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The Exam

I was sitting on the bed, watching Susan, my half dressed wife,through the open bathroom door. She was leaning over the counter putting on an earring  and my eyes darted all over her body. I knew she’d see me if she looked over at me, knew she’d scold me, but I couldn’t help it, couldn’t help staring at her stunning body. Susan was thirty five, but through healthy eating and dedicated workouts that would shame many professional athletes, she had a body any model fifteen years younger would kill for. In fact, she’d done some modeling after college, even some lingerie modeling for several years (which was how I’d met her, her agent referred her to my accounting firm). 

I imagine some former lingerie models, when they quit, wanted nothing to do with elaborate, sexy lingerie, but Susan never lost her eye for pretty things. So now, I wasn’t sure where to look. My eyes went to her firm breasts gently cupped in a darted soft cup bra made from fine, nude tulle, with a large floral motif embroidered along the bustline. Then they dropped to the matching skirty garter belt wrapped around her waist, the garter straps holding up black seamed stockings. I ran my eyes down the seams, to her four inch ankle strap pumps, back up, settled on the sheer panties barely covering her ass. I felt my penis start to swell, stiffen, uncrossed and recrossed my legs to try to stop it. 

That’s what caught her eyes and she finally looked over at me. 

“You’re leering at me,” she said with a scowl. 

“I...I’m sorry,” I quickly apologized, lowered my eyes. 

“I’m sorry…?” she replied. 

“I’m sorry, Ma’am,” I corrected myself. 

She turned towards me, folded her arms under her breasts. “I said you could watch me dress, William, I didn’t say you could eye fuck me, that’s disrespectful and you know better.” 

“I...I know...I’m sorry,” I said again. “You...you just...you just look so pretty,” I stammered. 

“Hmmm,” she said lowering her arms and turning back towards the mirror, knowing I’d keep my eyes lowered. “Why don’t you get my dress and hang it on the door.” 

“Which...which one?” I asked. 

“The sheer one...with the lace,” she said, “I know that’s your favorite.” 

It was my favorite;, the dress was one of the prettiest things she owned. It was black with a high neck, and sheer panels at the neck, waist, and back

with lace applique, heavier in spots, though that would barely hide her lingerie, her breasts. 

I hung the dress on the door, looked back again at Susan. Her eyes never left her face, but she obviously knew I was staring again. “William,” she said in that tone she had when she scolded me. “Well this obviously isn’t going to work, go wait in the living room, she’ll be here soon anyway, you might as well listen for the door and let her in.” 

“Susan, please,” I said, “you...you don’t have to do this, I...I’ll behave, I...I promise.” 

She turned now, eyes fierce. “Really, William, because you didn’t behave last month, did you?” 

“That...that was one time,” I said, “I...I couldn’t help it.” 

“And I told you I’d make sure that doesn’t happen again, didn’t I? I’m not going to spend the entire evening worrying about whether my sissy husband can keep his hands hand to himself.” 

“But...but Susan...I...I…” 

“William, do you think there’s anything more horrifying than…” 

“I know,” I interrupted, not wanting to hear it. 

“Than coming home,” she talked over me, “coming home from a date and finding my husband asleep in my bed, his penis pulled from the back of his chastity cage, and my panties soiled with his cum? Yuck, that’s disgusting.” 

“S...susan,” I stammered. 

“Do you know how disrespectful that was?” 

“Susan, I...I apologized…” 

“I only get to see him a couple of times a month, William, and I don’t want to spend those precious hours worrying about whether you’re home defiling yourself.” 

“Susan, I...I can’t, you...you know that.” 

“You can’t until you figure out how you can. It would be bad enough if you did during the week, but I’ll not have you do it when I’m out on a date. I simply won’t stand for it.” 

“Susan, it...I can’t with this one.” I tried. After the incident of a month ago, she switched chastity cages and where I could before, with effort, pull myself from the old one, the new one was much more secure and despite my best efforts, I couldn’t escape it. And I tried, I really tried (the promise of a blow job if I could made me try as much as I could). I was simply locked until she unlocked me. 

“I know, William, but it doesn’t matter, she’s coming over and that’s that.” 

“Please, Susan,” I begged one more time but stopped when she narrowed her eyes, gave me the look that said enough was enough. 


**********

The doorbell rang at precisely seven. I walked to the door, hands trembling, slowly opened it. Emma, the babysitter, was a college girl my wife found through some friends of hers. She was twenty two, a senior in pre-med, already accepted to the medical school affiliated with the university. I expected this was going to be humiliating, the whole night, of course, but this first meeting, too. 

I wasn’t sure what I expected when I opened the door, but I don’t think I was prepared for Emma, a twenty-two year old, dirty blonde, gum chewing college girl full of attitude. She was tall, probably my height of five nine, but taller in her ankle strap, light brown wedged heels. “Oh, god,” I mumbled to myself, feeling the swelling in the cage again. Emma wore a peach, sleeveless, knit crop top with round neckline and short, tight jean shorts. The shirt was tight, tight enough it was obvious she wasn’t wearing a bra, but the graphic on the front stopped any impure thoughts I might have about the swell of her breasts. It read, ‘HANDS OFF’. 

“Em...Emma?” I asked. 

“Yep,” she said popping her gum, attitude oozing from her tone as she looked me up and down. “Do I have to stand here?” she asked glaring at me. 

“N...no, I...I’m sorry, come...come in,” I said. 

Emma shook her head with a snort, picked up a backpack, walked by me into the foyer. “Nice place,” she said looking around. 

“Th...thanks,” I said. 

“Where’s Mrs. Fischer?” she asked, “I thought she’d be here.” 

“She’s finishing getting dressed,” I said. “Can...can I get you something?” 

“Given this fucking weird shit, I’d like some wine, but I have to study, so just water,” she said. 

I got a bottle of water, poured it over ice, gave it to Emma just as Susan walked into the kitchen. 

“Whoa,” I said, heard Emma say the same. 

“Emma,” Susan said to the young girl, walked up, gave her a friendly hug. 

“You look fucking amazing, Mrs. Fischer,” Emma said. 

“Thank you, dear,” Susan said, “he likes when I dress up.” Emma looked at me, Susan chuckled. “I meant my date, of course, but William does, too, don’t you William?” 

“Y...yes, Ma’am,” I blushed. 

“I like the shirt, Emma,” Susan said, “but he won’t give you any trouble about that, trust me.” 

“Just making sure,” Emma said, “this is a little different for me.” She glared at me, a look that was part contempt, part curiousity, part disgust, part interest. 

“Yes, I’m sure, just remember what I said, treat him like you would any twelve year old boy, you’ll be fine.” 

“I suppose,” Emma said. 

“It’s a closer guide than you’d think at first, Emma. You’ve babysat young boys before, I’m sure you’ve been oogled a million times.” 

“Yea, you could say that,” she said, obviously proud of her beauty, her body. 

“Well he’s much the same. He’s got a rules, things he isn’t to get into, even a bedtime routine.” 

“Bedtime routine?” Emma said. 

“Susan,” I started to say, panic rising in my chest. 

She turned to me, glared. “William Fischer!” she hissed at me, turned back to Emma. “Yes, it’s all here,” she put a note on the counter. “He’ll protest of course, but he’s to do it. All of it.” 

Emma snorted. “Well, I do have some experience with misbehaving little boys,” she said. “I’ve been babysitting since I was thirteen.” 

“As I said, dealing with him is much the same.” Susan turned to me. 

“You’re sleeping things are on my bed,” she said, “one of the vintage ones you seem so fond of.” 

“Susan,” I whispered, “please.” 

“Vintage?” Emma’s ears perked up. 

“He’s got a thing for vintage pajamas,” Susan said, “it seems to calm him down when I’m out on a date.” 

Emma looked my wife up and down. “I didn’t believe it when you first asked, Mrs. Fischer,” she said. 

“I know it’s unusual, Emma, studies show about half of all women have affairs, but I vowed never to cheat on him.” 

“But you date?” Emma asked, obviously intrigued. 

“It’s not cheating if he knows about it, is it? And he’s known about all my lovers, haven’t you dear?” 

I didn’t want to answer, but she asked me a direct question, so answer I must. “Yes, Ma’am,” I said softly. 

“And he doesn’t mind?” Emma asked, obviously skeptical. 

“Mind? Emma, trust me he doesn’t mind. Just the opposite, in fact, it excites him when I date. That’s why you’re here. To make sure he doesn’t get too excited like he did last time.” 

Emma bit her lip, looked from Susan to me, back to Susan. “He’ll behave? You’re sure. If he touches me...or god forbid...it…” 

“He will...I like the shirt though, a good reminder...as we discussed, it applies to him as much as you.” Susan walked up to me, touched my arm. 

“Doesn’t it, William?” 

“Susan, I...I told you...I won’t...I can’t…” 

“No, likely not. But I told you, I’m not taking any chances. Emma,” she looked back at the girl. “He won’t touch it, Emma, his cage is securely locked, I checked this morning, and I have the only key, so you don’t need to worry about that, but I still want him watched.” 

“Yea, about that…,” Emma started to say. 

“Remember...treat him like a twelve year old...but like a two year old, too. As in, keep him in sight at all times until he goes to bed. At all times.” 

“Even...you know,” she tilted her head. 

“Especially then, that’s when he’d likely try to misbehave.” 

Emma shook her head. “I’ve got to say, this is the strangest babysitting job I’ve ever had. But the best paying one, too.” 

Susan looked down at her watch. “Well, I have to get going, we’re meeting for dinner at 8.” 

“And you’ll be home at…?” Emma asked. 

“Well dinner’s just around the corner from his hotel, so...I imagine by midnight or so. Now William,” Susan looked at me, “behave. And Emma, if he doesn’t...do what you must.” 

“I will, Mrs. Fisher, I will.” 


**********

Susan was no sooner out the door when Emma turned to me, a disgusted look on her face. “Let’s get a couple of things straight, shall we?” 

“Um, okay,” I said. 

“First, when I’m here, I’m in charge, clear? I don’t care what your mommy’s rules...I mean your wife’s rules are. I’m here, I’m in charge.” 

“O...okay.” 

“Second, I like Mrs. Fischer, I do, so I’m doing this for her...and the money she’s paying me, but you…” she wrinkled her nose, “you are a disgusting pervert.” 

“Em...Emma,” I said, face red. 

“No, you’re a fucking disgusting pervert. My god, your wife’s on a date? 

Ewwww.” 

“I…” 

“Stop, I don’t want to hear it. Third, if you give me even the slightest bit of trouble…” 

“I...I won’t,” I quickly said. 

“Hmmm...we’ll see. Last, see this,” she pointed to her shirt, not the swell of her breasts, but the words written across on her tee ‘HANDS OFF’. 

“Y...yes,” I mumbled. 

“This means what it says. Hands off! If you even think about…” 

“I...I’d never,” I interrupted, shocked she’d even think that. 

“No, I suppose you wouldn’t...I knew guys like you in high school, always terrified of pretty girls.” She was closer to the mark than she knew. “I remember this one little wimp, Steven...he had the gall to ask me to the prom. ‘P...p...p...please Emma, w...w...w...would you go with me?” 

“What...what did you say?” 

She looked at me like I was insane. “Well no...duh...I told him, ‘Steven, you’re nice and all, but I don’t date losers.’ God, that was a hell of a prom...I went with this guy, Jake...it sounds like a cliche, but quarterback of the football team. Hung like a horse…” 

I thought about the poor guy, remembered a similar experience in high school, blushed. 

“Well, anyway...rules, William, my rules…” 


**********

For the next half hour or so, Emma sat on the couch doing school work, the tv on some HGTV show, while I sat in the corner to the side, trying to read a book, trying not to stare at her legs. After some time, she put down her papers, looked over at me. “William?” 

“Yes?” I asked softly, still afraid of her. 

“I...I can’t not ask...is she really out on a date? I mean, is this some kind of put on? Am I on camera?” 

I took a deep breath, felt my penis twitch in the cage. “N...no.” 

“Your wife’s on a date with a guy and you really don’t mind?” The look on her face said everything, this really wasn’t something she could imagine. 

“It...it’s hard to explain,” I said. 

“Try me,” she turned towards me. 

“Please…” 

“I said try me,” she repeated with a hard stare. “Your wife’s out fucking some guy...and you really don’t mind?” 

So I explained, as best I could, the ins and outs of our lifestyle, the ups and downs of my wife dating, the fear, jealousy, and excitement that made up cuckolding. 

“Don’t you get jealous?” she asked. 

“Of course,” I said. 

“Why then? I mean, any guy I’ve ever date would...well...would kill any other guy that tried to do something with me.” 

I sighed. Yea, I got that. “That’s not me,” I said. “I’m not that guy, that, well, alpha man, I’m...I’m kind of…” 

“The shy nerd? Duh.” 

“I suppose,” I said, though it was more than that, so much more than that. 

Emma went back to her books for a few minutes, set them down again. 

“William?” 

“Yes,” I swallowed, knowing the question that was coming. 

“You’re really...you know...locked up?” 

I took another breath, nodded. “Y...yes,” I said. 

“I mean, your penis is locked up?” 

“Yes,” I blushed deeply. 

“Why?” she asked, clearly bemused. 

“Because...because I’m not allowed to...to touch myself,” I said, voice shaking. 

“Masturbate? You mean you’re not allowed to masturbate?” 

“Yes,” I sighed. “I mean no…” 

“Why?” she asked again, as she must. 

“Because...because I support her,” I said, “because her pleasure comes before mine. Because...because…” 

“William?” 

“Because when I do that…

“Masturbate?” 

“Yes,” I said, this time with a tone, “when I do that…” 

“Masturbate,” she said again. “And watch your tone!” 

“When I masturbate,” I repeated, as I would if my wife insisted a say a particular word. “When I masturbate I get too jealous, especially when she’s out, so I’m not allowed to do that…” 

“Masturbate,” she said one more time. 

“I’m not allowed to masturbate...to do anything really, unless...unless she approves.” 

She snorted. “Makes sense. So what happened before?” Emma asked, obviously curious. 

“I assumed she told you,” I said. 

“Some…” 

I looked at the young girl...young woman, really, looked at her long, tan legs, her feet in the wedge heels. “I misbehaved,” I said quietly. 

“I thought you were locked,” she said. “Susan said…” 

“We had a different one before, a different...device that…” 

“Device?” she asked. 

“Cage...chastity cage. We had a different chastity cage and I could...I could pull back out of it...my penis...so I did...and touch...masturbated...when she was out...she came home...found me...and I was...I acted...inappropriate.” 

“Inappropriate?” 

“I wasn’t....attentive,” I said, choosing my words carefully. 

“Because you’d masturbated?” she asked. 

“Yes,” I nodded. 

“That’s so fucked up.” 

“I know.” 

She was quiet for a few minutes, contemplative, finally spoke. “I want to see it?” she asked. “The cage.” 

“Emma…” 

“I want to see it,” she said, voice stronger, determinative. 

“It’s just a chastity cage,” I said, “there’s nothing…” 

“I don’t care if you think it’s nothing, William, I said I want to see it,” she said crossing her arms much like Susan did. 

“Emma, I...I don’t…” 

She raised an eyebrow. “William,” she said in an authoritative tone. “This whole thing is fucking disgusting and if I want to see it, I want to see it. 

Now.” 

I suppose this was going to happen, I couldn’t hold my bladder all night anyway, so I tried to save face as best I could. “I...I need to use the bathroom,” I said. 

“Well, I guess we’re not going to argue then, are we,” she said standing. 

“Let’s go, little boy.” 

I was in the guest half bath, she was standing in the door. “You really don’t have to watch,” I said. 

“I do, actually, Mrs. Fischer was quite clear you can’t be trusted. Besides, I told you I wanted to see. So…” 

“It’s just…” 

“William,” she crossed her arms under her breasts, forcing the “HANDS

OFF” logo to tighten across her chest. “Don’t make me punish you.” 

“Fine, I just...can you look away for a second,” I begged, “just...just till I’m....sitting?” 

She shrugged her shoulders, turned. “I suppose you can’t get in trouble in five seconds, but I’m GOING to look.” 

No, I couldn’t. But in five seconds I could pull down my pants AND the panties I wore underneath, in five seconds I could hide those panties, hide the cream satin and lace panties I wore in the folds of my trousers. And I did and immediately sat. She turned around instantly, looked right between my legs at the small, pink cage. 

“My god, it...it’s so small...I mean the cage, it...it’s what, two inches?” 

“2.12,” I said; I knew the dimensions by heart. 

“You...there’s no room...how do you…” 

“I can’t, Emma, that’s the point.” 

“You fit in it?” 

“Yes,” I said. Obviously. 

“But what if you...get excited?” 

“It swells, it won’t grow, it just gets tight...sore...now can I…” 

“It hurts? When you get excited?” 

“Yes, please, can I…” 

“Seriously, it hurts?” She had a smile on her face, it made me nervous. 

“Yes, seriously.” 

“Yea, yea, go ahead,” she said, half turning her head while I peed and dabbed myself clean. 

“Emma,” I started to say as she turned back. 

“Sorry,” she said, turned as I pulled my panties and pants quickly up. 


**********

We sat quietly until almost nine, the time I hoped wouldn’t happen. 

“You’re supposed to get ready for bed at nine, William,” she said, closing her book, starting to stand. 

“I can do it by myself,” I said, hoping she’d stay interested in the movie she was now watching let me just get dressed and go to bed without anything more. 

“Fuck, you are like a twelve year old. I’m sure you can, but I’m supposed to supervise,” Emma said, “so upstairs with you.” 

“Emma…” 

“William,” she narrowed her eyes, “you’re wife’s note was quite clear…” 


**********

Emma gasped when she saw what was sitting on my wife’s bed, but the pajamas were what I expected, what I feared. Susan has set out a vintage 1960's babydoll peignoir negligee set by Vanity Fair in pink silky nylon and ultra sheer nylon and chiffon. The ultra girly free flowing nightgown had a layer of ultra sheer chiffon over nylon with a sweet chiffon rosette in the middle of the bust; the peignoir featured 2 layers of ultra sheer chiffon with sweet short sleeves, a chiffon rosette on each side of the neckline and ties with long chiffon ties with a chiffon rosette at the end of each tie and a chiffon bow at the back of the peignoir. Matching panties completed the set. 

“Those...those are for women.” Emma asked, the surprise obvious. 

“Yes,” I said in a whisper. 

“But...but that’s lingerie...that’s for a woman…” 

I swallowed. “That...that’s what I sleep in when...when Susan’s out on a date.” 

“Fuck...why?” 

I looked away, face red, said nothing. 

“Why?” she asked again. 

“She says it...it’s a reminder...that I’m...that I’m not a man,” I swallowed. 

“Listen, I...I don’t have to…” 

“Oh, you’re putting them on, this I want to see,” she said.” 

“Emma.” 

“She said to wear them, William, so you’ll put them on,” she said, arms crossed again. “Unless you want me to tell her you misbehaved. She glared at me, dared me to defy her. 

“No,” I exclaimed, “please.” 

“Then put them on,” she insisted, “now. And don’t make me say it again.” 

She had the decency to turn again while I undressed and slipped into the panties, the negligee, the peignoir, turning back to look at me once I was dressed in the lingerie. “My god,” she said, amazement in her voice. “You look...you look…” 

“Please, Emma…” 

“I used to babysit a boy, when I was in high school; he was always getting into his mother’s things.” 

“Emma…” 

“I’d tell his mother, but she’d just laugh. I thought he was a little perv...cute dressed...but still a perv…” 

“Emma,” I said a last time, in pain, from the tight cage, from her youth, her beauty. 

“No wonder she dates. So, the note said you have to be in bed by ten-thirty,” she said, looking at her watch, “you have an hour.” 


**********

At ten, Emma’s phone rang; she glanced at it, smiled, picked it up, plugged a headphone jack in. “Hey,” she cooed happily. I recognized the sound, the tone, the same tone Susan used when her lover called. “No, I told you.” 

I tried to look away, but listened. And looked back again. 

“No,” she said, insistent, “she didn’t say I could have a date over, I should have asked. Yes, yes, me, too.” 

Date? I knew she was talking to a guy. 

“Eric,” she laughed. “No, he...he’s like a twelve year old boy...yes he’s behaving. I think he’d get spanked if he didn’t,” she said, looking over at me, saw me staring at her, gave me a look. “No, he’s reading before bed.” 

I looked at her, her long, tanned legs, her flat stomach, felt the cage tightening. 

“Of course I wish you were here,” she said. “Eric! I can’t, stop. 

Stop...seriously, stop,” she insisted with a grin. Finally, she said his name with a sigh. “EricI” For a moment she seemed to forget I was there, staring

at her, seemed to lose herself in the voice on the other side of the phone, moved her hands ever so slightly. “You know, Eric,” she said, “yes, if you want that...fine...you jerk, I want it too…yes...in my...iin my…” Then seemed to remember where she was. “Eric, I have to go, he’s up…” 

She put down her phone, turned to me. “What are you doing?” she demanded. 

“D...doing?” 

“You’re leering at me,” she said, sounding like Susan. “And eavesdropping.” 

“I...I…” 

“You’re a little perv, too, aren’t you?” she said, eyes narrow. “Listening to a girl talk to her boyfriend.” 

“No, I…” 

“My mouth.” 

“What?” 

“That’s what he wanted to hear me say...how much I wanted to feel him in my mouth.” 

The cage tightened instantly. “Emma!” 

“I don’t appreciate being leered at by a little perv.” 

“I...I wasn’t,” I lied. 

“You were...god...you think you’d ever get a girl like me? Yuck...as if…” 

“I...I got Susan,” I said, trying to defend myself. 

She laughed. “Really? Did you get her, perv? And just where is your lovely wife? Here with you? Or out on a date with her lover?” 

I blushed, she cut through my bravado with ease. “Emma,” I said. 

She laughed. “Ever had your little thing inside a woman’s mouth?” 

“What? Emma...no...I...I mean…Susan...she doesn’t...” 

“Let me guess...she doesn’t like doing that?” 

“She doesn’t,” I said, though I knew the truth. And so did Emma. 

“She’s lying, William, bet she loves doing that to him. See, women love sucking cock. Real cockXXX

Okay...time for bed,” she repeated herself, then picked up Susan’s note, turned it over. “You don’t sleep in the same room?” she asked, “why am I not surprised.” 

“Not...not when she’s out,” I said. “On a date,” I added. 

We went upstairs to “my room”, the room I slept in when Susan was out on a date. Or when I was being punished. Or when she was in the mood to

be alone. I sat on the edge of the bed, smoothed the nightgown and peignoir. 

“I didn’t mean to snap at you,” she softened, sitting next to me, obviously taking some pity on me. 

“It...it’s okay,” I said, still afraid of her. 

“I shouldn’t have called you a perv,” she said. 

I looked up at her, face red again. “You’re right, though,” I said. “I mean, look at me.” 

“I know. But I shouldn’t judge. Besides, you’re actually kind of cute like this.” 

Calling me cute was the worst thing she could have said as my penis instantly started to swell and of course, instantly started to hurt. “Hmmm,” I half grunted. 

“And I guess I see why your wife would want this when she’s...out.” I felt my penis swell more, quickly reach the confines of the cage, and I grunted again. “What?” she asked, seemingly concerned. 

“The...the cage,” I said. 

“What?” 

“It...it hurts,” I said. 

“Oh, you can’t…” 

“No,” I interrupted her. 

“Oh,” she said, “I mean...oh...you...you...” She understood the problem, understood her actions caused my reactions.. And smiled. A smile I’d seen on my wife many times, not cruel or sadistic, but one that understood power dynamics, wanted to exploit them. She stood, walked to the door, paused, turned. 

“Why’d you do it?” 

“Do it?” I asked. 

“Touch yourself? Before? I mean, when she was out?” 

“Emma,” I said, looked away, face red. 

“Why’d you touch yourself if you’re not supposed to?” 

“Emma,” I said again. “I don’t think Susan would…” 

“Yea, that’s the thing about a babysitter, William,” she interrupted me, 

“hired because a little boy can’t be trusted to behave himself, hired to be in charge when a mother...or a wife...is gone. The babysitter is left in charge. 

And why does a little boy behave himself? Because he doesn’t want the babysitter to tell his mother...or his wife...that he misbehaved. Is that what you want, William? For me to report to your wife you misbehaved?” 

“No!” That was the last thing I wanted, afraid how Susan would react to that bit of news. 

“I suspect she’d punish you, wouldn’t she?” 

“Emma!” 

“Why’d you touch yourself, William?” she asked again. 

“I...I couldn’t help it,” I said. 

“Why?” she asked as she took a step towards me. 

“I...I don’t know…” 

“You really do like it when she dates, don’t you?” she asked, as if she hadn’t believed me. 

“Yes,” I blushed, looked down. 

“You really like it when she cheats?” 

“She doesn’t cheat,” I hissed, defensive. 

She looked at me, started to say something in anger, but stopped herself, instead sat next to me again. “I apologize, you’re right, William, she doesn’t cheat does she. Susan’s merely unfaithful.” 

“There’s a difference,” I said, still angry. 

“Of course, I know, again, I’m sorry.” She moved a hand towards me, rested it on my thigh through the soft fabric of my lingerie. “Forgive me?” 

she asked. 

“Yes,” I whispered, staring at her hand. 

“You really like it when Susan’s unfaithful, don’t you?” 

“Yes,” I mumbled, eyes frozen on her hand. 

“She is unfaithful, isn’t she? I mean, she sleeps with her date...has sex?” 

“Yes,” I swallowed. 

“Does things she never does with you?” 

“S...sometimes.” 

“Sometimes, William? More like every time. And you like that? That excites you? More than sleeping with her yourself?” 

“Yes,” I whispered. “But we...we don’t...we don’t do that.” 

“Have sex?” 

“Not...not like that...not like…” 

“Like a man and a woman?” she asked, fingering the soft fabric of the peignoir. 

“No,” I said. 

“Imagine that, a woman doesn’t have sex with her pretty little husband.” 

“E...Emma,” I groaned. 

“Your little penis can swell, can’t it? A little bit in that?” I nodded. She moved her hand, rested it on her lap, thought again. “Better?” 

“Yes,” I said, “thank you.” 

“Never had a boy thank me for not touching him,” she chuckled. “Can I ask you something?” 

“I suppose,” I said. 

“When’s the last time you and Susan...you know...fucked?” 

“I...I don’t know...maybe a year…” I said. Of course I knew exactly how long it was, knew it had been one year, one month, and ten days since my penis was last inside my wife. 

“Do you miss it?” 

Fuck, she went right for the kill, didn’t she? Did I miss it? Did I miss fucking my wife? Did I miss having trouble getting an erection because I was so worried about whether I’d please her? Did I miss trying so hard to make myself last more than thirty seconds or a minute? Did I miss the look in her eyes, the disappointment, even as she told me it was okay? Did I miss the shame of not pleasing my wife? Fucked up as it was, if anything I was relieved of not having the pressure of pleasing her like a man, knowing I never did, suspecting I never would. 

“I...some...I don’t know,” I finally said. “We...we’re still intimate,” I blurted out in defense of our marriage. 

“How? I mean if you’re locked up?” she asked. “I mean if you don’t…” 

She saw the look on my face. “Oh, duh,” laughed. “I bet you’re good at it, aren’t you?” 

“Yes,” I said, almost prideful. 

“So you touched yourself before because it excites you when she’s out?” 

She reached over again, teased the hem of the peignoir. “It excites you thinking about a man with your wife.” 

“Yes.” My voice was a whisper as my penis once again swelled. 

“You couldn’t help it?” 

“N...no…” I said, the grunt back, the pain back. 

“It hurts?” 

“When...when I swell.” 

“It’s locked?” she asked, but she knew. 

“Yes.” 

“She’s got the keys?” 

“Yes.” 

“I mean, with her? Not here?” 

“No...she keeps them with her.” 

“Can you get out of this one?” Her hand went up my thigh, danced over the edge of the soft garment. 

“No,” I said, moanedXXX

“You tried?” 

“Yea...I can’t…Emma, please, it hurts...” 

“You think she’s with him now? Her date? Sitting on a bed like this?” 

“Emma!” 

“Running her hand on his leg?” 

“Emma, please,” I moaned as her hand went up my thigh. 

“Reaching for him.” 

“Emma, stop,” I begged, felt my penis swelling more...more…

“Of course she’ll find a hard cock instead of a cage.” Her hand was on the front of my panties, on the cage. I yelped, moaned, tried to beg. 

“Emma, please, don’t...don’t…” 

“You should have behaved, William,” she said pressing her hand against my panties, against the cage. 

“God, Emma, no...no…” She cupped my balls and the cage through the lingerie, rubbed, squeezed, toyed, teased. 

“You should have behaved, little boy, she shouldn’t have to worry about you touching yourself, she should only have to think about coming home to you.” 

“Em...Em...Emma…” 

Her phone rang, she looked down, saw the caller ID, looked back at me, grinned.. “Mrs. Fischer,” she said. 

“He’s generally been behaving,” Emma said, squeezing my balls carefully with her free hand. “Well he wasn’t happy getting dressed for bed...I don’t understand why, he’s adorable and so is the lingerie. He’s pretty as a girl.” Emma laughed at something my wife said. “No, no, he’s fine, but thank you.” She looked up at me, whispered, squeezed my poor balls with more pressure.  “She said to remind you I’m allowed to spank you if I need to.” 

My eyes went wide. “No, please.” 

“Yes, that’s him, he’s right here. No, I don’t think he’ll be a problem, Mrs. Fisher. You were certainly right, feminized he’s a docile as could be.” 

“No, I was just tucking him into bed now...yes...in the spare room...no, I see what you mean...special treat? What’s that? Okay...William,” she looked up at me, “she said to remind you she’ll be bringing you a special treat when she gets home.” 

I moaned again, both at Emma’s fondling of my swollen balls and the anticipation of what Susan would be brining home. In fact, I was so lost in thought, in fantasy, in agony, I didn’t realize Emma had ended the call. And had stopped fondling my balls. 

“Well?” she asked. 

“W...well?” 

“What is it?” 

“What’s what?” I asked, obviously I hadn’t heard her question. 

“The special treat?” she said, “what’s the special treat?” 

“N...nothing,” I lied, looked away. 

“It’s something, that’s obvious.” 

“It...it’s just...just something we...we do.” 

“She said to ask you, William?” 

“She didn’t!” She couldn’t have...she wouldn’t. 

“She did,” Emma grinned. “In fact, she said that if you didn’t tell me, you wouldn’t get it.” 

My eyes went wide again. “She didn’t!” I repeated myself. 

Emma snaked her hand back to my caged penis, took it in her hand, massaged. It felt good, even great, until I swelled again, then it hurt. “Emma, please,” I begged her, “that...that hurts.” 

“I know. You want me to stop? LIke I said, I’ve never had a boy beg me to stop playing with him.” 

“No,” I said, the soreness, in some respects, wasn’t as bad, was worth it to be touched, fondled. 

“Do you want your special treat, little boy?” Emma asked. 

“Yes,” I moaned, “yes.” 

“What is it then? I told you, tell me or you don’t get it.” 

“Emma,” I begged, ashamed, humiliated, not wanting to tell her what it was, not wanting to admit what it was I craved. 

“Suit yourself,” she said, moving her hand away from me, starting to stand. 

“No, please,” I begged, “don’t...don’t go…” 

She crossed her arms, stared at me. “Listen, perv, get you treat or don’t, I don’t really care. If anything I hope you don’t get it. Serves you right for oogling me.” 

“It...it’s a...a…a creampie,” I blurted out. 

“Creampie?” Emma asked. “What’s a...no, never mind.” She pulled out her phone, activated Siri. “Hey, Siri, what’s a creampie.” 

Siri thought, responded. “Here’s what I found for you on the web for

‘what’s a creampie.’” I watched Emma click a link, read. Then another link, reading again. I watched her face contort, then laugh. “Ewwww, that’s disgusting,” she said. “My god, she...oh...oh...fuck...oh fuck…” 

She looked up at me, eyes wide open. “Emma,” I said.” 

“You EAT that...oh god, you fucking pervert, I get it now, she brings you home a creampie and you fucking eat it. And you like it.” 

“Emma, you...you don’t understand.” 

“I understand you eat her lover’s cum from her pussy, perv!!!” 

“Emma,” I begged, face ten kinds of red. 

“That. Is. Fucking. Disgusting!” 

“Emma, please.” 

“You eat her lover’s cum from her pussy...oh my fucking god, you fucking perv!” 

“Emma,” I blushed deeper, looked at the floor. 

“No wonder she locks you up,” she said, “no wonder she doesn’t want anything to do with that, no wonder she wants a real man.” 

“Emma…” 

“You don’t just eat cum, perv, you eat cum from your wife’s pussy...and not yours, no, that would be bad enough, you eat her lover’s cum.” 

“Emma…” 

She touched my balls again, squeezed. “Fucking. Disgusting.” 

“Emma,” I said weakly. 

“I should have had my boyfriend come over, cause this I would have had to see for myself.” 

“Emma, I...she…we…” How does one explain it, how does a feminized husband explain to his babysitter that his wife dates, that men fuck her, and that she comes home, sits on my face, and has me lick her clean. Not just do that, but beg to do it, beg. All without the hope of my own release, all without the hope of cumming myself. Oh, I get to cum, now and then, on rare occasions. Never inside her, of course. And only when she wants me to. 

“I get it now,” Emma said. “You’re locked up because you jerked off thinking about it last time she was out. Jerked off thinking about licking it, tasting it...her lover’s cum...and then after you didn’t want to, did you?” 

“Emma...I...I tried…” I did, but the problem was, as much as I loved Susan dating, after I released myself, my libido would vanish and then doing that, licking her, licking her lover’s cum, wasn’t a turn on at all. 

“I get it, William, I get it you disgusting little pervert. I’d never unlock you. Never. Ever. Yuck.” She made a face, squeezed my balls again. “No wonder you need a babysitter; she shouldn’t have to worry about you misbehaving when she’s gone.” 

“Emma…” 

“How often does she go out?” 

“I...I don’t know...once a month...sometimes twice.” 

“God, she’s got to go a month without a man?” I blushed, didn’t mean to, but couldn’t help it. She saw it and her eyes opened. “Wait, you said you dress like this when she’s on a date, but that’s not quite true is it?” I said nothing, looked away. “That’s not true, is it?” She squeezed harder. 

“No,” I yelped. “Please, that hurts.” 

“Why you are a perv, William, you wear panites all the time, don’t you?” 

“Not...not all the time,” I lied. 

“Really, when’s the last time you didn’t? Bet you don’t remember, do you? I swear, I so hope she gets me to babysit again. We could have so much fun like this.” 


**********

I heard my wife come home, heard the garage door open, heard her heels on the wood floor, heard her say hello to Emma. 

“Oh, hey Mrs. Fischer, how...how was your date?” 

“Wonderful,” Susan said, “simply wonderful” I could picture the content look on her face, the dreamy, satisfyingly fucked look. “Did William behave?” 

“Oh, mostly,” Emma said, “as well as any boy the first time.” 

“What did he do?” Susan asked; I could hear the annoyance in her voice. 

Emma chuckled. “Nothing I couldn’t handle, Mrs. Fischer, don’t worry, really. I’d tell you if he misbehaved, trust me.” 

“Well I don’t want him to scare you off, god knows good sitters are hard to find. Especially one who can deal with someone like William. And a situation like this.” 

“You think you’ll want me back?” I heard Emma asked, a hint of surprise in her voice. 

“Well if you’d like the job, yes, definitely. I’d prefer to go out several times a month and I simply don’t trust him home alone.” 

“At...at the same rate?” 

“Money’s not the issue, Emma. I know you’re a student, I’m happy to pay more than the going rate. 

“I...I guess, but…” 

“What?” I heard that pause in Susan’s voice before, she was obviously concerned she’d pushed the girl too far. 

“I don’t know, I’d hate to give up seeing my boyfriend every Saturday. I mean, you get that.” 

Susan laughed. “You don’t want to give up a good fuck any more than I do, do you? No, no, don’t answer, I get that, that’s fair. Listen, why don’t we come to an arrangement...you can sit the first, second, and fourth Saturdays...the third you’re off...and since that gets me three Saturday nights to your one, on the second Saturday, you’re welcome to have your boyfriend over here.” 

“With...with William here?” Emma asked. 

“Oh he’ll behave, trust me.” 

“I’m sure he will. Can I ask you something, though?” 

“Of course,” Susan said. 

“Do...do you always dress him like that for bed?” 

“Yes...if you’re worried about your boyfriend…” 

“No, no, Mrs. Fischer, not at all. I think I prefer it actually, he seemed more...docile…” 

“Feminizing a husband tends to do that, Emma, that’s much of the reason why. He’s not a man, he shouldn’t be treated like one.” 

“I...I want to say I’ll think about it, Mrs. Fischer, but...but why not?” 

“That’s great, Emma,” Susan said, voice singing again. “Listen, I’d love to chat all night about all of this, but I promised to bring William a special treat.” I heard Emma giggle. “What?” Susan asked. 

“He...he told me about it.” 

“He told you it?” Susan asked, obviously surprised. 

“I...I may have tricked him,” Emma said. “I...I told him you said he couldn’t get it unless he told me what it was first.” 

My eyes went wide, that bitch! 

“Why Emma, you naughty girl,” Susan laughed. 

“I...I’m sorry, Mrs. Fischer, but...I...I couldn’t help it. I hope you’re not mad.” 

“Mad? God no, just the opposite...I can only imagine how humiliated he was...wait...he told the truth, didn’t he? If he was lying…” 

“I think so,” Emma said. “He...he said you were bringing home a creampie.” 

“Did he now?” Susan asked. “And prey, child, did he tell you what that was?” 

Emma chuckled. “Something your date made for him, something he’s going to eat.” 

“Well, I didn’t think William had it in him,” Susan laughed. 

“Is he really? Going to do that? Lick...you know…” 

“My lover’s cum? Every last drop, Emma, every last fucking drop.” 

“My...my god...oh my god…” 


**********

Susan walked into the bedroom but didn’t say anything to me at first, but simply took off her dress, stood there at the foot of the bed. She was disheveled, her hair, her lingerie, clearly fucked and fucked hard. “Well, I heard you weren’t entirely well behaved.” 

“I...I minded her,” I said, not wanting to admit I heard them. 

“Did you? She said you told her about the special treat I bring you...I thought that was our secret?” 

“She...she tricked me,” I blurted. 

“And just how did she do that?” Susan asked. 

I knew she knew, but she didn’t know I knew. So I told her. “She said I wouldn’t get it unless I told her what it was,” I defended myself. 

“What...what was I supposed to do?” 

“And so you told her about our little secret?” 

“I...I didn’t think I had a choice.” 

“Hmmm, she said she told you that you wouldn’t get it unless you told her. So I suppose you had a choice...you told her because you couldn’t bear the thought of going without.” 

“Please, Susan,” I begged. 

“Susan?” 

“Mistress,” I corrected myself. 

“I shouldn’t give it to you,” she threatened. 

“No,” I yelped. “Please…she...she…” 

“Oh, the fucking irony...listen to you, begging me to let you lick a man’s cum from my pussy. Quick...pick one...the creampie or sixty seconds unlocked?” 

“C...creampie,” I said immediately, knowing an hour of her cum soaked pussy over my face was worth more than a lifetime of my own orgasms. 

“Three times, sissy...three times...I’m dripping...I’m soaked...you’re going to have to tongue my panties clean later.” 

“Yes, Mistress, of course.” The thought of more cum did nothing to disway me. 

Quickly she was hovering over me, sans panties, her swollen pussy almost touching my mouth, then I tasted it, tasted her, him. The musky mess of sex, pussy juice, sweat, and her lover’s cum, all the ingredients of a perfect creampie. “That’s my pretty little sissy,” she said as I licked her, “eat all my lover’s cum. Such a good little faggot.” 

I buckled...she knew how much I hated it when she said that...but she said it just the same. If anything, the more I reacted, the more I protested, the more likely she was to say it. “What else would I call a husband who so loves eating my lover’s cum?” 

“You...you make me,” I once said, only to find her pussy off my mouth until I took it back and begged over and over to eat her lover’s cum. Until I begged to taste it. Until I said I was a faggot cum eater over and over. 

I hated it...hated her...but loved it all the same. 

After an hour, after orgasm after orgasm, she finally climbed off my face and moved next to me. “That was wonderful, sissy,” she said, “just wonderful.” She reached down, touched my swollen balls. 

“Thank...thank you, Ma’am,” I whispered, mouth sore, penis sore, body sore. I couldn’t speak louder, her hand on me was almost too much, too far. 

“You’ve earned sixty seconds.” 

“Ma’am,” I started to sit up, unsure I heard her right. 

“You earned sixty seconds, no more.” 

“Sus...Mistress...I...please…” She meant to unlock me, for sixty seconds, no more. Sixty seconds to squirt, sixty seconds to find release, or back, locked up, in the cage for sixty days, minimum. That was the game, the rules to her game. X number of seconds to squirt or that many days back in the cage. Ten seconds, ten days, thirty seconds, thirty days, sixty, one twenty, etc. 

Sixty seconds was the worst...it was just on the edge of how long it took me, depending on how she did it, and the edge of the longest I’d be in the cage. If she gave me two hundred seconds, I risked more than six months locked up, but I could easily squirt in that time. Ten seconds? I’d never squirt, but it would only mean ten certain days locked up. 

“Sixty seconds,” she said, “sixty seconds for my pretty little cuckold sissy to cum. Ready?” 

“Wait,” I started to beg, but it was too late, she had the key out, the lock open, and suddenly I was free. I hardened the second she unlocked me, swelled to my full, hard four and a half inches, the first time I’d had an erection since I jerked off, since she put me in a new cage. I started to reach for my erection, but she sneered at me. “No touching.” 

“Please,” I begged, at five seconds, silently counting in my head. 

“Fine,” Susan sighed, reaching over, taking the tip of my penis between her forefinger and thumb. “It’s sad...you wonder why I date...a few hours ago a man pushed me to to my knees and ordered me to suck his cock...now? 

My husband begs me to touch him.” 

“Oh god,” I moaned. 

“That’s the thing, isn’t it?” Susan asked, “that’s why you’re never going to fuck me...you’re not a man and you’ll never be a man?” 

“S...s...Susan,” I whimpered. 

“She’s going to watch you every time I date now, William, Emma’s you’re new babysitter…” 

“Oh...oh...oh…” 

“I know you’re wondering, aren’t you?” 

“W...wondering?” 

“What Emma’s boyfriend’s cum tastes like. What her creampie tastes like.” 

“No,” I insisted, “NO!” 

“Of course you are, sissy, don’t you ever lie to me. I hope you find out, sissy, I hope you find out. Fifteen seconds...then the cage for sixty days…” 

“Please, harder,” I begged. 

“Please, harder, harder; that’s what I begged, Sissy, harder, harder, I wanted his cock harder and deeper. Fuck me harder, please, fuck me harder.” 

I was about to explode, she knew it, and I was coming up on the time. 

Exploding late would be the worst...so I focused, focused…

“Ten seconds, sissy…” 

I started shaking, I knew I was going to make it, even smiled. Until she let go. I made it, still made it in time, but untouched, my orgasm was all but ruined, weak, almost disappointing, the cum dribbled out instead of shot out, the pleasure was nothing like it could have been, should have been. “Susan, please….please…” 

“Oh, you poor thing,” she giggled as she caught what there was in her hand, “but you don’t cum like a man, you know better, don’t you?” 

“Yes,” I whispered, part of me glad just to have been unlocked, just to have had the chance, even if the orgasm was weak, almost meaningless. 

“Now open up so we can get this mess cleaned up and your cage back on.” 

“Please Susan,” I begged, “I...don’t like…” Not then, not after, never then. 

She narrowed her eyes. “I don’t care what you like, my pretty little faggot, sissies clean their cum, you know that, don’t you?” 

“Yes,” I whispered staring at her hand, at the pool of cum she held. 

“You know it’s just wishful thinking, right?” 

“What?” 

“Emma, darling,” she said, moving her hand to my mouth. “She called you a perv, didn’t she? She was right, of course, you are a perv, but don’t think girls like her want anything to do with pervs like you...girls like her don’t do fags.” 

“Susan,” I tried to say as I licked the cum. 

“Shhh,” she said, “shhh...just lick, sissy, just lick...lick…” 
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