
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
Come Out And Play 6

 


A Male Chastity Erotic Novel

 


Elliot Silvestri

 


Smashwords Edition

 


This is a work of fiction. All of the
characters, organizations, and events portrayed in this work are
products of the author’s imagination. Any similarity to real
persons, living or dead, is coincidental and not intended by the
author.

 


Come Out And Play 6

 


A Male Chastity Erotic Novel

 


Copyright ©
2022
Green Bush Publishing

 


First Edition

 


All rights reserved. No part of this work may
be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any electronic or
mechanical means, including photocopying, recording, or by any
information storage or retrieval system, without the written
permission of the publisher.

 


 


A Green Bush Publishing Book

 


 


Smashwords Edition, License Notes

 


This ebook is licensed for your personal
enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to
other people. If you would like to share this book with another
person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If
you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not
purchased for your use only, then please return to Smashwords.com
and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work
of this author.

 


Contains adult material that might not be
suitable for all audiences. This work is a fantasy, but in your own
life be sure to follow safer sex practices. All characters depicted
in this work of fiction are 18 years of age or older.

 













Contents

Chapter
22

Chapter
23

Chapter
24

Chapter
25

Chapter
26

Chapter
27

 


 



Preview

About the Author







Book 6


Chapter 22




The next day was both the worst and
the best day at work I had ever had. 

When I arrived at Ms. Daggett’s office
and started to strip, she stopped me. 

“No time for that today. We’ll be in
meetings all day.”

She had a list of tasks for me and she
wasn’t kidding about the meetings. They started an hour into the
day and they didn’t stop.

The police and banks tend to be
serious when it comes to missing money. I had to sign documents and
give statements. I started to get worried because I was essentially
giving evidence in a criminal investigation, a lot of which I had
unwittingly done myself. 

Ms. Daggett is serious about
protecting her money. She didn’t mind spending it but she hated
having it taken from her.

No one questioned the nature of the
private club. Either the bank and cops already knew or they didn’t
care, or both.

I was exhausted at the end of the
day.

“Am I going to have to testify in some
trial?” I asked Ms. Daggett when the office was finally empty other
than us.

“Probably not,” she said casually.
“I’m sure one of the three thieves will make a quick plea deal and
turn on the other two. If they’re smart, they’ll take the deal.
They probably won’t get any prison time. Just have to return the
stolen money, do community service, and they’ll never work for me,
any of my companies, and any of my associated companies as
well.

In the finance world, that was a
serious punishment.

“You don’t like being robbed, do you,
Mistress?” I asked her, happy to slip back into our familiar
language after having to call her Ms. Daggett all day in front of
strangers. 

“That’s right. But now…you’ve worked
hard all day. You deserve a reward.”

“I do?” I was just plain tired from
the day. I wanted to have a drink and lay down.

I didn’t get to have that
choice.

“Drop your pants and bend over my
table. Keep your panties on. I’m going to enjoy this as much as
you.”

And just like that we went from our
business relationship to our sexual one. I kicked off my shoes and
dropped my pants like she asked. I wondered about my choice of
bright red panties. I liked this cut better than others, sort of a
half-thong that showed off my ass but wasn’t exactly a G-string or
tiny thong. I wasn’t really sure if I had chosen them or if they
were just on the top of the pile when I got dressed in the
morning.

Ms. Daggett liked to control me and
forcing me to wear panties with a little pouch for my small cock
and cage was just another part of that control. During the day I
hadn’t thought about how my cock was caged. It had faded into the
background. I thought about it now.

As I was preparing myself, she had
moved to the other side of her huge office. She spoke just as I was
getting into position. 

“You have such a nice ass. Those
workouts are good for my eyes.”

“Thank you, Mistress.” It was the only
thing I could say.

She approached me from behind and
reached between my legs, cupping my cock and balls. “So small. So
cute. So useless.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

She let go of me.

“Do you like being fucked in the ass?
Pegged?”

“Yes, Mistress.” My response was
automatic. I hadn’t given it any real thought.

She laughed at me. “You’re a
liar.”

I started to speak, but my words
caught in my throat. “I…I enjoy it. I just wouldn’t choose it on my
own.”

“I see,” she said
softly. 

Her fingers flirted with the small
back to my panties. She ran them over my waxed-smooth skin before
finally pulling aside the thin string that cut between my buttocks.
Her fingers probed at my back entrance. They were slick. She had
lube on them.

I gasped as she penetrated me. I
hadn’t been expecting her to go so deep.

“Do you like that?” she asked,
massaging me gently.

“Yes, Mistress.”

She chuckled again. “I bet you do.
Would you like me to take off your cage?”

“Yes, Mistress, but I’d never ask you
for that.”

“Smart boy.”

She moved her finger around a bit,
exploring and spreading the lube, before abruptly
withdrawing.

Ms. Daggett then marched around the
other side of her desk. Her side of the desk. She had a set of
drawers there. I didn’t move as I watched her pull a strapon
harness and attached dildo out of the bottom drawer. She then hiked
up her skirt and buckled the harness in place over her panties and
stockings. 

Somehow having the toy placed like
that made it seem so much more tawdry. 

I didn’t say a word as she greased up
the dildo, walked back behind me with her high heels clicking on
the hardwood floor, and once again moved aside the string to my
thong. “You’re going to love this,” she said as eased the dildo up
my ass.

I did like it.

I had been pegged a few times now and
each time I liked it more and more.

I didn’t want to think about what that
meant exactly.

She was really ramming it in my ass,
going all out. My cock struggled to get hard, but that wasn’t going
to happen. Not inside my cage. I wanted it off and I wanted to keep
it on. I wanted to cum and I knew it would hurt like hell when I
came.

By now I could recognize all the
signs. My body was going to do whatever it was going to do and
there was nothing I could try that would stop it. Ms. Daggett loved
pegging me. 

I was starting to love more than I
wanted to admit.

I felt used and vulnerable. That
realization, along with Ms. Daggett’s cock probing at my prostate,
made me cum.

My cum splattered to the floor in
dribs and drabs as I gasped at her use of my body. Ms. Daggett
laughed at me as my body shook uncontrollably from the
orgasm.

“Did you like your reward?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Do you think you deserve
more?”

It was a loaded question. We both knew
that.

“No, Mistress. Whatever you give me is
more than enough.”

She slapped my ass. “Good boy.” I
moaned a little as she withdrew her cock. “Go home. We’ve had a
good day. Those thieves will get arrested shortly. I’ll have to
celebrate.”

I put my pants back on. Without being
asked, I cleaned up the mess I had made on Ms. Daggett’s floor. She
had already removed the strapon and was working on something else.
I slunk away to my apartment, ashamed and confused.


Chapter 23


Over the next week I had a lot to
think about. I went to the gym to work out. I went to the spa to
get waxed. I worked for Ms. Daggett. I barely saw Ms.
Daggett. 

I went through all the financial
records.

I thought a lot about my caged cock.
It didn’t try to get hard as much as it used to. That scared me
because I didn’t want to be neutered. I was happy to have Ms.
Daggett control my sexuality and my cock, but I wanted my libido to
remain strong.

Eventually I had completed my project
with her sex club’s finances. I had rebuilt the membership
lists. 

And it left me angry.

Angry enough to confront my
Mistress.

That scared me but I wasn’t going to
be emasculated. Maybe she controlled my cock, but I was still a
man.

My fingers trembled as I typed out the
short email to her, asking to speak with her about an important
matter.

I knew I was taking a risk, but I kept
the terms vague enough to hopefully intrigue her.

It worked.

My office, thirty
minutes.

I reported when ordered, stopping off
the elevator to strip. I then went and kneeled in front of her work
table. She was busy typing something on her computer. Ms. Daggett
paused for a half a second when she saw me kneel, but she didn’t
stop working.

My cock vaguely stirred in my cage. I
was excited for a variety of reasons.

I sensed she was making me wait as
long as possible. It was a control technique. I understood and
endorsed its use.

Eventually she turned from her
computer to look directly at me. I knew her curiosity would win out
eventually.

“What do you need to speak to me
about, Mr. Beemis?”

“Who was it that sent my emails to Ms.
Strohman and Ms. Taylor?” I asked boldly. “The emails that got me
fired.”

“Does it matter? It
happened.”

“I need to know. It had to be one of
my former friends.”

“Why worry about it? Are you happier
with your life now or back then?”

That question gave me
pause. 

I hated to admit it, even to myself,
but I liked my life better now. More money. My cock under a
beautiful woman’s control.

But the question nagged at
me.

“I’m happier now,” I admitted, “but I
won’t remain happy knowing it was a friend who betrayed
me.”

“You’re going to make yourself
miserable if you keep pushing for this.”

“I need to know,” I repeated. “I’ll be
more miserable if I keep thinking about it.”

“Even so, what can you do about it?
You’ll never know.”

“Ms. Strohman and Ms. Taylor are both
members of the club. You can ask one or both of them for the
information. They’ll give it to you.” I was treading on dangerous
ground.

Ms. Daggett laughed at me
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