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Chapter 1
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Mitch woke up to a warm mouth wrapped around his cock.

He didn’t need to look. He knew exactly whose mouth it was.

For a few seconds, he didn’t move. He lay there with his eyes closed and let the feeling pull him out of sleep. Her tongue swirled around the head of his dick, slow and lazy, like she had all the time in the world.

He cracked one eye open and looked down.

His roommate, Avery, was curled up on his bed, blonde hair spilling across his thighs, his cock buried in her mouth.

“Morning,” she said around him.

Mitch groaned and dropped his head back on the pillow.

“How long have you been in here?”

She pulled off and giggled at him.

“You’re such a heavy sleeper, dude. I’ve been sucking for like ten minutes,” she said. “I wanted you to wake up in a good mood.”

“This is a billion times better than my annoying alarm clock,” Mitch said.

This had become their normal. Two months ago, they had been complete strangers, two freshman college students who answered the same listing and were just grateful to find an affordable apartment near campus. They’d both been hesitant about it at first. Sharing a place with someone of the opposite sex felt awkward, like there might be a hundred unwritten rules neither of them knew. For the first few weeks, they were just regular roommates. They split the grocery bill and argued about whose turn it was to clean the bathroom.

Then one drunk Friday night, Avery had confessed her secret. She had an oral fixation. A real one. She loved sucking cock more than just about anything. She could control herself out in the world, she said, but living ten feet away from a guy was driving her slowly out of her mind. That night she got down on her knees and gave him the best blowjob of his life, and somehow every one since had been better than the last. The temptation of having a hard dick available down the hall, anytime she wanted it, had been too much for her to overcome. He had stopped questioning it. They weren’t dating. They weren’t in love. She was just his friend, and his friend happened to be obsessed with sucking his dick.

And God, was she good at it.

She took her time working him, taking him deep and sliding back up. Her tongue traced the underside of his shaft the whole way. She made happy little sounds while she did it, like she was enjoying it more than he was. Maybe she was. She had told him once that having a cock in her mouth was the most relaxing thing in the world for her.

He noticed her shoulder moving in a steady rhythm and realized she had a hand down between her legs.

“You’re really going for it this morning,” he said.

She pulled up just enough to talk, her lips still resting on the tip.

“I had a dream about this exact thing. Woke up and figured, why not make it real? Best part of living with you.”

“The best part? Not my cooking?”

“Your cooking is terrible, Mitch.”

She swallowed him down again before he could defend himself. Whatever comeback he had never made it out. Her head bobbed at a steady pace, one hand wrapped around the base of him, the other buried between her thighs, two fingers working her pussy while her thumb rubbed her clit. Two months of practice, multiple times a day, had made her an expert on his body.

He threaded a hand into her hair. Not pushing, just holding on. She moaned in approval.

“Avery, I’m getting close,” he said.

That only spurred her on. She moaned again, louder, and took him deeper, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked. Her fingers between her legs sped up, and her whole body started to tense. Her hips rocked against her own hand.

“Seriously, I’m gonna…”

She doubled down and took him to the back of her throat. That was it. Mitch came hard, his hips lifting off the mattress, pulse after pulse straight down her throat. The first spurt set her off. Avery’s whole body shuddered, and she moaned around his cock, long and desperate, the vibration of it making him cum even harder. Her thighs clamped around her hand as her own orgasm rolled through her. She stayed right where she was through all of it, swallowing every drop while she trembled and whimpered around him, riding her fingers until she went limp against his leg.

When he finally sank back into the bed, she took her time pulling off. She licked her lips like she’d just finished a tasty dessert.

“Mmm. Perfect way to start the day.”

“You’re unbelievable,” Mitch said. “In a good way. The best way. I want that on the record.”

“It’s on the record.”

“Honestly, I don’t know what I did to deserve waking up like that, but thank you.”

“You’re welcome.” She grinned. “And for the record, the pleasure was at least half mine. You felt that, right?”

“I felt that. The whole building felt that.”

She laughed and sat up, stretching her arms over her head. She was wearing one of her sleep shirts and nothing else.

Then her eyes landed on his phone on the nightstand. Her face changed.

“Oh crap. What time is it?”

Mitch grabbed the phone. “Eight forty.”

“We have class at nine thirty.”

“Then you need to get out of my room, because you’re sitting there with no pants on and I’m only human.”

“Yeah.” She didn’t move. Her eyes drifted back down to his softening cock.

“Avery.”

“I’m going, I’m going.” She climbed off the bed and headed for the door, pausing to look back at him. “Shower fast. If I hear you in there longer than ten minutes, I’m coming in, and then neither of us is going anywhere.”

“That’s not the threat you think it is.”

“True,” she said, and disappeared down the hall.

Mitch showered fast. He kept the water cool and his mind as blank as possible. Thinking about Avery for more than five seconds was a guaranteed problem. He dressed and then opened his laptop, and the course portal was still up from the last time he’d used it.

Several red notifications stared back at him. An assignment due yesterday. Another one due at midnight tonight that he hadn’t even started.

“Crap,” he muttered.

He scrolled through the details, his stomach sinking a little. The first one had a late submission window. He could probably knock it out this weekend. Probably. He sighed and closed the laptop. He’d try to make this one up. When had he become such a bad student? Something had to change, and soon.

Down the hall, the shower shut off. He heard Avery’s door close, and he hurried to finish packing his bag.

When he stepped into the hallway, Avery was just coming out of her room. Her hair was brushed smooth, her makeup done, a bag slung over her shoulder. She looked good. She always looked good, which was exactly the issue.

They both stopped.

The hallway was narrow. Avery looked at him, and he looked at her. The silence stretched.

“So… Time for class,” Mitch started.

“Yep. Class. We should go.”

“We should.”

Neither of them moved.

Avery hesitated. He already knew how this ended. They had stood this close a dozen times, and not once had either of them walked away. Some part of him had stopped fighting it weeks ago.

“Okay, honest confession. I’m already horny again,” Avery bit her lip seductively.

“Avery.”

“I know! I know. I literally just had you in my mouth like forty minutes ago. But I’m standing here, and you’re standing there, and all I can think about is doing it again.” She laughed. “What is wrong with me?”

“Nothing’s wrong with you. I mean, something’s probably wrong with both of us. Because I’m thinking about it too.”

“Yeah?”

“Yeah. I’m literally getting hard right now just looking at you. We have a problem.”

“We have a huge problem.” She took a step toward him. “But here’s the thing. We could be just a little late.”

“Avery, we both know there’s no such thing as a little late with us. A little late means we miss the whole class. Again.”

“We’ve only missed, like…”

“A lot. We’ve missed a lot of classes.”

“Okay, yes, a lot.” She took another step. “But it’s Friday. Friday classes barely count.”

“That is absolutely not true.”

“Well, if you’re really sure.” She reached down and rubbed her palm over the bulge in his jeans, slow and deliberate. “If you’re really, really sure you can’t spare a few minutes to indulge your hot roommate, then I guess we should just go to class.”

Her hand kept moving. He was rapidly getting hard again.

“That’s cheating,” he said.

“Is it working?”

“You know it’s working.”

She looked up at him with a grin and dropped to her knees right there in the hallway.

He stared down at her. Her hands were already on his belt. He had exactly one chance to say something responsible. To step back. To be an adult about this.

“Okay… you win. Just a quickie. A real quickie,” he said.

“Thank God,” she said, and yanked his jeans down.

She took him into her mouth and moaned like she’d been starving for it, like she hadn’t done this exact thing less than an hour ago. Mitch braced a hand against the wall. Her enthusiasm was unreal. She sucked him like it was her favorite activity on the planet, because it genuinely was.

“You’re so addicted to this,” he said.

She nodded with her mouth full.

It didn’t stay a quickie for long. A few minutes in, she pulled off him, breathing hard.

“Hold that thought. Do not go anywhere.”

She scrambled to her feet and disappeared into her room. She came back ten seconds later with her vibrator in one hand, already kicking her jeans off as she walked.

“Couch,” she said. “Now.”

That was how the rest of the day went.

She knelt on the couch cushions between his legs, sucking him slow and deep while the vibrator buzzed against her clit, and when he came down her throat, she came about thirty seconds later, moaning into his thigh.

They took a break to order some pizza for an early lunch and turned on their television to watch some streaming service. Halfway through an episode, Avery slid down onto the floor between his knees and started again, lazier this time, the vibrator humming away between her legs while she sucked him like she had nowhere else to be.

She was careful to edge him as much as possible and really take her time. If he came too often, she would have to wait until he could get hard again. A third round happened sometime in the early afternoon. Avery stretched out on the couch with her head in his lap, working him with her hand and mouth while he held the vibrator on her clit for her, and she came so hard she nearly bit him. A fourth came near sunset, slow and unhurried, both of them tired from their fuck-fest and worn down to nothing.

Their nine-thirty class came and went. So did the eleven o’clock. So did everything else.

By the time the sun started going down, they were tangled together on the couch, a blanket half over them, both spent. Avery’s head rested on his chest. His legs felt like they didn’t work anymore. The vibrator sat dead on the coffee table, batteries finally surrendered.

She giggled.

“What?” he asked.

“That was so worth missing class for.”

“You say that every time.”

“And I’m right every time.” She propped her chin on his chest and smiled at him. “This is honestly the perfect setup, you know that? No relationship drama, no jealousy, no strings. Just two friends having phenomenal sex whenever they want.”

Mitch smiled and let his head fall back against the cushion. She was right.

But as Avery snuggled back into his chest and pulled the blanket up, one thought wouldn’t go away.

That was the third class he’d skipped this week, and many more this month. He’d stopped counting. There was the assignment due at midnight that he hadn’t started. The late one from yesterday, still sitting there. Another one he’d turned in last week, half finished.

“Starting Monday, we’ll be good students again, okay?” Mitch whispered to Avery.

Avery sighed against him, already half asleep.

Mitch stared at the ceiling and told himself it was fine. He’d catch up.

He was almost sure he believed it.


Chapter 2
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Mitch slipped out of the apartment at eight on Saturday morning while Avery was still asleep. He’d woken up with a knot in his stomach about the assignment he never started, and for once, the guilt won out over the comfort of his bed. He grabbed his backpack, left a sticky note on the fridge that said library, back later, and walked to campus.

He’d been at a table on the third floor for about an hour, staring at four weeks of material he barely recognized, when his phone buzzed.

An email from Professor Hartman.

Subject: Got a few minutes?

Hey Mitch, I was hoping to catch you for a quick chat about how things are going in my class. I teach a Saturday section, so I’m in my office until 2 today if you happen to be around. We can schedule a call or you can come by. If not, no worries, we can find a time Monday. Either way, I’d really like to talk soon.

Mitch read it twice. The tone was friendly, but professors didn’t email students on Saturday mornings about nothing.

He typed back: Actually, I’m on campus right now.

The reply came in under a minute. Perfect. Come on over.

He packed up his stuff. The knot in his stomach got tighter with every step.

Professor Hartman’s office door was open. She was at her desk in jeans and a cardigan, a coffee cup in one hand.

“Mitch. That was fast. Grab a seat.”

He sat. She set her coffee down and pulled a folder from the stack beside her.

“So. I’ll be straight with you, because I think you can handle it. You started this semester strong. B-plus, A-minus on your first two assignments. Good stuff. Then about eight weeks ago, you fell off a cliff.” She opened the folder and turned it toward him. “C, then a D, then nothing at all on the last four. And you’ve been to three of my last twelve classes. Including missing yesterday’s midterm review.”

Mitch stared at the numbers. Hearing it out loud was rough.

“Yeah,” he said. “I know it’s bad.”

“It’s bad. But here’s the thing. I’ve been doing this long enough to know the pattern. Good student, first time living away from home, suddenly nobody’s making you go to class.” She leaned back in her chair. “So let me guess. New shooter game came out? You and the boys grinding some ranked matches until four in the morning?”

“No. No games.”

“Drinking, then. You found the party scene.”

“Not really a party guy.”

She squinted at him, trying to read his face. “Huh. Usually it’s one of those two.”

The real answer flashed through his head before he could stop it. Avery’s blonde hair spilling across his lap. Her green eyes looking up at him while her mouth worked. He felt his face go hot and prayed she’d read it as embarrassment.

She laughed and shook her head. “Okay, I’ll respect the mystery, as long as it’s not drugs or anything dangerous like that. And if it is, we have a ton of resources for you, okay? And look, I get it. I really do. The adjustment to university is hard, and the feeling of unlimited freedom lets you make bad decisions. But unfortunately, I am here to tell you something you need to hear.”

She closed the folder.

“You’re failing my course, Mitch. You’re on track to get an F. I pulled your record before I emailed you. You’re on the Dean’s Merit Scholarship. Thirty grand a year, contingent on passing all your courses. An F from me kills the scholarship. All of that free money…”

Mitch felt the blood drain out of his face.

“I’d have to drop out,” he said. “My family can’t cover this place without it.”

“That’s what I figured. Which is why I emailed you on a Saturday instead of just letting the grade do its thing.” She slid a printed sheet across the desk. A test schedule. “Next Friday is the big midterm exam. Forty percent of the final grade. If you score at least a B, there’s still a path forward for you to pass my course and keep your scholarship. Below a B, and there’s honestly nothing more I can do for you.”

Mitch picked up the sheet detailing the math.

“I just need to get a B. On eight weeks of material.”

“Six of which you slept through, presumably, yes. It’s doable, but only if you spend this entire week actually studying. Every day. Whatever your distractions are, they need to go on pause. Completely. One week. Can you do that?”

He pictured Avery in her towel. Her bare legs. Her grin.

“Yes. Absolutely. Whatever it takes.”

“Good.” She smiled and picked her coffee back up. “Your early work was genuinely good, Mitch. You’re not a weak student. I believe in you!”

He stood and made it to the door before she spoke again.

“Yes, professor. Thank you.”

He walked out of the building in a daze.

The campus was quiet on a Saturday. Mitch sat down on a bench outside the building. He stared at the paper in his hand.

Six days. One test. Thirty thousand dollars a year.

How had he let it get this far?

He knew how. The confession from Avery that she had an oral fixation. It had sounded like a cheesy pickup line just to lead into sex. He’d laughed. She hadn’t been joking. Twenty minutes later, his entire understanding of his living situation had been rewritten. He couldn’t really blame her. He had been more than eager to indulge her every single time.

And it had been incredible. That was the problem. It wasn’t some awkward roommate hookup they regretted in the morning. There were no feelings to get complicated, no jealousy, no weirdness. Just his friend Avery, who happened to be gorgeous, who happened to be obsessed with his dick, available at any hour of any day.

So they’d indulged. Constantly. Five or six times a day. Every day. For weeks.

No wonder he was failing. There weren’t enough hours left over to be a student. He’d been living inside a porn fantasy and couldn’t ignore real life any longer.

His phone buzzed. A text from Avery.

where r u? made pancakes and now im sooo bored…

He stared at the message. Even now, with his entire future cracking under him, his first instinct was to think about what “bored” meant. How fast he could get home for it. His body responded to her name on a screen. That was how deep into this he was.

He typed back: campus. we need to talk when i get home. i’m in some academic trouble. it’s serious.

Three dots appeared, then: uh oh. ok

Mitch rubbed his hands over his face. He had to fix this. He had to study like his life depended on it, because it basically did. Which meant for one week, somehow, he and Avery couldn’t touch each other. He knew allowing even a quickie would never work.

He tried to imagine it. Living in that apartment with her. Seeing her stretch in the morning, hearing her shower, sitting next to her on that couch. He needed six days of pure willpower.

“I’m so screwed,” he said under his breath.

He started the walk home, dreading the conversation ahead, with no idea how they were going to survive the week, let alone the rest of his college career.


Chapter 3
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Avery was waiting for him when he unlocked the apartment door. She sat on the couch in shorts and an oversized t-shirt, her blonde hair pulled back into a ponytail, her phone on the cushion next to her. A plate of pancakes sat on the kitchen table.

“Hey Mitch,” she said. “What happened?”

Mitch dropped his bag by the door and sank onto the couch next to her. “I just got back from Professor Hartman’s office. I’m failing her course.”

“Shit.”

He exhaled. “I’ve missed too many classes. My assignment grades tanked. She pulled up my whole record and laid it out in front of me. And yeah, of course, failing a class is bad or whatever, but if I fail this course, I lose my scholarship. The whole thing. Thirty thousand a year, gone. I can’t afford college without it. I’d have to drop out.”

Avery sat up straight. “Damn. Mitch, that’s serious.”

“Yeah. She said I have one shot left. There’s a big test next Friday. If I get at least a B, I can still pass the course and keep the scholarship. If not, then mathematically I’m doomed to fail, and that’s it. Life ruined.”

Avery was quiet for a moment. Then she sighed and pulled her knees up to her chest.

Avery started, “So, I haven’t really been looking at my grades either. Like, I’ve been half-checking them for weeks and then closing the tab because I didn’t want to know. But I peeked while you were gone. It’s a lot of C’s and D’s, Mitch. It’s not as bad as yours, but I’m probably one bad test away from getting my own email from Hartman.”

“Seriously?”

“Seriously. I don’t have a scholarship, but my parents pay my tuition. If I flunk out, they’re going to want to know why. And what am I supposed to tell them? Sorry Mom, sorry Dad, I failed because I could not stop sucking my roommate’s dick?”

Mitch laughed. “Yeah, don’t lead with that.”

She groaned and let her head fall back against the couch. “We did this to ourselves. Five or six times a day, every day, for two months. There aren’t enough hours left to be students. Okay. Serious mode. We have one week to fix this. We need an actual plan, because we have proven, repeatedly, that we have zero willpower.”

They sat in silence for a moment. Mitch watched her press her lips together. She did that when she concentrated. It also did things to him that were not helpful right now.

Her eyes drifted down. He saw exactly where they landed.

“Avery.”

She didn’t look away from his crotch. “I know. I know we literally just said we have a problem. I’m aware. But also I really want to suck your cock right now, and I’ve been thinking about it since you walked in the door.”

Mitch groaned. “This is the problem. This is the exact problem we are currently discussing.”

She threw her hands up. “I know! Do you think I like being like this? You’re just sitting there, and I know it’s right there, and my brain stops working. It’s like having a snack in the house. You can’t just not eat the snack. The snack is right there.”

“I’m a snack?”

She held up a finger. “You’re the snack, yes. Shut up. Okay, compromise. I’ll suck you while we research. We look up solutions together, on my phone, like responsible adults, and I keep your cock in my mouth while we do it. It’ll help me focus. I think better with something in my mouth. You know this about me.”

“That makes absolutely no sense.”

“It makes complete sense. If I’m sucking you, I’m not thinking about sucking you, which means my brain is free to actually solve the problem. It’s efficient.”

He should have argued. He knew he should have argued. Instead, he lifted his hips and let her tug his sweatpants down. His cock sprang free, already half hard from the conversation.

Avery made a happy sound. She slid off the couch onto her knees between his legs and took him into her mouth in one smooth motion.

“Oh, god,” Mitch said.

She made a contented sound around him and settled in. She didn’t suck hard. She just held him there, warm and wet, her tongue resting against the underside of his shaft. Then, with his cock still in her mouth, she picked up her phone and started typing with her thumbs.

She glanced up at him, lips stretched around his cock, and gave him a thumbs up. Then she went back to her phone. Avery scrolled and typed. Now and then, she gave him a slow suck, like she was working on a piece of candy. Every time she did it, his hips twitched, and his train of thought derailed.

She pulled off for a second. “Okay. First result. ‘How to focus on studying when horny.’ Suggestions include cold showers, exercise, and meditation.”

She took him back into her mouth, sucked once, and pulled off again.

“Garbage. We are way past meditation.”

“Way past,” Mitch said.

She kept reading, mouthing him the whole time. “Roommates who can’t stop having sex. Hm. This forum says one of us should move out.”

“Lease runs through August.”

“Right, and also no. You’re a great roommate.”

She sucked him slow, base to tip, and Mitch’s head fell back. She pulled off.

“Sorry. Focusing. Okay, what about scheduled sex? Like, we only do it at designated times?”

“We tried scheduling study time and ignored it. Why would we be better at scheduling sex?”

“Good point.” Back into her mouth he went. She scrolled. Her tongue swirled around his head, and he gripped the couch cushion. She kept reading like nothing was happening.

Minutes passed. Mitch was losing the battle. The slow, casual attention was worse than a real blowjob. There was no rhythm to brace against. The pressure kept building, ebbing, building again. His breathing got heavier. His thigh muscles were tensing.

“Avery. Hey. Avery. I’m getting close.”

She pulled back, holding just the tip between her lips, and held up one finger. Then she froze. She pulled off and sat up straight on her knees.

“Wait. Wait wait wait. I found something.”

“Found what?” His cock throbbed in the open air, slick and aching, abandoned an inch from her mouth.

She turned the phone around and held it up to his face. There was an article with a photo at the top. A small metal device, a cage of curved steel bars with a ring at the base and a tiny lock.

“What am I looking at?” Mitch asked.

“It’s called a chastity cage. It locks onto your cock. Like, around it. It’s too small for you to get hard, and you can’t touch yourself, and you can’t take it off without the key. It’s a cage. For your dick.” She looked entirely too happy describing a prison for his penis.

Mitch stared at the picture. He stared at her. He stared at the picture again.

“No,” he said.

“Mitch.”

“No. Absolutely not. That’s insane. People actually wear those?”

She scrolled for him. “Lots of people, apparently. Keep reading. Look, it says guys wear them for days, weeks, even longer. You can pee fine. You just can’t get hard, and you can’t get off.”

“That’s the worst sales pitch I’ve ever heard. ‘You can’t get hard, and you can’t get off.’ Why would anyone want that?”

“Because it would solve our entire problem.”

She set the phone down and wrapped her hand around his cock, stroking him slowly. Mitch’s protest died.

“Think about it. The reason we can’t study is because the option is always there. Your cock is always available. I’m always available. So we always pick sex over studying. Every single time.”

“Avery.” Her hand moved in long, slow strokes, keeping him right at the edge of where he’d been. It was very hard to think.

“But if you’re locked up, the option is gone. Just gone. I can’t suck you because there’s nothing to suck. You can’t fuck me because you can’t even get hard. There’s no temptation because there’s nothing to be tempted with. We’d have no choice but to study.”

“This almost feels like a practical joke. See if you can convince a guy to lock his penis away…”

“Just until the test. Friday. Six days. And then, the second your test is done, I unlock you, and I give you the best blowjob of your entire life. I will worship this beautiful cock. Six days of buildup, Mitch. Can you imagine?”

She squeezed him, and his whole body jerked.

“I can imagine six days of torture, yeah.”

“It’s an investment in our futures, not torture. Besides, I’d be suffering too. Do you know what it’s going to be like for me, knowing your cock is right there and I can’t have it? I’m going to be a mess.” Her hand kept moving. Slow. Steady. Maddening.

“You can still masturbate.”

“True… but it’s not exactly the same without your hard cock in my mouth.”

She leaned down and dragged her tongue across his tip, one slow lick. Mitch groaned.

“I would miss this so much. But that’s the point. We’d both have to deal with it. Together. And on Friday, I’d make it so worth it. I promise you, I would make it so, so worth it.”

“I don’t know. A whole week. I haven’t gone more than a day without coming my entire adult life…”

“I know, dude. That’s exactly why we’re failing.”

She lowered her head and took him back into her mouth. This time she wasn’t lazy about it. She sucked him with purpose, her head bobbing, her hand working the base, her tongue doing the thing that always finished him. Mitch’s hips lifted off the couch. The pressure built fast, his balls tightening, his whole body about to go off.

“Avery, I’m gonna come, I’m right there, I’m…”

She stopped.

She pulled off again, hands lightly wrapped around the base of his throbbing cock, looking up at him.

Mitch groaned. His cock bounced in the air, twitching, desperate. A bead of precum rolled down the shaft. He was so close.

He gasped. “What are you doing?”

“Negotiating,” she said.

“Avery.”

“One week. That’s all I’m asking. One week, until the test, and then I unlock you and you come harder than you’ve ever come in your life.”

She leaned in close, her lips almost touching his cock, her breath warm on the wet skin. He twitched toward her mouth, and she pulled back an inch.

“Think about what’s on the line here. Thirty thousand dollars a year. Your whole degree. Your entire future, Mitch. Are you really going to throw all of that away without trying everything you possibly can?”

“That’s not fair.”

“I know it’s not fair. But you know I’m right.”

She kissed the very tip of his cock, the lightest touch, and he whimpered.

His cock was screaming at him. Every nerve in his body was screaming at him. He looked down at her, kneeling between his legs, holding his ability to think hostage. He knew with absolute clarity that this was exactly the problem she was describing. He couldn’t say no to her. He had never once said no to her. That was why he was failing.

“Okay. Okay. Fine. I’ll try it. One week.”

Avery broke into a grin. “Yeah?”

“Yes. Yes, I’ll try the stupid cage, just please, please let me cum.”

“Good boy,” she said, and swallowed him whole.

She didn’t tease this time. She took him deep and sucked him hard, both hands and her mouth working together, moaning around him like he was the best thing she’d ever tasted. After being held at the edge for so long, Mitch didn’t stand a chance. He lasted only seconds. He shouted and grabbed her hair and came in her mouth, pulse after pulse, harder than he had that morning, harder than yesterday.

Avery moaned and swallowed every drop.

She kept him in her mouth until he stopped twitching, then pulled off slowly and looked up at him with a triumphant grin.

She licked her lips. “Mmm. Deal’s a deal.”

Mitch slumped back against the couch, boneless and gasping. “You’re evil.”

She climbed up onto the couch beside him and grabbed her phone again, scrolling. “I’m practical. Okay, so I found a sex shop across town that does fittings. I’m calling them first thing tomorrow. Honestly, this is kind of exciting.”

Mitch lifted his head. “Fittings? What do you mean, fittings?”

“We don’t have time for trial and error. We need something that will work immediately. We need an expert. At this store, they measure you and everything. They match you with the perfect cage for your dick.”

“This is embarrassing enough. Do we really have to let some stranger look at my dick?”

She patted his thigh. “You have nothing to be ashamed of. Look at it like this. A professional is going to help us find the perfect solution to our problems. And yeah, they’re gonna have to measure your dick.”

Mitch stared at the ceiling. The afterglow was already turning to dread.

“What did I just agree to?” he asked.

Avery just smiled and kept scrolling, learning all she could about male chastity.


Chapter 4
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It was Sunday at noon, and Mitch and Avery got out of the car. The sex store sat between a nail salon and a sandwich shop, which somehow made it worse. A group of women were seated just a few feet away outside the sandwich shop, chatting away and giggling. They had no idea why he was going into the sex shop, or even paying attention to him, but he felt embarrassed anyway.

“Are you sure about this?” he asked.

Avery bounced on her toes beside him. “Of course. Everything’s set for you to get caged. I talked to a girl this morning. She said fittings work best by appointment so they can give you proper attention. Come on, or we’re going to be late.”

The store was nicer than he expected. Clean white shelves, neat displays, soft music overhead. Two girls browsed near a wall of vibrators and laughed at something. Mitch kept his eyes forward and tried to look like he belonged there.

A girl with cute pink-highlighted hair appeared from behind the counter. She had a row of piercings up one ear and a big smile.

“Hi! Welcome. What can I help you two find today?”

“Hi, I’m Avery. I called about a chastity cage fitting? For my roommate.”

She grinned and stuck out her hand. “Oh my god, yes! You’re my noon appointment. I’ve been looking forward to this all morning. I’m Georgia.”

One of the girls by the vibrator wall glanced over. The other leaned in and said something, and they both giggled. Mitch’s face went red.

Avery shook Georgia’s hand. “This is Mitch. He’s a little nervous.”

“Hi…” Mitch said, looking down at his feet.

Georgia waved a hand like she was brushing away a fly. “Aw, don’t be nervous. Cage fittings are my favorite part of the job. Honestly. I love chastity. It’s such an underrated device for guys.”

“Underrated,” Mitch repeated.

“Totally underrated. It’s perfect for so many guys. Focus issues, self-control issues, couples who want to spice things up. I think most guys could benefit from a few weeks locked up. So is this your first time with chastity?”

Avery nodded. “First time. He’s never even seen one in person.”

“Oh, fun! A total beginner. Then we definitely want to do a full fitting. Sizing is everything with cages. Come on, the fitting room’s in the back.”

She led them past shelves of lube and lingerie to a door at the rear of the store. Mitch followed with the feeling of walking to his own prison sentence. Except his prison guard had pink hair and seemed delighted about the whole thing.

The fitting room was small but comfortable. A padded chair, a counter with drawers, and a full-length mirror on one wall. Georgia closed the door behind them and clapped her hands once.

“Okay! So here’s how this works. I’m going to take a few measurements of your body so we can find your perfect cage size. It only takes a couple of minutes.

Mitch looked at Avery. “Can’t you just pick one out for me? You’ve seen it enough times. You know it better than I do at this point.”

Avery snorted.

Georgia shook her head. She pulled open a drawer and started taking out tools. A small measuring tape, a set of plastic rings in graduated sizes, and a notepad.

“Nope, sorry. Eyeballing it doesn’t work. I measure to the millimeter. If the cage is too big, it’s uncomfortable, it chafes, and worst of all, a determined guy can pull out of it. And trust me, within a day or two, every guy is a determined guy. If it’s too small, it pinches and cuts off circulation. A properly fitted cage should feel like nothing at all after the first day or two. A second skin. Snug, secure, inescapable. That’s the goal.”

She smiled at the word inescapable, like it was the nicest one she knew.

“You’ve done this a lot,” Mitch said.

Georgia knelt on the floor in front of the chair and looked up at him. “Oh, over a hundred times by now, I’d say. You’d be amazed how many guys come through here. Most of them are nervous wrecks, just like you when they walk in, and then they leave all excited about their new cage. It’s really sweet, actually. Okay! Pants off whenever you’re ready.”

Mitch froze. This was really happening.

“Mitch,” Avery said.

“Give me a second.”

“This is for both of our futures, remember? Thirty thousand dollars a year. Time to take off your pants.”

“It’s weird hearing you say that in front of a stranger.”

Avery crossed her arms. “Georgia’s not a stranger anymore. She’s very sweet, and you should be thankful that someone so competent is going to help you get caged.”

Mitch exhaled through his nose. He unbuckled his belt and pushed his jeans and boxers down to his ankles. He stood there in the small bright room and felt more naked than he ever had in his life. The mirror showed him his own red face, which did not help.

Georgia leaned in and studied him like a mechanic looking at an engine.

“Oh, nice, you’re soft. That makes this so much easier. Some of the guys who come in get so excited the second they drop their pants, and then we have to sit around waiting.”

“Some guys are actually excited to get caged?” Mitch couldn’t believe it.

“Oh, sweetie you have no idea. Your little guy seems super shy though.”

Avery spoke up. “That’s because of me, actually. I gave him two blowjobs this morning. One when he woke up and one right before we left. I wanted to make sure he was completely drained for the fitting.”

“Avery,” Mitch said.

“What? It’s relevant information.”

Georgia laughed and picked up the measuring tape. “No, that’s genuinely smart. I wish more partners thought ahead like that. Okay, Mitch, I’m going to touch you now. Totally clinical, I promise. Just relax and think about taxes or something.”

Her fingers were quick and impersonal. She lifted his soft cock, laid the tape along the top of it, and read off a number. She jotted it on the notepad.

“Length is good. That tells us how long the cage tube needs to be. You actually want the tube just a hair shorter than your flaccid length, believe it or not. Keeps everything snug so you can’t shift around in there.”

She wrapped the tape around his shaft and made another note.

“And that’s your diameter. This one matters for the tube width. Okay, next up, the base ring.”

She picked up the set of flexible plastic measuring rings and held one up.

“This goes behind your balls and around the base of everything. It’s what the cage actually locks onto. This is the most important measurement. Too loose and the whole cage slides off. Too tight and you’d have to take it off within hours.”

She slid one of the test rings into place behind his balls, frowned, and swapped it for a smaller one. “How does that feel? Snug but not pinching?”

“It feels like there’s a plastic ring around my balls.”

“That’s the spirit. But no pinching?”

“No pinching.”

She wiggled the ring, checked the fit, then nodded and wrote down the size. “Perfect. That’s a forty-five. Great. We’re done with measurements.”

She stood and brushed off her knees, all business. Mitch reached for his pants, but Georgia held up a hand.

“Not yet. You’d just have to take them off again in a minute.”

She turned to Avery. “So, security level. What are we thinking? We’ve got everything from basic silicone trainers up to full stainless steel with integrated locks.”

“What’s the difference?” Avery asked.

“Silicone’s cheap, but honestly, a motivated guy can get out of one with enough lube and determination. Or very, very carefully using scissors,” Georgia laughed. “Plastic’s a step up. But if you actually need him to stay locked, like really need it, you want steel.”

Mitch cut in. “Something basic is fine. The cheap one. Whatever’s cheapest.”

“We want the best one you have. I’m not trusting either of us to a budget cage,” Avery said.

Mitch turned to her. “The best one? How much does the best one cost?”

Georgia checked a laminated card on the counter. “The best one? Well, the model I’m thinking of runs about four hundred.”

“Four hundred dollars? For a cage for my dick?”

Avery put her hands on her hips. “Mitch. What is your scholarship worth?”

“That’s not the point.”

“What is it worth?”

He sighed. “Thirty thousand a year.”

“Thirty thousand a year. And you’re going to risk that over a few hundred dollars? If the cheap cage fails and you slip out of it on Wednesday night, and I find your cock free and hard, do you think either of us makes it to Friday? We need to know your dick is locked away for good.”

Mitch opened his mouth, then closed it. There was no argument there. He knew what would happen if his cock became available to her. It had happened in the hallway on Friday. It had happened on the couch yesterday while she was supposedly researching solutions.

“Fine. The best one,” he said.

She opened a cabinet and took out a sleek black box. “This is the one I’d recommend for you anyway, based on your measurements.”

She opened the box and lifted out a small cage of polished stainless steel. It looked solid, expensive, and small.

“That’s it? That’s so small,” Mitch said.

Georgia tapped a small cylinder built into the base of the cage. “That’s the point. It’s sized to your flaccid measurements, remember? It’s not supposed to leave room for anything. Full curved steel construction, open bar design so you can clean and pee without taking it off. And the best part. Integrated lock. No dangling padlock to rattle around or catch on your boxers. The lock is built right into the cage. One key, one keyhole, and without that key, this thing is not coming off. Period.” Georgia looked absolutely intense.

“You really love this stuff,” Mitch said.

She held up the cage. “I really do. Some people get excited about cars or purses. I get excited about locking cocks away in beautifully engineered steel. We all have our things. Okay! Ready to try it on?”

Mitch looked at the cage. He looked at Avery, who smiled and gave him a thumbs up. He looked at the mirror, at himself standing with his pants around his ankles in the back room of a sex store on a Sunday afternoon.

“Yeah. I’m ready.”

“Great. Hold still, this takes a sec. Avery, watch me so you’ll know how to lock him back in his cage in the future.”

Georgia knelt again and got to work. His balls were pulled through the ring one at a time, and then his penis was pulled through. Unlike the measuring rings, this was a solid steel ring. It felt cool against his skin and much heavier than the plastic test ring. Then she took his soft cock and guided it into the curved tube, easing it down until everything sat in place. The fit was exact. Snug, like she’d promised. The cage pointed his cock downward at a gentle angle, and the steel hugged him with no room to spare.

She made small adjustments. “How’s that feel? Cozy? That’s your home for the foreseeable future, so speak now.”

“It feels… weird. Heavy. But nothing hurts.”

She slid the two halves together at the base, lining up the lock cylinder. “Perfect. That’s exactly right. Okay. Moment of truth.”

She produced a small silver key, inserted it into the integrated lock, and turned it. Georgia pulled the key out and gave the cage a firm tug. It didn’t budge. She nodded, satisfied, then stood and held the key out to Avery on her open palm.

“And this belongs to you.”

Avery took it like she was being handed a diamond. She held it up to the light and turned it between her fingers. A slow smile spread across her face. Mitch watched her and realized his roommate now held the only access to his own cock.

“It’s so small. This little thing is all that stands between him and an erection.”

Georgia winked. “That little thing and some well-engineered hardened steel. Take good care of that key.”

Avery pocketed the key and asked, “We kind of looked up this stuff, but there’s a lot of conflicting info online. Is it okay if I ask a few questions? Like, how long can he actually wear it?”

“Indefinitely, honestly. This model is designed for long-term wear. There’s just enough space between the bars that hygiene can be taken care of. Soap and warm water, get in between the bars, dry it well. Physically, there’s no reason it ever has to come off.”

“What about peeing?”

“There’s an opening at the tip, but the aim gets unpredictable. Most caged guys become sitters within a day.”

“Did you hear that, Mitch?. Welcome to the sitting club,” Avery said.

“Yay…”

“What actually happens when he gets hard? Or tries to?” Avery asked.

“He can’t. That’s the magic of it. His cock will try, especially the first few days, and especially at night. Guys get erections in their sleep, like four or five times a night, can’t be helped. But the steel doesn’t stretch. He’ll fill the cage, run out of room, and that’s it. It aches a little. Some pressure, some straining. Nothing harmful. It just lets him know he’s locked.”

“Sounds perfect. Thanks, Georgia!”

They headed back to the main floor. Georgia went to the back office to process the sale. Mitch walked with care, aware of the cage shifting with each step, certain everyone in the store could see it through his jeans. The two girls by the vibrators earlier were now by the bondage section. One glanced at him and smiled, and he was almost positive she knew.

Avery drifted toward a display. “Hold on. I want to look around for a minute.”

“Avery, can we please just go?”

She looked over the shelves. “One minute. I need something for myself. My favorite toy is going to be locked away all week. I need a substitute.”

She looked around, and continued, tapping a finger against her lips. “I have an oral fixation, Mitch. A severe one. You, of all people, know this. What am I supposed to do while your cock is in a tiny steel cage? My mouth is going to be so needy.”

Georgia returned beside her like she’d been summoned. “Ooh, I might have exactly what you need.”

She led Avery two aisles over and pulled a package off a hook. “Penis gag. Silicone, realistic shape, adjustable strap. Something to suck on while your friend is locked.”

Avery took the package and examined it. The gag was a short, thick silicone cock mounted on a strap.

“Oh, this is perfect. I can wear it while I study. Just sit there and suck on it for hours.”

He pictured it before he could stop himself, Avery, at her desk all week, sucking on that thing, and his cock started to harden and pressed against the steel cage for the first time. The first time of thousands he knew.

She added the gag to their basket, and they made their way to the register. Georgia rang everything up. The cage, the gag, and a bottle of cleaning solution she recommended. The total made Mitch wince. Avery gestured to Mitch to hand over his card. This was basically all of his fun money for the rest of the semester. Used to deny him the most fun of all…

“Investment. Thirty thousand a year. Say it with me.”

“Thirty thousand a year,” Mitch said.

“Good boy.”

Georgia bagged everything and slid it across the counter. “Okay, you two are all set. Mitch, the first couple of days are the hardest, but I promise it gets easier. Avery, just remember, the cage will keep him perfectly chaste. Neither of you has to do anything beyond not using the key. The cage takes care of everything else.”

“Thanks, Georgia!” Avery was delighted.

She grinned and waved as they headed for the door. “Come back anytime!”

The door chimed behind them. Mitch stepped out into the Sunday sunlight. His cock sat encased in four hundred dollars of stainless steel. He averted his eyes from the brunch ladies still chatting a few feet away from him.

“You still have the key right? Please don’t lose it,” Mitch whispered.

Avery jammed her hand back in her pocket and smiled. “Yep! Don’t worry about that. I already know what I’m going to do with it.”

Avery looped her arm through his and grinned up at him. “That was fun, admit it. And Georgia was so nice. I liked her immediately. Maybe you should leave a review online all about your caging experience.”

“No way!”

Avery giggled as they made their way back to the car.


Chapter 5
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The walk from the car to their apartment door felt longer than it ever had.

Mitch felt the cage with every step. Simultaneously sleek and sturdy. The way the metal shifted with his body when he moved. It wasn’t painful. Georgia had fitted it perfectly, just like she promised. But it was there. All the time.

Avery unlocked the front door and breezed inside like it was any other Sunday evening. The key to his cage hung on a thin chain around her neck now, resting just above her shirt’s neckline. She had brought a necklace with her to the store to attach the key on. She had planned this out more than Mitch had realized.

“Home sweet home,” she said, dropping the shopping bag on the kitchen counter. She turned and smiled at him. “Hey. I’m proud of you, you know.”

“Proud of me?”

“Yeah. That took guts, what you did today. I am more than aware of how much guys’ lives revolve around their dicks,” She grinned. “Most guys would have chickened out in the parking lot.”

“I almost did.”

“I know. I had a grip on your arm the whole time.” She walked over and patted his chest. “But you did it. And it’s going to save both of our grades. Seriously, Mitch. This was the smart move.”

“It doesn’t feel smart. I just locked my penis in a tiny cage.”

“But you did it for the right reasons!” Avery giggled. “You’ll get used to it. Remember, Georgia said most guys stop noticing it after a couple of days,” she said.

“Georgia also said she loves locking up cocks, so I’m not sure she’s an unbiased source.”

Avery laughed and headed toward the bathroom.

“I’m gonna take a shower. I feel gross from being out all day. Back in a bit.”

The bathroom door closed. The water started running. Mitch was alone.

He lowered himself onto the couch. Sitting was a whole new experience now. He had to shift his weight and find an angle where the cage settled between his legs. He found a position that worked.

Then he looked down at his lap. He unbuttoned his jeans and pulled the waistband down to his knees. The steel cage sat there, snug around his soft cock. The ring hugged the base behind his balls. The built-in lock sat at the top.

He still couldn’t believe he had agreed to this.

He touched the cage. It felt solid, and warm from his body. No give at all. He wrapped his fingers around it and tugged, then pulled harder. The ring held firm behind his balls. There was no way to pull it off. He tried pressing the tip of his finger into one of the gaps between the bars. He could brush his own skin with his fingernail, but nothing more. No way to grip anything, no way to stroke, no way to do anything useful at all.

Nothing. Georgia had been right. This thing was inescapable without the key.

The key attached to his roommate’s necklace. The roommate who was naked and rubbing her body in the shower just twenty feet away.

That thought was a mistake. Now he was thinking about Avery in the shower. Avery, naked, with water running down her body. Avery, whose mouth had been wrapped around his cock just that morning. Twice. Her tongue, her lips, the little moaning sounds she made when she really got into it.

His cock stirred.

“Oh no,” he said.

It tried to swell and met the cage. The metal didn’t budge. His cock pressed against the bars and had nowhere to go. The pressure built fast, a deep ache, his own arousal pushing against an immovable wall. He shifted on the couch and groaned. It wasn’t agony, but it was deeply uncomfortable. Aching. Throbbing.

He grabbed the cage again, more desperate this time. He pulled the whole cage up and down, away and into his body. Anything to get the slightest stimulation. But there was nothing he could do. No friction. No stimulation. No pleasure. No relief.

“Fuck!” he yelled in the empty room. The chastity cage was keeping him chaste. He shouldn’t have been surprised by this revelation.

He had jerked off nearly every day for years. It had always been right there. An option. A given. Now, for the first time in his adult life, it wasn’t possible. He simply couldn’t.

He let his head fall back against the couch and took slow breaths. Baseball stats. His grandmother’s meatloaf. The periodic table. Anything that wasn’t Avery’s mouth.

His cock gave up, but stayed semi-aroused inside the cage. The ache faded to a dull awareness.

“One hour down. Five days to go,” he said.

The shower shut off. A few minutes later, the bathroom door opened, and Avery walked out in nothing but a towel. Her blonde hair was dark and wet, hanging in damp strands over her bare shoulders. Water droplets clung to her collarbone. The towel covered her from chest to mid-thigh. The key rested on its chain against her wet skin.

Mitch stared. He didn’t even try to look away.

His cock surged against the cage. He winced and shifted on the couch, the pressure flaring right back up.

Avery saw the look on his face and glanced at his lap. She froze.

“Oh. Oh, shoot. Sorry. I didn’t even think about it. I always walk around like this. Is it bad? Does it hurt?” She clutched the towel tighter.

“It doesn’t hurt-hurt. It’s just throbbing desperately,” Mitch said.

“Aww, poor guy. Okay. New rule, I’ll try to be less tempting around the apartment this week. More clothes. Less towel.” She nodded like she was adding it to a mental checklist.

“Avery, you could wear a goofy mascot costume, and it wouldn’t help. You’re tempting just by existing.”

She laughed and headed for her bedroom.

“That’s sweet, but I’m still going to put on actual pajamas. The really unflattering ones. For your sake.”

She did not own unflattering pajamas. Mitch was certain of this. She came back out in an oversized t-shirt and sleep shorts, and his suspicion was confirmed. The shirt slipped off one shoulder. The shorts barely counted as shorts. The cage gave another hopeful push against him, and he had to look at the kitchen wall until it passed.

They made dinner together, just pasta and whatever sauce was left in the fridge. They sat at the small kitchen table like most nights, and the conversation was normal. School. The test. Georgia and her unsettling enthusiasm. But Mitch was distracted the whole time. Every time he shifted in his chair, the cage shifted with him. Every time Avery laughed and leaned forward, his body tried to respond and was denied.

Avery twirled pasta around her fork. “Okay, so here’s the plan for the week. We go to every single class. Every single one. No skipping, no excuses, no being ‘just a little late.’”

“Agreed.”

“We study every night. Then, on Tuesday after class, we go to the library and do a hardcore study session. Like, hours. We camp out at a table and don’t leave until our brains are full.”

“The library? You haven’t been to the library all semester.”

“Exactly.” She pointed her fork at him. “This week is everything, Mitch. Your scholarship. Both of our grades. If we blow this, your whole future implodes, and I have to explain to my parents why their money went down the drain. So we study like our lives depend on it. Because they kind of do.”

“Yeah. Okay, you’re right. It’s not like I have anything better to do with my free time now.”

“I know I’m right.” She took a bite. Then her eyes drifted down toward his lap. She set her fork down and sighed.

“What?” Mitch said.

“Nothing. It’s just…” She hesitated. “I really want your cock in my mouth right now.”

Mitch nearly choked on his pasta.

“Avery.”

“S-sorry. It’s just, we’re sitting here having dinner, and normally by now I’d be under the table. It’s so weird knowing it’s right there and I can’t have it. Like having dessert locked in a display case.” She took the key on her necklace and rolled it between her thumb and forefinger.

“You’re telling me. I’m the dessert.”

She laughed, but her fingers stayed on the key. She looked at it for a long moment. Then she let it drop and tucked it inside her shirt.

“Okay. Having this key in sight isn’t helping either of us.”

Mitch watched the key disappear under her collar. She wanted this as badly as he did, and she had just chosen to lock the temptation away from herself, too. Somehow, that made the cage feel both better and worse.

She reached across the table and squeezed his hand. “Hey. Thank you for doing this. For real. I know it’s not easy. I know it’s way harder for you than it is for me, since I can still use my vibrators to make myself-.”

“Please don’t finish that sentence.”

“Sorry.” She grinned. “But I promise, Friday, I am going to make this so worth it. The second that test is over, you’re getting the best release of your entire life. I’m going to make you forget this whole week ever happened.”

“Friday. Ugh,” Mitch groaned.

“Five days. You can do five days.” She stood and collected their plates.

They watched some television afterward, sitting on opposite ends of the couch in an unspoken arrangement. Eventually, Avery yawned and said she was going to bed. She paused at her bedroom door.

“Big week starts tomorrow. Let’s both get some sleep.”

“I’ll try.”

“Goodnight, Mitch. We’ve got this.” She smiled at him and gave him a thumbs-up.

Her door closed. Mitch turned off the lights and went to his own room.

Sleep was its own challenge.

He always slept on his stomach. The moment he rolled into his usual position, the cage pressed into the mattress and made itself known. He grunted and rolled onto his back. That worked for about ten minutes. Then he started thinking about Avery in the towel again, and his cock woke up and started its hopeless fight against the steel. He lay there in the dark, jaw clenched, waiting for it to give up.

He rolled onto his side. The cage settled at an odd angle, and he had to adjust it through his boxers. Nothing felt natural. His body kept sending the same urgent message: something is wrong, something is on us, do something about it. And there was nothing he could do.

He stared at the ceiling and thought about Friday. He thought about Avery’s promise. The best release of his entire life.

His cock pushed against the bars one more time, ached, and surrendered.

Sometime around midnight, his body accepted what his mind was still arguing with. Mitch drifted off to sleep, locked in steel, with five long days ahead of him.


Chapter 6
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Monday morning arrived. Mitch woke up with the weight between his legs, telling him exactly what his life had become.

He swung his legs out of bed and stood up. The cage shifted with him, snug and unyielding. He knew better than to hope that after one night he would stop noticing it. No such luck. Every step to the bathroom came with a little metallic reminder.

The shower was its own adventure. He soaped around the cage, learning the angles, figuring out how to rinse everything without aggravating himself. The warm water felt good, which was a problem. Anything that felt good made his cock try to swell against the bars. He turned the temperature down and finished fast.

He dressed, packed his bag, and checked the time. For once in his life, he was going to be early to class. He grabbed his keys and stepped into the hallway.

Avery’s door opened at the exact same moment.

She stepped out in a fitted t-shirt and shorts. Her blonde hair was pulled back, her bag over one shoulder. The key hung on the chain around her neck. They both stopped.

It was Friday morning all over again. Same hallway. Same distance between them. Same pull.

Avery hesitated.

“Hey,” she said.

“Hey,” Mitch said.

Neither of them moved toward the door.

“I barely slept last night. Like, at all,” Avery said.

“Yeah?”

“Yeah. I kept thinking about you in your room. Locked up. And I kept thinking about this.” She touched the key at her chest. “It’s right here, you know? It’s literally hanging around my neck. I could unlock you in like ten seconds.”

“Avery.”

“I’m just saying.” She took a step closer. “One quick blowjob wouldn’t hurt anything, right? Like, a few minutes. Five minutes, tops. You stayed locked up all night. We both deserve a reward. Then we go to class. We’d barely even be late.”

His cock surged against the cage, and the pressure made him wince. Five minutes. Her mouth. The thought alone made the metal feel two sizes too small.

“Yes,” he said. “God, yes. Do it.”

Avery grinned and reached for the chain. Her fingers closed around the key.

“Okay, but seriously, just a quick one. In and out. Pun intended.” She was already sinking to her knees in front of him.

She was right there. Her face inches from his crotch, her hands lifting the necklace over her head. Mitch held his breath. The chain rose past her chin, past her nose.

Then she froze.

“Avery?”

She didn’t answer. She stayed still, the chain halfway over her head, staring at the front of his jeans. Then she let out a long groan and lowered the necklace back around her neck.

“Fuck!!! Nope… Nope, nope, nope,” she said.

She stood up and wrapped her arms around him in a hug. He felt her sigh against his chest.

“I have to be strong. I hate it so much,” she said into his shirt.

“Are you kidding me? Please Avery. Please please please please. You were right there. You were on your knees. Ugh, this is torture.”

Two seconds ago, her mouth had been six inches from the lock. Now she was hugging him, and his cock was pressing against the cage hard enough to hurt. Mitch groaned and let his head fall back against the wall.

“I know, dude. I want it just as bad as you do. Probably worse, honestly. Which is why we are leaving right now, before I change my mind. Move. Go. Walk.” She turned away from him and grabbed the door handle.

“Avery.”

“Walking! We are walking! Do not look at me with those eyes. Do not. We are two responsible adults going to class.” She pulled the door open and shoved him through it.

They headed down the stairs and walked toward campus. After a block, she spoke again.

“That was way too close, you know.”

“You’re telling me.”

“No, I mean it. I had the key in my hand. I was on my knees. If I’d hesitated for like two more seconds, we’d be on the couch right now, and your cage would be on the floor. It doesn’t matter how secure that cage is if the key is just hanging around my neck all day. I thought having it hang between my tits would be a reminder of our sacrifice and to stay diligent. But it’s too tempting. I’m the weak point, not the cage.” She fingered the key.

They continued walking to campus. Both of their minds trying to think of a solution.

“I guess we have to make the key inaccessible. But what can we do? Mail it ourselves? It could arrive early or worse, late. We could leave it on campus somewhere, but what if it gets lost or stolen? I’m beginning to think maybe we should just take this cage off and go back to the drawing board…” he said.

Avery snorted. “Nice try, but no way. I don’t know what we can do yet, but I’m going to figure something out,” she said.

They reached campus and then headed into Professor Hartman’s class. Her class, as it turned out, was survivable. Mitch spent the first twenty minutes shifting in his seat, aware of the cage and of the room full of attractive girls all around him. Then, sometime around the half-hour mark, something strange happened. With no possibility of sex, his brain gave up and started listening to the lecture.

He took notes. Real notes. By the end of his last class, he looked down at three pages of material in his own handwriting. He had been focused for the first time in months.

When the day of classes ended, he found Avery waiting outside.

“Hey Mitch. Head home without me. I’ve got an errand to run,” she said.

“What kind of errand?”

“You’ll see. I’ll be back in a bit.” She waved him off.

Mitch went home and studied and actually got absorbed in the material. An hour later, Avery came inside, carrying a shopping bag. She set it on the kitchen table with a thump and proudly pulled out a small black box with a digital display on the front.

“Behold, the solution to our little key problem,” she said.

“What is that?”

“It’s a timer safe. You put something inside, you set the timer, and it locks. Once the timer is set and confirmed, there is no way to open it. No override code. No master key. No ‘pretty please.’ The lid physically will not open until the countdown hits zero.” She turned it around so he could see the keypad.

Mitch stared at the box. Then at the key around her neck.

“You want to put the key in there.”

“Yep, and I’m gonna set it for Friday evening. After our test. Then the safe opens, I unlock you, and I give you the single greatest blowjob in recorded human history.”

She lifted the chain over her head. She held the key over the open safe for a second, gave it a small kiss, and dropped it in. It landed with a tiny clink.

She punched numbers into the keypad. The display lit up: a countdown ending Friday after the midterm test.

Then she paused and looked at him.

“I set the timer, but I want you to confirm,” she said.

Mitch leaned over the table. Avery turned the safe so the confirm button faced him.

“I don’t wanna,” he pouted.

“Mitch, I don’t want to be the mean girl who locked away your orgasms. That’s not what this is. I’m not depriving you, Mitch. We’re both doing this. Together. I set the timer, but you press confirm and lock it. You’re the one agreeing to stay locked until Friday. I need to know it’s your choice too, or I’m going to feel like a monster every time you give me the sad eyes this week. Which, knowing you, will be constantly.” She tapped the spot next to the button.

Mitch looked at the button. He thought about last Friday morning on the couch. He thought about his professor’s face. He thought about thirty thousand dollars a year.

He sighed.

“I’m already wearing the cage. May as well go all in…” he said.

He reached out and pressed the button.

The safe beeped twice. The lid sealed with a solid click, and the display began counting down. Ninety-one hours. Ninety hours, fifty-nine minutes.

They both stood there looking at it.

“Well,” Mitch said. “That’s that.”

“That’s that,” Avery said.

Then she stepped forward and hugged him. Not the panicked hallway hug from that morning. A real one, warm and easy, her cheek against his chest.

“We can do this. It’s only until Friday. Four days of studying, and then I am going to absolutely wreck you, in the best possible way,” she said.

“Promise?”

“Mitch.” She pulled back and grinned up at him. “I have been thinking about your cock nonstop since Sunday afternoon. By Friday, I’m going to be feral. Trust me, the promise keeps itself.”

His cock strained against the cage at that, and he winced. Avery saw the look on his face and laughed.

“Sorry, sorry. Less tempting. I’m working on it.” She grabbed her backpack off the chair and pulled out a textbook. “Now sit down and let’s start on chapter seven. We’ve got almost a hundred hours of enforced chastity and discipline, and we’re going to spend them becoming the two most hard-working students on campus.”


Chapter 7
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Tuesday morning, Mitch sat in the first row of his lecture hall with a notebook open in front of him. Actually open and being written in.

Something strange had been happening.

He could focus.

Normally, his mind drifted within the first two minutes of any class. He would think about Avery’s mouth, or her body in the shower, or the way she looked at him when she wanted him. Then he would spend the rest of the lecture half-hard and useless, counting the minutes until he could get home.

Not today. Today, when his brain tried to wander toward sex, it hit a wall. The wall was made of stainless steel and locked around his cock.

There was no point. He couldn’t jerk off. He couldn’t get a blowjob. He couldn’t even get hard. His brain had run the math. Sexual thoughts were a dead end, so it gave up on them and turned to the only thing left.

The lecture.

He took four pages of notes. He raised his hand and answered a question. The professor looked at him like she didn’t recognize him.

After class, he met Avery outside the library. She stood by the entrance with her backpack over one shoulder and a face mask hanging from her ear.

“You getting sick or something? The pandemic’s been over for a while,” Mitch said.

“Nope, not sick. The mask… helps me study. How was class?” she asked.

“Honestly? Weird. I paid attention the whole time. I think I learned things.”

“I’ve been doing well too. Look at us. Functioning students!”

“It’s like my brain has nowhere else to go. Usually I’d be thinking about you the whole time, but now there’s just nothing to think about. The cage shut that whole department down.”

Avery grinned. “Yay! That’s literally what it’s for. Come on, let’s go inside. I claimed us a table in the back corner.”

The table sat behind the reference section, away from the other students. They spread out their textbooks and notes. Avery sat across from him and pulled the face mask up over her mouth and nose. Then she dug into her backpack and pulled out the penis gag she had bought from Georgia.

“You know how much this helps me focus… this will be a mostly silent study session from me, okay?” She said.

Mitch watched her slip it under the mask and into her mouth. The mask hid it. To anyone walking by, she was just a girl being careful about germs.

She made a contented sound and settled into her chair.

Mitch lowered his voice. “Are you seriously doing that here?”

She nodded and opened her textbook.

“In the library.”

She gave him a thumbs-up and started highlighting a paragraph.

He stared at her. He could see her jaw working under the mask, sucking on the gag while she read. The little sounds were quiet, but he knew them. She made those sounds when she had his cock in her mouth and was settling in for a long session.

His cock stirred and pressed against the bars of the cage. He winced and forced his eyes down to his own textbook.

This was fine. This was totally fine.

He read the same sentence four times. Then he took a breath and made himself focus. After a few minutes, he did.

They studied for three hours straight. Mitch worked through two practice problem sets. Avery filled ten pages of her notebook with review notes, sucking on the gag the whole time.

Eventually, she pulled the mask down, discreetly slipped the gag out, and tucked it into a pouch in her backpack. She stretched her arms over her head and sighed.

“That was the best study session I’ve had all semester,” she said.

“You had a fake dick in your mouth the entire time.”

She tapped her pen against her notebook. “That’s why it was the best study session I’ve had all semester. I’m telling you, it works. My mouth is busy, my brain is calm. And with you locked up, I can sit across from you without climbing over the table. There’s nothing for me to get at. It’s like the temptation just doesn’t exist anymore.”

Mitch nodded. “That’s exactly how I feel in class. I didn’t realize how much of my day was just thinking about sex until it was physically impossible.”

“Right? We’re geniuses.”

He leaned back. “Although I’d like to point out a slight imbalance in this system.”

“Oh?”

“You can still masturbate. You can still cum. Whenever you want. I’m the only one actually locked up here.”

Avery grinned and shrugged at him. “If there were any practical way to lock my mouth away, we might have tried it. Thankfully, we found out that chastity cages exist. Your cock is so perfect for locking away. So cute and cozy inside its little home. Honestly, it fits in that cage so nicely.”

Mitch groaned and dropped his head onto his textbook. The argument was completely absurd, and he had already lost it, and the worst part was that some part of him didn’t actually want to win. The unfairness was started to do something for him.

“You’re the worst,” he said.

“I’m the best, and you know it. Now, we should get started on practice problems. Friday’s coming.”

Wednesday passed in a blur of classes and flashcards. Thursday too. They fell into a routine that would have been unrecognizable a week earlier. Classes in the morning, library in the afternoon, review at the kitchen table after dinner. Avery sucked on her gag. Mitch filled notebooks. The material that had seemed impossible a week ago started to make sense. By Thursday evening, Mitch worked through a whole practice test and got nearly every question right.

The test was tomorrow. For the first time in months, he felt ready for something.

His cock, on the other hand, felt ready to explode.

Thursday night, Mitch lay in bed staring at the ceiling. No orgasms and no erections this entire week. If he could just avoid getting aroused for a little bit longer, he’d get his reward from Avery tomorrow. Just a little bit longer…

Then he heard it. A soft moan, muffled through the wall.

Avery’s room was next to his. And Avery, as she had every night this week, was masturbating.

He heard the faint buzz of a vibrator. Another moan, longer this time. He lay there, throbbing in his cage, listening to her build toward an orgasm. She got there with a shaky little cry she tried unsuccessfully to muffle.

Then, after a minute of quiet, the buzzing started again.

His cock strained against the cage hard enough to hurt. Every other night, he had started to play rain noises to drown her out. Not tonight. He grabbed his phone off the nightstand.

You know I can hear you, right?

Three dots appeared. Then a laughing emoji.

Are you jealous? she wrote.

Yes. Obviously. You get to cum whenever you want. Three times tonight. I counted.

One of the perks of not being in a cage 😇

Are you doing this on purpose? Is this torture?

No! I’m just horny. BUT. I might be enjoying your frustration a little bit. It’s cute. Also I am SO looking forward to tomorrow night you have no idea.

Mitch stared at the screen. Before he could type a response, another message appeared.

Hey. Want to come join me?

Join you how? You know I’m locked. I literally can’t do anything.

Your mouth isn’t locked.

He stared at the message. Another one came through.

I’ve given you like a thousand blowjobs, but I think your mouth has been on my pussy for a total of ten minutes. Why not reverse roles for one night? Come make me cum with that mouth of yours.

Mitch was out of bed before he finished reading.

He pushed open her door. Avery lay on her bed, naked, her blonde hair spread across the pillow. The penis gag was in her mouth, and she sucked on it while her green eyes found him in the doorway.

She pulled the gag from her mouth and set it on the nightstand.

“Hello, handsome. That was fast,” she said.

“You made a compelling argument.”

She laughed and spread her legs, and Mitch’s brain emptied out. Her pussy was wet and flushed from an orgasm already.

She patted the mattress between her thighs. “Come here. Get to work.”

He knelt on the bed between her legs. This close, he could smell her. It was divine. His cock surged against the cage so hard he groaned. The pressure was brutal. The metal didn’t give a millimeter.

She propped herself up on her elbows. “You okay down there?”

“My dick is trying to break out of prison.”

She slid her fingers into his hair. “Aww. Poor thing. Tell it one more day. Now stop talking about your cock and eat my pussy.”

He leaned in and licked her.

She moaned, and her fingers tightened in his hair. He licked again, slower this time, the full length of her, then circled her clit. She tasted incredible. He’d gone down on her before. But it had always been a quick warm-up act, a stop on the way to receiving. It had never been the whole show.

Tonight it was the whole show. He took his time. He studied her reactions. She gasped when he flicked his tongue fast against the side of her clit. She moaned low when he sucked it between his lips. He found the pace that made her hips start to roll.

She let her head fall back. “Oh my god. Okay. Okay, you’re good at this. Why have we been wasting this?”

He moaned against her, and she whimpered.

His cock was rock hard, or at least it was trying to be. The cage held it completely compressed, throbbing with every heartbeat. He couldn’t touch it. He reached down once and felt nothing but smooth steel. He knew there would be no relief. No way to take the edge off. All he could do was pour the frustration into his tongue.

So he did.

Avery’s moans climbed. She ground against his face, riding his mouth, her thighs trembling on either side of his head.

She gasped. “Don’t stop. Right there. Right there, don’t you dare stop.”

He locked his lips around her clit and sucked, working his tongue fast and steady. Her back arched off the bed. Her fingers pulled his hair hard.

She came while moaning and screaming, loud and unrestrained, her whole body shaking against his mouth. He locked his arms around her legs, holding onto her tightly, and kept his tongue licking against her clit, giving her endless pleasure no matter how much she squirmed. Eventually, she moaned and pushed his head away with a laugh.

“Okay. Okay, stop, stop, too much.”

He sat back on his heels. His face was wet from his nose to his chin. His cock ached so badly behind the bars.

Avery lay there panting, one arm thrown over her eyes, a huge smile on her face.

“I think you gave me four? I couldn’t take any more. Incredible,” she said.

“Happy to help.”

She lifted her arm and looked at him, taking in his wet face.

“Look at you. Maybe you’ll develop an oral fixation next. Giving oral is pretty fucking amazing, isn’t it?”

“It was really hot. Like, way hotter than I expected,” he said.

She glanced down at his caged cock and winced. “Right? Of course, usually when I have you in my mouth, I’ve also got a vibrator pressed against my clit, so I’m getting the full experience. You’re doing it on hard mode. Very hard mode, apparently.”

“You have no idea.”

She smiled. “One more day. Less than that, really. Tomorrow night, that cage comes off, and I am going to absolutely destroy you. In a good way.”

“I’m holding you to that.”

She stretched out on the bed.

“For the record, I wouldn’t mind having you between my legs again sometime. You’ve got talent down there.”

“I think I would kind of love that. I feel pretty good right now, and I’m not sure why. Somehow I feel like your orgasms have tricked my brain into thinking that I got some kind of sexual relief,” Mitch said

“I like the sound of that. Now go to bed. We have a test tomorrow, and one of us needs to keep his scholarship.” She drank some water and covered herself in her blankets again.

Mitch said goodnight and went back to his bed. Her taste was still on his lips. Her scent was all over his face. His cock pressed against the steel, denied, with nowhere to go.

It was torture. It was also, somehow, the hottest week of his life.

One more day, he told himself. One more day.

Eventually, the ache faded enough for him to drift off.


Chapter 8
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Friday morning arrived. For the first time in months, Mitch woke up without dread.

He lay in bed for a moment, taking stock. Test day. The day that would decide whether he kept his scholarship or lost everything. A week ago, that thought would have terrified him. It still did to an extent, but he felt as ready as he would ever be.

He had studied more in the past five days than in the entire semester. Not because he had suddenly become a better person. Because the cage had given him no other choice. Every time his mind drifted toward sex, the cage stopped the thought, eventually. Studying was the only thing left to do, so he did it. Over and over again.

He showered, working around the cage with the efficiency he had built over the week. He barely noticed it anymore while getting ready. He only felt it when Avery walked past him in the kitchen wearing a tank top with no bra. He doubted he would ever get used to her sexy body. He was okay with that.

“Big day,” she said, handing him a coffee. “How do you feel?”

“Weirdly good,” he said. “Like, I actually know this material. All of it.”

“Same.” She bounced a little on her toes. “I went through random practice questions again this morning, and I didn’t miss a single one. Mitch, I think we’re actually going to pull this off.”

“Don’t jinx it.”

“I’m not jinxing it. I’m manifesting it.” She grabbed her bag. “Come on. Let’s go save our futures.”

They walked to campus together. Avery chattered the whole way, quizzing him on key concepts, and he answered every question without hesitating. By the time they reached the classroom, he felt something he hadn’t felt before an exam in a long time. Confidence.

Professor Hartman watched them both walk in.

After everyone got settled, she distributed the tests and whispered, “You look confident today, Mitch. I’m rooting for you!”

The test landed on his desk. He turned it over and read the first page.

He knew this. He actually knew this.

He picked up his pen and started working. Question after question, the answers came, pulled up from hours of library sessions and late-night review. His mind stayed clear the whole time. No drifting. No daydreams about Avery’s mouth. Just the test in front of him and a brain that, for once, was fully his own.

He worked through the final problem, checked his answers twice, and set down his pen. He glanced across the room at Avery. She was hunched over her own test, writing steadily, biting her lip in concentration. That cute set of lips that would soon be wrapped around him. As he watched, she finished her last page, sat back, and exhaled. She looked over at him and nodded, pleased.

They turned in their tests, then walked out of the building into the afternoon sun.

“Okay,” Avery said the second the doors closed behind them. “How did it go? Be honest.”

“Honestly? I think I killed it,” Mitch said. “Like, there were maybe two questions I wasn’t a hundred percent on. Everything else, I just knew.”

“Oh my god, same!” She grabbed his arm and shook it. “The essay question was literally one of the things we reviewed Wednesday night.”

Mitch looked at his phone.

“Checking the time for some reason?” she grinned. “Almost time, isn’t it?”

“Twenty-nine minutes,” he said. “I’ve had the countdown running in my head since Monday.”

“Then what are we still doing on campus?” She was already pulling him toward the street. “Walk faster.”

They speed-walked the whole way home. They burst into the apartment and dropped their bags by the door. They went straight to the kitchen counter where the timer safe sat. The display glowed with its countdown.

Eleven minutes.

“Eleven minutes,” Avery groaned.

“I can live with eleven minutes,” Mitch said. “Eleven minutes is way better than five days.”

“Eleven minutes is torture.” She leaned on the counter and stared at the safe. “Do you know what I’ve been thinking about all week? Every single night, while you listened to me through the wall like a little perv?”

“I wasn’t listening like a perv! The walls are thin, and you’re loud.”

“I was thinking about this,” she said, ignoring him. “About getting that key out and unlocking you and finally, finally having your cock in my mouth again. The gag is fine. The gag got me through. But it’s not the same, Mitch. It doesn’t twitch. It doesn’t get harder when I do something it likes. It doesn’t reward me with cum down my throat when I’m being such a good girl.”

Mitch’s cock surged against the cage so hard he had to grip the counter. “You cannot say stuff like that with nine minutes left on the clock.”

“Eight and a half.” She grinned at him. “Is it bad in there right now?”

“It’s been bad in there all week, but this is a whole new level.”

She laughed and pushed herself off the counter. “Take the safe. Go sit on the couch. Get comfortable. I want everything ready the second that thing opens.”

He went to the couch. She disappeared into her room and came back a few minutes later with her vibrator. She set it on the coffee table. Then she sat down next to the safe and watched the numbers tick down.

“Five minutes,” she said.

“You don’t have to call out every minute.”

“Four fifty-nine. Four fifty-eight.”

“Avery.”

“I’m hungry, okay?” She looked over at him. “I have been thinking about this for five days.”

Mitch lay back against the couch cushions and tried to breathe normally. It didn’t work. Inside the cage, his cock kept trying to harden and kept getting stopped. The pressure built into a deep ache that left his whole body restless.

“One minute,” Avery said.

Neither of them spoke after that. They both just watched the display. Forty seconds. Twenty. Ten.

The safe beeped. The lock clicked.

Avery had the door open before the sound finished. She lifted the key out and held it up. For a second she just looked at it, this tiny piece of metal that had run both their lives all week.

“Hi, beautiful,” she said to the key. Then she was kneeling between his legs. “Why are your pants still on?”

He shoved his pants and boxers down. The cage came into view, the steel snug around his swollen flesh. Avery slid the key into the lock, and the lock clicked open.

She eased the tube off his penis, and then the ring from around his balls, being careful with the sensitive skin, and set the cage on the coffee table. Mitch moaned. The feeling of her hands brushing against his bare cock was the first real sensation he had felt in five days. It was almost too much on its own.

Then he started to get hard, fully hard, for the first time all week. It was like his cock knew it had permission again. He felt every millimeter of it. His cock rose and swelled with nothing stopping it, stretching into a full erection that throbbed with his heartbeat. He groaned just from that.

Avery stared at it. Her lips were parted.

“There he is,” she breathed. “God, I missed you.”

“Are you talking to me or my dick?”

“Don’t interrupt our reunion.”

She grabbed the vibrator off the table and slid it inside of her panties, pressing it against her pussy. Then she took him into her mouth in one long, slow descent.

Mitch’s vision went white at the edges. He cried out. His hands flew to the couch cushions and gripped hard. Her mouth was warm and wet and moving. After five days of nothing, every nerve in his cock fired at once.

Avery moaned around him, a deep, happy sound that vibrated up his entire length. She wasn’t teasing yet. She was just savoring, her tongue sliding along the underside, her lips sealed tight. She took him deeper with every bob of her head.

“Avery,” he gasped. “Holy shit. Holy shit, I’m not going to last. I’m serious, I’m already close.”

She pulled off him with a wet sound and looked up. Her hand wrapped around his shaft to hold him steady.

“Oh, I know you’re close. But I waited five days for this cock. I’m not letting it be over in ninety seconds.”

“I don’t think I can hold out much longer.”

“Let me worry about that. I’m going to take such good care of you.” She kissed the tip, soft and light.

She took him back into her mouth and worked him with everything she had. Her tongue swirled. Her cheeks hollowed. Her head moved exactly the way she knew would destroy him. The pressure built fast, deep in his core. Just as he tensed, she stopped. Completely. Mouth off, hand loose around the base, holding him at the edge while his cock jerked and strained at empty air.

“No, no, no,” Mitch groaned. “Why?”

“Because I can. And because you taste even better when you’re desperate. Be a good boy for me and take your pleasure.” The vibrator buzzed between her legs, her thighs squeezing together.

She brought him to the edge again. And again. She knew his body too well. Every tell, every change in his breathing, the exact moment his thighs started to tremble. Each time she stopped just short. Each time the pressure faded and rebuilt stronger than before. By the fourth time, he was sweating, his hips rising off the couch, chasing her mouth whenever she pulled away.

“Avery, please. I can’t take it. Five days. Please let me cum,” he begged.

She looked up at him from between his legs, his cock resting against her lips. The vibrator buzzed louder as she turned it up with her free hand. She was close too. He could see it in the flush across her chest and hear it in her ragged breathing.

“Since you asked so nicely, and I can’t wait much longer myself,” she said.

She took him deep. Deeper than she had all night, her lips sliding down until she had nearly all of him. She moaned around him, long and loud, as the vibrator pushed her toward her own orgasm.

Within seconds, his whole body felt a tremendous release. The orgasm was stronger than anything he had ever felt. His whole body locked up and he shouted as he erupted into her mouth. The first pulse was enormous. So was the second. And the third. A full week of denial poured out of him in wave after wave, far beyond anything his body had ever produced.

Avery made a startled sound around him. Then she moaned and swallowed. And swallowed again. There was so much that she couldn’t keep up. Cum spilled from the corners of her mouth and ran down her chin even as she worked to take it all.

At the same moment, she came. She cried out around his cock, the sound muffled and desperate. Her body shook. Her hips ground down against the vibrator. The vibration of her moan against his pulsing cock made him cum even harder. Another pulse went through him when he thought he was finished.

She kept her mouth on him through all of it, sucking gently, milking out every last drop. She refused to waste a single one. When the pulses finally slowed and stopped, she eased off him with care. She knew how sensitive he would be.

She sat back on her heels, breathing hard. She wiped a little bit of cum from her chin with her thumb and licked it clean.

“Mitch, that was insane. I have never seen you cum that much. I have never seen anyone cum that much. I genuinely couldn’t keep up,” she said.

Mitch tried to answer. What came out was closer to a wheeze. He tried again.

“Best… orgasm…” was all he could manage to mutter.

“You almost drowned me, is what you did.” She climbed up onto the couch and flopped against him, grinning. “Five days of buildup. That was all just sitting in there waiting for me.”

“It was worth it,” he said as he was recovering. He was surprised to find he meant it. “That was the best orgasm of my entire life. It’s not even close.”

“Mine too, and I didn’t even have to be denied.” She curled into his side, her head on his chest. “I came so hard I think I scared the neighbors.”

“The neighbors are used to you.”

She laughed, then yawned.

“We took our test,” she mumbled against his chest. “We got your dick back. Good day.”

“Great day,” Mitch agreed.

He meant to say something else, something about checking when grades would be posted. But his eyes were already closing. Avery’s breathing had gone slow and even against him. Within a minute, his followed.

They fell asleep tangled together on the couch. The open cage sat on the coffee table.


Chapter 9
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Mitch woke up to the weight of Avery’s leg draped over his. They were still tangled together on the couch, the afternoon light slanting through the blinds. His whole body felt loose and warm.

Avery stirred beside him and yawned. She reached for her phone on the coffee table without looking.

“What time is it?” Mitch asked.

“Like five thirty. We were out for about an hour.” She squinted at her screen. Then she bolted upright so fast her elbow caught him in the ribs.

“Ow. What?”

“Grades are up. She posted the test grades. Oh my god, she posted the grades,” she said.

The warm haze evaporated. He dug his phone out from between the couch cushions and fumbled with the login screen. His fingers wouldn’t cooperate. He typed his password wrong twice.

“Come on, come on,” he said.

Beside him, Avery held her breath, thumb hovering over her screen.

“On three?” she asked.

“On three.”

“One. Two. Three.”

Mitch tapped. The page loaded. He stared at the screen.

There it was. A letter, sitting next to the test entry, plain as anything.

“A. I got an A,” he said.

Avery screamed right next to his ear, and then she was bouncing on the couch cushions like a kid.

“Me too! I got an A too! Mitch! We both got As!”

He was still staring at the phone like it might change if he looked away. “I got an A. I was failing two weeks ago. I was literally failing.”

“Your scholarship is safe!”

“My scholarship is safe.” The words finally sank in, and the dread he’d been carrying for weeks let go. Thirty thousand dollars a year. His entire college career. All of it had been hanging over a cliff, and now it was fine. “Holy shit. It’s actually safe. For now.”

Avery threw her hand up, and he high-fived her. Then she grabbed him and hugged him so hard he fell sideways into the armrest. She laughed into his shoulder.

“My parents will never know. They’ll never know how close I came to failing a class!”

Mitch flopped back against the cushions and let out a long breath.

He said, “You know what’s crazy? It worked. Like, it really worked. I sat down for that test, and I just knew things. I’d read the chapters. I’d done the practice problems. I’ve never walked into a test feeling like that in my life.”

Avery tucked her legs underneath her and faced him. “Because you had nothing else to do. That was the whole point. No options. Your brain couldn’t wander off to sex because sex wasn’t on the menu. Best money we ever spent!”

“You mean best money I ever spent,” Mitch said.

“Investment in your scholarship.” She waved him off. “Honestly, it worked better than I thought it would. I figured you’d be a whiny mess all week. And you were, a little, but you also studied like a machine.”

“I didn’t have a choice.”

“Exactly. That’s the magic.” She grinned at him. “And can we talk about today? Because I need to talk about today.”

Mitch’s face went red. “What about today?”

“Mitch. Your orgasm.” She held her hands apart like a fisherman describing a catch. “I have given you, conservatively, a few hundred blowjobs. I have never seen anything like that. I couldn’t even keep up. I never realized how much it would turn me on to swallow a load that big.”

“It was the most intense orgasm of my life. I’m not even going to pretend otherwise. I saw colors. I think I left my body for a second,” Mitch said.

“You made this noise I’ve never heard you make.”

“I don’t want to know.”

Avery laughed and stretched her arms over her head. “So here’s the thing, though. The denial didn’t just fix our grades. It made the sex better. Like, way better. That’s two wins. That’s a perfect record for the cage.”

“You sound like Georgia.”

“Georgia knew what she was talking about! That woman is a visionary.” She paused and smiled. “Hey, question. If the professor ever pulls you aside and asks how you turned your study habits around so fast, what are you going to tell her?”

“I’m going to say I buckled down and applied myself.”

“You’re not going to mention the little metal cage your roommate locked your dick in?”

“Absolutely not.”

“Not even a hint? ‘Well, Professor, the secret to my academic success is that my penis was in jail.’”

“I would rather lose the scholarship.”

Avery giggled and fell sideways against the armrest. Mitch shook his head, but he was smiling. The relief hadn’t worn off, and her laugh was contagious.

They sat in comfortable silence for a minute. Mitch knew the question was coming before she asked it.

“So, what does your week look like? Next week, I mean,” she said.

Mitch eyed her. “Why?”

“Just asking. Roommate to roommate. Keyholder to… whatever you are now.”

He sighed. “Why do I feel like I’m testifying against myself? Test Wednesday. Statistics. And the marketing project is due Friday.”

“Mm.” Avery nodded, like she was reviewing a calendar in her head. Then she leaned over the side of the couch and picked something up off the coffee table.

The cage. Polished steel, sitting in her palm.

“You,” she said, “are going to get such good grades next week.”

Mitch groaned and dropped his head back against the cushions. “Avery.”

“What? I’m just saying. Test Wednesday. Project Friday. That’s a high-stakes week. That’s a cage week if I’ve ever heard one.”

“I just got out. I’ve been free for like three hours.”

“And what a beautiful three hours they’ve been.” She turned the cage over in her hands, admiring it. “Okay. Let’s negotiate. How many orgasms do you think you should get this weekend before you go back in?”

Mitch sat up. This felt like a trap, but his body answered before his brain could weigh in.

“Fifty. Minimum. I have a week of backlog. I have a deficit. I’m owed,” he said.

Avery burst out laughing. “Fifty! You’d be a husk by Sunday.”

“What a way to go, though.”

She held up a finger. “Counteroffer. And this is a good deal, so listen. One more orgasm right now. To celebrate the As.”

“At least two. No, three!” Mitch countered.

“Let me finish. One more orgasm now. Then we both put in real work this weekend. As students, we have to use our weekends productively too. It can’t be full weekends of fucking anymore. At least not with so much coming up next week.”

She continued, “You start on the project, I catch up on my reading, we’re actual functioning students. And if we’re productive, if we genuinely get things done, then Sunday night you get one more session before lockup. Let’s say three hours, as many orgasms as you can manage. The full treatment. Then the cage goes on, the key goes in the safe, and you come out Friday after your project is turned in.”

Mitch stared at her. “Fuck… Your blowjobs may just be worth all this frustration. Your mouth in exchange for another whole week of denial.”

“One more amazing orgasm right now. Then three full hours of blowjobs on Sunday. Premium orgasms. All-You-Can-Cum blowjob buffet.”

“I can’t believe you’re actually convincing me,” Mitch said.

“I’m a genius, and you know it.” She dangled the cage from one finger and swung it back and forth. “Think about it. Think about how you felt walking into that test today. Calm. Prepared. Smart… Locked-in. When have you ever felt like that?”

He didn’t answer. He didn’t have to. They both knew the answer was never.

She said, “And think about how you felt this afternoon. On this couch. When I finally let you cum after a week of waiting. Be honest. Was any orgasm in your entire life even close to that one?”

“No,” Mitch said.

She nodded. “No. So here’s the math. Old way, you cum five times a day for the rest of the semester, but then you fail out of college. New way, you cum when you’ve earned it, get straight As, keep your scholarship, and every single orgasm feels like the best one of your life. Which one of those sounds like the better deal?”

Mitch looked at the cage swinging from her finger. He looked at her face, certain and unashamed. He thought about the test, about the clean, clear feeling of actually knowing the answers. He thought about this afternoon, about coming so hard his vision went white.

“How about this. I won’t let you taste my pussy again unless you’re locked up. And you know how good I taste. You remember how much you enjoyed being between my legs.”

He thought about her wet pussy. He wanted it again. Needed it. As much as his next orgasm. “Deal.”

Avery broke into a grin. “Good boy.”

“Maybe I can eat you out after this next orgasm?” Mitch asked.

“I’d love that.” She set the cage down on the coffee table, positioning it so it faced him, like it was watching. “You’re making the right choice, you know. Future you is going to thank present you. Future you is going to have a degree and the world’s most powerful orgasms.”

“Future me better appreciate this.”

“Oh, he will.” She slid off the couch and settled onto her knees between his legs. She looked up at him, hands resting on his thighs. “And present you gets a reward right now. For the A. And for being so reasonable in negotiations.”

“You edged me into agreeing to chastity in the first place. None of our negotiations have ever been fair.”

“And yet here you are with an A and a scholarship.” She wrapped her fingers around his cock, which was already hardening in her grip. She gave him one slow stroke and smiled. “Face it, Mitch. This is your life now. Locked up all week, studying hard, getting good grades. And then me, right here, every Friday, making it all worth it.”

Mitch looked down at her. Her green eyes were fixed on him, her lips already parted, the key’s chain still hanging around her neck. He searched himself for an objection. He didn’t have one.

“Besides, if we need to alter your chastity schedule in the future, we can always modify things,” Avery said.

“Oh, like more releases if I get too frustrated?” Mitch asked.

“Honestly, I was thinking the other way around…”

“Avery!” Mitch objected to the thought of having even fewer orgasms than now.

Then she lowered her head and took him into her mouth, and Mitch closed his eyes and stopped thinking about anything at all

Controlled releases. Forced focus. The best orgasms of his life. And a cock-hungry best friend who held the key.

Avery moaned around him, content, like she was exactly where she wanted to be.

His new life, Mitch decided, could be a whole lot worse.
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