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The snow fell thick and heavy outside Mark’s bedroom window, blanketing the city in white. The weather forecast had called it a major winter storm, which was just fine for Mark. He didn’t want to be anywhere else but his bedroom tonight.

Mark sat on the edge of his bed, his eyes fixed on the glowing display of his electronic safe sitting on his dresser. The timer on his app showed 3:47. Less than four minutes until his week-long experiment ended.

His cock ached inside the stainless steel cage, the pressure emphasizing how far he’d pushed himself this time. Seven full days. He’d never made it past twenty-four hours before, always giving in to desperation and simply unlocking himself with the key. But not this week. He’d bought an actual electronic safe controlled by a phone app, with the timer set and locked into place, removing the option of early release entirely.

The cage felt smaller now than it had on day one. Or maybe that was just his imagination, his body’s way of emphasizing how badly it wanted freedom. Either way, every shift of his body sent a fresh pulse of awareness through him.

Mark thought about what he’d do the moment that safe clicked open. Grab the key, unlock the cage, and turn on his favorite videos. His cock would be hard in seconds, that much was certain. The plan was to try not to cum immediately. After a full week of denial, the sensations deserved to be savored.

His mind drifted briefly to Claire. His roommate of three months. She was very sexy, with dark hair and a pretty smile that always made him feel a little flustered. He’d thought about asking her out more than once, but he could never work up the nerve. Besides, she was his roommate, and that was never a good idea, right?

Luckily, she’d texted earlier saying she’d be staying with friends tonight, leaving directly from work to try and beat the winter storm. That meant he had the whole apartment to himself, which was perfect. He could make as much noise as he wanted when he finally got to release all this pent-up frustration.

The timer showed 1:23. Mark leaned forward, watching each second tick away. So close now.

0:47. He reached for the safe door, ready to pull it open the instant the lock released. His fingers hovered just above the cold metal surface.

0:12. 0:11. 0:10.

The lights went out.

The safe’s display went dark. The hum of the refrigerator in the kitchen fell silent. The subtle whir of his computer fans stopped. Every electronic device in the apartment died at once.

“No.” He kept staring at it. “No, no, no, no…”

He pressed the power button. Nothing happened. He pressed it again, harder. The safe plugged into the wall, but surely there was a battery back up, right? He opened the app and saw that the safe was no longer detected. The timer would simply be paused at ten seconds until it could be reconnected. He cursed.

This wasn’t happening. This couldn’t be happening. Not now. Not with seconds left on the timer.

Maybe it was just the circuit breaker. He stumbled through the dark apartment with the light on his phone and made his way to the utility closet, and all the breakers looked in position. He switched a few on and off anyway. Nothing.

He made his way to the living room window and pulled back the curtain. The entire neighborhood was dark. Every house on the street sat in complete blackness. The streetlights were out. Even the glow from the shopping center a few blocks away had vanished. The only light came from the moon reflecting off the snow that had been falling all evening.

“Fuck!” He opened his phone. There were weather alerts he hadn’t noticed. He knew it was a major winter storm, but now there were reports of widespread power outages across the region. He checked his power company’s site. Estimated restoration time: 18-24 hours.

He went back to his bedroom and sat on his bed, staring at the useless safe. His cock throbbed in its cage, completely indifferent to the power grid’s failure. If the power was still on, he’d probably have hit the edge twice already. He’d be right there on the brink, stroking himself through those final desperate minutes, ready to cum any second now.

Reluctant acceptance settled over him. There was nothing he could do. The safe was secure, and he was stuck in the cage for however long it took the power company to fix whatever had gone wrong. And despite the genuine frustration, he felt a pulse of arousal at his predicament. This was different from choosing to lock himself up. He couldn’t touch his cock, and it wasn’t from his own choice.

Mark moved to the living room and lay back on the couch, listening to the wind howl against the windows. The storm showed no signs of letting up.

* * *

Mark had his pants pushed down around his thighs, phone in one hand, while the other traced along the metal bars of his cage. The porn playing on the small screen wasn’t helping his situation, but he couldn’t seem to stop watching. When he heard the key in the lock, he scrambled to yank his pants back up.

The front door opened a moment later. Claire stumbled inside, snow clinging to her dark hair and the shoulders of her coat.

“Oh my god, the roads are insane,” she said, kicking the door shut behind her. “I almost slid into a ditch like, twice. Sarah’s place is fifteen minutes away, and it took me forty-five just to realize I wasn’t gonna make it.”

Mark sat up on the couch. “Shit, are you okay?”

“Yeah, just frozen.” She shook snow from her hair and peeled off her coat. “So much for movie night with the girls. Is the power out everywhere?”

“Whole neighborhood, at least. They’re saying 18 to 24 hours.”

Claire groaned. “Perfect. Just… perfect.” She disappeared into her room and emerged a few minutes later wearing comfortable sweatpants and an oversized sweater. “Please tell me we have candles somewhere?”

They gathered candles from various drawers and cabinets, setting them around the living room.

“Okay, we should just camp out here,” Claire said, arranging herself on one end of the couch. “It’s the warmest spot, and there’s no point sitting in separate cold rooms, right?”

Mark nodded, trying to seem casual about the suggestion. After an hour of watching porn in his cage, he was more than happy to distract himself with Claire. “Yeah. Makes sense.”

They arranged themselves on the sofa, blankets pulled up, their bodies angled toward each other. The conversation started with complaints about the weather, about their jobs, and about the landlord’s failure to properly insulate the windows.

Then it drifted into actual substance.

Mark found himself genuinely enjoying talking to her. In three months as roommates, they’d never spent this much uninterrupted time together. Their schedules rarely aligned. They’d exchange pleasantries in the kitchen, wave at each other in passing, but nothing like this.

He hadn’t expected to like her this much. Three months of polite distance, and now he was discovering someone he actually wanted to know better. The timing couldn’t be worse. Every moment of connection only reminded him of what he couldn’t do with her.

She was funnier than he’d realized. More insightful. She asked questions that made him think, and actually listened to his answers.

The conversation continued to deepen. Claire opened up about her recent breakup. A month ago now, she said. Mark noticed the slight tension in her shoulders, the way she looked past him rather than at him as she spoke.

“He was selfish,” she said. “In like, every way. But especially in bed.”

Mark raised his eyebrows. “What do you mean?”

“He never cared about my pleasure. It was always about him. What he wanted. When he wanted it. I was just… there to provide it.”

“That sounds awful.”

“It was.” She looked at him. “But the worst part? It wasn’t just him. Every guy I’ve been with has been the same way. After a while, you start to think maybe that’s just how men are.”

Mark was angry on her behalf. “You deserved so much better than that. All of them should have treated you better.”

Claire looked at him for a long moment. “It’s been a month since the breakup. Haven’t really wanted to be around anyone since.” She paused. “Until tonight, I guess.”

She put her hand on top of his.

“We should stay close,” she said. “For warmth.”

The invitation was unmistakable. She leaned toward him. Candlelight moved across her face.

Mark’s cock strained painfully against the cage. He wanted this. Wanted her. So badly it hurt. Every nerve in his body screamed at him to close the distance, to make out with her.

But if he did, her hand would slide down his chest. Her fingers would reach his waistband. And then she would feel metal where there should have been dick. She would pull back, confused. She would ask what it was. And he would have to explain. He would have to tell her everything. She would look at him differently after that. With confusion, or judgement. She might laugh and tell everyone she knew about her pervert roommate. He just couldn’t risk it.

“I’m, um- I’m pretty tired,” he said, forcing the words out. “The cold is making me sleepy, I think.”

He pulled away, shifting toward the arm of the sofa.

Claire looked disappointed. For just a moment, the hurt from rejection was obvious. Then she pulled back, sighing.

“It’s okay. I get it. It’s probably better we don’t do anything anyway, right?” she sighed. “I’m going to try to get some sleep.”

She gathered her blanket and stood, moving toward her room. At the doorway, she paused.

“Goodnight,” she said.

Then she was gone.

Mark watched the empty doorway, hating himself. He’d finally had a chance with someone he genuinely liked, and he’d thrown it away because of a metal cage locked around his cock.

* * *

An hour later, Mark was lying in his bed, wide awake. It was only eight pm, but without lights, it felt much later. The apartment had grown colder without the heating.

He stared at the ceiling, replaying the evening. Claire had wanted him. Actually wanted him. She’d leaned in with clear intention, her eyes dropping to his lips. And he’d pushed her away.

Because of his dumb chastity fetish. Because he was too much of a coward to be honest.

The cage was supposed to be about denial, about building anticipation for eventual release. It was a kink, a game he played with himself. Instead, it was keeping him literally chaste from a genuine opportunity with a woman he genuinely liked.

He could have explained, maybe. Could have told her the truth. But the thought of her reaction made his stomach clench. Would she be disgusted? Confused? Would she laugh at him?

A soft knock at his door interrupted his spiraling thoughts.

Mark sat up, pulling the blanket higher over his lap even though the door was still closed.

The door cracked open slowly. Claire’s face appeared in the gap.

“Hey. So… my room is already freezing,” she said. “Like, I can see my breath. Is yours any better?”

Mark looked around. “I mean, not great. But maybe slightly less arctic?”

She opened the door wider. She was wrapped in a blanket, and even from across the room, he could see her shivering.

“Okay, look,” she said, “I know I was flirting earlier. I’m not trying to be weird about it, I promise. But I think I need to share the bed with you. Body heat. Otherwise, I’m going to freeze in there.”

Mark hesitated for just a moment, then pulled back his covers. “Yeah, of course. Come on.”

Claire climbed into his bed, and they arranged the blankets together, creating a layered barrier against the cold. The bed wasn’t large, and the limited space forced them close. Her body radiated warmth against his side.

Mark angled his hips away carefully, ensuring the cage stayed hidden.

Neither spoke for a while. The storm howled outside, wind rattling the windows. Slowly, warmth built between them. Claire stopped shivering. Her body relaxed against his.

“God, this is so much better,” she said. “Thank you.”

“Yeah, of course.”

They lay in silence for a while, and Mark could feel every point where their bodies touched. Her shoulder against his arm. Her hip near his thigh. The warmth of her through the thin fabric of their pajamas.

Claire shifted closer, her head settling near his shoulder. “I really liked talking with you earlier,” she said quietly. “Before the weird ending part, I mean. You’re easy to talk to.”

“Guess it took a power outage to actually make us hang out.”

Claire laughed. “I was thinking about you. In my room, before the cold got too bad. I feel safe with you. Which is… I don’t know.”

She paused for a moment.

“I guess what I’m saying is that I’m glad the power went out,” she added quietly.

Claire’s hand found his arm in the darkness. Her fingers trailed slowly upward, exploring his body. Her palm slid over his shoulder, then up the side of his neck. Mark held his breath. Her fingertips traced along his jaw, and he leaned into the contact without thinking.

“Is this okay?” she whispered.

“Yeah,” he managed. “More than okay.”

Her thumb brushed across his cheek. He forced himself to forget the cage. This was more important right now. He turned his face toward her touch, and then he kissed her.

Her lips were soft against his. Claire responded immediately, her mouth opening to him. Her hand came up to cup his jaw, pulling him closer.

The kiss deepened. Her fingers tangled in his hair. His palm pressed the small of her back, pulling her against him. Heat built between them despite the cold room.

Mark pulled her closer without thinking, lost in the feel of her body against his. He’d been aching for this, dreaming about it. The reality was better than anything he’d imagined.

And then the cage pressed unmistakably against her hip. He froze.

Before he could react, her fingers left his hair and traced downward, following the curve of his side, moving toward his waist.

Her fingertips found the outline through his pajama bottoms. They traced the curved shape of the metal, the hard edges, the lock at the base.

Mark froze completely. This was it. The moment everything fell apart.

“What… is that?” Claire asked.

Her tone was curious rather than judgmental. Her hand continued its gentle exploration, mapping the cage’s contours through the fabric.

Mark couldn’t speak. His mouth opened, but no words came out. His mind raced through possible explanations, possible lies, but nothing coherent formed.

“Mark?” She pulled back slightly to look at his face. “What am I feeling?”

He closed his eyes. There was no point lying. She knew something was there. Any story he invented would fall apart the moment she saw it.

“It’s a… it’s a chastity cage,” he managed.

He had never said them out loud to another person before. The secret kink he’d carried for years was suddenly real in a way it hadn’t been when it was just his. He felt exposed in a way that had nothing to do with the cage itself.

“Okay.” Claire’s voice was careful, neutral. “What does it do?”

Mark took a breath. Then another. If he was going to tell her, he might as well tell her everything. There was no point in being shy now.

“It’s… a cage. That goes around my cock.” He swallowed. “It’s locked. With a padlock. And the key is in an electronic safe in my room…”

He paused, forcing himself to continue.

“The safe is controlled with an app, which I set for a week. It was my first time going longer than a day. It’s kind of fun to be horny and aroused, and not be able to do anything about it. Orgasm denial is like a kink of mine, and the cage accomplishes that really well…”

Claire was silent.

“But then the power went out,” he continued. “The safe’s all electronic, plugged into the wall. Won’t open without power. I would have taken it off earlier when we were together in the living room, but I’m literally locked in it until the power comes back on. "

She took a moment to digest all of this new information. Mark was nervous at her reaction.

“Wait, did you say you’ve been locked up for a week?”

“Yeah…”

More silence. Mark braced himself for her reaction. Disgust. Mockery. The sound of her leaving. Any moment now, she would pull away, would look at him with that expression he’d been dreading, and everything would be ruined.

“That’s… really fucking hot,” Claire said.

Mark’s eyes opened wide. “What?”

“I said that’s really fucking hot. You’ve been locked up for a week. Unable to touch yourself. Unable to cum. And now you’re here with me, wanting me, and you still can’t do anything about it.”

Her fingers moved deliberately over the cage’s shape through his pajamas.

“Yeah,” she breathed. “I’ve never heard of this before, but it’s really doing something for me.”

Relief hit him so hard he almost laughed.

“You’re… you’re serious?” he asked. He needed to hear it again.

“Completely.”

He lay there in the darkness, trying to make sense of what was happening. He had spent years hiding this part of himself, convinced that anyone who found out would see him as broken or weird or pathetic. And here was Claire, knowing everything, and wanting him more because of it.

He pulled her back to him and kissed her again, harder this time. She kissed him back hard, her body pressing against his.

Claire moved, swinging her leg over his hips and straddling him. She settled her weight over his caged cock, and he groaned from the sensation. Pleasure and frustration mixed together as the metal pressed against her.

She ground down against the cage, experimenting. “Does that feel good?”

“It’s torture,” he admitted. “The good kind.”

She laughed and did it again.

They started to take off their clothes, suddenly too warm despite the cold apartment. Her sweater went first, pulled over her head, and was tossed aside. His shirt followed. Their pajama pants got kicked away somewhere at the foot of the bed. They wrapped the blanket on top of themselves.

Mark ran his hands over her body, tracing the muscles of her thighs, the curve of her waist. She was gorgeous. Athletic and toned from her running.

“God, you’re so fucking sexy,” he said.

“You’re not so bad yourself.” She grinned down at him. “Even with the hardware.”

He laughed. Actually laughed, some of the tension breaking. This was really happening. She knew his secret, and she wanted him anyway.

“I want to go down on you,” he said. “Can I?”

Claire froze. The confidence she had vanished.

“You don’t have to do that.”

“I know. I want to.”

“It’s just… I take a long time. Like, forever. My exes always made it weird. They’d do, like, the bare minimum and then be like ‘so can I get a blowjob?’ or just want to skip to fucking.”

“Sounds like they sucked.”

“I mean, yeah.” She shrugged and remained silent. He could feel her pulling away emotionally.

“Hey, no pressure if you don’t want me to, okay?” He met her eyes. “But I think at least one of us should get to feel good tonight. And I really, really think it’d be hot to eat you out right now.”

She hesitated for a long moment. Her hands fidgeted with the edge of the blanket.

“Okay,” she said quietly. “But don’t say I didn’t warn you.”

He slid down her body, repositioning himself between her legs.

* * *

Mark kissed his way along her inner thigh. Claire was tense beneath him, her muscles rigid with anticipation. Or maybe apprehension.

His caged cock throbbed with desperation. He ignored it, focusing entirely on her.

His first touch was gentle. Just a soft kiss against her cotton underwear, right over her pussy. She jumped slightly at the contact.

“Can I take these off?”

“Yeah. Yeah, okay.”

He hooked his fingers in the waistband and slid the fabric down her legs. She was exposed now, open to him, and even in the darkness, he could see she was wet.

He groaned at the sight. He wanted to devour her.

But he started slow. A kiss against her outer lips. Then another. His breath warmed her skin, building anticipation before he’d even properly touched her.

When his tongue finally made contact, Claire moaned.

He worked slowly, exploring her with gentle licks. She was already wet, and he groaned at the taste of her.

Claire stayed still as he worked. Almost rigid. After a few minutes, she spoke.

“Sorry, I’m… I’m taking so long.”

Mark lifted his head. “It’s been like three minutes.”

“I know, I just… I don’t want you to get bored.”

He looked up at her face, barely visible from the moonlight coming in through the window.

“Claire. We have all night. Power’s still out. I’m still locked up.” He pressed a kiss to her inner thigh. “Tonight is all about giving you pleasure. Nothing to distract us.”

Then he returned to his task.

He focused on learning what she liked. He paid attention to her responses, the small movements of her hips. He adjusted his technique based on what made her react.

Slow circles around her clit. Not direct contact, not yet. Building sensation gradually.

She apologized again a while later. “Is your jaw getting tired? You can stop if you want.”

“There’s no place I’d rather be right now,” he said against her pussy.

Claire tried to relax and enjoy the moment, but she still wasn’t completely settled.

“My ex used to sigh when he did this,” Claire said quietly. “Like, actually sigh. He would literally look at his phone to see how long it had been.”

Mark paused just long enough to speak. “I think I know why he did that.”

She tensed slightly. “Why?”

“Because he was a fucking idiot.”

Claire laughed. A real laugh, surprised and genuine. Some of the tension left her body.

Mark increased the pressure slightly. His tongue found her clit directly now, circling it with steady, patient attention. He wasn’t rushing. He wasn’t going to rush. If it took an hour, he’d spend an hour. If it took two, he’d spend two.

Gradually, her apologizing stopped. Her hand came to rest on his head. Not pushing, just resting there. Then her fingers tangled in his hair, guiding him slightly.

“A little to the left,” she breathed. “There. Right there.”

He obeyed, focusing on the new spot.

“How does the cage feel right now?” she asked. Her voice was breathless.

His cock was straining against the metal, harder than it had ever been. Every pulse of arousal had nowhere to go. The cage contained it, compressed it, turned it back on itself.

“Honestly? It’s incredible,” he said against her skin. “Eating you out like this, feeling how wet you are, hearing those little sounds you make. I’ve never been hornier in my entire life. If I were free right now? I’d cum from a single touch.”

Her hips shifted against his mouth. She ground down slightly, unconsciously.

“God, that’s so hot,” she said. “You’re down there making me feel so good, and you’re just… trapped. Desperate.”

“Extremely desperate.”

“Keep going.”

He kept going.

Her breathing grew heavier. Small, surprised sounds escaped her, like she hadn’t expected to get this close. Her thighs tensed around his head.

Mark felt her orgasm building. It was slow, fighting against years of conditioning. Years of being told she took too long, of learning to give up, to fake it, to just let him stop.

He kept working, steady and patient, showing her with every movement of his tongue that he wasn’t going anywhere. That he wanted to be here, wanted to give her this.

“Oh god,” she breathed.

Her thighs trembled. Her hand tightened in his hair.

“Don’t stop. Please don’t stop.”

He didn’t stop. He maintained exactly the same rhythm, the same pressure, letting the sensation build without chasing it.

“I’m close,” she whispered. “I’m actually close. This is actually happening.”

Her voice cracked on the last word. Mark could feel her hovering at the edge, her body fighting between trust and the instinct to protect herself from disappointment.

“Please please please don’t stop, I’m so close, I’m actually so close, please…”

When she finally came, her whole body trembled. Her back arched off the mattress. She cried out, the sound raw and unrestrained, and Mark kept going through every wave of it.

He gentled his touch as she came down, pressing soft kisses against her. She was still trembling, little aftershocks rippling through her.

Claire pulled at his hair, urging him up. He crawled up her body until they were face to face. Her hands were shaking as she cupped his cheeks.

“You just made me cum,” she said. Her voice was full of wonder. “Like that. From oral. I haven’t… I haven’t cum from oral… ever.”

“You deserved every second of that.”

“I really did. I just…” She laughed, a little watery. “I didn’t believe it could happen.”

She reached down to his caged cock again. He throbbed inside the cage against her touch.

“God, I feel so bad for you,” she said. “You gave me all that, and you can’t get anything tonight.”

Mark considered his situation. His cock was aching. His balls were heavy with a week of denied release. The cage felt tighter than ever.

“I’m incredibly horny and frustrated,” he admitted. “But I loved every second of making you cum. That was… honestly, that was such a turn on. And being locked while doing it? That was part of what made it so hot.”

Claire could tell he was telling the truth, as hard as it was for her to believe in the moment.

“I’ve never had a man focus on my pleasure like that,” she said. “Like it was the whole point.”

Mark kissed her forehead. “It was the whole point.”

She pulled him down beside her, and they lay together in the darkness, her head on his chest, his caged cock pressing against her thigh. The storm continued to rage outside, but inside, everything felt calm.

* * *

Mark woke before Claire. Grey light came through the frosted windows. The power remained out. The apartment was still cold beyond their cocoon of blankets.

He eased himself out of bed, not wanting to wake her. She made a small sound in her sleep. He watched her for a moment, her dark hair spread across his pillow, before making his way to the kitchen.

With no stove or toaster, he prepared a simple breakfast of fruit and granola bars. Anything that didn’t require cooking.

Claire emerged from his bedroom a while later. She was wearing his hoodie, the sleeves falling past her fingers. She looked good in his clothes. And out of them.

“You made breakfast,” she said, seeing the spread on the small table.

“Nothing fancy. Just… what we had.”

“It’s perfect.”

She sat across from him. She picked at a granola bar, not quite meeting his eyes. Something in her expression was guarded again.

Mark felt a knot forming in his stomach.

“So, um. Thank you,” she said quietly. “For last night. It was… I don’t even know how to describe it.”

“You don’t have to thank me.”

“I kind of feel like I do, though.” She paused, picking at the wrapper. “And I’m sorry it took so long. That was probably… frustrating.”

“Hey, I thought we were over this. I loved every second of it.”

“Really? I guess I just need some more reassurance,” Claire said as she looked down.

“Really. Watching you finally let go like that? Feeling you cum? That was… god, Claire. Hottest thing I’ve ever experienced. And I mean that.”

Claire’s expression didn’t clear. She was struggling with something. Her jaw was tight. Her shoulders tense.

“Can I ask you something? Like, directly?”

“Of course.”

“Are you only acting this way because of the cage?” Claire asked. “Like, would you be different if you were free?”

Mark considered the question. He understood why she needed to ask it.

“The cage doesn’t create my desire to please you,” he said. “It just enhances what’s already there. I genuinely want to make you feel good. That’s not performance.”

“Every guy I’ve ever been with has said nice things at first,” Claire said. “They say the right words. Then they show you who they really are.”

He didn’t know what to say to convince her.

“We’re also roommates.” She finally met his eyes. “If this goes wrong, we still have to live together. We have eight more months on our lease, Mark.”

“I know.”

The silence stretched between them. Outside, the wind rattled the windows. The storm hadn’t fully passed.

“I want to believe you,” Claire said finally. “It’s just… hard. You know?”

“I do. And I’d like to show you. Prove it wasn’t just words.”

Claire looked like she wanted to believe him, but was still skeptical.

“I mean… we’ve already had sex,” Mark continued. “The power’s still out, I’m still horny as hell… are you?”

Claire looked down at her half-eaten granola bar, then back up at him.

“Yeah,” she admitted. “I am.”

She stood from the table and moved to the couch. She lay back against the cushions, looking at him with an expression that was shy. Testing him.

Mark crossed the room and knelt between her legs. He pulled her pajama pants down, revealing that she wasn’t wearing anything underneath.

“You came out here with no underwear?” he asked.

“I haven’t gone to my room yet, and the ones from last night got soaked while I was still wearing them…” She was smiling now.

Mark lowered his head and got to work.

He knew her body better now. He knew exactly how she liked to be touched. Where to focus his attention. How much pressure to apply. He started slow, his tongue tracing along her inner thighs before finding her pussy. She was already wet.

“Right there,” she breathed when he found her clit.

He listened. He gave her exactly what she asked for, steady and consistent, learning the rhythm that made her hips push against him. When she grabbed his hair and pulled him closer, he knew exactly where she wanted attention. He slid two fingers inside her while his tongue kept working.

“Oh fuck,” she said. “Don’t stop.”

He didn’t stop. He felt her thighs tense around his head, felt her getting closer. This time, she relaxed faster. Her body remembered that it was allowed to feel good. Allowed to take time. Allowed to be the focus of attention.

She was breathing hard, her hand in his hair, guiding him where she wanted him, when the lights suddenly turned on.

The appliances filled the apartment with noise. The refrigerator kicked on in the kitchen. The heating unit rumbled to life somewhere in the walls. The electronic safe in Mark’s room beeped once, signaling restored power.

Mark paused, lifting his head.

“Oh,” Claire said, trying to hide her disappointment. “The power’s back. You can go get your key now.”

The statement sounded more like a question. The safe was functional again. After eight days of denial, freedom was waiting in the other room.

Mark looked up at her. Her thighs were still trembling. Her hand was still tangled in his hair.

Eight days. He’d been locked for eight days, aching and desperate, and now freedom was twenty feet away in his bedroom. All he had to do was stand up, walk to the safe, and end this.

But Claire was looking at him. Her thighs were still trembling. She was close, so close, and he’d just told her that actions mattered more than words.

He realized he didn’t want to stop. Not because of the cage, not because of some game they were playing. He wanted to make her cum again. He wanted to feel her fall apart under his tongue. The key could wait.

He lowered his head back between her legs.

* * *

Claire gasped. Her whole body seemed to jolt.

“What are you, oh god, what are you doing?”

Mark lifted his head just enough to speak. “Finishing what I started.”

He went back to work before she could respond.

The tension in her body released again. He felt it in the way her thighs relaxed against his shoulders. Her hands stopped gripping defensively and started reaching for him instead.

The safe was open. The key was available. He could end eight days of desperate denial right now. And he was here, between her thighs, choosing her.

Mark moaned against her, and the vibration made her gasp.

“Yes… fuck, just like that. Don’t you dare stop.”

She rode his tongue through one intense orgasm, her thighs clamping around his head, her voice loud and unrestrained. Mark could barely breathe. He didn’t care.

She didn’t stop after she came down. She kept going, chasing another one.

“Keep going,” she demanded. Her voice had an edge to it now. Commanding. “More. I want more.”

He refused to slow down. She came again, harder than the first time. She cried out, her whole body shaking.

Still, she didn’t release him. Still, she kept grinding, kept taking.

“Don’t stop,” she ordered. “You don’t get to stop.”

Mark was completely overwhelmed. Completely devoted. He gave her everything he had.

She reached her third orgasm with a sound that was almost a scream. Her whole body was shaking.

Mark gentled his touch, pressing soft kisses against her as she trembled through the aftershocks. His face was slick with her juices. His jaw was sore. His cock was aching so badly he thought he might explode.

Mark was overwhelmed with lust, yet part of him had never felt so satisfied. Despite eight days of denial, of aching, of wanting so badly he couldn’t think straight, and none of it mattered compared to the sounds she’d just made.

Claire’s hands found his shoulders, her grip loose as she pulled at him, urging him up. He crawled up her body, and she took his face in both hands, kissing him deeply. She could taste herself on his lips, and she didn’t seem to care. She held him tight.

Claire was still trembling, her breath coming in uneven gasps. She stared at him like she couldn’t quite believe what had just happened.

“That was…” She shook her head, a dazed laugh escaping her. “Holy shit.”

Mark smiled, still tasting her on his lips. His cock was throbbing painfully, but he didn’t care. Not right now.

“No one’s ever…” She pulled back just enough to look at him, her eyes searching his face. “No one’s ever made me feel like that. You could have gone to get the key. After eight days… But you stayed. Like what I wanted was the only thing that mattered.”

Mark kissed her again, soft and slow. “You were. Still are.”

She was quiet for a moment, still processing. Her fingers traced along his jaw, feeling where her thighs had gripped him.

“God, I think I’ve been dating the entirely wrong kind of men my whole life.”

Mark didn’t deflect. He held her. “You deserved so much better than what they gave you.”

Then she laughed and pulled him against her. They lay tangled together on the couch, both of them breathing hard. The world outside the windows was brightening as the storm clouds began to clear.

* * *

Claire sat up after a few minutes, her body and mind partially recovered from the orgasms Mark had given her. She ran her fingers through his hair and looked at Mark with an idea in her eyes.

“Show me the safe,” Claire said.

Mark led her to his room. The electronic safe sat on his dresser, its display showing that the timer had completed.

“This is it?” Claire studied the device.

“Yep. The key’s inside.”

She opened the safe and retrieved the small silver key. It looked ordinary, just a simple key for a simple padlock.

“You mentioned something about an app,” she said. “That it could be controlled remotely?”

Mark nodded. “Yeah, you can set timers, lock it, unlock it. All from your phone. Assuming it is plugged in with power, of course.” He paused. “Some people give the app access to their girlfriends. Let them control when the safe opens.”

Claire turned the key over in her fingers. Her expression was thoughtful.

“I can’t imagine going eight days locked in that thing,” she said. “You must be so fucking horny.”

“That’s… yeah. That’s an understatement.”

Claire’s eyes traveled down to his caged cock, and she bit her lip. The thought of all that pent-up desire, eight full days of it, made something flutter in her stomach.

“God, I kind of want to see it,” she admitted. “What eight days looks like. I bet you’d explode.”

She stepped closer to him, the key still in her hand.

“So… do you want me to make you cum?” Her voice was lower now, eager. “I’m happy to return the favor. More than happy, actually. I really want to see what happens when you finally get to let go.” She met his eyes. “Or would you rather handle that yourself?”

“Please make me cum!” Mark said.

Claire smiled and traced a finger along his chest.

“Get on your back,” she said.

Mark obeyed. He lay on his bed, his caged cock straining upward visibly through his pajama bottoms. Claire climbed onto the bed beside him, still holding the key.

“You said eating my pussy nearly made you orgasm last night,” she said. “I’m still horny, and I want to test that theory.”

She swung her leg over his face and lowered herself onto his mouth.

Mark groaned and began worshipping her again.

She rode his tongue with patience this time, savoring the sensation. There was no urgency in her movements. Just pleasure, building while he remained trapped and desperate beneath her.

“God, this is amazing,” she breathed. “I could do this for hours. And you’d just… lie there, caged and desperate, giving me exactly what I want, wouldn’t you?”

Mark moaned his agreement into her pussy lips.

Now that she was more relaxed, her body responded faster. The walls which had always prevented her from getting close to orgasm were nowhere to be found. She could live in the moment and just experience the pleasure Mark was giving her.

She took her time. Built toward another orgasm with lazy patience. When she came, it was gentle, rolling through her in waves while she ground against his face.

Then she slid back down his body. Her hand found his caged cock.

“Let’s see what we’re working with.”

The key clicked in the lock. She removed the padlock and extracted the cage from his body.

Mark groaned as the metal came away. Blood rushed to his freed cock. He’d been locked for eight full days, and the sensation of being free was overwhelming.

“Don’t touch yourself,” Claire said. “Your cock is mine to play with now.”

Mark gripped the pillow above his head. Kept his hands where she could see them.

She wrapped her hand around his cock, watching him twitch and gasp at even that light contact.

“Oh wow. You’re really sensitive,” she observed.

“Eight days,” he managed. “Everything is… fuck. Everything is sensitive.”

She stroked him with slow patience, watching his reactions. His hips bucked, trying to get more friction.

“Okay, I have a proposal,” she said. Her hand kept moving, keeping him on edge. “I’ll let you cum inside me. Let you fuck my pussy. Give you the orgasm you’ve been so desperate for.”

Mark nodded. “Yes. Please. Yes.”

“But after that, I want to lock you back up. And I want to hold the key myself.” She met his eyes. “Do you want that?”

Mark’s mind raced through everything that had happened. The teasing. The denial. The way she’d used his mouth. The constant ache of wanting her. It had been the most intense sexual experience of his life. Every moment of frustration had been worth it for the anticipation, the build-up, the way his whole body felt electric whenever she touched him.

He didn’t want this to end. He wanted more of it. More of her controlling when he got relief. More of that desperate edge she kept him on.

“Yes,” he said. “I want that. I want that more than anything.”

Claire’s hand tightened around him. “You’re sure? Because this means I’m in control of when you get to cum. Not you.”

“I’m sure. Please, Claire. Please please please.”

She positioned herself over him. She sank down onto his cock.

Mark’s body trembled, fighting the urge to come immediately. The sensation was overwhelming after eight days of denial. Her pussy surrounding him. Her body taking him in. Everything he’d been fantasizing about for over a week.

“Try to make it last. Your cock is getting locked up again right after.”

She began riding him slowly. So slowly. Each movement deliberate, drawing out every sensation for him. She wasn’t chasing her own pleasure this time. She was focused entirely on his cock, on making him feel everything.

Mark fought to last. He clenched his jaw.

Claire lifted herself almost completely off, then sank back down at an agonizing pace. Her pussy gripped him, gave him every last bit of pleasure she could.

“Feel that?” she whispered. “Do you like how my pussy feels?”

Mark tried to hold on, tried to make it last, but after a minute of her slow riding he knew he was done.

It was hopeless. His body had been waiting too long.

He exploded with a groan, pulsing hard inside her as his orgasm tore through him. Eight days of denial released all at once.

Claire kept moving through it, slow and steady, her pussy working him through every wave. She watched his face as he came, a satisfied smile on her lips. She was using herself to pleasure him, to drain him completely, to give him the release he’d been begging for.

When he finally stopped twitching, she lifted herself off and retrieved some napkins from his nightstand. She cleaned him with care.

Then she picked up the cage.

“Time to put this back on,” she said.

She fitted it around his softening cock, handling him with care. The lock clicked shut.

“Hey.” Claire’s voice was serious now, checking in. “Are you really okay with me holding the key? I really love the idea of having control over your cock, but I don’t want to mess things up between us.”

“This is… Claire, this is exactly what I want,” Mark said. “If it gets to be too much, I’ll tell you.”

Claire caressed his face, her expression softening. “Don’t worry. I won’t make you a whole week again, at least not right away.”

She held up the small metal key, turning it between her fingers with a grin. “At least if the power goes out again, you won’t be trapped. I’ll be able to unlock you at any time. You know, if I wanted you to, anyway.”

Mark laughed. The whole situation was absurd and perfect and exactly right.

Claire tucked the key into her pocket and curled up against him, her head on his chest. Mark wrapped an arm around her, pulling her close as they cuddled together.
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