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Part Five


Chapter Fourteen

 


“I’ve got a two week trip to Chicago next
month,” Tracy said to me after I had nursed from her and was just
about to sink my cock into her wet pussy.

“What? Why are you telling me this now?” I
complained as I put myself inside her. One of the advantages of
being a long-term couple was that we could carry on a conversation
while having sex.

“Because I wanted you in a good mood when I
told you.” It was Wednesday night and she had opted to release me
from the cage for making her favorite dinner, scallops with pasta,
and doing the dishes so she could relax. “And I you need to prepare
yourself to be caged for two solid weeks because I’m not flying
back home just so you can have sex.”

“Caged for two weeks?” I asked. It sounded
more like fun than a punishment. Tracy normally wore her key to my
cage around her neck, or on a bracelet, and sometimes on her key
chain the keys to her car and the house, but we also had the
emergency key in the envelope in the study’s desk just in case. If
she was gone for two weeks I’m sure I’d have an emergency. I wasn’t
worried.

But she knew me too well. She knew I was used
to regular release from chastity twice a week. She had trained me
and my body well. “I’m going to have to ask Kerrie to be your
keyholder for those two weeks. You can’t be trusted that long on
your own, I know you.”

I sought to deflect her worries with a
counter of my own. “What about your milk? How are you going to keep
up your supply for that long without me?”

She stroked my hair and gave me a little
kiss. “I’ll have my pump with me. It’ll be fine.”

“No, it won’t. I’ll have to come visit you
halfway through your trip.”

Tracy shook her head. “No. You won’t.”

I wasn’t sure if she was telling me I
couldn’t come to visit her or if she didn’t believe I actually
would. True, I had responsibilities and home and work, but those
could be worked around.

The twins were off at college. Tracy and I
had kept our relationship going in no small part due to her
continued lactation and my PA keeping me in chastity at her whim.
When we sent the twins to college we realized she had been
lactating for nearly twenty years. I asked her if she wanted to
take a break. Her reply?

“Why would I stop doing something I
love?”

Being held in chastity was a little more
difficult for me. The locks were always there. I was only let out
when Tracy was pleased with me. We had searched a little bit for a
new partner for her to taunt me with but hadn’t had much luck
beyond a couple of uncomfortable one-night stands for her. We had
even considered asking Kerrie to join us in bed, but she was back
to her unrestrained dating ways—now with both men and women—and it
never seemed the right time.

But we had never before gone two weeks
without releasing me. Sure, Tracy got pissed at me from time to
time and kept me locked up for a few days longer than usual, but at
most we would go five days at a time. Some men swore that being
locked up for a month—or more—at a time was the only way to
approach the perfect orgasm. They also advocated prostate milkings
and other strange practices. Tracy and I were just too horny to
deny ourselves carnal pleasure for more than a week.

Or, rather, she wouldn’t deny herself carnal
pleasure for more than a couple of days. I’d gone a week or more
without masturbating or having sex.

“We’ll use it as a test of your resolve and
willpower,” Tracy decided.

As always the emergency key was in the little
envelope in the desk. I could always use it if there was a true
emergency. I never had although we had twice when Tracy lost
track of her key for a couple of days. Tracy trusted me. We never
had to use those little plastic numbered zip ties that could easily
be cut with a pair of scissors but once the tie was cut it was
obvious I the lock had been breached. Because of her trust, I
wanted to make her proud and show her I could endure this
separation.

It would be the longest period we had ever
been apart since we were married.

“I don’t want my willpower tested,” I all but
whined to her.

Her smile was a little too sly for my taste.
“I might have a solution for this.”

She didn’t tell me her solution right away.
Waiting was part of the thrill. Frisson

 


Tracy and Kerrie were in the kitchen when I
got home from work. Since I started work later than Tracy I usually
got home after her. It wasn’t unusual to have Kerrie over for
dinner, especially right now as she was between lovers (her new
term for her romantic partners because it was too difficult to
switch back and forth between girlfriend and
boyfriend) and they liked to drink a little wine before
dinner.

The wine bottle was mostly gone when I walked
in the door.

“Evan, take off your pants,” was the first
thing Tracy said to me after I announced my arrival.

“Um…what?” I asked nervously glancing at
Kerrie who was watching me intently.

Tracy rolled her eyes impatiently. “It’s not
like she hasn’t seen your cock before. Just do it. She wants to see
your steel cage.”

Although I knew Tracy told Kerrie pretty much
everything about our strange sex life, it was still a bit
uncomfortable to be told to take off your pants in the kitchen and
show your wife’s best friend your caged cock.

I did it anyway.

“Nice,” Kerrie complimented me. “Maybe if I
had done that to at least one of my boyfriends I’d have a man right
now.”

“I thought you were dating what’s her
face…Tamara?” I asked her as I tucked my caged cock back into my
pants and zipped up.

Kerrie’s face soured. “She was just fucking
around with me. After three dates she tells me her boyfriend
proposed and she said yes.”

“Oh.” I didn’t know where to go with the
conversation. Luckily my wife came to save me, as usual.

“I invited Kerrie over for a reason.”

“To see my cock?” I asked.

They laughed at my snarkiness. “Only partly.
She’s the solution to the two-week problem.”

“How so?”

“She’s going to be the keyholder while I’m
gone. I just wanted to make sure you were okay with that.” They
laughed again at me.

“I don’t see how that’s a solution,” I huffed
at her.

“She can release you every three or four days
so you can jerk off and clean yourself,” Tracy told me. “It’s
perfect.”

“Right,” I groused. “No sex and I get to jerk
off in front of your friend.”

“Eww,” sneered Kerrie with a grin on her
face. “Who said I was going to watch?”

The women had another laugh at my expense.
“Joke’s on you,” I pointed out to Tracy. “You’ll be the one
suffering after using your breast pump for two weeks.”

That brought her back to reality and her
formerly happy face crashed into gloom. “Don’t remind me. It’s only
slightly better than hand expressing.”

I picked up the wine bottle and emptied the
remains into the glass on the table. It barely filled it half full.
“The things we do for love,” I told her.

Despite the slightly tipsy state Tracy and
Kerrie managed to cook a very tasty skillet chicken and rice
dinner. We ate. We drank another bottle of wine. We sat around the
living room talking about everything and nothing. Naturally we
wound up back at Tracy’s upcoming trip.

“Show me your cock again,” Kerrie said to
me.

“Again?” I complained.

“Do it,” Tracy told me.

“She’ll get to see it plenty when you’re
gone,” I said as I stood up and started taking off my pants.

“Don’t tell a woman no when she asks to see
your cock,” said Kerrie. “It’s very rude.

I had already kicked off my shoes and I just
dropped my pants all the way to the floor to show off my caged
manhood. I had drunk too much wine. I was small inside the
cage.

Kerrie was disappointed. “I thought it was
supposed to be trying to get out all the time,” she griped. “You’re
tiny.”

“Thanks.” She missed my sarcasm.

“When was the last time you got out and had
sex?” Kerrie rested her empty wine glass on the floor and tucked
her feet up under her legs as she reclined on the couch.

“Two days ago.”

She looked at my wife. “You let him out in
the middle of the week?”

Tracy shrugged. “I was horny and wanted sex.
He nursed, I unlocked him, we fucked. I love it when a man cums in
me. Half the time that alone makes me cum.”

“When does he get out again?”

“When I feel like it,” Tracy answered.

“How do you make him hard?”

I was a little uncomfortable with the way
they were talking about me like I wasn’t there, like I was a piece
of meat to be used for their pleasure. But that thought made my
cock twitch and start to inflate.

“You just have to tease him like this,” Tracy
said as she clumsily unbuttoned her shirt and pulled down her bra,
exposing her tits.

It wasn’t quite enough to make me hard, but
it helped. Kerrie was drunk enough to pick up on my wife’s hint.
“Like this?” she asked as she pulled her shirt and bra over her
head in one smooth move. Her breasts were smaller than my wife’s,
but stood up proudly on her chest. Her nipples were small and
surrounded by tiny light brown areola.

A woman exposing her tits to me for the first
time was enough to make my cock hard. They kept an eye on my crotch
and noticed my flesh was starting to press again the metal bars of
my cage.

“Now it’s working,” Tracy commented as I
pulled off my shirt. I wasn’t sure where we were going with this
little game, but I was happy to play along.

“How do you give him head when he’s inside of
that thing?” Kerrie asked.

Tracy shook her head. “I don’t. It’s been a
long time since I’ve sucked his cock. That’s not my thing.”

“It’s my thing,” Kerrie commented as she
slithered off the couch and knelt next to me where I was seated in
the reclining chair. “How can you not love sucking cock?” She
reached out and fondled my cage, flipping it back and forth,
causing just a little bit of pain as she did so.

“I’ve learned to love other things.”

Kerrie barely heard her. Her eyes were glazed
with lust and alcohol. I wasn’t expecting it, but I appreciated it
when she lowered her face to me and licked the length of the cage.
I could just barely feel the heat of her tongue as she did so. A
few drops of her saliva dripped between the bars, touching my
flesh. A little frisson of excitement ran through me, shaking my
body.

“Unlock him,” she pleaded Tracy. “I
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