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To say that Leigh was stuck with the leftovers was unkind.

And inaccurate.

“You can call me Nick,” he said to her.

He was tall and handsome and probably a few years older than her. His short, trimmed beard was shot through with gray, but that somehow made him more attractive. Of course Leigh had already tried to size up his cock and that wasn’t really possible because the cage hid much of him, but she rather liked what she was seeing.

Nick had to have been a veteran of this sort of party. He was wearing comfortable pants that allowed his caged manhood to hang out the fly so that it was on full display but at the same time his pants didn’t pull painfully on his anatomy.

Compared to a lot of the men at the party, Nick’s cage was positively demure. It had to be a custom job. Instead of plastic or shiny silver metal, his cage had an anodized finish, giving it a unique coloring. Besides the retaining ring behind his balls the cage itself was a simple curved shape, something that would make an unremarkable bulge under his clothes if he were to wear it clandestinely out in public. 

There were air holes along the shaft allowing his skin to breathe and the end was a bit more open, either to facilitate air circulation or to allow urination, or maybe both. 

Leigh was intrigued with his choice of cage. Actually, it was much more likely Nick’s wife or girlfriend had chosen this for him to wear. It looked good on him.

Still, Leigh wanted to see what his cock was like when she took it off.

Cymbelle had seemed to fade away. It was like Leigh and Nick were the only ones left in the living room. That only made sense since Leigh was the last to arrive and, along with Wade, were the newest to this sort of thing. All the other women had already drawn their partner for the night’s key from the bowl. They were all upstairs now—Wade included with whatever that woman’s name was—fucking. Or maybe not fucking. 

Maybe they were doing something else.

Leigh didn’t care what anyone else was doing. She wanted to get Nick’s cage off and then she wanted to fuck him. She didn’t care that she didn’t know him. That made it more exciting. That made it better.

While in her heart she knew she was a lusty woman—a lust that bad been repressed for many years because of marriage and kids—this was only really the second opportunity she had had to fuck another man other than her husband.

Leigh was determined Nick’s wasn’t going to be the last strange cock to fuck her.

“Leigh,” she managed to say after a long silence where she had been staring at his caged manhood. “I’m Leigh. Call me Leigh.” 

She was babbling. Was that because she was nervous or because she was lust-addled and needed cock right now.

“I know,” said Nick. “This is your first time here, isn’t it? You and your husband? Boyfriend? Fiancé?” he prompted her.

“Husband. We’ve been married for thirty years.”

“Wow. Impressive.”

“I’m thinking I missed out on a lot,” she said. Simultaneously Leigh wanted the conversation to end so they could get to playing and fucking but at the same time she didn’t want to stop talking because she was intrigued as to why a man this handsome and personable wanted to wear a chastity cage when he could be fucking dozens of women a week. 

His wife probably had something to do with it.

“Everyone develops their sexuality at their own pace,” he said.

Leigh downed what remained in her glass. She wanted some liquid courage to reach out and caress Nick’s pretty cage and balls but was only given leftover ice and some diluted alcohol. “Does your wife make you wear that?” asked Leigh, pointing at his currently impotent cock.

“I’m divorced,” he said. “Don’t know what my ex is doing right now, but my fiancée said I had to wear this for a year before she’d marry me.”

“Ouch. Sounds like a painful price to pay.”

Nick smirked. “I’ve gotten to fuck eight beautiful women in the eight months of our engagement. Not a high price to pay at all. With any luck tonight will be my ninth beautiful woman.”

Despite herself, Leigh giggled, feeling like she was a teenager being seduced by a much older man.

“We’ll see,” she said, playing hard to get though that was the last thing she wanted to do. She wanted to unlock his beautiful cock and take it in her hand and then her mouth and then her pussy. “May I touch you?” she asked, pointing once again.

Her mother had been completely wrong to say that pointing was impolite. If anything, it was obvious to Leigh that Nick liked his cock pointed to.

“Please do. You already have my key.”

The small key to his cage was in her hand, held by her three fingers while her index indicated his controlled manhood.
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