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Chapter 25




The next day Emma summoned me to her house for an
inspection. I had the suspicion that Jobeth was supposed to be
doing that now, but apparently I had fucked that up. 

Before I could get to her house, I still had work.
Unless Emma decided to gift me a lifetime supply of money for me
letting her cage my cock, I still needed a job. I blocked incoming
texts from just about everyone in my life: Stan, Raquel, Holly, Di,
Jobeth. I only left Emma able to contact me. 

That strategy didn’t work when Di unexpectedly showed
up at the office. It wasn’t unheard of for someone in her position
to appear at our offices. She worked in construction; I was in
construction supply. I hoped it was a business meeting. 

It wasn’t. She quickly made the rounds of the office,
saying the right things, but eventually cornered me in my
office. 

“Can we talk?” she asked, a knowing grin on her
face.

I looked around the office. I could have made a break
for it, but I knew that Di wouldn’t give up easily. She was too
into this.

“Sure, but I don’t have much time. I have an
appointment—”

“This won’t take long,” she said. “Not based on past
experience,” she added with a wink.

We went into my small office. “Keep the door open for
air circulation,” I told her as we walked in.

She closed the door. There wasn’t a lock, but she
didn’t care.

Di whipped off her polo shirt, showing off her
tattoos and her athletic bra. She was one of those few women who
could make a sports bra look sexy. It had to be one of the most
unusual seductions in the history of sexual aggressive women in the
workplace.

“What are you doing?” I hissed at her.

She didn’t answer my question. “Show me your
cock.”

I glared at her. “You know I can’t. I have the cage
on.” 

“I know. That’s why I want to see it. I want to make
sure.”

“Since when did my cock suddenly become a subject for
public knowledge?”

“Since you put that thing on and told me about
it.”

“Look, this isn’t professional and I don’t like it.
If you don’t want to talk roofing and shingles, you need to
leave.”

Di inserted her fingers down into her jeans. Not all
the way to her pussy, but I got the idea.

“I want to jill off looking at your cock, or you can
eat me out and make me cum. Either or. I just need to get off.”

“Did Emma or Jobeth put you up to this?”

“What if they did? What if they didn’t?” she asked as
she popped the button to her jeans and tugged down the zipper. When
her underwear came into view I noted it matched her sports bra.
Then I remembered that old axiom: if she matched her bra and
panties, she’s already decided to have sex with you.

Fuck.

“Is this what you want to see?” I all but snapped at
her as I opened up my pants and displayed my small cock cage to
her.

“So cute,” she purred. “So sexy.”

When I started to tuck myself away, Di stopped me.
“No! Leave it out. Do you want to watch while I jill off or do you
want to eat my pussy?” To help my choice along, she wiggled her
tight jeans down over her hips.

“This isn’t fair.”

“You don’t have to do it,” she said. Di kicked off
her unlaced work boots and seated herself on the edge of my
visitor’s chair. “But I do have Jobeth’s number…”

Just watching would be too frustrating. “I’ll eat you
out.”

“Music to my ears.”

She pulled her jeans off one leg, but left them on
the other. This was going to be quick. From her slouched position
on the chair she spread her legs and pulled aside her
panties. 

I went down on my knees. I could smell her pussy as I
approached. She was so horny that her pussy was practically
dripping amrita.

Putting my hands on her thighs was enough to elicit a
little moan from her. From there it was easy to eat her out. As I
did so, I occasionally glanced up at her face. Di’s eyes were
clamped firmly shut as she focused on the skills of my lips and
tongue.

Getting Di to cum was easy. I was just worried
someone on the other side of the wall was going to hear her or else
come bursting into my office and see me with my cock caged and
hanging out of my pants while eating her out.

None of that happened. Di came with a stifled cry. I
wiped my face with a few tissues from my desk. She pulled her
panties back into place and quickly got dressed. 

“I can’t believe I just fucking did that,” I moaned,
my face in my hands as I staggered back to the chair behind my
desk. 

Di smirked at me “I’ll do a double load of shingles
next week. Thanks for the tongue.”

“You’re going to tell Emma, right?”

She didn’t answer me and just left the office.

 


It was only a few hours later when I arrived at
Emma’s house. Cora escorted me to the living room. Automatically I
stripped when the maid started to exit the room. She paused for
just a moment, looking back at me as I removed my shirt. For a
middle-aged woman who wasn’t blonde she was rather attractive. But
not attractive enough to make my cock stir. 

Once I was naked except for my cage, I waited
patiently. I knew what Emma expected of me by now.

It was a good fifteen minutes before she walked into
the room. As always, Emma was impeccably dressed, this time in a
yellow pantsuit looking like she came from a fundraising meeting
for some Republican candidate campaigning for a local office. A
candidate who would inevitably get caught up in a scandal involving
an underage boy or outright theft of campaign funds. 

“What the hell are you doing?” she asked while going
directly to the bar next to the piano. 

“Waiting for you?” I asked warily as she poured
herself a drink. She didn’t offer me one.

“Naked?”

“I have my cage on.”

“I can see that. Did I ask you to strip?”

“No.”

“So what the hell are you doing?” She sipped her
drink.

“Waiting for my inspection.” That had to be a better
answer.

It wasn’t. Her face soured. “That’s Jobeth’s job.
Answer my question: what the hell are you doing?”

“What the hell are you asking?”

She smirked at me. “Did you fuck that Diane woman
today at your office?”

“No,” I said quickly. Too quickly. “I have my cage
on!”

Emma’s smirk changed to an evil smile. “Did you eat
her cunt?”

My mouth went dry. Di hadn’t been lying about Emma’s
number. I felt like I was being used and manipulated…and I liked
it.

“Yes.”

She nodded her head. “Points for being honest. So
answer this question…and do put your clothes back on…what are your
intentions with my daughter?”

“Jobeth?” I asked as I struggled back into my boxer
briefs. 

Emma rolled her eyes. “I have just the one.”

“I mean…she’s your daughter. I have no intentions
with her. I belong to you.”

“Your cock belongs to me. That’s why I’ve caged it.”
She sighed in annoyance. “I’ve done so much for you and her. I’ll
never understand why the girl is so obsessed with you. I should
just turn your key over to her and be done with it. Let you break
her heart again.”

“I’d never do that.”

“In my grandmother’s time, a man like you, we would
have just taken care of.”

“What?” I was confused.

“Run off the road. Found in bed with a prostitute. A
little heart attack with a friendly doctor’s prescription.
Accidental sport shooting while hunting. Staged suicide.”

It dawned on me exactly what she was saying.

“Please tell me you’re kidding,” I begged her as I
pulled my shirt back on.

Emma only smiled. “Too easy to get caught nowadays.
We’ve gone to the cage. Works just as well. Less messy.”

“I can’t fucking believe you.”

Her shrug dismissed my concern. “I have other men to
fuck. I’ve trained you as well as possible. Jobeth—Lord forgive
her—wants you back. Should I give her your keys or should you tell
her you don’t want to see her ever again?”

“But…but…you and I had sex…and everything else.”

She had no time for what were apparently pedantic and
pedestrian concerns about sexual morality. “So? There are a great
many men in this world I can fuck. I have no real interest in
fucking you. I only did it for Joey.”

“You fucked me for your daughter?” My mind wasn’t
operating correctly. That made no sense.

“Yes. I’ve been manipulating you into getting back
with my daughter because she—for reasons I’ll never understand—is
obsessed with you. I’ve manipulated many men—and a few women—in my
life.”

I didn’t want to ask what she meant by manipulating
in that context. I had a very good idea. 

“So…you were never interested in me?” I asked
plaintively.

She laughed in my face and swallowed the last of her
drink. “Never. I do hope that doesn’t disappoint you, my sweetling.
You’re too young for me. Your cock is too small. Your skills in the
bedroom, while adequate, aren’t what I need. You can have Jobeth or
nothing.”

Somehow my brain latched onto one fact. “She loves
me?” I turned the question into a statement. “She loves me.”

Emma’s face soured. “Yes. For some reason. Yes. Do
you want her or not?”

“Yes, yes I want her.”

Emma’s attitude changed ever so slightly. “Good. I’ll
have her contact you. And if you cheat on her a second time…” She
smiled happily. “Well, I haven’t forgotten the lessons my
grandmother taught me.”

Only Emma could talk about the casual murder of a
husband, boyfriend, or lover. 

“I won’t. I’ll have the cage on my cock.”

“Good!” she exclaimed happily. “It’s too bad you’re
already dressed. I wouldn’t have minded pegging you one last
time.”

cover.jpg





