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Part III


Chapter Seven

 


The sex that Claire and I had wasn’t exactly
violent, but it was very energetic which is to be expected when two
dominants decided to fuck. We made our spouses—our slaves—wait out
in the hallway behind the closed bedroom door. It was a typical
cost-savings hollow-core door so they assuredly heard everything
that we were doing. That was part of the fun. Before banishing
Bruce from the bedroom Claire had put his ball gag back in place so
he couldn’t talk. I wasn’t sure what the two slaves would say to
each other, but that wasn’t important. His cock was still in its
little cage so there was little chance for him to have any sexual
pleasure while we were busy. Sheila was naked and exposed, so he
could get her off if he wanted to, but we weren’t concerned about
that.

“I wasn’t too hard on your pussy, was
I?”

Claire shook her head. “No. I love a good
hard fucking. I haven’t gotten that in a while because of
Bruce.”

“You keep him in that cage. You can take it
off him when you want a good hard fucking.”

She laughed as I was drawing my finger up
her thigh and along the slit of her cunt. At first I thought I was
tickling her, but then she said. “No. Well, yes. I can take it off,
but he has trouble getting it up. Sad really.”

I froze. Just the mention of another man’s
dick problems made me instantly nervous. “He can’t get an
erection?”

“Well, actually he can. Maintaining one is
the real problem. And when he does get one, he’s so eager he’s
become a premature ejaculator—though I suppose that might be a side
effect of wearing the cage.”

I was flatly stunned. “Maybe you shouldn’t
use the cage on him,” I suggested. “At least until he gets his dick
straightened out.”

She laughed at me. “No, no. You
misunderstand. The problems started before we decided to use
the cage. They’ve actually gotten better since we adopted a
master-slave relationship and put him in chastity.”

“That’s…I don’t even know what to think. How
does he deal with that?”

“Most he deals with it by me putting a cage
around his cock, tying him up, and caning his ass when he needs
it.”

I chuckled and then realized she was serious
about her answer. “Wow. I shouldn’t laugh. I didn’t realize I was
getting involved with so many personal problems.”

Claire shook her head which made her long
black hair fall into her face. “It’s not a problem, not for you at
least. But why don’t you ask Bruce about it? Talking out the
problem is supposed to help. Bruce!” She called him. “Come in here,
and bring Sheila with you.”

Bruce stumbled in; his hands still linked
together, his feet just shuffling along because of the chain
between the cuffs. He was silent because of the ball gag in his
mouth and I couldn’t look away from the cage around his cock.
Claire’s words made some sense to me because while Sheila had been
fucking him, his cock has tried to get hard in the cage and he had
managed to cum—or at least ejaculate.

Reaching over the edge of the bed, Claire
opened up the drawer to the nightstand and pulled out a set of
keys. When Bruce got to the bed he turned around and sat down on
the mattress which made it easy for Claire to open the lock at the
back of his neck and remove the ball gag.

“Thank you,” he said as he worked his jaw up
and down while rubbing it, trying to get out the stiffness.

Claire gave him a kiss on the cheek. “My
pleasure, always,” she told him.

Sheila and I watched this in silence. I
looked at my wife, her tits on display, her red cuffs around wrists
and ankles, the hard metal collar around her neck—she was
beautiful. The one oddity was the harness around her hips that hid
her pussy away. She was still sporting the fake cock that dangled
from the harness—that was more than a little odd.

“Why don’t you tell Jack all about the
problems with your little cock while I help Sheila out of her
harness?”

Even though she said it as the most casual
suggestion, her words caused Bruce to flush red with either
excitement or embarrassment, I wasn’t sure which.

“Okay, it started a few years ago. I can get
it up,” he began, “but what happens afterwards is the problem.”

I nodded and looked away from him. I found
it hard to look at a man while he was talking about the problems
with his dick. Claire moved over to Sheila and started helping her
remove the strapon harness.

“What do you mean?”

“I can get hard,” he explained looking down
at his caged cock, “but the only way I could cum was by jerking
off. So I did it. A lot.”

“Male masturbation, a dirty habit,” Claire
interjected as she pulled the harness away from Sheila’s pussy.

“Too much internet porn,” Bruce admitted.
“When Claire and I were having sex, it was terrible. Either I came
too fast or I couldn’t cum at all.”

“I was getting ready to divorce him,” Claire
added. I wasn’t sure if she was serious or not.

“I wanted to stop jerking off so much and I
stumbled across male chastity as a possible solution. Since I was
already pretty submissive in bed, it seemed a natural fit.”

“He took to the cage like a camel to the
sand,” Claire said. She was making adjustments to the harness. “Our
sex life became a lot better.”

Bruce let out a short, rueful laugh. “Her
sex life became better. I’m locked up all the time and she goes out
and fucks other men and women.”

A grin on her face, Claire looked up and
said, “You knew I was bi when you married me. I need to have sex
with other women. The men are just a special bonus. You don’t mind
anyway.” The way she told him that he didn’t mind, the way she said
it so matter-of-factly gave me a little chill. And he didn’t
object, not really. He liked having his cock controlled by his
wife. “You get plenty of sex,” Claire told him.”

“You do?” I asked.

Bruce tried to frown, but I wasn’t buying
it. “She lets me out about once a month to have sex with her.”

“And he’s usually good for five or six times
in a day when I do that. First time is always too quick, but after
that…” She smiled and then did something that amazed me. She
stepped into the harness and drew it up her legs. “After that it’s
good. He likes to be fucked in the ass, don’t you Bruce? It makes
him cum and gives him some relief when he thinks he needs to have
sex. I’ve often wondered if he’s bi, but he always says no.” She
looked at Bruce with a wicked grin on her face. “Would you like to
suck Jack’s cock while I watch?”

I was a little shocked that Claire didn’t
consult me first to see if I wanted a blowjob from a man, but
Bruce’s reaction more than covered for mine. “No! I told you that
already!”

She laughed at him. “Someday, someday you
will, I promise you that,” she teased. “You’ll beg for it. You like
getting your ass fucked, don’t you?”

“That’s different. That’s sex with a woman.”
He looked at Sheila. Meanwhile, Claire had finished adjusting the
harness around her hips and was in the process of rolling a condom
onto the dildo

When she was done Claire looked at Bruce.
“Apparently I’m feeling generous tonight. You’re going to get to
watch while I have sex with Sheila.” That caused Sheila to make a
small noise. The dominant woman glanced over at Sheila because of
the noise she made, but then directed her eyes back to me. “If
that’s okay with you, Jack. She’s your wife, your slave. It’s only
right that you give me permission to have sex with her.”

The way she was discussing it made it seem
that Sheila didn’t really have a choice in the matter. I suppose if
she truly didn’t want to have sex with Claire, Sheila could have
spoken up. But she was a submissive, a good submissive and a good
slave, and she looked to me. “I’d rather enjoy that, watching the
two of you. Could I join in after a bit?”

“Certainly,” Claire agreed and looked at
Bruce. “Do I need to put your gag back in or will you behave
yourself while I have sex? I don’t want to have to discipline
you.”

Bruce shook his head. “I don’t need the
gag.”

“Good. Silence now.” She stepped over to
Sheila and took her by the hand, drawing her to the bed. I moved
over from my position to give them some space, but close enough
that I had a good view at the same time. Bruce stood respectfully
at the side of the bed near the wall, waiting for any further
instructions, I suppose. Before pulling Sheila onto the bed Claire
reached between her legs and physically examined my wife’s pussy.
“Still a bit wet,” she commented. “But I like my women fully ready.
Go down on her, get her ready for me.” These last words she
directed to Bruce. It took a minute for the arrangements to be
made, but Sheila wound up with her feet on the floor, her ass on
the edge of the bed while Bruce knelt on the floor between her legs
while he licked and sucked on her pussy. Claire curled up next to
Sheila and kissed my wife as she moaned and whimpered while Bruce
pleasured her.

“He has a very talented tongue,” Claire said
to her as Bruce got her wetter and wetter. “It’s too bad I have to
use the gag on him so much, but it’s good for him to learn to
remain silent.” Sheila said nothing so Clair gently plucked her
ripe nipple and twisted it. Sheila arched her back in response
which pulled her pussy away from Bruce’s mouth. Once this was done
Claire reached between her legs and checked her cunt. “She’s ready
now. Leave her,” she ordered Bruce.

What followed again was some more
rearrangement of bodies that resulted in Sheila on her back and
Claire on top in the traditional missionary position. Claire was
naked but for the harness—which I realized at that moment was
getting quite a bit of use—while Sheila was still in her slave
gear. It took Claire a moment to find the right angle to enter
Sheila’s pussy, but between her experience and Bruce’s cunnilingus
skills, Sheila was easy to enter. Claire pushed the big fake cock
all the way inside my wife and Sheila grunted with her being
stretched all the way open.

“Oh fuck,” Sheila cursed as Claire started
thrusting.

“Watch your mouth, girl,” Claire told her.
Sheila was surprised by the ferocity of the order and then was
taken by surprise again when Claire kissed her passionately. All of
that worked to make my cock hard. It was a beautiful sight seeing
the two women, their breasts mashed together, while Claire took the
role of a man and fucked my wife.

At first Sheila was uncertain as to what to
do. She looked around at me and then
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