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Chapter 18


Irene wished she had something stronger than
wine to drink.

For a second she considered bolting the whole
glass and then bolting to the door. This was crazy. Too stressful.
Why had she agreed to meet with Michael? And Scott. His
boyfriend.

She was just the woman Michael was fucking on
the side.

When he wasn’t wearing his cock
cage.

“It’s going to happen tonight.
I’ve already decided that,” said Scott like they were discussing a
business deal. “We can all go back to our house or your place,” he
said to Irene, indicating the house he shared with Michael.
“Whichever makes you more comfortable.”

The bulk of her affair had been carried on in
the house Irene shared with Del and Camile; the house they owned
together. There was no way she was going to bring two men back to
her room for her two closest friends to comment on what a slut she
had become, fucking two men at once now.

Even though she was only going to fuck
Michael.

Not Scott. Scott was gay.

But stranger things had happened.

“I think your place…” she said,
barely able to get the words out.

Seeing her discomfort, Scott
pressed. “Why our place? I mean, this could all be an elaborate
ruse to lure you to our house. We could be twisted and
sick serial killers waiting to dismember you in the
basement.”

Irene froze.

Scott laughed. The joke was
completely inappropriate which is why he said it. “I’m kidding. Of
course we aren’t serial killers. But do you want to go back to your
place…just in case?”

“Uh…maybe we should.” Maybe her
housemates would think she was an alpha woman who needed men to
completely satisfy her.

Scott nodded. “Understandable. But a pair of
serial killers could just murder you in your bed and leave, not
having to worry about a crime scene cleanup.”

“Knock it the fuck off, Scott!”
Michael growled, speaking for the first time since they had
appeared.

“Okay, okay. I’m sorry,” said
Scott not looking the least little bit sorry. “We’d love to invite
you back to our house. We’re not serial killers. You and Mike have
had enough interaction that the cops would know exactly where to
look if you turn up dead.”

“Scott…”

It killed the man to have to apologize.
“Sorry. I mean it. But let’s not waste any more time here. I want
to see how the physical act of heterosexual love actually
works.”

Irene was unimpressed with what was supposed
to be witty, or at least interesting, flirting before
sex. 

Maybe that’s how it worked for the gays, she
figured.


Irene wasn’t sure what to expect of Michael
and Scott’s house. She knew they both worked high paying jobs and
neither seemed to want for money. It could have been a nice
townhouse in the middle of the city or it could have been a
minimansion in the ‘burbs.

It was neither. It was understated on the
outside, though it did rest in the middle of a wooded lot well away
from any business or other residence. Private without trying to
seem like they were keeping out the rest of the world.

Inside it wasn’t like the
set decorator and costumer for Priscilla,
Queen of the Desert had had a residential
love child. It was stylish and modern without being obnoxious or
overly trendy.

It was big. 

It was three times as big as hers.

And there was one less person living
there.

Almost silently, with a minimum of discussion,
Scott brought her, along with Michael, to a bedroom. It was
obviously a guest room. Or maybe a playroom. She had no idea what
sort of sexy and kinky hijinks the two got up to in their free
time, but the room was obviously not lived in by anyone and only
had the minimum of furnishings.

That was fine. That was for the
best.

Scott took a seat in a comfortable armchair
angled toward the queen-sized bed. From the table next to him he
picked up a bottle of pre-placed Scotch and poured himself a drink.
There were four glasses on the table; he didn’t offer a drink to
either of them. That was for the best; Irene’s head was still
slightly spinning from her two glasses of wine and—though it killed
her to agree with Scott—the last thing she wanted was for Michael
to suddenly have whiskey dick. 

He didn’t need any impediments to his
performance tonight.

“Go ahead,
proceed,” said Scott, after leaning back in the chair,
crossing his legs, and gesturing
with his glass after taking a sip of the Scotch. Judging from the
bottle it looked to be expensive.

Irene was confused. “Do
what, exactly?”

Scott’s eyes flicked from her to Michael. “Go
ahead and fuck her. I’m not an idiot. I know how straight people—”
He paused. “Mostly straight people fuck. I’ve just never seen it
before in person. I’ve never watched it in porn. I’m not into that.
I’ve seen plenty of gay men fuck—more than my fair share, in
fact—but this will be a novel experience for me.”

Almost apologetically, Michael looked down at
his crotch. There was no bulge there. There was certainly evidence
that he had the male organ, but no hint that he was erect. He
couldn’t be. He was well-caged.

Just as Michael was about to speak, Scott cut
him off. “Yes, yes. When the time comes, I’ll know what to do.” He
reached into his pocket and extracted a key ring with a single,
small key on it. He then reached down into the drawer of the end
table next to the chair and pulled out a pair of scissors and laid
them next to the key. “I’m prepared. I expect a good
performance.”

Irene and Michael just stared at Scott in
disbelief.

“Am I just here to…entertain you?”
asked Irene finally, unable to stand the silence. 

He gestured with his glass. “Yes. Kiss. Hug.
Caress. Lick. Suck. Fuck. Not necessarily in that order. If I’m
really interested I might jack off while you do it.”

Irene wanted to walk out. She didn’t deserve
this type of treatment.

And yet—oddly—it was sort of exciting. She
wanted to see what it was like to perform for someone else. She
wanted to feel what it was like to watch someone else unlock
Michael’s cock from the cage.

She wanted to blurt out that
she had her strapon harness and dildo outside in her car. That thought excited her.
She wondered if Scott would be interested in watching her peg
Michael.

She felt Michael’s hand on her shoulder,
turning her away from Scott and toward him. Then she was looking up
at his face and he was bending down and then they were
kissing.

It wasn’t easy to block Scott from her
thoughts, but she managed. She half wished she had worn something
sexier than a simple floral blouse and black leggings with
traditional bra and panties underneath. Even a sundress would have
been more fun.

But then she was down to her bra and panties.
Somehow Michael had stripped her while she had barely noticed. Her
lingerie set matched, of course, a pale green pastel base with pink
flowers. The bra was low cut because it could be. The panties were
a thong because she didn’t need to be subtle. 

She got the hint and started pulling on
Michael’s clothes. He had already tossed aside his blazer—he was
always well-dressed when not at work—and it was easy to unbutton
his dress shirt and expose his chest. She leaned forward and kissed
each of his nipples before starting to work his belt.

When Irene heard the clink of Scott’s glass as
he poured more Scotch from the bottle, she couldn’t help but glance
over at him. He was watching, not intently, but
closely. 

She felt under a microscope and opted to just
move forward with what she was doing rather than dwell upon the
situation. The moment she tugged down Michael’s boxer briefs she
was again reminded of the strange situation she had found herself
in. 

Instead of a cock, Irene found herself down on
her knees looking at Michael’s cock cage. The silver device trapped
his flesh inside the unbreakable, unbending bars of the chastity
rig. It was perfect and beautiful but it was marred by the presence
of the white plastic security tag that let Scott know if—when—his
boyfriend had been unfaithful.

“Take off your shoes, Mike,” Scott
told him. “No reason to look like a fool. I want to watch you with
her for a bit more. I’ve seen your cock plenty. Show me what you do
with her.”

Michael stepped out of his
shoes and awkwardly finished pulling off his pants and socks,
leaving him essentially naked. The thought of Michael walking
around naked but for the chastity rig excited Irene despite the
circumstances. It was a hot thought: naked
and vulnerable, but strong at the same time. Sexy and hot and…she
wanted to put her hand down between her thighs and play with her
pussy.

Before she could do that
Michael pulled her up and gave her a kiss. She felt his hard metal
cage pressing against her body. That mere thought started to
flow amrita
in her pussy.

The kissing was nice. The kissing was good.
Michael moved her back to the bed and the next thing she knew she
was on her back and he was tugging on the thin sides of her
panties, peeling them from her body. She wasn’t ashamed when the
silky material was briefly adhered to her wet labia; she was
proud.

Michael didn’t hesitate at
all to lay down between her legs and kiss her inner thigh in
preparation to working on her pussy. He licked
the length of her lips and paused at the top of her slit to let his
tongue dance on her clit.

She shivered in response. 

“I knew you ate
pussy,” Scott commented. The words weren’t said with
hate, but
they were full of
judgment. Irene didn’t care. She pulled
Michael’s face back down to her sex, insisting he continue to
worship her there.

As he unnecessarily prepared her pussy for his
cock—or whatever it was that Scott had planned—Irene’s hands went
to her breasts and she was annoyed to find that her bra was still
on. It was in the way. She had to focus and struggle to get the
damned thing off before she was able to access her
nipples. 

The mixed sensation of Michael’s tongue on her
pussy and her fingers twisting and pinching her nipples put her in
the exact frame of mind that Irene needed. The world faded away.
There was only her body and Michael’s. Scott was no longer
there.

It was surprisingly easy for Irene to cum when
she had forgotten she was being watched. She was as loud as she
wanted to be. Her back arched, her body shook. 

“Interesting,” was Scott’s only
comment.

Irene’s eyes snapped open. She looked at Scott
and remembered where she was. Michael was still happily eating her
pussy and hadn’t stopped even with her burst of heat and
vocalization. She wanted to say something rude to him, call him a
pervert and disgusting.

She suspected that he might like
that.

Instead she closed her eyes
and focused on letting Michael make her cum again. It didn’t take
long. Once she was primed each successive orgasm
was easier and easier. Only when she was exhausted did she want to
stop.

Irene didn’t want to
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