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		Part One

		

	
		"No way!" Tom said again. "I'm not going to wear that thing! Are you crazy?"

		Blair was standing by the bed. She was wearing a white summer dress with green floral print. Even when she was upset or distraught, she managed to look absolutely stunning. She had full lips, high cheekbones, flawless skin, large green eyes, long muscular legs, big breasts, and a waistline of twenty-four inches. Not too long ago she could have been a professional model. Indeed she'd been approached by scouting agents who promised her the world. But Blair had always been far too academic and serious to pursue such a frivolous lifestyle. "Yes you are. This is not up for debate, Tom. I'm tired of catching you masturbating to that stuff online. It's disgusting. You need help."

		"I told you," he said. "I'll stop. I promise."

		"You've said that too many times," his wife said. Then Blair folded her arms across her chest and looked at him. "Now go ahead dear, try it on."

		Tom swallowed a knot of emotion as he began inspecting the object. Still wrapped tightly in its original cellophane wrapping, it looked like a small flaccid cock made of see-through plastic. Utterly tongue-tied, he had a premonition that tonight was going to be a turning point in their relationship. "What is it?"

		Blair was watching him now. Then her pert nose wrinkled delightfully and she blurted out: "It's a cuck cage, Tom! A male chastity device!"

		Tom couldn't believe it. Muttering a scandalously obscene word under his breath, he wondered if other husbands had to endure so much bullshit because of a little Internet porn.

		Probably not.

		When it boiled down to it, Tom knew that he wasn't any different from the millions of other guys in the world that liked to look at some bouncy co-eds from time to time.

		Unfortunately, Blair felt differently. She had been deeply offended by her husband's online proclivities and now there was a price to be paid. And Tom knew that when it came to this sort of domestic dispute: resistance was futile.

		Resistance would only make things so much worse. No: it was best to just play along with whatever little punishment she had waiting for him —no matter how annoying and comical it was. Of course he could have continued arguing with her in the bedroom. But Blair was an expert at twisting words and truths to make them fit her own ends. After being with Blair for so long, Tom knew the best thing to do was just let her get this out of her system so that they could get back to normal life.

		She gave an abrupt nod. "Cuck cage, yeah."

		Yes, he knew what a cuck was. He'd heard the word before. But he had never thought in a million years that he would utter the word in his very own bedroom. So at the moment all he could say was, "...You got this for me? To wear?"

		Blair turned on the bedside lamp and walked over to her husband. Standing behind him, she leaned, wrapped her arms around his arms, and leaned her pointy chin against his shoulder. "Yes, it's for you. I love you so much, Tom. And I'm just trying to help you."

		He laughed uneasily. "No way! No fucking way! I'm not fucking wearing this!"

		He kept laughing.

		Blair snorted with contempt as she strode to the other side of the room, her womanly hips swaying. Then she stopped, turned.

		Tom was still holding onto the packaging.

		Then her chin lifted a notch and Blair said decisively, "You are going to wear it."

		Tom looked at the plastic hollowed-out penis and said, "Thanks, but I already have a cock."

		"It goes over your penis, Einstein," she informed him. "See the slit at the end? That's so you can urinate without having to ask me to take it off."

		Tom muttered another expletive under his breath. "Why in the world —"

		She planted her meaty fists on her wide hips and glared at him. "Tom! It's called a male chastity device and it'll keep you from acting like a filthy animal in my house. Okay?"

		There was the merest glimmer of bitterness in her emerald eyes. Someone with less sensitivity than Tom wouldn't have noticed it.

		Suddenly it occurred to Tom that his wife wasn't kidding. She wasn't having a laugh at his expense. Instead she was actually being as serious as a fucking heart attack. This caused him to go breathless, to suffer a slight vertigo. "I can't wear this! Are you crazy?"

		She leaned forward and taunted, "Maybe if I could trust you, we wouldn't be in this situation."

		Tom automatically shook his head. "Will this even fit?"

		"Lots of husbands wear them these days," she said in a tone that implied she wasn't the type of woman to take no for an answer. "Calm down, sweetie. Everything is okay. Just try it on. Lots of husbands wear them. Apparently, it's this new craze!"

		Tom lowered his eyes.

		Resistance was futile.

		Originally, he'd been attracted to Blair's voluptuous body, her slow eyes, her untamed hair. The chemistry had been instantaneous and explosive, something very powerful and like nothing he'd experienced before. But on a deeper level, Tom responded to the power and indomitable will he saw lurking behind Blair's defiant eyes and hostile expression. Miraculously, she had let him into her bed; and then let him marry her. And he'd fucked that up by chasing other women online. "Oh honey," he begged, "please don't ask me to put this on."

		Blair offered a casual shrug, then collapsed onto the bed, lacing her fingers behind her head. "You should have thought about that before you started chasing other women."

		"It was just the Internet," he said.

		She laughed out loud. "Cheating is cheating."

		The sheer giddiness of his wife's demeanor unsettled Tom. He needed a moment to compose himself. Blair had really caught him off guard tonight.

		"Pretty-pretty-pretty please? With sugar on top?" she implored, switching tactics, now girlishly batting her eyelashes at him. "What's the harm?"

		"What's the harm in putting me in a male chastity device?" he said.

		"It's just you and me in this room. Nobody else will know. Come on, don't be such a baby!"

		Tom clenched his jaw, looked down at the packaging he was holding. His eyes narrowed. In big red letters: TINY TIM 1,000. Then he flipped the packaging over and saw on the back that the same company made several sizes of male chastity devices. The TINY TIM 1,000 was the smallest one available.

		Still holding the chastity device, he looked back at Blair. "Really? This is the one?"

		There was a long pause and then Blair said, "Listen, I'm not trying to hurt your feelings, sweetie. But the clerk said if you get one too big then it will just fall off. Apparently that's a problem with these things. Guys always try to get the biggest ones —because it feeds their ego. But if the damn thing falls off, what's the point? Anyway, just try it on, please. I want to see!"

		Long moments passed until finally Blair got up from the bed and headed towards her husband who was frozen with weak indecision. He stood there, staring up at a ceiling fan which circulated overhead. From the corner of his eye he saw her take the packaging away; tear it open. Next was his belt. Then she pulled his boxers down. He was terribly flaccid, feeling more uncomfortable by the moment. His male instrument hung between his legs like a Christmas tree light.

		Tom was only vaguely aware of the mechanics involved. It seemed that first she fitted a plastic ring around the base of his tool. Then came the hallowed-out part which encased the shriveled shaft and pink-hued head of his penis. It turned out that the Tiny Tim 1000 was the perfect fit for Tom because a second later his wife had already managed to lock the mechanism into place and remove the key.

		She dangled the key in front of his face. "Try cheating on me now, sillyboy!"

		Tom looked down and frowned at the emasculating sight of the contraption. He couldn't believe that this was actually happening. He wanted to cry but instinctively he knew that it would only make matters so much worse.

		Looking down, his penis had never looked smaller and more inadequate then it did now. The fact that Blair seemed to be enjoying herself so much only increased his despondency. He tried to reach down and adjust the device —see if it would wiggle off—but Blair smacked his hands away.

		"It's on pretty tight," she said, "so there's no point in trying to undue it, Tom. You'll only hurt yourself —and him."

		She glanced down at the small pink thing between Tom's legs and let out a merciless giggle.

		Tom blushed, his legs giving out beneath him, so that he was now sitting down on the bed, looking up at the looming figure of his beloved wife. "How long? How long are you going to make me wear this?"

		But before Blair could answer, her cell phone began ringing. She danced across the room and answered it. The person on the other line brought a huge smile to her face and she turned her back to listen and laugh, almost like she'd already forgotten the existence of her poor humiliated husband.

		

		

		

		Part Two

		

	
		Knowing that this couldn't last very long, Tom sat at the end of the bed, waiting for his wife to come out of the shower.

		He'd been in his cage for half an hour now and it still hadn't become any easier. He spent some time standing in front of the mirror, adjusting his device, trying to make sure that no one could tell that he was wearing something as painfully humiliating as this thing. It made him feel self-conscious beyond belief. Even worse, it deeply wounded him that his wife had been so sure about the particular model too: TINY TIM 1000. Mortified blood rushed to his head.

		Tom shot to his feet and began to pace.

		No, no this infernal device had to be removed at once!

		He started to walk around their marital bedroom, running his fingers through what was left of his hair.

		Mentally, he took a step backward and examined the situation from all angles. Now he realized that he'd been a fool for allowing Blair to do this —to shame him in such a terrible manner. He loved her more than anything, but this was simply going too far. He saw red and his heart started racing with anger. Losing patience, he slammed his fist into the opposite palm and started to rehearse all of the things he would say once his lovely wife came back into the room.

		You've got a lot of nerve if you really think I'm going to let this continue...

		If you think a few pictures on the computer is bad, you should see what other husbands do...

		If you want to keep this marriage alive, you better start rethinking some of your decisions...

		Needless to say, Tom was still bristling with anger when the door to the bathroom opened. Blair had changed into a little black dress, threw her hair into a ponytail, and slipped on some sandals. She looked like she was ready for a romantic evening on the town. Her absolute femininity was emphasized by her full breasts which were pushed out in proud display.

		Too rattled to speak, Tom stared at her mutely.

		Finally he managed to say, "Are we going out?"

		Without saying a single word, Blair walked over to the bed. She signaled Tom to join her.

		Surrendering to temptation, Tom found himself standing in between her legs. Blair was sitting on the edge of the bed. Tom wrapped one arm around her waist and slipped his other hand through her hair, tilting her head back so her throat was bared.

		"Blair, I'm sorry I let you down. This marriage means so much to me. You are my whole world. I won't ever let you down again. Baby, I need to fuck you badly." His declaration was strong and fierce. He took her down to the bed at the same time he pressed open-mouthed kisses along the column of her throat. Blair spread her thighs wide so Tom could fit between them. An involuntary gasp left her when his mouth pressed against her erect nipples.

		"Can you take this thing off me?" Tom said in a whiney voice. "I'm begging you, dear. I promise I'll be a good boy."

		She responded by first laughing and then pushing on his shoulders until a moment later his nose was several inches away from the intoxicating aroma of his wife's pussy. She was wearing a tiny black thong and when he pulled it to the side he saw her little runway strip which she kept perfectly manicured.

		Kneeling down, he panted against her mons, right below her pierced belly. The proximity to her tight little snatch was driving him absolutely insane. The cage around his penis kept him from achieving a full erection, but that didn't stop him from continuing to worship between his wife's legs. "You're so fucking wet and hot."

		"Hmmmm..." Blair said, starting to squirm and wiggle beneath him.

		"Can you please take off my cage now?" Tom pleaded again.

		"Not yet, baby. You have to learn your lesson."

		"My lesson?"

		"Lick me, baby," she said.

		That was all Tom needed to hear. He grunted back, grabbed her hips under the fabric of her little black dress, allowing her to claw his thinning hair. It had been a long time since he'd tasted the nectar of his wife's pussy and suddenly it seemed like all he wanted to do was pleasure her as much as humanly possible. Tom felt his balls tighten as he moved the silky black thong to the side, exposing a pair of the most exquisite-looking pussy lips he'd ever seen.

		"Lick me baby," she encouraged from above. Moisture pooled out of her pussy and her clit throbbed. "Be a good boy. Show me that you know how to use that tongue for a good purpose."

		Tom gladly obeyed. Ignoring the pain of his own chubby, he licked her from the opening of her pussy to her clit then slid back down again. He repeated this action until she squirmed beneath him, her climax approaching swiftly.

		"Oh God Tom! I needed this so badly! Your mouth feels soooo fucking good!"

		Tom had her clit in his mouth and a finger pressed into her moist opening. With her encouragement, he sucked harder and faster. Then he added a second finger inside her opening and the stretch had her in hysterics. Blair started bucking her hips wildly —a stark contrast to the composed and sophisticated lady she'd been a mere hour before. A great ecstasy seemed to wash through her, stealing her breath, her pulse, even her sanity.

		"Right there, baby! Keep your mouth there!" she screamed.

		He didn't stop. Tom wouldn't have stopped even if she begged him to. He liked feasting on the glorious nectar between her legs. It was the sweetest thing he'd ever tasted. He liked that he had the ability to cause her legs to shake, her heart to race, and sweat to prodigiously saturate her brow.

		Blair drew in a ragged and quick breath, and her loins suddenly felt very tight and hot. "Oh shit, baby! I'm going to cum! Keep licking me like that! My clit, keep sucking my fucking clit like that!"

		Blair squeezed her thighs powerfully, nearly crushing her husband's obedient head. She felt infinite pangs of pleasure zip through every mortal inch of her body, making her squirm on the bed that was starting to get soaked with all of her love juices.

		"I'm cummmming, babbbbbyyy! I'm cummmmming now! Yes, Tom! YEEEEEESSSSS!"

		As soon as her orgasm started to subside, Tom's mouth claimed Blair's, and she tasted herself on his lips. It was unexpected, but certainly not unpleasant. In fact, she gripped his head and opened her mouth wider. His flavor mingled with hers, creating a plethora of sensations that burst along her tongue.

		"Oh baby! That was so good! You did a good job, you've been a very good boy tonight!"

		Tom kissed her on the mouth again and said, "I could spend all night just dragging my tongue along your body, memorizing every inch of your soft flesh, and making you mine."

		"Well, I'm sorry, baby. But that won't be happening."

		"What? Why the hell not?" he said.

		Blair was already getting to her feet, pulling her panties back into place, pulling her dress down, and adjusting the cups of her bra. "Because silly, I'm going out tonight."

		"For real? Where are we going?" Tom asked, confused by this sudden turn of events.

		She looked down at him with an expression that was both soft and a little condescending. "We aren't going anywhere. I said I am going out. You —on the other hand— are staying here. Anyway, thanks for the good time. You really know how to use that tongue of yours, I'll give you that. Every woman should have a guy like you around, then we wouldn't need vibrators!"

		Then she kissed him on the temple, before her gliding footsteps took her away.

		Tom wasn't sure which was worse. How terribly uncomfortable his semi felt in the constraints of his new cage. Or how evil his wife's laughter sounded as she disappeared into the bathroom to get ready for her big night out.

		

		

		

		Part Three

		

	
		When his cell phone jingle pulled him from a light nap, Tom figured it was Blair. She was probably calling to let him know she was on the way back. He was resting on the couch in the living room. He fumbled for his phone in the dark, and without even checking the screen first, said in a sleepy voice, "Blair?"

		Crackle. Static.

		"Blair?" he said again.

		This time he heard a woman's wild cackling laughter. It sounded like the caller was either at a raucous party or some late-night bar. He reached through the darkness to turn the lamp switch on. Then someone ended the call.

		Checking the screen of his cell phone now, Tom's whole body sagged with disappointment upon finding out that it had been his wife who'd just called him. It was just past 1 A.M. and she still hadn't come home yet. Not to mention it sounded like she was having a hell of a good time without her husband. What was the meaning of this? Was this part of his punishment too?

		A terrible knot started to form in Tom's stomach.

		He got up from the couch and headed to the bathroom. He needed to pee and it was only when he was standing over the urinal that he remembered that he was wearing a cage around his penis. His mood dropped further when he saw how trapped and shriveled his member was. Then a small, steady jet started to escape from the end of the cuck cage. Tom sighed. He knew that his wife was probably having the time of her life. And here he was, trapped, emasculated, waiting passively for her to return.

		That's when the pictures started showing up on his cell phone.

		They were taken in some kind of dance club. The first one was of Blair and several of her female colleagues, whose red eyes indicated that everyone had been doing a fair amount of drinking.

		The second and third pictures she sent were of her leaning against a long wainscoted bar, next to a tall dark-haired man who was Blair's boss. Robert Wexler. There was an attractive feathering of gray at his temples, and his suntanned face had accommodated maturity very well. Blair had always said that many girls at the office had big crushes on Robert Wexler. Now, in the pictures she sent, it very much looked like they were a couple, getting intimate in the boozy environment.

		Tom was dumfounded. How his wife could be so cruel and vindictive amazed him. It disturbed him that he'd allowed her to take things this far. Suddenly a sense of helplessness started to overwhelm Tom. He looked down at the screen of his cell phone again. He was looking at the picture of Robert Wexler wrapping his arm around Blair. They looked so happy together. Probably everyone who saw them together assumed they were a couple —a couple who regularly fucked each other.

		Is that what Blair wanted?

		A guy like Robert Wexler? With his wide shoulders, his big jaw, his deep pockets?

		Tom thought: Robert Wexler probably wouldn't have let any woman put a cage on his penis. They probably didn't make cages big enough for a guy like Robert Wexler. No wonder Blair was flaunting him in front of Tom. She was letting Tom know what a real man was like.

		That bitch, thought Tom. That fucking slutty little bitch!

		Only then did Tom realize that there was a tightness in his balls. He'd never imagined a scenario that involved Blair with another man. Ordinarily, such a proposition would have disgusted him. But considering everything that happened that day, he had to at least entertain that maybe his wife had certain needs and desires that weren't currently being met by Tom. And now, looking down at the small thing between his legs, he realized that his arousal was firmly apparent.

		"Owch," Tom said as his little baby erection started to strain against the cage.

		His response was to quickly turn his phone off.

		Just then he heard the engine of a car, saw the headlights glide over the front bay windows. He sat in the living room, waiting. Blair seemed to be taking an extremely long time to come inside. Tom willed his penis to relax and shrink. And it refused.

		

		

		

		Part Four

		

	
		Blair stopped abruptly when she saw the figure of her husband sitting quietly on the couch. He was waiting for her. He was staring at her. Blair's hair was mussed, her eyes were still wild with the excitement of the evening. She didn't look drunk, but she looked slightly intoxicated. She looked like a party girl who was returning from a fairly successful date. Tom was still staring at her. The implication of her happiness stung, but he was more angry than hurt right now.

		In a low monotone voice, Tom said, "Did you have fun?"

		A small laugh escaped Blair's lips. She flicked her heels off first, then padded across the room to deposit her handbag on its rightful hook.

		Tom waited, fuming the whole time.

		He repeated the question.

		Instead of answering his question, she looked down at him with sardonic eyes, said, "Why are you sitting in the dark? Have you been sitting in the dark ever since I left?"

		Willfully getting a grip on his temper, Tom took a deep breath. Realizing that his hands were clenched into fists at his sides, he relaxed them. "That's not what I asked, Blair."

		She looked at her husband, shook back her long hair, and wet her lips. "Well maybe I don't like your tone."

		Tom saw the challenging look in his wife's stare now, but he felt like he'd been through enough tonight already. He figured he was due a little more respect in his own house. "And maybe I don't like having my wife send me pictures of her getting groped by her boss!"

		Seconds ticked past before she refocused on the subject. Eventually she just rolled her eyes and said, "He wasn't groping me, Tom. Stop being so dramatic, okay? We were just dancing. Dancing."

		Tom tried not to think about the pictures of Blair entwined with Robert Wexler. "Ah ha! So you admit it!"

		She said, "Admit what? That I went out with some colleagues and we had a good time? Yeah, I guess I admit that."

		Tom swallowed the bile that filled the back of his throat. "I saw the pictures you sent, Blair. You and your boss seemed to be having more than a good time?"

		Now Blair seemed to be listening carefully, reading her husband's body language, and realizing where he was coming from. Lowering her voice to a seductive pitch, she told her husband that he was blowing things out of proportion. But the glint in her eyes told him that she was lying.

		Grinning, she walked slowly over to Tom, kneeling between his legs. She cupped her hands around his face, but he shrugged her off.

		Then, being as gentle as she could, she placed her palms on his knees, slowly sliding her long thin fingers up his thighs. They locked eyes. Blair laughed when she saw him shift uncomfortably, his breathing suddenly labored. She knew exactly what she was doing. She knew that his little pecker was already filling with lustful blood, straining against the confines of his little cage, desperately begging to be set free. And she was the only person in the world who could offer him that relief.

		"How's my Tiny Tim?" she whispered, making big eyes at the front of his trousers.

		"Don't call me that," he said, his eyes narrowing. "Did you cheat on me tonight, Blair?"

		She laughed again, shook her head. "To be honest though, he was a pretty good dancer, Robert was. Better than most guys. The only thing was..."

		Tom gasped. Blair's fingers were resting on his cage now. "What? What is it, Blair?"

		"The only thing is, I kept feeling his bulge, his big bulge, rubbing against me. I guess it wasn't his fault though. Boys are going to be boys, after all."

		Tom moaned a little. "You liked that?"

		"I don't know," she giggled.

		"You slut," he whispered.

		"Once he was dancing behind me, practically rubbing against my backside. I could feel it rubbing against my crack. Can you believe that? He was kind of having his way with me. He's such an animal, dear. Tom —Tom is everything okay? You have a funny expression now."

		"You didn't fuck him though, did you?"

		Blair unzipped his pants. Placing one of her hands underneath the prickly hairs of Tom's swollen balls, she said, "Who?"

		Tom smacked his lips in anticipation. "Your fucking boss, Blair. Did you fuck him?"

		He was daring her to tell him.

		"Do you want me to fuck him?" she said.

		"No, I want to fuck you. I want to be the only person you ever fuck. Just me, Blair. I love you. I love your beauty, your mind, your pussy. Especially your pussy."

		"Well, in that case we better get your cage off." Blair enunciated each word as she glared up at her poor, throbbing, needy husband. "My poor baby! I think you've been through enough for tonight. It's time for you to get that dick out..."

		When she was finished she got up, walked over to where she'd flung her handbag earlier. She started fumbling with the keys. After a while, Tom got up from the couch and came over. Unbelievable it seemed, Blair started to look a little panicked. Then she was checking her handbag again, then her key chain again, then she was emptying her handbag out onto the table, then she started walking around the house, looking, looking, looking ...

		Tom stood frozen in the living room.

		Several apprehensive minutes passed before Blair returned from the back bedroom. She didn't look happy. She didn't look happy at all. She started searching around the room again, lifting cushions, tossing pillows in the air.

		Tom was too stupefied to say anything.

		Then, turning, she looked at Tom inquisitively. "I can't find it, dear! I'm so sorry! I can't find the key!"

		

		

		

		Part Five

		

	
		The news of the lost key filled his ears, his head, with pressure. Then he got angry because he'd allowed this situation to happen. Blair must have sensed this, because suddenly she was extremely apologetic, promising him that she'd never intended this to happen. The only thing to do now was to call a locksmith. When Tom heard this, he assumed that his wife was joking. But she wasn't joking. She was being dead serious.

		Now, as the couple nervously waited in front of the television, Tom said, "Blair, it's getting pretty late. Are you sure the guy is coming?"

		Blair said, "Yeah, well you were the one who insisted that we call someone from a different town."

		Tom conceded the point with a nod.

		Blair continued, "Sweetie, it takes time to get here. Don't worry about it. I think the guy said it would be about an hour."

		"It's been almost two hours," Tom noted, not looking forward to the humiliating scene ahead of him. The thought of explaining his situation to a perfect stranger made him sick with anxiety. "What did the guy sound like?"

		Blair didn't answer immediately. She picked up the TV remote, changed stations, and shook her head. Finally, she said, "There was a girl answering the phones. She said they'd send one of their guys."

		"I can't believe this is happening," Tom said, and not for the first time this evening. "I just want to get this over."

		About twenty minutes later they heard the engine of a truck as it pulled into their driveway. Tom looked at Blair again, surprised that he was actually about to go through with this. Then there was the sound of a door slamming, followed by footsteps up the porch. After a short silence someone started knocking on the front door.

		"Want me to get the door?" Blair asked.

		Tom solemnly agreed.

		A moment later Tom heard another man's voice in his home. He felt his heart sink as the locksmith approached and stuck out his big black hand.

		"Good to meet yawl," said the locksmith. "Now what sort of problem are you guys having? For some reason, they wouldn't give me all the details. Obviously you guys aren't locked out of your house I see."

		The man's grip nearly broke Tom's hand.

		Tom guessed that the black man was about the same age. He also sensed that the locksmith had probably been an athlete in school. The black man was several inches taller, with wide shoulders, big muscular arms, well-defined cheekbones, and bright shrewd eyes. His skin wasn't just dark, it was an extremely black ebony that nearly shined in the room's lamplight. Over his athletic physique he wore a set of oil-stained overalls and a nametag: Tyrone.

		Then Tom spotted his wife tiptoeing back into the living room where the two men now stood. Jesus, she was beautiful. Absolutely, positively, breathtakingly as beautiful to him as the first time he'd seen her. Being the man of the house, he decided to just be as direct about the situation as possible. After all, it was too late to worry about now. The damage had been done.

		Tom gave a quick chuckle and said, "Well Tyrone, it seems I need you to help me remove a... device."

		"What type of device?" said the black locksmith.

		Blair cleared her throat. "It's all my fault!"

		Then Tom found Blair's eyes, looked to her for guidance, and their stare held while he fumbled with his belt buckle. A second later he'd managed to pull his pants down enough to expose the device still rigidly locked around his manhood. Standing there like that, Tom's knees felt weak and his stomach churned. It was one thing for his wife to see him in such a compromising situation, but having to show this random black guy was a completely different story.

		Blair was the first to speak. "Like I said, it's my fault."

		Tom waited for several seconds, then asked, "Do you think that you can help us?"

		Tyrone shook his head. The tips of his dark, wide, flared nose twitched with disgust. "What the hell?"

		Standing there, pants around his knees, exposed in such a fashion, Tom's face became even more troubled. "You see, me and my wife were sort of just —"

		"Playing a game," Blair said, trying to help ease the tension in the room.

		"Yeah," Tom agreed. "Exactly, we were just playing a game. And we sort of lost the key, unfortunately. And that's why we need your help."

		But Tyrone was already turning around. He picked up his tool box and said, "Thanks but no thanks!"

		"Please!" Blair said.

		Tom's face reddened several shades in the course of a mere second.

		Tyrone said, "Ah, hell no, man! I ain't touching that thing! They don't pay my black ass enough money to do that stuff!"

		The black man started heading for the door.

		"Please, please, please," Blair said, reaching out and grabbing one of the man's muscular arms. "This is all my fault. We're desperate. And we'll pay you double the money for your trouble!"

		"Triple," Tom quickly added.

		"You could pay me all the tea in China and I still ain't touching no whiteboy dick!" Tyrone said. "I mean, goddamnit! But you white people are some freaky ass motherfuckers though, for real! Locking yawl lil' dicks up in cages, shit!"

		"Alright, alright, goddamnit!" Tom said, his face red with anger and humiliation. "If that's not going to work, then kindly get the fuck out of our house!"

		That's when the black man cut his dark stare across the room at Tom. "Easy whiteboy. No need to get nasty. No fucking reason for that shit at all. All you got to do is to pay me. Then I leave."

		"Pay you? Pay you for what?" Tom said.

		"You think I make house calls for free?" the locksmith said. "Well, think again!"

		Flustered beyond belief, Tom pulled his pants back up, then grabbed his wallet. He walked across the room and handed the locksmith several twenty dollar bills. "That's enough, I'm sure."

		Tyrone counted the bills. "It's gas money, I guess. Anyway, good luck with your situation."

		Tom was too angry to say anything else, so he just sat down in one of the recliners and waited for their guest to leave. There he crossed his arms and watched with a bleak expression.

		Finally the black locksmith started for the door again, but Blair managed to impede his progress one more time. She couldn't help herself. A mixture of guilt and embarrassment had made her eyes look slightly more unhinged than normal. She was blocking his way, trying to show how unyielding she could be while she grabbed onto his muscular arm with both of her hands. "Please!" she cried. "Are you sure there's no way you can help us out? Nothing? You sure about that? I'm begging."

		Tyrone released a slow, contemptuous breath. Then his expression turned mischievous as he contemplated Blair for a moment. Nodding his assent, he strode over to the sofa where he sat down, spreading his legs wide as if he was in his own living room after a long day's work. "I think we can work something out."

		"What does that mean?" Tom said, taking the black man's bluntness as an affront. Tom was tempted to remind their guest that he could go fuck himself. But ultimately he hoped that the situation would resolve itself without any major conflict, since Tom was not feeling his strongest at the moment.

		"It means I'll help you out, if you help me out," Tyrone enunciated. He beckoned for Blair to come join him on the couch now.

		Blair laughed out loud.

		"I don't have time for games," Tyrone said. "You want this cock, or not?"

		Blair's jaw hit the floor when she heard that. She looked at Tom, who seemed as surprised as herself. But her stunned reaction to the question was swiftly covered with, "Look, I think you have the wrong idea."

		He stood up. Locking eyes with the beautiful white wife, he began to remove his overalls, peeling them down below his waist. He wore no underwear, so much to Blair's surprise, his huge black cock popped right out, its bulbous head bobbing before him. Not only was he long, but his girth was huge as well. When Blair heard him direct her with a deep voice, "Come on, I don't have all damn night," she found herself moving like someone in a dream sequence. Then she was standing right in front of him, looking up into his dark brown eyes.

		"On your knees," he commanded.

		When she failed to act fast enough, he placed his hands on her shoulders, guiding her to a kneeling position.

		"No, no," Tom said in a voice so quiet that nobody but him could hear.

		Now Blair was inches away from the ample foreskin that hung over the tip of his large knob. Instantly the funky smell of his masculinity filled her head, nearly making her swoon. Against her will, she began to salivate, lick her lips.

		"Oh God," Blair whimpered. The scent was almost too much. And she was shocked to see his masculinity so suddenly and starkly exposed. Blair reflected on all of the rumors she'd heard about black men —how they were so well-hung and better lovers. Until tonight she'd always thought they were just rumors. My Lord, she thought, one of his parents must have been a horse.

		Tyrone snickered from above. "What? I take it you've never seen a black cock before?"

		Like a woman in a trance, Blair nodded several times, her eyes glued to the thick appendage that hung down like a huge log. The sight of his uncircumcised black cock both sickened and excited her at the same time. It was all very confusing.

		Tyrone snickered again. "Don't be racist, suck that cock beautiful!"

		When Blair failed to respond fast enough again, Tyrone stepped forward, grabbed the base of his dark meat, and then swung the head so that it smacked Blair in the side of her pretty face several times.

		THWACK! THWACK! THWACK!

		Sitting from across the room, Tom couldn't believe his own eyes. He was shocked by his wife's response. Because he knew that if he had ever tried such a thing then he would have been "cut off from sex" for at least a month. Blair had always had a healthy sexual side to her. But she was still a very proud and self-composed woman —and getting hit in the face by a big cock was not the sort of thing she normally considered appropriate.

		At least, that's the way she used to be.

		It was different now.

		For some reason, she was acting different now.

		"You like that bitch? You like having your face smacked around by a BBC? A big black cock?" he said from above. Then, just for fun, he repeated the vulgar gesture a few more times. "Man, there's something really fun about smacking white bitches in the face with my cock."

		Tom was really shocked now. Blair continued to take it. It was like she was drugged. Every time Tyrone hit her in the face she responded with some nervous laughter. That's all she would do, just laugh about it, giggle and smile, like getting hit in the face with a large black penis was something to be considered funny. Tyrone would hit her again and then she would just continue to smile up at the dark-skinned man who continued to loom over her like some kind of masterful African sex god.

		Tom was baffled by this sudden change of character. Maybe she didn't want to seem racist. Maybe she figured that all black people engaged in this type of rough foreplay. But the longer she kneeled in front of him, the more submissive and aroused she seemed to become.

		Suddenly Tyrone grew impatient. "Goddamnit bitch, are you going to suck on my cock, or not? Damn, bitch! I ain't got all night!"

		This time Blair looked over her shoulder at her husband, her eyes letting him know that they were about to pass the point of no return. The message was clear. If Tom was going to make any last second objections, then this was his moment.

		Time froze.

		Inside Tom's thoughts warred against themselves. Part of him knew how incredibly wrong this was. His more reasonable side was already telling him that there would be significant consequences to their marriage if he allowed for this to happen. Would she lose all respect for him? Had she already lost all respect for him? Would he ever be able to kiss her on the lips after seeing her perform fellatio on another man who seemed to be part-horse?

		And yet, at the same time, Tom felt paralyzed with indecision. His will had never felt weaker. He had never felt smaller, weaker and physically inadequate. This too caused him a great deal of psychic discomfort. And the more he brooded over the situation, the angrier he became —eventually y directing the anger towards Blair. After all, if she hadn't been so goddamn hell-bent on putting him in this chastity device, then none of this would have happened in the first place.

		Yes, it was her fault!

		Tom could see that now.

		All of this was her goddamn fault!

		"If she wants to act like a fucking little bitch," Tom thought to himself, "then let her get fucked like a little bitch. I don't care. She can fuck whoever the fuck she wants. I really don't care. Maybe Little Miss Goody-Two-Shoes needs to fuck a black guy to help bring her back to Earth. I don't know. And I don't fucking care!"

		Though all of this happened in just a moment, it certainly felt like an eternity. And Tom found himself returning his wife's pleading stare, and giving her the nod of approval.

		A second later Blair had her back turned to her husband. All of her attention was focused instead on the monstrous, throbbing penis directly in front of her face. Growing even more impatient, Tyrone reached down and grabbed Blair by the head, holding her in one spot, while he lined up his large mushroom head with the opening of her mouth. Her eyes widened as the cockhead brushed past her lips and into the hotness of her mouth.

		"Ohhh fuck yeah," Tyrone said, still holding Blair by the head so that she couldn't back out now. "Suck that cock, suck that fucking cock. Show me you know how to suck cock like a big girl."

		By now Blair was already starting to make noises while she struggled to perform oral sex on such a large man. Tyrone was loving it. Blair started making noises, bobbing her head up and down while his cock slid out of her mouth, sliding back and forth against her tongue, scraping her teeth every now and then.

		"What the fuck are you doing?"

		Blair had stopped for a second to catch her breath. When she saw how angry the slight intermission had caused Tyrone, she reached out to grab his rod, obediently moving her hand up and down his dark shaft while she used the back of her other hand to wipe off all the saliva which was now coating her cheeks, her lips, and even her chin. So far it was the messiest blowjob she'd ever given. But judging from the satisfied grunts Tyrone had been giving, he seemed to be enjoying himself.

		SMACK!

		Tyrone had just leaned over and hit Blair on her butt cheeks with his open hand.

		"Hey!" Blair said, clearly flustered by the assault on her backside.

		Tyrone laughed a little. "Someone needs to be spanking this booty. Calms you bitches down. Now get back to sucking my cock, if I need your opinion I'll let you know."

		Tom couldn't believe that his wife's response was to offer her mouth again to the black man. He couldn't believe his eyes.

		Still on her knees, Blair started to instinctively run her tongue up and down the length of Tyrone's dark shaft. Then she merely spread her lips into a wide "O" and waited passively until she was thusly rewarded with several inches of throbbing black meat.

		"There we go, there we go. It's feeding time, baby," Tyrone said in a rather patronizing voice. He started bucking his hips, literally fucking Blair's face now with his swollen member. He kept smugly looking down at her, talking to her like she was a little girl now. "That's better, get that cock, suck that big cock, baby. You look so special with a big black cock in your mouth."

		"Grrmmph, grrrmmmmmmph, grrrrmmmmmmmmmmmmmpphhh," Blair said, her head bobbing back and forth.

		Watching this, Tom suddenly felt sweat break out on his forehead. He could feel the color literally draining from his face. The sight of another man dominating Blair was starting to actually turn him on. It was like this black guy was able to finally do to Blair all the things Tom had always wanted to do, but was far too timid to try himself.

		Tom was also enjoying seeing his wife poke her perfect ass out while giving a blowjob. The combination of her gagging sounds and the sight of her round butt was causing his balls to churn in the most uncomfortable way.

		However, a moment later, Blair was standing up. She had red patches on her knees from the rug burn. She was a mess now with her big swollen lips, runny Mascara, and sweat and pre-cum all over the bottom half of her face. She stood there, appearing to have second doubts about continuing.

		"What's wrong, baby? You were doing so good," Tyrone said, stepping forward.

		"I don't know..." she said, almost looking like she was about to break down and cry on the spot. "I'm not really this kind of person."

		"What kind of person? A sexy woman? A woman with needs? With womanly desires?" Tyrone said pulling her body into his so that her face was crushed into his well-defined chest muscles.

		He continued to hold her like that, holding her soft white flesh against his sleek dark flesh, letting her get accustomed to the foreignness of his body. After a few seconds he reached around with his big hands and began massaging Blair's backside, soothing the worry from her with his big black fingers that continued to knead the flesh like it was dough.

		"Go ahead, baby. Take it," Tyrone whispered into Blair's ear. "Take what you need. It's yours."

		Eyes closed tightly, Blair smiled and reached out and grabbed the man's giant tool. Her pale fingers failed to get around the entire circumference. And she started to steadily stroke him once more.

		Obviously this was the green light for Tyrone to start undressing both of them. While Blair continued to work her trembling fingers up and down his cock, he kicked off his shoes and removed the rest of his clothes. Next he pulled Blair's dress off so that she was standing there only in her lacey bra and panties. The less clothes they had on, the more the contrast of their bodies was pronounced. While Blair continued to jack him off, Tyrone reached around and grabbed her butt again. This time she didn't flinch, but seemed to moan a little while he ran his strange dark fingers over her flesh.

		Again Tyrone whispered something into Blair's ear. "Want to suck my cock some more? You look good on your knees. You're a good little cocksucker, baby."

		Blair blushed and said, "I want to... but my jaw is starting to hurt."

		"Why?"

		"Coz you're so freaking big," Blair said. "You're stretching my mouth out too much, I think."

		Tyrone laughed and then whispered, "Are you horny, baby?"

		She was still stroking him, freely submitting her body to his groping. She nodded her head.

		"Tell me baby. Let me hear you say it," he said.

		After some reluctance, Blair whispered back, "I'm horny, yeah."

		Tyrone was pleased. He gave a playful smack on the fullness of Blair's ass cheek again and laughed. "Good, good, baby. That's what I like to hear. Don't worry, I'm going to take care of that pussy for you real good."

		Blair smiled, bit her lip, and looked up at him. "Yeah?"

		His lips pressed against hers and their tongues began to entwine around each other like a couple of small baby snakes. As unbelievable it seemed, the man's cock seemed to be getting even bigger the longer he stood there kissing Blair. Already both of the lovers had little beads of sweat starting to show on their bodies. The room was beginning to reek of the stench of lust.

		"I got to taste them titties now," he said, roughly pulling her bra off. When Tyrone saw her naked bouncing breasts, his fat pink tongue came out and he started to lick her nipples which were already hard like little pencil erasers. Her pillow-like breasts were warm, soft, and very full against her chest. And she submitted to the black man's hungry mouth which seemed like it was trying to get milk from them.

		Blair responded with more whimpers as she increased the tempo of her cock stroking. She had her dainty fingers wrapped around the top of the shaft now, just under the bulbous purple head.

		To Blair's surprise, Tyrone leaned down to kiss her again, biting her bottom lip and sucking on it. With him being so much taller, she had to tilt her head back a little to enjoy his tongue re-entering her mouth. She was still standing like this when she felt his finger resting against her pussy lips, teasing her aroused clit.

		"Oh damn!" Blair said, shifting against him.

		Tyrone's eyes closed a bit, his jaw tightening, groaning to their contact.

		Then Blair made a bold move. She could barely contain herself. In a permanent state of elation she crawled onto the couch, thrusting her round ass up high in the air like a bitch in heat. Her panties were still on so Tyrone ripped them off, not caring that she'd paid nearly thirty dollars for them at a fancy downtown boutique.

		"Hell yeah! Hell fucking yeah!" the black man said, rubbing his hands together while he prepared to mount her. "Tight and white. Just the way I like 'em!"

		Then Tyrone got behind Blair, his big knees digging deep into the couch cushions while he took a moment to enjoy the amazing view of her smooth, plump, white ass being offered to him. Clearly she was desperately needing his meat to satiate her most tribal desires.

		"Just remember," he said, looking down, enthusiastically rubbing the sides of her hips now, "it might hurt a little at first."

		Tyrone paused, gave a quick dismissive look in the direction of Tom, who was sitting there, looking incredibly uncomfortable, but showing no signs of leaving anytime soon.

		"I'm assuming that you're not used to guys my size," Tyrone added. "But I'll go gentle with this pussy, don't worry. I'll break this pussy in nice and slow. And soon you'll get used to me. Shit, soon you'll probably only be wanting a big cock like this. Most women, they be like that."

		Blair grabbed one of the Pottery Barn pillows to bite down on. A second later the tip of Tyrone's cock started to wedge itself into her moist little canal and the sudden pressure drew out a sharp cry from her mouth. She'd never felt anything that big inside her body. It was one thing to suck on a cock that big, but it was quite another to allow him to stretch her out.

		"Oh fuck! Fuck! FUCK!" said the normally prim and proper married woman.

		"Damn you be tight," Tyrone said. "Tight as a motherfucker!"

		"Tyrone, yes! Yes!"

		Tyrone fed Blair a few more inches of his massive chocolate dong, before pausing, giving her a moment to get used to his size. "You have no idea how hard it is to keep from ripping you open, sexy. This pussy is heaven. So tight. But damn I like how good my cock looks sliding in and out of some fine white pussy like this."

		"Yes baby, yes, fuck me, fuck me with that big cock, that fucking big black cock!" Blair said, digging her nails into the couch cushions as she submitted to her new lover.

		A few more moments and Blair's groans became louder. Tyrone was almost able to get his entire big cock into her now. Blair's pussy had gone from moist to drenched as she tried to accommodate the incredible size of her new lover. He was still fucking her from behind when she finally exploded all over his black phallus. It was like a tidal wave rushing out of her body. The first blast hit like a geyser with a lot of pressure.

		Still light-headed from what was happening to her body, Blair began to shiver with excitement.

		"Oh baby, oh fuck, what just happened?" she said, still squirming with excitement.

		"You just got fucked by a real man," Tyrone said.

		"You haven't cum yet?" she said, impressed.

		"Trust me, you'll know when I do," he said in a low voice that was almost a growl.

		"Baby?" she said.

		Tyrone tried not to laugh. "Yeah?"

		"Turn me over, okay."

		Tyrone moved his hips back, pulled Blair backwards by her cinched waistline, then flipped her over on her back. She stared up at him with undisguised lust now. Her full breasts were heaving, her nipples hard as little diamonds, and down below her pussy lips were swollen and sore, covered in her juices that continued to run down into the couch cushions.

		Tyrone started jacking his massive cock, taking a moment to enjoy the beautiful sight of Blair's spread legs before him. He knew what was happening was special. A woman like Blair didn't just come along every day. She had everything: class, beauty, brains, and a very tight pussy.

		It was then that Tyrone decided he would cum inside her. It wouldn't be the first time that he would impregnate a woman, nor would it be the last time.

		"Oh baby," Blair said, staring up at the bulging muscles above her. His stomach was so ripped, a far cry from the doughy center that she was used to in a lover. His deep ebony skin and athletic body turned her on even more and she began to squirm below, begging her new lover to enter her as soon as possible.

		"You want this," Tyrone said, waving his big black cock at her.

		Flustered, the white woman continued squirming around, desperately trying to entice him back inside her body where he belonged.

		Blair moaned loudly when he pressed his huge ebony rod at the entrance of her cunt. As he pressed himself back into her, he reached under and grabbed both of her ass cheeks, squeezing them with a roughness that almost bordered on pain. Blair couldn't help herself from staring down with awe at the terrific sight of his huge black cock disappearing into her pink pussy lips. The contrast was such a turn on, so much more erotic than her husband's much smaller and pinkish dick. This black man was the ultimate bad boy, and Blair had never felt so amazing, so womanly in all her life.

		Tyrone started to pump himself in and out of her pussy once more. Now he reached under her knees and pinned her legs back so that her feet were past her head.

		Blair was literally getting fucked into the couch. Tyrone began angrily slamming his entire cock into her snatch like he was punishing her for some wrongdoing. Blair continued moaning and cursing. After a while she tried to raise her head, get a breath of fresh air. Her brow was sweating and she was sucking her lower lip inside her mouth. She shook her head, completely disoriented. "What —what's going on? What's happening?"

		"You getting fucked finally," Tyrone growled. He grabbed both of her ankles, angling her body so that her pussy lips were raised the highest, in offering to him.

		Again he started to hammer that thick black sausage back inside Blair's punished little pussy. She may have been screaming like someone being murdered, but a frothy white substance around Tyrone's cock suggested that Blair was enjoying the fucking immensely. Her labia and thighs were soaked. The couch cushions were soaked. Her pussy had been stretched out to the point that she was now easily accepting the entire length and girth of this black giant.

		"Take it, take that fucking cock!" he said, his wide nostrils flaring as he approached his own climax.

		Blair was almost cross-eyed with arousal now. She reached and grabbed his big shoulders, her manicured nails digging deep into his ebony flesh while he continued fucking her in the most savage way possible.

		"You like that cock? Are you a black cock slut now?"

		"Y-Y-Yesssss," she screamed out in wild abandonment.

		That big black cock was magical in her pussy. It stretched her wider than she thought possible, the head rubbing the walls inside, finding spots that both ached with pleasure and begged for more. Blair's juices squished around the black dong, making a sucking sound as he lifted her off, then slipped her down again. Her moan and his grunt echoed at the same time, and Blair suddenly felt a familiar sensation.

		"I'm cuuummmming," she yelled out. "Oh God, I'm cumming again!"

		Each time he came down to bury himself into her, Tyrone grunted like a savage. With both hands firmly squeezing her full, rounded bottom, he sunk himself into her one last time before the first thick spurt of cum shot through his cock. His body froze, his cock twitched inside her body, and started to empty his heavy ball sack into the depths of her womb, coating her insides with the fertile seed of his proud African ancestry.

		Closing his eyes, Tom continued to sit and wait while Blair and Tyrone started to clean up. The inside of Blair's legs were glazed with her juices and when she realized that a copious amount of jizz was leaking from her pussy, she giggled and ran towards the bathroom for a towel.

		Tyrone laughed. "Man, I wasn't expecting that shit. Your wife is one sexy lady. I might have to do that again."

		Tom glanced while the black man started pulling up his overalls. He saw the walls adorned with pictures of him and his smiling wife: at the beach, next to a Ferris Wheel, on their wedding day, etc. He buried his face in his hands and said, "I wasn't expecting that either."

		"Well, a deal is a deal," Tyrone said with a hearty laugh. "As soon as your sexy wife returns I'll go ahead and get you out of your contraption. Though you might want to wait a while before having sex with your wife. I think she got stretched out real good tonight. Don't you?"

		The black locksmith's cool, hurtful remark momentarily stifled the conversation.

		Several minutes later, Blair came back into the room, completely nude, wearing only a big smile on her face. "Hey Tom! Guess what I found? It was on the sink, on the freaking sink!"

		She waved the key in the air, beckoning Tom to come toward her so that he could finally get some relief. Tom, by this time, had no other choice but to obey wholeheartedly.

		

		THE END
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