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Chapter 1
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Owen stretched out on Ella’s comfortable sectional sofa, reaching for another slice of pizza from the box on the coffee table while they watched a rerun of their favorite baking show. He wasn’t really watching it.

They’d met in college on the tennis courts. Owen still remembered the first time he saw her across the net, petite and toned, with her pretty hair that swayed in the wind as she ran across the court. They’d both been in relationships at the time, so nothing happened, but they’d clicked instantly. Over late-night study sessions and weekend matches, they became best friends. The kind of friendship where you didn’t need to explain yourself. Where you could count on each other for anything.

They’d been doing this for years now. Thursday nights were their thing. Pizza, relaxing television, and inside jokes that had piled up over the years. Spending time with Ella was the highlight of his week. She always called herself his bestie, the person who knew him better than anyone, and he cherished their relationship.

Owen set down his pizza and wiped his hands on a napkin. He started telling her about his boss’s latest ridiculous demand at work.

Ella laughed at the appropriate moments, but she kept putting away and then opening her phone. Her knee was bouncing with nervous energy.

“You okay?” Owen asked.

“Yeah, totally fine.” Ella tucked a strand of pretty brown hair behind her ear. “Just thinking about something.”

Owen watched her fingers drumming on her phone case. Something was eating at her.

“Hey,” Owen said. “Remember what you always tell me? About how we don’t have to filter ourselves around each other?”

Ella looked up at him.

“You’re always saying I should just say what’s on my mind without worrying about being judged,” Owen continued. “Same goes for you, you know. Whatever it is, just tell me.”

Ella let out a breath and pulled her legs up underneath her. “Okay. So, I got a commission. Something that I’m actually personally interested in, and it even pays well, too.”

“That sounds amazing! You deserve it more than anyone, Ella. But why are you anxious? What kind of project is it?”

“It’s… unique.” Ella bit her lip. “I’ve been working on it all week, and I’m realizing I can’t do this all by myself. I need help with it. A guy’s help, in particular.”

“What do you need? Wait, why a guy?”

“Alright, here it goes,” she took a deep breath, then started. “Have you ever heard of male chastity devices?”

Owen blinked. Of all the things he’d expected her to say, that wasn’t on the list. Nothing came out except a blurted “What?”

“It’s like a chastity belt, like in the medieval stories, except for guys they’re these small cages that lock around his cock.” Ella said. “They prevent erections and orgasms. They’re pretty amazing, actually.”

“Are you being for real? Why would anyone want that?”

“Lots of reasons. Giving up control, being submissive to a partner, or just to enjoy being horny and unable to do anything about it.” Ella started smiling, like she was getting excited to finally talk about this. “The psychology is actually fascinating! Did you know that technically guys don’t even need…”

She paused for a moment to collect herself.

“I could talk about why chastity is amazing all night, but that’s not the point. The point is, I need to design and build a really good one, and I need someone to help me test the prototypes.”

“Can’t you just use like a realistic dildo or something to test it on?” Owen asked.

“Nah, I tried. Besides being nearly impossible to find a dildo that’s as small as a completely flaccid dick, I need it actually attached to a guy. I need him trying to get hard. I need his balls shifting around and doing whatever it is that balls do. Pretty much impossible for me to just guess about.”

Owen’s throat tightened. “So you want to lock my penis in one of them? Jeez…”

“I need real feedback. Comfort, security, functionality. I’d get you measured and custom make a cage for you just like I will for my client.” Ella gave him a smile, trying to judge his reaction. “You don’t have to rush into a decision. We have all night for you to say yes.”

Owen laughed. She knew just how to push his buttons.

“Okay, so I haven’t said no yet,” Owen said.

Part of him wanted to say yes immediately. The thought of Ella’s hands on him, measuring him, studying his cock was tempting. But what happened after? If this went wrong, wouldn’t things just be weird between them? He’d lose the person who mattered most to him. He needed more information. She wouldn’t be asking unless it were really important.

“Okay, so does it just prevent sex? Or would it prevent me from jacking off too?” Owen asked. “Could I still…”

“No masturbation. You’re going to have to cut back on your orgasms during testing,” Ella said. “I need you actually locked in real chastity to get useful data. But it won’t be bad. Just a day or two to start, and the whole project is due in a couple of weekends, so…”

“I guess I could do that. I want to help, but it just sounds like it’s gonna suck and be miserable, though,” Owen frowned.

Ella giggled. “I promise it won’t. A shit ton of people are doing chastity these days. It wouldn’t be growing in popularity like this unless people liked it, right?”

Owen watched Ella’s expression shift. She went quiet for a second, like she was working through something in her head. Then a slow smile spread across her face, the kind that usually meant she’d just solved a problem in some creative way.

“Actually… I just had an idea.”

“What kind of idea?”

“Well, if you’re going to be locked up and can’t jerk off normally…” She scooted closer to him on the couch until their knees touched. “What if I took care of your orgasms for you?”

Owen’s brain short-circuited. “What?”

“I mean, think about it.” Ella’s voice got more excited as she thought about the idea. “You’re giving me complete control over your cock. It’s only fair that I’m a responsible owner and actually take care of your penis for you, right?”

“I…” Owen couldn’t form words.

“Sure, I could just unlock you whenever you need to jerk off.” Ella was enjoying his flustered reaction. “But that seems kind of impersonal. There’s nothing wrong with us having some fun together, especially since I’ll be taking away your ability to have fun by yourself.”

Ella was finding this very amusing. She looked so cute and excited about this, but also just a little bit nervous. Like she was being bold and wasn’t quite sure how he’d react. The last thing he wanted was for her to feel pressured to give him sex just because she needed help with her project.

“No, it’s okay,” Owen said awkwardly. “I mean, not that I wouldn’t want you to, but it feels like I’d be taking advantage of you.”

Ella laughed. “Taking advantage of me? I’m the one who’s going to lock your cock in a cage.”

“Yeah, but…” Owen struggled to find words. “I just don’t want you to feel like you have to do sexual stuff for me to agree to help you.”

“I want to, though,” Ella said simply. “Playing with a denied boy has always sounded like so much fun. And honestly, we’re both single. Why shouldn’t we have some fun together? Especially since I’m taking away your ability to have fun by yourself.”

Owen looked at her face. She seemed genuinely excited about the idea, and it was hard for her enthusiasm not to be infectious.

“Okay,” he said. “I’ll try it.”

“Really? You mean it?”

“Yeah. Let’s do this.”

She leaned in and wrapped her arms around his shoulders in a tight hug. Owen hugged her back.

“Thank you,” Ella said into his shoulder. “Seriously, Owen. You have no idea how much this means to me. Like, if I can get the design working right and properly modular, this could grow into a whole business for me.”

They settled back into their seats. Owen’s mind caught up with what he’d just agreed to. The whole thing felt surreal.

“How do you even know about this stuff anyway?” Owen asked.

Ella grinned. “I discovered the chastity kink years ago. Just the idea of it kind of got me obsessed right away. I started hanging around some online communities, and I’ve been active ever since.”

“Seriously?”

“Yeah. Never tried it with an actual partner, though.” She looked disappointed. “I’ve made lots of cool friends online, though. Other girls who are into being keyholders.”

“Keyholders?” Owen asked.

“Yeah, that’s what they call the person who holds the keys to someone’s chastity cage. The one in control.” Ella bit her lip. “Anyway, they know I’m an engineer who builds things. I’ve posted photos of some of my metalwork projects in the forums. One thing led to another, and one of them asked if I could make her a custom cage for her husband.”

“Isn’t that gonna be really expensive? Just for a custom sex toy?”

“Yep, but she wants something unique. High quality,” Ella said. “The people who are seriously into this stuff want a custom cage designed exactly for their penis. They want security and other features that you can’t just order easily online.”

Owen nodded slowly. “Makes sense, I guess.”

“The mass-produced stuff doesn’t fit right or has design flaws,” Ella continued. It was obvious she was deeply knowledgeable about chastity. “I’ve been down a deep dive in research. Reading testimonials, studying different models, learning what works and what doesn’t. But I can’t actually build it without a real dick to test on.”

“And that’s where I come in.”

“That’s where you come in,” she grinned. “Actually, we’ll see about the coming part.”

Ella laughed at her joke as she grabbed his hand and pulled him to his feet. “Let me show you what I’ve done so far in my workshop.”

Owen looked at her excited smile and knew things would be okay. If he trusted anyone to build and lock his penis away in a tiny cage, it would be his best friend, Ella.


Chapter 2
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Ella’s workshop had its usual smell of metal and electronics. Owen stood there with his hands in his pockets.

“So I’ve been stuck on this design all week,” Ella said, pulling on a pair of thin gloves. “I’ve got it mostly figured out how it will work, but I need the actual cock to measure to size the cage properly.”

Owen felt his cheeks redden. “Well, I guess you’ve got one now.”

Ella let out a giggle. “Indeed, I do!”

She gestured to the workbench where various tools were laid out. Calipers, measuring tape, her tools of the trade.

“What do you need me to do?” Owen asked.

“Strip from the waist down and have a seat on that stool.” Ella pointed to a tall workshop stool she’d positioned in the middle of the room. “I need to get some measurements first.”

Owen’s fingers fumbled with his belt. This was really happening. He was about to get naked in front of his best friend so she could measure his dick for a chastity cage.

He pushed his jeans and boxers down and sat on the stool. Ella took a quick peek at Owen.

“I need something from the bathroom. Just sit tight.”

Ella returned with a small trimmer in her hand. “I’m going to give you a quick trim first. Don’t want hair to interfere with the cage.”

Owen couldn’t help but react when his friend Ella put her hands on his dick for the first time. He let out a little moan and repositioned himself. His cock was quickly reacting to her touch.

“Hold still,” she said, concentrating on her work. “Don’t want to nick anything important.”

“That would be a terrible start to this,” Owen said.

“Don’t worry, I’m quite good with my hands.”

Owen’s cock flexed involuntarily in her hands.

Ella giggled. “Don’t worry about getting hard. It’s good timing, actually.”

Ella picked up the calipers and measuring tape from the workbench. By the time she returned, he was fully erect. “Most of the sizing will be guided by your flaccid measurements,” she said, moving closer with the tools. “But it doesn’t hurt to see what I’m working with when you’re hard first.”

Owen thought he’d be so embarrassed to be naked in front of his best friend, but her cool attitude put him at ease. This was no biggie. Girls grab, touch, and measure their guy friends’ dicks all the time. How else would you build a chastity cage to lock them in? He throbbed again in her hand with each new measurement.

Length, circumference at different points, and the angle when fully hard. She jotted everything down on a tablet nearby.

“Technically, I don’t need you hard again after this,” Ella said with a grin. “So enjoy it while it lasts.”

She was clearly enjoying herself, like she was working on her favorite hobby project.

“You seem really happy about this,” Owen said.

“I am!” Ella laughed. “This is such a cool challenge. And you’re being such a good sport about it.”

Owen’s cock throbbed again in the air as Ella let go, standing upright while she finished tapping on her tablet. She looked up with a satisfied smile.

“All done with this part,” Ella announced, stepping back. “Keep those hands off. Just sit there and let yourself get soft naturally.”

Owen rested his hands on his thighs, hyperaware of his exposed cock slowly softening as he sat on the stool.

Ella walked to a storage cabinet nearby and pulled out a small box.

“Perfect. My first prototype isn’t ready yet, obviously. But this is one of the cheap cages I ordered online for research. I want you to wear this until tomorrow night just to get used to having something on down there,” Ella said.

She held up a small metal device with a ring and a lock attached.

Owen stared at it. “Wait, that looks pretty well made, actually. You can just buy these things? That really isn’t good enough to lock a penis with?”

“These mass-produced ones work fine for short-term stuff, but my client is serious about keeping her man locked up long-term. The issue is that these generic devices aren’t very secure. A determined guy can slip out of them if they’re not fitted right. And if they’re not perfectly sized to the penis, then it can pinch or chafe over time.”

She handed him the cage, letting him turn the device in his hands.

“So I’m designing something custom. When everything else is ready, I’ll actually drive out to where my client lives and measure the guy’s penis just like I did with you. Then I’ll size and fine-tune a cage perfectly sized for him, just like I’m going to do for you. Perfectly fitted, comfortable enough for constant wear, and very, very secure,” Ella said softly while looking at the device in Owen’s hands.

“That thing looks small,” Owen said.

“This is huge compared to what I’m actually designing for you. This is like the training wheels version.”

“It’s like an inch or two long, though.”

Ella laughed. “In the world of chastity cages, every little millimeter matters. But that’s part of why I want you to wear this cheap cage today. Just so you can appreciate the absolute work of art I’ll be locking around your penis tomorrow.”

Ella glanced down at Owen’s still naked body.

“Anyway, you’re soft enough now. Time to get you locked up,” Ella said, taking the device out of his hands.

“Wait, maybe you can give me a few minutes in the bathroom first?” Owen asked. “It’s probably better for your research if we start off with a blank slate.”

“Nope,” Ella grinned. “If anything, it’s better if you start off a little horny.”

“But… my…” Owen couldn’t think of the sequence of words he needed to say to convince her to let him jerk off one last time. He realized he had no real reason to cum. “I’m ready then.”

“Good boy. Let me do this,” Ella said. “Remember what you agreed to? Your pleasure and orgasms are in my hands now. You trust me, right?”

He nodded to Ella to proceed.

She fitted the ring behind his balls first, adjusting it with careful fingers until it sat snugly against his body. Then came the cage itself, sliding over his completely soft cock. The curved metal enclosed him, keeping everything pressed down and compact.

The lock clicked.

Owen stared down at the device. He couldn’t believe this was actually happening. His cock was trapped. Locked away. He couldn’t touch himself even if he wanted to. The reality of what he’d agreed to suddenly felt very real. Every orgasm, every bit of pleasure, was now completely in Ella’s control. He’d given that up. Handed it over to her. What had he been thinking? What if she lost the key? What if…

Ella interrupted his spiraling thoughts and held up a small key. “This is yours. I want you to be a good boy until tomorrow night,” Ella said. “Don’t unlock yourself just because you get horny. And just to spoil the surprise, you will get horny.”

Owen took the key and looked up at Ella, confused. “Wait, if I’m not supposed to unlock myself, why give me the key?”

“I don’t completely trust these generic cages,” Ella admitted. “They’re not custom-fitted like the one I’m making will be.”

She gestured at his crotch. “Test how secure it is and let me know if you can slip out. The key is to put the cage back on if your balls slip out or if something feels wrong. If it does come off, just put it back on and lock it, without sneaking in any pleasure.”

Owen nodded, relieved. That made sense.

“I know you’ll be a good boy for me,” Ella said. “But just in case you need any more motivation, I already have some fun plans for tomorrow night. Plans that would make denied boys very, very happy.”

Ella teasingly glided her tongue across her lips.

Owen stared at her, his mouth slightly open. He tried to form words, but nothing came out. His brain had short-circuited again somewhere between “denied boys” and “very, very happy.”

Ella giggled at his reaction, clearly delighted by his stunned expression. “God, I’m loving this. Playing the role of a teasing keyholder is so much fun.”

She looked down again at his newly installed cage and smiled again. “So how does it feel? Having your penis locked away in a tiny cage?”

Owen’s face flushed. “I, uh…” he stammered, still processing everything. “I don’t know yet. Ask me tomorrow?”

“I can’t wait,” Ella said.

Owen felt the key in his pocket and calmed down a bit. It had been a few minutes, and being locked in chastity was already a challenge. It was reassuring that even if things went terribly, even if the cage pinched or rubbed wrong in the middle of the night, he could always just take it off. He wasn’t actually trapped. This whole thing suddenly felt less scary and more like just helping out a friend with her project.

“So yeah. I’ll get to working on your new cage first thing in the morning, and it’ll be ready for you when you come back,” Ella said, excited. “All the basic components were practically ready, but now I know how small to make it.”

She quickly corrected herself while jokingly wincing, “How big to make it.”

Owen looked at Ella, and her face looked filled with joy. He’d done this to help her out with her project, sure, but seeing that smile made it worth it.

“Enjoy your spacious cage while you can,” Ella said.

Owen pulled up his boxers and jeans, aware of how bulky a cage around his genitals felt now. Ella walked him to the door, chattering about design specifications and materials. He didn’t hear much of what she said. It felt so different to walk around caged.

“Text me if anything feels wrong,” Ella said at the door. “Otherwise, I’ll see you tomorrow evening.”

She gave him a tight hug that went on for much longer than usual. She pulled back and looked up into his eyes.

“Thank you for helping me with this. We’re both gonna have fun.”


Chapter 3
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The cage was all Owen could think about on the drive home. Every traffic light, every turn, reminded him of the weight between his legs. The metal pressing against skin. The lock that kept him contained.

He made it home and collapsed on his sofa, turning on the television without really watching it.

When a pretty actress came on, his cock tried to respond. The cage was oversized enough that it allowed his cock to start to get hard, pushing away from his body in a way that felt uncomfortable and restrictive. Not painful, exactly, but frustrating. The sensation of wanting to get hard and being prevented from it.

A few minutes later, Owen stared at the ad break on TV. A woman dressed in almost nothing was pouring coffee into a mug. Did she really just moan from taking a sip? How was this a commercial for coffee? Were commercials always this sexual, or was he simply more sensitive to it now?

His cock pushed harder against the metal, eventually reaching a semi-hard state, and the cage just held him there. His cock was held in place exactly where Ella wanted it to be.

The thought of Ella sent another surge of arousal to his cock. Did she know this would happen? Of course she did. It’s the whole point of the cage. She probably pictured exactly what he was experiencing right now, alone on his couch, unable to even get properly hard.

Owen shifted on the sofa, trying to adjust himself. The cage allowed no adjustment.

He needed to use the bathroom. Getting up from the couch, he made his way down the hall. Earlier that evening, when he’d first gotten home, he’d discovered another challenge with the cage. Standing at the toilet like normal hadn’t worked. The metal bars created problems he’d never considered. He’d had to sit down instead.

Now he knew better. The whole experience felt different, more vulnerable somehow. Every time he needed to use the bathroom from now on, he’d have to sit. Something as basic as this had become more complicated, another small way the cage changed everything.

The realization was oddly humiliating. Owen finished and washed his hands, staring at himself in the mirror. The cage made him think about his body differently. It made him think about Ella constantly, with every movement of his body.

Later in bed, Owen’s mind wandered to her again. She’d said she would be in charge of his orgasms now. What would she do tomorrow? His thoughts drifted to her mouth. What would it feel like to have her lips on his cock after twenty-four hours of denial?

His cock strained against the cage again. But as Owen shifted in bed, he realized something. It wasn’t just the thought of getting off that had him worked up. It was that it would be Ella.

He’d gotten blowjobs before. Some good, some forgettable. But the idea of Ella’s mouth on him felt completely different. The way she smiled at him. The way she laughed at his stupid jokes. The way she’d looked at him today when she locked the cage, confident and teasing but still somehow so sweet and caring.

It took a few hours of restlessness as Owen tried to sleep. Thoughts of Ella filled his mind. He wondered if she was thinking about him right now too, and the thought was oddly comforting. Eventually, sleep won out, and he drifted off.

Owen worked from home the next day.

He was exhausted from the previous night and almost slept through his alarm. Luckily, his morning wood was strong and eager, and quickly got uncomfortably hard inside his cage. He jumped out of bed to try to calm himself down and get ready for work.

He tried to focus on the design specs he was supposed to review, but his attention kept wandering. The cage was there between his legs, impossible to ignore. He forced himself to read through the technical documentation, but he kept having to reread the same paragraphs. His mind drifted to Ella. To tonight.

Around noon, his phone vibrated with a message from Ella.

“How’s my research subject doing? Gathering good data for my project, I hope?” Ella texted.

“I’m really horny and can’t do anything about it. I think you knew that already lol. I’m basically always thinking about it.”

“Lol. Sounds about right. I’m proud of you.” She added an emoji with the tongue sticking out.

“Are you thinking about it too?” he asked.

The three dots appeared, disappeared, appeared again.

“I wasn’t sure if I should reply honestly or not, but you actually let me lock up your cock so…” she continued. “I thought about it several times last night and maybe even again this morning before I got out of bed ;)”

“Oh my god! Ella!”

“You’re so cute. Be good for me until tonight, okay?”

“I will.”

His face got flushed with arousal as he stared at her messages. She had given herself multiple orgasms thinking about his caged cock, all while he was horny and unable to do anything about it. She was getting off on having control over him, and here he was, trapped and desperate. And he… liked it?

The thought of being good for Ella made him smile. He liked making her happy, and if this was what she wanted, then he wanted it too.

After another hour of being productive, Owen decided to take the rest of the afternoon off and headed to the bathroom. He examined himself in the mirror. The cage still looked strange on his body.

It was time to test the security of these things. She had mentioned that these mainstream cages weren’t very secure. She was fine with him trying to escape, as long as he locked it back on without masturbating.

He tested it, pulling gently for any stimulation with his caged cock and hanging balls, kind of moving together as one package. Left and right. Up and down. Spirals and swirls. He felt a little bit of stimulation, but it would still take a long time to actually make him cum.

Then he pulled harder, to the side, careful not to snap anything. By pulling the penis tube up and the ball ring down, he managed to increase the gap that held his balls in place. He quickly worked one testicle out of the ring. Then the other ball was much easier. His cock slipped free.

Owen stood there, his cock rapidly hardening in the open air. For a moment, his horny primal brain took over. Dozens of thoughts passed by in quick succession. He could get hard. He could touch himself. He could cum. He could cum several times. Ella wouldn’t have to know.

But as quickly as those thoughts came, he pushed them away. He took a deep breath and calmed himself down. The thought of being with Ella tonight, seeing her happy, was far more alluring than any orgasm would be.

Nevertheless, his cock was rapidly growing hard on its own now. He studied the cage and realized that it would need to be disassembled to be properly reattached. This would have been easier if he hadn’t gotten so hard immediately.

A couple of minutes with some cold water, and fiddling around with the metal cage, and his cock was locked back in its proper place. He didn’t stroke once. Not even brushing his penis against something for some stimulation. If Ella asked, he could honestly say he was a good boy for her.

As Owen was resting on his bed, he thought about his current situation. He was a grown man. Who wanted to give himself an orgasm, but didn’t. Because Ella didn’t want him to. And he was genuinely happy about his decision.

He wondered what kinds of psychological effects being locked in chastity might have. Some form of mental chastity? It was fascinating to observe his own reactions to the situation.

Owen studied his reflection in the bedroom mirror. He’d be in a different cage in a few hours. An even smaller cage. One that she built with her own two hands.

The thought made the cage feel tighter.


Chapter 4
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Owen showed up at Ella’s apartment that evening. He’d made it through almost twenty-four hours locked up.

Ella pulled the door open. “Hey! Come on in.”

Owen stepped inside and slipped off his shoes. He stood there in the entryway. Ella stood a few feet away. Neither of them said anything. Owen glanced at the floor, then at Ella, then back at the floor. Ella tucked a strand of hair behind her ear and opened her mouth like she was about to speak, but nothing came out.

“So,” they both started at the same time.

Ella laughed. “Okay, I can’t do this anymore. How was it? I’ve been waiting all day to hear.”

Owen grinned. “Thank god. I thought we were going to stand here talking about the weather or something.”

They walked inside to the kitchen, where she grabbed her tablet off the counter, practically bouncing on her toes. “I was going to be all casual and ask you after we ate or something, but I can’t wait. Tell me everything. Right now.”

“It was definitely weird,” Owen said. “Good weird, I think.”

“Start at the beginning.” Ella was already swiping at her tablet, ready to take notes.

Owen described the uncomfortable erections, the way the cage pushed away from his body. The need to sit down in the bathroom. The discovery that he could escape if he wanted to.

“Tell me about trying to get erect overnight,” Ella said, still stroking. “How did it feel?”

“Frustrating.” Owen struggled to form words. “Uncomfortable. The cage pushed away from my body weirdly.”

“Your next cage will be much better. Being smaller means erections won’t even start. They’ll be stopped before they can begin building.”

Owen heard the glee in her voice.

“Won’t that be more frustrating?” Owen asked.

“Yep! But it’ll be more comfortable too, in a way.” Ella grinned up at him. “Men start to miss their erections even more than orgasms. At least, that’s what I’ve read.”

Ella continued, making notes. “So you managed to take it off? Without the key, I presume.”

“Yep, but just to test it. It was kind of easy to be honest. I put it back on right away, though.”

“Good boy.”

Owen was happy with her praise.

“Overall, it wasn’t that bad, was it? Was there anything you liked?” Ella asked.

Owen thought for a moment, then answered truthfully.

“I liked what you texted me. I liked it more than the cage would allow me.”

“Aww, poor Owen. I’ll just have to make it up to you tonight, won’t I? But first…”

Ella pulled up CAD drawings on her tablet. “Let me show you what I’ve been working on. Your complaints are pretty common with the standard cages. Luckily, I’ve already addressed most of these issues with my design. Want to see?”

Owen leaned closer, trying to understand the technical drawings. Ella pointed out modifications to the ring and adjustments to the cage bars.

“Wait,” Ella said, setting down her tablet. “Why am I showing you drawings when I can just show you where your cock will be living soon?”

She went to one of her workbenches and returned with a small device. The new cage.

Owen stared at it. It was noticeably smaller than the one he’d worn the previous day. The metal bars were thinner, more precisely engineered. There was a small empty rectangular space built into the top of the cage.

“See?” Ella held it up proudly. “This is my new prototype. It’s about thirty-five percent smaller overall, which means a much better fit. No sliding around or pinching in weird spots. It’ll fit you like a glove.”

She turned it, showing him different angles.

“And this empty spot here on top? That’s where the electronics will go once I finish the circuit board. But for now, we’re just testing the physical design.”

Ella led Owen to the living room, carrying the new cage in one hand and a small bag of supplies in the other. She set both down on the coffee table and gestured for him to sit on the couch. Then she knelt between his legs.

“Now let’s get you nice and relaxed before we try it on.”

She reached down and unlocked the cage with the small key. The metal pieces came apart in her hands as she removed the cage portion first, then slid the ring off carefully. His cock, already trying to get erect, sprang free the moment the confinement was gone. She gave him a quick wipe with a wet towel.

She took his cock in her hand, stroking it a few times before wrapping her lips around the head. Owen groaned as she took him deeper. Her mouth was warm and wet, her tongue dragging across the bottom of his head.

The new cage sat in his peripheral vision. A reminder of what was coming. What his cock would be squeezed into as soon as she was done.

Ella bobbed her head, taking him all the way to the base, then pulling back up slowly. She looked up at him with her pretty eyes, clearly enjoying herself.

After several minutes of enjoying herself and Owen moaning on the couch, she popped his cock out of her mouth for a moment, her hand still stroking him.

“You’re a very lucky chastity boy, you know that? Getting a blowjob after only twenty-four hours in a cage.”

“How long do guys actually go?” Owen managed to ask.

Ella grinned. “My client? She wants months and months…”

She took him back in her mouth, looking up at Owen to see his reaction. Owen twitched hard in her mouth, thinking about months of chastity. Her head moved faster now, her tongue swirling around his tip. One hand cupped his balls while the other gripped the base of his shaft.

Owen felt the pressure building. His hips started to move on their own, matching her rhythm. Ella didn’t slow down. If anything, she became more enthusiastic.

“Ella, I’m going to…”

She moaned and took him deeper, her throat working around his cock. That sensation pushed him over the edge. Owen came hard, his whole body tensing as waves of pleasure crashed through him. Ella swallowed everything, not pulling away until he was completely finished.

She sat back on her heels, wiping the corner of her mouth with a satisfied smile.

“There we go. Now you’ll be nice and soft so we can get this new cage on you.”

She prepared the cage for installation as Owen started to go soft. It didn’t take long before she was happily humming to herself while fitting his cock inside its new home.

The ring went behind his balls. The cage slid over his softening cock. The bars pressed close to his skin, leaving zero extra room.

Owen’s mind was still recovering from the blowjob. It had been incredible, and now it was over. His cock was already locked away again, trapped inside the new cage Ella had designed. The contrast hit him. Just minutes ago, he’d been coming down her throat, and now every bit of pleasure was sealed behind those bars.

“This one feels a lot more intense,” he said, half to himself and half to Ella. “So, how long is this one staying on?”

“I need you to test it for… two days? The cage should be perfectly sized for you, but human bodies are always fluctuating and squishy and weird, so we need to make sure it is sized to adapt to you at all times during your daily and nightly life.” Ella stood and brushed off her knees. “Alright, and this time there will be no key for you.”

Owen gulped. It was time for real chastity now. Hardcore chastity. Stuck until she-

She held up three plastic cable ties and secured his cage in position. “These cable ties will hold the cage together for now. The cage will eventually use an electronic locking system, but I’m still working on that.”

Ella pointed to one of the cable ties. There was a serial number.

“These little guys are popular for people who want to be secured in a cage but want a way to get out without the key. See how they’re numbered? If someone tried to replace it sneakily, the number would be different. Not that I think you would cut them without telling me.”

Ella threaded the cable-tie through the lock mechanism and pulled it tight. “You can cut it if something goes seriously wrong. Injury, pain, anything that indicates a fitting problem. Otherwise, I know you’ll stay locked and cozy in my cage.”

Owen stayed sitting on the couch, still recovering from the orgasm Ella gave him. His legs were still spread, displaying his locked cock while Ella puttered around her room. She hummed softly to herself as she put away her tools and cleaning supplies.

After a minute or two, Ella sat next to him and looked directly into his eyes, acting suddenly intense. She bit her lip, intentionally building the moment between them.

“Do you know what I’m craving right now?” she asked, her voice quiet and seductive. “What I want, what my body wants more than anything right now?”

Owen stopped breathing. Did she want his cock again already?

“Pizza!” Ella giggled at his reaction. “All of this cock locking has made me so hungry. I’ll go ahead and order while you get dressed.”
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Minutes later, Owen was dressed, and they sat on the couch together like they had for years. Owen was trying to focus on the movie playing on the TV while they waited for the pizza. When the delivery finally arrived, Ella bounced up to grab it, returning with the box and paper plates. She settled back next to him, opening the box to reveal a steaming pepperoni pizza. The normalcy of eating pizza together felt surreal given what had happened less than an hour before.

It was hard for Owen to focus on anything except the cage. As long as he was completely soft, it was actually very comfortable. He almost didn’t even feel anything down there. But as soon as his body became aroused, it was clear how much stricter this cage was than the first one. Even getting a semi erection was impossible.

Ella picked up a slice of pizza, cheese stretching as she pulled it away from the box. She took a bite and settled back against the couch cushions, completely relaxed.

“I’ve been meaning to watch this one for weeks,” she said, gesturing at the screen with her pizza slice. She took another bite while her eyes stayed on the TV.

Owen sat beside her, still hyperaware of the cage between his legs, while Ella acted like they were having the most ordinary evening imaginable. She laughed at a joke in the movie, reached for another slice, and commented on the cinematography. Her casual demeanor made the whole situation feel even more intense for him. Here he was, locked up and thinking about nothing else, while she was genuinely only thinking about the film.

“I can’t believe you’re acting so normal,” Owen said during a quiet moment in the film.

“What do you mean?” Ella asked.

“You locked my cock in a cage an hour ago after the best blowjob of my life. And now you’re discussing cinematography like this is just another ordinary hangout night,” Owen said.

“I was the best, huh? Thank you very much,” Ella looked genuinely proud.

She paused the movie and tucked her legs underneath her to face him.

“This situation is part of what I find so fucking hot about chastity. Even with your cock locked away, life still goes on. You still have to live your life normally while staying caged and aroused. Go to work, see friends, act like everything’s fine. All while you’re locked in my cage. Your default state is horny and aroused, and instead of cumming, you just have to live with it.”

Owen groaned, and Ella started getting excited, talking about chastity again.

“It’s interesting though, isn’t it? You just had a great orgasm, but you’re already hornier than me. Telling your brain that it can’t have something makes it obsessed with it. If you weren’t caged, you wouldn’t even be thinking about sex right now.”

Owen thought about her words. It made sense. It’s not like he normally had to jerk off a dozen times a day.

“Maybe I’m just obsessed with cumming again because your blowjob was just that good,” Owen said.

“Oh, you’re good. That cage is turning you into a smooth talker now, too.”

Ella grinned and then turned back towards the television. Owen tried to ignore his new cage and distract himself as well as he could. For the most part, they spent the rest of the evening together just like they always had. Two friends laughing, talking, and enjoying each other’s company.

Later, when Ella walked him to the door, she gave him a close hug. “Text me tomorrow and let me know how you’re doing.”

Owen drove home with the cage pressing against him every time he shifted in his seat. Had his car always vibrated so much while driving? Each little bump in the road sent a little spike of arousal through him. By the time he parked, he noticed his cock had started leaking precum out of the cage.

He entered his apartment, then stood in front of his bathroom mirror and examined the new cage. So small. So restrictive. The first cage seemed bulky in comparison.

The old cage had allowed a semi erection. It still allowed him to sort of flex his dick against the cage and feel some sort of manliness.

He had quickly discovered at Ella’s apartment just how much stricter Ella’s new cage for him actually was. When he tried to get erect, the cage stopped him immediately. No swelling, no partial hardness. Just total prevention.

Owen tried to escape the cage as he had with the other one, just to test it out. He pulled and twisted, but the exacting fit made it impossible. This cage followed the contour of his body so perfectly that he knew there was zero chance of taking it off without cutting those cable ties. It was kind of a mind fuck. This cage was really keeping him chaste.

Owen’s eyes glanced toward the kitchen drawers where he kept scissors. It was comforting that if things got too hard, he could still cut the cable ties and get out of the cage. He wondered if it would be easier to endure a chastity cage if you knew there was zero chance you could get out of it.

He knew he hadn’t come close to being frustrated enough to release himself. He thought about Ella asking him to be good. The way she’d smiled at the door. He would happily endure so much more for that amazing girl.

He thought about how she’d explained the appeal. Living your normal life while denied. Experiencing arousal as its own state instead of just a path to orgasm. He was glad he had someone to share that experience with.

Two days wasn’t even that long. He’d gone longer than that between orgasms plenty of times in his life. But never while locked. Never while unable to even get hard. Never while knowing that Ella was out there, giving herself as many orgasms as she wanted and being delighted that she was keeping him chaste and frustrated.

Owen went to bed. Horny and throbbing. He knew he would stay that way, and that helped him accept the frustration somehow. He rubbed his hands all over the cage and cupped his balls in some attempt to feel sexual.

He wondered what Ella was doing right now.

She was probably masturbating. The thought made him throb painfully in the cage. He imagined her in bed, hand between her legs, or maybe using a vibrator. Getting herself off while he was stuck like this.

He thought back to her blowjob. What an amazing experience that was. The way she’d looked up at him while her lips slid down his cock. How enthusiastic she’d been about it. The little sounds she’d made. How good her mouth had felt.

And then she’d locked him up right after.

Owen’s thoughts drifted to how happy Ella had looked when she locked him up. That smile on her face, the excitement in her eyes, like locking him up was something she wanted to do for its own sake, not just because she needed his help with her project. The realization made his cock strain against the cage again.

But what would happen when her project was over? When she finished designing her cage and didn’t need him anymore? Would she just take the cage off, and that would be it? He pushed the thoughts away. No point worrying about that now. For now, he should just enjoy whatever this was between them.

Two days. He could make it two days for Ella.

He closed his eyes and tried to sleep. The pressure around his cock had been distracting. Now, he tried to think of it as Ella holding him close and always being with him. It felt comforting.
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The two days passed slowly. Owen texted Ella frequent updates about the cage’s performance. Ella responded to each message with encouraging responses and playful teasing that kept him thinking about her constantly.

Ella finished the next portion of the cage early and asked Owen to come to her house in the morning of the day they were planning to hang out. She answered the door in pajama pants and a tank top.

“Come in,” she said. “Thanks for coming by so early. I know we are meeting up for the concert tonight, but I wanted to get this installed early on you today.”

She led him to her workshop. On the bench sat multiple cages, prototypes representing multiple design stages, but with all kinds of electronics scattered around. She picked up one that looked actually assembled and brought it to him.

“This cage is basically the same as the one you’re wearing now, except now the electronics housing and package are installed,” Ella explained.

Ella removed the cable ties and the old cage, then quickly fitted the new version onto his cock. His cock had no time to react in the few seconds it had been free. It looked almost identical from the outside, except with a new little box that sat on top of where the cage and ring connected.

“No play time this morning. You’re staying denied all day. It’ll make tonight’s testing way more fun.”

“So check this out,” Ella said, pointing to the cage. “No padlock, no keyhole. All electronically controlled. Way better and more secure than those old mechanical locks.”

She pointed to different spots on the device. “See these sensors I embedded here? They can measure your heart rate and arousal levels. You can derive so much information from just those measurements. It’s actually really cool tech.”

Owen tried to process that. The device would actually measure how turned on he was. She’d know exactly what he was feeling.

“Pretty cool, right?” Ella pulled out her phone and tapped the screen. “Now I need to install the app on your phone.”

She took his phone and worked quickly. “The interface looks rough. Truly an engineer’s UX design. I’ll make it look better later.”

She showed him the interface on his phone. Owen looked at the statistics displayed. Time locked. Current arousal level. Graphs and menus. Basic gray and blue filled the interface.

One particular button grabbed Owen’s attention.

“What about that big unlock button there?”

“Oops. Good catch!” Ella opened her own phone again. “I left you in keyholder mode. Give me just a second.”

She tapped buttons on her own phone. On Owen’s screen, the unlock button changed to “Request Unlock.”

“You’ve handled chastity so amazingly so far, so I’m sure you won’t need to be unlocked. But if that changes, you can just send me a request, okay?”

Ella must have noticed his anxiety rising and patted his head. “You’re doing so well for me. You’ve adapted better to chastity than I would’ve imagined. I promise you that you’re gonna handle this so well and make me so proud.”

Her words made him feel better, and Owen felt his anxiety starting to melt away from her encouragement.

“I was thinking last night,” Ella said, smiling, “about how you’re taking to this so naturally. It’s like you’ve always belonged in chastity.”

She said it so genuinely, so matter-of-factly, that Owen’s blush deepened. She clearly meant it as a compliment about how well he was adjusting, but hearing those words out loud made his heart beat faster.

“I… thanks, Ella!” Owen managed.

Owen looked down at the app again and noticed several options that were greyed out. Pleasure Menu. Discipline Menu.

Discipline? What did that even mean?

“What are these?” Owen asked.

“Hopefully, I’ll get enough finished today to show you tonight. Meet me at the venue a few minutes early?

“No problem,” Owen said.

“And Owen? You’re going to be locked during the concert, but that doesn’t mean you can deprive me of dancing with you tonight. My design should allow you to do any activity you normally could do without the cage. I mean, almost any activity,” she giggled. “Maybe practice dancing or moving your body around today while wearing my cage just to test it all out, okay? It wouldn’t hurt to film it and send it to me either… you know, for my data and stuff.”

“Haha, very funny. If I start sending you videos, then it’d only be fair if you sent some back.”

“It’d be my pleasure,” Ella bit her lip.

Owen headed home, thinking about a video of Ella and trying to control his fresh attempts at erections. He needed to work today, and Ella needed to code the app that would help keep Owen chaste.

An hour later at his desk, Owen opened the app again. Between meetings, he explored the features. The greyed-out options were interesting. It seemed like her client wanted the app features to be just as thorough as the cage design. There was a whole chastity sentence builder with timer functions. Options for minimum and maximum times. Randomness settings.

Owen stared at the “Request Unlock” button. He could press it right now. She’d get a notification. She might even let him out. It was possible, right? Then he could feel his cock actually hardening again, and it’d feel so good…

No, she wouldn’t allow that. At least not without her being there to enjoy his reaction.

At lunchtime, Owen’s phone buzzed. A video message from Ella.

He opened it, and he actually gasped. Ella was on her bed, her hand moving slowly over her panties.

“I’ve been thinking about you all morning,” she said, her voice breathy. “I genuinely would love a little video of you caged and dancing, so I figured I’d help motivate you.”

Her fingers pressed harder, and she let out a soft moan.

“I’m not going to make myself cum yet, though. But god, it’s so hard! I can’t imagine being able to go days like you can.”

She grinned at the camera, still touching herself.

“Aren’t you happy you have a friend who built a little cage for you?”

Owen throbbed uselessly in his cage, remaining completely small and restrained. What an incredible woman. He watched the video again and again, mesmerized. She’d gone out on a limb here, showing herself like this. Even if he couldn’t dance and didn’t know what he was doing, he wanted to give her what she wanted.

He started some music, set up his phone, and hit record. He began with his back to the camera, then started moving his hips, and then his arms. He had no idea what he was doing, but he knew she wouldn’t care. He stripped off his shirt, then his pants, trying to make it sexy even though he felt ridiculous.

Finally, he turned around and stripped down his boxers, making him completely naked and revealing his cage. He did about thirty more seconds of terrible dancing, his locked cock bouncing around, and then stopped the video.

His finger hovered over the send button. She would never laugh at him and make him feel bad, but still. He hit send before he could overthink it.

A few minutes passed. Then his phone buzzed.

“Oh my fucking god, Owen,” Ella texted. “What did I do to deserve this? I LOVED IT. You look so fucking good in that cage. My only complaint is how horny I am now. What kind of person would make someone so horny when they know they can’t cum lol.”

Another message appeared. “You realize if keeping you caged gets me these kinds of videos, I’ll never want to let you go, right? Just kidding, of course. I really must concentrate now because I’m so excited for the feature I’m building, and if I can get it done by tonight, you’re in for a real treat :)”
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Owen spent the rest of the day unproductive and horny, rewatching Ella’s video on repeat.

Owen arrived at the club at 7:45. Ella was already there.

She wore a short black dress that showed off her legs and her perky boobs. She looked incredible.

“Hey!” She hugged him, her body pressing against his. “How was your horny day?”

“It was amazing, actually, thanks to your video,” Owen said.

“I loved yours too. It made it hard to actually finish these features. But I was a good girl and didn’t masturbate my whole afternoon away like I wanted to,”

Ella grinned, pulling out her phone. “Let’s do a quick test before we head inside. I added vibrations and a shock function. It sounds like some hardcore BDSM stuff, but don’t worry, the shock can be super gentle, just enough to get your attention. Ready?”

She tapped the screen. The cage started vibrating and ramped up quickly in intensity, then stopped. Owen gasped and grabbed her arm for support.

“Holy shit,” he breathed out.

“Okay, now for the discipline shocks… Don’t worry, I only need to test it once. And I’m sure you’ll be a good boy for me, and you won’t have to get any more zaps, right?”

She tapped again. A quick and mild shock jolted through the cage. Owen jumped. Owen didn’t realize he could feel even more submissive to Ella, but having his cock subject to her whims like this was so… hot.

“That’s kind of amazing,” he said. “How did you even figure out how to add that?”

“A lot of research and some creative engineering,” Ella said. “I made sure everything is completely safe. The shocks are basically an adapted TENS design, and the vibration motor is small but powerful. I designed the cage geometry intentionally to be able to amplify the vibrations to your most sensitive spots.”

She showed him the app interface. There were sliders for intensity, patterns, and duration. “I can create custom sequences, too. Like I said, I’ve been coding something special for tonight. I’m so excited to try it out. Let’s go in?”

They walked into the club together. The music was already loud, the bass thumping through the floor.

Ella guided them to a spot off the main crowd area. The venue had several rooms and alcoves for hosting different functions other than music, and this spot was practically invisible to the rest of the world. It felt like they had a private and secluded area to just enjoy themselves.

The music kicked in. A driving bass line filled the space, simple but infectious. The female vocalist on stage had a clear, pretty voice that cut through the instrumentals. She started with slow vocalizations, building the melody.

Ella pulled Owen close as the first song started. They swayed together, her back against his chest, his hands on her hips.

“Are you ready to see what I’ve been working on today?” Ella asked into his ear. She pulled out her phone and tapped the screen a few times, then looked so excitedly at Owen.

The cage started vibrating in rhythm with the music.

At first, the effect was subtle. A gentle pulse that matched the bass, barely noticeable. Owen could feel it, but it wasn’t distracting. Just a pleasant hum that made him aware of the entire inch of the cage wrapped around him.

But as the song changed and evolved, so did the pattern. It was copying the music! What started as a barely noticeable tease quickly became impossible to ignore. His cock tried to swell against the rigid metal, but there was nowhere to go. The cage held him tight, and the vibrations kept coming.

By the second song, Owen was breathing harder. The teasing vibrations level was just low enough that he couldn’t ignore it, but high enough to eventually drive him wild. He wasn’t getting any more stimulation, but his body was responding like it was building toward something.

“You like it?” Ella asked.

“I…” Owen said, his voice tight.

“That is not an answer.”

“I love it,” he managed.

Ella laughed and pressed back against him harder. “Good. That was the rhythm detection mode. I have two more modes programmed, and we are going to thoroughly test all of them. Enjoy all the pleasure without worrying. It’s not going to let you cum, no matter how aroused you get.”

They danced through two songs. Ella switched between vibration patterns, testing each one while Owen struggled to stay standing. The next mode responded to volume, pulsing harder when the music got louder and softening when it quieted down. Owen groaned as the bass dropped and the cage buzzed intensely against him, then gasped when the music pulled back, and the vibrations faded to almost nothing. The constant changes kept him off balance, never letting him adjust.

The third mode was even worse. It activated whenever it detected a female voice. Ella explained it with a wicked grin, and Owen immediately understood why she looked so pleased with herself. Every time a woman’s voice rang out in the song, the vibrations kicked in, teasing him relentlessly. When the vocals stopped, so did the stimulation.

Ella grabbed her phone again and spoke right into the microphone.

“Owen, how close are you to an orgasm?” Ella spoke directly into the mic, her beautiful voice being detected by the app, and forcing pleasurable vibrations through his cage with every word.

“Oh my god!” Owen moaned and rested his head on her shoulder.

“Be a good boy and answer me! On a scale of one to ten?” Each word causing another wave of pleasure into the steel cage.

“Eight,” Owen said. “I think. It’s just enough to drive me fucking crazy, but you’re right, the vibrations pull back as soon as I get close.”

“Perfect.” Ella turned in his arms to face him. “That is exactly where I want you. Each mode seems like a success to me. Which one do you want me to set it to now?”

The next song started. One of their favorites with an amazing driving bass and rhythm. They had danced to it plenty of times before over the years.

“Rhythm, please.”

Ella tapped her phone, then put it away. She started dancing and grinding against Owen’s cage, moving her hips in time with the music. The friction was overwhelming even through his jeans.

Owen moved with her, their bodies swaying together as the bass pounded through them. Her hips rolled against his cage with each beat, making him gasp and tighten his grip on her waist.

She spun around, pressing her ass against him, and he groaned at the pressure on his trapped cock. The cage vibrated in rhythm with the music, a constant reminder that she controlled every sensation he felt.

They had danced together dozens of times over the years. But this was different. This was not dancing like friends. This was something else entirely.

His instincts screamed at him to grind against her, to dry hump her with all the built up lust she created in him, but he held back. He tried to stay modest, even as his body begged him to give in.

After the song finished, Ella’s face was flushed with pink cheeks. She looked so intensely in Owen’s eyes. Ella leaned close to his ear.

“I’m so horny for you. I want to choke myself on your cock again. No one would even see us here in this dark corner.”

Owen remembered a secluded bathroom that was always empty. If they just sneaked away…

“Too bad your cock is all locked away and unavailable,” Ella gently brushed her hand down his cheeks.

The cage vibrated with the bass drop. Owen pulled her closer and moaned without embarrassment, moving with her, lost in the sensation.

They danced through the rest of the concert. The cage pulsed and throbbed with every song. Ella kept whispering all the naughty things she would do to him if only she hadn’t locked his cock away.

Near the end of the final song, Ella pulled back slightly to look at him. Their eyes met. The noise of the club faded.

Ella looked at his lips. She hesitated. Just for a second.

Then she kissed him.

Their first real kiss.

Owen kissed her back desperately, his hands in her hair, pulling her close. Her lips were so soft. He couldn’t get enough. The intensity of the vibrations edging him faded away now. Nothing mattered more than feeling her kiss.

When they finally broke apart, Ella was breathing hard. Her cheeks were completely flushed.

“We should go,” she said.

They walked out of the club together. Both of them walking quickly to the car. The quicker they got home, the quicker they would be able to enjoy each other’s bodies again.
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They barely made it through Ella’s front door before their hands were all over each other again. Owen pressed her against the wall in the hallway, kissing her hard. Ella pulled at his shirt, tugging him closer, her fingers sliding under the fabric to feel his skin.

They stumbled toward her bedroom, knocking into the door frame. Both of them laughed between kisses.

When they finally reached the bed, they fell onto it together. Owen’s hands explored her body, enjoying every curve through her outfit. Ella kissed him back just as eagerly, her fingers threading through his hair. Both of them more than aware of the tiny cage pressed between them.

After a few breathless minutes, Ella pulled back.

“I’m gonna activate some more vibrations for you, okay? The program is actually more sophisticated than just being activated by music,” she said, catching her breath. “Don’t worry. We’re both gonna have fun.”

Owen started to understand what she meant when the cage came to life against his cock. The vibrations pulsed in waves, steady at first, then building in intensity. It felt incredible, and his body responded immediately.

“Oh fuck,” he groaned. “It feels so fucking good. Fuck. Is it different than at the club?”

“I didn’t want to overwhelm my sexy dance partner earlier. But now you’re in bed. You don’t need to do anything now other than let me melt your brain with pleasure,” Ella grinned down at him. “Remember those biometrics I mentioned? All those sensors tracking your heart rate, your arousal level, everything?”

Owen nodded, barely able to focus on her words.

“The app uses all that data,” she said. “It knows exactly how close you are, and adjusts the vibrations to keep you right on the edge without letting you go over.”

He groaned again as the tiny cage pleasured his cock with a new wave of vibrations.

“That’s right,” Ella said, running her hand down his chest. “I’m going to tease the fuck out of you, Owen. I want you so desperate and horny for me. I’m going to make the cage push you higher and higher. You don’t even need to try to be good for me and not cum. My cage simply won’t let you until I allow it.”

“Holy shit,” Owen whispered.

“Pretty hot, right?” Ella asked.

The vibrations shifted again, finding a new rhythm that made his whole body tense. She was right. He was completely at her mercy.

His hips thrust upward, and he moaned. This was different from the teasing at the club. Stronger, more relentless. He’d thought he understood what the cage could do, but this was something else. Each wave built higher than the last, and just when he thought he’d reach some kind of peak, the pattern shifted. He was trapped in a cycle of building need with nowhere for it to go.

“Fuck, this is hot,” Ella said.

She caressed his cage with her hand, following it around as he thrust into the air desperately. “Seeing you caged like this… fuck, Owen.”

She opened her nightstand and pulled out a vibrator.

“I can’t let you have all the fun,” she said.

Ella pulled off her dress and panties and tossed them aside. She lay down next to him on the bed, pressing close. Their lips met, and Owen kissed and moaned uncontrollably. Ella took her vibrator, pressed it against her clit, her free hand tangling in Owen’s hair.

The vibrations for both of them continued relentlessly as they made out. Owen held her body, exploring her curves while his hips kept thrusting helplessly into the air.

“Play with my tits,” she said.

Owen’s hands moved over her breasts, squeezing and caressing. He lowered his head and took one of her nipples into his mouth, teasing it with his tongue and lips. Ella gasped and arched into him.

“Yes, fuck,” she said.

She adjusted the vibrator against her clit, grinding against it while Owen switched between her nipples. His tongue circled one, then the other. She held his head against her chest with one hand while the other kept the vibrator pressed firmly where she needed it.

The cage kept vibrating, making Owen moan against her breast. The sensation of his mouth and the sound of his desperate pleasure pushed her closer.

“Don’t stop,” Ella said, her voice breaking.

Owen sucked harder on her nipple and grabbed the other with his hand. Her grip on his hair tightened, holding him exactly in place. The vibrator buzzed steadily against her clit as the pressure built.

“Oh fuck, I’m gonna cum,” she said.

Her whole body tensed. Owen continued licking and squeezing. Ella cried out as she came. Her hips bucked, and she held Owen’s head tight against her chest, the vibrator still pressed against her clit as she rode out the waves.

She lay against him afterward, breathing hard and recovering. The cage vibrations hadn’t let up at all. Owen was still desperate, still denied, still writhing in pleasure against Ella.

Ella sat up, guiding Owen on his back again. No matter what position he was in. No matter where he went or what he did, he would be pleasured and edged for as long as Ella wanted.

“Poor Owen,” she said, running her fingers through his hair. “You’ve taken all of your pleasure so well.”

He nodded, too overwhelmed to speak. The cage kept vibrating, keeping him right on that edge.

“I know you probably want me to unlock the cage,” Ella said. Her hand traced down his chest. “But what if I told you that’s not really needed?”

Owen looked at Ella and moaned. Was she serious?

“I think by now you’re convinced that you can feel so much pleasure while locked in the cage for me,” she said. “I want you to experience what a caged orgasm is like now.”

She leaned close, her lips almost touching his.

“I could turn off the vibrations now, and you can stay caged without an orgasm tonight… or I could let you cum. I really want you to cum tonight. Do you want to cum in your little cage for me, Owen?”

“Yes,” he gasped. “Fuck, yes. Please.”

He was beyond horny, crazed with lust. He would do anything she wanted. Every nerve ending felt like it was on fire.

“Please make me cum,” Owen begged. “I need it so bad. Please, Ella.”

She grinned and reached for the vibrator again. Ella pressed her lips to his, and they started making out again, deep and desperate. She straddled him, settling her weight on his hips. The cage pressed against her as she positioned the vibrator between them.

The toy buzzed to life against her clit and his cage at the same time. He writhed around, gently pushing and grinding the vibrator into her pussy. His hips moved on their own, seeking more friction. She was able to ride him and adjust to his movements. Her vibrator and body always closely following wherever his cage went.

“Oh god,” Ella gasped, breaking the kiss. “That feels so good.”

She rode against him, the vibrator trapped between their bodies. Owen grabbed her hips, helping her grind down.

“I’m getting close again,” Ella said. Her free hand braced against his chest.

She grabbed her phone with shaking fingers and tapped the screen.

“Your orgasm is unlocked,” she said. “Cum for me, Owen.”

The vibrations changed, stronger and more focused. Within seconds, Owen felt something unlock inside of him. His whole body tensed.

“Fuck, I’m gonna cum,” he said.

“Me too,” Ella gasped.

They came together. Owen screamed as the orgasm hit, his body shaking. Ella cried out above him, her pussy grinding hard against the vibrator. The sensations kept building, wave after wave crashing through him. The vibrations milked every single drop of cum out of his cock, drawing out his orgasm until he thought he might pass out.

The vibrations gently faded out, easing them both down.

Owen couldn’t believe how fucking amazing that orgasm was. How did he have the best orgasm of his life while locked in chastity? His whole body felt like jelly, completely spent.

Ella lay down next to him. They kissed gently now, soft and tender.

“You did so well,” she said against his lips. “I’m so proud of you.”

“That was incredible,” Owen managed to say.

She smiled and pulled him close. They cuddled together, exhausted and satisfied. Owen’s caged cock pressed up against her butt as they drifted off to sleep.


Chapter 9
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Owen’s eyes opened slowly as he surfaced from sleep. The first thing he noticed was the dull ache between his legs. His morning wood pressed insistently against the cage, the now familiar throb reminding him exactly where he was and what had happened last night.

He shifted slightly and felt the weight of the device. That was another positive to being caged, he realized. He always had a hard time getting up in the morning, but his dick aching against the cage was a very effective alarm clock.

The bedroom was quiet except for Ella’s steady breathing beside him. Owen blinked a few times, his eyes adjusting to being awake. The sheets were tangled around them, and he could feel the warmth of her body next to his.

Owen’s mind drifted back to last night’s orgasm. God, he wanted to get hard right now. Wanted to stroke himself properly. But more than that, he wanted to feel that intensity again. That explosive, full-body pleasure that had left him completely wrecked.

He thought about the trade-off. Being locked up, denied his erections, and unable to touch himself whenever he wanted. Was all that deprivation worth experiencing that kind of pleasure again?

Right now, still floating in the afterglow, he thought it easily was. Hell, it wasn’t even close. Regular orgasms had never felt like that. Nothing had ever felt as good as Ella straddling him while they shared their orgasms.

He had put his orgasms and pleasure in Ella’s hands when they started this project, and he had been greatly rewarded. He wanted nothing more than for her to stay in charge.

He looked at Ella sleeping peacefully beside him.

Owen wondered about their relationship status. What were they now? His best friend had locked him in a chastity cage, and they’d had incredible sex. Friends didn’t normally do that. But were they dating? Were they just fucking around until the end of the project? The uncertainty made him uneasy.

He quietly got up and went to the bathroom. When he needed to pee, he sat down like he’d learned to do. There were no problems with hygiene or showering with this cage. Even with the electronics, it was waterproof and could be kept perfectly clean. Her cage was genuinely a good design.

He saw himself in the mirror. The cage looked almost normal now. Like it belonged there. Ella had worked so hard to build this cage, and he was proud to wear it.

Owen wanted to do something nice for Ella. He quietly slipped out of the apartment and headed to a nearby bakery to surprise her with breakfast.

He knew that she loved this place, but it was just slightly too far to actually get fresh pastries in the morning, so she rarely went. She would be happy. He found parking and walked inside.

While browsing the pastry case, wondering what she would want, he suddenly felt his cock getting tapped inside of the cage. The sensation surprised him, and he jumped slightly. Was that a shock? It didn’t really hurt. It was more like a soft poke on the shoulder. That had to be Ella somehow, right? He pulled out his phone and saw a text from her.

“Get me one of their cranberry muffins, please. Two actually.”

He texted back. “How did you know where I was?”

“The cage has GPS. I forgot to mention. Makes sense to keep track of where my belongings are, doesn’t it?” She added a laughing emoji.

“The cage or… what’s in it?” He loved how playful she was being.

“I think we both know the answer to that. :P”

Owen felt a rush of submission wash over him. He liked how possessive she was being. He was hers, and they both loved it.

He ordered the cranberry muffins along with some other pastries and coffee, then quickly headed back to her apartment.

When he let himself back in, he found Ella awake, sitting up in bed with messy hair and a sleepy smile. She was so freaking cute.

“Mmm, smells delicious. What did I ever do to deserve this?” Ella teased him.

“Oh, nothing much. You only blew my mind and gave me the best night of sex of my life.”

She paused and bit her lip. She tried to study his face.

“Really? First, the best blowjob, and now the best sex? Even without getting hard?”

Owen felt a tinge of self-consciousness, but after all that had happened between them, he decided to be completely open with her.

“Yes, really. Even without getting unlocked. Even if you hadn’t let me cum. Being with you… was amazing.”

Ella pulled him into bed with her and gave him a long cuddle hug. Then a big kiss, before grabbing the bakery bag and starting to devour a muffin.

“I guess we should talk about what’s next,” she said in between bites.

Owen wondered if she wanted something more than friends now. The next step in their relationship. It seemed so clear, right?

They were having sex and kissing each other so passionately. Did friends with benefits kiss each other like they had been kissing? It seemed unlikely to Owen, but he had no experience with this kind of thing.

“So…”

She looked at Owen and hesitated for a moment, but then she went off on a different tangent, and Owen was disappointed. But part of him was half-relieved that he could still fantasize about a future together with her.

“…think you can handle staying locked all week? Give the cage a real test run?” She was devouring her muffin.

“A whole week?” Owen watched her. She was seemingly more focused on her breakfast than the fate of his cock. It started to turn him on how casually she was planning out a whole week’s worth of pleasure for him. She could choose to grant mind-blowing pleasure or not, all at her whim.

“Until next Sunday. I need proper data. One night is not enough confidence to know how the features perform over time.” Ella finished her muffin and wiped her fingers on a napkin. Then she looked excitedly at him.

“I’m not that cruel, though. I’ll still let you have some release. Actually, it’s kind of important that you test the release feature for me.”

“Sure, a release sounds pretty good, right?” Owen said.

“Well… I call it a release feature. But really, it should be called the ruined orgasm mode,” Ella said. She pulled up something on her phone and showed him the screen. “It’s designed to give just enough stimulation to make you cum, but not enough for a real orgasm. Just a slow dribble to relieve the pressure in your balls.”

“So you want me to edge myself and get basically nothing?” Owen asked. “I’ve never had a ruined orgasm before, but that sounds awful. Can’t I just cum for real?”

Ella shook her head. “This has been the hardest feature to program by far. I need you to give yourself a ruined orgasm every day. The system needs to learn your body, figure out how to push you over the edge without giving you an actual orgasm. It’s trickier than it sounds to program algorithmically.”

“Every day?”

“Yeah. The first time might take like an hour, but by the end of the week, I’m hoping I can milk a release out of you in just a few minutes.” She said it like she was explaining how to use a new coffee maker.

Owen stared at her. “An hour of edging just for a ruined orgasm? That’s kind of a lot.”

“Just the first time or two will be long. I know it sounds rough,” Ella said. “But I really need the data, and hey, I’m letting cum come out of your penis every single day. That’s pretty good, right?”

Owen hesitated. The idea of a week locked up, edging himself every day just to ruin it, made him nervous. But it also made the cage feel tight around him.

“That just seems like a lot. What if I can’t handle it? Like I feel like I would do anything for you right now, just… "

“Aww, sweetie,” she held his hands. “If it’s too much, then we’ll adjust. I don’t want to push you more than you can take. I’m so grateful for all you’ve done for me so far. All that you’ve given up.”

She hugged him tight, and the praise made something warm bloom in his chest.

“Why don’t we just give it a couple of days and see how you feel? It’s still going to feel extremely pleasurable while you’re edging, just like today. The only difference is at the very very end… it might suck a little bit to get ruined.”

Owen could tell she was finding the idea hot. Maybe it wouldn’t be so bad.

“So, should I come over for you to do the testing or what? How do we handle this?”

“I wish,” Ella said. “I really wish we could spend more time together. It’s been so much fun. But if I’m going to make the deadline, I need to bury my head in the workshop and work work work.”

“So I just activate it myself?” Owen trailed off.

“Yep. You’ll be solo in chastity for a bit,” she said. She gave him an apologetic smile. “I know it’s not ideal. I know it’s a lot more fun to grind your little cage against my body, but a lot of guys enjoy locking themselves up without a partner, too.”

She opened the app on her phone.

“It’ll be easy. Just tap this Ruined Orgasm button, and the cage will take care of the rest.”

“Maybe we could be on the phone for the first one or two?,” Owen whispered.

“Aww, my sweet caged Owen.” She pulled him close to her and kissed his forehead. “I tell you what. You try your best to endure your daily ruins, and I promise I’ll make time to be on the phone with you each day while my algorithm learns how to milk a ruined orgasm out of you most efficiently, okay?”

“Thanks, Ella.” His anxiety lifted again, and he was happy.

She squeezed his hand. “You’re going to do great. I know it.”

“I’m going to miss spending so much time with you,” Owen said.

“I’ll miss you too.” Ella stood up, and Owen followed her. “But we’ll talk every day during sessions, okay?”

“A week feels like such a long time,” Owen said.

“I know.” She smiled. “But think about it this way. A whole week of chastity with daily caged ruined orgasms… That’s going to earn a huge reward, don’t you think?”

Owen’s face flushed. “Yes, please. I’d like that.”

Ella walked him to the door, her hand still holding his. When they reached it, she turned to face him.

“I’ll see you soon,” she said quietly.

She leaned in and kissed him. It was tender, slow. Her lips pressed against his. It was lovely. Sweet and caring.

When she pulled back, she smiled at him.

“Owen, you’re an amazing guy,” she said.

Owen nodded, his throat tight. He wanted to say something meaningful, but the words wouldn’t come. He just leaned forward to give her another long kiss, which she eagerly returned.

“Talk to you later today?” Owen said.

“I’m so looking forward to it,” she said.

Owen walked to his car, watching her wave and blow a kiss at him as he drove away.


Chapter 10
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The first ruined orgasm was completely draining. Over ninety minutes of vibrations pumping pure pleasure into his caged cock. Ramping him up just shy of an orgasm over and over again, gathering data on the precise biometric readings that would indicate the point of no return.

When it finally triggered, Owen collapsed back onto his bed, loudly moaning a pathetic whimper with his hips thrusting into the empty air, trying to find the stimulation that had been overwhelming only a second earlier. His cock emptied out for a full minute. No pleasure, just a sad dribble. He could barely keep his eyes open.

“Owen?” Ella’s voice came through his phone, but it sounded distant, like she was calling from underwater.

He tried to respond, but exhaustion pulled him under. Within seconds, he was asleep.

Ella watched her screen, checking the biometrics display. His heart rate was slowing, his breathing evening out. She giggled softly.

“Poor guy wore himself out,” she said to herself before ending the call.

After getting ruined in only three minutes on day four, Owen had become so desperate that he begged Ella for extra vibration time. Just to feel some pleasure on his denied cock. The algorithm’s speed of improvement was incredibly rapid.

Ella explained that it would ruin the data they were collecting. The algorithm needed consistency to learn properly. Adding random pleasure sessions would throw everything off. Owen had no choice but to accept it, though she did remind him that in just a few more days, the project would be finished, and he would finally get his reward.

Later that night, Owen was doing laundry when he noticed just how strongly his washing machine was vibrating during the spin cycle. A desperate idea struck him. He pressed his caged cock against the side of the machine and moaned as the vibrations traveled through the cage. For a few blissful seconds, he felt pleasure.

Then he felt a small shock against his cock. He jerked but kept pressing against the machine. Three seconds later, a larger shock made him gasp. Three seconds after that, an even stronger jolt forced him to stumble backward, his hand instinctively going to his crotch.

His phone buzzed within a few minutes. It was a text from Ella. “Just got a notification! Thanks for testing the cheat detection feature lol. Can’t have any unauthorized pleasure, can we? I honestly forgot I even programmed that in, but it looks like it works really well!”

It was now Saturday, and his last ruined orgasm. The algorithm was near perfection. Ella was on the phone with him as the vibrations started.

“Okay, starting now,” she said, watching her screen.

Owen felt the familiar buzz against his cock. The vibrations ramped up quickly and aggressively. The algorithm knew exactly how to milk him now.

What once took an hour and a half was now done in 47 seconds.

The vibrations stopped abruptly, and Owen gasped and yelled, “NO!” as his cock pulsed uselessly in its metal prison. His whole body tensed as the ruined orgasm hit him. Again. So much cum was dribbling out of his caged cock. It continued dribbling out for an even longer time than the cage vibrated.

“Fuck,” he groaned into the phone.

As he lay there recovering, his breathing ragged, Ella started speaking so gently and lovingly.

“I’m so proud of you,” she said. “Seriously, Owen. The data you’ve given me is incredible.”

He tried to catch his breath, staring at the ceiling.

“I don’t know if I can handle one like that again, to be honest,” he managed.

“Don’t worry. You won’t have to,” Ella said. “The algorithm needed to figure out the most extreme and fast ruined orgasm for calibration, and I think we’ve hit your theoretical limit, so there’s no reason to set it so strict again in the future.”

Owen’s mind latched onto those last few words. In the future. Would there be more ruined orgasms in his future? What would happen after the project ended tomorrow?

He was nervous about tomorrow. The cage had given them both an excuse to spend so much quality time together. He wouldn’t let her go without confessing all of his feelings to her. He just hoped she felt the same way.

It was now Sunday, and he had never been so eager to see Ella again in his life. When he arrived, Ella opened the door before he could knock.

She greeted him with a big hug and a smile, holding him close.

“I missed you,” Ella said softly.

“I missed you, too,” Owen replied.

They headed to her workshop area. On the bench sat a cage surrounded by careful packaging. Bubble wrap and foam protected every surface.

“Is that the final cage for your client?” Owen asked.

“It is! I’ll drive out tomorrow morning, measure my client’s husband like I did with you. Then do all the final fine-tuning on Tuesday before coming back home.” Ella smiled. “I couldn’t have done it without your help testing everything.”

“How much did you charge for all this work?”

“Considering all the design, materials, programming, and travel, nine thousand dollars.”

“What the hell? I know you spent a ton of time and effort on building it, but that seems like a lot of money to spend on a chastity cage…”

“Not really,” Ella said. “A properly trained caged cock is priceless. Trust me, they’re getting their money’s worth.”

She turned to him with a playful grin. “Besides, my real reward was getting to lock you up and play with you. Worth way more than the money.”

“Well, in that case, I wouldn’t mind a cut of that nine grand,” Owen joked with a grin.

Ella laughed and shook her head. “You get to keep that cage, dummy. It’s probably worth more than my car!”

Her expression shifted then, becoming almost shy. “Of course, you probably want to get unlocked now and never wear that thing again, right? Now that the project’s done?”

Owen took her hand and looked into her eyes. “Actually, Ella, I’ve loved spending time with you these past couple of weeks. I’ve loved trusting you and being vulnerable with you.”

He continued, “I can tell how happy it makes you to keep me in chastity. And honestly? I think I’m a convert now. As desperate as this past week has made me, I want to keep wearing it for you, and I don’t want anything to change just because the project is over.”

Ella bit her lip. “So I have an actual boyfriend locked in chastity now, instead of just my best friend?”

“I would love that,” Owen said with a grin. “More than anything.”

“Owen, you are fucking amazing.” Ella pulled him close and kissed him, passionate and deep, with her hands holding his face.

When they broke apart, she guided him to the couch, sitting down while pushing him gently to his knees in front of her.

She hooked her thumbs into her panties and slid them down, kicking them aside. Owen couldn’t look away from Ella’s pussy. He wanted nothing more than to give her all the pleasure in the world.

“There’s one last feature I added,” Ella said. “I was thinking about you between my legs the entire time I was coding it. I kept getting distracted, imagining this exact moment.”

Owen had long imagined himself in this moment too.

“The cage syncs to my smartwatch now. It reads my heart rate, my breathing.” Ella spread her legs wider, letting him see all of her. “So when you make me feel good, the cage knows. You’ll feel what I feel.”

His pleasure was tied directly to hers now.

Ella pulled his face against her pussy. Owen’s tongue tasted her wet lips for the first time, and he groaned as he felt the vibrations in his cage slowly turn on. He licked her pussy, exploring up and down her lips with his tongue. Teasing her clit, finding out what made her gasp, what made her hips rock.

The cage’s biofeedback worked perfectly. When Owen flicked his tongue, and Ella gasped, the vibrations spiked. When he eased off, they dimmed. It was training him, teaching his body exactly how to please her.

He was learning exactly how her body worked. The exact pressure she liked. The rhythm that made her hips buck. When she needed long licks all over or focused attention.

He was so fucking horny he could barely think straight, but that didn’t stop him. If anything, it made him more determined to please her. The cage rewarded him with stronger vibrations when he got it right, which only made him harder, which made him want to please her more.

It was a perfect cycle, literally training him to become Ella’s perfect pussy licker.

Within minutes, he was eating her out like he’d been doing it for years. He knew when to circle her clit, when to suck it gently, when to flatten his tongue and drag it slowly across her. He dipped down to taste more of her, then returned to the spots that made the cage vibrate hardest.

“Fuck, Owen,” Ella breathed, her fingers tightening in his hair. He slid two fingers inside her, curling upwards while his tongue continued working her clit.

“I’m getting close,” Ella said, her thighs trembling against his ears. She pulled his hair, making him look up at her.

Owen nodded, but she held him there, his fingers still moving inside her. “You know, the next time you get unlocked, I’m putting your cock inside me,” Ella said, her voice breathy. “Can you imagine how good it’ll feel? How tight and wet I’ll be around you?”

Owen groaned, the cage vibrating harder as her pulse quickened.

“Do you feel my pussy tightening around your fingers?” Ella asked. “Can you imagine me gripping your cock after being locked in that cage so long?”

He moaned desperately. He wanted that more than anything.

“Of course, getting to actually fuck this pussy would be a huge reward,” Ella said. “One that should be earned by being a very good boy. By staying locked in chastity, and making me happy. You want to make me happy, right?”

Owen nodded eagerly, closing his eyes and focusing on her pussy and teasing words.

“I get back Wednesday, and I know you’re already counting down the days,” Ella said, stroking his hair. “But maybe I want to enjoy playing with a more frustrated Owen for a while after I get back. Maybe a long while… There’s no rush, is there? Days… weeks… you’ll still love being caged for me.”

Owen let out a muffled groan against her pussy, but he didn’t stop.

“You wouldn’t ruin my fun, would you?” Ella asked.

He shook his head and doubled down, licking and sucking exactly how she liked it. He had no doubt about exactly how much pleasure he was giving her, as it was mirrored in his cage exactly.

The cage vibrated like crazy now. Perfectly calibrated to give him as much pleasure as possible without pushing him over the edge. Not until Ella’s own orgasm would unlock his.

“Fuck, Owen,” Ella moaned, her hips starting to rock against his face. Her thighs trembled on either side of his head. “I’m so close.”

Ella’s whole body tensed. “Oh god, oh fuck, I’m coming,” she cried out.

Her clit pulsed against his tongue as she came, her thighs clamping down hard around his head. She bucked and writhed above him, moaning his name over and over. Owen grabbed her hips and kept his mouth pressed against her pussy, making sure he gave her every last bit of pleasure.

The cage vibrated so intensely that Owen thought he might lose his mind. The orgasm hit him suddenly, forcing his cock to spray cum even though it couldn’t get hard, couldn’t do anything except strain painfully against its prison. He groaned into Ella’s pussy as he came.

Ella’s orgasm seemed to go on forever, wave after wave crashing through her. She gasped and shuddered above him.

Finally, she collapsed back against the couch, relaxing her muscles and free Owen’s head from between her legs. Owen’s own orgasm faded, leaving him panting and dizzy between her thighs. He grabbed a soft towel and cleaned them both up as best he could.

Afterwards, they cuddled on the sofa, breathing hard. Ella held him close.

“Ella, that was the most intense orgasm of my life. I can’t believe how fucking amazing sex with you can be, even with my cock locked in your tiny cage.”

“I think sex with you, Owen, is amazing too. Even if you weren’t in the cage, I’d love it. But I’m glad we both love chastity too.”

“As incredible as the caged orgasms are, I would really like to feel your body around my penis again… were you serious about keeping me locked for weeks? Or do you think we’ll have normal sex soon? Like… hard penis sex?”

Ella burst out laughing.

“My poor Owen begging for some hard penis sex. You are adorable.”

She caressed his head lovingly.

“I’ll be honest, I’ve been craving your cock ever since I measured it, and especially since I took you in my mouth,” Ella said. “I want to tease you, and give you so much pleasure that every time you go back in your cage will be harder and harder, knowing what you’re missing out on.”

Owen moaned as his cock was already trying to get hard for round two. Ella took her hand and caressed the metal bars.

“But for now, your cock is exactly where I want it to be. Small and cozy. Locked away in the perfect little home I built for him.”

Owen knew that his sex life had never been better since he put his pleasure and orgasms in Ella’s hands. Whether she wanted him locked, denied, ruined, or writhing in pleasure, he completely trusted whatever choice she made now.

“Thank you Ella.”

They kissed passionately. When they finally pulled apart, Ella rested her head against Owen’s chest, her fingers still lightly tracing the outline of the cage. At that moment, life seemed perfect, and neither one of them wanted to change a thing.
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