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Chapter 9




“Fuck me,” she said as her
climax faded. It wasn’t clear if she was exclaiming her surprise at
his revelation or if she was asking him to actually fuck her
again.

“I told you that you
didn’t want to know,” said Michael.

Irene reached out to him and grabbed
his cock. He was hard. She wiggled her body around and got up on
her knees so that she could take his cock into her mouth. As she
sucked him her ass was in the air.

Michael couldn’t resist. He reached
over her ass and played with her pussy, running his fingers along
her slit. She was wet. He didn’t go down to her clit. He went the
other direction and found her puckered asshole.

Pushing a finger against the muscle,
he said, “Is this what you want?”

Irene moaned and took him out of her
mouth. “Not your finger. Your cock.”

He knew he should have just ended it
with Irene. That would have made everything so much easier. He knew
he was headed down the path to disaster.

He figured it was easier to avoid
disaster when it was up close.

Irene had condoms and lube. It only
took a minute to roll on a condom while she lubed up her ass. He
added more lube to his condom-covered cock. 

“On my back this time,”
she said as she shoved a pillow under her hips. “Pretend I’m a
dirty whore.”

“I won’t need much
imagination for that,” he told her with a sarcastic
grin.

“Asshole.”

“That’s where my cock is
going. You’re a smart girl.” He grinned evilly down at her. Irene
wasn’t cowed. She spread her legs and grabbed his slippery cock to
guide it where it didn’t belong. 

Doing anal for the second time was
easier. She was more relaxed and eager and knowing what was going
to happen excited her. His cock went in. She imagined she could
feel the little ridge of his CBR piercing pushing against her back
entrance. Everything was easier the second time. 

It was wrong to have his cock up her
ass. She didn’t care. She wanted to be wrong. It was wrong to fuck
a bi man in a relationship with another man, but here she was. Then
again, they had another man in her bed just an hour ago, so
morality wasn’t Irene’s strength. 

“Oh…fuck…yes…” she moaned
as he started fucking her ass like it was her pussy. Since her
pussy was being neglected, she put her hand down there to make sure
that Michael’s small, but adequate, cock was still up her ass,
before she wetted her fingers in her tunnel to play with her
clit.

The two fucked like they were
challenging each other. It was the roughest, almost violent sex
they had ever had. 

Irene loved it. She had little trouble
cumming. She came a half dozen times and couldn’t distinguish if
the climax originated in her ass or her clit and she didn’t
care.

When Michael abruptly pulled out of
her ass and yanked off his condom, she was disappointed, but then
he pumped himself with his hand a few times before ejaculating cum
all over her chest and stomach.

“Oh fuck that was good,”
she complimented him as she rubbed his cum into her
skin.

“Yeah. Fucking good,” he
panted.

“Next time, I want to peg
your ass,” she declared.

Michael looked at her in
terror.

He knew what pegging was. It was when
a woman wore a strapon cock and fucked her husband or boyfriend or
whatever in the ass. Michael had had dildos and buttplugs up his
ass before, but always with a woman he was using his cock. She was
the one to be penetrated, not him.

She wanted to reverse that. It was
wrong. Even if he had had many men’s cocks up his ass, it felt
wrong for a woman to do it.

He wanted to experience it.

“No,” he said. His voice
quavered.

Irene laughed at him. “I don’t even
have a harness, but if I did, the next time I saw you, you’d be
taking my cock up your ass. But you’ve had cocks up your ass
before, haven’t you?”

Michael was ashamed to admit that he
had. That didn’t stop him from admitting it. “Yes.” His voice was
small.

Irene saw he was scared. “Oh relax. I
was just teasing, talking dirty. We don’t have to do
it.”

“I think I want
to.”

“Are you going to wear
your little chastity cage for me too?” she pressed.

He was taken aback. “Why would you
want me to wear it? I spent a lot of time learning to pick the
lock.”

He realized too late that he had said
too much.

“What?” asked Irene. “You
pick the lock?”

“No. I didn’t say that.”
Even to Michael’s ears that lie was painful to hear.

“Yes you did. Does your
boyfriend force you to wear a chastity cage all the time? Omigod!
Do you betray your boyfriend not just by cheating on him, but by
taking off your cage when you’re supposed to be locked?”

Michael remained silent.

Irene considered this for a moment,
and then continued. “I mean, I suppose I should be flattered that
you’d do that just to have sex with me…”

“Maybe we should stop
seeing each other,” Michael said in a lame attempt to end the
discussion.

Irene shrugged. The gesture made her
breasts jiggle. Michael couldn’t not look at that. “If you want…but
then you don’t get all access to this wonderful pussy,” she told
him, running her fingers over sex.

“You told me the next time
we got together you wanted to peg me,” Michael snapped at
her.

“I didn’t say that was all
we were going to do.”

Michael stood up. “I can’t deal with
this. I need to leave. I need to think this over.”

“Sure, sure,” Irene said
agreeably. “Your clothes are downstairs.”

She grabbed her robe and wrapped it
around her body while Michael left the room ahead of her. As he
descended the stairs, she admired the way his muscular bottom
flexed for her pleasure. He hurriedly dressed in an effort not to
get caught naked in the living room, breaking the house
rules. 

Irene was upset, but not surprised,
that he left without saying anything to her.


Chapter 10


After the gym Scott wanted to fuck
Michael when they got home. Scott hadn’t made his boyfriend parade
about in the gym locker room naked except for his cage; he had
sensed that something was on Michael’s mind and thought that maybe
some exercise would loosen him up.

“I don’t want to tonight,”
said Michael, not thinking about what he was saying.

Scott gave him the eye. “You’re always
desperate to get out of your cage,” he said. “You beg for it. And
now tonight, you don’t want to? What’s bothering you, Michael? Tell
me the truth and I’ll even give you a blowjob.”

Michael just looked at him and
stripped down, but left on his boxer briefs, before getting into
bed.

“Why aren’t you talking to
me?”

“Because I’m fucking
frustrated.”

“That’s the whole purpose
of the cage,” said Scott. “But I did offer to take it
off.”

“Maybe I don’t want to be
fucked up the ass,” snapped Michael. “Again.”

“Okay. I’ll blow you. It’s
been too long.” He had been undressing as they spoke and had
removed all his clothes. Michael looked at his cock with some
jealousy. Scott was bigger than him, soft or hard. As per their
agreement, Scott got to keep most of his pubic hair when Michael
had to shave completely. Scott was as natural as the day he had
been born while Michael had a piercing. 

Most of the time he enjoyed those
things, the differences between them, but today, after his secret
session with Irene, they just annoyed him.

“You’re only offering to
blow me because you’re trying to keep me happy so I’ll stay in a
cage all the time for you.”

“I’m
offering because I love you and I know blowjobs make you—hell, any
man—happy. If you don’t want to continue with chastity, we don’t
have to. But I remember that you were the one to suggest
it.”

“You don’t have to keep me
caged all the time!”

Scott said nothing but removed the key
from the chain around his neck. “Take off your boxers,” he said. “I
want to suck your cock.” He displayed the key to Michael’s
lock.

The real problem was that Michael
didn’t know what he wanted. The immediate problem was that if he
didn’t let Scott blow him then there would be other problems. The
secondary problem was hoping that he could get hard and cum for
Scott after blowing his load twice with Irene earlier in the
day.

Still, Michael took off his underwear.
He didn’t have it in him to argue. He was a natural submissive and
doing what Scott asked or ordered was just in his
nature.

“You’ve been so good
lately, not begging to be let out and letting me do what I want,”
Scott mused as he fitted the key into the lock before popping it
open. “I know some guys want to go permalock, but that’s just
bullshit, right? No one can go with a cage on forever, even just
taking it off for cleaning. You’ve got to get some release every
once in a while. It’s good for cock health.”

As he talked he freed the lock and
slipped the steel shaft off Michael’s penis. He felt so vulnerable
when Scott did that, did it all for him. He was submissive, but he
liked to have some agency in his sex life.

But it was nice to be attended to as
well.

Scott moved quickly with a sure hand.
It was easy for him to remove the retaining ring before Michael got
hard because Michael didn’t immediately get hard. 

Almost automatically Scott did a quick
visual and manual inspection of Michael’s cock, making sure
everything was in good working order before leaning in and taking
Michael’s manhood in his mouth.

Michael was already rising to the
occasion. He couldn’t stay soft for Scott. His boyfriend was an
expert at sucking cock. It only took Michael a minute to go from
soft to rigid. 

Scott didn’t just suck the head and
work the shaft with his hand. He sucked on Michael’s balls. He
gently massaged his taint. He teased Michael’s asshole. He did all
of these things without asking; he knew by instinct and experience
what Michael wanted. He
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