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Chapter 15

 


The next month sucked. There’s no
other way to describe it. All I was doing was worrying about my
cock and watching it slowly heal. I had to deal with the annoying
pain of having a piece of metal through my most sensitive bit of
flesh. It was a completely different sort of pain than wearing the
cage.

There was some blood.

There was the issue of crusties and
unwanted bleeding.

There was the issue of having to
adjust myself in public and in private.

And then I had to report to Emma every
week for a checkup.

It was less a medical
checkup and more of a way for her to control me. I liked that
control, but I didn’t like the way she did it. I
suppose that’s the essence of control.

My first visit to her after being
pierced when she pegged me was more or less what I expected. I
wanted it even though I knew that was stupid.

The second visit, after a full week of
frustration, was something else. Emma was there waiting for me, but
so was Maria.

I didn’t mind that so much, but she
had me strip in the living room to inspect me. Once Emma was
satisfied, I was escorted—naked—up to the bedroom that was Emma’s
sex center. 

“His hair is starting to grow back,”
observed Maria as she ran a finger along my lower belly.

“You’ll have another appointment at
the spa tomorrow,” Emma informed me. “I can’t have my plaything
unkempt, can I? Now get on the bed on your hands and
knees.”

I knew this was coming. I assumed the
position and shivered just a little bit as Emma parted my buttocks
and applied some lube to my asshole.

But it wasn’t her putting on the
strapon harness this time. It was Maria. The woman with the dark
hair dropped her skirt but kept on her stocking and panties. She
had a dildo mounted to the harness that was bright blue and
alarmingly large.

I managed to take it up my ass
anyway.

That orgasm marked my first one in a
week. That was the longest I had gone—as an adult or even a
teenager—without cumming in my life. It wasn’t as painful as the
first one after getting pierced, but not having ejaculated in a
week, I felt every bit of the strain and the pain.

“Very good,” Emma laughed as I
splattered my cum all over the bedspread. “Very good.”

“This was fun,” Maria declared. “When
can we do it again?”

I expected the again to be in a week.
I wasn’t wrong…but I wasn’t right either.

The second week there was only Emma
waiting for me. That was fine. I didn’t want to be pegged by anyone
else but her. Maria was fine, but I didn’t want to give Emma the
impression that I wanted someone else.

When we got up to the sex room, there
was someone else waiting. Not Cora. Not Maria. Not even Jobeth. It
was a man. An older man, probably around Emma’s age. They displayed
no affection. He had been looking at his cell phone when I entered
the room naked, but he ignored me and just greeted Emma.

“Jeffrey,” she nodded at
him. “Ready for the show?”

“Of course.” He put his phone away. My
small erection had withered away to almost nothing. “How long has
he been pierced?”

I sort of liked it that they talked
about me like I wasn’t there.

“Two weeks.” Emma unzipped her skirt.
She was wearing full pantyhose underneath which she didn’t bother
to remove. Jeffrey stepped away and sat in one of the armchairs on
the side of the bed.

Emma put on the harness and had me get
on my back on the bed. She fucked me missionary style, as if I was
the woman and she was the man.

Jeffery seemed unmoved by our
performance. Naturally Emma got me to cum. My spunk splattered all
over my chest and stomach. I was reasonably sure she climaxed twice
in the process. She liked to be in charge.

“So much for a small cock,” commented
Jeffrey.

“It’s small, but effective. Have you
jerked off at all this week, Curt?”

“No, Emma, I haven’t.”

“Hmm. There are ways to make yourself
cum without touching the piercing or the head of your little
penis.”

“I know…but I wanted to save it for
you.”

She laughed at me and ran
her fingers through the cum on my skin. She tasted some of it, and
then scooped up more, offering her dripping fingers to me. Jeffrey
was still unmoved. I was glad to get
dressed and leave.

The third week was just
Emma again. Cora let me in the house. I automatically stripped in
the living room. I was surprised when, after a thirty
minute wait, Cora and Emma entered the room together. Cora was in a
dominatrix outfit—leather and latex—that covered every inch of her
body. It made her curves spectacular. 

On the harness around her hips she was
wearing a bright red dildo. In her flowered business suit Emma
inspected my cock.

“Almost ready, I think,” she declared.
“You’re healing quickly. When was the last time you jerked
off?”

“Before I was pierced,” I said. It was
the truth.

We went up to the sex room. Cora led
the way. I couldn’t keep my eyes off her ass; I knew that was
intentional. Emma brought up the rear. She had to have been looking
at my ass.

This time I was on my hands and knees
on the bed while Cora pegged my ass. I rather liked it. She knew
exactly what she was doing. Emma watched from a chair. Or barely
watched. Apparently me taking a red phallus up my ass could barely
hold her attention. I came because I was that sort of man now, one
who came from getting fucked in the ass. Cora was silent and
unmoved as always. Once she made me cum, she was done and exited
the room.

“I think your new cage will be here
next week,” said Emma as she handed me a towel to clean my cock.
“Aren’t you excited?”

“Yes.”

 

I actually sort of was excited. The
healing process was mostly done and I was going to be able to use
my cock again the way it was supposed to be used. Sure, I was going
to be in a cage, but Emma got off on releasing me as much as I did,
so it wasn’t like I was going to be neutered.

It was the evening of
the fourth weekly inspection at Emma’s
that I came home to my small, shared apartment to find Stan and
Raquel on the living room couch having sex with another
woman.

I stopped dead in my
tracks.

I had just opened the door and stepped
inside. They hadn’t noticed me right away, but that was because
they were far too interested in each other. 

I recognized Stan and
Raquel right away. Stan I just knew because he had been my roommate
for over two years. Plus, he lived there. Raquel was
the woman who had been in and out of his life for the past few
months. Number three I didn’t recognize mostly because I couldn’t see her face.

I only initially recognized Stan from
the tattoo on his back. Raquel was on the couch, legs spread wide,
a look of bliss on her face. While she had always been an
attractive woman, this was the first time I was seeing her naked
tits. They were great. It would have been fine if Stan had been
plowing Raquel and I just interrupted them; it would have been a
funny story to tell years down the road. 

But that wasn’t the case. Stan was on
his knees fucking the third woman from behind. Other than having
long brown hair pulled back in a braid I couldn’t see anything else
distinguishing about her because her face was buried in Raquel’s
pussy, eating her out.

I guessed that Stan had worked out his
little problem with Raquel…and maybe women in general.

Not knowing what to do, I was about to
back out of the apartment, but I stumbled into the door and made a
racket loud enough to alert the trio.

Raquel let out a little shriek and
covered her tits. Stan looked over his shoulder at me.

“Oh. Hey. I…uh…didn’t expect you back
so soon.”

It was the best he could do under the
circumstances. I didn’t blame him.

The second woman lifted her face from
Raquel’s pussy, much to Stan’s nominal girlfriend’s
annoyance. 

I was relieved she wasn’t someone I
recognized right away. She wasn’t Jobeth or Emma or Maria or Diane
or even Cora. 

It took me a second to place her
face.

“Hello Curt,” she said in a unique
voice that helped me place her.

“Oh. Holly. How…how are you?” I felt
like an idiot talking to her.

“Good. Are you going to join us or are
you just going to stare?”

I couldn’t use my cock and I didn’t
want to have to explain my relatively new piercing to my roommate,
his girlfriend, and Holly, my very ex-girlfriend. 

I remembered that Raquel and Holly
were at least acquaintances if not outright friends. Maybe they
were a hell of a lot more.

“Uh…I’m going to my room,” I said.
“I’m pretty spent.” 

“Are we going to bother you, dude?”
asked Stan as I hurried past them.

“No. It’s all good.”

Under any other circumstances I would
have been thrilled to get a chance to fuck Holly again, especially
if it came without any strings attached. Hell, Raquel was pretty
and sexy enough that watching or even fucking her would have been
the complete opposite of a punishment. I just didn’t want to
explain my dick to them. 

Plus, even seeing the three of them
going at it, didn’t make my cock stiffen at all.

What was wrong with me?

In my room I put in some earbuds and
turned up the music so I couldn’t hear anything.

That was good.

That was for the best.
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