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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.


Chapter 1: Wounded Pride

Pain.

It started as a dull, distant throb, then a sharper pulse that spread like fire from his leg through the rest of his body.

The world around him was a heavy blur, thick and sluggish, as if he were submerged in deep water. Something pressed against his face—a mask, oxygen. His breaths came slow and labored, struggling to fill his lungs.

Voices murmured in the distance—low and indistinct, their words swimming past his ears like ghostly echoes. The reality of where he was remained elusive, yet the pain—sharp, insistent—held him firmly anchored in the present.

Then, a touch.

Cool fingers adjusted something at his wrist. A presence near him, delicate but firm. Leo tried to move, to shake off the weight pinning him to the bed, but his body refused to obey. His throat felt dry, his limbs useless. He blinked—once, twice—until the fog receded enough to make sense of his surroundings.

A woman.

Tall, slender, her silhouette haloed by the sterile glow of the overhead lights. Her uniform was white, crisp, perfect, its sharp lines defining a body beneath it that was anything but clinical.

Raven-black hair was tied in a severe bun, with rebellious strands escaping at her temples. Her lips were neither smiling nor frowning—full, unpainted, an expression of neutrality. But it was her eyes that caught him. Dark and intense, studying him with a cold detachment that sent a strange shiver down his chest.

Who is she? Where am I?

Memories flickered through his mind—broken pieces of a puzzle. The stadium. The floodlights. The roar of the crowd. A hard impact, a sickening crack, the ground rushing up to meet him…

He groaned, the sound barely escaping his throat, but she noticed. Her gaze locked onto his, and for the first time, she spoke.

“You’re awake.”

Her voice was smooth, professional—unaffected by warmth.

Leo swallowed, his mouth dry as sandpaper, trying to speak, but his tongue felt too thick, too heavy to form words.

“Water?” she asked, already reaching for something before he could nod.

A moment later, a straw was pressed to his lips. He drank greedily, the cool liquid soothing his parched throat. When she pulled it away, he let his head fall back against the pillow, exhausted from the effort.

“You’re in the Clinica Sant’Elena,” she continued, her tone measured and precise. “You had surgery on your leg. The procedure went well.”

Her words settled over him, stirring the fragments of memory still adrift in his mind.

The match.

He had been playing for Rugby Milano, a crucial game against a top-tier team. The adrenaline. The raw intensity of the play. He had been in perfect form, weaving through the opposition, the ball tucked securely under his arm.

For years, he had been labeled a prodigy—tall, powerful, with an explosive sprint and an almost unnatural instinct for the game. Not just another young talent. A rising star, whispered about in sports papers as a future international player, a hope for the Italian team.

Then a tackle, wrong angle: his foot planted too deep in the turf. His knee twisting unnaturally—too far—his leg snapping under the weight of the hit.

The pain had been immediate and brutal, unlike anything he’d ever felt. He had screamed, he was sure of it. Then, paramedics, a stretcher, the flashing red lights of an ambulance.

Now here.

Leo exhaled shakily, the weight of reality settling in his mind. He was injured. Bedridden. And he wouldn’t be playing rugby anytime soon.

He glanced down at his body and saw it: a massive, stark-white cast encasing his entire leg from foot to shin. Only the very tips of his toes peeked out. It looked heavy, and aside from the pain, it felt even heavier.

The nurse adjusted the IV line at his wrist, her hands steady, movements sharp and precise—no hesitation, no wasted motion. Pure efficiency.

And yet, even in his dazed, pain-hazed state, Leo couldn’t ignore the truth. She was gorgeous. Not in some delicate, untouchable way, but in a way that gripped him, held his attention even when it shouldn’t. Her uniform was crisp, her posture strict, her expression unreadable—but none of that could hide the sheer, raw femininity beneath.

No amount of professionalism could disguise the heavy swell of her tits, straining just enough against the fabric to be noticed. No modest hemline could take away from the sensual curve of her legs, smooth and toned, exposed from the knee down. She wasn’t trying to be alluring. She didn’t have to. It was just there, in the way her body moved, in the way her presence filled the space.

A sharp jolt of pain shot through his leg, yanking him back to reality. He clenched his jaw, exhaling through his nose.

“How long…” His voice came out weak, rasping. “How long have I been here?”

“You were brought in last night. Surgery was early this morning. It’s past noon now.”

Leo turned his head slightly, taking in his surroundings for the first time. The room was spacious, pristine—more like a luxury hotel than a hospital. Large windows with sheer white curtains let in soft daylight. A private suite.

Of course. His club must have spared no expense.

His gaze returned to the nurse. She was watching him, waiting.

“Your name?” he rasped.

A flicker of something—surprise? Annoyance?—flashed across her face, there and gone in an instant.

“Infermiera Sofia Moretti,” she answered. “I’m your assigned nurse. You’ll be in my care during your stay.”

The way she said it—calm, matter-of-fact—sent an unexpected sensation through him. He didn’t know why, but the idea of being under her care made his pulse quicken.

He looked at her, trying to hold her gaze, but she was unreadable. Detached. As if he were just another patient. Just another body to be mended.

That was fine. He was used to being admired—for his strength, for his athleticism—but he had never been good at handling women.

It had been a lifelong problem.

Leo had grown up in a household ruled by women. His mother had passed when he was young, leaving him to be raised by his formidable grandmother and two older sisters. They were strong, sharp-witted, always in control.

His grandmother had run the household with an iron will, and his sisters had followed suit. There was never much room for Leo to assert himself—he was loved, yes, but also overruled, outmatched, and teased mercilessly whenever he tried to puff up his chest like the other boys. Strength meant nothing in a home where wit always won.

Rugby had been his escape. His way of carving out something that was his and his alone.

His shyness around women had followed him into adulthood. He was tall, built like a gladiator, admired on the field—yet the moment a beautiful girl flirted with him, he would choke, stammer, his confidence evaporating into thin air.

It was embarrassing. His teammates never understood. How could someone like him—an athlete, a public figure—be so awkward around women?

Leo had no answer.

And now, as he lay helpless in this bed, under the careful, distant gaze of Infermiera Moretti, he felt the same useless, sinking shyness creeping in.

He closed his eyes, exhausted. His body felt foreign, heavy, but somewhere beneath the ache and the haze clouding his mind, one truth remained.

He was in the hands of this silent, serious, beautiful nurse.

And for reasons he couldn’t yet explain… that thought unsettled him more than his injury itself.


Chapter 2: The Ice Queen

Leo woke again to the soft hum of machines and the distant murmur of voices in the hallway. The fog in his mind had thinned, but the dull ache in his leg remained, a persistent reminder of the chaos that had led to his current situation.

For a few moments, he lay still, blinking at the ceiling, trying to pull himself together. His body felt heavy, sluggish, still drugged.

He turned his head slowly, his gaze scanning the room. It didn’t take long to find her.

Nurse Sofia Moretti.

She stood at the small medical station beside his bed, flipping through a chart with an air of cool detachment. And God, what a sight she was.

Today, Leo was more awake, more focused. He let his gaze travel over her, taking his time. She was young. He was younger, of course—only 21—but she couldn’t have been much older than 30. Still, she carried herself with a poise that made her seem far more experienced, far more in control.

Her uniform was immaculate. Every edge crisp, every detail precise. And yet, despite its professional cut, Leo couldn’t help but notice the body beneath. The fabric stretched subtly over the curve of her hips, the slight cinch at her waist only accentuating her sculpted figure.

And now—something he hadn’t caught the day before—his eyes landed on a small but intriguing detail. The tunic’s V-neck was modest, but just deep enough to reveal a glimpse of smooth, fair skin. Nestled in the hollow of her collarbone hung a delicate silver pendant, shaped like a key.

Leo’s stomach tightened at the sight. His body responded with an irrational jolt of heat, creeping through his limbs, his mind trying to focus on anything but the woman standing a few feet away.

His gaze drifted lower, taking in the graceful movement of her hands—slender, precise, moving methodically as she jotted something in the chart. No jewelry, no adornments.

Her nails were neatly kept—short and clean, as if to remind the world that she was strictly business. Everything about her exuded that same efficiency, that same disinterested professionalism. Yet there was something about the way she moved, so controlled, that made every part of him go on high alert.

Then there was her mouth.

Full, naturally pink, and pressed into a firm, neutral line. No lipstick. No softness. Just the same cold, uninviting detachment that made Leo’s body react with a dangerous mixture of frustration and desire.

And those eyes.

Framed today by thick black glasses, they were cold, assessing—completely unimpressed. The kind of gaze that stripped a man down without a hint of warmth. She wasn’t even looking at him, but the weight of her presence, the quiet dominance in her posture, made his skin prickle with an uncomfortable awareness.

Her stance was effortlessly commanding, her feet planted firmly in simple green hospital crocs, her legs positioned in a way that spoke volumes. She wasn’t just standing; she was already in control of everything in this room.

Leo wasn’t a stranger to beautiful women, though he’d never fully learned to capitalize on his natural good looks. Rugby had given him a taste of attention — lingering glances, bold Instagram messages, women drawn to the idea of a strong, rising athlete.

. But nurse Sofia Moretti? She was different. There was nothing inviting about her. No coy glances, no flirty smiles, no soft touches. Just pure efficiency. And somehow, that made her even more impossible to ignore.

His throat felt dry, and he forced himself to speak. “You’re still here,” he murmured, his voice rough from disuse.

Sofia glanced at him, her expression unchanging. “Of course,” she said, her tone flat, almost bored. “I told you, I’ve been assigned as your primary nurse.”

His stomach clenched at that. Assigned to him. To this cold, untouchable woman.

“You’ll be in my care for the next month,” she continued, her voice cool, detached. “I’ll be overseeing your medication, physical therapy, and daily needs. If you require anything within reason, you can call me using the button on your bedside.”

“Within reason?” Leo echoed, the words tasting bitter in his mouth.

Her brows arched just slightly, a brief flicker of amusement in her eyes, though it was gone as quickly as it came. “Yes. Within reason.”

Leo shifted against the sheets, the cast restricting his movements. A sharp flare of pain shot through his knee, forcing a wince. He swallowed down a groan, the pressure in his chest tightening as the reality of his helplessness settled in.

Sofia made a note in her chart, eyes not leaving the paper. “Your pain levels?”

“Manageable,” he lied, forcing the words out through clenched teeth.

She didn’t even glance up from the chart. “You were given local anesthesia post-surgery, but it will wear off soon. I’ll adjust your medication accordingly.”

“You’re very… precise,” he remarked, his tone a little sharper than he intended.

“That’s my job.”

Her voice was smooth, even, but there was an undeniable coldness to it. She was all business, and it frustrated Leo. He had expected some level of warmth—maybe a soft touch, a reassuring smile, a few words of encouragement. Instead, all he got was this frosty, no-nonsense professional.

“Are you always this friendly?” he asked, not able to help himself.

She didn’t react, her gaze never leaving the chart. “I prefer to keep things professional.”

Professional. Right.

Leo had never been good with women, but even he could recognize when someone had absolutely no interest in him. It wasn’t that she disliked him—no, it was much worse than that. She just… didn’t care.

And that—that bothered him more than he cared to admit. He wasn’t used to being ignored. In rugby, on the field, he was always the center of attention. Fans, coaches, teammates—he was always surrounded by people who wanted something from him. But this nurse? She had already dismissed him. Without even a second thought.

His exhale was slow, his eyes flickering over her face, searching for some crack in that icy armor.

Nothing.

“Have we met before?” he asked, trying desperately to get some sort of reaction.

Sofia finally looked up, her dark eyes locking onto his. “No.”

“You’re sure? You really don’t recognize me?” he asked, attempting to square his shoulders—though with the way he sank into the pillows, it was hardly impressive.

A small pause. Then, matter-of-factly: “You’re Leone Bianchi. Rugby Milano’s flanker. Rising star. Highly promising, until you broke your leg.”

Leo’s breath caught, just a little. She knew who he was. But there was no admiration in her voice. No excitement. Just the dull, factual delivery of someone reading from a medical file.

“Well,” he muttered, trying to brush off the unexpected tightness in his chest. “I guess that saves me the introduction.”

Sofia ignored his sarcasm, flipping the chart closed with a quiet snap. “Your diet has been adjusted to aid your recovery. Meals will be delivered to your room. Hydration is important—make sure you drink enough water.”

“Anything else, Nurse Moretti?” he asked, the words coming out more pointed than he intended.

“Yes,” she said, her tone finally shifting just slightly. “No unnecessary movement. You’re to remain in bed until we start your therapy.”

Sofia turned to leave, casting one last glance in his direction. “I’ll be back later to check your vitals.”

Leo watched her go, his gaze shamelessly trailing down to her ass—the perfect curve of it, the way it moved with each measured step. Not exaggerated, not put on, just natural, effortless. His pulse hammered, heat coiling low in his gut.

She was something else. Beautiful. Sharp. Untouchable.

A name formed in his mind, unbidden. The Ice Queen.


Chapter 3: A First Tease

Leo was starting to hate mornings.

Not because of the pain—though his leg still ached, the dull throb pulsing beneath the cast like a cruel reminder of his helplessness. Not even because of the mind-numbing boredom that came with being stuck in a hospital bed.

No, it was her. Sofia Moretti.

Every morning, she walked into his room with that same detached efficiency—her movements precise, calculated, her voice clipped and professional, as if she were reciting memorized lines. There was no warmth, no hesitation in her approach. And yet, no matter how hard he tried, he couldn’t stop watching her.

He told himself it was just physical attraction. She was beautiful—of course she was. But it wasn’t just that. It was the way she carried herself, the quiet authority that seemed to command the space around her. The way her uniform hugged her body. That damned sharp V-neck of her blouse, dipping just low enough to tease a hint of cleavage.

And then, there were her hands. Jesus, her hands. She always wore gloves around him. Every time she touched him, it was through that thin layer of latex, creating an invisible barrier between her skin and his. It shouldn’t have mattered. It should’ve made him feel more at ease, less vulnerable.

But it didn’t.

It mattered more than he could explain.

He caught himself imagining things—dark, impossible things—that only made his skin burn and his heart race. What would it feel like if she let her hand linger a little longer? If she pressed her palm against his chest, just for a second too long? What if those gloved fingers traced his lips, his throat, his…

No. Stop. Don’t go there.

He shifted uncomfortably in his bed, trying to push the thoughts away. But they clung to him like shadows, haunting him in every corner of his mind.

That was when she spoke, her voice breaking through his internal chaos.

“We need to get you cleaned up.”

Leo’s head snapped up, eyes locking onto hers. His heart skipped a beat at the sound of her words, as if the air had suddenly thickened around him. “Huh?”

Sofia regarded him with mild impatience, her brow furrowing ever so slightly. It was the same look she gave him every time he didn’t immediately understand her instructions. “You need a bath.”

A bath.

With her.

His stomach clenched at the thought, the mere idea sending a jolt of panic—and something else, something more primitive—spiking through him. He had expected someone else. Maybe a man, an orderly. Not her. Not Sofia.

“Right now?” Leo’s voice was hoarse, a little rougher than he meant it to be.

“Yes.” Her response was simple, devoid of any amusement. No playfulness. Just cold efficiency.

Before Leo could even register what was happening, she had already pressed the call button, her fingers swift and sure as they hovered over the device.

Two male orderlies entered the room minutes later, their faces unreadable as they moved toward his bed, carrying with them the specialized hoist he dreaded more than anything.

Leo gritted his teeth, his hands gripping the sheets as they maneuvered the sling beneath him. A sharp sting of helplessness rushed through him as they lifted him with ease, his body swaying slightly in the air.

It was humiliating.

Being moved, being handled like he was nothing more than an object—weak, dependent.

They wrapped his cast in some kind of high-tech, vacuum-sealed plastic to protect it from the water, the material tight and unyielding around his leg.

And then he was naked.

Shivering, despite the warmth of the room. Forcibly avoiding her gaze.

Please, dear God, let her skip over my cock. Not my cock. She’s a professional. Just a nurse. She does this for work.

He repeated the words inside his head like a mantra. And it worked—at least enough to keep his embarrassment in check. Enough to prevent any further humiliation—like an unwelcome erection.

When they finally lowered him into the warm bath, his cast raised as much as possible above the water for safety, Leo exhaled shakily. The heat enveloped him, soothing his aching muscles, but it did nothing to quell the knot tightening in his gut.

Because now, the orderlies were leaving. And Sofia was staying. Alone. With him.

Leo swallowed hard, his pulse hammering as she moved to the edge of the tub, her eyes never leaving his. She stood there for a moment, calm and composed, as though this were just another routine task to tick off her list.

Her gaze flicked to the gloves she always wore, and Leo watched, transfixed, as she slowly pulled a fresh pair from the box on the counter, the latex stretching over her slender fingers with a soft, deliberate snap.

His throat went dry at the sound. Why did that sound make his stomach twist? Why was he so goddamn focused on her hands?

Sofia didn’t look at him as she dipped the sponge into the warm water, her movements slow, methodical. She began washing him, starting with his shoulders, gliding the sponge over the smooth expanse of skin.

Her touch was firm but detached. Absent-minded, even. She ran the sponge over his chest, down his arms, across his stomach, using slow, circular strokes.

This is the standard treatment, right? As though he were just another patient. Another body to be cleaned. Nothing more.

Leo was proud of his body. But nothing—not a single comment—escaped Nurse Moretti’s lips as she rubbed, as she massaged his sculpted chest, his shredded abdomen. If anything, her silence was worse than words.

The warmth seeped into his muscles, but it did nothing to ease the tension pooling low in his gut. And then—

Her gloved hand slid lower. Past his ribs. Past his stomach. Down, inexorably down toward his pelvis. Leo’s entire body locked up, his mind spinning. He wasn’t ready for this.

The sponge dragged across his skin, its softness a dangerous contrast to the boiling tension inside him. The soapy water slithered over him, setting every nerve in his body alight, igniting that familiar hunger he had tried to suppress ever since she first walked into his room.

His pulse spiked. No. No, no, no. It was happening. His cock twitched. Once. A violent jolt that seemed to echo in his ears. It was rising. Pulsating. Growing too fast for her not to notice.

Leo squeezed his eyes shut, his breath catching violently in his throat. He wanted to stop it. He wanted to shut it all down, to ignore the heat flooding his body.

He tried to think of the most disgusting things he could. He focused on his injury. The pain. But it was too late. And for nothing. Because now, Nurse Moretti had reached her final destination: she was washing his cock.

He felt the soap and her gloved hands. She didn’t forget any part. Her touch was surprisingly delicate as she moved around, caressing his balls, his scrotum, every inch of him.

His body betrayed him and blood rushed south. Heat pooled in his gut. His cock was rock hard, standing stiff in front of her, so exposed, so vulnerable.

He wasn’t circumcised, but he had grown so hard that his foreskin had already pulled back, revealing the glistening tip. The sight of it—raw, obscene, undeniably male—made his stomach clench.

And then, in a slow-motion sequence that felt almost surreal, Sofia pressed the sponge—warm, slick, torturously soft—against his shaft.

And just when he thought it couldn’t get worse—Sofia paused.

She hesitated, her gloved hand hovering just above his cock for a split second. A moment of stillness.

Leo’s stomach dropped as her eyes flicked up to finally meet his. And then a smirk. Barely there. A ghost of amusement at the corner of her mouth. But it was enough. It was cruel. The first time she had acknowledged him as something other than just a patient. And oh, it was so fucking cruel.

“Well,” she drawled softly, her voice low, almost mocking. “I see… we’re making a full recovery.”

Leo wanted to die. His face burned, shame crashing over him like a wave. But Sofia wasn’t finished. Her gloved fingers lingered.

She pressed the sponge just above the swollen tip of his cock, dragging it down with excruciating slowness, forcing his shaft at an angle, almost testing its resistance.

Not quite hurting him. Just… pressing. A maddeningly pleasurable, yet discomforting pressure at the base of his cock. It was deliberate and calculated, it was the touch of a woman who understood male physiology far too well.

And then she let go: Leo’s cock bounced, slapping comically against his abs before settling there, rigid and throbbing.

She withdrew. Calmly and methodically. He was still rock hard. Still desperate. Still wrecked. And she was turning on the water. Rinsing him. As if nothing had happened.

His hips tensed, every muscle in his body screaming for more, for her to finish what she had started. But she gave him nothing. Nothing but a quiet, mocking observation.

“Sensitive, are we?”

Her voice cut through the thick haze of arousal and shame that clouded his mind. Leo trembled—frustrated, humiliated, painfully turned on. He wanted to say something. A sharp retort, a plea, anything. But he couldn’t. Because she owned this moment.

And then, as casually as she had begun, Sofia withdrew altogether. Leo sucked in a sharp breath, the loss of her touch like a physical blow.

Sofia peeled off her gloves. The latex snapped: always that sound.

She discarded them neatly on the counter, her movements precise.

“I’ll inform the doctor that your circulation seems... improved,” she said, her voice cool, detached. Only on “improved” did she let the mockery slip through, the smallest smirk twisting her perfect lips.

Her gaze flicked—just once—to his aching cock, still standing uselessly above the water. Then, without another word, she turned and left.

Leaving Leo alone: panting and still hard. And completely, utterly wrecked.

The male orderlies returned as if summoned by some silent signal. They dried him with brisk, impersonal efficiency, then covered his body in a plain bathrobe. No words. No glances. His aching erection had long since retreated, reduced to a soft, unimpressive, unclaimed state.

He felt utterly hollow as they wheeled him back to his bed.


Chapter 4: Arousal Without Release

Leo didn’t sleep that night. His body was a live wire of frustration, his muscles tight with pent-up need, his mind consumed by a single thought: her, Sofia Moretti.

Her gloved hands, so precise, teasing him until he was trembling and desperate. The cold, assessing stare that stripped him bare, that saw everything and granted nothing. The way she had controlled every inch of his cock, pressing just close enough to drive him insane but never enough to give him what he craved.

Thinking of her was dangerous. He’d grown hard again in his bed, fully erect now. So hard it hurt. His cock throbbed, swollen and aching, the persistent arousal she’d left him with pulsing in a cruel, unrelenting rhythm.

He tried to ignore it — shifting beneath the sheets, clenching his jaw, willing his body to calm.

But it was impossible. Beyond his control. She had left him in pieces, and there was only one way to feel whole again.

He waited. Waited until the halls had gone silent, until the last murmurs of nurses finishing their night rounds had faded into nothing. He listened for the distant hum of the vending machine, the occasional beep of a heart monitor from another room, the quiet stillness of a hospital finally at rest.

He needed to be certain that no one would come in, that he was alone. He had some tissues within reach, and the trash bin was close. He did not need to get up.

Then, cautiously, carefully, he slid his hand beneath the sheets.

The moment his fingers brushed against his cock, he let out a slow, unsteady breath. He was hot to the touch, the skin fevered, hypersensitive. His whole body tensed at the sensation, at the rush of pleasure just from that light contact.

God, finally... His fingers wrapped around his shaft, his grip tight, desperate. He started stroking himself. His hips shifted, instinctively seeking more, and he exhaled through clenched teeth as a shudder ran down his spine. He couldn’t stop himself now.

His mind blurred, heat clouding his thoughts, his whole world narrowing down to the unbearable need coiling in his gut. And then, as if summoned from the depths of his frustration, an image formed behind his eyes: Sofia. Nurse Sofia under him.

Not calm. Not in control. Not the composed, untouchable woman who toyed with him so effortlessly. No—this Sofia was undone, stripped of that icy professionalism, writhing beneath him, her body open, vulnerable, begging for him.

The thought was intoxicating. He imagined her struggling against it at first, resisting, pretending she didn’t want it as much as he did. But he would break her. He’d force those moans from her throat, make her admit what she really wanted, make her come apart under him.

His grip tightened around his cock, his strokes quickening. He could almost feel the heat of her skin, the press of her thighs locking around his waist, her nails scraping down his back. Her sharp, teasing voice would crack into desperate gasps, her body arching to meet his, her breath coming in frantic little sobs as he drove into her over and over and—

The door opened. Leo’s entire body seized.

A jolt of panic shot through him, ice-cold and immediate. His hand jerked away from his cock as if burned, his breath catching in his throat. But it was too late. Sofia stepped inside. His heart stopped.

She wasn’t supposed to be here. Not tonight. He had asked about the rotations—he had made sure. This wasn’t her shift.

Which meant… She had come here for a reason. She had come because she knew.

Leo forced himself to stay still, his muscles locked in place, his face turned slightly toward the pillow as if he were deep in sleep. His breathing was still too fast, his chest rising and falling too sharply, but maybe—maybe—she wouldn’t notice.

The soft rustle of fabric. The faint click of the door shutting behind her. The air in the room seemed to thicken, the silence stretching unbearably as she moved closer.

He couldn’t see her—his eyes were squeezed shut, his body rigid—but he could feel her presence, could hear the barely perceptible sound of her uniform brushing against her legs as she walked.

His cock throbbed. He wanted to die. She took another step, stopping just beside his bed. Then, without hesitation, she reached for his sheets.

His stomach lurched. His whole body clenched. If she pulled them back—if she so much as brushed against him—there would be no hiding it. She would see.

His erection was still painfully obvious, straining against the fabric, his sweatpants doing little to conceal how hard he still was.

Fuck. Fuck.

Her fingers curled around the edge of the sheet. She was going to do it. She was going to pull it back, and she was going to see exactly what he had been doing.

But then—she stopped. Leo didn’t breathe.

For a moment, the room was utterly silent. The only sound was the distant beeping of a monitor down the hall, the quiet hum of the fluorescent lights above.

Through the narrowest slit of his barely parted eyelids—just the finest crack, just enough to glimpse without truly revealing himself—Leo saw her.

Her face was calm, unreadable, but her dark eyes gleamed with quiet amusement, a knowing sharpness lurking beneath her otherwise professional mask. She knew exactly what she had walked in on. Exactly what he had been doing.

Then, slowly, deliberately, she shifted her weight, tilting her head slightly. She was looking at him. And then again—the smallest smirk. Barely there, just the faintest curve of her lips. A silent acknowledgment: a wordless “I know what you are doing – don’t… you’re not allowed…”

Heat rushed to Leo’s face, shame twisting deep in his gut, but he did not move. He kept his breathing slow, kept his body relaxed, feigning sleep with every ounce of willpower he had left.

She knew he was awake. She knew he had been touching himself. She knew exactly why he was hard beneath those sheets.

And she was enjoying it.

Then, without a word, she turned and walked out.

Leo didn’t move, and he didn’t exhale. Didn’t dare shift, even after the door clicked shut behind her.

He just lay there, staring at the darkness behind his eyelids, his body still painfully erect, his heart still hammering. But he didn’t touch himself again. Not after that. Not after she had caught him. Not after she had stopped him on purpose. She could come back. At any moment.

And he realized now, with a cold mind, that someone else could—another nurse, an orderly. There was no real privacy here, and Leo had lost part of his motivation to take risks with his own pleasure. He was scared of being caught.

He thought about slipping into the private bathroom, shutting the door, finding relief there. But with the cast, it would be a struggle. He had crutches now, a lightweight wheelchair he’d started using, but the whole thing would be a slow, clumsy process. And besides, there was no point.

Because as Nurse Moretti had coolly informed him the first day he was allowed to get up—there’s no lock on the door, for security reasons.

He exhaled sharply, his mind spinning. And then, a mad thought took root. Had she removed it on purpose?

It didn’t matter. The result was the same. Anyone could walk in on him at any moment, and the sheer possibility made his skin prickle with heat.

But deep down, he knew that wasn’t the real reason he held back. It wasn’t just the risk. It was her hand he wanted. Not his own. Never his own.

And for the first time, despite the unbearable arousal still pulsing through him, a single, undeniable truth settled in his bones: he wanted her to be the one approving his orgasm.


Chapter 5: A Not-So-Clean Outcome

Leo was losing his mind.

Pain? That was nothing. He could take broken bones, torn muscles, bleeding wounds. He had pushed through agony before—on the field, in brutal training sessions, in grueling matches that left his body shattered but his pride intact.

But this? This relentless, aching, unbearable frustration? The constant hard-ons? It was breaking him. Sofia Moretti was breaking him.

And the worst part? She did it without ever breaking character. She was still the Ice Queen, still perfectly professional, still cold and distant—except for the way she touched him. And God, the way she touched him.

A week had passed, and she still hadn’t acknowledged anything. Leo was improving. They had removed his full plaster cast and replaced it with a tight, semi-rigid bandage that gave him much more freedom.

He could now use crutches with relative ease and put on his underwear, shorts, or a tracksuit by himself.

He was pleased with the progress, although he still couldn’t take a full shower on his own, and assistance was still very much needed.

Here’s where the trouble began. Leo was sure that Nurse Sofia, while clearly taking good care of him, was also deliberately keeping him on edge, almost like it was part of the plan.

It was a mix of things: the silent treatment, the coldness, and—yes—the little, cruel incidents. Her fingers brushed a bit too close to his crotch. Daily massages that lingered just a little too long. One or two biting comments about his ever-present erection. She was toying with his arousal, but never acknowledging it outright.

Over the last few days, she had added a new act to her teasing routine. In between baths, she was now giving him a daily cleaning with a wet cloth and a massage of some sort. A necessity, according to her. He had to stay clean. His muscles needed stimulation. His circulation required support. And, of course, she was just doing her job. Obviously, he had to be naked and stay still under her touch.

Today, as on the days before, the moment Leo saw Sofia entering his hospital room with a stainless steel basin in hand, his stomach clenched, anticipation and dread coiling into something tight and unbearable in the pit of his gut.

Every time she cleaned him now, the memory of their last bath still haunted him—an exquisite form of torture that had left him aching, desperate, and utterly powerless beneath her hands.

Sofia placed the basin on the tray table beside his bed with practiced ease, her every movement precise, controlled, effortlessly composed. Without a word, she rolled up the sleeves of her uniform, exposing the pale, slender skin of her forearms, then reached for a fresh pair of gloves.

Snap.

The latex stretched over her delicate fingers, molding perfectly to her hands. The sound sent the usual shiver down his spine.

God, he was already getting hard. And she hadn’t even touched him yet.

She adjusted the bed with the push of a button, elevating the upper half so that he was propped up slightly. Then, without hesitation, she reached for the sheets, peeling them away from his body with the same detached professionalism as before. Then she undressed him, exposing his bare chest and abdomen to the cool air.

His skin erupted in goosebumps, though whether it was from the sudden chill or the unbearable anticipation tightening every muscle in his body, he couldn’t be sure.

Sofia dipped the washcloth into the warm water, wrung it out carefully, then pressed it against his skin, starting at his collarbone. The contrast between the heat of the cloth and the cool sensation of her gloved fingers sent a sharp jolt of awareness through him, making him hyper-conscious of every single point of contact.

She moved with infuriating slowness, dragging the damp fabric over his skin in long, deliberate strokes, her latex-covered fingers following close behind, smoothing over his chest, his shoulders, his stomach. The pressure was firm, controlled—just enough to stimulate, never enough to satisfy.

And then, inevitably, she moved lower.

Leo’s breath caught in his throat as the cloth skimmed over his lower abdomen, lingering just above the waistband of his underwear.

He barely had time to process what was happening before she hooked her gloved fingers beneath the elastic and tugged it downward.

She stripped it away in one swift motion, then proceeded to knead the muscles just below, her thumbs pressing firmly, working in slow, methodical circles. Her touch drifted closer and closer to his crotch — to the aching cock now rising fast without any constraint.

The whole situation was absurd. They were still both silent. It felt like a nightmare for someone as shy as him when it came to women. Except nightmares didn’t make you this hard.

His cock was hard and swollen, and she was feigning disinterest, pretending not to see it—almost.

How could she be so shameless, say nothing at all? And why was he silent? His cock throbbed, fully erect—she had to see it, had to feel the way his entire body was tensing beneath her touch. But she gave no indication, her expression remaining cool, detached.

She dipped the washcloth again, her movements precise, controlled, deliberate. The excess water dripped onto his skin, sliding in slow rivulets toward a towel positioned behind him.

He was squirming now, adjusting his position constantly. The absurdity of it all couldn’t last any longer.

And then—finally—her gaze flicked downward.

She was watching his cock intently, as if she had just noticed it for the very first time.

A brief pause. A fraction of a second.

Then, the faintest curve of her lips—a flicker of something cruel and knowing in her otherwise impassive expression.

“You seem... uncomfortable,” she murmured, her voice so smooth, so carefully neutral, that it sent a fresh wave of heat through his already overheated body.

Leo exhaled sharply through his nose, clenching his jaw so tightly it ached.

“You—” His voice came out rough, strained. He swallowed, tried again. “You know damn well why.”

Sofia tilted her head ever so slightly, as if considering his words, before resuming without answering.

Leo barely managed to bite back a groan as she pressed the warm fabric to his inner thigh, rubbing slow, meticulous circles, her grip firm, methodical, maddening. The heat from the cloth combined with the friction of her gloves was unbearable, every stroke sending sharp jolts of arousal straight to his already aching cock.

She was so close. So fucking close.

His cock twitched violently, desperate for contact, for any form of relief.

But she never touched him there. Not once. Not even accidentally.

Every light brush, every pass, every calculated movement was designed to drive him closer and closer to the edge without ever letting him fall.

His breathing turned ragged, his hips shifting involuntarily, seeking something, anything—but she was too precise, too practiced, always pulling back just before he could find what he needed, before a real, solid touch.

The pressure in his gut coiled tighter and tighter, the aching need for release becoming unbearable. His cock twitched with every slow, torturous movement of her hands, precum leaking steadily onto his stomach, the sensation so sharp it bordered on painful. He was so close—so excruciatingly close—and yet she had barely even touched him.

Sofia moved with the same composed detachment as always, her expression cool, her hands precise. She pressed the damp washcloth to his lower abdomen, gliding it in slow, rhythmic circles, her grip firm, professional, maddeningly indifferent. Every pass now edged lower, teasing the line where restraint blurred into something cruel. The scent of antiseptic and the faintest trace of her perfume filled the air, making his head spin.

He couldn’t take it anymore.

“Sofia...” His voice came out hoarse, raw with desperation. “Please.”

She paused, tilting her head ever so slightly as if considering his plea. Then, with a soft, knowing hum, she dipped the cloth back into the basin, wrung out the excess water, and resumed.

But this time, a bit more forcefully, a bit closer, lingering around his cock.

The cloth skimmed his pelvis, her knuckles now grazing rhythmically the base of his swollen cock—just barely. A ghost of contact, but still something. Not enough to elicit a real pleasure.

Never enough.

He yearned for the grasp of her hand. He was waiting for her to clutch his shaft and squeeze—oh, how much he wanted to be squeezed.

A strangled sound caught in his throat as his hips jerked involuntarily, chasing her fleeting touches. But Sofia simply pressed her free hand to his thigh, stilling him with effortless authority.

“Relax, Leo,” she murmured, her tone devoid of sympathy but thick with something else—something deliberate, something dripping with amusement. She was having fun. “You’re too tense.”

His cock twitched violently in response, throbbing against his stomach, every nerve ending screaming for relief. His fists clenched at his sides, nails digging into his palms.

“You’re doing this on purpose,” he ground out, his breath ragged. “You have to know what you’re doing…”

Sofia’s lips curved, just barely.

“Well…” she mused, as if weighing his accusation. “I’m just making sure you’re clean. It’s part of my job, isn’t it?”

She shifted, feigning to adjust the towel under him to prevent the mattress from getting soaked. As she adjusted it, her fingers brushed against him again—this time just the briefest flicker of sensation along the side of his shaft. It was almost a stroke, intentional in its cruelty. His foreskin stretched and tensed along the head of his cock, leaking precum quite abundantly.

He gasped, his body locking up, muscles clenching in unbearable anticipation. She was touching him. Barely, but she was.

But never fully.

Every movement was calculated, designed to wind him tighter and tighter, to push him to the very edge without ever allowing him to tip over.

“Sofia,” he groaned, his voice breaking. “I need…”

“Hmm?” she prompted, her fingers stilling just shy of where he needed them most. “You need what, Leo?”

He swallowed hard, pride warring with desperation. But he was past the point of shame. Past the point of anything but raw, aching need.

“I need you to touch me.”

Silence.

The air crackled between them, heavy with something thick and suffocating. Sofia exhaled slowly, as if savoring the moment, as if drinking in his torment before responding.

“But I am touching you,” she said, her voice silken, playful, almost mocking, now dipping with one hand the cloth lower, pressing firmly against the sensitive skin of his inner thigh.

His entire body jerked at the contact, his cock straining, desperate for even a fraction more.

“Not—like that,” he ground out, his jaw so tight it ached.

She tutted softly.

“Leo,” she said, almost chiding. “You’re in recovery. You need to be patient.”

“Patience isn’t the problem!” he snapped, his composure fracturing, his eyes squeezing shut. “You’re…”

But he never succeeded in telling her what she was.

While Leo was speaking, Nurse Sofia Moretti’s hands never ceased their work. One hand with the cloth held his cock still, pressing over his balls, and the other wrapped around the shaft—giving him furious, fast, precise, strong strokes.

It was unexpected, raw, almost violent. And it lasted only a few seconds.

Leo gasped. His entire body seized.

It was too late. As soon as one, two, three thick gushes of cum erupted from the tip of his cock, she immediately removed her hand.

The orgasm ripped through him, sharp and brutal, but entirely unsatisfying. His cock pulsed weakly, spilling out cum in humiliating, stuttering jolts across his abdomen, but there was no pleasure—no real release. Only frustration, raw and unbearable, so sharp it felt like agony.

He gasped again for breath, muscles still trembling, his cock still throbbing uselessly in the aftermath of what should have been relief but was anything but.

Sofia exhaled, this time allowing a real smile of amusement to curl her lips.

“Oh dear,” she murmured, feigning innocence as she finally set the washcloth aside. “That wasn’t very satisfying, was it?”

Leo’s vision blurred with frustration, his fingers twitching against the sheets as he struggled to regain control of his breathing. He wanted to scream. He wanted to grab her wrist and force her to finish what she had started. But he couldn’t. He wouldn’t.

She was openly watching him now, daring him to do something, to challenge her, to protest.

Without asking or saying anything else, she picked up the wet cloth and cleaned him one last time. He watched her incredulously, incapable of saying anything.

His young, ruined cock wasn’t giving up its erection anytime soon.

Sofia peeled off her gloves with slow, deliberate care, rolling the latex from her fingers one by one, the soft snap echoing in the thick silence between them. Not a single drop of cum had reached her hands.

Then, with infuriating nonchalance, she adjusted the sheets, smoothing them over his wrecked, trembling body as if nothing had happened.

Just as she reached the door, she hesitated, glancing back over her shoulder with a devastatingly sexy, seductive, provocative, evil smile.

“Good night, Leo,” she said softly, utterly unshaken.

And then she was gone.

Leo lay there, panting, his body in tatters, his cock still twitching with the ghost of what he had been denied. His mind spiraled, humiliation burning hot beneath his skin.


Chapter 6: The Breaking Point

Leo hadn’t slept that night. Not really. Every time he drifted into unconsciousness, the fog of exhaustion would lift, only to be replaced by the same, constant throbbing desire.

The ache was insistent, pulsing through him as his body responded to the memory of her—Sofia.

He hadn’t been able to shake her out of his head. Her hands. Her eyes. The way she stood beside him, detached, while his own cum spurted out of his cock, maddeningly, like he didn’t matter at all.

But it did matter. It mattered more than he’d ever wanted to admit.

He shifted in the bed, his body rigid with tension, his knee aching in ways it hadn’t before. It wasn’t the physical pain that consumed him anymore. No, it was the frustration, the longing, the constant unbearable heat in his chest, in his groin.

Thinking about the last two weeks, he realized that every moment under her care had been a slow torture—her cold precision, her polite distance, all leading to his last, impossibly ruined orgasm yesterday.

He couldn’t take it anymore.

He waited, thinking until morning. The moment Sofia entered the room, clipboard in hand, the faint scent of antiseptic clinging to her, he snapped.

His voice, low and raw, cut through the air like a blade. “Why are you doing this?”

Sofia looked up from her chart, her dark eyes meeting his with the same unbothered expression she always wore. “Doing what?” she asked, her voice as steady and neutral as ever.

Leo clenched his fists, digging his nails into the palm of his hand, trying to keep the anger in check. It wasn’t anger—not entirely. But it felt like something close to it. “You know exactly what I mean,” he growled. “Why do you tease me like this? Why do you let me suffer through… through…” he struggled for a moment to find the words, “through your indifference, while you keep me under your control…”

Her brow arched, a subtle sign of curiosity, but there was no surprise in her demeanor. “I’m here to care for you, Leo. Nothing more.”

The words were like ice water over his skin. Care? That’s what she called it? This... this cruel game?

“No,” he spat, his voice rough with frustration. “You’re torturing me. You come in here, looking like that—cold, untouchable—and you know what it does to me.” He inhaled sharply, the words spilling out faster now. “You know what I want. What I need. But you refuse me, you… you make me want you more, and you do nothing. You offer nothing but these little... moments of attention, and then you leave. What the hell is wrong with you?”

She didn’t flinch, didn’t react to his outburst. Her eyes, dark and unreadable, stayed locked on his as she set the clipboard down on the table. “You’re babbling. You’ve been in pain, Leo. It’s normal to feel frustrated. But this isn’t about me.”

His heart pounded in his chest as he fought to hold back the torrent of words threatening to pour out. His pulse raced as he pressed on.

“No, this is precisely about you. This is about the way you look at me, the way you touch me when you think I’m not paying attention, about what happened yesterday… I fucking came with you in the room, and you didn’t even bat an eye!”

His voice cracked with the weight of his confession, of the days spent with an unbending erection under the sheets, and he couldn’t stop. “I’m not used to being treated like this. I’m not used to wanting someone... so badly… You make me feel fucking desperate, Sofia. Do you know what that’s like?”

Her face remained unchanged. Silent. Almost too composed, too distant.

Leo’s gaze burned into her. He needed something—anything—from her. But she wouldn’t give it to him. She wouldn’t crack.

“God, I’m so fucking frustrated,” he muttered, his hands gripping the sheets, his body rigid with tension. “I want you. I’ve wanted you from the moment I woke up in this bed. But all you do is tease and ignore me. What’s wrong with you? Why won’t you give me a chance? Why won’t you—”

He stopped. The words hung in the air, too heavy, too raw to be taken back. His chest heaved with the effort of holding it all in, of trying to breathe through the storm he felt building inside of him.

Sofia stood still, unmoving. She didn’t respond right away, didn’t give him the satisfaction of a reaction. Instead, she simply watched him. Silent. Cold.

And then, finally, after what felt like an eternity, she spoke. Her voice was calm, composed, but there was a hardness to it that sent a chill through Leo’s veins.

“I’m not here to satisfy your... needs, Leo,” she said, her words deliberate, measured. “I’m here to do my job. To care for you. Nothing more.”

He stared at her, a sinking feeling in his gut. He had hoped for something—anything—to crack that icy exterior. But all he was met with was more indifference.

Sofia’s cold dismissal hung in the air like a thick, suffocating fog. Leo’s heart pounded as he stared at her, his body still taut with frustration, with raw need. His chest rose and fell with each strained breath, his eyes never leaving hers as she spoke those final words.

The finality of her statement was like a slap to his face. And still, Leo couldn’t stop the words that rushed out of his mouth, the truth he’d kept buried in his chest for days.

“You don’t get it, do you?” His voice was tight, a growl barely contained. He pushed himself up, grimacing against the pain that lanced through his leg, but the anguish in his heart was worse.

“You think I’m just some guy in a bed, some patient. But I’m not. Not to you. You’ve been giving me all these little signals—the touches, the glances, the way you speak to me. You’ve been teasing me, Sofia, driving me mad.”

His eyes burned with the intensity of his words, and he leaned forward as much as he could, his voice thick with frustration. “Those little smirks you give me when you think I don’t notice. Your hands brushing against me, the way you touched me, for God’s sake! Your eyes—you see me. And you know exactly what you’re doing.”

Her gaze didn’t waver, but there was a subtle tightening of her jaw. She wasn’t surprised. No, she already knew what he was saying. She’d known from the start. But it didn’t stop the desperation that clawed at him, didn’t stop the heat from rising in his chest.

“You feel it too, don’t you?” he pressed, voice dropping to a rasp, unsure of his sudden insight. “That spark, that pull. You can’t pretend it’s not there, right? Every time you touch me, I can feel it. Every time your eyes linger on me, I can’t ignore it. I can’t control it.”

She stepped closer, her expression as unreadable as ever, but something in her demeanor had changed. The air between them thickened, becoming charged, electric.

Her lips parted, and her voice was calm, colder than ever, slicing through the tension like a katana. “You think I don’t know what I’ve been doing, Leo?”

Her words were slow, measured, but each one hit with the force of an accusation. “You think I don’t know how to play these little games?” she whispered.

Leo’s stomach twisted, but he couldn’t back down. “Then why? Why do it? Why give me all that and then turn your back on me?”

Her eyes narrowed, her lips pressed into a thin line. For a moment, there was deadly silence. Then, her voice dropped lower still, a quiet but chilling threat.

“If you ever speak like that again—if you ever imply that I’ve ‘teased’ you, or ‘wanted’ you, I will have you reassigned. I’ll report you, and you’ll be taken off my care. Do you understand?”

Leo’s breath caught in his throat as she spoke, the cold finality of her words freezing him to the spot.

The warning wasn’t just about his behavior. It was a warning about her, about losing her care, about losing her completely. Her tone was unwavering, the calm of a woman who meant every word, who would not hesitate to cut him out of her life without a second thought.

“You’ll never see me again,” she added, her voice as cold as steel. “Not if you cross that line one more time.”

For a moment, Leo didn’t know how to breathe. The weight of her words settled over him like a thick, suffocating blanket. All the emotions, the raw desperation, the need he had felt for her—it all shattered in an instant.

And just like that, she turned. No hesitation, no second glance. She walked out, the sound of her footsteps echoing in his ears, leaving him alone in the silence of the room.

Leo’s chest felt hollow. His stomach twisted painfully, the ache inside him now far worse than the injury to his leg. He had pushed her too far. He had crossed a line he hadn’t known was there until it was too late.

Was she right? Had he read too much into mere accidents? In his outburst, he had never once thought he was endangering her or risking losing her. But she had nailed it. If he had said those things in a different context, they could have been damning. Besides, no one would doubt a professional nurse with a perfect record—his accusations would be dismissed as the rantings of a spoiled, hot-headed young jock. And he would surely lose her forever.

The room seemed to close in on him at that thought. He could still feel the weight of her presence, the coldness of her rejection, and the dread that lingered, growing inside of him with every passing second.

She had threatened to take herself away from him. Had he already lost her?

Leo lay back against the pillow, staring at the ceiling, unable to shake the feeling of emptiness that had settled deep within him.

He had never felt this way before. This desperate. This helpless.


Chapter 7: The Invitation

One entire day passed without any further sight of Nurse Sofia. Leo was dejected, utterly desperate.

In the evening, there was another nurse—a middle-aged, white-haired woman, brusque in manners and unfriendly.

Leo asked about Nurse Sofia, and the new arrival grunted something about a last-minute change of turn. He thought he had lost her. He went to sleep without hope.

The next morning, he woke with a start. His mind felt disoriented from the events of the previous day: the discussion, the row, the fear of losing her.

The sting of Sofia’s rejection still lingered in his chest. The coldness in her eyes, the finality of her words—he couldn’t shake them.

He glanced over at the bedside table, the familiar quiet of the room pressing in around him. But something caught his eye—a small object sitting on the table next to the usual medical supplies. A book.

The title was what he least expected to see: Exploring Male Chastity and Orgasm Denial: A Beginner’s Guide.

Leo blinked, confused. The book certainly wasn’t there the night before!

He leaned forward, his muscles protesting the movement as he reached for the book. His fingers brushed the cover—there was an image of a raven-haired woman, showing her generous cleavage, upon which rested a golden, fancy key—and an unexpected jolt of heat shot through him.

A note slipped out from between the pages, and Leo’s breath hitched slightly as he picked it up. His eyes traced the sharp, confident handwriting.

I’m this kind of girl. Take it or leave it.

His pulse quickened. The words were simple, but the meaning behind them hit him with a force he couldn’t quite comprehend.

The message was clear, albeit without signature: Sofia had been in his room while he was sleeping and was now telling him exactly who she was. What she wanted. No games, no ambiguity—just an offer, stark and unfiltered.

The note felt like a challenge. A challenge he couldn’t ignore. And strangely, instead of recoiling, Leo found himself drawn deeper, a flicker of excitement sparking to life in his chest.

He picked up the book, flipping through the pages with a trembling hand.

And then—he devoured it.

At first, he skimmed, flicking through paragraphs in search of something—he didn’t even know what. He wasn’t sure what he was looking for, only that he had to understand what Sofia was telling him. His eyes darted over definitions, principles, explanations. He was reading too fast, his breath short, his heart hammering. He had to slow down, go back.

He started again from the beginning.

The book laid everything out in clear, simple terms, explaining the psychology and mechanics of male chastity, the philosophy of control and denial. The deeper he read, the more something inside him tightened, coiling like a spring ready to snap.

It wasn’t just about physical restraint. It was about power—about surrender. About how true control wasn’t in the act of taking, but in the ability to withhold. How pleasure became sharper, deeper, almost unbearable when drawn out over time. How frustration wasn’t a punishment, but a tool.

How a man, kept on edge, desperate and yearning, became hers in a way that was deeper than sex, deeper than mere desire.

Leo’s mouth was dry. He turned another page.

There were sections on techniques, on rules, on the mental and physical effects of long-term denial. He discovered with wonder what a chastity cage is, how to choose one, what it meant to wear one.

He read about the psychological shift that happened when a man submitted fully, about how the struggle against control was what made it intoxicating. How the longer he endured, the more he would crave it.

And then—then there were the passages about her role. About the woman who held the control.

She was everything. The center. The force. She dictated the rules, the limits, the rewards—if there were any. She shaped the game, and he, the willing participant, could do nothing but obey: forfeiting orgasms and giving obedience.

Leo’s throat tightened. His hands trembled slightly as he turned the next pages.

Leo couldn’t stop reading. His mind raced, thoughts tangling in a chaotic mess of shock, intrigue, and something deeper—something darker.

Sofia had pushed him away for a reason. She had made it clear that she wasn’t interested in just any man. She didn’t want his submission in the casual, playful sense. She wanted power. She wanted total control. And the thought of that—of being at her mercy, under her thumb—didn’t feel like a punishment.

It felt like a promise.

The realization hit Leo with an almost dizzying force. He hadn’t been repelled by her rejection. He hadn’t been driven away by her coldness. In fact, everything about her—the way she distanced herself, the way she kept him wanting more—had only made him more desperate, more intrigued, more drawn to her.

The idea of giving himself over to her, of existing entirely for her pleasure and her satisfaction, filled him with an overwhelming sense of desire. His body ached not just from his injury, but from the raw, untapped need to belong to her. Was he prepared to give up his sexual pleasure? His orgasms?

He turned back to the note, staring at the words again.

I’m this kind of girl. Take it or leave it.

This wasn’t a test. It wasn’t a game. It was an invitation. A door she had opened, but only if he had the nerve to walk through it.

The words on the pages of the book no longer seemed like rules; they were blueprints. This was her world. If he wanted any part of her, if he wanted even the possibility of being near her again, he would have to step into it fully.

The note, the book, the rawness of her invitation—it was all so much more than he had ever expected. But instead of pushing him away, it pulled him in, deeper than he ever thought possible.

Leo’s heart thundered in his chest as he closed the book. His eyes flickered to the door, to the spot where Sofia had stood just a day before.

He didn’t know when or how, but he knew one thing for sure.

He would play her game. He would take whatever she offered. He would let her control his orgasms.


Chapter 8: Acceptance

The next morning, Sofia entered his room like she always did—calm, precise, untouched by emotion.

Her uniform was as pristine as ever, her dark hair pulled into that severe bun that only made her presence more intimidating. She was gorgeous as ever. Her figure was unmistakable, her chest deliciously compressed by the uniform, her arms bare, like her legs. She moved with effortless control, checking his IV—he was still given antibiotics once a day—adjusting the monitors, performing her routine as if nothing had happened in the days before.

Leo swallowed hard, pushing through the last traces of hesitation. He had spent enough time doubting.

He wouldn’t back out now.

“I accept.”

His voice was hoarse, rough from exhaustion, but the words came out steady. Clear.

Sofia stilled. Her hand, which had been adjusting the flow of his medication, paused mid-motion. Slowly, she turned to face him. Her expression was unreadable, her dark eyes scanning him, searching for any sign of weakness.

“You accept what?” she asked, her voice level.

Leo forced himself to hold her gaze. “Your rules. Your control.” A breath. “You.”

A long silence stretched between them. Then Sofia glided closer to his bed, her posture flawless, her presence enveloping him like a warm, intoxicating haze. She seemed to tower over him now, like an ancient goddess, radiating a magnetic, irresistible sensuality.

“You understand what that means?” she asked, her tone cool.

He nodded. “I read the book.”

Her lips curved—just slightly. A flicker of amusement, maybe. Or approval. “And?”

Leo’s heart pounded. “And I want this.”

She studied him for another long moment, then asked with a silky voice full of promise and enticement:

“You think you really are ready to go without cumming while I am around?” She smiled now. Knowing his embarrassment.

Leo reddened immediately, self-conscious and ashamed, but determined to impress the woman. “I’m ready to renounce my pleasure for you, Sofia.”

He said with a bit more confidence.

Her smile did not falter; she seemed pleased. “From now on, when we are alone, call me Miss. Using my name feels a bit too familiar, don’t you think?”

“Yes, Miss,” Leo answered promptly. Something was stirring inside him. The mere act of complying with her request, just calling her “Miss,” implied a sort of submission, a control. He had accepted, hadn’t he?

His cock twitched and stirred furiously. He was getting an erection, and a powerful one at that.

Nurse Sofia was now watching him intently, as if she was considering him. Then she focused on his injured leg, free from its plaster cast. Finally, she seemed to have reached a conclusion.

“You’re recovering well,” she murmured, as if discussing something mundane. “Since you’re no longer completely immobilized and can wear shorts or track pants… I’ve decided you’ll start wearing something underneath them.”

Leo’s stomach tightened. The way she said it sent a shiver through him.

“You won’t have to worry about the doctors,” Sofia continued, as though anticipating his concerns. “They won’t ask you to undress. They are just interested in your knee… Me, on the contrary…”

And she laughed. For the very first time, he heard her laughing; it was a refreshing sound, much more carefree and genuine, even a bit out of character.

Leo was intrigued and scared; his breath hitched.

“What… what is it?”

Sofia smirked, tilting her head. “I’ll be back in a moment.”

She turned and walked out of the room, leaving Leo sitting there, heart hammering against his ribs.

When she returned, she wasn’t carrying medical supplies or bandages.

She was holding a chastity cage.

It was sleek, made of polished steel, glinting under the white lights like a cruel little jewel. The cage itself was narrow, curved to follow the natural line of a flaccid cock, with subtle bars encasing the shaft. A ring at the base was designed to wrap snugly around his balls. At the front, the tip was capped with a vented end—perforated enough for hygiene, but utterly denying any stimulation.

The sight of it sent a bolt of heat through Leo’s core—equal parts fear and desire.

“You say you want this,” Sofia murmured, rolling the device between her fingers like it was nothing more than another medical tool.

“But words are cheap. Submission is proven.”

Leo’s throat tightened. He knew what she was asking of him. He could still walk away. But he wouldn’t.

His hands clenched against the sheets, but his voice remained steady. “Tell me what to do.”

Sofia’s smirk deepened, though her eyes remained cold.

“Swear it,” she commanded.

Leo blinked. “What?”

“If you want this,” she said, stepping even closer, “then I want to hear you say it. Swear to me that you’ll obey my rules. That you’ll give up control over your orgasms. That your body—” she leaned in, her breath warm against his cheek, “your cum—belongs to me now.”

A shudder rolled through him. His whole body was burning, aching, wanting. She was inches away, her scent invading his senses, her authority pressing down on him like a force he couldn’t resist.

He could barely think. But he could answer.

“I swear,” he rasped. “I’ll obey your rules. I’ll give up control. I...” His breath shuddered. “I belong to you.”

Something flickered in her eyes. Not warmth, not tenderness—but satisfaction.

“Good boy,” she murmured.

Then, without hesitation, she pulled back the sheets.

Leo tensed, his pulse hammering as she moved with the same cold precision she always did. This wasn’t romantic. This wasn’t some tender, intimate moment. This was a procedure.

A final step in sealing his submission.

His muscles locked as she reached for him, her fingers brushing against his already aching and erect cock. Even the lightest touch made him twitch, his body so pathetically desperate after days of torment that he nearly groaned aloud.

But Sofia wasn’t interested in his suffering. She was focused. Efficient.

Her fingers traced the cold, unyielding metal cage in her hand. “This will feel… different,” Sofia murmured, her voice smooth and controlled, with just a hint of amusement. She let the words linger between them, as if savoring the effect they had on him.

Sofia’s hands moved with effortless expertise, each motion deliberate, each touch assured. It was clear this was nothing new to her. With slow, precise fingers, she positioned the cold metal ring—the foundation of his chastity cage—at the base of his balls.

Leo flinched as the cold steel made contact, but there was no stopping her. She was methodical, guiding one testicle through the ring, then the other.

Though the sensation was uncomfortable, there was something electric about it—the pressure, the control, the vulnerability. It sent jolts of sensation coursing through his body, igniting the raw heat in his chest.

She didn’t rush him. Her fingers lingered a moment longer than necessary, teasing, as though savoring the way he reacted to her touch.

“Does that hurt?” she asked, her voice low—almost too soft.

Leo could barely form a response. “No, not really… more like a bit uncomfortable,” he managed, his voice thick with the heat building inside him.

Sofia’s lips quirked upward, her eyes glinting with something dark. “You’ll get used to it.” Her voice was teasing, but there was a finality to it. She wasn’t asking for his comfort; she was commanding it.

The next step was the cage. She held the intricate steel structure, the bars cold and unforgiving, in her hands.

But as she attempted to slide it over his throbbing cock, she stopped.

A faint, almost imperceptible sigh escaped her lips. “It won’t fit, you’re too big…” she said, almost to herself, but loud enough for Leo to hear. Her tone was matter-of-fact, almost dismissive, as though this was merely an inconvenience.

Leo’s chest tightened with an unfamiliar mix of frustration and embarrassment. She tried again to force the cage onto his cock, but it was no use—it simply wouldn’t fit. The heat of his arousal pressed against the entrance of the cage, his cock swollen and hard, unable to fit inside the narrow cylindrical opening.

The rough handling was painful, but there was a twisted excitement in it too. She gripped him like an object, like a tool, showing no care for his discomfort or pleasure, her only focus on making it fit. But eventually, she gave up.

Sofia’s gaze remained fixed on him, studying him carefully, before she turned toward the door. “Stay put,” she commanded, her voice firm but not unkind.

Leo lay there, his body a mix of tension and desire, as she left the room. The silence stretched between them, thick and heavy, until she returned moments later with an ice pack in hand.

The composed, almost indifferent nature of her behavior only heightened his arousal—how could something so impersonal make him feel this raw, this exposed?

Without a word, Sofia placed the ice pack over his swollen cock. The shock of cold was immediate, sharp, and intense.

Leo gasped, his body jerking at the unexpected sensation. His cock throbbed, but not in the way it had before.

The ice numbed him, shrank him, almost as though she were deliberately forcing him to shrink, to retreat. It was uncomfortable in the most intimate way, but it also made him feel powerless—and that realization alone was enough to make his heart race.

Sofia’s laughter broke the tension, a soft, almost teasing sound. “Oh, Leo,” she said, her voice rich with amusement, “this is a perfect way to cool you down.”

The cold was unbearable, but at the same time, it heightened every nerve, every sensation. Leo’s cock slowly began to shrink under the pressure, and he could do nothing to stop it. The cold was doing its work—forcing him into submission, making him smaller, weaker.

After what felt like an eternity, Sofia removed the ice pack. Leo shuddered as warmth flooded back into his body, but the humiliation still lingered.

Sofia looked down at him with a satisfied smile, her eyes bright with the knowledge of her control. “Better now,” she said softly, as she took the cage in hand once more.

This time, it slid into place effortlessly. The steel bars closed around him, cold and unyielding, sealing him in. With a soft, ominous click, the lock snapped shut, final and absolute. A flash of silver—the key—glinted in Sofia’s hand for the briefest moment before she slipped it away. It was done. He was locked.

Sofia ran her fingers lightly over the cage, her touch light but purposeful. “There,” she said, “Now, that feels right.”

As Sofia stood over him, Leo could feel the cold, unforgiving metal of the cage against his skin. The weight of it was undeniable, pressing down on him in a way that went beyond the physical.

He could feel the arousal building inside him, despite the restraints, despite the chill of the metal.

It was maddening. His cock, still trapped within the steel confines, started to grow. Slowly, against his will, it began to swell, a familiar throb pulsing through him.

The cage seemed to tighten around him as his cock swelled, forcing him into an uncomfortable erection. The hard steel pressed against him in a way that felt alien, unnatural, and it sent ripples of discomfort through him.

Sofia was watching him closely, her gaze never leaving his face. He could see the faintest hint of a smile playing at the corners of her lips, as though she were savoring the way his body was betraying him. She was enjoying his discomfort, his humiliation.

“You’re quite the challenge, Leo,” she said, her voice low and teasing, as if this was some kind of game to her. “I didn’t think it would take so long for you to lose control.”

The irony of her words stung him even more. He couldn’t stop the swelling, couldn’t stop the throbbing.

Sofia’s eyes darkened slightly as she leaned closer, her breath brushing across his skin. “You don’t have to hide it, you know,” she murmured, her tone almost playful. “It’s what I wanted, isn’t it? For you to be completely at my mercy.”

He tried to focus, tried to control it, but the more he fought against it, the worse it became. His erection pressed painfully against the cage, and every moment seemed to stretch longer, more excruciating.

Sofia was watching him, silent now, letting the discomfort build, letting him feel the weight of the moment.

“You’re struggling,” she said, her voice a soft, knowing whisper. “And that’s exactly what I want to see. It’s part of the process, Leo. The waiting. The wanting. The denial.”

Sofia finally stepped back, her eyes scanning him one last time. “We’ll let it settle, for now,” she said, almost casually, though the words carried an edge of finality. “But remember this feeling, Leo. The pressure. The tension. You’ll learn to live with it.”

Leo lay there, gasping, his body still pulsing with the aftershocks of the moment. He was trapped—not just by the cage, but by the growing understanding of just how much control she had over him.

He realized that he was no longer just a passive participant, a mere patient. He was learning, slowly, what it truly meant to surrender.


Chapter 9: A New Kind of Bond

The first time she removed the cage, Leo thought—hoped—that it was over.

That she had only meant to test his resolve, to push him to the edge before finally offering relief. But he should have known better.

Every morning and every night, for the rest of his days at the hospital, Sofia came to him with the same calm, poised demeanor, unlocking the small device restraining his cock, setting it aside as if it were just another medical tool. And then… the treatment began.

Her hands were cool and precise, fingertips barely grazing his skin at first—teasing, ghosting along his thighs, over his stomach, down to where he ached most. She touched him like she was examining him, clinical and detached—yet somehow, that made it worse.

Because she knew. She knew exactly what he wanted, what he needed. And she denied it with perfect, effortless control.

Her fingers wrapped around his shaft, stroking, building him up until he was fully hard, leaking, panting. Every movement was measured, every touch calculated, bringing him to the brink—so close—before she would stop.

Leo would groan, his hips jerking up instinctively, his body pleading for more. But she would only click her tongue in disapproval.

“Impatient,” she would murmur, shaking her head. “You still don’t understand, do you?”

And then her hand would return—soft, slow, dragging him up again, stretching the torment out until he was gasping, shuddering, his whole body trembling from the intensity of it.

But she never let him finish.

The first time it happened, he almost broke, almost begged.

The second time, he forced himself to stay silent, trying to endure the relentless edge of pleasure without pleading.

By the third time, he wasn’t sure if it was arousal or devotion that kept him bound to her will.

He had never felt anything like this before—this hunger, this desperate need that had nothing to do with the physical and everything to do with her. It was no longer just about release. It was about her touch. Her voice. Her control.

And every time she finished—every time she left him lying there, panting and unsatisfied—she would simply wait for his erection to fade, or press an ice pack against him. Then she would slide the cage back on, locking him away once more before standing up, smoothing out her uniform, and walking out of the room without a single glance back.

It was devastating. It was exhilarating. It was everything.

One evening, after yet another relentless session of torment, Leo was shaking. His body was a raw nerve, his arousal a fire that refused to die, an ache that consumed him entirely.

But this time, when Sofia moved to leave, he couldn’t hold back.

His hand shot out—grabbing her wrist. For the first time, he touched her deliberately.

Her skin was warm beneath his fingertips, smooth, delicate. He had never dared before. Never thought he could. But now—

Sofia froze. The air between them tightened.

Slowly, she turned her head, looking down at where his hand gripped her.

His heart pounded. He expected her to pull away immediately. To reprimand him. To punish him. But she didn’t. She simply stood there.

He swallowed hard. “Please,” he rasped. “I… I want to touch you.”

Her expression remained unreadable.

“I want to please you,” he added, his voice rough, desperate. “Anything you want. My mouth, my hands—” He exhaled, his body still trembling. “Just… let me give you something too.”

Sofia’s lips curled, just slightly. But there was no warmth in her smirk—only amusement.

She reached down with her free hand, prying his fingers off her wrist one by one. Her grip was firm, her movements slow. Leo’s stomach tightened.

Then, in a voice as cold as ice, she whispered, “There will be a time. And a place.”

Her nails dragged lightly over his palm before she let go completely, straightening her posture.

“But not yet,” she added, her dark eyes locking onto his. “Not until you’re fully recovered.”

Leo’s breath hitched. The way she said it—so final, so absolute—made his whole body tense with longing. Not yet. Which meant, eventually…

A new wave of devotion crashed over him.

He let himself fall back against the mattress, exhaling shakily, nodding.

“I’ll wait,” he murmured.

Sofia tilted her head, observing him for a moment longer. Then, satisfied, she turned and walked toward the door. Just before stepping out, she glanced back.

“Good boy.”

Then she was gone.

And Leo lay there, caged, aching, desperate. But not just for pleasure anymore. For her.


Chapter 10: The Final Test

Leo had learned obedience.

He had learned patience.

He had learned to endure the daily ritual of Sofia’s relentless touch—the slow, merciless build-up, the unbearable denial, the cold precision of her control.

But he hadn’t learned one last lesson.

She came to him after dinner, as always, her movements calm, methodical. She closed the door behind her, drawing the curtains, sealing them off from the rest of the world.

Leo lay still, his breath already unsteady, his body thrumming with anticipation. He knew this routine—knew she would unlock him, stroke him to the brink, then lock him back up, leaving him desperate and aching.

But something was different this time.

She wasn’t holding the key.

Instead, she was pulling on a pair of latex gloves.

Leo swallowed, his pulse hammering as he watched her. She snapped the gloves into place, flexing her fingers, testing the fit. The sterile material should have made her seem detached, impersonal. But instead, it sent a sharp jolt of arousal straight through him.

Sofia’s dark eyes flicked down to him. “Tonight,” she said, her voice smooth and unreadable, “I’m going to give you a final test.”

Leo’s throat went dry. He didn’t speak—he had learned by now not to ask questions.

She stepped closer, her gloved hands hovering just above his stomach. “You’ve done well,” she murmured, fingers grazing over his skin. “You’ve been patient. Obedient. But you still think pleasure belongs to you.”

Leo’s fingers curled against the sheets.

She tilted her head slightly, considering him. “It doesn’t,” she said softly. “It belongs to me.”

And with that, she reached down and began to stroke him—directly through the cage.

Leo’s whole body jerked, a strangled sound escaping his throat. The sensation was unlike anything he had ever felt before. He could feel her hand gripping him, moving up and down, yet the rigid structure of the cage prevented him from fully experiencing it. The pressure was there, the movement was there—but it was fragmented, interrupted by the cold steel enclosing him.

He could sense her touch, the parts of his already swollen cock that bulged through the metal bars responding eagerly. The latex gloves added a slick, almost artificial friction, making every stroke unbearably sharp, electric.

He sucked in a shuddering breath. “S-Sofia—”

“Shh,” she whispered, pressing her other hand flat against his stomach, holding him down. “We’re going to take our time.”

And she did.

She toyed with him—slow, measured strokes over the hard metal, fingertips dancing along the sensitive flesh trapped inside. She massaged him, kneaded him, pressed just enough to drive him insane without offering any real relief.

It was torture.

Exquisite, endless torture.

She was laughing now, a soft, delighted sound that only made it worse. And then—she stopped.

“I want to make you more vulnerable yet.”

Leo barely had time to process her words before she moved. She crossed the room with unhurried grace, went to the door, and turned the key in the lock. The click echoed through the space, a quiet but final sound that made something deep inside him clench.

She had never locked the door before.

When she turned back to him, her hands were no longer empty. From beneath the hospital bed, she pulled something out—black leather straps, coiled neatly but unmistakable in their purpose.

Leo’s breath hitched. His eyes widened, a flicker of uncertainty cutting through his arousal.

“We use these to restrain patients post-anesthesia,” Sofia said, her voice calm, almost conversational. “In cases where they might harm themselves. Or remove their IV.”

She met his gaze, and her lips curved, just slightly. “They’ll be useful now.”

He swallowed, his throat dry.

“Lay back,” she ordered, her tone brooking no argument. “And let me tie you.”

Leo hesitated for only a moment, then obeyed, sinking back against the pillows, his pulse thrumming like a war drum in his ears.

Sofia moved with practiced efficiency, looping the restraints around his wrists, securing them to the cold metal railings of the bed. The leather was snug but not cruel; yet it was firm, immovable. He tugged against the restraint once, a weak and instinctive test, but the result was the same: he was at her mercy. And God help him, he loved it.

Sofia stood beside the bed, her gloved fingers smoothing over his stomach with a deliberate slowness, her touch maddeningly soft. The air was thick with something unspoken, something electric. She had told him exactly what was about to happen, had whispered it in that calm, precise voice of hers, and yet his body still rebelled, still burned with the desperate, futile hope that this time, perhaps, she would grant him what he craved.

But he knew better.

“You’re already trembling,” she observed coolly, her hands ghosting lower, the latex gliding over his sensitive skin. “Do you want me to stop?”

Leo swallowed hard, shaking his head. “No.” His voice was hoarse, barely more than a breath.

“No, what?”

“No, Mistress.”

Her lips curled into a small, knowing smirk, the kind that made his stomach knot and his cock throb, caged and aching. He had learned quickly—there was no room for imprecision with Sofia. Every word, every response had to be perfect. And when he obeyed, she rewarded him with touches like this—slow, devastating, designed to drive him mad.

She pressed her palm against his shaft, caged and straining, and he let out a shuddering breath. Even through the barrier of the device, he could feel the warmth of her hand, the unbearable promise of what lay just out of reach. She started again to stroke, her movements gentle at first, almost delicate, as if she were merely performing some routine examination. But he knew her too well now. Nothing Sofia did was without purpose.

The pressure increased, her fingers finding the most sensitive spots, the places where even the cruel confinement of the cage couldn’t shield him from sensation. She massaged, stroked, teased, her touch never quite enough, never quite fast enough, keeping him teetering on the edge of something dark and maddening.

His wrists strained against the restraints. “Please…”

She clicked her tongue, as if disappointed. “You know better than to beg.”

And yet, what choice did he have? He was drowning in her touch, his body hypersensitive, every nerve ending alight with frustration. He had endured so much already—days, weeks of her relentless teasing, her control. He had thought he understood what it meant to surrender, but this—this was something else entirely.

She was now observing him, having stopped all the teasing. From a pocket of her uniform, she retrieved a small tube. She opened it, squeezing out a small amount of a clear gel onto her fingers. Then, without warning, he felt the slick press of her gloved finger at his hole, cool and wet with lubricant. His breath hitched, his thighs tensing involuntarily.

“Relax,” she murmured, her voice perfectly steady. “You’ll take what I give you.”

He gasped as she pushed inside him, slow but unyielding, the sensation foreign yet strangely electric. She was patient, methodical, her finger moving with practiced ease, pressing deeper, curling—it was uncomfortable, not painful. He wanted her to stop, and yet also to keep violating him. It was so humiliating, so humbling. He felt his arousal getting out of control, felt helpless, filled with shameful excitement.

A strangled sound tore from his throat as she found it.

“There,” she noted, her voice still maddeningly composed. “That’s the spot, isn’t it?”

Leo could barely think. His body was a live wire, his cock pulsing helplessly against the confines of the cage as she delicately pressed against his prostate with careful, devastating precision. The pleasure was unbearable, different from anything he had ever known—deep, involuntary, stripping him of any illusion of control. It was a sensation like someone pressing against a full bladder, but more concentrated, deeper, and more intensely pleasure-pain charged.

She resumed stroking his caged length at the same time, the dual sensations merging into something that made his whole body shake. He wanted to thrust, to move, to do anything, but the cage held him still, and her arm now resting across his hip kept him pinned.

His vision blurred. He was close, too close, but the pressure didn’t stop—it built, coiling tight, an unbearable crescendo of sensation. His body fought it, tried to resist, but Sofia gave him no escape.

And then—

His orgasm hit like a sudden, brutal wave, tearing through him with a force that left him gasping, shaking, broken. He came inside the cage, one, two, three spurts of cum and then a steady dripping… his body betraying him, the pleasure sharp and overwhelming, yet utterly unsatisfying. The release was there, yes, but it was ruined, muted, robbed of completion, leaving only frustration in its wake.

Sofia withdrew her finger from his hole, snapping off the gloves with a slow, careful motion. She studied him for a long moment, taking in the way he lay there—spent, wrecked, still twitching from aftershocks that brought no relief. He was a mess: cum pooling around the cage, his body trembling.

Then she leaned down, her lips brushing his ear. “That,” she whispered, “was your final test.”

Leo could barely breathe. His body was a bundle of overstimulation and denial, his mind caught somewhere between frustration and the dizzying realization that he had never felt more humbled, more completely possessed, than he did in this moment.

She straightened, adjusting her uniform with slow, deliberate care. “Your discharge is coming soon,” she continued, matter-of-fact. “In a few days, you’ll leave this hospital.”

His stomach clenched. The idea of leaving her—of walking out of here and losing whatever strange, beautiful torment they had built—was unthinkable.

But Sofia wasn’t finished.

“I expect you to go home still locked,” she said, meeting his eyes with that unwavering, dominant gaze. “And to wait.”

His heart pounded. “Wait for what?”

Her lips curved slightly, a ghost of a smirk. “For me.”

The implication sent a shiver through him. She wasn’t setting him free. If anything, this was only the beginning.

“If you disobey,” she added, coolly, “if you so much as touch yourself without permission, it’s over.”

A lump formed in his throat. “And if I do as you say?”

Sofia’s eyes darkened, something unreadable passing through them. She reached out, fingers trailing down his chest in a touch so light it made him ache.

“Then, Leo…” Her voice was soft, almost dangerous. “We’ll see just how long you can endure.”

She turned and walked away, leaving him there—bound, spent, still locked, and utterly hers.

And Leo, despite the frustration, despite the maddening denial, knew with absolute certainty that he would wait.

For as long as she made him.


Epilogue

The morning of his discharge was bright and crisp, sunlight spilling through the hospital windows, illuminating every sterile surface with an almost mocking brilliance.

It should have felt liberating, stepping out of the clinic — although with the help of crutches — finally free from his injury, free to return to his life. But Leo was leaving with something else—something heavier, something invisible, something locked around his body and deeper still, inside his very being.

The chastity cage sat snug beneath his tracksuit, a constant, maddening reminder of who he belonged to now.

Sofia had made sure he understood.

She had been the one to hand him the small envelope, sealed shut with glued flaps. She told him what was inside: a key. His cage’s key. The look she gave him was so piercing, so commanding, that he had barely been able to swallow.

“You will keep this,” she had said, her voice as smooth and controlled as ever, but edged with warning. “In case of a true emergency. And only for that.”

Leo had nodded, his fingers curling around the cold metal.

“Any other use,” she had continued, tilting her head slightly, “and you might never see me again.” His heart had lurched at that.

She had let the words hang between them for a moment before stepping back, arms folded, her expression unreadable. “You may go now.”

And just like that, he had been dismissed.

Now, standing in front of his apartment, his crutches planted firmly on the pavement, he took a slow breath before pushing open the door.

Inside, chaos greeted him.

“Ladies and gentlemen, the cripple has returned!”

Laughter rang out as his teammates and their respective girlfriends and fiancées swarmed him, their voices loud, their hands clapping his back, ruffling his hair, shoving a beer into his free hand.

The apartment was full—too full. Everyone from the team seemed to be there, every friend, every person who mattered in his life.

There was Giulia too. Giulia, who was so ready to kiss him on the cheek and hug him right there on the porch. Giulia, the hot blonde he had been about to go out with. They had agreed on a date, just a month ago, hours before the accident on the field and the broken leg.

He fleetingly observed her now, as she was talking with another pair of women; she was radiant, so warm and friendly. Even her body seemed to naturally radiate sweetness and softness. She looked like an old-fashioned pin-up: bare legs, bare shoulders, a flowery dress, and breasts so impossibly prominent. What should he do about her now? Avoid her? Date her? And how would that even be possible?

Something stirred inside Leo, down below. It was lust, he knew it. And the cage was there, steel against his rising erection. The image of nurse Sofia came to his mind, cold, sneering, mocking him for even having thoughts about another woman, about Giulia.

They were like day and night, so starkly different in their respective beauties. But Sofia had got him first, had caged him, humbled him, enchained him.

In this line of thought, his cock started a real fight against his chastity cage. Better to stop thinking, better to stop daydreaming.

He looked around. Someone had brought snacks, someone else had put on music, and it seemed now like half the rugby team was squeezed into his living room next to him, sprawled on his couch, slouched against the counters, cracking jokes at his expense.

“Man, you look too good for someone who just spent weeks in a hospital!”

“Yeah, what the hell, Leo? I thought we’d be wheeling you in here half-dead!”

“Rehab must’ve been a luxury retreat, huh?”

Leo grinned, rolling his eyes. “Yeah, something like that.”

One of his teammates, David, leaned in with a sly grin, raising an eyebrow. “What, man? You sure it wasn’t some hot nurse keeping you in ‘exercise’ during recovery?”

The group laughed, the playful jab echoing through the room, but Leo’s heart skipped a beat. He swallowed, suddenly uncomfortable. He shifted slightly, trying to mask his internal reaction.

How close to the truth that joke really was.

Leo forced a chuckle, raising his beer, attempting to deflect. “Yeah, you know—just some real hard therapy sessions. Never thought rehab would be so... intense.”

“Bet she worked you hard,” David winked, nudging another teammate, and they both burst into laughter.

Leo nodded awkwardly, feeling the flush creep up his neck. His mind flashed again to Sofia—her hands, her commands, the relentless teasing. The way her touch had been far more than any ordinary “rehab” session. He gripped the beer tighter, the thought almost too much to bear. But he couldn’t stop it, couldn’t stop the swell of warmth that flooded his chest and the surge against his caged cock at the very thought of her.

As the banter continued around him, Leo let the laughter wash over him, pretending to join in. But deep down, he knew—what David had said wasn’t too far off.

He settled himself onto the couch carefully, stretching out his recovering leg, doing his best to ignore the steady, persistent ache between his thighs—the way the snug confinement of the cage had become an unconscious, constant torment.

Someone tossed him another beer. He caught it, twisting the cap off with a practiced flick of his fingers, trying to focus on the conversation around him.

But then—his phone buzzed. His heart lurched. He swallowed, lifting the device with feigned casualness, but the second he saw the name on the screen, his breath hitched: Sofia.

He hesitated before unlocking the screen, his fingers already tingling with anticipation, with dread, with need.

How’s it going?

The words were simple, totally innocent. But the effect was immediate.

A sharp pulse of arousal shot through him, hot and unbearable. His cock twitched within its prison, straining, throbbing, helpless against the unyielding confines of the cage. A choked breath left his lips as he shifted slightly, trying—failing—to find a position that didn’t make his predicament worse.

He was painfully aware of the crowd around him, the easy laughter, the jostling, the careless camaraderie of his teammates. None of them had a clue. God, did they notice?

A fresh wave of shame washed over him, burning through his chest. He forced himself to sit still, to keep his face neutral, to not react.

Swallowing hard, he typed back, his fingers moving quickly over the screen.

Everything’s good. Thank you for checking in on me, Mistress.

The message sent.

Seconds later, another buzz.

Good boy. I’ll see you soon.

A shiver ran down his spine.

He exhaled, pressing the phone against his thigh, gripping it tightly as if that would somehow steady him.

“Hey, Leo!” one of his teammates called. “You good, man? You spaced out for a second.”

Leo blinked, forcing a smirk. “Yeah, yeah. Just tired. Long day.”

“Bet it was,” someone chuckled. “But hey, we’re all pumped for your return, man. Won’t be long before you’re back on the field.”

Leo nodded, laughing along, clinking his beer against another.

But his mind was elsewhere.

His body was elsewhere.

As his friends carried on around him, as the night wore on with drinks and jokes and the easy camaraderie of teammates, a small, secret smile played on his lips.

He knew.

This was only the beginning.





























TO BE CONTINUED?


























































THANK YOU for purchasing and reading my book.

Receive as a gift my collection of short stories: She Comes First: Tales of Gentle Femdom, Orgasm Denial and Mutual Understanding

Download it at:

https://www.mistralbooks.com/misskalimala

Or scan the QR Code below:

[image: QR CODE for Miss Kalimala's website]

Enjoy reading!
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About The Author

Miss Kalimala
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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 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.

“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 tackle the subject myself: 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

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

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.

Exploring MALE CHASTITY and ORGASM DENIAL. A Beginner's Guide for Women: How to Strengthen Relationships through a Femdom Approach

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 "tease and denial", where the anticipation builds without a real 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: Suggestions and Scenarios for Effective Tease and Denial and Ruined Orgasm

This book is a collection of 50 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 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.
A sensual book

This is not just a book; it's a sensual 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.
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