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Chapter 1



Evelyn sat before her vanity mirror, her delicate fingers brushing a fine layer of mascara onto her lashes. The soft glow of the vanity lights illuminated her features, casting a warm halo around her raven hair. She didn’t look up as I approached from behind, my bare feet silent on the plush carpet. Her voice, smooth and teasing, broke the quiet. “Did you bring what I asked for, darling?”

“Of course, my love,” I replied, stepping closer, my eyes drinking in her form. She wore a sheer black blouse that clung to her curves, the fabric so thin her hardened nipples pressed visibly against it. A matching black thong hugged her hips, leaving little to the imagination. In one hand, I held a chilled cosmopolitan, which I set gently on the vanity. In the other, I clutched the second item she’d requested, holding it out for her to take when she was ready.

Evelyn took a slow sip of her drink, her lips curling around the glass before she set it down with a soft clink. Only then did she turn, her emerald eyes meeting mine for the first time that evening. A playful smirk danced across her face as she took me in.

I stood before her, naked, my arousal evident as my cock strained upward, hard and unyielding. Her gaze dropped to it, and a low chuckle escaped her lips. She reached out, her manicured nails grazing lightly along my length, sending a shiver through me. “Well, this won’t do at all,” she purred, her eyes locking onto mine with that familiar glint of control. “How do you expect to fit into your cage in this state?”

She plucked the hot pink chastity cage from my hand, holding it up beside my erection. The device looked impossibly small next to my throbbing cock, its plastic curves gleaming under the light. “Nope,” she said, shaking her head with a mock frown, though the smirk at the corner of her mouth betrayed her amusement. “Definitely not going to fit like this. I thought you said you wanted to explore cuckold play with me?”

I put on my best contrite expression, though my pulse raced at her teasing. “I can’t help it, Evelyn,” I said, my voice low. “You’re a goddess. How am I supposed to stay soft when you look like that? Maybe if you let me taste you before you meet your lover tonight, it’d help me… calm down.”

Her laughter was rich, filling the room with warmth. “Oh, we both know that would only make things worse,” she said, her eyes sparkling with mischief. “You can taste me after. Now, go hit the shower.”

I grinned, turning toward the bathroom, my heart pounding with anticipation. Evelyn was in her element, the nervousness she’d shown all week about tonight’s plans nearly vanished. The idea of taking a new lover while I watched, locked and helpless, had ignited something fierce in her—a dominant spark she’d always hinted at but was now fully embracing.

The shower’s cold spray hit me like a slap, the icy water cascading over my skin. I braced myself against the tiled wall, letting the chill do its work. My erection softened under the relentless cold, shrinking as my body shivered. The process was slow, my mind still buzzing with thoughts of what awaited us tonight, but eventually, biology won out over desire. I lingered longer than necessary, ensuring I was ready for the cage.

When I stepped out, dripping and chilled, Evelyn was waiting, the pink cage dangling from her fingers. Before I could even reach for a towel, she was on me, her movements swift and confident. She slid the cage over my softened cock, the hard plastic encasing me with a snug finality. With a quick turn of the key, she locked it in place. My cock was hers now, confined and controlled.

Even in its softened state, the cage was tight, my flesh pressing against the small openings on the sides. The tip strained against the front slit, a strange mix of discomfort and pleasure settling over me. It was my first time in a chastity device, and the sensation was unlike anything I’d experienced—restrictive, humbling, and oddly arousing.

Evelyn’s hand closed around the cage, tugging gently, testing its hold. Her touch sent a jolt through me, the confines growing tighter as my body responded to her. She squeezed, her lips curving into a satisfied smile as she admired her handiwork. With a quick nod, she gave the cage a light slap, the sting sharp and electrifying, before turning back to her vanity to finish preparing.

Her touch had me straining against the cage once more, the pressure intensifying as my arousal grew. I gritted my teeth, drying myself off as I fought the discomfort, and stepped out of the bathroom to find her already dressed. She’d slipped into skin-tight jeans that hugged her curves and a loose black top that draped off her shoulders, revealing the elegant line of her collarbone and a tantalizing glimpse of cleavage. My cock throbbed painfully in its prison, the sight of her pushing me to the edge of control.
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