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Chapter One

I don’t know why I let my husband talk me into this. I’m a respectable woman! He certainly didn’t exhibit this fetish of his during most of our marriage. The irony was, it didn’t quite turn out like he had imagined it!

A little background: My name is Linda, not really, of course, because I’ll be damned if I tell this story using real names! I’m 43 and I will admit that gravity has not been kind to me. I used to be blonde, shapely and cute; now I’m more like dyed-blonde, saggy and worn. My husband is 45. We’ll call him Bob, as he’s your typical boring suburban man with a dad bod, although he is a good father and he says he still loves me, but he doesn’t often show it. We have two kids, Jenny (again, not really), age 20, and Billy (do I really need to say it?) who is 18.

Jenny is off at college now, so it’s just Bob and me and Billy. Billy will graduate in a few months and then he’ll be out of the house too, leaving Bob and me alone. I think that’s when he started getting this crazy idea in his head. The thought of us alone after all these years.

Now, I’ll say right now, our sex life has been just fine. Maybe a little boring, if I’m being honest. I don’t always come, but I enjoy the closeness. Usually, it’s a minute or two in the missionary position, he squirts and rolls off and goes to sleep. Sometimes, I come too, but usually I’m left frustrated. Most of the time I wait until Bob goes to work and Billy goes to school, and then I’ll spend some time with my vibrator.

I’m fortunate to have been a stay-at-home wife most of the time when the kids were growing up, although since Jenny left, I’ve taken a part-time job from nine until one at a local dress shop, just to make some extra money and get out of the house for a bit.

So, that’s the background. A typical suburban family in Ohio, although I’m not going to tell you what city.

Now to the crux of my little — well, not so little! — problem. Bob got it into his head that he’s “inadequate” in satisfying me. This is true, but I’ve never complained about it. Yes, his penis is a bit on the small size, and he comes rather quickly. Somehow, he’s decided it would be “cool” and “sexy” if I would make love to another man! While he watched!

“Are you out of your mind?” I asked him when he first broached the subject. “Why would you want to do that? Why would you want me to do that?”

He told me that for years he’s noticed that I don’t come very often when we have sex and he’s been embarrassed about it. Then he starts telling me about some porn sites he’s been visiting and claims that this “cuckolding” is all the rage today!

I just stared at him. Good thing Billy was up in his room playing video games or I might’ve shouted at him. Instead, in a very quiet voice, I said, “I have no interest in doing that.” But the truth was, I would be too embarrassed for another man to see my flabby body!

He dropped it for awhile, until one night, in bed, I caught him looking at one of those nasty sites on his laptop computer and I just about lost it. “Are you still looking at that filth?”

“It’s not filth,” he said. “It’s a legitimate lifestyle. Lots of married couples are doing it.” And then he turned the computer toward me and I could see a white guy having sex with a white woman while her husband watched and held her hand.

I was shocked, but I have to admit, it did make my pussy tingle a bit. I’m just being honest. Not that I let on to my husband.

“Why would you want a man to do that to your wife? It’s cheating!”

“Not if I’m there, encouraging you. And afterwards, we could make love and maybe you’d actually come for once!”

Whoa. I hadn’t expected that. “I come,” I told him. “Just not all the time.”

“Yeah, we both know why.”

“Have you ever heard me complain?”

“You don’t have to. I know you get off with vibrators later.”

That surprised me. “How would you know that?”

“You buy a lot of batteries.”

“That could be for something else.”

“We both know it’s not. Look, I just want you to be happy. To have great sex.”

“I have great sex. I have you and then, later, if I’m in the mood, I might take care of myself. It doesn’t happen all the time.”

Bob tipped his head. “I know. But this isn’t just about you. I find this all very sexy.”

I tried not to roll my eyes. “You’d want me to fuck another man — like maybe your boss? — while you watched?”

His boss, Charlie, had been a running gag between us. I had remarked that he was handsome one night and ever since, he’d teased me about how maybe I wished I had married him instead.

“No!” He exclaimed. “Not Charlie! Too close to home. No, I was thinking of some stranger.”

“Great, and after he fucked me, he could kill us and take my jewelry.”

“We’d vet him and all.”

I shook my head. “Just drop it, okay? I’m not interested.”

Bob put away the computer, slid under the covers and turned his back to me. Okay, be mad, I thought. I’m not fucking some stranger just so Bob could get his jollies.

Chapter Two

You’d think that would have been the end of it. But no. And it may have been a little bit my fault.

After Bob went to work the next day and Billy left for school, I had a couple minutes before I had to jump into the shower and get ready for my job. I decided to check out some of his porn sites, just to see what got him so excited. He never had a password on his computer, so it was easy to find some of the sites he’d visited.

I was shocked.

Not only was he into lending his wife out to other men, but he also, it seemed, had a fetish for different aspects of this cuckolding. Such as, black men. I mean, black men with big cocks. I couldn’t believe that my tame and quiet husband got off on this stuff!

As I looked through the sites, I came across video clips of a black man with a white woman. Now, I don’t consider myself to be prejudiced, but we live in a very nice white neighborhood and the idea that some black stud might come over at Bob’s invitation scared me. Not to mention that they all looked powerful and dangerous. And their cocks! I had never imagined they could get so big. I could never handle one of those monsters in my 43-year-old pussy!

But I had to admit, I was mesmerized by how they fucked those poor girls. And yes, I said “fucked” — this was not love-making, this was hard-core fucking. The ladies seemed to be enjoying themselves, even if the black cocks seemed way too big to fit into their tiny white pussies.

I felt urge to touch myself, maybe spend a little quality time with my vibrator. Then I glanced at the clock and gasped. “Shit! I’m gonna be late!”

I hurried to get ready for work.

***

When I returned at one-thirty, I had some laundry to do and needed to unload the dishwasher, but those could wait until Billy came home at three-thirty. I felt a pull toward Bob’s computer and I had to see just a bit more. I told myself it was so I could better discuss this fetish of his and talk him out of it. The truth was, I had been feeling “funny” down there the whole time I was at work and I thought it might be time for a little visit from electric Mr. Make-Me-Come.

So I peeked at some other of his sites. He really liked the black on white thing, as there were far many more of those sites bookmarked than the white on white sex. It made me think that he had wanted me to catch him looking at porn. But only the tame stuff. He was probably saving the weird, nasty sex for later, if and when I had warmed to the idea.

In college, I had dated only white guys, that’s what proper Midwestern girls did back then. Sure, I had a crush on a couple handsome black football players. But I never acted on it! But I do remember Donna.

Donna was one of my good friends at Kappa Kappa Gamma sorority. She was your typical blonde with big tits and all the guys lusted after her. She was more adventurous than I ever was, so I rather enjoyed hearing about her escapades. One night, we were all in the sorority living room, watching a football game — and no, I won’t tell you which team was ours! — when one of our wide receivers, a tall black athlete, caught a difficult pass. While everyone cheered, Donna leaned close to me and whispered, “I fucked that guy.”

I turned to her in shock, my mouth open. She put a finger to her lips and said, “Later.” Not ten minutes after the game was over, I dragged Donna outside and sat her down at a patio table. It was cold, so no one else was out there.

“Spill it, girl — are you lying to me?”

She shook her head. “Nope. I met him at a frat party a few weeks ago. He’s pretty good looking, you know. And very athletic! And I might have been a little drunk. Soooo,” she stretched out the word, “one thing led to another and we ended up in some guy’s room upstairs.”

“No! You didn’t!”

“I know! Me and a black guy? Horrors.” She grinned and leaned closer. “But let me tell you something I learned that night — black guys do it differently.”

“What? Sex?” I couldn’t imagine how skin color would make any difference.

“Yeah. They are more … aggressive. They do things that nice white boys don’t do, but they probably should.”

“Like what?”

“For starters, most of their dicks are bigger. A lot bigger. My last lover before (name redacted) fucked me okay, but I didn’t come, so I had to fake it. You know how it is.”

I had nodded. I had done the same myself, although I didn’t have nearly as many partners as Donna had.

“But with (black guy), it was a whole different level. I mean, I came and came and … well, I passed out at one point. Just for a few seconds. But I’m telling you, that guy can have me anytime he wants!”

“Really? You’re seeing him again?”

“Unfortunately, no. I mean, I’m game. But those guys are different. They aren’t exactly loyal. He saw me as a fling and I guess I saw him as an experiment. But it was an experiment I’m gonna have to try again!”

“You mean, like with another … black guy?”

Donna nodded. “Yep. But don’t tell the sisters. They might frown on it.” She laughed. “But if they knew what they were missing, it would be a different story!”

Now remember, this was before fucking black guys became all the rage. It was different back when I was in college.

For the next year, until he graduated, I can remember watching that particular player and wondering what it would’ve been like to have him fuck me.

***

I checked the clock and realized I had only an hour before Billy would be home. I climbed onto the bed, got out my vibrator, pushed my slacks and panties off and lay back against some pillows. I turned it on low and looked at some videos. I started with white on white, but soon moved over to black on white. Always black guys with big cocks fucking delicate white women who turned into screaming orgasm-besotted banshees underneath them.

Or maybe that was just the videos I was watching. Surely there were tamer guys, right? They can’t all have giant dicks, can they?

Meanwhile, I’m rubbing my vibrator over my clit, getting more and more turned on. There was one particular video that really struck a nerve. It was a black man with a tiny Asian woman. Her husband, a white guy, was there, encouraging her as she thrashed and moaned underneath a powerful black man with a very large cock. As I watched them, the white husband came into view and I noticed something odd, but I was too caught up in the action to pay attention. I flicked the vibrator to medium and rubbed it over my now wet pussy until I exploded, my legs jerking uncontrollably.

It was the most powerful orgasm I’d had in months.

Now I was curious as to what had caught my attention. I rewound the video until I came to the part where the husband leaned into the frame. I froze it and stared between his legs. His cock was in some sort of cage. I’d never seen anything like it.

I went to other sites Bob had visited and it wasn’t long before I learned what that was — a cock cage. Or chastity device. Men sometimes wear them when these black guys came over to fuck their wives.

What was up with that?

I didn’t have time to peruse it. But my interest was piqued.

I cleaned up the vibrator, put the laptop away and took a shower. My pussy buzzed and told me she wanted another orgasm just like that last one. It made me smile.

Chapter Three

I spent a lot of free time looking up “Hot Wives” and “Cuckolding” and all that it entailed. I admit, seeing those women enjoying themselves made me wonder. Had I been missing out all these years? Did Bob really want me to do this? And what’s all the attraction to these little cages the men wore? How could that be any fun? I kept reading — and watching. I quickly learned that some men like to be caged and have their wives control their erections — and ejaculations.

Slowly, I developed a plan. It was crazy, but I thought it would shut Bob down once and for all. It would use his fetish against him.

I waited until the matter came up again. Sure enough, one night I caught him looking at porn while he was in bed with me. I could tell because of the way he tipped the computer away from me and had the sound completely off. I was reading a book and I suppose he thought I wasn’t paying attention.

I reached over quickly and turned it toward me to see he had some black man with a white woman — his favorite — and he squealed and yanked the computer back.

“Hey! You said you didn’t like it!”

“I don’t, really, but I’m not happy that you continue to look at that stuff!”

“I don’t stop you from looking up all that stuff on Pinterest!”

I laughed. “Like that’s the same thing!”

He shrugged. “It’s the same to me. I have my outside interests, you have yours.” He put the computer down on his nightstand and turned away, as if to go to sleep.

“Not so fast, buster, I want to talk about this!”

“What? So you can yell at me some more, tell me I’m a pervert? No thanks.”

I set the trap. “No, actually, I’m willing to entertain the idea.”

He turned toward me. “What? Really?”

“Sure.” I gave a dramatic pause, “but I think there should be some give and take.”

He frowned. “What do you mean?”

I gave him a wicked smile. “I’d want you to wear one of those cage things.”

His mouth dropped open. “What do you know about stuff like that?”

“Well, since you obviously have a fetish about it, I thought I’d do my own research.”

“Really? You, Ms. Straight-Arrow, Anti-porn? We should call the cops!”

“Ha ha, Mr. Funny Britches.”

“So you’d really consider, uh, you know…”

“If you can’t say it, we can’t talk about it.”

“Sure, we can talk. I mean, you’d consider having sex with another man while I watched?”

I was sure he’d fold when I made my offer. “Maybe. Just maybe. But you’ve have to agree to be locked up in one of those things first!”

“But why? I mean, you’d be having fun, I’d like to have fun too!”

“That’s the deal. You get locked up first, then we start looking.”

“I dunno. It might take a while to find someone.”

“Yes, it might.” I waited for him to dismiss the whole thing as crazy talk, which it was!

Instead, he shocked me. “We could try it.”

I stared at him. “You’d really want me to lock your pee-pee up?”

“Maybe just to try it out. Might be fun. It could spice up our sex life?”

“And how, with you locked up?”

“Well, the idea is that you’d unlock me to have sex, of course.”

That wasn’t what I had read about. I decided to show him I knew more about it than he thought I did.

“No, that’s not how it works. I hold the key. I decide. You may not like that.”

I thought he’d drop it, but instead he looked at me with a new-found awe and said, “We could try it, just for a weekend, to see what all the talk is about.”

“Talk? You talk to people who do this?”

“No, no, I just mean online. There are a lot of people who try it. Just to spice up their marriages.”

“There’s no guarantee that I would actually want to fool around with another man. I think it could be dangerous.”

He nodded. “But it might lead to that, maybe?”

“I don’t know. You’d have to go first to show me how serious you are.”

“Okay.”

I was very surprised. Bob was actually willing to let me lock up his penis first on the off chance that I would let another man into my marriage? From what I had read, this makes the man very subservient to the woman. Heck, it might be fun.

“Okay, so we have to measure you and order the right cage thing for you.”

“Sure!” He seemed a little too eager.

I was about to find out just how far my husband’s fetish went.

Chapter Four

We did the measuring thing that very night, following the directions we found on a website. It felt strange, holding Bob’s penis, using a cloth tape to measure while he wrote numbers down. Apparently, he knew exactly which website was best to order from. That told me he’d been thinking about it. We decided to pick a plastic one because it was inexpensive and the whole experience might be something we found we really didn’t enjoy.

I made Bob use his credit card — I wasn’t going to put my name anywhere near that site! He ordered a clear plastic one that came with three rings and the medium one seemed to be the best fit. This gave us leeway if we had to adjust.

While we waited for the device, I was feeling woefully inadequate as far as my duties in all this. I had to do a lot of research to understand what it meant to be Bob’s “keyholder.”

It meant more than just holding it and handing it over when he wanted it! The woman holds a lot of power and she needed to understand her role or it wouldn’t work. I suspected Bob would want me to act differently than the dull old housewife he had married all those years ago. I had to at least play the part of a dominant woman, something I’ve never really been.

I would have to fake it for a while and see if I could change my attitude at this stage of my life. I wasn’t sure I could do it.

I read a lot over the next four days and slowly began to understand just how beneficial this can be for the wife. I still was very leery of letting another man into our marriage, but this chastity thing might be fun. The keyholder would control just about every aspect of her husband’s life. I knew Bob had an idea that this would be a part-time thing, but all the information I read said keyholders needed to exercise this power early on, to set the tone of their new relationship.

It might be fun, but it also scared me a little.

The cage came on a Thursday and I agreed with Bob that we should wait until Friday to “try it out.” This was my first mistake, letting him dictate how the thing would be used, but I was still a little apprehensive about my role in all this. I’ve been floating along in our quiet little stream for years and now suddenly, I'm supposed to steer my boat into the rapids? It just seemed strange and quite daunting.

Friday night, after dinner, I told Bob to go into he bedroom and wait for me while I cleaned up the kitchen. He had a look in his eyes I’d never seen before — rather like a combination of a kid before Christmas and one heading to the dentist.

Billy was upstairs, as usual, locked into a video game with his headphones on, so I wasn’t worried that he’d be wondering where Mom and Dad went.

I went to the bedroom and found Bob holding the plastic cage, reading the directions and nodding to himself. I took a deep breath and, remembering how I’m supposed to act in a more dominant fashion, said, “Remove your pants.”

Just like that, no “please” or “could you” — I had learned at least that much from my research. He looked up at me strangely, as if his wife had suddenly been replaced by a robot, but I noticed that he stood and dropped his pants to his ankles.

“No,” I told him. “Take them off completely, shoes too, and get up on the bed.” It felt both strange and exhilarating to speak to him like this.

He did, without argument and he soon was laying on the bed, propped up by pillows so he could see. I took the device and quickly read the directions. The first thing I learned was the area is best shaved or at least trimmed so it won’t pull and pinch. I decided to trim his pubic area as shaving seemed too much trouble for something we may throw away after this weekend.

I got up and got my manicure scissors and a hand towel and when I returned, he asked, “What are you going to do with those?” His penis seemed quite vulnerable in that moment.

“Didn’t you read the directions?” I asked rather harshly. “I’m sure you don’t want all your hairs yanked out! Lift up!”

He just nodded when I slid the towel underneath his hips. I bent down to trim him, starting close to his shaft and ball sack, being careful not to hurt him. When I had a circle trimmed, I sat back and decided it looked quite odd and began to trim the rest of the hair.

”Hey!” He said, “do you have to have to do all that?”

”Yes,” I said and continued.

When I was satisfied, he looked like a nearly plucked chicken. I removed the towel and placed it in the hamper. Returning to the bed, I took the medium plastic ring and fit it around under his balls. It was hinged, so one side would fit perfectly into the other if it was the right circumference. I was pleased to see it fit snugly, as the directions had warned me any looseness could cause the wearer to simply pull it free. I didn’t want that! I wanted Bob to have the full experience!

“I think that’s too small,” he said and I barked, “Not according to the directions!”

He shut up and let me push the plastic cage up over his penis. This had apparently made him excited, and he was half hard. I put the cage down and gave his dick a slap and he yelped. It had the desired effect and his penis softened. I picked up the cage and had no trouble sliding it home. This told me he needed a smaller cage next time and that idea startled me. Next time?

“Hand me the lock,” I said.

He handed it over and I used one hand to hold the pieces together and slipped the lock through the hole. I clicked the lock closed and sat back.

“There, you are now my little cuckold. Or maybe I should say ‘cuckold apprentice’ because I haven’t yet agreed to fuck another guy so you can get your jollies.”

“I thought they went hand-in-hand,” he said.

I held up the keys. “Not as long as I have these.” I got up. “Now, you stay here. If I see you peeking out the door, I’m going to flush these down the toilet!”

He looked at me with that strange dual expression, lust and fear. I was sure he’d never seen me act this way before. I was starting to enjoy this! I made sure to close the bedroom door behind me.

I went out into the living room to find a place to hide the keys. I scanned the bookshelves and the pantry before settling on the flour container. I dug a small hole with my fingers and dropped them in. I covered them up and smoothed the top of the flour. He could look all day and not think to peek in there!

I returned to the bedroom, fearing the next phase. Like any woman, I enjoy oral sex but I’ve always been afraid to suggest it. And I know Bob didn’t really like to do it. He used to act like he liked it before we were married, but he quickly dropped it from his bag of sex tricks soon afterward. And now I was supposed to “take my power” and demand it?

I came in and he said, “You hid them?”

“Of course I hid them!” I pushed him off the bed and took his place. “Now, I’d like you to give me an orgasm with your tongue.”

He gave me a very strange look and said, “Really? Like now?”

“Of course now! You can’t fuck me, can you?”

“No, I guess not.”

He tried, I’ll give him credit for that, but he didn’t have the skills. Not surprising, since I could count on two hands the number of times he’s gone down on me during our marriage. I pushed his head back and began giving him instructions in a quiet but firm manner.

Soon, he got the rhythm. I laid back and let the sensations wash over me. I was beginning to like this new side of myself. He faltered and I barked, “Don’t stop!” And he renewed his efforts.

I let the orgasm approach slowly, using my hand to reach down and pull him tighter against my pussy. “Yes! Now suck the clit! Damn it, I’m close!”

It hit me, a more powerful orgasm that I was used to. I cried out and immediately bit my lip, afraid my son might hear. The orgasm swept up from my pussy into my chest and I rode it, my head back against the pillows, grunting with pleasure, my thighs clasped tightly against his head. I doubt my husband had ever seen me like this.

When he at last pulled away, I had a much better understanding of what my role was going to be going forward. I wasn’t sure my husband would like it.

Chapter Five

That evening changed everything. Bob thought I’d unlock him and let him fuck me, but I informed him that I would not until he gave me three more orgasms first. He was taken aback. “But honey,” he protested, “that could take all weekend.”

“Exactly,” I told him and he looked crestfallen.

“I thought this was just for a little while. I can’t sleep with this on!”

“Sure you can,” I said and got up to go take a shower. I didn’t really need one, but I needed a break after that intense orgasm.

When I came back, Bob was lying in bed, looking disgruntled. “It wasn’t supposed to be this way,” he whined.

“You wanted this, I’m giving it to you. Now go to sleep.”

Bob seemed to respond well to my newfound dominance, because he just rolled over and closed his eyes. He didn’t even play with his computer like he normally does. I suppose there was no point!

In the morning, he surprised me by giving me oral sex to wake me up. I spread my legs and let him have me. His tongue was much more talented this morning and I told him to keep it up and I would come. He didn’t falter, although I’m sure his tongue was pretty tired after last night. I crested into a very nice orgasm and pulled his head in tight and said, “Ohhh, thank you, honey, that was nice.”

He pulled back and said, “If you unlock me, I can do even more!”

I smiled at him and said, “That’s not three more! Go make us some coffee.”

He frowned but didn’t argue. He got up, put on his robe and went out. He came back ten minutes later with two cups of coffee. He had mine just the way I like it, cream but no sugar.

We lay in bed together. He sipped his coffee. I could tell he was thinking. At one point, he pushed the covers down and looked at his caged cock and sighed. I ignored him.

Later, we got up and I started cleaning the bathroom before I thought about “taking my power.” I caught myself and told Bob that it was his turn to clean it. “If you don’t do a good job, I won’t unlock you until Tuesday,” I warned him.

He gave me a startled look, like a deer in the headlights, then slunk off to take care of it. I went into the kitchen and unloaded the dishwasher, humming a happy little tune.

He came out later and murmured that he was done. I went in to inspect and, just as I had guessed, he didn’t do a very good job cleaning up the shower. I pointed out the places he’d missed and said, “Tuesday.”

“Hey! That wasn’t the deal! You said if I gave you three more, you’d unlock me.  I was figuring, two orgasms today, one tomorrow and I’d be done! This wasn’t included!”

“It’s the deal now. Remember, you wanted this. This is your fantasy. You want me to…” I lowered my voice, “… fool around with a black guy, right? Well, this is how you get there. If you behave yourself, I’ll unlock you Tuesday for a quick fuck. If not…” I let the threat hang.

“This wasn’t part of the deal,” he muttered, but he didn’t object further. He finished cleaning the bathroom to my standards, and then I told him to go take care of the dishes and make some breakfast. “Billy’s gonna be awake soon. I want him to see that men can cook meals too!”

He curled his lip but said nothing. I was really starting to like this new freedom!

I ate a very nice breakfast with Billy, who didn’t seem to think it odd that Dad was making pancakes instead of Mom. He had plans with his friends that day. I didn’t begrudge him, as he was coming to the end of his schooling and was chomping at the bit to be free. He had told us he didn’t want to go to college, a decision we agreed with, as long as he took up a trade that interested him. He had already lined up a gig as an electrician’s apprentice with the father of his friend Mark for the summer and we were both pleased at his initiative. He said he was going over to Mark’s house to talk to his dad and play video games.

That meant, of course, that Billy would be gone most of the day. I wondered what else I might torment Bob with!

After Billy left, Bob asked me if I’d like another orgasm! I was pleased and surprised, but I knew he had an ulterior motive. “Not right now,” I told him. “Maybe later.”

He made a face and said, “This cage is pinching me.”

“I know, sweetie, but you’ll get used to it.” I didn’t offer to take it off or a bit or let him go shower without it. No. He was locked up until I let him out.

“But what about our deal? You said you’d unlock me if I gave you three orgasms. I’m ready to do that.”

“You misunderstand. I want three orgasms plus making you wait until Tuesday for the piss-poor job you did on the bathroom. You’ve given me one this morning, so you only have two to go between now and Tuesday.”

“But, honey, I can’t go to work like this!”

“Sure you can. Just don’t whip your dick out when you go to the bathroom and you’ll be fine. I suggest you use the stalls.”

He stared at me with a mixture of fear, arousal and awe. I suggested that if he needed to take his mind off things, he could go out and fix the screen door in back that hasn’t fit right since that big wind storm rolled through three months ago. He gave me a big sigh, then went out to take care of it.

I was really liking this!

Chapter Six

Bob fixed the screen door, then seemed to hang around and wait for instructions. This was new. I went around the house and pointed out things that needed to be done — things I normally would have done myself — but now I delegated them to Bob. He seemed almost too eager to comply. I was beginning to sense just what power wives had when their husbands have the little dicks locked up.

I relaxed on the couch, feeling a bit guilty as Bob cleaned the house. At one point, I told him to come over and unbuckle his pants. He did, rather apprehensively, and I yanked his boxers down and tugged at his locked-up cock.

“What are you doing?” He asked.

“Just making sure it’s nice and secure. Wouldn’t want it to slip off, would we?”

“There’s no chance of that! It’s pretty tight.”

“Good. Now, go finish your chores.”

He started to say something and then decided against it. That made me smile. I was sure he had some whiny complaint that would only have gotten him into trouble.

Monday morning, he begged me to unlock him, telling me he was too embarrassed to wear it to work. “It’s not fair — we didn’t agree to all this!”

I told him this was his fantasy, so he should be going off to work with a song in his heart, thinking about how some day — maybe — he would get to watch his beautiful wife fuck a big black cock. That shut him up.

By Tuesday, I had had four orgasms, not three, as I simply demanded one more Tuesday morning before he got up to get ready for work. He started to protest, then thought better of it, and gave me a very nice climax.

That evening, he was beside himself. I was ready. I had read enough to know how to handle a man who is desperate to come. I made him wait until after dinner. He cleaned up the dishes while Billy headed upstairs, as usual, to play video games. I didn’t bother asking about his homework because we both knew it no longer mattered. He was just about done for school forever. I did warn him as he went upstairs that he’d need to study once he became an apprentice, otherwise he might electrocute himself.

He laughed and said, “Don’t worry, Mom, I’m not an idiot.”

Bob was already in the bedroom when I walked in a few minutes later.

“Are your chores done?”

“Yes. I unloaded the dishwasher and put the dirty ones in there. I think that’s everything.”

I nodded. I suppose I could have come up with a few more chores, but I didn’t want to prolong the moment. My poor husband was in for a surprise!

I told him to strip down and lay face up on the bed. He eagerly complied. He didn’t expect what happened next.

I had prepared ahead of time, thanks to my research. From my nightstand, I pulled out two lengths of clothesline, a soft rope I had purchased that day on my way home from my job. Bob’s eyes went wide.

“What’s that for?”

“So you won’t get any ideas, mister.”

“Ideas? What kind of ideas?” He asked as I took one of his wrists and tied him to the headboard. He didn’t resist.

“So you won’t try to masturbate or jump up and run off as soon as I unlock you.”

“I wouldn’t do that!”

I tied his other wrist to the headboard. He was helpless. I got up and went into the bathroom. Under the sink, I pulled out a bowl and filled it with hot water.

“What are you doing?” He asked. I ignored him.

I grabbed the razor, washcloth and the shaving cream and returned to the bedroom. His eyes went wide.

“What are you doing with that stuff?”

“Shaving you, of course. Wouldn’t want you to get pinched, would you?”

“It’s fine — it doesn’t bother me too much,” he said.

“Nonsense. This is what is recommended.”

“By whom?”

“Femdom sites I’ve been reading about?”

“Femdom?” He squeaked.

“Yes, this is what you want, right?”

“No, I just wanted to see you, you know…”

“This is part of that. You should know that.”

He didn’t speak. He just watched me dip into the nightstand and pull out the keys.

“They’ve been there this whole time?”

“Of course not, silly. I just moved them today. Don’t worry, they’ll be hidden from your prying eyes before I untie you.”

He watched eagerly as I unlocked his wrinkled penis and removed the ring. It began to swell at once until it was at full mast. He groaned with pleasure. “That feels really good, honey. Why don’t you climb on and take pity on a desperate man?”

“No. First things first.”

I dipped the washcloth into the hot water and wrung it out. I applied it to the stubble around his cock and he said, “Ohh, that feels good!”

I smiled as I removed it and squirted some shaving cream on my palm. I spread it around his penis. His eyes were wide.

“Be careful! It’s pretty sensitive down there.”

“Don’t worry. I’ve shaved before.”

Taking care not to nick him, I shaved all the stubble from around his cock. It shrunk down to almost nothing, as if it was afraid to stand tall. Bob didn’t speak until I was done and used the washcloth to wipe him clean.

“Whew! I was worried. I look like a little boy, though.” He craned his neck to see.

I put everything away and returned to fondle his cock, which quickly grew hard again.

“Now you have a choice. I can give you a very nice hand job and lock you right back up…”

“What? Not again! I thought I was going to be free of this today!”

I ignored him. “Or, you can forget all about this silly nonsense and remain unlocked.” I was sure I knew what he would choose!

He paused. I could see his mind working. Then he said, “But I’ve already kinda found a guy…”

That shocked me. “What?”

“I haven’t approached him or anything. I just have a guy in mind.”

“He’s not from work, I hope.”

“No, no. He’s that handyman we hired last summer to replace the fascia on the garage. Remember? It was rotten.”

“I remember the damned fascia,” I said, and in my mind I could see that tall black man working in the hot sun, sweat dripping off his face and his tee-shirt damp. I never thought of him as a love interest. Or a fuck buddy. “And how would that work, exactly? You call him up and said, ‘Hey, would you like to come over and fuck my wife?”

He shrugged. “Well, he is a handyman.” I knew he was trying to make a joke, but it fell flat with me.

“You clearly haven’t thought this through. I mean, you don’t really know anything about him.”

“That’s not true. We, uh, talked a bit.”

“You talked? About this kind of thing?”

“Not exactly, but I, uh, saw him in his shorts and I could see he was, um, well-endowed.”

“Oh my god! You checked out the handyman’s penis!”

“He was wearing shorts! I couldn’t help but notice!”

“So what did you talk about?”

“Um, I just said how he must be great with all the housewives in the neighborhood, looking to hire him, you know, just to have him around.”

“What did he say?”

“He laughed and said, ‘You’d be surprised.’ And I took from that that he probably has taken care of a few desperate housewives.”

I closed my eyes. I hadn’t realized until that moment just how much my husband had been thinking about this. That was almost a year ago!

“Okay,” I told him. “That changes things.” I picked up the ring and started to fit it around his ballsack.

“Hey! You promised me a handjob! Or, you know, climb on and let me have sex! It’s been a long time!”

“Oh no, big boy! I can see you really want to do this. If you do, you remain locked until the dirty deed happens.”

“But… but… that could take weeks!”

“Maybe. I still haven’t agreed to anything — yet.”

“But when?” He asked. “You can’t just delay this forever!”

“I know.” The truth was, I was very nervous about the whole idea. It was a bit of a lark to lock my husband’s penis up and to tease him, get plenty of oral sex, but it was quite something else to actually allow another man into my life to perform intimate acts — while Bob watched! I was still hesitant.

“I don’t know why you want this so much! And we can’t do anything until Billy graduates, anyway.”

“That’s a month away! You can’t leave me like this! I agreed to this because I thought you were willing to fulfill my fantasy. If you’re just dicking around, let me out and we’ll forget the whole thing.”

“You didn’t answer my question.”

He sighed. “We all have fantasies. I’m sure you have a few yourself. This is mine. And I thought, with Billy about to leave the nest, it might be fun to explore. Lot of women like it.”

“Oh? You’ve talked to a lot of women?”

“No, silly. I’ve read about it. It’s a growing trend. Men get off on sharing their sexy wives.”

“I think that’s what scares me,” I told him truthfully. “I’m not the gal you married. I’ve gained twenty pounds and I’ve had two children — that takes a toll on a body.”

“I still think you’re beautiful and I’m sure Damon would too.”

“Damon’s the handyman?”

“Yes.”

“And how do you know he’d be interested? He might laugh in your face.”

“Leave that to me.” He snapped his fingers. “Tell ya what — I’ll invite him over some day to check out something we need an estimate on and you can get to know him.”

I frowned. This was getting a little too real. “We can’t have Billy around.”

“We’ll make it during the day. I’ll take a day off work and we’ll just talk. Okay?”

“Jeez, the things I do for you,” I said. Inside, my stomach was doing flip flops.

But my pussy was doing something else entirely.

I started to lock him up and Bob begged, “Come on! Just a quick rub?”

I remembered my research. “No! You wanted this, now you’ve got it!” And I locked him up without any relief. I didn’t feel too guilty, either!

Chapter Seven

Damon Bowers arrived Thursday at eleven to give us an estimate on fixing the back door that was tight in the frame and hard to open. Not to mention that Bob never did fix the screen door right, so we could have him look at that as well.

Bob was home with me when he arrived. Before, I had always looked at Damon as a nice guy, handy with his tools, and he didn’t charge an arm and a leg. Now I was nervous as a cat, thinking about him touching me, judging me,  maybe even fucking me. It was weird

Damon was an older black man, about six feet tall, so he had a good three inches on Bob. He was still in pretty good shape, no doubt due to his job. His hair was turning gray and he had a small pot belly, but that just made me feel a little better about how he might judge my body. I still thought this whole thing was way beyond any fantasies I had and I couldn’t understand why Bob was pushing this so hard. Sure, I guess it was partially my fault for locking him up in the first place. I was ready to forget the whole thing, except I felt I had put Bob — and myself — into a corner.

I was sure Damon would laugh in Bob’s face and we could drop it. I had told Bob I wanted no part in the conversation and left them out on the back porch to talk over the door — and other things.

They were out there a long time. Surely the door didn’t take up much time, so they had to be talking about me. I had no idea how Bob was doing to broach the subject. How does one go about asking the handyman to fuck your wife?

When they came in, I froze. I stared at Damon, trying to read his expression. I glanced at Bob to see if maybe he had chickened out. Then Damon came right up to me and put both of his big soft hands on my upper arms and said, “I think you are beautiful. I’ve always thought that.” He let go and tipped his head to Bob, “And I would be honored to help you fulfill your fantasies. Plus, I’m very discreet.”

“Have you done this before?” I blurted.

He smiled, showing even white teeth, and said, “I’m very discreet.”

“I haven’t agreed to this yet,” I said. “I’m not even sure how it got this far.” I looked over at Bob and wondered if he mentioned that his dick was still locked up.

“I understand. We can take it slow. And you have the right to call it off at any time if you don’t feel comfortable.”

I nodded. “Well, yeah,” I told him. “That’s a given.” I turned to Bob. “Did you tell him this was your idea?”

He nodded. “Damon understands. He’s seen this before and thinks every white woman should experience this at least once in their lives.”

“Who has he seen this before with?” I knew he wouldn’t answer, but I couldn’t help but ask.

Damon just shook his head. “No one you know.”

It was a partial answer. “So you aren’t shocked? You don’t feel on the spot or embarrassed for us? I mean, this seems a bit pathetic to me. Old white couple’s last gasp before they get even older — it’s almost a cliche.”

“I’m just here to tell you I think you’re very pretty and I would be honored to help you explore. It sounds like you and your husband have some more talking to do.”

He turned to Bob. “And if you’re serious about the door, I can have that fixed for maybe $120 — the screen too.”

“That’s very reasonable, “ Bob said and I couldn’t help but think:

And I’ll throw in my wife for free!

My heart was beating hard, but my pussy was tingling up a storm.

Damon left and I turned to Bob and hissed. “Oh, that wasn’t embarrassing at all!”

“Hey! You’re not the one locked up! I fulfilled your fantasy — which, by the way, you’ve proven to be very good at! — so of course I’m going to move this thing along.”

“Or I could unlock you and we could drop it.”

He tipped his head. “You really want to drop it? Now? When we’ve got a willing, uh, helper, to let me explore my fantasy?”

I sighed. “I’m just scared, I guess. Scared Billy might find out. Or the neighbors. Or Damon, despite what he said, might blab it. Or blackmail us. Or a thousand other things.”

“Just think about it. That’s all I ask.”

I nodded. “I’ll think about it.”

Chapter Eight

I did think about it. I had dreams about it. I even used my vibrator on myself and daydreamed about it. I felt stuck. I couldn’t go forward and I couldn’t stay still. I knew what was pushing me was Bob’s whining about being locked up. But when I offered to take it off and throw it away, he balked.

“No,” he said. “I’m doing my part, fulfilling your fantasy, I’m just waiting for you to fulfill mine.”

“But I never wanted to lock you up! I never even knew about such things before you came to me with all this!” I shook my head. “I admit I liked the feeling of power it gives me, but at what cost? I have to fuck a stranger?”

“He’s not a stranger. He was here for a couple weeks last summer.”

“Oh right — but I never looked at him as a love partner.”

“Here’s your chance to explore, honey! I’ve done my part, you know. I’m so horny I can’t stand it!”

“I’ll unlock you right now! You can fuck me and we’ll go back to the way things were!” Even as I said those words, I felt a pang of disappointment. I suppose I was warming to the idea myself.

“You know if we do that, you’ll be disappointed again. Maybe not now, but later, when we’re in the same old rut.”

I didn’t know how to respond to that, so I said nothing.

Bob talked me into it, driven, I suppose, by his caged penis and my growing curiosity. I told him my biggest fear was that he might see me differently once I had given myself to another man, even if it was his idea.

“No, no,” he assured me, “I won’t love you any less — in fact, I’ll probably love you more!”

“You just want to be unlocked,” I told him.

“That’s part of it,” he admitted. “I want to watch and beat off, I won’t lie.”

“Maybe I’ll leave you locked up until Damon’s done with me,” I teased him.

He looked stricken. “Nooo!”

I laughed. “Got ya!”

***

The deed was set for Friday at one. We’d have a good two-and-a-half hours before Billy came home from school. I asked Bob if Damon was going to fix the back door before or after he fucked me, but he didn’t think that was funny.

I was as nervous as a cat. I tried to get Bob to cancel a couple of times. I told him I was embarrassed about my middle-aged flab, I told him Damon might accidentally hurt me with his enormous cock and we’d wind up in the ER, trying to explain to the doctors why I was all torn up.

“None of that will happen, you’re just being silly,” he told me.

“Should we buy condoms or will he bring some? We don’t even know his size!”

“He’ll bring them. I told him condoms were a must.”

I nodded, feeling just a little bit better. Somehow I had convinced myself that as long as his penis didn’t touch my vagina, it wouldn’t technically be cheating.

Plus the fact that was all Bob’s idea!

Friday morning, I was jittery, as I’d had too much coffee. I had been faithful to my husband all these years and now I was just going to throw it all away for a lark? Bob took the day off and he had to talk me down off the ledge a couple times before one o’clock.

Bob looked at his watch. “It’s getting close — you wanna unlock me now?”

I knew he was embarrassed to let Damon see he was caged.

“I dunno — maybe we’ll have an unlocking ceremony when he gets here,” I teased.

“Please, don’t joke like that!”

I let him off the hook and retrieved the keys and unlocked him. His dick expanded to full length at once and he fondled it like a long-lost friend.

“Careful,” I cautioned him, “don’t want to blow your load too soon!”

He grimaced. He took the cage away and put it in his nightstand.

The doorbell rang at one.

I froze.

Bob came back from the bedroom and said, “Relax! You look like you’re heading to the gallows!”

I felt a bit like that.

I have to admit, once Damon came in, he was sweet and charming to me. He barely paid any attention to Bob. He held my hand and rubbed my shoulder, telling me he knew I was nervous and that I was in good hands. He smelled good too. I could tell he had made an effort. We all had some wine to relax first, which helped. I asked him how it went for other first time wives and he grinned and said, “They’re all repeat customers!”

That made me wonder if he expected to be paid for his troubles, like I was just another project he had to do.

We polished off the bottle of wine and I had three glasses. Bob had two and Damon had just one. We talked a lot and he reassured me he would go slow and I could tell him to stop at any time.

“This is supposed to be fun,” he said.

It was time. He took my hand and we followed Bob down the hall toward the master bedroom. I thought I might pee myself or throw up. When he had me sitting on the bed, I asked Bob, “Are you sure about this? Won’t you hate me later?”

“No, not at all, honey! I know you’re doing this for me and I really appreciate it.”

I nodded.

Damon told Bob to sit in a chair by the wall and don’t speak. He seemed so assertive, I got a little tingle in my pussy.

He undressed me and I got really shy. Damon was in pretty good shape despite his small pot belly and I felt he would be turned off by my flabby body, but he convinced me that he found me very sexy when he went down on me! Damon ate my pussy like a man possessed and I could not stop the orgasm that rippled through me.

He took off his clothes and I knew I would have to blow him. This was more familiar territory, as I had given Bob plenty of BJs through the years. At least that’s what I thought until I saw his cock for the first time. It was big! And black!

“I don’t think it will fit,” I told him and I wasn’t just talking about my mouth.

I glanced over to see Bob had his cock out and was rubbing it gently, being careful not to come too soon.

“Just do the best you can, Linda,” he said.

I’m telling you, taking that cock into my mouth made my pussy gush! He tasted real clean and it turned me on. I almost came from sucking on his cock and I could only get half of it in my mouth. I could take all of Bob’s, no problem. I slobbered over it and licked it, but I couldn’t make him come.

He pushed me back on the bed and crawled between my legs. I couldn’t believe I was about to cheat on my husband after twenty-two years of marriage! I stole another look at Bob and he was busy stroking his cock, so I took that as tacit approval.

“Condom,” I reminded Damon and he smiled and grabbed his shorts from the floor. He pulled out a foil packet with the word “Magnum” emblazoned on the side and I feared he was going to hurt me with that thing.

“Go slow,” I told him as he covered up his cock and he just grinned and nodded.

My pussy was really wet, as if it knew what was coming. The tip opened me up and my mouth opened as well. “Oooohhhh,” I moaned. Surprisingly, there was no pain. My pussy expanded to accommodate him. He pushed himself into me slowly and I felt the strangest sensation. I almost didn’t recognize it until it came rushing toward me, catching me off guard.

I was having an orgasm! “Jesus Christ!” I exclaimed, my hips rocking, my pussy spamming around his girth. “Fuck!”

Then he began to move inside me and I nearly lost my mind. “Oooohhhh! Shit! Oh, fuck! You’re gonna make me…”

Another orgasm hit me. I’d never been multi-orgasmic, I thought I just wasn’t built that way. Clearly, I had been wrong.

More of his thick cock disappeared inside me. I felt a tingling all over my body as another climax built up inside me. My legs went up in the air, encouraging Damon to thrust deep.

When I glanced down to see his cock, the condom slick with my juices, going all the way in, I came again. My mind went away and I was all pussy, helpless to stop the sensations caused by Damon’s powerful cock. I had never experienced anything like this before. I don’t know what I said, or if I just made guttural noises. I don’t know what Bob was doing and I didn’t care.

At one point, Damon pulled out and I almost cried. “Wait!” I gasped, afraid he was finished with me. No, he just wanted me to turn around and get on my knees. Bob only liked to fuck me in missionary position. Damon’s cock slipped back inside. This new angle hit different spots inside me and I came again. My head was down on the pillow, my ass up for him to plow.

Suddenly, he pulled out and I thought he was going to change positions again. Instead, I felt pressure on my asshole!

“No!” I squeaked, “not there!” I always felt it was dirty and wrong. Damon didn’t take no for an answer. He pushed his hard cock inside my ass until I had to open up for him. A whole new set of sensations rocked me. “Oh, god!” I cried, knowing I was going to come again, but in a different way.

I became dirty — and vocal. “Yes, fuck that dirty ass! Fuck me!”

I shivered through another orgasm. “Bob,” I cried, “he’s fucking my ass! Look! Look at your dirty wife!”

Damon pulled out, leaving me bereft, my asshole gaping. I turned to see him pull off the dirty condom and toss it into the trashcan by the bed. I was glad he got rid of it as I feared in his frenzy, he might try to fuck my pussy with that dirty thing! He rolled me over onto my back and I expected he’d reach for another condom.

Instead, he just thrust his bare cock inside me! “Hey!” I heard Bob say. I was in no condition to protest because at that moment, another powerful orgasm hit me. I gasped, I babbled, my feet went up and out, encouraging him to go deeper.

“Yes,” I cried, “fuck me! Fuck my white pussy!”

He was thrusting hard now and I knew he was about to come inside me. I glanced at Bob and saw his dick limp in his hand and knew he had already come. His mouth was hanging open as he stared at the spectacle in front of him. His wife was about to be fucked bareback and he was helpless to stop it — even if he wanted to.

“Yes,” I told Damon, “Come in me, give it to me!”

Any fears I might’ve had about diseases or, god forbid, a late pregnancy, went out the window. I wanted to feel his seed shoot inside me.

He bellowed and I could feel his cock spasm inside me and a warmth flood my womb. I came hard, jerking on his fat cock, a whore for him now. I knew in that moment that this is what I’d been missing all my life.

I knew I’d want to feel this way again, and soon.

Chapter Nine

Damon lay with me, cuddling away my doubts and fears. He rubbed my stomach, thumbed my nipples and told me what an amazing lover I was.

“I’ll bet you say that to all the desperate housewives.”

“No, you’re different — very responsive. You’re really special.”

“You were supposed to wear a condom!” Bob put in from the peanut gallery.

“There was no time,” he said, “my blood was up. Besides, wasn’t it better that way?” He directed the question to me as he rubbed his hand across my well-satisfied pussy. I shivered, feeling his semen oozing out of me and onto the sheets. My ass felt newly opened and it was a pleasurable sensation, as if it belonged to him now.

“Yes, it was,” I said.

“Perhaps you’d like a little more wine?” Damon said.

“No, I’m still kinda half-drunk as it is,” I said, meaning more than just the wine.

“I think it’s time to go,” Bob said. He was fully dressed by now.

Damon smiled and said, “I’m not done yet.”

I was shocked. I thought he had come all he was able to — he had more? My pussy throbbed in anticipation.

“Aren’t you … tired?”

“Yes, but give me a few minutes, I’ll bounce back.”

“I think she’s had enough,” Bob put in.

Damon made a face. “Have you guys ever thought about chastity for him? It would cut down on all the complaints.”

“Why yes we have,” I told him, “ they kinda go hand in hand with a big black cocked lover.”

“Hey! Don’t tell him about that! That’s private!”

“In fact, we already bought one. He had it on just before you arrived.”

“Great!” He turned to Bob. “Go get it!”

“No!”

I could tell he was embarrassed.

“Don’t make me get up from here!” He said as he rubbed one of my breasts possessively.

Bob thought about that for a couple of seconds, then went to his nightstand and pulled out the plastic cage, still in pieces.

Damon tsked. “Steel ones are better,” he said. He took the parts from Bob and handed them to me. “Put it on him,” he said.

I had to rouse myself from my post-coital langer. As I approached my husband, he shrank back. “No! We had a deal!”

“I think he’s embarrassed,” I told Damon.

He sighed and got up from the bed. “That better be on you by the time I get back!” He disappeared into the bathroom.

I hurried to get Bob locked up again. He didn’t complain — he seemed more worried about having Damon see his small penis. I had him locked up and he pulled his pants up before Damon came out of the bathroom.

“All done?” He asked.

I nodded.

“Good, let’s see.”

“No!” Bob exclaimed, “ That wasn’t part of the deal!”

Damon smiled. “Okay.” He turned to me. “Give me the keys.”

I was in no position to argue. My body had been claimed by him. I handed them over.

“Hey,” Bob said, “ that’s not right!”

“Would you like them back?” He held them in his fingers, tantalizingly close.

“Yes!” Bob reached for them and Damon closed his fist around them. “Then go and wait in the living room until we’re done.”

I looked down to see Damon’s cock was swelling again.

Bob looked from Damon to me and back again. He made a face and turned to leave, muttering, “This wasn’t how it was supposed to go!”

“And close the door!” Damon barked, “I don’t want to see you slinking around!”

He left and Damon returned his attention to me. The keys wound up on the nightstand.

Two orgasms later, and another load of seed dumped into my willing pussy, Damon was done. So was I. I had never come so much in one time in my life. I was exhausted, but well satiated.

I could barely move from the bed. “Do you think your husband would clean you up?”

I was confused for a moment before I looked down at my very messy pussy. “I think we’ve pushed him enough for one day,” I told him.

He nodded. “Come on, let’s take a shower.”

He pulled me to my feet, my body feeling light and my pussy throbbing so loudly I thought Damon could hear it. He turned on the water and got it hot and helped me step in. The water felt good on my aching body. We washed each other. I especially like washing his penis — even limp, it was magnificent. He washed my ass and pussy, being very gentle, which I appreciated.

We got out and he dried me off. We stepped into the bedroom naked and got dressed. I felt a certain sadness seeing that magnificent cock disappear. He caught me looking and said, “We’ll do this again real soon,” and my pussy spasmed so hard I thought he might notice!

I watched him pick up the keys from the nightstand and handed them to me. “Here, it’s best if you hang on to these, you know, in case of emergencies. I’ll just tell him I have them. Make him call me when he’s ready to be unlocked.”

I smiled at just how diabolical that was. Poor Bob will be beside himself thinking he has to call Damon to beg for release! I took the keys and slipped them into the pocket of my shorts.

“Oh, and order one of those steel cages. And get one one size smaller than you think he needs.”

I nodded, feeling the power grow within me.

He led the way out and I almost laughed when I saw Bob’s expression. Somewhere between awe and fear.

“Um, can I have the keys? You’ve fooled around enough, haven’t you?”

“No,” Damon told him, “You call me when you want to be released. I’ll let you know if I can find time to come by to release you and fuck your wife again.”

Bob looked like he’d been shot. “But… I mean… You can’t…”

Damon gripped me in a bear hug and kissed me on the lips. “See ya soon, darlin’,” he said. Then he was gone.

Bob looked at me and asked, “Did he really take the keys? Both of them?”

I was feeling wicked now that I had finally acquiesced to his crazy fetish and I felt really good, like I had just lost my virginity. “Yes,” I lied, “and you’d better be prepared to clean me up next time!”

He looked mortified.

Chapter Ten

Billy came home and we tried to act normal, but our life was anything but! Everything had changed, as far as I was concerned. I ordered a new steel cage, smaller than I probably would have. I didn’t tell Bob.

The rest of the weekend was a bit strange. Bob was mad about his cage and Damon taking the keys, but he was also very attentive to me. He’d rub my shoulders or my feet when we were sitting in the living room and in bed, he’d rub his hands all over me, arousing me, although he could do nothing about it except give me oral, which he seemed surprisingly eager to do. I had three very nice orgasms that weekend.

On Monday, when Bob had gone to work and Billy to school, I was getting ready to go to work myself. I showered and I was drying myself off, I noticed the bathroom scale in the corner, covered in a thin layer of dust. I hadn’t weighed myself in quite a while, it seemed. I used some damp tissue to wipe it down and checked to see if the batteries were still good. Taking a breath, I stood on it naked, because I wanted to see how bad I’ve let things slide and didn’t want any excuses.

The digital readout flickered and settled on 154. I groaned. “I weighed 122 in college!” I said aloud.

On the way to work, I passed a gym that was advertising a special for $20 a month and I thought about Damon and how he must’ve been secretly repulsed by my flab. So much so, that he might stop fucking me!

I caught myself. What are you thinking? You’re married! You should not be thinking about anyone but your husband!

Nevertheless, on my way home four hours later, I stopped by the gym and signed up. I would have plenty of time for a workout before Billy got home. I started bringing gym clothes with me and I actually went three times the first week. I also cut back on my dinner portions. I didn’t say anything to Bob — I wanted to see if he’d notice.

I purposely stayed off the scale until Saturday morning. I did not expect my new diet and three hours total of exercise that week would make any noticeable difference, but I was very pleasantly surprised to find I was already down to 152. This brought a big smile to my face and I was determined to look good for my new lover. And Bob too, of course.

It’s funny how a good hard fucking can improve one’s outlook on life!

Bob asked me when I’d be inviting Damon to come over again and I knew he was more interested in being unlocked than watching us and I told him, “That’s up to you to coordinate. You need to work around his schedule and mine and find a good time when Billy won’t be around.”

He looked stricken. “You want me to call him?”

“If you want to be unlocked, yes, otherwise, I’m good. I’ve been getting plenty of sex from you lately!” He knew I meant oral and he blushed. I acted like seeing Damon was just a bonus, not something I needed in my life. Hah! If Bob only knew how hooked I was, I’m sure he would’ve rued the day he talked me into having sex with Damon!

***

Billy was about to graduate and my first thought was: He’ll be home a lot more, so how will we find time to have Damon over to fuck me? Then I realized he’d probably be out with his friends a lot and it made me feel better. I had come a long way since Bob first brought up the subject!

Before Billy finished school, however, Bob announced that Damon would be over on Thursday at ten and could I get the time off work? I felt two distinct emotions — embarrassment and excitement. “Uhh,” I said, “that was quick.”

“I want to be unlocked. And I could tell that you liked what Damon did to you.”

I could feel the blood rush to my face. “Yeah, but…” I started, but I didn’t have anything else to say. He was right — I did like what Damon did to me. I could feel my pussy grow wet just thinking about it.

It was easy to trade places at work with another gal, so I was ready Thursday morning. So was Bob! He paced and fretted about “having his manhood erased” and all that. I tried not to laugh. Meanwhile, my pussy was fairly gushing with anticipation.

Damon showed up on time, looking and smelling great! I thought I might come from just looking at him! He gave me a big hug and said, “Are you ready?” He seemed to ignore Bob until he piped up to say, “What about me?”

Damon and I hadn’t worked out how the key transfer would take place, so I said, “Why don’t you go into the bedroom and wait and we’ll be in shortly.”

”But… but…” He seemed worried there was some trick involved.

”Go!” Damon barked and Bob ran. I had to hide my smile behind my hand.

I went to the flour bin canister to retrieve the keys. He took them and smiled. “Smart girl. He’d never look for them there.”

”By the way,” I told him, “the new cage came in the mail.”

”Good. Did you tell Bob yet?”

”No, I thought I’d wait for you.”

”Good.”

He led the way down the hall and I followed him like a lost puppy, my pussy creaming. He made Bob unbuckle his pants and tapped the plastic cage. “This is too cheap. You need a stronger one.”

”Uh, well, it’s fine…” Bob started.

”I asked your wife to order one. She told me it came in.” He turned to me. “Why don’t you go get it?”

”Wait — what?” Bob said.

I got the box out and handed it to Damon. He tore off the packaging and examined the small, steel cage. “Oh, this should do nicely.”

”Hey, now! That’s too small!”

“Hush,” Damon said. He turned to me. “Unlock him, please.” He handed me the keys. I bent down  and unlocked Bob and his cock sprang free, extending to his full, five-inch length. Almost immediately it began to shrink in embarrassment. I stifled a chuckle.

”Now let’s try the new one, hmm?”

”Wait! No way! That wasn’t the deal! I won’t do it!”

Damon grabbed him by the neck and dragged him to the bed. Because Bob’s pants were around his ankles, he couldn’t escape. He wound up on his knees, his torso on the mattress. Damon held him in place with one knee and slipped his belt from his pants. I watched, horrified and fascinated. But I didn’t say a word.

Damon folded the belt over and began to strike my husband’s bare bottom! Bob yelped and tried to get up but he couldn’t move Damon’s knee from his back. He gave him five blows with the belt, then paused. I could see the marks were bright red, but could tell they would fade quickly.

”Now, let’s try again. Would you like your wife to put your new cage on you?”

”We had a deal,” he whimpered. “I’m supposed to be unlocked while I watch.”

”While you watch what?” Damon probed.

”Uh, why I watch you, uh, fuck my wife.”

”The deal has changed. But I promise I’ll unlock you at the end and let you jerk off, okay?”

”Uh, okay.” His voice sounded defeated.

Damon let him up and Bob rubbed his bottom. “That hurt!”

”It was supposed to. Now, Linda, if you please.”

Bob didn’t object when I removed the old plastic ring and slipped on the new steel one. This one wasn’t hinged and it took two tries with different sized rings before I found the one that fit snugly. I had to slip his balls in one at a time and then cram his soft penis through. He wiggled and griped but he didn’t stop me from my task. I took the cage and slipped it over his small cock. Bob looked unhappy, but he didn’t say anything. When I turned the key and pulled it out, the new cage was tight on him and I could tell he wouldn’t be able to get even a partial erection.

”Wow,” I said. “That fits nicely!”

”It’s too small,” he said.

Damon chuckled. “It’s supposed to be tight or it doesn’t work.” He turned to me. “Now, the keys.” I handed them over, assuming he’d give them back later.

To Bob, he said, “Now you stay right there by the edge of the bed.”

I was surprised at this and a little embarrassed. “You want him that close?”

He winked at me out of Bob’s sight. “Yes, I do.” He turned back to Bob. “And keep those pants down. You can tug at your new cage while I fuck your wife.”

Bob’s face showed his conflicting emotions. Eagerness, to watch us close up; fear, for what Damon’s cock might do to me; and embarrassment, for having his little caged cock on display.

Damon turned his attention to me, stripping off my clothes. I wondered, foolishly, if he’d notice I lost a couple pounds, but he didn’t. When I was naked, he had me get up on the bed on my hands and knees. I looked over and watched him strip off his clothes, then climb up behind me, his cock already swelling to full length.

He waved it in Bob’s face. “You like?”

”I’m not gay,” Bob said.

”Hey, you’re the one who wanted to see a black guy fuck your wife.”

Bob shrugged, and said, “Yeah, but I was thinking it would be different.”

Damon laughed and said, “That’s what all the white husbands say.”

He didn’t ask me to get him wet first, which worried me a little. I wondered if he would hurt me, going in. I know it sounds crazy, but I thought about things like that, in the beginning.

Thankfully, Damon used my own juices, which were fairly dripping from me, to coat his cock. I stayed still, like a mare ready to be mounded by a stallion, as he rubbed the bulbous cock head up and down my pussy.

”Ohhh,” I groaned, feeling the heat in my pussy expand. I was almost able to forget about Bob, watching closely.

Almost.

I felt his cock slip in and my pussy accepted him easily. Perhaps I had already been stretched out from his previous visit. I could feel an orgasm already teasing me. I moaned. “Oh my god, that feels so good!”

Bob was temporarily forgotten until he piped up and said, “What about condoms?”

”No more condoms,” Damon growled and Bob shut up.

Damon began to move inside me. I allowed the sensation to wash over me, feeling an orgasm already beginning to rise. “Oh my god,” I breathed, “you're gonna make me come already.”

He gave me a playful slap on my ass, startling me. “That's the idea.”

I would like to remember everything that happened next, but it was just a whirlwind of orgasms and emotions. I don’t know how many times I came. I vaguely remember him putting me in new positions, only to slip his perfect cock inside me again.

I cried, I begged — I even screamed at one point. He would alternate between teasing me until I thought I would lose my mind and fucking me so hard I thought he might break me. I had never had a man make love to me like that before. I couldn’t believe that the only sex I had had in my life had been with tame white guys like Bob and not too many of those. I thought that was what sex was supposed to feel like — a little slap and tickle and squirt, then thank you, ma’am, good night.

Damon showed me what real sex was all about. It felt like he turned me inside out. He finished with me on my back, my legs up and apart as he pounded me with his big cock. I screamed, “Fuck me! Fuck me! Give it to me!” I probably sounded like a woman possessed to poor Bob.

I felt Damon erupt inside me and it triggered a final climax. I shuddered on his cock, feeling it spasm. For a moment there, I wished I wasn’t on the pill. I wanted to feel Damon’s baby grow inside me. Yes, I’m getting a bit old to be thinking about babies, but I sure felt it in that moment!

Damon pulled out and I felt his seed slip out of me. Then he did something that shocked me — he grabbed Bob by the back of the neck and pulled him in close to my messy pussy.

”Do you want to be released?”

”Yeah!” He squeaked.

”Then lick!”

”No! I can’t! It’s… it’s…” He turned his head away.

Damon reached down and retrieved the belt from the floor. He held him with one hand and began spanking him with the belt.

”Ow! Stop! Please!”

”I’m gonna whip your butt until you clean up your wife!”

I just lay there, fascinated, watching the scene.

Bob turned his head back and began licking me. I don’t know what it was, but despite my many orgasms, feeling Bob lick up my messy pussy caused another climax to hover in the background.

”Oh god,” I moaned. “I think I might come again!”

Damon stopped and said, “Good. That’s real good.”

I watched as Damon began to rub Bob’s sore bottom as he cleaned me up, swallowing my lover’s seed like it was caviar. At one point, he reached between Bob’s legs and tugged on his cage, causing Bob to squirm. But he didn’t stop licking me. He did try to stop before all of the seed had leaked out and Damon gave Bob a warning slap and he continued.

”Give your wife an orgasm and I’ll let you out for a nice release.”

Bob nodded and began to lick me with more heat. I laid back and let the sensations wash over me. Bob hardly ever went down on me before, but I always liked it when he did. Soon I felt a small orgasm ripple through me. I pushed his head away and turned to the side, closing my legs and letting the orgasm ebb.

”Good job,” I heard Damon said.

”Can I be unlocked now?”

”Yes, you can. But understand, you will be cleaning up your wife every time from now on. If she doesn’t come, you don’t get unlocked.”

I turned back to see Damon unlocking Bob’s cock and when it swelled, he didn’t seem to be embarrassed this time. Perhaps he was just so grateful to be freed.

”I’d, uh, like to fuck my wife now,” he said. It was almost as if he was asking permission.

Damon tipped his head and said, “Ask your wife.”

Bob turned to me. “May I, uh, make love to you now?”

I nodded, even though I was pretty sore. I didn’t think he’d hurt me and I felt sorry for him. He climbed up over me and slipped his small cock inside. I could barely feel it. He couldn’t get much traction after Damon’s big cock had resized me. I lay there, not moving or offering any encouragement. Bob reached down to masterbate himself into me, but Damon slapped his butt. “No cheating!”

Bob removed his hand and tried again. It was clear it wasn’t going to happen. He whimpered when Damon said, “Time’s up — she ain’t got all day!”

Damon handed me the cage and said, “Lock him up.”

Bob looked like he was about to cry as I forced the cage over his cock, which quickly gave up and shrank until I could slip the lock on. I handed Damon the keys. He bent down and picked up his pants and slipped them into his pocket.

”Until next time, huh?”

”Please! I didn’t come! That’s not fair!” He tugged at his cage.

”Too bad. But you did a good job today, for that you should be proud.”

Bob didn’t see happy about it, but he didn’t say anything. He just retrieved his pants and slipped them on.

”Now, go wait in the living room while I talk to my girl.”

Bob slunk away without a word.

”And close the door!”

He returned and closed the door, leaving us alone.

”Now, I’ll give one of these keys to you for emergencies. Just don’t tell Bob,” he said, pulling one of the keys off the ring. “I’ll keep the other.” He pulled out his keychain and I couldn’t help but notice he had a smaller ring connected to the main ring of keys. On it were three other small keys very similar to mine. They were dabs of paint on them: red, green and blue. “Guess you’ll be white, huh?”

I gasped. “You have four men you’ve caged? And you’re fucking four women — without condoms?” I was shocked. “What about, you know, diseases?”

”They’re all clean, just like you. Lonely housewives who have only been with their husbands for years.”

”But… but…”

”Don’t worry. I’m very careful.”

He put Bob’s cage key on the smaller ring. He held them up, giving them a quick jangle. “Now, whenever you want an orgasm, just ask him — if he refuses, tell me and I’ll make him wish he hadn’t.”

Chapter Eleven

I admit, I took my power. It was so easy! I got a lot of oral sex. All I had to do was utter those magic words, “Guess you don’t wanna be unlocked, hmm?” and he’d fold. Bob was very upset that Damon had the key to his cage. I didn’t tell him I had the spare, of course. Damon had told Bob that he needed to call him to come over and fuck his wife and maybe he’d get released as well.

This meant Bob bugged me to “get in the mood” for a visit from Damon. I would not have minded, of course, but I pretended I was satiated just to get Bob to do my bidding. Yes, I was rather evil!

Sunday, two nights after Damon had fucked me so well, we were in bed and Bob was hinting about when I might want to see my lover again. I pretended that I was still sore and said, “Maybe if you could soothe my poor pussy,” and opened my legs for him. I was just wearing an oversized T-shirt, no panties. Bob hesitated only for a moment before diving in to lick my sensitive pussy. I think Damon had awakened me, because it wasn’t long before I shuddered into a very satisfying climax.

He started to pull away, and I grabbed his hair and said, “No, do it again!”

Oh, my, I was starting to have some fun with this new side of my sex life! I had a lot of orgasms that week, but by Thursday, I took pity on Bob and told him to call Damon and see if he could come over Friday afternoon.

Unfortunately, we had waited too long, and Damon was working on a handyman project Friday and he had plans that night as well. But he was available Saturday afternoon. That presented a dilemma— what to do about Billy. He couldn’t be here when Damon was and we couldn’t ask him to leave or it would aroused suspicion. I had Bob ask him if he had any plans, and Billy said no, that he was just going to play some video games with his friends. That meant he’d be in his room and he'd surely hear his mom screaming out her orgasms, so I thought we’d have to cancel. Bob was beside himself, wanting to be freed so he could fuck me after Damon was finished with me. He still had the delusion that he could come inside me with his ordinary penis!

Then I had a devilish thought. I wouldn’t have said it if I hadn’t felt my new power — or if I didn’t trust Damon by now. I said to Bob, “I know! Why don’t you take Billy to the movies Saturday afternoon?”

He looked crestfallen. “That’s no good! I mean, I want to, you know…”

“Tell me, don’t be shy.”

He lowered his voice. “You know, uh, watch… and uh, be out of this thing!”

I shrugged. “It’s only been a week! I’ve heard that three weeks to start is the minimum.”

I had read no such thing, but Bob didn’t know that.

“No! That’s not right! Come on, baby, please!”

I pretended to relent, but it was my plan all along. “Tell you what: You take Billy to the movies and I’ll ask Damon to loan me the keys for a day.”

His eyes lit up and then his expression changed. “Wait, you mean, you want to see him alone? I thought you were a little scared of him.”

“Well, not now, silly!”

“But I’d like to be here — this was all my idea, you know!”

“I’ll take a video for you, okay?”

“I don’t know…”

“That’s fine — maybe he can come by next week.” I stood and started to leave the room.

“Wait!”

I turned, trying not to smile.

“Okay, but I really want to be unlocked, all right?”

“I’ll ask him nicely. He might be in a good mood by then.”

Bob grimaced.

I was a little nervous, seeing Damon by myself, but I didn’t let Bob know. On Saturday, the boys were going to the matinee to see some action flick and I would have two hours alone with my new lover. My stomach fluttered, but my pussy gushed!

Once Bob and Billy left, I texted Damon and he came right over. He took me in his arms as soon as I closed the front door and I nearly came right then! We didn’t waste any time and hurried to the bedroom.

“I promised Bob I’d take a short video. He was upset that he wouldn’t get to watch! But I think he was more worried that maybe you wouldn’t give me the keys!”

He laughed. “I’ll leave that up to you. Take pity on him, or make him wait — your choice!” He began to undress me, making me stop thinking about Bob.

I have to say, I felt so much freer not having Bob hovering in the background! I came harder and more often on Damon’s cock, my body responding to his every thrust, my lips open to his tongue. He kissed me like a lover, not a fuck toy. I was in heaven. I took a short video with my cell phone at one point, but the angle wasn’t good. We fucked in every position, ending up in missionary, his strong arms holding me so I couldn’t move and just pounded my pussy into submission. I came so hard, I passed out for a few seconds. I had never done that before!

Afterwards, we lay in each other’s arms and I rubbed his muscled chest and said, “It’s so much better without Bob watching!”

He nodded. “ You don’t have to let him watch if you don’t want to.”

“I know, but I’d feel guilty. I mean, this was all his idea!”

“How do you feel about it! Any guilt?”

“A little, I guess. But not enough to make me quit! I mean, I’ve never come so hard!”

“You just needed a little awakening to reach your full potential!”

That made me laugh.

Our time was up, the boys would be back in a half hour and I needed to take a shower. As he got dressed, he asked, “So, what have you decided? Unlock him or make him wait?”

I put on my robe. “I’m still not sure. I feel a little sorry for him for missing the show.”

“You know, you could skip the shower and make him clean you up first as a condition of his release.”

I gaped at him. “That would be so mean!”

He chuckled, gave me a kiss and was out the door. I went upstairs, feeling Damon’s seed still leaking from my pussy. I paused by the shower, thinking. It would be mean, but it would really cement my power over Bob. I took my hand away from the shower knob and went into the bedroom and laid on the messy sheets, trying to find a spot that wasn’t wet.

I heard them come home about fifteen minutes later. I listened as Billy, as expected, went into his room. Bob came in to see me in my robe on dirty sheets.

“Well?” He asked.

I pulled my robe apart, showing him my messy pussy, some of Damon’s seed still damp on my tuft of hair. “Clean me first.”

He came forward, his expression a mixture of disgust and awe. “At least tell me if he gave you the keys!”

I shook my head and pointed. “If Miss Pussy is happy, maybe. If Miss Pussy isn’t happy, no!”

I watched, fascinated, as Bob crawled between my legs and began to feast on the mess. As he licked, I laid back and enjoyed the moment. “Oh!” I felt the whisper of an orgasm approach, which surprised me, as I had thought Damon had worn me out.

Bob licked and sucked out the juices until I grabbed his hair and crested into a small, but satisfying climax.

He pulled back. “Okay, please!”

I smiled and retrieved the key from the nightstand. Bob didn’t seem to notice there was only one key. He was just eager to be freed to fuck me. I couldn’t say no. He quickly stripped, showing me his poor caged cock, strangled and desperate.

I unlocked him and lay back, not bothering to take off my robe. I watched as his cock grew to its full five-inch length. He climbed over me and slipped himself inside — no extra foreplay needed! Just as before, I had been stretched out so I could barely feel him. He rutted frantically, trying to create friction. He reached down to help himself and I didn’t have the heart to tell him that was cheating. He masturbated himself until he groaned and squirted his watery discharge into me. I hadn’t come.

I was about to get up to take a shower when a thought hit me. “Clean up your mess!”

Without hesitation, Bob bent down and began licking me again. “That’s it, don’t stop!” I barked, making him lick me until I had one last climax.

“Ohh, thank you!” I started to get up.

“Um, did you take some shots? Or a video?”

I handed him my cell phone without a word and went in to take a shower. I knew he’d probably be disappointed in the poor quality, but I’d just tell him I was distracted and what could he say? I made a mental note to make him my cameraman during Damon’s next visit. Oh yes, I planned to have him over regularly, now that I knew what I had been missing.

Chapter Twelve

Of course Bob did not want to be locked up again, now that he knew I had the key. He outright refused to let me put it back on him. I wanted to nip that in the bud. I texted Damon on Sunday morning, letting him know that I needed help in getting Bob back into his cage. He promised to come over at noon.

I gave Billy twenty dollars and told him to go have some fun and he left to meet up with his friends. Bob had no idea what was coming. He was relaxing in his bathrobe, enjoying his freedom, when the doorbell rang.

“Could you get that?” I called from the kitchen, smiling to myself.

I heard him get up and open the door. I heard the rumble of Damon’s voice and came out, wiping my hands on a dish towel.

”I hear you refused to wear your cage after I left yesterday,” Damon said, menace in his voice.

”No, it’s not like that! It’s just that she had the key and I thought—“

”That’s not the deal, is it? You wanted your wife to fuck a black man, this is the price you pay, get it?”

Bob looked at me for support and I just shrugged. “Don’t look at me. I never wanted this. This is all you.”

”Yeah, but—“

”Where is it?”

”Uh… In the nightstand.”

”Go get it.”

Bob hurried off.

I smiled at Damon. “You should’ve been here yesterday.”

He nodded. “Don’t worry, I got this.”

Bob returned, holding the cage in his hands.

“Hand it to Linda,” Damon barked. He did and Damon said, “Take off your robe.”

”What? But I—“

”Take it off!”

The robe fell away. Bob was wearing boxer shorts and nothing else. “Lose the shorts.”

”But, but—“

”You’re only making it worse for yourself!”

Bob let his boxers fall down, revealing his shrunken penis.

”Lay over the arm of the couch.”

”What are you going to do?”

In response, Damon pulled the worn leather belt from his pants.

”Now wait! This has gone too far! I never agreed to this!”

”Shut up! This is because you didn’t listen to Linda when she wanted to put the cage back on. She did you a favor yesterday and this is how you thank her?”

”I don’t want to be caged up alla time!” He bleated.

Damon pushed him into position, his bottom up. “Next time, you’ll listen. When your wife says put on the cage, you put on the damned cage!”

He reared back and gave Bob a sharp crack with the belt. Bob yelped and tried to get up. Damon held him down easily with his free hand and gave him several more. Bob’s butt turned pink, then red.

I almost wanted to intervene, but I was so turned on I could barely stand. My hand went to the front of my robe and rubbed my clit. I thought I might have an orgasm right there.

By the time Damon struck Bob’s bottom seven times, he was sobbing and begging. I stepped forward, ready to intervene, but Damon stopped after ten swats. Bob’s butt was a mass of red and pink.

”Now, ask your wife to put your cage on!”

Bob pulled himself off the arm of the sofa and came to me, tears in his eyes and asked me to put his cage on.

“I didn’t hear you say please,” I said, grinning.

”Please put my cage on me,” he gulped.

I knelt down and fitted the ring over his scrotum, not being too gentle. He didn’t complain. The cage fit easily over his shrunken cock and I fitted the key into the lock and pulled the key free, leaving him locked. I made a show of handing the key to Damon. I expected he would slip it back to me later.

”Now, because you were so disobedient to your wife, you don’t get to be unlocked for a month,” Damon told him. “And if you pull this shit again, you won’t be unlocked for three months!”

”I’m sorry,” Bob squeaked.

”Now, you’ve got my blood up. Come, both of you.”

He was clearly in charge now and we both trotted behind him to the bedroom. He made Bob lie face up on the bed, his feet toward the headboard. I knew what he had planned and it made me wetter, if that was possible. He had me strip off my robe and crawl over Bob on my hands and knees until he was looking right up at my dripping pussy.

Damon slipped out of his shorts and got up behind me, his black shaft hard and dangerous looking. Bob’s eyes went wide when he saw what was about to happen.

“Now watch and understand, this is the only cock that’s gonna fuck your wife for at least a month. Dig?”

”Yeah,” Bob said.

I felt his cock slide into me and I think I had my first orgasm from knowing Bob was down there watching! I put my head down next to Bob’s cage and let Damon fuck me. This time, we didn’t change positions, he just fucked me to two powerful orgasms before he stiffened and groaned and I could feel his seed filling me. It made me come one last time.

Damon barked, “Open your mouth!”

I turned in time to see Bob’s mouth gaping, just as Damon pulled his cock from my pussy. Semen flooded out and all over his face. Bob gulped and coughed and turned his head. Damon grabbed his head, turning him back and more of his seed dribbled onto his face. He swallowed a lot.

When the dripping eased, Damon playfully slapped my bottom and said, “Now sit. Make him give you one more cum.”

I sat, feeling Bob’s tongue against the mess. He began to lick me and I groaned. I had never felt such power before and I liked it! An orgasm blossomed inside me.

“Yes, baby,” I told him, “give it to me, give it to me.”

Damon faded into the background as my husband ministered to my sore pussy. I felt a shuddering release and more of the seed trapped inside me flowed into Bob’s mouth. I knew I could never give up this feeling of control.

I moved off of him and he smiled weakly. “Thanks,” I told him. “You did good.”

I got up off the bed and into Damon’s arms. Bob got up quickly and scuttled into the bathroom. I heard the shower go on.

”Are you really going to keep him in that thing for a month?”

”I would, yes, and I recommend you do too. But you can have the key back in case you start to feel sorry for him.” He handed it over and I hid it under some magazines in my nightstand.

”I’m beginning to like this new power I have over him. It scares me a little.”

”That’s what other wives often say. But they all got used to it.”

”So what now?”

He smiled. “Whatever you want.”

”I want you to fuck me regularly.”

Damon nodded. “We have to work around our schedules. Tell me, what about Billy?”

”Oh, he graduates in a month, then he’ll be starting an apprentice program, so he’ll be out of the house during the day. I have a job from nine to one. Bob will be at work all day, of course.”

”Okay. Depending on my work schedule, I can probably come by once a week or so in the early afternoon. That work for you?”

I smiled. “Bob will be disappointed that he doesn’t get to watch.”

”He’s gotta get his mind right. Don’t worry, in a month, he’ll know who wears the pants in the family.”

”It’s all still pretty new. I’m feeling a bit overwhelmed.”

”You know what will help? Spank him, just like I did.”

”Ohh, I don’t know if I could do that!”

”Try it. When he deserves it, I mean. Give him five good swats and tell him if he objects, you’ll extend his chastity another month.”

The thought made me tingle in all the right places.

Chapter Thirteen

I laid down the law to Bob that night when we were getting ready for bed. He didn’t know I had a key, he still thought Damon had them both. So he paid attention when I outlined the new rules.

”One,” I told him as he sat on the bed, naked except for his cage, “you won’t get unlocked for a month, just like Damon said, so no whining!”

”Two, I expect you to give me as many orgasms with your tongue as I need, since your cock is useless.”

”Three, Damon will be coming by regularly to fuck me when you’re at work and Billy’s at school or, later, at his apprenticeship. That means you won’t be able to watch. We will try to make time for you to see once in a while, because I know you like that.”

He already started whining. “But, Linda! That was why we started this whole thing! It was my idea!”

”I know, and now I’m changing the rules. I can’t believe I went through my whole life without ever experiencing orgasms like that! So I owe you, I guess. That’s why we’ll try to include you when we can. It’s mostly a scheduling thing, you know.”

”I think it’s more than that.”

”If you’re asking me if I’m falling in love with Damon, no — but I am falling in lust with his cock!”

”I’m kinda sorry I ever brought this up,” he said.

”Too late now — the dragon has been released!”

“Can you at least let me know when he’s coming over and, uh, maybe take some videos or something?”

I smiled. “Sure. I can do that.”

***

Damon came over once a week to fuck me into oblivion. We usually had a couple hours before Billy came home and we made the most of it. I tried to make a video for Bob, but sometimes I forgot. And I didn’t really like having a video of me cheating on my husband with a big black lover! I always made sure to erase them after Bob saw them.

He would complain that they were too short or at the wrong angle. I told him the next time he was allowed to watch, we’ll make him the official cameraman.

My pussy seemed to be permanently resized now. And I was always horny! I made Bob go down on me at least once a day, usually in the evenings before bed. I had never gotten so much sex before! Even Billy noticed my new glow, asking me if I was using a new skin cream or something. I just laughed and told him I was getting a lot more sleep.

About three weeks into his chastity, Bob began getting anxious and testy. He wanted out. He wanted me to call Damon and bring over the key. I told him he should call, but he knew that was a non-starter.

”Please, Linda! I’m dying here!”

I had a cure for that! Billy was out at the movies with his friends Friday night, so I told Bob I was going to “cure him of his whining.” I told him to pull down his pants and drape himself over the couch. Of course he objected.

I was a little nervous, but I tried to channel Damon and told him if he didn’t do what I said right now, I’d tell Damon we need to extend his chastity for another month.

Bob looked at me with a newfound awe and some fear. I slipped his belt from his jeans and doubled it over. I swatted him rather gently the first time and Bob scoffed. Well, that drove me on and I said, “Okay, Mr. Smarty Britches, this is what happens to whiners around here!”

The next two blows were hard! He squealed and tried to jump up. “Hold it!” I barked. “You get up and I double your punishment!”

He settle back down and I gave him three more, hard, in quick succession. When I finished, he was much subdued.

”Now, do you want to complain about your cage?”

”No,” he mumbled.

”No, ma’am,” I told. him and gave him another quick swat.

”No, ma’am,” he repeated.

I made him pull up his pants and go to his room. “I’ll be in later and I expect at least two orgasms!”

Chapter Fourteen

Billy graduated from high school. We went to the ceremony, but all I could think about was Damon’s big cock and how my pussy always seemed to be wet nowadays.

I was a complete whore for him now. And a bit of a bitch to Bob, if I’m being truthful. It was just this power was intoxicating! I made Bob do more chores around the house, even though he worked forty hours a week and made most of the money.

I had been going to the gym regularly now and had lost eight pounds. I know it doesn’t sound like much, but I felt better and even Damon noticed. Not Bob, though. Just being below one-hundred-fifty pounds did wonders for my self confidence and I vowed to continue until I was down below one-forty.

At the end of Bob’s chastity period, I took pity on my husband and had Damon come over on a Saturday, when we knew Billy would be out of the house. Now that he was out of school, he wanted to spend as much time playing before he started his apprenticeship in two weeks.

Bob was eager to see Damon and me together again — he had been deprived for most of the month — and to get out of chastity, even if just for a day. I told him he’d be going back into his cage when the day was over and if he complained, he’d get the belt and be locked up for a lot longer.

He didn’t complain.

When Damon showed up, I felt my pussy start to gush, just as it always did now. My pussy was such a slut for him! There was one change that Damon requested and I knew Bob would appreciate — shave my pussy bare! Damon didn’t like all the hair and I knew Bob didn’t either when he went down on me, which was often. I made Bob shave me and when he was done, I felt like a teen-ager again! But the next time Damon fucked me, it was like another barrier to sensation had been lifted and I came so hard I passed out again!

I pledged never to go back. And I told Bob that was his new duty, at least every two weeks. Damon had suggested I consider laser or waxing, to make it more permanent, but I wasn’t ready for that yet.

Speaking of shaving, I noticed that Bob’s groin needed to be shaved as well. I told Damon that he needed to give Bob time to shave himself while he was out of his cage and he promised to make that a condition of his release.

That Saturday, when Damon took me into his arms to kiss me right in front of Bob, I felt my juices soak my panties. We made some small talk, while Bob hovered around, using body language to hint that he wanted to be freed.

I had other ideas, however.

We went into the bedroom and Bob was beside himself. “Uh, guys…” He began.

“What?” I barked sharply.

”It’s been a month, you know…”

”No,” Damon said. “We want you to be the cameraman. So we don’t want you to be distracted, okay?”

”But, uh, when…?”

”Afterwards,” Damon told him. “Now strip down, stay by the bed, but don’t speak.”

It was weird, having Bob there after so many sessions with Damon without him. I felt a little self-conscience until Damon’s cock slid into me for the first time, then I managed to forget all about him as the orgasms began to roll through me.

I was only vaguely aware of Bob moving around, his cell phone in hand, taking videos. I just remember being moved into different positions, feeling empty when he pulled out and full when he slid back in, and having one screaming orgasm after another. I’m not sure if it was because of my newly shaved pussy or Bob’s presence, but I seemed to come harder than before.

We were in the missionary position, Damon fucking me hard and I could tell he was about to come. “Give it too me, baby, give it to me,” I begged and he bellowed and I could feel his seed shoot into me, That always gave me one final orgasm and I could imagine being off the pill and letting him impregnate me! Not that I could easily get pregnant at my age, but the thought was still there.

When I opened my eyes, Bob had stopped filming. Damon took the cell phone from him and said, “You know what to do.” He filmed Bob climbing between my legs without complaint to lick my messy pussy clean.

When he was done, he rolled over on his back like a puppy dog, exposing his cock cage. I knew what he wanted. I asked Damon for his key and he reached down into the pocket of his shorts and handed me over the key ring. I found Bob’s key, which was now marked with a white smear of paint and smiled.

I showed Bob the other keys and said, “Look, honey, see how many white husbands are in the same predicament as you?”

He grimaced but said nothing.

I unlocked him and he groaned as he cock was freed for the first time in a month. His hand went to it immediately and began to rub. It soon swelled to full length, although it was barely medium-sized compared to Damon.

“Hey, let’s do a comparison,” I said and grabbed the cell phone. I had Damon lay next to Bob and compare cocks. Even after he had come, Damon’s cock was still much larger. I took a few photos, delighting in telling Bob how small he was in comparison. I know! I was rather mean.

Bob wanted to fuck me, so Damon went into the bathroom to give him some privacy. It went pretty much like before — he could barely maintain his erection and he had to use his hand to get himself off, as my pussy was much too large for him now. I had a feeling it would be that way for quite a while. I wasn’t sure if it would shrink back down if Damon decided to stop fucking me and I didn’t really care to find out!

He groaned and ejaculated. I made him go down and clean up his mess. Damon came out of the shower and grinned, “Done already?”

Bob didn’t say anything, he was too busy licking me.

When he was done, I told Bob he needed to get into the shower and shave all the hair from his groin. “We want the cage to fit right, don’t we?”

”But, Linda! That’s… weird.”

”Maybe he needs a smaller cage,” Damon put in and Bob balked.

”No! I’ll go.” He hurried off.

Damon and I shared a grin. He lay next to me on the bed and rubbed my body until I thought I was ready for another round, despite being well-fucked and a bit sore. I could see his cock stirring and couldn’t help but want to suck on it for a while. I could only get about half of it in my mouth and remarked that my mouth was just too small for him.

”I’ll bet Bob’s mouth is bigger.”

I gaped at him. “What? You mean…?”

”Yeah. All the other cucks I see are doin’ it. Why not Bob?”

”He’d never go for that!”

”You’d be surprised.”

”But how would that work? And why would you want that?”

”It’s about the power exchange. He doesn’t have to get me off — I’d rather save that for you, darlin’. But I like to make the white husbands pay honor to the big black cock, ya know?”

I felt a ripple of something pass through me and it seemed to center on my pussy. “God, that would be … devilish.”

I went back to sucking on his cock and I soon had him rising up. “Wow, fast recovery.”

”Black guys are just like that.”

He pushed me back onto the bed and crawled between my legs. I opened wide for him. I was sore, yes, but I wasn't about to turn him away! He entered me and I moaned and settled in for another good fucking.

I had two more orgasms before he came in me again. He pulled out just as Bob came out of the bathroom.

”Come here,” Damon barked. “Show us.”

He came forward, his head down, and stood by the bed. He had done a good job of shaving, I noted. His penis had shrunk down to a little more than a nub against the surrounding flesh.

”Good,” Damon said. “Now, clean us up.”

Bob started to move toward me when Damon said, “Me first.” He waved his semi-soft cock in Bob’s face.

He looked aghast. “No! I’m not gay!”

”One month,” Damon said.

Bob didn’t get it at first, then his eyes flew open wide. “What? No way! You can’t make me do that! You can’t—“

”Two months.”

Bob’s mouth hung open. He eyed Damon’s big cock, then turned to look at me, his eyes pleading. I admit, I was a bit taken aback by Damon’s demand myself.

”Are you really going to lock him up for two months?”

”Yep. And he’s about to get three.”

Bob’s mouth went at once to Damon’s cock, still wet with juices from our coupling and began to lick the tip. “Come on, you can do better than that!”

I watched, fascinated, as Bob, my very straight husband, suckled on Damon’s cock like it was a popsicle. He was able to get more of this mouth down around the shaft than I could. My pussy began to throb, just watching the scene.

Damon let him fellate his cock for a few minutes before letting him off the hook. He pushed his head away. “Now your wife.”

Bob dove onto my pussy like a man possessed. I lay back and let him clean me. His tongue was really talented now and I felt the first ripples of an orgasm building, which surprised me. I thought I was all fucked out.

”Don’t stop,” I murmured.

He didn’t and soon I felt a small but satisfying climax rolled through me. I rolled to the side, gasping. “Good, good, that’s good.”

Bob turned his attention back to Damon. “Please, don’t make me stay locked up for two months! I cleaned you up, didn’t I?”

Damon smiled. I had a feeling he had gone through this same scenario with the other husbands of the wives he was fucking. “Tell ya what,” he said. “I have a friend who loves to have white boys suck him off. His dick’s not as big as mine, so you should have no trouble. You suck him off twice and I’ll take a month off your chastity sentence.”

Bob’s mouth worked but no sound came out. I could see his mind working. Finally, he said, “But… how would that work, exactly?”

Damon tipped his head. “He comes over — sometime when Billy’s not around — and you suck him off. Easy.”

”But… uh, like just to clean him, right?”

”No. you make him come. And you swallow. And you thank him afterward.”

”But I’m not gay!”

”Who said anything about being gay? Besides, after a couple more weeks in chastity, you might find yourself a little gay!” He laughed.

”I don’t… I mean… I’m not sure I can do that.”

”Up to you,” Damon said. “Let’s see, today is June twenty-fifth, right? So you’ll be locked up until August twenty-fifth. Fine by me.”

”But this guy? I mean, who is he? Is he trustworthy?”

”You mean, will he rob you while he’s here? No and that’s racist for even thinking it.”

”No, no! I’m not racist. I didn’t even assume he was black! It’s just that I don’t know him. We don’t know him! I’d like to know who we’re inviting into our house, that’s all!”

Damon nodded. “I can vouch for him. He’s a good guy. Now, do you want me to call him?”

”Uh, I don’t know. Can we think about it?”

”Sure. In the meantime, get your cage.”

Bob’s shoulders were hunched in defeat as he retrieved the pieces of his cage. I helped put it on and when I locked him up, I gave the key back to Damon.

”Hey, aren’t they’re supposed to be two keys?” Bob asked.

”Yeah, but I threw one away already,” Damon said. “You’d better hope I don’t lose this one!”

Bob paled. I could see his thought process. He knew the cage could always be cut off, but I could just see him in the emergency room, asking a doctor to remove it! He would die of embarrassment.

“This isn’t how I imagined things would go,” he said quietly.

”No, it seldom does for the guys that want to watch their wives take on big black cocks,” Damon said.

Chapter Fifteen

Bob lasted two weeks before he started to whine about being locked up. I told him it was his own fault, which he didn’t appreciate.

”Come on! You know I’m not gay! I can’t be doing…. that!”

I shrugged. “Up to you.”

Meanwhile, I was getting pretty antsy too. Billy had one week before he started his apprenticeship and we couldn’t very well ask him to leave when I wanted to see Damon. It would just raise too many questions. So we waited until Billy started. I really missed Damon’s big cock.

Fortunately, I had Bob’s tongue to pleasure me and I admit, I just about wore him out! He never complained. I think being locked up and me being shaved made him want to give me orgasms. I was kept satisfied, although I couldn’t wait for Damon’s return.

At last, Billy started his apprenticeship with Mark’s dad, an electrical contractor. He had to get up at seven in the morning, which nearly killed him, and he wouldn’t be back home again until after five. He had classes in the morning at the headquarters of the electrical contractors union and went to work in the afternoons on various jobs for Mark’s dad.

It gave me plenty of time for my trysts with Damon! Of course, we had to work around his schedule, but that was no problem. I was ready whenever!

The first time he came by, Bob was still at work and I really enjoyed not having his prying eyes. I had watched the video Bob had made previously and I admit, he had done a good job. But I wouldn’t let him keep it. After he watched it a couple of times, I made him erase it. He was so disappointed!

”Don’t worry,” I told him, “There were be plenty of other times.”

That let him know that seeing Damon was not going to stop anytime soon.

Damon picked me up in his arms and carried me into the bedroom. I was wearing just shorts and a tee-shirt, no bra or panties in anticipation of his visit. I had already soaked the gusset of my shorts just waiting for him.

He stripped off my clothes and I lay there on the bed and watched him take off his. He eyed me and said, “You’ve lost more weight, haven’t you?”

I blushed, happy that he noticed. “Just five more pounds. But I’m down to one-forty now!”

”You look gorgeous! Good enough to eat!” And he dove onto my shaved pussy, and gave me my first orgasm with his talented tongue.

When he climbed over me, my pussy was purring. I had missed him these last two weeks and I couldn’t wait to feel him inside me again. Just as soon as his thick shaft slipped inside my very wet pussy, I was transported!

“Oh my god!” I cried, “I’ve missed this!”

He began to fuck me like only Damon can. I was a rag doll in his powerful arms. I felt every stroke, I heard every grunt. When I came, I passed out for a few seconds due to the power of the orgasm.

He moved me into different positions and I always cried out whenever his cock slipped free, then gasped when he entered me again. I was in heaven.

He made me say things too. Things like, “I won’t let Bob fuck me anymore!” Or “This pussy belongs to you” or the one that always made me climax: “I wanna have your baby!”

I was hooked on his big dick, his powerful arms and even the smell of him. We fucked for over an hour before he sped up and I knew he was close. We were back in missionary position and he was holding me tight so I couldn’t escape, which really turned me on.

“Yes! Give it to me! Give it to me!” I cried. “Give me your baby!”

He grunted and I felt his sea of seeds erupt into my womb. I shuddered and jerked as the orgasm washed over me, knocking me senseless.

When I came around, he was holding me close and telling me how much he loved fucking me. Part of me wished he had simply said, “I love you,” but I knew he would never be exclusive to me. It might be too dangerous anyway. I don’t know what I’d do if I had Damon all to myself. Probably divorce Bob.

We lay together, sweaty and spent, smelling of sex.

”How’s Bob doing?” He asked.

”Oh, he’s anxious and upset. He doesn't want to be caged and he doesn’t want to suck dick, so he’s in a quandary.”

Damon chuckled. “Well, he’ll cave. They all do.”

I looked up at him. “You mean, the other husbands?” He knew I meant the other husbands of the wives he’s fucking.

”Yeah. They all do, despite what they say.”

”How long does it take them, usually?”

”Some cave after two weeks, some last two months. But they all eventually give in and start sucking dick.”

”Why do you like that? I mean, what do you get out of it?”

”Nothin’s better than makin’ a straight white man suck a nigga’s dick until he comes down his throat. I’m sure it has somethin’ to do with slavery and all that.”

”Do you really think Bob’s going to do that?”

”Yeah. Guaranteed. You’ll see.”

***

And Damon was right. Bob lasted another week before he started talking about calling Damon about his friend. He asked me if we thought it would be safe. He worried that I might think less of him. I told him I trusted Damon and that I wouldn’t question his manhood.

“We both know why you’d be doing it,” I told him.

”Yeah. I don’t think I can go two months! I mean, one month is bad enough!”

”Why don’t you call Damon and ask him about this guy. Maybe he could be here, you know, the first time.”

”What do you mean, the first time?”

”Well, didn’t Damon say you had to suck him off twice?” Deep down, I knew that Bob would be sucking dicks a lot in the months ahead. It wasn’t anything that Damon had said directly, I could just see where this was going.

He nodded and tugged at his cage, which he’d been doing a lot lately.

“I don’t know.”

”It’s up to you. I mean, you did it once already, how bad could it be? I do it all the time!”

”Yeah, but that’s different.”

”It’s just a fleshy protuberance. You like sucking on my nipples.”

”It’s hardly the same thing! Especially…” He trailed off.

I knew what he was thinking. “You mean when he comes.”

He nodded. “Yeah.”

”Well, you’ve already tasted it! I mean, you clean me up all the time.”

He nodded again, lost in thought.

”It’s Saturday, so maybe he could come by tomorrow.”

”What about Billy?”

”He’ll be gone most likely. Now that he’s working, he likes to get out on the weekends.”

He bit his lip. “Uh, would you listen while I call Damon? I can put it on speaker and you could jump in if you have any questions.”

”Sure, honey. I can do that.”

He dialed Damon’s number and I heard it ring. “Hello?” Damon’s deep voice made my pussy throb.

”Hi, Damon. It’s Bob. And Linda’s here too.”

”Hi, Damon!” I said cheerfully.

”What’s up?”

”Uh, about this guy. I don’t even know his name. Does he have any diseases? Is he a good guy?” Bob’s questions tumbled out of his mouth.

”His name is Willie. He’s a good guy. He’s clean. But I think the big question you want to ask, how big is his dick?”

”Uh, well, you said he was not as big as you, but…”

”I think you can handle him. And I think you’ll like him.”

”Is he, uh, gay?”

”Yes, for the most part.”

I watched Bob close his eyes and shake his head.

”Does he know that I’m not?”

”Yes, he does.”

”So you’ve talked to him about me already?”

”Yes, I’ve mentioned that you might be calling him.”

”Oh — I have to call him?” I could tell that Bob expected Damon to set it all up.

”Yes. I’ll give you the phone number. But I should tell you — if you don’t do the deed by July twenty-fifth, I won’t unlock you until you’ve sucked him off four times!”

Bob’s mouth dropped open. “That’s wasn’t the deal! I mean, it’s already the nineteenth!”

”So you suck him off twice in the next six days and I’ll unlock you on or around the twenty-fifth. That’s the deal. Oh, and I have to have a good report from him.”

”A good report?”

”Yes. If he says you whined and complained or didn’t do a good job, then the deal’s off. Plus, I’ll add another month just because you embarrassed me in front of Willie.”

”Another month?” Bob squeaked.

”Yes, but I’m sure you’ll do a good job. I have confidence in you.”

Bob took in a deep breath. “Okay, what’s his number?”

Damon rattled it off and Bob wrote it down on a scrap of paper.

When he hung up, he looked stricken. “How am I supposed to do this?”

”Just pretend you’re me. You’ve seen me suck Damon’s cock.”

He rolled his eyes. “It’s not the same!”

Nevertheless, he called Willie. He had taken it off speaker, so I couldn’t hear Willie’s side of the conversation. Bob was nervous as a cat when he introduced himself.

“Hi, uh, Willie? Uh, yeah, this is Bob (last name redacted). I guess, uh, Damon told you about me?”

He nodded in response to whatever Willie was saying. “Well, yeah. Yeah. I was wondering if you’re free, uh, tomorrow? Maybe two o’clock?”

He nodded some more. I could see he was starting to sweat.

”I’ve never done this before, you know.”

”Uh, okay. All right, see you then.”

He hung up and looked at me like a man drowning. “I guess it’s all set.”

”You’re working yourself into a frenzy. It’s not going to be that bad.”

”I don’t know. It goes against everything I am.”

”You’ll be fine. I do it all the time.”

”Yeah, but you’re a woman!”

”Still…”

***

We made sure Billy was out with his friends Sunday before Willie came over. Bob paced as the time neared and he was sweating through his tee-shirt. I told him to go take a quick shower or he might offend our guest and he hurried off. I used the time to call Damon, as I was a little nervous too.

”Are you sure about this?” I asked him. “Bob’s so nervous, I think he might faint.”

”He’ll be fine,” he told me. “Willlie’s a good guy, he knows how to handle white boys.”

”I feel I should watch to make sure Bob’s okay, but I doubt he’ll let me. He won’t even let me watch him beat off! I mean, back when he was allowed to do that.”

”Just tell him that I demanded a video or he won’t be unlocked.”

”Oh, he’ll hate that!”

”Tell him you’ll erase it after I see it. Tell him I need proof.”

”Okay. Oh, boy, this is going to be good!”

Bob came down the stairs, freshly showered and wearing a new tee-shirt and shorts. He paced around the living room until the doorbell rang. He gave me a look of terror and I said, “Go ahead, open the door. I’m sure he won’t bite.”

He opened the door and a slender black man about five-ten and weighing maybe a hundred-seventy pounds stood there. His hair was closely cropped and he smiled with even white teeth. He was dressed in a preppy golf shirt and shorts and shoes with no socks.

”Bob? Linda?”

Bob nodded and said, “Come in.” He glanced out the door before he closed it, as if afraid the neighbors might have seen something.

We stood there, the three of us, without speaking for a moment. I was leaving it up to Bob. He seemed very nervous.

”Uh, I guess Damon told you about our, uh, deal?”

”Yes, he did.”

”So I guess, you’re uh, kinda gay?”

”Mostly. I’ve had a few ladies here and there.”

Bob nodded. “So how does this work, exactly?”

Willie laughed. “You get down on your knees and suck my cock. It’s pretty simple.”

I stifled a laugh. “He’s never done this before, so he’s nervous,” I told him.

”Really? Never had an urge in college or something?”

”No. I’m straight.”

”Well, there’s a first time for everything. Shall we get started?” He looked around. “You want to do it out here?”

”No!” Bob said. “We’ll go in the bedroom. Linda will stay out here.”

”Uh, no,” I told him. “I spoke with Damon. He wants proof. He wants me to video a little bit of it.”

”No! I can’t have that floating around!”

”He promises to delete it as soon as he sees it. He just wants to make sure you’re fulfilling your part of the bargain.”

Bob made a face but didn’t say anything. He jerked his head. “C’mon.”

He led Willie down the hall to the bedroom. I tagged along behind, my cell phone in the pocket of my shorts. This was going to be good! And it serves Bob right for setting this whole affair into motion!

In the bedroom, I made sure the door was closed before pulling out my phone. Bob seemed unsure how to proceed. Willie looked exasperated.

“Look, man, do you want to be unlocked or do you want to go another month or two?”

Bob gasped. “You know about that?”

”Sure. In fact, I want to see it. Why don’t you strip down?”

”But, but…” He looked over at me.

”Look, you wanna good report or not?”

Bob nodded. He stripped off his clothes slowly, as if trying to hide his cage. Willie whistled when it came into view.

“Whoa, would you look at that! I’ll bet that pinches, huh?” He stepped close and gave it a gentle tug.

”Uh, I’ve kinda gotten used to it. Not that I like it!”

Willie nodded. “Well, let’s get on with it.”

Bob got down on his knees. He looked back at me and I had my cell phone out. He made a face and said, “Just make it brief, okay?”

I nodded. I felt sorry for him. But just a little.

He unzipped Willie’s shorts and let them fall to his ankles. He had on some boxer-briefs that showed his bulge. He was bigger than Bob, I could tell right away. But maybe not as big as Damon. Just thinking about Damon’s cock made my pussy leak.

Bob pulled down his briefs and his hard cock sprang free. Bob stared at it, as if unsure how to proceed.

”Do you need instruction?” Willie asked.

”Uh, yeah, maybe just to get me, uh, started.”

Willie sighed. “You are a newbie, aren’t you? Okay, you wanna start by licking it, up and down. Then get the tip wet. Then take it down your throat and pump it until I come. Easy, huh?”

Bob nodded and began to lick Willie’s cock. I moved closer and began to film.

Chapter Sixteen

I admit, I was mesmerized, watching my very straight husband of twenty-one years down on his knees, sucking the cock of this black stranger. I’ll bet when he first got this crazy idea in his head that he’d like to see his wife fuck a black man, he never imagined this possibility!

At first he was nervous and tentative. He licked the shaft, then took just the bulbous tip in his mouth, using lots of saliva as if that might protect him somehow. Willie was patient and didn’t demand he take it all in at once. This told me he had done this before. I wondered if Willie had made the other white husbands in Damon’s circle do this too.

Finally, Bob began to take more of Willie’s cock into his mouth, starting slowly, then working a bit more in. He went up and down, gagging and slurping. I tried to hold the cell phone steady so I could get a good video for Damon. I wondered how long I should film.

Suddenly, right before my eyes, something changed in my husband. I don’t know if he was just trying to get it over with or if he was really getting into it, because he started taking Willie’s cock deeper down his throat, using his lips to stimulate the shaft and reaching up with one hand to squeeze and stroke the base. It looked like he was really getting into it!

I decided to film a little longer — I was sure Damon would want to see this! I thought maybe Bob would pull back and tell me to stop, but he seemed intent on Willie’s cock and I was all but forgotten.

Willie put his hand on Bob’s head, helping him, encouraging him, and said, “That’s it, Bob, you’re doing great, I’m gonna come real soon, don’t stop…”

And Bob didn’t stop. His little cage bounced between his legs. His mouth was almost all the way down Willie’s cock — I was amazed he wasn’t choking. If I didn’t know better, I would have said Bob was enjoying it a little too much. Or at least it seemed that way!

Suddenly, Willie barked, “I’m gonna come!”

Bob tried to pull back, but I could tell Willie had started to come in his mouth. Some went down the wrong pipe and Bob pulled away and coughed and choked. Another stream of semen from Willie caught him in the face. Bob jerked back and doubled over, still coughing.

A final squirt landed in Bob’s hair. I realized I was still filming, so I shut it down and slipped the phone into my pocket.

“Not too bad,” Willie said dryly, “but you need to work on your swallowing.”

Bob couldn’t speak, he just wretched and coughed until he was red in the face.

“Are you okay, honey?” I asked.

He nodded and straightened up. “Just … caught me by surprise,” he rasped. His chin and his chest were covered in Willie’s spunk. I tried not to grin. Part of me felt sorry for him, but the other part said, Serves you right!

“Well, I suppose I can give you a good report — providing you do better next time. Now, when do you want me to come over again?”

”Again?” Bob asked, shocked. Then he remembered. “Oh, right. Uh…”

”Damon tells me you’ve got to do it twice before the twenty-fifth. Right?”

”Yeah, I guess.”

”So, when?”

”Uh, can we get back to you? I mean, we have to work around my schedule and Billy’s.”

”Mine too. I work during the day, so it would have to be done one evening by Friday. Unless you don’t mind being locked up another month.”

”No! Uh, I’m sure we can work something out.” Bob turned to me. “What about Billy?”

”You know he comes home tired and doesn’t want to leave. That could be a problem.”

”Maybe during lunch or something?”

Willie shook his head. “Not convenient for me.” He paused. “Tell you what — you can come over to my place!”

Bob thought about that. “Uh… You live nearby?”

”Not too far. About two miles from here.”

I could see Bob was worried Willie might live in the ghetto or someplace equally as dangerous.

”Why don’t you give me your address and I’ll see what I can come up with.”

Willie gave it to him and I wrote it down for Bob in my phone. While they were arranging a time, I looked up the address and found it to be a rather nice area. Not what I’d expect from a gay black man, but maybe that was my prejudice showing. Not that I would consider myself prejudice! Not after fucking Damon!

Bob and Willie agreed that he would come over on Wednesday, “to give him time to recover,” he said.

I saw Willie to the door while Bob went in to shower.

“Your husband’s doing great,” he told me. “I think he’ll come to love black cock.”

I just gave him a thin smile because I doubted very much that would happen.

When Bob came out of the shower later, he was very subdued. “Are you okay?”

He tipped his head. “It was pretty bad. I can’t believe I have to do it again.” He gave a little shudder.

”I thought you did fine. I’m sure Damon will let you out early.”

He made a face and said, “I’m sorry I ever started all this. Can we just stop it all?”

A month ago, I would have agreed. But now…

”I’m not sure I can. I mean, I really like what Damon does to me.”

His lip curled. “Yeah, I can tell.”

”I’m just not sure I can go back to sex once a month for two minutes, Bob.”

He sighed. “I guess.”

”Hey, you started this.”

***

For the next two nights, Bob came home like a man condemned. He bitched about what Damon was forcing him to do and he worried what would happen at Willie’s place. I had showed him that he lived in a nice part of town, but that did little to ease his concerns.

”What if there are a bunch of hoodlums there?”

”I’m sure you’ll be fine! If you like, you can FaceTime me when you go to the door and I can call the cops if you look like you might be molested.”

He grimaced. “Yeah, thanks, but I can handle it.”

Wednesday, Bob didn’t come home at his usual time. I knew he had gone straight to Willie’s place, so he could “get it over with.” I waited by my phone for his call. Billy came home and I made him a sandwich, telling him Bob was working late. He took the sandwich and a Coke and went up to his room to play video games.

I didn’t start to worry until Bob was gone for over an hour. By ninety minutes, I was really getting antsy. How long does a blowjob take?

Shortly before the two-hour mark, I was about to call him when I heard the garage door open and I hurried out to greet him as he came in the back door. He looked clean enough — I had half-expected him to have semen stains all over his shirt. But his expression was haunted.

”What happened?”

He shook his head and headed for the wet bar. He poured himself a stiff bourbon and swallowed it. He coughed and gagged a bit, then poured another.

”Bob, you’re worrying me.”

He drank half of it and said, “I’m okay.”

”Tell me.”

”Uhh…” He sighed. “Willie had a roommate, some gay black guy. They gave me a choice — either I let the roommate — named Derek — uh, fuck me up the ass…” He gave a little shudder. “Or I blow them both.”

”Oh my god!”

”Yeah, that wasn’t the deal! But I was kinda stuck, you know. I mean, Derek was bigger than I am.”

”Oh no!”

”Yeah. So… I blew them both. It was pretty bad. Well, I mean, they seemed to enjoy it, but it was rough on me.”

”We should have a talk with Damon about this! This isn’t right!”

”That’s not the worst part. They videoed it.”

My hand went to my face. “Oh no!”

”They said that they would erase it once Damon had seen it, but…”

I was thinking, Blackmail. I was pretty sure Bob was thinking the same thing.

”What are we going to do?”

”I don’t know. I’m hoping Damon will do the honorable thing. I mean, I’ve done what he’s asked, I can only hope he’s a man of his word.”

I made a mental note to call him myself and give him a piece of my mind.

”So you’re okay, for now? They didn’t hurt you?”

”No, they didn’t hurt me. They were actually nice, once I got over the shock. I mean, I was just supposed to do it once, but…”

”I hate to ask this, but do you think they’ll give Damon a good report? So you’ll be unlocked?”

I was tempted to get the key and unlock him myself, but I held off.

”Oh yeah. They, uh, liked it and all. I mean, I didn’t, you know, but they, uh, liked it.”

That made me wonder. Did Bob like it a little bit too?

”I see that they didn’t ruin your clothes.” I touched the front of his shirt, which was still clean.

”Oh, yeah, they made me take my clothes off, you know.” He made a face. “But they let me shower afterwards. That was nice.”

Now I was puzzled. It didn’t sound as horrible as Bob had made it out to be. “They let you shower?”

”Yeah — I couldn't come home like I was.”

Chapter Seventeen

Bob didn’t say anything else about that night. I decided to ask Damon about it privately later. Damon dropped by Saturday at one. Billy had already gone out for the day, so my pussy was expecting some attention.

Damon watched the video that Bob had taken of us while Bob and I sat on the couch. He fiddled with the phone and I heard the unmistakable sounds of mail being sent.

Bob sat up straight. “What did you do? You said you were going to erase it!”

”I did. I just sent myself a copy, just in case. Don’t worry, I doubt it will ever see the light of day.”

”That wasn’t the deal!”

He looked down at Bob like a stern teacher might a student. “Look, I saw the video Willie made. I erased it, okay? And that one was far worse than this one!”

I looked at Bob, who seemed suddenly stricken. I gave him a questioning look and he just shook his head. “So you really erased it?”

”Yes, I did. So you should be thanking me.”

”Uh, well, thanks.”

”Gee, I kinda wanted to see that,” I piped up. Damon winked at me. I wondered if he still had it.

”That’s better. Now, shall we go into the bedroom?”

I was ready for that! It had been a while. And I knew Bob wanted to be released.

Bob was to be disappointed. After Damon made him strip down, his little cage on display, he said, “I’ve decided to add a week to your chastity because you nearly choked on Willie’s spunk, okay?”

”I wasn’t used to it!” Bob protested. “I mean, come on, he came a lot!”

”I know, that’s why it’s only a week. Willie tells me you did a much better job at his place.”

Bob’s face turned pink and he looked away. I raised an eyebrow at Damon and he just smiled. “Shall we?”

I quickly stripped and knelt down to take his wonderful cock into my mouth. Just pulling it from his shorts made my pussy grow wet with anticipation. I actually forgot about Bob sitting there, staring at us. It was like he no longer mattered.

I took it in as deep as I could, relishing the taste of him and the thickness, how it stretched out my mouth. Still, I could only get about half of it inside.

Damon looked down at me. “Your mouth is just too small, huh?”

I nodded. “I’m doing the best I can.”

”I know, honey, but I think it’s time Bob took a turn. I’ll bet he could get more in.”

I was surprised to hear that! I scooted back and looked over at Bob, who sat there, shocked.

”What?” he mustered.

”Come here and get me warmed up so I can fuck your wife,” Damon said. It wasn’t a request.

Bob shuffled over, trying not to look me in the eyes. “This doesn’t make me gay,” he said in a subdued voice.

”Of course not, honey,” I assured him. I moved behind him, so he wouldn’t have to see me as he did what Damon asked.

I have to admit, I was amazed. Bob didn’t hesitate. He took Damon’s large cock into his mouth and just about made love to it! He slobbered it up really well and took more of it down his throat than I ever could. I had never seen anything like it! Not from my straight-laced husband!

”Ohh, yeah, that’s good, Bob,” Damon said as more of his cock disappeared down Bob’s throat. “Oh, you’re learning good.”

Bob held onto the thick shaft with one hand and tried to get his mouth to reach his fist. He almost succeeded. He was really trying!

I was beside myself. My pussy was leaking and I really wanted to feel that thick shaft inside me, but the warm-up act was really turning me on!

”Oh, you’d better slow down or Imma gonna come in your mouth!” Damon said, easing himself away from Bob’s mouth. “You sure learned fast after visiting Willie and Derek!”

”Uh, well, I didn’t have a choice,” Bob said, licking the spittle from his lips. “I wanted to be unlocked. I didn’t know you were going to go back on your word.”

”You challenging me, Bob?”

”No, uh, I just…”

”Just for that, Imma gonna add another week.”

”Oh, come on! I was just talking!”

”Tell ya what — you go back to Willie’s place and do what you do best and I’ll let it slide.”

”You mean, you’ll unlock me? Like right afterwards?”

”Yeah,” Damon said.

Bob nodded slowly. “Well, okay, sure.”

Was it just me or did he seem a little too eager?

Damon turned his attention to me. Bob was relegated to the chair across the room and I got up on the bed on my back. I welcomed Damon into my arms, kissing him, feeling his hands all over me, getting that delightful shiver going before his cock even touched my pussy!

I was in heaven. I could not imagine a better life in my forties! How had I missed this before?

***

Two nights later, Bob went over to Willie’s place. This time, I didn’t worry when he didn’t come home for two hours. I assumed he would have to blow both Willie and his roommate. When he did finally arrive, he looked freshly showered, as before. He didn’t have that haunted look, I noted.

“How did it go?” I asked him.

He grimaced. “Okay. I had to do both of them, like before. I don’t like that.”

“You look good — it can’t have been that bad.”

He shrugged. “I showered after.”

And that was all he said. I wondered if Damon had more info. I also wondered if they took some video.

Chapter Eighteen

Damon showed me the video next time he came over. Bob didn’t know. Damon had brought Willie over and he took Bob into Jenny’s old room. It was a Saturday and Billy was out with friends. I hoped he wouldn’t come home early or he would be very disappointed in his parents!

The video stunned me. It showed Bob, naked, his ass up and his caged cock on display, being fucked by Derek, Willie’s roommate. I guessed they used a lot of lube because the man’s large cock slid easily into Bob’s ass. And Bob looked like he was enjoying it! After Derek came in his ass, Bob took Willie’s cock in his mouth and made love to it until Willie came too. I watched as Bob said to Derek, who was filming, “Don’t let my wife see this.”

I stared at Damon, my mouth open. ‘What? What just happened here?”

“Your husband has experienced his true self. Happens to a lot of little dick white boys.”

“But what does this mean?”

“It means we can drop the pretense. We’re never gonna unlock him. Well, rarely. He’s gonna be your little pussy boy, giving you orgasms on demand with his tongue and putting his ass up for my friends whenever they want.”

I just stared at him, not quite believing it. “But… What about Bob? Is this what he wants or are we just being assholes?”

Damon laughed. “No, no. I could see this in him from the start. He just had to be led to it, discover it for himself. Just be easy on him, his masculine mind will rebel for a bit. Just be firm and soon he will accept the new paradigm.”

“So he’s not going to want to make love to me anymore?”

“Oh, he will! Just with his tongue. If he complains, just tell him you don’t have the key and his tongue is better than his little dick anyway. He’ll come around. I’m your lover now.”

That sent a little shiver through me. “Really?”

“Oh, yeah. And if I’m busy, I have some friends who can help out.”

“Wait, what? ‘Friends’?”

“Oh, yes. You’re hooked oh big black dick now, and you’re gonna need it regularly. You’ll see.”

I wasn’t sure about that! “Yeah, I don’t want anybody but you, okay?”

He grinned. “Sure.”

I lost track of time after that because Damon fucked me to three powerful orgasms. I never even thought about what Bob and Willie might be up to in the spare room.

When we came out, Bob and Willie were sitting on the couch, drinking bourbon and talking. They looked up as we entered.

“How was it?” Bob asked.

I colored. “Um, fine.”

“We could hear you guys — sounded like you were having fun!”

My embarrassment deepened. I tried to counter by asking, “Did you guys have fun too?”

Now it was Bob’s turn to look embarrassed.

“Oh, yeah,” Willie said, “it was great!” He reached over and patted Bob’s thigh. Bob looked uncomfortable.

“Um, you’re supposed to unlock me,” he said to Damon.

Damon glowered. “What?”

“We had a deal! I did what you said!”

“I’ve decided I like you just the way you are — that way, you won’t be tempted to stick that tiny white dick into my girl’s pussy.”

Bob’s mouth fell open. “Come on! You said—“

“I know what I said and I’ve decided I like you like this. You gonna challenge me?”

“We had a deal!” Bob wailed.

In a flash, Damon had Bob up and bent over the arm of the couch. Wilkie pulled his shorts down, exposing his bare bottom. Damon slid his belt from his pants and doubled it over. I was mesmerized, unable to object.

Damon gave Bob three hard swats with the belt, leaving marks. He howled. Just as Damon struck him a fourth time, I heard the unmistakable sound of Billy’s car pull into the driveway.

I froze. “Billy!” I said.

Damon turned to Bob. “We can continue your spanking while your son walks in, or you can agree to stay locked and we’ll finish this later.”

“Later!” Both Bob and I shouted.

Willie let his arms go and Bob quickly pulled up his pants. He was standing next to Damon when Billy walked in. He seemed puzzled by the tableau. “Oh, hi,” he said.

“Hi,” Bob said brightly. “We were just going over some work that needs to be done with Damon and his assistant, Willie. Guys, this is Billy, our son. He’s studying to be an electrician!” His voice was a little too strained, but Billy didn’t seem to notice because Damon jumped in.

“Oh, you taking courses?”

“Yeah,” Billy said. “I should graduate in a couple months, then I go do my apprenticeship.”

“Great!” Damon said. “We’ll be sure to throw you some work your way once you get settled.”

“Oh, that would be great!”

There came an awkward pause, then Billy said, “Well, I’m going to take a shower, see you guys later.” He headed up to his room.

We all breathed a sigh of relief. I mouthed Thank you to Damon, who winked back.

Bob rubbed his sore bottom. “That wasn’t the deal,” he said in a subdued voice.

“You know, I feel sorry for Derek,” Damon said, out of the blue.

“What?” Bob asked.

Damon lowered his voice. “I’ll bet he’d like to tap that sweet white ass. Willie — why don’t you take Bob home with you? He can spend the night.”

Willie grinned. “I know Derek would like that!”

“Nooo,” Bob moaned.

“You can kill two birds with one stone! I owe him at least seven more swats with the belt — you guys could do that for me, couldn’t you?”

“Sure, no prob! Derek loves to fuck a red white ass!”

“No, please!” Bob begged.

Damon stepped close. “Then I don’t want to hear any more complaints about your cage or I’ll make sure Billy finds out all about it!”

Bob just stared at him and then nodded.

“Good,” Damon said.

And that was that — Bob was stuck in his cage for the foreseeable future and could not complain. I wasn’t sure how I felt about it, but then I didn’t have to think — it was easier just to let Damon do the thinking for both of us. One thing I knew for sure:  I was going to have more — and better — sex than I had ever had before!

The End
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