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Jen and I were taxing over to Jamal’s apartment. Anna was in the loft apartment with Callie. Our plan was to return to the loft apartment after dinner, and then have a family day (along with Callie) tomorrow (Sunday) in the city. We didn’t have it all planned out yet, but we were thinking about taking Anna ice skating in Central Park, and maybe a show at Radio City Music Hall if show times lined up with our schedule (and Anna’s naptime).

Jen was sitting close to me in the uber. “So do you know what Jamal wants to talk about?” I asked her.

“This isn’t like last time Mike. It’s just dinner,” she said. “Actually they’ll be a few couples there.”

“Oh,” I said, surprised. “So you’ve been talking to Jamal? I mean, beyond him inviting us?”

“Texting,” Jen said. I was silent as I processed this new knowledge that she was texting with Jamal.  

“Is Joe gonna be there?” I asked.

I felt Jen shaking her head no in the darkness of the car. “But I want to talk to him at some point tonight,” she said. “It might be better if I talk to him alone. Do you mind?” 

“Yeah, okay,” I said back. “You haven’t told me yet what Jamal gave you.”

Jen giggled. “I don’t know if I’m gonna use it yet,” she said. “Let’s wait to talk about it later, okay?”

“Do you think Jamal will mention it tonight?”

Jen shook her head again. “I don’t think so,” she said. “Not to you anyways.”

“So ... they’ll be couples there?” I asked. “Are WE going to be a couple? Or you and Jamal?”

“Ha,” Jen laughed. “I know which one you want,” she said playfully. “You remember his first rule? So probably your wish is gonna come true.”

I did remember. Jamal had said, “When I’m with Jen, she belongs to me.” I felt queasy and excited at what might happen tonight.

––––––––
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THERE WERE 4 COUPLES at the dinner party, including us, and plus our host Jamal. One couple was black. One white (us). The other 2 couples were mixed, both with black husbands and white wives.  

Everyone was very attractive, and the other girls were wearing slinkier dresses than Jen’s little black dress. Also, the other girls – especially the 2 other white wives – were wearing heavier makeup than Jen, making them look like they had just walked off the runway at a trendy fashion show. My wife was easily the prettiest girl there, but the other girls because of their make up and dresses looked more sophisticated.

As always, Jen was her bubbly self, and she easily made friends with everyone as she happily flitted around like a social butterfly. Jamal planted himself next to her. He stood close to her, and at times his hand was on her arm or even her back. Jen didn’t try to distance herself from him. She seemed to welcome his presence. Even though Jamal had introduced us to everyone as being married, it looked more like they were the couple. The fact that there were 2 mixed couples there made it seem even more that it was Jen and Jamal who were the couple, instead of Jen and me.

I had been in situations like this before. Where Jen attached herself to another man, and I was a third wheel. So I went with it. I didn’t try to push my way between Jen and Jamal. I didn’t try to separate them, even when they sat so close on the sofa that their legs touched. I allowed the delicious cuckold angst to build up inside me. I wasn’t able to get hard, because my cock was in the cage. But I felt the cuckold fire burning inside me. I loved it. I hated seeing Jen pairing herself off with another man, but I loved it too.

But then Jamal crossed a line. We were still in the cocktail hour of the dinner party, and Jen was sitting next to Jamal on the sofa. I was sitting across from them, and everyone else was sitting so we formed a circle. We were all talking together.

Then, abruptly, Jamal put his hand on Jen’s knee. She was wearing a LBD and had her legs crossed. And Jamal put his hand on her knee. And he kept it there. And then, with his thumb, he caressed her knee back and forth.

Everyone noticed, their eyes going to Jamal’s hand on Jen’s knee. Jen didn’t object or push his hand off. If anything, she leaned closer to him, laughing at whatever he said and smiling into his eyes.  

Jamal had catered the dinner party. I didn’t get how a college professor had the money to cater a party, but that was a question for another day. When the wait staff announced that dinner was ready and everyone began moving from the living room to the dinner room, I pulled Jamal down a hall to confront him.

“What the fuck Jamal?” I hissed at him. “Putting your hand on Jen’s knee. It wasn’t even a platonic touch. You were blatant about it, caressing her knee in front of everyone.”

Jamal laughed. “Platonic touch?” he scoffed deridingly. “Is that what white people say?”

“What?” I said, not understanding.

“Let me explain it to you Mike,” Jamal said. “When a black man puts his hand on a girl’s knee, there’s nothing platonic about it. It means he’s claiming the girl. That’s what I did. Everyone knows now, you might be her husband, but Jen belongs to me.”

I stared at him. I was speechless. This was only their second “date.” And yet he was already claiming my wife as his?

“Stay in your lane Mike. I told you my rules,” Jamal warned. “Or take your wife right now and leave. But if you stay, you play by my rules. Got it?”

I didn’t stay anything. But I didn’t grab Jen and leave either. 

“I’ll take that as a yes,” Jamal scoffed.  He turned to join the others in the dining room, but then he stopped and looked at me.  “You get waxed?”

I glared at him.  “Just fuck off,” I hissed.

Jamal grinned at me, his gold teeth shining by the light of the crystal chandelier.  “You’re an open book, Mike.  I know you did.  You like how it feels?  I bet you do.”

“Fuck off!” I hissed again.  Yes, I HAD gotten waxed.  I went along with Jen earlier in the week, when she got her regular waxing.  It was HUMILIATING getting waxed by the same girl who did Jen.  Did he have to rub it in my face too?  

Jamal laughed again.  Then he turned and returned to the others.

My heart was pounding. It felt like a hand was gripping my gut, squeezing and twisting it around. I took a moment to compose myself. Then I moved towards the dining room. 

I wasn’t surprised when I found Jen sitting next to Jamal. But it still cut at my emotions. Everyone else was sitting too. The remaining spot was across and one chair over from Jen. She looked at me, and then looked at the empty chair. It was like she was saying what Jamal had said moments ago: “Stay in your lane Mike. You know I’m with Jamal tonight. You know that’s his rule.”

I burned inside when I moved around the table and sat in the chair. You know, Jen could have at least greeted me when I walked into the dining room, hugged my arm, gave me a kiss. Then it would be like, we were at one of those dinner parties where people don’t sit next to their spouses so as to be social. But she didn’t do any of that.  

Jamal whispered something to Jen, and they both laughed. She was grinning as she looked at me.  Were they joking about me?  Was Jamal telling my wife – MY WIFE! – that I was even more of a sissy white boy now, because I was getting waxed, just like a girl?  And Jen was laughing at what Jamal was saying?  She was laughing at me?

I felt like I was going to lose it.  But then Jen looked at me again, and she gave me an encouraging smile. That made me feel better. It assured me that we were just playing our game. It was like a movie. Her role was the unfaithful wife. My role was the cuckold husband.  

She’d be mine again later tonight, when we were back in the loft apartment. Our daughter was there, that was our real life. I’d reclaim her then too. I’d make love to her, and shoot my sperm into her, and our DNA would mingle and we’d be one again.  

Yes, I knew Jamal would do the same to her tonight before my turn, but I’d had way more turns with Jen than him. Thousands more. Jamal might have her tonight, but it was just a game, in real life, she was mine.

Jen and Jamal sat close at the table, so close their shoulders almost touched. I couldn’t see his hands much of the time. I assume he was fondling her under the table. That was confirmed when her cheeks flushed and she got a major cum face on. I knew then for sure he was fingering her under the table.

Then, as the waitstaff cleared the entrée and prepared to serve dessert, Jamal leaned over and kissed Jen. And she kissed him back. Not on the cheek, like friends. But on the lips. Like lovers.

God Jen ... you’re kissing him right in front of all these people. In front of me, your husband. 

God Jen ....

Some glanced at me, but most just looked at them and smiled. Like, they were happy that Jamal had found such a nice new girlfriend. “Jen’s so pretty,” I imagined them saying later. “And she’s so into Jamal, that’s for sure. I’m so happy for him.”

My heart was aching. This was all happening so fast. I wanted it, but it was all happening so fast.  

I went to the bathroom to compose myself. Remember she’s just playing the game, I told myself. She’s not that into Jamal. It just looks that way because she’s playing the game.

When I stepped out of the bathroom, Jen was standing there, waiting for me. I immediately grabbed her and pulled her to me. I hugged her tight. God I needed her. My Jen meter was empty and I needed to fill it up.

“So we’re going to Joey’s place,” she told me when I finally let her go.  

“What? We?” I asked, not understanding.

“Me and Jamal,” she said.

“You want Jamal to help you talk to Joe?” I asked, still not understanding.

“Actually Joey’s not home. He’s at a party somewhere,” Jen told me. “But everything’s good. Jamal talked to Joey. He worked it out. Everything’s good.”

I stared at my wife. My head was spinning as I tried to catch up. “Then why go to Joe’s?” I asked.

I realized the answer as soon as the question left my lips. Because they wanted to be alone. Jen wanted Jamal to fuck her.

“Jen ... now? With all these people here?” 

“Everyone knows Joey’s Jamal’s friend,” Jen whispered conspiratorially. “And I’ve mentioned he’s my friend too.”

“Do they know we’re like brothers?” I asked worriedly.

“No Mike, of course not,” Jen said soothingly, squeezing my hand reassuringly. “But you see? No one will think it’s strange if we pop out for a minute to say hi to Joey.”

“You think it’ll only take a minute?” I asked sarcastically.

Jen squeezed my hand again. “We’ll only be gone 15 minutes,” she promised. “20 minutes tops.”

“And I’m just supposed to stay here, alone?” I said incredulously. “With all these people I barely know. While my wife goes someplace with a black man. A black man who’s been all over her all night long. Did you really have to kiss him at the dinner table?”  

“Sorry about that,” Jen said, looking guilty. “You know how I get baby. I really need it Mike.”

I looked at my wife’s beautiful face, framed by her long blonde hair. I could tell she was super turned on. She had a major cum face on. Jamal’s caresses had really gotten to her. Or maybe just being in the same room as her new lover had gotten to her.

“You could come with us to Joey’s,” Jen said. “I said that to Jamal. But he said you need to get used to me with him. He said you need to learn what your place is.”

I stared at my wife. My heart was pounding and I was breathing hard.

“Jamal’s a major head fuck, huh?” Jen said with a grin at me. “I think the fact he’s black makes him even more fun.”

I barely heard anything after “you need to learn what your place is.” With a shaky voice, I asked “What’s my place Jen?”

Jen gave me a sly grin. She could tell I was in major cuck space. She said teasingly, “Your place is to stay here, all alone, while my black lover fucks me and makes me cum, and then later if you’re a good cucky husband I’ll let you eat his black cum from my pussy. If you’re a good boy maybe I’ll even let you out of the cage and let you cum. Or maybe not.”

“Oh god Jen!” I groaned, collapsing against her. Jen giggled.  

She kissed my forehead and said “I’ll be back.” Then she was walking down the hall to go with Jamal to Joe’s apartment. For some alone time and a quick fuck.

It was awkward joining the others at the dinner table as the waitstaff served dessert, coffee and after dinner drinks. It was pretty clear that no one believed Jen and Jamal’s story that they were “popping” down to Joe’s place to say hello. I got a scotch to help calm my nerves.

After some awkward moments, people started asking me questions. How did Jen and I meet? How long have we been married? They asked normal, relationship kind of questions.

But people there weren’t shy about asking personal questions too. How long had we been in the lifestyle? Do we swap, or was it a cuckold relationship?  

I was surprised by their questions. Not just because they were being so open about it. But also how they were so knowledgeable about the nuances of wife-centered fantasies – like hot wife versus cuckold versus poly, and all the variations within the themes. Then it hit me. All the girls were wearing wedding rings, but that didn’t mean they were married to the men at the table. Maybe these men were their lovers, and their husbands were at home.

Through conversation, I found out the black couple at the table were indeed married to each other. But the 2 mixed couples weren’t forthcoming when I gently probed. That’s when I noticed the black men the white girls were with weren’t wearing wedding rings. Shit. They weren’t married. The white girls had left their husbands (probably white husbands) at home. They were just like me and Jen, and Jamal.

I looked at my watch. Jen had promised to be back in 15 minutes, 20 minutes tops, but it was already a half hour. When it got to 45 minutes, I started to get worried. Was this going to be an all-night thing with Jamal? I worried for myself, but I also worried for Anna. If Jen fucked Jamal all night and got no sleep, it would ruin our family day tomorrow.

Finally Jen and Jamal returned after a little more than an hour. I gave my wife a quick up and down look. She looked exactly the same as when she left. So she didn’t have that “just fucked” look. At least she had put herself back together before rejoining us. The way she looked didn’t slap me in the face that she had just gotten fucked by Jamal, saving me that humiliation in front of all these people.

But what she did do was even worse. They walked in standing close to each other, in each other’s space, the way couples walk together. Jen was leaning close to him and smiling up into his eyes. And she was holding his hand.  

Oh fuck Jen. I felt my heart clutching up. And my cock burned in the cock cage.

I walked over to Jen. “Can I talk to you a minute?” I asked her. I said it like a question, not a demand. I didn’t want to “break” Jamal’s rules and get into all of that.

Jen detached herself from Jamal and moved to the side with me. She whispered “Sorry. It took longer than I thought.”

I nodded, thinking about what they had done in an hour versus 15 minutes. My cock pressed against the hard plastic of the cage. But I tried to put that aside. “We should get going,” I said. “We promised Anna –”

Jen surprised me when she immediately agreed. “You’re right, let’s go.” She smiled at me and squeezed my hand. Then she made a swing of the room to say goodbye to everyone. Ten minutes later, we were in a taxi going back to the loft apartment.
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WE WERE IN BED AFTER checking on Anna and Callie. The two of them had really enjoyed themselves. Callie was like Anna’s big sister, and they both really enjoyed the city. Callie especially. She was a high school graduate but hadn’t decided about college yet. But as a 19 year old, she was bubbling with excitement about being among the big lights of the greatest city in the world (I guess she had never spent much time in the city while growing up in Montclair).  

Callie had taken Anna to the French bistro for dinner (using our credit card, of course). They were served by our favorite waiter there, Ferdinand. Callie couldn’t stop talking about him. I think she had a crush on him.

Anna was now asleep, and Callie was sleeping in the bedroom across from her. So it was like they were in a separate wing of our new loft apartment.

I was naked, with my cock still in the cage. Jen’s short black dress was off, although she still wore her lingerie and heels. We were on our sides, looking at each other. I was softly stroking Jen’s hip over her lacy garter belt.

“I think the other couples there aren’t married,” I said. “The mixed couples.”

“I know. They’re not,” Jen said. “Terrell and Andre are like Jamal. They like going out with married white girls.”

“How do you know?” I asked, surprised.

“Jamal told me,” Jen said. “That’s why he put his hand on my knee. He didn’t like the way they were looking at me.”

I was silent for a moment, processing that. Jamal had been concerned Terrell or Andre might dump the girls they were with and make a play for Jen. Upgrade from those girls, since Jen was easily the prettiest girl in the room. So Jamal had put his hand on Jen’s knee as a sign of possession, to tell those black men that she was his.  

“It’s kind of flattering, actually,” Jen said, breaking my reverie.

“What? That Terrell and Andre were hitting on you?”

“Well, that,” Jen said with a giggle. “But also that Jamal wants me. He really is a nice looking man.”

“You told me the first time you met him, you thought he looked dangerous,” I reminded her.

“Well, I guess that’s part of it,” Jen said with a shrug. “I guess I’ve never really known a black man like him.”

“So you had fun tonight?” I asked.

“I really did.”

“Don’t you think things are going fast?”

“I thought that’s what you wanted,” Jen said.  

“I did, but ...,” I began. I looked down at Jen’s hip, where I was caressing her. I looked at my fingers as I traced the black lace of her garter belt. “The other day I was thinking about the game. How with Scott, it was physical but then it got emotional too. I call that version 1.0 of the game. Now we’re in version 2.0, and it’s been mostly physical. I mean, I know you like your lovers, you have to, to make it work for you, but it’s not like it was with Scott. Things haven’t gotten emotional this time.”

“I know, things haven’t,” Jen agreed. “But you’ve been pushing me to make it 1.0 again.”

“I know, that’s what I’m saying,” I said. “I was thinking the other day that version 2 point 0 is good. It’s where we should be. And now I’m worried because things are going fast with Jamal.”

“Mike, I’m not going to fall in love with Jamal,” she said. “Things are going fast because he’s pushing things. And that’s fun right? But I like how you say it, 1 versus 2. And I think we should stay in 2 too.”

I was relieved to hear her say that. We smiled at each other. “So tell me what you did at Joe’s,” I asked her excitedly. Now that we were agreed on 2.0, I could enjoy what she’d done tonight.

“Well, we got there and kissed on Joey’s sofa,” Jen said, teasingly running a fingertip over my lips.

“You like kissing Jamal,” I said excitedly.

“I do,” Jen said with a grin at me. “Black men have the softest lips. I never knew that, but they do. Although I have a small sample size.” She laughed and I grinned at her. To my knowledge, Jen had only been with 3 black men in her life, and it had all been part of our game.

“And black men can really kiss,” she said, continuing. “Jamal, god ...,” she said with a delighted roll of her pretty blue eyes. “When he kisses me I can feel it in my toes.”

“And his tongue’s so soft too. He knows exactly when to push into my mouth. He’s not like most guys, who always want to tongue me as soon as we start kissing. Jamal takes his time. And Mike, his hands. He got me so worked up, just from kissing. By the time he reached under my skirt I was dying for him!”

I nodded. My heart was pounding and I was practically panting. It was hard hearing my wife gushing so much over another man, but I loved it too, it was so fucking delicious. “Then he fucked you?” I asked.

“No, he went down on me,” Jen told me.

“What? Really?” I asked surprised.

“I know, right?” Jen said delightedly. “He went all the way too, he made me cum.”

“Was he ... good?” I asked, my heart in my throat. That was my thing, to go down on her and make her cum with my tongue. I didn’t like it when other men did that to her, especially men like Jamal who also had a big cock and knew how to fuck a girl.

“Well, he didn’t suck,” Jen said with another delighted, playful roll of her pretty blue eyes. Then, reading my thoughts, she added “Don’t worry baby, you’re still the best.”

I smiled weakly. I wasn’t sure if she was telling the truth or just being nice. “So then what happened?” I asked.

“So then I went down on him,” she said. “He came really fast. That kinda surprised me. I guess he was worked up too. But that’s why we were away so long. Cause when he got hard again, he lasted a long time.”

“You mean, when he was fucking you,” I said.

“Um, yeah,” Jen said with a grin and a “hello!” tone of voice.

“So, he was good?” I asked her. “He fucked you good?”

Jen nodded. With a grin, she said “He knows what he’s doing.”

“So he’s not just a big dick,” I said. “He knows how to fuck.”

“He knows how to fuck,” Jen confirmed with another nod.

“He made you cum?” 

Jen nodded again. “Twice,” she said. “He’s so freaking huge Mike. I mean, like, too big. Like, so big it’s wrong.” She laughed. “I don’t think he’s been all the way inside me yet. Jamal’s sweet though. He’s taking his time with me. He says I’ll eventually get there.”

My heart clutched up at my wife calling her lover “sweet.”

“You’ll get there?” I asked.

“You know. When I can take all of him inside me.”

I nodded, my head down. I could barely breath. Jamal was training my wife’s pussy to take his entire big black cock. And where would that leave me, with my little 4 inch dick? It was my greatest fear. My greatest fantasy. That Jen’s pussy would get so loose from her big dicked lovers that she could never feel my little cock again.

“So then he came?” I managed to say with a hoarse voice. “You let him cum inside you?”

“I did,” she said. She squeezed my hand and said “Don’t worry. I’m not ovulating.”

I nodded. Jen was on birth control, but she had promised not to let Jamal cum inside her when she was ovulating. Because he was black, so it’s not like we could pass the baby as mine if the pill didn’t work.

“So then you came back up?”

“Then we came back up,” she confirmed with a nod.  

“What did he say to Joe? To get him good with it?”

“Actually he didn’t go into details. I was thinking I’d talk to Joey sometime this week, while Anna’s in school. Okay?”

“Yeah, okay,” I told her. “Jen ...,” I said, taking her hand and pulling it to my caged cock. I needed her. I needed release.

Jen smiled at me. She reached over to her nightstand and got the key. She unlocked the cage and took it off my shaft. It felt glorious to be free of the hard plastic tube!

“Jamal had an idea about us,” Jen said with a sly, crooked grin. “You want to try it?”

“The stuff in the bag?” I asked.

“No. I’m still not sure what I think about that,” Jen said. “This is something else. Something he gave me when we were at Joey’s.”

I looked at her curiously. “What’d he give you?” I asked.

“Remember last weekend? I told Jamal I only have sex with you a couple times a month? And I don’t really desire you? Remember I told him that?”

I nodded. I felt weak inside from this talk. My cock had gotten rock hard.

“Well first, I think this is the last time we should have intercourse for a while,” Jen told me. With a grin, she added “So enjoy it mister.”

“Okay,” I said, the two syllables coming out like a moan. Jen’s grin grew bigger, knowing she had me wrapped around her finger.

“Anyways, Jamal said it’s a good start that I don’t desire you,” she said.

“A good start?” I asked.

“He said I shouldn’t think of you sexually at all,” Jen said. “He said our relationship should be entirely platonic. He said since we’re married I have to have sex with you sometimes. But I shouldn’t get any pleasure out of it. That way, I’ll get conditioned to you as just a platonic friend, and I’ll get my physical pleasure from real men like Jamal.”

I was staring at Jen. My head was spinning, I felt weak inside. “So what’d he want you to do?” I asked with a shaky voice.

Jen pulled a small tube from her bag. “Jamal gave me this,” she said. “It’s a numbing lotion.”

“What?” I said, not understanding.

“Jamal told me to rub this on my clit before we have sex,” Jen said. “It’s like a local anesthetic. It’ll make it so I can’t feel my clit. So there’s no way I’ll get pleasure when you’re inside me.”

“Jen ... what?” I said dumbly, trying to process this.

“I mean, you could still make me cum, at least make me feel good, if you could hit my g-spot,” she said. With a grin she added “But you’ve never been able to hit my g-spot with your little guy.”

Jen pulled her panties down her legs. She was able to do that because she’d worn them outside the garter belt. I realized she’d dressed that way, knowing she wanted to fuck Jamal tonight.

Then she squeezed a little dollop of the numbing lotion from the tube. Looking down at herself, she rubbed it over her clit.

“Aren’t you worried about permanent effects?” I asked worriedly.

She shook her head. “I googled it,” she said. “It’ll only numb me for an hour or so.”

“Wow,” she said with an astonished voice as she rubbed the numbing lotion on her clit.

“What does it feel like?” I asked her.

“It feels like ... you know when you jump into a cold pool, and the cold water makes your whole body freeze? Or when you go to the dentist and they rub numbing lotion on your gums so you won’t feel anything? That’s how it feels.”

Jen squeezed more lotion onto her finger. She rubbed it into her nipples. “Wow,” she said as the numbing lotion took effect.

“Jamal told you to do that too?” I asked. “Put it on your nipples?”

“Yeah,” Jen said. She looked dazed, like she was shocked by how the numbing lotion was affecting her body. “God, it’s like, my nipples and clit aren’t there anymore. I see them, but I can’t feel them.” Then she moved me onto my back and straddled my hips. She reached over to her nightstand. “I think I’m gonna need this,” she said. I saw it was lubrication lotion. She wasn’t at all turned on by the prospect of fucking me, so she needed the lotion to get wet.

She reached over to the nightstand once more, and got a condom. She rolled it onto my shaft. She didn’t even ask me, she just assumed I couldn’t be bare inside her.

Then she squeezed some lubrication lotion into her palm, then rubbed it across her pussy lips and into her. She took my sheathed cock and guided me inside her. She began moving up and down on me. “Wow, wow, wow,” she said with astonishment. “I freaking can’t feel you at all. I mean, I can feel you, but ... you know what I mean?”

I reached up to her breasts. I cupped her, then rolled her nipples with my thumbs. “Wow,” she said. “I feel you touch me. But usually, when you touch my nipples like that, I feel it, it’s like a direct connection to my clit. But I can’t feel anything. It’s like, I feel the pressure of your fingers, but nothing else.”

Jen spoke with wonder, like she was amazed at the effect of the numbing lotion on her body. For me it was devastating. I was still trying to grapple with it all, but it felt devastating. Jamal was denying me the ability to give my wife sexual pleasure. True, Jen often didn’t cum from my cock when we had intercourse. But she at least got some sexual pleasure from it. Now, Jamal was denying me that.

And Jen had only been with Jamal twice. Barely a week. What would be like a month from now? Six months? A year?

I came, and the orgasm felt good, but I was heartsick. I should have stopped all this right then. I should have pulled Jen’s free pass and re-grouped.  

But was there really danger here? It was clear Jen was taken by Jamal, but it wasn’t the infatuation she had with Scott. This was more excitement over a new thing, like having a new toy. Also, I couldn’t see Jen falling in love with a black man. It wasn’t about prejudice, it was just black men weren’t her thing. 

Also, I kinda wanted to see where this went. The fact was, Jamal WAS a BBC. He was the prototypical bull. He was really pushing things with us, and I wanted to see what he would do next.

I felt even better about things the next day. We had a great family day with Anna, with Callie tagging along. Jen didn’t mention Jamal or the game at all. She held my hand and arm the whole day, and it helped me to forget the way she was holding Jamal’s hand when she walked back with him from Joe’s apartment. It really eased my worries.

Callie told us she was thinking of going to Hostos, one of the local community colleges in the Bronx. She floated the idea of living with us in our spare bedroom, and being our nanny to pay for her room and board. 

I lit up at the idea. If we had a live-in nanny, Jen could go back to work, and we’d have more flexibility with our game. It might cramp our style when bringing men home, but Callie and Anna’s bedrooms were all the way on the other side of the loft apartment, with solid double doors dividing our side from theirs. I immediately started planning to add sound proofing to our master bedroom (the private room was already soundproofed), so we could safely play our game even with Callie and Anna being there. I’d also add a motion detector, so we’d have warning if Anna woke up in the middle of the night and walked over to our side of the apartment.

I could tell Jen liked the idea too. Was it for the same reasons? In any case, she smiled at me and squeezed my hand, and then we began talking details with Callie about her moving in as our nanny. Everything was working out. We were all happy and excited about this.
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Jen coordinated with Joe to meet him later that week. But when she got to his apartment building, she found Jamal waiting for her in the lobby. She was happy to see him, but surprised. “How did you know I was coming?” she asked him.  

“Joe told me,” Jamal said. “He looks up to me.”

Jen nodded like she understood, but she didn’t. Joey didn’t want to share her, especially not with his friend. He’d told her that. But apparently Jamal got him to change his mind, and now he was giving him advance notice of when she was visiting? It didn’t make sense.

“I don’t have much time Jamal,” she told her black lover. “I’ve got to get back before Anna’s school lets out.”

“I understand that. Just give me a minute,” Jamal said. He took her hand and led her down a darkened hallway. Jen let him hold her hand. After all, there was no way she’d run into anyone she knew here.

“I had a lot of fun this weekend,” Jamal said, smiling into her eyes and affectionately stroking her cheek.

“I did too,” Jen said, smiling back at him. Jamal lowered his head and kissed her. Jen kissed him back.

They kissed for long moments. God he was such a good kisser! Just kissing him made her whole body tingle! He wasn’t even touching her, yet she felt herself getting aroused, an ache building between her legs, just from kissing this black man.

She finally broke away, forcing herself from his lips. “Wait, wait,” Jen said, panting. Now her body was on fire and she wanted him! She wanted him to take her! But she knew she didn’t have time.

“I can’t do this,” she told Jamal. “I have to talk to Joey, then I have to drive back home. I can’t be late picking up Anna.”

“You don’t have someone who can pick her up?” Jamal asked, moving forward to kiss her again.

“I really don’t,” Jen said, stepping back. She was lying. She could easily ask Steph to pick up Anna when she picked up her boys. But she was trying to distance herself from Steph and Blake. Well, Steph really. But if that meant she couldn’t see Blake anymore, well, it wasn’t that big a sacrifice. Especially now that she had Jamal to play with. “I really need to go Jamal.”

“How was the numbing lotion?” he asked with a big grin that showed off his gold teeth.

“Freaky,” Jen said with a laugh. “I seriously couldn’t feel anything. It was weird.”

“So you got no pleasure from Mike’s little white boy dick?” Jamal asked with a grin.

“His little white boy dick?” Jen repeated with a laugh at his choice of words. “No. Zero.”

“Is he back in the cage?” Jamal asked. When Jen nodded, he asked “How long will you deny him your pussy this time?”

Jen flushed at the blatant reminder that she was denying her husband sexual intercourse with her. “Two weeks I guess, like last time,” she said.

“Go 3 weeks this time,” Jamal told her. “Mike needs to get used to being denied.”

Jen’s cheeks flushed even more, and she felt weak inside. “Alright,” she said, agreeing to his demand. She was denying her husband, and at the same time being submissive to this black man. She was letting Jamal dictate when her husband could have sex with her. It made her head spin and her pussy ache. She was tempted to call Steph so she could go up with Jamal to his apartment. But no. After she had fucked Blake in the kitchen with Anna just outside, she had promised herself (and Mike) to be more careful. She couldn’t change Anna’s school pickup plans so last minute.

“And keep using condoms with Mike,” Jamal said. “I’m glad you started that without being told. You have a good instinct for this.”

“A good instinct?” Jen asked, not understanding.

“You understand black seed is superior to white,” Jamal said. “You should only let black seed inside you.”

“God Jamal,” Jen said with an incredulous shake of her pretty head.

“Have you tried the other thing I gave you?” he asked.

“Not yet,” Jen said. She grinned at him and said “I still can’t believe you gave me that on our first date.”

“No time like the present,” Jamal said with a grin. “Besides, Joe told me about Mike. I think he’s the kind of white boy who’ll like it. You should try it tonight. You’ll see. Your husband’s a sissy white boy. He’s gonna love it.”

“Oh god,” Jen said with a laugh and another incredulous shake of her head

“I want to see you Saturday,” Jamal said, talking her arm. It wasn’t a request. It was a command. He held her arm firmly. Not enough to hurt. But enough to show he was in control.

The way he towered over her and held her arm made Jen’s heart fluttered. A tall, fit and very black man towering over her, ordering her around. He was being so possessive, like he owned her. Maybe it was because he was black, he was a big man, and (as Mike reminded her), there was something dangerous about him, it all made Jamal very alluring to Jen. The fact he also had something very impressive in his pants made him even more appealing. Jamal was her first experience with a real BBC and she found him different and exciting.  

“I think I can rearrange my schedule,” she said, trying to sound casual even as she felt weak kneed.

“One other thing,” Jamal said. “You’re about to see Joe.”

“Yes,” Jen said.

“You can talk to him of course. I won’t stop you from talking to other men,” Jamal said. “But no sex.”

“What?” Jen said, surprised.

“I don’t share Jen,” Jamal told her. “Black men are not like white boys. Black men do not share their women.”

Jen stared up at Jamal, speechless.
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A FEW MINUTES LATER, Jen was sitting on the sofa with Joe in his apartment. “So, you’ve heard about me and Jamal?” Jen asked, getting right to the point.  

“I don’t want to know details, but yeah, Jamal told me,” Joe said stiffly. It was clear he wasn’t happy about it. 

“And you’re okay with it?” Jen asked. “Jamal talked to you?”

“Why is it Jamal talking to me and not Mike?” Joe said harshly. “Why are you talking to me and not Mike?”

“I don’t know Joey,” Jen said. “You know Mike. He’s quiet. And anyways, this is really between you and me.”

“And Jamal,” Joe said, his voice still harsh. “Right?”

Jen pursed her lips at Joe. “So you really aren’t okay with me and Jamal?” she asked.

“What can I do?” Joe said. “I have no claim over you. You made that clear the last time we talked. And Jamal’s my friend. So what can I do?”

“And Mike’s your close friend, and he’s okay with it,” Jen reminded him. “This is what we do Joey. It’s what we like to do. This doesn’t affect you at all.”

“It doesn’t affect you and me?” Joe asked.

Jen shook her head. “Not at all,” he said.

“So then ...,” Joe began. He reached over and put his hand on Jen’s thigh. She was wearing skinny jeans, and Joe’s hand was high up her thigh, right below her pussy, his fingers on her inner thigh. He began slowly caressing her there over the thin stretchy material of her skinny jeans.

This morning, after dropping Anna off at school and driving into the city, Jen had fully expected to have sex with Joe. Kinda as a peace offering, to assure him all was well, and also because she liked her brother-in-law a lot. Jen knew she was attractive, and she’d been using her pretty face and tight body all her life to get what she wanted from her men. Colin, her old boyfriend. Mike. And now Joey too. She had planned to use her body to make sure he was okay with her seeing Jamal.

But that was before Jamal’s command.  

“I’ve gotta get back,” Jen said, standing up. “I have to pick up Anna from school.”

“So no quickie then?” Joe asked, looking disappointed but still grinning at her.

“Ha. Well, tempting,” Jen said with a grin back at him. “But I really have to get going. You know. Traffic.”

She gave Joe a kiss on the forehead. “You know, with Jamal,” she said. “It won’t last long. We’re just having fun with him.”

Joe looked at Jen as she turned to go.  He wondered if that was true.

After Jen was gone, Joe went to his desk and opened the top drawer. Along with school supplies like pens and paper, there were 2 bags that Jamal had given him. One was filled with weed. The other cocaine. Joe thought about doing a couple of lines of coke, but decided he was too wired and bothered already after talking to Jen. So instead he rolled a joint. Not wanting the smell to get into his furniture or clothes, he opened a window. He sat on the ledge, half inside the apartment and half out, smoking the joint and thinking about his close friend Jen, and his black friend Jamal.

––––––––
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“SO YOU TALKED TO JOE?” I asked Jen later that night. We were in bed after putting Anna down for the night.

“I did,” she said. “I saw Jamal too. We talked a little.”

I didn’t know how I felt about Jen talking to Jamal. But honestly it didn’t surprise me that they talked.

“So Joe’s okay?” I asked.

“I guess,” Jen said with a shrug. “I still don’t know exactly what Jamal said to him. But Joey seems okay that I’m seeing him.”

“So ... did you do anything with Joe?” I asked.

“Actually, Jamal asked me not too,” Jen said. “He said he doesn’t like to share.”

“Really?” I said, surprised. “And you agreed to that?”

“I didn’t agree to it—.”

“But you didn’t have sex with Joe,” I said.

“I thought you’d kinda be happy about that,” Jen said with a lopsided grin at me.

“But you’re doing it because Jamal told you to,” I said, pressing. My anxiety was spiking over how fast things were going with Jamal. That he was telling Jen to do things, and she was going along with it.

“Mike, come on, I don’t know what I’m doing with Joey,” Jen said, trying to reassure me. “But to be honest, it kinda feels good he doesn’t want to share me. I think all girls want that from their man. Don’t take that the wrong way. Obviously you’re different, and we both get off on it. I’m just saying, when I was with Scott, he liked to share me too. So it’s kinda nice Jamal isn’t like that. You know?”

“Yeah, I guess,” I said. Her words didn’t make me feel better at all. I felt cuckold anxiety building inside me, churning my insides. “So, is he going to be exclusive with you?”

“I don’t know. We didn’t have much time to talk. Actually, Jamal asked me out Saturday. Do you mind?”

Now my insides were really being torn apart. “So soon? That’d be 3 Saturdays in a row. Don’t you think this is going too fast with him?”

“We’d just be hooking up Mike,” Jen assured me. “This is still version two point oh.”

I nodded. If they were talking about being exclusive to each other, then this sounded like more than 2.0. But I decided to let it go. I couldn’t exactly accuse her for something she hadn’t done, and after all, it wasn’t too long ago that I’d been pushing her to have a boyfriend relationship. Jen seemed to appreciate that I didn’t press her, as she gave me a kiss and said “Wait here. I’ll be right back.”

She disappeared into her walk-in closet. As she did whatever she was doing, I thought about my wife dating a black man. A dominate, well endowed black man, who (as Jen gushed about) had the softest lips and kissed so good she could feel it in her toes. I thought about the saying, once a girl goes black she doesn’t go back. But that was all me making stuff up in my head, right? Jen had never been interested in black men before. She was in her early 30s. A person just doesn’t change overnight like that.

When Jen emerged from the closest, my eyes nearly popped out. She had done her hair and makeup, and was wearing a black bustier, black stockings and black high heels. God! She looked like a Victoria Secrets lingerie model!

She pushed me down onto the bed and crawled up my body. She straddled my head and said “I got hot seeing Jamal today. I want you to make me cum while I think about fucking him.”

Then she pushed her pussy onto my mouth. I eagerly lapped at her sex as she ground her pussy into my mouth and nose. “Jamal doesn’t want me to let you out of the cage for 3 weeks,” she said tauntingly as I rapidly flicked my tongue over her clit. “He thinks you’re a sissy white boy. Are you Mike?”

“Oh god, fuck!” Jen said, gripping my head and pulling my hair as I got her close to an orgasm. “You’re so freaking good at this Mike! If Jamal won’t let me fuck other guys, you’ll have to do this more! Will you Mike? Will you let me sit on your face whenever I want?”

Jen’s body tensed and her back arched as she came. Afterwards, she collapsed onto the bed beside me, panting. My face was wet from her juices. I wiped myself with the sheet.  

Then I reached over to her. I ran my hand over the satin of the bustier, and used my fingertips to trace up the hard ribbings. I had bought the bustier for Jen a few years ago, when I returned home from a long business trip. It was before we were playing the game and we were going through a low point in our sex life. I hoped it would provide a spark. But it didn’t. She wore it for me once, that night, and we made love, but then our sex life returned back to the way it had been, where sometimes we went weeks without having sex.

I hadn’t paid enough attention to my wife back then. I think that’s why she fell into an affair with Joe. She had been craving affection and also physical satisfaction.  

And now here we were. My cock was in a locked cage. And my wife had sex with other men way more than me. If I could, would I get into a time machine and go back to that evening when I gave the black bustier to Jen, and lavish attention on her so we never would have travel down this road? Or would I want things just as they were now? Jen, a submissive bottom to other men, an easy lay, a cum dump for other men. Me, a cuckold whose primary contribution to my wife’s sex life was giving her oral.

“What are you thinking?” Jen asked. She was sitting up and looking at me. I had spaced out in my thoughts, as I often did. “You want to try something new?”

“What?” I asked.  

“What Jamal gave me,” she said. “The thing in the bag.” I nodded, my curiosity piqued.  

Jen got the key and freed my cock from the cage. I was surprised, given that she just told me Jamal wanted to keep me caged for 3 weeks. My cock was soft. Even though I was aroused, it was soft. It was hard for me to figure out my body. Sometimes when she took off the cage, I was able to get hard immediately. Other times, like now, I wasn’t able to get hard.

Jen looked at my limp dick. It was barely an inch long when soft. I thought about how she must be comparing me to Jamal, whose cock was like a black python even when soft. The thought that she was comparing me to her new black lover made me burn inside.

Jen gave me a quick kiss on the forehead, then she went into her walk-in closet again. When she came out, my eyes went wide. She was wearing a strap-on dildo!

“Don’t freak out Mike,” Jen told me soothingly. “I think you’re going to like this.”

“This was Jamal’s idea?” I asked her as I stared at the strap-on. It was a black cock.

“He gave it to me, but I’ve been thinking about it,” Jen said.

“You’ve been thinking about using a strap-on with me?” I asked her incredulously.

Jen giggled. “Well yeah baby,” she said. “Who else would I use it with? Blake?” She giggled and said “Actually that might be fun.”

Jen wrapped her arms around me, pressing her body against mine. She kissed me open mouth, tonguing me. As she did, I felt the black dick pressing into my stomach. She worked her lips up my face to my ear. She huskily whispered “You gonna suck my cock Mike?”

Then Jen sat on the edge of the bed, her stockinged legs open and her black Christian Louboutin So Kate pumps flat on the floor. It was a crazy sight, seeing her sitting that way with her stockinged legs spread. So sexy and feminine, but with a big black dick sticking up. She pulled me down to my knees, between her legs. “You did a good job sucking Jamal, Mike,” she said. “But practice makes perfect, right? Now use your long nails on me. Show me how you’ll caress Jamal next time. I want you to get him hard with your hands before your lips even touch his beautiful cock.”

I was breathing hard as I caressed up and down Jen’s inner thighs, from her knees to just before her pussy – her cock. It was thrilling feeling the silky nylon of the stockings, then the lacy tops, then her soft perfect skin. I used my nails to lightly scrap up her inner legs. I’d been growing my fingernails longer. Not too long, certainly not as long as Jen’s, but a touch longer than a guy’s should be.

“That’s good Mike,” Jen said, her own breathing heavier now, looking at me with bedroom eyes. “Remember, use a soft touch. The way a girl would tease a guy.” I nodded as I continued to caress Jen’s inner thighs with my nails and fingertips, trying to do it the way a girl would.

“Now, you’ve got the man ready for your mouth,” Jen said, looking into my eyes. “But you wait for it.”

“Wait for what?”

“Remember, he’s the man, he’s in control, when you’re on your knees, you’re his,” Jen said, still looking into my eyes. She reached out with one hand to the back of my head. “So let him control you. Wait until he does this,” she said, lacing her fingers into my hair and pulling me to her. “Wait until he forces your mouth onto his cock.  

Jen pulled my face to the black dildo. She pressed the cockhead against my lips. I opened my lips and let her push the cock into my mouth. With her hand still on the back of my head, I began moving up and down the shaft. She controlled my movements, just like a man would do, controlling my head as I sucked on his cock. “Oh god Mike!” she said excitedly. Her cheeks were flushed and her eyes heavy lidded with lust. “You look so hot sucking cock!”

After a few minutes, Jen pulled my head up. My lips were wet with my saliva. “Now I’m gonna fuck your ass Mike,” she told me as she looked into my eyes. “You’re gonna get fucked for the first time. Okay?”

“Okay,” I said, my voice unsteady. My head was spinning with demented cuckold, submissive lust.

“I’m gonna take your ass virginity,” Jen said. She looked just as excited as me. “Aren’t you glad it’s me? And not Jamal? Or Blake? Or Scott?”

“Oh god Jen!” I groaned.  

Jen arranged me on the bed, on my hands and knees. She spread my legs, opening me up to her. Then she rubbed K-Y over my asshole and the head of the black dildo.  

She lined the cock up with my ass. I felt the head pressing against my anus. “Are you ready to get fucked for the first time Mike?” she asked me.  

“Yeah, yeah,” I panted.  

Jen pushed in. Oh fuck! She pushed in more. Fuck!

It was like when Jen finger fucked my ass while I blew off Cam. Although the black cock was much thicker than Jen’s finger. Jen began stroking me, moving in and out, fucking me. As before with Cam, I just gave into it. I gave into the humiliation. The feeling of submission was overwhelming. My head was swirling and my body was practically shaking. I whimpered as Jen fucked me deeper and harder. I clutched at the sheets as she penetrated my ass fully with the black cock.

At some point, Jen reached under me and thumbed my nipples. It was just like a guy would do to a girl as he fucked her from behind. I whimpered as she pinched my nipples hard as, at the same time, she continued to fuck me in the ass.

Eventually Jen moved one of her hands down my body, to my cock. For some reason I was still soft. I don’t know why, because I was incredibly aroused. Jen stroked and pulled on my limp dick as she fucked me, as she continued to thumb my nipple with her other hand. It felt ... amazing.

Then Jen began taunting me. She said things like “You like getting fucked like a girl Mike?” And “Jamal says you’re a sissy white boy. Is he right Mike? Are you a sissy white boy?”

God it was too much! I hated it but loved it too! I don’t think I’ve ever been so turned on.

Then it happened. It was like before with Cam, when I sucked him while Jen fingered me. The experience was so intense, I squeezed my eyes shut and cried, “Oh god! Oh god!” I felt an orgasm wave rolled through my body. “Oh fuck Jen! Jen!” I cried as my body shook from the orgasmic pleasure. I looked down at my cock. I was still soft. But clear liquid was seeping from my cock. It was semen. I was ejaculating even though I was soft. 

I collapsed onto the bed. Jen fell with me, the dildo still in my ass. She carefully pulled out. She undressed, then wet a washcloth with warm water and washed my dick and ass. She put my cock back in the cock cage. “I’m not gonna let you out for 3 weeks,” she told me.

I nodded. I was still breathing hard and my head was spinning from what we had just done. “Because that’s what Jamal wants?” 

“Yes,” she said, nodding her head.

“Are you his girlfriend now?” I asked her.

She shrugged like she didn’t know.

“Jen—,” I began. We needed to talk. I needed to understand what we had just done. I needed to know what she was thinking. What she was feeling. I needed reassurance from her.  

“Later Mike,” she said dismissively, unconcerned for how I was feeling. She had something more urgent in mind.

Jen pushed my head down to her pussy. “I need you to make me cum again. But first lick my ass. Do me good Mike. And don’t stop until I tell you to ....”
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Jen met Jamal at a speakeasy. You got to it through a busy bar in the East Village. You had to wind through the crowd, and then you got to an old refrigerator that was painted red. It looked like a decoration. But Jamal had given her a password. Jen said it to a man in a dark suit standing next to the refrigerator. He gave Jen an up and down look before nodding and opening the refrigerator door. Behind the door was a staircase. It was dark. Jen had to be careful walking down in her high heels. At the bottom was another bar. The speakeasy. It was way smaller than the one upstairs. More intimate and with people talking in hushed voices. The bar men wore tuxedos. The waitresses wore starched blouses and short black skirts. It was dark, lit only by candlelight. Jamal was there waiting for Jen there.  

He smiled at seeing her. “You look lovely,” he said approvingly.

Jen smiled back. After seeing the girls at his dinner party, she had worn a more daring dress tonight. Also, she had spent more time on her makeup, using darker tones, especially around her eyes.

Jamal leaned down – even in 5 inch high heels, he towered over her – and gave her a hello kiss on the lips. Once again Jen marveled at the softness of his lips.

“You look perfect,” Jamal said to her. “But just one thing.” He undid two buttons of her dress. Jen had already unbuttoned the top two. Now she felt like her dress was just hanging open, leaving her boobs on full display. Jamal gazed down at her chest. Her cleavage was augmented by a tight push up bra. The bra was black and heavily laced.

“Perfect,” Jamal said approvingly as he looked down Jen’s dress. “Come on. We have a table.” Jamal led her further into the bar towards the back. Like last weekend at Jamal’s dinner party, Jen had the experience of being a minority. It was a funny feeling. She didn’t feel threatened. This was the United States after all. But that just made it feel even stranger to be white yet feel like a minority.

The speakeasy was crowded with African-American professionals, way more than the public bar upstairs. Jen wasn’t the only white person in the room—a few of the black men had white women with them too—but she was part of a small group. There were no white men at all. Jamal greeted several people as they passed through the bar, clasping men’s hands and giving women kisses on the cheek. It made Jen self-conscious. She didn’t want to run into anyone she knew. But she thought that was unlikely, since she didn’t know many black people.

“So is this where you bring all your hot wives?” Jen joked when they were seated in a booth. She read enough of Mike’s favorite sites to know the lingo. Jamal was a bull. She was a hot wife. Mike was a cuckold husband.

They sat close because the booth was cozy, and Jamal was a big man. “Are all the girls you date white and married?” she asked.

“That’s right,” Jamal said with a friendly smile. “Not that I have anything against sisters. But I don’t think black folks are into this. Seems to be a white thing to me.”

Their conversation was interrupted as a waitress approached. She was a pretty light-skinned black woman with waves of hair falling over her shoulders to her big boobs. The girl smiled warmly at Jamal but gave Jen the cold shoulder. Jamal ordered a bourbon neat, Jen a cosmo up. “She doesn’t like me,” Jen said after the waitress was gone. It bothered her, because she was the kind of person who wanted everyone to like her.

“Sisters don’t like seeing their men with white women. They feel threatened,” Jamal explained. “Often when brothers get successful, they trade up from a sister to a pretty white girl like you. There’s even a name for it. White trophies.”

Jen laughed. “So am I a white trophy?” she asked with a grin.

Jamal leaned in and gave Jen a kiss. His soft lips sent tingles down to her pretty toes in the Christian Louboutin heels. “You’re a trophy baby, that’s for sure,” he said smiling into her eyes. His kiss was so distracting that Jen didn’t register that he called her by the pet name she and Mike used, “baby.”

As they kissed, the waitress returned with their drinks. She glared at Jen and completely ignored Jamal. “I guess she’s giving you the silent treatment too,” Jen said, staring at the waitress as she walked away. The waitress had big boobs and a substantial ass. Exactly the kind of body black men desired (at least if you believed the Kardashians). Jen wondered why Jamal found her attractive with her petite body, little tits and small white girl ass. Was it because he got a thrill from bedding married white women? He had pretty much admitted that.

“So, do you ever run into people who are racist? I’m just curious.”

“A few over the years,” Jamal said with a shrug. “Some white women aren’t exactly comfortable being around black folks, but they still want to fuck precisely because I’m black. You might think that would offend me, but it doesn’t, especially if the wife is attractive. And, I’ll admit I take pride in giving these women a fucking their small-dicked white husbands can never match. Frankly, I love making these racist white wives my bitches.”

“Ha,” Jen said with a humorless half laugh. “So is that what you’re trying to do to me? Make me your white bitch?”

Jamal earnestly looked into Jen’s beautiful blue eyes, and said “I’d never try to do that to you Jen. What I want is for you to be my lover.”

Jen’s eyes went wide. Her heart melted at his charm. She smiled and looked down, suddenly feeling shy like a high school girl on a first date. She reached over and put her hand over Jamal’s, squeezing his hand affectionately.

Jamal took that hand and tenderly lifted her chin up. For long moments, they looked into each other’s eyes. Jamal put his hand behind Jen head and leaned towards her. He kissed her.

Jen felt his strong hand on the back of her neck, and his possessiveness made her shudder. She kissed him back. But kissing Jamal was starkly different than kissing her husband or the other white men in her sexual life. Jamal was all man, yet his big black lips felt soft for a man. Jamal held the back of her neck possessively, sending shivers down her spine. Jen had been with many men, both before Mike while she was single, and since marrying Mike while playing their game. Yet something was different about Jamal. Butterflies took flight in her stomach, and her skin tingled all over, heated where the black man touched her neck. Jamal eased back on the kiss, and she took over, kissing him harder, grabbing his shirt, craving him, not wanting the kiss to end. 

Finally the kiss ended, both of them panting. The waitress had gotten them new drinks while they made out. She might not like a black man with a white girl, but she was a good waitress and did her job. Jamal and Jen gulped down their drinks, both of them needing the iced nectar to cool the lustful fires burning inside them.

“So can I ask about some other things?” Jen asked. “Do you mind all these questions?”

“Not at all. Please, ask whatever you want,” Jamal said. He put his arm around her. Again, his possessiveness sent tingles down her spine. Jamal stroked her back, lingering over her bra strap. He traced a finger along the bra strap, drawing little circles over the clasps, and she found it hard to breath. Hard to think. She wondered if Jamal liked his women to go braless. She knew she’d go braless for him if he asked, just as she done for Scott before.  

“So ...,” Jen began, her voice husky. “I assume I’m not the only wife you’re playing with.”

“Your assumption is correct,” Jamal said with a friendly smile. “Although I try not to get involved with more than 3 wives at the same time.” With a chuckle he added “Even I’m human.”

“So how many girls are you involved with now?” Jen asked.

“You would be three,” Jamal said. “I say it that way, because I think you haven’t decided yet if I’m a hookup or a regular lover.”

Jen was impressed at how accurately the black man was reading how she was feeling. “Mike and I both get off on me playing with other men,” she said, explaining. “But we have to be careful. It didn’t end well the first time.”

“You fell in love with your lover,” Jamal said, finishing her thought. “You don’t have to worry. I’ll end it if you get too attached to me. In fact, I’m probably going to break up with one of the wives I’m currently seeing. She’s getting too attached.”

Jen bristled at his words. “Just so you know, no guy has ever broken up with me,” she said indignantly. “It’s more likely you’ll get too attached to me and I’ll have to dump you.”

“Okay, okay,” Jamal said with a chuckle, holding up his hands in surrender. “Touché, touché.”

Jen suddenly felt foolish. “Anyways ...,” she sputtered.

Not wanting the evening to turn awkward, Jamal took her hand and put it on his crotch. Jen felt his massive package and the foolishness she’d felt a moment ago seemed distant. She traced down his pant leg. His cock felt like a thick python running down his thigh. “You’re so freaking big,” she said in an amazed voice.

Jamal leaned down and kissed her again. Like before, it was soft and romantic, seducing her. Jen moaned into his mouth, her fingertips caressing his shaved scalp.  

Jamal’s arms closed around her. Her other hand still rested on his cock. It was getting bigger as they kissed. Jen felt him reach into her opened dress. Even though the speakeasy was dark and only lit by candlelight, she still felt like everyone was watching, and it alarmed her as Jamal’s fingers tried to wedge into the bra cups to her tender flesh underneath. She pulled away from the kiss, looking up at him and trying to control her hammering heart. New drinks had materialized while they kissed, and she reached for her Cosmo with a shaky hand. A little voice in her head told her to slow down. This was her third martini and if she kept drinking like this she’d lose all her wits and probably let Jamal fuck her right here in the booth.

“Let me ask you a question,” Jamal said. His arm was still around her and he was stroking her side. She felt his fingers caress the side of her breasts even through the dress and push up bra she was wearing. His touch was driving her crazy!

“Did you use the strap on, on Mike?” Jamal asked.

Jen giggled and her hand came up to her mouth. “Oh my god, he freaking loved it!” she said with the laugh in her voice.  

“He came?” Jamal asked with a grin.

“Yes,” Jen said, the grin still in her voice.

“Just from getting his ass fucked?”

“I used my hand too,” Jen said. “On his cock.”

Jamal shook his head. “Don’t do that. Next time, don’t touch his dick,” he told her. “Believe me, he’ll cum from just getting ass fucked. Get him used to it. It might take a couple times, but eventually he’ll cum from a cock up the ass, just like a girl cums from a big one in her pussy.”

“God Jamal you’re so nasty,” Jen said with another laugh. “I still can’t believe you gave the strap-on to me on our first date.”

“I told you. I have experience with white husbands like Mike. And Joe told me about his close friend. I think I have a good idea how he’s wired.”

“You make it sound like you’re doing Mike a favor,” Jen said.

“I am, believe me,” Jamal said earnestly. “I’m a bull. My job is to make it good for both you and Mike.”

“I don’t think you have Mike’s back, Jamal,” Jen said with a skeptical grin. “You’re the one who believes black men are superior than white men.”

“If that’s not true, why’d you use the dildo on Mike?” Jamal asked, looking intrigued.

“I’d already been thinking about doing it,” Jen said with a shrug. “I get off doing things like that with Mike. I don’t know why exactly. I’ve tried to figure it out. I’ve looked on the internet. Some people say a wife sexualizes her husband’s cuckold fantasies. It’s a form of love. I like to think that’s it. Because I do love him.”

“I can tell you love your husband,” Jamal said. “Let me tell you something. I’m happy you love Mike. It’s more exciting for me that way. It’ll be more of a thrill for me, when I prove to you he’s just a sissy white boy, and you lose all respect for him as a man.”

“God Jamal you’re truly evil,” Jen said with a laugh. “Sorry but you’re gonna be disappointed. That’s never gonna happen. Mike and I play around with denial and ass play, and humiliation. Like the numbing lotion, which was another wicked idea.” Jen laughed. “But lots of what I do is to push his buttons. Yeah I get off on it too. But none of it is real. It’s just our game.”

Jamal politely nodded and smiled. He didn’t press the point. Maybe she was right, maybe it wouldn’t ever happen. But he knew from experience with other white couples that it probably would. There were only so many times that a wife could see her husband on his knees with a black cock in his mouth, his face splattered with cum, his little dick spontaneously ejaculating as his ass was fucked.  

Eventually how the wife views her husband changes. Her feelings for her husband become tainted. She doesn’t see him as a man anymore. She loses respect for him. She can’t imagine ever having sex with him again. She might still love him, but it becomes a platonic love, like for a brother or best guy friend. Jen thinks she can keep it all in fantasy land, but Jamal doubted it. And he knew, at that point, sweet pretty Jen, the blonde, blue eyed wife, would go completely black.  

That’s what Jamal really got off on. Corrupting loving, white married couples like Mike and Jen. And white sissy boys like Mike Andrews with their little dicks allowed it to happen. Ironically, Mike wanted it to happen too. And that’s why black MEN were superior to white BOYS. Brothers weren’t into that kind of thing. After centuries of slavery, what black man would get turned on by submission to a white man?

The fact Jen was so beautiful was a major bonus. She was serious eye candy. He enjoyed having her on his arm as his black brothers glared at him with envy. He was going to enjoy turning her to the black side.
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CHAPTER 4
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Mike didn’t have anything to do as he waited for Jen. He was in the loft apartment, with Anna. It was easier when Anna was awake. She kept his mind off his wife and what she was doing with her new black lover. He went to the French bistro for dinner with Anna (Ferdinand was again their waiter, to Anna’s delight), then they played games and read books. He gave Anna a bath and put her down to sleep at 8pm. So now it was a waiting game.

He was still getting his head around Jen using a strap-on on him. Making him suck it. Fucking him up the ass. Jen really got off on it. And Mike had to admit – he was ashamed to admit it - but so did he.

Part of Mike said, just keep things simple. If you both like something, just go with it and enjoy it. It was just something he was doing with his wife. They were doing it as a couple. Married couples were entitled to play together. Right? They were just playing together.

But things weren’t that simple. Jamal gave the strap-on to Jen, to use on him. And it wasn’t just the fake dildo of the strap-on either. Jen had already gotten him to suck off Jamal (along with other men). How long before his wife got one of her lovers to fuck him in the ass?  

The problem was, Mike liked it. He wasn’t gay. He was sure he wasn’t gay. But at some level, he got off on it.

And Jen knew he liked it. That’s what really worried Mike. He wasn’t worried so much about her ratcheting up the game. He would do anything for his wife. If she wanted him to let a man fuck him in the ass, he would do it for her.

But how was this affecting how Jen felt about him? How can a woman be sexually attracted to a man if she doesn’t respect him as a man? Was there going to be long term damage to their marriage? To Jen’s love for him?

It didn’t help that Jamal was pushing things. Like getting Jen to use the numbing lotion on herself, to guarantee she would get no physical pleasure from intercourse from him. Was this simply Jamal playing the game of black bull, or was he really trying to damage their marriage?  

Mike looked at his watch. It was 830pm. He got a text from Jen and eagerly read it. It said they were leaving the speakeasy and heading over to the theater. Mike’s heart twisted inside as he read and re-read the text. Jamal wasn’t just fucking Jen. He was romancing her with drinks, then a show, then dinner. This was a real date. 

And Mike knew his wife loved the romance. Then they would come here, and Jamal would rock Jen’s world with his muscular body, his big black cock and his sexual prowess. Jen would cum over and over on his cock, screaming out Jamal’s name. Mike felt heartsick at the prospect. But also a deep burning inside him. He wanted this, even though it felt at times like it was killing him. And he knew he wouldn’t even get sexual release, since Jen had already told him she was keeping him caged tonight no matter what happened.

––––––––
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JEN TEXTED MIKE THAT they were about to leave the speakeasy and taxi over to the theater. Mike immediately responded with “Okay. Thanks for telling me. Have a good time.”

Jen stared at his message for a moment. Sometimes she wished her husband was more possessive of her. Okay, she knew that was unfair and hypocritical. Their entire game was about Mike letting her see other men, and she loved it, she loved the freedom, she loved the variety ... but no girl grows up dreaming of a husband who’ll let her step out of her wedding vows. Young girls dreamed of getting married in a beautiful white wedding dress and having a husband who’ll love her, and take care of her, and protect her.

Jen mentally shook these thoughts from her head. Mike DID love her, and take care of her, and protect her. True, he wasn’t what she’d call an alpha, and aggressive uber-confident alpha guys were the type of men who she’d been physically attracted to all her life. But she loved Mike anyway. And didn’t her husband let her get her fill of all the alpha men she could ever want, through their game?

“You want a bump before heading out?” Jamal asked, taking out a small tin box. He opened it and she saw the white cocaine inside.

“Right here in front of everybody?” Jen asked, nervously looking around the speakeasy.

“No one cares Jen,” Jamal assured her. “And everyone else is doing it too. Believe me, I know.”

Jen thought about it a moment. Actually, after sucking down 3 martinis, a little coke would help give her a lift. And she had liked the way the magic powder had made her feel the last time she did it. “Okay,” she hesitantly said with a nod.  

Jamal grinned approvingly. He could tell this pretty white girl liked to play. She just needed a little encouragement and nudging for the party girl to come out.

Jamal pulled out a credit card. He formed 3 lines of coke on the table. Using a straw, he snorted the lines into his nose. “Just 1 for me,” Jen told him.

Jamal nodded. Repeating the process, he formed a line for Jen. He made it a short line, because he didn’t want to scare her away with pushing things too fast. She pulled her hair back, then snorted the coke into her nose.

“Fuck,” Jen gasped as she gripped the edge of their table. Her body tensed as she felt the sudden sense of euphoria, the surge of self-confidence, and the wonderful highness.  

“Good shit right?” Jamal said with a chuckle as he saw her reaction. “My coke is always the best.”

Jamal led Jen out of the speakeasy with a possessive hand on her back. Once again, the possessiveness of his touch sent shivers down her body.

The black men in the room eyed her as they walked by. Jen hadn’t adjusted her dress so she still felt like her boobs were hanging out, with the lacy black push up bra exposed for all to see. Although, with her body fortified by the coke, she felt confident as she strolled across the floor with Jamal in her high heels.  

The men gave her hungry looks, and the other girls there – both white and black – shot her daggers of hate as their men ogled her with their eyes. Jen felt a growing tingling between her legs as the men undressed her with their eyes, and the cocaine made her want to fuck them all right there, a gangbang of black cock in her soaking wet white married pussy.

To her surprise, Jamal led her to a nearby parking lot rather than hail a cab. They stopped in front of an immaculate, late model Cadillac. “This is your car? You drove?” Jen asked, gliding a fingertip across the gleaming, polish metal.

But Jamal didn’t answer. Instead, he grabbed and kissed her, taking her breath away. Jamal lifted her to sit on the hood of his caddy, pushing her dress up as he did. She wrapped her stockinged legs around him while he kneaded her ass. Her arms were over his shoulders, and she ran her fingertips over his bald black head while they kissed. 

Jamal palmed her tits. Her little nipples were hard and dented her lacy bra. He thumbed them through the bra, making Jen gasp, and then he pulled the bra down and pinched her suddenly exposed nubs, making her cry out with pleasure.

Jamal kissed down her neck. Jen stiffened and pushed herself into him as he kissed the back of her neck below her ear. “Jamal...” she gasped, when she felt him suck hard on her neck. “Please...no marks, baby...”  

“Don’t you worry,  baby girl,” he whispered, between kisses and nibbles of her neck. “Mike wants me to mark you. Believe me.” Jamal sucked on her neck and shoulder, and Jen let him.

Jamal stroked her cheek with his thumb, and when he brushed her lips she kissed it, flicking her tongue out. He pressed the thumb, and she sucked it between her lips. It made Jamal groan as he thought about those lips around his cock.  

As Jen sucked on Jamal’s thumb, she reached down to stroke him through his pants. God, he was thick and so big. She could feel its heat through his pants, and she desperately wanted to take his cock out. Somehow she stopped herself from doing that. If she did, Jamal would fuck her right here in the parking lot, and she still had enough inhibitions left not to screw in public with people walking by.

Still, Jen pulled his lips back to hers and attacked him with her tongue. She wanted her black lover to feel how much she wanted him. She wanted to show him how much he turned her on.

Jamal pushed his hand between her legs as they tongued each other. He stretched her thong to the side and rubbed her slippery bare lips. His thumb caressed the smooth waxed skin above her mound. “Are you a natural blonde?” he abruptly asked her.

“What?”

“Are you a natural blonde?” Jamal asked again.

“Yeah,” Jen said, moving her lips to his again.

But Jamal held her face in his hand, controlling her. “Grow a little patch here,” he said, thumbing her baby soft waxed skin again with his other hand. “I want you to prove it to me.”

Then he kissed Jen and moved his hand lower. Her pussy was drenched, and he was pleased to see how much she desired him. He found her clit and Jen moaned. He pressed a thick finger into her, filling her. Jen reflectively tightened her pussy around his finger. She clung helplessly to his shoulders as he fingered her. A part of her knew this was crazy, allowing this black man to finger fuck her in this public parking lot when anyone could walk by, but she was too far gone for that. This big black man was fingering her cunt and she was going to cum for him! Jamal had total control of her!

Jen pushed her hips against his hand, tightening her legs around him. Jamal added a second finger, stretching her open, rapidly thumbing her clit. Jen pressed her forehead into his broad shoulder and bit her bottom lip, trying to stifle her moans, hoping to avoid calling attention to them. But she needed to cum. Jamal had gotten her so freaking close!

“Come on baby, that’s it, you need it, don’t you baby?” Jamal said as he finger fucked her.

“Yeah...yeah...” Jen whimpered, holding onto his muscular arms for dear life as he brought her to the brink of an orgasm. It seemed like he was edging her, getting her close and then pulling back. “Please let me cum Jamal,” she begged him.

“This is what I’m gonna do to your body all the time babe,” he promised her. “I’m gonna make you cum and cum until your pretty married pussy can’t cum anymore. Pretty soon you’re gonna be screaming on my cock. Tonight. While your sissy whitey boy husband is watching, you’re gonna cum all over my nigga cock. And I’m gonna flood your pussy with my black seed. Is that what you want  baby girl?” 

“Yeah...fuck...yeah...” Jen panted. Jamal had his thumb planted on her clit, rubbing firmly, and then suddenly she went over the edge and came. Her orgasm seemed to come out of nowhere. Her body convulsed as the orgasm exploded through her body, and she bit into Jamal’s shoulder so hard it was a miracle she didn’t draw blood.

But Jamal wasn’t done with the sexy white wife. He didn’t slow down when she came on his fingers. Instead, he worked his fingers faster, pumping and thumbing her, and a second orgasm pounded her tight body in less than a minute. Jamal only stopped when she grabbed his wrist. 

“Baby, please, stop, no more, I can’t take anymore,” Jen whimpered. She was gasping. She collapsed into his chest, and he possessively wrapped his arms around her.

After a few moments he stepped away. Jen reached for him longingly, barely able to stay balanced on the hood of his black Cadillac. “Give me your phone,” he ordered her.

“What?” Jen said, not understanding. She was still gasping and her head still swirling from the way he had just used her body.  

“Your phone,” he said. “Give it to me.”

Jen reached in her purse and gave Jamal her phone. “What’s your password?” he asked.

“Anna,” Jen said.

Jamal nodded. He keyed the name of the white wife’s daughter to unlock her phone. Then he took a picture of her.

Suddenly Jen was alarmed. “What are you doing?” 

“No worries  baby girl,” Jamal said with a grin at her. “I’m just sending a picture to your husband.”

Jen took the phone from him. She saw he had sent Mike a picture of her. God, she was a mess in the picture. Her hair was a mess, and her cheeks were flushed. Her dressed was open almost to her waist, and her breasts were exposed where Jamal had pushed down her bra. Her skirt was pushed up and her thong pushed down to her knees. God she looked like such a slut.  

In the text, Jamal had written to Mike “I just made your wife cum. The first of many tonight.”

For a moment, Jen was worried how her husband would react. But then Mike texted back “I can see you’re taking good care of her.” It made Jen laugh. God Mike, you’re so predictable, she thought. 

Jamal laughed at Mike’s reaction too, and they grinned at each other. Then Jamal lowered Jen to the ground and stood guard while she readjusted her clothes. She fixed her hair and makeup as he drove her in his caddy to the theater. She had to take off her thong because Jamal had so stretched it, it was ruined. She stuffed the ruined thong in her purse. She’d give it to Mike later. She knew he’d like that.

The theater was in Harlem. In was a performance of black modern dance. The cast was all black. They were all beautiful and athletic and clearly talented.  

Jamal had his arm around Jen the entire show. She melted into him, and tenderly stroked his broad chest as she watched the show. The audience was mostly black. Once again she felt like a minority, just like at the speakeasy.  

Jamal affectionately caressed her long blonde hair as they watched the show. It made her remember his question about whether she was a natural blonde. That made her laugh inside. For most of her adult life, she kept a landing strip for Mike, to prove to him she was a natural blonde. It had been kind of an inside joke between them, the kind of thing all couples have. She had shaved it off for Cam, because he asked her to. Now she was going to grow the landing strip back, once again to prove she was a natural blonde, but this time it was for Jamal, not her husband. She was pretty sure though Mike would get off on it. He loved it when she shaved it off for another man. And he would love it when she grew it back for another man. That was her husband.  

Then Jen’s thoughts turned back to Jamal. It was impossible not to. He was a big man, he was sitting right next to her, and he had his muscular arm possessively around her. Also, her body was still tingling from the 2 orgasms he had given her. When a man gives a girl such physical pleasure, it was impossible for her not to feel affection for him. It was just human nature. Jen reached over and took Jamal’s hand in hers, squeezing it, and smiling into his eyes.

After the show, Jamal took her to dinner. It was a cozy, romantic restaurant close to the theater. They didn’t eat much. But they sat close together, their shoulders practically touching, and shared a bottle of wine as they laughed and talked. They talked about everything, getting to know each other. People in the restaurant didn’t question the 2 of them together, the tall black man and the pretty white blonde, because many couples in the restaurant were mixed. Also, like Jen and Jamal, many of the white girls there wore wedding rings while the black men they were with did not.  
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Jen finally got home to the loft apartment around midnight. She was alone. That was the plan. Jen would come home alone, and Jamal would follow a few minutes later. That way, their future neighbors would not see them coming home together.

Mike hugged Jen tightly. He knew her date with Jamal wasn’t over yet and she still belonged to him; yet, Mike needed some reconnection with his wife. He longed for affection and her attention.

Jen looked so hot it hurt. Earlier that evening, he had watched her put on heavier makeup, and pick out a dress that was just shy of being inappropriate. He knew she was trying to look pretty and sexy for Jamal. The realization tugged at his heart and made him feel weak inside.

They went together to check on Anna. Their daughter was still asleep. Moments later, they heard a soft tab on their front door. Jamal.

They closed Anna’s bedroom door and walked through the apartment to the front door. Jen reached into her purse and pulled out her thong. It was black and no more than a wisp of lace. “I had to take them off,” she explained with a teasing smile. “Jamal kind of ruined them.”

Mike took the ruined thong from his wife. He stared at it, his heart pounding in his chest. “Hello, earth to Mike,” Jen teased with a grin. “Are you gonna let him in?”

Mike nodded as he stuffed the thong in his pocket. He opened the door. The black man stood there, a big confident smile on his face that shown off his gold teeth. It was an awkward moment for Mike. It always was at times like this. Jamal didn’t appear fazed at all. He greeted Mike with a firm handshake and confidently strolled in like he was the master of this home, rather than Mike. Jen stood a few feet away, her beautiful face breaking out into a big smile for Jamal. It was only when Mike closed the door that they walked rapidly to each other. Jamal wrapped his arms around Jen, and she got on her tip toes. Even in the 5-inch heels, Jamal was much taller. They embraced and kissed.

Mike was suddenly breathing hard. He moved to the hallway that connected the family room to Anna’s bedroom. He and Jen had agreed to this ahead of time. Mike would keep one eye on Jen with Jamal, and one eye on Anna’s room. If their daughter stirred, he’d provide warning so Jen could quickly disentangle herself from her black lover.

Jamal moved Jen to the sofa. They embraced each other as they continued kissing. They explored each other’s body, but to Mike’s surprise, they did not tear off their clothes. Instead they kissed for a long time.  

Mike noticed Jen’s dress was unbuttoned more than she usually wore it (even when playing the game), so her lacy pushup bra was showing. He also noticed a red hickey on her neck. Mike clenched his fists at the sight, his knees feeling week.

Jamal moved his lips down Jen’s neck. He had discovered that she was super sensitive behind her ears, so he kissed and nibbled her there. Jen moaned and rolled her head back, exposing more of her neck to him, inviting him to kiss her even more. Jamal pulled her long blonde hair to the side, giving him better access to her erogenous zone. He kissed and sucked on Jen’s neck, making her writhe and moan while possessively marking her body with another hickey.  

Jamal moved his hands inside the front of Jen’s dress. He pulled down the lacy black bra as he’d done while she sat on the hood of his Cadillac. The black man feasted on Jen’s little perky high school breasts, cupping, fondling, and kneading them, and thumbing and sucking her nipples. He paid a lot of attention to her breasts, as much as he had kissing her. It drove Jen wild. She was moaning and writhing underneath him, begging him to fuck her.

But surprisingly, Jamal dropped to his knees on the floor. He pushed up her dress, exposing her thigh high stockings. He got between her legs. He put his hands behind her knees and pulled her forward on the sofa, closer to him. Then, with Jen breathing hard and looking at him through heavy lidded bedroom eyes, Jamal lowered his head and went down on her.

Jen groaned and rolled her head back as Jamal’s soft tongue touched her womanhood. Mike felt sick as he watched Jamal eating his wife’s pussy. This is something he did for her! And the way she was responding to him – her body writhing under his tongue, moaning, pulling at his head to encourage him – Mike knew that Jamal was good at eating pussy. Jamal put Jen’s long dancer’s legs over his shoulders as he pleasured her. He caressed the lacy tops of her stockings as he licked along her slit and nibbled her clit. Jen’s beautiful face was flushed and her mouth formed a small O as Jamal’s tongue brought her closer and closer.

Jen cried out as she came on Jamal’s tongue. She body jerked and her stockinged legs tensed as the orgasm ripped through her tight body. Her cry was so loud I looked nervously to Anna’s bedroom door, afraid she’d wake up. But thankfully the door didn’t open. When I looked back at the sofa, Jen’s was still panting hard from her climax, and Jamal was sitting back on the sofa, cradling her in his arms. He was possessively holding her and tenderly stroking her long blonde hair. Jen was nestled into his chest, still breathing hard, her hand on his arm as he caressed her. The sight of them there made my heart ache.  

I realized something then. There was a real connection between Jen and Jamal. This wasn’t like Blake or Doug or Wyatt or John. Those guys had been boy toys to Jen, convenient human dildos for playing our game. Jamal was more like Scott. Or maybe Cam. Men who Jen had a real connection with, something that went beyond physical.  

I never would have thought Jen would form an emotional connection like that with a black man. Especially a black man like Jamal, with his radical black versus white beliefs and his gold teeth. But it was happening right in front of me. Jen was into Jamal, and it wasn’t just the sex.

I think Jamal sensed that Jen and I needed a moment alone. He excused himself to get a beer from the kitchen. Jen came over to me. I was still standing at the hallway, positioned so I could see both the family room where they were playing, and Anna’s bedroom door.

“Sorry, I guess I was too loud,” Jen said, looking down the hall to Anna’s closed bedroom door.

“It’s okay. She didn’t wake up,” I said. She smiled at me, and hugged me. I could tell she was trying to reassure me. She sensed I was feeling unsure about things.

“So you really like to kiss him,” I said.

“I told you he’s an awesome kisser,” Jen said with a lopsided grin.

“And he likes going down on you,” I said. “What were you doing in that picture he took?”

“He had just fingered me,” she told me.

Mike was silent for a moment, as he thought about Jamal fingering his wife to an orgasm. Then he asked, “Has he cum yet?”

“Not yet.”

I processed that. Jamal had gotten Jen off more than once already, but hadn’t gotten any pleasure yet himself. “So he’s a considerate lover too,” I said, my insides churning.

“He’s really sweet,” Jen agreed. I stared at her. Did she realized how painful those 3 words were to me? It was like before with other men. I didn’t want her to call her lovers sweet.

“He’s very possessive too,” Jen said.  

Her words were like more daggers to my heart. “I’m possessive of you too Jen,” I told her, grabbing her arms. “We’ve talked about this before.”

We had talked about it before. It might seem like I wasn’t possessive of her, but I was. I mean, sure, people might say a husband clearly isn’t possessive of his wife if he encourages her to be with other men. But those people don’t understand how a cuckold is wired. The reason why all this is exciting to a cuckold is BECAUSE he’s possessive of his wife. It might not make sense to a person who’s not into this, but that’s how a cuckold’s head (and dick) work.  

“I know you are Mike,” Jen said gently. “I’m just saying. You know? You asked about Jamal kissing me, so I thought you want to hear more.  That’s why I just told you about how he’s possessive. That’s all.”

“But you compare me to him, don’t you?” I asked.  

“Mike baby,” Jen began. She was rubbing my chest. “Of course I do. I compare everyone to you because you’re my husband. If you think about it, that should make you feel good. You’re my number one man. You’ll always be number one no matter who I’m with.”

I stared at Jen again. She always did this. She always said the right things. But did she mean it, or were they just words?

Jen produced a small key. It was the key to my cock cage. She gave it to me. “You can take it off,” she said with a grin at me. “I wasn’t really gonna keep you in it tonight. I just don’t want you to cum when I’m not here, cause you get too down. But now you can play with yourself while you watch. And then you’ll get your turn later after Jamal leaves.”

“What? Are you going to use numbing lotion again?” I said bitterly.

Jen gave me a pretend pout. She always did that whenever she thought I was acting like a baby. “Mike I was just playing that time. I wasn’t ever gonna use it again.” She hugged my arm and said “I’m sorry if that bothered you. I thought you knew I was just teasing you.”

I was breathing hard, and my head was spinning. She was doing it again. Explaining things off. Making bad things sound not so bad. A pretty smile from her, a few reassuring words, and rub of my arm, and I’d agree to anything. I’d let her do anything she wanted. I fell for it every time.

Jamal emerged from the kitchen. Jen gave me a last reassuring smile and squeezed my hand, then she went to him. She took his hand, and they walked into our bedroom. Leaning into each other and holding hands.

Our master bedroom was farther away from where I was standing than the family room sofa. And I couldn’t move closer because then I wouldn’t be able to see Anna’s bedroom door. So while I had a pretty good view of the master bedroom, I couldn’t hear what Jen and Jamal were saying.

They didn’t go after it immediately. Jamal stripped off Jen’s dress and bra, leaving her in just thigh highs and heels. Jen also undressed Jamal down to his boxers. They kissed and fondled on the bed, but they didn’t seem in any hurry for intercourse. That surprised me about Jamal. I understood why Jen was being patient, Jamal had just taken care of her with his tongue (and earlier with his fingers). But Jamal had not yet cum yet. I had to admit, I admired his self-control.  

Their kissing and touching were intermixed with whispers and giggles. It was like they were a new couple, enjoying each other, getting to know each other, and not just physically, but their insides too. It was like a punch in the gut as I watched them. As I watched my wife smile into his eyes, whisper to him, caress his muscular body. There definitely was a connection there. Jen really liked this guy. Seeing all this spiked up my feelings of jealousy and angst.  

At some point I unlocked the cage and took it off. I was soft, even though I burned with cuckold lust inside. I knew from experience it would take some time to get an erection after being caged. Still, it felt wonderful to stroke myself with my hand.  

That’s what I did as I watched them in bed. It felt so delicious to stroke my dick – even my mostly soft dick – as I watched my wife kissing and flirting and whispering little nothings to another man. It pained me, but it was so fucking hot.

The fact that Jamal was black added to the thrill. This was a new experience for me, seeing my wife with a black man. The difference in their skin color was stark. Since it was winter, Jen didn’t have a tan, so her skin was lily white. Jamal was one of those African Americans who was very dark skinned. His black hand on Jen’s white breasts, his black lips on her white lips, his black body pressed against her white body, it was so incredibly erotic, so wrong, I found my dick finally getting hard.

Jamal got out of bed. He asked Jen something and she answered, but I couldn’t hear what they were saying. It was frustrating not being able to hear what they were saying.  Then he walked over to her dresser.

––––––––
[image: ]


“WHERE DO YOU KEEP YOUR pantyhose?” Jamal asked as he got up from bed.

“Um ... my dresser,” Jen said, not understanding why he asked. “Over there. The top drawer.”

Jamal walked over to Jen’s dresser. He opened the top drawer. He quickly saw this was Jen’s lingerie drawer, with bras and panties in addition to pantyhose, tights and stockings. There was also a small circular package. Jamal picked it up.

“That’s my birth control,” Jen told him.

Jamal nodded. He knew what it was. There was a circle of pills, with each pill numbered by the calendar day. Today was the 17th. That pill was punched out and empty, meaning that Jen had taken the birth control pill for that day. Days 1-16 were also punched out.

“Do you ever forget to take it?” he asked.

“Sometimes, but I try not to,” Jen replied. “Obviously, because of our lifestyle. But it doesn’t kill you to miss a day sometimes. But you probably know that right?”

“But if you miss a week?” Jamal said with a teasing grin. He punched out days 18-24 and threw the pills into the trash.  

Jen laughed. “Is that what you’re into?” she asked.  

“You’re not mad?” Jamal said looking intrigued at Jen. “You’re not worried about next Saturday?”

“Next Saturday?” Jen asked.

“Saturdays should be our date night,” Jamal announced. He said it like a statement rather than a question.  

Jen looked down, hiding a smile. Jamal was being arrogant, just presuming she would be available every Saturday for him. Still, she kind of melted at his confidence, and also the fact that he liked her enough that he wanted to see her every Saturday.

“Well, if I do see you next Saturday, you’ll have to use a condom,” she said, looking at the discarded birth control pills in the trash can.

“You know I don’t use condoms,” Jamal told her.

“Well then you’ll have to at least pull out,” Jen said back, trying to reason with him. “I mean, come on. I get the risk, risk can be exciting, Mike is into that, and I am too. But if I don’t take birth control for a week, I can’t let you cum inside me. Alls you have to do is miss 2 days and you’re not protected anymore. So there’d be enough risk just letting you inside me without a condom. You could get me pregnant from just that. No way I can let you cum inside me. You get that right?”

“But you’ll let me inside you bareback? I hate condoms,” Jamal said.

“I know you do. I don’t like them either. Okay ... as long as you promise to pull out,” Jen said.
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MIKE’S INSIDES SEIZED up when he saw Jamal holding Jen’s birth control packet. Then he started punching pills into the trash. Jen was sitting in the bed, watching as he threw away her birth control pills. She was talking to him. Why wasn’t she stopping him? Why?!

Mike couldn’t hear what they were saying. He moved closer. His hand was still around his hard dick. When he got close enough, he heard Jen say “... if I don’t take birth control for a week, I can’t let you cum inside me. Alls you have to do is miss 2 days and you’re not protected anymore. So there’d be enough risk just letting you inside me without a condom. You could get me pregnant from just that. No way I can let you cum inside me. You get that right?”

Mike was panting and slowly stroking his cock as Jamal asked “But you’ll let me inside you bareback? I hate condoms.”

Then Mike heard his wife say, “Yes, okay. As long as you promise to pull out.”

Mike’s body seized up and he came.

Mike staggered back. What had just happened? What had Jen just agreed to?

He got tissues to clean himself, put his dick back into his pants, then he moved back to his spot in the hallway. He was breathing hard, his heart pounding, his head spinning. He looked at Anna’s door. It was still closed. He looked back to the master bedroom. Jamal was on top of Jen, between her legs. He was about to penetrate his wife’s petite body with his huge black cock.

“I was gonna tie you up with pantyhose,” Jamal said, his voice husky with lust. He rubbed his hand over Jen’s sexy flat stomach. “But now you’ve gotten me too worked up. I can’t wait.”

“You want me to stop taking the pill?” Jen asked, her voice taunting. “That’s how you wanna fuck me? You wanna fuck me unprotected?”

Jamal grinned at her, the grin of a hungry predator. He took his cock in his hand, lining it up with Jen’s pussy, pressing the thick head against her pussy lips.

“Go slow baby,” Jen said, putting a cautioning hand on Jamal’s chiseled chest.  

“You’re soaking,” Jamal said, rubbing his cockhead up and down Jen’s glistening slit.

“You got me that way,” Jen said, smiling into her lover’s eyes. “But you still gotta go slow baby. I’m still getting used to your size.”

“You like my size,” Jamal said, smiling back into Jen’s eyes.

“I do like your size,” Jen said, and they smiled at each other. Then Jamal leaned down and kissed her. At the same time, he took hold of his cock with one hand to guide himself, then he pushed into Jen’s pussy.

Jen grunted into Jamal’s mouth as he penetrated her. He was so fucking big and thick!

Mike moved closer as Jamal worked his cock into his wife. Jen’s pussy was stretched tight around his black shaft. So tight it was like an airtight seal. And the difference in their skin color – Jamal’s jet black cock pushing into Jen’s lily white pussy – it made Mike heady with lust and his cock started getting hard again.

Jamal began fucking Jen on her back, then he flipped her over onto her hands and knees. He fucked her doggy style, kissing her neck and reaching around to grope her tits and fondle her nipples as he slammed her from behind. Jen clutched at the sheets, her head buried in the pillow. Mike heard his wife’s muffled moans as Jamal made her orgasm fucking her that way.

Then Jamal spun Jen back onto her back. He put Jen’s long stockinged legs over his shoulders and leaned forward so the 5-inch stilettos of her high heels were next to her ears. Jamal pounded her hard. Jen held onto his muscular arms for dear life. She looked so tiny under the man, a petite white girl under a big ebony black man, getting fucked so hard, panting and moaning and crying out her lover’s name as he relentlessly pounded her married white pussy. Mike could see the bottom of Jen’s high heels, the famous bright red soles of Christian Louboutin. It was such an erotic sight. Jamal made Jen cum again that way, and Mike was painfully hard in his pants.

Then Jamal was cumming. His moans were just as desperate as Jen’s. He pushed deep into her – although not all the way, Mike could see a few inches of his shaft were still outside his wife – and then he cried out as his orgasm hit, and he kept his cock deep inside Jen as sperm flooded her pussy, emptying his balls into her, his black seed exploding and splattering into her fertile womb.

For long moments, time seemed to stand still. Jamal still had Jen’s long legs over his shoulders, and his cock was still inside her. He pushed forward so Jen’s body was elevated almost perpendicular to the bed.  

The sight reminded Mike of pictures he had seen in pregnancy books. If a girl wants to get pregnant, then after her man cums in her, she should elevate her body to let gravity pull the man’s sperm into her womb. That’s what Jamal was doing. He was keeping his cock inside her so his sperm couldn’t leak out. And he was elevating Jen’s body to let gravity help with getting his black seed to her white eggs.

Mike knew it didn’t matter. Jen was on the pill, she was protected. But this blatant, audacious maneuver by Jamal amazed him. Did he think they wouldn’t know what he was doing?  

But if Jen knew what Jamal was up to, she didn’t say anything. Instead, she responded when Jamal kissed her. She wrapped her arms around his neck and kissed him back, flitting her tongue against his.  

“Do you think you can cum again?” Jamal whispered to Jen as he kissed her.

“I don’t know. Maybe.”

Jamal reached a hand between them. He rubbed Jen’s clit as they kissed. After a few moments, she began breathing harder. Jamal moved his lips down her neck and thumbed her nipple with his other hand, all while continuing to rub her clit with the flat of his thumb. Then he moved his hand around her. He stroked her ass, teasing between her cheeks, and then he pushed his thumb against her delicate asshole. Jen cried out as Jamal rubbed her clit with one thumb and her ass with his other. He did all of this while his cock was still deep inside her, and her body was still elevated. Then Jen was shuddering and crying out as Jamal made her cum again, this time with his fingers.

Jamal let Jen catch her breath. Then he finally pulled out of her pussy. It seemed to take forever, since his cock was so long. When he was finally out, Mike got a good view between his wife’s sexy legs. Her pussy looked well used. Ruined. The lips were swollen, and her slit gaped open. There was no sperm leaking from her pussy. Jamal had done a good job getting all his black seed into her womb. Mike’s head spun. His cock felt like it was going to burst.

Jen saw that Jamal was hard again. She moved down his body. She pulled her hair back and went down on him.

It took Jamal a while to climax again, since he had just cum. But Jen was patient, and she knew her way around cocks, she was good giving head, even with a cock as big as Jamal’s. Eventually Jamal groaned and his body tensed. He was about to cum.

Jen looked up at him with lust filled bedroom eyes. “I want you to cum on my face,” she told him with a husky voice.

That sent Jamal over the edge. Jen pointed his cock at her beautiful, sweet face as she rapidly stroked his shaft with her pretty, small hands, her manicured fingernails painted a sweet pink. Jamal came a lot, splattering her nose, her cheeks, her lips, her hair, even her eyes with his pungent sperm. When he was finally done, Jen was a mess. Her hair and face were covered with cum. It dribbled off her chin and down her neck. She looked like a complete slut. A cum bucket. A whore from the dirtiest triple X movie you could ever find on the internet.

Then Mike sensed movement behind him. A pattering of little feet on the hardwood floor. And then a little girl’s voice said, “Daddy? Mommy?”

It was Anna!

I swiveled around. Anna was walking towards me. Where she was at that moment, she couldn’t see into the bedroom, but in just a few seconds she’d have a clear view of her mother in bed with a man who wasn’t me – a big black man – both of them naked—with her face and hair messy with cum! 

I rushed to Anna to stop her from moving further down the hallway. I thanked God I had stuffed my dick back into my pants. I picked her up and moved to her bedroom, intending to put her back to bed. 

But Anna sensed something was wrong. She cried out, “Mommy, mommy!” It didn’t help that she hadn’t seen her mother that night (since Jen had been on her date with Jamal). “Mommy, where are you!” Anna cried. Now she was crying, balling, big crocodile tears falling down her cheeks.

I got Anna back into her bed. But my daughter’s mindful, just like her mother. She’s also athletic, a budding ballerina just like her mother. She leaped out of bed and ran down the hall towards the master bedroom. Towards where Jen was, where she was with Jamal, where she had just gotten fucked, where she had just cum on his fingers with a thumb up her ass, where her face and hair were covered with his cum, where her pussy was full of his sperm.  

Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!

Anna screamed “Mommy! Mommy!” as she ran down the hallway, her eyes still filled with tears.

I ran after Anna but I wasn’t going to be able to catch up to her before she reached the bedroom. Fuck!

But when I got there, Jen was coming out of the shower. Her hair was wrapped in a towel, and another towel was around her body. “Anna baby, what’s wrong?” she asked. I could tell she was forcing her voice to be cheerful and calm. She picked up our daughter and tried to console her. “Anna banana, mommy’s right here. Everything’s fine. I was just taking a shower.”

I worriedly looked around the bedroom. Jamal was nowhere to be seen. I saw a new sheet had been hurriedly thrown over the mattress. When I looked at Jen, she motioned towards the front door. Jamal must have hurriedly dressed and left.

We got into bed with Anna. She was between us. Her favorite thing was for us to snuggle up to her. We called it an Anna Banana sandwich. I didn’t like the fact that my daughter was in a bed where her mother had been getting fucked by a black man not five minutes ago – where their mutual love juices were everywhere – but there was nothing else to do. And at least we were lying on a fresh clean sheet.

Anna quickly fell asleep. We didn’t dare move her. She had already gone through too much this evening. We didn’t want to traumatize her more. So we let her sleep with us.

We spoke in whispers, using stilted English so if Anna heard she wouldn’t understand.

Jen looked towards the door again and whispered “Bolted.” Jamal had bolted from our house.

I pinched the clean sheet and asked “Helped?” Did Jamal help you throw on the clean sheet?

Jen nodded. “I told you,” she whispered. “Sweet.” I told you before, Jamal’s sweet.

I felt my insides clutch up. It pained me to hear my wife call her new lover sweet. The man who had just given her such physical pleasure. Jamal was handsome, he had a great body, a porn star’s cock. And he was sweet too. It was like someone had reached into my body and was twisting my heart.

“Sorry,” Jen whispered, seeing she had said the wrong thing.

“It’s okay,” I whispered back. “Always the truth.” Always tell me the truth. Never hold back. I need to know what you’re feeling.

Jen smiled, appreciating my understanding. She reached over and affectionately touched my cheek. Then she moved her hand down to my crotch. I was rock hard. “Sorry,” she said as she felt my hard-on. She looked at Anna. “Your turn – tomorrow.”

I nodded. There wasn’t going to be any more sex tonight. Obviously, with Anna between us. I’d have to wait for tomorrow for my turn. There was nothing we could do. But I was still miffed.

“Jen,” I whispered, urgency in my voice. “The pills.”

“It’s okay Mike,” she said, trying to reassure that all was okay. But how could this possibly be okay?

“Jen,” I said, my voice even more urgent and forceful. I knew how birth control pills worked. In any week, a girl could miss one pill and probably still be protected. But if she missed 2 pills, she was no longer protected. Even if she started up with the pill again, she might have to wait another month before she was protected.  

So if Jen missed a week of pills, she would definitely not be protected. If she let Jamal inside her without a condom, he could get her pregnant from just his pre-cum. And that was assuming he would pull out. The way he pulled that stunt tonight, with elevating her legs and preventing his sperm from spilling out (by keeping his cock plugged up inside her), could we really trust his promise to pull out?  

Jamal wanted to impregnate my wife! He probably wanted to impregnate all pretty, blue eyed, blonde wives. That was his goal, the browning of America.  The eradication of white people.

Jen reached over and squeezed my hand. “We’ll talk about it tomorrow,” she said in a hushed voice. She looked at our sleeping daughter. We could not get into this with Anna sleeping between us.

We shared a look at each other. I suddenly saw something in her hair. A goblet of sperm to the side of her face. I realized she hadn’t taken a shower, but had just quickly wiped herself. It was a Something About Mary moment.

“There’s still some in your hair,” I whispered. I reached over and scraped it from her blonde locks with my finger. I showed it to her. 

With a mischievous grin, Jen glanced at Anna to make sure she was still asleep, and then whispered “I think I’ve got enough inside me already.” She pushed my hand to my lips. “Go ahead Mike,” she urged me in a whispered voice.

I looked at Jen, and then at Jamal’s jizz on my finger. Was she really asking me to do this? After getting fucked by Jamal, cumming multiple times on his tongue, his cock and his fingers, after letting him splatter her face and hair with his cum, after almost getting caught by our daughter, after not giving me anything, she wanted me to eat his sperm? Right now, with our daughter asleep next to us?

I glared at her, then shoved my hand away from my face. I wasn’t going to put his sperm in my mouth. I rubbed my finger on her shoulder. “You need to take a shower,” I hissed at her.

Jen gave me a delighted smile and giggled. “Oooh, look who’s going all alpha on me,” she playfully teased. She reached over Anna and kissed me. Then she hopped out of the bed and went into the bathroom for a shower.

I knew she was only playing with me. But her words still cut at me. It was like she was throwing the fact that I wasn’t alpha in my face. But as always, the humiliation and cuckold angst made me burn inside, and made my cock incredibly hard. I knew I should go into the bathroom. Join Jen in the shower and fuck her against the tiles, like a real man would do. Maybe she was waiting for me in there. Waiting to see if I would be a real man and take what was mine by right, her pussy.

But that’s not who I was. And Jen knew it. If she was waiting for me in the bathroom, she might be disappointed but not surprised when I didn’t join her. That I didn’t reclaim her body. It would just make her want Jamal more, a real man to take care of her body’s sexual cravings, a confidential alpha male to satisfy her instinctual female needs. And deep down I wanted that too. Even though I despised myself for it.  

So I didn’t go into the bathroom to reclaim my wife. Instead I rolled over and tried to sleep.
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CHAPTER 6
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Jen took a taxi to the address Jamal had texted her. He had offered to pick her up at the loft apartment. In fact, he told her he wanted to pick her up, like a real date. Jen didn’t want that though. She didn’t want her future neighbors to see her going out with a man who wasn’t her husband. If it’d been a white guy, maybe she could’ve gotten away with it. But not Jamal. He was a big man and very black. People would remember her being with him. Jen didn’t want to start their new life in the loft apartment with rumors about her flying around the neighborhood.  

Jamal was standing outside the door, waiting for her. They both smiled as they saw each other, like the new lovers they were. Jen melted into Jamal’s arms as they kissed. When he put his hand possessively behind her neck, her knees got weak. The kiss went on and on. Jamal loved to kiss as much as her.  

Jamal led Jen into their destination. It was an old warehouse in Harlem. A portion of the warehouse had been converted into an African American cultural center. One of Jamal’s friends had rented the space for a private party.

The scene was like the speakeasy. Almost everyone there was black. There were a few white girls there, attached to the arms of black men, like her. As far as Jen could tell, all the white girls were beautiful and wearing sexy dresses and high heels.  They were white trophies for their black boyfriends. Jen didn’t see any white men.  

Like at the speakeasy, all the white girls wore wedding rings, like Jen.  So, they weren’t just white trophies for their black boyfriends, they were pretty white girls married to (probably) white men.  Jen wondered if the white girls were cheating on their husbands, or if their husbands got off on their wives with other men, like Mike.

Once again feeling like a minority, it made Jen wonder if it was always going to be this way with Jamal. She was kinda getting used to it, although probably it would never feel completely normal to her. Still, the black men there were easy on the eyes. As she’d told her husband the other day, she was developing an appreciation for African American men.

Jamal saw Jen admiring the black men around her. He smiled inside. He was pleased. He didn’t mind that she was eyeing the brothers. It was all part of turning this pretty white wife to the black side. Getting her to see that black was beautiful. Soon she’d crave only black men, and not give the time of day to white boys. Especially her sissy tiny dicked husband.

“Are you enjoying black porn?” Jamal asked with an intrigued smile as they strolled around the cultural center. They were each holding a glass of champagne. He had his arm possessively around her tiny waist.

“I watched the one you texted me,” Jen replied. “It’s hot.”

“You wish it was you with all those black men?” Jamal asked with a grin at her.

Jen laughed and shook her head, but didn’t otherwise reply.

“You watched it with Mike?” Jamal asked.

“Once with Mike,” Jen said. “And twice by myself.” When Jamal looked at her, she giggled and said “I told you it was hot.” They both laughed.

“Have you watched any others? Black men with white wives?”

“I’ve explored around a little,” Jen said, looking somewhat embarrassed. Jamal was pleased that she was masturbating to married white girls having sex with black men. It was all part of her indoctrination. Blacking this pretty white wife.  

He was also charmed that she was embarrassed by it. He liked that. Many of the hot wives he dated were so worldly and brazen that they had no inhibitions with having sex with black men. Those girls were fun because they were experienced and up for anything. But Jen was different. Even though she was far from being a faithful wife, she was still embarrassed and regretful (to some extent) about violating her marriage vows, especially with black men. Girls like Jen were hotter than the others. Corrupting them to the black side was so delicious. Thinking about it got Jamal’s cock hard.

“I thought black men don’t like to share?” Jen asked, referring to how the married white girl in the video had sex with many black men instead of being exclusive to just one. 

“The brothers call that girl a free agent,” Jamal explained. “Maybe her husband doesn’t want her focused on just one lover.”

“She didn’t have a wedding ring in the video,” Jen pointed out.

“It happens sometimes,” Jamal said with a shrug.  

“You think she and her husband broke up?” Jen asked.

“Not necessarily,” Jamal said. “Some white wives feel it’s a sign of disrespect to wear their wedding rings when they’re with their black lovers.”

Jen frowned. “But isn’t that disrespecting their husbands?” she asked.

“Well, yes, I suppose,” Jamal said reasonably. “I suppose it depends on the wife’s priorities.”

Jen’s frown deepened. “Well, just so you know, my priority’s Mike. When we played before, sometimes I took off my rings when I was with Scott. I won’t do that again.”

“Maybe that’s what Mike wants,” Jamal said back. He had experience with cuckold husbands like Mike. He had a good feel for what turned them on.

“He just told me today he doesn’t want me to take off my rings,” Jen said. “His rings.”

“But what he says isn’t always what his little white boy dick wants, is it?” Jamal said with a knowing smile at Jen. “But in any case, if we do keep seeing each other, maybe someday you can do something for me. Something to remind you of me when we’re not together.”

“Like what?” Jen asked.

Jamal smiled and said “Let’s talk about it later. When you’re ready.”

Then he said, “The girl in the video.  They call her Date Girl.”

“You know her?” 

“No.  I just know she goes by that name,” Jamal said.  “You should watch her first video.  She’s wearing her wedding ring.  Her first time with a black man.  She was awestruck.  You can see it in her face.  She went black after that.”  With a grin, he added, “Maybe you can identify with her.”

Jen slowly nodded as she processed this information.

They didn’t stay long at the cultural center. Jamal just wanted to continue to get Jen used to being around black people, especially black men with their white girlfriends (their married white trophies). 

Jamal wanted to make best use of his time with her. This was the first time he had her all to himself without her husband, and he intended to show her what being with a black man was really all about. He intended to give her tight sexy body more pleasure than she had ever experienced before in her life.

Back in his apartment, Jamal spent a lot of time with foreplay. He had learned that Jen liked to kiss. To her, sex wasn’t all about physical pleasure. It was romance too. So Jamal gave her what she wanted. It was no hardship, as he liked to kiss too, and Jen had very soft lips.

Jamal kissed and fondled Jen (over her clothes) for a long time. He was certain she was used to white boys wanting to go for it. Some obligatory kissing and petting, and then wanting their cocks in her mouth or pussy. The black bull though was patient. His thing was to give hot wives like Jen what they wanted. To give them what they were missing from their husbands and other white lovers. That’s why trophies like Jen always came back to him.  

Then Jamal got on his knees between Jen’s legs, and went down on her. He took his time eating her pussy. He pulled her soaking panties to the side and pushed a finger in, exploring her, finding her g-spot. He edged her, bringing her to the brink of an orgasm and then pulling back, teasing her, building her up so when she finally came, the orgasm would explode inside her.

Jamal caressed between her cheeks, grazing his finger along her sensitive sandbar, and then over her ass. Jen was panting, writhing, clawing at the sheets, begging him to let her cum. But Jamal took his time. He pushed a finger into her delicate asshole. He wasn’t going to fuck her ass tonight. But he wanted to get her ready, let her know that it was coming. He planned to take Jen’s ass when Mike was watching. He wanted the sissy white boy husband to be there when his wife surrendered her ass to him.  

“Please Jamal! Please!” Jen pleaded. It was when the white wives begged that really got the black man hard. He decided her body was ready. He used his fingers and tongue. His tongue on her clit. His finger inside her, rubbing her g-spot. Another finger inside her ass. Stimulating all 3, Jamal brought Jen to a massive orgasm. She threw her head back and arched her back, and her pretty manicured toes curled in the Louboutin heels as she climaxed. She wailed and cried out as orgasmic pleasure exploded through her sexy married body.

Jamal cradled her as she panted and came down from her orgasm. If he wanted, he could’ve licked and fingered her to a second orgasm. Some dudes (both white and black) were like that, thinking that the number of times you made a chick cum counted for everything.

But Jamal knew better. After making Jen cum so hard, he knew her emotions were open to him. She was vulnerable. That’s how girls were. It was their human nature. In the moments after an explosive orgasm, girls couldn’t help feeling affection for the man who brought her to that level of sexual bliss. Especially a girl like Jen who craved the romance of a relationship, as much as the physical pleasure.

So Jamal knew it was the time for more romance. He cradled Jen in his strong arms, hugging her, holding her possessively, lavishing her pretty face with soft kisses, whispering little nothings in her ear about how pretty and sexy she was. All girls wanted to be complimented, and Jamal sensed that Jen was even more that way. Sometimes the prettiest girls were the most insecure.  So he told her how gorgeous she was, that she had such a sexy body, her ass and legs were so fine, her little breasts were so beautiful.

Only then did Jamal finally strip Jen, leaving on only her stockings and high heels. He kissed her again, and caressed her body. He got her hot again, and soon she was breathing hard, her nipples were like little marbles, her pussy was aching and soaking. She was moaning into his mouth as he kissed her, as their tongues danced, and then Jen was urgently tearing at Jamal’s clothes. This is what Jamal wanted. He could have stripped himself. But he wanted his hot wives to crave his body so much that they were the ones tearing off his clothes.

“Fuck me Jamal!” Jen begged him. “Please! I want you inside me! Now! Please! Please fuck me!”

Jamal started Jen in the missionary position. He knew his cock was big – bigger than most men, even most black men – so he wanted to start slow. Also, being on top, he could continue to kiss and fondle the pretty white married girl.

Then Jamal spun Jen onto her hands and knees. He knew the blonde wife was a submissive. She wanted to be controlled. To be manhandled. To be treated like a piece of meat, like a slut, like a cheap whore. There was no better position for that, than slamming a girl from behind. Jamal also knew Jen fantasized about being raped. He had guided Joe on how to “rape” his close friend – so close Jen was like a sister to him. Jamal had more thoughts about making Jen’s fantasy come true. By the time he was done with her, she would feel like she had been really raped. But not tonight. That was for the future. 

Jen came again as Jamal pounded her from behind. He felt her body tense and her fingers claw at the sheets as she came. Her pretty face was buried in the mattress, but he could still clearly hear her moans as she cried out as her body climaxed.

Even as Jen was cumming, Jamal spun her around again, his long black cock never leaving her white married pussy. Jamal was on his knees between Jen’s open legs, their bodies connected with his cock inside her. He held Jen at her hips, her body suspended over the mattress. No part of her body touched the bed. Even the red sexy soles of the Christian Louboutin high heels hovered off the bed.

This was a position that Jamal loved to use with hot wives like Jen. It showed her better than anything else the stark difference between his powerful black body and that of her husband Mike and also the other white lovers she’d had in the past.  

Jamal had seen pictures of Scott, the dude she had divorced Mike for. He had to admit, that whitey was a man, not a boy like Mike. But Scott had gotten his physique through the gym and sports. That was nothing like Jamal. The black man had gotten his muscular body through hard labor, working construction as a boy to help his family make ends meet, and then again as a young man to help pay for college. That kind of grueling physical activity, every day, 12 hours a day, for years, that sculpted Jamal’s body and core into powerful steel, his arms and legs like mighty granite.  

Gripping Jen at her hips, Jamal moved her back and forth over his manhood, his cock going in and out of her pussy like a piston, impaling his cock into her as he slammed her to him, then stroking her clit and g-spot over his long thick shaft as he moved her forward, and then slamming her back again, over and over, ramming her back and forth!

Jen was dizzy, confused. No man had ever taken her this way before. Her body was suspended off the bed, it was like gravity no longer existed. She looked at Jamal in amazement, marveling at the way his muscles and tendons flexed and tensed as he moved her body back and forth. The sight took her breath away. Her mouth was partly open, breathing hard, her eyes on him, partly closed because of lust, her long blonde hair the only part of her touching the bed, sliding along the mattress as he fucked her suspended over the bed. 

No man had ever done her this way before. He held her off the bed like she weighted nothing. The power in his body, his arms, his thighs, his core, it was amazing! So powerful! This was how a MAN fucked a girl! Jamal was such a MAN!

And it felt amazing! His big cock inside her, filling her up, stretching her, rubbing against her clit and g-spot with every stroke, it felt amazing! Jamal felt freaking amazing!

Jen came once. And then again. Or maybe it was just a single orgasm that never stopped. She was moaning the entire time, her words incoherent, she was incoherent. She felt like she was going to pass out, the pleasure was too intense, it was almost too much, she felt it everywhere, her clit, her nipples, in her toes, her fingers, her scalp. It went on forever, Jamal relentlessly drilling her, he was amazing, his stamina was amazing, he never seemed to tire, he was such a MAN!

Finally she cried out, “Jamal, stop, please! I can’t anymore!” The black man did stop, he gently laid her on the bed, tenderly cradling her, treating her like a cherished thing, his cock still hard and deep inside her body. Jen was panting, her body jerking from all the orgasms, tingling, her body aglow.  

Jen felt his cock still inside her, and it filled her up, she liked the feel of being so full, it was comforting. She melted into Jamal’s chest, gripping his muscular arms, marveling at the power of his beautiful body. His beautiful black body.

She felt sexed out. She still desired Jamal. He was so freaking sexy, and his cock so amazing, his cock felt so freaking good inside her. But he had really used her. She was sexed out. She felt used up. She couldn’t go anymore.

Jamal sensed it. “You can’t give up on me now  baby girl,” he said as he lavished her pretty face with tender kisses. “You gotta let me cum.”

“I don’t know,” Jen said uncertainly, still panting, still pressing her face against his chest, his powerful arms still wrapped possessively around her. “I want to, but I don’t think I can go anymore.”

“I think my baby girl here needs a little pick me up,” Jamal said, reaching towards the side table. Jen saw he held a small plastic bag of white powder. Cocaine.

“You just need a little bump, baby girl,” he told her with a grin, his gold teeth shining in the lamp light.  

Jen warily looked at the coke. She knew she was doing too much drugs. They made her feel incredible, but that was the problem. She didn’t want to get addicted. And also, if she did a bump now it would give her the energy to keep going, but then she’d crash and be even more exhausted tomorrow. And her plan had been to be super affectionate with Mike tomorrow. To focus all her attention on her husband tomorrow, to make it up to him for spending so much time with her black lover.

“I know you want it baby,” Jamal said, cupping Jen’s breast and rolling her nipple with his thumb. He kissed down her neck behind her ear and huskily whispered “Your hot body needs more fucking. Your pretty pussy wants more, I can tell.”

The truth was, Jen did want more. Her body desired more. Craved more of Jamal’s big – black – cock.

Jamal moved his hand down Jen’s body, over her perky little tits and sexy flat stomach, to her pussy. “You grew this for me,” he said, rubbing his black thumb over the sparse blonde hair of her landing strip. “Didn’t you?”

Jen nodded her head as she said “Yes.” Her answer made Jamal break out into a big smile.

“A little coke won’t hurt you,” Jamal promised. He moved his hand lower, so now his thumb was lightly rubbing over her clit. “You want more, don’t you baby girl?” he whispered as his lips nuzzled her neck behind her ear, and his thumb rubbed her clit.

“Fuck,” Jen moaned, her back arching. Jamal was still deep inside her, so the motion shot bolts of pleasure through her tight sexy body.  

“Okay, yeah, give me some, a small one,” she said, and Jamal’s smile got even bigger. He dipped his finger into the powder, and brought it to Jen’s nose. Jen sniffed hard, and immediately she rolled her head back and gasped as the cocaine flood her body and senses. Then Jen felt Jamal’s finger pressed against her other nostril. He had gotten more coke and wanted her to snort more. It was more than Jen wanted, but without thinking about it, she sniffed hard again, and again she gasped. She pressed her head against Jamal’s chiseled chest. “Fuck ... god ... fuck,” she gasped. “God Jamal ....”

“You ready to go again now?” Jamal asked.

It took Jen a long moment, but then she panted, “Yeah, yeah.” And now she WAS ready for more. Now she was wide awake and energized, she felt more alive than ever before, she felt confident, exuberate, her body tingled with anticipation, wanting to be fucked more by this wonderful man and his BBC! 

Jamal grinned. He spun Jen back onto her hands and knees, and started fucking her again.
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Jamal fucked Jen for almost another hour. He took her in many positions. During that time, he made the white married wife cum again and again. So many times, Jen lost count.

He finally finished with Jen on her back, in the missionary position. This is how he liked to cum. With the hot wife’s arms around his neck. Her legs on his shoulders, close to her ears. Kissing her. Fucking her with slow, deep thrusts as they looked into each other’s eyes, as they panted into the other’s face, as they kissed.  

This part was making love. Before it had all been fucking. But now he was making love to the pretty hot wife. By now, Jen was worn out, tire, spent. Mike would say she was well fucked. Her pussy was stretched and ruined. Jamal knew her body would ache tomorrow, barely able to walk. She’d be useless to her husband. Still, he was going to eke out one more orgasm from her tight married body. And he was going to do it not by fucking, but by making love to her.  

Jen sensed Jamal was about to cum. She wrapped her stockinged legs around his muscular thighs, digging the stilettos of her heels into the back of his calves. “Cum inside me,” she urged him.

“You want my black seed inside you,  baby girl?” Jamal growled as his orgasm got closer, as he pushed harder and deeper into Jen’s married white pussy.

“Yeah baby,” Jen moaned. “Cum side me. I want to feel you cum inside me.”

“You’re off the pill, right?” Jamal asked.

“Is that what you want?” Jen said in a taunting voice. “You wanna get me pregnant?”

“Yeah, baby girl,” Jamal said as he pounded his cock into Jen’s pussy, thrusting harder and deeper. Now she was talking every inch of his cock. Her pussy was finally stretched enough to take all of him.

Jamal put his hands on her sexy flat stomach and said “I want this tummy getting fat with my black baby.”

“Oh god yeah Jamal!” Jen told him, as his thrusting was pushing her close to another orgasm. “Yeah, give me your black cum! Make me pregnant! Breed me! I want your black baby!”

Moments later, Jamal growled as he came, emptying his balls into Jen’s pussy. Then, as before, he kept his cock plugged deep inside her, and raised her legs up. He kept her that way for long moments, allowing gravity to do its thing and flood her womb with his sperm, maximizing the chance that his black seed would find and claim her little white girl eggs. All during this time, Jamal tenderly kissed Jen’s pretty face, both of them panting and their hearts pounding, kissing and whispering sweet nothings to her. Finally he let her legs down and slowly pulled out.

Jen collapsed into Jamal’s hard chest as he put his arms around her. She panted into his sculpted pectorals as she tried to recover from their sex. Her thoughts were all over the place, partly from the coke, mostly from the incredible fucking Jamal had just given her. He had so used her body, and she loved it.

As Jen came down from her orgasm– and Jamal had indeed made her cum one more time through making love to her – her thoughts and feelings focused. She felt herself growing closer to this black man. She knew it was simple human nature. A girl couldn’t receive so much physical pleasure from a man, she couldn’t be so intimate with him, without developing some feelings for him. She was used to this. It had happened before with other lovers. Scott. Cam. Doug.  

Jen knew the more time she spent with a man, the more times his manhood was inside her, the more times their bodies were joined as one, the more times he came inside her, all that made the connection between them grow stronger. It was just human nature. Really, you could sum it all up in one word. Romance. 

Or maybe it was biological.  Their DNA mixing as the man flooded her body with his seed.

The reasons didn’t matter.  And Jen didn’t try to stop it. It was a big part of why she liked the game. It was a big part of why Mike liked the game.  

Still, Jen’s growing affection for Jamal was hard for her to reconcile. He was black, and she had never been into black men. He acted like a racist, although she didn’t really think he was. Jen sensed resentment in Jamal against white people. But not all white people. After all, he was nice to her. And to Joey too. And maybe Jamal had the right to be resentful. She wasn’t an expert on black/white relations, but she wasn’t blind to things either. Probably things had happened to Jamal in his life that made him the way he was.

Unbeknownst to Jen, as Jamal held her, he was thinking similar thoughts. He was feeling something for this girl. This was unusual for him. Sure, he liked the hot white wives he fucked, it wasn’t unusual for him to feel some affection to them, but to actually have romantic feelings for a girl – black or white—was unusual for him. Jamal was like a hired gun. He was a bull to kinky couples like Mike and Jen who wanted to add the taboo spice of a black man into their sex life. Jamal gave them what they wanted, and he got back what he wanted – to show the white wife how superior black men were over white boys.  To turn the wife black.  To demean and diminish the husband in the wife’s eyes.

That’s what got Jamal off. That moment, when he sees it in the hot wife’s eyes – that she realizes her husband isn’t really a man, he’s at most a platonic friend, not someone she should ever want to have sex with again. That moment she realizes her husband is just a sissy boy who gets off sucking cock. And then after that realization, the only reason she ever lets his little boy dick into her mouth or pussy again is because she has to, because they’re married, but their sex will never ever be anything more than pity sex. 

But for Jamal to harbor feelings for a hot wife – that was unusual. But that’s what was happening with Jen. Why this girl? He wasn’t sure. Maybe because she was prettier than most. Sexier than most. She fucked better than most. And she had an innocence about her, even though she was far from being a faithful wife. Maybe Jamal sensed that Jen was shameful of the latent prejudice she felt against black people, she was ashamed of those terrible feelings and was fighting against them, and he liked her for it. Who knows? Who knows why a guy likes a girl, or vice versa? But that’s how Jamal felt. He liked this girl.

Later that night, when Jen was back home in the loft apartment, it was finally Mike’s turn.  She hadn’t planned to let him out of the cage, as she was enjoying denying her husband and controlling his orgasms.   But on the taxi ride home, Jen’s euphoria of being with Jamal finally faded.  The dread of letting the black man cum inside her after being off the pill for a week finally hit.

Jen confessed to Mike when she got home.  He was alarmed, but also turned on.  Mike was all over her, and this time Jen didn’t make him use a condom.  Mike came quickly, adding his sperm to Jamal’s.  

The next day, Mike and Jen went to the drug store and got a morning after pill.  
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Jen’s Saturday night dates with Jamal continued. I expected – and feared – that she would want to spend more time with her black lover, but she never asked. I could tell she looked forward to her date night. It usually started around Thursday, when I’d see her texting more with Jamal. They talked on the phone too, with Jen calling him as much as he called her, both of them getting excited about their plans for the upcoming weekend. It hurt seeing my wife so excited when he called, or when she got his text, or as their date night approached. It was like her heart flipped whenever he texted or called. But it was nothing like how it’d been with Scott, when he was the focal point of her life, and I was just an afterthought.  

Outside of their dates, Jen’s focus was still on me. She made a point of giving me a lot of attention. She didn’t mention Jamal unless I brought him up. Some might say she did all this because she was guilty about having a boyfriend (and by this point, I think both of us considered Jamal her boyfriend). So she was compensating by giving me extra attention when she wasn’t with Jamal.

But I liked to think it was because she was happy. And I was making her happy. Me. Because I let her explore and grow her relationship with Jamal. Isn’t that what a husband was supposed to do? Sure, I knew our marriage was unconventional. But wasn’t a husband supposed to do everything he could to make his wife happy?

My cock was in the cage most of the time. I think Jen would’ve freed me if I asked. But I didn’t. This was who I was. I was a cuckold. I had a little dick. Jamal had a huge cock. Jen was a goddess and she deserved a man’s cock. Not my dick. What Jen called her “little guy.”

Jen let me out of the cage on weekends. She unlocked the cage before her date with Jamal, and then put it back on sometime Sunday. Usually it took me a while to get hard. In fact, each time it seemed to take longer. Maybe being cage had a cumulative effect? My dick didn’t seem to be getting smaller though. At least not yet. Jen sometimes teased me that I wanted to get smaller. If my dick was smaller, I’d feel even more useless to her sexually, and that would make my cuckold fantasies even hotter. Honestly I didn’t want my dick to get smaller. But I admit whenever she teased me like this, I got super hard.

After a few weeks, I couldn’t remember the last time my dick was in Jen’s pussy. Probably that night she had let Jamal cum inside her after she’d been off the pill for a week.  At least she was back on the pill now.

Jen didn’t let me in her mouth, either.  She used her hand on me, or her feet sometimes. Mostly it was self-gratification for me. I stroked myself as I watched Jen with Jamal, or when we were alone during our sexy pillow talks.  

A few times I tried to climb on top of Jen but she stopped me. I offered to wear a condom but she stopped me. She said Jamal wanted only his cock in her body. Only his black seed in her body. He said it was part of turning her black.  

So this whole thing of Jen going black ... I think she was just bullshitting me. Jen was just pushing my buttons. She knew it got me hot. It got me jealous and it hurt when she denied me her body, when she kept her mouth and pussy exclusively for Jamal, but the jealousy and hurt and angst just fed my cuckold lust. It was like gasoline on the cuckold fire burning inside me.  

I didn’t think though that Jamal was a serious risk to my long-term marriage with Jen. Not like Scott had been. She just wasn’t into black men. Sure, she might be lusting over Jamal now, but I could never see her in a real romantic relationship with a black man. People just didn’t change spots like that.  

Eventually she’d tire of Jamal. And then it would be just us again. It would take time to get back to where we were, but we’d get there eventually. Jen needed to see me as a sexual partner again. More than just her husband. Maybe I’d never again be her primary sexual partner; I think we both loved the game too much to ever stop completely. But we were married, I was her husband, and I wanted us to eventually have sex again.  

Real sex. Intercourse. Making love. And I wanted Jen to enjoy it. I wanted my wife to sexually desire me again.  

I knew it would take time to get back to that. But I felt like we’d get there eventually. Maybe we’d decide to have another baby, and that would get us there faster.  

Still, I missed my wife’s mouth. And her pussy. Especially her pussy. A husband needs his wife’s pussy sometimes. But Jen’s condition was I had to ask Jamal for permission. She assured me that if I promised to wear a condom, Jamal would likely agree. I still had some pride though. I wasn’t going to ask another man for permission to have sex with my own wife. To me that was crossing a line. And I didn’t want Jen seeing me ask Jamal that. I’d really be letting go of my manhood. My pride. Especially if my wife saw me do it.

But I was going out of my mind. I needed to be inside Jen again. I needed that physical connection with my wife. I could fill up the Jen meter only so much by hugging and holding hands. I needed sexual intimacy with her.

It hurt me that she didn’t seem to have the same need. She used to say that she needed to regularly make love to me just for the emotional connection, even if she didn’t get physical pleasure from it. She didn’t say that anymore. It scared me. Because it meant she was getting that emotional connection (as well as the physical pleasure) from Jamal.
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“So anyways,” Jen began one evening. We were in bed after putting Anna down for the night. “Jamal invited us to a party this weekend.”

“Us?” I asked. I went with them on about half of their dates. But it was never “us.” Or “we” (meaning me and Jen). It was always the two of them together, with me a third wheel. Don’t get me wrong, I wasn’t complaining. I savored the angst of being the odd man out, the jealousy of seeing my wife holding hands with another man, the hurt when she forgot about me when things go hot and heavy with Jamal. But going on their dates definitely wasn’t US.

“Okay, well,” Jen said with a grin, blushing for a moment as she brushed her hair behind her ear. “But anyways, I think you’ll like it. Jamal says it’s a husbands’ party.”

“A what?”

“I don’t know if that’s the official name. That’s just what J calls it.”

I nodded slowly. Lately Jen had started calling Jamal “J.” And Jamal often called Jen “baby girl.” I was still getting my head around the idea that they had pet names for each other. 

“So, what’s a husbands’ party?” I asked.

“It’s a party for people like us,” Jen said. “Mixed couples. A black man and a white wife. And her husband.”

“Wow. Seriously?”

“I know, right?” Jen said with another grin. “Jamal thinks you’ll like it. You can watch us together. And talk with other husbands. And this might be a good time to ask Jamal. You know. About us having sex.”

I frowned at her. “We could have sex right now Jen,” I told her, some bitterness in my voice. “You could unlock the cage and we could make love right now.”

Jen frowned at me, but it was a pretend frown. It was a pretend frown that said “you’re acting like a baby but I know the angst is part of it for you so I’m gonna just roll with it.”

“Oh, don’t be a martyr,” she said a pretend pout to match her pretend frown. “You know that’s not our game Mike. Right? You’re my husband and I belong to you, but in our game, you have to ask Jamal to have sex with me. That’s our game right now.”

I frowned at Jen. My frown was real. It was a stubborn, obstinate frown. But I ached to have sex with her. I was desperate to feel her sweet silky pussy around my cock again. “I’ll think about it,” I told her.

“I want to be there when you ask him,” Jen said immediately.

“Why? Did Jamal tell you to say that?”

“No baby,” Jen said with a grin at me. “I just want to.”

––––––––
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JEN TEXTED ME THE ADDRESS of the husbands party. I was meeting them there.  

This was something she’d started doing recently, beginning about a month ago. She went to Jamal’s place early, in the early evening. It was like a pre-date. It allowed them to have a quickie before going out. Jen explained to me they needed that quickie because they lusted over each other so much after being apart for a week. Otherwise, they ended up cutting their date short to rush back to his apartment to fuck, and neither of them wanted that because they enjoyed spending time together outside of the sex.

This bothered me on a number of levels. It showed their desire for each other was growing instead of tampering off. It showed their relationship truly was boyfriend/girlfriend and not just fuck buddies. It denied me the chance to watch Jen dress for her date (since she dressed at Jamal’s place after their quickie). It meant my wife spent more time with her lover and not with me. But all this turned me on too.

Something that also bothered me – and it didn’t add to my cuckold excitement – was the effect on Anna. Now, don’t get me wrong. Jen did all she could to limit the impact on our daughter. She made sure we always had a good family day on Saturday before she left. And she never left before dinner (albeit an earlier dinner on Saturday).  

But Anna noticed that her mommy wasn’t there on Saturdays to play Twister in the evening, to help with her bath, to read books and tuck her in. And it was EVERY Saturday. Anna noticed. Like I’ve said, she’s a smart, inquisitive girl. Just like her mother.

Someone else who noticed was Callie. Callie was our 19-year-old babysitter who was taking a gap year after high school to find herself. She’d been at the house a few times when Jen went out without me. She’d seen (more than once) when I went out alone to meet up with Jen (like tonight). She’d seen Jen dressed not like a soccer mom (or in our case with Anna, a gymnastics/ballet/modern dance mom) but a super-hot MILF.  

So why did I agree to Jen’s “pre-dates”? Especially since she assured me she wouldn’t do it if I said no?

Because I am who I am. I’m a cuckold. For me it’s not just physical, it’s emotional. What I mean is, I wanted it to be more than physical for Jen. With Jamal. I wanted it to be emotional for her too.

I wanted Jen to spend more time with Jamal. I wanted her to get closer to him. Even though I hated it.

Even though I hated it.

And yeah, it turned me on even more that Jamal was black. This was something new in our game. Something we didn’t have with Scott, or Cam, or Blake. Once a girl goes black, she doesn’t go back. That’s what they say, right?  

Like that young white wife in the video.  The video Jamal suggested to Jen.  Date Girl.  I’ve watched that video a lot. I’ve managed to find a few more with that same girl. Always with black men. I wondered a lot about her husband. When did he realize he was no longer in the equation?  

At first it was just to add a little spice to their marriage. The taboo of a black man. The husband had been probably delighted his wife liked it so much the first time. Fuck, she liked it so much she teared up. She was probably confused and wanted to stop after that first time, but her reluctance probably emboldened the husband. He saw no risk to their marriage. So he pushed her to do it again. And again.  

Eventually, he didn’t have to push her anymore. Now his wife wanted black men. She lusted for them. She grew her hair longer. Got big fake tits. Instead of looking like a sweet innocent wife like at the start of the first video, she ended up looking like a cheap well-used whore. And she stopped wearing her wedding ring.  (The scene in the video where she was wearing her ring, and then she wasn’t, that was so incredibly hot—and disturbing too.)  I wondered a lot about when the husband realized he had lost his wife. Where were they now? Were they still married? Did the girl ever have sex with her husband anymore? Or was her pussy reserved for just black men?

Could Jamal turn Jen black? So that, even after he was gone and out of our lives, she would desire only black men, like the girl in the video? Jen was already denying me sex. Like I said, I don’t exactly remember the last time I was in her pussy, or her mouth.

Here’s the thing ... I wanted Callie to think Jen was having an affair behind my back. I know I’m jumping all over the place. That’s how I get, when I’m waiting for Jen to show up. I was already at the address she’d given me. I was waiting outside. At times like this, I get manic. My head races with thoughts.

So Callie ... yeah. She was a pretty girl. She had a tight body. She was 19, all 19-year-olds have tight bodies. And yes I noticed. I might be a cuckold but I’m not dead. And it turned me on that a pretty girl like Callie would think that Jen was cheating on me. Maybe she didn’t understand why she was having an affair. After all, I was a nice guy. I was a good husband and father.

If Callie did move in with us as our nanny (while she went to college at Hostos), maybe we’d bump into each other in the bathroom, and she’d see my little dick. And then she’d begin to understand why Jen was cheating. And then eventually, she might see Jen with Jamal. She might see the outline of his cock in his jeans. And that’s when Callie would truly understand. Now she would know why Jen cheated on me. Because I couldn’t give Jen the sexual pleasure she needed. But a real man like Jamal could.

I didn’t want to be outed as a cuckold. I didn’t want our lifestyle to become public. That’s why I wanted to move out of Montclair and back to New York City. Montclair was too claustrophobic. Everyone was in everyone else’s business. On the other hand, NYC was so big, everyone was anonymous. And also, no one cared what you did. If you were into sharing your wife and keeping your cock in a cage, fine, whatever, no one cared.

But the thought that some people knew about our lifestyle thrilled me. Like Callie. There were other people too. Like Jacob, my new personal assistant who was young and Jewish and seemed shy around girls (although letting Jacob find out was only a fantasy; I’d never want that to actually happen, as I was strict about keeping our game separate from my work).

But there was one person – one girl – who knew about our lifestyle, and I was glad she knew. Allie, Jen’s best friend from college (and still her BFF). Allie hated me at first, when we first met in college. While she might not have actively tried to get Jen to break up with me, she certainly didn’t support our relationship.  

But that was back then. Now we were friends. And Jen liked it that we were friends. She once told me that if something ever happened to her, she wanted me to marry Allie. She would want the 2 people she loved most in the world to be together.

I told Jen she was crazy of course. If something happened to her, I’d probably die the next day from loneliness and a broken heart. But I will admit that Allie is probably the second prettiest girl I’ve ever met, next to Jen. I don’t have any romantic feelings for Allie. But I guess I am kind of protective over her. Maybe even possessive to some extent. If she ever decided to get married again, I would definitely want to meet the guy first. And you know, I think Allie would want me to meet him, and would want my opinion of him.  
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JAMAL’S CADILLAC DROVE by where I was standing in the darkened alley. It parked about a block away. Then I watched as they walked towards the house where the husbands party was taking place.

They walked close together, Jen’s arm in his, their sides touching. The way a couple walked together. My heart twisted seeing my wife walking with another man like that. It was always that way. It made me feel so jealousy, there was so much angst, yet it was incredibly thrilling too. It was delicious. So fucking delicious.

But seeing them talking and laughing as they approached. They were so into each other. Jen was so into Jamal. The way she looked up at him. She had to look up, he towered over her, even in her high heels. The way she smiled at him. 

There are certain smiles a wife should only give her husband. You know what I mean? The smiles that say I belong to you. That I’m really into you. That we’re intimate. That you have the right to kiss me whenever you want. Touch my breasts whenever you want. Make love to me whenever you want. Yeah, those smiles.

And that’s the way Jen was smiling at Jamal right now. It hurt to see that. Yes, it was exciting. But sometimes the pain gets too much. It’s like I’m standing at the edge of the cliff, and the pain gets so bad I feel like I’m gonna fall over into the abyss.

But then they arrived at the front of the house and Jen looked around for me. We had agreed to meet outside. She detached herself from Jamal. She was still holding his hand, but she detached herself from him and she looked around. She was looking for ME. She had a concerned look on her pretty face, like she was worried I’d gotten lost, or wasn’t coming.  

And that’s all it took. It pulled me back from the cliff. It kept me from falling into the abyss.

Standing in the darkness of the alley, I watched them. They looked so good together. It was like when she’d been with Scott. A gorgeous girl like Jen should be with a handsome man like Scott. Or Jamal. It was natural. The way the world worked.

Jen shouldn’t be with me. I was just an average looking guy. Jen was actually taller than me in those heels, and I didn’t have a beach body, and my dick was smaller than average. For the millionth time, I wondered why she was with me. Why me, when she could have any man she wanted?

Jamal lit a cigarette as Jen looked around for me. He took a puff then offered it to her. I knew Jen was a social smoker. She didn’t smoke at home – not around Anna – but when she went out she smoked sometimes. She took the offered cigarette and took a drag. It reminded me of that line in the song, Mr. Brightside. She handed it back to Jamal and they talked and laugh as they shared the cigarette. Jen stood close to him, talking with her hands, touching his arm and chest, smiling into his eyes. God they looked so much like a couple.

Finally, I stepped out of the shadows. I looked hesitantly at her. When we were playing the game, I never knew where I stood with my wife. Was I there because she wanted me to be there? Or had she reluctantly invited me out of a sense of obligation?  

On top of that, I was shy. Borderline recluse probably. And Jen was holding the hand of a big, handsome, imposing black man. I was socially awkward, I didn’t know what to do in most situations, and certainly not now. So I stood there, looking hesitant, not moving towards them.

When Jen saw me, she broke out into a big smile. She whispered something to Jamal – she had to get on her tiptoes in the Louboutin’s to do so. Then she let his hand go and walked over to me.

“Hey stranger,” she said with a lopsided grin. “Find the place okay?”

Jen didn’t hug me or kiss me. At the moment she didn’t belong to me. She was Jamal’s. We both played the game well. I respected his rules. Although I desperately wanted to hug her.

“Yeah, you know ....” I said. “Google maps.” I had taken the subway. It was a lot faster than a taxi or Lyft.  

I looked her up and down. I hadn’t been able to watch her dress since she’d gone to Jamal’s earlier for their pre-date.

She looked amazing! She wore an off-the-shoulder black dress. The dress barely clung to the edges of her shoulders. And it was incredibly short. It ended just below her pussy. And it hugged her body, hiding nothing, looking painted on. The dress was so filmy, if I rolled it up the whole thing would probably fit in my pocket. She was showing a lot of cleavage, more than she had naturally. Somehow, she wore a push up bra under that dress.

“God you look so hot!” I gushed. She did too. Her face was so beautiful. As usual, she wore heavier makeup for Jamal, so she looked like a movie star or super model. Her blonde hair seemed to shine in the moonlight, and it softly rolled off her exposed shoulders. She looked achingly hot.  

“I know I look slutty,” Jen said with a resigned shrug. She whispered “But Jamal likes me to dress this way, and I want to look pretty for him. You’ll see tonight. So many girls want him. I’m trying to keep his interest.”

I whispered back, “You know, you could break it off with Jamal, and find another guy.”

Jen frowned at me. “I don’t want that Mike,” she said with a firm voice. “I’d be really upset if he broke up with me.  Please don’t say that again.”

I was silent as I stared at her. It felt like my insides were being torn apart.

Jen sensed my feelings. She didn’t want the evening to turn bad, so she stepped closer to me and whispered “Mike baby, you want me to have a boyfriend, right? And you want me to like him. If things ended with Jamal, it might take me a long time to find another man I liked. That’s all I’m saying. It’s not like I love him.”

“Is that true?” I asked her.

“Mike ... yes,” she said with some exasperation. I could tell she was losing her patience with me. She seemed anxious to return to Jamal.

But I needed to know something. “So you guys already had sex?” I asked her.

Jen nodded.

I couldn’t help asking “Was it good?”

Jen grinned and rolled her eyes with delight and said, “So good.”

“Jen, did you make him wear a condom?” I asked. “You’re ovulating.”

After taking the morning after pill, Jen had promised to make Jamal wear a condom when she was ovulating. She was on the pill, but it would be devastating to our family if she got pregnant with a black man’s baby.

Jen looked down at her feet. “I know I promised that ...,” she began, looking sheepish.

“So, you didn’t make him use a condom?” I asked, frowning at her. “You let him cum inside you?”

“It’s just ...,” she sputtered, looking guilty. “Jamal won’t wear a condom. If I insist on it ... I’m not sure what he’ll do.”

She looked at me desperately, like she was begging me not to hold her to her promise. Because she didn’t want to lose Jamal.  

This was it. Right here. I could insist she keep her promise. And then I’d be making her pick between me and him. Would she pick me?  

And if she didn’t ... how much damage would that do to our marriage?

She on was on the pill. She was protected. There wasn’t really too much risk.  And also ... the thought of his sperm inside her. Right now, his seed was inside her.  

For months now, only his sperm had been inside her. Their hormones and DNA mixing. This was something I believed. About how that made 2 people grow closer emotionally. It got me hot. That Jamal was pumping my wife with his sperm, and his DNA was mixing with hers, and it was part of why they were growing closer.  

And the fact that I had not been inside her ... that my sperm and DNA weren’t there to fight against Jamal’s ... it meant Jen’s connection to me was growing weaker. It was only natural. It was the way our bodies worked. It was why sex was so important to keep a marriage strong. But Jen wasn’t having sex with me. Only Jamal. She was only letting Jamal have her body. She was only letting Jamal cum inside her.

“Mike are you okay?” Jen asked, breaking me from my reverie. If her voice had carried impatience like a moment ago, it would have destroyed me. But my wife knew how I got. Sometimes my head drifted to places.  Drifted to cuck-space.  So her voice was kind, not impatient.

“Yeah ...,” I said. I was breathing hard. My heart was pounding. My cock was swollen (although still soft inside the plastic tube of the cage).

“So ... is it okay then?” she asked me. 

I stared at her. I didn’t know what I wanted. Finally I nodded.

Jen smiled and looked relieved. She reached down and gave my hand a quick squeeze. Then we both walked over to Jamal. Jen moved from me to him. She took his arm and they walked into the house as a couple, with me following a few steps behind them.



	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

CHAPTER 10
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The party was in a huge mansion in an affluent mostly black neighborhood. Jen later told me the owner was a single man in his 50s. He was on the board of the local African American cultural center and made his fortune in technology. He was a minority owner of the Giants, which impressed me. Although, if it had been the Jets, I’d be impressed and envious. Since it was the Giants, I was impressed and felt sorry for the poor smuck. (Honestly, I’d feel sorry for him if it was the Jets, too.)

The house was crowded with about 25 couples. All mixed couples. Black men with their married, white girlfriends. And the same number of white men. The husbands.

It was a strange experience. Seeing everyone moving around in groups of three. 

Jamal and Jen got a lot of attention. Heads turned when they walked by. I wouldn’t say Jamal was the most handsome man there. He wasn’t. But he had an aura and charisma that people noticed. Especially the girls there. They gave him lingering looks. Like, he’d walk by and a girl would stare at him with her lips slightly parted. Her eyes would trail down his body to his crotch. And her eyes would get bigger as she saw the outline of his cock in his pants.  

I understood then what Jen said. Jamal was very much in demand. I suspected many of the white wives here would upgrade to Jamal if they had the chance. I wondered about the rules among these black bulls. Could Jamal take another man’s “trophy,” or would he be shunned if he did that? I made a mental note to look it up in the Our Hot Wives forum, to see if anyone knew.

A lot of male heads turned as Jen walked by too. At 33, she was younger than the average age of the wives there (which I guessed to be about late 30s, early 40s). I thought she was the prettiest, although that might have been my bias. I admit all the wives there were very attractive and alluring.  

I scanned around at the husbands. They looked like me. White. Average looking. Some balding. We all had hit way about our average when it came to our wives. I wondered if they all had small dicks like me. Which of us had the smallest? I wondered if, like me, they were skilled at eating pussy, to compensate for our small manhoods.

The threesomes began splitting up. The husbands holding back as their wives stayed with their black boyfriends as they mingled, sipped champagne and slow danced. I did the same. I held back and found a wall to lean against as Jen drifted away from me, holding Jamal’s hand as he led her deeper into the crowd.

I watched as Jen slow danced with Jamal on the makeshift dance floor (it was the house’s big living room). She had her arms around his neck, and he had his arms around her waist. They danced close together, their faces almost touching, as they looked into the other’s eyes as they slowly swayed to the music.

Someone had lowered the lights, so it had the feel of a chill night club. I watched as Jamal leaned down and kissed my wife. It was a soft kiss. Jen kissed him back. She caressed the back of his shaved head as she kissed him. As she offered him her tongue. Jamal’s hands drifted down to her ass. He caressed her shapely cheeks, and pulled her closer so no doubt she could felt what he had in his pants.

I watched them, the jealousy and angst growing inside me. Cuckold fire burned in my belly. God I was so turned on. I was glad I was caged, as otherwise I’d probably jerk off in the bathroom and then fall off the emotional cliff with the depression that came after cumming.

The song ended. Jen scanned the crowd and saw me. She whispered something to Jamal. He nodded, then reached into his pocket and handed her something. Then she walked to me.

“Are you having fun?” she asked me. Her cheeks were flushed and seemed partly out of breath. From kissing Jamal. “Have you talked to any other husbands?”

“No ... I feel kind of awkward,” I said.

“I get that,” Jen said as she gave me an understanding smile. She knew I was shy and had a hard time talking to people for the first time. And that was in normal situations. This was anything but normal. “I just thought it might be exciting for you if you talked to other husbands.”

“Yeah ... I’ll try,” I promised.

She gently touched my crotch. The cage. “I’m sorry I haven’t taken this off,” she said. “I will later. Jamal asked me to keep you in the cage while I’m with him.”

My eyes got big at her words. “What?” I snapped.

“It’s okay Mike,” Jen said, trying to reassure me. “You know J. He likes to play head games. I know it’s a jerky thing, and I will take it off later.” She grinned and gave me a playful hip bump. “Don’t worry. You’ll get your turn. But just start off this way. It’ll make him happy.”

I stared at Jen as I processed her words. Jamal was already denying me my wife’s pussy. And she was letting him. Now she was going to also let Jamal control when my cock was locked in the cage?

Jen sensed the turmoil inside me. She gave my hand a quick squeeze and urged me, “Just go with it Mike. Let’s just have fun with it.” With a grin, she asked, “Isn’t it hot to let Jamal alpha you?”

“I’m not beta to Jamal, or anyone else!” I hissed.

“I know you’re not Mike,” Jen said immediately, the grin disappearing from her pretty face. “Baby – you know I didn’t mean in real life. I’m just talking about the game.” She moved closer. “You’re submissive,” she whispered. “In the game, I mean. A bottom. That’s all I’m saying. You fight it so much. But you don’t have to. Let Jamal play his head games. Ask his permission later. I’ll be there, it won’t be so bad. And then we’ll have so much fun tomorrow. I promise.”

I was silent as I forced my pounding heart to slow. My emotions were all over the place. Did Jen realize what she was asking? To completely give up my pride, my manhood, by begging Jamal to let me have sex with my wife?  

I didn’t want to make a scene here. I forced myself to calm down. I forced myself to not think about what my wife was asking me to do.  

I finally said, “What did he give you?”

“What?”

“A few minutes ago,” I said. “I saw he gave you something.”

“Oh. Just this. My lipstick,” Jen said. She opened her palm to show her lipstick.

“You asked him to hold your lipstick?” I said, incredulity in my voice.

Jen nodded yes. “He’s holding my phone and ID too,” she told me. She motioned to her skintight, painted on dress and said “I can’t exactly carry anything in this.” She looked at me and asked “Is that not okay?”

No. It didn’t feel okay to me. Why did it make me sick that Jamal was holding her things?

I knew why of course. It’s one of those things. A girl asks her man to carry things for her. Her lipstick. Her ID. I should be holding those things for Jen. But she didn’t ask me. She asked Jamal.

Rationally, I told myself I was being stupid. Of course she asked Jamal. After all, he was there when she got dressed. He was there when they rode in his car to this party. If I had been there, she would have asked me. Me, not Jamal. She would have, right?

But then I wasn’t sure.  When was the last time Jen asked me to hold her things?

As these thoughts ran through my head, Jen was refreshing her lipstick. She seemed oblivious to the turmoil boiling inside me.

Jen rolled the lipstick along her sexy pouty lips. I saw it was a brownish red. She wore heavier, darker makeup with Jamal. Just like the dress that did more to expose her body than cover it. All for Jamal. Because she wanted to look pretty for him. She had said that. Jamal was in high demand among these white wives. Jen was doing all she could to keep his attention, to hold onto him.

“It’s nothing,” I finally said. I wanted to tell her that I would take those things from Jamal and hold them for her. But I thought that would make me look petty, and weak. So, I didn’t say anything more about it. And I tried not to think about it. But the angst clutched my body, like a vice around my heart.  

I tried to tell myself, this is what I wanted. I had wanted more than the random hookups of Blake and Doug. I wanted her to have a boyfriend. And that’s what she had now. I kept telling myself that. This is what I wanted.

Jen drifted back over to Jamal. I knew if I kept watching them, I’d go insane. So I forced myself to head over to the bar for a drink. I was surprised to see Highland Park among the bottles. Highland Park wasn’t one of those super expensive scotches, but you don’t often see it in home bars.  

As I poured myself an inch, I heard a voice say “Ah, a man after my own heart. Another Highland lover.”

I turned and saw a slim man, about my height. He was older than me by a good 20 years. I handed him the bottle and he poured himself an inch. “My name is Sebastian,” the older man said.

I nodded at him and said “Mike.”

“So, which one is yours?” Sebastian said as he looked at the mixed couples mingling and dancing in the big living room (it was so big it almost qualified as a ballroom).  

“Over there,” I motioned at Jen who was standing with Jamal. “The blonde.” I realized that “blonde” wasn’t a very helpful description as most of the white wives in the room were blonde (a few were natural like Jen; I suspected most were from a bottle). I added “She’s next to the piano.”

Sebastian looked impressed as he looked at my beautiful wife. “Oh yes,” he said. “Jennifer right? She’s with Jamal. JJ.”

“JJ?”

“I suppose that’s what people call them,” Sebastian said with a friendly shrug.  

I thought about that. I knew Jen called Jamal “J” sometimes. Did he also call her “J”? Was that why people called them JJ?

“Your wife is very lucky, being with Jamal,” Sebastian said.  

“You know Jamal?” 

“I know all the black men,” Sebastian said. “Some people call them bulls, but my wife and I find that distasteful.”

“Which is your wife?” I asked.  

“Over there by the fireplace,” he told me. “Mary.”  

I looked. Mary was older than me, but not as old as her husband. Was she a trophy wife? She certainly was gorgeous. I got the impression though that she (and Sebastian) had paid a lot of money to keep her looking that gorgeous. She was with a tall black man who was handsome but not nearly as imposing as Jamal. I felt – what? Pride? That my wife had snagged a better black bull than Mary?

“So, are you into hot wife, cuckold or poly?” Sebastian abruptly asked.

My eyes went wide at the forwardness of his question. Sebastian saw my reaction and gave me an apologetic chuckle. “Sorry. I know I can be abrupt sometimes,” he said with a friendly smile. 

“I’ll tell you our story,” Sebastian said.  “When we were younger I neglected Mary. I was trying to build my career but that’s no excuse. She’s beautiful as you can see. She’s always had many admirers. So Mary had an affair. Eventually she confessed and, well, I’m sure you know what happened. I realized I was aroused as much as hurt. That led us down this path. It’s been a winding path. I’ll answer my own question. We started swapping. But I found it more arousing to watch Mary with other men. So we evolved into hot wife. Then eventually, Mary had her first black man. And I suppose the rest is history.”  

“So Mary got blacked?” I said, my question just as forward as his. But I saw excitement in his eyes. He got excited by talk like this, just like me.

“Yes she has,” Sebastian said, his voice hoarse now from excitement. “Jaylen is Mary’s fourth black lover. I don’t know if she’ll ever want a white man again.”

His response triggered a question from my own situation. “Mary doesn’t have sex with you?” I asked.

“Oh no, I have sex with Mary,” Sebastian said. “Jaylen insists on it. He wants me to feel how much he’s stretched her.  And he wants Mary to feel how small I am, compared to him.”

I stared at Sebastian. Then I grinned and said, “I have to say that’s hot.”

Sebastian grinned at me and then we both laughed. We refilled our glasses with more Highland Park and clicked glasses. 

“So, your Jennifer?” he asked, prompting me for our story.

I decided to give him the short version, since we’d just met. “Our story’s like yours, I guess,” I said. “She had an affair because I was neglecting her. That led to her dating other men. Jamal’s her first black boyfriend. I wouldn’t say she’s blacked, but Jamal’s trying. He’s open about it. He says by the time he’s done with her, she’ll only want black men.”

“It happens you know,” Sebastian said knowingly. “It’s not just urban legend. White women are drawn to black men. They’re different than us. You’ve probably seen that by now. You know it’s hard for us to compete.”

“But you don’t say no to Mary?” I asked. “You don’t say this is enough?”

“I think you know the answer to that Mike,” Sebastian said with another knowing, friendly grin. “I think we’re like minded, you and I. We want this for our wives. And we want this for ourselves.”

We were silent for a moment. Then Sebastian asked, “Jamal doesn’t allow you to have sex with Jennifer?”

I looked at the older man, considering what I should say. Then I decided to tell him. After all, it would feel good to talk to someone about it. At that moment, it made be realize how I missed talking to Steph. Although I doubted I would’ve talk to her about Jamal.

“No he doesn’t,” I said. “He says white seed is inferior. He says Jen should only have black seed inside her body.”

“So that means, no intercourse ...” Sebastian said, thinking out loud about my words.

“And not her mouth either,” I said, completing his thought.

“Wow,” Sebastian said. “So how long?”

“Months,” I answered. Months since I’ve been allowed my wife’s pussy, or her mouth. Jamal had denied me for months. Thinking those words made my cock swell in the hard plastic cage.

Suddenly I was embarrassed at revealing so much. I began to move away but Sebastian stopped me. 

“I recognize you,” he said. “You’re Mike Andrews. The man who invented Sapphire.”

Alarm bells rang inside me! But before I could panic, Sebastian added “Maybe you recognize me too.”

I looked at Sebastian. Then it hit me. I did recognize him! He was the news anchorman of the local CBS station.

“I was wondering,” Sebastian said. “I understand Sapphire is open only to institutional investors. But sometimes regular people like me are allowed to invest. Could you pull a few strings for me?”

Sebastian flashed me his TV anchorman smile. The charming smile that had kept him the top local anchorman for over 20 years, an impressive feat since the NYC market was bigger than many countries.  

What the fuck, I thought. It was easy for me to do. I was the master administrator of Sapphire, so I could add anyone I wanted. And I understood of course why he wanted to invest in Sapphire. It was beating all the indices by 10 points, and it had built in safety nets to minimize losses. Everyone wanted in on Sapphire. That’s why we kept it to big organizations like pension funds. My company made more money that way, with less headaches. And if I did Sebastian a favor, he’d owe me one. You never knew. I might need his help in the future.

I nodded at him. “Do you have a card?” I asked. Sebastian smiled gratefully at me as he handed me his card.

After parting from Sebastian, I went looking for Jen. I found her with Jamal and a group of others in the game room that had a pool table, dart board, card table and bar. Everything looked luxurious with heavy velvet and leather padding.  

Jen was standing next to a knee-high coffee table along with everyone else. Why they picked that table I didn’t understand given all the other choices in the room.

The table was covered with small mounds of white powder. They were snorting cocaine! I watched as my wife expertly formed 2 lines with a folded twenty-dollar bill. How had she become such an expert? I knew she experimented in college, but not a lot. Now she had become so familiar with the white powder that she was helping some of the other wives form their own lines.

It was awkward for Jen to stand at the low coffee table, so like many of the others, she got on her knees. She rolled the bill so it was like a straw, and leaned over the table.

Even with my insides churning at what she was about to do, I couldn’t help noticing my wife’s body as her new black dress stretched around her curves as she leaned over the table. Jen had the tight body of a ballerina. The years didn’t seem to affect her. Pregnancy didn’t seem to affect her. She could still fit into her clothes from high school. With the way she worked out, she still had the ripe luscious body of a high school senior. And the black dress hid nothing. It was so tight when she leaned over, you could see the lace of her stocking tops through the filmy material of the dress.

The black men around her looked at her too, just like me. Jamal was standing next to her. He had his big black hand around the back of her neck. It was a possessive gesture. He was telling the others that this girl belonged to him.  

Jamal noticed me. He gave me a smug grin, like he was saying, “she might be legally married to you, but she belongs to me now.”  To emphasize his point, he ran his hand down Jen’s back and cupped her ass.  It was another possessive gesture, although this one was more sexual.

To make things even worse, Jen looked up at Jamal when he put his hand on her ass, and smiled at him.  Her message was clear.  “You can touch me anywhere, whenever you want.”

Then Jen positioned the straw at the bottom of the first line. She snorted the line into her nostril. She did the same with the other line, into her other nostril. She immediately arched her back and rolled her head back, and then she laughed along with the others as they all glowed from the wonderous effects of the illegal drug. 

Jen never looked my way.  She didn’t notice I was there.
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WE DIDN’T STAY MUCH longer at the husbands’ party. In the end, the party turned out to be somewhat ... low key. I had expected ... what? A big orgy? Leashes tied around the necks of the husbands? The husbands forced to get on their knees and suck off the black bulls?

But the party hadn’t been anything like that. It was just a chance for the husbands to watch their wives and their black boyfriends in a “date night” kind of atmosphere. I had to admit it was kind of a benevolent gesture on the part of the black men. It was like they were giving something to the husbands. Like payback for letting them fuck their wives.

The heat turned up when we got to Jamal’s apartment. I watched them on the sofa, necking and touching. It bothered me the way they kissed. It went on forever. So much foreplay. I wished Jamal would just fuck her. All the kissing really ratcheted up the angst inside me. It made me so jealous the way Jen couldn’t seem to get enough of the black man’s lips.

They undressed each other. Jamal was completely naked and Jen was down to her stockings and heels. She got onto the floor, on her knees between his open legs. With her back to me, and the way she was kneeling at Jamal’s feet, I could see the bright red of her Louboutin heels. It looked so fucking sexy!

Jamal’s cock was hard. It amazed me how big he was. No matter how often I saw it, it amazed me. The man should be in the Guinness Book. I couldn’t believe he could get all of that into my wife. Then I remembered what Sebastian said. “Jaylen insists I fuck Mary. He wants me to feel how much he’s stretched her pussy.  And he wants Mary to feel how small I am, compared to him.”

I thought about how much Jamal was stretching Jen’s pussy. When I was finally allowed to be back inside her, what would she feel like? Would her pussy feel anything like I remembered? Would I feel anything? Would Jen?  Would she be able to tell I was even inside her?

These thoughts made me burn inside. The cage prevented me from getting hard, but the root of my cock still ached. It was weird, but I still felt so much sexual desire for my wife, even though my cock was soft. 

Jen was stroking Jamal’s shaft with her hands. The different in color – her lily-white hands and his ebony cock – was striking. So was the size difference. Jen could barely hold him, even with 2 hands. I knew from experience that his cock was heavy. It was thick and solid. Jen’s eyes were lust filled as she looked at it, as she stroked him. She was practically salivating. My wife couldn’t get enough of Jamal’s big black cock.

Jen looked back at me, over her shoulder. “Mike, take off your clothes,” she told me.

I wasn’t able to say no. I stood up and quickly undressed. I was still keeping my entire body hairless (expect for the hair on my head), going with Jen when she got waxed.  It still irritated me that it was Jamal’s idea for me to get waxed (instead of shaving), but I had to admit, waxing was better than shaving, and having a completely smooth body – well, it felt sexy (although I would never admit that to Jen, much less Jamal).  

Once undressed, it was impossible for me to not compare myself to Jamal, since he was naked too and standing just a few feet from me.  I was thin and shorter than both Jamal and Jen (when she wore heels). My dick was in the cage. I felt exposed standing naked in front of them. I felt like less than a man as I looked at Jamal’s heavily muscled body and his huge black cock. How could Jen not compare me to him? Of course she did. What did she think?

“Mike, come here,” Jen said. She touched Jamal’s knees, and he opened his legs wider. They shared a look, and a smile, like they had talked about this. Like they had planned this.

Jen was still holding Jamal’s cock with one hand. It was a struggle to hold him with just one hand, but she managed to do it. She was looking at my dick in the cock cage. It was tiny compared to Jamal. The tube was only 2.5 inches. Jamal’s hard cock was 12+ inches. The difference between me and this black man was striking. What did Jen think about me, her husband? At times like this, did she regret marrying me? Was she embarrassed to have such a tiny dicked man as her husband?

Jen reached for my caged cock with her hand, while still holding Jamal’s cock with her other. She held the tube between her thumb and finger. I couldn’t feel her touch through the hard plastic, and (like always) it frustrated me. Jen wiggled the small tube back and forth, like comparing the weight to Jamal’s. It made me flush with humiliation and embarrassment.

Then she said, “Get on your knees. Next to me Mike.”

I did as she said. At this point I was powerless. I knew what was about to happen. But I was powerless. I was resigned to it. She was going to make me put his cock into my mouth.

Jamal’s big cock was right there, inches from my face. It was so huge. And my cock was caged. At that moment I was glad it was caged. That it was hidden. Because even hard, on my best day, I was barely four inches. This man’s cock was 3 times bigger than me. More than that, if you counted how much thicker he was.  

“You want to ask J something Mike?” Jen said, prompting me.

I felt like before. Tittering on the edge of a cliff. About to fall into the abyss. Did she have to make me do it like this? Naked and on my knees. Between his open legs. With his big black cock hard and inches from my face.  

Also, to use her pet name for him now. To call him J now. Now I felt like I had fallen off the cliff. I was falling into the abyss.

“Mike. You want to ask J something. Like we talked about. Right?”

I hesitated for long moments. Finally I sputtered out, “Jamal ... I’d like to make love to Jen ... it’s been a long time ... she’s my wife ....”

Looking serious, Jamal nodded and said, “I like the way you asked Mike. Respectful. I like that. Yes, you have my permission. I have 2 conditions. First, you have to use a condom. I want you to use Durex condoms. Second, you have to use lubrication with J.  I think you know she doesn’t sexually desire you. And even your tiny dick could hurt her if she’s dry. So you have to use lubrication. Do you agree?”

My cheeks burned with embarrassment and humiliation. Even through these emotions, I registered that he called Jen “J.” They did call each other J. That’s why people called them JJ.

I was looking down at the floor as I said, “Yeah, okay, I agree.”

But Jamal had one more condition. “And I have to be the lubrication,” he demanded.

“What?” I said, not understanding.

“It’s alright Mike,” Jen told me. “I’ll explain later. I’ll take it from here.”

“I want Mike to do it,” Jamal said in a firm voice.

“No Jamal,” Jen said, looking at her black lover, her voice just as firm. “It’s enough. He’s agreed to enough.”

I didn’t understand what was going on. But it was clear they had talked about this.

I continued to kneel next to Jen between Jamal’s thick muscular legs as she pulled her long blonde hair back and went down on him. My head was spinning. As often happened in the game, things were going fast, and I wasn’t clued into all (or even most) of it.  

I tried to focus on what my wife was doing. She was bobbing on Jamal’s cock, her hands and mouth moving together, her beautiful face distorted by her mouth stretched open as she blew his enormous cock. Jen was good at it. She was good at giving head. Jamal was appreciating it, his head rolled back and his big black lips partly open as she worked on him.

Jen’s lips were wet with her spit and Jamal’s pre-cum. The wetness covered her chin and dripped down her neck. She looked like a slut with that big black cock in her mouth and her face and neck covered with spit and spunk.  

God ... I had never seen her so beautiful! I loved her so much! I was so proud she was my wife!

Jen’s hands were covered with spit too. I looked at her left hand. Her wedding and engagement rings were wet too. The sight made me dizzy with lust.

Soon Jamal was cumming! Jen stroked him faster, her lips sealed around his big thick shaft. Jamal’s powerful body convulsed as his orgasm hit. Jen’s cheeks ballooned out as Jamal flooded her mouth with his sperm. She didn’t swallow through. As soon as he was done, she let his cock slip from her mouth. She kept her lips pressed tightly together, her cheeks still full of his black seed.  

Somewhere Jen produced a plastic bag. One of those plastic bags you put a sandwich in for lunch. Jen opened her lips at the bag’s opening. Jamal’s sperm filled the bag. 

Then Jen tied a knot in the bag, sealing in her lover’s black seed. I stared at the bag. It was full of thick milky liquid. Jamal’s sperm. And I was supposed to use that as lubrication later, when I finally made love to my wife.

“Mike, take the bag and put it in the refrigerator,” Jamal ordered me. “We don’t want my sperm to go bad, do we?”

I recoiled at his command. I didn’t want to touch the bag.  

Jen saw me hesitate. “I’ll do it Jamal,” she said and began to get up.

“I want Mike to do it!” Jamal insisted in a hard voice. 

Jen looked at me. She gave me a pleading look. “Please do what he says,” she silently begged me. 

Whatever. I had already done so much tonight. I took the bag and walked to his kitchen.  

The bag was heavy with his sperm. With his sperm! And I was supposed to use it as lubrication with Jen! Really? Was I really going to do that? Had I really fallen that far?!

I sensed Jen approach me, even as I heard her high heels click-clacking on the ceramic tile floors. She took the bag from me and put it into the refrigerator. 

“Jen, what are we doing?” I asked pleadingly.

Jen put her arms around me. She hugged me. “We’re just playing baby,” she said into my chest. Then she reached down. She unlocked the cage and took it off.  

Jen cupped my limp cock and said “Does that feel better?”

Before I could answer, she reached lower. She lightly ran her manicured, painted nails along the underside of my balls. “Does that feel good?” she whispered huskily.

“Oh god Jen!” I groaned. It felt so good! Even though my dick was still soft, it felt so fucking good!

My body was shaking. I couldn’t control myself. I was so turned on my body was shaking!  

But it hurt too! It hurt inside!  So much angst, and jealousy, and feelings of inadequacy and being unsure about myself and what Jen thought about me.

“Calm down baby,” Jen said soothingly. “We’ve just playing, okay?” She was whispering so only I could hear, not Jamal down the hall.

Jen was pressing her body against mine. She was naked except for stockings and heels. Feeling her sexy body pressed against mine did little to stop my shaking.

Jen whispered, “This is our game baby. OUR game. Jamal is just a toy we’re using. That’s all he is.”

Her words reassured me. They calmed me. They brought me back from the abyss.

“You’re doing too much coke,” I told her.  

“I know,” she said softly. I was relieved she agreed with me.  

“You have to stop,” I said.

“It’s harmless,” she said, and suddenly the relief I felt seconds ago evaporated. She wasn’t going to stop doing coke. At least while she was dating Jamal. She didn’t want to lose her black boyfriend. So she had to do what he did, and that meant bumps of cocaine.

“I’m actually not taking that much,” Jen said as she sensed my displeasure. “Only on Saturdays, when I’m with Jamal. And not even every time. And I don’t bring any home. Jamal’s offered, but I’ve never taken any.”

I frowned at her words. I didn’t like the fact that Jamal was offering my wife cocaine. What? He wanted her to snort coke with Anna around? 

“Let’s talk about this later,” Jen said, not wanting to get into an argument now that might ruin the evening. She took my arm in hers and said, “J’s in the bedroom. Come with me.”

I watched Jamal fuck Jen for over 3 hours. No, it wasn’t all of the 3 hours. But they were together for that entire time. When Jamal wasn’t inside my wife, he was holding and kissing her. Whispering to her. Stroking her hair. Like always, those romantic parts were harder for me than the fucking.

At the end, Jen was passed out. She was literally passed out on his bed. From the hard fucking. From the coke wearing off. She was sprawled out on the mattress, her stockings laddered, her high heels some place on the floor, red marks on her neck, shoulders and breasts, her pussy swollen and ravaged. Jamal’s cum leaked from her gaping pussy lips.

With Jen asleep, we had a moment alone. “I want you to stop pushing coke on her,” I told him.

“Calm down Mike,” Jamal said dismissively. “I’m not pushing nothing on nobody. J does it because she wants it. Just like she wants my cock. You wanna tell her to stop? Okay, you try that Mike. Good luck on that one. Because let me tell you. She won’t stop. She does coke because she loves the way it makes her feel. Just like she loves the way my cock makes her feel. I told you. I gave you fair warning.  you can’t say I didn’t. I’m gonna black your wife Mike. There’s nothing you can do about it now. She’s not ever gonna wanna fuck your white dick again. That’s why I’m letting you fuck her tomorrow. So she sees the difference. And don’t forget my man juice. Make sure you rub it all over your little dick. I don’t want you to hurt my baby girl.” As Jamal said “baby girl,” he put his big black hand over my wife’s pussy.
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It was a long taxi ride back to our house in Montclair. Jen was exhausted from her evening with Jamal. Both the hard fucking, and the come down as the cocaine wore off. She was leaning against me, half asleep. Her hand was draped across my thigh, touching my cock inside my pants. She wasn’t touching me on purpose; it was just how she was sitting as she half-slept. Still, the touch of her hand was like electric against my cock. But I wasn’t hard. Not yet. The more I was caged, the longer is was taking to get hard, even though I was definitely aroused.

When we got home, Jen woke up enough to walk into our house (although she was still leaning on me). Callie was babysitting.  

Callie had a curious look on her face when she saw Jen. She had managed to pour herself back into the off-the-shoulder black dress, but it was obvious she was braless underneath. She hadn’t bothered to put the pushup bra back on. The dress was wrinkled, it laid kinda skewed on her body, her hair was disheveled, her makeup gone, and she was exhausted. In other words, Jen looked fresh fucked, and Callie was worldly enough to recognize it.  

And this wasn’t the first time our 19-year-old babysitter had seen my wife this way after an evening out. It reminded me of my earlier thoughts, about how the thought of being outed to Callie aroused me.  

Of course, Callie might think it was me. Since I was Jen’s husband, she might assume it had been me who dragged her down some dark alley and fucked her brains out. But I sensed Callie didn’t think that. Or at least she was suspecting something else was up. Especially by the way she avoided looking at me other than a few quick glances.  

Callie went to our guest bedroom to sleep, and Jen and I checked on Anna. Jen barely had enough energy for that. I half carried her to our bedroom. She laid on the bed as I unzipped her dress and pulled it down her tight ballerina body. Jen was hugging a pillow, almost asleep.  

I ran my hand down her long, shapely leg. The only thing she still had on were her stockings. The nylon felt so sexy! I touched the lace of her stocking tops, and my head swirled with lust. I moved my hand pass the lacy stocking tops, onto the skin of her thighs, and then I cupped her firm ass. 

“Jen, it’s my turn, right?” I whispered to her. I ran my fingertips between her cheeks, hoping to wake her up. Hoping to arouse her.  

I opened her legs slightly. Her pussy lips were red and swollen, and gaped open from Jamal’s monster cock. I gently put my hand over her pussy. It still felt warm from her sex with her black boyfriend. I wanted her so much at that moment! It’d been so long and I had humiliated myself by asking Jamal for permission to have sex with my wife! I wanted her! I needed to be inside her!

“Jen, come on, wakeup,” I said gently. But her eyes remained closed, and she only murmured a few sounds.

I took off my clothes. My cock was fully hard now. I pushed Jen onto her back. She might be half asleep, but I was her husband. I might share her with other men, but I was her husband. So I moved to get on top of her.  

But Jen resisted. She rolled back onto her side, closing her legs to me. “We can’t Mike,” she said sleepily. “We don’t have condoms.”

“We have condoms,” I insisted. What was she talking about? The side table next to her probably had 2 boxes of condoms.  

“Not the kind Jamal said,” Jen said. She sleepily curled into a ball. “Anyways I’m too tired. Tomorrow baby. I promise, tomorrow.”

I stared at her in the half darkness. I guess I wasn’t surprised. But I was disappointed, and hurt. If it’d been Jamal on the bed instead of me, would she be blowing him off like she was blowing me off? Or would she get her second wind and be wide awake for another round of fucking?

I knew the answer.

But what was I supposed to do? I could force her, but she was my wife. My goddess. I loved her more than life. I wasn’t going to force myself on her.

So I rolled off her stockings, so she’d be more comfortable sleeping. Once both stockings were off, I put her right foot in my hands. Her foot was slim and petite, so soft, so pretty like the rest of her. I gently rubbed her foot.

“Feels good baby,” Jen said. I could barely hear her. She was on the brink of passing out.

“You’re doing too much coke,” I said. “It’s not good for you.”

“I’m safe. I promise,” she said. Then she was silent for long moments. I was still gently rubbing her foot, but I assumed she was asleep.  

But then she said “Mike – don’t forget to put the bag in the refrigerator.”

––––––––
[image: ]


I WOKE UP TO ANNA BOUNCING on my chest. “Daddy, wake up!” she said urgently. “We need to find the eggs! And my basket!”

It took me a moment to figure out what she was talking about. Eggs? Basket? And then it hit me. It was Easter! And I’d forgotten all about it!

But I soon found out that Jen had covered for me. She woke up early, hid the Easter eggs (which she made yesterday before her date with Jamal), and also put together Anna’s basket. She was even already dressed for church.  

Jen hugged my arm and handed me a cup of coffee. “You were tired, so I let you sleep in,” she said with a smile at me.

I smiled back at her. “Thanks,” I said gratefully. I was surprised I slept so long. I guessed last night took a lot out of me (both physically and emotionally).

“No Mike, thank you,” Jen said, looking into my eyes. We looked at each other for long moments, silently communicating. She was thanking me for giving her freedom. For letting her enjoy other men. For always being there for her. “I love you,” she said, hugging my arm tighter.

I felt a lump in my throat. It was an emotional moment for me. Her simple yet sincere words healed all my wounds, reassured all my doubts.  

I thought to what Jamal said last night. “I’m gonna black your wife Mike. There’s nothing you can do about it now. She’s not ever gonna wanna fuck your white dick again.” But with Jen next to be right now, I knew that was all bullshit. He might think that. And Jen might play along for a while. But she was mine. She might play with other men, but she belonged to me.

“That’s all I want,” I told her, looking back into her eyes. “I love you too.”

Jen smiled at me, then hugged me. I hugged her back. God it felt so good!  

“Sorry I bailed on you last night,” she whispered to me. “You’ll get your turn later. I wore something special for you.” She took my hand and pulled it down to her leg. She was wearing a pink Easter dress. I felt the strap and lace under the dress. She was wearing a garter belt! For me!

We had fun playing with Anna on the Easter egg hunt in our backyard, and then she ate candy from her Easter basket and opened her presents (unlike when I was a kid, nowadays kids get toys in their baskets, like a mini-Christmas). Then we got ready for church. Jen dressed Anna while I showered and got dressed. Callie was going with us too. It was almost like the 19-year-old was living with us already, even though we hadn’t moved to the loft apartment yet.

Jen’s Easter dress was pink with a thin belt around the waist. It wasn’t overtly sexy, but she looked good in anything, and if nothing else the knee length dress shown off her slim body and long beautiful legs.  

While she was wearing stockings, she was in flats, which disappointed me. I couldn’t help thinking of the high heels she wore last night with Jamal. I remembered how she got on her knees between his legs, and I could see the sexy red soles of her Christian Louboutin’s as she went down on him. If she was going to Easter service with Jamal instead of me, would she be wearing flats? Or stiletto heels? I knew the answer, and it made my cock swell.

“Wear the shoes from last night,” I told her as we were getting ready to go.

“Are you sure?” Jen asked. She was giving me a teasing smile. “Do you really want me to be taller than you?”

Jen’s words surprised me. “Do you really notice?” I asked.

“Of course I notice,” Jen said with a grin in her voice. “When I’m with you, I look down. When I’m with Jamal, I look up.”

I felt my heart seizing up, and all the loving from that morning seemed to disappear. “So you’ve been thinking about him?” I said accusingly.

“No, I haven’t thought about him at all,” Jen said. “You brought him up Mike.”  

We stared at each other for a long moment, both of us silent. Then she took off the Mia flats and stepped into the Louboutin’s. “Of course I’ll always wear whatever you want me to wear Mike,” she said, and she gave me a peck on the lips.  

After service, especially on nice days, the kids run around outside while the parents chat over coffee. Our church calls this “community” time. As I returned with coffee, Jen was reading her phone. “Is that him?” I whispered.  

Jen nodded.

“You’re texting him? Now?” I said incredulously. It was Easter! And we were in church!

“Mike calm down,” Jen said in a hushing voice. “We’re just saying happy Easter to each other.”

“He’s not asking you over?” I snapped, my voice accusatory.

Jen pursed her lips at me. “No Mike, he’s not,” she said with a frown at me. “And I wouldn’t go even if he did. It’s not like before Mike. I’m not that girl from before.”

I forced myself to calm down. I tried to push away my insecurities. But last night I had to ask Jamal’s permission to have sexual intercourse with my wife. And there was a bag of Jamal’s semen in our refrigerator at home. How could I not be insecure?

Then Jen gave me a pretend pout, wanting to lighten the mood. The pout turned into a lopsided grin. She playfully bumped her hip against mine and whispered into my ear, “I know how you’re wired Mike. If it doesn’t hurt, it’s not exciting.”

Then she pulled away and looked at me. She grinned, knowing she was right. And she was right.

Then, she whispered “Blake wants us to come over later. Well, me. He said you and Steph can watch the kids at our house.”

My eyes went wide. “Really?” I asked, my cock instantly hard in my pants.

“Yeah,” Jen breathed. “He said he misses my body. And he likes this dress. He said he wants to see me on my knees in this dress.”

I gulped. Suddenly my heart was pounding and I was breathing hard. I imagined my beautiful wife in her sweet Easter dress, on her knees with her pretty mouth stuffed with Blake’s big cock.

“Can I ask you a question?” Jen whispered.

I nodded.

“You know J wants me to be exclusive to him,” Jen whispered. “I’m not allowed to be with other men. But he gave you permission, and he probably wouldn’t care if it’s you or another man. So what do you want? Do you want to fuck me? Or would you rather watch Blake fuck me?”

My breath caught. My heart was pounding so hard I felt like I was having a heart attack. “You said I’d watch the kids with Steph at our house.”

“I’m sure we can work out the details,” she said with a grin, a twinkle in her beautiful blue eyes. “It’s not like this is our first rodeo or anything. So, which do you want?”

I stared at Jen, practically panting. I hadn’t been inside my wife in months. Last night I had to beg her black boyfriend to make love to her. Was I now seriously thinking about giving my pass to her pussy to another man? A man I still didn’t like very much?

Finally Jen giggled. She pressed the pointy toe of her high heel into my ankle and said “You are seriously a bad boy Michael Andrews.” Then, grinning at me, she took her coffee and left me to mingle and enjoy community with our church friends.
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I was hoping for sexy time during Anna’s nap. But she was so wired from candy and her new toys that she wouldn’t nap. Finally we got her to bed by 8pm. Callie left too. She wanted to stay over another night, but her mom insisted she come home to spend a little time with her family on Easter.

“Callie doesn’t like her stepdad,” Jen explained after Callie was gone. We were in the kitchen, cleaning up from dinner. “He’s not abusing her or anything. But she misses her real dad. She thinks her mom got remarried toO fast. Her mom – you know her, Carol – she’s happy Callie’s moving in with us. She wants Callie to go to college, and maybe if she’s living away it’ll be easier for her to adjust to her new step-dad.”

I nodded, only half hearing Jen’s words. I was thinking about my thoughts from earlier. “When Callie saw you last night ...,” I began. “I think she suspects something.”

Jen nodded. I could tell this didn’t surprise her. She’d been thinking the same thing. “Callie’s smart,” she said. She hesitated, as if pondering whether to say something she’d been considering. Finally she said “Would it be horrible? If Callie knew about us?”

“You mean, tell her about the game?” I asked.

Jen nodded and said, “She’ll be living with us. It’d be easier if she knew.”

“But tell her what? That we’re Sling-ers?”

Jen grinned at my joke. Then her face turned serious. She said “I think we have to tell her more. That you let me sleep with other men. You like to watch.”

“But why do we have to say that?” I objected. “Can’t we just say we swap?”

“Because I don’t want Callie – I don’t want anyone – to think you sleep with other girls,” Jen said. Clearly she’d thought about this. “I just don’t Mike. That would really bother me if she thought that. And I don’t want Callie to get any ideas about you.”

I immediately said, “I would never—.”

Jen cut me off. “I know you wouldn’t, Mike,” she said. “I trust you completely. That’s something I love about you. You’re so faithful, and sweet. You would never hurt me. But still I don’t want Callie to get any ideas.”

I nodded slowly. Some people might say Jen was being a hypocrite. Wanting it both ways. But I didn’t see it that way. Instead, I was thrilled she wanted me to be true and exclusive to her. My heart leaped at her words. Because that meant she loved me. She wanted to keep me all to herself.

But still ...

“So Callie will know I’m a cuckold,” I said.

“We won’t use that word,” Jen assured me. “And anyways, there’s hot wife and cuckold, right? How’s Callie going to know?”

“But it’s possible Callie might see you with Jamal, right? She’ll see how he treats you, and how he treats me. You said she’s smart. Won’t she figure it out?”

“Maybe. I guess,” Jen said with a shrug.  

Then she moved closer. She put her palm over my crotch. “Would that really bother you?” she asked. “If Callie knew you were a cuckold?”

With her hand on my crotch, Jen felt my cock get harder and jerk in my pants. She smiled knowingly. She knew me so well. She knew how my head was wired. She knew the prospect of our pretty, 19-year-old live-in nanny knowing I was a cuck turned me on.

“You talk to her, not me,” I said, laying out the rules. “And she has to pretend like she doesn’t know. Around me. She can talk to you about it, but not me. With me, she has to pretend she doesn’t know.”

“I’m sure she’ll agree to that,” Jen said, looking thoughtful. “She really wants to live with us in New York. She’d probably agree to anything.”

“And she can never say anything to Anna,” I said firmly.

“Of course not, Mike. Callie never would,” Jen assured me immediately. She was still stroking my cock over my pants. “Go into the bathroom,” she told me. “I made a bath for you. Take a long bath. Rub lotion all over your body. I left some at your sink. I’ll be here waiting for you.”
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THE BATHTUB WAS FULL of bubbles that smelled like roses. I undressed and got into the tub. The water had a slippery feel – Jen had poured in rose scented bath oil.

Soaking in the tub smelled like laying in a bed of flowers.  Somehow, being hairless made the soaking feel even better (both Jen and I had gotten waxed a couple days ago).  As I soaked in the soapy water, I ran my hands over my thighs, then over my dick, and then between my ass cheeks.  It was weird not feeling any hair, but it felt good too.  It felt sexy, and – I don’t know – wrong.  And the wrongness made it feel even sexier.  My dick began stiffening from the wrongness.

As I ran my hands over my waxed dick and anal cleft, I remembered how Jen had made me wear g-strings.  She hadn’t done that lately, not for a few months.  I wondered how it would feel to wear a g-string now.  Would it feel even more sensual, to wear a g-string after being waxed?

When I got out of the tub, my skin felt soft and carried the roses scent of the bath oil. I picked up the moisturizing lotion Jen had left for me. I looked at the label. It wasn’t a man’s lotion. It was a woman’s. The words were in French, but I was able to make out lilac and roses.

I rubbed the lotion all over my body. It made my skin even softer, and smelling even more like flowers.

When I came out of the bathroom, Jen was waiting for me. She had taken off her pink Easter Sunday dress. Now she was naked except for stockings, garter belt and 5-inch-high heels (the same ones she wore last night, and the ones she had worn to church earlier today).  

And she was wearing the strap-on dildo.

I looked at it. It always shocked me seeing her in it. My beautiful blonde wife with her petite ballerina’s body. Her little high school breasts and long lovely legs. And a black cock swinging between her thighs.

We had played a few times with the dildo since that first time. Jen seemed to be really into it. Each time I had cum while she fucked my ass without touching my dick.  

“Come here Mike,” she said to me. She was standing at the front of our bed. I moved to her. She was taller than me in the heels.

Jen put her arms around my neck, looking down at me. “You smell really good,” she said smiling at me. “This scent fits you. You should always wear it.”

“A woman’s moisturizer fits me?” I said sarcastically.

“Mike, it’s not woman’s. It’s French. It’s called Embryolisse.  And yeah, it fits you. You’re kind, and gentle, and sensitive, and sweet. What’s wrong with that?”

“Would Jamal use this lotion? Or Cam? Or Scott?”

“No. But they’re them and you’re you,” Jen said. “I like how you smell. Will you use Embryolisse for me?”

I hesitated only a moment. “Yes,” I said.

Jen smiled at me.  “Embryolisse.”

“Embryolisse,” I repeated.  I mangled the French word, but not too bad.

Jen smiled at me. She pulled back to look at my body, and ran her hands over my chest. “You’re so soft. I like that,” she said. “You look good Mike. You’ve lost weight. You’ve got a sexy tight bod, baby.  You do.”

“I’m planning to start lifting,” I told her. Mostly I was running, but there was a gym not too far from my office and I was thinking about hitting the free weights.

“Okay,” Jen said unenthusiastically. “But lift just to tone your body. I don’t want you getting jacked.”

I frowned. “You like muscular men,” I reminded her, not understanding her comment.

“But that’s not you,” Jen said. She hugged me. “I like you just how you are.” She ran her hands down my back to my ass. “Especially now. You’re sexy Mike. Your body’s slim and tight. I want you to stay this way.”

With the rose and lilac of the lotion filling my nose, I pulled away from her and said, “You’re describing me like a girl. Slim and tight. That’s how you describe a girl.”

As I said this, I thought about how I remembered wearing g-strings while soaking in the tub.  I didn’t mention this, of course.

Jen grinned at me. It was a sexy, teasing grin. She wrapped her arms around my neck and leaned her body into mine. “What’s that you’re feeling against your stomach?” she asked me. Then she kissed me.

It was the black dildo pressing against my stomach. And yeah, I felt it.

Jen kissed me, pushing her tongue into my mouth. She ran her hands up and down my body. As she did, she pushed her body against mine, pressing the black cock against my stomach.

Then she took my hand and pulled it between our bodies. She pressed my hand against the black dildo, keeping her hand over mine to prevent me from pulling away.

“You’ve gotten me so hard Mike,” she whispered lustfully into my ear. She ran her other hand over my chest, around my waist, to my ass. “Your tight body’s so sexy. Your pretty ass gets me hot. It gets my cock so hard.”

Jen curled my fingers around the dildo. “Admit it Mike,” she urged me. “You like getting my cock hard. Don’t you? Admit it Mike. You do, don’t you?”

My head was spinning with submissive cuckold lust. And I loved Jen so much. I would do anything for her.

“Yeah, I like it,” I said between kisses. “I like getting your cock hard.”

Jen moaned at my words. “You dirty slutty bitch,” she said tauntingly. “You tease me, smelling so pretty, you walk in here with your sexy tight body. You get me so hard and now you’re teasing me.” As she said this, she ran her finger across my lips. Then she pushed a finger into my mouth. She moaned again when I sucked on her finger.

“Oh fuck you’re making me so hard,” she groaned. She moved her hand to my cock. It was hard. She wrapped her hand around it. “And your little guy likes it too. He likes my big black cock.”

“Jen ...” I groaned. The feel of her soft palm on my cock felt so good! “Yeah, yeah, I like your big cock,” I said. 

“God Jen ...,” I moaned as she stroked me. It didn’t escape me that her “black cock” was twice the size of my dick. What she had begun calling “her little guy.”

“Stop fucking teasing me you slutty bitch,” Jen taunted, moving her hands to my shoulders. She pushed down. “You know what to do, right Maya?”

What? What? Did Jen just call me Maya?

Jen kept pushing down on my shoulders.  My knees were weak. I fell to the floor. She pressed her black cock against my lips. “You know what to do, right Maya?” she repeated.

I opened my lips and Jen pushed her cock into my mouth.  Oh yeah, Maya,” Jen moaned.  “Your mouth feels so good.”

I licked the black cock. Sucked it.

“Look up at me when you suck my cock,” Jen ordered me. With my mouth full of her black cock, I looked up at her. “Yeah, that’s it, Maya,” she said. “I want to see your pretty eyes while you suck my cock.”

After a few minutes of sucking her, Jen pushed me away. “You’re gonna make me cum, but I don’t wanna cum that way,” she said.  

Jen positioned me on my hands and knees on the bed. It’s how she always took me. She rubbed KY over my asshole and the dildo, and then she penetrated me. The more we did this, the easier it was becoming for me. Partly, I had learned to physically relax so it was easier for her to enter me. But it was mental too. I had gotten my head around getting fucked in the ass. I had accepted it. My wife fucked me, instead of the other way around. She gave it, and I took it. I had accepted that. Mentally accepted it. Emotionally accepted it.

That’s what I did now. I gave into the humiliation. The feeling of submission. The feeling of being used. My head was swirling and my body was practically shaking. I whimpered as Jen fucked me deeper and harder. I clutched at the sheets as she penetrated my ass fully with the black cock, and fucked me hard.

As she always did, Jen reached under me and thumbed my nipples. It was just like a guy would do to a girl as he fucked her from behind.  

“You like when I play with your little titties, Maya?” Jen asked as she fondled my man breasts.  

When I didn’t answer, she pinched my nipples hard.  I whimpered at the pain.  And then she fucked me even harder.  My whimpers turned to moans.  It felt so good!

“Oh yeah, yeah.  You love it in the ass, don’t you Maya?” Jen said tauntingly as she fucked me.  “You slutty girl, Maya.  You dirty slutty girl.  You love it.  You love it.”

My moans were continuous as Jen fucked my ass, as she thumbed my hard nipples, as she treated me like a girl.

Then it happened. I felt it building inside me, and then it exploded. I came. The pleasure was so intense, I squeezed my eyes shut and cried, “Oh god! Fuck! Oh fucking god!” 

I felt an immense orgasmic wave bolt through my body. “Oh fuck Jen! Don’t stop! Keep fucking me!” I cried as my body shook from the orgasmic pleasure. I looked down at my cock. I was still mostly hard. Clear liquid was seeping from my cock. It was semen from cumming.

I collapsed onto the bed. Jen fell with me, on top of my back. 

“Oh my god, I can’t believe you came,” Jen said with a delighted voice as she pulled the dildo from my ass, shock in her voice. 

“I’ve cum before that way,” I said between pants.

“I know.  It just surprises me every time,” Jen said with the delight still in her voice.  “Jamal said you would though.”

“What?” I asked with alarm, looking over my shoulder at her. “You talked to Jamal about this?”

“He calls it your P-spot,” Jen said.  “Your prostate.  It’s like a man’s G-spot.”  With a laugh she added, “Your sissy boy G-spot.”

I glared at my wife.  She talked to Jamal about fucking my ass?  What else did she talk about?  Feminizing me?  Calling me a sissy boy?  Calling me Maya?
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“I DON’T UNDERSTAND why you’re so upset,” Jen said some moments later. We were in bed, next to each other. She had taken off the strap-on but otherwise we were dressed (or undressed) the same as before.

“Jen, Jamal is trying to turn me into a girl!” I snapped at her. “The bath! The girl’s lotion! Getting ass fucked!  Calling me Maya!”

“Mike ... Jamal didn’t have anything to do with the bath and lotion,” Jen said soothingly. “That was all my idea. And it’s not girl’s lotion.  I told you. It’s freaking French; you know how the French are. And I like how you smell. How is this a bad thing?”

“But you like Jamal’s masculine cologne, right?” I said sarcastically, using my voice to put air quotes around “masculine.”

“Why can’t you accept not everyone’s the same?” Jen said, trying to explain. “You’re you, Mike. I love you. Not Jamal.”

“That’s my point!” I said. “He’s trying to make you see me as a girl! And you’re listening to him! Like, getting me to cum without touching my dick!  Calling me Maya!”

“Mike, I cum that way too,” Jen said, her voice still soothing and patient. “There are nerves down there. That’s all it is. You’ve got your P-spot.  Girls have got nerves, or whatever.  It doesn’t make this any less important.” As she said “this,” she reached down and cupped my cock. “Isn’t this a good thing? We both can cum 2 ways. How is that not a good thing?”  

I squeezed my eyes shut and clenched my jaw. It was always this way with Jen. She was always able to explain things away. Make things seem less bad, normal even. She was quick on her feet from being a marketing chick. For me, I dealt with computers, with math. It took me a long time to process and think about things. I rarely had clever retorts to my wife’s reasonable arguments.  

“You called me Maya,” I reminded her.

Jen smiled as she gently said, “It’s kinda kinky, right?  Kinky is fun.  Kinky is sexy.”

“Jamal calls me a sissy white boy,” I growled.  

Jen laughed and said, “Mike, he’s just fucking with you. He’s just being a big black cock. A bull. He’s playing the role we want him to play.”

“YOU just called me a sissy boy!” I yelled bitterly.

“Oh come on baby,” Jen said soothingly. “You know I’m just playing. Right? You’re my man. You know that right?”

“And calling me Maya?  Calling me a sissy boy?”

“It’s kinda kinky, right?” Jen said with that soothing voice.  “Kinky is fun, right?  Kinky is sexy.”

I frowned but didn’t answer.  

Jen reached down and cupped my cock. “You kinda like it, right? When I tease you that way? You’re already hard again Mike.”

It was true. I was hard again.  

“Let’s play baby,” Jen said, trying to coax me out of my sullen mood. “We haven’t talked about last night. Did you have fun at the husband’s party? Did you talk to anyone?”

“The news anchor of the local CBS station was there,” I said. “Sebastian.”

“Yeah, I’ve seen him around,” Jen said. “His wife’s pretty. I think her name’s Mary. She’s dating Jaylen.”

“You know them?”

“I don’t know them, know them,” Jen said with a shrug. “Jamal introduced me; I honestly can’t remember when. Jaylen’s hot. But I don’t know him.”

“Sebastian asked me to get him into Sapphire,” I said.

“I thought you weren’t allowed to do that,” Jen said.

Maybe it was because my feelings were still raw, but I bristled at her words. “I can do ANYTHING I want with Sapphire!” I snapped. “I fucking INVENTED Sapphire!”

“Mike, I know, that came out wrong, I’m sorry,” Jen said immediately, soothingly rubbing my chest. She moved her leg so her calf was on my calf. I felt the silky nylon of her stockings. I felt the supple leather of her high heels against my skin. I knew she did this on purpose, to calm me down, to change the subject. It always worked, even though I knew what she was doing.

“So did you have fun at the husband’s party?” Jen asked again. With a grin, she asked “Did you like seeing me with Jamal?” Jen was cupping my balls now. Gently caressing me.

My anger, my hurt feelings, those dark emotions were there. But now they were fueling my cuckold lust.

“Sebastian said they call you J & J,” I said, my voice hoarse with excitement.

“Some people do.”

“So Jamal calls you J too? Like you call him J?”

“Sometimes,” Jen said. “It started as a joke, I guess.”

She was still caressing my balls. Now she moved her hand up and wrapped her fingers around my cock. “You’re really hard Mike,” she said. “Does it turn you on, that we have pet names for each other? And people call us JJ?”

“I hate it,” I said. It was true. I hated it. But it turned me on too. Jen knew, and she smiled knowingly at me. 

“That’s what happens, you know?” Jen said. She was stroking me. She used a light grip, enough to give me pleasure, but not enough to make me cum. “When you’re dating someone. You have pet names for each other. It’s a sign of affection.”

“So you have feelings for Jamal?”

“Of course I do.”

“Even though he’s a racist?”

Jen pursed her lips at me. “I don’t think he’s a racist,” she said. “I think he’s proud of his culture. And he’s got a chip on his shoulder. So he says things that sound racist, but I don’t think he is. You know what he told me? You know his gold teeth?”

I nodded.

“When he was a teenager, he worked construction. He was making money for his family. They were really poor. Some guys jumped him. White guys. It was like, 4 to 1. That’s how he lost those teeth. When he got older and had money, the first thing he bought were those gold teeth. They’re like a reminder to himself of what he’s had to get through to be where he is. I mean, the man has a freaking PhD, Mike, and he’s a professor at NYU. You’ve got to admit, that’s pretty impressive.”

“You sound like you admire him,” I said. I felt jealous and uneasy at her words.

“I do admire him,” Jen said, a soft hand on my chest. “I admire Jamal. I like him. He’s awesome in bed. But that’s the extent of my relationship with him. I’m dating him, because that’s how our game works. You like it, and I like it. But I’m not the girl I used to be Mike. I know what I have with you. I’m just playing with Jamal. That’s all. Okay?”

When I didn’t answer, Jen kissed me softly on the lips. “Okay?” she said again, her beautiful blue eyes looking into mine.  

I nodded.

“Do you still want to play?” she asked. Her hand was still around my hard cock, slowly stroking me.

I nodded again.

Jen reached behind her. A moment later she was holding the plastic bag full of Jamal’s sperm.

“Are you really going to make me do that?” I asked her, looking warily at the bag.

Jen kissed me. Then she asked me again, “Do you want to play?” 

“Yes,” I said. I wanted to make love to my wife. I was desperate to be inside her again.

Jen brought the bag to my face. She rolled the sperm bag over my cheeks, my nose, my mouth. It was cold from being in the refrigerator.  

“Does this turn you on?” she asked as she rolled the bag over my face. “Jamal calls it his black seed. This is what he puts inside me every time he cums. Do you think it’s enough sperm to get me pregnant?”

“Jen ... do you think about that?” I asked breathlessly.

“I do,” she said.

I rolled her on her back, pinning her arms to her sides. “Do you really think about that?” I demanded.

Jen’s lips parted in a slight smile. “Are you going alpha on me Mike?” she teased.

“Jen ... please. Tell me,” I pleaded. I let her arms ago. Then she moved to her side, sliding me onto my back. Very quickly she was my top again, and I was her bottom.

“I think about it, yeah,” Jen said as she reached for my cock again. “Maybe I forgot to take the pill.  You’re at home.  Your little dick in the cage.  And another man is inside me.  I’m unprotected.  I’m ovulating.  The man cums inside me.  I’m not protected.  Maybe he gets me pregnant.”  

With heavy lidded eyes and a sultry, lustful voice, Jen added, “So yeah.  I think about it.  I think about getting bred.  I think about Jamal breeding me.”

“Oh god, Jen ...,” I moaned.  “That’s so hot.”

“I know you have pregnancy fantasies,” she said.  “You can’t talk about John and Alicia, how Blake got Alicia pregnant, without getting hard.”

She was right.  Still ....

I said, “It’s terrible though. John thinks Lizzy is his.”

“It’s better that way, right?  John loves Lizzy and Blake doesn’t get in the way.  So no one’s really hurt.”

“Is Blake seeing Alicia again?”

“I don’t know.”

“If Blake gets Alicia pregnant again.  If he gets her to ink another black dot on her ring finger.  Will you think John is a cuckold then?” I asked.

Jen laughed.  “You’re never gonna let that go, are you?  The idea’s hot though, right?”

“Blake cucking John again?”

“No,” Jen said with those lustful, heavy-lidded eyes again. “Blake breeding Alicia again.”

“I can tell the idea gets you hot,” I said.

“It gets you hot too,” Jen said.  She was still stroking my dick.  “You’re so freaking hard, Mike.  I know it gets you hot.”

“Do you fantasize about it?” I asked.  “Do you masturbate fantasizing about getting bred?”

“Not exactly, but ...,” Jen began.  “I mean, yeah, but ....”

“What?”

Jen’s pretty face broke into a helpless smile. “I’m embarrassed to tell you. It’s really perverted.”

I immediately became intrigued. “Tell me,” I urged her.

“I mean, it’s crazy but ...,” she began. “You know I have rape fantasies? Rape fantasies are really about being forced. Not having control. Like, a guy makes me cum against my will. You know? It’s about someone controlling me.”

“Yeah?” I said, prompting her to continue.

“Well, there’s this chick ... she’s a waitress in a bar Jamal takes me to. She doesn’t like me, because I’m white.”

“And she’s black,” I said.

“Right. She seriously doesn’t like me. I don’t even know her name, but she hates me cause I’m with Jamal. So sometimes I fantasize about the waitress forcing me. I’m not on the pill and she finds out somehow. And she holds me down while a room of black guys fuck me. As they’re cumming in me, she says things like, ‘if you love black cock so much, then you gotta have black babies.’”

After a moment, Jen added “She doesn’t actually say black babies. She says nigga babies.”

I stared at my wife. Never before had I heard her say the N word.

“Lately Jamal’s asked me to call him that,” Jen said, explaining. “When he’s fucking me.”

My eyes went wide with surprise. “When he’s fucking you, he wants you to call him the N word?” I asked.

Jen nodded.

“In your fantasy – it’s always the waitress forcing you? Not Jamal?”

Jen hesitated, then admitted, “Sometimes it’s Jamal.  He’s holding me down while his friends fuck me.  He says things like, ‘My nigga boys gonna nut in you until you got a black baby in your tummy.’”

I stared at my wife again. After a few moments, she asked “So what do you think about my fantasy?”

“I think ... it’s really hot,” I said honestly. It was evil.  Demented.  Wrong.  And hot.

I rolled Jen onto her back. I got between her open legs. Her pussy lips were still swollen and partially gaped open from fucking Jamal last night. “You like feeling Jamal cum inside you?” I asked as I looked at her well used pussy.

“I do,” she said.

“You like his black seed inside you?” I asked.

“I do,” she said again.

I stared at her. I remembered how she said “I do” when she promised herself to me, at our wedding. Now she was using those two words about another man.

I ran my fingertips across my wife’s sexy flat stomach. “I want Jamal to put his black baby in here,” I told her.  “I want him to breed you.”

Jen moaned.  “God Mike.  You’re so bad.”

I was still between my wife’s open legs. I picked up the bag that lay next to Jen. Even small, it was heavy with Jamal’s sperm.

With one hand, I parted Jen’s pussy lips. She watched me with interest as I slowly pushed the plastic bag into her pussy, being careful not to rip the fragile bag. I pushed the bag into her with my finger. I pushed until the bag was deep inside her.  Then I tore the bag, so his sperm seeped into her womb. 

I put Jen’s legs over my shoulders, and I raised her up so her legs and ass were lifted off the bed. I held her that way, vertical, just like Jamal always did after cumming inside her. I knew gravity would be pulling his black seed deep into her womb.

“You know what you’re doing, right Mike?” Jen said tauntingly at me.  Her face was covered with unbridled lust.  “You’re breeding me with Jamal’s sperm.”

I shuddered at her words. After holding her up for long minutes, I finally let her down. I reached into her pussy and pulled out the torn bag. It was empty. All of Jamal’s sperm was inside her.

I reached for a box of condoms on my bedside table. They were Durex condoms, as Jamal had instructed. I had bought them earlier that day. I had to go to 3 drugstores before finding them.

Jen took the box of condoms from me. This was the first time she had seen them. She read the box: “Durex - Extra Thick for Maximum Protection.”

“I guess Jamal doesn’t want your sperm inside me,” she said.

Jen took one of the condoms from the box. She ripped the foiled package with her teeth. Then she rolled it on my hard cock.

I moved closer. Jen reached between us and took my cock, guiding me to her pussy. She rubbed my sheathed cock up and down between her pussy lips, for lubrication. I saw she was moist. Not soaking, but moist.

I knew Jamal was the lubrication.  She wasn’t wet for me.  She was wet from Jamal’s sperm inside her.

I pushed in. My cock penetrated her with almost no resistance.

“You’re loose,” I said as I easily got balls deep inside my wife.

“You’ve seen how big he is,” Jen said. “He’s stretched me.”

“He’s making your pussy fit his cock,” I said, using cuckold parlance.

“Yeah.”

“You think you’ll ever get tight again?” I asked.

“I don’t know,” she said.  “Maybe he’s ruined my pussy for your little dick.”

“Oh god Jen ...,” I moaned.

I began moving in and out, fucking her.  She asked, “How does it feel?  With that condom?”

“I don’t feel as much,” I said honestly.  “It’s almost like being in the cage.  When I can’t feel anything.”

I thought about the other condoms I had seen while searching for the Durex condoms. Most said things like “ultra thin for maximum pleasure” and “so thin it feels natural.” They were all about enhancing the man’s pleasure.  

But Durex was about safety and protection. Jamal was denying me pleasure. He was denying me the pleasure of my own wife’s pussy. The realization made me burn with cuckold lust.

Jen was thinking the same thing.  She said, “Oh my god Mike.  Jamal’s ruined sex for you.  He’s ruined my pussy for your little dick.  And with that condom you can’t feel anything anyways.  You oughta let me fuck your ass again.  At least that way, you’ll get pleasure out of it.”

“Oh god Jen!” I moaned, cradling my face in the crook of her neck.  Her words were driving me crazy!

“And you know what else?  You’re pushing Jamal’s sperm deeper into me.  Each time you push inside me, you’re pushing his sperm deeper into me.  You’re breeding me with Jamal’s black baby.”

“Jen, fuck, god!” I moaned.  It was too much.  My body shuddered as I came.
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The next morning, I woke up with my dick in Jen’s mouth. Her blonde hair was tussled, and she looked at me with bedroom eyes. “I’m sorry I pushed so much last night,” she said with my hard cock half in her mouth.

“It’s okay,” I said. The evening’s sleep had calmed my hurt feelings and anxieties.  I was able to compartmentalize it all as just being part of our game.  And it was always good to wake up to a blow job.

Jen gave me an appreciative smile, then she went back down on me.

“We haven’t talked about the other night with Jamal,” I said as I looked at her blonde hair bobbing up and down.  “The way he fucked you. Holding you off the bed like that.”

I wasn’t there when it happened.  But Jen had told me all about it.

Jen took me out of her mouth. She held me in her hand, stroking me. “It was freaking amazing. No man’s ever done me that way. Jamal is so incredibly strong to hold me that way.”

“So it felt good?”

“Oh my god Mike, it felt so good,” Jen gushed, rolling her eyes delightedly to emphasize how good it felt. “Fucking ... Amazing,” she added, emphasizing each word.

“It’s like, he was fucking you in zero G,” I said.

“Ha! Only you would think that baby,” Jen said with a laugh. “I can’t wait to tell J what you said.  Maybe that’s how they fuck in Star Trek.”

Then she pulled her long blonde hair to the side, and went back down on me. As she finished me off, I thought about how disturbing it was – and also a turn on – that she was sharing our intimate bedroom conversations with her black boyfriend.  

Talking about fucking me in the ass.  Waxing my body.  Wanting to keep my body slim and tight.  Like a girl.  And calling me Maya.

Thinking these thoughts, I groaned and came in my wife’s mouth.
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See what happens next with Jen and Mike in Faithful Wife’s Fall From Grace Book 16!
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