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Foreword

​


The right of the first night—also known as droit
du seigneur (the lord's right)—is an ancient tradition where a
feudal lord or king had the right to take the virginity of a bride
before her husband. There are various legal and traditional
arguments for this right, but the most logical one is the one most
often ignored, that the bride desires another man besides her
husband because her marriage will end her dalliances with other
men…
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Chapter Twelve

​


IT WASN’T A CUSTOM DEVICE, but it was damn close. It
had taken some searching, but in the internet age, everything was
possible. The beautiful cage that arrived in the mail after weeks
of waiting wasn’t just plain bars linked together by supports. It
was a series of interconnected hexagons of thin but strong bars
with a broad curved plate on the underside. A second plate followed
the ridge of Kevin’s glans, half obscuring the end of his cock.
Etched into the plate was the inscription “Property of Jenn
Amsco.”

Jenn hadn’t adopted Kevin’s last name when they got
married mostly because she had already established herself
professionally and didn’t want to go through the hassle of a name
change. Her family, naturally, started referring to her as Jenn
Dixon because they considered the social mores of fifty years ago
far too progressive. It amused her to get mail address to both Jenn
Amsco and Jenn Dixon on the same day.

“Do you think it’s a good idea to put your full name
on it?” Kevin asked when they were placing the order.

“Why not?”

“Because…this is the twenty-first century and it’s a
bad idea to let private information out in public?” he
suggested.

“Who is going to see it except you, me, and some of
our closes, most intimate friends.”

“I don’t know,” was the best he could offer.

And so Jenn’s maiden name went on the chastity cage.
She thought that was funny because she hadn’t been a maiden in any
sense of the word in years, if ever. It also made her feel a bit
dominant, as if it were the last step in fully taking control of
her husband’s cock. It was more exciting to her that an unmarried
woman would have control of a man’s cock. It had been an easy
decision.

Kevin wanted to put it on right away, but Jenn had
her reasons to wait.

“Why wait?”

“Because we’ll have to take off your old one and
you’re not scheduled for release for another three days. And I know
you. As soon as that thing comes off, you’ll pop a boner and want
to have sex. It’s not time for you to have sex. You need to learn
patience.” She grinned at him and cupped his caged tool through his
pants.

Raising his hand like a boy scout, Kevin swore, “I
solely promise that I will not ask you for sex or try to beat off
while my cage is being changed.”

He would have tried an argument of hygiene and the
need to clean the cage since it was worn next to the skin twenty
four hours a day, but the surgical steel the borrowed cage was made
of didn’t need any special cleaning or care beyond simple washing
in the shower and careful drying. The only real maintenance it
needed was a drop of oil in the brass padlock once a week. And that
was done after sex.

It seemed the two of them could rarely get beyond
one week of denial for Kevin. They both had poor willpower. Between
Kevin’s mouth, her hands, her toys and vibrators, and her boytoy
Evan’s cock, Jenn was sexually well-satisfied. Kevin could resist
temptation long enough, but when the two of them were at home alone
long enough, eventually they would exchange a secret look, Jenn
would go diving into her purse for the padlock key, and they’d be
fucking before either had a second thought.

Jenn had intentionally left the key at work on more
than one occasion, but they both knew where she hid the spare in
the garage. It was a bit of work to get it, but it was—in their
opinion—well worth the effort.

And every time Kevin got released, he got erect
right away and Jenn couldn’t resist. They were considering having
both keys held by Theresa in the interest of sexual
frustration.

But Jenn wanted to see her husband in his new cage.
She wanted to take a few pictures of him and share them with
Theresa and Evan, her friend and her boytoy. And she wanted to see
her name on his body.

“Okay,” she relented. “We can swap it. But first a
couple of precautions.”

“Like?”

Five minutes later Kevin found himself sitting on
the bed, his hands behind his back and handcuffed with the cheap
cuffs they had experimented with early on in their relationship. He
had stripped before getting cuffed to the bed and now waited,
semi-patiently, as Jenn placed a large ice-filled bag on his
crotch, completely covering his caged dick.

“Is this really necessary?” he asked.

“Cold always makes a man’s dick tiny,” she said,
telling him something he already knew. “And it’ll help prevent you
getting that nasty erection while I change your cage.”

“You like my erections,” he told her.

She waggled her finger at him. “Only at the right
time. The right time is in three days. And besides, I have a date
with Evan in two days. Do you want my libido low when I have sex
with my lover?”

“Of course no,” Kevin agreed.

“Good. Let the ice sit there fifteen minutes and
then we can proceed.” She even went so far as to set a time on her
cell phone.

When the fifteen minutes were up, Kevin was positive
he was going to have a frostbitten cock. He started to shiver.

“Oh don’t be so dramatic,” she chided him.

“You sit with a bag of ice on your junk for half an
hour and see you how you feel?” he snapped at her.

“It was only fifteen minutes,” she reminded her
husband and lifted the bag, placing it aside for the moment. Inside
the small cage Kevin’s completely average cock had shrunk to a
fraction of its
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