

Married to the Boss’s Daughter

By J. W. McKenna

James Bellows knew he screwed up. His wife Laura had just found out about his affair with Becky, his secretary. And if that wasn’t bad enough, her father was his boss! He feared he might lose his wife and his job, all at once. But Laura gave him a lifeline — if he would agree to wearing a chastity cage and “let her get even”, she might, just might, forgive him. James, desperate to save his cushy lifestyle, agreed. But when she invited a black man into her life and rubbed their sexual escapades in his face, he was not sure he could take it. He had to admit, however, the cage made him much more agreeable! Can he get through this bad patch with Laura and get back to their old life or will this be his “new normal”?
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Chapter One

Laura Caine-Bellows was waiting for her husband when James came home from work Friday afternoon. He could tell at once she was not happy.

What have I done now? He wondered. She can’t possibly know about Becky, can she?

Laura was a bookish girl, like a young Sally Fields with glasses, with brown hair done up in the style he liked to think of as “early Queen Elizabeth” but would never say out loud. She was smart, loving and kind and he supposed he genuinely loved her. Maybe his love had been promoted partially because of what her father might do for his career, if he had to admit the truth.

When they had gotten married, four years ago, she was the one who put in a good word at her father’s company, Caine Industries, getting him the job that paid well and gave him respect and satisfaction. He even had his own secretary — Becky.

“What’s up, honey?” He asked, shrugging off his overcoat and hanging it up in the hall closet. 

“We have to talk,” she said, the four words no man ever wants to hear.

She turned and led him into the study and leaned against the desk. “Do you have anything you want to tell me?”

He shook his head, doubting she could know anything. They had been very discreet. “No, of course not. Why?”

She sighed and muttered, “He lies to my face.”

“Whatever are you talking about?” He realized he had spoken with a bit of an English accent. Perhaps he was channeling Prince Phillip. Or just nervous.

“Your secretary, she’s rather pretty isn’t she?”

His heart lurched. “Uh, I guess. I don’t really think about it.” When in doubt, deny, deny, deny.

Laura shook her head again. She turned and retrieved a folder from the desk and pulled out an 8x10 photo. She showed it to him. It was a shot of him, entering a motel room with Becky, a cute blonde about twenty-five, ten years his junior.

He was still in “deny” mode. “We were working on a project and needed to get away from the office for a bit.”

She pulled out another pic that showed him kissing Becky on the cheek, one hand around her waist.

“Uhhh,” his mind raced to think up a response before deciding to go on the offensive. “You had me followed?”

“Yes, I’ve been wondering why you’ve been spending so many hours at work. Not to mention how you’ve been ‘too tired’ to make love to me lately, not that was a great loss.”

“Well, this is a gross violation of my privacy! I told you, we were just working! Just because I gave her a little kiss doesn’t mean anything!”

He had pulled himself up into full outrage at this indignity and was prepared to go on when she said: “My private detective said you two visited this particular motel twice in the two weeks they were following you.”

“So what? It doesn’t prove anything!”

She turned back to the desk and retrieved a small digital recorder. “You’re right. Why knows? You two might’ve been doing office work in that cozy little room of yours. They couldn’t very well see inside, could they?”

No and thank god for that, he mused. His arrogance lasted until she pressed the button. Unmistakable sounds of two people fucking ensued.

“He couldn’t see inside, but he did manage to stand outside the window and record this.” He could hear his own voice, saying, “You like that, huh” and other things as he built to a climax. The tape wound on, putting nail after nail into his coffin.

“That’s enough.” James sagged and felt the blood rush from his face. He waited for her explosion, the threat of divorce, calling her father and having him fired. All because that damn Becky flirted with him!

She shut the tape off  and tossed it onto the desk. “I think we understand each other now, hmm?”

“In my defense, I must say—“

She cut him off with a raised palm. “No. You have no defense. You had a great thing going here and for a little bit of tail, you were ready to throw it all away.”

“It doesn’t change how I feel about you!”

“Big whoop. I don’t feel very loved right now.”

“Well, men are different. We can—“

“Oh, yes, by all means, tell me about biology, how men have the urge to ‘spread their seed around’. I’m sure that will play well with my father.”

James thought her father probably cheated on her mother a time or two, he just didn’t get caught. He cursed himself. He had been a fool! A careless fool. Becky didn’t really mean anything to him. He had even told her that he could never leave his wife and she shouldn’t think they were going to run off together. She agreed it was just for fun, something they both felt powerless to resist. And it had made him feel like more of a man, something he seemed to have lost when he had married Laura. When your wife’s father is your boss, you have to suck up some of the little indignities that come your way on a regular basis.

“Have you told him?”

“Not yet.”

His black mood lifted slightly. Was there hope?

“The way I see it, we have two choices. One, I can show all this to my father and we both know you would be fired immediately. And I would divorce you and make sure you never see a dime of the Caine fortune.”

That sounded pretty dismal. Could there possibly be another choice? Whatever it was, it had to be better that this!

“Or?” He prompted.

“Or,” she continued. “I can keep this little secret between us. For now. But only if you agree to, um, certain changes around here.”

“Such as?”

“One, you fire your sexy little secretary at once.”

He nodded. Done.

“And two…” she paused to walk around the desk, opened a side drawer and pulled out a small box. “You put this on, right now.”

He frowned. What was it, a tracking device? He took the box and saw the picture on the face and his heart lurched. He knew exactly what it was.

Chapter Two

“You can’t be serious.” He opened it to see a stainless steel cock cage nestled within.

“Oh, I’m deadly serious.” Laura found her purse and pulled out here cell phone. “I’m going to phone my father now. We will exchange a few pleasantries at first. If you don’t have it on before I get to the reason for my call, we’ll have to go with the truth.” She found the entry and pressed the button. She gave him a knowing look.

James couldn’t believe this was happening. “How long must I wear it?”

“Until I say — or whenever I think you can be trusted.”

“But I can’t —“

“Oh, hello, Daddy,” she said, ignoring him. “It’s a beautiful spring day today, isn’t it? I thought you’d be out on the golf course.”

Frantic, James pulled the device out of the box and tried to figure it out. He could see how the two halves fit together but was stymied at first because there didn’t seem to be a padlock, like he had seen whenever he had spotted one online. Turning it in is hands, he realized the lock was part of the device, right at the top of the cage.

“And how’s Mom? I know we haven’t been over for a while, we’ve both been so busy. You know I had that flower show to run and James has been busy making you money, I suppose.”

James unbuckled and yanked down his pants and boxer shorts, exposing his flaccid penis, and tried to figure out how the damn thing went on. He could see how the ring fit around underneath his ball sack, but it was too small. He looked into the box and spotted two other rings, each one larger. He grabbed the largest ring and found it was too loose.

“Oh, the reason I called, well, I’m afraid I have some bad news…”

He made an inarticulate cry and snatched up the medium ring and found it fit better. His pubic hair pinched him and he tried to ignore it. He eased the cage up over his penis until he could fit the two parts together. He had to hold it with one hand while he retrieved the key. He quickly gave the key a twist and pulled his hands away triumphantly, raising his eyebrows at Laura as if to say, See, I did it, so…

Laura held out her hand and he dropped the keys into it. She closed her fist and said, “Well, Daddy, it seems as if James’ secretary just isn’t working out. Yes, I know, she’s seemed bright and all. But she’s been flirting with James and you know I can’t have that. He’s been wanting to fire her but he worried you might not agree…. Yes, that’s that I thought. Good. Then it’s settled.”

James sagged down into one of the chairs in front of the desk and stared down at his new tormentor. How long must he endure this before his wife was satisfied?

“Yes, yes, I’ll tell him. He’ll be delighted. And we’ll see you soon, okay?” She rang off. She cocked her head at him. “Let’s see it.”

He stood and shuffled forward, his pants still around his knees. She grasped his cage roughly, yanking it toward her and he yelped in pain. She twisted it this way and that, as if to satisfy herself that it was securely locked.

“Good. It’s a nice snug fit.”

“I can’t possibly go to work like this.”

“You can and you will, or we go back to option one,” she told him. “You’ll just have to learn to sit down to pee.”

He grimaced and found himself beginning to whine. “But, honey, you can’t possibly mean to keep me locked up like this forever! I mean, it’s unhygienic! Not to mention it pinches and feels really awkward.”

She chuckled. “I've been reading up about these things. They say it’s best if you leave it on for three months, to start.”

“Three months! No way! I can’t … I mean, what about you? Can you do without sex for three months?” He thought he was rather clever, turning the tables on her.

He was startled when she laughed. “Oh, James, our sex life wasn’t all that great anyway — what makes you think I’ll miss it?”

“What do you mean? You seemed to enjoy yourself!”

“Most of those were faked, to avoid hurting your feelings. I can’t tell you the number of times I’ve waited for you to go to work so I could spend some time with my vibrator.”

His mouth dropped open. “But… But … what didn’t you like? I mean, I’m sure it can be fixed.”

“Oh, it can be fixed all right. But not by you. The problem is, you’re not not, um, substantial enough to get me going. Nor do you last more than a couple of minutes. Lord knows what that secretary saw in you. I suspect she might’ve been angling for a better payday.”

He almost said, No, she loves me! before biting his tongue. “Please, I’m sure we can work this out.”

“Oh, yes, I think we can too. Only you may not like it.” She laughed. “Like you have any choice.”

“What do you mean?”

“For starters, remember how you used to go down on me, before we were married? You were very good at that. But it all stopped once we got hitched. You did it only when I begged you. You want to be released? You’ve got to please me.”

Well, hell, he thought, I guess I could do that.

“Sure, honey!”

“Good, let’s start now.”

“What? Now?”

Laura pulled up her skirt and scooted up onto the desk. He noticed right away that she wasn’t wearing any panties. He stared as she spread her legs apart, exposing her neatly trimmed bush. “Now!” She barked.

He moved to his knees between her legs and began licking her like his life depended on it. In a way it did — his sex life. He tongued her just like he remembered that she liked it and she began to respond.

“Oh, yes, oh you’re so good at this! Why did I ever let you stop doing this?”

James was incapable of answering, even if he had an answer. He tongued and licked and flicked and pleasured his wife like he never had before. His cock woke up and began to rise, only to be thwarted by the steel bars. He had to use one hand to tug and pull at it until he could get comfortable, except nothing he did made him comfortable.

“Ow, dammit!” He cried, pulling back.

“What’s wrong?” She asked, although by her expression, she already knew.

“My dick is all … it’s pinching. I can’t very well do a good job when the hairs are being pulled out, now can I?”

“Oh, dear, just when I was beginning to enjoy myself. Well, we can’t have that, can we?” She pushed herself off the desk and smoothed out her skirt. “Come.”

Chapter Three

He followed her, questions on his lips, but he didn’t say anything. She led him into the bedroom upstairs and ordered him to strip. He eagerly complied, expecting she would remove this damned cage and tell him it was all a cruel joke. He would have been happy with that.

Instead, he got another shock.

“Get on the bed, on your back,” she told him. He did, eyeing her hand that still clutched the keys. She reached into the nightstand and pulled out a pair of handcuffs!

“WHAT? Where did you get those?”

“They are easy to get. They’re not police grade, but they’ll do the trick. Now give me your left wrist.”

He obeyed and watched her fasten his wrist to the iron headboard of the bed. He would never get out unless she freed him. He briefly wondered if this had been her plan all along, to leave him here to die of thirst.

She brought out another pair of handcuffs and walked around the bed to fasten his right wrist to the headboard.

“Why have you done this? What’s going on?”

“Hush,” she said. “You’ll see.”

Laura left and he waited nervously. What if she brought back a knife and proceeded to… He shuddered and couldn’t follow that thought. She came back carrying in both arms, a warm wet washcloth, some small scissors, a razor and shaving cream, all nestled on top of a bath towel.

“What the hell are you going to do?” He cried.

“Relax, I’m just going to shave you so your hairs won’t pinch. Then we can get back to what we were doing, okay?”

James didn’t like the idea of her shaving his privates, but he did look forward to pleasuring her. It seemed to atone, in some small way, to his betrayal.

When she unlocked his cage, he let out a sign of relief. She put the parts to one side. She tsked and grabbed his penis, pulling it taut, looking at the untidy mass of hair around it.

“Ow!” He protested. Despite the pain, his cock immediately began to stiffen.

“Don’t be a baby,” she told him. “Look, it’s nearly full sized and what do you have? Maybe five inches.” She shook her head and picked up the scissors.

“Hey, come on, you never complained before.”

“That’s because I was being nice. And I would have continued to be nice had you been nice in return. But you had to ruin it, so this is where we are now.”

She proceeded to trim all his pubic hair from around his penis until there was nothing but stubble left. The brown hairs covered the bed around his groin. Laura used the warm washcloth to dampened the area and squirted a generous helping of shaving cream into her palm. Daubing and spreading, she soon had the stubble covered, ball sack included.

She picked up the safety razor and James said, “Be careful, please.”

She grinned and said, “Maybe it would be better if I just cut it off.”

“Don’t even joke about something like that!”

Laura bend down and began to shave him, taking care, he was happy to see. She shaved from the edges in, using the washcloth to wipe away the remaining shaving cream.  She took extra care with his ball sack, pulling the skin taut so she wouldn’t nick him. James dared not say a word to distract her.

Within minutes, she had him completely denuded. She used the washcloth to wipe up the mess. James looked down to see the penis of a small boy, even though it stuck straight up, fully erect.

“I look like I’m twelve years old again!” He protested.

“Now you know how women feel when men make them shave!” She said.

“I don’t do that to you.”

“That’s only because you knew how I’d react,” she said and he had to admit, she was right.

She dried off his cock — a bit too roughly, he thought — and retrieved the cage.

“Please,” he begged, “can’t we… wait until later? Like after?”

“No.” She cupped his ball sack and pushed the ring into place, then pressed the cage over his poor penis, squeezing it tight, until the prong went into the proper hole. She held it with one hand and picked up the keys and used one to lock him back up again.

“Now, let’s release you and let you clean up the bed, hmm?”

He grimaced but said nothing. He was just glad to be out of those handcuffs. She freed him and put the handcuffs back into the drawer.

“Now, I’ll be in the living room, having a glass of wine. Call me when you’ve cleaned up and changed the sheets.”

Change the sheets too? He waited until she was heading out the door before he made a face at her. Then he bent to his task.

Chapter Four

The cock cage fit much better now, he had to admit. Without hair, there was nothing to catch on. It felt strange to be denied his most basic male appendage. Nearly all his life he had masturbated, starting from age twelve and continuing right up to, well, yesterday. He had rubbed one out in the shower before going to work. And that was only because Laura had reminded him “she didn’t like morning sex.”

He got dressed, cleaned up and changed the sheets, and hollered for her. She came down the hall, carrying her wine glass, her face set. “I won’t be bellowed at, like a servant,” she told him.

“Uh, sorry.”

She put the wine down on the nightstand and flounced on the bed. “I’m not even sure I’m in the mood or not.”

“Well, we can do it later…” he offered.

“No,” she told him. “But it would be better if I could see your little cock all locked up. Take off all your clothes.”

He sighed and obeyed her. She seemed to have all the cards right now. He wondered if he would ever have the upper hand again. Once he had stripped and climbed up on the bed, she sat up and reached down the cupped his caged cock.

“Oh, I think I’m going to like this,” she said. He grimaced.

She took a sip of wine and adjusted herself up on the pillows. She was still fully dressed, except for her panties. “You may begin.” She eased her legs apart.

He pushed up her skirt and went down on her. It would be a lot easier if she shaved, he thought. Perhaps she might be willing to consider it, although certainly not today. Or tomorrow. No, he would have to pay his penance before she would ever listen to his requests.

It was strange, pleasuring Laura knowing he would get no pleasure himself. He could only hope she would get so horny that she’d unlock him and let him fuck her. He couldn’t believe she hadn’t enjoyed their lovemaking — she certainly seemed to! Had she really been faking it all those times?

He concentrated on making her come, using what he remembered she liked. Her voice changed and she encouraged him, throwing her head back on the pillow and humping his mouth. He heard her say, “Yes, yes!” Like that scene from “When Harry Met Sally” and he gave her clit a final wiggle and she crested into an orgasm, squirting juices all over his face.

Despite the mess, he was pleased with his efforts. He pulled back and said, “How was that?” As if he didn’t know.

“Great,” she gasped. “Now do it again.”

Chapter Five

Thus began the new paradigm for James. That weekend, he made his wife come a half-dozen times and not once did she ever offer to unlock him.

“Why should I when I can finally come with your tongue?” She retorted.

On Monday, he had the dismal job of firing Becky. He knew he had no choice, he could only hope she would go quietly. He called her into his office first thing and said, “Laura found out about us.”

She gasped. She was a pretty little thing, all blonde and lithe, with a perky personality. He knew she was a single mom, having had a kid when she was a senior in high school. Little Billy was seven now.

“I’m sure you can imagine the hell I went through this weekend,” he said, although to tell the truth, it hadn’t been horrible at all. He had even started getting used to his cage. “I had no choice but to, uh, make a change around here.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?”

“I’m afraid I have to let you go. You can see the position I’m in! But I will give you a generous severance and a glowing letter of recommendation.”

“That’s it? You’re firing me, just like that? I didn’t do anything wrong!”

“Please! Keep your voice down! I know it’s not fair. But you did have something to do with it, right? I mean, you flirted with me and all.”

“I was just being nice! I thought you liked it!”

“Yes, but when I flirted back, you agreed to go to bed with me!”

She hesitated. “I, uh, didn’t want to lose my job. I thought it might be better to do that than to be out on the street! Like I am anyway!”

“Well, we’re both to blame. I’m giving you three months salary…”

“Three months!? That’s all? Oh, no, I’m going to HR and tell them everything! I’m sure the old man would love to hear how his darling daughter’s hubby has been screwing his secretary!”

“Please! We don’t need to do that!” He thought fast. “What would it take to have you go quietly?”

She thought for a moment. “Six months’ salary. That will make me feel better.”

He knew HR would never go for more than three months. He would have to make up the difference himself. “All right. Six months. You’ll get three months from the company and I’ll write you a check for the rest. You go without complaint. Okay?”

She nodded. “But only if your check clears. I already know what a cheater you are.”

He took her down to HR and had her processed, then escorted her back to his office. Based on the check she had received, he wrote her a personal check for the remaining three months. He handed it over and said, “This guarantees your silence, okay?”

She smiled. “Sure. And by the way, you weren’t a very good lay anyway.” She flounced out of the office.

He put his head down on his desk, feeling low.

Chapter Six

Everything grew worse that evening. He walked in, not sure what to expect from his wife, and stopped dead in his tracks. There, sitting on the couch with Laura, was Becky! They turned and laughed at him, wine glasses in hand.

“Speak of the devil!” Laura said. They both laughed again.

“What… What’s going on?” He stepped toward them, not sure if it would be better if he just ran out to the car and drove away, never to return.

“Becky and I are getting acquainted,” Laura said. “And I find her to be a delightful lady! We’ve been regaling each other with tales of your inept lovemaking skills!”

His heart sank. “But… I mean… Why? Why would you want to see her?”

“You didn’t think Becky would leave quietly today, did you? I knew if I was in her shoes, I’d raise holy hell and then Dad would find out and I’d lose my leverage. So I called her this morning to give her a head’s up and to ask her not to make a fuss. It was my idea to ask for six months’ severance.”

“But… why? That just comes out of our pocket! And why invite her over? Why not just… I mean, aren’t you angry with her?”

“I was, at first,” she continued. “But after talking to her, I understand. She said you flirted with her and she felt obligated to fuck you in order to keep her job.”

“That’s not how I see it—“ he began.

She ignored him. “So I told her if she went along, I would make sure that she got a better job down the road — and she can keep the money too. It’s a small price to pay for having to pretend to enjoy fucking you!”

“Hey, come on! That’s not true!”

“Oh, and I’ve told her all about your, uh, punishment, for being a dick. Why don’t you show her? She’s never seen one ‘in action’ before. Only online.”

“But… but… That’s private!” He wailed, feeling a wave of embarrassment wash through him.

“Guess I’ll have to alert Dad after all.” She picked up her cell phone.

Sighing, James unbuckled his pants. He was still wearing his overcoat and it was awkward to keep it out of the way while he let his slacks fall to his ankles. He tugged down his boxers and showed his cage. Becky hooted and pointed, then rose to get a closer look.

“My god, he’s really trapped, isn’t he?”

“You can touch it if you want,” Laura said.

Becky reached out and gently cupped his balls, turning it this way and that. “Wow. You’ll never have to worry about him straying now, huh?”

“No.” To James, she said, “Now, go take off your overcoat and go bring us that other bottle of wine. Becky here was just telling me all about how black men are so well hung.”

His heart sank. Like a robot, he pulled up his pants, put his coat in the closet and went to fetch them more wine. He didn’t like where this conversation was going.

He returned in time to hear Becky say, “I probably was a little prejudice when I was in high school. I only hung out with white guys, dated white guys. I fucked a few of them, although I never really had an orgasm.”

God, he thought, they must be really drunk to be so open with each other. He worried what else might come out.

“Then I met Derrick. He was the star wide receiver on the football team and I found myself really attracted to him. He had kind of medium-brown skin, not too dark and not too light. But he was handsome, funny and athletic. I decided right then that maybe dating a black guy wasn’t so bad.”

“Oh, you’ll like this part, James. Please go on, Becky,” Laura said, helping herself to another glass of wine. She poured some into Becky’s glass as well.

“We dated a few times. I was a bit scared, not only because I was dating a black guy and I’d heard about how rough they could be, but also I was worried about my reputation. I mean, some of those girls were really prejudiced, you know?

“That all lasted until the first time we made love. Or maybe ‘fucked’ would be the better word. I thought I knew what an orgasm was! Boy was I wrong! I mean, Derrick took me places I’d never been before! One good fuck and I was hooked. I didn’t care what anyone thought of the two of us — I had to have Derrick’s cock regularly and often.

“Long story, short, that’s how I ended up with Billy.”

James gaped. Her son was half black? He hadn’t known that before. Not that it mattered, he just was startled to hear it. He always pictured Becky getting pregnant by some pimply-faced white kid.

“Is Derrick still around?” Laura asked.

“Unfortunately, no. He had a scholarship to Old Miss and I didn’t want to ruin that for him. He promised he’d find a way to bring me down there, but you know how that goes. Between football, school and horny coeds, he didn’t have time for me. He met another girl and last I heard, they had gotten married. He does pay child support, which is nice.”

“So he doesn’t see Billy?”

“No, not anymore. He did up until Billy was about four, then that’s when he started going with this other girl. I think he just wanted to forget about us.” She shook her head. “But I could never forget about him.”

“When you go on dates, do you prefer black men now?” Laura asked.

“Well, yeah, but when you have a kid, it’s hard to get any dates at all. I’m not stuck on any one race or anything. If a nice man took some interest in me, I’d go out with him, no matter what race or religion he was.”

“Wow,” Laura said. “So my husband comes along and acts nice and flirty and you were kinda desperate for attention?”

“I guess. I thought it couldn’t hurt my career to be fucking my boss. Little did I know! But that was before I met you, Laura. I feel really bad about it now.”

“I’m glad to hear it. But tell me more about black guys. You know, I’ve always been curious about what it would be like.”

James couldn’t believe what he was hearing. Was she just tormenting him or did she really think she was going to get away with inviting a black guy over? He would put a quick stop to that, job or no job! Having an affair is what got him into this mess, he wasn’t about to accept his wife having one!

“Ohh, I’m not sure I can do it justice. It’s no so much the length — I mean, too long can be painful, you know — it’s more about the girth. The perfect cock would be, for me, about seven inches long and nice and thick, one you can barely get your fingers around.”

“Oh, that sound … delicious! Maybe I should try it one time — my husband owes me, as you can see.”

“Well, I’m dating a black guy now. He’s a really good lover. I could loan him to you.”

“Really? You wouldn’t be jealous?”

“With black guys, it’s different. They share. You just have to get used to it. We’re not exclusive, so I can’t be jealous. He’s just a guy I’m seeing now and then. You know, for the release.”

“God, I haven’t had a really good vaginal orgasm since… well, since before I married this guy,” she said, tossing a thumb in James’ direction.

“Hey, now! This has gone on far enough! I know you’re having your jollies and all, but don’t think I’ll put up with you fucking around!”

Laura gave him a cold glare. “Oh? And what would you do to stop me?”

“I’d tell your dad myself and get fired, then I’d be out of work and you’d have to go get a job at McDonalds or something!” He was bluffing, hoping she would back down.

She cocked her head at him. “Is that how you think it would play out? Why would I have to work at all? I’m heir to Caine Industries. No, we’d get divorced and you’d be the one working at McDonalds after my dad gets through blackballing you in the industry.”

His jaw sagged. “You … you’d want to fuck a guy just to get even with me?”

“Now that I think about it, yes, I do. But if you want to blow it all up, go ahead. Is that really what you want?”

No, it wasn’t. He liked the lifestyle she had helped him achieve. He liked being a semi-important cog in her father’s company, the money he was making, the vacations they could afford — to go back to where he had been before he met Laura was impossible. He had been a low-level grunt in a small company, going nowhere.

He found himself nodding. “Okay, okay, if you want a revenge fuck, I guess I’d have to see the logic of it. But … but he’d have to wear a condom!”

They both laughed. “Oh, that’s where you draw the line?” She turned to Becky. “Tell me, Becky, did you ever make my husband wear a condom?”

She smiled. “No. I mean, I thought about it. But he asked me if I was on the pill and I told him I was, so that was it. Maybe I should’ve lied.”

“I see.” She gave James a steady look. “So it’s okay if you fuck your secretary bareback, but not okay for your wife? I’m on the pill too, you know.”

“Uhh…” Jesus, he thought, Did Becky tell her everything? He tried to come up with a good response. “It’s just different, that’s all.”

“I think we can solve this little dilemma by making it a condition of your release.”

He gaped. “What?”

“Yes. I invite Becky’s friend — what’s his name?”

“Henry. But everyone calls him Hank.”

“I invite Hank over to fuck me. Say a month from now. You stay locked up until then. Then we’ll see how eager you are to allow me to experiment.”

A month? He never expected he would really be locked up for a month. Sure, she had made some threats, but he expected she would relent when she got horny and unlock him so they could make love.

“You don’t want to wait that long, do you?”

“Hah! The worm turns!” Laura turned to Becky. “Call your friend, see if he could come over in two weeks to fuck me.” She grabbed her phone and called up the calendar. “Say the 21st of the month.” She put the phone down. “You could come by too, if you wanted.”

“No, no. I might get jealous. I mean, it’s one thing to know he fucks around, it’s another to watch it happen. Just don’t steal him away from me, okay?”

“No worries. I think this will be a one-time thing.”

Becky smiled. “That’s what I said about Derrick.”

Chapter Seven

After Becky left, James let loose his frustrations. “Dammit, Laura! You can’t really be serious about this? I mean, what if he has some disease? Like AIDS or something. You heard Becky — this Hank fucks around.”

“Oh, relax, I’m sure I’ll make him wear a condom. I’m not a complete idiot.”

He felt better, but only marginally. “You really want to go through with this? I mean, I know I was wrong, but two wrongs don’t make a right.”

“I’m curious. And I’ll probably never get another chance to see what’s it’s like. You heard Becky. It’s supposed to be really good. So maybe between his cock and your tongue, I’ll be satisfied.”

“What am I supposed to do during this evening? Go out to a bar?”

“Oh no! I want you here. I mean, he’s Becky’s friend so I’m sure he’ll be nice and all, but I’d still feel more comfortable if my husband was around to keep things civilized.”

“So I’m supposed to just smile and fetch him a beer and watch you two fuck? Is that it?”

“I doubt very much that he’ll want you to watch. No, you’ll stay in the living room. You can listen, however. You might learn something.”

“Jeez. Okay, so you’re going to get your revenge fuck and then can we get on with our lives? We can throw this damn thing away and live like before?”

She cocked her head. “We’ll see. I’m still pretty angry about your betrayal.”

“I guess I’ll have the right to be angry after the 21st.”

Chapter Eight

The next two weeks were torture for James. He thought he would be able to stand it by just putting sex out of his mind, but that didn’t work. Not for a guy who had been used to rubbing one out nearly every day. And that was in between fucking his wife.

Now his only sex came from pleasuring her: kissing her, sucking on her nipples, licking her pussy. He found he actually looked forward to it because it was as close to sex as he could get. He became quite good at oral sex; he could tell by her orgasms. There were many nights when he went to bed frustrated, with a tired tongue.

He tried once to wheedle her into letting him out early for a quick fuck, but she shut him down at once. “Bring that up again before Hank comes over and we will be continuing your chastity beyond that evening,” she said.

He shut up.

***

Saturday night, the night Becky had arranged for Hank to come by, James was a nervous wreck. He paced as Laura got ready. He fretted as she put on a sexy dress. His cock throbbed in its steel cage and he couldn’t wait for her to unlock him. He hovered, hoping at any moment, she would retrieve the keys she had hidden and unlock him.

But as the time neared for Hank to show, she made no mention of it.  Just before seven, when he was about to show, he couldn’t stand it anymore.

“Uh, it’s almost time,” he said, wiggling his eyebrows.

She gave him a cool gaze. “Yes, it is.”

He stalled. “Do you know anything about this guy, other than Becky likes to fuck him?”

“She sent me a picture. He’s quite handsome.”

“Oh, can I see?”

“No”

“Well, since it’s almost seven…”

“Are you hinting?”

“No, no, of course not. But I thought that was the plan.”

“The plan is contingent on your behavior.”

That wasn’t very reassuring. “Hasn’t my behavior been good?”

“Yes, it has. You’ve been attentive to my needs and I’ve gotten more orgasms in two weeks than I had all last year. It makes me wonder why I would ever let you out.”

His heart lurched. “But… we had a deal.”

“We still do. Let’s see how you behave.”

At that moment, the doorbell rang. 

“Go. Be nice. Tell him I’m almost ready.” He started to go. “Oh and James…” she added.

He turned. She pulled up her skirt to show him she wasn’t wearing panties. He could see her pussy was already wet. And if he wasn’t mistaken, she had trimmed it up a bit. “I’m getting excited to see him.”

He gave a little shudder and hurried to open the door.

Henry — Hank — was a big man, about six feet tall, a good three inches taller than James. He had broad shoulders and long, well-muscled arms. He was clean-shaven and his hair was closely cropped on his head. He gave James a quick grin.

“You must be the mister,” he said.

“Uh, yeah, James. You must be Hank, Becky’s friend.”

“That’s me. Now, where’s this missus I’m supposed to fuck?”

It was crude, saying it right out like that. Didn’t this man have any social graces? “She’s not ready yet.” Even as he said it, he pictured her showing him her wet pussy. She was ready, all right. “Please come in. Can I get you something to drink?”

“Maybe a glass of wine. Chardonnay, if you have it.”

“Sure. Although I thought you’d be more of a beer man.”

“I like beer. But some women don’t the smell of it on a man’s breath, so I tend to drink what they drink. In this case, Becky tells me your wife likes wine.”

“Oh… That’s very thoughtful of you.”

He nodded. “I try.”

James fetched him a glass of wine and wondered what small talk he could possibly have with this man. Hank beat him to it.

“So you’re one of those guys?”

“What?”

“You know, one of those chastity guys. I don’t know, man, I could never do it myself, but I hear it’s popular among white guys.”

Jeez, he knew too? “Uh, yeah, but it’s just temporary. Wife caught me cheating so this is my punishment. It’s supposed to end tonight, after she gets even with me.”

He smiled. “Oh, you think this is a one-and-done type deal?” He shook his head.

“Well, yeah, that was the deal. I’m in the doghouse and after tonight, I’ll be free and we can go back to the way things were.”

“Okay, if that’s what you want to believe.”

“Wait, what do you mean?”

Before he could answer, Laura came out into the living room. She looked like a million bucks.

Chapter Nine

“Well, hello, little lady,” Hank said, taking one of her hands and giving it a kiss. “You are gorgeous.”

James would never call his wife gorgeous but he knew Hank was just buttering her up. He watched as she simpered and gave him the once over.

“My, Becky was right about you. It was really nice of her to loan you out for the evening.”

“I’m always interested in meeting another pretty white lady.” He turned to James. “Don’t be rude, man, get your wife some wine.”

James was startled by the order. Before he could protest, Laura added, “Yes, dear, go get me some wine. I’d like to get acquainted with our new friend.”

He went out and found there was just a splash left in the old bottle. He knew there was another bottle in the fridge so he poured the leftover wine into her glass and downed it. He needed a drink himself. He opened the new bottle and poured her a generous helping and returned to the living room to see the two of them sitting side by side on the couch, “getting acquainted.”

Hank was speaking softly to her, his right arm around her shoulders and his left was rubbing her forearm, moving it up to her bicep, making sure his fingers brushed her left breast. She was listening to what he had to say with great intent.

James put the glass down on the coffee table with a clink. He felt awkward, like he didn’t belong in his own house. His cock, strangely enough, was trying to break out of his cage. What was that about?

Laura looked up and smiled. “Thanks, dear. Now go sit over there. This conversation doesn’t include you.”

He sighed and moved across the room and found a chair. He watched them talk and cuddle. Laura was touching him back now, her hands running up and down his ropy arms and then down to his muscular thighs. James could only imagine what this was doing to her pussy. He bit his lip hard, trying to distract himself from his jealousy and his throbbing cock.

Fuck, he needed a drink. A real one. He got up and went into the kitchen and poured himself a bourbon. He took a stiff belt and steeled himself for the show. God, could she be any more obvious?

He returned to find the living room empty. They had already moved into the bedroom. He took his drink down the hall to find the door to the master bedroom closed. Standing close, he could hear her giggling and the faint sound of clothes being removed.

God, he thought, she’s really going to do it. She’s going to fuck that man right under my nose!

Of course, she was only doing this because he had to fuck that bitch Becky! He shook his head. I was an idiot! Then he told himself, just get through tonight. Be a man, take your punishment and move on.

Through the door, he heard Laura’s voice, “Oh my god!” No doubt she had seen his cock for the first time. He wanted to shout: “Wear a condom!” But he didn’t. Instead, he moved closer to the door, pressing his ear to the jamb.

It started slowly. There was some kissing, he could tell, then some soft wet sounds that he imagined were Laura giving him a blow-job. He heard Hank’s gentle voice, “That’s enough now.”

Then came the rustling of bedsheets. She made a soft sound, an intake of breath. James cold picture her on her back, her legs apart, Hank’s presumably large cock entering her. God, he wanted to see it! His own cock ached and throbbed.

There was another sound from Laura, a gasp, a moan, then a soft, “Oh my god!”

The bed began rocking, thumping softly against the wall. Oh, they were really fucking now. Laura began making keening noises, sound he had never heard before.

“Oh fuck! Oh my god! Yes! Yes! Fuck me!”

The thumping of the wall intensified. She began screaming and James thought maybe he should come in and rescue her. Then she shouted, “OH MY GOD! I’M COMING! I’M COMING!” And James knew he should definitely not enter the room. She did not need rescuing.

When she at last quieted down, he thought they were finished. Oh no. The bed squeaked and apparently they were just changing position. Soon her cries started again, building up until she was shouting, “OH MY GOD I’M GONNA… IM GONNA COME AGAIN! OH FUCK!”

This went on for several more minutes. Then the bed squeaked and it began all over again. James had had enough torment. He returned to the living room. Even out there, he could hear his wife screaming her pleasure. It seemed to last forever.

After more than an hour, James heard the bedroom door open and Hank stepped out, fully dressed. He grinned at James. “She’s all yours, man,” and he left.

James hurried in to see what had happened to Laura.

Chapter Ten

Laura was lying on the bed naked, the bed covers half on the floor, the bottom sheet pulled up at one corner. There were a few puddles of fluids around the bed, including between her legs and he hoped that was where Hank’s condoms had spilled. He did wear a condom, right?

“Are you okay?” He knelt by the bed, reaching his hand out to stroke her arm. Her pussy looked reddened and wet.

She nodded. “Oh, yeah, I’m okay. Now I see what Becky and those others have been saying. My god!”

“I could hear you out in the living room,” he said, not mentioning that he’d been spying by the door. “It sounded sometimes like you were being murdered.”

“That was just my ‘black virginity’ being taken.” She smiled. “It’s something Hank said. That when a white woman gets fucked by a black man for the first time, it’s like she was a virgin before that, no matter how many white guys she had fucked.”

“I’m not sure that’s true — there are plenty of white guys with big cocks.”

“Maybe. But not the way Hank uses it. My god!”

“Uh, he did use a condom, didn’t he?”

She nodded. “The first time, yes. But then he explained how silly it was.”

“Oh my god! So he came inside you?!”

“Yes, just like you came inside Becky. Let’s not go there.”

“Yeah, but…”

“Did you know Becky was fucking Hank before you fucked her?”

“Uh, no.”

“So if Hank had some kind of disease, he would’ve given it to Becky, who would’ve given it to you and you would’ve given it to me. Once Hank explained that, making him wear a condom was pointless. And I’m glad he took it off! My god, it was so much better to feel his bare cock inside me! Good thing I’m on the pill, huh?”

James fought down his anger and frustration. He really wanted to fuck his wife and reclaim her. “So… I trust you approved of my behavior?”

“Oh, yes, you were very nice to him.”

“So can we get rid of this thing?”

“I will take if off and let you fuck me, yes… if you’ll do one more thing for me — and I’m afraid it’s non-negotiable.”

He sighed. “What is it?”

“I want you to go down on me and clean me up. Be gentle.”

“You mean, with a washcloth, right?” She couldn’t mean…

“Of course not, silly! With your tongue.”

He recoiled. “What? You want me to clean you up after he’s come inside you? Hell no.”

“Very well. I’ll call Hank and see if he’s available next week or maybe the week after. We’ll see if you’ve changed your mind by then.”

“Wait — you’re not going to unlock me?”

“I said it was non-negotiable.”

“No, no, no — this wasn’t the deal! I honored my side! You have to honor yours!”

“I am! You can have that cage off and fuck me, right now, but only if you clean me up. I want you to taste how a real man fucks me. Hank is the alpha male, you are the beta male. It’s time you understood that.”

James couldn’t imagine having to wait another week or two. “You wouldn’t really see him again, would you? I mean, this was a one-time deal, a way to get even. Well, you’re even!”

“Yeah, I’ve been thinking about that. I asked Becky how many times you fucked her, she said it was about ten or eleven times. So we’re really not even, are we?”

“Hey, now! Come on, you’re changing the rules of the game.”

“Oh? You think this is a game?” She started to rise. “Last chance. I’m going to go in and shower. Once I do that, you’ll be locked up until Hank can come over again. And maybe he won’t be able to come back for a month!”

“Wait, Wait!” He found himself capitulating, tossing his manhood overboard. “Okay.”

“Good.” She laid back and spread her legs. Her pussy was a gooey mess.

He bent down and gave her clit a tentative lick. Hank’s seed tasted musky and unpleasant. He grimaced and gave her another lick.

“That’s pathetic,” she told him. “If you’re not going to do it like you’re trying to make me come, then forget it. I don’t mind having Hank over again.”

“No, no,” he said. “I’m just getting used to it.” He licked up more of it and swallowed. He felt like he was verging into gay territory. But he did like her pussy and he liked pleasuring her. Being locked up somehow made it easier for him. He began to lick her in earnest. She laid her head back and cooed her pleasure.

“That’s my boy, lick up my bull’s seed, be a good boy,” she murmured.

It took him a long time to clean her to her satisfaction. She didn’t come again, telling him she was “blissed out” by Hanks’ big cock. “You should’ve seen it, it looked like a black snake!” She told him. “I thought it wouldn’t fit — he was pretty big! — but he managed and boy, did he know how to use it!”

She seemed to delight in tormenting him. He was counting down the minutes until he could fuck her. At last, he pulled back and she looked down and said, “That’s my good boy.”

He unbuckled his pants and let his caged cock flop out. He gave her a meaningful look.

She sighed. “I guess a deal is a deal.”

She went to the closet and pulled down an old purse. Fishing inside, she found the keys. She caught his cunning look. “Don’t get any ideas, mister, I’ll be hiding them in another place next time.”

What did she mean, “next time”? He thought he was free of the damn thing, He had paid his penance.

She unlocked him and laid back. “Okay, big boy, you can fuck me now. I hope I can feel you after Hank!”

He didn’t need to be told twice. His cock stiffened at once and he climbed up over her and thrust himself inside. Immediately, he could tell how stretched out Hank had left her. It was like the proverbial hotdog down a hallway. He rattled around inside of her, unable to gain any friction that would let him come.

“Hurry up, I don’t have all day,” she barked.

“I can’t, you’re all stretched out!” He whined.

“That’s what happens when an alpha male fucks me,” she said. “Get used to it.”

He reached down and used his fingers to jack himself off and she laughed and pushed him off of her. “If you’re going to do that, you don’t need me.”

“No! I can do it, just give me a minute!”

She sighed and spread her legs again. He entered her again and found by changing the angle, he could work up just enough friction to get close. Just as he was nearing his release, she kneed him in the groin and said, “That’s enough.”

He groaned and rolled to this side, his cock throbbing and shrinking. “I was so close!”

She sat up and retrieved the cage. His face fell. “Hey, you’re not putting that back on me! We had a deal!”

“The deal was, I keep you locked up until I think you can be trusted. I’m not there yet.”

“But you’re not honoring your end! You said you’d let me fuck you and you stopped me before I could come!”

“I gave you a minute — that’s all you used to need.”

“Yeah, but… your pussy was tighter then!” He knew it was the wrong thing to say, but his frustration got the better of him.

“Get used to it — I think my pussy going to be stretched out a lot from now on!”

“You said it was a one-time deal, no matter how many times I fucked Becky! Those were your words.”

“That was before I fucked him. Now I want to fuck him again. Or some other big black bull just like him. Hank said he has a lot of friends…”

Chapter Eleven

With the threat of having his career ended and word of his cuckolding spread among his friends, James allowed Laura to lock him up again, with the promise that he would be freed the next time Hank came by. It surprised him that he did not put up more of a fight. He supposed he liked the status quo and was loathe to ruin it. Perhaps a bit of penance was the price to pay. He had no doubt that this nonsense of Laura’s would run its course and he’d be back on top once again.

He wasn’t sure if she was kidding about having Hank over again. Surely she wouldn’t toss that in his face — after all, he at least had the decency to get a motel room whenever he met Becky.

God, Becky! The thought of her angered him. How could she betray him so easily? Well, he already knew the answer to that. Laura had given her not only a head’s up but a lifeline. And Becky had her kid to worry about. Becoming friends with her lover’s wife was really her best choice.

That didn’t mean he had to like it. He also didn’t like how Laura seemed to change the rules on him with a whim. First she said she would release him if he went along with this Hank nonsense, then she demanded he clean up the man’s semen. And after all that, she wouldn’t even let him come! It was criminal, the way she seemed to delight in getting even.

He played the dutiful husband for another week, waiting to see what would happen on Saturday. Laura had made no more mention of Hank and he hoped she was just kidding. He certainly wasn’t going to bring it up!

He began to get worried after a light dinner when Laura retired to the bedroom. He heard the shower go on and his stomach began to twist into knots. He could think of no other reason why she’d suddenly take a shower at this time of night if it wasn’t for a date with that man.

He had to admit, he was curious about Hank… and well, that one part of him that seemed to drive his wife crazy. Was he really all that well endowed? It would be socially unacceptable — even gay — for him to ask him about it or try to sneak a peek.

Still, it bothered him. Did Laura really need a much bigger cock or had she just been cruel because of her anger over Becky? He had heard no complaints up until recently. And Becky had never complained. He thought his five inches were enough. No one had ever called him tiny and he had bedded several women before Laura had come along.

Now he was starting to doubt himself, which he guessed is what Laura wanted. What better way to keep him on a tight leash than to question his manhood. In a way, it was clever. He would be freed of this silly cage one day and if he felt inadequate, he might think twice before trying to sleep with another secretary!

Not that he planned to do that again! And Laura had seen to that anyway. He had gone into work Wednesday morning to see a matronly woman sitting at Becky’s desk. She was past fifty, he guessed, and had a motherly figure with ponderous breasts. She had a plain, no-nonsense face, like a matron in an all-girls school.

He raised an eyebrow. He had never interviewed anyone for the position. “And you are?” He had inquired.

She looked up. “Oh, hi, you must be Mr. Bellows. I’m Nancy. Raymond Caine asked me to transfer here. He said I’d be a good fit. Can I get you some coffee?”

He nodded, thoughts flying furiously through his head. This was no doubt Laura’s idea. She had probably called her father and asked him to find the oldest, plainest woman in the company and send her right over.

“Sir?” She was saying.

“What?” He brought himself back to the present.

“How do you like it?”

“Oh, uh, black with one sugar.”

She rose and he watched her toddle off, her behind looking like two poodles in a gunny sack. He had closed his eyes and gone into his office, shaking his head.

That had been his Wednesday. When he had arrived home that evening, Laura asked sweetly: “I hear you have a new secretary. How’s she working out so far?”

He had given her a wry smile and said, “Just fine. I think she will be very competent.” He would offer no more ammo for her gloating.

That evening he had spent a good half-hour bringing Laura to two orgasms with his tongue. She seemed to relish her power a little bit too much because as she came the first time, she cried, “That’s it, my little cucky! Lick that pussy!”

It was like wife had been replaced by a naughty clone. He wondered where she had been when they had been dating.

The shower turned off and she came out into the bedroom a few minutes later, a towel wrapped around her torso and spotted him standing in the doorway.

“Oh, there you are, be a dear and help me get ready.”

“You’re seeing him again?”

“Oh, yes.” She sat down on the stool in front of her makeup table and looked at herself in the mirror.

“But we had a deal,” he said. “I agreed to,  uh, clean you up and you agreed to unlock me and stop seeing him.”

“No, the deal was, I unlock you and let you fuck me, which you did. I can’t help it if you took too long to come. And we never actually said anything about not seeing Hank again. In fact, I think I said since you fucked Becky about a dozen times, I can fuck Hank or anyone else that many times before we’re even.”

“So that’s what this is about — getting even?”

She turned and allowed the towel to slip down, exposing her breasts. His heart rate increased and his cock stirred in its cage.

“Don’t blame me for what’s happening now. By all rights, I should’ve just called Daddy and be done with you. But I do love you, I suppose. You seemed to be genuinely interested in me and not my money. Perhaps I was wrong on that score. In either case, I’m not going to be a pushover. This is the new normal. Get used to it.”

“So tell me: What is it about Hank that’s so delicious? I mean, I guess he’s got a big cock, but what else? Does he stimulate your mind?”

“Don’t be silly — I have you for that.”

Well, he had walked right into that one! He tried a different tack. “So he’s just a giant, warm vibrator then?”

“That’s rather a crude way of putting it. I think you’re jealous.”

“Of course I am. He gets to fuck you and what do I get?”

“You get to wait on me and pleasure me and hope to god that I don’t decide to tell Dad after all. And if you’re very smart, you’ll go along with me until my anger cools.”

He nodded. So that was it. She was still very angry and he just had to suck it up. “Okay, okay. I’m trying. You’ve got me all trussed up like a eunuch and you’ve got me serving drinks to this thug, what’s next?”

She smiled. “You know what I think would be really sexy? And would show your remorse for fucking Becky?”

“What?”

“If you would help him put it in me. I want you up close and personal, helping this big black man fuck me.”

He was shocked, but a part of him had been curious. Now he was not only going to see Hank’s cock but touch it? “I doubt Hank would want me anywhere near him.”

“Oh, no, you’ve got that all wrong. We’ve talked about it. He says it’s very common for the cucked husband to participate — under the wife’s direction, of course. In fact, you did just that last week, if I recall.”

He remembered her order to go down on her and clean her up. His heart lurched. “So he’s okay with this? I mean, doesn’t it make him a little gay or something?”

She laughed. “He’s not the one who is going to gay it up.”

“What does that mean?”

“You’ll see. Now come here and put this lotion on my shoulders.”

He spread the cream and worked it in. He recognized the bottle as an expensive lotion he had bought for her. Now she was using it to seduce her black lover! It made him feel helpless. How much longer must she punish him?

She turned toward him. “Now the breasts.”

He groaned but did as she asked. His cock threatened to break the cage, though that was impossible. Just touching her like this made him long for everything to return to normal. He had been a fool to succumb to Becky’s charms!

“Oh my god, you are making me so horny!” She cried and turned raised her knee to put her leg on the other side of his hip. The towel dropped away. “Be a dear and give me a little sugar.”

He was happy to comply. He bent down and inhaled the musky fragrance of a woman in heat. He touched her pussy with his tongue, drawing a gasp from her. In a small way, he was claiming his wife before her lover could. It was all he had.

She let him lick her for a few minutes, until she was fairly dripping, then pushed him away. “That’s enough. I don’t want to come until Hank is fucking me.”

That was unnecessarily cruel, he thought but did not say out loud. She allowed him to sit on the bed and watch her get ready, dabbing perfume on her neck and wrists, easing on a relatively new nightgown he also had bought for her, a white sheer teddy with matching panties. It made his heart ache to see her get ready for another man.

He heard the doorbell and she smiled at him and said, “Tell him I’ll be right out.”

Chapter Twelve

James rose and adjusted his strangled cock in his pants. He went out and let Hank in and offered him a glass of wine, which Hank accepted.

“Tell me, Hank,” he said once the man was seated on the couch. “How many married women do you, uh, take care of?”

“I don’t like to talk about them when I’m at another lady’s house, but I will say that this service in general is becoming more popular.”

“Really?”

“Yeah. A lot of white married ladies have been curious about black cocks for years and when they finally get the chance, they go for it.”

“Do you often have some woman experiment once or twice and then let it go and return to their husbands?”

Hank laughed. “No, it’s usually set up that way, you know, ‘let me just try this once, honey’ kind of thing, but afterward, they want it again and again. It’s just nature.”

That was not what James wanted to hear. He felt very inadequate all of a sudden.

“Uh, did Laura explain that she wanted me in the bedroom tonight?”

He smiled. “Yeah, man. She did.”

“So you’re okay with that? I mean, it’s kinda personal.”

“No, I’m cool. You cool?”

“I guess. I’ve never done anything like this before.”

“You’ll get used to it.”

Laura walked in, wearing her white silk kimono, looking like a million bucks. She ignored James and came right over to Hank and bent down to kiss him before he could stand up.

“No, sit,” she told him and eased herself down beside him. She turned to James. “Bring me a glass of wine, cucky.”

He was stung by the term, but decided this was not the time to have it out with her. He brought her wine and they talked about their weeks, all the while they were rubbing on each other, like a couple of horny high school kids.

“Bring us more wine into the bedroom,” Laura said after a few minutes. They picked up their glasses and headed down the hall, Hank’s hand on her rump.

James hurried to grab the bottle and followed them. Laura was seated on the bed, still dressed. Hank had taken off his shirt and his triangular torso was exposed. James thought maybe he should go back to the gym and tone up himself.

Laura stood and ran her fingers over his six-pack abs. “Nice, isn’t it, honey? Look how strong he is!”

He gave a begrudging nod and put the wine bottle down on the nightstand. He felt out of place and yet excited to be there to watch the event unfold.

Laura slipped off her robe, exposing her nightgown. Hank gave her a slow whistle. “You like? My husband bought it for me.”

“Very nice.”

She lay back on the bed and Hank stripped off his pants, leaving his boxers on for the moment. He climbed up over her and began kissing her mouth, his hands running over her breasts.

James felt like a voyeur. Did she really want him around to watch this? It was torture. He had wanted to see, but this…

“Uh, you sure you want me to stay?” He asked her.

“Yes,” she said, not looking at him. “I want you to think of Becky.”

Shit, he thought, I shoulda kept my mouth shut.

He moved back and sat in a chair by the bed and watched as they kissed and stroked and generally acted like horny kids, until they couldn’t stand it any longer. She sat up and peeled off her nightgown. Hank helped her remove the lacy bottoms. She was naked and James was really jealous, although with his cage on, that jealousy was muted.

Hank stripped off his boxers, exposing a large, thick black cock. It had to be over seven inches, he guessed, not all that much bigger than his five, but the girth was extraordinary. It flopped against Laura’s stomach and James suddenly was very interested in watching. It was like his very own sex show.

“James, come here,” Laura said and he came forward and got down on his knees by the bed, ready to help put that monster into her.  “I want you to prepare us.”

“Okay,” he said, ready to grasp that tool and steer it in. He looked up to Hank for approval to touch him.

“No,” she said, “I mean, with your mouth, like you did earlier.”

“Oh, sure!” He said, delighted that he could lick her pussy before Hank got in there. Hank pulled back and James moved forward and gave her a few tentative licks. She was really wet already — she didn’t really need his attention, but he didn’t care. He licked and teased her until she gasped and said, “Now Hank.”

He froze. “What?”

“Just the tip. He’s so big, he needs some extra lubrication.”

James didn’t believe that for a moment. She had plenty for the both of them. He realized she was doing it to humiliate him. “I’m not gay,” he told her. “Prepare him yourself.”

She gave a little shrug. “It’s okay by me if you never want to be unlocked.”

“Wait a minute — you’re changing the rules again!”

“A woman’s prerogative, you know.”

He turned and looked at Hank’s turgid cock thrusting out from his body and asked, “What about you? Don’t you have a say in all this?”

He grinned. “I’m just here to service the missus. If she wants you to get my dick wet, who am I to complain?”

James felt himself weakening. He really wanted to be let out and yet… “This doesn’t make me gay or anything,” he told Laura.

“I know, honey. This is about who is the boss now. Okay?”

He nodded. Let her have her fun. Soon he’ll be unlocked and he’ll throw this damn thing in the trash. They can go on as they had before. He will have learned his lesson!

“And you’ll unlock me afterward?”

She shrugged. “Maybe. We’ll see.”

He tipped his head in agreement and bent down to give Hank’s cock a tentative lick.

“Come on, man, you can do better than that,” the black man said.

James took the tip into his mouth, trying to use his saliva to get him wet for his wife. The sooner they were done, the sooner he could be freed to fuck her.

Hank surprised him by grabbing the back of his head and forcing him down on his cock. James gagged and choked as the big man tried to face fuck him. He felt a flash go off and managed to turn and see Laura holding up her cell phone!

“Hgghh!” He protested.

She took another picture. “Just something to remember this by,” she said.

Hank let him go and James sat back on his heels, sputtering. “Hey! That’s not fair!”

“Oh, look!” Laura said, ignoring him, and showed the pictures to Hank. James snatched the phone out of her hand, determined to erase the images.

Immediately, he felt Hank’s large hands on his wrists, pinning him helplessly to the edge of the bed. He was forced to drop the phone.

“Looks like I’d better send these to you for safekeeping,” she told Hank, picking up the phone. James struggled uselessly in Hank’s strong grip while Laura pushed some buttons. James heard the unmistakable sounds of mail being sent. He sank down and Hank released him.

“Don’t you want to see them?” Laura asked sweetly. She turned the screen to him and he saw himself sucking a big black cock. His heart fell.

“After that little outburst, I’ve decided I don’t want you to fuck me. Nor do I want to release you.”

“That wasn’t the deal,” he said weakly.

“It’s the deal now. I want you to sit there and watch as a real man fucks me. But I want to see your little caged weenie — it turns me on. So strip.”

“Please, no,” he said, looking at Hank.

“Maybe I’ll send these to your dad. I know he’s not too fond of the gays…”

James stood up and began removing his clothes, a defeated man. When he was naked, his embarrassing cage on display, he was allowed to kneel by the side of the bed and watch as Hank aimed his big black cock — now wet with his saliva — at the entrance to Laura’s waiting pussy.

“Okay,” Laura told him, “put it in for me.”

He reached out and gently gripped Hank’s thick cock and steered it into Laura’s wet slit. The tip spread her labia apart. Hank pressed forward, causing that large member to disappear. It stretched her out, he could see, but she clearly wasn’t in any pain.

“Okay, move back now,” she ordered.

He obeyed and had to sit there for an hour as they fucked, first missionary, then doggy style, and finally with Laura on top, having her third or fourth orgasm. They finished in missionary again, Hank driving his meaty cock deep inside her as she cried out with another orgasm. Hank began making noises and James knew he was about to ejaculate inside his wife. It made him cringe, but he couldn’t stop watching.

He bellowed and stiffened. James could see his semen escaping around the edges of her well-stretched pussy. She clung to him and murmured her thanks. When at last they separated, Laura called James over and said, “Clean us up. Him first.”

He had lost the will to argue. He had seen with his own eyes who was the better lover and if she wanted him to clean up, that was what he had to do. He licked his wife’s juices off Hank’s softening cock, trying not to think about what he was doing. When Hank grunted and pulled away, he turned to clean up Laura. Her pussy was coated with Hank’s slimy juices. He swallowed it all.

“That’s my little cucky, that’s right, clean me up after a real man fucks me.”

Hank was getting dressed. “I’ll leave you two lovebirds alone,” he said and let himself out.

Alone again, James made his pitch. “Okay, I did what you said. You made me suck his cock, you took those damaging pictures, I get it. You’re angry. But god, woman, aren’t we even by now?”

“No,” she said.

“I did everything you asked. Can’t you take pity on me and unlock me? Just for a few minutes?”

“No,” she said again. “But you can give me a massage.” She rolled over on her stomach.

“When are you going to forgive me?” He asked as he straddled her cute butt, his cock cage hanging at the small of her back.

“I have at least a dozen fucks left, don’t you think?”

“More like eight or ten,” he offered.

“Well, that’s entirely up to me. Maybe I like this ‘new normal.’ We’ll see.”

James didn’t like the sound of that.

Chapter Thirteen

He had been locked up without relief for three weeks and he was going crazy. Laura made it clear to him that begging had the opposite effect on her resolve, so he tried to be an attentive and helpful husband. That mean doing more of the cleaning and the cooking — although he wasn’t very good at the latter — and giving her orgasms with his tongue on demand. Those duties at least were pleasurable. It was like fucking without fucking.

Some real Buddhist shit there, he mused.

Hank came by every Friday or Saturday night, depending on his schedule of married ladies he had to fuck. James worried that his wife might pick up and STD and asked her about it.

“Hank assures me that all his ladies are clean and that they’ve only been with their husbands. Of course, if one of those husbands happened to have slept with some skank, I guess I would be at risk.”

“That’s funny, considering you ‘borrowed’ Hank from Becky in the first place. We might as well have Becky in bed with us!”

“Okay, okay, point taken. But I can’t bear to have him wear condoms! My god, it just feels so good! I mean, you’ve felt that magnificent cock too!”

“Forced, you mean.”

“Consider it your penance. I’m still angry, you know.”

“I know, but at some point, we’re going to have to get back to where we were — and I promise to you I will never stray again! I was a fool and I know it.” He hoped his near constant contrition would help.

“I don’t know. I’m rather liking this new feeling. Before I was the dutiful housewife, doing my charity things, waiting for you to come home and tell me about your day, as boring as that was! And at night, I’d have to wait for you to be ‘in the mood’ to fuck me, not knowing that you’d already gotten laid. I thought it was something I did wrong! On top of all that, whenever we did make love, I rarely came and I had to fake it so as to not hurt your feelings! My god, what a pathetic creature I was!”

“I’ve always loved you,” he said lamely.

“Yes, I suppose you do, although I’m sure having little Becky on the side made life so much brighter! Well, now the shoe’s on the other foot!”

“Please, I do what you ask, I licked that ugly cock, I cleaned up after you, I give you orgasms on demand — can’t you ever take pity on me and let me out for just a few minutes?”

She cocked her head and studied him for a moment. “I was going to wait until Hank came by to tell you this, but I’ll tell you now so you can think about it. And I know I’ve sometimes changed the rules on you, but I promise you, if you do this thing for me, I will unlock you and let you fuck me after Hank leaves.”

“What? What is it?” He was eager but it was tempered with fear. What devilish torment did she have planned next?

“I’ve been having this fantasy lately — maybe it’s because I’ve been reading up on cuckolded husbands — of the wife watching her husband suck a man’s cock.”

“Well, I already did that didn’t I? I mean, I didn’t like it, but I did it.”

“No,” she said, “I mean to completion. I want to see Hank come in your mouth. I want you to swallow it. I want to see my little cucky boy take a real man’s cock, just like I do.”

“I didn’t see you do that last week,” he pointed out.

“That’s because I had you to get him all nice and wet. But I do love to do it myself. I can barely fit him in my mouth, but I try. It makes me so wet!”

“I don’t think I can do that. I mean, getting the tip wet is one thing, cleaning him up is one thing. But … that is something else. That’s really gay and I’m not gay.”

“I’ve told you, this isn't about gay or straight. This is about atonement. You cheated on me. By all rights, I should end it. But I’m trying to see if there’s a way back, like you said. I’ve found, as I’ve looked into this lifestyle, that having the husband subservient to the wife is very interesting to me. I want to explore it and I want you to help me.”

“Even if it goes against my core beliefs?”

“Yes. I want you to adopt new beliefs, ones that reflect my desires now.”

“You mentioned ‘this lifestyle’ — what are we talking about, exactly?”

“Hotwives. Hotwives and cuckolds. You see, when you cheated on me, it made me wonder why I’ve been subsuming my own needs to satisfy yours. We made love only when you wanted to, when you weren’t already tired from your whore. And I pretended to enjoy it to massage your ego. But now, I find I really like having a lover like Hank — or someone like him. I’m not sure I want to give it all up.”

“Wait — you think after fucking him a half-dozen more times, you might want to continue? Then I guess that gives me the green light too!”

She laughed. “If your girlfriends can enjoy you with your dick all locked up.”

“You said if I did this… thing this week, you’d unlock me. Is this another broken promise?”

“Oh, no, I meant what I said. But after you fuck me, you’re going back in the cage.”

James thought: No way. Once this thing came off, it was going to stay off. He wasn’t sure how he was going to pull that off because Laura still had the “nuclear option” of telling her father and having him fired. Maybe that would just have to be the way it was. He couldn’t see himself locked up for the next year while Laura took on a succession of lovers!

Chapter Fourteen

Friday night, when Hank came over, they all sat around the living room and talked. Laura had apparently given Hank a head’s up. James had fortified himself with a couple shots of bourbon.

“So, my man,” Hank said to James, “Laura tell you what she wanted?”

“Yeah, but… I don’t think I can do it. And I’m sure you don’t want me to.”

“Oh, this happens all the time. Lotta wives like to watch their husbands. It reinforces the ‘beta male’ stereotype. Don’t worry about me. I’ve had lotsa guys suck my dick.”

“Doesn’t that make you… sorta gay?”

He laughed. “No, not any more than it makes you gay. Some men have secret desires about it, but others don’t. In the end, it don’t matter.”

“So you think you could… come that way?” James was hoping he’d say no.

“Sure — if he does it right. I find lot of them need direction.”

“God, I’m getting wet just thinking about it!” Laura said suddenly. “Can we go into the bedroom now?”

“Sure,” Hank said and stood up.

James swallowed the rest of his drink and followed them. His heart was pounding. In the bedroom, Laura sat on the edge of the bed, her legs primly together and watched. Hank pointed to the floor and said, “Down on your knees, boy.”

James sank down, feeling a bit sick. He turned to Laura. “If you break this promise, I will never trust you again.”

“I promise I will unlock you for the rest of the night and you can fuck me all night long if you want to — but in the morning, I’m locking you back up again. Okay?”

He shrugged. He liked every part of that except the last part.

Hank unzipped his pants and his semi-hard cock flopped out. “Just take it slow, my man,” he told Hank. “I’ll help you.”

James leaned forward and took that large member into his mouth, licking just the tip at first. He suddenly stopped and turned to Laura. “No pictures or the deal’s off.”

She nodded and held up three fingers. “Scout’s honor.”

He returned to Hank’s cock, licking the tip, feeling how rubbery it felt on his lips and tongue. How can women do this? He wondered. Hank helped him by grasping both sides of his head and encouraging him to take a bit more inside. He gagged on it and tried to pull back, but Hank wouldn’t let him.

“Just relax the throat. Take it a bit at a time. And no teeth. That’s my boy.”

He gagged and fought the invasion. James couldn’t understand how women could overcome their bodies’ natural defenses to accept a large cock down their throats. And they often started at an early age! He could remember getting blowjobs from that little harlot Jessie in high school and she had been quite accomplished.

It was strange to him that he wasn’t more shocked by his behavior. Perhaps he was a little gay, deep down. Or maybe he just really wanted to please Laura so he could be released.

More of Hank’s cock slipped in and he pulled back against the man’s grip. “Just relax,” Hank told him, “let me control your head. I won’t let you suffocate.”

He tried and found it helped to let Hank be in charge. After all, the man knew what he needed to get off — the sooner he allowed it, the sooner this will be over.

“Oh my god, this is so hot,” Laura said, moving close to the edge of the bed to watch them. He tried not to pay attention.

Hank began moving faster now, thrusting deeper. James had to adjust his breathing, fight against throwing up, and just allow that cock to fuck him.

“Use your tongue, man,” Hank gasped.

James rubbed his tongue on the underside of the shaft. Hank grunted his approval. He sped up and James could only hang on for dear life. His throat felt raw and his tongue worked furiously to bring him off.

At last, he heard Hank making noises and knew he was close. He rubbed the underside of the shaft and moved it around to the sides and the man suddenly bellowed and James’ mouth was flooded with his semen. He choked and coughed and felt some of it go down the wrong pipe. He pulled back, gasping and retching, tasting the man’s seed on his tongue, his lips and in the back of his throat.

“Oh, my god! I really need you to fuck me now!” Laura quickly stripped off her clothes and lay back on the bed.

“Sorry, dear — James took all my power for the moment,” Hank told her. “Give me a few minutes, okay?”

“Shit! I thought you black guys could keep it up!” She was clearly frustrated. She sat up suddenly and went to the closet. She retrieved the keys and gave them to James, who still hadn’t recovered.

“Here. Unlock yourself. I need a cock, right now!”

Hank just laughed as James frantically unlocked his cock and allowed it to swell to its full length. He ignored the man as best he could and climbed up over Laura, who had spread her legs eagerly. At last, he was going to be allowed to fuck her and come like a husband should!

He thrust inside without foreplay. Laura kissed him and remarked at how much he tasted like Hank. He pressed hard, trying to gain friction and found her to be a little tighter tonight. Hank hadn’t had a chance to stretch her out yet.

He began to pump and Laura said, “Yes, that’s it, baby, that’s it!”

Suddenly, he erupted and knew at once how much of a disappointment he had been. He groaned and sank down over her. Laura pushed him off angrily and said to Hank, “See what I’ve had to put up with?”

“Seems a sexy lady like you needs more than once a week fucking — I know some brothers who could help you with this problem.”

“I may take you up on that. I mean, James is useless!” She punched his arm. “I should lock you up again, but I made a promise. But since I have to wait for Hank to recover, I want you to leave. Come back when I call you.”

James was glad to go to escape his embarrassment and shame. He slunk toward the master bath only to hear Laura say, “No, not that one. Use the one in the hallway!”

He left and closed the door behind him. He went into to the other bathroom and climbed into the shower. He let the water rinse out his mouth and felt better after he had cleaned himself up. When he came out, dressed in his robe, he listened at the door but didn’t hear the sound of love-making. Or perhaps fucking was the better word. Apparently, Hank still needed some time to recover.

He went into the living room and fixed himself another bourbon. His thoughts were jumbled. He had just sucked off a black man’s cock and he was surprised he wasn’t devastated by it. He supposed he put it perspective. He did it so he could fuck his wife and move one step closer to getting out of the doghouse and by that measure, it had worked.

He waited for the fucking to start and time passed with no sounds from the bedroom. Curious, he went down the hall and listened. They were talking. A giggle now and then from Laura.

This was going to take a while. He had been promised he could fuck her all night and wondered if that was still possible. Right now, all he really wanted to do was sleep.

“James!” He heard her shout.

He retreated down the hall and said, “Coming!” Then returned. He waited a few beasts before entering. Wouldn’t want her to think he had been listening like some voyeur.

They were in bed together, naked, covers pulled up. “Hank needs more time after that wonderful blow job you gave him. So I’ve decided to let him stay the night. You can sleep in the guest room.”

“But wait — you said…”

“I know what I said, but I really need to get fucked by my lover before he goes and that might not be until morning.” She smiled at Hank. “Although he assures me he can fuck me long before then. You can come back over after Hank leaves. Now go!”

He left, half angry and half relieved. He doubted he could’ve fucked her again tonight. He had shot his wad, so to speak, and he was tagging out.

He went down the hall to the guest room and crawled into the double bed there. Within minutes, he had fallen asleep.

Chapter Fifteen

He awoke in the early morning hours to hear Laura having an orgasm. It was unmistakable. Her voice rose up and changed in pitch and he could visualize her hanging onto Hank’s muscular body, her legs wrapped around his butt, her mouth open as she climaxed again and again.

He felt his cock harden and delighted in the feeling. He was tempted to rub one out, but decided that would be selfish. No, he would wait until Hank left and see if he couldn’t sneak in one more quick fuck before she locked him back up again.

At last, the noises ceased. He got up and put on his robe and went into the kitchen to make coffee. Hank came out after a few minutes, fully dressed, and he offered him a cup. The big man shook his head, said, “Gotta go,” and left quickly. Maybe he had another date.

He brought two cups of coffee down the hall and kicked the half-open door wide with his foot. Laura was lying on her back, legs apart, fluids evident on her bush and pussy, one hand across her face like a swooning Victorian lady.

She smelled the coffee and groaned. She pushed herself up on one elbow, brought her legs together, and took the proffered cup. “Thanks,” she said softly.

“Looks like Hank managed to get it up again,” he said, taking a sip from his cup.

“Yeah. That’s was the third time, I think. I kinda lost count.”

“Really? He fucked you three times this morning?”

“No, he fucked me three times all night. I’m exhausted. I think he was trying to make up for wasting his seed in your mouth.”

James grimaced, the memory flooding back of his actions last night. He felt another wave of shame. He tried to overcome it by saying, “So, does this mean you’re too tired for one more round with me?”

She gave him a baleful look. “God, yes. I know I said you could fuck me all night, but Hank took care of that for you. But you can clean me up instead.” She spread her legs again.

James eyed her messy pussy. “Really? Do I have to?”

“Not if you don’t ever want to be unlocked,” she said.

“I’m already unlocked.”

“Not for long.” She put her cup down and retrieved the cage from the nightstand.

“Oh, come on! I was a good boy last night — I did everything you asked. Let me make love to you one more time first, okay?”

She sighed. “You were good last night, I have to admit. Watching you suck off Hank made me so horny I couldn’t stand it! And you left me hanging! I had to wait almost an hour for Hank to get it up again. All right.”

She sank back, her legs flopping apart. James climbed up between them and eased his cock into her. She seemed not to notice. He began to pump, finding once again it was hard to gain traction in her newly sized pussy. He wanted to reach down and grab his shaft and essentially masturbate into her, but he knew she would object. He tried, growing more desperate as the seconds clicked by. He knew she wouldn’t give him long to come.

“That’s it, time’s up,” she said and rolled away from him.

He groaned and said, “Come on! That wasn’t even a minute!”

“Tell you what — you can beat off on my leg, okay?”

It was better than nothing. James stroked his cock furiously, seeing her pussy inches away and so far out of reach. He remembered how it had looked when Hank’s big cock had stretched her out and it gave him the stimulation needed. He groaned and shot his seed all over her thigh. He sank down next to her.

“Ew,” she said. “Clean up that shit.”

Sighing, he did as he was told. Cleaning himself up was far easier than cleaning up after Hank! When she was satisfied, she sat up and said, “Come here.”

He frowned. When her saw her retrieving his cage from the nightstand, he begged, “Please! Can’t you let me be unlocked for just a little while longer?”

“No,” she said, fitting the cage to his flaccid cock. “But we can discuss releasing you next week, if you please me.”

“You mean forever?”

She laughed. “No. But perhaps for a day. We’ll see.”

He nodded, happy to have at least that promised. Of course, she could always change her mind. “You won’t go back on your word, will you?”

“That depends upon you. I’ll be monitoring your behavior.”

Chapter Sixteen

James was on his best behavior that week. He gave her an orgasm with her tongue whenever she demanded it and never begged to be unlocked early. He found himself looking forward to the weekend, when Hank would stop by and he could be freed. No doubt she’d have him suck him off again — or maybe not, since she had seemed so disappointed in waiting for Hank to recover. Perhaps she’d just make him prep him and stick it in, which he was happy to do.

He assumed she would have called Hank while he was at work and was surprised to come home Wednesday night and have Laura tell him: “I want Hank to come by and fuck me either Friday or Saturday, so call him for me and set it up.”

He gaped. “You want me to call him? I thought you always called him.”

“Not anymore. I want you to call him and ask him to come over and fuck your wife because you have a tiny cock that doesn’t do it for her.”

Ouch. He hid his disappointment. “Maybe we should just go back to the way things were and forget all about getting even, hmm?”

“Not at chance. If you don’t want to call him, fine by me. I can probably wait another week. Can you?”

He gave in. “Let me borrow your phone.” He didn’t have Hank’s number.

“No, just get the number,” she said, holding out her phone, “I want the calls to come from your phone, so he knows who’s calling and why.”

More humiliation. How much longer must this go on? He got the number and entered it into his contact list. He didn’t know Hank’s last name and was tempted to write in “BigDick” but he didn’t. He just left it as “Hank.”

He dialed the number. Hank picked up at once. “Hello?”

“Hi, Hank, this is James, you know, Laura’s husband?”

“Oh yeah, my man! How’s the missus?”

“She’s fine. Uh, she wanted me to call you and see if you could come over this weekend, like maybe Friday?” He hoped to be released as soon as possible.

“Not sure I can make it, my man. You see, my cousin’s in town and I promised Leroy a night on the town.”

“Oh, shoot,” he said, genuinely disappointed. “How about Saturday?”

“Naw, he’ll be here all weekend.” He paused. “But listen, I was hoping to get Leroy some pussy, so we could both drop by on Friday, if the missus is willing.”

James’ mouth came open. “Uhhh.” He looked over at Laura. She frowned. “Just a second.” He put his hand over the phone.

“He wants to know if he can bring over his cousin.”

Her eyes narrowed. “What? To fuck me?”

He nodded. “That was the idea. I’m sure you don’t want to do that.”

She tipped her head. “Ask him about the size of his friend’s cock.”

James felt a wave of embarrassment wash over him. “Really?” She nodded. He got back on the phone. “Uh… Laura wants to know about the size of Leroy.” He closed his eyes and shook his head, amazed he got that out.

“Oh, he’s  about five-ten,” Hank said, then laughed. “But I’ll bet that’s not the size she was lookin’ for, amiright?”

“Uh, yeah. I guess it would be okay to tell her if he’s bigger or smaller, huh?”

“Well, I haven’t checked it out close-up, you know, but I’d guess it was a bit smaller.”

James relayed the information to Laura who said, “It’s okay with me as long as you prepare them for me.”

He goggled. “What?”

“Just like before. You get them all wet and slippery for me. Oh, and make sure he doesn’t have any diseases.”

Hank assured him that Leroy was clean. “He’s just up from the country and wants to get into some married pussy like his big cousin, so he knew enough to go get a blood test. He’s good.”

He told Laura who nodded. “Two lovers! Wow!”

She seemed much too eager. “I guess it’s okay,” he told Hank. “But you have to be responsible for this guy. I don’t like it that we don’t know him.”

“Hell, you didn’t know me before I showed up that night. Y’all be fine.”

They arranged for them to come over Friday at seven. James hung up and said, “How much longer is this going to go on? When will we be even? When you’ve fucked every black guy Hank knows?”

“All of this is because of you. So maybe I will fuck them all. And you will watch and you will clean up and you will obey my every whim. Maybe, just maybe, I can learn to forgive you. But I’m not there yet.”

James felt the embarrassment of having another man learn of his shameful secret. He could picture this Leroy character laughing at him, making him feel even more useless than he already did.

Chapter Seventeen

“My man!” Hank said when James opened the door Friday night. Laura was still “getting ready.” James gave him a weak grin He came in, trailed by another black man. “This is my cousin, Leroy. Leroy, James.”

James nodded at him and Leroy gave him a knowing grin. He was a little shorter than Hank and slender. He wouldn’t call him handsome — his features looked squashed on his face. James couldn’t help but wonder about the size of his cock. He resisted looking down at the man’s pants.

“Uh, hi. Nice to meet you. You guys want a drink?”

“Glass of wine for me,” Hank said.

Leroy grimaced. “Wine? Jeez. You got any beer?”

James nodded and looked to Hank to caution his cousin about having beer breath but the big man said nothing, so James went and fetched them their drinks. As he handed them over, he wondered how much Hank had told Leroy about their situation. Probably a lot, he thought, feeling the embarrassment roll up into his face.

“Leroy’s in town for the weekend,” Hank said, “and I promised him I’d get him laid. But I never imagined it’d be with your wife! I actually had another lady in mind.”

“Oh? Who?” James asked, suddenly curious about his other women. “Is she married too?”

“Yeah, she’s like Laura, bored with her husband and all. There’s a lot of them out there.”

James wondered if that were generally true or it was just from Hank’s point of view. “Really. So…. how many women do you… entertain?”

Hank laughed. “Only a few. But I’ve been telling Leroy here he should give up life on the farm and move to the city. He could score big! Make a lot more than his carpentry job, that’s for sure!”

Leroy smirked. “Yeah, but I’d have to be paid. I don’ wanna be fuckin’ for nuthin’, like some Southern slave boy.”

James was a bit alarmed at that. “We’re not paying Hank anything,” he said. “That’s not the deal.”

“Yeah, I knows,” Leroy said, “but iffin I was to stick around, you’d pay or else you’d have to find another nigga. And once wimmen get a taste of Leroy, they want to have it ag’in and ag’in.”

James didn’t like his crude tone. “You don’t have to stay if this offends you.”

“Nah, nah, it’s all good! I’m happy to sink my big black cock innta you woman. I mean, Hank tells me she’s quite a peach.”

James did not like this man and shot Hank a look. Hank just shrugged.

At that moment, Laura came out and greeted the two men. She kissed Hank and eyed Leroy warily. He wasn’t as good looking at Hank and James could see her recoiling a little.

“Leroy, this here is Laura, the woman I was telling you about,” Hank said formally.

Leroy stepped forward and took one of her hands in both of his. “It’s very nice to meet you, Miss Laura. Now I know you just got to know me and all, but I promise you that you’ll be in good hands with me. And of course Hank will be there to make sure you feel all right about everythin’.”

James was amazed at how much Leroy had cleaned up his language for his wife. He shook his head. “Uh, Laura — can I get you a drink?”

“Yes, uh, white wine, please.”

She seemed nervous and both men worked hard to put her at ease. It was one thing to have Hank over but he could tell Laura felt a bit overwhelmed by two of them.

He went in to fetch the wine and when he returned, Leroy was doing most of the talking, telling her about his life in the country. Hank added a sentence here and there. Normally, Hank would have his hand on her arm or shoulder by now, but with Leroy there, he was being deferential, trying to put her at ease. Laura took the glass and drank a big gulp. He could see she was already having second thoughts.

James decided to leave them alone to talk for a bit. It was strange how quickly he had come to accept his new status as cuckold. A few weeks ago, he wouldn’t have stood for Laura flirting with another man, but now, after being locked up and useless, he was calmly serving them liquor and wondering what other duties he might have to perform.

He gave a little shudder. He hoped Laura wouldn’t want a repeat of what happened last week! He couldn’t stand the thought of sucking Hank off with that arrogant Leroy watching!

He came out about ten minutes later with the bottle of wine to refresh their glasses and they were gone. So much for Laura being ill at ease!

He went down the corridor and listened at the door. They were still talking, so that was good. He gave a gentle tap. “Honey? Want some more wine?”

“Yes, please.”

He came in. They were all sitting on the bed, fully dressed, Laura in the middle and the men on either side. Leroy had his hand on Laura’s forearm, stroking it. Hank was rubbing her shoulders. Laura looked up at him a bit sheepishly.

“You okay, honey?”

She nodded. “Yeah, I’m fine. We’re just… uh, talking.”

He refilled her glass. He waved the bottle at Hank. The big man shook his head. He turned to Leroy. “Another beer?”

“Naw, I’m good.” It was clear from his tone that he wanted James gone. Hank didn’t seem to want him either.

James turned back to his wife. “You sure about this?”

“Hank promised to take good care of me. I’ll be fine.” She seemed nervous but determined and James wished for the hundredth time that he hadn’t cheated on her. Yes, their love-making had become a bit boring and Becky was certainly exciting and eager to please, but this was all too much! He hated to leave her here alone, like a lamb with two wolves.

“Okay, call me if you need me.” He left, closing the door behind him.

Chapter Eighteen

James sat in the living room and listened for the sounds he had become familiar with — the raised voice, the gasping, the grunting. It started slow, as if the men were being tentative at first, to put her at ease. Then came a gasp and some sort of gargled cry. He stood, wondering if he should intervene.

Then: “Oh my god!”

He sat down again. That was not the sound of a woman in trouble. She was starting to enjoy herself. Her voice cried out in pleasure. There were several more “Oh my gods.” It went on. And on. He paced.

The noises settled down for a bit and he thought they were done, but they had apparently just taken a short break. Or changed positions. Soon the sounds started up again, Laura’s voice, the slapping of flesh, the grunting of big men. He could only imagine what they were doing to her in there.

He alternating being sitting and pacing until shortly after ten. They had been at it for over two hours! Laura sounded as if she were having her tenth or fifteenth orgasm, it had been impossible to keep track.

Suddenly, Hank came into the living room, fully dressed. James stared at him, mouth agape. He could still hear Laura in the throes of her pleasure, so what was he doing out here?

Hank looked a bit sheepish. “Uh, they don’t really need me any more. So I’m gonna go. Leroy said he’d catch an Uber back.” He headed for the door.

“Wait, wait!” James cried. “What’s going on in there? I don’t know this Leroy guy, neither does my wife. I don’t like it that you’re just leaving.”

“Oh, she knows Leroy by now! Don’t you worry, she’s in good hands.” He paused and his mouth twitched. “I guess I shoulda told ya: Leroy has a way with the ladies. Your wife is no different.”

“But… but what am I supposed to do, just sit out here until they’re done? I mean, he might be killing her in there!”

“Oh, he’s killin’ her, but not in a bad way!” He gave a small laugh. “No, don’t you worry — I know Leroy. He would never hurt a lady. He loves them too much. I wouldn’t expect them to finish for a while yet. You might as well go to bed.”

“No, no! I can’t just leave her alone with that man! I mean, I trust you, but who knows what’s going on in there!”

Hank nodded and crooked his finger at him and led him down the hall. He made a point of turning off the hall light before he opened the bedroom door a crack and tipped his head to allow James to peek in.

By the dim light of the bed lamp, James could see Laura on all fours on the edge of the bed, Leroy standing behind her, his feet on the floor to give himself better traction, he supposed. He was plowing his wife — there was no better term for it. Long strokes that clearly were having right effect. Her head was thrown back, her mouth open, her eyes closed. She was making noises he had never heard before, guttural sounds that seemed to come from deep inside her.

“Yes, yes,” she growled, “fuck me, fuck your little bitch, fuck me!”

Leroy slapped her ass and she shuddered. It was clear she didn’t need any help from her husband.

He pulled back and Hank closed the door. They walked back into the living room before Hank spoke. “See? She’s fine.”

“You call that fine? She sounds like she’s … I don’t know what!”

“She’s cock-doped,” Hank said. “I’ve seen it before. I mean, I like to think I’m a good lover, but Leroy, well…”

“What’s happening to her? I mean, is she going to be okay?”

“Oh sure. But don’t be surprised if she wants Leroy’s cock again real soon. I mean, once they get a taste of a man who really knows how to use his cock, they get kinda lost.”

“Thank god he leaving after this weekend!” James said.

Hank nodded. “Uh, yeah. Well, I gotta go!” He left before James could come up with more questions.

He sat and listened to Leroy make love to his wife — was that even the right term? More like fucking her to death — until close to ten when at last they settled down.

He tiptoed down the hall to crack open the door and found them sleeping in each other arms. Clearly, Leroy wasn’t leaving tonight! They both must be exhausted.

He retreated to the guest bedroom and crawled under the covers. He was pretty tired himself, after listening to all that. He dropped off to sleep, hoping Leroy would be gone when he woke up.

Chapter Nineteen

He wasn’t gone. James woke to the sounds of them making love again Saturday morning. This time it seemed more gentle. Instead of Laura crying out, she was giggling and purring. How could she stand to have his cock inside her again? Wasn’t she sore? Exhausted? It didn’t make sense.

He got up and put on a robe and went down the hall. He paused outside the door and listened for a few minutes, hearing the sounds of flesh on flesh and was really curious to peek in but he dared not.

He went into the kitchen and put on a pot of coffee. He heard Laura having one more orgasm, loudly and proudly and felt that familiar stab of angst and guilt and anger that he tamped down. She had better be getting this out of her system soon! He wanted to be unlocked and reclaim his wife!

The noises settled down. James finished his coffee and wondered what he was supposed to do. Carry in coffee for them both? He didn’t even know if Leroy drank coffee. Maybe they were just taking another break and would start up again soon.

Damn! Why did he ever agree to this! He looked down at his robe and opened the flap, seeing his caged cock hanging uselessly. He knew why. It was odd that this morning, he had almost forgotten he was caged. He was starting to get used to it.

He heard the door open and quickly closed his robe. Leroy came out, dressed in one of James’ old robes. For some reason, that made him more angry than the thought of him fucking his wife. He found himself lashing out.

“Fuck, Leroy, what the hell did you do to my wife?”

Leroy grinned. “Just what I do. She awright. You got coffee?”

He nodded toward the coffee pot. “She sounded like you were hurting her last night! I mean, I was about to go in there and stop you two!”

“But you dinn’t because you knew she was awright. You could tell. Bet you never heard her make noises like dat before!”

“Well, you’ve had your fun. Now I think it’s time for you to go.”

Leroy nodded. “Let me just finish my coffee. Tell ya what. I’ll stay out here and you gowan in and see how the missus is doing, ‘kay?”

James nodded. That was exactly what he wanted to do. He left Leroy at the kitchen table and strode determinedly down to the bedroom and opened the door.

Laura was sprawled on the bed, sheets pulled sideways over her breasts, but her pussy was uncovered. It appeared red and swollen. He could see dried fluids on her and all round the sheets. He rushed to her side.

“Are you all right? Are you hurt?”

She turned to look at him and smiled. “I’m fine. Aren’t you sweet to worry about me.” Her voice was soft and distant, like she had been drugged.

“Are you sure? You don’t sound … like yourself.”

“I’m … languid. I’m spent. I’ve finally been fucked in just the right way. I never knew what I was missing.”

“But… you’ve had Hank! Didn’t he…?”

“Oh, Hank’s great. He really is. But Leroy…” She trailed off.

“Leroy’s what?” He pressed.

“He’s just like a … pussy whisperer.” She giggled. “Yeah, that’s it. He seemed to know exactly what I needed and gave it to me ten times over.”

“I thought you were being murdered in here! I mean, it went on and on!”

“I know. It started with Hank. I mean, I told him that I was nervous to have Leroy there because I’d never had two black men before and I didn’t really know him. But, wow! That man knows his way around a woman! Do you know that to put me at ease, he ate me out for a very long time — I had, like, two orgasms!”

“What about Hank? Didn’t he… I mean….”

“Hank fucked me first. It was great. I came, like always. That’s when Leroy started working his magic. After a while, I forgot Hank was there. I mean …. wow!”

“Aren’t you sore?”

“Oh, yes! Very. When he made love to me this morning, I told him I was too sore, but he was … um, persistent. And he made me come again, the rat bastard.” She said it with great affection.

“So are we done now? Can we get back to our lives and forget all this nonsense? I mean, by now you’ve gotten even in spades.” He inwardly groaned at his unintended pun.

She laughed. “In spades, I get it. You’re funny — and a little racist.”

“I didn’t mean it that way, I was only… Never mind. Look, I’m never going to cheat on you again. I’ve fired Becky. You’ve had your revenge. Please, can’t we just put this all behind us?”

She gave him her full attention. “Right now, I would say, yes. I no longer feel angry at you. I think Leroy fucked it right out of me.”

“Thank god!” James said.

“But wait. I know, in a week or a month, I’m going to want Leroy back. Not Hank and not some random other guy, black or white. I want Leroy. Can you understand that?”

After listening to them most of the night, he did, but he couldn’t accept it. “No. Not unless you said it would be okay if I went out and started fucking Becky again.”

She surprised him by nodding. “I could accept that. I mean, fair’s fair.”

“What? This whole thing was orchestrated by you! You threatened to tell your father, so I went along with all these crazy things you made me do! I mean, look at me!” He stood up and opened his robe, showing off his caged cock. “I did this for you. I let you bring Hank in and now Leroy. I was waiting for you to get it out of your system. Now you say, ‘Never mind’’? What if I don’t want to get back together with Becky, if she’d even have me? What if I want to make my life with you and only you?”

Laura sat up and her breasts looked so inviting, he just wanted to push her down and suckle on them. Now was not the time.

“I’m just being honest. I’ve found someone who can make me cum like I’ve never cum before. I mean, it was as if I’d known him all my life or something. I can’t explain it. Every thing he did was exactly what I needed at that moment. Like he was reading my mind. When you and I made love, you usually took care of you first. Leroy made sure I was taken care of, first and last.”

“Oh and I suppose he didn’t get anything out of it.”

“Oh, I’m sure he did — but he didn’t come for a long time, the first time. He wanted me to cum first. And I did — often. Then after he came, I thought we were done for the night. I would’ve been happy with that. But within about a half hour, he started in on me again. With his mouth and his fingers…. Oh!” She gave a little shiver.

“I couldn’t help but return the favor. His cock was big, but not too big. Hank sometimes hurt me, to tell you the truth. He banged into my cervix a little too hard sometimes. But Leroy… his cock fits me just right! Not too long but thick around.” She reached out and grabbed James’ arm. “I have to fuck him again. Can you understand that? I have to be made love to like that again.”

James was crestfallen. He knew he could never give her an experience like that. “But… but he’s leaving. He lives in the country.”

“He’s not leaving until Sunday evening.” She took in a breath and seemed to steel herself. “I’ve asked him to stay until then. You can use the guest room.”

“What!? No way! I’m not going to stand for that!”

“I’ll make you a deal: You agree to let Leroy stay and I’ll unlock you for the rest of the weekend.”

“Big whoop. I want to go back to the way we were, forever. You send him away, unlock me and throw the damn thing away and I’ll be a good husband. I’ll do everything I can to make you cum like you need to. Okay?”

“That ship has sailed, I’m afraid. Look, I was trying to be nice. If you want to divorce me over this, I would understand. You could tell my father the truth and maybe he wouldn’t fire you. I’m sure he’d be disappointed in me! I mean, I haven’t given him any grandbabies yet and I know he probably wouldn’t want a black one!”

“What?! You’ve been thinking about that?”

“Oh, trust me, I haven’t said anything to Leroy and I’m sure he’s not interested. He’s got his other ladies, just like Hank. He’s not the marrying type.” She grabbed his arm again. “That’s why this could be perfect. You remain as my husband and, once in a while, when I can’t stand it, I call up Leroy and have him come visit.”

“And what about me? You expect me to just stand by and accept this arrangement? You don’t think I’d cheat too?”

“Oh, I would expect it. Maybe not Becky because she made it clear she was fucking you to get ahead, but I’m sure there will be another gal out there for you.”

“That’s not a marriage. That’s just two people living together for appearances.”

“Would it be so bad? You get to fuck around, I get Leroy once in a while. And we don’t rock the boat with Dad. You know, I hear one of the Vice Presidents is retiring, I know he’s thinking about you for the job. I could put in a good word. Lot more money, more traveling. We could get a house instead of this silly apartment.”

“Yeah, and all I have to do is look the other way when Leroy comes to town. And what about babies? How are you going to work that out? From the looks of this bed, it’s clear that Leroy — whom you’ve just met — didn’t use a condom. So maybe, when you go off the pill so we can have kids, it might be a little black baby that pops out! Won’t that be fun to explain to Dad!”

She hesitated. “We can work that out. I mean, we can be careful.”

“Have you talked to Leroy about all this?”

“A little. I told him I really liked making love to him and that I wanted him to come back and he said I should talk to you and Hank first.” She paused and James could tell there was something else.

“What?”

“He wants to be paid. He says he has to make a living. He says he gets paid from some of his other ladies and I could do that and share him… But if I wanted him all to myself, I’d have to pay more for it.”

“Oh, this just gets better and better! He’s a gigolo! That’s pretty sad, you know. He only fucks you because you pay him? Jeez. How about this instead: I divorce you and you can marry Leroy or fuck him or whatever you want to do and explain it all to your father, huh? How about that?”

She shook her head. “He wouldn’t do that, I know it. Look, I know I’m asking a lot. You have no reason to accept this crazy idea. I’m sure it’s just my hormones talking. But, god! What I wouldn’t give to have Leroy in my life, at least once in a while! Hell, I’d pay him. And I was willing to, behind your back, but Leroy’s got some scruples, believe it or not. He said the money has to come from you.”

“I’m not going to pay him and that’s that.”

“I know. As soon as I thought of this perfect idea, I knew you wouldn’t go for it. So I’m stuck. I don’t want to lose you. I know I’ve been mad and I think I had a right to be, but that’s all gone now. In fact, I’m grateful to you for cheating on me so I could experience what it was like to have a man really make love to me. Uh, sorry.”

“No, I suppose I deserve that. I haven’t been the most attentive husband.”

She nodded. “So go tell Leroy to go. I probably don’t need to make love again any time soon. I’m probably good for months! But I’m glad we talked, as crazy as I may have sounded.”

He nodded. He leaned in and gave Laura a hug and went out to give Leroy the bad news.

“Sorry, man,” he told him, “but Laura and I have talked and we both think it’s time you left.”

He put the coffee cup down. “Not a problem. But I still want to be paid.”

James grumbled. “That makes you no better than a prostitute! What do you normally charge, for ‘services’ such as this?”

“First time? Call it three hunert. Next time, five.”

“That’s too much!”

He shrugged, got up and headed down the hall. James gaped at him and quickly followed him. Leroy pushed open the bedroom door just as James caught up to him and said, “Hey!”

“What’s all this?”

“I wanna get paid. I did a lotta work here!”

“Oh jeez, James, pay the man!”

“You didn’t pay Hank!”

“He was just a loaner from Becky! Leroy is the real deal!”

Grumbling to himself, James retreated to the guest room and found his wallet. He counted out three hundred and handed it to Leroy.

The black man smiled. “Laura has my number if she wants to see me again.” He went into the bedroom to retrieve his clothes. James worried he might fuck Laura again. He got dressed quickly, gave James a nod and a wink and left without another word.

James stood there, staring at the front door, thinking: That went well.

If he only knew.

Chapter Twenty

Laura unlocked him and said he didn’t have to pay penance any longer. He wanted to throw the cage away, but she asked that she be allowed to store it away, “just in case.” When he protested, she told him it was “rather expensive and she hated to waste money.” He had reluctantly agreed.

She told him she was too sore to make love for the next three days, but on Tuesday, she agreed to let him try. “Just remember, I’ve been made love to by a man who really understands women, so you’re going to have to step up your game,” she warned him.

He didn’t like the sound of that. He did try, he really did. But he just didn’t have the equipment. And Laura wasn’t interested in being nice any longer. If she felt he wasn’t getting the job done, she let him know.

She praised him for his oral skills, telling him they were “much improved” since the last time they had made love. But when it came time to fuck her, his dick just didn’t measure up. She didn’t make noises like he had heard when Leroy was around and he knew he was failing. She let him know where he had gone wrong.

“I’m sorry, honey, but it’ s just not the same and you’re not to blame. I just need something, uh, more substantial.”

“Maybe Hank could stop by?” He found himself proposing, as stupid as it was.

“Maybe,” she said. She had made no mention of Hank since Leroy had left town. “But what’s the difference, really? If you’re saying it’s okay for Hank to come by, why not Leroy?”

“Because Leroy lives out of town and he wants to be paid, like some kind of prostitute. Remember?”

“Oh, right.” She seemed to have forgotten about that!

Over the next few weeks, Laura seemed distracted. They made love, usually about once a week, but she didn’t pretend to climax. She usually just laid there until James was finished.

She didn’t insist that he be locked up again for which he was grateful. He was more surprised that she didn’t ask him to call Hank over more often. In fact, she only saw him once. James knew she was thinking about Leroy. He was glad he lived out of town.

Hank had explained it to James when he had come over. After he made love to Laura and she was resting in bed, Hank had come out to sit with James and have a drink before he left. James asked why Laura was so enamored with Leroy. “What’s he got that you don’t?”

“She’s found the right cock, my man. Nothin’ we can do about it.”

”Aren’t you, I don’t know, a little jealous?”

”Nah. I got plenty of women I’m takin’ care of. But I’m tellin’ you man, she won’t be happy until she gets to see Leroy on a regular basis.”

James shook his head. “No way! I want things to go back to normal.”

Hank laughed. “Things ain’t never goin’ back to normal!” He chuckled as he left.

That gave James a lot to think about. He desperately wanted his wife back. But things had changed. He had thought he had been an adequate lover — now he knew different. And Laura seemed distant and sad most of the time. Not even Hank could cheer her up now.

He shook his head, not sure what he was supposed to do about it.

Chapter Twenty-One

James got the promotion to vice president. It meant more money, but also more traveling. He was thrilled, but he worried about leaving Laura at home. He wouldn’t have minded if Hank had stopped by now and then, just to cheer her up, but she seemed to have lost interest in him.

She stopped asking him to call Hank and invite him over and Hank never called James to ask how she was doing. It didn’t make a lot of sense to James — wasn’t she all in with Hank at first? How could she lose interest in a guy who made her come like that?

He remembered what Laura had said — that sometimes, Hank had hurt her. Apparently, his cock had been just a little too long. Leroy’s was just right. Like the Three Bears.

What was even stranger was his own attitude. He had gone from hating the idea that Hank or Leroy was fucking his wife to wishing one or both would stop by once in a while to cheer her up. And yes, he meant by fucking her lights out.

Perhaps having himself locked up for those months had changed him. Part of him even missed it.

Laura was happy to see him when he came back from one of his trips, but their relationship wasn’t the same. She was sadder, more withdrawn. And James knew what she needed.

He called Hank and got Leroy’s phone number. He called the man and asked him if he was planning on visiting the city any time soon.

”Make it worth my while and I’ll come up next weekend,” Leroy had told him.

James grimaced and said, “How much?”

”Whacha talking about? One night or all weekend?”

”Let’s just say all weekend,” he said.

”Imma guessing six, seven hunert.”

James closed his eyes. He could easily afford it now, but it irked him. “Okay. Six hundred. But don’t let on I’m paying you. She won’t like that. I’ll slip you the money somehow. How about next weekend, say seven o’clock?” James didn’t have a business trip planned, so he would be home. He wanted to monitor the situation. He didn’t trust Leroy with his wife all by herself.

“Sounds good, my man! See ya soon.”

He decided he would surprise Laura. She was her same listless self all week, giving him thin smiles when he told her about his latest trip or how pleased her dad was with his efforts.

When Friday rolled around, he stopped by a florist on the way home from work and bought her a dozen roses. He wasn’t even sure why. Here he was, inviting over her favorite lover and he’s buying her flowers too? She was very pleased to get them and gave him a kiss on the cheek.

He was even more surprised with himself when he suggested she lock him up for the weekend, “just for fun.”

She immediately became suspicious. “What for? I thought you hated that?”

”I’m just trying to cheer you up.”

She smiled for the first time in weeks. A real smile. “Sure,” she said and hurried to retrieve the cage. She tsked over the stubble that had grown around his cock and made him go in a take a shower and shave. “I mean, if we want the whole experience,” she said.

He nodded and did as she asked. When he returned, naked, she knelt down in front of him and put the cock cage on him lovingly, her tongue pressed in the corner of her mouth.

”There,” she said, standing up, holding the key, “Now I guess I’d better hide this, hmm?”

”I guess so.” It felt odd, yet strangely comforting, being locked up again after so many weeks. It was as if the thought of the cage had wormed its way into his brain and wouldn’t be dislodged.

They ate dinner and James couldn’t help but look at his watch a few times too many.

”What’s going on? What’s gotten into you/“

It was close to seven, so he decided to let her in on his little secret. “I got you another present.”

She frowned. “What? I don’t need anything.”

”Oh, I think you do.”

Right on cue, the doorbell rang. She startled. “What? Hank?”

”Why don’t you answer the door while I clean up.”

He watched her move to the door. He was sure she was expecting Hank and when she opened the door, she squealed with delight. Her Big Black Cock had arrived.

She gave him a big hug and pulled him inside. “Did you arrange this?” She said to James. He just smiled. “But why? I thought you hated the whole idea!”

He knew she meant the cage as well. “You’ve just seemed so down lately, I thought you could use some cheering up.”

Her smile broadened. “Yes! Thank you!” She gave Leroy a big kiss. “Come on, let’s go into the bedroom.” She turned to James. “Bring us some wine and a beer for Leroy.”

Leroy winked at James and he could only shake his head at what he was willing to do to keep his wife happy. But he owed her. He knew he would not have gotten the promotion if it wasn’t for her. There were other, better, candidates. He had heard the whispers around the office. Nepotism hire, they called it. But he didn't care — he planned to prove them all wrong by bringing in new business.

He brought in a glass of wine for Laura and a beer for Leroy. They were already naked, Laura on her knees, teasing his thick cock with her mouth. He set the drinks down on the nightstand and excused himself. He didn’t need to watch — he had seen it all before.

He sat in the living room and listened to Laura’s cries of passion. It went on and on, Leroy seemed to have found some extra energy because he had to be working hard to make her orgasm so many times.

At one point, he couldn’t stand it and crept down the hall to listen at the door. He risked being yelled at and quietly opened the door a crack and peeked in. Laura was on her back, Leroy between her legs, stroking his thick black cock into her. She was rocking her head back and forth, no doubt having her eighth or ninth orgasm. He closed the door and retreated to the kitchen. He cleaned up and went to sleep in the guest room. He knew Leroy would be spending the weekend, so there was no question he would be enjoying his wife quite a bit.

James tugged at his cock cage and shook his head. He had only thought about cheering Laura up, not how it would play out afterwards. He was a little afraid he had woken up the sleeping dragon of his wife’s libido. He would have to have a long talk to her after Leroy left.

Chapter Twenty-Two

Saturday, when Leroy came out to get some coffee, dressed in James’ robe, leaving Laura in bed alone, James slipped him six hundred in cash and the man smiled and said, “Don’ worry — I expect to earn this.” He tucked the cash into the pocket of the robe.

James nodded. “Just don’t break her.”

Leroy laughed. “Don’ worry — she’s a tough lady and she can handle all I gotta give.”

”Here,” he said, handing Leroy a cup of coffee, “black, with just some cream. That’s how she likes it.”

He smiled, “Just like me!”

James watched him disappear down the hall. It was quiet for a few minutes, no doubt while they drank their coffee, then the love-making started up again.

James guessed Leroy was going to earn that money, all right.

They stayed in bed until noon, when they both came out, famished. Laura looked like she had been run over by a truck, but in a good way, if that was possible. She was dressed in her robe and he could see marks on her neck from either hickeys or choking, he wasn’t sure which. Her hair was disheveled, her makeup smeared, but she had a satisfied glow about her that made James smile.

”You all right?” He asked her, already knowing the answer.

She nodded. “Thank you for doing this. I guess I needed it.”

”You bet. You guys hungry?”

They both nodded and James asked if they wanted breakfast or lunch. They decided on lunch. He fixed them soup and sandwiches and they talked to each other in lovers’ language with touches and whispers. It was as if James wasn’t there.

Afterward, they left him to clean up while they went back to the room. He heard the shower go on and knew they were in there together, playing a little slap and tickle while they cleaned up last night’s mess.

They stayed out of the bedroom Saturday, probably to recuperate. Laura didn’t want to leave the house with Leroy, fearing word might get back to her dad, which would raise unwanted questions. They sat and talked, although James didn’t see how they had much to talk about. He felt his wife was much smarter than Leroy, but she did seem to hang on his every word.

Saturday night, after cocktails and a light dinner, they retreated to the bedroom, leaving James to clean up the kitchen. They didn’t bother closing the door, so he could hear them in there — Laura squealing and Leroy grunting. He did not need to see it, especially with his cock locked up and useless.

Things slowed down Sunday morning. Apparently, they were both fucked out. Laura was languid and disheveled, with a satisfied “just fucked” look that lasted most of the morning. When Leroy left Sunday afternoon, Laura tried to put on a brave face, but she was clearly saddened by his departure.

”Don’t worry,” he told her, “We can invite him back again soon.”

She nodded. “It’s not that. I mean, I would love to have him around all the time, but that’s not why I’m sad.”

”Oh? What is it?” James couldn't imagine what else had gotten into her.

”I want to have a baby. But it has to be your baby. I mean, I love it when Leroy fucks me and I want his baby in that moment, but I know you would probably divorce me and my father would disown me! So I stay on the pill and hope I don’t get pregnant. But I want to, honey. I really do. It’s time.”

James smiled. “Yes, I think it’s time. We can afford it now. And you’ve had your ‘Leroy fix’ so you could probably stand to make love to me a few times.”

She shook her head. “It’s not like that — you are a good lover, in your own way. I mean, you can make me come.”

James knew she meant with his tongue, but didn’t say anything.

”So you really want to have a baby with me, despite me being a bad wife?”

”I was a bad husband, so I guess we're even.”

She nodded and then smiled. “Okay! I’m going off the pill!”

James was left unlocked and they made love often over the next month. If she was displeased by his size and lack of stamina, she never said anything. He felt like a husband again, although part of him knew he was inadequate, compared to either Hank or Leroy.

It surprised James that she got pregnant right away. Perhaps her body had been ready for it. She was thirty-one, a perfect time to conceive. He was pleased that he could manage it. Best of all, when they announced it to her father two months later, he was beyond thrilled. He set up a college fund for the baby before it was even born.

Still, they both knew something was missing in their lives.

One evening, Laura sat down on the couch with James and said, “Now that I’m pregnant, I don’t have to worry about accidentally having Leroy’s baby. Can you call him and see if he can come up for a visit?”

”You’d want to make love to him while pregnant? Wouldn’t that hurt the baby?”

She laughed, “No, silly. That’s a myth. The baby is way up high, you know.” She pulled up her blouse and patted her stomach, which was barely showing. “See? The baby is up here, while my vagina is way down there.”

James felt his cock stir, just thinking about Leroy and his wife. It always excited him now. Perhaps because he could live vicariously through Leroy and pretend to fuck his wife like she needed to be fucked.

”Okay, I’ll call him.”

Leroy was happy to oblige and he even congratulated James when he gave him the news. “Oh man, that’s great for you guys! But you know she’d have a stronger baby if youda let me do the deed!”

”Yeah, we can’t have that. Her dad would flip out.”

“Too bad. But lissen, the price has to go up. I got expenses.”

James rolled his eyes. “What now?”

”Say, eight hunnert. That’s fair for all the work I gotta do.”

”I never thought of it as work!”

”Hey, I gots my wimmen down here too! They gonna miss ol’ Leroy.”

”Okay, eight hundred. Don’t tell Laura..”

”My lips are sealed.”

When Leroy arrived, it was a beautiful summer day. James let him in and he and Laura went right into the bedroom, telling him “they’ll eat later.” James decided to take a walk.

He wanted to come up with a plausible explanation for why this large black man kept coming by or else they might come up with the real reason on their own. He went through various excuses in his head before he settled on Leroy’s carpentry skills. They could remodel their kitchen. It was something Laura had wanted to do even before he got promoted. He could tell the neighbors Leroy had come recommended and they were simply getting estimates on the project.

It might work for a bit, he mused.

He ran into Jeff and Teresa Lindy, their neighbors two doors down. They were about ten years older. They had noticed Leroy and James gave his explanation, although Jeff wondered why James wasn’t there too, listening to the estimate.

”Oh, we got the basics,” he lied, “but now they’re talking about color and wallpaper, and I had to get some air!”

”Maybe when he’s done, he can do some work for us too,” Teresa said. “I’d love to redo the master bath.”

James thought fast. ”Well, he doesn’t live in town, sad to say. He comes highly recommended, so that’s why we’re hiring him. He’d like to move to the city and he hopes that this job would help him get a toe-hold.”

”You like this guy? He’s trust-worthy?” Jeff asked.

”Yeah,” James said. “He’s a good guy.” He fucks my wife really well.

“Rents are kinda high around here,” Jeff continued, “Might be hard to find a good place.”

”I know. We’re still talking about that.”

Teresa spoke up. “You know, we’ve been talking about renting out the cabana. You know, our pool house? It’s a one-bedroom with a bath. We could use the money.”

Jeff said at once, “I don’t know…”

James looked at Teresa in a new light. Before he saw a rather dowdy housewife, plain and boring. He knew Leroy could put a spark back into her life. He doubted it would take no more than a week before he was fucking her. And that Teresa would love it. He grinned.

”That might be a great idea! Leroy is a hard-worker and maybe you could trade some rent for the remodel! I mean, after he’s finished at our house.”

”We’ll have to talk it over,” Jeff said.

”I hope your hesitation isn’t because he’s black.”

”Oh, no! It’s just that, you want to make sure he’d be a good fit.”

”Oh, I’m sure he’d fit just fine,” James said, smiling at Teresa. Maybe he could kill two birds with one stone. Once the baby is born, Laura would be too busy to “entertain” Leroy — at least, that’s what he imagined. Having him fucking Teresa on the side while he remodeled their bath could give Laura a breather. She might even lose interest in him.

And Teresa, he guessed, wouldn’t be able to keep her mouth shut among her friends in the neighborhood. The other bored housewives could keep Leroy busy for months to come.

”Yes,” he said, “Let’s explore this idea. It might work out for everyone involved.” He smiled.

The End
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