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Disclaimer

This book is a work of fiction and does not depict real events or individuals, either past or present. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or real-life events is purely coincidental.

Furthermore, this book is not meant to represent the BDSM community and culture. It is based solely on the author’s fantasies and imagination.

The situations and scenarios portrayed in this book involve adult characters who are in good health. The activities and practices described in the book involve informed, consenting adults who act responsibly and within the bounds of common sense.

Please note that this text is intended for an adult audience and it is NOT suitable for minors.





Prologue

I am kneeling in the corner, naked except for the plastic locked tight around my cock.

The floor is cold under my knees, but the heat inside me is unbearable. My thighs are trembling, my balls heavy and sore, the skin under the cage rubbed tender.

Elena doesn’t even glance my way. She’s on the bed, leaning back on her hands, the strap of her dress sliding off one shoulder to bare the smooth line of her collarbone. One heel is hooked over the edge of the mattress, the other pressing into the rumpled sheet, opening her wider. Between her thighs, Kostas is on his knees, face buried, licking her in deep, slow sweeps that make her sigh like she’s being worshipped.

Every sound she makes rips through me – low, throaty moans that slide straight down to my cock, swelling me until the plastic bites into me.

My shoulders twitch from the strain of holding still. My breath comes shallow, my jaw clenched, the ache in my balls a deep, pulsing burn.

Her rule is in my head, sharp as the first time she said it: don’t touch and don’t speak: just watch.

She threads her fingers into his hair, pulls him harder against her. The muscles in her stomach ripple; her head tips back, throat bared. I watch her hips roll against his mouth, her body using him.

Her eyes open and find me. They pin me in place harder than the lock around my cock.

“Look at you,” she says, her voice cutting through the wet sounds between her legs. “Watching another man make me come…”

I’m dizzy with it: the sight of her grinding on his face, the smell of her arousal drifting across the room, the constant, brutal throb trapped in plastic.

Her breathing turns sharp, her hips jerking faster. She’s close, I can see it in the way her thighs tighten around his head, in the way her toes curl into the sheet. Her voice catches, a gasp tearing out of her as her orgasm hits. She’s shaking, her stomach clenching in waves, and she doesn’t look away from me for a second.

I see her body contract around him, see the slick shine on her thighs, the flush across her chest. She rides the aftershocks slow, dragging him with her until she finally lets go of his hair.

Kostas pulls back, lips wet, chin glistening. He looks at her like he’s starving. She gives him a small nod, and he climbs over her. His cock is thick, flushed, wet with her, and she takes him in her hand, guides him into her like he’s exactly where he belongs.

The sound is obscene – the wet slide, the slap of his hips against her. She wraps her legs around him, pulling him deeper. Her moans now are longer, lower, threaded with satisfaction. Every thrust makes my cock swell harder, the cage biting into tender skin until I can barely breathe.

Her breasts bounce under the loose fabric of her dress. Her hair spills across the pillow. Her nails scrape lightly down his back, and the sound of his groan makes my stomach twist.

A part of me wants to crawl forward, to rip him away from her, but my body is frozen in place by her eyes, her rule, and by the electric excitement pulsing through me in this absurd, unbearable moment.

Kostas’s rhythm builds – harder, faster – until his jaw tightens, his breath ragged. I see his back arch, feel the pulse of his climax in the way his hips shove deep and stay there. He lets out a sharp grunt, his muscles shaking as he spills into her.

Elena strokes his back lazily, her gaze sliding over to me. She’s glowing: skin flushed, lips parted, eyes bright with the kind of pleasure I haven’t seen on her face in years.

Her mouth curves into that soft, cruel smile.

“You should see your face,” she says, her voice low and thick with satisfaction.

The words hit harder than a slap. My whole body is trembling, my cock throbbing inside the cage like it’s begging to be let out. There’s no release, no mercy – just the crushing ache and the image of her, sated and radiant, with him still inside her.

But I don’t speak.

I don’t move.

And this is not where the story begins.

The beginning is somewhere else entirely – far from this room, far from Kostas, far from the sound of my wife’s moans. Back when the island was still a postcard dream, and she was still, perhaps, only mine.


Before Greece

The silence between them had acquired a thickness that made it hard to breathe. Not violent, but persistent. Like damp spreading through the walls of an old house, slowly eroding the structure from within.

James Rutherford, a corporate lawyer, sipped his black coffee without looking up from the financial section of The Times.

It was Sunday. The house was quiet, as always. Outside, the Oxfordshire countryside was drenched in that lush, post-spring green, the kind of morning light that used to inspire him to reach for her hips and pull her into the sheets, years ago.

Now, he only glanced once – over the edge of the paper – as she walked past the breakfast table in a silk robe, pale blue. Bare legs and no bra. Hair tied in a loose knot, as if she didn’t care.

“Elena,” he said softly. She didn’t answer. Just poured herself tea in silence. A thin clink of porcelain. Her elegant fingers, stirred with slow precision. Then she finally spoke, not looking at him.

“You’re going in today?”

“It’s Sunday.”

“You’ve done it before.”

He folded the paper. She still didn’t meet his eyes.

“No. Not today.” He paused. “I was hoping we could talk.”

Elena gave a small, almost imperceptible sigh. “We always talk. And nothing changes.”

There it was again. The passive aggression, the low thrum of exhaustion behind every word. Their marriage had become a war of attrition. Neither side winning and both bleeding out in silence.

James leaned back in his chair. “It’s been like this for too long, El.”

“And whose fault is that?” she said, not raising her voice, just slicing the air with a chill that cut deeper than shouting. He didn’t answer.

She walked over to the window, sipping her tea, her back to him. The robe fell open slightly as she lifted her arm to pull the curtain back, revealing the soft curve of her side, the bare line of her hip. Even now, after all the pain, the rows, the distance… his cock stirred. Instantly and helplessly.

He stood up slowly and left the room. Upstairs, in the guest bathroom – the one with the heavy lock – he closed the door, sat on the edge of the bathtub, and pulled down his trousers. His hand wrapped around his cock with the familiarity of a ritual long devoid of joy. Still, it hardened.

He closed his eyes. Imagined her. Not just naked. No, that wasn’t enough anymore. He imagined her in control. Standing above him and dressed in nothing but those stilettos she never wore now. Holding a key. His cock locked away. Her voice calm, cold, firm: “No, darling. Not tonight. Not ever again unless I say so.”

His breath caught. He stroked faster. Images spiralled – her hips grinding on another man, her fingers toying with a key on a necklace, her body glowing from orgasm while he knelt.

He came, teeth clenched, into a tissue. No sound, just the afterburn of fantasy collapsing into the grey light of morning.

That night, as they lay side by side in the massive bed without touching, he stared at the ceiling for a long time.

It wasn’t just the lack of sex. It wasn’t even the loneliness. It was the knowledge that somewhere in the last five years, they had died. He wanted to blame her. Her coldness. Her constant criticism. But he knew that wasn’t the whole truth.

He had changed too: he had grown darker and needier.

There had been the two affairs. Both brief and meaningless. And then the escort – Mila, or Milla, he could not remember – a six-foot Russian goddess with ice-blonde hair and black latex gloves.

She had promised domination. He had paid a fortune. And yet, lying there while she lazily tapped his cheek and called him “little worm,” he had felt almost nothing, a bit of shame, maybe. Just a hollow echo of something he couldn’t reach.

Back home, he had gone online and ordered a black Cobra chastity cage – expensive plastic, light in the hand yet built for seriousness. He wore it once, feeling the hard curve bite into him, picturing her fingers closing the lock. His wife’s fingers. How he longed for her to step into his fantasies, to make them real.

But he had never found the courage to tell her.

How do you say something like that? “Darling, I want you to lock my cock in a plastic cage and tell me I don’t deserve to cum”. What woman wants to hear that from her husband of ten years?

And yet… every time he looked at her – even now, even when the air between them felt poisoned – his body betrayed him. One careless movement, one flash of her leg crossing the room, one absentminded way she tied her robe at the waist… and he was stiff inside his trousers, pulsing with need, with hope, like a dog that had been kicked too many times but still came running at the sound of her voice.

It was the idea of her. Her indifference. Her control. Her absolute refusal to give him what he used to take for granted. There was something terrifying and arousing in that – something that stripped him bare far more than any whip or leash or harsh word ever could.

She had become the gatekeeper of everything he desired. And he hated her for it. And he worshipped her for it.

There were nights – too many to count – when he lay next to her in the vast, cold bed, staring at the outline of her back in the dark, his cock already hard before he even touched it. Nights when he imagined not her moaning underneath him, not her gasping in pleasure as she used to, but her denying him. Smiling as she turned him down. Laughing as she locked him away. Telling him, calmly, sweetly, that his pleasure was irrelevant now.

He had tried to starve it, to silence it. Had deleted the porn, sworn off the blogs, the forums, told himself it was just a phase. But the idea remained, growing sharper, heavier, more solid in his chest every day. A longing not just to be touched, but to be owned.

The worst part? He knew – he knew – that it would only work with her. Not a dominatrix online. Not a cold-hearted escort. Only Elena. His Elena.

But how could he tell her now? How do you bring that up across a dead marriage and a stone-cold breakfast table? “Darling, would you mind locking my cock in a plastic cage and using me like a personal toy?”

It was ridiculous. But it was the only thing that made his heart beat faster anymore.

So the idea began to form. Not a plan, but a plea. They couldn’t go on like this – snapping at each other across granite countertops, pretending to be the perfect couple at dinner parties, silently dying behind the walls of their country estate.

It came to him quietly, late at night, while she slept in the master bedroom and he sat in his office, lit only by the laptop’s glow, scrolling through flights to nowhere.

What if they left? Really left. Dropped everything for a month, peeled their life back to the bone, and tried – truly tried – to begin again?

The thought settled in his chest like a stone, and unlike the others, it stayed.

He waited for the right moment to speak, the perfect opening. It arrived on a Wednesday.

They had just finished another hollow dinner – roast chicken, her favourite white Burgundy. No eye contact. Only the scrape of cutlery and the slow collapse of a marriage under the weight of old resentments and words left unspoken.

As they stood in the kitchen rinsing plates, James finally turned to her, towel in hand, voice tight with something between fear and desperation.

“Elena…”

She didn’t look up. “Hmm?”

“I need to talk to you.”

“That usually means I’ll regret listening.”

He flinched, but pressed on. “We can’t keep doing this.”

Now she did look at him. Arms crossed, cold and beautiful.

“Doing what, James? Breathing the same air? Eating the same meals in the same house while pretending we don’t loathe each other?”

He shook his head. “I don’t loathe you. I’m… lost. We’re lost. And I want to fix it.”

She scoffed. “With what? Therapy? A spa weekend?”

“No,” he said quietly. “With time. Real time. Away from this place. This routine. This… prison.”

She blinked. That caught her attention.

“I’m serious,” he said, stepping closer. “Let’s go away. For a month. Somewhere quiet. Somewhere warm. Just us. No work. No distractions. No expectations. Thirty days to be honest... About… About everything.”

Her face was unreadable.

“And if we can’t fix it?” she asked.

He hesitated. “Then at least we’ll know. One way or the other, right?”

Silence.

Then: “Where?”

“Greece. A small island. I’ll take care of everything. You don’t have to lift a finger.”

She tilted her head, studying him. Something in her softened, just for a moment.

“You’re really serious about this.”

“I am.”

“Even about being honest?” she said, narrowing her eyes. “Because I don’t think you’ve been honest with me for a long time.”

His mouth opened – then closed. He couldn’t lie. Not now. Not when his cock was twitching in his trousers at the very idea of what he was about to do.

“No,” he admitted. “But I want to be.”

A long pause. Then she nodded, once.

“Alright. Book the tickets.”

The next morning, while Elena was at work, drafting a seating chart for a June wedding in Tuscany, she sent him her passport details. No message and no real hope. Just the quiet efficiency of a wedding planner, her job – someone used to making other people’s dreams work, even as her own slipped further out of reach.

That night, long after she had gone to bed, he sat at his desk again, staring at the open suitcase. The cage was in his hand – smooth, black, humiliatingly small. It looked a bit like a toy. But it felt like a lifeline.

He wrapped it in a sock and tucked it into the bottom of the suitcase. Next to it, he slid in the thin paperback guide he had read twice already: “Femdom Unveiled: a Guide to Female Led Relationships.” It had dog-eared pages and highlighted paragraphs. He hadn’t dared show it to her yet.

But he would.

Somehow, on that island, under that sun, away from all the noise… he would tell her everything.

And maybe – just maybe – she would listen.


Day 1 – James

The ferry cuts through the Aegean like a blade. The sea splits into glittering shards of turquoise and foam. The wind is warm and full of salt, whipping at my shirt, drying the sweat along my spine. But I don’t care about the wind. Not the sea, not the sky. My eyes are locked on her.

She’s sitting across from me like we’re not hurtling toward some unknown future. Like this isn’t our final attempt to fix everything we’ve broken.

Her leg’s folded over the other, one heel dangling lazily from her toes – those perfect, painted toes that used to curl when I kissed them.

Her dress is cream, sleeveless, linen, the kind that barely obeys gravity in a breeze like this. It lifts, shifts, slides. Every movement of the boat is a gift. Every glimpse of thigh feels engineered to punish me. My cock stiffens the moment the fabric flutters too far. I cross my legs, subtly, praying she doesn’t notice. Or maybe hoping she does.

She’s scrolling through her phone like none of this matters. I used to know her moods. Now I read the slope of her mouth like it’s in a language I’ve forgotten.

Her sunglasses hide her eyes, but I see them anyway. That soft green used to shine with wicked ideas. Now? It’s like they’re made of glass.

She hasn’t looked at me in twenty minutes. I keep checking. I can’t stop. I look away, then back. Her legs. Her wrist. The rise of her breasts under the thin fabric. My wife. My fucking wife. And I’m hard like a schoolboy.

The ferry docks around noon. The island of Folegandros climbs out of the sea in bright white blocks, like sugar cubes spilled across the hill. The sky’s so clear it looks fake, like a filter slapped over a dream. Everything’s too perfect, like the universe is mocking me.

We step off in silence and Elena wheels her suitcase ahead of me, hips swaying, calf muscles shifting with every step. The sun glints off her bare shoulders, and I swear my throat dries on contact. I follow like a dog.

A driver holds a crisp white card: “Mr. and Mrs. Rutherford.” He grins like we’ve just won something. “Welcome to paradise.”

I give a tight smile. If this is paradise, we must’ve sinned the right way.

The drive twists through cliffs and blue nothingness. Little white chapels hide in the rocks. The island looks untouched, like it’s waiting to swallow us. Elena stays quiet, sunglasses still on. She hasn’t said a full sentence since London.

I want to reach for her. Just touch her knee. Something. But I keep my hands where she can’t see them shake.

The Ilios Hotel looks like it was carved out of light and money. Smooth stone. Olive trees. Blue tiles. The suite opens onto the sea like a fantasy, with white sheets, open-plan everything, and a plunge pool glittering like temptation.

She disappears into the bathroom without a word.

And I stand there like a man on trial. My suitcase waiting at the foot of the bed. I wait until the shower’s running. Then I open it.

Buried under socks, trunks, chargers, razors – the thing is there, wrapped like contraband in a black sock. My hand trembles as I pull it free. The chastity cage. Just holding it makes my cock twitch.

The book’s there too. Underlined, corners folded like it’s a sacred text.

The water in the bathroom stops. She has finished.

I cram everything back in like it’s evidence. Slam the suitcase shut. My heart’s hammering. I don’t even remember getting hard.

Lunch is silence served with grilled octopus. The wine’s cold. The linen’s white. She flips through a wedding magazine like she’s planning someone else’s life.

“You planning a job while we’re here?”

“Habit,” she says, not even looking up. “Not planning anything.”

Not planning to touch me, either. Not planning to ask what’s eating me alive.

Later, while she naps, I walk down to the beach.

I dive into the water, hoping the cold will kill it: the madness that’s taken root in my spine. For a moment it works. Salt fills my mouth and my skin tightens. My balls ache from the chill. But by the time I float on my back, cock bobbing under the surface, it’s all back. Her thigh under that dress. Fuck.

That night, the bedroom glows with the last breath of sun.

She steps out of the bathroom in a camisole the colour of bone. Her hair’s damp. Her skin is still flushed from the heat. My mouth goes dry. I know the towel’s just for show – she’s always known what she does to me. The silk clings to her breasts, thin enough to show the shadows of her nipples, but she doesn’t adjust it. Of course she doesn’t. That would acknowledge me.

Her knickers – if you can call them that – sit low and delicate, just a whisper of fabric stretched across her hips. The curve of her pussy under that silk is enough to break a man. It breaks me.

She walks past me without a glance. She stands by the window. The light hits her thighs, her stomach, the long line of her neck. I can smell the jasmine oil from here – the same one she used to wear when she’d fuck me, ages ago.

My cock is already pressed hard against the sheet, throbbing. She brushes her hair. Slow. Not for me. Every flick of her wrist shifts the camisole an inch lower.

“Elena…”

She looks at me in the mirror. One eyebrow, barely raised. “Mm?”

“You look…”

I stop. I want to say you look like a goddess. You look like the thing I’d ruin my life for. You look like every fetish I’ve ever denied. But all I say is nothing.

She turns off the bedside light. The room falls into shadow. But she glows. Her body glows.

She gets into bed. Doesn’t touch me. Doesn’t look.

I feel her heat before I feel the sheets move. Her back to me. Spine a soft ridge of silk and skin. My cock’s so hard it hurts. It pulses. Leaks. I bite the inside of my cheek just to stay still.

“El…”

“Don’t.”

That single word slices me in half.

“I’m not trying to start anything. I just… you’re beautiful.”

She doesn’t move. Doesn’t blink. She’s heard it before. From me. From others. It means nothing.

“You always say that when you want something.”

“That’s not fair.”

“Isn’t it?”

The strap slips from her shoulder. I want to lean in, pull it with my teeth, kiss the place where her shoulder meets her neck. But I don’t. I can’t.

I lie there. Silent. Stiff. So turned on it feels like punishment.

“Elena…”

She turns just enough for me to see her cheekbone.

“James.”

Her voice is velvet and stone.

“Just go to sleep.”

I try.

She rolls onto her back. One leg shifting, opening. My eyes lock on the soft skin between her thighs. The silk rides up. A nipple pushes through the fabric. She adjusts herself, casually, not for me. And that’s what undoes me. That’s what guts me open.

She’s not teasing. She’s just… Elena. And I’m dying.

“El…”

She exhales.

“Do you ever think,” she whispers, “that maybe all you really want is what you’re not allowed to have?”

My heart punches my ribs.

“What do you mean?”

But she turns over. Pulls the sheet up. Retreats into her silence.

I stay there.

In the suitcase, just metres away, the cage waits. Plastic and cruel. And it’s calling to me.


Day 2 – Elena

He looks at me like a starving dog. That’s the first thing I think as I see him watching me this morning, half-hidden behind those ridiculous Ray-Bans he insists on wearing like some sort of lost bachelor in a Tuscan wine ad.

I’m sipping my coffee on the terrace, sunlight warming my thighs, and he’s across the table pretending to read, but he hasn’t turned a page in fifteen minutes.

He hasn’t touched me in months, and now he expects what? A miracle?

As if we can fuck our way out of what we’ve become. As if desire, in his mind, erases everything else.

Last night was… typical. Or what has become typical.

He stared at me while I got into bed. I could feel his eyes, the way he followed every movement of fabric across skin. I knew before I turned the lights off that he was hard. I could smell it on him – the tension, the need.

Like a teenager hiding his erection at breakfast. It would’ve been laughable, if it hadn’t also made something tight and bitter twist in my gut.

Because I remember what used to happen when I wanted and he didn’t. When I touched his thigh after a long day and he pulled away. When I kissed his neck in the morning and he gave me a peck, told me he was late. And especially when I tried to talk about what I needed, and he dismissed it as moodiness. Or worse – ignored it entirely.

But the worst was when I said no. I remember saying no.

I remember being tired. Or sore. Or just not in the mood. I remember telling him I wasn’t feeling well, that I needed space, that I had work or cramps or nothing in particular to explain, and watching his face go blank. Cold. Watching him withdraw like I had wronged him somehow. He wouldn’t fight. No drama. Just… stillness. And then three days of silence, or sulking, or short-tempered jabs at nothing in particular. As if my no had cost him something.

I never told him how much that made me feel like property. Like an asset that wasn’t performing.

But now?

Now he lies next to me like a man about to burst from the weight of his own desire, and says nothing. Not a hand. Not a move. Just these eyes, full of hunger, full of… what? Regret? Obedience? It’s strange.

I turn these things over in my head while we walk down to the port this morning. The sun is already high, the air thick with heat and lemon blossom. I’m wearing a loose white dress – just thin enough to breathe, just tight enough to make him uncomfortable.

He doesn’t speak. I hear the way his steps slow behind me. I know he’s watching the backs of my legs, the sway of my hips. I can feel the weight of his attention like heat against my skin.

It used to irritate me, that gaze. That assumption that because he wanted, I should respond. But now? Today? I walk slower.

Let the wind play with the hem of my dress. Let the strap slide just a little off my shoulder as we climb the path back to the hotel.

Not because I want him to have me. Because I want him to want and not get.

We don’t speak during lunch. We sit on the patio and drink wine and watch a pair of German tourists argue about whether they should swim now or later. The food is light – grilled figs and salty cheese, too good for the mood we bring to the table.

Still, I catch him looking again.

Not just at my body. Not in the old way. Not like a man about to pounce. More like… a man waiting to be told where to kneel.

James is many things – clever, frustrating, composed to the point of rigidity – but submissive is not one of them. If anything, he’s always been slightly repulsed by weakness. By need. Especially when it came from me.

I shake the thought away. It’s ridiculous.

Later, I shower before dinner. I leave the door slightly open. Not by accident. Not really.

I dry myself slowly, standing in front of the mirror. I know the steam’s thinned enough for him to hear the towel falling to the floor. I know the angle of the mirror lets him see the curve of my lower back if he’s standing in the hallway, pretending to pass.

I don’t check if he’s there. And when I step into the bedroom wearing nothing but a towel tucked under my arms, I see the way he looks up from the bed. Flushed. Gaze snapping from the page he hasn’t been reading.

“Dinner?” I say, breezily, walking past him to the wardrobe.

He swallows. “Sure. If you’re ready.”

He doesn’t say I’m beautiful. Not this time. Doesn’t reach for me. But his eyes linger too long on my legs, on the crease where thigh meets towel, on the drops of water still running down my calf.

I choose a dress that clings just enough to make him miserable. I sit on the bed to fasten my sandals slowly, knowing he’s staring at the bend of my knees, the subtle movement of my breasts under the fabric.

“You okay?” I ask, not looking at him.

He clears his throat. “Yeah. Just… warm.”

I smile.

“Maybe you should take a cold shower.”

I walk out of the room before he can reply.


Day 3 – James

I haven’t touched myself in five days. Not since that morning in Oxfordshire, in the guest bathroom, hunched over the sink like a man caught doing something illegal. It’s not out of virtue. It’s because I can’t. I’m too hard, all the time. Too watched. Too near her skin, her silence, her scent. It’s unbearable.

And it’s all I want.

This morning, Elena wore a blue one-piece to the beach – backless, modest by her standards, but somehow more erotic than anything sheer or obscene. I watched her apply sunscreen to her legs, slow circles, long strokes up her thighs.

I watched the way she bent forward to unzip her beach bag, the way the fabric pulled at her waist and showed the outline of her ass. She didn’t say a word to me until we were on the loungers.

“You’re staring.”

“I’m admiring.”

She pulled on her sunglasses. “Same thing.”

I didn’t know what to say to that. So I shut up and kept my eyes on the water. Not that it helped.

Every moment I spend near her is agony. Not just because I want her – need her – but because something is changing, and I don’t know if I should fear it or fall to my knees for it. She’s different here. Colder, yes. But freer. Crueller in the subtlest ways. And I want more of it.

She knows what she does to me. Of that I’m certain now. She watches me squirm with this detached amusement, like a woman testing a theory.

She walks slowly in front of me on the stairs. She leans just a little too far forward when she stretches on the balcony. She puts on lotion next to me at night without covering her breasts, then pretends I’m not breathing like a man in withdrawal.

Last night she slept on her back, arms above her head, sheets bunched at her waist. I stared at her nipples until I could barely breathe. I turned away and stared at the ceiling until dawn.

I’ve leaked into my boxers every night since we got here. I’m at my limit.

Today, I tried to write her a letter. To explain it. All of it. The cage. The fantasy. The thing I’ve never dared say. But the words made me sweat. Made me shake. They sounded pathetic when I wrote them down.

“I want you to hold the key to my orgasm.”

“I want to be denied by you.”

“I want to serve. I want to ache for you. I want to surrender.”

God. Just reading it back makes me feel like a pervert. A freak. A grown man begging his wife not for sex, but for denial. Who the fuck asks that of someone they’ve already failed?

I crumpled the paper and threw it away. Twice.

After lunch, she suggested we stay in for the evening. Just dinner on the terrace. Just us. The words made my pulse jump.

I knew I couldn’t delay it any longer. It has to happen tonight.

Dinner is simple. Grilled prawns. Local tomatoes. Bread so fresh it still smells of the oven. We eat with the sea behind us, the sun bleeding out across the sky in streaks of fire and rose.

Elena wears a loose cotton dress, pale yellow, and no bra. Her nipples shift beneath the fabric each time she reaches for her wine glass. She doesn’t acknowledge it. She knows. Of course she knows. And I know she knows.

We eat in silence. Sip wine. Let the evening deepen. Then she leans back, stretches her legs, and looks at me.

“So,” she says softly. “You’ve been acting… odd.”

I swallow. My heart is thudding.

“Have I?”

Her gaze is calm, unreadable. “Yes. Like you’re about to say something. And keep failing.”

I set my fork down. Wipe my mouth. My hand is trembling.

“El…”

She raises one brow. “James.”

Her tone is neutral. Almost kind. But with something sharp under it. A warning? An invitation?

I reach under my chair. Pull out the small cloth bag I’d hidden there before dinner. My stomach is flipping. My throat is dry.

“I brought something,” I say, quietly.

She doesn’t move. Just watches.

I place the cloth bag on the table. Slowly, deliberately, I open it and slide out the book.

It’s slim. Soft-covered. Innocent looking. Elena stares at the cover. Then at me. Then back at the book.

No change in expression. No laugh. No sharp word. Just that terrifying, unbearable stillness.

So I force the words out.

“You always said I was selfish in bed. That I always put my pleasure first. That I never listened to what you needed…”

She says nothing.

“Well…” I swallow. “What if I took me out of the equation?”

Still nothing. So I go on.

“What if you didn’t have to worry about my pleasure at all? What if… what if you didn’t have to give anything you didn’t want to give? What if you were in control? I mean – really in control.”

I pause. Let it hang.

“I brought a book. It explains it better than I can. But the idea is… I’d give you control. Full control. Over when – if – I get to come. What I’m allowed to feel. What I’m allowed to do.”

Her brow furrows slightly. “You mean… no sex?”

“Not unless you want it. Not unless you decide I’ve earned it.”

She lifts the glass of wine. Sips slowly. Then sets it down. I can’t breathe. Finally, she speaks.

“So what is this? A kink? A punishment? A game?”

“A gift,” I say, too fast. “A way to… repair. To prove that I can change. That I can put you first. That I can give you space. Freedom.”

She leans back.

“How long have you thought about this?”

I glance away. “Years.”

Her voice doesn’t rise. Doesn’t change. It’s the same low, deliberate cadence she uses when handling delicate negotiations. When a bride’s mother threatens to pull funding. When a caterer cancels last-minute.

“So you’ve been fantasising about being… denied.”

“Yes.”

“By me.”

“Only by you.”

She picks up the book again. Turns it over. Reads the back. I want to crawl into the floor. Then she sets it down. Takes another sip of wine.

“Show me.”


Day 6 – James

She didn’t say a word all day. She read the book.

At breakfast, she wore a pale blue dress, the thin kind that made her nipples visible when the wind caught it. No bra. No acknowledgment. She poured her coffee, sliced a peach, ate with unhurried grace. And didn’t say a single thing about the night before. About the book. About my confession.

My cock throbbed under the table from the moment she sat down. I barely swallowed my coffee without choking.

At lunch, she wore sunglasses and sandals and nothing that could count as a proper skirt. She stretched her legs on the lounger beside me and let the hem slide dangerously high. I couldn’t concentrate on anything. Not the sea. Not my novel. Just the slow movement of her foot brushing against her shin, back and forth like a pendulum.

She didn’t touch me. Didn’t speak. But every time I glanced over, she was already looking at me. Studying me. Measuring me. Something had shifted.

She was no longer angry. She was curious.

I didn’t dare ask if she was going to try anything from the book. I didn’t want to push. I didn’t want to ruin the impossible stillness that had formed between us. It wasn’t peace. It was the calm of a lioness crouched in the grass. And I was hard all fucking day.

I couldn’t stop it. I didn’t want to. Every step I took beside her, every glance at her collarbone or the line of her ass through that towel she used after the beach – I walked stiff, leaking into my shorts, with the exact quiet, seething desperation I used to mock in porn addicts online. By the time night fell, I was close to madness.

Back at the hotel, she came out of the shower wrapped in a white towel. Her hair wet. Skin damp and no makeup. She looked like a goddess who hadn’t decided whether to bless or destroy her follower.

I was lying on the bed, reading nothing, my pulse in my throat. She crossed to the dresser. Opened her drawer and pulled out a pair of panties.

Then she paused. Bent slightly and reached for my drawer. I froze. She rummaged inside – calmly, casually – and pulled something from the bottom. She held it in her hand for a moment.

The cage. Wrapped in the sock.

She peeled it out like a weapon. Held it up to the light. Studied it like a foreign object. Then turned to face me.

The air in the room felt like ice against my skin. My cock twitched violently under the sheet. She walked across the room. Stopped by the bed. Her eyes locked on mine.

“Put it on.”

“What?” I said, because my brain had short-circuited.

She extended her hand. The cage lay in her palm like a sentence.

“You heard me.”

My mouth was dry: “How in God’s name did you know I had a chastity cage?”

“You’re predictable, James. I know you. You never do anything unprepared. In the book it’s all about this ‘cage,’ so I assumed you’d brought one.”

I looked at her, aghast and mesmerized. “H-how did you even find it?”

“Oh, that was easy. While you were in the shower, I checked the most obvious places… Your luggage, your drawers… You really don’t hide things very well.”

“Elena…”

Her voice was low. Not cold. Just firm. “You want this, don’t you?”

I nodded. She waited.

“Then put it on and show me.”

I stood up. My legs were trembling. My hands were shaking so hard I could barely unwrap the device. It was absurd. Humiliating. My cock was already hard, twitching with every breath. I couldn’t fit inside the base ring, not like this.

She watched from the bed, arms crossed over her towel. Unblinking. I fumbled, huffed and tried again. Sweat was beading on my forehead.

“You’re too hard,” she said, like she was talking about the weather.

“I – I know.”

Her lips twitched, almost a smile. “Can’t even control that anymore?”

“No.”

She got off the bed. Walked to me. Stood inches away. Then reached down, and flicked the tip of my cock. A sharp, humiliating little sting.

“Then think of something boring,” she whispered.

She turned and walked back to the bed.

I took a breath and closed my eyes. Thought of taxes. Dead dogs. My father’s fucking funeral. Anything. It worked a bit. I softened just enough.

With trembling fingers, I slipped the ring behind my balls, pushed the shaft forward, and fitted the black plastic cage over the tip. It clicked into place with an audible snap.

I stood there, locked and she looked at me. And smiled.

“Good boy.”

Two words. And I swear to God, I almost came from them alone.


Day 7 – Elena

I wake before him.

The sky outside is pale peach, the sea flat and shimmering. There’s a breeze sneaking through the shutters, soft and warm and scented with thyme. James is asleep beside me, lying on his back, the sheet pushed down to his waist.

I watch his chest rise and fall for a moment. Then my eyes move lower.

The cage is still on. Black and faintly obscene.

He’s hard – or trying to be – but the cage holds it all back, turning his morning erection into something pathetic. His cock twitches against the bars, desperate and denied, a prisoner straining inside a toy.

My first thought is: It’s ridiculous. My second: It’s beautiful. I get up quietly. I don’t wake him. I don’t need to.

Later, in the shower, I stand under the hot water and let it wash over me. I should be disgusted by all this. I should feel manipulated. Or ashamed. But I don’t. I feel powerful.

There’s no obligation anymore. No expectation that I should give anything. No pressure to open my legs or fake enthusiasm or play the role of the “accommodating wife.” He’s put that little cage on his cock and offered me the key – figuratively, if not literally yet – and it’s done something to me I can’t explain.

It’s lifted a weight I didn’t realise I was carrying. I don’t have to say yes anymore. I don’t have to please him. I can just be. And he… he’ll follow.

At breakfast, I wear a sheer white dress with no underwear. It’s hot, and I don’t feel like sweating into a bra. The fabric clings to my nipples. The curve of my ass is visible when I walk in front of the terrace doors with the light behind me.

He stares. Of course he does. I don’t comment.

“Sleep well?” he asks, cautiously.

I sip my juice. “Very.”

He fidgets with the edge of his napkin. “Me too.”

I let the silence hang for a moment. Then I look at him – directly, calmly.

“You didn’t touch yourself last night.”

He blinks. “No.”

“You couldn’t.”

He swallows. “No.”

My voice doesn’t change. “Good.”

We spend the day on the beach. I let him carry my bag, set up my umbrella, fetch the drinks. Not because I tell him to. I don’t need to. He does it automatically now, like a man trying to earn something he knows is forever out of reach.

I swim. He watches. I read. He stares. I stretch on the towel in a way that makes the fabric ride up between my thighs. I don’t pull it down.

He notices. I see him shift, adjust, squirm behind his sunglasses. I imagine the cage pressing against the inside of his swim shorts. His balls tight and aching. His cock hard and trapped. It’s fun.

That night, I lie in bed with the covers kicked off. Naked except for a single gold anklet around my left foot. The sheets are warm from my body. The air from the open terrace door is hot, but I feel deliciously cool in my own skin, every inch of it alive and pulsing.

I don’t call for him. I don’t wait for him.

I slide one hand between my thighs, slow and casual, the way I haven’t done in far too long. Not like a woman trying to be quiet. Not like a wife ashamed. I do it like I own the space. Like I own the bed. Like I own everything in this room – including the man with a locked cock who’s brushing his teeth right now, unaware that his wife is spreading her legs and fingering her dripping cunt just metres away.

My fingers are already wet. I haven’t even touched properly yet. I’m soaked from teasing myself at dinner, from watching him serve, from seeing the bulge of his pathetic cage pressing through his shorts. From knowing that no matter how badly he wanted me, no matter how much he stared – he couldn’t do a damn thing about it.

I part my lips slowly, two fingers sliding through my folds, and press the tip of my middle finger to my clit.

The spark shoots up my spine like lightning. I bite my lip. I circle, slow and firm, hips tilting up slightly. I know exactly how I like it. I’ve known it for years. And for years, I stopped doing it. Too tired. Too watched. Too afraid that even my own pleasure might lead to an obligation to perform.

But now? There’s no pressure. No compromise. No weight. There’s just me. And the wet, obscene sound of my fingers working my cunt.

I open my thighs wider and bring my left hand to my breast, rolling my nipple between thumb and forefinger. I pinch it, tug it, while my right hand keeps a steady rhythm on my clit. I’m panting already. Eyes half-lidded. My heels dig into the mattress as I grind up into my palm.

I whisper to myself. “Yes… fuck yes… just like that…”

My hips are moving now, my back arching. I can feel the heat rising in me like a wave. It’s fast. Too fast. It’s been too long.

I slide two fingers inside, thrusting, curling them toward that sweet, swollen spot just behind the ridge. I moan. Loud. I don’t care if he hears.

In fact – I hope he hears.

I want him to walk in with his pathetic locked cock dripping into his shorts and see his wife sprawled on the bed, legs wide, hand buried in her pussy, fucking herself to orgasm with absolutely no need for him.

That thought – that image – pushes me over.

I fuck my fingers harder. Faster. My legs shake. My breath breaks. My pussy clenches, soaked and tight, and then –

I come. Hard. It rips through me like fire.

My whole body pulses with it. My clit throbs. My cunt spasms around my fingers. My thighs tremble. My nipple’s sore from how hard I’m gripping it.

I ride it all the way through. And then I let go.

I hear the bathroom door open. I don’t turn. I just leave my legs open. Fingers still wet. Breath still heavy. He sees me. I know he does.

His mouth opens. His eyes widen.

“El…”

“No,” I say gently, still staring at the ceiling. “You don’t get to speak.”

He lowers his eyes. I smile. “Turn off the light.”

He does.

And climbs into bed beside me with a leaking, locked cock and the scent of my orgasm in the air.

I sleep like a fucking queen.


Day 8 – James

She said nothing when she stood from the bed that morning. Just stretched, slowly, arms arching above her head, breasts lifting beneath the thin cotton of her camisole, nipples already stiff from the early breeze leaking through the terrace doors.

She walked to the bathroom without glancing at me, peeled her underwear down her legs with a casual indifference that made my throat tighten, and closed the door behind her.

The shower came on a moment later, the familiar hiss of the hot water against the white Greek tiles, echoing just enough to send a shiver across my skin.

Then, after a pause: her voice.

“Come here.”

Just a smooth, precise tone that cut through the thick silence.

I was on my feet before I registered moving, cock already stiffening uselessly in the cage, already leaking. The ache had become constant now. A dull, hot presence between my legs that refused to settle, even when I tried not to think about her. But how could I not think of her? She was everywhere – under my skin, in the back of my tongue, curled around every beat of my heart.

I stepped into the bathroom, and there she was: naked under the water.

Her back to me, her skin slick with heat and steam, the arch of her spine descending in a perfect, obscene curve down to the swell of her ass.

She wasn’t washing. She was waiting. One hand rested against the tile, her head tilted slightly to the side, water cascading over her hair, over her shoulder, over the perfect slope of her back like she was some pagan statue left to melt in the sun.

She didn’t have to ask… I dropped to my knees.

The floor was warm beneath me, slick with water. My knees ached immediately, but I welcomed the pain. It grounded me, reminded me of my place. She turned her head just enough to glance down, then shifted her weight slightly, spreading her feet apart to give me access.

She said nothing, she just offered herself. And I… I opened my mouth and worshipped.

I began with kisses – soft, reverent, almost hesitant. The backs of her thighs, the firm curve where flesh met hip, the hollow at the top of her inner thigh. I could taste the salt of her skin, the faint perfume of her soap, the heat of her cunt just centimetres from my mouth. I pressed my lips there, just above her slit, and inhaled.

She was already warm. Already slightly open. Already wet.

I used my hands to part her gently, fingertips stroking the soft skin around her lips before I pressed my tongue between them. The taste was instant and unmistakable – clean, but raw, real, that heady mix of arousal and power and something deeply female.

I licked her like she was sacred. Like I existed only for this.

She shifted slightly, leaning back against the wall, letting her thighs part more fully. Her hand found the back of my head – not to push or pull, just to rest. A weightless reminder that I was hers now, body and breath and mouth.

I worked her slowly. Circling her clit with the flat of my tongue, then flicking the tip against it in light pulses. I knew her rhythms, her layers. I remembered the exact pressure she liked, the exact angle she responded to when her body stopped pretending to be calm and started asking for more.

I didn’t rush. She began to breathe more audibly, her hips tilting forward, just slightly, not thrusting, but allowing.

Her cunt tasted like fire and rain. My jaw ached, but I didn’t stop. I licked her through the tightness, let my hands slide behind her thighs and squeeze gently, anchoring myself there as I brought her closer and closer.

She didn’t moan. She just exhaled, slow and controlled, the sound of a woman utterly within herself.

When the orgasm came, it wasn’t theatrical. But it was real and violent.

Her thighs trembled. Her hand tightened in my hair, her nails biting into my scalp. Her cunt clenched, and I felt it. Her whole body drew tight as a wire – and then she released, shaking, pressing her hips forward with a breathless hiss that sent electricity shooting straight to my balls.

I didn’t stop. I slowed down. Softened. Licked her through it. Worshipped the aftermath. Let her ride it until she relaxed again.

I was shaking. My cock was throbbing against the inside of the cage, dripping constantly. The pressure was maddening, the denial excruciating. My body screamed for release, for friction, for the faintest fucking mercy – but I knew better.

When she stepped back, out of reach, I stayed kneeling, breathing hard, lips wet, face flushed, my whole body a mess of longing and reverence and unbearable arousal.

She reached for a towel. Dried herself calmly. Not once looking at me.

I waited, trembling, my breath shallow, every nerve still burning from the taste of her.

Then finally, she turned. Her eyes found mine. She smiled… completely in control.

“You asked for this,” she said, wrapping the towel around her hips with casual elegance. “So I’m going to enjoy it.”

I nodded, unable to speak. My voice had broken somewhere inside me.

She paused at the door. Looked back at me once more.

“You’ll be good for me, won’t you?”

I whispered it. “Thank you.”

Then she left me there – naked, dripping, shaking, locked, and ruined. And I had never loved her more.


Day 10 – Elena

By now, I know the exact sound the cage makes when it twitches under his shorts. Not the click of the plastic, not the rattle – there’s none of that. No, it’s subtler. A kind of silence. A held breath. A slight stiffness in how he walks, sits, shifts his weight. A rhythm I’ve come to hear even in his footsteps. The language of denial.

It speaks to me louder than any apology ever has.

James is trying to act normal this morning, but it’s already there – that pressure, that raw hunger tightening behind his ribs like a trapped scream. He’s not fooling me. Not when his eyes keep flicking to the hem of my skirt while I butter my toast. Not when his thighs tense every time I lean forward across the breakfast table with no bra under this white tank top, nipples brushing the cotton with every movement.

He’s leaking. I know it. I can see the faint, useless stain in his shorts. He says nothing, of course. He’s trying to be good. And it turns me on so much I could come without touching myself.

I let it build through the day. I wear the shortest skirt I packed, soft jersey that clings to my hips and rides up with every step. I bend down slowly when I drop something. I stretch in front of him with a yawn, arms high, back arched, the curve of my breasts shifting beneath the tank top with no support.

He follows me around like a dog in heat. He’s polite. He doesn’t beg. But his eyes? They’re drowning.

By sunset, the need is thick in the air between us. He moves around me carefully, speaks softly, opens doors, pours my wine before I ask. His body is hard from restraint, his face flushed. His jaw clenches every time I brush past him.

It’s time.

I walk into the bedroom while the sky outside the terrace burns itself into orange and violet, and I make no effort to delay or dress the moment in delicacy. I say nothing. I don’t look at him. I simply undress, piece by piece, without fanfare, without self-consciousness, and without rush.

The top peels away from my body like it was never meant to be worn. My breasts shift as I toss the fabric to the floor, nipples already tight in the evening air, drawn by the weight of the power that hums between us like electricity waiting for a fuse.

The skirt pools around my ankles, no underwear beneath it, just skin – bare, smooth, warm from the heat of the day and the weight of my own anticipation. I don’t meet his gaze. I can feel the way his eyes follow every movement, the way his breath catches as I slide under the sheets, as I settle onto the bed like a queen returning to her throne.

I lift one leg and bend it lazily at the knee, letting my thighs fall open without ceremony. I pat the mattress beside me once, casually, like I’m calling a dog to heel.

“Sit,” I say, voice soft, neutral, impossible to disobey. He does.

He’s naked too, except for the cage that contains his cock. It’s so swollen now I can see the angry red flush at the base of the shaft, the glistening streak of his latest leak just beneath the slit, where his body begs for something it hasn’t been allowed to feel in over a week.

I watch his chest rise and fall. He’s trying to stay calm. But the tension in his shoulders, in his jaw, in the way he holds his legs together so tightly – they betray him. He’s on the edge, teetering like a man dangling off a cliff, praying for permission or punishment.

I pick up the book beside me – not because I want to read, but because I want him to know what I don’t need him for.

I open it. Let the pages settle. Then I turn to him, calm as moonlight.

“Get on your knees.”

He slips off the edge of the bed and sinks to the floor without a word. He kneels between my legs, his face suddenly level with my thighs, his mouth close enough to smell the heat rising from between them. He doesn’t move. He doesn’t reach. He waits.

I don’t touch him. I just start to touch myself.

My hand moves between my thighs like it knows the way home. Fingers parting slowly, softly, deliberately, spreading my lips with a quiet patience I’ve denied myself for too long. I stroke myself in slow circles, my clit already tingling, already pulsing from hours of watching him suffer in silence, from the thrill of knowing he was desperate and silent and aching and still – still – completely fucking mine.

I let out a soft sigh, one that turns into a low, satisfied hum as I sink two fingers into my cunt, already wet, already hungry. I don’t hide anything. I keep my legs open, my heels pressing into the mattress as I start to grind, slow and fluid, working into my own body like it’s the only thing that matters in the world.

He watches. I make him watch.

He breathes through his nose, hard, uneven, his hands clenched against his thighs. The cage presses visibly against his skin now, locked and red and desperate, his cock twitching inside it with every flick of my wrist.

The sound of my fingers sliding through my wetness is unmistakable. Slick and rhythmic. Almost obscene.

His eyes are wide while I look down at him through half-lidded eyes.

“Stay still,” I murmur, barely above a whisper. “And don’t even think about touching yourself.”

He nods. His voice cracks. “Yes, ma’am.”

I return to myself. My thumb finds my clit again, circles slow, then faster, then slow again, teasing myself as I once wished someone else would – without hurry, without pressure, just for me. I moan, long and low, not because I want to perform for him but because I can’t help it. My body is burning now, my cunt throbbing around my fingers, slicker with every breath.

I fuck myself with two fingers, then three, curling them up and in, finding that hot, swollen spot that makes my eyes flutter shut. My breath hitches. My thighs tense. I bite my lip, then let the sounds escape me as I moan again, louder this time, my head rolling back against the pillow.

I open my eyes just in time to see his mouth trembling. His cage pulsing. His eyes glued to the movement of my fingers.

I imagine what he’s feeling. That cruel pressure. The pain of being right there, watching, listening, smelling my orgasm blooming in the air between us… and not being able to do a damn thing about it. It makes me come harder.

The orgasm rips through me like fire. My hips arch, my cunt clenches around my fingers, and I cry out – loud, sharp, broken and pure. My back lifts off the mattress, every nerve lit up with release. I ride it, eyes open, locked on his, letting him see the full force of it, letting him know that it belongs to me and me alone.

When it passes, I lie still for a moment, catching my breath. He’s still kneeling. Hard and helpless. I beckon with two fingers.

“Kiss me.”

He leans forward, reverently, and places a kiss on my inner thigh, then another, closer to my slick, still-throbbing cunt.

I let him smell what he’s not allowed to touch. Then I nudge his face with the arch of my foot.

“Clean it.”

He licks me gently, then deeper, tasting the orgasm he wasn’t part of. He moans as he laps at me, and I feel his whole body tremble as his tongue slides between my folds, slow and eager, collecting the wetness he couldn’t give, honouring what he didn’t earn.

When I’m satisfied, I pull away. I don’t thank him. I lie back and let out a satisfied sigh.

“Turn off the light.”

He obeys, his cage visibly pulsing as he stands, the front of it shiny with a fresh drop of pre-cum, cruelly smeared against the hard plastic. He lies beside me, stiff and silent.

I curl under the sheets, utterly sated, tingling with the afterglow of power and orgasm.


Day 14 – James

Two weeks. Fourteen days without release – and of those, eight days with my cock locked in plastic.

Endless hours of watching her shudder and writhe, tasting her as she climaxed against my mouth, hearing the low, broken sounds that used to be for me alone – and knowing I would never feel that pulse again unless she allowed it.

And she hasn’t. Not once. Not a single ruined orgasm. Not even the mercy of her hand brushing against me by accident.

Oh, I’m not just aroused anymore, I’m well beyond that. My cock aches constantly, like a second heartbeat between my legs. It pulses with every breath she takes near me.

Every brush of her hip against my arm, every glance at her tits beneath a sheer dress, every careless moan she lets out while fingering herself beside me. I’ve started leaking the moment I wake up. I have to change my underwear twice a day. I’m not even embarrassed anymore.

Because I don’t want mercy. I want her to know I’ll endure anything for the privilege of kneeling at her feet. So I look for ways to prove it, to mark it, to show her.

I bought her earrings today. Real ones. Gold filigree shaped like olive leaves, tiny and delicate, made by a local jeweller in Chora. I snuck away while she slept in the shade by the pool and walked all the way into town — forty minutes in the heat, legs shaking from arousal and exhaustion, my cage grinding into the inside of my thigh with every step.

I paid cash. I didn’t ask if she wanted them. I didn’t imagine her thanking me. I just wanted her to have something.

When I returned, drenched in sweat and breathless, I knelt by her lounger and held out the little white box, head bowed.

She opened it slowly. Smiled. Put them in without a word. Then said, “Carry my bag.”

And I did – over rocks, up stairs, through hot sand – like a mule, panting, my balls screaming, the cage sticking to my skin like punishment. And I didn’t complain. I loved it.

Lunch was grilled sardines and wine, shade under a fig tree, cicadas humming like they were cheering her on.

She ordered for both of us. She made me stand while she adjusted the cushion on her seat. She laughed when I spilled water refilling her glass because my hands were shaking from the pressure in my cock.

Then, halfway through her glass of Assyrtiko, she leaned forward slightly, lips glistening, voice low.

“You’re getting good at being nothing.”

The words hit me harder than any slap. Harder than any belt. They didn’t hurt. They bloomed inside me, like praise carved from fire.

I closed my eyes and whispered, “Thank you.”

She just went back to her wine.

Back at the suite, she said it as if commenting on the weather: “Undress me.”

No explanation. No instruction. Just a quiet command that made my throat tighten and my fingers tremble before they even touched her.

She stood in the centre of the room, back to me, legs apart just enough to make the hem of her sundress sway around the backs of her thighs. I approached like a man approaching an altar – slow, reverent, already half-broken by the privilege of being asked.

I reached for the zipper at the back of her dress, dragging it down slowly, the sound of teeth parting filling the silence like a whisper through silk. I watched the fabric fall away from her shoulders, revealing inch by inch the pale gold of her bare back, the curve of her spine, the dimples above her ass.

She didn’t help me. The dress slipped down, whispering over her hips, pooling at her feet. She stepped out of it with grace, barefoot and gloriously unbothered, wearing nothing but a red thong that clung to the cleft of her cunt like it had been painted on.

I stood there for a second, dizzy, throbbing, my cock pressing violently against its plastic cage, pulsing like it was trying to break free.

She met my eyes in the mirror. I didn’t wait. I dropped to my knees.

She turned slightly, just enough to angle her hip toward me, letting me press my mouth to her thigh, just above the knee. I kissed the warm skin there, slow and lingering, then moved higher, up the side of her leg, my lips grazing her as softly as breath.

I kissed her like a man starved. She smelled like salt and citrus and faint traces of sun lotion, but underneath it all, beneath the gloss and glow of heat, there was her – that feral, subtle perfume I had craved every hour of every day for the past two weeks.

I pressed my nose between her thighs and inhaled, not even asking permission, because I knew I was allowed to breathe her.

But not to touch. She pressed her fingers lightly between her legs, stroking herself once, slowly, dragging a faint glistening trail along her folds. Then she looked down at me and extended two fingers.

“Lick.”

I took her into my mouth. The taste of her was sharp, deep, arousing to the point of madness. My tongue moved over her fingers like I was being fed a miracle. I swallowed her wetness like I’d earned none of it and deserved even less. My jaw trembled. I could feel the cage straining between my legs, my balls swollen, my cock so stiff it hurt to exist.

She pulled her hand back, wiped her fingers casually on my chest, and turned.

She walked to the bed and climbed onto it like a woman climbing into a throne. Legs folded beneath her, hair loose, cunt flushed and visible as she spread her thighs without care, glancing at me like she was choosing whether to allow me to keep breathing.

Then she tilted her head. “Get on all fours.”

I obeyed.

I crawled to her, between her legs, bowed by the weight of need, by the aching beauty of the scent rising from between her thighs, by the sight of her pussy – open, soft, already wet.

I just lowered my mouth and began to worship.

I started slowly. The tip of my tongue traced the inner curve of her lips, soft and slow, like I was learning her from scratch. She moaned, quietly. Not for me. For herself. One hand reached lazily for the paperback beside her and she began to read, her other hand falling gently to the top of my head, pressing me there – not to guide, just to remind.

I licked her in long, warm strokes, then circled her clit with just the right pressure, watching for the tiny changes in her breath, the way her legs tensed when I angled my tongue just right. I sucked her softly. Then firmer. Then again, until she began to move – not rhythmically, not helpfully – just tilting her hips up, letting me bear the work, letting me serve.

She tasted like lust and salt. She tasted like fire itself. Her thighs tensed. Her breath quickened.

Then, suddenly, her hips arched sharply and she came – hard, silent, shaking, her hand fisting in my hair as she pulsed against my tongue.

She didn’t speak. She just let her body use mine. And then pushed me gently away with the ball of her foot.

She reclined onto the pillows, flushed and perfect, one leg thrown open, one arm over her head.

She began touching herself again.

She was still wet from her orgasm, still swollen, still sensitive, and yet she slid two fingers through the slickness and circled her clit again. I watched, breathless. Her other hand brushed over her breast, flicking her nipple, pinching.

She didn’t look at me. She moaned again, louder this time. Her thighs trembled. Her breath turned ragged. I saw her edge herself – fingers slowing, then speeding up, then slowing again. She liked the tease, even when she gave it to herself.

And I… I was panting like a fucking dog. The cage was soaked, my cock straining, balls pulled tight and aching like they’d been locked in ice. I wanted to scream. I wanted to weep. I wanted to serve her more.

I pressed my face to the mattress beside her thigh and whispered:

“May I touch myself?”

She didn’t answer.

I whimpered, louder.

“Elena. Please. Please let me – just a little – just to feel it – “

She turned her head lazily, eyes half-closed.

“No.”

Then she came again. Loud. Sharp. Her whole body curling forward, fingers a blur on her clit, hips spasming, thighs clenched around nothing. She let it ride through her like a storm, like I wasn’t there at all.

She collapsed onto her back, breath shallow, skin shining.

Then she turned to me, slow and satisfied, like a predator licking her lips after feeding.

Her voice was low, like velvet on the blade.

“I might let you kiss my cunt again tomorrow. If you keep being good.”

I nodded, too broken to speak.

“Do you want to come?” she asked.

My mouth opened. “Yes,” I breathed. “Yes, please. Please, ma’am – “

She smiled.

“Good.”

And turned off the light.

Leaving me in darkness, soaked in pre-cum, locked and aching, while she fell asleep – glowing, content, complete.


Day 16 – Elena

I didn’t tell him why I wanted silence tonight. I only told him what not to do. “No touching,” I said. “Not even through the cage. Not even to adjust.”

He obeyed, of course. He always does now.

When I pointed to the floor at the foot of the bed, he dropped to his knees like it was instinct, like it wasn’t even a choice anymore. Naked. Head slightly bowed. Arms behind his back. The light from the terrace spilled over his skin and caught the cage between his legs – tight and flushed, shining at the tip where another drop of pre-cum had already formed. He didn’t try to hide it. He just knelt, breathing slowly, waiting.

I never told him to be naked all the time. But now he just is. It’s how I see him now. Bare. Caged. Honest. No masks. No arguments. Just arousal and obedience, always on the edge of pain.

The cage looked even tighter tonight. His cock straining and swollen, the tip pressed against the plastic like it wanted to tear through it. He used to beg for ruined orgasms. Once, in the first days, he even asked if he could come in his sleep. But I never answered. I only stared until he stopped speaking. And now he doesn’t ask at all.

I watched him kneel as I stepped into the silk robe. Black. Sleeveless. The hem brushing my thighs. I didn’t bother tying it. What would be the point? There was nothing I wanted hidden tonight. I lay back on the pillows, letting one shoulder drop, letting the fabric slip open, letting the warmth of the night slide across my skin like an invitation. One knee bent, the other open. The folds of the robe parted and didn’t return. His eyes locked there – on the place where I was already wet.

I let him look. I wanted him to. That was part of the hunger now.

He was leaking again. Already. A slow pulse of fluid seeping from the slit of his cock, trapped behind hard plastic. He didn’t move. He didn’t speak. He just dripped. I imagined how badly it must ache, how tightly it must throb. And I felt nothing but satisfaction.

I reached for the drawer beside the bed – then paused. No. Not that one.

Instead, I stood. Walked slowly to the wardrobe, letting the robe slide from my shoulders as I moved, naked again by the time I reached the suitcase on the floor. I knelt, unzipped it, dug past the folded clothes until my hand closed around what I’d buried there days ago, hidden even from myself.

I brought it with me. I don’t know when I made the decision to pack it. Maybe something in me had already been curious. Or maybe angry. Or maybe I’d simply known that I didn’t want to be at the mercy of his pleasure anymore. Maybe I wanted mine. Separate from him.

Wrapped in a scarf, thick and warm and familiar. I hadn’t touched it in months. But tonight, it felt like the most natural thing in the world.

I unwrapped the dildo slowly, letting him watch from across the room. Flesh-coloured, veined, curved. Not exaggerated. Just enough to matter. Just enough to make his body lock in place when he saw it.

His eyes widened. His lips parted, but no sound came. Not even a gasp.

I said it gently: “You’re not the only one who packed something.”

He blinked. Swallowed. The flush on his chest was spreading to his throat.

I walked back to the bed and climbed up slowly, the dildo in my hand, the weight of it already warming my palm. I didn’t need to look at him to know he was trembling. I could feel it in the silence.

He opened his mouth to speak.

“No,” I said. Just that.

Then I added: “Watch.”

And I lay back, spread my legs wide, and touched the toy to my cunt.

I was already soaked. I’d been thinking about this since breakfast. Maybe even before. Fantasising about it while we strolled the harbour, while he carried my shopping, while he trailed behind me up the cliff path, panting like a beast on a leash.

I pressed the tip against my clit and circled gently, slowly, until my eyes fluttered shut. Then I opened them again and locked on his face.

He was straining forward, visibly struggling not to crawl closer, not to fall at my feet.

The toy slid in with ease. I gasped as it filled me. A thick stretch, slow and steady. My hips tilted, my thighs spreading wider. I rolled my pelvis, fucking myself in long strokes, watching him from beneath heavy lids. My nipples grazed the silk pillows, stiff with arousal. I moaned, softly at first, then deeper.

He whimpered. Actually whimpered.

His cage pulsed. A fresh string of pre-cum spilled between his thighs.

“May I...”

I didn’t let him finish.

“No,” I said. “You don’t get to want tonight. You get to watch.”

And then, while I curled the toy inside me just right, just deep enough to make my toes twitch, I gave him the truth.

“I’ve thought about other men.”

He froze.

Not just his body. His soul. I saw it. A jolt that ran through him like a current. And I smiled.

“You wanted honesty,” I murmured, my voice thicker now, edged with breath. “So here it is.”

I pulled the dildo out slowly. Watched my slick coat the shaft. Then pushed it back in hard. My body clenched. My thighs quivered.

“Sometimes when you were inside me, I imagined someone else. A stranger. Someone stronger. Harder. A man who wouldn’t wait for permission.”

His mouth twitched. His chest rose.

“Someone who would fuck me against a wall, one hand in my hair, the other over my mouth. Someone who wouldn’t ask me if I was okay.”

I groaned as the dildo hit deep. My back arched. My cunt pulsed.

“And you,” I said, “watching. Kneeling. Caged.”

His head dropped. But he didn’t look away.

“Do you want to know the worst part?” I whispered, fucking myself harder, wetter, panting now, sweat gathering between my breasts. “I used to think of it while you were inside me.”

He shook.

I was close. So close. I could feel it building in my thighs, in my belly, in my throat.

“I imagined them bigger than you. Deeper. My voice hoarse from screaming. My legs trembling. And you, silent. Beaten. Broken.”

I moaned. Loud. Deep. My orgasm was right there. Almost. My breath caught.

I looked at him one last time.

“You’re hard, aren’t you?”

“Yes,” he choked. A whisper. A sob.

And I came. It started in my cunt, a tightening and fluttering that built into something molten and unstoppable. My back arched, head thrown against the pillow, thighs locking in, my whole body trembling as the waves hit. I could feel the gush of wetness flood the dildo and then my skin, the damp heat slick between my thighs as I clenched again and again, hips grinding down into the toy as if I could devour it completely. I cried out, loud and raw, not for him but for myself. The sound echoed against the stone walls, sharp and animal, a release too long restrained.

I held it inside me as long as I could. Let the spasms shake every part of me until they softened, slowed, left me panting and dazed in their aftermath.

He hadn’t moved. Not one inch.

I turned my head, still breathless. He was trembling. Shaking. The cage glistened. There was a dark spot beneath him on the stone tile. He looked broken in the way I had always imagined him: humbled, desperate, ruined without even being touched.

I reached down between my legs, pulled the dildo out slowly, wet and glistening and heavy with everything I’d just felt.

I held it out, arm extended, a question I didn’t need to voice.

“Do you want this?”

He nodded. His voice gone. His eyes glassy.

I dropped it. It hit the floor with a dull, obscene thud.

“Clean it.”

He crawled forward on all fours, head lowered, lips parted. I watched him lower his face to it, tongue reaching first, then his lips, then he took it between his teeth and sucked. His mouth opened wider to take more, his moans muffled, his cheeks flushed. He licked the length, cleaned every glistening inch with reverence.

I leaned back, completely spent, legs open, cunt still pulsing.

He knelt at my feet, mouth wrapped around the plastic cock that had just filled me. He was where he belonged.


Day 19 – James

It started with a glance. But not the first.

I’d seen him before – Kostas, the tall one who worked by the boats, sometimes hauling nets at dawn, sometimes helping tourists with the paddleboards. He moved like a man born to the island, at ease with wind and salt, a local ghost in every morning we’d spent here. Always alone. Always wordless.

That day, he was already on the beach when we arrived. The Aegean shimmered beyond the dunes, a cruel blue that made Elena’s skin glow with that golden, silken sheen that only salt and heat and supreme self-possession could give.

She wore her black bikini again. No top. Just the sliver of cloth that framed her hips and the thin, translucent shirt draped over her shoulders, drifting open with each step she took.

Kostas walked the length of the waterline like he was bred from sunlight and tide: muscular, tall without trying. He didn’t look at her first. That’s what made it unbearable. He simply passed, slow and confident, letting his eyes sweep over the world as if it was already his.

And then she turned: her whole body. Fluid and intentional. Her chin lifted. Her lips parted. And in that instant, I saw a hunger in her that I hadn’t seen in years. Not even for me.

He caught her gaze, and something passed between them. I saw it. Felt it, like a static charge beneath my ribs. Not words. Not even a smile. Just mutual understanding. Mutual recognition. And then she looked away like it meant nothing.

The rest of the day dragged. She said little. I said less. My cock pulsed inside its plastic prison every time I thought about the way she’d looked at him, and by dinner, I was a wreck of silence and aching need.

She, on the other hand, was radiant. Bright-eyed, amused, sipping her wine with lazy satisfaction. She fed me forkfuls from her plate, letting them linger near my lips like I was her trained pet, like I needed her for every taste of pleasure now.

When we returned to the suite, the sky was the colour of spilled ink, thick and restless. She didn’t speak as she slipped out of her dress. She didn’t ask for help. She didn’t glance at me once. She simply walked to the bed and lay back, her robe untied and already half open, legs parted just enough for me to see the shadow of everything.

“On your knees,” she said.

I dropped immediately. She reached between her thighs with calm, unhurried fingers, stroking herself like she wasn’t performing for anyone at all. She moved as if she did this every night – because she could. Because she owned her body and mine now. Her eyes stayed on the ceiling, but her voice found me like a knife.

“He wants me,” she said.

I swallowed.

“Kostas.”

Her fingers worked in slow, deliberate circles, wet sounds filling the room. She shifted her hips, spreading herself wider, and finally looked at me.

“Say his name.”

I hesitated.

She smiled – not kindly.

“Say it.”

“Kostas,” I whispered, my voice broken and dry.

She sighed, the sound low and pleased, like I’d finally done something right. Her eyes fluttered closed, her thighs tensed, and her pace quickened. Her breath grew shallow, not because she was pretending, but because she was close. Close from the thought of another man, the idea of being taken by someone who wasn’t me.

“He’d fuck me like I deserve,” she murmured. “Wouldn’t stop… Wouldn’t ask... Would just take…”

I whimpered. My balls ached so badly I could feel my heartbeat pulsing in them, my cock dripping again, helpless behind the cage, the plastic smeared with my frustration.

She came with his name on her lips.

Her thighs clamped, her body curled forward, her fingers still moving until the spasms left her panting. She didn’t call my name. She never looked at me again until the last wave left her limp and glowing.

And then she sat up, eyes gleaming with something feral.

She crawled across the bed and reached for me. Her hand slipped between my legs, not to release, not to stroke, just to inspect. I was soaked. Leaking like an animal.

She pressed her lips to the base of the cage, licked the pre-cum there without urgency, without affection.

“You taste like shame,” she said. Then kissed the plastic again, slower this time. “Like disappointment.”

I couldn’t respond. My voice had dissolved into the heat of my chest.

And then, without warning, her palm met my cheek.

The slap rang out, not violent but final, like punctuation. She stood. Left me kneeling. Said nothing more. Just turned off the light. And closed the door.


Day 21 – Elena

The sun had begun to slide behind the cliffs when I spotted Kostas again, walking past the pool bar, slow and loose in the heat, a drink in his hand and his eyes shamelessly on me. He didn’t hide it. And I didn’t want him to.

I tilted my hips a little more against the sunbed, adjusted the strap of my bikini top just slowly enough to make it look accidental, and felt the shift inside me – the throb, the dangerous thrill of being seen.

James was kneeling beside me with the sunscreen in his hands. I handed it to him without a word, pushed my hips up off the towel, and waited. He knew what to do now. My silence was command enough.

His hands were trembling as he began to rub the oil into my lower back, over the swell of my ass, slow and reverent, his thumbs grazing just under the thin strings that curved around my hips. I didn’t moan, didn’t move, but I knew Kostas was watching. I looked up from beneath my sunglasses and met his gaze across the pool.

He raised his drink in a lazy salute. I smiled – nothing overt, just a soft flick of the mouth – and then looked away as if bored.

But my skin burned where James touched me. Not from heat, but from power.

Later, as the sky bled into orange, I made him follow me down to the bar. I wore the sheerest dress I owned, no bra, no underwear. Every step I took made the fabric cling between my thighs. James walked two steps behind like a dog in a leashless heel, the tension in him visible even in the set of his shoulders.

Kostas was already at the counter, shirt unbuttoned, skin dark from the sun. I leaned in next to him, ordered something strong and cold, then laughed too loud at a joke he barely had to make. His English was broken, but it didn’t matter. His body spoke well enough.

I didn’t look at James.

We drank. We talked. I let Kostas brush his fingers against my wrist when he passed me a glass, let him compliment my dress, my skin, my legs. I smiled, leaned in, touched his arm when I laughed. Every time, I could feel James flinch behind me.

Then I told Kostas I wanted to dance.

The hotel had a small patio where someone was playing soft Greek pop on a speaker. There weren’t many people left out there. It didn’t matter. I took Kostas’s hand and pulled him onto the stone floor, moved against him with a lazy, sensual sway that made the hem of my dress lift as I turned. My nipples were hard under the gauze. I knew because I could see James’s eyes locked on them.

Kostas smelled like sea salt and sweat and ouzo. He didn’t try to grind or grope. He didn’t need to. His body was right there, close enough, big enough, and I let mine brush his just enough to make a point.

When the music ended, I excused myself. Walked back to James without looking at him.

In the room, I said nothing at first. I let the silence swell while I undressed slowly in front of the mirror. He was still kneeling. I knew he would be.

“You looked like you enjoyed that,” he said, his voice hoarse.

I turned. “I did.”

He swallowed. “What… happens now?”

I stepped closer, slipped onto the bed, and spread my thighs.

“If you make me come tonight with your tongue,” I said, “I’ll invite him for a drink tomorrow.”

He knelt lower, almost crumpled, and crawled toward me.

“No hands,” I whispered. “You don’t get to touch anything but me.”

What followed was slow, devoted, and wet. He licked like a man starving. I held his head in place, ground against his mouth, used his tongue until I was shaking. But I didn’t want to come like this – not yet. I needed something else: a different kind of surrender.

“Stop,” I whispered.

He obeyed instantly, eyes wide, eager, a silent question flickering in their depths.

“I want to come on top of you…”

He lay back without hesitation, not a single word escaping his lips – alert like a perfectly trained pet. The cage strained against his skin, so brazen, so unrelenting, a beautiful outline of denial. The sight alone made my breath catch. The power I had over him… intoxicating.

I climbed over him with practiced ease, my knees pressing into the soft white linen, my thighs slick and trembling. I didn’t need any other foreplay tonight. I didn’t need to pretend. I’d been wet for hours. The teasing, the flirting, the burn of Kostas’s gaze across my skin – it had lit something inside me I hadn’t felt in years.

James could sense it. He could smell it on me. His breath was hot against my folds as I hovered there, just out of reach, letting him inhale me before he earned even another taste.

“Hands behind your back,” I murmured, looking down at him from my perch.

He obeyed immediately, the submissive gleam in his eyes almost pathetic. Almost. But not quite. Not tonight. Not when I could feel how desperate he was, how hard he was inside that cruel little cage, how his need radiated off his skin like fever. He’d do anything for me now. That’s what made it so delicious.

I sank down slowly, dragging my folds across his lips, not letting him taste yet. Just letting him feel. He whimpered – a soft, caged animal sound – and opened his mouth like a starving thing. I let him.

His tongue flicked out and found me, and when it did I shuddered, not from love or tenderness but from raw, pulsing hunger. The kind that doesn’t ask. The kind that takes.

I ground down against him, rocking slowly, letting him find the rhythm I liked. I didn’t guide him. I didn’t praise him. I used him. His mouth was mine. His tongue was mine. The only thing in this room that mattered was between my legs, and he knew it. He licked and licked, desperate to please, desperate to earn whatever shred of approval I might give him. I gave him none.

I closed my eyes and let it take me.

The image came back so easily – Kostas’s voice in my ear, his rough hands at my waist, his cock thick and ready against my thigh. I imagined myself bent over the bar outside, still wearing this dress, still flushed from dancing, while James knelt where he always knelt: helpless, hard, and humiliated.

The thought made my body twitch, my clit throb. I pressed myself harder to James’s mouth and rode him faster, hips circling, thighs flexing. He groaned beneath me, overwhelmed, wet with my arousal, my scent, my salt. His tongue strained, his breath was ragged, but he didn’t stop. He never stopped.

My hand went to my breast, squeezing, fingers pinching my nipple as I chased it – that heat, that surge – and I didn’t hold back. Not tonight.

I looked down at him once more, and he looked up like a man drowning in worship, his eyes wide, wet, begging for a moment of intimacy I would never give him.

I came like a wave crashing over him – hot, rolling, unstoppable. My thighs clenched around his head. My fingers clawed at the sheets. My body bucked once, twice, and then held, trembling, open and soaked, smothering his face in the taste of my orgasm.

And as I tipped my head back, hair wild, chest heaving, breath caught in my throat, I whispered it. Soft. Lethal. Truth.

“…Kostas.”

Like a prayer. He heard it. He flinched – mouth still buried in my cunt, his tongue still obedient, still working, still worshipping – but I saw the devastation ripple through his body. The despair. The pleasure. The shame.

I rode it all. His humiliation. My power. The scent of my orgasm dripping from his lips.


Day 25 – James

I heard her laugh before I heard the key turn. Low. Loose. Liquid with wine and something darker. She was walking beside him – his footsteps heavier, slower, measured like the stride of a man who’s used to being followed.

I stood exactly where she’d told me to wait: by the bed, naked, caged, still. My body had become her altar. My need her currency. I’d stopped pretending otherwise.

The door opened. She came in first, the hem of her white dress swaying against her thighs, hair falling wild over her shoulders. She didn’t look at me. Not at first. She turned to Kostas, still at the threshold, and whispered something that made him smile.

Broad and stupid. His chest gleamed under the open shirt, the linen clinging wet to his sides. He hadn’t dressed up. He hadn’t needed to.

He looked like what he was: the kind of man women said yes to without thinking.

“Close the door,” she said softly, still not looking at me. “We don’t want anyone listening.”

He stepped in. Shut the door behind him.

Then – finally – she turned her eyes on me.

“Kneel.”

I dropped instantly.

The floor was cool, but my skin was already burning. My cage throbbed, swollen and wet from hours of tension. She’d kissed me before leaving earlier, just one soft kiss on my cheek, and said: “Tonight you’ll see what I look like satisfied.”

I hadn’t moved since. Not even to clean up the thin line of pre-cum that had leaked out of the slit and dried against my thigh.

Elena stepped toward Kostas and reached up, slowly, deliberately, undoing the rest of his buttons one by one.

“You want this?” she asked him.

He laughed. “Yes.”

She didn’t say another word. She kissed him.

And not a polite kiss. Not exploratory. It was full. Wet. A kiss that claimed. She opened her mouth to him, sucked softly on his lower lip, her hands resting lightly on his hips while he pulled her in with both arms. She pressed against him with a need she hadn’t shown me in years. Maybe never.

I wanted to close my eyes, but I couldn’t. I was too hard. Too ruined. Too far gone. The kiss alone made my whole body jolt with the dull ache of denied arousal. My cock throbbed uselessly in its cage. I wanted to scream.

Elena pulled back, eyes dark. “Take off your clothes,” she said to him.

He did. Slowly. Smirking. He wasn’t self-conscious. Of course he wasn’t. He had nothing to be ashamed of.

His body was bronze and wide. His chest dusted with hair. His cock – already half-hard – hung thick and low, heavy between his thighs.

Elena turned to me.

“Corner,” she said.

I crawled, keeping my head bowed. My place was there, facing the wall, every inch of me naked and useless. I could still see them in the mirror. She knew that. She positioned him just so.

She stepped back from him and untied her dress, slow and fluid. Let it fall in silence. She wasn’t wearing anything underneath.

I saw his breath catch. And I felt mine vanish.

She stepped into his arms and kissed him again, this time grinding herself against him, her thighs slick against his leg. He groaned, palmed her ass, pulled her in until she was gasping. She didn’t stop him. She moaned into his mouth and guided his hand between her legs.

“She’s wet,” he said, his voice thick.

She laughed. “Of course I am.” I was crying before he even entered her.

It started slow – his fingers stroking her, then slipping inside. Her gasp. Her mouth falling open. Her hands on his chest. And then he was lifting her, strong arms around her thighs, guiding her down onto his cock as if he’d done it a hundred times.

They fell back onto the bed in a tangle of limbs, the mattress creaking beneath their weight. She straddled him there, knees sinking into the sheets, hair falling forward as she moved.

The sound she made as he entered her – an ohh, raw, open-throated, primal – tore something open inside me.

I watched in the mirror as she rode him, really on top of him now. Riding him with the kind of abandon I had only ever imagined, never earned.

Her thighs flexed, hips grinding with that brutal, unrelenting rhythm that meant she was close. Her hair stuck to her neck in dark strands, her skin flushed and shining, mouth parted as she gasped for breath between moans that no longer sounded like mine. They were his now. They belonged to him. And I knelt in the corner, helpless and desperately aroused.

He gripped her waist with both hands, fingers digging into the curve of her ass as he fucked up into her.

Every thrust made her tits bounce, made her cry out louder, and I watched her eyes roll back for a second before they locked onto me again. She was close. I could feel it in my bones. My jaw clenched, my eyes burned, my cock pulsed violently against the walls of the plastic cage, and all I could do was breathe through it, dripping and dizzy, drowning in her pleasure.

She leaned over him, one hand braced on his chest, the other slipping between her thighs. I knew exactly what she was doing. I could see her fingers circle her clit, slick and frantic, chasing her own orgasm with the same ruthless precision she used on me.

Her voice came rough now, animal. “Fuck… yes. Just like that. Don’t stop.”

Kostas groaned under her, a deep, throaty sound, hands gripping her tighter, his hips slamming up into her faster now. Her movements grew erratic, frantic. Her moans sharpened, splintered into gasps, and then she bucked – once, hard – thighs clamping, back arching, head thrown back as her whole body froze around him.

She looked at me then. Met my eyes in the mirror as he slammed into her again one last time.

She came. I watched it all.

I saw the tremors ripple through her muscles, the sheen of her sweat as it caught the low light, the way her mouth fell open in a silent, wrecked exhale. She kept riding him through it, her hips twitching, grinding, wringing every last ounce of pleasure from her orgasm as if she were punishing him for how good it felt. Or punishing me. I didn’t know anymore.

And then, he came too.

He thrust up hard, one last time, grunted loud and sharp, head snapping back into the pillow as his body seized beneath her. She rode it out, still grinding, still working her clit as he emptied himself inside her with a guttural groan and a helpless spasm.

I saw her smirk as he finished. I saw the shift in her eyes, the glow of satisfaction that turned into something colder, crueler, when she turned her gaze back to me.

Her thighs were still twitching. His chest was heaving under her. But her voice was steady when she said it.

“You should see your face.”

She slid off his cock slowly, deliberately, letting it fall from her wet, used cunt with an audible, obscene sound. She didn’t close her legs. She let herself stay open, glistening and flushed, her inner thighs streaked with his cum.

Then she tilted her head. Smiled, cruel and sated.

“I’m finally satisfied.”

I dropped my eyes. I couldn’t bear it. Not the sight. Not the smell. Not the ache pressing against the inside of the cage like it wanted to tear my skin open just to get out. I sobbed – quiet, pitiful – and the tears slid down my cheeks without shame.

She didn’t move. She just sat there, used and glowing, still warm from another man’s cock, and watched me kneel in silence.


Day 26 – Elena

I woke to the smell of cum and sweat on my thighs, still sticky from the night before. Kostas’s cum.

My pussy ached. Fucked raw, used properly for the first time in… God, I don’t even know how long. He was still beside me, one arm flung across my waist, the other curled under his head, mouth slightly open as he breathed in that slow, satisfied rhythm only men wear after they’ve emptied themselves deep into a woman. He didn’t ask permission.

The weight of his cock had felt perfect inside me, stretching me open, hitting that place James never could – not even in my best memories of him.

I came like a bitch in heat, clawing at Kostas’s shoulders, moaning through my teeth as I used him to burn away every last trace of the dull, obedient wife I’d once been. I didn’t fake a single noise. I wanted James to hear every filthy sound, every slap of skin, every choked cry as I came again and again, cock-drunk and shameless.

Now it was morning. And my cunt was still leaking. I shifted carefully out from under Kostas, bare feet hitting the cool tile. I didn’t bother covering myself. I wanted James to see me like this. Used and glowing. My thighs were a mess of slickness – my juices and his semen dried into pale streaks, still clinging to the insides of my legs.

I padded across the room, deliberate. I opened the balcony doors just a little, letting the warm Greek morning spill in, humid and golden, fragrant with thyme and salt and sex. Then I turned.

And there he was.

Curled on the couch, still where I’d ordered him to sleep. Still in his place. Like a dog.

He was awake. I could see it. He’d heard us. All night.

“Good morning,” I purred.

His eyes flicked open – and when he saw me, really saw me, his mouth parted like he couldn’t breathe.

I didn’t stop walking. He looked at my body like it was holy and forbidden at once – at the wet trail between my thighs, the faint bite mark Kostas had left on my breast, the scratch down my ribs from his nails. I saw it in James’s face: the realization that his wife had been properly fucked, finally filled the way she needed. And it hadn’t been by him.

I knelt beside the couch, close enough for him to smell the musk of it, the heady stink of sex still seeping from me. I leaned in and pressed a kiss to his forehead, tender as prayer.

“You gave me this,” I whispered, voice thick with amusement and something darker. “You brought me back to life.”

His throat bobbed. His eyes welled. And under the blanket, I saw movement – desperate, twitching movement. I pulled the cover away.

Of course. The cage was bulging. His cock straining like it was trying to rip through the bars. Angry red, leaking already, the head poking up through the slit like a little beast begging to be released.

I smiled cruelly. “Pathetic,” I said. I ran a finger down the plastic curve. He whimpered.

“Does it hurt, baby? All tight like that?”

He nodded, cheeks flushed.

“Good.”

I leaned down and let my tongue flick against the slit of the cage, tasting the bitter smear of pre-cum leaking through. He groaned, back arching off the couch.

“You watched us fuck, didn’t you?” I said softly. “Sat in the dark with your little cock trapped, twitching in that stupid cage while he spread me open.”

He sobbed.

“Oh, you loved it. I could feel your eyes on me the whole time. When I screamed his name. When I begged him not to stop. When he pounded my pussy so deep I squirted.”

He whimpered again. I saw his thighs tremble.

“You want to come so bad, don’t you?”

I stood and walked to the bedside table.

The key, his key was there. I picked it up and let it dangle between two fingers, then turned back to him.

“I’m going to unlock you,” I said. “Not because you earned it. But because I want to break you a little more.”

He sat up straight like a soldier. I knelt again and undid the tiny lock. The cage popped open with a loud gasp, and his cock sprang free – angry, dripping, throbbing with days and days of denied lust.

“Hands behind your back.”

He obeyed instantly.

“Don’t move. Don’t fucking move.”

I wrapped my fist around his shaft and felt it pulse. He was already wet, the head swollen and shiny like it would burst. I stroked him once – slow, hard – just enough to make his breath catch.

Then I sat down. Legs spread. Pussy still open.

“Look at me,” I commanded.

He did. And what he saw must’ve destroyed him.

My folds were swollen, pink and red and still glossy with cum. My inner thighs were streaked white. I ran two fingers up my slit, collecting the mixture still seeping out of me. I held it up to his face.

“Kostas came inside me three times,” I said. “He made me come four. And you? You just sat there. Watched. Like a good little nothing.”

I brought my fingers to his lips.

“Suck.”

He obeyed, greedily. He moaned at the taste.

“You like the taste of your replacement’s cum, don’t you?” I hissed. “Say it.”

“I… I like it,” he whispered, broken.

“Louder.”

“I like it,” he gasped. “Elena… please…”

I gripped his cock again, jerking him harder now, unforgiving.

“You’ll never fuck me again,” I said. “You’ll never come inside me again. Only your tongue. Only your worship. That’s what you’re good for. Eating the cunt another man satisfies.”

He was gasping now, moaning, his cock twitching, cock drooling.

“Please, please – Elena, I’m going to… Please let me… I can’t…”

I stopped.

Let go of his cock just as it twitched, just as his hips thrust helplessly into the air. My grip vanished like a mirage, and the breath caught in his throat came out as a strangled sob, high and cracked and humiliating.

He was right on the edge – a swollen, desperate thing pulsing between his thighs, leaking and burning with need. And I didn’t care.

I picked up the cage slowly, deliberately, holding it like a sacred tool.

“No,” I said, not with cruelty but with absolute authority, the kind that leaves no doubt, no hope, no escape. “That’s enough.”

He tried to speak, but his mouth was useless now, trembling with unshed pleas, jaw slack with surrender.

I crouched in front of him again, guiding the ring back behind his balls. Then I waited, just long enough for his fierce erection to soften.

When it did, I pressed the head of his cock into its cage – hard and fast, before it could swell again.

He whimpered as the shaft slid inside, moaned when the base bit into tender skin, and let out a broken sound as I snapped the lock shut with a quiet, decisive click that seemed to echo through his bones.

I didn’t look at him. I didn’t need to.

I wiped my fingers on his chest – slow, wet strokes that smeared the sticky sheen of arousal and leaked obedience across his skin – and rose to my feet without a word.

Kostas was still asleep in the bed, sprawled across the sheets like a god after the storm, limbs relaxed, cock resting heavy and satisfied between his thighs.

I walked back to him without looking over my shoulder, knowing James’s eyes would follow the sway of my hips, the drip between my legs, the cold gleam of the key I no longer held.

I slid beneath the covers again and curled into the warm hollow of Kostas’s body, my back against his chest, his breath brushing my shoulder. His arm found me in his sleep, draping across my waist like I belonged there.

As the sun climbed higher, I closed my eyes, still wet, still open, still full.


Day 30 – James

We didn’t speak much that morning.

I folded shirts with shaking hands, trying not to look at the bed, still unmade, the sheets creased with the imprint of his body and the faint, unmistakable scent of Elena’s pleasure.

The room still reeked of him. Of her. Of what I hadn’t been allowed to touch. My suitcase sat open on the floor, half-packed, while hers was already closed by the door, neat, commanding.

Elena moved through the space like she owned it. Like she owned me.

She wore a white dress, thin as breath, with no bra beneath. I could see the soft sway of her breasts, the darker outlines of her nipples shifting beneath the fabric each time she bent to pick something up.

Every step she took was a silent punishment. Every movement was deliberate, slow, assured, the kind of unbothered grace that only comes after you’ve been fucked properly and know someone else is watching. I was hard the entire time. Pointlessly, achingly hard.

The cage dug into my skin with every breath, and every time I bent over to zip a pocket or fold a shirt, the pressure shifted and sent a fresh wave of agony down my thighs.

At some point, Elena walked past me to grab her sandals. As she turned, she paused. Looked me up and down. Smiled. With that soft, wicked curve of her lips that meant she knew. Knew I hadn’t slept in days. Knew I’d spent every night on that miserable couch, cock caged and pulsing, hating him and loving her and drowning in the smell of what I could never have again.

She just walked out onto the balcony, sat down, and crossed her legs. I followed her like a stray dog.

She didn’t invite me. She didn’t even look at me. But I dropped to my knees at her feet without hesitation and pressed my lips to the arch of her foot.

She was barefoot. Still warm from the shower, still tasting faintly of soap and skin and salt. I licked her heel, the soft pad beneath her toes, and then sucked each one slowly into my mouth, worshipping her with my tongue like it was the only thing I’d been born to do.

She finally looked down at me.

“You’ve been very quiet this morning,” she said, voice calm, conversational, like I wasn’t on my knees licking the sole of her foot with my cock twitching in a plastic cage.

I nodded with her toes still in my mouth. She pulled them away. Let her foot rest on my chest.

“We’re going back now,” she said. “Back to Oxford. Back to that big, cold house you always pretended was our kingdom.”

She dragged her toes slowly down my chest, stopping at the waistband of my shorts.

“I’ll be keeping the key.”

My breath caught. She smiled.

“And we won’t be sharing a room anymore.”

I stared up at her, lips parted, mute.

“You’ll stay in the guest wing,” she continued. “And every morning, you’ll crawl to me. Beg to serve. I might let you worship me. I might not. But you will never, ever, make another decision in that house. Not unless I allow it.”

I nodded again, eyes stinging. She leaned forward and cupped my face.

“You brought me here hoping I’d forgive you. Hoping I’d let you back into my arms. But look at you now,” she whispered. “You’re not a husband anymore, James. You’re not even a man.”

She stood, wiped her foot on my chest, and walked inside. I followed.*

The ride to the airport was silent. She wore sunglasses. Checked her phone. I sat beside her in the backseat of the taxi, legs pressed together, thighs trembling, hands folded in my lap like a punished child.

The cage throbbed with every bump in the road, my cock swollen, sore, leaking down my thigh in slow, helpless trickles. I didn’t speak. At one point, I looked over. She was texting.

She caught me staring, turned the screen toward me. It was from Kostas:

Can’t stop thinking about your taste. When are you coming back to me?

She didn’t say anything. Just watched my face. Watched it fall. Then she leaned close, and with a slow, smug smile, whispered in my ear:

“You’ll thank me. For every second of your denial.”


Epilogue – Elena

The ink flows easily tonight. It always does, now.

I sit by the window in the master bedroom of the Oxford mansion, the one James used to insist had “too much space for two.” I never answered when he said that. But now the rooms don’t feel empty. They feel mine.

The house is quiet. Dim. Heavy with submission.

Downstairs, in the guest wing, I know exactly what he’s doing.

He’s kneeling. Naked. His cock swollen, purple, pulsing inside the thick steel of the new custom cage I had fitted last week. This one is permanent – titanium, high-security, keyless. I control the app. The Bluetooth lock. The size and the pressure.

He hasn’t been able to get fully hard in twelve days. And yet he’s never been more devoted.

Every Sunday, he crawls into my room at dawn. No speaking. No eye contact. I keep my legs open beneath the sheets and let him work. I don’t guide him. I don’t praise him. He licks and worships like a man starving for something he’ll never taste again – and I let him make me come on his mouth as I read my emails or drink coffee.

Sometimes I press my heel against his cage as I climax, just to feel the helpless throb of his frustration vibrating under my skin.

He leaks through the bars every time. Sometimes ruined. Often denied. Always obedient.

And every time, after I come, I push his head away without a word and roll over.

Wednesday nights are different.

I don’t tell him where I go. He just sees the heels, the dress, the lipstick. Sometimes I let him zip me up. Sometimes I let him smell me. But I never let him touch.

I make sure to kiss the air near his cheek before I leave, never his skin, and whisper something cruel. Something small. Something sharp.

“If you’re good, I’ll tell you what his cock tasted like.”

Or:

“You’re lucky I let you watch last time.”

Or, last week:

“He fucked me in the car. Came inside me before we even got to dinner. What did you eat tonight, James?”

He doesn’t even flinch anymore. He just drops to his knees and thanks me. Tonight, I’m not going out.

Tonight, I’m writing in this journal – the same leather-bound book I used to hate, back when therapists suggested I “reconnect” with myself.

I dip the pen again. Ink glides. I smile as I write. Cross my legs.

I hear movement downstairs – the soft, muffled sound of a man desperate for release but too afraid to even touch himself. Good. The app will shock him if he tries.

Earlier tonight, he begged. Really begged.

He licked the soles of my feet and cried when I didn’t say yes. He kissed the cage. Moaned into my thigh. Promised anything. Everything.

I just stared down at him and whispered:

“You belong to me.”

Then I sat on his face and came twice without touching him at all.

He didn’t thank me with words. He thanked me with his tongue. With the trembling of his thighs. With the quiet, shattered way he collapsed when I finally stood and left him kneeling on the floor, dripping and ruined.

But it doesn’t stop there. This afternoon, I did something more.

I put a spare key in a small velvet pouch. Slipped it into a package. Wrote the name of a woman I met in Athens – not a lover, not a threat, but someone who understood. Someone who looked at me once across a café table and said, “He’s beautiful, but sad. What a thing to own.”

I sealed the envelope with wax. Tomorrow, I’ll send it. James doesn’t know yet.

He thinks this is the end. That this is what his submission looks like. He has no idea it’s only the beginning.

I close the book, the last line still wet:

I’ve never felt more alive.
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35 yo, Author, Kinkster, Domme and Keyholder 

I’ve been interested in female domination for as long as I can remember, and I started writing about it when I realized there aren’t many beginner-friendly resources out there.  

In my writing, I aim to share, explain, and explore the world of Femdom from a female perspective. My primary aim is to resonate with a female readership that may be taking their initial steps into this captivating realm, but I also hope to help men understand how Dominant Women think.  

I believe there’s a need for more awareness and understanding of Female Domination: the world needs more Femdom!


Books By This Author

Locked by His Trainer

A novella of chastity, orgasm control, and complete surrender
Luca thought he’d hit rock bottom. Over forty, out of shape, and crushed by humiliation after a failed date, he walks into the prestigious gym EliteFit Milano looking for a second chance at life.

What he finds is Arianna — a stunning, much younger personal trainer with a body carved from discipline and a will like steel.

But Arianna doesn’t just want to train Luca’s muscles. She wants to unmake him.
What begins as intense physical coaching spirals into a dangerous erotic game of control and chastity, enforced through denial and physical exertion. Arianna trains Luca to serve her not just at the gym, but everywhere — as her experiment, her cleaner, her mouth. Caged and desperate, Luca is reshaped into something he never expected: a devoted submissive, completely dependent on a woman half his age.

And when his transformation is complete, only one question remains: was freedom ever the goal?

Locked by His Trainer is a scorching novella of female domination and chastity play. It explores what happens when service becomes identity — and submission becomes the only pleasure left.

For readers of:
- Chastity Cage & Orgasm Denial Erotica
- Femdom Fiction
- D/s Power Exchange
- Age Gap Power Dynamics —Older Man / Younger Woman 
- Erotic Humiliation & Service Submission


Locked by His Nurse

A brutal injury. A beautiful nurse. He was a star on the field. Now he’s a toy in her hands.

Leo Bianchi was on top of the world  –  a rising star in Italian rugby with the future at his feet. But one tragic accident shatters his momentum, landing him in a private clinic a month of recovery. He expected a dull, sterile routine. What he got was Sofia.

A stunning, ice-cold professional with sharp eyes and even sharper intentions, Sofia is the kind of woman who takes what she wants. And what she wants… is him.

As Leo’s body heals, Sofia’s unyielding control wraps tighter around him. What begins with innocent touches and subtle commands spirals into something far darker, far deeper  –  a dangerous game of tease, denial, and utter submission. Confined, humbled, and trapped in a chastity cage he never asked for, Leo discovers a hunger he never knew existed.
By the time discharge day arrives, Leo knows he’s leaving with far more than scars. He belongs to her now  –  mind, body, and soul.

If you crave stories of dominant women, relentless teasing, male chastity, and the intoxicating pull of power and surrender, this novel will leave you breathless. Are you ready to be locked in?

Locked by His Teacher

A Femdom novella set in an Italian university, exploring the depths of male chastity.

•	Written by a dominant woman to arouse, intrigue, and reveal the secrets of denied pleasure.
•	Both a novella and an exercise in teasing… unfolding page by page toward an intense, inescapable “end.”
•	A bold, unapologetic journey into the world of Femdom, submission, chastity, and control.

Within the prestigious halls of Universitas Romana, a renowned Italian institute, Professor Isabella Ravenwood commands attention. The youngest English Literature professor in the country, she is beautiful, distant, effortlessly powerful.

Jonathan Bellasi, one of her brightest students, is drawn to her – fascinated and eager to submit to her quiet dominance.

Invited into her opulent office under the pretense of an academic meeting, he steps into a world where his pleasure is no longer his own. As Isabella trains him in chastity, her control deepens, turning his arousal into a constant need. He embraces the teasing, the humiliation, the longing – and is instructed to observe, nothing more, as she indulges in her pleasure with Daniel, one of his lovers.

Then comes the final test: permanent chastity. A choice, a surrender, a fate he can’t resist. And in the depths of his denial, Jonathan finds something unexpected – a strange, consuming peace.



Locked by His Therapist

A true Femdom novel set in Italy, focused on male chastity.

•	Written by a dominant woman to excite, surprise, and reveal the secrets of pleasure denial.
•	This well-crafted story features clear, deep, introspective, and incredibly sensual writing.
•	It’s a tale of discovery, power dynamics, submission, and control.

Marco is a young engineer – athletic and successful in his career – but deep down, he feels insecure and unfulfilled. After a failed relationship, his company insists he attends therapy sessions with a psychologist. Reluctantly, Marco meets Dr. Dalmiann, a stunningly beautiful and enigmatic woman. What begins as standard therapy quickly evolves into a journey of self-discovery as Marco reveals his deepest desires for submission.

As Marco delves into a world of pleasure and torment – exploring male chastity, tease and denial, and new rules centered around the denial of pleasure – his ex-girlfriend, Caterina, uncovers his “secret”. Intrigued by this new side of Marco, Caterina joins the game, creating a sensual triangle that proves difficult to navigate...

“I was tired of reading poorly written stories about male chastity, often clumsily put together with far-fetched plots and ridiculous characters. So, after publishing my series of Femdom guides, I decided to write a novel on the subject – the first chapter of a true ‘saga’ – where nothing is left to chance or censored. A book you won’t want to put down… But remember, no reading it with just one hand!”
Miss Kalimala


Exploring MALE CHASTITY and ORGASM DENIAL. A Beginner’s Guide for Women

Are you searching for a subtle approach to introduce the concept of male chastity to your partner? Do you wish to persuade her to give it a chance?

Your quest ends here. This concise guide offers the straightforward solution you’ve been seeking. Unlike many other texts that tend to be overly advanced, extreme, lengthy, or complex, this guide is designed to maintain her interest and avoid any intimidation.

What’s This Book About?

This book is written to introduce chastity in a relationship from scratch. This book is a concise guide tailored for those who might consider themselves “normal” couples or fall under the category of what the BDSM world would call “vanilla.” But don’t let that fool you – it’s crafted with a feminine perspective to explain the concept of “male chastity” to the woman in a relationship. And it’s not just for the ladies; it’s equally enlightening for men, providing insights into what could draw women to this practice.

What’s the Purpose of This Book?

The objective of this guide is to delicately and non-intimidatingly unveil the world of “female domination” or Femdom, focusing on an often underestimated aspect: male chastity. This is all about the art of orgasm control and the intriguing practice of “teasing and denial”, where the anticipation builds without the ultimate release.

Why Should You Buy This Book?

Imagine this book as a discreet yet impactful gift for your partner. Through tangible examples, it gradually introduces the diverse opportunities that male chastity can offer women. The aim? To enhance and revitalize your relationship. It’s about bringing you closer and immersing you into the realm of Power Exchange, where the dynamics between partners shift towards female dominance, possibly leading to a genuine Female Led Relationship, or FRL for short. This guide acts as a pathway, illuminating an exciting and intimate journey for both of you.


Forbidden Pleasures: A Compilation of 50 Male Chastity and Orgasm Denial Ideas

This book is a collection of 50 erotic suggestions centered around “male chastity”. Here, you will find ideas, inspirations, scenarios and situations related to Femdom and female domination, primarily focused on orgasm control, denial and tease and denial.

What sets this book apart?

Unlike typical resources that dissect the intricacies of tease and denial, Femdom and male chastity, this book takes a straightforward approach. It gently ignites the imagination of readers, particularly those with a penchant for subtlety, offering ideas that are not just theoretical but also pragmatic. Whether you’re navigating a BDSM relationship or looking to infuse a touch of passion into the bedroom of a “vanilla” connection, this book quietly serves as a guide.

Buy it:
•	if you’re already immersed in the dynamics of a Femdom relationship, particularly one centered around tease and denial and orgasm control, this book offers a refreshing array of ideas and scenarios. It’s an opportunity to break free from routine, enrich your experiences, and add a touch of excitement to the male chastity journey.
•	to gift these pages to your Dom, or to assertively place them in the hands of your devoted sub.
•	to dive headlong into the world of practical Femdom with a partner who, without too many questions, shares the inherent desire to get their hands (pardon the pun) a little dirty.

An erotic book

This is not just a book; it’s an erotic odyssey. Feel the pulse of excitement, desire and passion as you immerse yourself in the provocative ideas and scenarios presented, enticing both men and women into a world of unbridled pleasure.


FEMDOM Unveiled: A Guide to FEMALE LED RELATIONSHIPS and FEMALE DOMINATION for Beginners

Why Buy This Book?

Finding trustworthy resources on Femdom and Female Led Relationships can be a challenge, as many manuals and guides often indulge in extreme or unrealistic fantasies. Our approach is refreshingly simple and grounded in reality, providing practical insights from a female perspective.
Our aim is to demystify these elements and offer practical advice on introducing them into your relationship. Wondering how to broach the topic with your partner? Curious about the initial ‘games’ you can play to explore this dynamic? Pondering on how to progress further? Look no further  –  this book is your comprehensive guide, providing the answers you seek.

What to Expect?

A methodical, comprehensive, achievable, and friendly approach, especially for those who want to introduce the topic of Femdom and Female Led Relationship to their partner, without scaring anyone and without taking anything for granted.

Who Is This Book For?

If you are a WOMAN, read this book to discover how you can improve your relationship and take control to ensure there are never any moments of “disinterest” in the relationship again.
If you are a MAN, read this book to understand how a woman can realistically evaluate and embrace a Femdom approach in the relationship. Or if you truly want to convince her to try.

The Perfect Gift

Gift this book to implement female domination dynamics within the relationship, with the goal of establishing a female-led relationship.
Be careful what you wish for... It might just come true.


OEBPS/image_rsrc23X.jpg





cover.jpeg





OEBPS/image_rsrc23W.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc23V.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc23U.jpg





