Cement Cock Ring

by Allen Baker

At least, that(s what Manny(s goons called it.  A cement cock ring.  I called it the end of my life as a man.

It was diabolically simple enough.  A five gallon plastic tub with a small hole cut in the side.  Small enough that it hurt like hell when they forced my balls and cock through.  Small enough that I couldn(t struggle to retrieve them without the use of my hands, and they were bound behind me.  Then they reached in an forced a two-inch leather ball stretcher onto the neck of my sack, forcing my nuts to the very pit of their pouch.   So there I sat with my legs curled around the plastic tub as I watched in horror as the two burly guys mixed a wheelbarrow full of cement.

I had to just sit there and shout around my gag as they filled the tub with the heavy mixture.  I felt and saw it plop into the tub as they poked and shoved it with a stick to remove any air pockets.  It sloshed up and around my cock and balls.  As the bucket filled I groaned with the increased weight pressing down on my nuts.  A sickness grew in the pit of my groin with the unrelenting pressure.  I passed out.

Somewhere in my dream filled unconscious, I was again with Janice, Manny(s wife.  I was dicking her again as she squirmed under me.  She shrieked out in her excitement, just as the goons stormed into the bedroom and hauled my naked ass off her, interrupting my nearing climax.  Her screaming mingled with my own as I came to and again felt the extreme pain in my balls.  My shouts were ignored.

The cement had hardened.  The goons were attaching a hoist to the metal ring embedded in the center of the cement.  I soon had to struggle to my feet to keep from being suspended by my nuts.  They moved the cement and me to the back of a pickup and tied down a tarpaulin as cover.  Chicago(s winters are brutal.  It was freezing out, and my teeth soon chattered.  I found grim humor in the fact that the only warm parts of my body were those surrounded by the still curing cement.

It wasn(t a long ride to Manny(s boat docked on Lake Michigan.  I was soon shivering on the open deck of the small yacht as we headed out into the open water.  I had no illusions as to my fate.  Manny had the reputation of being the most cruel of the Windy City(s mafia crowd.  I had known that even before I(d first fucked his woman.  But at the time, her allure had convinced me it was worth it.  Now I knew better.

All too soon, the captain killed the motor, and we drifted in the dawn(s mist.  They attached the hoist to the ring again and moved my manhood(s cement home over the edge of the boat, pulling my thighs tight against the rail.

One of the goons slapped me hard on the ass, and reached out to the ring.  I was breathing heavily and shaking badly.  I thought he was going to release the catch and send me plunging to my watery death.  Instead he clipped a small chain to the ring.  At the end of it dangle a pocket knife.  The other goon untied my hands and removed the gag.

The first one spoke.  (Manny(s not such a bad guy, really.  He(s giving you a choice.  You can let yourself drown, or you can cut yourself loose.(  Then he just grinned as the diabolical delima formed in my head.  The only way to live was to cut off my own cock and balls!  I(d have to deprive myself of the instruments of my downfall or die.

That(s as far as I had time to think before they released the concrete weight that pulled me over the side.  There was really no choice but to fight the buffeting water for the knife and slash into my tender, beloved tissues.  I had never before wondered if you could cry tears underwater.  Oh yes, you can.  You can.

