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Part Four


Chapter Eleven

 


I wound up spending the entire weekend in
chastity, which was both wonderful and terrible. At this point
Tracy was generally keeping me locked up for two or three days at a
time, after the three day mark she’d release me and we’d have the
type of normal straight sex that hypocritical preachers advocate
while fondling teenage boys in the rectory. But generally on the
weekends she would release me every night so we could have sex.
Naturally I’d nurse from her every day just to keep her milk supply
going and because she needed the relaxation nursing gave her.

Even during my three day lockups Tracy would
release me every morning for shaving and other hygiene purposes. It
was then she would tease me the most, getting me hard and then
applying ice or making me take a cold shower to get soft enough
again to go back in my cage. That wasn’t possible this time because
Kevin had my key. True, we did have the emergency key that we could
have used, but that would be cheating. It wasn’t an emergency it
was just a difficult period that I’d suffer through and be better
for. At least that was what Tracy told me, but she wasn’t the one
suffering with a painful erection every morning. She wasn’t the one
not getting any sexual relief, I was going down on her every night,
getting her off. She got to use her vibrator whenever she had the
need. She got nursed every night, her breasts emptied and her
sexual needs met while I just had to suffer.

It was a good suffering.

I was positive that Tracy would come home
from work Monday evening with my key and I’d be released and we’d
have wild, uncontrolled sex that evening. I wasn’t so lucky. Tracy
come home empty-handed.

“Where’s my key?” I asked her after
dinner.

To my surprise Tracy actually blushed and
looked away, unable to admit to me what happened to my key. “Um…you
have to go get it yourself.”

“Get it myself?”

“Yeah…over to Kevin’s. He said he’d give it
to you, but not to me.”

“Why not me?” I asked already knowing the
answer.

“He went down on me in the office today,” she
said softly. “He made me cum. The price was that you have to
retrieve your key.”

“You’re getting off on this, aren’t you?” I
asked her.

She still couldn’t look me in the eye. “A
little,” she admitted.

I drove over to Kevin’s alone, my cock still
locked up. I wasn’t uncomfortable really, not yet, but I was
annoyed and wanted release to be with my wife. Kevin was trying to
insert himself into our game and it was annoying me.

He opened the door literally seconds after I
rang the bell.

“Hey,” he said with a big grin on his
face.

“Tracy sent me over for the key,” I said
without prefacing my visit with an explanation. I didn’t even refer
to it as my key it was the key. I was pissed over how
this was going. I just wanted to nurse from my wife and fuck her.
Kevin had no right to force himself into my chastity.

His grin didn’t stop. “Sure. Come one
in.”

Stupidly I stepped into the apartment and
closed the door. He went to the kitchen table and picked up a key
ring. I immediately noted he had put the small brass key on his key
ring. It was just another attempt of his to assert some control
over me. I wasn’t having any of it.

“Want me to unlock you?” he asked.

“No thanks, Tracy’s waiting for me. She wants
to do it.”

He slowly, slowly started to remove the key.
“I’d love to give you a blowjob.”

I was expecting something like that. “Um, no
thanks.”

“Didn’t you like the first one I gave
you?”

“Oh, yeah, it was fine. Great. I’m just not
into that.”

The disappointment on his face was obvious.
But that didn’t stop him. “Huh. That’s not what Tracy agreed
to.”

My brow furrowed. “What exactly did she agree
to?”

Now Kevin grinned again. “She said the only
way for you to get back your key is if I were to give you a
blowjob. It was her idea. I’m not supposed to give it back to you
until I suck your cock.”

I froze. “Um…I’m not buying that.”

He pulled out his phone. “Want to call her
and ask?”

I reached into my pocket for my own phone.
Tracy answered after the second ring.

“Yes?”

“Did you really tell Kevin not to give back
the key until he blew me?” I asked her.

Her laughter pealed through our wireless
connection. “I’m a pretty good actress, aren’t I?”

“Ha ha. But he can’t blow me until the cage
is off.”

“Duh. He can unlock you and hold onto the key
until he’s done,” she pointed out.

I was so anxious that I had forgotten that
little detail. “Right. But how are you to know if he just gives me
the key without a blowjob or not?” Kevin was watching and listening
to everything I was saying. I tried to ignore him.

“I’m going on your honesty and his
integrity…and his desire to suck cock. Don’t make me insist upon
pictures,” she chimed. “Besides, you’ll love it.”

“I have my doubts.”

“You loved it on Friday. Don’t call me back
until he’s done.” She ended the call.

I put my phone away. “Okay, let’s get this
done,” I told Kevin.

He was still excited even though I had my
reservations about the whole operation. “You’re going to love
this,” he promised me as I unbuckled my pants.

“We’ll see.”

Oddly, my cock was straining inside the cage.
I wasn’t sure if that was because I had gone so long without
release or if my body was betraying my own desires. It didn’t
really matter. After I dropped my pants Kevin went to his knees and
used the key to unlock my cage. He was eager. I could have acted
like a complete dick and taunted him about his hidden bisexuality,
but that wouldn’t have helped me at all. And that wasn’t who I was.
But I wasn’t sure if having my cock sucked by my wife’s boyfriend
was who I was either.

The moment my cage was off my cock sprang
into action. I was immediately hard even though I didn’t feel any
desire for Kevin. He lowered his mouth onto me and proceeded to
give one of the most exquisite blowjobs I’ve ever received in my
entire life. He knew exactly how to control my balls and use his
hands on my shaft while he licked and sucked. I had to lean back
against the table to support myself. During the entire process I
was torn between trying to hold out and not cum because that would
mean I was enjoying fellatio from a man and trying to make myself
cum as quickly as possible to get it over with.

In the end the whole episode lasted less than
five minutes. I came in Kevin’s mouth and he swallowed my load. The
release felt good and my stress over being cooped up was gone.

“Want me to put it back on you?” Kevin
offered.

I shook my head and quickly put my cage back
in place. Tracy hadn’t specified that I should wear it home, but it
had now become an extension of me that to walk around without it
was starting to feel unnatural. Being exposed in front of Kevin
made me shrink up quickly which expedited the process. He took a
drink of water as he watched me get things back in place. When I
was done and zipped up, he handed over the key and I went home to
my wife.

“Did you enjoy it?” she asked me when I got
back home. She was already in bed so I stripped and slipped in next
to her.

Before I answered I handed the key over to
her. She slipped it over her head. “Enjoy the blowjob? Yes. Enjoy
the process? No.”

She laughed at me. “Oh, I’m sure you enjoyed
it more than you think. Every guy needs a bit of humiliation in his
life. Puts you on an even level with most women who have to deal
with humiliation of having sex with jerks.”

“Kevin is a jerk now?”

She shook her head. “No, just giving you an
idea of what some women have to deal with.” She reached down and
cupped my cockcage. “You need to nurse me, my tits are so full
right now.”

“And I suppose you want sex afterwards?” I
asked sulkily.

“You can make me cum, but you already had sex
tonight.”

 


Wednesday Tracy came home with news I didn’t
know how to react to. “I’m not going over to Kevin’s Friday night.”
They had more or less evolved into having a standing date most
Friday nights. Occasionally they had to cancel or change that, but
not often.

“Why not?”

She kept her face neutral but I knew she was
upset. “He’s going out on a date with Kerrie.”

“Oh.”

“That’s your reaction. ‘Oh.’” She was pissed
at me now and I had done nothing wrong.

“What should I say? A single guy shouldn’t
date a single woman because he’s already involved with a married
woman?”

“No!” Her answer was short and sharp.
“Kerrie’s just going out on a date with him to fuck him. She wants
to fuck him because I’m fucking him. She’s jealous.”

“And where exactly do you see your
relationship with Kevin going?” I felt like a relationship
counselor.

Tracy opened her mouth to answer, but nothing
came out. I tilted my head expectantly at her and she frowned and
said, “Just nurse me, will you? The things I have to go
through…”

 


Friday night Tracy was a complete grouch and
when we got in bed after I nursed and drained her breasts, she
fucked me with a vengeance, but only after forcing me to make her
cum with my mouth. I knew it was because of Kerrie but I opted not
to say anything about it. The upside of being in chastity is that I
knew I was going to get to have sex whenever Tracy released me. It
was pretty much a given. One of the real downsides is that I no
longer had any staying power. A five minute fuck was literally my
maximum copulation time. Tracy didn’t mind so much because she had
usually gotten off a few times before I was released and had the
opportunity to get inside her, but I would have liked my freedom to
last longer. After sex I cleaned up and she put my cage back in
place. We did that Friday, Saturday, and Sunday nights. That was a
new record for me since I had gone into chastity. Our new normal
was once every three days or so, but over the weekend it had been
every day.

As I was locking the cage back on
myself—sometimes Tracy allowed me that privilege because she
couldn’t be bothered after being exhausted by sex and nursing—I
commented to her, “I’ve been having so much sex lately that it
hardly feels like I’m being locked up every day.”

That caught her attention. “Oh, shit. I’m
sorry, honey, I guess I’ve been a little preoccupied.”

“With Kevin and Kerrie.”

Her face tightened up. “Yeah. She texted



































































































































































































cover.jpg





