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Waking Up Locked

Mervin groaned as consciousness returned, the dull throb in his temples pulsing with each heartbeat. Sunlight filtered through the heavy curtains of the Las Vegas hotel room, casting long shadows across the king-sized bed.

He pushed himself upright, the sheets sliding off his slim 5’10 frame. A strange weight between his legs shifted with the movement, followed by a distinct metallic clank that made him freeze.

He glanced down. His eyes widened at the sight of the heavy steel chastity cage encasing his cock and balls. The device gleamed under the morning light, its smooth, medical-grade metal hugging every contour tightly.

A solid lock secured the base ring around his scrotum, leaving no room for adjustment. His cock twitched inside the confined tube, pressing uselessly against the unyielding steel.

Mervin’s hands shot down instinctively. He gripped the cage, tugging hard, fingers searching for any give or seam that might release it. Nothing budged.

The metal felt cold and permanent against his skin, the lock clicking faintly with each desperate pull. His balls ached slightly from the pressure, and his trapped shaft pulsed again, the sensation only heightening his confusion.

Last night remained a blank. He remembered laughter, the electric thrill of something exciting happening, then nothing until this moment. No alcohol explained the gap—he never touched the stuff.

Yet here he sat, naked except for this locked device, in a hotel room that felt both familiar and alien. How had it gotten there? Who had the key? The questions piled up as he continued to examine the cage, turning it slightly, feeling the unyielding grip around his most sensitive parts.

Mervin rose from the bed on unsteady legs, the weight of the steel cage tugging at his groin with every step. He crossed the room to the full-length mirror mounted on the closet door and stopped in front of it. His reflection showed a slim, average-looking 27-year-old with messy hair and wide eyes.

The cage hung heavy between his thighs, the polished metal catching the light. A bead of clear fluid formed at the tip of the confined head and dripped slowly onto the carpet. Another followed right after. His cock strained inside the tube, throbbing uselessly as arousal built with no outlet.

Every thought circled back to the cage. No morning stroke. No relief. Just the constant pressure and the ache of denied release. He reached down again, fingers wrapping around the steel, pulling and twisting, but the lock held firm. A frustrated groan escaped him. His balls felt tight and full already.

He turned away from the mirror and scanned the room. His wallet lay on the nightstand. He picked it up, flipped it open, and found several crumpled receipts mixed with a few glossy stripper cards. One stripper card stood out immediately.

The front showed a photo of a stunning Asian trans woman with large breasts, gripping a pole mid-swing. Her panties stretched tight over a visible bulge. The name of the club was printed across
























