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Chapter 11




It took me a moment. “You don’t have a
cock,” I pointed out.

That was stating an over-obvious fact,
like the sun rises in the east and there is no air in outer space,
but Heather was definitely all woman and did not have a cock
between her legs. A very pretty pussy, yes. A very tasty pussy,
also yes. I had verified both of those things. 

“Yes,” Heather said, a
small smile on her face.

“How are you going to fuck
him?” It should have been obvious, but I was still floating on the
remains of my multiple orgasms.

“I brought along a few
toys,” said Heather as she went to her bag that had been placed on
the counter as we entered the hotel room. 

It wasn’t a purse. It was more like an
NPR tote bag. Not exactly huge, but not tiny either. No one would
ever mistake it for a piece of luggage. 

I was pleased, and not at all
surprised, when Heather pulled out a harness and strapon
dildo. 

A girlcock.

A pegging device.

I was very excited as to where this
was going.

“Have you ever been pegged
before, Nick?” Heather asked.

“Yes!” I answered way too
quickly for him. “Yes he has. I did it to him.”

Heather was already stepping into the
harness. Gabe moved off the bed and headed to the
bathroom. 

“Good for you,” said
Heather and then turned to face Nick. “Do you want me to peg
you?”

Once again I spoke up for Nick. “I
want to watch you fuck him,” I said. “Are you okay with him wearing
his cage?”

“Can I answer?” Nick all
but snapped at me.

I was a bit embarrassed. As much as I
wanted to see Nick fucked by Heather, I was being obnoxious and
interrupting and trying to control everything. “I’m sorry,
hon.”

“Do you want to get
pegged, Nick?”

He had the floor. And he
hesitated. 

“You can say no, hon,” I
said softly.

Heather held her harness in place,
hiding her pussy away. The dildo she was wearing was pink and
purple and blue worked into a series of swirls. It was
pretty.

“What do you want me to
say?” Nick asked me. 

“I want you to say what
you want,” I told him. “But I really want to see her fuck
you.”

“I’m not going to get to
cum,” he said. “You said you weren’t going to take off my
cage.” 

“You can cum in your
cage,” I reminded him.

“He can?!” Heather seemed
truly astounded by this bit of information.

“I don’t like it,” Nick
grumbled.

“He
can physically cum,” I said. “But there’s no real relief from cumming.
Ejaculation without orgasm, really.”

“That sounds hot,” said
Heather.

“It’s like sticking an
electrified anal probe up a bull’s ass to make him ejaculate,” said
Gabe who had rejoined us after returning from the
bathroom.

We all looked at him with more than a
modicum of side eye.

“What the fuck,” I
blurted.

Heather sighed. “He grew up in farm
country.”

“Pegging a guy is
basically hitting his prostate,” Gabe went on. “Hitting that magic
button is just ejaculation without orgasm, right?”

“It’s sort of an orgasm,”
said Nick.

“Okay, I totally want to
see this now,” said Heather. “I mean, I’ve pegged Gabe before, but
he’s never had a chastity cage.”

“You’ve been pegged?” Nick
asked his friend.

“Yeah. I love it. Don’t
you?”

“I wish
that Lili would do it more often without the cage,” he
complained.

“Let me fuck a few more
guys and you won’t have to wear the cage anymore.”

Heather snapped her fingers. “That’s
right. You’ve got that weird ‘even number of sex partners’ thing
going, right?”

“Right,” I
agreed.

“Is it going to screw up
things for you if I peg his ass?” 

I shook my head. “Girls don’t count.”
Once more I turned to Nick. “Want to do this?”

“You want me to do it,
don’t you?”

I nodded eagerly and gave him a kiss,
enticing him onto the bed with me. “You know that I do. I just want
to watch.”

Nick sighed. “The things I do for
you.”

“You’re going to love it,”
Heather promised.

“What are you getting out
of this?” he asked her.

“I like seeing men take
dick up their ass,” she told him.

Nick looked at Gabe. “She’d done this
to you?”

“Nothing better than being
pegged while jerking off, man.”

“I can’t jerk off,” he
complained.

I kissed him again. “You’re going to
love it.”

It took a minute to get everything
prepared. Heather rolled a condom onto her dildo. She claimed it
was her favorite toy and wanted to keep it pristine. I helped Nick
lube up his asshole. It was oddly intimate. Gabe took a seat where
Nick had been watching the action on bed, and kicked back. Once
Heather added some lube to her strapon, we were ready to
go.

“I love reverse
missionary,” said Heather as she got between Nick’s legs. He pulled
his knees up to his chest, making himself completely vulnerable and
exposed.

“Reverse
missionary?”

Heather gave me a grin. “Girl on top,
but she’s not riding his dick.” Heather took her strapon in hand
and pressed it against Nick’s back entrance. “Ready for me big
boy?”

“Uh-huh.”

He was swollen inside his metal cage.
His shaved balls were drawn up tightly to his body, making his cock
look smaller. He looked so sexy and vulnerable. I had seen my
pegging strapon go into his ass more than a few times, but it felt
completely different watching another woman do it to
him.

He groaned as she pushed
inside.

“I love that sound,”
Heather said. 

I moved to her side where I kissed
Heather. There was a noise of approval from Gabe. “This is so
fucking hot,” I told her. I couldn’t help but palm one of her big
tits and feel her nipple. I was excited and didn’t know what to do
with my nervous energy.

“If he wasn’t caged, I’d
tell you to blow him or jerk him off,” said Heather as she started
thrusting.

“Sounds so fucking hot,” I
said before I kissed Nick. “You’re just going to have to suffer.
Lay back and enjoy it.”

Nick made a grunting noise of what I
assumed to be assent as Heather started working on his ass. It was
fun to watch her roll her hips back and forth. It caused her tits
to jiggle around. Watching that and listening to my husband made me
want to lay down and feel between my legs.

I could have invited Gabe to eat me
out or finger fuck me, but he seemed enthralled watching his wife
peg Nick. He had a wonderful view of her ass working hard on
fucking Nick. I just relaxed and played with my clit, gently
rubbing it, keeping myself on edge.

This was the kinkiest sex I had ever
had. 

I wanted to do it again and again and
we weren’t done with it the first time.

I wasn’t sure if there was a thing as
too much sex, but I thought that I might be getting dangerously
close to that line.

It only took a couple of minutes
before I came again. I rolled to my side and cupped my pussy
protectively. Nick was still on his back, taking Heather’s thrusts.
He was focused either on the ceiling or her face. She was very
pretty so I didn’t blame him.

She held his legs, making it easier
for her to thrust. I reached out and held his caged cock. He moaned
loudly when I grabbed him.

“Do you like taking it up
the ass?” I asked.

“Yeah…”

“Good little caged boy,” I
continued. “Taking a girl cock like a cuck. You like having your
cock locked away. You like watching your wife fuck other people.
You like that she’s a good slut. You like not being able to cum
like a real man, don’t—”

And that was too much for Nick. He
grunted and strained and suddenly my hand was wet with his hot cum
where it shot through the pee slot.

I laughed in delight.

He groaned with denied
relief.

Heather sighed. “So fucking
hot.”

“He cums like a cuck,”
Gabe declared.

While I liked being a hotwife, Nick
wasn’t really a cuckold. He knew who I was fucking and when. I
wasn’t abusing him. He liked this. As twisted as it was, he liked
this.

Heather grabbed my hand and brought it
to her mouth to lick up Nick’s cum. I was a bit jealous she was
getting all the rewards, but he had mostly cum due to her hard
work.

There would be plenty of cum from Nick
later for me.

With a satisfied moan, she sat back on
her heels. That caused the strapon to slip from Nick’s ass. “That
was fun…but I need to cum. I’m so fucking horny.”

Gabe pointed to his soft cock with his
finger. “Hot as that was, hon. I don’t think I can help you out
right now.”

“I can,” I said eagerly
and started tugging on her harness straps. We laughed and giggled
and kissed and got it off her. Then I was between her legs, kissing
and fingering her pussy. She was incredibly wet and incredibly
worked up.

In less than a minute she was cumming
on my fingers, soaking me to the wrist.

“We have to do this
again!” I declared as I kissed her and then turned my head to kiss
Nick.
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