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It’s your third date, and everyone knows the third date is when the girl puts out. It’s one of the rules of dating. The first date is to get to know each other, the second date is sexual tension, but the third date… the third date always ends in sex. That’s just how it works.

You’re standing on the street outside her apartment, waiting for the right moment to go in for the kiss that will lead to so much more. She looks beautiful in the moonlight, her long blonde hair practically glowing in the summer night air. Her lips are full and red, two scarlet bows that have fuelled so many of your dreams recently. They feel so good against your own lips, God only knows how incredible they’ll feel wrapped around your cock. She definitely does that kind of thing, if friends of friends are anything to go by. Her sexual prowess is legendary in certain circles, for quality rather than quantity. She’s not a slut – far from it, in fact – but she’s most definitely not one of those prudish virgin sorts who’s likely to blush at the thought of even allowing you to slip a hand under her shirt. You can’t wait for that. Those firm, plump breasts of hers – so round for such a small-framed girl – have been enticing you all night. Does she know the effect she’s having on you every time she leans forward, giving you a perfectly-framed shot of her cleavage? Has she caught you looking? She must have by now: you’ve been stealing glances all night long. Perhaps she knows, and she wants you to look. She’s a tease, or so say some of the rumours. Beauty and brains and enough self-awareness to know exactly how to drive you wild.

Yes, you think. She’s perfect.

Your cock twitches in your shorts as she leans in close. She’s forward, pushy: you like that a little more than you were expecting. You have to turn to one side with some deft footwork just so she doesn’t notice your hardness. Play it cool, you think. Don’t let her know how much you need her right now.

‘I bet you want to come upstairs with me, don’t you?’ she purrs. All you can do is nod. This girl manages to leave you tongue-tied in a way no one else has ever even come close to matching.

Before you know it, you’ve arranged another date two days from now, and she’s planting a kiss on your cheek before she skips up the stairs and into her apartment building. You’re alone on the street, with the scent of her perfume in the air the only trace left of her.

Soon that’s gone too, and you have nothing.

You go home, your balls full and heavy and a rich shade of blue, running over the evening in your mind. What did you do wrong? There must have been something. Things were going so well, but you must have fucked it up in one way or another. There’s no other explanation. How did you lose it at the last minute?

Your mind plays that scene over and over: the deep red of her lips, the curve of her breasts in that tight white blouse, the playful glint in her eye as she turned away from you.  Soon you have your cock in your hand, the only treatment for the ache in your testicles. You pump furiously, eagerly, dreaming of how close you came to the soft folds of her pussy. When you come, you find yourself wishing you were splashing your seed all over her face and breasts, asserting your dominance over her and marking her as yours.

You collapse back, exhausted. You have another chance, you think. Another date, in two days’ time. This is just a temporary setback, that’s all. Soon it’ll all be yours.

~***~

Every time you tell yourself that she’s just a cocktease, that she’s just stringing you along, but it never sticks. This is your sixth date, and every time you expect to get invited upstairs only to be left outside in the cold by yourself to rub your cock practically raw with desperate thoughts of what might have been. You just can’t seem to pull yourself away, though. There’s something so wonderful about her that you just want to spend all your time in her company.

That doesn’t change your needs, though. You have to come soon. You just… have to.

It’s not that there aren’t other girls queuing up to go out with you: there are, and many. Just none of them match up to her. None of them have her smile, her laugh; none of their bodies are as lithe and shapely.

But this is it, you tell yourself as you go in for the kiss. One last shot. If it doesn’t happen tonight, it doesn’t happen at all.

She kisses you, but instead of turning and heading up the steps to her apartment she takes you by the hand and pulls you up with her. ‘Come on,’ she says, and that is all the invitation you need. You find yourself making out in the stairwell, overcome by your desire for her. When you get to the tiny bedsit she calls home, she heads immediately to the bed and begins to strip.

‘You do want this, don’t you?’ she says. She gives her lip a coy bite as she does so: part of you sees it as a blatant attempt to manipulate you, but that part of you isn’t in control right now. There’s only one part of your body that will be listened to, and it’s hard as a rock.

‘More than anything,’ you say.

‘Then I want you to taste me first. I want to feel your tongue against my cunt.’

You’ve never heard her curse like that, but it lights a spark in you. Good girls, after all, do not have cunts. Good girls don’t fuck. Good girls don’t put you down on your knees – and yet there you are, between her legs, your tongue extended. You don’t even protest when she reaches her hand into your hair and pulls you closer, holding you just where she wants you as you begin licking. It hurts, but it’s worth it.

God, how long you’ve waited for this moment.

You part the folds of her pussy – her cunt – with the tip of your tongue, feeling for the hard nub of her clitoris. Find it, and you can drive her wild. This is your chance to show her just what you can do, to earn your way up the ladder that ends with your cock buried in her. If she wants to get warmed up first for the main event, you can play along.

Her moans are just as beautiful as she is. They run the full gamut of emotion, from soft little whimpers to huge gasps that seem to come from somewhere deep inside of her, somewhere you’re only just beginning to scratch the surface of. You use those moans as a guide to your successes, a game of hot-and-cold that directs you to her most sensitive spots: what she likes, what she loves, what drives her insane with lust.

And then she comes.

You can feel it building in her long before it explodes out, but that doesn’t do anything to dull its intensity. Her fingers are so tight in your hair that it’s painful, but rather than distracting you it pushes you harder, makes you want to succeed in pleasing her. If she’s satisfied, she’ll return the favour. Sex is most definitely on the cards – a blowjob at the bare minimum – as long as you can give her what she needs right now.

She screams your name, and she is done.

She collapses backwards, satisfied, and gestures for you to come up and lie with her. With your arms wrapped around her, she falls asleep with a smile on her face, completely oblivious to your raging hard on.

You review your options. Perhaps you can wake her up. Perhaps you can go to the bathroom and take care of yourself. Perhaps you’d be better off just waiting.

It’s not sex, but it’s… something. It’s not nothing. That’s important.

Perhaps you can build on it over the coming weeks. After all, you’ve just been down on her. You now officially have a sexual relationship. How much longer can she hold out?

~***~

Four months.

That’s how long you’ve been together now. You’re a couple, officially. You’ve met each other’s friends. You store things at each other’s apartment. You live combined lives. Your friends tell you how lucky you are, and you smile and agree.

So why do you feel like something is missing?

The build-up of sexual tension is a constant irritation, like a pebble in your shoe that you can’t get rid of no matter how many times you try and shake it loose. It’s not an irritation for her, of course: she gets plenty of action from your tongue. It’s only you that seems to be suffering.

That’s not to say she doesn’t fuck you, but those occasions are rare and not always satisfactory. Yes, you get to come, but she just lies there as you do, a limp fish in your bed. It feels cheap and vulgar, like you’re just using her to get yourself off, but by that point it’s hard to do anything but take the opportunity when it arises – never look a gift horse in the mouth, and all that. You’ve tried asking her to be more engaged with the whole thing, but she just shrugs.

Her implication is clear. If you want her to be more engaged, try harder. Be more of a man.

You’ve long since run out of ideas, so you’ll take what you can get.

Mostly, that consists of handjobs – wonderful handjobs, handjobs that make you spurt harder and faster than you had ever thought possible – but they’re the end of a long and convoluted system of emotional and sexual back-and-forth, trading all sorts of favours just for that moment of sweet relief as she lays her hand on your cock. For that, you’d do just about anything.

Sometimes she likes to give you what she calls a ruined orgasm, where she pulls her hand away at the last second and leaves your cock twitching in the air as it pumps your seed without giving you any pleasure in return. When you ask her why she does this, she just laughs. ‘Because I think it’s funny,’ she says. ‘I do love the way you can’t control that little cock of yours. It’s almost like it has a mind of its own, isn’t it?’

When you don’t answer, she sulks for an hour. You have to convince her that yes, your little cock really does just do its own thing and there’s nothing you can do about it – and of course, by the time you bring her around to your side it’s past midnight and there’s no way she has the energy to get you off, ruined or not. In fact, the only thing she does have the patience for is for you to go down on her.

You can’t resist her. By now you’ve come to love that simple little act of devotion – your worship, as she calls it, only half in jest. Your cock bobs in front of you as you lick and suck at her pussy, but she doesn’t like you to touch it while you’re servicing her – she says that it distracts from you giving her your full attention, and if you aren’t giving her your full attention then what’s the point in doing it at all?

Now the thought of touching yourself doesn’t even cross your mind.

She puts her leg over your shoulder, drawing you in close, and even as her thighs tighten their grip around your face you know better than to try and pull away. Who needs to breathe, anyway? All it shows is just how much she’s enjoying herself – and really, isn’t that what you want?

Of course it is. Her pleasure always comes first.

You’d do anything to make her happy.

~***~

‘Yes,’ she says. ‘Yes, of course.’

You’re on your knees again, but this time it’s in a restaurant – the same restaurant where you had your first date, in fact, almost two years ago. It’s funny how things work out.

She slips the ring onto her finger, bends down and wraps her arms around you. She seems genuinely happy, and that can only be a good thing for your chances of getting laid tonight. Sure, she’ll probably get you to eat her to two or three or four orgasms first, but you’ve long since accepted that as the cost of doing business. It’s the only way she can really be fully satisfied, she claims. She’s not like you, who can just hump away for two minutes and then you’re done. She needs a lover who can take his time, who isn’t so desperate every minute of every day.

Perhaps if you got me off more than once a week I wouldn’t have that problem, you think, but you don’t want to spoil the moment.

She does let you fuck her that night, and it’s something else entirely. For a moment, as you slide your cock into her and she lets out a glorious porn star moan of pleasure, you’re transported back to those first early days of dating. Perhaps you’ve got a slightly rose-tinted view of it, but you seem to remember that the sex was much more frequent then – sometimes as often as twice a week, if you could believe it – and she seemed a lot more enthusiastic. It’s been a long time since she initiated, let alone seemed to immerse herself in it as much as she does.

‘I want you to enjoy this,’ she says. ‘Consider it your reward.’

She grips your body as your cock slides into her, but it’s been so long and she’s so skilled at pushing your buttons that you can barely hold back. You had almost forgotten that sex could be like this, but the result is almost too much for you.

‘Please can I…’ you ask. ‘Please…’

She likes it when you beg. She takes a strange pleasure in holding something just out of your reach, knowing that not only will you work harder than ever to get it but that you’ll be so, so thankful for the privilege afterwards. She doesn’t like it in return, of course. God forbid you ever tease her during one of your four or five daily bouts of oral sex, pulling her back from the brink of orgasm in the knowledge that the next one will be even more fierce. You’ve learned that she doesn’t like to be kept waiting: your job is to pleasure her often and quickly and with as little fuss as possible.

‘Come for me, boy,’ she says.

She’s been calling you that more and more recently. You used to find it humiliating and emasculating, but you can’t take offence, not now: your mind is elsewhere. Your come shoots out in thick ropes, splashing into her: no condom for you, not tonight. As long as you do as she tells you, good things will happen.

She treats her good boy well. He has been trained to please her, just the way she likes.

~***~

‘I’ve been thinking,’ she says. ‘About us. About the future.’

The engagement ring is still twinkling on her finger – it’s only been a week, for God’s sake – but the bottom drops out of your stomach and suddenly you begin to feel sick. She can’t be breaking up with you, can she?

‘Oh?’ you say, trying to play it cool.

‘Now the engagement is official, I was thinking about our sex life.’

Finally, you think. All of what has come before is about to end, and she’s obviously decided that the sex has been a little too imbalanced for a little too long.

‘What about it?’

‘I want to wait.’

‘Wait for what?’

‘To have sex.’

You struggle to hold back a laugh: she’s a lot of things, but a virgin isn’t one of them. If she’s worried about wearing white at the wedding, that ship has long since sailed. ‘Why?’ you ask.

‘I think it’s romantic,’ she says. ‘The idea of a couple waiting for each other, getting all excited for the big day when they can finally be together. We’re only going to get one opportunity to feel that way, so I think we should take it. Besides, after your performance last week…’

She lets the implication hang in the air. She’s made no secret of the fact that she was disappointed with how little time you were able to spend inside her, but at the same time she’s rebuffed you every time you’ve tried to instigate things again. It’s as though you had one shot and that was it: your one chance to prove yourself was wasted.

‘What about things other than sex?’ you ask. ‘Will you still want me to go down on you?’

‘Well, I don’t think we could go a full year without any contact,’ she says. ‘So I think that would be fine. I don’t have any problem with you continuing to go down on me.’

She doesn’t mention the reverse: your sexual pleasure, as it so often is in your relationship, has been overlooked. Your sense of relief is fading, and fading fast.

‘What about me?’ you ask.

‘I was thinking about that too,’ she says. ‘Obviously, I’ll still play with you the way we do now – but I want you to promise that you won’t play with yourself without me there. I want all of you for me. Can you do that?’

‘Yeah,’ you sigh. Why not? It’s not as though you masturbate often anyway. She’s made it very clear how much she disapproves of it. ‘I can do that.’

‘Promise me,’ she says. ‘It’s important.’

‘I promise,’ you reply.

~***~

The first time she catches you masturbating, she’s disappointed. The second time, she yells. The third time, she offers you the ultimatum.

She lays the two items on the table in front of you one morning. You’re still bleary-eyed from a night on the couch, but it soon catches your attention. On the left hand side is her engagement ring – to your knowledge, it’s the first time she’s taken it off since that night in the restaurant a few months ago. On the right hand side, there’s something you’ve never seen before in your life.

‘It’s called a chastity cage,’ she explains. ‘It’s designed for people who can’t control themselves sexually – people just like you, it seems. It locks around your cock and balls and keeps your hands away. I think it’ll be best for both of us if you don’t have access anymore.’

You beg and plead, but her mind is made up. It’s one or the other. It’s time to make up your mind.

She doesn’t show any sign of happiness as your make your decision. Silently she slips the ring back onto her finger, and then goes to work: the hinge of the cage fits snugly around the base of your penis, trapping it in a hard steel tube. With the click of a padlock, you’re locked away. Who knows for how long?

She’ll get over it, you think. This is just a knee-jerk reaction. No one keeps their fiancé locked up, really, and she’s never given any indication of having any sort of fetish. She’s only doing it to prove a point. It’s an idle threat at worst.

You look down at the padlock and see that it’s in the shape of a little silver heart. It’s the perfect emasculating touch in an already ridiculous situation. Not only has she – quite literally – taken your manhood away from you, but she’s topped it off with a bow.

She smiles for the first time as she threads the key onto a little silver chain. ‘Would you help with this?’ she asks, holding out the clasp for you. You’re too stunned to say no. Everything is changing so fast.

‘I want you to have the reminder,’ she says once the key is nestled between her breasts. ‘Every time you look at me, I want you to remember that you’re better off this way – that for the sake of our marriage, I should be the one in control of your orgasms. This is the way to do that. Don’t you agree?’

You nod. There’s nothing else you can do.

‘Then thank me. Show me you understand what I’m doing for you. The sacrifice I’m making in order to keep our relationship alive.’

Perhaps she has a point. Perhaps it will be better for you like this.

‘Thank you,’ you say.

~***~

Two signatures on a piece of paper, and it’s official: you’re man and wife.

You barely notice the cage now. No, that’s not quite true. You always notice it, every second of every minute of every day, but it has long since become a sort of sexual white noise: even though you can’t forget it, you can’t do anything to change it.

You thought she might have done you the favour of not wearing the key with her wedding dress, but it was there as she walked down the aisle, hidden under her veil, staring you in the face as you said ‘I do’. No doubt the assembled thought you were staring at her breasts the whole time, but really you were thinking about the pleasures that await you. It’s been almost a year since you last fucked her, and she’s only let you out of the cage once every couple of weeks for what she calls ‘maintenance’: a speedy handjob that milks you of your come before she locks you right back up.

But tonight is your wedding night. You agreed to give up control until you were married, and now you are. You’ll be free again.

You’re booked into a hotel, the same one where your reception is held. Once the night has drawn to a close and the final lingering guests put into taxis and sent home, she takes you by the hand and leads you upstairs. ‘I have a special treat for you,’ she says. ‘For being such a good boy these past few months.’

You practically sprint along the hotel corridor, desperate to get inside your room – and inside her.

You’re on your knees within seconds as she spreads her legs in front of you, her sex opened up to the delights of your tongue. You lick her with a renewed vigour, desperate to please her: now it’s become such a standard part of your lovemaking that you don’t even question it.

~***~

It’s six months after the wedding that she tells you she wants a divorce.

You can’t believe it at first, although anyone looking at your relationship from the outside probably wouldn’t be the least bit surprised. Your cock has been caged pretty much constantly now for almost eighteen months, and you haven’t had sex with her in all of that time: as far as you know, she hasn’t been fucked properly in almost two years. The fact would have upset you, but by now you’re used to it. It’s the cost of being around her.

But she needs more, she says. She has to feel what it’s like to be fucked again, to feel a thick cock slide into her cunt and make her scream.

She laughs when you suggest she takes the cage off. ‘Oh, honey,’ she says. ‘Not you. A real man.’

If you can let her look elsewhere, she says, she’ll reconsider the divorce.

Two nights later, she brings home a friend – or at least, that’s what she calls him. She introduces him by name, but you barely notice it. The important thing isn’t who he is, but what he is.

And, more importantly, what he’s going to be doing to your wife.

She sighs when she sees how upset you are. ‘We talked about this, honey,’ she says. ‘How you can’t satisfy me. How you’re better off kept in that little cage of yours. Why should I suffer just because you can’t control yourself, eh?’

She’s right. You know she’s right. You need the cage almost as much as you need her – but to keep her, you have to let her do this.

It’s difficult to be in the same house, relegated to the guest room while this intruder and your wife take the marital bed, but she’s told you she wants you close. You can hear her screaming and moaning in a way that she never has for you – noises that go on for hours as this man’s stamina allows him to push into her eager pussy over and over again. There’s no gap while she forces him to go down on her for what seems like forever, no pause as she resigns herself to sex the way she does on the rare occasions you’re given a chance to perform. It’s immediate and forceful, as though they can’t get enough of each other.

You hear her come once, twice and then three times, their bodies rattling the headboards as you sit there alone in the next room, you cock locked up. You hate him for what he’s doing to her, but you can’t bring yourself to hate your wife. Her moans of pleasure fill you with the same glee they always did.

You want her to be happy, and he makes her happy. That fact is impossible to ignore.

You can rationalise that. What you can’t rationalise is the way your cock strains against the plastic of the cage. Is it possible that you really are getting aroused by this? It can’t be. You hate it, just as any real man would hate it – and yet you know that if she allowed you to take the cage off and play with yourself to the sounds of them fucking you’d come in moments.

Of course, that won’t happen. The key is still safely around her neck, no doubt resting between her breasts as he drives his cock into her, taking what was once yours and makes it irrevocably his.

You cry yourself to sleep that night, and the night after that.

His stamina is really quite something.

~***~

It’s three months later before you’re invited into the room with them for the first time.

You’ve got to know him quite well by that point: after all, he’s around at your house every weekend, and most weeknights. There have been other men, but none as regular as he is. The marital bed has long since been given over to her pleasure, and you now live permanently in the guest room. She didn’t want you to feel left out, though: a couple of weeks earlier, she arranged to have a vent fitted so you could always hear exactly what was going on in the place you used to sleep.

As though the walls weren’t thin enough to allow that anyway.

One night, though, she says she wants you there in the room with them. You’ve never seen her kiss another man before, but the way she lays her lips on him is almost deferential. Is that how women are supposed to treat strong, virile men? It’s so long since you’ve been able to access your manhood that it’s hard to remember. Your cock has been locked away forever – or at least, that’s how it feels. She’s even stopped your biweekly milkings. You leak precome constantly, but when she sees that you’re making a mess she just yells at you to clean it up with your tongue.

He finds it hilarious, of course. She’d never speak that way to him.

You kneel in the corner and watch as she takes his cock into her mouth. She has never done that for you before – at least, not so eagerly. The way she sucks at him, you can easily believe that she craves it, that if she doesn’t cram as much of his length down her throat as she can that something awful will befall her. She needs it the way she might need sunlight or water or oxygen, and it’s only once she has taken it right down to the hilt and tears are pouring down her face that she pulls away.

His eyes never leave yours. Look at this, they seem to say. Look at what you had and couldn’t control. Look at what could have been yours if only you weren’t such a pathetic excuse for a man.

They make you put the condom on him.

You resist at first, but your hesitance only seems to spur them on. They want you to be reluctant because they want to feel as though they have broken you, that they have moulded you to their cause. She’s gracious enough to let you use your hand to apply the rubber to his cock, rather than forcing you to do it with your mouth, but it’s a small comfort.

His cock is enormous, easily twice the size of yours and possibly more; the truth is that it’s been locked up for so long you can’t be sure anymore. Still, you’re relatively confident that his penis dwarfs anything you could offer even on your best day. As you wrap your fingers around it, you find yourself amazed at its girth, wondering how your wife manages to take it all inside her. It’s no wonder she was so unsatisfied by your pathetic little worm.

And then suddenly it’s on, and he’s on top of her, and that majestic cock is at her entrance and then inside of her, being driven by thrust after rhythmic thrust. Every second he seems to be going faster, deeper, harder, with no end to his capacity to pleasure her. You look away, consider crawling back to the corner – anything to stop you from having to watch this violation of your marriage vows – but she stops you. ‘No,’ she says through ragged gasps. ‘You stay close. Maybe you’ll learn how a real man fucks.’

Those are the last words she’s able to say before she comes and everything else is lost to incoherence. It’s only seconds later when he comes too, filling the condom and your wife with his seed.

As he finds release, he never breaks eye contact with you.

~***~

It’s a Friday night, and as always you greet Master at the door on your knees. He’s in a bad mood, which no doubt means he’ll be taking his frustrations out on you later, but first he just wants to see his lover.

He clicks his fingers and gestures for you to follow him into the bedroom on all fours, and like an obedient dog you comply immediately. She’s waiting on the bed for him – as you remember she waited for you, once upon a time in a different world – and she is ready for his cock. He smiles as he sees her, and she smiles right back. How long has it been since she looked at you with that level of joy in her eyes? Has she ever?

She stands up and strips him of his clothes, running her hands across his body. Another click of his fingers, and your mouth is around his cock. That’s your job now, more than anything else: to fluff him, to get him ready for the main event, and to provide an audience. You find yourself straining against your cage as he fucks your throat, but there’s nothing you can do about that: the steel locked around your cock is the smallest model they make, so even the slightest arousal is agony for you – and the more you do it, the more you find yourself craving his taste. You wish you could beg for him to finish across your tongue, but why would he when he has such a beauty lying in wait for him?

She no longer bothers with condoms when she has him fuck her. He prefers the sensations of sliding into her raw, and besides, what’s the worst that can happen? She gets pregnant? He leaves her? She already has a devoted man who’ll make sure she’s well looked after. You’re not even sure she uses birth control pills, so it’s only really a matter of time before he ends up impregnating her.

But still… he’s the man of the house now. That’s his right. They have both made that perfectly clear to you.

He pulls his cock out of your mouth and you struggle try to hide your disappointment, but it doesn’t matter: he’s not watching you. Immediately he falls on your wife, and as his slides into her dripping pussy she lets out a primal moan of ecstasy.

You find yourself smiling as he pounds into her, watching her pleasure bloom into an orgasm that cascades through her body from top to toe. When he’s done – perhaps hours from now – you will be permitted to clean them both, licking up his come from her cunt and her juices from his cock, savouring both your Master and your wife and Mistress until they find another use for you. That’s your life, and you wouldn’t have it any other way.

What did a little slut like you do to strike it so lucky?
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