock, baby,” she whispered. She started to ride me again.
 

“And?” I demanded.
 

Her eyes darted side to side as she considered what she was about to say next. She started riding me even harder, arching her backs so her clit rubbed against my pubic bone.
 

“Tell me,” I said through clenched teeth. I lifted a hand and brought it down on her ass with a stiff smack.
 

A tightness that came with contemplating Amy with another man dissolved into a liquid heat that threatened to send me over the edge.
 

Finally she looked at me again. “I made him come with my hand,” she whispered. “I stroked him off while he made out with Lisa. He shot his wad all over my hand.”
 

Gripping her hips, I slammed my cock up deep inside her as I began to come.
 

Amy’s mouth fell open in a silent moan. Her pussy began to squeeze my cock. As an orgasm rushed through her, her eyes rolled back and rose up, lifting herself off me with her palms on my chest.
 

We peaked at the same time and froze for a second, two entangled muscles in mid-fuck. A split second later we burst back into a rut.
 

Amy ground against me, shuddering as she came.
 

My whole being focused on the feeling of my cock shooting seed deep into her belly but in the background, the vision remained. Amy’s hand on another man’s cock.
 

She fell onto me, panting, her breasts smashed against my chest as my cock softened inside her.
 

As I came back into myself a pleasant realization dawned on me. Things felt better between us. More relaxed. The raging jealousy was gone now that it was out in the open. The pleasant hum of lust remained.
 

Amy lifted herself up to look into my eyes and smiled. She shook her head. “Wow. You think you know someone, huh?” she asked with a smile.
 

“Yeah,” I replied, smiling back.
 

She studied me for a while, as if contemplating what to say next. “Has Mary ever tried to fuck you?” she whispered.
 

It was the absolute last thing I expected her to say. I didn’t even have time to try to keep my cock from jumping inside her.
 

Amy narrowed her eyes and shook her head. “Pervert.”
 

“I don’t…that wasn’t…where the hell did that come from?”
 

She smirked. “Oh puh-lease,” Amy said, rolling her eyes. “She’s been talking about how handsome you are since the first time I brought you home. So? Did she try to fuck you tonight?”
 

Still flabbergasted, I was opening and closing my mouth like a dying fish. “Amy…I…it’s pretty weird talking to you about this.”
 

“Really?” she said, scrunching up her nose. “Why?”
 

I shook my head. I couldn’t look her in the eye. “I don’t know. Because she’s your mom?”
 

“So she did try to fuck you then?”
 

I sighed. I contemplated lying for a moment. But that didn’t seem the right thing to do. That’s not where this was headed. “Yeah. She did.” I replied.
 

Amy was, incredibly, unmoved.
 

“That doesn’t…make you want to freak out?” I asked.
 

“Oh she’s fucked other guys I was dating.”
 

My eyes went wide. “Are you serious?”
 

Amy smirked and shook her head. “I guess she hasn’t been coming onto you that hard then. That’s good.”
 

It was so confusing, being aroused by Amy talking about me fucking Mary but there wasn’t a thing I could do about it. My cock was growing inside her despite my release.
 

Amy narrowed her eyes. “You fucking pervert. You kind of want to, don’t you?” she asked quietly.
 

“What? I…”
 

“Oh don’t try to come up with some lame excuse. You’d totally fuck her wouldn’t you?”
 

I stared into her eyes. “I don’t know what you want me to say,” I confessed.
 

“I want you to tell me. I won’t get mad,” Amy said plainly.
 

It was another fork in the road, another choice about which direction our relationship was going to take. Another chance to tell the truth. “Yeah. I’d fuck her. I don’t know why.”
 

Amy’s soft smile returned. She shrugged. “She’s hot. That’s reason enough.”
 

I chuckled and shook my head.
 

“And then there’s the fact that she’s my mom, right?” Amy said, smirking again. “That just makes you want it more, doesn’t it?” She squeezed her pussy and a hot dollop of her juice sluiced out.
 

My cock inside her was like a truth machine. It lurched at the question.
 

“Baby this is crazy. Stop talking like that.”
 

Amy shrugged. “I told you, she used to sleep with guys I was dating all the time. She’s a total slut.”
 

I shook my head. “I don’t know…” I couldn’t even believe I was pondering the offer. What a crazy thing for her to say.
 

Amy seemed unperturbed. “Well I’ll tell you what, big boy.” She pressed her cheek against mine. “You let me go all in on this thing with Lisa and I’ll see what we can work out. How does that sound?”
 

“All…all in?” I stammered.
 

“All in. Micheal wants to fuck me. It’ll help with the con. Let me do it Jay? Please?” She paused waiting for an answer.
 

I couldn’t, for the life of me, come up with anything to say.
 

“I’ll tell you what,” she whispered. “You let me do this and I’ll give you a freebie too. You want to take Mary for a spin?”
 

Everything, the whole thing, Mary and her flirting, Amy being filthy, thinking about her with other men, hardened my cock into a staff inside her. I couldn’t say a word but it was answer enough.
 

I heard Amy’s lips split into a smile next to my ear. “Yeah. That’s what I thought. Pervert.”
 






Chapter 9


What a way to find out a guy’s name. Around noon the next day Lisa and Amy got a text. Micheal’s wife was back in town so they’d have to meet somewhere else.
 

I was still suspicious of this guy, even though I hadn’t met him. Of course every guy had needs but this guy was just…he was too head first into this. Three nights in a row with two girls? Something didn’t feel right.
 

But everything had changed. With Amy’s revelation and my own inhibitions gone it seemed like the perfect way to explore the new space that had opened up between us.
 

That whole day Amy walked around like a teenager who’d just fallen in love for the first time. She smiled at me more, touched me as she walked by in the kitchen, pulled me into corners to make out. She barely spent any time with Lisa, too.
 

This, of all those things, was the most intriguing to me. I’d been thinking about ways to try and put some distance between her and Lisa, to find a way to soften the reality of what I really wanted. A life where there were just the two of us. If this was what it was going to take, so be it.
 

In the late afternoon Micheal texted again. He’d rented a room at the Rogers Motel, a seedy dive of a place by the highway across town. Amy and Lisa agreed to meet him there around nine.
 

As soon as we found out where things were going down I grabbed my bag of tricks and got dressed to head out.
 

Amy walked me to the door holding my hand. She looked like she had stars in her eyes.
 

“You be careful tonight,” I said to her, leaning forward for a kiss.
 

“I will,” she answered, nodding after I’d pulled away.
 

A thought that had been lurking at the back of my mind crawled out. It made my stomach clench. “Did you go back on the pill?” I asked.
 

Amy frowned and shook her head. “You’re not supposed to go off and on like that,” she replied. The realization of why I’d asked dawned on her a second after that. “Oh,” she whispered, looking off to one side. Then she looked back up at me and one corner of her mouth curled up. “You pervert,” she whispered. “You probably think that’s hot, too. Don’t you?”
 

I didn’t reply. Mainly because I didn’t want to lie. It was possibly the darkest, most taboo fantasy I could have. Imagining Amy getting impregnated by another man while I watched? Who thought about this kind of stuff?
 

Still staring at me, Amy shook her head. “Wow,” she said quietly. “You think you know a person.” She paused but kept looking into my eyes. “Okay big boy. You want to have a little fun? It’s on.” She turned me around and shooed me towards the door. “Now get out of here or you’re going to be late.”
 

She was about to shut the door when I remembered a final detail. “What’s his last name?”
 

“Jones,” Amy replied. “Micheal Jones.”
 

“Micheal Jones,” I repeated as I walked to the car. The name of the man who was going to fuck Amy that night.
 

The Rogers was nearly empty and there was no trouble getting a room. I paid in cash and as the sweaty fat guy behind the counter turned to grab my key off the rack, managed to glance at the register and see that Micheal Jones was in 202.
 

“One-oh-five. Around the corner and…”
 

“Actually, do you mind if I get something on the second floor? I don’t like being right next to the parking lot.”
 

The guy looked at me like I’d just asked where the ballroom was but shrugged, turned around and grabbed one of the keys off the upper rack. “There. Two-ten,” he said, slapping it down on the counter with a meaty paw.
 

I flashed a smile. “Thanks.”
 

The camera’s I had were all wireless and I didn’t need to be hooked up to them for them to record. But this wasn’t just about getting what we needed any more. I wanted to be able to enjoy the show, too.
 

After unpacking everything in my room I punched out a quick text to Amy with my room number, slipped out, walked the twenty feet or so to the door of 202 and looked around to make sure fat man wasn’t watching out the window.
 

His back was turned and he was staring at the game show playing on TV.
 

I slipped my picks into the lock and was in a few seconds later.
 

The place was a dive but clean enough. There was a round brown table in the corner with metal legs, a chair covered in vinyl that looked like it had been made in the fifties. The queen sized bed had white sheets but if you pressed on it you could hear the plastic wrapped around the mattress.
 

Classy.
 

The choice of venue started setting off alarm bells for me, too. If Micheal was so damn rich, why the hell would he bring them to a place like this? I figured there was always the possibility that he was worried about being seen but still, there was something fishy about him stooping this low.
 

Nevertheless, there were plenty of good nooks and crannies around the room to hide the tiny camera’s I had. I squeezed one in between the wainscotting and trim on one wall. Another I stuck beneath the table and I put the third in the bathroom, above the light that hung over the mirror.
 

With that done I slipped back out and made my way back to my room to wait.
 

As each hour passed the excitement, not just of another con, but of wondering what Amy would get up to with Micheal now that she had my permission, became more and more palpable. By the time nine o’clock rolled around I was full of tension and my cock was hard as a rock.
 

My laptop screen flashed to life as the camera’s detected motion in 202. I watched the door swing open and a moment later Lisa walked in, followed by Amy with Micheal behind them.
 

This was my first real look at him and it tightened my chest. He was tall, stout and very very black.
 

As soon as the door swung shut behind him Lisa stepped up and started kissing his neck, her hands gliding down his chest and stomach to cup the package between his legs.
 

Amy stood and watched for a while, twirling a lock of hair with her finger.
 

I saw her eyes dart around the room a few times as she scanned for the camera’s. When she saw the one I’d tucked under the table she gave it a wink.
 

It was a dangerous move and sent a bolt of adrenaline through me. I didn’t so much care about the job as I did about them staying safe. Still, it was pretty hot seeing her do that, knowing what was to come next. I turned up the volume on the mic.
 

Amy turned around to face Micheal, who was staring at her. Lisa had dropped to her knees and was working to pull his cock out of his pants.
 

“Come here baby,” Micheal said. His deep baritone sent a shudder down my spine.
 

Amy stepped forward, tentative at first.
 

He wrapped his thick arm around her, a dark paw settling at the small of her back, and pulled her close.
 

Lisa hauled his package out.
 

My eyes went wide. His cock was an impressive size and girth. Even flaccid he was easily nine inches long.
 

Lisa’s mouth popped open and she looked up at Amy and started laughing. “Are you fucking kidding me?” she asked.
 

I found myself unable to stop staring at Amy. She was staring at the ebony phallus, completely engrossed by it as Lisa stroked it to life.
 

“You like that, baby?” Micheal asked Amy, stirring her from her trance. He leaned forward, tilted her chin up with a finger and pressed his lips against hers. He left enough space in their gentle kiss that I could see his pink tongue flick into her mouth.
 

My blood began to boil in the best way. Staring at Amy, watching her jaw moving as she kissed him back with her tongue was something no one could have prepared me for.
 

It was better and worse than anything I could have ever imagined. She pressed her hand against his chest and leaned in closer to him. It was the most intimate little gesture and stung in the best way.
 

Lisa worked her way in front of him, put her hands on his thighs and started taking as much of his cock into her throat as she could. She started bobbing back and forth, rising with his meat until she could no longer reach it.
 

It sprang out of her mouth and bounced a few times.
 

Lisa wrapped a fist around the root and dipped under his legs to give his balls some attention.
 

My eyes widened even more as I saw Amy pull away from the kiss. Her hand started to slide down his chest, then his stomach. My insides tightened. My cock ached. My nuts felt like they were about to burst.
 

As her slender fingers slid along the slick, black flesh, then wrapped around it, a massive shudder travelled down my spine, hardening my own cock.
 

Lisa was on her knees, chin pointed up, her tongue flicking gently at Micheal’s balls.
 

He seemed pretty unmoved by the attention. He did, however, seem completely entranced by Amy. He was gazing into her eyes in a way that…I don’t know. It’s not the way a guy out having a little something on the side looks at a girl, you know?
 

And what got me, what really got me, was that Amy was staring back at him in just the same way. Maybe it was an act. I don’t know. What I do know is that my jealousy came raging back with a vengeance.
 

I guess I hadn’t really thought things through. The talk with Mary and then the talk with Amy had led me to think that I was going to be fine with this. Now, sitting a few rooms down and watching it all happen, I wasn’t so sure.
 

As Lisa finished sucking on his balls, she rose up off the floor and tried to get in on the action. Micheal turned and gave her a few kisses. But instead of turning his attention to her, he gave her a soft pat on the ass and nodded towards the door. “Baby, why don’t you dress up and go get us some ice?” he asked.
 

Lisa scowled. She seemed a little taken aback. Why she should have cared, I’m not sure. It was only a job after all. She was just supposed to be playing the obedient slut. But a few seconds later she regained her composure, smiled, slipped on a t-shirt and some shorts and slipped out into the hall.
 

I gawked as Micheal turned to stare into Amy’s eyes again.
 

She still had her hand on his tool but had stopped rubbing it. She gazed up to meet his stare.
 

“This is what I really want right here,” he said. He touched a finger to her chin, tilted his head, then leaned in and pressed his lips against hers in a delicate kiss.
 

It was an absolutely terrifying thing to witness. But my cock was rock hard.
 

A gentle tap on the door.
 

My heart was pounding. My eyes were wide and my mouth was dry. I knew it was Lisa knocking but what I didn’t know was whether I wanted her to see me like this. I was a wreck. Did I really want her watching me go through this?
 

But I got up, shuffled across to the door and opened it a crack.
 

“Hey,” Lisa whispered. “Let me in.”
 

I stepped back with a sigh and let her slip inside.
 

She set the ice bucket on the table and immediately walked over to where the scene was unfolding on the computer screen. She put a finger against her mouth and stared.
 

I walked up next to her and did the same.
 

Micheal and Amy were still standing up. He’d removed her clothes and she was completely naked, her creamy white skin in stark contrast to his blackness. He ran a finger down over her lips, let it fall past her collarbone and over the soft curve of her breast until it came to rest under her nipple. He let his thumb fall over it and gave the soft pink bud a gentle squeeze.
 

Amy gasped and winced. Her chest swelled and it seemed her ass did, too, as her body prepared for sex.
 

“Fuck he’s really into her, huh?” Lisa muttered.
 

This sent another wave of jealousy coursing through me. I tried to think of something cool to say. Something that would show her I wasn’t bothered by what was going on. But my mind was mush. The truth of it was that I was very bothered by what was going on. But in a good way, if that made any sense.
 

“Are you getting off on this, Jay?” Lisa asked.
 

Turning to look at her I found her looking down at the large lump of an erection tenting my jeans. I shook my head. “I don’t…I’m not sure that…”
 

Lisa chuckled. “Hey. Relax. Whatever you’re into. As long as we get the job done, right?”
 

Again I could think of nothing to say. There was nowhere to hide, no way to pretend that this wasn’t turning me on in front of Lisa. I was a little embarrassed.
 

Being male is a funny thing. We’re told we have to be tough, to be controlling and possessive and in command. This felt like exactly the opposite of all those things. And yet I didn’t feel any less man for it.
 

In fact, I’d never felt so manly in my life. I felt like my cock was going to blow out if I didn’t get my hands on Amy soon.
 

On the screen, Micheal and Amy had started going at it pretty hot and heavy. He had his big arms around her and was kissing her neck and shoulders, letting his hands drift down to her ass.
 

Amy looked…relaxed, I guess. When he pulled away she stared up into his eyes and smiled.
 

“Come on baby,” Micheal said quietly, “come over here.” He took Amy by the hand and led her to the bed. After sitting down, he pulled her down and towards his lap.
 

Amy sank to her knees.
 

My stomach turned to stone. I could feel Lisa staring at me. It was a little embarrassing but mostly because I just didn’t know how to act. My head was spinning, too.
 

A part of me wanted to storm over to the other room, pound down the door and call the whole thing off. That would have been madness, though. No. I was stuck.
 

“You okay?”
 

It was the concern in Lisa’s tone, more than the question itself, that made me even more uncomfortable. It was clear I didn’t look okay, by the way she was asking.
 

I glanced at her and shrugged. “I…I’m not sure,” I said, shaking my head.
 

Lisa nodded. “I don’t think they’re too interested in me coming back,” she said quietly.
 

On the screen Micheal had parted his legs. A heavy, withered sack hung beneath his stiff shaft.
 

Butterflies filled my stomach as Amy parted her lips, grasped his cock and pulled it towards her, then sank onto it with her mouth.
 

“Oh my God…” I sputtered, unable to keep the words from spilling out. My cock flexed and my heart skipped another beat.
 

Out of the corner of my eye I saw Lisa bite the corner of her mouth.
 

Amy’s hand slid down to the root of Micheal’s cock. Her head was bobbing up and down on it. Each dip sent another inch of his meat plunging deeper into her throat.
 

Micheal was staring down at Amy, one hand on the side of her head. After a few minutes of her sucking him off, he touched her cheek to pull her off.
 

Amy popped off his cock with a wet slop. A string of drool ran out the corner of her mouth as she tried to catch her breath.
 

Micheal took her by the hand and helped her up onto her feet. Then, putting both hands on her lap, he pulled her down onto his lap. He picked up her breast, sucked the nipple into his mouth and ran his tongue around it a few times before doing the same with the other.
 

Amy put her arms on his shoulders.
 

The way she was gazing down at him wrenched my insides. This was hotter and more terrifying than I ever could have imagined. They looked like lovers, suddenly, each touch and kiss and glance so gentle and sincere.
 

Amy let Micheal settle her lower, until the head of his cock was bouncing just below the drenched lips of her pussy.
 

I couldn’t see her face but her body language was saying more than enough. If it was all just an act it was a damn good one. She looked absolutely spellbound by him.
 

“You ever take a black dick, baby?” Micheal asked, his mouth twisting into a grin.
 

Amy giggled. “Maybe once or twice,” she whispered back.
 

Micheal’s cock went rigid beneath her. He reached under her, wrapped his fist around it and dragged the tip of it along her dripping slit, slathering it in her juices.
 

Amy shuddered on his lap.
 

“You like that baby?” he asked with another smile.
 

This time Amy didn’t reply. She started wiggling, trying to work herself lower and get his cock up inside herself.
 

It was unlike anything I could have imagined, watching the two of them about to make love. I was okay with it, I guess. But it twisted my heart seeing her about to take him. I thought of all the other lovers she’d had, all the other men she’d looked at the way she was looking at him now.
 

All these thoughts swirled together into a heavy sensation in my stomach. But my cock stayed hard as a rock.
 

“Shit, Jay,” Lisa said next to me. “If you’re not careful your dick’s going to fall off. I don’t think I’ve ever seen you this hard. You want a hand?”
 

Strangely enough it was one of the most sincere things I’d ever heard Lisa say. She could be a bit of a battle axe at the best of times. Here she was staring at me with an almost…pitying stare, offering to stroke me off.
 

As much as I wanted it, taking her up on the offer seemed way too weird. So I just kept gawking at the screen, trying to ignore the ache between my legs.
 

Finally, after a few more swipes at Amy’s pussy with his cock, Micheal let go of her ass and let her sink down, plunging his meat into her snatch.
 

Amy’s back arched and her head fell back. She let out a pained sounding moan. Her fingers curled into claws and she dragged them down his chest.
 

My jaw fell open as I stared at his thick meat disappearing up into her body.
 

I’d never thought that Amy hadn’t slept with anyone before me. I just didn’t really think about it much, I guess. But watching her take another man into her brought all the unknown’s to the front of my mind.
 

What had she been like with other guys? Had she really had a different man every night, like Mary had said? Did she think about them when we were together? And most importantly, had her itch really returned? Was she just doing this because she wanted to fuck a new dick?
 

Amy began bouncing on Micheal’s lap. The wet sounds of her pussy squeezing his cock and dribbling juice provided a filthy accompaniment, though the computer speakers didn’t do it justice.
 

Again I thought of racing over, throwing the door open and witnessing what was happening firsthand. Of course that would have been madness. The job would have been blown for sure. But the need to be there, in the room with them, watching Amy get defiled and loving it was almost too strong to resist.
 

Amy’s bouncing intensified. Though I couldn’t see them, I could hear her tits slapping against each other as she climbed towards her peak.
 

Micheal’s dark hand crawled up and down her back as she fucked him.
 

Amy started mewling and I knew she was getting close to coming.
 

Micheal was staring at her, a smile curling the corner’s of his lips.
 

“Oh fuck,” Amy moaned. “I’m gonna’ come!” Her toes curled. She dug her nails into his muscled chest. Her back arched even more.
 

Then I saw the violent shudder race up her back as her orgasm blossomed between her legs and shook her whole body. She let out a primal scream.
 

I winced. The sound sliced through me like a sharpened blade. It was one thing to watch Amy and Lisa making out or going down on each other. This was totally different. She was being invaded in a way I’d never seen, or never even imagined, before.
 

As her climax began to waned, Micheal’s hands fell to her hips. He gripped them tightly and kept her riding up and down. His smile faded. One side of his lips curled into a slight snarl.
 

“Holy fuck,” Lisa whispered beside me. “He’s going to come inside her.”
 

My heart was pounding. The ache in my cock had been replaced by a searing heat. I couldn’t believe I was going to let this happen. I was going to let another man spill his cum inside my wife.
 

She was unprotected. Her body was open and ripe, ready to be bred. Something I had, so far, been unable to do. Would this thick stud, this bull of a man plant his seed inside her and make her belly swell?
 

“Oh my God, no!” Amy whispered as she realized what was about to happen.
 

My eyes were glued to the screen.
 

“Micheal you can’t! I’m not on any birth control and my…”
 

A terror gripped me and I felt it grip Lisa too. Amy had almost slipped. She’d almost blown the whole thing by mentioning me.
 

This only cut deeper into my gut. She’d obviously been so lost in the moment she’d forgotten this was just a con.
 

But it was too late. Before she could pop off him, Micheal grunted. The root of his cock flexed, spreading her pussy lips. His heavy sack drew up close to his body.
 

Time stopped for me. Watching that muscle, loaded with seed a moment before it fired made my knees go weak. My own cock flexed, rubbing against my boxers. I nearly spilled my own load.
 

Micheal’s balls tucked in tighter between his legs. His cock flexed in a wave, pulsing from the base, the flesh disappearing into Amy’s cunt.
 

Amy gasped.
 

I could only imagine how she looked, open mouthed and wide-eyed as he delivered his payload.
 

Micheal grunted. He grabbed her hips tighter and shoved the last half inch of his cock up into her slit.
 

Now all I could see was his balls moving up and down. But just knowing what was happening, that blast after blast of his hot cum was erupting inside her, probably already swimming, frantically trying to find a place to take root.
 

It shook me to the core.
 

An intense silence filled the room. Lisa didn’t move. I knew she was watching the same thing I was. I felt a slight humiliation. Amy was supposed to be mine, after all. But in the end, the eroticism of it all won out.
 

I could feel the precum dripping off my cock, staining my boxers.
 

“I think we’ve got what we need,” Lisa said softly, breaking the silence.
 

She was right. We’d played the guy and we had what we needed to make him pay.
 

I just wondered what the real price of all this was going to be.
 






Chapter 10


I was forced to sit and watch Micheal and Amy cuddling in the bed for almost an hour after they’d finished having sex. Even after Lisa rejoined them Micheal showed little interest in her.
 

I have to say that watching him and Amy being intimate in that way was almost worse than seeing them have sex.
 

Seconds felt like minutes, minutes like hours. It was only when he got up and started getting dressed that I felt like I could breathe again.
 

We waited nearly an hour after he left. Then Amy and Lisa got dressed and made their way over to the room I was in.
 

Seeing Amy in real life, knowing what she’d just done, turned me into a raging beast. All I wanted was to rip her clothes off and fuck her, reclaim her, I guess, feel like she was mine again.
 

But Lisa hung around for a little while, which made things pretty awkward.
 

She finally figured out that we probably needed to be alone and got her stuff together to leave. “I’ll just get a cab home,” she said on her way out the door. “You guys going to come back tonight? Or are you staying here?”
 

I shrugged. It was the last thing on my mind.
 

“Um…I think, probably we’ll be home in a bit. Right babe?” Amy sounded distant, like her mind was somewhere else.
 

I figured she was probably just as worried as I was about Micheal’s cum still inside her.
 

“Jay?” she said, making me realize I’d been in my own stupor.
 

“Uh…yeah. Sure. Whatever.”
 

“Okay,” Lisa replied. “Cause I want to talk about how we’re going to do this. Let’s reel this guy in.”
 

I managed a faint smile. Amy did too.
 

Lisa must have understood there were things we needed to sort through because she closed the door without another word.
 

Amy and I sat in silence. She was sitting on the bed and I was on the chair in the corner. As much as I wanted to jump her, there was a certain fragility to her now. Like she was made of porcelain that would easily break. “Are you okay?” I finally asked.
 

Amy nodded. “Are…are you?” she asked. She tilted her head to one side.
 

“I think so. I don’t know. That was…crazy.”
 

She nodded again. She certainly wasn’t showing any signs of regretting what she’d done.
 

I wasn’t sure how to feel about that. “Are you…can I…I just feel like there’s space between us,” I said.
 

The tension left her face. A smile slowly sprouted across her lips. She patted the bed next to her. “Why don’t you come closer then?” she asked. Her serious demeanour had evaporated. Suddenly she seemed almost playful.
 

I stood up, walked across the room and sat next to her on the bed. Amy and I had had all kinds of crazy sex. Hell, we’d hooked up with Lisa so often it felt like there were three of us in the relationship.
 

But this was totally different. I felt like I’d lost a part of her, something that had belonged to only us was missing.
 

“You want to talk about it?” Amy asked. She ran her fingers through my hair.
 

I let out a deep sigh and shook my head. “I don’t know what to say.”
 

Her hand drifted down my chest, past my stomach and settled in my lap, the tips of her fingers tracing the bulge in my pants that my cock made. “But you liked it, right?” she asked.
 

I answered with a nod. I had liked it, there was no doubt about that. But it was still twisting me up in a funny way.
 

“Just say it,” she said, even more quietly. She raised her hand and began undoing my belt buckle.
 

I felt a little conflicted. I didn’t want the fog of euphoria sex brought clouding how I felt about all this. I knew I should take some time, sort out how I really felt, then have an honest conversation with Amy about it. Maybe things had changed but that didn’t mean we couldn’t set them straight.
 

But I was still so wound up and turned on the rational part of my brain was nowhere to be found. All I wanted was for her to touch me, to be able to touch her, and to feel myself sinking into the tight wet gash between her legs.
 

Amy yanked my pants down.
 

My tool bounced out, flapping back and forth a few times before she wrapped her fist around it.
 

I sucked in a breath, the heat of her palm sending lusty electricity up my spine.
 

“Oh my God you’re so hard,” Amy whispered. She tightened her grip on my cock, choking it, before giving it a swift pump up and down.
 

Milky precum oozed out of the head.
 

“Tell me about it,” she said.
 

“Tell you about?”
 

“I want to know what you’re feeling. I want to know what’s…what’s doing this,” she said, giving my cock another squeeze.
 

I hesitated. I knew I probably should. It would probably bring us closer. But we didn’t really have that kind of relationship to start with. We weren’t really the pillow talking type, if you know what I mean. Baring my soul to her about what I’d just gone through seemed…dangerous. “I don’t know,” I said, shaking my head.
 

“Please baby?” she whispered, caressing my throbbing member. “Please?”
 

Her soft touch edged me towards orgasm. I wanted to release but more than that I wanted to fuck her. I brushed her hand away and made a move to press her down onto the bed.
 

She stopped me with a hand on my chest and shook her head. “Unh-uh. Not until you tell me.” Her face softened, brows arching, imploring me to tell.
 

As uncomfortable as I felt about it, it seemed like the only way I was going to get what I wanted. After another deep breath I collected my thoughts. “I hated it.”
 

“You hated it?” she asked, sounding surprised.
 

“I hated it but in a good way. If that makes any sense.”
 

Amy frowned, obviously puzzled. “I don’t get it.”
 

“I…you’re mine. I know we’ve done some crazy shit but that? Watching you…take another man into you. It just…it crushed me.”
 

The confusion lifted from her expression. She smiled with one side of her mouth and raised an eyebrow. “Really?” she asked, rewarding my honesty by running her fingers down the side of my cock and making me shiver.
 

“Really. I wanted to bust down that door and pull you off of him, tell him to fuck off, beat the shit out of him…”
 

Amy waited for more. “But?”
 

“But…but I couldn’t.”
 

“Why not?”
 

“I…watching him…seeing his…his fucking cock slide into you and…and…the way you moved on top of him. I couldn’t move. All I could do was stare.”
 

Amy sat up straighter. She touched my cock again, this time giving it a gentle rub with her palm. “That’s kind of hot,” she said.
 

I opened my eyes wider. “It is?”
 

Amy giggled. “Really hot, actually.”
 

I didn’t know what to say, or what to think even. All I knew was that I needed to be inside Amy. I made a move to try and get on top of her again.
 

“Wait,” she said, her voice hushed. She stopped me from climbing onto her again. “Jay?”
 

“What?”
 

She bit her lip. “He’s still…inside me.”
 

Her words were as sobering as they were electric. “Jesus,” I whispered. I’d nearly forgotten. “You shouldn’t have done that,” I said, shaking my head.
 

“I know,” Amy said, turning her eyes towards the ground. “I’m sorry. That was stupid. He just…he had his hands on me so tight. I couldn’t…”
 

“I know,” I said, interrupting. I didn’t really want her to replay the scene for me. “It doesn’t matter. We can deal with it tomorrow.” This time I was more aggressive. I stood up, my cock bouncing up and down between my legs. “I need to fuck you.”
 

Amy looked up at me with big eyes. Her body looked even curvier and more beautiful than it normally did.
 

The thought that his ejaculate was churning up into her body, trying to burrow into her and make her belly bulge only added heat to the moment.
 

“You want me to clean up first?” she asked.
 

I don’t know why I shook my head. It was nasty, going in for sloppy seconds after another guy had dumped his load inside my wife. But I guess guys are just like that. The nastier the better, right?
 

Amy raised her eyebrows at my reply. Then another slow smile spread across her lips. She leaned back onto her elbows and slowly spread her legs.
 

My eyes ran down her body as she lifted up her skirt. Her furry muff was more dishevelled than usual. Clumps of Micheal’s cum had caked and dried on some of her pubes. Some of it was dribbling out of her pussy.
 

I couldn’t tear my eyes away.
 

“I don’t care if you want a closer look,” Amy said in her lustiest voice.
 

My obsession with her cum-filled pussy swelled inside me. I sank to my knees. As I got closer I gazed at each wrinkle of her pussy lips. I reached out and pulled them apart, my cock throbbing as more cum spilled from inside her and filled in the crevices.
 

It was the filthiest cream pie I’d ever laid eyes on. The fact that it was another man’s made it even worse. Or better. I didn’t know any more which way was which.
 

I looked up and into Amy’s eyes. The only thing stopping me from crawling up the bed and into her was the sight of her defiled sex in front of me.
 

Amy nodded. “If you want to, it’s okay,” she whispered.
 

How she knew what I was thinking I still don’t know. In the moment I didn’t care. I had slipped into a fantastical dream and I was done wondering what was driving me to do all these things.
 

Leaning forward I lowered my mouth to her pussy. The acidic sting of her scent was laced with the dank, earthy notes of Micheal’s semen. I closed my eyes, pressed my lips against hers and sucked.
 

A hot glob of ejaculate slurped into my mouth, wiggling and slithering down my throat. The taste of it seared my senses. I grabbed my cock and nearly jerked myself off to a finish but forced myself to let go.
 

I had to finish inside her.
 

As I continued sucking out Micheal’s mess, Amy rose up a little higher. She put her hand on the back of my head and pulled me closer. Her hips bucked beneath me and she moaned. Her pussy got hotter and I felt it start to squeeze my tongue.
 

I couldn’t believe it. Amy was going to come because I was eating another man’s load out of her. Nothing we’d ever done had been this hot.
 

She clutched the back of my head, pulling me in so tight I could barely breathe. Her wiry hairs poked up my nose, tickling me to the point that I felt like I was going to sneeze. I managed to push the impulse away just as she started to come.
 

“Holy fuck!” Amy shrieked.
 

I looked up to find her staring down at me with wide eyes. Her pussy clamped and squished, pressing out even more of Micheal’s load for me to swallow.
 

Her climax finished with a violent shudder and as soon as it was over I was on top of her, pinning her down on the bed and stuffing my rock-hard cock into her used slit.
 

Her body jerked as I impaled her with my meat. She reached up and put her hands around my neck as I started to thrust. “Fuck yeah,” she whispered. “Take me, baby. Make me yours again.”
 

Make me yours again.
 

As if I’d lost her. As if, for a few hours that evening, she’d been someone else’s. I have no idea why it was so hot but I lost my mind.
 

A white hot blanket of pleasure settled over me. My cock lurched, sending a gush of ejaculate pulsing into Amy’s drenched puss.
 

My body shook with uncontrollable spasms, forcing the head of my cock as deep into her as it would go, trying to give my own sperm a fighting chance at impregnating her.
 

The climax peeled back slowly, letting me come off the peak and savour the few moments of bliss before the reality of everything that had just happened came pouring back in.
 

Pleasure was replaced by guilt. Guilt by…I can’t even name it. Frustration? Humiliation? Both at once?
 

Whatever it was it deflated my cock. I slipped out of her and flopped down beside her on the bed, panting.
 

We stayed silent for a long time. The memory of what I’d seen spun relentlessly through my mind.
 

Amy finally rolled over and put her hand on my chest. “Jay. That was really fucking hot.”
 

“I know,” I whispered back. “I know. But we can’t do it again. Lisa’s right. We’ve got to reel this in. This is…it’s all mixed up now. I can’t think straight.” I turned and stared deep into her eyes. “I want out. I start work next week. I want a clean break and I need time to get my head on straight. Okay?” I tried not to make it sound like I was begging but I did a bit.
 

Amy seemed a little disappointed, to be honest.
 

That didn’t feel great.
 

But in the end she knew what we had to do. “Okay,” she said quietly. “Let’s reel it in.”
 

I sighed, gave her a tender kiss, then got up and pulled my pants back on. I helped her up and off the bed. “Come on. Let’s go home. Let’s never come back to this place. Okay?” I asked.
 

Still looking a little discouraged, Amy nodded nonetheless.
 

It was time to wrap this up.
 






Chapter 11


“Oh fuck.”
 

Even though Amy had whispered the words, they made me sit bolt upright in bed. Something didn’t sound right about the way she’d said it. Not right at all. “Amy? Babe? What’s the matter?”
 

She was staring down at the screen of her phone, eyes wide with what looked to be fear. When she turned to look at me her face was white as a sheet. “He’s a cop.”
 

Holy shit.
 

I jumped out of bed and started pacing around the room, still completely naked. “A cop? A fucking cop?” I snapped, unable to contain my frustration.
 

“He’s a fucking cop,” Amy whispered again. She shook her head.
 

“What is that? Who sent you a message?”
 

“It’s Lisa. She…she met him in Vale Park. You know, to be safe?” She swallowed and shook her head in disbelief. “She showed him the shit.”
 

“The shit?”
 

“The video. Of…from last night.” She shook her head again.
 

“And?!?”
 

“And…he laughed in her face.”
 

Silence filled the room.
 

I took a deep breath. “Is that it? That’s it? Nothing? No arrest?”
 

Amy shook her head.
 

“Then what?” I snapped.
 

“He wants to meet.”
 

“Meet? Meet. Meet,” I said, rubbing my forehead and trying to think of a way to wiggle out of this. I knew something had been wrong. I’d fucking felt it from the very first mention of this guy. Something hadn’t been right. “A fucking cop,” I muttered. “We were so fucking close to being out.”
 

Amy’s shoulders fell and she slumped forward. “What are we going to do?” she asked, her voice shaking a little.
 

My mind was racing. No arrest meant this wasn’t some kind of sting. Which was a good thing. But our town wasn’t exactly known for the integrity of it’s police force. Which meant that his could turn into a very, very bad thing. Especially since he’d laughed and now wanted to meet.
 

“Jay what are we going to do?” Amy begged, shaking her phone.
 

I rubbed my head again and stomped around the room. This wasn’t the way I operated. If it had been me, if it had been my thing I would have done my homework. I would have staked out the guy’s house, followed him around a little, at least gotten a feel for who he was. I wouldn’t have jumped into bed with him before I was sure he was a good mark.
 

“Jay?”
 

“I’m thinking!”
 

Amy winced.
 

I immediately regretted the way I’d said it. I walked over to the bed, sat down next to her and put a hand on her arm. “I’m sorry,” I said quietly. “I’m sorry I snapped. I’m trying to think. But Amy?”
 

“Huh?” she said, sounding broken and dejected.
 

“Everything’s going to be okay. I promise. We’re going to figure a way out of this. I’m going to get us out of this.”
 

Everything I’d been craving, a normal life, a family, growing old and fat together with Amy, seemed to be slipping away because of this. My mind was racing trying to come up with a solution.
 

“Okay. Okay,” I said, patting Amy’s hand.
 

My phone buzzed on the night stand.
 

“You’re going to get up. Get dressed. Put on something nice. Something Micheal will like.” Saying the words nearly took the wind out of me. I didn’t know exactly how I was going to get us out of this. But somehow I knew this wasn’t going to be the end of Amy and Micheal’s little “romance.”
 

“Something he’ll like?” she asked.
 

The way she said it almost made it sound like she was excited by the idea.
 

That cut but I can’t say it wasn’t hot, too. “Something…sexy. Stall him. Give him what he wants. I’ll…I don’t know. I don’t know what I’m going to do. I’ve got to…move. Drive. Go for a walk. Something. I can’t think sitting still.”
 

I jumped up and started throwing on clothes.
 

A few moments later Amy was out of bed. She started pawing through the closet. It didn’t take long for her to pull out a sexy red dress and a pair of red heels that matched. She was dressed with her make up on in under five minutes.
 

She looked stunningly hot.
 

“Okay. I’m gonna’ go,” she said, breathless. “Do I look okay?”
 

I eyed her up and down. Those beautiful thick legs. Her bouncy tits pressing against the front of the dress. “You look…stunning,” I said.
 

Amy’s cheeks flushed at the compliment. She suddenly looked like a shy and innocent schoolgirl on her way to her first real date.
 

Nothing could have been further from the truth. Nothing could have been more hot.
 

My cock started to harden as my heart began pounding in my chest. I was pretty sure I knew what would happen when Amy got to Micheal’s. I was like a pimp, turning her out to another man to buy time and try to figure out what to do about this whole situation. I reached out, wrapped an arm around her waist and drew her close. “I love you,” I whispered.
 

She looked at me with excitement in her eyes. “Should I…I mean…what if…”
 

I swallowed back the tight knot that had formed in my throat. “Do whatever it takes. We’ll…we’ll figure it all out later.”
 

Amy gave me a shy nod. “I love you too, Jason. So much. Thank-you. For taking care of this.”
 

And with that, she was gone.
 

A panic gripped me for the first few minutes after she’d left. I couldn’t believe we’d been sloppy enough to allow this to happen. That was on Lisa, though. We’d have to sort that out later, too.
 

My phone buzzed on the night stand again. I scooped it up and headed downstairs.
 

It’s Mary. Are you ignoring me? I need butter and some patties. I want to make burgers for some friends tonight.
 

Ugh.
 

This was the last thing I needed. I didn’t want to deal with Mary. Not in the state I was in. I also had a lot of thinking to do. But I knew I had at least a few hours to kill before I heard from either Amy or Lisa. Maybe driving to the grocery store would provide a good distraction?
 

It didn’t. The whole way there, and the whole way to Mary’s place I couldn’t stop thinking about Amy. Image after lewd image kept forming in my mind.
 

What was she doing? Was she with Micheal again? Was she on her knees, sucking him like a whore? Was his cock stuffed into her pussy? Was she going to let him come inside her again?
 

By the time I arrived at Mary’s I was well worked up. My cock was hard, I was sweating and I’d had a few palpitations along the way. I rang the doorbell and waited for her to answer.
 

“Hey champ,” Mary said, swinging the door open. She was wearing a bikini, probably in preparation for whoever she was hosting later that evening. For a woman her age she looked smoking hot. Bolt-on tits sagging out of the bikini top. Puffy pussy lips nearly engulfing the thin patch of fabric between her legs that covered her snatch.
 

She shot me a wink. “You get what I asked for?” she asked.
 

I handed her the bag with the butter and burgers I’d bought.
 

“Hey thanks!” she said, flashing a wide smile. “Why don’t you come in for a drink?”
 

Mary’s outfit and her suggestive glance at my lap made me realize how hard my cock was. I knew this wasn’t the time to try and test my mettle against her advances. There was a tightness between my legs every time I thought about what Amy was doing. I felt like putting myself in a situation where I was alone with Mary was dangerous, to say the least.
 

Not that I’d ever do anything. Despite Amy’s suggestion, there was no way I was going to…was there? Confused didn’t begin to describe how I felt. But I really had nowhere else to go. The idea of sitting at home, torturing myself over what might be happening with Amy wasn’t appealing. Maybe a drink with Mary would be the distraction I needed?
 

“Okay. Maybe just one.”
 

“There you go, tiger!” Mary said. She stepped to one side to let me in. As I walked past her through the door she reached out and gave my arm a squeeze. “Hey. You okay? You look a little…worried, or something.”
 

I sighed. I knew I seemed off. I wasn’t about to spill the beans about our botched con to Mary of all people, though. “I’m fine. Just…everything’s fine.”
 

“Okay,” she said, but her furrowed brow made it clear she didn’t believe me. After throwing the bag with the groceries in the fridge, Mary fixed me a Long Island iced tea. Strong enough to kill a small animal.
 

The warmth that sprouted in my belly after the first sip was a nice reprieve from my stress.
 

“So really,” Mary said, leaning up against the counter, one hip jutting out to the side. “What’s up?”
 

The sincerity in her voice weakened me. I was pretty alone in all of this. It was clear neither Lisa or Amy were going to find a way to fish us out of this situation. I didn’t have anyone to talk to and I could have really used a friendly ear to bounce some ideas around.
 

In a moment of weakness, I opened my mouth, ready to tell Mary everything and hopefully unload some of the stress that was racking my body.
 

The doorbell rang.
 

Mary sighed, rolled her eyes and set her drink down, then sauntered off towards the hall. “Hold that thought. Probably just Jehovah’s witness or something. I’ll be right back.”
 

I shook my head, grateful for the interruption. Telling Mary what was going on would have been crazy. It might have made me feel better for a bit but it’s not like there was anything she could do to help. It would probably just make her worry.
 

“Who the fuck is this?”
 

The low sound of a man’s voice rumbled through the kitchen.
 

I spun around in my chair to see a refrigerator sized black man standing in the door leading to the hall.
 

Mary poked her head out from behind him and slapped his arm. “Oh relax Maurice,” she said. She squeezed between him and the door frame, her tits nearly bursting out of her top as she did. She walked across the kitchen, her slender feet padding across the cool tile.
 

Maurice eyed me with narrowed eyes and a threatening scowl.
 

“Maurice this is Jason. My son-in-law. To be. Jay, this is Maurice. He’s a…friend.”
 

It was then that I realized I’d seen Maurice before. He was the guy I’d seen balls deep inside Mary that night she’d texted me for groceries. The memory made me blush and look away. Still, I stood up and reached out to shake his hand.
 

He grabbed my palm in his, his fist exerting a crushing force as he squeezed.
 

It was all I could do not to wince.
 

After two firm shakes, he let it go and walked across the kitchen to where Mary had taken up her spot leaning against the counter.
 

I shook the pain out of my hand and returned to my seat. Out of the corner of my eye I saw Maurice put his hands on Mary’s hips, slip them up to cup her breasts, then lean in to kiss her.
 

Right before their lips met Mary turned her head, letting him kiss her on the cheek. “Nice to see you too, Maurice,” she said with a nervous giggle.
 

I saw her look my way, probably to check whether I’d noticed what he’d just done. She didn’t seem too bothered about whether I had.
 

“You didn’t tell me you had company,” Maurice said, pawing at her tits before letting his hands slide back down to her hips.
 

“He was just dropping off some groceries and I invited him in for a drink,” Mary said, trying to wriggle out of his grasp.
 

“Yeah well I’m meeting the boys tonight. I need some sugar before I go.” He let the statement hang in the air, as if I hadn’t been there to hear.
 

Mary flashed a nervous smile.
 

I could tell she was conflicted. Maybe she didn’t want me to know about him. Maybe she didn’t want me to tell Amy? At the same time she looked like she couldn’t really say “no” to Maurice.
 

I took a big gulp of my drink before setting it down on the table before standing up. “I should probably get going anyways. Things to do and all that stuff,” I lied.
 

“Oh,” Mary said. “Well, if you’re sure. Sorry. I didn’t expect Maurice to stop by.”
 

“Yeah. No worries Mary. I’ll see you later.” I walked out of the kitchen, through the hall and made sure to slam the door to let them know I was gone.
 

I’m still not entirely sure why I decided to sneak around the side of the house and peek through the window again. But I did.
 






Chapter 12


By the time I’d walked around the house to peer over the window sill into the kitchen, Maurice had already spun Mary around, bent her over the table and peeled her bikini bottom away.
 

She was facing the other way, away from me, giving me the perfect view of her dripping pussy, ready for Maurice’s thick cock. She had thick, beefy flaps that Maurice was spreading with the fingers of one hand while fucking with two fingers of the other.
 

Every few thrusts he made into her made her moan. After a few minutes she was so turned on her pussy was sluicing drips of clear liquid that were running down her thighs and dripping down onto the floor.
 

Maurice hoisted his hardened muscle in a fist. It was an ugly tool, slightly bent with thick, gnarled veins crawling just beneath the taut skin. He slapped it against her ass a few times before burrowing the head of it into her cunt.
 

Mary grunted loudly enough that I heard the sound through the window.
 

My thoughts immediately raced back to the idea that Amy was undergoing a similar treatment. This hardened my own cock. I reached down and gave the head of it a rub through my jeans.
 

Maurice buried the rest of his cock inside Mary with a rough thrust. The table scraped across the floor from the force of it.
 

Mary gripped the sides and glanced back, straining for a glimpse of the action. As she did her gaze drifted by the kitchen window.
 

I froze. I knew if I tried to hide the motion would catch her eye. There was no way I could get away fast enough. As her stare swept back our eyes met.
 

Her mouth fell open for only a second. A smile curled her lips. Then she winked at me before resuming her character, Maurice’s filthy MILF whore.
 

She looked back at him with, snarling in agony as he thundered into her hot hole.
 

He looked even bigger mounted inside her than he had before. His hands gripped her waist and with each thrust brought her body back against his. His balls smacked up against her slit.
 

I knew I shouldn’t be watching this. I’m not sure what compelled me to do it. Mary was a raunchy woman and it was just the thrill of seeing it, I guess.
 

So I gawked as Maurice pummelled her, her fat breasts smashed against the table and each other.
 

Maurice put one foot up on the chair next to him and redoubled his efforts. His thrusts came fast and hard, like a pneumatic drill trying to pound as deep as it could get into Mary’s flesh.
 

Her body started to shake and she gripped the table with both hands. She let out a series of “ah!” sounds as she tightened towards her climax.
 

“Yeah! Fuck, yeah!” Maurice shouted, pounding her even harder. “Take it, bitch!” He lifted a palm and dropped it against one side of her ass in a fat slap.
 

This got Mary going and she started to push back.
 

I saw her flaps close around the thick tendril inside her. Her juices had turned a milky-white colour and were slopping out of her each time Maurice drove his tool in.
 

She screamed.
 

“Yeah!” Maurice roared, slapping her ass again. He started to come at the same time Mary did. Their bodies shook violently against each other. Maurice kept pounding and thick globules of his ejaculate began to drip from Mary’s soaked cunt.
 

They drove their bodies against each other, thighs slapping against ass, his nuts drawing up and whacking her pussy as his cock continued to erupt inside her.
 

They came down slow. The thrusts turned to deep, probing pushes, each one causing Mary to moan.
 

Maurice took his time draining out the rest of his nut before hauling his hose out of her. It was still thick, but sagging and coated in his semen and Mary’s cream. He held it up in his hand.
 

As if on cue, Mary spun around and fell to her knees. She craned her neck so that she was looking straight up at Maurice.
 

Maurice took his meat, pointed the tip of it at her mouth and squeezed down the shift, shaking off the last drops of his ejaculate onto her tongue.
 

Mary grabbed him and, acting like a whore hungry for more, gobbled up his cock. She took him balls deep, burying his member into her throat. Then she slid back and forth on it a few times, let it fall out of her mouth and cleaned what was left on it with her tongue.
 

By the time she was done it was glistening.
 

Maurice pulled up his pants, holstered his cock inside his boxers and turned to go.
 

Mary, her cheeks a little red, put a hand on the table and pulled herself up off the floor. She said something that looked like “bye baby,” but I couldn’t hear because of the window.
 

A few moments later I heard the front door slam. An engine revved and a car, presumably Maurice’s, pulled away from the house.
 

I was a little dumbstruck. It was a weird thing to have done and I didn’t feel proud of it. But in a sense it helped me.
 

Mary had submitted to that black cock like her life had depended on it. It was like she hadn’t had a choice. Maurice seemed like a jerk but she’d shooed me away to get fucked by him.
 

Maybe a woman could be coaxed into that behaviour, I don’t know. But to me it seemed like it went way deeper than that. That kind of stuff seemed buried in the genes.
 

Which meant that there was at least a chance the impulse was as strong in Amy.
 

“You get what you needed out of that, champ?”
 

Mary’s voice startled me. I spun around to find her standing behind me with her arms crossed. She was wearing a mischievous grin.
 

“Mary…I…”
 

“Yeah, yeah,” she said, waving away whatever excuse I was about to make. “Just come inside. It’s hotter than a pizza oven out here.”
 

With nothing to do but wait for Amy to text about what was happening, I figured there couldn’t be any harm in sorting things out with Mary.
 

She turned and walked around the house and I followed her in.
 

“Look, I’m really sorry, Mary,” I began as soon as the door was closed.
 

“Hey. Forget about it,” she said with a smile and a shrug. She picked up the iced tea I’d left on the table, dumped it into the sink and fixed me another one that tasted twice as strong. “You shouldn’t lurk between houses peeking in windows,” she chided. “You want to watch me take a big black dick you just say so, understand? I don’t need the neighbours calling the cops about the creeper staring through my kitchen window.”
 

“Like I said, I’m sorry, I…”
 

“Like I said,” Mary interrupted, “forget about it. Just don’t do it again.”
 

I felt a slight humiliation at being chastised by the woman I hoped would soon be my mother in law. This made me think of Amy again. Discomfort twisted my insides again, even as my cock swelled.
 

“What’s the matter?” Mary asked. “You not getting enough at home?”
 

I shook my head. My shoulders slumped forward. “No. I mean yes. Everything’s fine. At home, that is.”
 

Mary looked unconvinced. “You tell Amy?”
 

“Amy?” I asked. “Tell her about what?”
 

Mary smirked and rolled her eyes. “That you like watching a woman take a black dick. What do you think?”
 

I groaned. “It’s not like that,” I said.
 

“Ha!” Mary laughed, throwing her head back. “Then what the hell was that?” she asked, jerking her thumb towards the window where I’d been staring in.
 

I hung my head, slightly ashamed. “I…I don’t know.”
 

Mary took a few steps towards me.
 

Out of the corner of my eye I saw a trickle of Maurice’s cum had caked down the inside of her leg.
 

“Listen to me,” she said, squeezing my arm. “There’s no shame in it. You don’t think Amy’s ever been shared? Hell, every third time she brought a guy home it was with someone else. Half those times they were black. Big, beefy fuckers, too. I think she likes that. Fat, black dicks stuffed inside her. Just like her ma.”
 

I shuddered at how filthy it sounded. “Jesus, Mary,” I whispered.
 

“It’s true,” she replied with a shrug. “You don’t have to go around hiding in bushes about it. If that’s what you like, that’s what you like. Trust me, I’m pretty sure Amy wouldn’t mind knowing.”
 

It was all very maternal, Mary’s little pep talk. She really seemed to care for me. And for Amy and I. I could see she wanted us to be happy, that she wanted things to work out.”
 

My phone buzzed in my pocket, causing my heart to skip a beat. I reached in and pulled it out, swiped the screen and saw there was a message from Amy. My heart leaped into my throat.
 

“That her?” Mary asked.
 

I nodded.
 

“Gotta go?” she said.
 

I read the message.
 

On my way home. But…have to go back. Are you there?
 

That got me all charged up. Have to go back? What the hell did that mean? After the rush of adrenaline it brought had subsided I felt very weak.
 

“Hey what’s with you? Something up?” Mary asked, taking a generous sip of her drink. “Before Maurice showed up you were going to tell me something. What was it?”
 

I let out a sigh. I knew I had to get home and see Amy. But all of a sudden Mary didn’t seem like someone I should be wary of anymore. It seemed like she was on my team.
 

And I really felt like I needed that right then.
 

So I told her. Told her about the whole thing. Lisa’s mark. What Amy had done. How I’d watched and how it wouldn’t stop haunting me. How Micheal turned out to be a cop and how fucked we were because of that now.
 

Mary listened patiently, sipping her drink and nodding her head. After I’d finished explaining a long silence fell between us.
 

“Well that is a dilly of a pickle you three have gotten yourself into. So know Amy’s over at his place, probably getting fucked eight ways from Sunday, and you don’t know how to feel about it. Is that it?”
 

I sighed again and nodded.
 

Mary let out a low whistle. “Well good luck to you, tiger. Sounds like you’ve got your work cut out for you.”
 

I couldn’t bring myself to look at her but I knew she was staring at me. I sat there until it just got too awkward to bear. “I should go. Amy’s on her way home,” I explained.
 

“Yeah,” Mary replied. “Sure.”
 

As I was stepping into the hallway, she spoke again. “Hey tiger?”
 

“Huh?”
 

“What’d you say his name was? The cop?”
 

“Micheal.”
 

Mary nodded.
 

I couldn’t read what her expression meant. I wanted to say something, thank her in some way for what she’d said and for how cool she’d been about me leering. I just couldn’t think of the right way to phrase it. I shot her a tight smile and walked out the door.
 

I needed to find out what was going on with Amy.
 






Chapter 13


“Go with you?!?”
 

Amy and Lisa were sitting on the couch. Lisa was staring at me but Amy was looking down at the ground. As if she couldn’t bring herself to look at me.
 

My insides were churning. As soon as I’d walked in the door I knew something had happened between Amy and Micheal. It was driving me nuts imagining what it might have been.
 

“He said I could bring a friend,” Lisa explained.
 

“You bring a friend.”
 

Amy bit her lip.
 

Lisa nodded. “We didn’t…we didn’t tell him Amy was with anyone. You’d…he wouldn’t know. He’s got a lot of guys over there. It’s a pretty good party. I thought…” She glanced at Amy. “We thought you’d prefer it to just sitting here wondering what was going on.”
 

I turned to look at Amy. She looked tired and spent. But her eyes wandered from side to side nervously. I couldn’t take the tension of not knowing any more. “Did you fuck him again?” I asked quietly.
 

Amy glanced up at me before nodding and looking away again.
 

Lust and jealousy coursed through me. It was like the strong drinks Mary made. The more you had, the more you wanted. The more you needed to sink into that space they put you into. All I could think about was seeing Amy take Micheal again. “He come inside you?”
 

She paused, thought about it, then nodded again.
 

My cock roared to life. Knowing that Amy was sitting there, her insides swimming with Micheal’s seed, telling me all about it, was like a shot of liquid Viagra straight at the base of my dick. It hardened completely. “What did he say? About the videos?” I asked.
 

Lisa shook her head. “He says he’ll charge us with extortion. He’s friends with the D.A.”
 

While that may or may not have been true, it certainly wasn’t something to be trifled with. I didn’t want to be on the receiving end of some crooked cops revenge.
 

And, I have to confess, I felt almost drunk thinking about going back to that party and watching Amy get defiled again. “So, if I go,” I said, “I’m supposed to act like I’m your boyfriend?” I asked Lisa.
 

She shrugged. “Something like that. There’s not a whole lot of boyfriend - girlfriend going on over there. It’s kind of a free for all.”
 

It sounded like a regular den of sin. And that sounded too enticing to pass up.
 

A tense silence fell between the three of us. Lisa started to squirm a bit. After a while she got up. “I’m gonna’ go get changed,” she muttered, walking out of the living room and leaving Amy and I alone.
 

I stared at her for a while but she was still having a hard time looking at me. Eventually I walked over to the couch, sat down and put a hand on her thigh. “Hey,” I said, giving it a squeeze.
 

Amy looked up with a weak smile. Her eyes were glassy and she looked like she was going to cry. “Hey,” she whispered back.
 

“You okay?”
 

She nodded and looked back down at the ground.
 

I lifted her chin with a finger, bringing her eyes up to mine. “You liked it, didn’t you?” I asked.
 

“So much, Jay,” Amy replied. She seemed relieved to be able to get it off her chest. She reached out and put a hand on my cheek. “I’m sorry. I don’t…I don’t want to hurt you. That’s not why I’m saying it. I just want to be honest.”
 

Her confession warmed me. I felt closer to her because she’d told the truth. A part of me wanted to tell her what had happened with Mary but if it made things weird there would be no time to talk about it. I decided to just let it go for the time being.
 

“You okay to go back?” I asked.
 

Amy looked up, her eyes still watery but filled with excitement. “I want to,” she whispered.
 

Her response shook me in the best way. “You gonna a good little whore for me?” I said, my voice quieter still.
 

Amy’s dam finally burst and tears rolled down her cheeks. She smiled, wrapped her arms around my neck and squeezed me in a tight hug. “Yes, baby. Yes.”
 

It was exactly what I wanted to hear.
 

We took my car but Lisa sat next to me in the passenger seat. Amy sat in the back.
 

Every so often I would look into the rear view mirror and catch her staring out the window out into the distance. I could only imagine what she was thinking.
 

Was she hungry for him again already? Was her pussy wet thinking about being a filthy slut in front of her husband?
 

I felt barely any jealousy about it. My cock bounced between my legs as I thought about getting to watch Amy debase herself as I pretended to be Lisa’s boyfriend.
 

We arrived at the house and rang the buzzer outside the gate. After a few moments the gate clicked open and we walked in. We walked up the winding driveway, towards the stately old house, then up the front steps.
 

The door opened before I had a chance to knock. Standing inside it was a fat, bald black man. He eyed us warily before recognizing Amy. As soon as he did, he stepped aside and waved a hand that we should step in.
 

Inside the air was cool and the blinds were drawn. The sweet stench of pot hung in the air.
 

As my eyes adjusted to the light, I looked into some of the rooms. Ripped black men were languishing on the couches, smoking pot and drinking light beers. Each of them had at least one white girl fawning over them. Some of them were curled up against them. Others were between their legs, sucking dicks as the men joked and laughed.
 

All the girls were naked or with just their panties on.
 

I caught a glimpse of Amy looking around nervously out of the corner of my eye.
 

A figure appeared in the hall leading to the back of the house.
 

I immediately recognized Micheal. His broad shoulders barely fit through the door frame. He had to twist his body slightly to fit.
 

Beside me, Amy’s energy changed. She stood up a little taller, pressing out her tits, like she was trying to impress him.
 

He walked up to her, his face expressionless, reached around and squeezed her ass, then hooked a finger under her tight top and peeled it up and over her head. “You don’t need this shit,” he growled as her ample tits fell out.
 

Amy blushed but didn’t do a thing to resist. Instead she pressed her body up a little tighter against his.
 

Watching him take ownership of her chewed through me like the jaws of life crunching steel. She wouldn’t even look at me. Maybe for fear that she would give up something about who we really were to each other.
 

Pushing my paranoia aside, I put a hand around Lisa’s back. I was supposed to be her boyfriend after all.
 

Lisa stiffened for a moment, but then settled into her role. She leaned against me and ran a finger up and down my back.
 

It was nice having someone to hold onto. It was a difficult moment and Lisa being there next to me was stabilizing.
 

“Who’s this?” Micheal asked, jutting his chin out towards me.
 

“This is my boyfriend, Micheal,” Lisa chimed in before Amy or I had a chance to say anything.
 

I couldn’t help stealing a glance at Amy’s breasts.
 

Maurice must have noticed because he cracked a grin, then reached up and jiggled one of her tits, the whole time staring at me. “You like them titties?” he asked.
 

It was exhilarating, being asked by another man whether I liked Amy’s tits. “They’re nice,” I replied.
 

Micheal’s grin widened. “Nice. Nice? Nice,” he said, starting to chuckle. He covered his mouth with the back of his hand. “Now that’s a real white boy, right there. Them titties ain’t nice, bitch!” he said. He hauled his paw into the air and let it fall onto my shoulder.
 

My knees nearly buckled under the weight.
 

His smile faded. “You a fuckin’ crook too?” he asked, pinching my shoulder and sending pain right down to my feet.
 

I couldn’t bring myself to meet his gaze. I had no idea what the girls had told him. Or what he would do if I told him the truth. But that was really the only way to go. “I guess,” I muttered.
 

Micheal shook his head, still staring at me. “Well Amy and I here made a little deal. I won’t bust your asses and she gets to be my little breeding bunny. Ain’t that right baby?” He said, smiling at her mockingly. He turned to me and pointed a finger at Amy. “You know this crazy bitch ain’t on any birth control?” he shot.
 

My breath quickened along with my pulse. I shook my head, unable to think of what to say. This seemed to appease Micheal.
 

He give her tit a soft slap. “Yeah,” he said. “She ain’t. Get that skirt off,” he ordered.
 

Amy immediately peeled her skirt off and stepped out of it, revealing that she wasn’t wearing any underwear.
 

I nearly gasped as my eyes ran down her body and came to rest between her legs. Her fat bush had been shaved and it looked like she, or someone else, had oiled her pussy lips. They glistened, two perfect curves of flesh coming together to form a perfect mound of Venus with a cleft in the middle.
 

“Look at that,” Micheal said. He bent over, pressed a finger between her legs and sawed it back and forth against her slit.
 

Amy gasped. Her knees split apart as she tried to lower herself onto Micheal’s hand.
 

After a few more swipes, Micheal pulled the finger out. It was coated in Amy’s sticky, clear mucus. He brought it to her mouth.
 

Grabbing onto his arm, Amy slurped the finger into her mouth. Her head started bobbing as she polished it, licking her own juices off and swallowing them up.
 

Micheal flashed an approving smile. “See that? Bitch in heat,” he said, not taking his eyes off Amy.
 

Lisa gave me a squeeze.
 

“Ain’t that right?” Micheal asked Amy, still grinning.
 

Amy nodded and looked down at the floor.
 

“Alright, crooks. Let’s get our party on.” He gave Amy’s ass a slap and started walking into the back of the house.
 

As we walked down the hallway we passed rooms with their doors open. In each one multiple white women were on their knees, on their backs, some bent over couches servicing muscled back men.
 

I couldn’t have dreamed up a bawdier sight. I was actually a little relieved. Somehow it seemed it might be a bit easier watching Amy in a supporting role, so to speak, and not the star of the show.
 

But as we entered the last room at the back of the house, my stomach sank. It was the darkest room by far. More black men lounged in the corners, seeming to cower in the shadows.
 

There wasn’t another female to be seen.
 

A silence descended on the room as we stepped in.
 

Micheal turned to look at Lisa. “No girls allowed,” he said. Then he jerked his head towards Amy who was standing next to him. “Except for one.”
 

A shudder raced through me as Lisa stepped away. My security blanket wouldn’t be there for me now. It would just be me, Amy and this gang full of black guys that had her fixed in their lecherous stares. Their only focus was hers, the looks in their eyes like wolves surrounding their prey.
 

As Lisa left the room I was left completely exposed.
 

Amy was standing at the center with Micheal by her side. Her nipples were stiff as sapphires and the smell of her arousal was heavy and damp in the air.
 

Thankfully I was able to take a few steps back, slip into the shadows and watch as the group closed in around my trembling Amy.
 

“Careful now,” Micheal said, tucking a lock of Amy’s hair behind her ear. “This bitch is ripe. You all best pull out or you gonna’ end up a baby daddy,” he said with a cruel grin.
 

Chuckles filled the room, along with a few guys saying “yeah, right!”
 

I shuddered again at how funny they thought it was. Amy, my beautiful Amy, was about to be debased and undoubtedly filled with cum from all these men’s cocks. Was there really any way her body could withstand that invasion? Was there even a chance she wouldn’t come away with someone else's child growing inside her?
 

And how long would we be trapped by Micheal’s threats? How long were we going to have to live with this?
 

“On your knees, baby,” Micheal said to Amy. “There’s some dicks need suckin’!”
 

The men laughed again.
 






Chapter 14


The men swooped in, peeling off shirts and pulling off shorts as they went.
 

Sinking to her knees, Amy was quickly surrounded by thick, black slabs of meat waving at her from every direction. She got a wild look in her eye as she started grabbing at them, letting her mouth hang open so they could be stuffed in like she was some kind of fuck toy.
 

My own cock ached between my legs. But I was absolutely mesmerized by the sight. Amy, who was no goody two shoes to begin with, was showing me what she was really capable of. Probably something she’d done before, by the looks of how she was behaving, how much she seemed to be enjoying it.
 

She really did have the look of an animal in heat, offering herself to anyone who would take her and fill her up.
 

Cocks hardened in her hands and mouth and the guys started stroking themselves to stay up.
 

Micheal was the last to step up. Putting a hand on the top of her head, he stuffed his dick into her mouth, then bent his knees, sending it plunging down into her throat.
 

Amy gagged. Tears streamed down her cheeks. But she looked up at him with wide, loving eyes.
 

Anything you want, they seemed to say. Do anything you want with me.
 

Micheal did. Towering above her he started thrusting hard, as if he wanted to get the head of his cock into her stomach.
 

Amy took it with her mouth wide open and her neck craned back.
 

His heavy sack slapped against the taut muscles in her throat as he fucked her mouth. A bead of sweat built up on his forehead. He scowled, concentrating on the sight of his cock disappearing into her mouth.
 

I watched with a horrified fascination. I’d discovered a lot about Amy in the last few weeks but nothing could have prepared me for this.
 

It wasn’t just that she was on her knees, slurping cock after cock into her mouth as she tugged on the others. It was the fact that she seemed so deeply satisfied to be doing so.
 

Micheal watched from the corner of the room. It was hard to tell where he was looking but it seemed that every so often he would glance in my direction.
 

I wasn’t sure what this meant. I was supposed to be there with Lisa, after all. Did he know about my relationship with Amy? Had she said something?
 

One of the last guys to stuff his cock into Amy’s mouth must have gotten pretty excited by watching. As soon as he shoved it down her throat he winced, grabbed her head, then thrust his hips forward, pressing the rest of his dick into her, up to his nuts. “Oh fuck!” he grunted through clenched teeth.
 

A filthy sounding gurgle emanated from the depths of Amy’s throat. Her stomach heaved and her face started turning red.
 

Still, the guy held on to her head, the root of his cock lurching as it retched seed into her belly. He held her like that a good long time, not caring whether she could breathe or not. When he was finally done, he stepped back and wiggled his hips, coaxing the deflating python from her depths.
 

Amy sucked in a massive lungful of air. Cum poured out of her mouth and streamed down her chin until there was so much of it it started dripping onto her tits. After the second gulp of air she let out a massive belch, followed by another gush of cum that she spat onto herself.
 

Some of the guys started laughing. A few others feigned disgust, making “oooh!” sounds, as if they’d never seen anything so filthy.
 

I knew by the way they were looking at her and still stroking themselves that they were totally full of shit.
 

And Amy totally ate it up. She shot me wicked look out of the corner of her eye. Nearly a smile but not quite. She was loving the attention. She loved being their whore.
 

But what I saw in that quick glance that warmed me most, was that she loved that I was watching. She loved that I was there. Maybe she’d done stuff like this before but now it wasn’t just her doing it. It was us.
 

“Bend that bitch over,” Micheal said from the corner of the room. He wagged a finger at Amy.
 

She didn’t need anyone to help her. She put her arms down on flat on the floor, looked behind her and wagged her ass, as if to ask “who’s first?”
 

Fuck did that ever get me turned on.
 

One of the guys, a lean but muscular young man that couldn’t have been more than twenty, maybe twenty-two, got behind her. He had a sort of wild look in his eye. He was stroking his cock to stay hard and his eyes danced between Amy’s swollen and dripping pussy lips, and her puckered asshole which was winking each time she moved.
 

His mouth was hanging open, as if he couldn’t believe he were a part of this.
 

“Oh shit,” Micheal said, grinning and swatting a hand towards the guy. “It’s Dennis’ first time, bitches! How long he gonna’ last before he blows in that bitch?”
 

The guys burst into raucous laughter again. A few of them started shouting “two minutes!” or “five minutes!” from the corners of the room where they were stroking themselves.
 

Even Amy chuckled as she watched Dennis mounting her. She arched her back a little as he slipped his long cock into her pussy but other than that didn’t seem to react.
 

“Five minutes?!?” Micheal shouted from the corner. “That’s bullshit! My money’s on thirty seconds! Y’all watch this!” He walked over to Dennis. “Hey stud,” he said.
 

Dennis was in a state of intense concentration. I could tell he was loving the view, Amy’s deliciously curvy ass bouncing off his abdomen. I could also tell he didn’t want to blow just yet but was having a hard time holding it in.
 

“Hey D,” Micheal said, speaking softly to Dennis. He winked at one of the other guys. “You know that’s a bare pussy, right? You blow it in there you might be a daddy!”
 

Dennis lost his shit. A violent shudder rushed through him and he plowed into Amy deep, burying his cock to the hilt as it started to gush.
 

Amy turned to look at me, though she might have been staring through me. Hard to tell. Her mouth dropped open. Her eyes went wide.
 

I saw the exact moment that she felt the first hot blast of Dennis’ sperm coat her insides.
 

I’ll never forget that visual.
 

Dennis standing over her, his knees bent and fucking her from behind like an animal. And Amy on her knees presenting herself to him and finally the look on her face when she received what he had to give.
 

The guys burst into boisterous laughter.
 

Dennis, his emission finished, stepped back. His cock came flopping out of Amy’s pussy. It was a frothy, dripping mess. He walked to the corner with his eyes turned to the ground.
 

Some of the guys slapped him on the shoulders as he passed, telling him not to worry, that it was his first time.
 

When I turned to look at Amy again, another man had taken Dennis’ place. He was a short dude but thick, with a fat neck and a layer of fat padding a muscular build. He mounted her the same way Dennis had, stepping over her and pointing his cock down to insert it into her cunt.
 

“Holy shit!” he squawked as he piled his meat into her. “Bitch is sloppy as fuck! The fuck’d you do up in her?” he said, turning towards Dennis.
 

Dennis flashed a shy smile, possibly feeling slightly vindicated for making up in volume what he had failed to provide in stamina.
 

Fat guy took a step back. His cock came bouncing out of Amy, covered in Dennis’ spunk. A fleck of it flew off and landed on his stomach. “Look at that shit!” the guy squealed. “You not jerkin’ it enough!”
 

I caught Micheal staring at me. One corner of his mouth twitched up, changing his stern expression to the beginnings of a smile. But it was gone as soon as it began.
 

The store bored right into my very depths. I didn’t understand why he was looking at me like that. Or why I’d been singled out to be the only outsider to watch Amy getting ganged.
 

Fat guy stepped back up and stuffed his cock into Amy’s pussy again.
 

She lurched forward and gasped as he stretched her sweet lips apart. Her pussy let out a wet fart, followed by a blast of Dennis’ ejaculate that landed on fat guy’s thigh.
 

He didn’t seem to care this time. Putting his hands on Amy’s ass he started fucking her hard.
 

Another guy stepped up, bent his knees and pulled Amy’s head back by the hair until she opened her mouth. He pointed the tip of his cock at her mouth, shoved it in, then started fucking her mouth.
 

Amy’s defilement seemed complete in that moment. On her hands and knees between those two dark shapes, her body swaying back and forth as she took their cocks into her holes, nothing could have been more perfect. Or more dark.
 

Nothing would live in my mind longer than that image. My perfect little whore.
 

Even watching each of those guys blow their loads inside her unprotected pussy didn’t compare. The danger of Amy becoming pregnant even lost it’s edge compared to that.
 

I guess I figured if it was going to happen then it was. We’d deal with it later if we had to.
 

Suddenly the room went quiet.
 

The few guys still stroking themselves stopped. Micheal, who’d been staring at Amy, probably looking forward to his turn with her, looked up towards the door.
 

I looked over and my heart stopped for a few seconds before kicking back to life.
 

There, standing in the doorway dressed in a killer little black dress and high heels was Mary, Amy’s mom. She had her hand hooked in a large black man’s arm.
 

It took me a moment to make out who it was. It was fucking Maurice. Things just could not get any more surreal.
 

Amy, who was still on her knees, cum dripping out of her holes, some of it starting to cake on her skin and in her hair, looked up to see what had happened. When she saw Mary, she started to chuckle. The chuckle rolled into a laugh.
 

Guys started pulling on pants and pulling shirts over their heads. They kept close to the walls, trying to get to the door Maurice was blocking, the only way out. They all seemed scared as fuck.
 

Everyone except Micheal, that is.
 

Micheal nodded towards the door. “Maurice,” he said.
 

Maurice nodded back. “Mike.” He took a step forward and started letting guys slip out behind him. Pretty soon it was just him and Mary, Micheal, Amy and I left. He glanced at Amy, looked at Mary, then back at Amy again. Then he nodded. “Yeah. We done here, Mike.”
 

Micheal opened his mouth and put his palms out to protest.
 

“Like I said, we done,” Maurice said before Micheal could say a word.
 

Micheal didn’t flinch. Didn’t get his heckles up, didn’t say another word. Just flashed a tight smile and started to walk towards the door.
 

“We good?” Maurice asked.
 

Micheal nodded and put a hand on his shoulder. “We good. We all good.” And then he was gone.
 

Amy was still chuckling. She’d gotten up off her hands and was looking around for something to cover herself up with, or maybe to wipe herself down.
 

Maurice eyed her for a while before turning to look at Mary again. “That her?” he asked.
 

“Ha!” Mary said, throwing her head back and laughing. “What do you think? She’s a degenerate slut! Of course it’s her! That’s my little girl!”
 

I had no idea what was going on.
 

Micheal turned to me. “Help your girl up. Let’s take it back to the house. I hate these banger parties.” He turned with Mary still on his arm and walked out the door.
 

I stumbled to the center of the room and sank down beside Amy. The dank musk of men’s cum wafted off her.
 

She wiped her mouth with her hand.
 

I scanned the room until I found a few towels stacked on a table in the corner. Grabbing one I brought it to her and helped her wipe off the rest of her face. I couldn’t believe what had just happened, or that I’d stood there and watched it all go down. “Are you okay?” I finally whispered.
 

“I’m fine,” she said, smiling.
 

“Are…are you sure? I…I’m sorry, I should have…I should have tried to…”
 

Amy furrowed her brow. “Tried to what?”
 

“I should have tried to stop them, or…”
 

“What? Don’t be ridiculous,” she said, leaning in and kissing me on the cheek. “I used to do this shit all the time.”
 

My eyes opened even wider. “You…you did?” I asked, completely floored. It seemed there was a whole side of Amy I had yet to find out about. “Why?” I asked.
 

Amy shrugged. “I don’t know,” she said, shaking her head. “I just…I love big black dicks. And I love getting ganged. I love being used like I’m…like I’m less than whore. Like I’m just a toy.” She wiped some of the cum off her neck and dabbed it off her tits with the towel. “Are you okay?” she asked, looking up at me.
 

“I’m…I think so.”
 

“You’re not…angry?” She spoke the last word softly.
 

I shook my head. “I don’t know why but…I’m not.”
 

Amy looked away, suddenly a little shy. “Did you…did you like it?”
 

My heart swelled. I felt closer to her than ever before. I put my hands on her cheeks and turned her head so I could stare into her eyes. “I fucking loved it.” I said.
 

Then I tilted her head and pressed my lips to hers.
 

The acrid smell of cooling semen rushed up my nose.
 

I knew I’d found the love of my life. There was no doubt in my mind about that.
 






Chapter 15


Mary and I stood on the balcony watching Maurice chat with Lisa and Amy while he tended to the barbecue.
 

Mary took a drag of her cigarette and blew a large cloud of smoke up into the air. “You got lucky this time, tiger,” she said. She took a sip of her gin and tonic. “You all did. That could have ended way worse.”
 

I knew as much. What I didn’t know was how we’d managed to squeeze our way out. “What’s the deal with Maurice?” I asked. “Who is that guy?”
 

Mary shook her head. “You don’t want to know. Besides, if I told you he’d probably kill ya’.”
 

“Wait, what?” I said, shaking my head in disbelief. I knew Mary had done some time way back. But this was next level shit. This guy was obviously a big deal. “Seriously?”
 

Mary shrugged. “I don’t know. I don’t even know who he is, really. I mean outside of…” She wagged a finger back and forth between her and Maurice. The ice clinked in her glass like a wind chime. “Anyways, I had to call in a few favours for that one.”
 

I sighed. “Shit. Well thanks, Mary,” I said.
 

Mary wagged her finger back and forth. “Oh it’s not over. I had to throw in a few more to sweetened the pot.”
 

My stomach tightened at her tone. “Oh yeah?” I asked. “Like what?”
 

“Like your fiancee there. And her little friend, what’s her name? Lisa?”
 

My breath caught in my throat. “You mean…”
 

“Oh yeah. Maurice has a big appetite and there’s only so much an old broad like me can fuck before I dry out. Get’s fucking sore down there, you know?”
 

I nearly laughed out loud. “Are you fucking serious? Who are you?” I squawked.
 

Down on the lawn the conversation stopped. Maurice and girls looked up.
 

Mary raised her glass and smiled. “Just having a chat!” she said.
 

Maurice nodded and turned his attention back to Amy and Lisa who went back to chatting and giggling at his jokes.
 

I saw the way he looked at her when she touched his arm. I knew Amy was a goner. Maurice was just her kind of guy. Stoic, ripped and with a cock the size of her arm.
 

There was no way I was getting any part of her tonight. And that was so fucking hot.
 

Amy and Lisa burst out into giggles at something Maurice had said.
 

He flashed a toothy smile and flipped a few burgers on the grill.
 

“You know you should lock that down, right?” Mary asked.
 

“Huh?”
 

“Amy. You two are perfect for each other.”
 

Something tightened around my heart. I reached into my pocket to make sure the small black box was still there. “Yeah. I know,” I replied.
 

“She’s a good girl, Jay. She really is. A little wild sometimes. But her heart’s in the right place. She’ll make a good wife.”
 

I nodded again. “I know she will.”
 

Mary punched my arm. “Well? What are you waiting for then? I’ve seen you fiddling with that box all evening. Get down there and go for it.”
 

The tightness moved to my throat. But somehow I knew Mary was right. This was the moment. This was the right time.
 

I turned and walked down the steps to the patio below, then out to the grass where they were standing. Pulling the box out of my pocket, I raised it up in front of Amy.
 

Lisa gasped.
 

Amy took a step back and covered her open mouth with her hands. A tear ran down her cheek.
 

Maurice folded his arms across his broad chest and smiled, spatula sticking out one side.
 

“Amy,” I said, swallowing back the tightness. “I love you so much, baby. I know I don’t deserve you but I have to ask. You think you could ever be a con man’s wife?” I opened the box to reveal the glittering diamond crowning the ring inside.
 

Amy reached out, yanked me off my feet and threw her hands around my neck, tears now streaming down her cheeks. “Oh my God, Jay, yes! Yes!” she squealed.
 

I wrapped my arms around her and drew her close.
 

The three of them started to clap.
 

Amy pulled away and looked down, gazing at the ring.
 

I lifted it out of the box, took her hand, then slipped it onto her slender finger. “I love you baby,” I said, kissing her forehead.
 

She looked up. “I love you too.” Her smile faltered. Then it faded. She glanced back to where Maurice was standing behind her, then looked up at Mary on the balcony. She bit her lip.
 

“What’s up?” I asked.
 

Amy’s eyes darted from side to side. “It’s just…I…Mary said that…”
 

I pulled her close and hugged her again. Looking over her shoulder I saw Maurice looking back. “I know, Amy. I know. Mary told me. And you know what? It’s alright.”
 

“It is?” Amy said, her voice full of disbelief.
 

“It’s better than alright. You want him too, don’t you?”
 

Amy looked away again, a little shy, but finally nodded.
 

I kissed her forehead again. “Hey, maybe if I’m lucky I’ll get to watch,” I said with a smile.
 

“Watch?” Maurice asked from behind us. “Bitch you be doin’ more than just watchin’. We gonna have ourselves a good time tonight.” He winked at Lisa. “Ain’t that right, baby?”
 

Lisa giggled, glanced at me and bit her lip.
 

My cock throbbed to life.
 

Amy started giggling against my chest. She gave it a playful slap. “Pervert,” she whispered. She pulled away, kissed me on the cheek then let go of my hand. “I’m gonna’ go say thanks to my mom. We owe her one.”
 

I nodded. We sure did.
 

Amy and Lisa walked up the stairs to the balcony to join Mary and started to chat.
 

It was a little awkward for a few moments, just me and Maurice.
 

He didn’t seem to mind. Flipped a few burgers, rolled the hot dogs around, took a gulp of his rum and coke, then reached into his pocket and pulled out a cigar. “Something to celebrate,” he said, handing it to me.
 

It was all a little surreal. I took the cigar.
 

Maurice pulled out another one, chewed off the end, then lit it up. He took a few deep puffs and blew out thick plumes of smoke into the air.
 

More silence fell between us until I couldn’t take it any more. “So…uh, I guess I should say thanks.”
 

Maurice shrugged. “Don’t mention it.” Then he turned to me and his expression darkened. “And don’t mention it, if you know what I mean?”
 

I locked my lips and pretended to throw away the key. “So, what,” I said after a while, “it’s like, Maurice gets what Maurice wants, or something?” I asked.
 

Maurice started to chuckle.
 

Felt good making a man like that laugh. Made me feel like I was on the inside a little more.
 

“What you do? You a workin’ man?” he asked.
 

I shrugged. “I used to run a little con here and there. Come Monday I’ll be selling cars. Time to start fresh, you know? This was…this was just one last job. One last con.”
 

Maurice raised an eye. “Selling cars?” he said. “What, like, chop shop?”
 

“No, no,” I replied, shaking my head. “On the straight and narrow. Used cars. Down at Fourth and Main. You know the place? Bud’s used car l…”
 

“Yeah, yeah. Bud’s. I know that place. Pffft. Shit, man, you can do better than that.”
 

“Yeah, maybe,” I replied. “But I want to start over. I want to get out.”
 

Maurice shrugged. “Suit yourself.” He glanced up at Mary and the girls on the balcony, then looked around, as if to see if anyone else was listening. “But I gotta’ say, I like your style. If you’re interested I know a guy that’s putting some together. Nothing huge. But it’ll be worth your while.”
 

A funny tickle started in my gut. After everything that had happened I knew I should know better. I knew I should walk away, go sell used cars, get something steady going so I could be a good husband to Amy.
 

But fuck if sure was hard to walk away from an offer like that. From a guy like Maurice, too. “Uh…so, like, what’s the game?”
 

One corner of Maurice’s mouth cracked into a grin. He raised his glass and tapped it against mine. “Yeah you not out,” he said. “You’re gonna’ be alright, J. You’re gonna be alright.”
 

And somehow I knew he was right. Maurice just felt like the kind of guy a guy like me could trust.
 

Everything was going to be alright.
 


THE END















***


Thanks for reading! If you enjoyed this story check out some of my others or drop by Thirteenth Line Publications to sign up for the newsletter and get notified of all our new releases!
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The Hotel Wife

Piper has been asking Tom for a beach vacation their whole marriage.

Now seems like the perfect time, right before they're ready to start a family.

One last week of fun in the sun.

Piper’s enthusiasm for exploring Tom’s long-harbored fantasy turns the situation explosive.

As the two explore the boundaries of an unconventional relationship, Tom begins to wonder if he’ll ever get back the wife he once had.




The Houseguest

Olivia asks her husband for a favour. Can an old friend stay a few nights?

John, feeling guilty about past jealousy, agrees and their adventure begins.

As the Olivia uncovers her husband's desires, she gives him what he wants.

But when she goes too far can he take her back?





The Fling

Vanessa returns from a trade show and makes a confession.

Richard finds that her indiscretion inspires a powerful lust.

The act pushes the couple closer and they delve into a lifestyle Richard never imagined he could live.

How far will Vanessa go? And will Richard be able to keep up?




The Preacher's Wife
Fresh out of seminary, William takes a job at a small, southern parish.

The mixed ethnicity of the congregation and the church deacon, Sam, stir a fantasy within William he has long tried to hide.

Unable to resist his dark impulses he nudges his wife to become more adventurous in the bedroom to satisfy his lust, which unleashes her own appetites.

At William's request she succumbs to Sam's advances and his desire is fulfilled. But everything comes at a price.

Sam calls in his debt and William must watch his wife fulfill the devilish bargain he made.
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