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Chapter 1


Michael parked his Audi in the
driveway of Irene’s house. “Nice place,” he commented.

“I share it with two other
women,” she replied and turned her body to face him, going so far
as to place her hand on his thigh. “I’m disappointed you haven’t
asked me for a kiss,” she said. “I thought the night went
well.”

He let out a brief, uncomfortable
chuckle and glanced at how close her hand was to his crotch. “Isn’t
kissing a third date sort of thing?” he asked.

“Sex on the third date or
else it’s too late,” she let slip out of her mouth and then
immediately blushed with embarrassment. “Sorry. I didn’t mean to
say that. It’s something we’d say when I was back in college and I
was having my…wilder days.”’

“It’s fine,” he smiled but
didn’t take his eyes off her hand still on his thigh. Seeing his
gaze, she removed it.

With a tight smile she said, “Should I
invite you in?”

“For what, exactly?” he
asked nervously.

She frowned. “It’s almost like you
don’t want this to go further.”

Clearing his throat, Michael said.
“No. I do. I just don’t want things to go too fast for you. Or
me.”

“You aren’t one of those
uptight Christians who only have anal sex before marriage, are
you?” she asked him jokingly.

“No!”

At his vehemence, she held up her
hands. “Sorry, sorry. Just kidding, didn’t mean to offend.” She
sighed. “I’m probably just a little too eager. It’s been a while
since I’ve dated—slept with—anyone.”

“Oh.” He glanced at his
watch, making a show of it. “I hate to say this, but I have an
appointment at six a.m. tomorrow and it’s already past
eleven…”

“You make appointments
that early?”

He shrugged. “The life of a physical
therapist.”

Irene reached out and ran her finger
along the back of his broad hand and up his muscular forearms.
“That does explain the sexy forearms. Is there going to be a second
date?”

Michael’s heart was pounding. He
didn’t know why. This should have been meaningless to
him.

“I don’t see why there
wouldn’t be one…”

Giving him an eager smile, Irene said,
“Then let’s split the difference and we’ll have sex on the second
date.” Taking the opportunity from his surprise, she leaned in and
quickly kissed him. Pulling back she said, “Tonight, I’ll just
sleep with Bob.”

That only confused Michael further.
“Bob? Who’s Bob?”

With her hand on the door’s handle,
Irene said, “My battery operated boyfriend.” Then she practically
jumped out of the car and walked quickly to the front door of her
house. Her skirt was just the right amount of tight to show off her
ample bottom.

Michael sat there a moment before
putting the car in gear and backing out of the driveway, preserving
his chaste honor.

 


“How did it go?” asked
Camille the moment Irene walked through the door. It was obvious
she had been waiting up for Irene, not because she was worried
about the blonde woman, but because she wanted to gossip and dish.
“Wait. Never mind. It’s early and you’re here alone.”

“It went fine.” Irene used
all her self-control not to snap at the other
woman. 

“Did you just go to his
place and bang it out?”

“No! It was a date!” As
much as Irene liked Camille, the other woman could be a little
much. “No one messes around on a first date.” The words felt like a
lie coming out of her mouth.

“I do. That’s how I
determine if he gets a second date.”

Irene bit back the response that
Camille had a lot of first dates and very few second
dates.

“He has a very early
morning tomorrow and we had a lovely time at dinner and a wonderful
conversation. Now, I’m going to bed.”

“Alone,” Camille reminded
her.

“Not quite,” Irene
muttered under her breath.

Upstairs in her bedroom, she quickly
undressed and hopped into bed, reaching into her nightstand for her
largest vibrator. She only had four. Four was a respectable number
of sex toys for a single woman to own, she told
herself. 

She didn’t need any lube or warmup.
Her entire date with Michael had been foreplay. Her pussy was
faintly throbbing in anticipation of sex, but tonight masturbation
would have to do. Pressing the button on the hefty shaft, she
worked it between her wet lips and then slipped it up into her
pussy with a soft groan.

More than once she had heard her
housemates having sex with men. More than once she was certain she
had heard the tell-tale buzzing of vibrators as well. The walls
didn’t assure silence. She was certain Camille and Del had heard
her using her vibrator as well, but they never really talked about
it.

They only talked about the men they
brought home.

Irene closed her eyes and imagined
what Michael’s cock was like. It didn’t have to be huge, she just
wanted to feel something real between her legs. She needed him to
know how to use his cock. She needed him to make her
cum.

It was that quick. The orgasm overtook
her and she rolled to her side, the thick silicone shaft slipping
from her pussy. She moaned into her pillow and tried not to think
too much of what it would be like fucking Michael for the first
time.

 


Michael arrived home to an empty house
other than Felix the cat who meowed at him once and then went back
to sleep on the couch. He showered and went to bed.

It was the middle of the night when
Scott slipped into bed with him. Just entering the room and getting
into the bed was enough to rouse Michael. Scott didn’t need to
grope his cock, but he did anyway, not that Scott would be able to
feel much.

“How was your night?”
asked Scott, giving the other man a kiss.

“Quiet. Yours?”

“The ED is always fucking
busy.” Scott hadn’t removed his hand from Michael’s cock. “I need
to relax. Want to fuck?”

“I have an early morning
client.”

“I’ll unlock you.” Scott
knew how to sweeten the pot.

“Do you just want a
blowjob?” asked Michael. “That way we don’t have to…”

“Yeah. I’ll take a
blowjob. I don’t know if you’ve been a good boy or not, so maybe
you don’t deserve to be unlocked.”

Scott wiggled out of his boxer briefs
and pushed the covers down as Michael turned around. He was a
little resentful that his boyfriend had a bigger cock than he did.
It wasn’t that much bigger but Scott liked being the “superior
male” as he always put it.

But that didn’t stop Michael from
enjoying blowing him. His soft brown curly hair around the base of
his cock was trimmed to a respectable length. His balls were shaved
and he started to stiffen the moment Michael touched
him.

Michael only had to put Scott’s cock
in his mouth for him to get hard. The man was a machine when it
came to sex. No pills, no warmup, nothing. He was just always ready
to go. That explained a lot about the sexual dynamics of their
relationship.

Bobbing his head up and down on
Scott’s erection, they both settled into a familiar routine.
Michael did all the work and Scott placed his hand on the back of
the other man’s head, guiding him.

Cupping the other man’s balls, Michael
gently massaged Scott’s taint while sucking his cock. He could have
teased Scott’s asshole, but that wasn’t necessary. Scott just
wanted to get off and go to sleep. The quicker he made Scott cum,
the quicker he could go back to sleep himself.

One hand on the taint. One hand
working the shaft. His mouth sucking and bobbing on the head.
That’s all it took.

“I’m gonna…I’m gonna…”
Scott warned him.

The warning was unnecessary. Michael
was well familiar with Scott’s responses. Not wanting to make a
mess, he firmly wrapped his lips around Scott’s crown and sucked as
his partner exploded in Michael’s mouth. Michael sucked and
swallowed, enjoying the heat and taste of Scott’s cum. He kept
sucking, giving Scott the little extra thrill of having the blowjob
extended by removing all the cum from his balls.

When he was done, Michael slipped out
of the bed and went to the bathroom. There he drank some water to
wash away the taste of Scott’s cum, not that it tasted bad, but
because he didn’t want it in his mouth the rest of the night. He
sat down on the toilet to carefully pee, washed off his cock and
cage in the sink after peeing, and then went back to bed where
Scott was already snoring. 

 


Michael had exaggerated slightly for
Irene’s benefit. His first client wasn’t until eight a.m. That gave
him time to shower in the morning before heading out. While he was
showering Scott came into the bathroom. 

“Want me to uncage you so
you can wash?”

For a moment Michael considered saying
no, but he didn’t know when the next opportunity would present
itself.

“Yeah. I’d
better.”

Scott took the key from the chain
around his neck while Michael stepped out from under the water.
Their bathroom was almost like a locker room. A fancy locker room,
but much the same. The shower was open air, no curtain or door. It
was separated from the bathroom proper by a three quarter high
glass block wall. 

Kneeling down, Scott opened the lock
and slipped it free of the cage. With a bit more manipulation Scott
slipped off the expensive and custom-made cage, letting Michael’s
small, but adequate, cock swing free. 

Free except for the silver CBR ring in
his PA piercing. Michael preferred the look of a horseshoe ring,
but that wouldn’t work with the full security cage. It was easy for
Scott to pop Michael’s cock and balls through the retaining ring
and then Michael was fully unencumbered. 

Scott generously washed the cage while
Michael focused on himself, carefully washing his cock and balls,
but not paying so much attention that he would get hard.

“I’d better shave,” said
Michael as he grabbed his razor from the counter next to the sink.
There was shaving gel in the shower. The stubble hadn’t grown much,
but Scott liked him smooth. Michael could do that for his
boyfriend. 

Scott watched, a sleepy smile on his
face, while Michael ran the sharp razor over his lower abdomen,
removing all traces of his pubic hair in a ritual he had done too
many times to count. 

Shaving the balls was more difficult,
but he got that efficiently done as well. He did this for Scott.
Michael liked being smooth and caged, but it was still a mind-fuck
every time he did it.

“I love your cock,” said
Scott as he went down on his knees and abruptly grabbed Michael and
began blowing him.

Michael groaned. “I don’t have time
for this this morning.”

“Don’t you want to cum?”
Scott teased him, pumping the other man’s erection, watching as his
flesh rose up, crowned by the silver ring.

It was a trick question. It was always
a trick question. Scott controlled Michael’s orgasms and Michael
loved that, but no matter what Michael said, Scott always decided
the opposite. It was a game. A sexy, fun, and frustrating game. It
was a game that Michael always lost…until
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