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Vonda carefully examined the lock to the cage that Basil wore. She had become so accustomed to seeing it on him all the time it had essentially become part of him. She tried to maintain the facade that it bothered her they couldn’t have sex—and in her estimation she was doing an excellent job—but she saw Grant for the sex she needed. The sex she couldn’t have with Basil.

For his part, Basil was laying on his back, staring at the ceiling. They were both naked in his bed. Well, mostly naked. The cage was on him. On his cock. Vonda wore a thin nightshirt that didn’t come down low enough to cover her pussy or ass and the material was so sheer her nipples were visible. He wasn’t sure if that was just what she preferred to wear or if it was her teasing him.

“You aren’t going to be able to pick it,” he told her. 

“I’ve watched a lot of YouTube videos on lock picking,” she reminded him. “It’s all a matter of practice and skill.” She reached over the side of the bed and picked up the simple plastic case from the floor. “These are the best lock picks you can buy online,” she told him.

“Even if you are able to pick it you need to be able to put it back on me,” said Basil. “I can’t show up at my next appointment without it on. Taking it off means I lose all that money.”

Twelve million dollars, Vonda reminded herself. It was a huge amount of money. She also reminded herself that it was for Basil, not her. Though really she should get half for having to suffer through a year without sex.

Well, without sex with Basil. She was still fucking Grant regularly. Vonda tried not to think of Lorraine, Basil’s soon-to-be ex-wife, as a bitch for creating this problem. After all, Lorraine had found Vonda fucking Basil in the couple’s home. Vonda was not innocent by any measure, though she liked to cast herself as the victim of this affair.

“Let me just examine it, okay?” she said tersely, not looking up at her boyfriend. The man she said she loved. The man who was going to be the future father of her children.

Since she was a decade younger than him, Basil gave Vonda some leeway in her emotions and behavior. “Sure. But this is doing nothing for me.” He gave her a wry grin.

“Want me to peg your ass with a strapon?” she offered.

It was a joke proposal. She knew that Basil would never do such a thing. He had just very generously eaten her pussy to the point where she was seeing stars when she came. He used his hand on her as well. All the orgasms were wonderful, but she still craved cock. There was nothing like being filled up with hard flesh. Vibrators and dildos were all well and good, but nothing compared to real cock.

That was why she fucked Grant.

One of the many reasons she fucked Grant.

“No.” He wasn’t going to entertain that sort of thing with his girlfriend. As much as he liked being pegged, he wasn’t going to do it with Vonda. She needed to see him only as masculine, not the sort of man who liked to be fucked in the ass, even if it was by a woman. There was no way he was going to let her know that Lorraine had pegged him many times...and continued to peg him when they hooked up.

“Well then, let me work.” She took two tools from the plastic case, inserted them in the keyway, and started probing and manipulating. Basil tried to be patient, to hold himself steady so she could work.

It seemed to take a very long time.

“Making any progress?” he asked out of boredom.

“This is tougher than it looks,” she told him, not looking up. 

“It looks pretty damn tough from where I’m standing.”

“You’re laying down.”

“Not the point.”

Vonda yanked the picks out of the lock and threw them down. “I can’t fucking open it!”

“Relax. It’s fine,” he tried to reassure her.

“What if your dick doesn’t work after all of this?”

“My dick will be fine.”

“How do you know that?”

He contained his anger. “If I didn’t think that was the case, do you really think I’d subject myself to this?”

Vonda was partially mollified. “No, but...we’ve hinted at it before so I’m just going to say it: the day you get this off and get your twelve million, you’re going to get me pregnant.”

“That’s my plan as well.”

“Good.”

“I get you’re frustrated. I’m frustrated as well. You want my cock, don’t you?”

With a bit of hesitation, Vonda said, “Yes...”

He ignored the hesitation. “I want your pussy. We have to wait. There are other things we can do until the day—”

“I don’t want other things! I want your cock!”

“They make realistic dildos,” he offered. “Can hardly tell the fake from the real.”

“It won’t be attached to you. It won’t be attached to a real man.”
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