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Part Three


Chapter Eight

 


Friday was date night for Tracy. We had been
preparing by having me wear the cage at night. To deal with the
pinching and pulling on my pubic hair I had taken to shaving the
base of my penis and everywhere the plastic came in contact with my
skin. When Tracy saw me in the shower with a razor she was
moderately amused.

“Seeing what it’s like to have to shave like
a woman?” she asked tartly. Tracy often complained about having to
shave her legs and edge her pubic hair for swimsuit season. I told
her it didn’t matter to me if she had leg hair, to which she would
just roll her eyes and continue with her depilation activities.

“It makes it easier to wear the cage,” I told
her.

Tracy reached out and fondled my cock and
balls as the water from the shower fell down on me. I automatically
got hard. “Stop that,” she told me, as if words alone were powerful
enough to keep my cock down. She let go of my cock and move down to
my balls, holding them firmly. “You should shave these as
well.”

“Why?”

“I want to feel just smooth skin in my mouth
when I suck your balls.”

That was a good enough reason for me and I
did as she asked. I was halfway through the process when I wondered
why she asked for that. I hadn’t received that many blowjobs from
her and I couldn’t ever remember her sucking my balls. She had
licked them a few times. Then it occurred to me that maybe it was
something she did to Kevin.

Thursday night Tracy fucked me after I
suckled her breasts and then put the chastity cage back in place
when we were done. I was let out briefly Friday morning to shower,
but it went back on. I was to wear it to work. Tracy said because,
“You just aren’t trustworthy enough, are you?”

“No.”

Hiding the device under my clothes was
surprisingly simple. Taking a bit of advice off the internet I
wrapped a small rubber band around the lock so I wouldn’t clank
when I walked. Other than that everything was as normal. No one
could tell my cock was encased in plastic and under the complete
control of my wife. There was a slot at the end of the tube so I
could pee without difficulty. My office has private bathrooms so it
was a simple matter to put my dick in the sink to clean up when I
was done at the toilet. No one was the wiser.

As far as I knew.

Tracy went out on her date and I stayed home.
It was supposed to be with the kids, but they now had busy social
lives. Both had scheduled sleepovers at friend’s houses and I was
home alone. Normally that would be a prime opportunity for me to
jerk off until Tracy came home. Instead I was trapped watching a
movie and contemplating my temporarily emasculated dick.

I was incredibly horny and there wasn’t
anything I could do about it.

Well, actually there was. I could go to the
garage and cut the damn thing off. I could go up to the bedroom
where Tracy had sealed the emergency key in an envelope and tear
open the envelope to free my cock so I could jerk off. But Tracy
had already warned me there would be “severe and dire consequences”
if I tried any funny business.

“What type of consequences?” I boldly
asked.

She looked down at her tits proudly on
display under her slightly too tight dress that showed more
cleavage than usual for her. “I’m willing to go through some pain
to cut you off from your milk supply.”

“I’ll leave it on,” I quickly agreed.

“I thought so.”

But I was quickly getting used to the
anticipation. It was almost better than the release. I couldn’t
wait for Tracy to get home and tell me about her night with Kevin.
She was wearing the other key on a simple gold necklace she had dug
out of her jewelry box. I wondered if Kevin would ask her about
it.

I nursed her breasts empty before she left.
Right before she walked out the door Tracy gave me a kiss. “Don’t
wait up.” And with that she was gone. I was alone in the house with
nothing but my cockcage and me. The internet is a great way to find
porn, but if you don’t have access to your cock, there’s little fun
in porn. I watched a couple of movies and waited up for my
wife.

I waited a long time.

The movies kept me distracted, mostly. Horror
movies seemed to distract me the best. It was terribly late when
Tracy opened the door, announcing her arrival back home. I didn’t
want to look at the clock, but I knew it was much later than I
wanted it to be.

“What time is it?” I asked. I hadn’t fallen
asleep, but I was in that hazy zone between dreaming and full
consciousness.

“Time to have sex,” Tracy told me as she
pulled the chain holding my key over her head. My eyes briefly
locked on the bit of brass in her hand, knowing it was my freedom
she held.

I turned off the TV and got to my feet. Just
a quick look at Tracy told me, and any casual viewer, that she had
recently had sex. Her face was glowing, her hair was messed up, and
her eyes were shining with unrestrained desire.

I was more than ready to be released. The
sight of Tracy made my cock grow hard in my cage and I couldn’t
wait to be released. Once I was free, I’d get to fuck her and it
would be magnificent.

“Come upstairs,” she told me, leading the way
to our bedroom. My eyes locked on her ass as she sashayed up the
stairs. When we walked into the room she looked over her shoulder
at me. “Help me take off my dress.”

It was one of those dresses that zip up the
back and is practically impossible to get on or off by herself. I
lowered the zipper knowing that Kevin must have done the same thing
a few hours earlier. Her back was bare and I realized she wasn’t
wearing her bra. Tracy pulled her arms out of the sleeves and
shimmied out of the dress, letting in fall to the floor. I looked
down at her ass. The blue lace thong was wedged between her
buttocks and I saw on her right cheek a little bruise.

“What’s this?” I asked touching the dark
blemish on her skin.

Tracy jumped and whirled around, her breasts
bouncing provocatively. She shyly held her arms over her nipples,
as if hiding the fact she hadn’t worn her bra home. Craning her
neck Tracy looked where I had touched her. “Oh, that,” she said
nervously. “I guess that Kevin must have given me a hickey.”

I was alarmed. “On your ass?”

“He likes my ass.”

“So he bit it?”

“Kissed, bit, sucked. That’s how you get a
hickey.”

I remembered his earlier request of her. “Did
he fuck you in the ass tonight?”

Tracy dropped her hands from her breasts,
“Not tonight. But he did put his thumb up there while he fucked
me.” She smiled shyly. “I’m going to save my ass for him for a
special occasion.”

I couldn’t think of a special occasion where
a wife offered anal sex to her boyfriend, but that didn’t
matter.

Her words must have given Tracy second
thoughts about her offer to Kevin. “Unless maybe you want to try it
first?” she asked. “You’ve never asked for it.”

“I shook my head. That’s fine. Anal’s not my
thing.”

She licked her lips. “Then I’ll save it for
Kevin, if that’s all right with you.”

My response was just to nod. I knelt down in
front of her and kissed her slightly convex tummy. I was accustomed
to Tracy’s scent and she smelled like she normally did, but with
the added element of sweat from physical exertion and what I was
certain was Kevin’s scent as well. He had rubbed off on her. I put
my hands to her panties and started pulling them down over her
hips.

“Careful,” she warned me.

I had intentionally knelt down to see the
unveiling of her pussy. I expected the material to cling to her
pussy lips. Tracy always got wet during sex and afterwards, after
getting dressed, that moisture had to have dried causing her
panties to adhere to her labia. Add to that the remnants of Kevin’s
cum and her panties would be practically glued in place.

What surprised me first was the complete
absence of Tracy’s auburn pubic hair. It was gone. I stopped with
her panties still halfway on and looked up at my wife. She actually
blushed at me.

“Kevin shaved me,” she admitted. “He said he
likes his women like a hairless sex dolphin.”

“Hairless sex dolphin?” I questioned her.

She nodded and was unable to meet my gaze.
“His words. It’ll grow back.”

“It’s fine,” I said. “Sexy. Different.” I
continued to pull her thong off. As I had predicted the material
stuck to her skin and I had to pull down to free them. Bits of
Kevin’s cum still clung to her pussy. I leaned forward and kissed
her bare pubic mound.

“Mmm,” she moaned. “More.”

“On the bed,” I said. She took two steps back
and sat down on the mattress. She spread her legs but left her feet
on the floor. Now the smell of sex was strong in the air as I moved
in close to inspect her pussy.

It was red, I assumed from being fucked, but
maybe from being shaved. She was completely bare. Not a hair in
sight.

“Can you smell him?” she asked me.

“Yes.” I wasn’t sure if that was true or not,
but it was the answer she wanted to hear.

“Do you want to taste him?”

Again, I wasn’t sure if I wanted to, but it
was obvious what she wanted me to do. I lowered my face to her cunt
and started licking and sucking her. Maybe her flavor was different
from what I was accustomed to, maybe not. Still, it was exciting.
Tracy’s breathing changed immediately to quick, sharp breaths as
she started writhing on the bed.

My cock was getting hard inside the cage. It
was then that I realized I was still fully dressed. That didn’t
matter at this point. Always before when I went down on my wife,
I’d absently play with my cock to keep it hard while I was
pleasuring her. This was impossible now, but I was as hard as I had
ever been, albeit my hardness was contained within a plastic
tube.

I enjoyed eating out my wife and she was
enjoying my attention to her as well. If Kevin had left anything
behind it wasn’t obvious or most of it had leaked out of her
already. But I knew she had been fucked. When I opened my eyes I
could see little bits of Kevin’s cum here and there on her pubic
mound. I also saw my key clasped tightly in Tracy’s hand. That gave
me the impetus to make her cum with the idea that if she didn’t
cum, she wouldn’t release me.

Making a woman cum once is a challenge, but
once that first hurdle is jumped, each successive one is easier.
Tracy had been well-primed by Kevin, so when my tongue got
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