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Excerpt

 


Their hands and actions became bolder. Firm
grips, hard squeezes. A pinch of a nipple, and then the other. Lips
pressed to mine, allowing a stranger's tongue inside my mouth. A
finger finding its way between my nether cheeks, brushing along my
hole. Another hand cupping my mons. And when that finger slipped
into my crease and touched my aching clitoris, it buckled my knees.
Hands reached out to keep me from falling, but also to ease me into
kneeling.

 


A field of big black cocks filled my vision,
five across, in various states of attention. The one directly in
front of me was half-hard and nearly touching my lips. It took so
little effort to slide my mouth around it while grabbing one on
either side of him. The other two would have to wait a minute. I'd
get to them all, eventually.

 


His precum hit my tongue almost immediately.
It was shocking, at first. I'd forgotten what a man's tasted like.
Saltier than Kayla's, lacking that sweet femininity. It was
pleasurable and familiar, though – just another one of those manly
things I'd missed, even if I didn't quite remember.

 


My jaw ached a lot less than it would
have, just a couple of months ago. He was nearly as thick as Kayla,
but having sucked her cock many, many times had redefined the
limits of my mouth. I slurped his precum and mixed it with my spit,
washing it over his cock while I took it into my throat. And then I
swallowed our combined fluids before ending in a kiss to the head.
He was rock-hard, now, and I was onto the next...
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Emily, Part 5

 


Chastity, for a man, is an amazing thing.
Especially, if that man is driven by his dick like my husband,
Brandon is. Properly restrained, he can be retrained. Be more than
the man that you fell in love with and, possibly, like me, married.
He can be the man he's supposed to be.

 


Well, in all ways but one. The trade-off,
though...

 


I'd seen the two women that he'd cheated on
me with and honestly, I wasn't all that impressed. It made me
wonder why he'd done it? Was I not enough? He swore up and down
that wasn't the case, but his words did little to ease my mind.
Especially after the second one. At least when Kayla came along, I
understood. She was stunning, intelligent, and confident. So many
things that I wasn't. That's why I understood. And why I fell so
easily for her, pledging my mind and body to her.

 


"It really isn't you," she explained,
regarding my husband's infidelity. "It's something that he's
lacking and he thinks he's making up for it with the thrill of the
chase. In the end, though, it's just a hole. And like any hole, you
have to patch it or block it up. That's what we're going to do."
She had me curious.

 


"How do we block it?" I asked. She grinned
and that devilish light appeared in her eyes.

 


"With cum," she replied, nonplussed. "His."
I had an epiphany.

 


"The chastity device!" I said, excited.

 


"You're learning, fast," my black and
beautiful futa Mistress replied.

 


***

She was right. Maybe not at first, but she
did say that he would come around. "At some point, the cum will be
so backed up, his desire for a real orgasm will be so great, that
he'll become totally compliant," she explained.

 


Kayla maneuvered us both like a chess master
would the pieces on a board. She used me and abused him, and he
accepted all of it. "Of course, he will," she told me, ahead of
time. "He'll think that he's playing me, but I've dealt with his
kind many, many times before. I know where all this is going."

 


It had only been a week since we'd locked
Brandon up. A fairly restless one at that. He begged and pleaded
for a few days for me to unlock him. "I don't have a key," I said,
truthfully. "At some point, I'll trust you with it," Kayla had told
me, "but not now. You have to understand the benefit of permanent
chastity. Then, you can have a key."

 


On the verge of waking up, I reached over as
I had, hundreds of times before. This time, though, I found an
empty pillow. That woke me with a start. I looked around the room
but he wasn't there. And our bathroom was dark. For the first time
since Kayla seduced me, my heart dropped into the pit of my
stomach. The old worries came back. I didn't stop to think about
how he'd gotten out of the cock cage, I just knew that he had. And
now, he was off somewhere, fucking some slut. "Brandon?" I called
out, weakly.

 


I cleared my throat for a second, louder
attempt when my ears detected some light banging at the far end of
the house. And, for the first time, I also smelled... "Bacon?!"

 


My eyes couldn't believe what they were
seeing. Outside of sex, the roles that we played in the house
hadn't really changed all that much. I still did the cooking –
outside of grilling – and most of the cleaning. So, imagine my
surprise when I entered the kitchen to find my husband making
breakfast for the both of us. "Oh," he said, surprised to see me.
"I was trying to be quiet. I hope I didn't wake you."

 


His smile and eyes told me that he was
sincere. I was about to tell him that he hadn't when I noticed
that, other than the small mess he was making, the rest of the
kitchen was spotless. I mean, like Spring-cleaning spotless. "You
cleaned?" I asked, still unsure of what I was seeing. He grinned,
sheepishly.

 


"I wanted it to be a surprise," he replied.
I told him that he'd succeeded. "I couldn't sleep," he continued.
"I have all this energy."

 


He fed me breakfast and all of it was cooked
to how I like it. Bacon, eggs, scratch hash browns – I'd never even
made them from scratch! I don't even know how! "I looked it up
online," he explained. Coffee, juice, and some fruit. Honestly, it
was all a bit too much, but I wasn't about to look a gift horse in
the mouth.

 


As I ate, he put his fork down and convinced
me to put one of my feet on his lap. Honestly, I thought he was
going to rub his cage against it. I was half right. He rubbed, but
it was with his hands. My feet were far less tired than they had
been the night before, but he hadn't given me a foot massage since
our honeymoon. I wasn't about to turn this one down.
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