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Chapter 5




Michael didn’t know what to do. He
thought about how many people had seen his cock. It was more than a
handful, maybe too many to count, but he was reasonably sure he
hadn’t shown it off to three women at once.

“Fucking what?” he managed
to splutter.

“Show us your dick,” said
Del. “Rene showed us the picture you sent her and we want to see it
live and in person.”

Michael was aghast. He shouldn’t have
been, but he was. It was the boldness of the demand of the women.
Sure, a lot of people—almost all men—had seen his cock, but it was
always in a sexual context. He didn’t like this semi-clinical
setting, as if he were a freak show entertainer.

He kept buried deep down that if they
knew he normally wore a cage on his cock their minds would be
absolutely blown. It wasn’t like it was that hard to find a man
with a pierced cock. He wasn’t the only one in his gym.

Stalling, he turned to Irene.
“Really?” he asked her. “You told them…what exactly?”

For her part, Irene looked ashamed for
her lack of discretion. “You know how it is with women, we have
some wine and get talking and the next thing you know…”

She didn’t finish her
statement.

“You start comparing men
you’ve fucked?” he asked angrily.

“Yes,” cried Camille.
“Exactly!”

He glared at her.

“Sorry,” Irene apologized.
“This sounded fun when we talked about it. I thought guys liked
showing off their dicks…and everything.”

“A little warning would
have been nice,” he snapped. “Hell, being asked would have been a
lot better rather than just springing this on me.”

Irene had no words for him.

Del did. “Come on,” she pleaded, not
begging, but almost insisting. “We’ve seen the picture. Now we want
to see it for real. Just a peek.”

“How about I ask you to
show me your tits?” he asked her.

“Sure!” she happily
agreed. “After we see your cock.”

“And the pretty ring you
have in it,” Camille added.

Irene nudged him. “Free tits. How can
you pass that up? I haven’t seen her tits and I live with
her.”

The women all giggled.

“Why are you doing this to
me?” he asked Irene.

“Because I want to show
you off and because you’re so handsome and sexy.”

Michael wasn’t buying that
story.

Still, he was flattered. But even so,
he knew this wasn’t for him.

“Just…no, Irene. This
is…weird.”

Pressing her body up to his, she all
but begged. “Please. Just do this for me. I’ll do anything you want
later on.”

Michael closed his eyes and sighed. He
knew he shouldn’t, but he was already so deep into this mess
(cheating on his boyfriend, not telling Irene about his boyfriend,
not telling Irene his boyfriend kept him—with Michael’s willing
assistance—in a chastity cage) that he couldn’t stand to make it
more difficult. 

Or to stretch out this already
uncomfortable situation.

When he unzipped, Irene stood back.
They all watched eagerly as he opened up his pants and pulled his
cock out of his underwear.

He wasn’t embarrassed that he was
already semi-erect. If anything, he was embarrassed that he wasn't
fully erect. With his pants partially on they couldn’t see that he
was completely shaved, not that that mattered at the moment. They
could see the silver ring that went into his meatus and out the
hole he had pierced through the thin skin on the underside of his
cock.

“Oh, nice,” breathed
Camille.

“It looked bigger in the
picture,” said Del.

“Flattering angle,” Irene
told her.

“I’m not hard like I was
in the picture!” Michael complained.

“I can fix that,” said
Irene as she suddenly got down on her knees in front of him.
Michael knew what was going to happen and he could have stopped
her, but he didn’t. 

He was standing in front of the couch
with the two women in front of him. When Irene got down on her
knees, she blocked their view. Camille and Del moved apart, to the
opposite ends of the couch so they could see.

Michael moaned a little as his sort-of
girlfriend took him into her mouth. He did nothing to stop her
blowjob.

“Is it okay to blow him if
he has a ring?” asked Del.

“Yeah…” Michael replied
absently. Or maybe he was just complimenting Irene’s
technique.

“Don’t be stupid,” said
Camille. “Of course it is.”

“Totally hot,” said
Del.

Michael closed his eyes and pretended
they weren’t there. He pretended Irene was sucking him off in front
of an audience of jealous men, men eager to be in her
position.

He got hard in no time.

“See?” asked Irene after a
minute. “It’s a nice, big cock.”

“Don’t be offended, hon,”
said Del. “But I’ve had plenty that were bigger.” She glanced up at
Michael who had opened his eyes to look at the three women. “No
offense to you either, uh…what’s your name again?”

“Michael,” Irene answered
for him. “His name is Michael.”

“Michael,” he managed to
croak out. 

“Fuck, you’ve got him on
edge, girl,” said Camille.

“Make him cum,” Del
encouraged her. 

Irene started running her hand up and
down Michael’s cock. He wanted to tell her to stop.

He didn’t. He shivered at her
touch.

“That’s fucking hot,” Del
said.

“Keep going,” Camille
encouraged.

Irene didn’t just jerk off Michael,
she got her mouth involved, being careful with his CBR, but playing
with it at the same time. 

Michael realized that regardless of
who the audience was, he liked people watching him have sex. Men.
Women. Lovers. Strangers. It didn’t matter.

The room fell into an odd silence.
This wasn’t what Michael had come over to her house for, but it
was, in many ways, better. He stood there, proudly, as a woman
worshiped his cock and two more women looked on in admiration. The
only thing that could be better would be if there were men watching
as well. And maybe a man helping Irene with the blowjob.

Michael’s eyes were closed and there
were sounds starting to fill the room that were strange but almost
familiar to Michael. He looked down at Irene, her mouth full of his
erection, her eyes were closed in concentration, one hand holding
the base of his cock like his familiar retaining ring, the other
pumping the bottom half of his cock.

Her actions weren’t the source of the
noise.

Looking at the other two women, he had
his answer. 

Del was wearing a dress that was now
pulled up to her waist. She had one hand stuffed down her
flesh-colored panties, the other pulling the waistband of the
panties down low enough so that she could manipulate her
clit.

Camille was wearing a pair of black
yoga pants. These she had shoved down to mid-thigh but just like
Del she had a hand between her legs, working at her pussy. Her
other hand was shoved up her shirt, cupping a breast, maybe
pinching a nipple. It was hard to tell because her clothing
obscured her actions. 

Michael tried to remember the last
time he had two people masturbating to him and a third giving him
head.

He didn’t think that had ever
happened, and he had been to some wild parties full of gay men
willing to do anything and everything.

A feeling of pride rushed through his
body and he shoved his hips forward, forcing his cock into the back
of Irene’s mouth and down her throat. 

She gagged and then choked. However,
Irene recovered like a pro, pulling back, using her hand to keep
the tension on Michael’s cock.

“Sorry,” he
apologized.

“It’s okay,” she said
after she finished coughing. It was then she realized that maybe
Michael was on the small side, and there were good parts about
that, but she liked a nice, full cock in her mouth. And in her
pussy.

The other women were watching
closely.

“You going to let him cum
in your mouth?” asked Camille. 

“Swallow that load!” Del
encouraged her. 

For the first time, Irene seemed a bit
embarrassed. “Uh…I think this has gone a little further than I
intended.”

“Make him cum anyway,”
said Camille, her fingers still dancing solo.

Del was too far gone. She just moaned
her encouragement.

“Make me cum,” Michael
said, barely above a whisper, to her.

She put his cock back in
her mouth and bobbed her head while working the bottom of his shaft
and his balls at the same time. She wanted him to cum. She wanted
him to explode in her mouth. She was willing to do anything to make
it happen. She wanted it to happen right
now and was contemplating shoving a finger
up his ass—always a winning technique—when he
finally—finally!—finished.

The thick, salty spunk filled Irene’s
mouth, forcing her to swallow. Michael moaned and grabbed the sides
of her head to steady her so he could maximize his pleasure. The
second spurt filled her mouth but this time she didn’t swallow; she
just kept up the suction to encourage his orgasm, to make him her
thrall.

He ejaculated again and again and
finally a fifth time before he was done. Michael stepped back
unsteadily, his body spent, almost falling because his pants were
still around his ankles.

Not looking to help him, Irene instead
spun around and stuck out her tongue at the other two women who
were still jilling off, showing off Michael’s cum. They saw her and
giggled nervously, semi-caught in the act of pleasuring themselves.
All three exchanged nervous glances and Irene swallowed all the
evidence of her having successfully fellated
Michael. 

“Are you two just going to
keep doing that?” Irene asked while Michael awkwardly pulled up his
pants. 

“Maybe,” said Del, looking
over at her friend. They had never had sex together before, in any
way, and it was clear from Camille’s expression that nothing
further was going to happen today. She hurriedly pulled her yoga
pants back into place.

“I…uh…I’ll see you later,”
she said as she rushed out of the room and went up the stairs to
her room.

Del pulled her hand from between her
legs and straightened her dress. “Thanks for the show, Rene,” she
said before leaving as well.

“What do you want to do
now?” Michael asked, not knowing what else to do or say.

“I think they’re going to
jill off upstairs,” Irene mused.

“Uh…probably?”

She looked him straight in the eye. “I
don’t want to play with myself. Got any ideas?”

“Uh…” he looked down at
his deflated cock. “I mean…you just made me cum.”

“Does your mouth
work?”

“Yes?”

“Good. You can eat me out
and make me cum.” A smile twisted her lips. “Just like I used to do
in high school.”

“Excuse me,
what?”

Irene’s smile didn’t abate. “I want
you to eat me out…or you can just leave.”

“I wouldn’t mind
worshiping at the Mount of Venus.”
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