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Seduced Into Chastity

In the relative peace of the bar bathroom, William swore quietly.

He had cum what seemed like a gallon, soaking into his boxer shorts, leaving a dark wet stain as an echo of a pleasure that embarrassed him. He was just lucky that none of it had got on his jeans. Through the walls of the bathroom, he could hear the low bass throb of the music, and his cheeks burned again as he thought about his friends, out there on the dance floor. What had they seen? How much did they guess?

He had taken his share of teasing comments over the last little while. Everyone was very interested in his new relationship. Partly, it was annoying, but at the same time, he couldn’t blame them. It was an unusual situation, to say the least. He barely understood it himself.

Rachel was unlike any woman he had ever met. She was much older than him or any of his friends, nearly fifteen years older, in fact. She didn’t look it. She was as freshfaced and youthful and energetic as any girl he had been with, but she had something else about her that maybe only came from experience. A kind of sexiness that takes years to develop, that only comes from a woman being in complete possession of herself, the kind of knowledge of self that takes half a lifetime to build. She had this erotic power that he had never seen in any other girl, this kind of sexy aura that made her completely irresistible.

And yes, he had wanted to show her off. When she showed up to that party in that red dress, his heart had soared, and not just with sexual excitement, although there was plenty of that, too. The thought of being with her, being seen with her, a woman as dropdead gorgeous as she was, raising his own status in the eyes of his friends. At least, that was how he had imagined it would go.

But William had never dated a woman like Rachel before. He had never dated someone that sexy, that desirable. And he quickly learned a lesson in the pitfalls of being with a true beauty. He had had to spend the whole night intervening as every other guy in the place tried to hit on her.

It was silly to be jealous, he knew. That was ridiculous. Rachel, after all, was married, and not to him. She wore her wedding ring to every event he took her to, never trying to hide her status. Leaving William to try and explain to his friends.

Of course he had been asked questions about it. He had tried to answer as best he could. The reactions he got varied from a kind of surprised awe to downright disgust from some of his friends, usually female ones, who believed more strongly in the sanctity of marriage.

But as William was keen to point out to anyone who would listen, he wasn’t the one who was married. He wasn’t the one cheating. Rachel and her husband had an arrangement of some kind, and William didn’t try all that hard to understand it. When her husband brought her to their dates, dropping her off at bars and restaurants and house parties, William tried not to look at the other guy. Not to even think about him. Because that was the strangest part of all. Rachel was cheating, but out in the open. Her husband knew all about it, and seemed okay with it. Or at least to have made some kind of peace with it.

In his mid-20s, William wasn’t naïve. He had heard of open marriages before, of swingers, of all kinds of deviant twists people develop on old-fashioned monogamy. He liked to think of himself as open-minded. He liked to think that he was a free spirit, sexually adventurous, liberated. It wasn’t for him to judge. But he had never imagined himself being part of an arrangement like this. In some ways, it felt good. It felt adult and grown-up and exciting, adventurous. But there were also times when it troubled him.

Rachel’s marriage was her own business, of course, and he had no need and no desire to worry about it any more than she did. But what troubled him was that Rachel, by her own admission, was very much in love with her husband. And whatever their arrangement was, it didn’t allow for actual cheating.

Rachel wouldn’t have sex with him. She had said that loud and clear, one night on one of their dates when things were getting intense. And William had nodded and agreed and went on kissing her, trailing hot lips down the side of her neck, his hands on that incredible body wrapped in some sexy outfit and his cock aching with desire for her.

Maybe he could change her mind. After all, he knew he excited her. He knew she loved the attention he gave her; why else would she go on these dates with him? She was attracted to him. He was sure of that. So she could say all she wanted that they would never sleep together, but those promises are easier made than kept. In the heat of the moment, everything changes. William already knew from experience that once you get a woman turned on enough, a lot of her boundaries turn out to be nothing more than lines drawn in the sand.

He still hoped for that with Rachel. But so far, it hadn’t happened. And he had been so close. There on the dance floor, she looked fantastic, like she always did. And she was moving so provocatively, swinging her hips, grinding her perfect ass against him. Her tiny skirt was basically no barrier. As he pressed his body against her, letting her feel the hard push of his erection, she had pushed herself back into it, wiggling her ass, spreading her legs and bending forward as if to invite him in. He had been just inches away from that hot wet pussy that he had been craving for weeks, and it all got to be too much for him.

He swore again as he stepped out of his jeans, moving carefully to minimize contact with the bathroom floor. At least the bathroom in the bar was the old-fashioned kind, a single room with its own sink, so that he had privacy to operate. He felt again a shiver of shame as he looked down at the big wet patch on the front of his underwear. She had made him cum. This other man’s wife had made him cum in his pants like some pathetic teenager, and if he was lucky, his friends didn’t realize it. But Rachel did. He had seen the knowing smile on her face as she watched him hurry away from her, pushing his way through the crowd on the dance floor and retreating to the bathroom. She knew what she had done, and she loved it, the little tease.

A knock on the door made him freeze.

“Busy,” he said gruffly.

“William?”

She had to raise her voice so that he could hear her through the door of the bathroom, but William recognized her right away. Rachel. Coming to check on him, he supposed.

His heart quickened just at the sound of her voice, just at the thought of her being there. Because just like always with her, he couldn’t ignore the possibilities. He couldn’t shake the thought that maybe, just maybe, this might lead to something. Might, in fact, lead to exactly what Rachel was always so adamant would never happen, the sex with her that he so badly craved, that he felt like he was going mad without.

He had just had an orgasm right there on the dance floor, but that didn’t change anything. He wanted her, and it felt like he would always want her, and the thought of what she might want with him, of what she might be there to do, made him almost breathless with anticipation.

Caught up in thoughts of her, he didn’t even think about what he was wearing and what he looked like. He moved to the door and unlocked it, and Rachel stepped quickly inside. He smelled her perfume as she brushed past him, the smell of her hair, the creak of the leather top she was wearing and the sharp report of her high heels on the bathroom floor. Everything about her was unspeakably sexy, almost unbearably desirable, and already, his cock was surging back to life, an automatic response to her presence that he could do nothing about, and wouldn’t have changed if he could.

As he locked the door behind him, Rachel looked him up and down, her eyes lingering for a moment on the stain on the front of his boxer shorts. There was that wicked smile again, and in the more intimate space of the bathroom, it made him feel dizzy. He felt his cheeks burning with shame, and he wished he had put his jeans back on before letting her inside. But it was too late now. She had already seen the mess he had made. Besides, she already knew exactly what she had done.

“Got yourself into a bit of a mess, haven’t you?”

She giggled as she spoke, a sound that was bright and clear and joyful, but also for him, in the situation he was in, deeply humiliating. He scowled, but somehow, it was never easy to be really mad at her.

She had done what she had done because she thought it was fun, and if this married woman had some strange ideas about how to enjoy, he could hardly complain. He was the one benefiting from it, even if he hadn’t gotten her into bed yet. He got to touch her, to date her. If his life, since Rachel had come along, had become one of almost constant erotic tension, he couldn’t deny that there was something thrilling about it. No woman had ever done this to him, never kept him on the edge like this for so long, or ever made him want her quite the way Rachel did. It was like an addiction, and he didn’t even want to break free of it.

“It’s your fault,” he said, making Rachel laughed again.

Again, those gorgeous eyes of hers moved up and down his body, taking it all in as he moved toward the sink. Flustered by her presence, he reached for his boxer shorts and pulled them off. Naked now, at least from the waist down, in front of Rachel for the first time. And she wasn’t exactly shy about the way her eyes hung on his half-hard cock as he began to rinse his boxer shorts out in the sink.

“Big boy, aren’t you?” Rachel teased.

William shrugged, and smiled. She had commented on the size of his cock before, when he sent her pictures. She had sent plenty of racy photos of her own, pictures of her in various states of undress. Pictures of her lying in bed with her skin glowing, her eyes shining from being freshly fucked, and he tried to focus on how good she looked and not think about who it was who got to make her feel that way.

Rachel loved jealousy, absolutely thrived on inspiring it in others, probably including her husband. But William tried to think of her the way he would have any other woman, tried to pretend, as far as possible, that she wasn’t married. Even if she would never truly let him forget it.

He rinsed the cum out of his underwear, thinking about her far more than he thought about his actions. After all, this wasn’t going to help him. What was he going to do, put on some dripping wet boxer shorts and go back out to the bar? But it was hard to think with her in the close space of the bar bathroom, dressed up in a miniskirt and fishnet stockings and high-heeled boots, the leather top accentuating her hourglass form and the gorgeous swell of her cleavage. Rachel made it impossible to think straight, made it difficult, sometimes, to even breathe, and he knew she loved the effect she had on him. All she had to do was just stand there, looking as sexy as she was, and he found himself losing the plot.

She stepped forward, those high heels like gunshots on the wooden floor. He jumped as she smacked his ass, not painfully, but playfully. It wasn’t like her to do something like that. Normally, he was the one who initiated physical contact, unable to keep his hands off that gorgeous body in all the sexy little outfits she wore on their dates. But it gave him hope. Her touching him like that was a sign he couldn’t ignore that things were heading in the right direction, that perhaps the rules weren’t as set in stone as she liked to pretend. His cock swelled even more at the thought.

But as he turned around to face her, his hands reaching out toward her, to take her in his arms and see where this new intimacy might lead them, she stepped back. Still smiling, she reached into the bag that hung from her shoulder and pulled something out. Something small, that she could hold in one hand, hiding it from him with her fingers. As he stepped closer to her, she put her free hand on his chest, holding him gently at a distance.

“Actually, I’ve been meaning to talk to you about something. Now seems as good a time as any.”

Rachel let her hand drop from his chest and looked him up and down again. William didn’t know quite what to do, but of course, that was a situation he often found himself in with her. So he stood there, naked but for his T-shirt, his cock already projecting from between his legs as he studied that gorgeous body in front of him, and she held her hands behind her back now, hiding whatever this item was from his sight.

“You know what a tease I am, don’t you?”

“Do I ever,” William said, as Rachel laughed.

“I know. I’m such a bitch.”

“No, you’re not. You’re just… I don’t know. Complicated?”

“I guess that’s one way of putting it. My husband would probably agree with you there.”

William nodded, trying to keep the frown off his face. She always had to mention him, always had to bring him into seemingly every conversation. As if she thought William might forget for a moment that she was married, that she could never really be his. Frankly, he was convinced that that was a big part of the thrill for her. Sometimes, he got the sense that he was just a distraction for her, a way to spice up her married life. In fact, she had almost said as much herself. And he agreed to it, because being with her was better than not, even if she kept him waiting, kept him desperate, and insisted on telling him he was never going to get what he truly wanted.

“It’s true, though. I do love teasing both of you. I love how badly you want me, even though you know I’m married. You know I love John. But you keep taking me out on these dates, spoiling me, looking at me that way that you do. Wanting me.”

“Yeah. I do.”

Rachel had to place her hand on his chest again as William stepped closer to her. Until she did, he barely even realized he was doing it. It just happened automatically, like gravity, pulling him toward her every chance he got. Her beauty was just that potent, just that unignorable. The sun he found himself orbiting around, until he felt at risk of losing all sense of himself.

“But I thought of a naughty idea. I was reading a bunch of stuff online, and I realized, I could maybe drive you even more crazy. With this.”

Finally, Rachel took her other hand out from behind her back. She held it up between them, spreading the fingers wide, and William saw the item in her palm. He had never seen anything like that before, but its shape immediately sent a ripple of disturbance through his brain.

“What is that?”

“Do you know what a chastity cage is?”

Slowly, William shook his head. Rachel took her hand away from his chest and instead ran it over the black steel bars of the small cage in her hand.

“That’s what this is,” she said, her voice so soft it was almost a struggle to hear over the constant din of the music coming from the bar. “The idea is, I lock up your cock in it. Then I’d own it. It would be mine. You wouldn’t be able to masturbate. You wouldn’t be able to have sex with other women. You wouldn’t be able to even touch your cock, unless I decided that you could.”

“Why the hell would I do that?”

Rachel didn’t seem the least bit concerned by his tone. Her smile never faltered, as if she had expected exactly this kind of objection. In some corner of his mind, William recognized that obviously, she had planned this. She had got this cage from wherever you got things like this, and brought it to the bar tonight with exactly this game in mind.

That thought was oddly exciting. The thought that she had been thinking about him, even in this dark and dangerous way, only encouraged him. What she was saying was insane, of course, by any normal metric. But there was nothing normal about her. Along with her stunning looks, that was part of the appeal of being with a woman like her.

“Because I think it would be fun,” Rachel said, tossing her dark hair with a girlish giggle. “You know how much I love teasing you. And this would be like a constant tease. I mean, imagine how horny you’d get for me. You wouldn’t be able to jerk off, would’nt be able to do anything. And I’ll keep wearing sexy outfits on our dates. I’ll keep sending you naughty photos and videos. I’ll drive you absolutely crazy. And you’ll love it.”

William said nothing. Because deep down, he knew she was right. He just didn’t want to admit it. There was something bizarrely thrilling about the desire he felt for her, and the prison it had become for his mind. There wasn’t a day that went by that he didn’t think about her, barely an hour. She was on his mind constantly, and it wasn’t love. It was something much darker than that. But in some perverse way, he did enjoy it. Being kept in the state of near constant excitement, this unending sexual tension. It was frustrating, so frustrating, sometimes, it felt like he could scream. But it made him feel alive. It excited him like nothing ever had. For whatever reason, it was part and parcel of the undeniable way he felt about her.

“When do I get out?”

William knew he was stalling. And the sly smile on Rachel’s face said she knew it too. Maybe she already knew she had won. Maybe not. But certainly, she knew how the deck was stacked in her favour, how the struggle between them was completely uneven. She knew the power she held, and it made her sexier than any woman he had ever known.

“That’s the point. I haven’t decided. And just to be clear, it would be completely up to me. Maybe you’ll get out for good behaviour. Maybe not. It just depends how I’m feeling, and whether I want you to cum or not. And honestly?”

She stepped forward then, her eyes glowing, her body swaying with an unmissable rhythm of sadistic glee. She stood close to him, so close that his swelling cock almost touched her hip, close enough that all he had to do was lean forward, just a little, and their lips would meet. But he didn’t do it. She had never yet led him kiss her on the mouth. She always turned her head away at the last minute, offering her cheek instead. So remote, so untouchable, and so frustratingly gorgeous, he barely knew what to do with himself.

“It makes me so wet thinking about this. It turns me on so much. The thought of having that big, beautiful cock under my complete control. Knowing you’re thinking of me, every minute of every day, and there’ss absolutely nothing you can do about it. God, I feel like I’m going to cream my panties right here and now.”

William gulped. He knew what she was doing, but that didn’t make it any less effective. Seduction was easy for her, a simple matter of looking the way she did, wearing something revealing, and saying almost anything in that special tone of voice. Frankly, it was embarrassing how simple it was for her. But that, of course, was part of her power.

She moved. Barely, but enough. Standing in one spot, she pivoted where she stood, so that her hip brushed against his cock, the tight fabric of her stretchy black miniskirt brushing along his shaft. He groaned, and she giggled, knowing exactly what she was doing. Knowing, maybe, already, that there was nothing he could do to resist her. That already, she had won, and that he was completely hers in any way that she might want.

“Can we try it out? Maybe, like a week or something?”

“Of course we can.”

Rachel smiled, draping her arms over his shoulders, beaming up at him. His last-ditch attempt to maintain some kind of control was painfully obvious, but she was magnanimous in her victory. Her lips were full and red and pouting right in front of him, absolutely begging for a kiss he knew he wasn’t allowed, and half of his brain screamed at him that he shouldn’t be doing this, but it was overruled by the desperate desire she inspired in him. What chance did he ever have? It felt like there was never any other option than this.

“Okay,” he breathed, and Rachel’s face lit up with undeniable happiness. “For one week.”

“One week. And if you can’t take it, I’ll let you go. But I know you can take it. You have no idea how much this is turning me on. Here, let me put it on you, and I’ll show you.”

William didn’t know what that meant, but he didn’t think about it too hard. Instead, he just nodded, and Rachel grinned. The key was already in the built-in lock of the chastity device, and she turned it, opening a swinging metal arm. Then, she lowered it down to William’s crotch. Every movement she made, every second that passed, made him more breathless, more dizzy with desire and anticipation, more terrified. But the thrill of it all was undeniable, the excitement racing through his veins giving him no other option.

Besides, to put the cage on, Rachel had to touch his cock. And she did. For the first time ever, he felt her warm, soft skin against his, and he groaned at the feeling, even as she wrestled the black metal cage into place. With his cock so hard, it took some effort, and he was only getting harder from the friction and from her touch.

Rachel was determined. She handled him like a piece of meat, remorselessly sliding the cage into place, not caring how it made his erection ache. And he winced and grunted as she swung the metal bar back behind his balls, the lock clicking as it closed around him. Already, the ache was unignorable. Already, he felt almost panicked at being so trapped and so constricted, the tender flesh of his manhood pressing hard against the bars as if it could somehow break free. But it couldn’t. And Rachel grinned as she ran her fingers over the bars, tracing the shape of them, hefting the weight of his caged cock in her hand and savoring her newfound power over his body.

“Fuck, this is so hot,” she whispered. Her breath was hot against his ear, her lips almost touching his skin, but not quite. More of that same teasing he knew he was in for, more of that desperate frustration that was what it meant to be in this strange relationship with a woman like her.

“I’m so fucking horny right now, I need to cum right here.”

William knew that she didn’t often talk like that, and it excited him to hear it. It excited him even more as she took a step back, heading for the toilet. Lifting a leg, her skirt sliding up her stocking-clad thighs, she kicked the seat down, and it closed with a loud bang. Then, she turned, sitting down on top of the toilet seat, hitching up her skirt.

She kept her eyes on him the whole time. Maintaining eye contact as she pulled her skirt up around her hips, revealing a pair of black panties above where her fishnet stockings ended. She sat back against the toilet, one hand between her legs, tracing the shape of her swollen lips through the thin fabric.

William groaned in desperate desire, and Rachel groaned too, though for different reasons. She groaned with the thrill of pleasure, the excitement of knowing what she was doing to him, and the pure bliss of knowing how easily he had surrendered to her. And then, she slid her fingers under the waistband of her panties, and he watched the fabric strain over her moving knuckles as she touched herself.

She let out a long moan of passion. William watched, his cock aching inside its newfound captivity, the woman who now owned his cock pleasuring herself right in front of him. Her eyes were closed, lost in pleasure as she was, but she opened them again to stare at him.

“You know, you’d probably get a better view from your knees.”

And without even knowing why, he did it. He sank to his knees on the floor of the bathroom, staring between her thighs as she pulled down her panties.

Her swollen lips shone with the moisture of her excitement, and he groaned in desperate lust as she pushed them apart, sliding two fingers inside herself, moaning with wild joy as she masturbated right in front of him.

Another man’s wife, the object of all his desire, her legs spread and her pussy exposed right in front of him. And there was absolutely nothing he could do about it except watch.
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