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Chapter 10

 


As soon as I pumped in and out of Di a few times a
problem immediately came to light. 

The cage connected to my balls was bouncing around
making sex more than a little uncomfortable. I knew that I’d pick
up speed and eventually wind up knocking myself in the balls which
would result in me throwing up on Di.

I stopped moving.

“What’s the matter?”

“The cage is too much. I can’t fuck you in this
position. It hurts and I’m gonna wind up breaking my balls.
Literally.”

It was with great reluctance that I pulled out of her
warm pussy.

“You’re not getting away that easy,” she told me.
“Can I ride you?”

I shrugged and we changed positions. Me being on the
bottom felt submissive and that felt right. I could still feel the
cage between my thighs, but my small cock—now fully erect and
almost purple from the constriction it was under—stood up prouder
than ever before in my life. 

Di lowered herself on me and started rolling her
hips. She knew just how to fuck me.

Watching her work was a pleasure in and of itself.
She didn’t object when I tried to pull off her blouse. She actually
helped. I got the bonus of playing with her tits while she rode
me.

It didn’t last very long, but it was an incredible
experience.

I don’t think she came, but judging by her reaction
that wasn’t the point. 

I think she just liked taking something away from
Emma, a woman she had never met.

“Okay, that was weird,” she laughed as she rolled off
me, holding one hand to her pussy. “I need to go get cleaned up.”
With that she waddled off to the bathroom, leaving me to lay in her
bed and ponder what I had just done. I had a number of items to
think about. 

First, my cock was uncomfortable with the cage half
on.

Second, I felt like I had cheated on Emma.

Third, the sex hadn’t been that good.

Fourth, I wasn’t really in a relationship with Emma,
even if Di referred to her as my girlfriend. So it wasn’t really
cheating.

Fifth, it was definitely cheating because I broke our
semi-unspoken agreement that I wouldn’t be having sex…mostly
because I was wearing the cage.

Sixth, I sort of liked the cheating aspect.

Seventh, I needed to shower when Di came out of the
bathroom. Hygiene was definitely important.

Eighth, I needed to rethink my life. I had been
banging way too many women under sleazy circumstances.

Ninth, I needed to get my dick back in the cage and
pretend to Emma that I had been a good boy.

Tenth, it was stressful and crazy, but I sort of
liked my new life.

“What the fuck is wrong with me,” I moaned, throwing
an arm over my eyes so I wouldn’t have to face reality.

“The only thing wrong with you is you’re wearing that
cock cage,” said Di as she walked back in.

I sat up and blinked. 

I wish I could say I had a moment of clarity, but I
didn’t. 

I showered. I made sure the water was cold. I needed
some lube to get my cock back in the cage but I got there
eventually.

The sad fact of the matter was that now that I knew
how to get it off, I knew I’d be getting myself off when I
shouldn’t.

Fuck.

I thanked Di for the good time and went
home. 

I was fucked. 

 



Chapter 11

 


To call it a date was to oversell it. I was expected
to appear at Emma’s house and perform. We actually talked on the
phone. She gave me the time and promised I’d get out of my cage. No
strings attached.

Little did she know that I knew how to escape my
cage.

But then she twisted the knife and my cock got hard
to the point of pain, which is to say not very hard because I was
caged and my little cock couldn’t do that much.

“I hope you’re well rested because Maria is looking
forward to meeting you.”

“Maria?”

“A friend of mine. I want to watch you fuck her.”

“Emma…” I moaned.

She laughed at me. “Can’t handle two women at once,
Curt?”

“I can,” I insisted. She liked tormenting me.

And I liked being tormented.

“But…?” she primed me.

“The cage…”

Emma’s laugh filled my ear. I loved it. I hated
it.

“It’ll come off. After you please Laura. I can’t wait
to watch you fuck her. She’s as dirty as I am. Dirtier.”

“No…” My cock wanted to escape the cage. I willed it
to break the bars.

I failed miserably.

“I’ll let her tell you why she needs a stranger to
fuck her properly. It’s a good thing you’re going a whole week
without sex or jerking off.”

“Right,” I said too quickly. 

She didn’t seem to notice.

“I’ll want you to give us at least three loads from
your little cock. You’ll be spending the night with me.”

That surprised me. I expected the torture and
torment, but to be invited to spend the night in Emma’s bed.

Or was it a trick?

“In your bed?” I asked quickly. “Naked? Uncaged?”

“Maybe,” she teased. “But I fully expect you to fuck
me in the morning. You don’t have any plans for the day after, do
you?”

“Of course not.”

“Good. Maybe we’ll discuss a more long-term
arrangement.”

Before I could ask what exactly that meant, she hung
up on me.

I couldn’t wait for date night.

I unzipped my pants and looked at my tiny caged cock.
I knew I could get it out and jerk off and relieve all the anxiety
and built up lust.

But would I then be able to perform to Emma’s
expectations?

Shit!

I loved and hated this.

I had to make sure that Emma never found out about
Di. 

 


I knew the way I behaved in public and at my job had
changed. Not just in the way I walked and dressed so that no one
would suspect I was wearing a cock cage, but in the way I treated
others.

I knew I was flirting shamelessly with all of my
female coworkers, especially the older ones. They all brushed it
off as a joke or being overly friendly.

I was lucky none of them thought I was a creep.

There was one woman, older than me by a decade, maybe
a little heavy, but with an ass that men would die to worship, who
seemed receptive to my flirting. Everything about Sandy screamed
“best friend’s mom!” but I couldn’t help myself. And she flirted
back. 

After I noticed the wedding ring on her hand, I
backed off. It was a terrible idea to bed coworkers. It was a worse
idea to do it in the family business, such as my job was, if only
nominally. And it was a terrible idea to do it when I was wearing a
cage on my cock because it belonged to another woman.

I belonged to another woman, I reminded myself over
and over.

Well, at least my cock did.

If the men at my job noticed, they didn’t care or
figured I was just feeling my oats. I was younger than all of them,
maybe they were just letting me live a little. Or maybe I was so
deferential to them that they didn’t care.

I don’t know.

The toughest part of waiting the week was the
constant attention from Di.

Again, I loved and hated it.

She texted me almost constantly.

A typical exchange:

 


Di: Send me a pic of your cock.

Me: The cage…

Di: Yeah, your cock in the cage.

 


I wanted to say no, but I took a picture when I was
in the bathroom. She sent back laughing emojis. 

 


Di: How long is your sentence?

Me: My sentence?

Di: Yeah. How long are you in jail?

Di: I mean, how long is your cock in jail?

Me: Until I see Emma again

Di: When’s that?

Me: Friday

Di: Can I watch?

Me: NO!

 


More laughing emojis. I had to be careful. I was
getting the impression that Di would like to try out keeping my
cock in a cage as well. Luckily, I had only one cock and Emma held
the key to that cage.

 


The week both dragged and flew by. I couldn’t wait to
see Emma again. Every time I thought about her, my cock tried to
get hard. That was only more frustrating than not thinking about
her in the first place. On the other hand, I was able to focus on
what was important—well, not all that important, but work. I found
that work was an excellent distraction from my cock. 

Weirdly, in the couple of weeks that Emma had me in
the chastity cage, I was making more money than ever before. It was
win-win. Or maybe win-lose. Cash over cock.

I tried texting Emma a couple of times. I wanted to
lure her into sexting with me just so I could have that exquisite
sensation of not being able to cum.

Except I could get my cock out whenever I wanted. I
was ashamed of myself in that I did get out ice and lube a couple
of times and jerk off quickly. The guilt I felt afterwards was
tremendous. My family wasn’t religious, but I had a Catholic friend
growing up. 

Joey said that the Catholics loved guilt. “It’s what
drives a two thousand year old religion,” He explained one time.
“Guilt over every little pleasure or mistake. I think Catholics are
secret masochists.”

I wasn’t at all surprised that Joey came out as gay
when he was in college. Last I knew of him he was active in the
leather community. That was more than I wanted to know. 

I hoped that guilt was working for him.

Still, it was a simple pleasure that didn’t hurt
anyone. Emma wouldn’t know and I was getting the benefit of wearing
the cage and cumming as well.

Cora opened the door for me when I showed up at
Emma’s house at the appointed time. There was another car in the
driveway so I figured she had to have company. I hoped it was the
company she had promised. It certainly wasn’t Cora’s car; I doubted
that a maid was driving a late model BMW.

“Hello Cora,” I greeted her.

She just nodded and ushered me inside to the living
room and just as quickly left. There were glasses and alcohol
available along with a fruit and cheese platter. Was this how rich
women actually did it? Seduced younger men with booze and food and
promises of kinky sex? I certainly hoped
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