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Summary:

George learns he might be laid off after a new company takes over his. But his new boss, an intimidating black man, has met George’s wife, Sara, and makes a deal with him: he’ll protect George’s job if he can have sex with his wife on a regular basis. George feels he has no choice but to agree — at least until they can gather incriminating evidence that will get Mr. Jackson fired! But things don’t work out quite like he hoped.

Other books by J.W. McKenna

Available at Amazon

Daisy Finds her Dream Job

Blackmailed for Sex!

Emma and the Gambian Immigrant

Black Neighbor, White Wife

Office Slave

Office Slave II: El Exposed

Secretary’s Punishment

Stripped & Abused

Controlled!

The Advantages of Marrying a Cuckold

Sold Into Slavery

Boarding School Slave

Tied & Branded

Be Careful What You Wish For: A Cuckold’s Story

The Politician’s Wife

Her Husband’s Daddy

My Wife’s Master

Torn Between Two Lovers

Darkest Hour

Corruption of an Innocent Girl

The Sex Slave Protocols

The Abduction of Isobelle

Startlet’s Fall

Joanna’s Surrender

Slave to the Firm

She Couldn’t Say No

Lara’s Submission

Remedian Symbian Training

Trailer Park Tramp

Her Personal Assistant

Kyla’s Basic Training

The Cheater

Training Bra

Two Girls in Trouble

Punish the Slaves

Landlord Ladies: Short Stories

Trained in Two Weeks

Nude in New Zombieville

Eighteen & Desperate

The Tutor’s Dilemma

Oh, No, Mom — Not with my Best Friend!

Out of Control 1 & 2 (anthologies)

Chapter One

George Hendricks was nervous when Raymont Industries bought out the company he worked for. He had been at Dynatine for six years and had worked his way up to a good job in purchasing. He was making decent money — enough so that he and his wife Sara had decided this would be the year they could afford to have a baby. She was twenty-nine and he was thirty, so they both felt they were running out of time.

Sara was a good-looking blonde, with blue eyes, a cheerleader body, and a sunny disposition. George felt he had hit the jackpot in landing her. He was rather more ordinary— brown hair, average height, average build. Sara didn’t seem to care; they were very happy together.

Sara worked part time and their plan was, after she got pregnant, she would quit and stay home to raise the child, at least until he or she went off to school. They had run the numbers and felt they could afford to live on one income for a while.

That was before the buyout. George was not stupid — he knew that whenever a buyout occurred, layoffs followed. His boss, Donald Wright, had gotten the axe and he was replaced by Mr. Darnel Jackson from Raymont.

Mr. Jackson was a powerfully built black man, a former NFL linebacker before he blew out his knee and retired early. He was tall and bald and seemed to be the opposite of kindly Mr. Wright. He was a no-nonsense boss who demanded the utmost from his workers.

George had survived the first round of layoffs, but he was worried. Raymont Industries had sent over a man named Charlie Ames to help with the merger of the two companies and George was dismayed to learn he had been the assistant to the purchaser for the larger firm. He felt his days were numbered.

Naturally, he and his wife put their baby plans on hold and he began looking around for another job, in the event Mr. Jackson decided to lay him off as well. Unfortunately, the economy was in a downturn and he couldn’t find any work in his income range. He decided to buckle down and work twice as hard, to show Mr. Jackson that he was the best man in his position.

To help the employees get to know one another away from work, Mr. Jackson organized a company picnic. George felt it was a bit strange, but he wasn’t going to argue with a fun outing. It was a beautiful spring day. They all met at a local park, bringing husbands, wives, boyfriends and girlfriends and Mr. Jackson made it a point of trying to meet and talk with everyone. He seemed to pay particular interest in Sara, asking her questions about her job and her future plans. She let slip that they hoped this would be the year they could have a baby, “if my husband still has a job.”

Mr. Jackson said they had no plans for further layoffs, although that would be up to corporate, not him.

They met Charlie Ames and his wife, a cheerless, heavy-set woman, and their small daughter, barely one year old. George was a bit dismayed, as he felt an employee with a child would take precedent over a childless worker, all other things being equal.

Everyone seemed to have a good time and afterwards, he was glad to have met some of the employees of Raymont in a setting outside of work. He just hoped it wasn’t the calm before the storm.

George worked hard over the next three months, all through the summer and into fall, trying to show his worth. He couldn’t help but notice that Charlie seemed to be double-checking his numbers, as if trying to catch him in a mistake, although nothing was ever said.

One day in late September, Mr. Jackson called George into his office. It was Tuesday, and George had no reason to think there was any trouble. He had done everything that had been asked of him and more. He felt confident they needed him.

”Please close the door,” Mr. Jackson said and George suddenly felt uneasy.

He closed the door and stepped forward. Mr. Jackson waved him into a chair. He sat.

”Let me see your phone,” he said and George thought that was odd. He handed it over and Mr. Jackson looked at it, then handed it back and asked him to insert the password. He did, feeling like this was an invasion of his privacy, but he dared not say anything. Mr. Jackson looked quickly through the phone, then put it down in front of him.

George reached for it and his boss stopped him. “Leave it until later. What I have to say is confidential.”

George took that to mean he didn’t want any recording, and he nodded in understanding.

Mr. Jackson was fifteen years past his football career, but he had kept himself in good shape. He tented his fingers and said, “Corporate has told me to make another round of cuts.”

George rocked back in his chair, certain that he would be axed. He felt a cold chill pass through him. “I’ve worked hard to prove myself, Mr. Jackson,” he said.

His boss nodded. “I know. This is a very hard decision. As you might imagine, they are ‘suggesting’” — he used air quotes — “that I keep Charlie. But I’ve seen how hard you’ve worked and I would like to keep you, if I can.”

”What can I do to help you make that decision?” He felt sorry for Charlie, but it seemed to be one or the other and he wanted it to be him.

“Well, you guys are pretty evenly matched. Charlie knows the corporate side of things, but you know the company we just bought better. Charlie has a baby to pay for, you guys don’t, although I know you were hoping to have one soon.”

”We’ve only held off until I feel more secure in my position,” he said. “We were hoping that things would settle down here and we could move ahead.”

Mr. Jackson nodded. “I know. And I think once I make this next round of cuts, if you survive, I think you would be safe to go ahead. I’m told they won’t be asking for further reductions for a good while.”

George nodded. “So what can I do to help you keep me?”

Mr. Jackson tented his fingers. “What I’m going to say next cannot leave this room, except for your wife, of course. If it does, it will make my decision easy.”

George nodded, thinking he was going to be let in on some corporate secret or maybe some dirt on Charlie. “I promise.”

”I can make a case to keep you and I think it will stick, but I’ll be going against the grain. So why would I do that? Why not just go with what corporate wants and lay you off?”

”I’m hoping it’s my work ethic.”

”Your work ethic is fine. No, I’m thinking of something extra, something you have that Charlie doesn’t.”

”Uh, I’m not sure what that might be.”

Mr. Jackson rolled his eyes. ”Your wife, George. Your wife is gorgeous, Charlie’s, not so much.”

George was taken aback. ”I don’t understand how that helps.”

He sighed. ”I want to fuck your wife, George. On a regular basis, say twice a week. You agree to that, and you can keep your job.”

George’s mouth dropped open. “You can’t ask for that!”

”Of course not! And HR would have a field day, wouldn’t they? Naturally, I would deny everything, and call you a ‘disgruntled employee.’ You’d be fired, Charlie would get the job, and you could find work somewhere else. Any mention of my indecent proposal would be laughed off.”

Now he understood why Mr. Jackson had asked for his phone. He didn’t want a recording of his outrageous suggestion. ”I’m not asking my wife to do that.”

”I think you should talk to her first. Today’s Tuesday. I have to make my decision by Friday. Now you can come in tomorrow, tell me to go to hell, report me to HR. HR will do a cursory investigation and once they hear my shock at what you’ve alleged, they will agree it’s best to part ways. The company doesn’t need employees who make crazy claims.”

”You can’t do this!”

”Oh, but I can. Talk it over. Let me know tomorrow.” He picked up Geroge’s phone and handed it over. “No one will believe you — it will be your word against mine.”

George left the office fuming. He couldn’t do that! It was illegal and immoral. He just had no proof. He glanced at his watch. It was just after four, he decided he’d leave early. Fuck ‘em.

Chapter Two

George arrived home to find his wife in the living room. She glanced up at the clock and looked at him quizzically. “Don’t tell me…” She began.

He shook his head and headed for the bar. He poured himself a stiff bourbon and drank it down, then splashed in another ounce.

”You seem upset,” Sara said, stating the obvious.

”We’re in trouble. I won’t lie.” He came over to the couch to sit next to her.

”What happened?”

George outlined the outrageous demand made by Mr. Jackson and how he wanted nothing more than to punch him in the face. “I’ve been thinking of it all the way home, trying to decide what to do.”

Sara went very quiet. She pursed her lips and stared off into space. “Huh,” she said, “he seemed so nice at the picnic. Why does he want me? I’d think he could have almost any single woman!”

”I don’t know. I mean, he clearly thinks you’re beautiful, and so do I. I think it’s a power thing. You know, keep the white man in his place.”

“That seems a bit harsh.” She gave her head a shake. “So what are we going to do about this?”

“Well, I, uh, came up with an idea. But you can say no,” he hurried on. “I mean, it’s just an idea, crazy as it may sound.”

She tipped her head and raised an eyebrow. “Go on.”

”Uh, well, the thing is, I have no proof. Right now, it’s my word against his and he’d win that battle. I’d be fired and I’d suddenly have a reputation as a ’disgruntled employee’ — you know how hard it would be to get another job then?”

”Get to the point.”

”Yeah, uh, so we agree, sort of. Maybe we could put some conditions on him or something. Then we record everything and you could make it sure that it sounds like coercion. Then we’ve got him!”

”Wait — you want to record me fucking your boss and you think that will convince HR? You want them all giggling over my naked body?”

”Uhhh, when you put it like that, no,” he said. “You got a better idea?”

Sara pressed her lips together. “Not really.”

”Look, we could edit it down so you wouldn’t be naked. Like black bars or something. And we’d just record a little bit so it was obvious you were being forced.”

”I don’t know…” she said.

”Well, I have to tell him tomorrow. Say no and I’ll be looking for a new job by next week. Say yes and …”

”We keep the status quo a little longer,” she said. “And maybe later we can extricate ourselves from it.”

George nodded. “Yeah.”

She sighed. “I guess we’re kinda stuck, huh?”

”Yeah.”

”Well, at least he’s kinda handsome.”

“Wait — what?”

Chapter Three

George was called into Mr. Jackson’s office shortly after nine on Wednesday. He knew he would have to give an answer and he really wasn’t sure which way he was going to go. The noble thing would be to tell him to go to hell and make a formal protest. Unfortunately, he didn’t feel that brave.

”Close the door,” Mr. Jackson said.

He did and came forward with his phone outstretched. “I’m not recording this,” he said, wishing he’d had time to order a “spy pen” recorder before this meeting. His boss took the phone and grunted his approval before placing it on the desk.

”What have you decided?”

”You know this is highly illegal and immoral.”

He nodded, but didn’t say anything.

George hurried on. “Okay, well, uh, I talked to Sara and we both think this will blow up in your face one day. Not too late to call it off.”

“I’m good. The question is, do you want your job or not?”

”Um, yes. But we have some conditions.”

”Such as?”

”You can only come over once a week and you must wear condoms at all times.”

Mr. Jackson stared at him, eyes narrowing. “Condoms, okay — I’m not looking to get your wife pregnant. But she is on the pill, isn’t she?”

The side of George’s face twitched and he nodded.

”And twice a week is just an average. Some weeks, it might not be at all, other weeks, it might be three times.”

”That’s not right!”

”That’s the deal. Let me tell you, I’m getting considerable pressure from upstairs to hire Charlie. He is the logical choice. And they’ve already filled his old position, so he can’t just go back. So if I pick you, your wife aside, you had better not make me look bad. I expect you to bust your ass.”

George thought hard. This whole situation was ridiculous! He should not be in this position!

He capitulated. “Okay. Once a week is best, but we’ll agree to twice for now. And you bring the condoms.”

”Great! We’ll do Tuesdays and Fridays, okay? So I’ll see you Friday. Dismissed.”

And that was that. He had just whored out his wife for his job. He wasn’t sure if she’d ever forgive him.

Mr. Jackson was true to his word. George watched as Charlie was brought into his office shortly after four. He stormed out a few minutes later, his face red, his eyes teary. Everyone was shocked and no one made eye contact with the poor man.

As Charlie packed up his personal items in a cardboard box provided by a security guard, all eyes swiveled to George, as if this was his fault. “I’m just as surprised as you are,” he whispered to the man in the next cubicle. “I thought it would be me.”

”I don’t know what you have on Jackson, but I’ll bet it’s good,” the man said.

”I’d like to think I’m the stronger candidate.”

”Yeah, that must be it.” The sarcasm was thinly veiled.

Chapter Four

On Friday, George drove home like a condemned man. The last two days had flown by. Mr. Jackson had told him he’d be by at seven and they should be done with dinner by then. He had just nodded, feeling a flush in his face that wouldn’t go away.

Embarrassment, chagrin and betrayal — that’s what he was feeling. It could still be called off. Charlie could return on Monday and Mr. Jackson could just play it off as a mistake in judgment.

He parked in the garage and went inside. Sara was already home, having a glass of wine. Steeling herself, he guessed. He kissed her hello and she asked, “Any reprieves?”

”Afraid not. He’ll be here at seven.”

She nodded. “Guess I should have another glass of wine then.”

”I’ll join you.” He grabbed a glass and poured some wine.

She held up the nearly empty bottle. “Maybe we should open another one.”

”Let’s wait until after we eat, hmm?”

She nodded and went in to make dinner. He helped and they had dinner served, eaten and cleared by six forty-five.

”Now?” She said, holding up another bottle of wine.

He nodded. “Now.”

They drank and George said, “Did you set up your phone in the bedroom?”

”Yeah. It’s tucked away behind some pictures with just the lens showing. I doubt he’ll see it,” she said. “I still don’t like the idea of filming me naked.”

”I know, but we need something. We can always erase it later.”

She nodded. “Yeah, well, it’s not your naked ass up there.”

The doorbell rang and they both froze.

George shook himself and said, “You get the camera started, I’ll get the door.”

Sara nodded and hurried down the hall.

He counted to five before he opened the door. Mr. Jackson smiled at him and said, “Hello.”

George nodded and let him in. Mr. Jackson held out his hand. George knew what he wanted. He handed over his phone. His boss checked to make sure it wasn’t recording and slipped it into his pocket. At that moment, Sara came down the hall and stopped a few feet away and stared at him. George couldn’t quite read her expression — it seemed to be somewhere in between fear and curiosity.

Mr. Jackson pushed past George and took her hand into his and kissed it. “You look lovely, Sara,” he said.

She blushed. “Uh, thanks, I guess.” She looked over at George. “You know we’re only doing this so George could keep his job.”

George winced and hoped Mr. Jackson didn’t see it. She wasn’t supposed to say that now, she was supposed to wait until she had it on camera! He gave her a beseeching look.

”I know, dear. And I admire your sacrifice, as I’m sure your husband does too.” He turned and George’s mouth twitched. He said nothing.

”Well, are you ready? I promise to be gentle.”

”Did you bring condoms?” George asked, ready to nip this in the bud if he hadn’t.

Mr. Jackson pulled out a package of magnums from his pocket and said, “Yep.”

Shit, he thought. He looked at Sara. She was a deer in the headlights. Now that it was happening, she seemed afraid. “Can George come?”

”No,” Mr. Jackson said. “This is just for us, okay?”

She stared at George and he spoke up, “Hey, I’m not sure I can go along with that. I want to make sure she’s okay, you know.”

”She’ll be fine. I won’t hurt her. In fact, it will probably be the opposite. I just don’t want you gawking at us.”

George felt torn. “I don’t know…” he began.

”If you’d like to call the whole thing off, that’s your prerogative. But this will cost you your job.”

George wished he could have recorded this conversation! He could’ve skipped leaving it all up to Sara or embarrassing her by recording their bedroom antics. He felt like a fool.

”No,” Sara said suddenly. “It’s okay, George.”

”Lead the way,” Mr. Jackson told her.

George watched as they walked down the hall to their bedroom. When the door closed behind them, he heard the click of the lock, shutting him out.

Chapter Five

George couldn’t help himself. He tip-toed down the hall and stood outside the door, listening. He heard murmured voices, but couldn’t make out the words. They seemed to be getting to know one another. Suddenly, Sara said, “Oh my god!”

He could only guess that she had seen Mr. Jackson’s cock — and it must be larger than his five inches. Probably much larger!

Then he heard what sounded like kissing and frowned. Kissing wasn’t supposed to be part of this! At that moment he realized it wasn’t kissing — Sara was sucking on Mr. Jackson’s cock!

He felt jealous. He couldn’t remember the last time she had sucked his cock — easily six months ago. She had told him she didn’t really like it all that much, but she seemed to be liking it now!

Sara groaned and George imagined she was getting turned on. He wanted to break down the door and call it off, but he felt frozen. He’d gone this far to keep his job, he might as well go a little further. But if she cried out or called for him, he’d be in there in a hurry!

He heard Mr. Jackson say, “That’s enough, honey,” followed by the rustling of clothing. They were getting naked now and George felt like crying. His wife’s body had only been seen by him since they had gotten married and now it was not only going to be seen by Mr. Jackson, but also fondled and fucked by him — and he was stuck on the other side of this door!

He felt like a coward and a very bad husband.

He heard the bed creak and knew they were getting into position. He clearly heard Sara say, “Condom.” Mr. Jackson replied, “Of course,” which made George feel a little better. It was a small measure of comfort, as thin as the latex that separated his boss’ cock from his wife’s pussy.

Then came a sound from Sara that he’d never heard before — a combination of a gasp, a groan and sexual excitement.

”Oh my god, it’s so big!” She exclaimed and George winced. He knew Mr. Jackson was sticking his hard cock into his wife now. It was too late to go back. He only hoped she’d remember to say something about how they were doing this under duress.

He heard the bed squeak and he could picture his boss stroking his big cock into his poor wife. The sounds went on, the bed slightly creaking, small sounds from Sara — George could picture them together and it made his dick hard. He was startled when he heard his wife’s first orgasm hit. He knew the sound of it. He hadn’t heard it as much as he’d like, as she seemed to have some trouble climaxing with him. Sometimes, he knew, she faked it so he wouldn’t feel bad. But this was clearly real. It came from her soul, there was no faking it.

”Oh fuck! Oh my god!” She cried out and he could imagine her clinging to Mr. Jackson’s taut body, shaking from the power of her orgasm.

”Jesus,” he muttered quietly.

There came more sounds of their copulation and George hoped it would be over soon. Sara’s second climax caught him by surprise. In all the years they had been together, she had never come more than once with him and yet, she was clearly in the throes of another one.

“Oh fuck! Shit!” She cried out and he knew she wasn’t being hurt. No, she was having orgasms that he could never give her. And it was thanks to that rat bastard Mr. Jackson!

They settled down now and George was sure it was over. It would have been for him, that’s for sure! But the bed creaked again and he heard Sara gasp, “Again?” He couldn’t hear Mr. Jackson’s murmured reply, but he definitely heard Sara groan anew. He guessed they had switched position and were starting to fuck again.

Jesus! What did I get my wife into? he thought.

He could hear the wet sounds of their coupling and George grew hard in his pants. He had to adjust himself because it felt like his cock wanted to burst free. He began rubbing it from the outside while he listened.

”Oh my god! Fuck! Oh fuck me! Yesssss!”

George was stunned. Was that another orgasm? Was it possible?

He had to walk away for a minute to collect himself. This was too much! He didn’t know it was possible to wrest three orgasms from Sara. He had just thought she had trouble climaxing and was pleased when he could give her one. And now she’s on her third?

He quickly returned and checked his watch. They had been in their a half hour already and they seemed to be no closer to being finished. He had thought Mr. Jackson might fuck her quickly and leave. Maybe fifteen minutes. But this…

He stood by the door and listened for another fifteen minutes as Sara was brought to another orgasm on Mr. Jackson’s cock. During the last one, the bed was shaking, Sara was lost in her own world and Mr. Jackson was grunting. Suddenly, he let out a bellow and George knew he had come.

Thank god! At last!

They began to settle down and George hurried back to the living room and poured himself another glass of wine. His cock was still hard and he wanted nothing more than to jerk off, but he needed to save himself for Sara. He needed to fuck her after Mr. Jackson left, to reclaim her.

The bedroom door opened and he turned to see Mr. Jackson come down the hall, buttoning his shirt. He handed over George’s phone. He smiled at George and said, “You got a real pistol there, George, a real pistol!” Then he added, “See you Monday!” And he was gone.

George hurried down the hall to the bedroom to find Sara sprawled out on the bed, legs akimbo. There was a wet spot under her and another one on the edge of the bed. He frowned.

”He used a condom, didn’t he?”

”Uh huh,” she said, clearly lost in her own world.

“Did he hurt you?”

”Nuh uh,” she said. “I’m good.”

He sat on the edge of the bed. “I feel so bad! I should never have let this go so far!”

Sara roused herself and rolled over to face. him. “It’s okay, honey. He was, um, very gentle.”

He nodded and remembered the camera. Finally, he could see what was really going on! He found it on a bookcase and stopped the video, then restarted it. The loud volume startled him and he hurried to turn it down.

”Oh, honey, don’t look at that! I’m too embarrassed.”

”Sara, I have to see if we got something we can use against him!”

”Um, I’m afraid I might’ve forgotten to say anything.”

George’s mouth sagged open. “Whaaa?”

”I kinda forgot. I mean, he distracted me.” She looked down at herself. “God, I’m a mess. I’m going to take a shower. Please, just erase it, okay?”

”Sure,” he lied. He watched her disappear into the bathroom. He took the phone into the living room and watched the video. He couldn’t believe his eyes. His boss had a very large cock and the way he used it clearly had Sara enthralled. She seemed both helpless and eager, if that was possible. Helpless in the way he moved her around and eager to put her pussy up for him. It was obvious Mr. Jackson could control when he would come, unlike George, who was good for a dozen or so pumps before he spilled his seed.

No wonder she came four times! He could clearly count each one. At least he wore a condom each time!

He watched it almost all the way to the end before Sara came out, wearing a bathrobe. She frowned at him. “I told you to erase it! I’m too embarrassed!”

She grabbed it from his hand and he watched, sadly, as she erased it.

”So I guess we don’t have any proof,” he said.

She tipped her head. “I’ll try again next week, okay?”

He didn’t like the sound of that. She seemed … almost eager.

Chapter Six

Monday, Mr. Jackson didn’t say a word to George all day. He had half-expected him to give him a wink or make some off-hand comment, like, “How’s your wife, George!” Instead, he seemed to ignore him.

That was fine with him, as he had plenty of work to do and he was frankly too embarrassed to look at his boss.

Tuesday was much the same but George was never able to quite forget that tonight Mr. Jackson would be coming by again to fuck his wife. It killed him to be a party to this, but he didn’t have any other way to secure his job. He did look around for other employment, checking the employment websites and found it was pretty bleak out there still.

Just before five, Mr. Jackson stopped by his cubicle and gave him a knowing nod and a little smile. George knew what he meant by it, but no one else in the vicinity would understand.

He drove home in a foul mood, his mind churning. He knew he should put a stop to this and he also knew he was too afraid of losing his job to do anything.

Sara was home and she kissed him and said, “Why don’t you make dinner tonight. I have to get ready.”

Before he could reply, she was headed down the hall. “What do you mean, get ready?” He called after her but she didn’t respond.

He made dinner and she came out in her robe and they ate it silently for a while. Finally, George couldn’t stand it and asked, “Why do you need to get all gussied up for him?”

”I just took a shower. I had to haul some boxes in today and I got sweaty. I didn’t want to offend. I mean, I’m doing this for you!”

He nodded ruefully and said, “I know,” in a quiet voice.

He cleaned up while Sara retreated to the bedroom to put on some clothes. He poured himself a bourbon and sipped it while trying to talk himself out of his sour mood.

The doorbell rang, startling him. He put the drink down and hurried down the hall and said quietly, “He’s here, don’t forget to set up the camera!” He returned to the living room and opened the door.

“Hello, George.”

”Hello, Mr. Jackson.”

The big man swept passed him and asked, “You got something to drink?”

”Uh, yeah. Wine or bourbon?”

”Ohh, bourbon.”

George poured him a scant ounce and Mr. Jackson took a sip. “Hmm, pretty good. But I prefer Jack Daniels. Make sure you have a bottle on hand next time, hmm?”

Before he could make some rude reply, Sara came down the hall and all thoughts were erased from his mind. She was wearing a nightie under a very short robe — a different robe than the one she had worn for dinner. That had covered her past her knees. He wasn’t sure where this on had come from. It was silky and blue and it came down to just above her knees. And the nightie he’d never seen either — it was black and low-cut and she wasn’t wearing a bra. Her breasts were partially covered by her robe, but it didn’t leave a lot to the imagination. He wondered if she was wearing panties under that flimsy outfit.

”Uhhh,” he said, but was overpowered by Mr. Jackson, who ohhed and ahhed over her, taking her into his arms for a big hug. “You look wonderful, Sara! So beautiful!”

His comments about her outfit would have to wait. Mr. Jackson put his arm around Sara and, holding his drink in the other hand, led her down the hall. George tried to follow them but was thwarted by the click of the lock on the bedroom door.

He stood on the other side, silently willing his wife to say something to Mr. Jackson that would prove she was doing this under duress. It was out of his hands. He could only hope.

He listened as they went through much of the same love-making that he had heard before. George counted three separate orgasms, but there might have been one or two more. It was hard to tell. He retreated to the living room to have another drink and to wait them out.

It was more than an hour later before Mr. Jackson emerged from the bedroom, fully dressed and nodded at George. “Your wife is very sexy! You’re a lucky man!” He left.

George hurried down the hall and found Sara in much the same way, naked on the messy bed, her legs apart. Her nightie was left on the floor. There seemed to be a lot bigger wet spot this time. She turned and smiled up at him and reached out for him.

He turned and went to the bookcase and found the phone. He looked for the video and frowned. There wasn’t one. He returned to the bed and asked, “What’s going on? Where’s the video?”

”It’s not there? I coulda sworn that I started it! I’m sorry, honey, but don’t worry too much about it, I forgot to say something again. I’ll be sure and do it Friday!”

George was having serious doubts about that.

”I think you like fucking him a little too much.”

”I’m only doing it for you,” she said and pushed herself up against the pillows.  She seemed to have recovered a lot faster this time. He was about to make a comment about it when he saw something white leaking from her reddened pussy lips. He frowned. “What’s that? He wore a condom, didn’t he?”

”Oh, uhhh… I guess he got kinda carried away.”

”What?! You fucked him bare?”

”It’s okay, honey, I’m on the pill.”

”That’s not the point! I don’t want him sullying my wife like that! God, Sara, why didn’t you stop him?”

”He’s kinda … overpowering.”

”You mean he raped you?”

”I wouldn’t call it that. He ate me out first — something you rarely do! — and he made me come. While I was coming down from my high, he just kinda held me down and stuck it in before I could even think!”

”I’m sure you could’ve said something while you were blowing him beforehand! I could hear you guys!”

”I was kinda busy.”

”Right. I mean, you just suck and fuck him a little too eagerly, I’m thinking.”

”Hey, if you want to go in tomorrow and punch him in the nose, that’s fine with me! Remember, I’m doing this to save your job!”

”Maybe it started out that way but now I’m thinking you’re doing it for you!”

”Fine! Call it off! Or maybe you could blow him yourself! I try to save my husband’s job and this is the thanks I get? Fuck you!”

”Well, it looks like you made quite a mess. Better go clean yourself up before he gets you pregnant.”

”I’m on the pill, you bastard!” She got up and flounced into the bathroom.

George was angry enough to throw something. Instead, he ripped the sheets off the bed and took them down the hall to the laundry room and dumped them on top of the washer. Then he grabbed some clean sheets and put them on the bed, yanking the sheets roughly and muttering to himself.

But one thing he couldn’t deny: His cock was rock hard in his pants.

Chapter Seven

While his wife was in the shower, George sat down on the couch and ordered a small spy camera online. He could no longer trust his wife to record her trysts with Mr. Jackson — he’d have to do it himself. He found a camera that would let him monitor the activity from his phone, plus record it, if he wanted. Oh, he definitely wanted!             

He had the package shipped to the office, to keep it away from Sara’s prying eyes. He felt he could no longer trust her. She seemed a little too excited now by Mr. Jackson’s regular visits.

The package arrived Friday, just in time. He tucked it away until the end of the day, then unboxed it in his car and examined his purchase. It was a round device about two inches in diameter that he could adhere with a sticky back to something. It would tilt up, down or sideways for best angle of viewing and it had a zoom feature that he could employ from his phone. George spent several minutes in his car reading the directions and connecting it to his phone. When he was satisfied, he drove home, the spy cam in his pocket.

Once home, he greeted his wife and acted like nothing was happening. She asked him to cook dinner tonight, as “she had to get ready.” Yeah, right, he mused. Get ready for your big-cocked lover. He agreed, but as soon as he heard the shower go on, he hurried to the bedroom. He went to the black bookcase across from the bed and found a good place to adhere the spy camera — high up in one corner, with a good view of the bed. He connected it to his phone, then adjusted the angle. He finished by putting a small fake plant partially in front of it. Not enough to obscure the view, but it did make the camera very hard to spot.

Of course, he would ask Sara to set up her phone again, which she usually did on a lower shelf, so he doubted she would be able to spot the new camera.

Then it was just a matter of waiting. After dinner, he cleared the dishes while Sara retreated to the bedroom. “You gonna wear your sexy lingerie again, dear?” He called after her, but she didn’t answer.

Hell, he thought, she might as well come out naked.

When the doorbell rang at seven, George hurried down the hall and said outside the bedroom door: “He’s here, don’t forget to set up the camera.” He didn’t really expect her to, but he had to cover himself. She would’ve gotten suspicious if he didn’t remind her.

She said she would and he went back to let Mr. Jackson in. His boss grinned at him and asked if he had some bourbon. He did and showed him the bottle of Jack Daniels he had purchased. Mr. Jackson seemed pleased.

”Your job is safe with me,” he said, “as long as you’re being so cooperative!”

George bit his tongue and said nothing. But he was pleased that his boss didn’t ask for his phone. Maybe he didn’t think it mattered, but to George, it meant he was getting careless.

Sara came out as they were drinking, wearing her nightie and her short robe again. Mr. Jackson immediately stood up and smiled, “Hey, baby, you look like a million bucks!”

She blushed and asked if “you two were getting along.”

George assured her they were. Sara and Mr. Jackson stood chatting for a few minutes before he had apparently had enough small talk, as he bent down and picked Sara up in his arms and said, “Time to go,” and they headed down the hall.

George allowed himself a little grin and opened up the spy cam app and started recording. Now he could put visuals to his imagination! Sara started out sucking his big cock, slobbering all over it until Mr. Jackson pushed her away and made her strip. It killed George to watch as the clothes fell from his wife. Once she was naked, Mr. Jackson guided her to the bed. She lay there on her back, legs apart, her pussy already glistening with her arousal.

He stripped and climbed between her legs and began to gently suckle on her labia. George could tell he knew what he was doing because she crested into her first orgasm within a few minutes. Mr. Jackson moved back, licking his lips.

“Delicious,” he said and George made a face.

Mr. Jackson moved up next to her. There was no talking about George or his job — in fact, they hardly spoke at all. They kissed and rubbed on each other. Sara paid considerable attention to his cock, of course.

At last, he got into position over her. Sara did not ask him to put on a condom. No, she grabbed his thick member and guided it into her wet pussy. She moaned as it went in and settle down under him. He eased himself deeper into her and she groaned and said, loud enough for the camera to pick up, “Oh my god, Darnel, I’m gonna come already!”

George nodded. He knew his boss’s name was Darnel, but he had never thought of him that way. He was always “Mr. Jackson” — even after he started fucking his wife.

Sure enough, as Mr. Jackson began to thrust back and forth inside her, she shook and cried out and climaxed, grasping at his broad shoulders and tossing her head around. “Oh my god! Oh shit! Fuck me! Yes!”

George watched it all, his cock hard in his pants. He reached down and began stroking it.

The lovers changed position. Mr. Jackson dragged her to the edge of the bed — George could tell she was still coming down from her high  — and he manhandled her into position on her knees on the edge of the bed. She dropped her head down on the sheet. He entered her from behind and within a few minutes, she had another orgasm.

It was disheartening, knowing that Mr. Jackson could make her come like that but he couldn’t.

The scene went on, like a bad dream he couldn’t wake up from. His hand was rubbing harder now and he put the phone down on the armrest of the couch so he could unzip his pants. His hard cock jutted out and he could remember when it had been big enough for Sara. Or so he had thought. Now he knew he had always been inadequate.

He watched them fuck in different positions as he rubbed his cock, but he held off coming until the last part — the part he had seen once and really wanted to see again.

Sure enough, when Mr. Jackson had wrested four orgasms out of Sara until she was nearly exhausted from the pleasure, he put her in the position that excited George the most. It was missionary, but Mr. Jackson used his arms under her knees to fold her up, then her grabbed her upper arms with his hands so she was completely immobilized. Then he began to fuck her, harder and harder.

This was obviously Sara’s favorite position too, from the sounds she made. She jerked and cried out and moved her head back and forth as her orgasm built up inside her. She was helpless to do anything else. She was trapped by his arms and his big black cock, diving deep into her with each thrust.

”Oh, god! Darnel! Fuck me! Oh shit, fuck me! Yes, fuck me, baby, fuck meeeee!”

George couldn’t help himself — he squirted his seed all over his pants, but he didn’t care. His eyes were locked onto the screen.

Mr. Jackson bellowed, indicating his release of a torrent of semen into her womb. She came at once, but she couldn’t move much, so she just jerked against his tight hold on her and it seemed to intensify her climax. She screeched and used her hands to grab at him where she could reach. He held her until he calmed down.

George zoomed in and captured the moment when he released her and pulled out. His seed oozed from her well-fucked pussy. She could barely move. Her legs splayed apart. He lay next to her and they kissed, which disgusted George. No one said anything about kissing!

Then Mr. Jackson rolled out of bed, grabbed George’s robe from the closet and told Sara, “It’s time for George’s next step in his education.”

He frowned. What the hell did that mean?

He heard the bedroom door open and quickly hid the phone in the couch cushions. He just had time to tuck his penis away, but not clean himself up before Mr. Jackson loomed behind him, “Come with me,”

”What?”

His boss laughed when he noticed that George had come all over himself. He grabbed some tissues from the box on the coffee table and said, “You musta heard your wife come a lot, huh?”

George tried to clean up and zip up, but Mr. Jackson grew impatient. He reached down, grabbed George by his neck and forced him to his feet. He barely had time to grab his pants to keep them from falling down.

“Hey! What are you doing?”

”Sara needs you.”

George knew that wasn’t true, but he had no choice but to walk down the hallway, Mr. Jackson’s hand still on his neck, his own hands holding up his pants. When they entered, Sara was still splayed out, seemingly not embarrassed to show her husband the seed leaking from her pussy. Or maybe she had just been fucked too much.

Mr. Jackson said, “Looks like your husband got off on listening to us. He squirted all over himself!”

Sara just smiled. George felt like falling through the floor.

Mr. Jackson used his grip on George’s neck to force him onto the bed. He tried to resist when he realized what his intentions were. But he was too strong and George found his face was thrust into Sara’s very messy pussy.

”Clean her up!”

”No!” He cried, although part of him wanted to. He was just too embarrassed at having his masculinity stripped away.

Mr. Jackson yanked down George’s loose pants and boxers and gave him a hard slap on his bottom.

”Yeow! Hey!” He got another slap and decided it was better to clean up Sara. He leaned in and began to lick. Mr. Jackson startled him by rubbing his bare butt. He said softly, “If you can give her an orgasm with your tongue, I’ll let you watch next time.”

To be in the room while they were fucking would be both a thrill and an emasculation, George thought. But he tried. He got his tongue up in there and licked her sensitive clit. He wasn’t sure if she was primed to come again or if he had done a great job, but within a few minutes, she crested into a small orgasm, clamping her legs against his head and moaning her release.

”Great job,” Mr. Jackson said.

Sara was lost in her own world and didn’t seem to care who made her come. Her legs lay limply apart, her neatly trimmed pussy exposed.

”Okay, you can watch,” Mr. Jackson said. “But I like my girls shaved, so I want you to do that for me.”

George turned and looked at his boss. “What? You want me to…. Why can’t she do it herself?”

His tone grew threatening. “Because I asked you to do it. And if you nick her, you get ten swats with my belt.”

George knew better than to complain. Mr. Jackson held too much power over him and, apparently, his wife too.

Chapter Eight

George was between his wife’s legs Sunday morning as she lay naked on the bed, a towel under her hips. He was wearing only a robe. Next to him was a warm damp washcloth, a razor and shaving cream. In his hand was a pair of manicure scissors, as he carefully trimmed her pubic hair down to stubble. The hairs fell onto the towel.

She was propped up on pillows. In one hand, she held a mirror, angling it to watch him work between her legs.

George was feeling strange about all this. Normally, had Sara asked him to shave her, he would have been delighted. But now, doing so at the behest of his boss, well, it was all a bit much.

”I don’t know why you couldn’t just do this yourself and tell him I did it,” he said as he blew away the remaining loose hairs and grabbed the can of shaving cream. He squirted some into his palm.

”I’m not going to lie to him. What if he found out and decided to stop fucking me?”

George resisted a groan. They had talked about this Friday after Mr. Jackson left, and Saturday too. She made it very clear that she wanted his boss to continue to come over and he’d better not do anything to screw that up.

”So all this talk about getting Mr. Jackson in trouble, that was just all talk?” He had asked her.

”Not at first, no. I was completely on your side in all this,” she had replied. “But somewhere around the third orgasm, I began to see his side of things.”

George could easily visualize how they were together — he must’ve watched the video he had taken two or three times since Friday. He would have watched it more, but he had to keep his new camera a secret. Sara, of course, didn’t record herself, for obvious reasons. She didn’t even bother to make an excuse. He knew she didn’t want him to see her coming like a slut, although the cat will be out of that particular bag once he was allowed to watch. He was looking forward to it.

George smeared the shaving cream over the stubble and picked up the razor.

”Now be careful, you know what Darnel said.”

”I know.” George shaved her carefully, exposing her newly bald pussy. His cock grew hard in his pants and he thought maybe afterwards, she’d let him fuck her.

Sara watched with the mirror, pointing out places he’d missed. When he was done, he wiped her down with the warm damp towel.

”You did a good job, honey.”

”Thanks.” He moved up over her and pushed the sides of his robe apart, letting her see his erection. “Maybe we should test it out.”

She eyed his cock. “With that little thing? Come on.”

His dick began to shrink. “Hey now, that’s not nice!”

”I know, sweetie and I’m sorry. It’s just that ever since Darnel came into my life — at your insistence, I might add — I’ve found out what a real orgasm is supposed to feel like. And I don’t want to go back.”

”I’m still your husband! I have rights too!”

”You have the right to stay married too, as long as you go with the program. And the program is: Do your job and welcome Darnel over to fuck me whenever he wants!”

”And I don’t get to fuck you anymore?”

”We’ll get back to you on that. Maybe later.”

George knew that she meant her and Mr. Jackson. Now his boss was interfering with his own sex life!

He sank down onto her body and felt like crying. He couldn't help but rub himself on her leg. He was so horny! He hadn’t had any relief since Friday night and that was by his own hand. He missed making love to Sara.

”I’m starting to feel helpless,” he said. “I have needs too.”

”All right, honey, if you’re really that horny, you can beat off on my thigh — but don’t try to sneak it in!”

He didn’t want crumbs, but he was really horny. He began to rub against her, feeling his cock rise up and stiffen. He reached down and used his hand to help and soon grunted and squirted a small amount of semen on her stomach.

”That was nice, honey,” she said, “now be a good boy and clean me up.”

He started to use the towel and she stopped him. “You know what I want.”

George sighed and bent down to lick her clean.

Chapter Nine

That Tuesday, George was excited and apprehensive about being allowed to watch. He had watched once, of course, with his secret camera. But being in the room was a different matter entirely. He knew how his wife acted with Mr. Jackson and he wondered if she would feel repressed. He wondered if he would want to beat off or would he feel too inadequate?

When Mr. Jackson showed up at seven, he was a bundle of nerves. He could tell Sara was nervous too. She had two glasses of wine before he arrived and had another half glass while they chatted on the sofa.

Mr. Jackson turned to George. “Let’s go over the rules.”

”Rules?” He squeaked.

”Yes. First, no talking. Not a peep. Don’t ask her if she’s all right. Don’t offer to get her more wine. If we need something, we’ll let you know. You sit in the corner and watch, that’s all.”

”Okay.”

”Second, you clean your wife up when we’re done. If I ask, you clean me up too. I haven’t decided on that yet.”

George gulped. “You, uh, too?” But I’m not gay, he wanted to say, but kept his mouth shut.

”Third, any deviation from these rules will result in punishment. With my belt.”

”What?”

”You heard me.”

Mr. Jackson rose and offered Sara his hand. She took it and they went down the hallway together, George trailing behind. In the bedroom, Mr. Jackson pointed to a chair in the corner and barked, “Sit.”

George sat.

He watched as Mr. Jackson stripped his wife naked. She seemed shy to expose herself in front of her husband, which George thought was strange. He had seen her naked hundreds of times during their marriage. This was different.

Mr. Jackson kept his clothes on as he lay her on the bed and kissed her, his hands roaming over her body. She began to respond and George thought she might be forgetting that he was in the room. His boss moved down and kissed her breasts. Sara groaned. He moved down further and began to lick her pussy.

“Oh god,” she moaned.

He licked her, but held off before she could climax. George could see her frustration, as she moved her hips up whenever he pulled away and let out a gasp of frustration. When she seemed desperate, he stood and stripped off his clothes. George watched as his large cock sprang free. He could see it was both larger and thicker than his. No wonder she liked it, he mused. He noted that Sara’s eyes were on it too.

When he climbed on the bed, Sara moved at once to take him into her mouth. George guessed this was to get him wet so she could accept him more easily. She also seemed to really enjoy giving him oral, something she rarely did for him anymore.

Mr. Jackson watched her suckled his cock, which grew even larger in her mouth.

“That’s enough, honey, don’t want to blow my load too soon.”

She grinned up at him and lay on her back, her legs spread. She didn’t say a word. She never looked in George’s direction.

Mr. Jackson loomed over her, his cock a spear aimed at her wet pussy. She spread her legs wider and the tip of his cock rubbed against her wetness. She moaned again.

There was no talk of condoms, they were well beyond that now. She wanted him bare, she wanted to feel every inch of him inside her. He pressed himself into her, slowly, and she groaned as the walls of her pussy were distended.

”Yessss,” she breathed, “Fuck me, baby.”

George hadn’t recalled on previous videos that she had called him that. Maybe she was showing off for him?

More of his boss’s cock slid into her. George wanted to move closer, but he dared not. He feared angering him. Mr. Jackson began to move now, pushing his cock deeper, then pulling back, then going deeper still until he was completely inside her. George was at the edge of his chair, eyes on his big cock stretching out his wife.

”Oh god,” she said, “You’re so big!”

The black man began fucking her harder now. Sara raised her knees to give him full access to her body. George had to adjust his pants because his own cock was rock hard.

Sara crested into her first orgasm and George knew it would only be one of many. Mr. Jackson slowed his thrusts, giving her time to enjoy it.

He turned suddenly and barked, “You can move closer now, see how your wife likes to be fucked.”

George didn’t need to be asked twice. He came off his chair and scooted close to the bed. Sara turned away from him as if his presence might ruin the mood. It didn't seem to matter once Mr. Jackson began fucking her again. She tipped her head back, the cords of her neck taut and began to babble.

”Oh, yes! Oh god! Fuck me! Oh shit!”

George watched, fascinated, as his boss’s big cock thrust again and again into his wife’s pussy. He couldn’t help but reach down and stroke his own cock through his pants.

The man brought Sara to another orgasm and he stopped while she shuddered with pleasure. He pulled out and gave her a minute to recover before moving her into a new position on her knees at the edge of the bed, her head down. George could see her pussy was gaping and dripping her juices.

Mr. Jackson slid back inside her and Sara groaned. “Oh god,” she said, “Oh my god.”

George was right there by her thigh as his boss fucked her to yet another orgasm. She cried out and pulled herself free and sank down on the bed, her pussy twitching. He climbed over her and slid his cock inside her again in the prone position.

“Oh my god,” she said again.

George could tell she was tiring now, but he brought her to another orgasm almost against her will. He thought he was done, but no. He rolled her over onto her back. Sara was limp like a rag doll and Mr. Jackson just maneuvered into position. He brought her legs up and tucked his forearms under her knees. He gripped her upper arms with his hands. She was helpless now, trapped by his big body. He cock slipped into her again and she moaned.

”Oh god. Oh my god.” Her voice was weak.

George felt like he should intervene. Maybe she needed saving. But when Mr. Jackson’s cock began to move, she cried out, “Yes! Fuck me!” with sudden heat.

His boss fucked her mercilessly, his big cock pistoning in and out with little regard to her pleasure or safety. It was about his release now. Her head rocked back and forth and she seemed to go into another place.

It went on and on. George could never last as long as Mr. Jackson could. Suddenly, he bellowed and George could imagine his thick cock throbbing, releasing his seed deep into his wife. He hoped her birth control pills worked.

Sara had one final, exhausted orgasm, and went limp. George watched her breast rise and fall, trying to suck in enough oxygen. Her body was sweaty, her hair matted.

Mr. Jackson pulled out and George could see his thick white cream oozing out of her well-fucked pussy.

“You’re up,” he barked and George moved into position between his wife’s limp legs and began to clean her. It seemed almost routine now. Sara barely seemed to notice.

Chapter Ten

Wednesday, George sat at his desk and tried to concentrate on his job, but he couldn’t help but glance up at Mr. Jackson, sitting behind his big desk in his office. He had the blinds open today, no doubt to let George see him and to rub his conquest of his wife in his face. He bit his lip and tried to ignore him.

At lunchtime, Mr. Jackson left, giving George a wink as he passed by his desk. George breathed a sigh of relief and hoped his lunch would be a long one. He wondered if Mr. Jackson would let him watch again Tuesday night or if that had been a one-time thing. He wasn’t sure he wanted to see them up close and personal like that again and yet he knew if his boss allowed it, he would eagerly watch.

George dipped out for a quick sandwich and returned to his desk in a half-hour, wanting to get some work done without seeing his smug boss. One o’clock came and went and George smiled. Good. Take your time.

It was one-thirty when he felt his phone buzz and he pulled it from his pocket, expecting Sara to ask him to pick up something from the store on the way home.

It was from Sara, but when he saw it, he froze. She had sent a video clip. The image showed his boss and his wife in bed, barely covered by a sheet. Mr. Jackson was laying in between his wife’s legs.

The caption read: “Work hard, make more money!”

He got up quickly and hurried to the bathroom. Fortunately, there was no one there. He slipped into a stall and closed the door. Sitting on the toilet, he pressed play, making sure the sound was almost all the way down.

George watched as Mr. Jackson fucked his wife, his hard cock glistening with her juices. Sara was clearly enjoying it — she had her head thrown back and her hands pulled him closer. The phone had been propped up and the screen wasn’t centered, but that didn’t matter — it was fucking Wednesday. Wednesday!

When Mr. Jackson strolled in forty-five minutes later, he followed him into his office. He was well aware the blinds were open and that everyone could see them, so he tamped down his anger.

He said in a low voice as his boss settled in behind his desk. “What the hell?”

”Yes?”

”It’s Wednesday! We had a deal! Tuesdays and Fridays! And I’m supposed to be there!”

”I think we’re beyond that now, don’t you?”

”No! We had a deal!”

”The deal has changed. Now, you have your job, right? And you’re making good money. Don’t ruin it.”

George pulled out his phone and said quietly, “I have proof you’re blackmailing me! I could go to HR!”

”Go ahead. I would tell them that you have fetish about big black cock fucking your wife and she would support me. Sara would say that you are inadequate in bed.  Plus, I don’t think your wife would like you showing her naked body to HR.”

George knew he was fucked. It had gone beyond a deal they had cooked up weeks ago. It was a full-fledged affair and it would ruin his reputation. But it might also get Mr. Jackson fired.

”You wouldn’t come out blameless in all this,” he told him. “You might be let go just to avoid a scandal.”

”It’s possible. But you would certainly lose your job, one the company found out you conspired with me to keep your job.” He reached for the phone. “I wonder if Charlie has found a new job yet.”

”Don’t. Please. Okay, okay. But I don’t like it.”

”Well, your wife certainly does.”

So that was it, George knew. Mr. Jackson was going to fuck his wife whenever he wanted and there was little he could do about it unless he wanted to blow the whole thing up. And he would have, if it wasn’t for Sara.

When he went home that afternoon, he confronted her, hoping to get her back on his side.

”Sara, this isn’t what we were trying to do! He’s blackmailing us! We need to call a halt to it!”

Sara smiled and touched his face. “Oh, honey, it’s too late for that. I really like what he does to me. You’ve seen it. How could you ask me to stop now, when I’m just starting to have some fun?”

”You don’t care that you’re humiliating me? Or that Mr. Jackson has me by the balls?”

”Of course I do, honey! Look, I’ll talk to him, okay? I’ll ask him not to rub it in your face. Will that make you feel better?”

”I’d feel better if he wasn’t fucking my wife!”

”Well, that ship has sailed. As far as I’m concerned, he can come over anytime!”

It was pointless to argue. Sara had gotten hooked on Mr. Jackson’s big cock and he knew if he ruined it, she would probably turn on him.

Chapter Eleven

If Sara talked to Mr. Jackson, nothing changed. In fact, they began fucking more and more as the weeks went on. George had resigned himself to it and part of him lived vicariously through his boss, who was clearly a superior lover. Just listening to Sara come again and again on his cock made that clear.

One Sunday night, George and Sara were in bed just before ten p.m. when the doorbell rang, startling them.

“Who could that be at this hour,” George muttered, then froze. “Oh, no, it couldn’t be!”

“Better answer it, honey. Go on, it’s all right.”

George got up and slipped on his robe. When he peered through the peephole, he saw his boss standing there. He yanked open the door, ready to give him a piece of his mind!

“Mr. Jackson!” He began.

His boss pushed past him. “Shut up.” He headed down the hall, saying over his shoulder, “And don’t come in!”

“We were in bed…” George’s voice trailed off as his boss was already in the bedroom.

George closed his eyes. Within a minute, he could hear Sara climbing up toward her first orgasm! No foreplay, No cock-sucking first! He could picture Mr. Jackson yanking the covers down and climbing over his wife’s naked body as he unbuckled his belt and unzipped his pants. He would’ve thrust himself into her at once and she must’ve welcomed him. No protests, no telling him it was too late or that it wasn’t fair to her husband.

No. She would’ve had to spread her legs at once, eager for him to fuck her.

My wife! He thought. She loves this! Damnit!

He didn’t know what to do. Nor could he explain why his cock was so hard in his pants.

He tiptoed down the hall, expecting the door to be closed, but Mr. Jackson hadn’t bothered. He didn’t care if George watched now. He peeked around the door to see Sara on her knees, her head down on the sheets. His boss was behind her on his knees, stroking his big cock inside her, his hands gripping her ass tightly. His pants were down around his ankles and his shirt was unbuttoned.

“I want us to go away for the weekend,” Mr. Jackson said, as if aware George was listening. He frowned. A weekend? He knew what would be expected of Sara. George wanted her to refuse, to chose him over Mr. Jackson.

“Whaa?” Sara said, not able to focus in the midst of her approaching orgasm.

“It’ll be fun,” Mr. Jackson continued. “We could stay up in the mountains.”

“I dunno,” Sara moaned. “George…”

“Don’t worry about him” he said. “He’ll be fine with it.”

George wanted to say something, but his words died in his throat. He felt intimidated by his boss’s words. Surely Sara would object!

“Noo, I can’t,” she moaned, her orgasm nearing, “Oh, god!”

“I’m afraid you have no choice,” he said, his voice soft. He slowed his stroking.  “You want your husband to keep his job, don’t you?”

“Yes, but… Oh! Please don’t stop!”

“That’s up to you, Sara. Say Yes and I’ll fuck you to many orgasms. Say No and I’ll stop, never to return. And George will lose his job.”

George smiled, sure that this was their way out. She wouldn’t allow herself to be prostituted like this!

He barely moved his cock inside her.

“Please!” She gasped.

“What’s it gonna be, Sara? Say Yes and George keeps his job and you and I go for a nice drive. Say No and you’ll never feel my cock inside you again.”

“Oh, god, please!”

He began moving inside her and she thrust herself back, trying to come.

“What’s it gonna be, Sara? Do you want to come?”

“Yes!” She gasped, hanging on the edge now. “Oh, god, yes!”

“Good, then it’s settled. I’ll pick you up Thursday afternoon. I got Friday off.”

Sara couldn’t say anything because Mr. Jackson had started stroking her hard, his fat cock sliding in and out, driving her crazy. She could only made gutteral sounds as her orgasm approached.

“Uh, uh, uh,” she gasped, her fingers tightening in the sheets. “I’m gonna, I’m gonna… UUHHHH!”

Her body shook with the power of her climax. Her head dropped down on the bed and George could see his wife’s pussy spasming around the black cock. His own cock made a tent of his boxers and he had to turn away before his boss saw him like that.

He returned to the living room and waited. His dick softened. Mr. Jackson came out after a few minutes, looking pleased with himself. “She’s all yours,”he said, smiling. “Oh and by the way — your wife and I are going on a little trip this weekend. I’ll have her back Sunday.”

“I didn’t agree to this!”

“You should talk to your wife. She’s very excited about the idea.”

George didn’t remember it that way, but he bit his tongue. He didn’t want his boss to know he peeked. “We’ll see about that!” He said.

Mr. Jackson just nodded. He left without another word.

George hurried into the bedroom and found his wife sprawled on the bed. She barely looked up when he sat down. He said “Are you all right?”

She nodded and said, “He kind of took me by surprise.”

George looked down to see his boss’ seed ooze from Sara’s pussy. He looked away, feeling sudden heat. But his cock grew hard again. Part of him wanted to lick it — how perverse was that?

“What’s this about a weekend trip?”

Sara shook her head. “He caught me by surprise with that too. I couldn’t really say no, could I?”

George remembered her reaction a little differently, but he didn’t press it. “You can say no if you don’t want to go.”

Sara looked away. She shifted position and more of Mr. Jackson’s semen dripped into the bed. She caught her husband looking and said, “Your boss wants you to clean me up.”

“He’s not here.”

“I know, but he said you’ll get the belt if you don’t.”

“How’s he gonna know? I won’t tell him.”

“You know I have trouble lying to him.” She lay back on the pillows and spread her legs. “Come on, do it for me.”

George found himself moving into position without thinking about it. Her pussy was coated with Mr. Jackson’s thick seed. To cover his embarrassment, he said, just before he dove in, “You know what will go on there if he has you all to himself.”

Sara made a sighing sound when she felt his lips between her legs. “I know. But I can handle him by now. Besides, you need to keep your job, right?”

George didn’t answer, he was too busy licking her pussy clean. His dick was rock hard. When he was done, he yanked off his boxers and climbed over her.

She did something surprising — she closed her legs and turned to the side. “Not now, honey. I’m too sore.”

“But, but — you can’t say that! I’m your husband!”

“It’s okay,” she said. “Here, rub it on my hip while I tell you how many times he made me come.”

George was too desperate to argue. He began to rub his cock against her hip while she cooed,  “Only twice, honey. He made me come just twice. I think he was in a hurry or something. He rutted with me like a man possessed…”

George groaned and squirted his offering all over her hip.

She smiled. “Now, don’t you feel better? Be a dear and clean up your mess.”

George bent down to obey.

Chapter Twelve

At work Monday, George strode into Mr. Jackson’s office and closed the door behind him. He pointed a finger and hissed, “I forbid my wife from going on this little trip!”

The man’s face was impassive. “Really? You think this is just about your job now? No, George, this is about your marriage. You think Sara’s just gonna give me up? No. You could march into HR right now and tell your story and you might be right — I might get fired. But so would you. The company won’t want the scandal.

“And then, guess what happens? Your wife won’t want to stop fucking me. She’s beyond being the loyal wife, trying to keep her husband’s job. Her mind and body have gone through an awakening. She won’t give up her new, more powerful orgasms.

“But you? You’ll have trouble getting another job. You’ll run out of money. Maybe I’ll invite her to move in with me after you lose your house. Think about it, George.”

The ramifications of his position hit hard. He knew his boss was right — Sara might leave him if he lost his job. And be welcomed into the arms of Mr. Jackson.

“But you might have trouble getting another job too.”

Mr. Jackson nodded. “Maybe. But did you know I’ve brought in almost a million dollars of new business this quarter? Even if they fired me — which I don’t think they will — I’d have no trouble landing another job.”

George knew when he was defeated. “I still don’t like it — you two being away for three days!”

“I know. But don’t worry — I’ll take very good care of her!”

George turned to go, a broken man.

“By the way,” Mr. Jackson called after him. “Did you clean up like a good husband after I left?”

George’s face burned. He could only nod before hurrying out of the office. Behind him, he could hear Mr. Jackson laugh.

Tuesday night, Mr. Jackson showed up as if he hadn’t just been over Sunday.

“Again?” George asked, but didn’t stop him as he brushed past.

Sara came out, smiling broadly. “Hi.” She was dressed in a sexy nightgown, her robe over it, but open in the front. George could see her breasts and shaved pussy through the thin material. She looked gorgeous.

The black man enveloped her into his arms. It was as if neither one cared that George was standing there.

Mr. Jackson turned to him. “You wanna watch?”

He nodded, his dick growing hard in his pants. He followed them down the hall, watching as his boss rubbed his hand provocatively on her bottom.

Once in the bedroom, George watched as they stripped. He couldn’t avoid looking at Mr. Jackson’s large cock, already hard. He turned to George and said, “If we’re nekkid, you gotta be nekkid too.”

George stripped, trying to hide his erection that was small in comparison.

Sara climbed onto the bed on her back, her legs slightly apart. George headed for his chair in the corner of the room.

”No, come closer,” Mr. Jackson said.

George hid a smile as he moved to the bed. He was really going to watch closely today!

”On your knees by the bed,” the man said and George obeyed, his cock getting hard despite his embarrassment.

Mr. Jackson did something unexpected. He reached down and slipped his belt from his pants. Before George could react, he folded it over and, holding his back down against the bed, he gave him a sharp strike with the belt across his naked ass.

”Yeaow!” George cried. “Whatdja do that for?”

”That’s because you made Sara ask you to clean her up. That’s your job — you don’t need to be asked.”

Whap! Another blow fell. George tried to twist away, but Mr. Jackson held him down easily. Whap!

”Please! That hurts!”

”It’s supposed to. But don’t worry, because you cleaned up, you only get five. Had you refused, you would’ve gotten ten at least!”

”I’m sorry!” George begged, to no avail.

Two more blows fell, cracking against his sore bottom. Mr. Jackson dropped the belt. George looked back to see his cheeks well marked.

”Now, get your wife ready for me.”

George nodded, not completely sure what he wanted, but he wasn’t about to question him. He climbed up on the bed and began to gently lick his wife’s pussy. He noted she was already wet in anticipation. She signed and settled in, allowing her legs to come apart.

He spent a few minutes drawing more moisture from her engorged pussy before he was pushed aside.

”Now me.”

George started up at his boss. “Whaaa?”

”Get me ready! My cock needs to be nice and wet so it will slide in easily. You don’t want me to hurt her, do you?”

”No, but…”

”Guess you want the belt…”

”No, no!” George bent down and began to lick the sides of the man’s cock. It felt huge against his lips.

“That’s it. Get it nice and wet. Put the head in your mouth.”

”I’m not gay,” George protested.

”This has nothing to do with being gay, George,” Mr. Jackson told him. “This is a sign of respect. And preparation.”

George nodded and took the tip of his cock into his mouth. It felt weird and not at all sexy. So why was his cock so hard?

He turned and caught a glance of Sara’s expression, one of wonder and distaste, all at once. He turned back to the cock and tried to get it wet enough so that he could be released.

His boss made him spend several long minutes licking and sucking on his cock, forcing it deeper into his mouth, before he was pushed away.

”Okay, now, help me put it in.”

George thought he might shoot his load right then and there and tried not to think about what he was doing. He grasped Mr. Jackson’s thick cock and steered it toward his wife’s pussy, noting how she seemed to grow wetter as that monster approached.

He pushed the tip in and let go. The man pushed himself the rest of the way in and Sara settled in under him with a satisfied sigh. George knelt there by the bed and watched as his wife was brought to her first orgasm, almost effortlessly. He always had to work at it to pleasure her like that.

She held onto Mr. Jackson’s upper arms, her legs up and out of the way as he stroked her. “Oh god, yes,” she murmured. “Fuck me, boss man.”

George didn’t like to hear that. His boss was taking over his life and he was afraid of how far he might push him. It was already too far, wasn’t it? His hand stole down to his cock and he began to stroke it, trying to hide his actions from the two on the bed. It didn’t take long. Watching them fuck made him really horny and in less than a minute, he squirted, shooting his seed against the bed.

He stifled a groan and sank down on his haunches. He reached out and used his thumb to scoop up his semen and licked it clean. His face felt flushed.

Sara crested into her second orgasm and her lover pulled out. He glanced over and George and caught him trying to clean up his mess.

”What did you do?” He thundered.

”Uh, I just, I mean….”

”Did you come?”

”Well, yeah, but—“

”I didn’t give you permission to come!”

”I didn’t know I needed it!” He said with sudden heat.

Mr. Jackson grabbed his neck and forced him down on the bed. He picked up the belt and began to strike his butt. “You. Need. My. Permission. To. Come.” He said with each blow.

George was crying by the time he was finished. “That’s my wife! I shouldn’t have to ask permission!”

”You do now.” He released him and George looked back to see his bottom was bright red. He stifled a sob.

”Now, I want you to go into the bathroom and shave all that hair you got down there.” He pointed.

George looked down at himself and his unkempt bush. “What?”

”You heard me! Unless you want the belt again.”

George got up and hurried into the bathroom. He didn’t know what to do. He didn't want to belt, but it felt wrong to shave at his wife’s lover’s demand! He stood there in front of the mirror, trying to decide.

Then he heard them start to fuck again in the bedroom. They probably changed position and George imagined Sara on her hands and knees while Mr. Jackson plowed her from behind.

Sighing, he grabbed the small scissors and began to trim. When he had the hairs down to a stubble, he stepped into the shower with the shaving cream and a razor and began to shave his pubic hair.

When he stepped out a few minutes later, he felt denuded. It already started to itch. He dried off and went into the bedroom.

Sara seemed to be on her fourth orgasm. He had her down missionary position, but held her tightly as he fucked her.

He could tell that his boss was close and that seemed odd, that he knew that. He stood and watched as Mr. Jackson rutted with Sara, driving his big dick deep and hard into her as she gasped and tried to move to no avail.

Suddenly, he bellowed and came inside her. She jerked and came with him, her body struggling in his grip. “Oh fuck! Oh my god!” She gasped. Her head jerked back and forth with the power of her final climax.

Mr. Jackson pulled out and lay next to Sara. His skin glistened with sweat. George didn’t need to be told what to do next. He hurried over and buried his face between his wife’s legs to catch the first discharge of Mr. Jackson’s seed as it leaked out. He licked and sucked, swallowing it all.

Sara reached down and patted the top of his head. “Careful, dear, I’m pretty sore.”

He nodded, and went easier. When the flow eased he sat up. Mr. Jackson didn’t say anything, he just pointed at his softening cock. George hesitated only a moment before cleaning up his cock as well, tasting his wife’s juices on the big cock.

”Good boy,” Mr. Jackson said.

Chapter Thirteen

“Stand up. Let me see you,” he said.

George stood and looked down at himself. “Why? I did what you said.”

”I know. C’mere.”

George stepped closer and felt silly, standing there while his boss examined his shaved penis.

“Good. You did a good job.” He turned to Sara. “Did you get that thing I ask you to get?”

She nodded. “Are you sure?” See seemed uncertain.

George didn’t like the sound of this. “What are you guys talking about?”

”Get it,” Mr. Jackson said and Sara reached over and slid open her night stand. She pulled out a small box and handed it over. “Did you get the one I suggested?”

”Yes, I did.”

”Good.”

George watched intently, not sure what was going on. He waited apprehensively, as his boss tore open the package. He was shocked when it came into view. He knew what it was at once — a cock cage. Or chastity device. This one was made with shiny steel and it looked serious. He’d read about such cages on the internet and had even seen them on some guys, although they tended to be effeminate. He couldn’t imagine a red-blooded guy like him would ever wear one!

”Hey now…” He began. “I’m not wearing that!”

”I don’t want you fucking my girl any more,” Mr. Jackson told him.

”She’s my wife!”

”I know and I might be willing to let you fuck her once in a while, depending on how good you are.”

”I don’t have to be ‘good’,” he said with some heat. “You can’t make me wear something like that!”

”Let’s leave it up to Sara.” He turned to her. “Either you ask your husband to wear this or I won’t come over and fuck you any more.”

George was sure she would refuse. This is what they wanted! “Yes,” he said, “Tell him, Sara!”

Sara looked at Darnel. “You mean, like ever? Why would you do that?”

”Because I want you all to myself for a while. That’s why. I want to know that I’m the only one fucking you.”

Sara nodded. She seemed torn.

”This is what we want, Sara!” George said. “We want this to be over!”

”I know, but… Can’t you just wear it for a little while?”

He gaped at her. “You really like fucking him that much? That you’d do that to me?”

”Just for a little while,” he said, a slight whine in her voice.

”You heard her.” Mr. Jackson said.

”No! I won’t! I’ll go to HR, blow this whole thing up!”

”We’ve talked about this, George. You know how that will end.”

”Please, George,” Sara put in. “Just for tonight.”

”Or I could get the belt,” Mr. Jackson said with some heat.

George shook his head, but he felt himself wavering. “I … I don’t even know how it’s supposed to go on!”

”Sara can help, can’t you dear?”

She nodded and picked up the cage. She looked through the directions and said, “It looks pretty straight-forward, honey. C’mere.”

George stepped toward her without thinking about it. The decision had been made, almost without him. He watched as she fit the metal ring over his balls, one at a time, then folded his semi-hard penis none too gently to set the ring firmly against his body. It was surprisingly comfortable.

“Does that seem too loose?” She asked.

George started to answer when he realized she was talking to Darnel, not him. The black man loomed over him and said, “Try the smaller ring — it needs to be tight.”

”Hey!” George said but he was ignored.

Sara pulled the ring free without much concern for his comfort. He winced and said, “Ow!” But she didn’t care. She found the smaller ring and fit that on until it was tight against him. This one held him snugly.

”It’s too tight!” He protested.

”That one looks good,” Mr. Jackson said. “We don’t want it to slip off, do we?”

Sara nodded and found the cage part. It was quite small, George thought — there’s no way his penis would fit in that! He watched as she pushed it on, moving it carefully, as if afraid to pinch him. She had it up and in place and held her hand out. Mr. Jackson gave her the key, which had the lock mechanism on it. She slid it into place, twisted it and pulled it free.

He was locked up. And it fit perfectly. George was amazed.

”Good. Now, give me the keys.”

George started as Sara handed him both keys. “Hey,” he said, “we need one for emergencies.”

”If you need to be unlocked, I’ll come over. But you need to wear it for a little while, just to get used to it.”

”Hey, I thought this was only for tonight!”

”Oh no,” his boss told him. “You’re gonna wear that until after we get back from our little trip.”

George’s mouth hung open. “That’s not until Monday! I can’t wear this to work!”

”Sure you can!” To George, he said, “Now, be so kind as to clean us both up.”

“Again?! I just did that!”

“Yeah, but this time you’re locked up. Trust me, it will feel different.”

He was right, it was different, cleaning his boss’s cock and then Sara’s pussy, while being locked up. His dick wanted to get hard and was not able to. It messed with his mind.

Mr. Jackson stood up suddenly and began to get dressed. “Now, I‘ll leave you two little lovebirds alone. I’ll see you Thursday, Sara.”

She smiled. “Sounds good.”

”But what about me!? I want to make love to my own wife!”

Mr. Jackson turned to George. “You can. With your tongue. In fact, I want you to give Sara at least two orgasms with your tongue before I come over Thursday.”

“And if I don’t?”

”Then you get the belt.”

With that, he left, giving a sly wink to Sara first.

George turned to his wife and said, “He can’t be serious about this! I mean, this is medieval!”

”It’s just for a few days,” she said, “It will help you get used to it.”

”I don’t want to get used to it!”

She sighed and said, “Come here. I think you need to lick momma’s pussy to make you feel better.”

It was perverse, but she was right. It did make George feel better. He felt as if his tongue was his cock, if that made any sense. He licked her and listened to her moans, pleased that he could make her come too. When she crested into a small orgasm, he looked up and said, “This counts.”

Chapter Fourteen

George had no trouble giving Sara two orgasms before Thursday evening. In fact, he gave her three. He had given her one Wednesday night, just before bed, but when he woke up the next morning, horny, his morning wood tight against his cage, he quietly crawled between her legs and gave her a third one to wake her up.

After she came, she patted his head and said, “Thanks, honey — that was nice.”

He was surprised at how quickly he had gotten used to the cage. After being aware of it Wednesday, hanging heavy on his penis, he almost forgot it was there by Thursday.

At work, George hoped some emergency would come up, forcing Mr. Jackson to cancel his trip with Sara. Around ten, he was called into his boss’ office and he hoped this would be the announcement: “Please tell Sara that something came up and we’ll have to postpone.”

He went in, pleased to note that the blinds had been drawn, so no one would be able to see them talk. He shut the door behind him.

“You need something, Mr. Jackson?”

”Yes. Show me.”

”What?”

”I want to make sure you’re still wearing it.”

”You can’t be serious.” George looked around, wondering if there was a camera hidden.

”No cameras,” Mr. Jackson said, reading his mind. “Just you and me.”

”This is not part of my job!”

”That just earned you five swats when I come to pick up your wife tonight. Care to make it ten?”

George stared at him for two long seconds before he unzipped his pants, reached in and pulled out his cock, cage still firmly in place. Mr. Jackson stepped forward and, to George’s surprise, tugged on it.

”Looks like it’s on there good,” he said, letting go of it.

”Can’t you leave the keys when you guys go?”

”No,” he said. “You need to get used to it.”

”Why? I’m not going to wear it! I mean, you can’t make me wear it!”

”I think I am, aren’t I?”

”I mean, you know, long term. I want to be able to make love to my own wife!”

”The way I hear it, she really doesn’t have much use for you in that department, but she raves about your oral skills!”

”When did she do that?”

”Oh, we text. She fills me in on how you’re doing and all.”

George was shocked by this. His wife was texting her lover behind his back? He would have to talk to her about that!

”Okay, back to work.”

George zipped up, feeling oddly violated. It hadn’t been much, just a tug on his cage, but knowing that his boss held the keys made him feel funny inside.

”I don’t like this,” he said.

”Duly noted. See you tonight.”

And that was that. George left, his tail between his legs.

When George got home Thursday night, he found his wife was all packed. She seemed quite eager.

”Aren’t you a little afraid of what he might do to you? What if he murders you and throws your body in the lake?”

She laughed and said, “I trust him. But I am a little nervous. I feel like I’m on my second honeymoon or something.”

George made a face. “Do you really have to go?”

”Yes, I think it’s best. I’m sure he’ll take good care of me.”

”That’s what I’m afraid of.”

Mr. Jackson showed up at six-thirty, just as George and Sara were finishing dinner. He apologised and said, “I was just anxious to get going. It’s about an hour drive.”

”I’m ready,” Sara said, standing. She turned to George. “You can clean up here, can’t you?”

”Yes.”

”First, some unfinished business,” Mr. Jackson said and George’s heart sank. Was he really going to spank him?

”What?” Sara asked and Darnel just smiled.

”George knows. Tell her.”

”He, uh, wanted to see my cage at work and I didn’t want him to.”

”Really? You made him pull it out? Right there in front of everyone?”

Mr. Jackson laughed. “Oh no. In my office. Very private.”

”It wasn’t right!”

”He refused, at first. He earned five swats with my belt.” To George: “Pull down your pants and lay over the sofa!”

”This isn’t right!” But he found himself obeying because he didn’t want ten.

He lay over the end of the sofa, his bottom up. He watched as his boss slipped his belt from his pants and doubled it over. George glanced over at Sara, to see her standing there, her mouth slightly ajar, watching the scene unfold.

Whap! “Ow!”

He felt emasculated and that hurt almost as much as the belt. Another blow fell and he began to wiggle his ass around, trying to avoid the blows. He received three more and was glad it was over. But why was his cock trying to get hard in his cage?

Mr. Jackson stepped close and said, “Slide down and get on your knees.”

George obeyed, his ass still smarting. He was startled when Mr. Jackson unzipped his pants and pulled out his semi-hard cock!

”Hey!”

”Now give me a nice blowjob and tell me you’re sorry.”

”I will not!” He was embarrassed to do it in front of Sara.

”You want ten more?”

His mouth came open to protest and his boss rubbed the head of his cock over his lips. Without thinking too much about it, George began to lick it.

”That’s it.”

”Why am I supposed to be sorry?” He asked, “just because I refused your outrageous request this afternoon?”

”Yes. You were rude. Now suck, show me how sorry you are.”

George was oddly pleased that he didn’t have to say the words. Sucking on his cock was almost preferable to that!

”That’s it, take it in deeper.”He had both hands gently on the sides of his head, encouraging him.

George tried, but he gagged when the head of his cock reached his throat. He pulled back and coughed.

”That’s okay, you just need practice. You want me to call one of my buddies to come by so you can practice on them while we’re gone?”

”No!” Fear struck him. He wouldn’t do that, would he?

”Then show me how well you can do it on me.”

He tried anew. He wanted to please Mr. Jackson so he wouldn’t call someone else to come over. The thought scared him.

He tried to stifle his gag reflex and managed to get more of the man’s cock into his throat. Mr. Jackson pulled his right hand away and kept his left in place.

”Okay, Sara,” he said.

George tried to turn and see what he meant, but the cock in his mouth prevented that. Then he heard what sounded like a picture being taken!

He pulled away and looked over to see Sara with her cellphone in her hands!

”Hey! Tell me you didn’t!”

She showed the picture to Darnel, who nodded. “Good. Send it to me.”

George heard the sound of a file being sent. “Stop that! You can’t do that!”

Mr. Jackson reached into his pocket and pulled out his phone. He nodded at the image. “Good.” He turned it toward George. “See?”

George stared at the image of himself, on his knees, a big black cock in his mouth. He could see a tattoo of a football on the inside of the left arm and knew that would make his boss recognizable to anyone at the office who saw this.

What was worse, his pants were still down around his knees and his locked up cock was on full display!

”Get rid of that! You can’t have that! Why’dya take that, Sara?”

She shrugged. “He asked me to. He’s kinda hard to refuse.”

To his boss, he said, “Come on! You can’t use that!”

”I won’t,” Mr. Jackson said. “Just call it insurance.”

”Insurance against what?”

”Anything I need.”

He tucked himself back into his pants and turned to Sara. “You ready?”

She nodded. “My suitcase is in the bedroom.”

Mr. Jackson looked down at George. “Go get it and put it in my car.”

George, still shell shocked, thought about refusing. In the end, he simply got up, fastened his pants into position and went to get the suitcase.

Chapter Fifteen

George was beside himself that night. Especially after he figured they had reached their destination. He could picture them, laughing, touching each other, his hands probing, her mouth coming open, her clothes being unbuttoned…

He stopped and tugged at his cage through his pants. Damn him! He should’ve let me out while they were gone! It’s not like he’d be able to fuck his wife now!

George got a text a few minutes later, just a simple: “Arrived OK! Will check in later!”

He went to the liquor cabinet and poured more bourbon into his glass. He didn’t want to get drunk,  but he wouldn’t mind forgetting what his wife and his boss were getting up to in their hotel room. He wished he could watch!

That thought startled him — watch, not participate. He had put himself in the place of an observer without thinking about it. He tugged at his cage again and wondered if it was changing him.

He worked Friday, trying not to look at Mr. Jackson’s empty office because it reminded him of what the man was doing to his wife. Friday night, he got another text, with a photo. It was Sara, standing naked, her back to the camera, with Mr. Jackson’s arm draped over her shoulder. He was still fully dressed. They were standing on a small balcony, looking at the woods, but it seemed to George that anyone walking the grounds of the hotel might see her. The text read: “It’s a beautiful place here!”

Something else about the picture bothered him, but he couldn’t figure it out.

Saturday, he heard nothing all day. He texted her mid-afternoon, asking, “Everything OK?” but got no response. That night, he got another text with a video. It was a shot of them fucking. Mr. Jackson had his wife held down, his powerful arms holding her motionless, while his big cock pistoned in and out of her.

He heard Mr. Jackson say, “Who does this pussy belong to?”

Sara gasped, “You! It belongs to you!”

That struck George right in the heart. She didn’t really mean that, did she?

Sara was gasping and moving her head from side to side. It only lasted a few seconds, but it was enough to make his dick swell in its cage. He grunted and moved the cage around, trying to make it comfortable again.

Suddenly, it hit him what was off about the photo — and the video! They were too perfect! They were well-framed. This wasn’t a cellphone propped up against a night stand, no, this was from a higher angle.

As if someone was standing there, taking the photos!

George texted her, “Are you guys alone?”

No response.

He didn’t sleep well that night. He kept checking the phone, seeing if she had responded.

Then, Sunday morning, came a devastating photo and text. It was Sara, naked, on her knees, and there were two black cocks being thrust at her face. He couldn’t tell which one was Mr. Jackson’s — they were both big!

The text read: “Sorry, honey, Darnel had a friend drop by!”

That was it — no explanation, no apology, no nothing.

He was angry now. It was one thing for his boss to take advantage of him, but some stranger? What was his relationship to Darnel? Why would he bring someone along to share his wife? Wouldn’t he rather have her all to himself?

It didn’t make any sense.

By the time Sunday afternoon rolled around, George was determined to get to the bottom of this. Why would she do this? It was really cheating, well beyond the cheating he had approved! That was for his job, but this!

Sara arrived home around six o’clock, wheeling her suitcase. She breezed in, all happy and satiated, to see the dark face of her husband there.

”Who was that guy?! Why was he there!?”

She sighed. “It wasn’t my idea, honey. He said Jerry was his friend from the football team.”

”But why was he invited? And what did you do with him?”

”Do you really want to hear the story?”

”Yes! Of course I do!”

”Very well. Take my suitcase into the bedroom and take off your clothes.”

”My … what?”

”You heard me! Do you want to hear the story or not?”

George went in, dragging the suitcase behind him. Naked? What for?

Nevertheless, he stripped off his clothes and felt a little silly, with his cock caged up. Sara came in and went to the closet and began to take her clothes off as well. George brightened. This may not be so bad!

She came to the bed and climbed on, adjusting the pillows under her before settling in on her back. She spread her legs.

“I’ll tell you what happened while you’re licking me. I have the semen of both men inside me — I didn’t take a shower after they fucked me before we left. I’m sweaty and hot and gooey. Now get in there and clean me up and I’ll tell you,”

George didn’t need to be asked twice. He climbed up over her, smelling the complex odor of her messy pussy and sweat. He bent down and began to lick, pushing out all his jealous thoughts.

”Okay, that’s good. Now, where to begin. Thursday, it was just him and me and we fucked just about all night! He was very aggressive! I can’t tell you how many times he made me come!

”Friday night, we had just come back from dinner, and Darnel was stroking me, kissing me, driving me wild…”

She paused. “Don’t stop, honey.”

”Oh, sorry.” He returned to his task.

“I wanted him to fuck me, but he just teased me and drove me crazy! I thought I might just come from his touching!

”Then there came a knock on the door. I thought it was room service. I was naked, so I threw a sheet over me and Darnel went to the door. That’s when I met Jerry. An ex-football player friend of his.”

George looked up, “Jerry? He just showed up, just like that?”

”Oh, no, Darnel called him.”

”Why would he do that?”

Sara shrugged. “I didn’t know until later. I’ll get to that. Anyway, I was embarrassed, but also very turned on. I didn’t understand what Darnel was doing!

”And he says to me, ‘I’m gonna take a quick shower, please entertain Jerry for me!’ And he left!

“I was confused and embarrassed. I tried to cover myself better, but he sat on the edge of the bed and, well, um, he kinda picked up where Darnel had left off…”

”What do you mean?”

”I mean, he was touching me, telling me how beautiful I was, stroking my arm. I wasn’t sure how to react, but one thing was clear — Darnel had done this on purpose!”

”Do you think he wanted to share you?”

”Yes, I think that’s exactly what he wanted! By the time Darnel came out from the shower, Jerry had his hand between my legs, driving me crazy. I tried to pull away, but Darnel said, ‘No, let him. I want to watch.’”

”That’s…. weird.”

”Yeah, but it kinda gave me permission, you know? I felt slutty and desired and naughty, all at the same time. Darnel sat naked on the other bed and watched as Jerry slid the sheet off of me and began kissing my breasts… Oh! Don’t stop! I’m getting to the good part!”

”Sorry.” George licked the folds of her pussy, tasting the seed of two men inside her. His cock threatened to burst out of his cage.

”Anyway, he went down on me! While Darnel just sat there! He was really good at it, though! I started to come and it just swept over me! I could barely think straight!

”And before I knew it, he was between my legs, his hard cock out! It was thick too! I tried to stop him, I really did, but he held me down and just slid himself inside! I was sooo wet!

”He made me come so fast! I don’t know if it was his dick or that Darnel was watching, but I came so hard, my brain froze up. When I came back to Earth, he was fucking me so aggressively, I thought I might pass out!”

“Fuck,” George said. He was really turned on, despite his anger. “So that was all it took? You fucked them both all weekend?”

“Yes,” Sara said. “I mean, once the ice was broken… Oh, honey, don’t stop! I think I might come!”

George returned to his duties, his cock tight in its cage. He wanted to hear more. How perverse was that?

”It was … different, having two well-hung black men take me. It wasn’t like I had a choice, honey! I mean, they were very strong! We hardly left the hotel room Sunday! Darnel even paid the hotel extra so we could stay in our rooms until three o’clock!”

George licked, his anger being replaced by his curiosity. He didn’t want to stop, he wanted her to come, but he had to hear more. “Keep talking,” he muttered around the folds of her labia.

”Ohh, I think this is getting you excited,” she cooed. “Okay, so Friday night, they both fucked me so much I had to make them stop! I was exhausted and my pussy was sore! So they finally let me sleep. But Saturday morning, they started in again! I hadn’t even had coffee!”

She moved her legs apart, encouraging him and he licked her with sudden heat, hoping to draw an orgasm out of her.

”Oh yes, oh god, honey! You’re so good! Uh, I think you like hearing about my big black lovers, huh? Oh god, I think I could come again just thinking about how they fucked me just about all day Saturday! They even, uh, I’m not sure I should tell you, but they… OH!”

Sara crested into a small orgasm and twisted away.

”Wait! Tell me! What did they do?”

Her breathing slowed and she said, “Oh my, that made me come, just thinking about it!” She saw his expression and quickly added, “But your tongue certainly helped!”

”Tell me.”

She sighed. “I was, um, DP’d for the first time ever! Can you believe it? I guess I was kinda sheltered, growing up, because I never let anyone do that to me!”

George nodded, remembering how he had tried to introduce her to anal sex, only for her to push him away and tell him it was dirty. Apparently, not for her black lovers!

”I thought you didn’t like that.”

”I didn’t! I mean, I thought I didn’t! But they didn’t really care what I thought! They lubed me up pretty good — Jerry brought that, so I guess he was thinking ahead. Darnel had me on top of him, fucking me and Jerry starts messing with my, well, you know. I had to admit, though, that his fingers felt pretty good back there! At first, I thought he was just making me feel good while Darnel was fucking me, but then he loomed up behind me and shoved his big cock inside me! I tried to wiggle away, but it was no good.

”Once he started moving though, and Darnel too, all my objections kinda went away. I’ve never been fucked like that before!”

”So you came and all?”

”Oh yes! Many times. It was different than, you know — more intense.”

”Are you going to do that again?”

She shrugged. “Well, Jerry doesn’t live here, so probably not. I mean, that was just a special deal.”

”But you wouldn’t mind if Darnel suggested it?”

”Um, he’s kinda hard to say no to.”

George got up suddenly. His cock had shrunk and he felt violated by his boss. “This wasn’t what we agreed to! I mean, bringing in another guy! What’s next? A gang-bang?”

”Oh no! I wouldn’t do that. In fact, I didn’t want to do it with Jerry, but it was hard to stop them, once they got all fired up!”

”So they raped you?”

”Oh, I wouldn’t call it that.”

”What would you call it?”

”Um, maybe just opening me up to new experiences.”

”I don’t like this.”

”You seemed to enjoy it while you were licking me!”

”That was, uh, different. I just mean the whole thing. This wasn’t supposed to go this far!”

”You started all this, remember.”

”I know! I know!” He stood up and tugged at his cage. “I want this off of me and I want my wife back!”

She sat up and reached for his hand. “Oh, honey, I know you do, but that ship has sailed. I mean, I can’t give up Darnel’s cock now! You can see that, can’t you?”

”So that’s it? I can’t fuck you anymore?”

”I didn’t say that! Look, Darnel will be coming by Tuesday, we can discuss it all then!”

”I don’t want to wait until then. I'm going to make him take it off tomorrow.”

Chapter Sixteen

Monday morning, George strode into Mr. Jackson’s office and said quietly, “I want this off today.”

He was nervous because the blinds in his office were open.

His boss smiled. “You mean, like right now?” He waved at the glass windows, open to the office.

”No! Not like this! I mean, you know — we had a deal.”

He nodded. “I’ll be by tomorrow. We will discuss it.”

”No! I want you to honor your word!”

Mr. Jackson shrugged. “I left the keys at home, so I can’t today. But I will tomorrow, okay?”

Mollified, George nodded. He left, disappointed but determined. He wasn’t going to allow his boss to push him around any more!

He had to endure that damned cage for another day. He asked Mr. Jackson if he had brought the keys again on Tuesday, but his boss said he didn’t. By Tuesday evening, he was beside himself. He paced, waiting for Mr. Jackson to stop by. Sara couldn’t get him to relax.

When the doorbell rang at seven, George hurried to open the door. “Okay, it’s time. We had a deal!”

His boss nodded. He pulled the keys out of his pocket as he stepped inside. “As agreed.”

George snatched them from his hand and headed down the hall to the bedroom. He unfastened his pants and yanked down his boxers. Fitting the key into the lock, he turned it and felt it give way. He sighed as the cage slipped free. He tossed the pieces on the bed and tugged the ring off his penis. He tossed that on the bed as well and zipped up.

Returning to the living room, he spotted Sara and Mr. Jackson huddled together on the sofa, talking softly. She giggled. He came around and sat opposite them.

”Feel better?” Mr. Jackson asked.

George nodded.

”Good. There’s something we need to talk to you about.”

He froze. This didn’t sound good. “What?”

”Oh, it’s good. Trust me. It’s about a job opening. But first, Sara has something she wants to say.”

He frowned and turned to Sara. “What?”

She looked nervous. She kept glancing over at Mr. Jackson for reassurance. “Um, well… You know that we’ve been talking about having a baby and uh….” She glanced at Darnel. “Well, uh, I want to have his baby.”

George stood up. “No way! I’ll divorce you! I’ll tell HR! I’ll blow this all up!”

”Wait, wait,” Mr. Jackson put in quickly. “You haven’t heard the whole thing! You know Mr. Davies? The VP who’s been there a hundred years? Well, he’s finally retiring. And I think you’d be perfect for the job! More money, corner office. Sure, there will be some travel involved, but you also earn seven percent of all new deals you close! Think about it!”

”I’m not raising a black baby! My mom will freak out!” His dad had died years ago. “Not to mention my friends! I’m not going to be your public cuckold!”

”No, we could explain it!” Sara said. “We’ll say we went to the doctor to get us checked out before trying for a baby and it turned out, you have…” She turned to Mr. Jackson, “what’s the term?”

”Low motility.”

”Right! Your sperm doesn’t do what it’s supposed to do. We’d tell your mom and everyone that we had to use a sperm bank!”

”And,” Mr. Jackson added, “because you guys are progressive, you decided on a black donor!”

”No! I’m not going along with this!” They had this all too well planned! As if they expected he would simply acquiesce.

”So you don’t want the job?”

His mouth dropped open. “If I say no, who will get it?”

His boss tipped his head. “Well, I hear Charlie is still looking for employment. He might be a perfect fit.”

That killed George. After all his struggle and sacrifice, to watch Charlie waltz in and get this cushy job would be the final blow to his career.

”Nooo…” he said, the heat gone from his voice.

”Well, why don’t you think about it. We have a few days. I just found out about Davies on Monday, so no decisions have been made. But I know I could make a case for you to get that job and for Charlie to return to take your old job. Win-win!”

”I can’t raise another man’s baby!”

”Oh, I would provide child support! You wouldn’t be expected to pay for everything!”

”And who’s name would be on the birth certificate?”

”Oh, that would be up to you, George. If you didn’t want to be on it, I would sign it. But it would be simplier if you would.”

”Simplier for you.”

Sara jumped in. ”Honey, just think about it — that’s all we ask. You are a good husband and I know you’d be a great dad! And think of the baby! If it’s a boy, he’ll be tall and strong and …” she trailed off.

”And black,” George said.

”Half black,” Mr. Jackson said. “Who knows? He might turn out a very light shade. I have some white on my side of the family tree.”

”I don’t know. I don’t like it.”

”There would be one more bonus,” Mr. Jackson said. “Once we found out Sara is pregnant, you would be unlocked and free to fuck her whenever you wanted. She won’t turn you away.”

Sara nodded. “That’s right!”

”Wait — what about being ‘unlocked’ do you mean? I’m unlocked now and I plan to stay that way!”

”Oh no. If you agree to this deal, then you’d have to agree to be locked up until Sara got off the pill and got pregnant. Probably only a month or so.”

George shook his head. “This is all crazy talk!”

”Just think about it. We’ll talk tomorrow, in my office. I’ll go over the details. In the meantime…” He stood and held out his hand, Sara took it and stood up. “I’m going to fuck your wife again.”

”Didn’t you have enough this weekend? Or were you too busy sharing her?”

The dig fell on deaf ears. “Come, my dear.” They headed down the hallway to the bedroom.

Chapter Seventeen

George wasn’t going to go along with this madness. That is, until he sat in Mr. Jackson’s office, blinds drawn, and listened to the details of the deal. Davies had earned almost twice his salary, for one. And then there was the bonus.

”Davies filled just four contracts last year — down from his high of seven the year before — and he brought in just a shade over a million dollars. That meant he earned an extra seventy grand in bonuses,” Mr. Jackson said. “The previous year, he earned one hundred and twenty thousand. I think you could easily do that!”

Jeez, that was a lot of money. “And what about child support?”

”With that kind of bonus, I doubt you’d need it, but I’m thinking four hundred a month. Does that sound good?”

”Sounds low.”

”We can talk about it.”

”Why are you doing this? Why not go find a girl of your own?”

”Sara is … unique. She and I found it’s not just sex with us. She gets me, if you will.”

”I thought she got me. I mean, that’s why I married her.”

”You’ll still be married to her! I don’t want to break up your marriage. I just want to borrow her now and then.”

”And have a baby with her — that’s kinda of a big deal!”

”I know. And you can blow this all up too. You could march into HR and spill the story and we’ll probably both get fired. Charlie will have your job and I’ll find another, but where would that leave you and Sara? Do you think she’ll want to stick around after that? No, she’ll be mad that you wrecked everything. She’ll probably divorce you and come live with me.”

”You don’t see her as a fling?”

”No, no. She’s a keeper. But I’m willing to share her. She’s very concerned about you, you know She doesn’t want a divorce. She’s trying to protect you.”

”I don’t feel very protected.”

”It’s a lot to think about. Lot of money on the table.”

George found himself wavering. “We’d have to have a contract.”

Mr. Jackson smiled. “Of course! Drawn up between the three of us. And it could be our secret too. No one has to know I’m the father, although I’d be stopping by now and then. You could move to a nicer house in a better neighborhood. Make new friends, friends who didn’t know about our arrangement. People who would accept that your baby is half white.”

George took a deep breath. “I don’t know.”

”Talk it over with your wife. You have until Friday morning to decide. Once I hear from you, I can get the wheels in motion here. Meanwhile, I’ll draw up a contract that is fair to everyone.”

He nodded and left the office, his mind whirling.

The money was great, but giving up his wife? His baby? Spinning some lie to his mom that he’s infertile? That they were having a black baby simply because they were “progressive”?

But he worried that if he said no, he’d lose her anyway. He could see what hold his boss had on his wife. If he refused to go along with this madness, she might very well end up divorcing him.

And then there were the genetics of it all. George knew that Mr. Jackson had the superior genes. He was over six feet tall, compared to five-ten for him. He was athletic and strong, while George was a bit pudgy and weaker. This kid could be a football player like his dad, whereas if he had a baby with Sara, it would just be an ordinary kid.

Still, it was an impossible choice.

He went home, his mind still not made up. Sara was waiting, eager to hear all about their talk.

”So? What did he say?”

George gave her the details. She whistled when she heard about how much money was involved.

”Wow, that’s great, honey!”

“It’s a big sacrifice.”

”I know.” She moved closer to him and put her hand on his arm. “But you’ll be a great dad! I can just see you now, throwing the football with him or teaching him how to build things.”

”Won’t Darnel want to do those things?”

”Oh, I don’t know. He might just want to stay in the background, you know, at first. So as to not rock the boat.”

”Yeah, I don’t know about all this.”

”Well, Darnel texted me a while ago and said he had a contract drawn up, just in case.”

”Already? What happens if I don’t sign? Will you divorce me?”

”I don’t know. I don’t want to. I love you, George.”

”But you love Mr. Jackson more?”

”No, no — that’s just physical. And genetics, of course.”

”I just feel like either way I go, I’m screwed.”

”Just read the contract, okay? Can you do that?”

”Sure.”

***

Thursday, he was in Mr. Jackson’s office, reading through the document. It was as they had discussed, with one phrase that caught George’s eye. It stated that Mr. Jackson will “donate sperm to impregnate Sara Hendricks with a baby or babies…”

He looked up. “Babies, plural?”

”That’s in case she has twins,” he said. “But yes, I suppose you could interpret that to mean more than one baby in her life.”

”We’re just doing this the one time, right?”

”Sure,” he said. “Oh, and you’ll notice I upped the child support to five hundred a month. I think that’s more than fair.”

George nodded. “I saw that, yes.” It still seemed a little low to him, but he didn’t want to make his boss mad.

“So, what do you think?”

“Um, I wanna be able to make love to my wife.”

“Ahh! You’re right! Let’s add a clause about that! You should remain locked up until after Sara gets pregnant, then you can have full access to her until the baby is born. Does that sound good?”

George nodded. “Yes, that seems fair.”

“Great! I’ll add that and let’s get it signed. I need to let corporate know about the VP slot.”

At the mention of his big promotion, George didn’t think all the details through. He would later regret it.

George returned to Mr. Jackson’s office that afternoon and went over the final contract. It seemed to have everything they talked about in it. His mind was dazzled by the money. He signed it and watched his boss sign it too.

“Now take this home and get your wife to sign it, then bring it back tomorrow and I’ll start the ball rolling on your promotion.”

Sara was no obstacle — she was thrilled that George had agreed. He made sure to point out the clause that allowed him to make love to her, even if she was also fucking Mr. Jackson.

“Of course, honey,” she said, her eyes bright. “I’ll be so happy, I’d never refuse you!”

She signed and George brought the contract back to his boss on Friday.

“Great!” He said. “Let me make a copy for you guys and we’ll get started!”

Epilogue

Events moved fast after that. Everyone clapped when George was announced as the new VP and they clapped again when Charlie was brought back to take over George’s old job. George got the corner office, but with it came a lot of responsibility.

He had to travel a lot more, visiting clients not only in America, but in Europe as well. That caused a minor complication, as he couldn’t very well travel while being locked up! So Mr. Jackson agreed to give Sara one of the keys, with the stipulation that he was not to be unlocked until he was headed for the airport. Of course, he tried to weasel his way into his wife’s pants often, but she remained firm.

“You know I can’t fuck you while I’m trying to have a baby! Shame on you!”

George knew that while he traveled, his boss was at home, trying to get his wife pregnant. She had gone off the pill right away, but they figured it might take a while for her system to return to normal.

To everyone’s surprise, however, Sara became pregnant within six weeks!

George wasn’t sure how he felt about it when Sara showed him the pregnancy test. He said, “That’s, um, great, honey,” but his mind was torn. On the one hand, he had a great new job. On the other hand, the baby wasn’t his. On one hand, he could now be unlocked and make love to his wife. On the other hand, he would have to share her with Darnel and he knew he would be the inadequate one in that contest.

“Yeah,” she continued. “Once I was off the pill, Darnel came over almost every night while you were on one of your trips!”

George winced. “Oh, I’ll bet he did,” he said, picturing them together, Darnel’s big cock driving her to many orgasms. He was both jealous and felt left out that he couldn’t watch.

“Don’t be sad, hon — it means we can take your cage off for nine months!”

He brightened up. “Yes! Let’s do that now!”

“Okay — let me just check in with Darnel first.”

Another grimace tugged at the corner of his mouth. Mr. Jackson had to approve everything, it seemed! “We have a contract,” he pointed out.

“I know, I just like to make sure.”

George sat on the couch while she called her lover and got permission for her to unlock her husband so he could make love to her. It felt very strange and George was beginning to regret his choice.

She hung up and said, “Okay, George! I’ll get the key!”

They went at once into the bedroom. George liked that Sara seemed eager for him, but he wasn’t sure if that was her real feelings or just the damned contract.

Still, he wasn’t complaining.

She stepped close and unlocked his cock, which immediately sprang to its full five inches. She nodded and look for a moment that she was “about to take one for the team.” Sara took off her clothes and climbed up on the bed.

“A deal’s a deal,” she said, spreading her legs.

George tried to ignore Sara acting like this was some duty she had to perform. He was really horny! As soon as he entered her, he had a rude awakening: Her pussy was rather loose, no doubt from Mr. Jackson’s big cock! The phrase, “throwing a hot dog down a hallway” came to mind. He tried to get traction to stimulate his penis, but it wasn’t working. He reached down and tried to massage the base, but that prevented him from sticking it in very far.

“What’s wrong, honey?” Sara seemed genuinely concerned.

“You’re all stretched out from your lover!” He said.

“Oh, I’m sorry! I didn’t know!”

Like hell she didn’t, he thought. He pulled out and turned away, frustrated.

“Hey! I want you to come! Please, let’s try different things, okay?”

George was encouraged by his wife’s feigned compassion, so he tried again. He liked that she cared — he had been worried that he might become an afterthought, or worse, a nuisance.

He tried to fuck her again, moving his dick around to catch the walls, but it was no good. In the end, she gave him a blowjob and he erupted into her mouth. She swallowed and said, “That was nice, wasn’t it?”

He nodded. It wasn’t fucking, but he still felt that needed release. It didn’t take long before blowjobs became the main way they made love.

Even thought she was pregnant now, Mr. Jackson still came by regularly to fuck her. Sometimes, George would watch — they seemed unconcerned by his presence — but he found the thrill of it all was waning for him. Watching his wife come again and again on Darnel’s big cock, knowing that she could barely feel his own, made him feel inadequate. He didn’t like that. Often, he would stay in the living room while they went in to fuck for an hour or so.

Sara began to show, which meant it was time to tell everyone. They had rehearsed their speech until they almost believed it themselves. Surprisingly, his mother seemed to accept their explanation, telling Sara she would love the baby regardless.

“Of course I will, George! And I’m sorry you couldn’t have one of your own. I know how much that meant to you.”

He nodded, tears coming to his eyes. He had sacrificed his future offspring for his job. He hoped it would be worth it.

But co-workers and friends were less accepting of their explanation. Bill, a friend George had known since college, said, “Really? A sperm bank? And a black donor?” His face showed his disbelief.

George assured him it was true and Bill just shrugged and said, “Okay, if you say so!”

Co-workers had much the same reaction, made worse by the interaction George often had with Mr. Jackson. They knew nothing about their boss’ visits to George’s house, but they were suspicious nonetheless. It didn’t take long for a rumor to spread that Mr. Jackson was the sperm donor, not some anonymous sperm bank!

Both George and his boss shot down the rumors, but they persisted.

As Sara’s tummy grew, George found it impossible to fuck her at all — he didn’t have the length to slip himself inside doggy style, which she preferred. But Mr. Jackson had no trouble, of course! George could hear them in the bedroom, him grunting and her orgasms. Then he’d be called in to clean her up. He had protested, thinking that duty would end, but his boss pointed out that that wasn’t in the contract, so he was expected to do what he always did.

Not being locked up made him keenly aware of what he was doing and he didn’t like it, but a few sessions with the belt convinced him that Mr. Jackson was still the boss.

In some ways, George found he missed being locked up. Not having a dick made his cleanup duties much more pleasurable. Of course, he didn’t tell them that!

Sara had a healthy baby boy in late spring, a little more than a year after Mr. Jackson had first made the outrageous suggestion to George that he share his wife in exchange for his job. The baby was light-skinned, which pleased George, but it had curly black hair, which left no doubt the father was a black man. To mollify George and let everyone know just how much the baby meant to him, they named him George Jr.

He hated to share photos of the baby at work, as it renewed the rumors. Mr. Jackson helped quell them by acting disinterested in the baby, saying only, “Nice kid! Congrats!” He quickly moved on to other things and the rumor lost steam.

Of course, now that the baby was born, George had to be locked up again. Normally, he would make the case that they had only agreed to let his boss impregnate his wife the one time. But George found he actually missed the cage. And there would be many awkward questions if Sara turned up pregnant again with his baby, after telling everyone his sperm didn’t swim.

So he didn’t make more than a token complaint when Sara locked him back up and handed both keys to Mr. Jackson. Clean-up duties became much more pleasurable afterward and he really enjoyed making Sara come with his tongue.

There was a lot of talk about Sara going back on the pill while the baby was young, but she never did. She was left alone to recover from the birth for a month, then Mr. Jackson started fucking her just like before. Sometimes, he wore condoms, but sometimes he did not. George was alarmed by this, warning her that she would get pregnant again. He protested to his boss as well, only to be shown the contract that clearly stated “baby or babies.”

“But that was for twins!” He exclaimed.

“It covers everything,” Mr. Jackson told him. “Besides, I don’t think she can get pregnant while still nursing!

Apparently, he wasn’t aware of the term “Irish twins” because Sara turned up pregnant again when George Jr. was just five months old. Mr. Jackson agreed to up child support to eleven hundred a month for both babies if George would put his name on the birth certificate. He did, but not because of the money. He had been trained to go along with what his wife and boss wanted. He really loved Sara and needed to be part of her life, even if he had to share. He didn’t even object when they both agreed it would be best if he remained locked up during her pregnancy, as “your dick is almost worthless now,” Sara pointed out.

When he wasn’t traveling, George was on diaper duty and baby monitoring whenever Mr. Jackson came by to fuck Sara. More than once, he had to bring hungry George Jr. into the bedroom, where his boss was plowing his wife, her head down, ass up, to help her nurse the baby. She would push herself up and he’d slide the baby underneath to her nipple. Mr. Jackson never stopped fucking her.

The second child, a baby girl, was born when George Jr. was fourteen months old, walking and trying to talk. She was also a light-skinned black with curly black hair. Sara and Darnel named her Kali after Darnel’s mother, who had died when he was just twenty-three. George had no say in the matter.

Of course, it didn’t take long for some enterprising co-worker to find out that Mr. Jackson’s mom had the same name as George’s new baby and the scandal broke wide open.

Both George and Mr. Jackson were called into the CEO’s office and asked to explain themselves. George spun the tale about his seed not being viable and, rather than go to a sperm bank, they decided to see if Darnel might help them out by providing a sample. Mr. Jackson backed him up and showed the contract, which was worded in a way that could mean “sample” was no different than “direct deposit.” In other words, it was no one’s business how the sample was delivered or how often.

Both men were worried they might lose their jobs, but in the end, the company decided to look the other way. Mr. Jackson was doing a great job keeping the office humming and George had already brought in a half-million in new business in his first year on the job. But both men were warned not to let their personal business spill over into the business.

George and Sara moved into a new house in a gated community that just so happened to be two doors down from Mr. Jackson’s place. That meant lots of visits for Sara over there while George watched the kids.

Thankfully, she did go back on the pill, although they talk now and then about having another child. George remained locked up and his only sexual pleasure came from cleaning up Darnel’s cock and his wife’s messy pussy.

George came to realize he was a baby-sitter and fluffer more than a husband, but, strangely, it didn’t bother him too much. He knew it was partially because he remained locked up, but it was more than that. He loved Sara and wanted her to be happy — and she was very happy with her babies, her adoring husband — and a lover who made her come so hard she saw stars.

George was only unlocked when he traveled, which meant he could masturbate all he wanted. It didn’t surprise him that he preferred to beat off to interracial porn and sometimes he’d even watch old videos of his wife and Darnell.

He still called him Mr. Jackson out of respect and his boss called him George, to let him know who was in charge. There was no doubt about that!

When Kali was two, and George Jr. was three, Sara and Mr. Jackson let him know that Sara was pregnant again! They hadn’t even told him she was going off the pill!

He just nodded and smiled, but he was worried who would help Sara take care of the kids while he was traveling? Mr. Jackson had the answer — an au pair from Sweden. They could certainly afford it! She was very pretty — tall, with long blonde hair and generous breasts. Her name was Freja. Sara told him privately later that she was glad he was locked up!

As soon as she arrived at the house and his boss came over to see that she was settling in okay, George could tell the way he was looking at her that he’d be fucking her too before long!

But that’s a story for another time…

The End
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