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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: A Teacher Like No Other

The afternoon sun streamed through the tall arched windows of the university lecture hall, bathing the room in a golden glow. Outside, the Roman skyline shimmered in the heat, its buildings looking almost like a mirage against the impossibly blue sky.

A reverent silence filled the space, broken only by the rhythmic tapping of chalk against the blackboard. At the front of the room, standing in full view of every student, was Professor Isabella Ravenwood.

Tall and striking, she was an extraordinary presence, one that demanded attention the moment she entered a room—especially from the male students. She carried herself with an effortless elegance, a magnetic pull that left everyone hanging onto her every word.

Her black hair was swept into a perfect chignon, emphasizing the sculpted lines of her face. There was always something amused in her expression, something sharp and mysterious in the way her lips curved into the faintest smile.

Her dark, piercing eyes scanned the room, landing on each student just long enough to make them feel like the center of her attention. And that smile—subtle, enigmatic—seemed to hide infinite secrets.

That day, Professor Ravenwood—daughter of an Italian mother and an English father, child of the renowned archaeologist Patrick Ravenwood, and the youngest professor of modern and contemporary English literature in Italy—wore a fitted black pencil skirt that hugged her hips and thighs with precision, ending just above her knees.

Above it, a crisp white blouse clung to her figure, the fabric teasing the swell of her breasts. With each movement, a subtle ripple ran through the material, a tantalizing hint of what lay beneath. The buttons held, but only just, straining slightly as if daring to pop under the pressure of her curves.

The top button was undone, exposing the delicate line of her collarbone, where a silver necklace with a key-shaped pendant rested.

Guessing the professor’s age was nearly impossible; she was thirty-five, but she could easily be mistaken for a student.

Jonathan Bellasi, a fourth-year student seated at the center of the room, could hardly breathe. His gaze was locked onto Professor Ravenwood, his mind struggling to follow the lecture.

And the topic wasn’t helping—power dynamics in Victorian literature were hardly something one could absorb at a glance.

Jonathan had always been a diligent student, pursuing English literature with a passion. His wealthy parents, after some initial reluctance, had agreed to his choice, as long as he attended the best private university available.

After years of academic dedication, only now, in his final year, did Jonathan find his resolve wavering.

Professor Ravenwood was the reason.

His focus had shifted. No longer were literary texts and criticism the sole objects of his attention. Now, it was her.

Jonathan had always been drawn to authoritative, confident women—women who could command with a single glance. The idea of devotion, of surrendering completely, consumed him.

He often masturbated while imagining himself kneeling before a goddess—an ineffable, stunning, imperious woman, sometimes even disdainful. And lately, invariably, the woman of his dreams was always, and only, Professor Isabella Ravenwood.

How many times had he found release imagining her? And how many times afterward had frustration and restlessness consumed him? The thought that he would never truly belong to a woman like her gnawed at him.

The worst moments were when she was so close yet so impossibly out of reach—like during lectures.

Today was no different. Professor Ravenwood spoke in a voice that was both commanding and teasing, her tone laced with an undertone that sent shivers down his spine. Every word was precise, like a spell weaving through the air, and once again, Jonathan—like the rest of the class—was completely enraptured.

“Power,” she said, her voice low and deliberate, “is a central theme in much of Victorian literature. It is often depicted as a battle of wills, a struggle for supremacy between the sexes...”

She paused, letting her gaze drift over the room before settling on Jonathan.

“But true power,” she continued, holding his gaze, “is not about strength. It’s about control. Control over oneself and, more intriguingly, control over others...”

Heat crawled up Jonathan’s neck. He felt trapped by her words, bound by them.

He had always been painfully shy. The mere thought that she might notice him, might single him out, sent a rush of anxious anticipation through him.

He tried to look away, but he couldn’t. It was as if she were speaking only to him, her words threading through the silence, pulling him in.

“Consider the character of Lady Audley in Lady Audley’s Secret,” Isabella continued, turning toward the blackboard. Her hips swayed slightly with the movement.

“She exercises her power not through physical strength but through her ability to manipulate and control those around her. Her beauty, her charm—these are her weapons. She wields them with precision, bending others to her will...”

The chalk scraped against the board as she wrote CONTROL in large, deliberate letters. Jonathan’s eyes followed her hand, the elegant curve of her wrist, and he felt a painful tightness in his chest.

He knew he should be paying attention to the lecture itself, but all he could focus on was the way she spoke, the way her gaze seemed to see through him.

“Now,” she said, turning back to the class, “I want you to consider this question: what is the true nature of power in a relationship? Is it really held by the one who appears to dominate? Can subtle, secret manipulation be even more effective...? Who is truly in control...?”

The room was silent, thick with the weight of the question.

Jonathan’s mind raced, but he couldn’t think straight. He only knew one thing: he wanted to surrender to her, to whatever game she was playing.

“Jonathan,” her voice sliced through his thoughts like a blade, “what do you think?”

His stomach clenched. She was staring at him. So was the rest of the class.

Her dark eyes shimmered with amusement, like she knew something he didn’t. Jonathan’s throat was dry, and he stammered, desperate for an answer, hyperaware of everyone watching him.

“I... I think,” he started, his voice unsteady, “that the one in control isn’t always the one who appears to hold power. It’s... it’s a matter of influence, of... of using others’ desires against them.”

Professor Ravenwood’s smile widened. She nodded slowly, as if he had just passed an invisible test.

“Very good, Jonathan,” she murmured, her voice a silken whisper. “You’re beginning to understand.”

The lesson ended shortly after, and Professor Ravenwood addressed the class with a few final words: “Check your institutional emails; you should have already received my feedback on your homework.” With that, she left the room.

Jonathan stayed at his desk, gathering his things with trembling hands. He felt disoriented, as if he’d just woken up from a restless sleep.

The other students filed out, chatting among themselves, but he hardly noticed them. His mind was consumed by the way Professor Ravenwood had looked at him, how her words seemed to echo in his head, leaving an imprint.

When he finally tried to stand, his phone slipped from his pocket and fell to the floor. He cursed under his breath as he picked it up, then remembered the email.

His heart skipped a beat as he refreshed his inbox and saw the message from Professor Ravenwood.

He clicked on it with a shiver. The message was short, but clear:

to: jonathan.bellasi@universitasromana.edu.it

from: isabella.ravenwood@universitasromana.edu.it

Subject: Follow-up on Your Last Essay

Dear Jonathan,

I hope this message finds you well. I would like to discuss your last essay further. I’ll be waiting for you in my office tomorrow at 4:00 PM.

Best regards, Prof. Isabella Ravenwood

His breath caught in his throat. She had never invited him to her office before. A wave of anticipation surged through him, mixed with a deep sense of unease. What did she want to discuss? The essay? Or was there something else?

He quickly tucked his phone into his pocket, his mind already racing with a thousand possibilities.

As he left the room, Jonathan couldn’t help but replay the memory of Professor Ravenwood’s smile, her hips pressed against the dark chalkboard, her breast. Even the sound of her voice seemed to echo in his mind, haunting him.


Chapter 2: The Invitation

Jonathan’s footsteps echoed in the dimly lit hallway leading to Professor Ravenwood’s office. The narrow corridor was lined with faded portraits of long-deceased scholars, their eyes seeming to follow him as he walked, adding to the tight knot in his stomach.

Professor Ravenwood’s invitation had been weighing on his mind ever since he received it. A mix of excitement and apprehension gnawed at him. What did she want? Was it really just to discuss his essay, or was there something more—something unspoken lingering beneath the surface?

The office door loomed before him, an imposing slab of dark wood with an intricately carved brass handle. He hesitated, his hand raised to knock.

His heart pounded, his palms damp with sweat. He couldn’t shake the feeling that he was about to step into something far greater than himself—something that might change him forever.

Yet, beneath the fear, another feeling took root. A subtle, insidious hope. He wanted—no, needed—there to be something beyond a simple academic discussion. Taking a deep breath, he clenched his fist and knocked.

“Come in, Jonathan.”

Professor Ravenwood’s voice was smooth, slightly muffled by the thick door.

He pushed the door open and stepped inside. The office was bathed in the amber radiance of late afternoon, with sunlight casting long, vertical shadows across the room. Richly upholstered armchairs and a massive mahogany desk dominated the space, while bookshelves lined the walls, some of the volumes appearing ancient.

At the far end of the room, a low settee invited thoughts Jonathan tried to suppress. It felt more like a small apartment than a study. To the left, nearly camouflaged by the bookshelves, was a small sliding door. He knew that the most esteemed professors had their own private bathrooms—an incredible luxury. His eyes wandered in fascination.

The scent of paper and wood filled the air, mingling with a soft, delicate hint of jasmine—Professor Ravenwood’s unmistakable signature.

She sat behind her desk, poised and commanding, beautiful beyond belief.

Today, she wore another blouse—a crimson one, even tighter than the ones she used to wear during lessons. This time, her large breasts were almost spilling out, and more than one button was definitely undone.

Jonathan could see the roundness of her breasts in all their splendor; it was both provocative and deliberate. It was as if she was dressing but had forgotten to finish properly. She could’ve claimed plausible deniability, but there she was, with a daring cleavage.

A tight grey skirt, rising well above her knees, completed her outfit. Her legs, crossed, were wrapped in dark stockings, ending in simple but fashionable black ankle boots with heels high enough to form a stiletto point. Her piercing eyes met his, and a smile tugged at her lips, but it didn’t quite reach her eyes.

“Jonathan,” she greeted him, her voice smooth as velvet. “Please, sit.”

He obeyed, sinking into the leather armchair across from her desk, the material cool and soft against his skin. He struggled to maintain his composure, keeping his gaze from wandering to the open collar of her blouse or the way her skirt lifted just enough to reveal a glimpse of smooth thigh.

“Thank you for coming,” she said, leaning back with effortless authority. “I wanted to discuss your recent essay on power dynamics in Victorian literature.”

Jonathan nodded, trying to focus on her words rather than the way she seemed to command the room with her mere presence.

“Yes, Professor. Please, go ahead…” he said meekly, almost submissively.

She smiled—a slow, deliberate smile that sent a tremor through him.

“Your analysis was quite insightful, Jonathan. You have a sharp understanding of the themes we’re exploring… But I sensed hesitation in your writing. As if you were holding something back, as if you hadn’t completely lost yourself in the study of the material… Do you understand what I mean?”

Jonathan’s throat tightened. “I… I wasn’t sure how far I should push my interpretation.”

“Don’t be afraid to push further, Jonathan,” she said softly, her eyes locking onto his. “Literature, like life, is about exploring boundaries. Testing one’s limits…”

The way she said it sent a powerful shiver down his spine. There was an undercurrent in her words—something that hinted at a meaning far beyond his essay.

Jonathan shifted in his seat, the tension in the room thickening.

“Tell me,” she continued, leaning forward slightly, her blouse opening just a bit more, “what do you think of the concept of control in relationships? Not just in literature, but in real life…”

Jonathan blinked, caught off guard. His thoughts spun as he searched for an answer.

“I… I think control can be… complex. It’s not always about who is physically stronger or who appears dominant… Control can be subtle, psychological.”

She nodded, her gaze sharpening, as if assessing him.

“Exactly, Jonathan. As we discussed in class, true control often resides in the mind—the ability to influence and manipulate. To bend someone to your will—not with force, but with desire… Do you agree?”

“Yes, Professor,” he whispered, barely able to breathe under the weight of her gaze.

Professor Ravenwood rose from her chair with fluid grace, moving around the desk until she stood before him. He held his breath as she closed the distance between them, her presence enveloping him, her scent intoxicating.

She perched on the edge of the desk, her knee grazing his. The touch sent an electric jolt through him.

“Tell me, Jonathan,” she whispered, her voice low and intimate, “have you ever truly been controlled? Has anyone ever had power over you—over your desires?”

He swallowed hard, his mouth suddenly dry. “N-no, Professor.”

Her smile widened, a knowing glint in her eyes. “Would you like to experience it? To understand what it means to completely surrender control?”

The question hung in the air. Jonathan’s mind raced. What was he supposed to say? How much could he admit? Was this still an academic discussion? Theoretical?

Could he really confess to this woman that yes, yes, he wanted to be subdued by her? To kiss her, to worship her, to lick her, to please her in every way and obey her without question?

“I… I don’t know,” he stammered, his heart racing.

Professor Ravenwood reached out, her fingers brushing lightly against his cheek.

“You’re an intelligent young man, Jonathan. And you’re also… quite handsome,” she murmured, her smile turning provocative.

His breathing grew unsteady as she leaned closer, her lips mere inches from his ear.

“For you, I might make an exception, you know? I don’t usually entertain myself with students…”

Jonathan stiffened. Her words, the sound of her voice, that single verb—entertain—spoken with evident malice. He could now see a significant portion of her magnificent cleavage; he was both shocked and terribly aroused.

“Imagine…” she whispered, her voice a silken caress. “Imagine being at the mercy of someone who knows every weakness you have, every secret desire… Someone who can make you beg for what you crave most… And deny you until you are desperate…”

As she spoke, her hand moved toward his thigh. Jonathan watched, mesmerized, as her perfectly manicured fingers—tipped in a dark, provocative polish—drew closer and closer. Like a slow-motion dream he couldn’t escape.

The woman’s hand paused on Jonathan’s thigh and gave a gentle squeeze. His entire body tensed, a mix of fear and desire flooding his senses. The room seemed to close in around him, thick with the scent of jasmine and something else—something primal, something dangerous.

“Professor…” he began, but the words died on his lips as she watched him with hungry eyes, her hand slowly sliding up toward his groin.

Each second felt unreal, the silence stretching between them. Her hand found the unmistakable bulge in his jeans—Jonathan’s powerful erection. There it lingered, pressing firmly against the rigid cock beneath the fabric.

“Professor…” he whispered again, barely moving his lips, eyes closed, motionless yet burning with excitement.

Professor Ravenwood withdrew her hand and placed a finger on his lips.

“Shh,” she murmured, eyes gleaming with satisfaction. “Relax, Jonathan… I understand your desires…”

Inside, Jonathan was praying—desperately hoping, with every fiber of his being, that she wouldn’t stop. He didn’t know what to say or do, but his body burned with arousal.

“There’s no need to say or do anything,” she continued, still incredibly close. “What we will do doesn’t even… ‘exist’...”

With a soft laugh, she added, “I will deny everything, always… And I don’t think anyone would believe you if you tried to talk about it…”

Suddenly, she straightened, her expression turning serious.

“One mistake from you, one wrong word or gesture, and your punishment will be irreversible… You will lose me. Forever.”

Jonathan remained silent, staring at a vacant spot between the wooden planks of the floor. He nodded almost imperceptibly, nearly trembling.

“Outside this office or in public,” she continued, “I am Professor Isabella Ravenwood, and you are my student. Full stop. Is that clear?”

She reached for his chin, tilting his face up, forcing him to meet her gaze. Her dark eyes seemed to pierce through him, stripping away his defenses, leaving him completely exposed.

“Is that clear?” she repeated, holding him in place with her stare.

“Yes, Professor Ravenwood…” he mumbled.

She released his face and stepped back. Now Jonathan could see her fully, standing before him in all her overwhelming sensuality.

He couldn’t look away—her curves, her confidence, her undeniable allure.

He wondered what it would be like to make love to her, to touch her, to taste her. The thought made his head spin, his hard-on pulsing against his jeans.

“You desire me, don’t you?” she asked softly, her voice smooth and knowing. It was as if she could read his thoughts.

“What would you be willing to do for me? What do you want…?”

Jonathan’s response was barely audible—a simple “Anything,” as he lowered his gaze.

“Would you be willing to surrender control… completely?” she pressed.

He couldn’t speak, couldn’t think. All he could do was nod, a small, hesitant movement that made her smile.

“Good,” she said, voice like silk. Releasing his chin, she added, “There is no shame in desire, Jonathan. It is a natural part of who we are. And it can be a powerful tool… when used by those who understand it.”

She turned, moving toward the bookshelf at the back of the room, her motions slow and deliberate.

Jonathan’s eyes followed her, drawn to the way her hips swayed, the curve of her body, her legs. His heart still raced. His arousal was almost unbearable.

She extended a hand, pulling down a slim, leather-bound book with a dark cover. Flipping through to a marked page, she turned back to him.

“This,” she said, handing him the book, “is something I want you to read. It’s a text on the dynamics of control and submission in relationships where the woman holds authority. I think you’ll find it… enlightening.”

Jonathan took it, his fingers brushing against hers, sending another jolt through him. The cover was cool and smooth, the pages marked in several places. He glanced at the title—Femdom Unveiled: A Guide to Female Led Relationships and Female Domination—and a fresh wave of nervousness hit him.

“I want to discuss it with you in more depth,” she continued, her tone casual, as if she hadn’t just upended his world.

“Come to my office again next week, same time. We’ll talk about what you’ve learned.”

Jonathan nodded, still in a trance, clutching the book to his chest like a lifeline. “Yes, Professor,” he whispered.

She smiled—a hunter’s smile, feline, enigmatic. “Good. I look forward to our discussion.”

Jonathan stood to leave, his legs trembling. As he reached the door, she called out one last time.

“Oh, Jonathan?”

He turned, heart pounding.

“Whatever you do, don’t you dare come.”

Jonathan froze. His hand lingered on the doorknob for several seconds, completely bewildered.

“You understood perfectly, Jonathan,” she said. “You are free to touch yourself, to masturbate, thinking of me. But… don’t come.”

“Don’t come…” he repeated, dazed.

“Yes,” she confirmed, laughing openly at his confusion. “Pleasure yourself, stroke yourself… Do your little ‘jerk off,’ as you boys say…”

She exaggerated each word, teasing him, and his face burned crimson.

Then she continued, “But don’t come. Stop before you get there. No orgasm. For no reason. I will know if you disobey...”

Jonathan was speechless but managed a dazed, uncertain “Yes, Professor.”

“It’s an order,” she added, suddenly sharp, authoritative. Then she turned back to her desk, immediately focused on her papers, as if he no longer existed.

He swallowed hard and stepped into the hallway. The door clicked shut behind him. The silence outside felt surreal after the intensity of the study.

He stood still, trying to steady his breath, his mind a storm of confusion and arousal.

As he walked toward his dorm, gripping the book tightly, his head swam with questions, fears, and a deep, unsettling thrill. He was excited beyond belief.

What had he just begun?

What did Professor Ravenwood truly want?

And why, despite everything, did he feel an irresistible pull toward the power she held over him?


Chapter 3: The Obsession Grows

The days after Jonathan’s encounter with Professor Ravenwood felt like a blur—fragments of moments slipping through his mind, refusing to settle. He was restless, distracted. The world outside seemed distant, drowned out by the memory of that meeting in her office.

At times, he wasn’t even sure if it had really happened. Had he only imagined it? It seemed unreal that the woman who haunted his fantasies had truly touched him, had come so close, had commanded him to pleasure himself without release.

There was no peace for him. The entire week had been a torment of constant arousal and intrusive thoughts. His nights were restless, filled with dreams so vivid they felt almost real.

In those dreams—some mere fantasies that played out in the hazy space between sleep and wakefulness—he found himself back in her office, sitting across from her.

She would rise from her chair, step closer to him, her hands brushing lightly over his skin, sensing his growing erection. Her lips would part, whispering commands that sent shivers down his spine—a mix of anticipation and fear.

He pictured her exactly as she appeared in class: tight skirts, blouses unbuttoned just enough to tease, high heels clicking sharply against the floor. She was always elegant, always sensual, and utterly unforgettable.

Inevitably, he would give in, masturbating to those images, lost in the throes of pleasure. Jonathan would start slowly, stroking himself with deliberate care, taking his time to reach full arousal. He’d edge closer and closer to orgasm, only to stop at the last possible moment. In the days after their meeting, he barely managed to obey her command, denying himself the release of a full climax.

He always began with his eyes closed, conjuring her image in his mind. And without fail, his fantasy would unfold the same way. She would issue stern commands: Stand before me. Strip. Kneel. He imagined himself at her feet, beneath her heels, kissing them reverently, worshipping her. In his mind, he would lick her pussy, offering himself completely to her will.

But he always stopped at the very last moment, her voice echoing in his head: Do not cum. Stop before the edge. No orgasm.

He couldn’t explain why he obeyed. Nothing was stopping him from crossing that final threshold. And yet…

Perhaps his restraint had something to do with the book she had given him.

The book on female domination became his constant companion. He devoured it, reading it everywhere, absorbing every word. It was more than a book—it was a talisman, a symbol of the secret he now carried. A revelation of her true nature.

A Mistress.

The book was a meticulous exploration of power, a deep dive into the psychology of submission. Each chapter unraveled the dynamics of surrender, peeling back layers of control and desire. The more he read, the more he felt drawn to the idea of yielding, of belonging to someone who could command his every action.

But it wasn’t just the theory that captivated him. The words themselves pulsed with life, whispering dark promises that left him breathless.

It detailed the agony of tease and denial—the abyss of chastity, the tight grip of cages, the absolute authority of a woman in control.

He could almost feel it—the frustration, the desperation, the exquisite torment of being denied over and over, until his mind was a storm of unmet need.

Even in class, he found it nearly impossible to concentrate. Especially when she was there, standing at the podium.

Every time he stepped into her lecture, he felt her eyes on him. A silent reminder of the power she held. It was subtle, yet undeniable—woven into every glance, every word, every lingering moment. The air between them buzzed with an unspoken tension that grew stronger with each passing day.

Then, one day during a lesson, about a week after the last meeting, a new summons arrived.

The topic was Victorian literature—repression, desire, the hidden longing in Oscar Wilde’s works. Professor Ravenwood was in her element, guiding the class through the tangled relationship between social norms and secret passions.

While the other students hung on her every word, Jonathan struggled to focus. His mind wandered, lost in thoughts of her.

As the class neared its end, she cast him a glance—longer than necessary.

His pulse quickened.

There was something in that look, something that left him frozen in place.

“Jonathan,” she said, her voice calm, authoritative. “I would like to speak with you after class.”

The students packed up their things and filed out, until only the two of them remained.

The silence between them thickened, heavy with tension. Jonathan stepped forward, his hands fidgeting at his sides as he reached her desk.

She didn’t look up immediately. Instead, she continued making notes in her book, drawing out the moment, letting the silence stretch. Every passing second tightened the knot in his stomach. Then, finally, she lifted her gaze.

Her eyes burned with something unreadable, something dark beneath the surface.

“You will return to me,” she said, her voice smooth as silk, laced with steel. A promise. A warning.

“To my study. Tonight.”

Jonathan swallowed hard and nodded, feeling the weight of his fate settle onto his shoulders.


Chapter 4: Free, in a Cage

Jonathan stood outside Professor Ravenwood’s office, his heart pounding in his chest. His instincts screamed at him to flee—his innate shyness and self-preservation urged him to walk away. Even common sense told him to escape before he fell too deeply under Professor Ravenwood’s spell.

But another part of him—darker, deeper—longed for what lay beyond that door. He craved the control, the power, the way she made him feel: vulnerable yet more alive than ever before.

Taking a deep breath, he raised his hand and knocked. The sound echoed down the empty hallway. A pause stretched between him and whatever awaited inside, each second an eternity. Then, finally, her voice rang out, firm and commanding.

“Come in.”

With trembling fingers, he turned the handle and stepped inside. The room was exactly as he remembered—dimly lit, warm, and inviting, with the faint scent of jasmine lingering in the air.

Professor Ravenwood sat behind her desk, her dark eyes locked onto him with a knowing glint. A predatory gleam. He felt his pulse quicken. She was the spider at the center of the web, and he had just walked willingly into her trap.

She exuded power—effortless and magnetic. She wore a tight silver satin top, a sleek, seamless piece that outlined every curve. Its neckline plunged into a daringly low ‘V’. Below, not a skirt, but black trousers that fit like they were made for her—snug on her hips and thighs.

On her feet, high heels—décolleté, with no stockings, just bare skin. Bare, with a perfect French pedicure gleaming in the room’s penumbra.

The man took it all in, drinking her in like an intoxicating elixir, feeling the raw desire to reach her, to touch her—to take her, here and now.

She was so, so very alluring.

“Jonathan,” she greeted, her voice dripping with authority. “Close the door.”

He obeyed, then stood motionless, turmoil raging inside him. She gestured to the chair in front of her desk, her movements fluid and confident.

“Sit.”

Jonathan sank into the seat, his hands resting between his thighs, shoulders tense, gaze averted.

“So,” she began without preamble, “how did you find the book I gave you?”

He hesitated, gathering his thoughts before finally lifting his head. Her expression had shifted—less judgmental, more amused. Curious, even. That gave him the courage to respond.

“It was… difficult… new… enlightening.”

“And what have you learned?” she pressed.

“I now understand what a power dynamic in a fem… femdom relationship is…” He stumbled over the last word, his face flushing red.

She studied him for a moment, as if weighing his words, deciding whether to continue. Then, leaning forward slightly, she spoke a sentence that would change his life forever.

“Do you think you’re ready for a relationship like that? To truly surrender power and control to another person?”

A rare moment of clarity struck him. He understood the weight of her question, the significance of his answer. And for the first time, despite his shyness, he found the courage to speak his truth.

“Yes, Professor Ravenwood, I would like that…”

At his quiet assent, she rose from her chair, moving with the effortless grace that never failed to unnerve him. She rounded the desk until she stood directly in front of him.

Her presence was overwhelming. Every step, every glance commanded his attention, making it difficult to think, to breathe. She was flawless as always, the perfect blend of authority and elegance, her beauty undeniable.

Jonathan’s gaze dropped to her glossy black stiletto heels. They were impossibly high, making her seem even more imposing.

His eyes traced upward—he devoured her thighs, her hips, her breasts. His breath hitched. His mind spun in a whirlwind of awe, desire, and anticipation.

The silence between them thickened, laden with meaning. With unspoken promises.

“Let’s begin,” she said, her voice laced with command, sending a shiver through him.

“Last time, we talked about trust, about the importance of communication. But now, I want to test your obedience, your willingness to follow me without hesitation.”

Jonathan nodded, fully aware she would push him further than he had ever imagined. This was all or nothing—if he wanted to be with her, he had to obey.

“Go lock the door. Then come back and take off your shirt,” she ordered, her tone allowing no room for argument.

He let out a small gasp, hesitating for only a moment before following her command. The lock clicked into place. He returned to her, fingers trembling slightly as he unbuttoned his shirt. The fabric slid from his shoulders, pooling at his feet. He stood there, bare-chested, exposed. Vulnerable.

She circled him slowly, as if appraising a work of art.

“Good…” she murmured, her voice like velvet. She stopped before him, her dark eyes holding his.

“Obedience isn’t just about following orders,” she said, sharper now. “It’s about surrendering control. Trusting me to lead you—even when it’s difficult, even when it’s uncomfortable. Are you ready for that?”

“Yes, Professor,” he answered, his voice steady despite the storm within.

She nodded, satisfaction flickering in her gaze. “Let’s see how far you’re willing to go… I want you on your knees.”

He obeyed immediately, sinking before her. The act of submission sent a wave of warmth through him, a flush rising to his cheeks. He had never knelt before anyone. But here, in this room, it felt right. Natural. Necessary.

She towered over him, her presence formidable, almost overwhelming.

“Look at me,” she commanded.

Jonathan lifted his gaze, meeting her dark, enigmatic eyes—the ones that terrified and entranced him in equal measure.

“From now on,” she said, never breaking eye contact, “when we’re alone, you will call me ‘Mistress.’ Do you understand?”

Jonathan froze. The simple request struck like a revelation, a bolt of lightning. Did he truly want this? Did he want to acknowledge the power she had over him?

He did. Every fiber of his being urged him forward.

“Yes, Mistress,” he answered, the words slipping from his lips naturally, as if they had been waiting to be spoken.

“Good,” she said, pleased. “Now, you will learn, Jonathan,” she continued, “what it truly means to belong to someone—to be shaped and molded according to my will.”

Her words felt like a dangerous promise. And yet, they thrilled him.

“Kiss my feet,” she ordered, her voice calm, knowing.

Jonathan hesitated only briefly before bending forward—first onto all fours, then lowering himself fully, his lips brushing the tips of her glossy stiletto heels.

Desire shot through him—undeniable. His cock stirred, swelling against his jeans, surging as if it had a will of its own. He licked and kissed now, without hesitation or restraint, already intoxicated by this token of servitude. Still, her gaze remained unreadable.

“Stand up,” she commanded, her voice still firm, but now carrying an unexpected trace of gentleness.

The woman touched the young man slowly, tracing a circle on his chest with a single finger—a light, deliberate touch that sent shivers down Jonathan’s spine. The sensation was electric, almost overwhelming.

Her finger slid downward, stopping just above the waistband of his trousers.

“Do you trust me, Jonathan?” she asked, her voice smooth yet laced with mischief.

“Yes, Mistress,” he answered without hesitation.

He had spoken those words before, but now they felt deeper, more real.

“Good,” she whispered again, hooking a finger onto his belt and giving a slight tug. “Then you will do exactly as I say.”

With confident movements, Professor Ravenwood unfastened his belt, unbuttoned his trousers, and let them fall to the floor in a heap. Jonathan held his breath, his heart pounding wildly as he stood before her, wearing nothing but his underwear.

The vulnerability of the moment was overwhelming, and yet, there was something profoundly liberating about it. He was shedding everything, in every sense of the word, and there was no turning back.

Without warning, she stepped closer, her body pressing against his. The contact was intoxicating, sending a surge of sensation through him.

Her hand slid downward, slipping beneath the waistband of his underwear. Her fingers curled around his cock—firm, possessive. Jonathan’s breath hitched, a low moan slipping from his lips at the sudden, forced intimacy.

She squeezed, testing his arousal with a bold, deliberate touch. It felt as though she held him suspended—quite literally—by his shaft.

He had the urge to thrust forward, but she took control instead, stroking him with measured precision—three firm, deliberate movements. Up and down. Up and down. Up and down. Each stroke sent a jolt of pleasure through him, drawing a satisfied smile from her.

Then, just as swiftly, she withdrew her hand and stepped back, a knowing, teasing glint in her eyes.

“You wish I’d keep touching you, don’t you?” she asked, her voice a seductive whisper.

“Yes, Mistress,” Jonathan admitted, his voice thick with desperation. That fleeting touch had left him dazed, his body burning with need. It seemed absurd to be this desperate for an orgasm after just a few moments. And yet…

“But wanting is not enough,” she continued. “You have to earn it. You have to prove to me that you deserve my touch, my attention...”

Jonathan’s heart pounded faster as he nodded, the urge to please her overwhelming.

“Tell me, Jonathan,” she purred, her voice dipping into something softer, more intimate. “How much are you willing to sacrifice for me? What are you ready to give?”

“Anything,” he answered, trembling with need and excitement. “I would give everything.”

“From now on,” she said, her tone turning authoritative, “your pleasure belongs to me. You will never touch yourself, never pleasure yourself, never have sex unless I allow it. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Mistress,” Jonathan breathed, exhilaration flooding his system. The restriction she had just imposed should have felt suffocating. Instead, it only fueled his desire.

Professor Ravenwood moved toward the desk, her steps slow. From one of the drawers, she retrieved a small velvet box and placed it in front of him, as if presenting a sacred offering. Jonathan’s eyes locked onto it, curiosity intertwining with a growing sense of anticipation.

“Open it,” she instructed, her tone leaving no room for hesitation.

With unsteady hands, he lifted the lid. Nestled against the soft fabric was an object he didn’t immediately recognize—a ring of steel, along with a curved tube made of the same metal. The tube was closed off at one end by a series of curved bars. It looked medieval, like an artifact from another time.

And then, all at once, he understood. A chastity cage. The models he had seen in the book she had given him—and the ones he had come across in his online searches—were usually plastic or silicone. But this one was solid steel, undeniable in its purpose.

Fear took hold of him. He had no idea how to wear such a thing, how to endure its restrictions. The very thought of forced chastity unsettled him.

He remained silent, staring at the device.

“This,” Professor Ravenwood whispered, her voice dripping with seduction, “is a chastity cage. When you wear it, your submission will be absolute. Your willingness to surrender, unmistakable.”

Jonathan nodded, his throat dry. “Yes, Mistress,” he murmured, his heart pounding wildly.

“Are you ready to take the next step?” she asked, her voice gentle yet firm, her words a challenge wrapped in silk.

Jonathan swallowed, his mouth dry, his pulse racing. He lifted his gaze to meet her dark, expectant eyes—and nodded.


Chapter 5: A Ruinous Beginning

Jonathan stood frozen, the chastity cage clutched in his hands, staring at Professor Ravenwood in disbelief.

“I want you to put it on. Now,” she instructed without hesitation.

He was teetering on the edge of panic, completely lost. How was he supposed to do this? Where should he even begin?

Professor Ravenwood immediately noticed his embarrassment, his complete lack of experience, and burst into unrestrained laughter.

“Forgive me,” she said between giggles, “you look so adorably flustered.”

Then, with a single fluid motion, she stepped closer and pulled his underwear all the way down.

Jonathan’s cock stood nearly vertical, undeniable and uncontainable. It was big and thick, incredibly hard from the previous touches. Two large veins stood out, slightly pulsating, while the tip of his uncircumcised cock was fully exposed, the foreskin pulled back to reveal the head—lucid, broad, mushroom-like, and dark, almost purple, as it stood bare in the air.

“You do realize you’re quite well-endowed, don’t you, Jonathan?” she mused, a note of satisfaction in her voice.

“Let’s see how we manage to get you into this cage…” she said, her voice low and teasing as she took the device from his trembling hands.

She began fitting it onto him, her movements deliberate and unhurried.

She started by guiding his ball sack through the metal ring. It wasn’t easy. Jonathan flinched, unable to stay completely still.

Her fingers—slender, with meticulously manicured nails—grazed against his most sensitive skin, sending shivers through him. The sensation was overwhelming, a mix of discomfort and maddening arousal. Part of him wanted to push her away, while another part craved the sharp tug of her hands on his balls, a masochistic thrill that made his breath hitch.

She wasn’t shy, not in the slightest. With a firm grip, Professor Ravenwood pulled his balls through the ring, and Jonathan squirmed, a sharp hiss escaping his lips.

“Hold still… Be good…” she murmured, her tone soft but commanding, like she was calming a restless animal.

Jonathan nodded quickly, trying to obey, but his body betrayed him. When she took his rigid cock in her hands, twisting it with careful precision to guide it into the cylindrical metal cage, things took a turn.

Between quiet chuckles and focused effort, it became clear to Professor Ravenwood that Jonathan was far too aroused to fit inside the cage. It was impossible. Physically impossible. At least, not while he was this hard. She reached for a bottle of lubricant—plucked almost magically from a nearby desk drawer—and slicked him up, but even that didn’t help much.

“You’re incredibly hard…” she murmured, her fingers gliding over his slick shaft with slow, deliberate strokes. Her nail dragged along the length of him, from the base near his abdomen to the very tip, where it scratched lightly, just enough to sting.

Jonathan was coming undone. His vision narrowed, tunneling on her hands as he fought to keep himself together. The tension inside him was unbearable, a coiled spring ready to snap. The thought of being locked away, denied release, only made it worse, feeding the relentless hardness of his cock.

“I think we’ll have to find another solution… But just this once…”

Jonathan stood silent, his breath shallow, anticipation coursing through him like an electric current. His excitement was overwhelming, almost unbearable.

“Do you know what a ruined orgasm is?” she asked, her voice dripping with playful menace.

“N-no…” he stammered, his voice barely above a whisper.

Professor Ravenwood laughed, a low, delighted sound that sent a shiver down his spine.

“Then I suppose I’ll have to teach you that, along with literature…”

She tilted her head, her amusement evident.

“I need you to become a little more… pliable. But I have no desire to give you pleasure you haven’t earned yet… So this will be a purely technical release.”

She stepped closer, her fingers gliding over his cock with slow, deliberate precision, as if she were sculpting him. Then, without warning, she gripped the base of his cock tightly—almost painfully—and began to stroke him. Firmly. Slowly. One stroke, pause. Two, three seconds that stretched into eternity for Jonathan. One stroke, another, a brief pause.

Jonathan gasped, his hips jerking involuntarily toward her touch. With every stroke, he moved like a puppet on strings, utterly at the mercy of her hand.

“Please,” he whispered, his voice breaking as he clutched the edge of the desk for dear life.

“Please…”

But she was merciless. Her touch remained firm, controlled, her other hand sliding down to cup his balls with a precision that was both exquisite and agonizing.

She cupped them, squeezed them, caressed them—all at once, her touch a perfect blend of pleasure and torment.

A wicked smile played on her lips as she leaned in, her breath hot against his ear. “Please? No, Jonathan… Not yet… No ‘please’ yet…”

His mind was a haze, his thoughts scattering like leaves in a storm. She was guiding him, teasing him, pushing him closer and closer to the edge without letting him fall.

Her fingers tightened around him, her strokes growing faster, her hand moving higher toward the tip of his cock. She was devastatingly precise—she knew exactly what she was doing. Jonathan’s breathing grew ragged, the world around him fading into nothingness. Only her touch mattered.

“You like this, don’t you?” she purred, her voice low and dripping with amusement.

“I beg you, Mistress…” he panted, his voice raw and desperate. “Please… I’m so close…”

Her smile widened, her dark eyes gleaming with cruel satisfaction. “Oh, not yet…”

Her hand moved faster now, more insistent, her strokes relentless as she focused on the tip. She squeezed there, knowing it was the most sensitive part, her touch maddeningly precise.

Jonathan was panting like a dog, his eyes darting between her hand, her cleavage, her body. She was fully dressed, pristine and perfect, not a hair out of place. She looked like she belonged on a stage or at a wedding, radiant and untouchable.

And yet here she was, her perfect hands wrapped around his cock, stroking him with a frenzy that left him helpless. Her other hand was still on his balls, squeezing and massaging them, her touch unyielding.

“Now, now…” she murmured, her voice teasing as she continued to stroke him. “You naughty little boy…”

It was too much. Pleasure surged through Jonathan like a wildfire, an unstoppable force building deep inside him.

“Oh, God, I’m coming…!” he moaned, his body trembling on the edge of release.

“Tell me what you want, Jonathan…” she whispered, her voice a sultry command. “Beg me…”

“Please, Mistress… L-let me… I need to come,” he pleaded, his voice cracking with desperation. “I can’t hold it anymore. I need it…”

Professor Ravenwood laughed, a sound that was both delighted and utterly merciless.

“Let’s see…” she mused, pretending to consider his plea even as her hand continued its furious, torturous rhythm. One stroke, two, three, four—each one sending him spiraling closer to the edge.

Jonathan couldn’t hold back. His body locked up, a tremor of raw pleasure shooting through his legs and coiling in his lower belly.

“Oh, God,” he gasped, his head tilting back in total surrender. He was there, right on the brink, ready to let go.

But then, with flawless precision, Professor Ravenwood pulled her hand away. Just a fraction of a second before his climax crested.

“Ooh!” Jonathan cried out, a mix of shock and despair tearing through him as the first thick pulse of cum erupted from his cock, his body shuddering violently.

She stepped back gracefully, avoiding the splashes of cum with effortless ease, all while laughing heartily.

Jonathan’s hips jerked forward, desperate to reconnect with her hand, with anything that could give him the release he so desperately needed.

Professor Ravenwood laughed and laughed, watching him strain in futile pursuit. Jonathan’s hands twitched—he wanted to finish himself, to reclaim even a shred of the pleasure she had denied him. But she stopped him with a sharp, commanding motion, slapping his hands away.

“Stop,” she hissed, her voice cutting through the air like a whip. “Stop now! You don’t get to feel pleasure, boy…”

And yet, despite her command, his body betrayed him. Thick streams of cum continued to spill from his cock, pooling at his feet as his ruined orgasm wracked his body.

It was a shadow of pleasure, a faint echo of what could have been. A fraction of the ecstasy he might have felt if her hand had stayed on him, if she hadn’t pulled away at the very last moment.

He would have given anything—everything—to feel even a sliver of that pleasure now, to reclaim even a moment of what had been stolen from him.

But it was over. All that remained was a faint, ticklish sensation, a ghost of what might have been. He was still achingly aroused, still desperate, still unsatisfied. And yet, there was nothing he could do.

Perhaps three seconds had passed since Jonathan’s orgasm had begun, and already it was over—without true release, without real satisfaction. The surge of pleasure that had seemed on the verge of consuming him had simply vanished, snuffed out like a candle.

From a short distance, the woman—beautiful and cruel—watched him, still chuckling softly.

Jonathan was stunned. Shocked. And, deep down, even angry. He still felt like he could grasp some lingering pleasure, as if it remained just barely out of reach—but he knew, with certainty, that it was gone.

His muscles, his entire body, had been poised for long-awaited relief, only to remain tense, trembling with dissatisfaction. Instead of the usual warmth and calm that followed an orgasm, there was only a void—a restless, gnawing frustration.

Professor Ravenwood took a step forward, careful to avoid the small pool of cum now staining the floor of her study.

“I’d say the ‘draining’ worked...” she mused, eyeing Jonathan’s softening cock with detached amusement.

She extended a hand toward him, a tissue packet in one palm and a small metal cage in the other.

“Clean yourself up and put this on. Now.”

Her tone left no room for hesitation.

“Then you’ll clean up the mess you made with your little... hmm... loss of fluid,” she added, her voice laced with mockery. She laughed, clearly enjoying her own wicked humor.

Jonathan flinched, momentarily dazed. A beat passed before he snapped back to reality. He grabbed the tissues and wiped himself off in hurried, almost frantic motions.

Professor Ravenwood’s voice cut through the air again, sharp and commanding.

“Now put on the cage. Hurry up.”

His fingers fumbled with the cool metal as he tried to fit the device in place. It took several attempts before he managed to lock it properly. A sharp click sealed his submission.

Professor Ravenwood stepped closer, making his breath hitch. With deliberate carelessness, she lifted the metal cage, then let it drop.

“You know, it really suits you.”

Jonathan swallowed hard. Heat crept up his neck, and shame settled deep in his chest. He cast his eyes downward and murmured, “Thank you, Mistress...”

She didn’t acknowledge his words. Instead, she walked over to her desk, pulling open a drawer and retrieving a pair of keys. She placed one back inside and slipped the other into an envelope resting on the desk. Jonathan’s pulse quickened as he watched her every move.

With slow motions, she sealed the envelope, signed it, then handed it to him.

“This is only for emergencies,” she said, her tone firm, leaving no space for misinterpretation.

Jonathan took the envelope, feeling its weight far beyond what it physically held. He knew—without a doubt—that if he used that key without a valid reason, she would know. And there would be consequences.

As if reading his thoughts, Professor Ravenwood’s voice dropped into a dangerous register.

“If you use that key without a valid reason, we will not see each other again. Don’t even bother coming to class.”

His throat tightened. He forced himself to nod. “Understood, Mistress.”

Her eyes lingered on him, assessing, before she gave a single approving nod.

“Compose yourself. You may go for now...”

Jonathan pulled on his clothes, but his hands weren’t entirely steady. His legs trembled slightly, and the weight of the cage—both physical and symbolic—was impossible to ignore.

It wasn’t tight enough to hurt, but it was inescapable. A constant presence.

As he fastened his jeans, a sudden wave of paranoia struck him. Was it noticeable? Could someone see?

“It doesn’t show,” Professor Ravenwood said flatly. “And stop checking it and adjusting your pants.”

“Yes, Mistress,” he muttered, a touch of embarrassment in his voice.

She came near him, her fingers tracing down his chest.

“Prove to me that you are mine,” she whispered, placing weight on that last word. The way she said it sent a shudder through him, deep and visceral.

“Prove it, and when we meet again in a few days... maybe you’ll earn a real reward.” She punctuated the sentence with a knowing laugh.

At the mere suggestion of future pleasure, Jonathan’s body responded instinctively—a slight twitch, the stir of new erection. But the cage did its job, denying him even that.

The intensity of the encounter had left him lightheaded. And yet, beneath the frustration, there was a strange satisfaction. He had taken another step. He had deepened his devotion. But he was still unsatisfied—if anything, even more so than before.

“Now go. I have other students to receive.”

There was something ambiguous in that statement, but her tone made it clear: she was done with him for now.

Jonathan hesitated only a moment before finally leaving, envelope in hand. But as he reached the door, he cast one last glance at her, drinking in the sensual curves of the woman who had so thoroughly claimed him.

Everything that had happened felt surreal.

As the door clicked shut behind him, he started down the hallway. The weight of the cage—small and discreet yet utterly significant—settled deep inside him.

She had often spoken of chains in her lectures, though only figuratively. Now, Jonathan understood them in an entirely different way.

Yet, instead of fear, something else burned inside him. A sense of purpose. Of belonging. He was no longer just a student. He was her student.

Her submissive.


Chapter 6: One of Many

Jonathan’s life had started to revolve entirely around Professor Ravenwood. Every moment, every thought, every action was dictated by her will.

The chastity cage was a constant reminder of his dependence on her, both physically and mentally. Even the faintest hope of a distant orgasm kept him bound to her whims and routines.

The line between his academic studies and his submission to her had blurred to the point of being indistinguishable, leaving him in a perpetual state of anticipation and arousal.

At times, Professor Ravenwood barely acknowledged him. Days would pass without a single word from her—yet the chastity cage remained firmly locked.

Other times, her interactions were subtle but meaningful. She might ask him to carry her books from the lecture hall to her office, her voice polite but commanding, leaving no room for refusal.

Then there were the messages. A simple WhatsApp notification, instructing him to run errands for her. To anyone else, they might have seemed like casual requests, but Jonathan knew better. The weight of those books, the completion of those errands—each one was a symbol of his submission, a small but undeniable act of devotion.

And when they were alone in her office, the rewards were clear.

Never an orgasm, of course. But she would unlock his cage, let his cock swell thick and aching in her presence—only to tease him to the very edge before pulling away, laughing like a woman who knew exactly how much power she held.

She would remind him, in that smooth, knowing voice, of everything he had done for her—and everything he had yet to do. Sometimes, she even called him names, completely unfiltered, her words sinking deep into his mind as she left him stranded at the brink of madness.

She took her pleasure whenever she pleased. More and more, their meetings began the same way: Jonathan stripping and kneeling before her, pressing his lips to her feet, begging to serve her. She wanted him desperate. She wanted him to crawl for her pussy, to gaze at it, to earn the privilege of licking it.

“You need to convince me that you’re worthy of licking me,” she would murmur, her voice taunting and amused. “Are you a good boy now?”

“Please, Mistress, let me give you pleasure. Please, I’ll do it properly,” he would beg. Or sometimes, more raw, more broken: “Please, let this slave eat your pussy, Mistress… please…”

Then, finally, she would lift her skirt and tug down her pants, pressing herself against his face and using him however she wanted.

Sometimes, that was all she needed. A simple message would summon him mid-lesson, and he would come running to her office, knowing exactly what awaited him.

In those moments, she would sometimes chuckle and call him my human vibrator—and every time, the words sent a sharp jolt of arousal straight through him.

Her demands became more frequent. More public.

Fetching her coffee. Holding doors open. Picking up papers she had “accidentally” dropped. Each small act carried an unspoken command, and each time, Jonathan obeyed. Beneath his clothes, the chastity cage pressed against him, a silent but ever-present reminder of her control.

To others, these might have seemed like minor, forgettable gestures. But to Jonathan, they were everything. Proof of his devotion, his purpose, his place at her feet.

One afternoon, after an especially intense lecture on power and submission in D.H. Lawrence’s works, Professor Ravenwood stopped him as they walked across campus.

She turned to him, a knowing smile playing on her lips, her eyes gleaming with amusement and something darker.

“Jonathan,” she whispered, her voice drawing him closer, “have you ever considered how literature mirrors the complexity of human relationships? How it exposes hidden desires, power struggles, the surrender of control?”

He nodded, already captivated, his mind racing to follow her lead.

She continued, her tone rich with meaning. “Take Lady Chatterley’s Lover. It’s not just about forbidden love; it’s about power. About surrendering to something greater than yourself.”

She paused, watching his reaction before pressing on. “The affair between Lady Chatterley and Mellors is more than passion—it’s about control. About understanding your place.”

Jonathan swallowed hard, his pulse quickening. He could feel where this was going.

Her gaze held his, unwavering. “Now imagine,” she murmured, stepping closer, “a relationship where one partner finds pleasure in humiliation. In knowing they are not the center of their lover’s attention. Imagine the power that comes from truly understanding your place.”

Her words sent a new shiver down his spine. His heart pounded. His cock throbbed in its cage, trapped and aching.

“Cuckolding,” she whispered, her voice like silk, “is about surrender. About giving up the illusion of control. It’s about finding pleasure in your own powerlessness… Finding your place…”

Jonathan’s breath hitched. The thought of her with another man, of watching from the sidelines, stirred something deep and primal within him—a mix of fear, jealousy, and undeniable arousal.

“Do you understand what I’m asking of you?” she asked softly, reaching out to brush her fingers against his cheek. The touch was both tender and possessive.

“Yes, Mistress,” he breathed, barely able to find his voice.

Her smile widened. “Good,” she murmured. “Because to truly belong to me, Jonathan, you must accept this. You are one among many. My pleasure is not limited to you. Your role is to serve, to watch, to understand that your satisfaction is secondary to mine.”

Her words struck him like a physical force, leaving him dizzy, overwhelmed.

“You will watch,” she continued, her tone turning sharper, “and you will learn that your pleasure is not the priority. You will learn to find satisfaction in my satisfaction—even if that means watching me with another. This is the ultimate test of your submission.”

Jonathan nodded. He understood. He was ready.

“I have a date later today,” she said after a long pause, her voice light, almost casual. “You will wait in my office. There’s something I want you to see…”

Her gaze told him this was not a request.

Jonathan nodded, his heart hammering in his chest. “Yes, Mistress,” he whispered.


Chapter 7: Showdown

The rest of the day passed in a whirlwind of anticipation and fear. Jonathan could barely focus in class, his mind consumed by thoughts of what awaited him in Professor Ravenwood’s office.

When the appointed hour arrived, he approached the now-familiar door with sweaty palms and a pounding heart. He knocked softly, holding his breath. After a moment, her voice came from within, as usual:“Come in.”

Jonathan stepped inside and caught his breath at the sight of her standing by the window, the afternoon light casting a halo around her figure. She was as flawless as ever, exuding an aura of absolute confidence and allure.

She had changed into a dark blue, form-fitting tube dress that clung to her body in a way that seemed almost impossible, especially around the upper part. Her breasts were tightly wrapped and prominently displayed, and Jonathan couldn’t look away.

She wore no stockings, just a pair of dark blue ankle boots with high heels—simple yet undeniably seductive.

“Close the door behind you,” she said without turning around.

Jonathan obeyed, his pulse quickening. There was a charged tension in the air, making it hard to breathe. The chastity cage tightened around is cock; it now felt like a hand gripping his shaft. The sensation was almost agonizing. He wanted out.

“You’ve arrived just in time,” she murmured, finally turning to him with a small smile. “I have someone joining me shortly, and I want you to watch. I want you to understand your place in my life.”

Jonathan’s stomach twisted with anxiety, but he nodded, speechless. He had no idea what she had planned, but he knew it would push his limits.

A knock sounded at the door, and Professor Ravenwood’s smile widened. “Perfect timing,” she said. “Now, Jonathan, I expect you to remain silent and still. You’re here to observe, nothing more. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Mistress,” he replied, his voice trembling.

She opened the door, revealing a tall, well-built man who radiated confidence. He seemed to be everything Jonathan was not—proud, muscular, dominant. Jonathan felt small in comparison.

“Come in,” she said warmly, letting the man pass. She closed the door and turned back to Jonathan. “This is Daniel. He’s here for my pleasure. And you, Jonathan, are here to watch.”

Jonathan’s heart sank as the reality of the situation hit him. He had been relegated to the role of a spectator, a mere witness while someone else took center stage. The humiliation was overwhelming, but he knew there was no turning back.

With a grace that took Jonathan’s breath away, Professor Ravenwood approached Daniel, tracing the outline of his chest with her fingertips. The man responded eagerly, his hands settling on her hips as he leaned in to kiss her.

Jonathan watched in silence, his emotions tangled in a storm of jealousy, desire, and shame. This was a side of her he had never seen before.

Professor Ravenwood pulled away from Daniel and turned to Jonathan.

“Get on your knees and stay naked.”

Jonathan didn’t need further instruction. He quickly undressed, setting his clothes aside, kneeling completely bare except for the chastity cage that restrained his painful erection.

“Now, Jonathan, you will do exactly as I say. Understood?”

Her eyes bore into him, and for Jonathan, nothing else in the world existed but Professor Ravenwood. “If you refuse even once… if you hesitate even for a moment, our relationship ends here.”

It was the ultimate threat, the nuclear option. He would agree to anything. But what would she ask of him?

Professor Ravenwood returned to Daniel. The man had observed the exchange between the professor and her submissive, but clearly, his role was different. He hadn’t interfered at all.

“Undress me,” she instructed Daniel. “Undress me in front of him.”

Jonathan, kneeling in the center of the study, watched as Daniel complied. Professor Ravenwood’s dress fell away, revealing her alabaster skin. She stood before them, unashamed and radiant.

Jonathan couldn’t look away. Not even when her hands moved to unzip Daniel’s pants, nor when she pushed aside his underwear to free his cock—thick, even bigger and thicker than Jonathan’s.

The girth alone was impressive, and it was only half-hard. Daniel’s cock grew rapidly, right before their eyes, the sheer size of it impossible to ignore once fully erect. Professor Ravenwood’s hands wrapped around Daniel’s shaft, and it looked like she was gripping a can.

“Do you like it, Daniel?” she asked, her voice dripping with satisfaction.

Daniel nodded, a low grunt escaping him as his cock stiffened further in her grasp. Then, Professor Ravenwood turned to Jonathan, her hand still wrapped around Daniel’s cock.

“Come here, Jonathan,” she said, a flicker of amusement in her eyes.

Jonathan hesitated for only a moment before standing and stepping forward, stopping just short of a meter from them. His heart raced, the weight of the chastity cage unbearable.

“Now, I want you to prepare Daniel for me…”

Jonathan blinked, struggling to process her words, though a distant part of him understood the twisted nature of her command.

“Do you intend to obey me, Jonathan? Or is this the last time we see each other?”

Her voice was low, seductive, but laced with a threat that sent a shiver down his spine.

Jonathan nodded, unable to speak, unable to think—completely at the mercy of her desires and his own aching need.

Professor Ravenwood smiled at his confusion. “Come here and kneel in front of him,” she commanded.

Jonathan obeyed, trembling as he approached Daniel. For a fleeting moment, their eyes met before Professor Ravenwood’s hand, gentle yet firm, guided Jonathan’s head downward, inescapably closer to Daniel’s massive cock.

“Open your mouth and close your eyes, Jonathan,” she murmured.

A shudder ran through him as he parted his lips. He felt the tip of Daniel’s cock press against his lips, and he instinctively opened wider, accommodating the thick length.

The taste was salty, potent with arousal, and Jonathan moaned softly, the sound muffled as he took more of him into his mouth. He had to stretch his jaw, the size of Daniel’s cock completely filling his mouth.

Professor Ravenwood watched intently, her eyes gleaming with pleasure. “That’s it, Jonathan,” she encouraged. “Keep going. Make him fully hard.”

Jonathan obeyed, his head moving in rhythm. Daniel’s hands settled on his head, guiding him, urging him on. Jonathan moaned again, low and desperate, unable to speak or make any other sound with his mouth so full.

The humiliation, the sheer degradation, should have repulsed him. And yet, here he was—kneeling, naked, giving a blowjob to another man, a complete stranger, and submitting utterly to her will.

Weeks in the chastity cage had shaped him, molded him. A part of him clung to the belief that by surrendering completely, he would be rewarded. Maybe even touched. Maybe, if he pleased her enough, she would finally let him come.

“That’s enough,” Professor Ravenwood finally said, her voice firm.

Jonathan pulled back from Daniel’s cock, his lips wet and reddened. He looked up at her with pleading eyes.

“Good boy, Jonathan. For a moment, I thought you might refuse… But you’ve done well. You’ve earned ten orgasm points.”

This was a new, twisted game the professor had started with him. Every time Jonathan pleased her, he earned “orgasm points.” But when he failed to meet her expectations, he lost them.

At 50 points, he could claim his first reward: stepping out of the cage and stroking himself to completion—without her help. Or he could hold out for more: 75 points earned him a ruined orgasm, and at 100, she would finally let him come herself.

Jonathan desperately wanted to reach 100, but he had never even made it to 50.

“How many points are we at now? the woman asked, amused by the eager look in his eyes. “Forty-five, if I’m not mistaken…” she concluded.

Across the room, Daniel, his cock still slick with Jonathan’s saliva, smirked at the scene.

“Yes, Mistress, forty-five points…” Jonathan stammered.

She laughed again, leaning down to stroke the taut skin of his cock through the cage—confined, trapped, pulsing. His body responded instinctively, arching toward her touch, desperate for more.

Professor Ravenwood’s laughter deepened, and Daniel’s smirk widened, a mix of amusement and disdain flickering across his face.

“So close to being able to touch yourself… Too bad about those five points…” she teased, her fingers brushing against him, making his whole body tighten with need. Jonathan swore he could have come right then, caged and aching under her fleeting touch.

She pulled back with a knowing smile. “Now it’s my turn…” And it was instantly clear what she meant—and who she meant to do it with.

“Stay on your knees and watch. That’s all…”

She sauntered over to Daniel, leading him toward the small couch at the back of the room. With a firm push, she forced him down onto the cushions, making him lie back. Without hesitation, she climbed on top of him, straddling his hips.

Her pussy glistened under the warm studio lights, nearly bare except for a small, neatly trimmed triangle of dark hair that barely covered her folds. Jonathan’s gaze was helplessly drawn to it, his breath catching in his throat.

Daniel lay back, his cock standing tall, the tip swollen and eager. Jonathan watched, transfixed, as Professor Ravenwood lowered herself onto him, her movements torturously slow, savoring every inch as she sank down, her wet pussy enveloping his cock completely.

A deep moan escaped her lips as she began to move—her hips rolling, rising, and sinking again with an unhurried, intoxicating rhythm. Daniel’s cock alternately appeared and disappeared inside her pussy, smoothly, like a magic trick.

Each descent took him deeper, until her thighs pressed flush against Daniel’s hips. With every thrust, Daniel groaned loudly, his pleasure raw and unrestrained.

Jonathan could do nothing but watch and listen, his own arousal unbearable, his cock throbbing against the unyielding steel of his cage.

The air filled with the unmistakable sounds of their bodies meeting—wet, needy, and rhythmic, like the slapping of water.

The couple moved together, their pace gradually building. Professor Ravenwood’s breasts swayed softly in time with their rhythm, her nipples already hard and pointed. She was mesmerizing as she rode Daniel, and Jonathan was beyond horny; he was ecstatic. In that moment, he venerated her as much as he hated the man who was continuously impaling her, over and over in rapid succession.

“Oh, God, yes…” Professor Ravenwood moaned, her head falling back, eyes shut in pleasure. “Harder, Daniel, fuck me harder!” she demanded, her voice thick with lust.

Daniel obeyed, his hips snapping upward furiously to meet each of her movements, driving his cock into her deeper and harder.

Jonathan felt as if he were drowning in it, helpless to do anything but kneel and endure the show. Even in his frustrated state, he was so captivated and devoted to Professor Ravenwood that he genuinely desired her pleasure.

He ached from not being the one providing it; his cock throbbed, longing to be the one inside her. Yet, he didn’t resent her wanton enjoyment. Such was his transformation, such was the power of the cage.

They were fucking now with an impossible force, as if their lives depended on it. Every thrust sent shockwaves through her stunning body, their sexes slamming together in raw, frenzied need.

Then, with a sharp cry, Professor Ravenwood’s thighs and pussy clenched around Daniel’s cock as her orgasm tore through her. Her back arched, her breath caught in her throat, and Jonathan’s chest tightened as he watched her shudder in pleasure. He was overwhelmed by a rush of joy, envy, admiration, and desperate, aching need.

Daniel grunted deeply, his thrusts growing erratic before he finally gave in, coming deep inside her, his body rigid as he spilled into her. His hands grasped her breasts possessively, his face lost in ecstasy.

As the last tremors subsided, they collapsed into each other, their bodies slick with sweat, breathing heavily. Professor Ravenwood lay on Daniel’s chest for a moment, catching her breath, before turning her gaze toward Jonathan. He was still on his knees, still denied, still waiting.

And then she laughed—low, satisfied, triumphant.

“Did you enjoy the show, Jonathan?” she asked, her voice thick with amusement.

He swallowed hard, words failing him. The sight of her—naked, radiant, still glistening with pleasure—was more than he could handle.

His cock pulsed madly, desperate for any form of relief. It fought against the cage, throbbing with frustration. Jonathan could feel it straining, bent, trying to straighten itself, only to be forced back by cold, unyielding metal.

“Good,” she purred. “I’m glad…”

Rising gracefully, she stood before him, body flushed and glowing, her inner thighs slick and reddened. Daniel remained sprawled on the couch, spent.

She took a step closer, looking down at him. “Stay on your knees,” she instructed, her tone leaving no room for argument. “I want you to clean me.”

Jonathan’s pulse pounded in his ears—excitement, confusion, even a flicker of hesitation. Could she really mean…?

“Lick me…” she commanded. “I won’t ask again.”

Jonathan wanted to. He needed to. The thought of pleasuring her with his mouth, of tasting her, of making her come again—it had become an obsession. She had taught him that, in his state of chastity, giving her pleasure was his reward. And he believed it.

But now? After she had been thoroughly fucked? While Daniel’s cum still trickled down her thighs?

“Do it NOW,” she demanded. “Do it, and maybe I’ll let you come…”

It was all the push he needed.

His cock jerked in its cage, straining once more against the steel, sending a fresh wave of dizzying arousal through him. His mind emptied, overtaken by the singular, desperate desire to please her.

Without hesitation, he leaned in, his tongue flicking out to taste her pussy, the heat of her body drawing him in. She spread her legs slightly, offering herself completely.

The taste overwhelmed him—heady, intoxicating, unmistakably them. The mingling of her arousal and Daniel’s cum coated his tongue, a dizzying, forbidden blend that sent his mind spinning.

“Good boy… just like that…” she murmured, her fingers sliding into his hair, pulling him closer.

Behind them, Daniel was dressing, his role in the night complete. But Jonathan was just beginning.

He buried himself deeper between her thighs, his hands parting her swollen folds as he sought out her most sensitive spot. He had learned exactly how to please her in the past weeks—how to make her fall apart beneath his mouth—and now, desperation drove him to do it even better.

His tongue worked quickly, expertly, on her clit, fueled by the sharp ache of his own denial, the unbearable pressure of the cage making every movement a torment of need.

Professor Ravenwood’s moans deepened, her grip on his hair tightening. “Don’t stop… don’t stop…!” she gasped, her hips grinding against his face, using him, owning him.

Jonathan barely noticed the strain in his neck, the burning in his jaw. He needed to make her come again.

And then she did—harder, louder, her body trembling as she cried out, “Ahhh…!” fingers clutching his hair, pressing him against her pussy as she rode the waves of pleasure.

For a few moments, there was only silence. The only sound in the room was Jonathan’s ragged breathing, as if he had just run a marathon. The woman pulled away without a single word.


Chapter 8: The Cruelest Release

She walked to the bathroom. The sound of running water. A few minutes later, she reappeared—dressed, stunning, and utterly composed. No one would have guessed that just moments ago, behind that poised elegance, she had been a ruthless huntress, a dominatrix chasing her pleasure.

Jonathan hadn’t moved. He was still standing naked in the center of the room, his face flushed and damp after the frantic pussy eating. He knew better than to move without permission. And besides… he was hoping. Desperately hoping for a reward. Hoping to be touched, to be freed from the cage. Hoping that, after days of aching denial, he might finally be allowed to come.

“I think that’s enough for today,” Professor Ravenwood said, smoothing her dress.

The words hit Jonathan like a bucket of ice water. He felt his stomach drop. After everything he’d done. After everything he’d seen.

She saw the anguish flicker across his face and stepped closer, lowering herself until her lips were just beside his ear.

“Poor Jonathan,” she whispered. “So hard. So caged…”

As she spoke, her hand slid down, fingers curling around the steel enclosure trapping his aching cock. She gave it a firm squeeze.

The metal was warm from his body heat, the rigid flesh inside struggling in vain against its confinement.

Jonathan was going mad. He swallowed hard and managed to stammer, “Please, Mistress… Please…”

“Oh, ‘please’ is always so charming…” she murmured with a smirk.

One hand skimmed over his chest, while the other cradled his balls, tightening slightly around their sensitive weight, framed by the unyielding ring of the cage.

“Close your eyes, Jonathan,” she commanded.

He obeyed instantly.

“Now imagine,” she whispered, her voice low and sultry, “imagine I take the cage off. Imagine I stroke you…”

Her hands roamed his body, tracing slow, possessive circles over his pecs, teasing his nipples—first gently, then with sudden, sharp twists that sent jolts of sensation straight down to the tip of his cock, which twitched helplessly inside its prison.

Her touch explored lower—gliding down his torso, over his abs, then lower still, pressing into the taut skin just above the cage. She grazed her nails over his balls, cupped them, squeezed. Then her fingers dragged back up, firm and deliberate, massaging him everywhere—everywhere except where he needed it most.

Everywhere but the cage.

Jonathan was spiraling. His mind was unraveling. The need to come was beyond anything he had ever felt—primal, suffocating, all-consuming.

His fists clenched at his sides. His muscles trembled with the effort to stay still, to resist the overwhelming instinct to grab her, to beg, to demand.

The urge to fight, to break free, warred with something deeper—pure, undeniable submission. A submission that was no longer just about obeying orders. It was about surrendering everything.

He wanted to come. He wanted to throw himself at her feet. He loved her. He hated her. He wanted to rebel. He wanted to hurt her. He wanted her to hurt him. He wanted her to keep doing exactly what she was doing—forever.

The cage was wet. Not just with the usual dribble of precum that always escaped when he was too aroused. No—this was something else. It was thicker, milkier, a slow, helpless leak.

Professor Ravenwood saw, and she laughed—a rich, delighted sound. Then she pressed harder, her fingers digging into his pelvis, kneading, teasing, squeezing right where the frustration was most unbearable.

Her hands slid lower, encircling the base of his shaft just above the cage, moving in a rapid, torturous rhythm—up and down, up and down—without ever actually touching his cock. Just enough to tease. Never enough to satisfy.

She was having so much fun. And it was too much.

Jonathan’s whole body seized. The pressure inside him reached a breaking point, his muscles locking, his cock straining furiously against the steel. A shudder ran through him, but there was no relief. No climax. Just a slow, humiliating release—thin, weak spurts that dribbled uselessly from the tip, draining him without pleasure.

Professor Ravenwood withdrew her hands and stepped back, surveying her work.

Jonathan was wrecked. Shaking. Nearly in tears.

Between his feet, a small pool of cum glistened on the floor. Proof of his frustration. Nothing had changed. His cock was still hard, his mind still reeling, his need still unbearable. But he had come. He had an actual orgasm without having a real orgasm.

“I think that’s enough for today,” she said again, settling into her desk chair and turning on her computer. “You may go.”

Jonathan swallowed, forcing himself to move. He wiped himself off, dressed in silence. Found something in the bathroom to clean the floor, making sure not a single trace remained.

Silent. Precise. Exactly as she had trained him.

She ignored him now, her focus entirely on her screen. He had been dismissed. Like a house servant. A presence tolerated but no longer needed.

With every second that passed, his resistance faded. His resentment evaporated. All that remained was the aching arousal.

This was his reality now. Serving her. Watching her. Finding his pleasure in her pleasure. Even if that meant being left on the outside.

As he reached for his coat, she glanced up, their eyes meeting.

“Remember something, Jonathan,” she said, her voice calm but firm. “This is what true submission means. Your pleasure is secondary. Your desires are secondary. Your role is to serve, to observe, to accept your place—and to obey.”

Jonathan nodded, his throat tight. Now he understood. Submission wasn’t just about following orders. It was about surrendering himself—his ego, his pride—accepting that his pleasure no longer belonged to him. And in that surrender, there was a strange peace.

His transformation was complete. From this moment forward, his life would be defined by his devotion to her. By his willingness to serve her in any way she desired.

Professor Ravenwood stopped typing and stood. Without sparing him another glance, she crossed the room, heels clicking against the hardwood floor, and gazed out the window at the university gardens.

A satisfied smile played on her lips.

The world outside had no idea of the power she wielded. No idea how many lives she controlled with a simple word, a single gesture. No idea that Jonathan was utterly, completely hers.

Inside these walls, she was queen. The sovereign. The one who held all the keys. The one who decided who received pleasure—and who was denied.

“Are you still here?” she asked, barely turning her head.

Jonathan dropped his gaze and stepped toward the door. The chastity cage throbbed, a constant, merciless reminder of his place.

“Ah, Jonathan…”

Her voice stopped him in his tracks. His hand was already on the doorknob.

“This Saturday, I have some very special friends coming over,” she mused. “We’ll be needing an extra pair of hands… and a mouth.”

She laughed—a real, genuine laugh, full of amusement. Jonathan swallowed hard, equal parts dread and unbearable arousal twisting in his gut. His cock pulsed violently, straining against the steel.

A reminder. A promise. A sentence. He exhaled and stepped through the door.
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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 Therapist

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

What's This Book About?

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

What's the Purpose of This Book?

The objective of this guide is to delicately and non-intimidatingly unveil the world of "female domination" or FemDom, focusing on an often underestimated aspect: male chastity. This is all about the art of orgasm control and the intriguing practice of "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.

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.

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

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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