
        
            [image: cover]
        


His
Acquiescence


Part
Four

 


By Grace Vilmont

 


Smashwords Edition

 


Copyright 2014 Green Bush Publishing

 


All rights reserved. No part of this book may
be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any electronic or
mechanical means, including photocopying, recording, or by any
information storage or retrieval system, without the written
permission of the publisher.

 


The characters and events portrayed in this
book are fictitious. Any similarity to real persons, living or
dead, is coincidental and not intended by the author. Contains
adult material that might not be suitable for all audiences.

 


Smashwords Edition,
License Notes



This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This ebook
may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like
to share this book with another person, please purchase an
additional copy for each recipient. If you’re reading this book and
did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only,
then please return to Smashwords.com and purchase your own copy.
Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.

 


All characters depicted in this work of
fiction are 18 years of age or older. This work is a fantasy; in
your own life be sure to follow safer sex practices.

 


If you’re the type of person to read
copyright notices, why don’t you go to elliotsilvestri.blogger.com
for a coupon code at Smashwords.com.


For a complete list of Green Bush Publishing’s
eBooks please visit elliotsilvestri.blogspot.com


Part Four

10.

 


After our wedding things quickly developed into a
regular routine for me and Ilona. Of course she kept me locked up
in chastity, that’s a given. I wasn’t sure what was going to happen
afterwards, but I was excited to find out.

That excitement quickly ended when I figured out that
not much changed at all. We both wore wedding bands all the time
but that was the only real change. Ilona was still fucking her
boyfriends on the side at least once a week. When she came home to
me I was expected to pull off her panties and clean her pussy. That
wasn’t a punishment at all. I liked doing that. The sad part was
she wouldn’t regularly fuck me afterwards.

“Too much fun makes Jack a naughty
boy,” she told me when I finished her one night and she only
tweaked my cage through my pants in reciprocation.

“But Jack’s not having any fun at
all,” I sulkily complained.

“What?” she said in that tone of
voice that told me I was fucked.

“Um…Alan’s trying to be a good boy?”
I suggested, attempting to escape the consequences for my foolish
remark.

My wife just sighed in response. “Strip and go put on
your collar.” That was a very bad sign indeed.

My collar was kept in her dresser. After stripping
and putting the collar on, Ilona took the extra step of slipping a
padlock through the collar and locking it to my leash. I was
nervous and excited. She had worn a skirt to work that day and had
only removed her panties to let me clean her pussy. Her skirt was
now back in place as I knelt before her getting my collar locked
on. I was naked but for the collar and cage; she was fully dressed.
“I think you need a little discipline,” she told me.

As a couple we weren’t really that big on discipline
and spanking and the rough parts of sex that can be fun but can
sometimes slip over into the territory of extreme pain.

“Lay down on the bed,” she
instructed me. I wasn’t sure what was going to happen. I had
already cleaned her pussy that night after she had fucked Bruce
earlier in the day. I had done it kneeling between her legs while
she lounged on the living room couch. I had even made her cum once
during her cleaning, my special gift to her. I was sure that Bruce
had made her cum at least once when they fucked earlier in the day.
She was probably exhausted from the amount of sex she had already
had during the day and didn’t need to cum again. But I was hopeful.
Maybe she was going to sit on my face and make me eat her out while
she teased my cock a bit, making it get hard in its cage and laugh
at my discomfort.

No such luck.

I followed her orders. She attached the end of the
leash to the bedpost, sat down on the bed next to me, gave me a
little kiss on the cheek, took my cage in her left hand to raise it
up a bit, and then smacked my balls with her right.

I howled in pain. “What the fuck!” I cried out.

“Did that hurt?” she asked
calmly.

“Yes.”

“Good. It was supposed
to.”

My cock was slowly shrinking in the cage. If you’re a
guy, you know what it feels like getting hit in the balls. It hurts
like fuck. Every guy has experienced it at least once in his life.
Ladies, since you don’t have balls, the only thing I can say is it
hurts like fuck. I’ve heard to been compared to being hit in the
ovaries, but how often does that happen to women? To describe it in
more lucid terms, it’s like getting hit in the stomach where the
person doing the punching rams his fist all the way through your
body and then yanks out your spine and guts while pulling back out.
That’s the kind of fun I went through.

“I’m sorry,” I
apologized.

“You need to learn to behave
better,” she reminded me with another slap to my
testicles.

The second one didn’t hurt any less than the first.
There are some freaks in the world that actually enjoy cock and
ball torture. I’m not one of them. Everyone has their own kink and
I’m not in any position to judge, but I think that’s weird. I have
the love of my wife control my cock, not abuse the hell out of it.
There’s a difference.

“I’m so sorry,” I repeated. “It’ll
never happen again.”

“See that it doesn’t,” she told
me.

Needless to say there wasn’t any sex for me that
night. But it was also a bit of a turning point for us. We found
the limit to which we were willing to go for sexual pleasure and
how our dominant/submissive relationship worked. She could order me
about and control my cock to her heart’s content, but physical
violence against my genitalia was my limit. You’d think a guy with
a ring through his dick would be a little tougher, but you’d be
wrong.

And through this bit of play we settled into a
pattern where she would only release my cock once a month. We had
initially decided I’d go two weeks after the wedding before being
released to fuck her again. That we did. Then because of
circumstances—her slapping my balls, a bad mood, her period, bad
timing—I actually went three weeks before I was released and
allowed to fuck my wife.

“How about we go a whole month this
time?” she asked me on Sunday morning when she was locking me back
into my cage. It’s an odd thing to have a cage locked onto your
cock and to feel a sense of relief that you won’t have to perform
sexually for anyone for the sex week, week, or month. All during
that period there’s a build-up to the release. The important thing
to remember is to enjoy the build-up as much as the
release.

“A whole month?” I questioned her,
but then I realized the possibilities. It would better synch with
her cycle. Once a month would be a more powerful release for me.
I’d get to pleasure her probably more often with my mouth and
fingers. She’d probably have more sex with her boyfriends. It
seemed win-win all around. “That sounds fantastic.”

Don’t forget, the vast majority of couples playing
chastity games are female-led and male-chaste, but it’s a mutually
agreed upon game. The couple sets the rules together. The rules can
be flexible. The rules can be broken. The critical component is
that both partners agree on the rules and get enjoyment from
them.

“I thought you might like that,” she
said as she clicked the second lock into place. My cock wasn’t
going anywhere she didn’t want it to go.

Once a month isn’t bad. Don’t think of it as I only
got to cum once a month. I got to cum about six times each month,
but all six orgasms are on the same day of release, over a twenty
four hour period. I’m pretty happy with that statistic.

 


So I spent the next few months in happy chastity,
getting released every four weeks to show my wife how much I loved
her. We were having plenty of sex. She’d have a date at least once
a week with one of her boyfriends and come home with her panties
full of cum. I’d have to clean her up. That was my part of the
sexual arrangement, getting her to cum again after being with her
boyfriend. When Ilona was feeling particularly wicked she would go
out on a date Friday night and come home after having sex and then
release me a little bit early so I’d have to fuck her cum-filled
pussy right then and there. She’d often compare my performance to
that of her most recent lover, usually by stating how many times he
made her cum and that I would have to at least met, if no exceed,
the number he achieved. Otherwise, why was she staying with me, was
her argument.

I always managed to exceed expectations.

And then our relationship took another turn. It
wasn’t completely unexpected, but I don’t always have the best
foresight.

Ilona hung up the phone and told me, “Lydia just had
her baby. They named her Holly. Seven pounds and eight ounces.
They’re doing good Brandon said.”

My wife was getting weepy and I gave her a hug.
Sometimes a married relationship is just about emotions and not
about sex. “That’s great. When are you going to see her?”

We had been planning that Ilona would visit her
sister shortly after the birth, leaving me at home and locked up.
It would be fun to play a long-distance chastity game. It was low
risk since her mother wasn’t all that far away and could show up
with my key in case of an emergency. “Next weekend,” she managed to
sniffle out.

“That sounds good,” I agreed with
her.

“It’s not your release time,” she
reminded me.

“I know. It’s working out
well.”

And then Ilona started sobbing almost
uncontrollably.

“What’s the matter?”

“I want a baby too,” she wailed. “I
want to have a baby with you.”

That little problem wasn’t going to be resolved right
away. Since she knew she was a slut Ilona had been on one form of
birth control or another since college. Pills didn’t work well for
her and she was afraid of what other hormones would do to her sex
drive so she went for an IUD that way she could have as many men
cum in her as she wanted and never have to worry about getting
pregnant. She loved the feeling of a man cumming in her. The
problem wasn’t the IUD’s removal. The problem was if she wanted to
have a baby with me we’d have to either curtail our chastity games
plus her lovers would have to use condoms at the very least. A baby
would definitely put in crimp in our lifestyle.

That immediate problem was set aside for the moment
while we prepared to send Ilona to visit her sister and new niece.
After packing her bags and driving her to the airport, I sent Ilona
on her way for a week-long visit alone. I had it in my mind that we
would both be essentially alone for the next week as I kissed her
goodbye.

“Looks like you’ll be as chaste as
me for the next week,” I joked quietly with her as we kissed
outside the security gates.

Ilona snorted at my naivety. “Do you really think I’m
going to leave Brandon’s cock alone?” she asked. “Lydia’s going to
be too exhausted to do anything other than take care of the baby
and sleep. I have his key right here with me.” She fished the small
padlock key on the chain around her neck that was hidden inside her
shirt. Brandon’s key was right there next to mine. My cock
stiffened at the sight of them together. I was glad we weren’t any
closer to the metal detectors. I wondered how sensitive they were.
“I hope I don’t lose it when I go through security,” she whispered
to me with one last kiss and then she was gone, walking away.

I watched her walk away, her ass swaying back and
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