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Chapter 1
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James sat at the kitchen table on Monday evening, scrolling through job listings on his laptop with growing frustration. Customer service representative. Warehouse associate. Entry-level sales. He had applied to dozens of positions like these over the past months, and the rejections had piled up just as steadily as his bills.

Six months since the layoff. His savings account, which had never been particularly impressive to begin with, was now nearly empty. Rent was due in a week. His credit card balance crept higher every time he bought groceries.

He refreshed the job board again, hoping something new might appear. Nothing.

The apartment door opened, and his roommate, Haley, walked in, dropping her bag by the entrance. She wore a casual sundress, her brown hair loose around her shoulders. They had been roommates for almost a year now, and James had noticed she was gorgeous from the first day they’d met. Not that it mattered. She was into girls, and their friendship had settled into an easy, comfortable dynamic because of it.

James loved having a hot female friend. She knew tons of women through her work, and she’d introduced him to many pretty girls at parties over the past year. Two of those introductions had even turned into hookups, though nothing serious had come from either one.

She kicked off her shoes and glanced at him, hunched over the laptop. She frowned.

“No luck?”

“Nope.” James closed the laptop. “I don’t know what else to do at this point. I’ve applied literally everywhere.”

Haley walked over and leaned against the kitchen counter. “That bad, huh?”

“I can pay rent this month, and that’s it. After that…” He shrugged. “I’m screwed.”

“Okay, so actually… this might just be your lucky day,” she said. “Something came up today. My friend Alyssa sent a message to the group chat, freaking out because the guy she hired for this weekend bailed on her. Got cold feet at the last minute.”

“That sucks for her, I suppose, but…” James said. “There’s an opening?”

“Exactly!” Haley smiled. “She’s scrambling to find a replacement, and the job pays really well. I immediately thought of you when she told me.”

James looked up. “What kind of work?”

“So you know how I do those adult expos, right?”

He nodded. Haley had mentioned it casually when they first moved in together, explaining that she did promotional work and demonstrations for various adult toy companies. He knew enough to understand that these sexpos had evolved way beyond simple trade shows. What started years ago as relatively standard industry conventions had turned into full-blown pornographic exhibitions. Models didn’t just hold products and smile for photos anymore. They used them, right there on the expo floor, in front of crowds of paying attendees. Live demonstrations meant exactly what it sounded like.

“There’s one this weekend, which I’m also working at,” Haley continued. “My friend Alyssa runs a booth for her company, and she needs a guy to model her products. She always has trouble finding reliable guys. Worst case, she can show the products without a model, but having a live demonstration really increases engagement and sales at these things.”

“Alright, I feel the catch coming,” James said, letting his forehead fall into his hands and looking down at the table in front of him. “Why can she never find anyone to model for her?”

Haley’s grin widened. “Well, the product is kind of kinky. And whoever models it has to be nude in front of the whole expo. It’s not for everyone.”

James tried to imagine it. Standing around naked in front of hundreds of strangers, people staring at him, maybe even taking pictures. The thought made him queasy. He could see why most guys would bail.

“Alright, and it seems like you’ve been carefully avoiding what she’s actually selling. So I’ll bite. What kind of product would I be modeling?” he asked.

“A chastity cage.”

James stared at her blankly. “A what?”

Haley tilted her head. “You don’t know what a chastity cage is?”

“No?”

“Okay, so it’s basically a device that locks around a guy’s dick,” she explained, her tone casual. “It keeps him from getting hard, and he can’t jerk off or anything like that. No orgasms. The person with the key decides when he gets unlocked, although Alyssa’s brand uses an app to control everything.”

James sat there for a moment, processing. He opened his mouth, closed it, then rubbed the back of his neck. “So you want me to lock my dick in a cage.”

“Not me,” Haley said, holding up her hands. “Alyssa. And it’s just for the sexpo. Two days, that’s it. The cage is even designed to be comfortable for extended wear, apparently. It’s not like some medieval torture device.”

James slumped back in his chair. Just this week, he got rejected for nine jobs. The rest had ghosted him. “Why do chastity cages even exist? Who is buying these things?”

“I know it sounds weird, but they’re becoming really popular,” Haley continued, “and honestly, you’d just be standing around at a booth. It’s not like you’d be doing much. Just showing off the product.”

“Just showing off my caged dick to strangers.”

“Well, when you put it like that… Yep!” Haley giggled, then shrugged. “She’s pretty desperate for someone. She said in the group chat she’d pay a thousand bucks.”

“Wait.” James sat up straighter. “A thousand?”

“For two days.”

He ran the math in his head. A thousand dollars would cover rent for another month with a little extra breathing room. It would give him time to keep job hunting without the constant pressure of wondering if he’d be homeless by month’s end.

James laughed despite himself. The absurdity of the situation was starting to settle in. He was actually considering this.

“Fuck it! Why not?” he said. “No one wants me as a cashier, a barista, or even to mop floors. Guess I’m locking up my dick instead.”

Haley laughed out loud. “I knew you’d come around. I think you’re making the right call. I’ll tell her my roomie is interested, but first, I need to send Alyssa a photo.”

“What kind of photo?”

She raised an eyebrow and glanced towards his crotch. “Nude.”

“Seriously?”

“Hey, you’re gonna be a model now. Models get their pictures taken.” Haley shrugged. “And James, you’re going to be naked in front of hundreds of girls this weekend. You might as well get over the embarrassment now, right?”

He sighed. She had a point. A few minutes later, James stood in the middle of the kitchen, completely naked, while Haley framed up the shot on her phone. He had never been nude in front of Haley, and his nerves were keeping him flaccid. He wasn’t even sure if guys modeling nude were supposed to be hard or not. Maybe a tasteful semi?

“Okay, relax your shoulders,” she said. “You look like you’re about to pass out. Do your sexy man model pose.”

James tried his best. He thought maybe he should research some modeling basics later.

She snapped a few photos, checking each one before moving on. “These are good. You’re hot, by the way. Seriously. Girls are going to love you.”

“You think?”

“James, trust me. You’ve got nothing to worry about in the looks department.” She glanced at her phone screen again. “Hold on, she likes your photos, but she’s asking for one more. She wants to see you hard.”

“What?”

“Hard. You know.” She gestured vaguely at his penis. “Erect. Standing at attention.”

“I know what hard means, Haley.”

“Then make it happen.”

He turned around, closed his eyes, and tried to focus. He stroked himself hard and quickly, and after a minute of mental and physical effort, he managed to get himself there. When he turned around, Haley was already snapping photos.

She tilted her head, studying the screen with an amused expression. “Huh.”

“What?”

“Nothing. It’s just funny.” She looked up at him. “You’re pretty big, and Alyssa’s cages… are not. It’s weird to think about how Alyssa’s going to fit all of you into one of those things.

“Thanks, I think.”

She grinned and typed out a message, sending the photos. “With how desperate she sounded, I’m sure Alyssa will call you soon.”

James retreated to his bedroom and lay on his bed, staring at the ceiling. A chastity cage. Two days of being naked and caged in front of strangers. He pulled out his phone and typed “chastity cage” into the search bar. The images that came up made him wince. They were nothing like what he’d been picturing in his mind. Small plastic or metal contraptions designed to encase a man’s dick and keep it from getting hard. Some of them looked downright medieval.

He was starting to wonder if he agreed to this too quickly. He scrolled through the results, his second thoughts increasing with each photo. Why were they so small? Why did anyone even make these things? Who would actually want to wear one? The whole concept seemed bizarre and uncomfortable. But then again, a thousand dollars was a thousand dollars, and apparently, he was going to find out the answers to all those questions soon enough.

About an hour later, his phone buzzed with an incoming call from an unknown number. He answered it before he could talk himself out of it.

“Hello?”

“James?” The voice on the other end was friendly. “This is Alyssa. I got your photos from Haley.”

“Oh. Hi.”

“I was so happy to hear from Haley that you might be interested! I know she told you a little bit about the gig, but let me go over what the job details are again,” Alyssa said.

“Sure,” James said, sitting up straighter.

“So the expo is Friday and Saturday. It’s about three hours from you. You’d drive up Thursday night, and I’d cover a hotel room for Thursday, Friday, and Saturday. Friday morning, before the doors open, I get you fitted with one of our cages. Then you’re basically on display all weekend. Nude, and showing off your caged cock. You walk around the booth, talk to customers, and let them see how the product looks and feels on a real person. Answer questions if they have any. Touching and feeling the product in use is encouraged. That means women touching your caged cock. Are you okay with that?”

James nodded even though she couldn’t see him. “…Okay.”

“The pay is a thousand dollars for the weekend. I will cover the hotel. You interested?”

It wasn’t his dream job, and he was feeling anxious already. But it would cover the bills for a while, and it was only one weekend. He could survive anything for one weekend.

“Yeah,” James said. “I’m in.”

“Perfect. You show up, do the expo, and then you’re done. Easy money.”

Alyssa talked a little bit more about the expo and the location, and the conversation was wrapping up. She remembered one last important detail.

“One more thing,” Alyssa said. “When was the last time you had an orgasm?”

It took a second for James to process. “…What?”

“Orgasm. When was your last one?”

He hesitated. This woman was clearly used to talking about sex in a way that was completely open. He supposed that came with the territory.

“Uh, last night,” he admitted. “I… masturbated.”

“Well, that was your last one,” Alyssa said firmly. “No more masturbating between now and Friday, okay?”

“Wait, what? Why?”

“The cage works better when the wearer is horny. It makes the demonstration way more convincing. A guy who just came isn’t gonna show the same level of…” She paused. “Enthusiasm. Trust me. Besides, being horny is half the fun. For everyone involved.”

“But that’s like… four days.”

“I’m aware.” Alyssa’s voice carried a hint of amusement. “James, I deal with male horniness and orgasm denial as a profession. Four days is nothing, and I’ll be able to tell if you break the rule. So don’t, okay?”

James sighed. “Fine. No masturbating.”

“Perfect. I’ll email you the hotel details and the expo info. Looking forward to meeting you Friday morning!”

James sat there with his phone in his hand, staring at the screen. Four days without masturbating, then he’d get locked in a tiny cage for two more days.

He tried to push away his worries. He’d be getting a thousand bucks. How bad could one of those cages really be?


Chapter 2
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James woke up early Friday morning in his hotel room, the convention center just a few floors below him. Since Haley was also working this event, they drove up together. After his coffee, and unable to delay the inevitable any longer, he took the elevator down and walked through the quiet halls toward the expo floor. The building was still mostly quiet before everything opened.

Multiple times over the four days, James had caught himself stroking himself idly, his cock hard in his hand, before he remembered Alyssa’s warning. Each time, he had to stop right at the edge, his body needing release that he couldn’t allow himself to have. He needed rent money. Orgasms were a luxury he literally couldn’t afford.

By Friday morning, he was more pent up than he had ever been in his life. His balls ached. His cock seemed to get hard at the slightest provocation.

He walked through the back entrance of the convention center, following the directions Alyssa had sent. The vendor area was a maze of booths in various stages of setup. He passed displays for lingerie companies and vibrator manufacturers.

Finally, he found the booth number Alyssa had given him. The space was professionally arranged, with displays showcasing various metal devices in different shapes and sizes. Marketing materials covered one wall, featuring photos of cages and happy-looking couples. A tablet sat on the main booth table, open to an app with her company’s logo on it.

A woman was arranging products on a shelf. She was tall, with dark hair pulled back in a ponytail. Alyssa looked friendly and had a smile on her face as she worked. She wore a comfortable blouse, jean shorts, and boots that looked professional but comfortable. When she spotted him, she gave him a quick once-over, then waved him closer.

“James?” She grinned when she saw him. “Hey, you actually showed up!”

“Uh, hi. Alyssa?”

“Yep, come on back. We’ve got some work to do before the doors open.”

She led him through a curtained area at the back of the booth, a small private space with a stool and a table covered with equipment.

“Okay, clothes off,” Alyssa said casually, like she was asking him to pass the salt.

James hesitated for a moment. He had known this was coming, but actually doing it felt different than just thinking about it.

Alyssa noticed his hesitation and gave him an encouraging look. “James. You’re gonna be naked in front of thousands of people today. Might as well get the jitters out now, right?”

She was right. He knew she was right. Slowly, he pulled his shirt over his head, then unbuttoned his pants and let them fall. His boxers followed. He stood before her completely bare, fighting the urge to cover himself with his hands.

Alyssa looked at his crotch, and she nodded. “Oh good, you trimmed nicely like I asked in my email. Good boy.”

James waited naked, unable to find words.

“Okay, we need to take a photo first,” she said, pulling out her phone. “A before photo.”

“Before?”

“Before you’re caged, when you’re at full hardness. We display it at the booth so customers can see your full size and then compare it to how small you are locked up. The comparison really helps sell the product.”

James tried to push the embarrassment aside. She was right. He was going to be standing naked in a chastity cage in front of thousands of people all day. A photo was nothing compared to that.

Alyssa held up her phone. “Okay, get yourself hard.”

He reached down and wrapped his hand around his cock. After four days of denial, he was half-hard almost immediately. A few strokes brought him to full attention, his cock standing rigid and aching.

“Oh wow, you really did follow the no-masturbating rule, didn’t you? I’ll be honest, I think most guys would’ve tried to squeeze a few more orgasms. Good for you for having some integrity,” Alyssa said, sounding genuinely pleased. “Look at you, hard in like two seconds. Poor thing.”

She stepped closer and positioned him against a neutral background, then took several photos from different angles.

“Perfect,” she said, reviewing the photos. “These’ll work nicely. I’ll print one for the display.”

She set her phone aside and picked up a plastic cup filled with ice water from the table.

“Okay, dunk yourself in this,” she said, handing it to him. “You need to be soft for the fitting.”

James took the cup and sighed. This was it. It was time to say goodbye to getting hard for a while. He lowered his erection into the freezing water. The shock of cold made him groan, and his erection eventually started to soften.

“That’s good. Keep it in there.”

She left the curtained area briefly and returned holding a small metal device. The cage. It looked even tinier in person than the ones he researched online, a small tube with bars that could not possibly accommodate his cock.

Alyssa knelt in front of him, his cock now entirely flaccid, with the cage in her hands. “God, I love this part,” she said, half to herself. “It never gets old.”

She worked quickly and efficiently. First, she slipped a ring around the base of his cock, behind his balls. The metal would’ve felt cold if his cock hadn’t just endured an ice bath. Then she guided his cold, soft penis into the tiny tube. She tapped a button on her tablet, and then there was a mechanical whirring sound as the tube and ring combined together.

His entire cock was compressed into that tiny cage. It was surreal. Minutes ago, he had been big and hard in his hand. Now he was locked inside a tiny tube an inch long, at most. He reminded himself that it was only for two days. A thousand bucks.

“So it’s electronic,” Alyssa explained. She stood and showed him the tablet screen. The app displayed a diagram of the cage with various control options: Teasing Mode, Edging Mode, Punishment Mode, Ruined Orgasm Mode, and Full Orgasm Mode.

“The cage has a lot of features, enough to give a girl complete control over you.” Alyssa smiled. “But don’t worry. The settings for the expo are limited. You can be teased with vibrations, but the built-in software will make sure to never push you into an orgasm. No matter how aroused you get, you won’t accidentally cum. And the shock settings are turned way down, too.”

“Wait, shock settings?”

“Yep! This cage is perfect for discipline and pain play.” Alyssa tapped the screen. “I just need to calibrate it for your body… thirty percent is usually a good amount.”

A jolt of electricity shot through the cage, and James yelped, nearly doubling over. The pain was sharp and sudden, like being snapped with an electric rubber band.

“Oops.” Alyssa chuckled. “Truly sorry. Different guys have different sensitivities…”

She adjusted something on the app and tried again. James jumped again in reaction, but this time the shock was bearable. Unpleasant, but not agonizing.

“There we go,” she said. “I’ve locked any higher settings on the display tablet.”

She handed him a t-shirt. It was black, with white text that read “Ask me about my locked cock” above her company logo.

“You can wear this,” she said. “And these.” She handed him a pair of simple slippers. “But otherwise? You stay nude.”

James looked at himself in the mirror. Two days. That was it. After this weekend, he would collect his money, go home, and never have to think about chastity cages again.

“You’re gonna do great,” Alyssa said, patting him on the shoulder. “Doors open in fifteen minutes. Let’s get you out front.”


Chapter 3
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The expo doors opened at ten, and attendees began streaming in.

James hung around the side of the booth, half-hidden by the curtains that led to the fitting area. The expo floor was loud and chaotic, filled with booths selling every imaginable adult product. Women walked past in various states of dress. Some wore business casual. Others wore costumes or lingerie, either working booths or just enjoying the atmosphere.

Music from various booths competed for attention. People laughed and shouted over the noise. He could hear other sounds too. Moans. Gasps. The buzzing of vibrators. It seemed like he wasn’t the only person demonstrating sex toys, but he knew he was probably the only one who had a sex toy that prevented pleasure. He tried not to think too hard about what was happening at other booths.

Alyssa greeted the first customers who approached, a group of three women who looked like they might be shopping together. She explained the cage’s features and gestured toward the display materials.

“So the electronic lock means there’s no physical key to lose or hide,” she was saying. “Everything’s controlled through the app. You can adjust settings, do punishments, allow release, all from your phone.”

The women listened with interest, occasionally glancing toward the back of the booth. Toward James.

“James,” Alyssa called. “Come here, please.”

He emerged reluctantly, his face already burning. The women’s gazes dropped immediately to his caged cock, and they giggled.

“This is James,” Alyssa said. “He’s still getting used to being caged. Feel free to touch and check it out.”

James knew this would be part of it. Strangers touching him. He felt nervous. The women leaned in. One of them reached out and touched the cage with her fingertip, and he inhaled sharply.

“Oh my god, it’s so small,” she said. “Is there really a whole penis locked in there?”

She kneeled down to get a better look. She lifted and examined the cage from all angles.

“I think it’s a cool idea, but there’s no way my boyfriend would fit in something like that.”

Alyssa smiled and reached for the printed photo she had set up on the display. James’s before photo, showing him fully erect.

“I took this photo a few minutes before caging him this morning. Believe me, I could fit almost any penis in the world into one of my cages,” she said.

The woman took the photo and studied it. She looked from the photo to the cage, then back to the photo.

“Wait, that’s actually… huh. That’s pretty close to my boyfriend’s size.” She looked back at the cage, now deep in thought.

One of her friends giggled at her sudden fascination and then teased her. “I give it a week until your Adam is locked up!”

The group took pamphlets and wandered off, still laughing among themselves. Alyssa turned to face James.

“Congrats on your first interaction with customers, James. It wasn’t so bad, was it?” Alyssa asked.

“No. A little embarrassing, maybe.” He reminded himself that this was temporary. One weekend gig, then back to normal life.

“They’ve already forgotten you, trust me. Those girls are thinking about the guys in their own lives and whether or not their cocks could be caged. However, I can’t have you hiding in the corner all day.”

Alyssa went to the fitting area and got the stool. She placed it in front of her area next to the display booth. When the aisle got crowded, women walking by were mere inches away from him.

“Sit here for now, okay? Legs apart,” Alyssa reminded him. “Cage needs to be visible at all times, please.”

He sat and spread his knees, putting himself on display. More customers arrived. More demonstrations. More hands on him, more gazes on the tiny cage that held his cock prisoner.

A group of three women approached next, curious about the security features.

“Okay, but like, he could just take it off if he really wanted to, right?” one of them asked.

“Not a chance. But don’t take my word for it. Try it yourself,” Alyssa said. “Pull and tug as hard as you want. Just… be gentle. We don’t want to actually hurt him.”

The women exchanged excited glances. Then they surrounded James, their hands grasping his caged cock.

They pulled. They twisted. They tried to find any weakness in the design, any gap he might be able to slip through. The cage held secure, and James felt himself growing hard inside it, his cock straining uselessly against the metal bars. The women slowly became convinced that the cage was the real deal.

“Well shit,” one of the women said, still gripping him. “His little cock is really stuck in there, huh?”

“Completely secure,” Alyssa confirmed. “That cage is not coming off unless I unlock it.”

The women finally released their hands from his cage, looking impressed.

“Okay, I guess these things actually work,” one of them said, and they left with their pamphlets.

Alyssa walked over and tidied up the booth’s pamphlets and display items. Then she examined the cage between James’s legs like it was just another prop on display. She smiled at him and went back behind the booth.

Two more older women arrived. They looked at the chastity cage offerings and were talking out loud to each other.

“I mean, I like the idea,” one was saying, “but I’d miss penetration way too much. I like the idea of making him horny, but if he can’t fuck me, I’d get just as horny too. What’s the point if I can’t get fucked?”

Alyssa picked up a silicone dildo from the display. It was flesh-colored and realistic, with a strange base that didn’t look like a standard harness attachment.

“So this is our strap-on accessory,” Alyssa said. She held it up so they could see the base. “See how the back is hollowed out? The whole cage fits right inside this cavity.” She traced her finger along the contoured opening. “It’s molded to grip the shape of the cage snugly.”

She stepped over to James and positioned the dildo against the front of his cage. The hollow base slid over his tiny, locked cock, swallowing the cage completely inside. It clicked into place with a satisfying snap, jutting out from his body like a full erection.

“It clips right on, super easy. There’s an optional harness for more stability,” Alyssa said. Her hand wrapped around the dildo and stroked it as she talked. “So a locked guy can still give you penetration while he stays completely denied.”

James groaned. He couldn’t feel anything physical from her stroking, the silicone was completely separate from his trapped cock, but something about watching her hand move up and down the shaft while he stayed locked and denied made his brain short-circuit. He thrust his hips forward involuntarily, even though he knew it was pointless.

The women giggled.

“Being denied makes them very eager to please,” Alyssa said with a smile. “As you can see.”

His mind was spinning. He was thrusting into nothing, into a piece of silicone that gave him no relief, and somehow that made it more intense.

The women left, and Alyssa removed the attachment. She patted James on the shoulder.

“You really seemed to enjoy that,” she laughed.

As time went on, James was starting to feel more comfortable. He realized the women weren’t even really looking at him. Their eyes went straight to his caged cock like he was just a display piece. It felt odd, being invisible while also being completely exposed.

A group of younger women came by wanting to try the app controls. Alyssa gestured to the tablet on the table.

“Go for it,” she said. “Play around with whatever you want.”

One of the women picked up the tablet and scrolled through the options. She found the teasing vibration and activated it.

James moaned as the cage buzzed against him. The vibrations hit his most sensitive spots, making his whole body tense.

“What happens if I just leave this on?” the woman asked, watching James squirm.

“It’ll keep teasing him for as long as you want,” Alyssa said. “Hours, if you feel like it.”

“But wouldn’t he just cum eventually?”

Alyssa shook her head. “The cage has sensors that can detect when he’s getting close. It automatically adjusts the pattern to keep him right on the edge without letting him finish.”

The woman’s eyes went wide. “So you could just leave him like this all day, and he’d never get off?”

“Exactly,” Alyssa said. “It learns his responses over time, too. Gets better at reading him.”

“Oh my god,” the woman said, looking down at James with a grin. “That’s so mean.” She sounded delighted.

She stopped the vibrations and handed the tablet to her friend, who immediately found the shock function.

A jolt went through James, making him yelp. The women laughed.

“Forget edging him. What happens if you just shock him all day?” the woman asked, her finger pressing the button repeatedly.

“You could,” Alyssa said with a shrug. “But honestly, that’s usually not necessary. Guys tend to learn pretty quickly what you want them to do. A few shocks and they get the message.”

“Hmm,” the woman said, giving James another little zap just to watch him twitch. “Good to know.”

Her friend leaned over her shoulder, scrolling through the app. “Is there something wrong with the app? I want to see how powerful the shocks get.”

“They’re locked at a lower level for the expo,” Alyssa explained. “But the retail version? The shocks go way higher. The shocks you are giving poor James here are only at twenty percent. You can imagine how effective going higher would be.”

The woman grinned and set down the tablet. She took a pamphlet, and James felt sympathy for whichever guy ended up in her cage.

The morning wore on. More groups came through the booth. More demonstrations. More hands on him, more shocks, more vibrations that left him gasping and desperate. At some point, James stopped caring about his modesty. He found himself hoping each new group would use the vibrations on him again, wanting them to touch his cage, to tease him. He knew he would not get relief from it, but it still felt good.

All around the expo floor, he could hear women moaning from various demonstrations, the buzzing of vibrators being tested, and actual orgasms happening openly at different booths. Cries of pleasure surrounded him while he remained denied.

It was a lot to get used to, but James was managing okay. He could not understand why any guy would ever want to lock himself in a chastity cage voluntarily. The money made sense for him, but doing this for fun? That was beyond him.

Midway through the day, Haley appeared at the booth. She wore a short dress that showed off her legs. She looked flushed and satisfied.

“Hey,” she said. “How’re you holding up?”

“Good. I’m fine. A little overwhelmed,” James admitted. “And… incredibly frustrated.”

Haley nodded sympathetically. “Yeah, I figured. I’m working a vibrator booth this year. The new model they released really works with my anatomy.” She stretched and yawned in satisfaction. “I’ve cum like, six times already. I need to slow down, probably, haha.”

James felt envious. She had cum six times already. He couldn’t cum at all.

“Can I get you water or something? Food?” she offered. “You look like you could use a recharge.”

“Some fries and a soda would be amazing,” he said. “Thank you.”

“You’re doing great. Seriously. I’ll be right back,” she said while her eyes were fixated on the cage between his legs.

She quickly returned with some refreshments, and James felt gratitude. It was nice to have someone treat him like a person instead of a product.

The afternoon continued the same way. More demonstrations, more hands on him, more teasing. Girls seemed particularly drawn to trying to get the cage off, their hands fondling and pulling at his trapped cock all day long.

By the time the crowds began to die down, James was more aroused and frustrated than he had ever been in his life. The cage was the only thing he could think about. His cock strained against it constantly, and every touch, every vibration, every shock just added to the desperate need building inside him.

Alyssa finally told him that the expo was closing for the day, and James felt relieved.

He got dressed, pulling on his pants for the first time in hours. The fabric against his caged cock felt strange after being exposed all day.

He helped Alyssa pack up the booth, putting away products and covering displays. His body was still throbbing with arousal, but at least the day was over now, right?


Chapter 4
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Haley came back while they were finishing packing up the booth.

“Hey, some of the girls are getting together in the back lounge,” she said. “We ordered a bunch of pizzas. You two should come hang out.”

Alyssa perked up. “Oh, that sounds great. I’m starving.”

James hesitated. Part of him just wanted to go back to his hotel room, take a shower, and try to forget about the cage locked around his cock for a few hours. The day had been exhausting.

But his stomach growled at the mention of pizza. He hadn’t eaten since breakfast, and free food was free food.

“Yeah, okay,” he said. “I could eat.”

They made their way through the emptying expo floor to a lounge area in the back of the convention center. Several women from various booths were already there, some still in their skimpy expo outfits, sprawled on couches and chairs. Pizza boxes were stacked on a folding table, and someone had brought a cooler of drinks.

James grabbed a slice and found a spot near the wall, trying to stay out of the way while Alyssa chatted with some of the other booth workers. But Haley wasn’t about to let him fade into the background.

“Come on,” she said, grabbing his arm. “Let me introduce you to everyone.”

She pulled him over to a group of women lounging on a sectional couch.

Haley introduced James to a few women he hadn’t met.

“So this is James,” she said. “He’s the chastity booth model.”

Every girl looked at his crotch, even though he was fully clothed now. And every single one of them smiled or giggled.

“Alyssa’s got herself a new chastity boy!” One of the girls laughed.

“Locked all day long?” one of the girls asked. “You must be happy the day is over. To finally get that cage off and have some downtime.”

James opened his mouth to correct her, to explain that he was still very much locked up, but the words caught in his throat. How was he supposed to say that? Everyone was looking at him with these smiles, clearly assuming Alyssa had unlocked him the moment the booth closed down.

“Yeah,” he managed, his face flushing. “It’s… hard.”

“I bet it is now!” another girl laughed. “A whole day in one of those things? I’d be going crazy.”

James just nodded, too embarrassed to admit the truth. The cage was still snug around him, and would stay that way until tomorrow night.

James hung out with Haley for a while after that, and they shared a few laughs. Mostly, he listened to the girls swap stories about their wildest expo experiences and the weirdest customers they’d dealt with. He was too shy to really add much to the conversation, content to just be included.

After about an hour, James was moving to head back to his hotel room when two of the women Haley had introduced him to stopped him near the door.

“Hey, wait up!” called out the taller of the two, a blonde named Jade with long legs and a tight black top that showed off her curves. She looked like a social media model, with tanned skin and a perfect smile.

Her friend Rachel was shorter, with wavy brown hair that fell past her shoulders and bright green eyes. She had big tits that her low-cut dress put on full display, and she walked with the confidence of someone who knew exactly how good she looked.

“So,” Jade said, “you’re the chastity guy.”

“That’s me.”

“God, working the sexpo all day always makes me so horny,” she said. “Like, everyone’s usually fucking and hooking up afterwards.”

Rachel touched his arm. “We think chastity is really hot, by the way. You must be so worked up after being locked all day.”

James sighed. “More than ever before in my life. I’ve been teased and denied for like eight hours straight.”

The women looked at each other.

“So…” Rachel tilted her head. “Do you want to invite us upstairs to your room? Enjoy some of your time out of the cage until tomorrow?”

James couldn’t believe what he was hearing. Two beautiful women, both of them clearly interested, asking him back to his room. Any other night, this would have been the luckiest moment of his life.

But he wasn’t lucky at all.

“That sounds amazing… but I’m still wearing the cage,” he said.

Both women paused

“Wait, still? Can’t you just take it off now?” Jade asked.

“I don’t have control over it,” James explained. “Only Alyssa can unlock it from her app. I can’t take it off myself.”

Rachel and Jade exchanged a look, and James could tell they weren’t about to let this go without a fight. The two women were clearly too horny to accept defeat that easily.

“Alyssa,” Jade called out, waving her over. “Can you unlock James? Pretty please?”

Rachel nodded eagerly. “Yeah, we were hoping to borrow him for a bit.”

Alyssa looked over from where she’d been chatting with another vendor, her eyes moving between James and the two women flanking him. She walked over slowly, that familiar smile spreading across her face. She looked genuinely amused.

“Mmm… sorry girls, but no.”

James blushed as Jade and Rachel both turned to look at him. Here he was, a grown man, being denied permission to have sex with two sexy women who wanted him.

“What? Come on,” Jade whined. “He’s like the only guy around, and we need to blow off some steam.”

“I need him horny for tomorrow,” Alyssa said. “If I let him out, I know you’re gonna suck him dry, and he’s not gonna have that same horny energy for the booth.”

“Please?” Rachel tried. “Just for an hour?”

“Not a chance,” Alyssa said. “But that doesn’t mean you can’t have any fun with him.”

She reached into her bag and rummaged around for a moment before pulling out one of the strap-on attachments, identical to the one she had demonstrated at the booth earlier.

“It wouldn’t hurt for James to get some more experience with the merchandise he’s supposed to help sell,” she said as she tossed the strap-on towards James.

James caught it and stared at it. This wasn’t what he’d been hoping for. He’d be fucking two beautiful women while feeling nothing, staying locked and desperate the whole time. But he’d still be with them. Still be inside them, in a way. He wasn’t sure if that made it better or worse.

“This is better than a real cock, ladies. It fits right onto the front of his cage. He can fuck you all night, and he won’t be able to come too early and end the fun. So, you know. Everybody wins.” She grinned. “Well. Almost everybody.”

Jade grinned. “Problem solved, I guess.”

Rachel took James’s hand and pulled him to his feet. “Come on. Your room’s upstairs, right?”

James let himself be led toward the door, Jade following close behind. He caught Haley looking at him as he passed, and she laughed.

“Have fun,” she called. “I’ll see you tomorrow.”

James let himself be pulled along by the two women, one on each arm. Sure, his cock wasn’t going to get any relief tonight, but two gorgeous girls were literally dragging him upstairs to fuck him. There were worse problems to have.
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James unlocked the door, and the girls made themselves comfortable on his bed immediately, kicking off their shoes and settling against the pillows. James stood somewhat awkwardly near the door, uncertain of the dynamic now that they were alone.

Jade patted the bed between them. “Come here. Sit down so we can get a proper look at you.”

James crossed the room and sat between them. Immediately, he felt their bodies press against him from either side, warm and soft.

Rachel’s hands began exploring his chest, her fingers tracing along his muscles. “Mmm. Nice,” she said. Jade mirrored her movements from the other side.

They stripped their own clothes slowly as they touched him, piece by piece. First, Jade’s top, revealing a lacy bra underneath. Then Rachel’s dress slid down her shoulders. They kept their hands on him the whole time.

James’s shirt came off. Then his pants. And then their touches moved downward, finding the cage.

Both women examined it with the same curiosity that the expo attendees had shown throughout the day. They tugged at it gently, tested its security, and ran their fingers along the metal bars.

“It really doesn’t come off, does it?” Jade said, pulling experimentally.

“It really doesn’t. Trust me, I’ve tried, and a few dozen girls today also gave it their best shots,” James confirmed.

Rachel looked up at him. “Okay, I have to know. Why would you agree to this? And please tell me you actually like it.”

“No. God, no. I want nothing more than to take this thing off and fuck both of you right now.”

Both women laughed.

“So why?” Jade pressed. “How long have you even been wearing it?”

“Just today. This is my first day. I needed money, and Alyssa needed someone to model for her booth. I just… I never expected it would lead to something like this.”

“It’s kind of funny when you think about it,” Rachel laughed. “You can’t fuck us like normal because you’re locked up, but you never would have met us if you hadn’t agreed to get locked up in the first place.”

“Yeah, I’m painfully aware of the irony,” James said.

“Poor thing,” Jade said, though she was grinning.

Rachel’s breathing grew heavier as she listened. His frustration was turning her on.

“Yeah, I can’t wait any longer.” She guided James to lie down flat on the bed, with his head at the top of the bed, then climbed over him and straddled his face, her knees on either side of his head. She faced toward his body and his poor caged cock, while Jade was opening the strap-on packaging.

“Let’s see what that tongue can do,” Rachel said, and lowered her pussy onto his mouth.

James began licking. He was careful at first, finding his rhythm, but Rachel’s moans encouraged him. She re-positioned herself as needed, guiding him to exactly where she wanted him.

“Fuck yes,” Rachel breathed. “Right there.”

Meanwhile, Jade finished preparing the strap-on attachment from the bed. He heard her figuring out how it worked, then felt her hands on his caged cock. There was a satisfying click as the attachment snapped into place, the dildo jutting out from his body. Jade strapped a harness around his hips, securing it firmly.

Rachel reached out with her hand, helping guide Jade into position. The two girls faced each other, both straddling James’s body.

“Here, let me help,” Rachel said, wrapping her fingers around the base of the dildo to hold it steady.

Jade positioned herself over the strap-on, one hand on James’s thigh for balance. She lowered herself onto it slowly, letting out a satisfied moan as the strap-on entered her.

James felt the strange sensation of something extending from where his cock should be. His caged cock was nestled inside the hollow base of the strap-on, completely encased.

Jade started riding him. Slowly at first, then faster, her enthusiasm building. The base of the dildo pushed against his trapped cock with every thrust, transmitting only pressure without any hint of pleasure. Each time Jade lowered herself onto the shaft, the movement transferred to the hollow base, squeezing against his cage. He could feel everything and nothing at the same time. The pressure, the rhythm, the heat, but no pleasure actually reached his actual cock in any meaningful way. His balls ached from the constant teasing stimulation that went nowhere.

James was going crazy with lust.

Rachel’s pussy smothered his face. Jade rode his phantom cock. He moaned and groaned in pure frustration, his sounds vibrating against Rachel’s pussy.

He couldn’t stay still anymore. His body demanded something, anything. Frustration turned into desperate energy. He started thrusting his hips up to meet Jade’s movements. He reached up and grabbed Rachel’s hips, pulling her down and pressing her pussy harder against his mouth. His tongue worked faster. But no matter how desperately he licked Rachel or thrust up into Jade, he got nothing. He stayed completely denied.

From his position, he couldn’t see much, but he could tell the women were making out above him. He heard the sounds of their kisses, their shared moans, as they used his body for their pleasure.

Rachel’s thighs began trembling against his head. Her moans grew louder, more urgent. She was close.

“God, don’t you dare fucking stop.”

He didn’t. He focused everything on her, his tongue circling her clit in exactly the way her reactions had trained him to perform. He felt her whole body tense above him.

She came with a huge orgasm on his face, crying out as her thighs pressed together and enveloped his face completely against her pussy. Her wetness coated his lips and chin.

She collapsed to the side, breathing heavily. James had only a moment of rest, as Jade quickly moved to take her place over his face.

James quickly found Jade’s clit as she settled onto him. She was already wet and aroused from fucking the strap on. Her taste was different but equally intoxicating.

Rachel took a moment to recover, catching her breath while watching Jade grind against James’s eager mouth.

“I’m not nearly done yet,” Rachel said, a grin in her voice.

Once recovered, she moved down the bed and positioned herself over the strap-on. She lowered herself onto it with a moan.

James was back in the same overwhelming position. Pleasuring one woman with his mouth while another rode his phantom cock. His mind became overwhelmed again with the intensity of it.

Eventually, something snapped in his mind. The frustration and the desperate ache in his caged cock didn’t disappear, but it stopped feeling like torture. It became fuel instead. Every throb of denied pleasure had to go somewhere, and the only outlet he had was giving pleasure to them. His tongue worked harder. His hips thrust the dildo deeper into Rachel. All the energy that went to feeling lust for his own orgasm poured into making them feel good instead.

He realized he was good at this. Really fucking good at it. The cage that had made him feel self-conscious all day was the reason he could keep going without distraction. His body wanted to come so badly it hurt, but that wanting had nowhere to go except into pleasuring them.

He wanted to make them come again. And again. He wanted to hear them moan his name as they orgasmed over and over until they couldn’t cum anymore.

He thrust his hips harder, driving the dildo deeper into Rachel. He pulled Jade tighter against his mouth, his tongue finding a rhythm that made her gasp.

“Holy shit,” Jade breathed.

Jade came first this time, her thighs clamping around his head as she shuddered through her orgasm. She rolled off him, panting, and Rachel moved to take her place on his face.

What followed was a blur of pleasure and sweat and moaning. They lost track of time as they used him, switching positions whenever the mood struck. Rachel rode his face while Jade kissed him, then they swapped. Jade came on the strap-on while Rachel’s fingers teased her nipples.

They took turns with everything. His mouth, the strap-on, his hands. Sometimes one would ride him while the other watched, touching herself. Sometimes they would both focus on him at once, one on his face and one grinding against the dildo.

James lost count of their orgasms. Every time one of them came, crying out his name or biting into a pillow to muffle their screams, he felt pride surge through him again.

By the time the women finally lay satisfied on either side of him, hours had passed. Their bodies were relaxed, their breathing slow and content. James remained achingly hard and denied.

“That was… honestly one of the best fucks of my life,” Rachel said, her voice dreamy. “Like, I’m not even exaggerating.”

James smiled with his eyes closed. He had done that. Locked in a cage, unable to feel anything but frustration, he had given her one of the best fucks of her life.

Jade was nearly too tired to speak. She laid her hand on his caged cock and barely muttered, “I fucking love chastity.”

He thought about his past sexual encounters. They had been fine. He had his orgasms and pleasure, and sometimes he had even given pleasure to his girlfriends too. But it had always been hard to focus on the girl when his own pleasure was so demanding.

Without the cage, he would have cum in a few minutes tonight. Both girls probably would have left his room disappointed.

Instead, he had given them hours of pleasure. Multiple orgasms each. The kind of sex they would remember for years.

He started to feel proud of the cage rather than embarrassed by it. His cock still throbbed desperately. He still couldn’t touch himself, still couldn’t cum. But he felt powerful in a way he had never experienced before.
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James arrived at the booth on Saturday morning feeling like a different person.

The shyness from yesterday had evaporated overnight. He kept replaying how he gave Jade and Rachel probably the best fucks of their lives. How desirable they had found him. How good it had made him feel. All thanks to the cage.

Being locked was something to celebrate, not hide.

He stood near the front of the booth, fully nude, with the cage on display. He no longer hunched or tried to cover himself.

Alyssa noticed the change. She grinned.

“Well, well. Look at you,” she said. “One night with the cage and you’re practically strutting.”

James smiled back. “It was… yeah. It was a really good night.”

Alyssa grinned to herself and went back to setting up the display.

The morning went smoothly. James actively engaged customers, answering questions and demonstrating how the cage worked. After his amazing night of sex, he wasn’t shy any longer about telling people how awesome chastity was.

Around eleven, Alyssa said she needed to step away for a bite to eat.

“Think you can handle the booth solo for a bit?” She asked. “Blood sugar is running a bit low. Want me to get you some chips or something?”

James nodded. “Yeah. I’ve got it. Chips and a soda would be great.”

A couple of minutes later, a woman approached the booth. She was well-dressed and professional-looking, with a skeptical expression that suggested she wasn’t easily impressed.

“Chastity cages, huh?” she said, examining the display. “I’ve looked into stocking these as a distributor. It’s been a while since I’ve looked into any chastity products, but last time they all seemed like cheap gimmicks.”

James felt himself go into a sales pitch. He had learned a lot from watching Alyssa yesterday. “Well, I can assure you these cages are the real deal. What kinds of issues did you see in other products?”

“Cheap materials. Easy to escape. Uncomfortable for anything long-term.” She shrugged. “No real innovation in years.”

James gestured to the cage locked around him. “These are medical-grade materials. Hypoallergenic, built to last. And escape-proof.” He tugged at the cage to demonstrate, the lock holding firm.

The woman raised an eyebrow. “Mind if I try?”

“Go ahead.”

She reached out and gripped the cage, giving it a few experimental pulls. She tried twisting it, then tugging harder. James winced slightly, but the device didn’t budge.

“Huh,” she said, releasing it. “Okay, I’ll admit that’s more secure than what I’ve seen before. What else you got?”

James picked up the tablet and demonstrated the app interface. He showed her the vibration modes, cycling through them while she watched his reactions. The distributor took the tablet and found the shock settings herself. She enjoyed that.

“Yeah, this seems like the real deal.” She began examining the display more closely and noticed the strap-on attachments. She picked one up. “How are these used?”

“They click onto the front of the cage. So I can fuck someone while feeling nothing myself.”

The distributor looked intrigued. “Have you actually used one?”

“Yeah!” James got a little too excited and calmed himself. “Last night, actually.”

She set down the attachment. “Yeah? Does it stay secure? Is it actually effective?”

“The cage fits into a cavity at the base of the dildo,” James explained, attaching the strap-on model to his own cage. “It snaps into place, and there’s a harness for extra stability. Doesn’t shift during use. The girls seemed to really love it.”

“Girls? Oh my.” The woman covered and mouth and giggled. “And you? Did you like it?”

“I felt nothing myself. Just… the frustration of the cage while the dildo did all the work. But… yes, I loved it. I didn’t have to worry about finishing early or staying hard long enough. I could focus entirely on their pleasure. It was the best sex I’ve ever had.” He blushed.

She smiled. “That’s a very effective sales pitch.”

James realized his genuine embarrassment and honesty had been more convincing than any rehearsed speech could have been.

“So how long have you been wearing the cage?” she asked.

“I’m actually brand new to chastity. I only got locked yesterday.”

She looked surprised. “Really? You seem like a convert already. So you get locked for the expo, and seem to really like it. Are you going to stay locked from now on?”

James hesitated. He had not thought about it.

“I mean, I want nothing more than to take this off as soon as possible,” he admitted. He started thinking out loud. “But part of me… part of me wants to stay locked. I’m glad I wasn’t able to unlock myself last night in the heat of the moment. Maybe I shouldn’t be able to unlock myself at other times either… It’s complicated.”

She smiled at his conflicted state.

“Alright, I think you’ve sold me. I’d like to make an order,” she said. “My company has been looking to expand our product line, and I think your cages might be a perfect fit. I’d also like to make an order on those strap-ons you have displayed.”

James retrieved the forms and walked her through filling them out. He felt a bit silly doing paperwork while basically nude in his cage, but within a few minutes, he had collected the largest order of the weekend.

Alyssa returned just as the distributor was leaving. The woman stopped to shake Alyssa’s hand.

“Your model is more convincing than any salesperson I’ve dealt with,” she said. “His firsthand experience sealed the deal.”

Alyssa thanked her and watched her go. Then she turned to James with genuine pleasure in her expression.

“Okay, what happened while I was gone?”

James showed her the order form. Alyssa’s eyes widened at the size of the sale.

“I’m impressed,” she said. “Most guys I’ve hired spent the whole time sulking about being locked up. You’re actually good at this.”

He had walked in yesterday morning, hoping to get through the weekend. Now he felt like he belonged here. Like he had found something he was good at, even if it was something he didn’t even know existed a week ago.
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The expo was finally ending. After hundreds of girls had poked, prodded, shocked, or giggled at his cage, James was quite exhausted. He helped Alyssa pack up the booth, folding displays and boxing products while other vendors wheeled equipment toward the exits.

When they finished, Alyssa touched his arm.

“Come with me.”

She led him through a back door into the staging area behind the main hall. Now it sat empty except for a leather couch against one wall and some abandoned equipment cases. The overhead lights were dimmed to a soft glow.

Alyssa dropped onto the couch with a satisfied sigh. She slowly took off her boots and stretched her toes. James followed her lead and sat on the other end of the couch.

“God, I’ve been standing all day. My feet are completely dead.” She looked at James with a smile. “Would you give me a foot massage?”

“Sure,” James said. He liked giving women foot massages, and his brain was still in the right mindset to serve women.

Alyssa swung her legs up onto the couch and rested her feet in his lap. He began working his thumbs into her arch. Alyssa leaned back against the cushions and let out a low sound of relief.

“That feels amazing. You’re good at this.”

James smiled and continued to knead the tension from her foot. He switched to the other one, pressing his thumbs along the ball of her foot.

After a few minutes, Alyssa pulled out her phone.

“So… by now you’re more than familiar with the teasing vibrations and mild shocks the cage can deliver. Have you been curious about the edging or orgasm setting?” Her fingers were idly tapping her phone screen. “Do you want to feel what the cage can really do?”

James felt curious and nervous. “Yes.”

Alyssa swung her feet off his lap and sat up straight.

“Kneel on the rug in front of me.”

James slid off the couch and lowered himself to his knees before her. The position felt natural somehow. Comfortable. He looked up at her.

Alyssa placed one foot back in his hands.

“Keep massaging,” she said. “This is the edging setting. I might enable an orgasm if you do a good job.”

She tapped her screen. The vibrations started slowly. Then they intensified. And kept intensifying.

James groaned. The vibrations hit him in ways he hadn’t felt all weekend. They pulsed against the head of his cock, right where he was most sensitive. His hands stopped moving on her foot as his whole body tensed.

Alyssa immediately lowered the setting, leaving him gasping and desperate.

“Keep massaging.” Her voice was gentle but firm. “The edging stays on as long as you focus on me.”

James’s hands returned to her foot. His thumbs pressed into her arch. The overwhelming vibrations resumed the moment he began working.

He quickly learned the pattern. When he massaged her feet attentively, keeping his focus on her pleasure, she maintained that mind-melting intensity. When he stopped or slowed, distracted by the sensations overwhelming his body, she lowered it, leaving him desperate for more.

“Good boy,” she said. “You know… chastity really suits you. I mean, I think all guys would benefit from being caged, but some guys just… belong in a tiny cage, you know? Like it just feels right.”

His brain turned to mush. The pleasure built and receded, built and receded. Each wave took him higher before dropping him back.

Ten or fifteen minutes passed in this pattern. His body trembled. His thoughts reduced to nothing but the cage and her feet and the desperate need building inside him.

Alyssa relaxed as she watched him. She occasionally directed him with commands. “Harder there. Good boy.”

James felt zoned out yet incredibly focused. Nothing existed except her feet in his hands and the maddening pulse of the cage against his cock. He existed only to massage her feet and receive the reward of that incredible edging.

Eventually, she lowered the setting enough that coherent thought became possible. Through his sub-space fog, he heard her speak.

“So… I have a proposition for you.”

He looked up at her, still kneeling, still throbbing.

“I know I told you this was just a one-off gig. Show up, get paid, go home, never think about chastity again.” She smiled. “But you’ve impressed me this weekend, James. So I want to offer you something more.”

She leaned forward slightly.

“Option one.” She held up a finger. “I’ll unlock the cage now, and you go home with a free cock that you can jerk off as much as you want. Back to job hunting on Monday. Good luck with that, I guess.”

She paused.

“Option two. You work for me. Full-time. One or two expos a month, but there’s plenty more to do. Photo shoots, promotional content, and trying out new chastity products. It means you’ll stay locked in chastity most of the time, but if you choose the job… I’ll let you cum right now. A proper caged orgasm at my feet.” She let that sink in. “But then you go home still locked. And you stay denied until the end of the next expo. Two weeks from now.”

She turned the vibrations back up to a medium level that made thinking difficult again.

James’s mind raced through the fog of arousal.

He thought about his empty bank account. The growing pile of rejection emails. The soul-crushing job search that had consumed his life for months.

He thought about how he had felt all weekend. Desired by the women who touched him. Useful to Alyssa. Genuinely good at something for the first time in months. Valued in a way that made him feel good.

But this wasn’t just a job. He knew that. He was choosing to stay locked. Choosing to let her control when he came. Choosing to be professionally locked in a chastity cage.

A few days ago, he would have been terrified. He would have laughed and thought that no guy on earth would agree to that. But kneeling here, his body trembling at her feet, he realized he actually wanted this. Not just the job. Not just the money. He wanted to stay locked.

“Yes. I’ll take the job.”

Alyssa smiled.

“Okay. This is going to be intense.”

She activated the cage’s full orgasm mode.

The vibrations built up slowly again, except they didn’t back down this time. They pushed him higher and higher in arousal. His tiny cock throbbed desperately against the bars. It wanted to get hard. It wanted to cum so badly.

His cock had always been rock hard for every orgasm it had ever had in his life. But the vibrations were too intense for his body to resist. He was building toward climax, whether he was hard or not.

His whole body seized up as the orgasm crashed through him. Cum spurted out in thick ropes, dripping down the cage and onto the floor between his knees. He gasped and shuddered, his thighs shaking uncontrollably. It was the most intense release he had ever felt, and his cock never even got hard.

The vibrations continued relentlessly. Milking every single last drop out of his body. Extending the orgasm far beyond what he thought possible.

When it finally ended, James collapsed forward. His head came to rest between her knees. He was completely drained.

Alyssa gently caressed the hair on the back of his neck. Her fingers were soft. She gathered some paper towels for him to clean up with.

“Good boy,” she said.

James stayed there for a long moment. His cheek pressed against her knee. Processing what had just happened. What he had agreed to.
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After James had recovered enough to stand on shaky legs and get dressed, Alyssa walked him through what came next.

“So, I’ll email you the schedule and everything you need to know,” she said. “Take a few days to rest and relax and, you know, get used to living everyday life while locked in a cage. I have some butt plugs that integrate with the chastity app that I’ll be sending you in a few days to try out. You’ll be plenty horny by then to give them a fair test, I’m sure.”

James nodded, still feeling a bit dazed. Two weeks in this thing. He tried to imagine what that would be like. Showering, sleeping, going to work, all with this little cage locked around him. It seemed impossible and exciting all at once.

“As discussed, you’re staying locked until at least the next expo. After that, we can talk about scheduling some cage-free time for you, if you still want it.”

Alyssa pulled him into a hug. Her arms were warm around him, and then she pulled back and headed for the exit.

“I’ll be in touch,” she said and walked out through the convention center doors.

James watched her go. It struck him as strange that she was the only person on earth who could get this cage off of him. His cock, his orgasms, his release. All of it was in her hands now.

The thought should have terrified him. Instead, he felt great. Maybe he was still riding the high from getting milked a few minutes ago. But he’d spent months struggling. Every decision leading nowhere. Now he had a job. Even if it was unconventional. It was something to celebrate.

He made his way through the emptying convention center to the main lobby.

Haley was waiting on a bench near the entrance, scrolling through her phone. She stood up when she spotted him.

“Hey! How’d it go?”

James smiled. “I got the job. Like, a real job. Ongoing.”

Haley cheered and threw her arms around him in a tight hug. “I knew it! I knew you’d be great at it! Oh my god, I’m so happy for you.”

They walked to her car together. The city lights streamed past as Haley drove them home.

“Okay, so what does ongoing mean exactly? Like, what’s the deal?”

James explained the details as he understood them. Traveling to expos around the country. Modeling different cages and products. Photo shoots for her website. Consistent pay that would actually cover his bills.

Haley glanced over at his crotch, then back at the road.

“Wait, so did Alyssa not unlock you before sending you home?”

“Nope.” James shifted in his seat. “She wants me to experience some true cage time. Not just a weekend, but… real chastity.”

He paused, then told her about the caged orgasm.

“It was… god, it was intense. Different from anything I’ve ever felt. Like my whole body was involved instead of just my cock.”

Haley raised an eyebrow but didn’t push or judge. “That sounds intense. So… any regrets? Now that you’re actually stuck in it for real?”

“I’m more than okay with it,” he said finally. “I actually… I want to stay locked, at least for now.”

Hearing himself say it out loud surprised him. But it was true.

Haley laughed. “Wow. You’ve really changed this weekend.”

“Yeah,” James agreed. “I really have.”

He pulled out his phone and checked his bank account. The screen loaded, and he saw that the payment had already cleared. The number was higher than his balance had been in a long time.

He thought about his life just days ago. Broke, desperate, and directionless. Sending out resumes into the void. And compared it to now. Employed. With something he was genuinely good at. Having discovered something about himself that he never knew existed.

“What are you thinking about?” Haley asked, noticing his contemplative silence.

“Just… a week ago, I didn’t even know what a chastity cage was.”

She smiled. “Life’s weird like that sometimes. Everything can just… change in a few days.”

Haley continued talking about chastity the whole drive home. Sometimes just thinking out loud, half to herself. “Okay but like, how much would I be willing to trade my orgasms for? Maybe a hundred bucks each?” She immediately shook her head. “No. Nope. I could never. I love cumming way too much.”

James laughed.

“Oh!” Haley added. “You know Rachel lives near us, right? I’m sure she’d be happy to come over and hang out with us sometime. She seemed really into you.”

James remembered Rachel’s satisfied moans, her hand on his caged cock, her declaration that it had been one of the best fucks of her life.

“That would be nice,” he said.

He leaned back in his seat. His horniness was already starting to ramp up again despite having been emptied and milked dry just hours before. He hoped that Rachel would want to come over soon.
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