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Chapter 20

 


Di didn’t get her pussy eaten that
night. She actually left the apartment with Jobeth. Two birds of a
feather, I suppose.

I went back to my game, frustrated as
hell. I was still alone in the apartment when I went to bed. That
was a good thing because I couldn’t deal with sex noises coming
from Stan’s room again.

I was woken in the middle of the night
not by sex noises but by a warm body getting into my bed. I didn’t
wake up right away, but I knew something was wrong.

The kiss was what really woke me up.
Soft but insistent. Warm, lovely lips and a tongue that filled my
mouth.

My cock started to get hard and I
immediately woke up all the way because caged cocks hurt when they
try to get hard.

“What the
fuck!”

There was just enough light in the
bedroom for me to identify my newest bed partner. Holly was
grinning at me. I couldn’t tell if she was just horny or
drunk. 

Maybe both.

“Stan couldn’t get it up
again tonight and Raquel passed out. Wanna fuck?” she asked as she
felt between my legs.

I tried to twist out of the way, but
the blankets were caught around my body and Holly was insistent.
She knew the way.

As soon as she grabbed my junk she was
alarmed at the hardness she encountered.

“What the fuck is that?”
she burst out.

I was reduced to explaining my cock
cage again.

I hated it, but I was starting to like
it.

To Holly’s credit, she actually
listened to my explanation without freaking the fuck out. Her face
had a semi-stunned expression on it, but she nodded along like this
was something completely normal for a twentysomething year old man
to do. I left out the details concerning Jobeth and Emma’s
relationship.

“I didn’t know you were so
kinky,” were her first words after I was done explaining
myself.

“Yeah, well, everyone
changes, right?”

“Truly.” Her eyes were
sparkling and maybe a bit unfocused. “So…do you wanna fuck or
not?”

I blinked. “Did you just
miss the entire explanation I just gave you?” I pointed to my
crotch. Currently the cage and my cock were hidden
away by my boxer briefs, but she got the idea. “I can’t have sex
with you.”

“You can’t have sex with
me…with your cock,” she pointed out. “You still have a mouth and
fingers.”

“Oh.”

“So? Do you wanna
fuck?”

I gave her a tight smile. “You mean do
you want me to go down on you?”

She shimmied her shoulders. It was
only now that I realized she was just wearing a thin camisole and
panties. I could clearly see the outlines of her nipples through
the cami. Her tits looked great. “Sure. Eat my pussy. Eat my ass.
Suck my tits. You can ever finger blast me.”

I was about to argue with her because
any sort of sex with Holly would just frustrate me, but she
suddenly slid on top of me and kissed me like she was sucking my
soul out of my body. 

It was hard to argue in that
position.

She ground her hips down and I could
sense her pussy rubbing against my cage. It hurt, but it was a good
sort of hurt.

“Hard like steel,” she
moaned. 

“It is steel.”

“I’ve got a dildo at home
made out of metal,” she panted in my face. “I love it.”

“I don’t think my cage
will go in your pussy.”

“That’s okay,” she said,
moving her body around. She flopped on the bed, kicked off her
panties, and got back on me, straddling my face.

I was happy to let her lower her pussy
so I could eat her out.

It was a nice, but frustrating,
distraction. I loved eating pussy especially when it had absolutely
no significance on any relationship. Sex with Holly—such as it
was—was completely no strings attached. 

As I ate her out, she pulled down my
underwear to play with my cock. It was probably just a normal
reaction for her so that we could properly 69. I could feel her
flopping it back and forth while I licked and sucked at her pussy.
I loved it when her thighs pressed on both sides of my head as she
came.

Making a woman cum gave me a great
sense of satisfaction.

Holly trembled above me for a minute,
but then dismounted. 

“You’re not just in a
cage,” she said. “You’ve gotten a piercing!”

“I know,” I sighed.
“Please don’t tell Stan.”

“Oh hell no! I’m going to
tell them. This is hot and sexy! I wonder what it would be like for
Stan to wear one… I bet Raquel would love it.”

I didn’t want to think about my
roommate in the same predicament as me.

“Let’s not think about
that.”

“Hmm,” was her only
response as she poked and continued to inspect my caged cock. “I
wonder how this would work on a woman.”

“It wouldn’t,” I said
quickly. “Chastity belts from the middle ages are completely made
up bullshit.”

“Yeah, but
today…”

“Women couldn’t wear them
long term,” I said. “Hygiene issues right away.”

“Hmm. Maybe some
piercings…”

“What the fuck is wrong
with you, Holly?”

“I’m a horny little girl,”
she said. “Want me to make me cum again?”

“Again?”

“I liked to be finger
fucked.”

“I can do
that.”

We changed positions again so that we
were side by side, and as I kissed her, I fingered her as well. It
took me a minute to remember what she liked—it had been a while
since we had had sex—but once I figured out she liked me to slam my
hand into her mound as hard and fast as possible while shoving my
middle and ring fingers into her, it was easy to get her to
cum.

It was easy to get her to
cum and spray
girlcum all over my hand, wrist, her thighs, and my
bedsheets.

“Holy shit you’re fucking
horny!”

“Having regular sex with a
couple has done wonders for my sex drive.”

Maybe I should have thanked Stan for
that, but I didn’t. So I said, “Isn’t that why we broke up? You
never wanted to have sex?”

“I was…confused back
then.”

“And you’re not
now?”

She ignored my
question. 

“Is
there anything I can do for you?” she said with pure sincerity.

“Yeah, go buy a pair of
bolt cutters and get this thing off me.” I shook my cock
cage. 

“I don’t
think Home Depot is open at two a.m.” She
kissed me again. I was certain she could taste her pussy on my
lips. She probably liked that, after all, she was fucking Raquel on
the regular now. Or maybe she and Raquel only played with Stan and
didn’t mess around with each other. 

I wanted to know but wasn’t bold
enough to ask.

Before I could stumble my way to that
question, Holly spoke again.

“How can I make you cum in
your little cage?” she asked me.

“It’s pretty much
impossible.”

“Pretty much
impossible?”

“Well, there is a way…sort
of.”

“Tell me!” I had
determined that Holly was definitely drunk, probably a combination
of alcohol and lust.

“Do you know what pegging
is?”

She did and she laughed at
me. 

But then she offered to peg
me.

Unfortunately I didn’t have a harness
or even a dildo she could use on me. “I don’t think Stan has one,
but I can ask. Maybe Raquel has a vibrator she leaves
here?”

When she started to get out of the
bed, I grabbed her wrist and pulled her back down. “No. Don’t. I’m
sure Raquel wouldn’t want one of her vibrators up my
ass.”

“I’m not using my fingers
on you,” Holly said flatly. “I do have some limits.”

“It’s…it’s fine,” I said.
“But would you spend the night with me?”

“But what would Stan and
Raquel think?”

I didn’t have an answer to
that.

Holly laughed at me. “Don’t look so
upset. They know I’m not in some permanent triad with them. I’m a
free agent.”

“Oh.”

“But sure, I’ll spend the
night with you.”

I couldn’t remember the last time I
had slept with a woman and not had sex—or at least an orgasm—with
her. Even so, it was nice—if frustrating—to have her warm body next
to mine. 

She fell asleep rather quickly, her
head on my shoulder. It took me hours, or so it
seemed. 


Chapter 21

 


I woke up to painful morningwood. That
wasn’t anything new to me. I disengaged myself from Holly and went
to the kitchen first and then to the bathroom. The kitchen for ice
and the bathroom to take a piss after applying ice to my cock and
cage to get rid of the impending erection.

By the time I got back to my bedroom
it was empty. Holly had left me. 

I was fine with that.

I put on some clothes and went to the
kitchen. 

That was a big mistake.

All three of them were there and they
immediately stopped talking when I walked in. 

“Morning,” I said
uneasily.

They all greeted me, but only barely.
Stan and Raquel couldn’t look at me. Holly smiled broadly at me in
a definite cat and the canary fashion.

Right away I knew, but I didn’t say
anything. I grabbed some cereal and milk and sat down at the
crowded table.

“Are you wearing it right
now?” Raquel blurted out.

“Fucking hell, Raq!” Stan
exclaimed.

“What the fuck, Holly?” I
shot at my ex- and now occasional lover.

“Couldn’t help myself,”
she said, feigning innocence. 

“It’s a private thing,” I
snapped.

“Not really,” Holly
replied. “Not if…” she started ticking off on her fingers,
counting. “Emma, Jobeth, me, and now Stan and Raquel know. Plus
whoever pierced you?”

“Pierced!” Raquel all but
shouted.

I was glad I hadn’t mentioned anything
about Maria and Cora and Joe and whoever else they had
told. 

The number of people who actually knew
about my piercing and cock and cage was starting to exceed the
number of fingers the average person had.

That excited and worried
me.

“Pierced?” Stan asked,
looking at me.

“Can I see it?” Raquel
asked.

“No!” I
stood up and wanted to leave, but by standing up my crotch was at
their eye level and that was…unsettling because I could see them
all staring at where my cock was hidden by
just my underwear and sweatpants.

I assured myself they couldn’t see
anything.

I wasn’t confident that nothing was
showing.

“Come on,” said Holly. I
wasn’t sure if she was teasing or not. “I’ve seen it. It’s sexy.
Show us.”

“You’re demented,” I told
Holly.

“We’ve seen each other
naked,” Raquel pointed out. “It’s only fair.”

“How the hell is that
fair? Fair would mean I get to fuck you?” I shouted at Raquel and
immediately regretted my words. I glanced at Stan. “Sorry, dude. I
don’t want to fuck your girlfriend.”

“I do,” he said calmly. “I
mean, you fucked Holly last night.”

“No he didn’t,” she
informed them. “He went down on me and gave me a mind-blowing
finger blasting, but we didn’t have sex.”

Raquel clucked her tongue. “Oh. Right.
The cage.” She winked at Holly. “So can we see it?”

“I’m fine with not seeing
it,” said Stan.

Not
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