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The box was smaller than he expected. 

Ian turned it over in his hands, reading the back for the third time even though he'd memorized every word from the product listing weeks ago. SmartLock Pro V2. Surgical Grade Stainless Steel. App Controlled Timer Lock. No Key Required. Beneath that, in smaller font: Once locked, the device cannot be removed until the programmed timer reaches zero. The manufacturer accepts no liability for misuse.

He swallowed. 

The apartment was quiet except for the sound of water running through the pipes. Gia was in the shower. She always took long showers, thirty minutes minimum, sometimes forty five if she was washing her hair and doing whatever elaborate multi step routine she swore by. He had time. 

He sat on the edge of his bed with the box in his lap. His room was the smaller of the two bedrooms, just big enough for a single bed, a desk crammed with monitors and tangled cables, and a bookshelf buckling under the weight of sci fi paperbacks and manga volumes. A framed poster of the original Star Wars trilogy hung above his bed, slightly crooked. He kept meaning to fix it. 

His fingers found the plastic seal around the box and peeled it away. The lid came off with a satisfying pop. 

Inside, nestled in black foam, the device gleamed under his bedside lamp. Stainless steel. The cage itself was a series of horizontal bars running the length of a curved tube, narrow gaps between each bar, maybe three millimeters wide. A single vertical bar ran along the underside curve, connecting front to back for structural rigidity. The base ring was a solid circle of polished steel, hinged on one side with a small locking post on the other where it would meet the front of the cage tube. And there, built into the junction where tube met ring, a tiny rectangular module no bigger than a thumbnail. The smart lock. A hairline seam ran around it where the bolt would slide into place, and a pinprick LED sat on its face, dormant. No keyhole anywhere. No backup. 

He picked up the cage and turned it under the light. The steel was cool and heavy. Heavier than he'd imagined. The horizontal bars caught the light in thin silver lines, and when he looked through the gaps, he could see the foam padding of the box through the other side. Anyone wearing this would be able to see their own cock through those bars. See it but not touch it. Not properly. 

His pulse picked up. 

Also in the box: a small tube of water based lubricant, a set of three differently sized base rings, a micro USB charging cable for the lock module, and a folded instruction sheet. He unfolded it and scanned the setup steps. Download app. Create account. Pair device via Bluetooth. Select base ring size. Lock. Set timer. Wait. 

Simple. 

He'd been thinking about this for months. Longer, if he was honest. Years, maybe, if he traced it all the way back to when he first stumbled across that forum post at nineteen, late at night, alone in his dorm room, clicking through links he probably shouldn't have been clicking through. Male chastity. Orgasm denial. Keyholding. He'd read hundreds of posts, watched videos, scrolled through entire subreddits dedicated to the concept. Men locked in cages for days, weeks, months. The desperation in their posts. The aching. The begging. Something about it had burrowed under his skin and stayed there. 

He'd ordered two cheap plastic devices before this one. The first cracked within hours. The second was so uncomfortable he'd taken it off after a single night, the base ring pinching the skin of his scrotum until it left red marks. Both had used traditional padlocks with tiny brass keys, and both times, knowing the key was right there in his desk drawer, the whole exercise felt pointless. He could quit whenever he wanted, and so it didn't count. The denial wasn't real. 

This was different. No key. No backup. Once the timer engaged, only the countdown could open it. The lock module contained a motorized bolt powered by an internal battery that lasted roughly eighteen months on a single charge. The app communicated via Bluetooth from within a range of about ten meters. Outside that range, the lock simply continued its countdown independently. There was no override. No emergency release. The FAQ on the website had been blunt about this: If you lose access to the app, you will need to contact customer services. We strongly recommend setting a reasonable timer for your first session.

One week. That was his plan. Seven days. Monday to Monday. A test run. A taste. 

He could hear Gia singing in the shower. Something by Sabrina Carpenter, the melody drifting through the walls, her voice carrying easily. She had a good voice. Not trained or anything, but bright and confident and completely unselfconscious. That was Gia in general. Bright. Confident. Completely unselfconscious. 

They'd been roommates for a little over two years, ever since graduation, splitting rent on a two bedroom apartment in Hackney that was slightly too expensive for both of them but had good transport links and a half decent Thai place on the corner. Before that, they'd been friends since primary school. Twenty years. She'd been the girl who marched up to him on his first day at St. Andrew's, age four, while he stood alone by the climbing frame crying because his mum had left, and announced: "I'm Gia. You can be my friend. Stop crying, it makes your face all red." 

Twenty years. And he'd been in love with her for at least fifteen of them. 

Not that he'd ever said so. Not that he ever would. Because Gia Ellis was, objectively and by any reasonable standard of measurement, the most beautiful woman he had ever seen in his life. The most beautiful woman most people had ever seen. She was the kind of woman who stopped traffic. The kind of woman bartenders didn't charge. The kind of woman who could walk into any room on earth and every head, male and female, would swivel in her direction, and she knew it, and she was completely unbothered by it, which somehow made it worse. 

Five foot seven. Blonde hair the colour of warm honey that fell in loose waves past her shoulders. Blue eyes so bright they looked almost fake, the kind of blue you saw in retouched magazine covers except hers were real, he'd watched them catch the light a thousand times from a thousand angles and they were always that blue. An hourglass figure that looked like it had been designed by a particularly imaginative and generous god. Slim waist. Full hips. And breasts that were, quite frankly, magnificent. Large and natural, 34DD, the kind that moved when she moved, that tested the structural limits of whatever top she wore, that had haunted his fantasies since he first understood what fantasies were for. 

She was also funny. Quick witted. A relentless prankster who once replaced all his desktop icons with tiny pictures of Nicholas Cage and another time convinced him for an entire afternoon that their landlord was a former MI5 agent. She worked as a travel blogger and freelance writer, which meant she was often home during the day, padding around the apartment in shorts and a tank top, braless, her hair piled in a messy bun, laptop balanced on her knees while she typed up articles about Kyoto street food or hiking trails in the Dolomites. She was one of those people who could talk to anyone, anywhere, about anything. She collected friends the way other people collected stamps. She had been on dates with men who looked like they'd stepped out of cologne advertisements. 

And Ian was five foot six, a hundred and forty pounds, and worked in IT support for a mid sized logistics company in Canary Wharf. He wore glasses. He owned eleven graphic tees, four of which featured the Rebel Alliance logo. He had never kissed a girl. 

He was, he knew, the "funny friend." The safe one. The one Gia introduced at parties with "This is Ian, we've been mates since we were four, he's like my brother." Like my brother. Four words that functioned as a castration more thorough than any chastity device. 

He looked down at the cage in his hands. 

Right. Focus. 

The shower was still running. He had time. 

He stood, crossed to his door, and locked it. Then he pulled off his jeans and boxers and sat back on the bed, naked from the waist down. The air was cool against his skin. He was already half hard, which was not ideal. The instructions recommended locking on while flaccid. He thought about work. Spreadsheets. His manager's face. The persistent issue with the VPN that he'd been troubleshooting for three days. His erection subsided. 

He picked up his phone and downloaded the app. SmartLock Pro. Clean interface. White and chrome. He created an account, entered a password, and navigated to the pairing screen. A spinning Bluetooth icon appeared. He picked up the cage, held it close to the phone, and tapped Search for Device. Three seconds later: SmartLock Pro V2 detected. Pair now?

He tapped yes. 

The LED on the lock module blinked blue once. Paired. 

Now the base ring. He'd measured himself carefully, twice, referencing the sizing guide on the website. The medium ring, 45mm internal diameter. He clicked it out of the foam, opened the hinge, and positioned it behind his balls, settling it into the groove between his scrotum and his body, the cool steel making him flinch. He closed the hinge. It sat snug. Firm but not painful. The steel warmed against his skin within a few seconds. 

Next, the cage itself. He squeezed a drop of lubricant onto his fingers and worked it around the inside of the tube, then applied a thin film to his cock, which was cooperatively flaccid. He fed himself into the cage, guiding the shaft through the tube, his glans pressing against the rounded end cap. The bars surrounded his cock on all sides, visible through the gaps, the steel cold and rigid. He maneuvered the front of the cage tube down to meet the locking post on the base ring, aligning the bolt hole with the receiver. 

The fit was snug. Comfortable, even, in an odd way. The weight was there, a constant awareness, steel encircling him, but nothing pinched. Nothing dug in. He stood and took a few experimental steps across his room. The cage moved with him, shifting slightly, the weight pulling gently downward. Strange. Foreign. His cock sat inside its steel prison, visible through the horizontal bars, soft and vulnerable looking. 

He sat back down and picked up his phone. The app showed the device status: Locked: No. Timer: Not Set. He navigated to the lock screen. A large button read ENGAGE LOCK. Below it, a timer input. 

Seven days. He tapped the field and entered 168 hours. The app displayed it back to him: 7d 00h 00m 00s.

His thumb hovered over the button. 

Once he tapped it, that was it. No key. No override. Seven days of his cock sealed in steel, unable to get hard, unable to touch himself, unable to cum. Seven days of whatever this was. This thing he craved and feared in equal measure. 

The shower stopped. Silence from the bathroom. 

Now or never. 

He tapped the button. 

A soft, mechanical click from between his legs. The LED on the lock module flashed green once, then settled into a steady, dim green glow. The bolt had engaged. He tugged the cage experimentally. Solid. The tube and ring were now one continuous piece, locked together by the smart bolt, his cock and balls captured inside. 

The app updated: Locked: Yes. Timer: 6d 23h 59m 47s. Keyholder: Ian Johnson.

He let out a long breath. 

Done. 

He tugged again, harder this time. Nothing. The cage held firm, the bolt seated deep in its receiver, the steel unyielding. His cock sat inside the tube, the bars pressing gently against the shaft, the end cap cool against his glans. There was no getting out of this. Not for six days, twenty three hours, fifty nine minutes, and thirty something seconds. 

A grin spread across his face. Then a nervous laugh. Then a feeling in his stomach that was part thrill, part terror, all adrenaline. 
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