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EPILOGUE


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-lievents 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.
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Prologue: An Intense Relationship

I open my email, and it’s there. The subject line is bold, the only unread message in the inbox.

Before I click, I bite my lip. My heartbeat stutters. Next to the sender field I see her name: Rebecca Dalmiann.

It’s been only two days since I last saw her in her office, yet it feels like an eternity.

It still amazes me how much I can miss someone I was technically never supposed to want. A psychologist. My psychologist. A stunning woman – cultured, razor-sharp mind, devastating presence. But above all: a Mistress. My Mistress.

For weeks I called her doctor. I walked into her office hating the very idea of therapy. I watched her from a distance, carrying the discomfort of someone forced into counseling by a corporate program.

My company – one of the country’s top four fintech firms – had decided that “mental well-being” was strategically important.

Translation: control. Free therapy sessions with vetted professionals. A trap disguised as a perk.

And in the beginning, I walked into her office with the arrogance of someone who thinks he can even lie to himself.

Then Dr. Dalmiann began to dismantle me. Methodically. Patiently. Using her beauty like a scalpel.

I talked. God, I talked. I told her everything – my need to control and my need to lose control. Session after session, Dr. Dalmiann didn’t just get under my skin… she took root there.

I confessed it all: my obsession with femdom, the constant masturbation, the wreckage of my relationship with Caterina, my ex.

Caterina, who never understood me, never seemed interested in sex, or so I believed. My only “real relationship.”

The doctor would jot notes, listen, and slip questions under my guard. She made me confront pleasure: what it is, and what it means to be denied it.

I still remember the day she recommended the book that changed everything: Exploring Male Chastity and Orgasm Denial. The title sounded academic, almost dry… yet reading it plunged me into a state of arousal and confusion I hadn’t felt in years.

And then – out of curiosity, or maybe instinct, or pure erotic hunger – I looked her up online. Not the psychotherapist. Not the immaculate professional who sat across from me each week.

The woman behind the gaze. The one who, in my fantasies, wore heels and carried whips. And I found her by chance, under an anonymous profile: Miss Rebex.

But it was her – undeniably her. A true Dominant woman. I didn’t sleep for two nights. Then I went back to her and told her. Quietly. Trembling.

From that day on, there were no more sessions. There were orders. Dr. Dalmiann, Miss Rebecca, guided me through something that was therapy and initiation, humiliation and rebirth. She trained me, broke me open, rewrote me. My chastity became both symbol and instrument. The cage a boundary – but also a refuge. I had never been so happy.

Everything was perfect… until Caterina resurfaced. She wasn’t supposed to know anything, yet somehow she understood everything. And instead of recoiling in disgust at my chastity, at the sight of the cage, she showed curiosity – and that infuriating, familiar urge to tease me.

Suddenly I had become interesting to her… right when I didn’t want anything more to do with her. Right when I believed I’d finally found a new way to live.

But this is enough. Enough. I should stop thinking about the past and read the email. Miss Dalmiann doesn’t enjoy waiting.

And yet I can’t stop thinking about the last things she said to me – after using me, literally, like a human vibrator, with two condoms and numbing cream to keep me from coming.

“From now on we’ll meet at my place… How does that sound? Are you free this weekend?”

I was delirious just hearing it. All I managed was a nod and a breathless, “Yes, Miss Rebecca… yes…”

That promise held all my joy. No more office visits, no more one-hour sessions. Things were about to get serious, and even though I had no idea what that meant, I knew this woman had already changed my life – and would only go further.

And the email is still there, waiting for me. Undeniable proof of what’s happening. The email… And the chastity cage I’m wearing right now.

Light, yet unyielding. Black. It grips my cock like a web of hard plastic. She put it on me. Weeks ago now. Weeks of madness: constantly on the edge, constantly used as a tool for her pleasure.

I jolt out of my trance, terrified of getting even harder, and finally click the email.

to: marco_20_22@gmail.com

from: rebecca.dalmiann@gmail.com

subject: Get ready for next week…

Hi Marco,

I’m sending you a “contract.” If you really plan to show up as agreed, you’d better read it carefully… You will need to sign it.

Try not to get too excited, slave.

Miss Rebecca

My blood boils. Just reading the words excited, slave, sends spasms through me, as if a hand were squeezing me from the inside, cutting off my breath.

My hand slips into my pants on reflex, grabbing for my cock. But instead of bare skin I find the cage, again. For the one hundred and fourth time in two days.

The painful, crooked erection is already there. I pull my hand away, trying not to make it worse, and open the attachment.

The file is named simply: “contract.docx”.

I open it.

Terms and Conditions

	Mistress Miss Rebecca, hereafter referred to simply as “Mistress” or “Miss”, is the dominant party in a Female-Led Relationship (FLR) with _______ (insert full name), hereafter referred to simply as “the servant.” 

	The servant agrees to obey the Mistress’s wishes and orders without hesitation. 

	Both Mistress and servant agree not to perform, or request the other to perform, any actions that are dangerous, illegal, or could endanger physical safety or cause permanent harm. 

	The servant accepts an exclusive relationship with the Mistress: no dating or romantic involvement with others, total obedience to her orders, no sexual activity with others, loyalty, discretion, and fidelity. 

	The servant explicitly relinquishes control over his sexuality: he may not seek pleasure on his own, orgasm, masturbate, nor be masturbated – under any circumstances. 

	The servant accepts the use of a chastity device at the Mistress’s sole discretion: she alone decides how, when, and for how long the device will be worn. 

	The servant may remove the chastity device only for hygiene reasons with prior authorization from the Mistress, or in emergencies and cases of force majeure. 

	The servant agrees to undertake a supervised self-analysis program: maintaining a personal journal to record thoughts, feelings, and developments in the FLR. 

	(Personal services) The servant agrees to be perpetually available as a sexual object for the Mistress. He commits to performing the following services with devotion, at her request, for her satisfaction: 



	Wear the chastity device as instructed. 

	Initiate no sexual acts nor sexual comments without her consent. 

	Pleasure the Mistress orally at least once per day and whenever she requests. 

	Participate in BDSM sessions at the Mistress’s request. 

	Wear a slave collar if the Mistress so decides. 



	During stays with the Mistress or periods of cohabitation, the servant agrees, in advance, to perform the following services promptly and to the best of his ability: 



	Housework 

	Cooking and serving meals 

	Daily bathroom cleaning 

	Laundry 

	Dishes 

	Maintaining the home in constant order 

	Grocery shopping 

	Driving the Mistress upon request 

	Gardening 

	Taking out the trash 

	Home maintenance and repairs 

	Weekly deep cleaning 



	(Work and financial obligations) Neither party will interfere with the other’s career, and both agree to keep the relationship confidential to avoid professional repercussions. The servant covers his own expenses and, during cohabitation periods, will pay 100% of shared living costs (food, utilities, leisure, etc.). 

	(Mistress’s obligations) The Mistress accepts responsibility for the servant’s training, provides guidance and supervision, and ensures his general well-being. She will not ask the servant to perform illegal or dangerous tasks. 

	(Hygiene and health) The servant must maintain perfect hygiene, remain fully shaved, dress as instructed, and refrain from alcohol, smoking, drugs, or other substances. 

	The servant will not reveal any information about the Mistress or the relationship without prior written consent. All details remain strictly confidential. 



Signature and Acceptance

Date ___________

Dominant: Miss Rebecca – Signature: __________

Submissive: __________ – Signature: __________

I have to read it at least three times.

I can hardly believe my eyes. Or my cock, throbbing harder with each line. The tone – so formal, so final. The sheer power in the word “Mistress.”

I do notice, with a flicker of annoyance, the part about housework. Apparently Dr. Dalmiann wants a maid, too.

But then I picture myself naked, cleaning her apartment, her pleased with me… I imagine the “rewards,” and the annoyance dissolves.

The money part isn’t a joke either. I’ll have to cover everything when we’re together. It feels unfair, but I already know I’ll do it. The fact that it’s now a written obligation scares me slightly. Another form of submission.

In the end, everything Miss Rebecca wants from me is laid out there, black on white: submission. Total submission. Giving up my pleasure entirely. I see her again, projected in my mind like a film.

Of all the contract’s clauses, the ones that hit me hardest are the “sexual services”: licking her, pleasuring her daily, being her “human vibrator,” as she calls me.

It feels like a dream. And I let myself drift into it, even if the cage is bending my cock painfully. I think of her again – Dr. Dalmiann in her office.

She’s brunette, long thick waves, never fully curly. Her oval face frames a wide, sensual mouth, lips always glossy but never flashy.

But her eyes – those are what undo me. Restless, searching, almost hungry. Light brown, fluid in their movements, always studying me. Her skin is incredibly pale, nearly ethereal. Her nose small, the tip slightly lifted, perfectly rounded.

She reminds me of a Siamese cat – something elegant, predatory, beautifully sharp.

At one point I get the impulse to text her, ask permission to take off the cage and masturbate. I need relief.

But I stop myself. Miss Rebecca wouldn’t appreciate being disturbed at this hour, and certainly not with an inappropriate request. Her orders were clear: no pleasure, cage on at all times.

Then there’s point 4. I don’t know how to handle it. Not that I intend to betray her. But… Caterina.

I curse myself for not dealing with the “Caterina problem” earlier. For not cutting ties entirely when things with Dr. Dalmiann started turning into something else.

And then there was that bizarre episode two weeks ago – Caterina showing up at my place. Now she won’t stop texting. She wants to see me again. She even sent a photo – a sexy outfit, sheer, lacy, pink. Unbelievable.

We met back in university – me, a painfully shy software engineering student; her, one of the few cute classmates.

A waterfall of red curls like a messy afro, pale skin, freckles, huge green eyes. Every time I see her I think the same thing: she’s genuinely adorable, and pretending not to notice makes her even more attractive.

But she was always uninterested in anything beyond vanilla. When we dated, we were more “friends” than lovers.

Yet lately – after we broke up – she’s changed. Dresses better, even if absent-mindedly. Started wearing makeup. A little, but enough to notice.

And after we split, sometimes we still slept together, like friends with benefits.

Those encounters always left me feeling emptier. Familiar bodies without spark, without any room for what I really wanted, submission.

At least until that last night – meant to be a simple Netflix & Chill – which ended with her discovering my secret: she saw the chastity cage. Became strangely fascinated. Practically forced me to show it to her, made herself come with my mouth, thanks to a few too many beers.

And now she’s messaging me again. The latest notification still sitting on my lock screen.

I don’t want to open it – don’t want to give her the satisfaction of the blue tick. Childish, but I don’t want to admit that some part of me is… curious.

I can still see her expression when, kneeling, cage exposed, I heard her whisper as she lowered her pants:

“Lick me…”

I decide to open the message. I’ve read Miss Rebecca’s email, might as well read this.

It’s a long message:

“I’ve been thinking about the whole chastity thing… The other night was… insane. I want to see you again, Marco… I want to see it again…”

Then a ridiculous GIF of a cartoon bird trying to escape a cage. Typical Caterina – joking even when it’s serious.

I know her too well. I hate it when she’s like this. And yet… something has shifted.

Seeing me in the cage flipped a switch. There was thirst in her eyes – real desire – something I had never seen from her before.

But the two “situations,” let’s call them that, are incompatible. And I can’t keep thinking about this.

I adjust my painful erection; the weight pulls downward – literal and metaphorical.

I can’t think about my ex anymore. I need to get rid of Caterina.

Cut her out completely.

And to force myself toward the decision I know I need to make, I print the contract, sign it, put it in an envelope – ready for tomorrow.

Tomorrow, when I go to Dr. Dalmiann. My psychologist.

I’ll give her the contract. And I’ll be hers. All hers. And maybe I’ll make her come. And maybe – maybe – she’ll let me come too.

Maybe.


Chapter 1 – A Weekend of Submission

More than a house, Dr. Dalmiann’s place looked like a villa. After parking on a side street in one of the city’s quietest, most middle-class neighborhoods, Marco had no trouble finding the address she’d given him: 31 Via Amendola.

All the homes were two-story Art Nouveau buildings with gardens – ornate, prosperous, all adorned with floral decorations, pilasters, and architectural details from another era. Richer, more luxurious, maybe even happier times, he thought.

Only one house, though, had a sign painted in blue on a tile background with an unmistakable inscription: “Villa Dalmiann.”

Clearly a rich family, Marco concluded. But that Dr. Dalmiann was something more than just a regular psychologist, he had already understood very well.

What he still couldn’t quite grasp was how he had ended up in front of that wrought-iron gate, its leaves and flowers curling in an Art Nouveau pattern. The whole thing left him amazed, even a little alarmed.

If someone had told him just a month earlier, “You’re going to meet an older woman, gorgeous, sensual, dominant, and she’ll become your Mistress, and you’ll begin a path of devoted chastity under her control…” Marco would have assumed it was a joke.

Something ridiculous. And yet, as he checked Miss Dalmiann’s messages – Miss Rebecca now, to him – for the hundredth time on his phone, he knew he hadn’t dreamed any of it. He knew he was in the right place.

“Via Amendola 31, 5:00 p.m.,” the WhatsApp message said.

And then: “Bring enough to stay away for the weekend.”

A whole weekend. It still felt impossible. Unreal. He had actually packed everything he needed to sleep over – and far too many changes of clothes.

He had no idea what Dr. Dalmiann was going to ask of him, so he’d prepared several wardrobe options: sweats, a casual outfit, something more formal, proper underwear. Then toothbrush, toiletries, all of it. The result was a huge black bag.

It looked more like he was moving house than going away for a weekend, and Marco felt deeply embarrassed about it. But it was too late to leave things in the car. Way too late. He checked his watch: 5:03 p.m.

Already nervous about being late, he walked up to the doorbell. A brass nameplate simply read “Dalmiann.” He pressed the button, bracing himself for anything.

Standing in front of the decorated iron gate, the street completely deserted – no pedestrians, no passing cars – Marco waited, restless.

The villa’s façade felt like it was staring him down. The front door looked to him like a closed mouth, almost a smirk. He had his phone in his hand and was just about to call Dr. Dalmiann when the door opened a crack and someone stepped out onto the landing.

At the same time, the gate buzzed and unlocked. Marco looked up and, in the fading late-afternoon light, recognized Miss Rebecca.

She was wearing a dress with a classic, almost old-fashioned cut, patterned with flowers, the kind of “nice dress” people would wear to a country celebration. Overall it seemed oddly out of place – for the day, the time, and especially for the sober elegance of the house’s façade.

The fabric was light, trimmed in places with lace, and the hem fell just above her knees. The bare skin of her legs burned itself into Marco’s vision, brand-new and unforgettable, like a mark pressed into his mind.

The whole scene looked like the cover of an old record, a snapshot from another decade: only her – Dr. Dalmiann – razor-sharp, printed in saturated color against a background that, to Marco, might as well have been black-and-white.

Her legs and knees were smooth, rosy, almost silky. On her feet she wore cream-colored leather sandals, thin straps climbing delicately around her ankles. Her feet were immaculate, toenails painted a soft, almost innocent red.

But what really unsettled him was her chest. The dress was edged in lace, fine embroidery framing a devastating neckline. The fabric clung just enough to suggest the fullness of her breasts without flaunting them outright, as if playing with temptation.

Her hair, soft and wavy, fell over her shoulders, framing her face with effortless elegance. Her makeup was light but precise: lips glossed a pale pink, eyes underlined by a clean stroke of eyeliner.

She stood there at the top of the short path that led from the gate to the front door, watching him. A mocking smile curled her lips as she looked him up and down.

“Are you planning to stand there like a gargoyle much longer, or do you want to come in?” Dr. Dalmiann asked.

Marco closed his mouth; he hadn’t even realized he had it open. He tugged at his pants: the belt was bothering him terribly, and in jeans he was constantly paranoid someone would notice something, even though the street and neighborhood remained completely empty.

He snapped out of it, managed an idiotic smile, and walked the few steps toward her.

“Here I am… sorry…” he muttered, immediately dropping his gaze as soon as he stood in front of her.

“I thought we’d agreed on ‘Miss’ and formal address, or am I misremembering?” she asked in a fairly firm tone, not moving an inch from the door even though his tall frame was practically filling the space in front of her.

Marco, almost one meter ninety-five, towered over her by a good thirty centimeters. He looked huge next to her.

Years spent in the gym and especially in the pool had shaped his body in obvious ways. They hadn’t, however, done much for his personality: he was still chronically shy, almost mentally paralyzed in front of women.

Few relationships, few experiences. Caterina and not much else. A good-looking guy, but deeply insecure – and now he felt small.

Shoulders drawn in, head slightly bowed, eyes eating up her sandals and feet. Quick, clumsy glances at her chest, at her eyes. Marco was a giant, a giant completely at the mercy of Miss Rebecca’s beauty.

“Sorry, Miss Rebecca,” he stammered, trying to recover.

They went inside, Marco behind Dr. Dalmiann, thrilled to see her in a setting other than her office, breathing a little harder with excitement and anticipation. If at that moment Miss Rebecca had told him to lie down on the floor so she could walk over him, he would have done it without hesitation. If she’d told him to bark, he would have barked.

“Close the door,” she said, and Marco obeyed. Then he looked around.

The entry hall was wide and bright, with polished marble floors and white walls that reflected the soft light of elegant lamps.

Beyond the entrance opened a large living room furnished in a clean, linear style, with a refined Bauhaus feel. No cheap furniture, no detail left to chance.

It felt like walking through an art catalog. On the walls: modern paintings and art photographs. In the center: a dark leather sofa and a large solid-wood table with velvet chairs.

At the back of the room, a magnificent wooden staircase rose to the upper floor.

“Do you like the house?” she asked.

“It’s beautiful,” he said, genuinely impressed.

“Follow me, let’s go drop that enormous sack… and I’ll show you your room.”

She was already teasing him. She set off confidently across the living room and Marco followed, still taking everything in.

There was nothing that immediately screamed “dominant woman’s house”: a bookcase, plenty of magazines, lots of psychology books.

Marco also noticed a desk placed strategically in front of a French door that let in an abundance of light.

The window looked out onto a garden he never would have imagined from the outside – big and impeccably maintained. He could see a stone wall at the far end, lots of flowers, a white table and chairs, a small fountain.

Dr. Dalmiann reached the end of the living room and paused by the staircase railing. She turned to look at Marco.

“Your room is upstairs. I’ll go ahead… Eyes down. Don’t you dare look at me,” she said with a laugh.

She didn’t wait for an answer. She began climbing with slow, deliberate movements, her hips swaying as she took each step.

Marco was stunned; he had no idea where to look. Or rather, he knew exactly where he wanted to look.

Like a cobra following the motion of a snake charmer’s flute, his eyes tracked the steady sway of Dr. Dalmiann’s body.

Every fold of the dress, every glimpse of bare thigh was a promise. Marco felt a physical need, an itch in his hands – the urgent desire to reach out, to grab that flesh.

In his mind he saw himself doing it roughly, taking her, bending her over, gripping and leaving marks on her ass, flipping her over right there on the stairs and overpowering her. Here, now, immediately. Like a crazed animal.

His cock hurt. The cage pushed hard against his thigh as he climbed.

She turned mid-way and looked at him with extraordinary intensity.

For at least two seconds she said nothing, her stare pinning him in place.

“You’re thinking about what it would be like to fuck me, aren’t you?” she said at last, that mocking smile cutting across her face. The damned cat’s gaze. Ferocious.

It was as if she’d read his mind. Marco’s mouth fell open again.

“No, I – what are you talking about… Miss Rebecca, I…” he began.

“You’re terrible at lying. You’ve got want written all over your face.”

Marco dropped his gaze.

“Admit it,” she said.

He stared at the steps, red again. The erection inside his pants throbbed against the cage. The whole situation was on the edge of absurd: she was two steps above him, both of them stopped in the middle of the staircase. The late-afternoon light stretched their shadows along the wall. The house was absolutely silent.

“Yes, I admit it,” he blurted, eyes still down.

Then Dr. Dalmiann did something completely unexpected.

“Look at me,” she said. As she spoke, she lifted one side of her dress with her hand – just a few centimeters up her thigh, but the gesture was a crystal-clear invitation.

“Touch me,” Dr. Dalmiann told him, never once breaking eye contact.

Marco reached out, hesitantly, toward that bare skin, that sculpted leg, smooth like marble. His hand was already close enough to feel the warmth.

“Stop,” she ordered.

Marco froze. She laughed even harder and bounded up a few more steps, dropping the dress back down.

She was really enjoying herself, mocking him openly. “Do you realize you can’t even bring yourself to lay a finger on me? Ahahaha! Oh, poor Marco…” she added in a mock-concerned voice. “You’d love to put your hands on me, wouldn’t you?”

Marco resumed climbing, painfully aware of the test he’d just been put through.

Had he passed? Was he supposed to obey or challenge her? Physically, he knew he could overpower her in seconds. But he simply couldn’t disobey this woman, whose pull felt almost magnetic. He was completely under her spell.

They reached the upper floor. Marco took in the layout: a hallway with four doors, one of them open to a stylish bathroom with marble details and soft lighting. The other three were ajar.

As they walked past, he caught a glimpse of a refined master bedroom in warm browns and golds, with a big bed and carefully chosen furniture. The other two rooms were smaller; one in particular was minimally furnished, almost bare, with an austere, orderly feel.

That was where Dr. Dalmiann led him. They went in, Marco still moving as if in a trance.

The room where he’d be staying was small, plain, essential. A single bed with perfectly ironed white sheets, a functional wardrobe, a dark wooden desk with an upholstered chair. No superfluous items, no personal objects. The only distinctive touch was a small window looking onto part of the garden, letting soft light spill into the room.

“This will be your room when you’re staying with me,” she said.

Marco glanced around, feeling lost.

“What?” she asked. “You thought we’d be sleeping together?”

She laughed again, clear and bright, like a spring waterfall.

“Let’s be clear,” she went on. “Do you know why you’re here?”

Marco hesitated. What was he supposed to say? Was he supposed to say anything at all?

She answered for him. “You’re here for my personal pleasure. You are not a friend, not a boyfriend. You are here to serve. Got it? You’re a slave. I don’t want to hear you complaining, and we do what I say.”

In that moment, Dr. Dalmiann seemed exactly what she had always been to him in their sessions – utterly uninhibited, fully aware of her charm, her beauty, her power.

She didn’t want a relationship. She wanted a codified asymmetry, a whim, with no shame about claiming what she felt was hers by right. No pretense: she wanted to use him.

And for Marco, beneath the shock of really understanding this, there remained only a painful state of arousal, a primitive ache in his lower belly that drove his cock against the walls of the cage.

“Sit on the bed and listen carefully,” she said.

Marco did as he was told. He sat. Now she loomed in front of him, close enough that he could study the smallest details: the folds of the dress, the faint outline of her underwear beneath the fabric. He imagined he could feel the heat radiating from her body. He barely dared look up at her, and when he did it was only for a second at a time.

He forced himself to focus on her sandals and feet.

He had the sudden urge to kneel and kiss them, intensely, but held himself back. He stayed put, awkwardly, sitting on the bed, his huge bag beside him.

“Did you read the contract?” Dr. Dalmiann asked.

“Yes.”

“Did you understand it?”

“I think so…” Marco answered, uneasy about where this conversation was heading.

“Let’s see,” she pressed, with the air of someone about to quiz a particularly slow student. “Who’s in charge when we’re together?” she asked.

“Miss Rebecca,” Marco stammered. “I mean… you, Miss.”

She didn’t laugh at his mistake. Her tone remained sharp, unexpectedly fierce.

“If you read it, then you know that staying here with me means doing things properly.”

Marco stayed silent, waiting for her to lay out what that actually meant.

“You are here for one purpose and one purpose only: to serve me. Clear?”

“Yes, Miss Rebecca,” Marco said, honestly surprised.

He hadn’t shown any sign of rebellion. He’d been humble and obedient.

The last time they’d seen each other, he’d done exactly what she had asked of him. And now he had shown up on time, chastity cage locked in place. He didn’t understand where all this sudden verbal aggression was coming from – whether it was another test, another trial, or simply her way of reaffirming her absolute dominance.

Whatever the explanation, Marco remained still, gaze lowered, hands resting between his thighs, waiting.

A moment of silence passed, then Dr. Dalmiann continued:

“All right, now let’s move on to the agenda. Listen carefully, because I’m not going to repeat myself.”

With that, she began listing her “requirements” for the next two days, during which Marco would essentially be her live-in servant – her domestic slave.

She explained what he’d have to do to clean and tidy the house. She described in detail his duties and what she expected in terms of meals.

“This evening I don’t even feel like telling you what I want… and I don’t feel like cooking either,” she said lazily after a long explanation. “Just order Indian from Just Eat – chicken tikka masala and basmati rice for me… you get whatever you want. Make sure it’s delivered by 8:30.”

Marco quickly memorized her requests. He was doing his best to keep up with all this information, and already things were slipping from his mind. He didn’t dare ask her to repeat herself or if he could take notes.

“For tomorrow morning, I want breakfast served in my room at nine o’clock. There’s a shopping list on a couple of sticky notes in the kitchen.”

He was really struggling. Marco mentally reviewed everything she’d said, but Dr. Dalmiann still wasn’t finished.

“In the morning I’ll be out: I’m going for a run, and when I get back you’ll help me with my shower and give me a full body massage.”

At that, Marco felt a burst of joy and a tragic jolt inside the chastity cage. He instantly pictured Dr. Dalmiann’s naked body stretched out beneath his hands.

He could almost see his fingers sliding over her smooth skin, imagine the scent of her freshly washed body. In his mind the image grew sharper: Dr. Dalmiann lying on a massage table, her back arching under his hands, a faint sound of appreciation escaping her lips.

But he knew he couldn’t let his imagination run away with him. He forced himself to refocus.

“For the rest of the day I’ll be out. I have errands in the center and I’m meeting a friend for lunch.”

Marco was wondering what exactly he was supposed to do with an entire day at the house alone, and as always, she seemed to read his mind, answering before he could ask.

“You’ll have plenty to do, don’t worry…” she said, her laugh as sharp as a katana. “You’ll find a list of chores downstairs, by the intercom.”

More work. More chores. He felt himself sinking.

In a brighter tone, like someone handing out candy, she concluded:

“In the afternoon we’ll get ready because I want to go out in the evening.”

After a brief pause she added:

“Nothing too intense for now – we’re going to the Triskele. You’ll wear the collar, but not much more than that… for now.”

“Triskele…?” Marco repeated, puzzled.

“Yes, Triskele,” she said. “It’s a BDSM-themed club in the center. Saturdays are femdom night. You’ve never been?”

Marco shook his head quickly.

“Oh, good,” she said, genuinely pleased. “You’re going to like it.”

Marco wasn’t so sure. But he said nothing.

He just kept thinking about all the tasks and felt a little disappointed. He’d hoped for some immediate attention.

In his mind, the only moments that really counted were the ones spent licking, kissing, worshipping Miss Rebecca – and maybe, if he was lucky, receiving something in return. Everything else felt useless, barely relevant. Filler, he thought, like the weaker episodes in a TV series.

Dr. Dalmiann turned and headed toward the doorway of his room. Just before she stepped out – framed in the rectangle of the door, shoulder against the jamb, body angled forward, head turned back to look at him – she added:

“And now go take a shower and come downstairs. I want to have a little fun with you… before dinner.”

Then she left, and Marco felt slightly more hopeful than a few seconds earlier.

He jumped up and started undressing. In moments he was down to nothing but the black chastity cage locked on him. He had grown used to its presence. Not that it hurt any less when he got an erection, like right now, but he was no longer shocked to see it there.

He’d been wearing it almost constantly for three weeks, ever since Dr. Dalmiann had put it on him after a ruined orgasm. Locked with a padlock, he had never even tried to take it off secretly.

He had one key, sealed in an envelope signed by Dr. Dalmiann, to be used only in emergencies. It had been exactly twenty-one days since his last orgasm. He felt like he was going insane. To be fair, about ten days earlier he’d had a wet dream.

In that dream, half-asleep, he’d relived an encounter with Dr. Dalmiann and, in the dream, he had climaxed. He woke up with his cock painfully twisted inside the cage and a small pool of semen on the sheets. It hadn’t been fun.

He stepped into the shower and washed thoroughly. The tight ring at the base of his scrotum kept the cage from moving much or being removed. The cage was locked onto that ring, wrapping bars like a spiderweb over the entire length of his shaft, covering even the head.

Out of the shower, as he dried off, he checked his phone. Two work messages, nothing urgent. He replied briefly, pushing everything to Monday. Then: messages from Caterina. Lots of them. Insistent. According to her, they had plans. They were supposed to see each other Saturday. She was coming over.

Hit by a wave of panic and irritation, Marco answered impulsively. He wrote a message that was long for him, telling Caterina he needed time, that meeting up while he was continuing this “experiment” wasn’t a good idea.

He apologized, somewhat fussily, and postponed their date. He explained he’d be away for the weekend so there was no point in her coming to his place.

He hit send and watched the message get read immediately. Any minute now the storm would come, he thought, well aware of Caterina’s stubbornness.

He ordered Indian just as he’d been told. Then he switched his phone to airplane mode and decided to deal with his problems the next morning.

Wearing only sweatpants and a T-shirt, he left the room and went downstairs.

He had no idea what awaited him or what exactly Miss Rebecca meant by “I want to have a little fun.”

But it didn’t sound like it was going to be easy – or gentle.


Chapter 2 – His First Dungeon

When Marco reached the ground floor of the big house at Via Amendola 31, Dr. Dalmiann wasn’t there. Or at least, she wasn’t in the living room.

He looked around, a little lost. He’d figured out where the kitchen was. On the same floor there was also a very large bathroom and a kind of study – more like a winter garden, really, covered by broad glass panels but furnished with a desk, a workstation with a PC, and everything she might need.

Dr. Dalmiann wasn’t in any of those rooms. The light outside was fading fast, and soon he’d need to turn the lamps on.

“Miss Rebecca?” Marco tried calling out softly. No answer.

“Miss Rebecca?” he tried again, louder this time. Nothing.

He went back to the kitchen. He checked the dishes and cookware, the list with her “order” for breakfast. Dinner was already taken care of; he’d arranged that before coming downstairs.

The whole situation felt unreal. The house was beautiful and obviously very expensive. One look at the kitchen confirmed it: top-end brands on the appliances, marble everywhere. But there was no sign of the woman hosting him.

Marco drifted back through the ground floor, moving toward the hallway that led to the front door–the one he’d walked through a few hours earlier. As he explored, cautious and slow, he finally noticed something he’d completely missed before. Right next to the front door, on the right, there was another door. Smaller. Slightly ajar.

Marco opened it.

The door revealed a tiny landing with a terrazzo floor and a narrow flight of steep stairs going down, turning sharply after about ten steps. At the bottom, a faint reddish glow. The light came from a source he couldn’t yet see.

The basement door, he guessed. Or maybe an underground garage you could access from inside the house.

He stood there for a few seconds, completely still, listening. Nothing. Perfect silence, except for his own breathing. A shiver ran through him.

For a moment he forgot he was a guest, forgot he was alone, and felt the irrational impulse to go down and explore, to follow that light. He knew the idea was ridiculous.

The obvious thing would have been to go back upstairs and call Miss Rebecca again – or return to his room, grab his phone, and call her. Or even just leave, plain and simple.

Walk away and close this chapter. Walk away from Dr. Dalmiann, from this constant sense of need, from the unrelieved arousal that had been haunting him every minute of his days and even at night, in his dreams.

He could stop all of it – go back up, use the spare key to remove the cage, and get out. He could.

Then he thought of Dr. Dalmiann again, of what she’d done just before, lifting her dress and showing her thighs higher than his eyes would normally have dared to wander.

He remembered her almost imperceptibly crooked smile, ironic and pleased with itself, saying: look, but don’t touch. Another shiver went through him, stronger this time.

That promise of pleasure, that fleeting, incomplete hit of pleasure – and everything that might still be waiting.

Wasn’t that, in the end, the whole meaning of his relationship with Miss Rebecca?

No, he wasn’t going to give it up. You don’t walk away from a promise like that and from a woman like her. Women like that are made to be followed, obeyed, adored, worshipped, kissed…

And at that thought, Marco’s cock spasmed again, hard and sharp, trying – this time very physically and almost painfully – to break free of the chastity cage.

Like the crazed needle of a compass, his erection seemed to point in a single direction: go downstairs, it seemed to say, go downstairs.

Marco snapped out of it and, not entirely clear-headed, started down the steps.

At the end of the first flight, the staircase turned ninety degrees to the right. The light grew stronger, its red tone more pronounced. The steps were rough concrete but wide and easy enough to descend. The walls were bare.

Marco finished going down and, after a short hallway wider than the stairs, something like a dim antechamber, he reached the source of the light.

A door, half-open, with a sharp strip of white-red light cutting through the gap.

He moved toward it slowly; it felt like his whole body had slowed down – as if, at the bottom of the stairs, the air had turned to gelatin.

He wasn’t thinking anything at all now. Just a racing heartbeat, an empty head, a single urge: go in, go in, go in.

He reached the door. It was imposing, unlike any he’d ever seen.

Padded in black, quilted in a perfectly geometric pattern like the leather walls of a luxury soundproof booth. The precise seams intersected to form elegant motifs.

The handle, solid gold, caught the light with a warm, opulent shine. It looked like it belonged to a vault more than a room.

Marco hesitated, feeling watched, as if this were some kind of test. He touched the handle with an uncertain hand. The cold metal made him shiver. He took a deep breath and pushed the door open.

Light flooded him, blinding. White and red, intense. Marco squinted, trying to let his eyes adjust.

And when he finally saw clearly, he froze. It wasn’t a garage. It wasn’t a cellar.

It was a dungeon.

The room was huge, wrapped in an almost sacred atmosphere. Flagstones of rough natural stone covered the floor. Above his head, a barrel-vaulted ceiling of red brick, like a crypt or an old distillery. The walls were a very dark, almost wine-red shade, decorated with reliefs and inlays of fine wood. A carved molding ran around the entire perimeter.

But what really held him were the things on the walls.

An intricate system of hooks and supports covered every side. Hanging neatly in order were whips of various lengths and materials, braided silk ropes, padded leather cuffs, metal clamps with carefully designed shapes. On a shelf lay instruments he couldn’t name: adjustable clamps, flexible rods, a knife with a blunted blade.

In the center of the room stood a large bed with glossy black posts and a built-in stock at the foot. Facing it, a massive St. Andrew’s cross with leather straps and dark wooden cuffs. There was a heavy chair – almost a throne – with wide armrests and rings for securing wrists. And everywhere, on ceiling and walls, solid-looking hooks placed in strategic spots.

Marco’s breathing grew shallow.

It was as if the air itself were charged with expectation, and he, in that moment, had stepped into a world he hadn’t known he belonged to.

He took all this in during a few seconds of utter stillness. He was holding his breath without realizing it, then dragging in big gulps of air at regular intervals, like a diver coming up from underwater.

Then, suddenly, a spike of fear shot through him: behind him, from nowhere, in one quick, level sentence, he heard Dr. Dalmiann’s voice:

“Abandon all hope, you who enter here,” she said dryly – and followed it with a laugh: pleased, sharp, ironic.

Marco literally jumped. He spun around and saw her behind him, having appeared in total silence, like some sort of ninja at his back. Where had she come from? Was there another door?

Dr. Dalmiann had changed.

She was wearing a black leather corset, cinched tight at the waist, which made the curves of her body stand out even more.

Her shoulders were bare, and long latex gloves wrapped her arms up past the elbows. A fitted skirt with a deep side slit revealed the edge of lace-topped stockings, and on her feet she wore high boots with a dizzying heel that made each step sound out with authority.

A studded collar circled her throat, and from one hand dangled, almost casually, a thin whip.

Marco stared, mouth open, breath uneven, brain blank. His body reacted on instinct – immediate, unavoidable. He felt blood slam through him with shocking force, and a wave of desire hit him like a train.

She tilted her head slightly, studying him with amused eyes.

“This is my playroom… my own little private hell,” she said.

Again that laugh. Again that predatory look. Marco felt caught in something far bigger than himself, like an animal caught in the trap of a seasoned huntress.

“Come on, in you go. Don’t stand in the doorway.”

Under a kind of spell, he stepped forward and crossed the threshold.

“How is this even possible?” he managed, unable to form a more complex thought. His eyes kept roaming around the room.

“You mean the dungeon? Easy,” she said. “I had it built.”

Marco stared at her, as if he didn’t trust his own ears.

“And you should have seen the faces of the builders and the carpenter when I explained how I wanted things set up. Ahahah!”

Dr. Dalmiann laughed again, looking proud and entertained.

“Money and a bit of cleavage work miracles on tradesmen.”

Her smug, satisfied smile was that of a woman who knows exactly how to get what she wants.

She walked past him into the dungeon, cutting across his path, heading straight for the center of the room.

Her hips swayed noticeably as she walked; she was doing it on purpose, teasing the man behind her. For Marco, the effect was the same regardless: his desire was completely off the charts, and each shift of her hips ripped through his lower belly, tugging harshly against the chastity cage.

She turned.

“Enough small talk now, slave.”

Her tone had changed. Her voice was lower, almost rough for a woman.

“Now I want to play, and I want to blow off some steam from the week. That’s why you’re here, isn’t it?”

Marco didn’t answer.

“That is why you’re here, isn’t it?”

“Yes, Miss.”

He followed her toward the center of the room. Standing, he watched her sit down on the chair that looked like a throne.

The air in the dungeon felt dense, soaked with the smell of leather and sweat. The low lights threw long shadows over the walls lined with tools, chains, whips, and cuffs.

Miss Rebecca now sat in a black leather armchair, legs crossed with casual elegance. The riding crop tapped lightly on the armrest while she watched her slave.

Marco knelt in front of her – she had told him to stay completely naked except for the chastity device around him. His breathing was uneven, his broad chest rising and falling in a forced rhythm. His eyes were fixed on the floor.

“Stand up.”

He obeyed instantly. His posture was perfect, shoulders back, abs tight. Every muscle, shaped by years of swimming and gym work, was tense.

An Adonis, perfect – but remote-controlled. Miss Rebecca looked him over with greedy eyes, letting her gaze travel slowly across every line of his body.

“You’re handsome… and it turns me on to know you’re mine,” she said.

A cruel smile touched her lips. “Give me some push-ups… I want to see those muscles work. And every time you go down, you’ll kiss my feet.”

Marco moved into position, palms on the cold floor. He began to lower and raise his body with smooth, precise movements.

Each time he went down, his lips brushed the soft, manicured skin of his Mistress’s feet. Each time he pushed back up, his caged cock pressed against the floor, sending a jolt of frustration and pain through him. A grunt escaped his clenched jaw, but he didn’t stop.

Miss Rebecca laughed. “I love hearing you pant for me.”

After a long series of push-ups, she told him to kneel again. “How desperate are you?” she asked, her tone icy.

“Very, Mistress.”

She stood and, with a firm gesture, unlocked the cage. Marco’s cock sprang up at once, hard and throbbing, starved for any touch. Miss Rebecca brushed him with her nails, then closed her hand firmly around the base.

“So close…” she murmured, moving her hand slowly before suddenly stopping. Marco gasped, his body tight as a bowstring about to snap. She started again, brought him to the brink of orgasm, then left him there, breathing hard.

“Does it hurt?” she asked, a flash of amusement in her eyes. He nodded, breath broken. She smiled, satisfied.

She led him to the St. Andrew’s cross and strapped him in tight with black leather belts and steel buckles. “Now we play.”

She took a straight riding crop – a cane, quite stiff – and let it whistle through the air before striking him.

Marco groaned, but stayed still. Another blow, then another. His skin reddened quickly. Between one stroke and the next, her hand returned to torment him, touching him with the same cruel precision she used to hit him.

Then she switched to a flogger. Quick snaps across his tensed abs. Marco twisted under the blows. She leaned in and whispered in his ear.

“If you make it to thirty strokes, I’ll let you masturbate in front of me… Fifty and I’ll give you a ruined orgasm… One hundred and I’ll make you come properly, my hand on you until the end…”

Marco nodded and the flogging began.

Ten strokes. He snorted with each one, but held on.

Fourteen. His breath was ragged.

Fifteen. A muffled moan.

Sixteen. His whole body shook.

Seventeen. A choked sob.

“Mistress, enough…” he panted, beaten.

She laughed softly. “Shame… I was having fun.”

She unbuckled him, took him by the chin, lifting his face. “No orgasm for you.”

She led him to the bed and made him kneel beside her. “Now get to work.” Her fingers sank into his hair and guided him down.

Marco obeyed. His tongue moved with steady, careful precision. Miss Rebecca closed her eyes and let herself sink into the sensation. Marco felt humiliated, angry, aching – but he had no choice.

Dr. Dalmiann came hard, intensely. Marco was gasping now; his neck ached, his tongue had gone numb from the constant movement.

When her body finally quieted and the pleasure faded into a warm, lazy afterglow, Miss Rebecca pushed him gently away, stroking his head like you would a loyal animal.

“The strokes are burning, aren’t they?” she murmured, amused, watching his tense body, the beads of sweat sliding down the skin marked by her blows. He gave the smallest nod, unable to form words.

“I’d say that’s enough for now…” she said, laughing with a certain sadistic satisfaction.

Dr. Dalmiann sprawled on the bed, careless, her legs still slightly parted. With a lazy motion, she picked up the riding crop and slid it under his chin, lifting his face so he had to look at her.

“And you know what the best part is?” she asked.

Marco swallowed, his eyes still hazy with strangled desire.

“I love that you have no idea when you’ll ever be allowed to come,” she said.

She watched him with satisfaction as his body trembled with frustration. Then she gave him a small smile and, without another glance in his direction, closed her eyes – leaving him there, on his knees, once again a prisoner of his own torment.


Chapter 3 – An Ordinary Night Gone Mad

The rest of the evening had passed without further torment for Marco. Dr. Dalmiann had left him alone for a while before dinner, giving him time for a shower.

Then Marco had picked up dinner from the delivery guy, set the table for Miss Rebecca, and served the meal exactly as instructed. He moved around the kitchen with an erection so painful it forced him to walk bow-legged.

During dinner, Dr. Dalmiann was in an unusually good mood.

“Tell me about your job,” she asked.

Marco was finishing his food. She’d explicitly given him permission to eat, but he wasn’t sure he could handle a conversation with such an extraordinary woman while trying to swallow anything – particularly since the Indian dish was far too spicy. He set down his utensils and answered as best he could.

He launched into an overly detailed description of what he did for his company: complex database research operations, predictive and scoring models.

“You know I still don’t understand what you actually do?” she said, tilting her head with an amused smile.

For a moment Marco felt as if he were back in her office during one of their sessions. Embarrassment washed over him – but also a flicker of pleasure at her curiosity.

She watched him intently, even though the conversation had drifted far from anything erotic. Marco noticed she seemed to blink less than normal, her attention disturbingly sharp. He tried again, this time keeping it simpler.

“I’m what’s called a data scientist. I gather and process customer data. I build statistical models to predict their future decisions… Then the company uses that to plan its policies, campaigns…”

She considered this briefly, then asked, quite seriously:

“Not many women there, huh?”

Marco flushed instantly.

“N-no… not really… a few.”

“A few,” she echoed, as if weighing the word.

Dinner was over. After her shower she had swept into the kitchen with a towel wrapped around her head like a turban.

On anyone else it would’ve looked ridiculous. On her, it had something exotic about it. She looked like a queen from Ancient Egypt – tall, those feline features even sharper.

She wore no makeup, yet Marco couldn’t spot a single flaw on her face. His entire mind throbbed with one desperate idea: grabbing that perfect face between his hands and kissing her senseless. But he didn’t dare. He didn’t even dare look at her straight-on for more than a few seconds.

And he was distracted.

The towel wasn’t the only “accessory” she had on. She wasn’t dressed – or rather, she had come back wearing only a floor-length robe, muted gold, covering her down to her feet. Probably silk, judging by the way the LED lights rippled over it.

But Marco’s problem was what the robe revealed whenever she moved. Nothing underneath, as far as he could tell.

Even now, with a calm, reflective expression, she leaned forward toward him. The robe parted slightly, revealing a generous portion of her breast and a deep neckline. Marco’s gaze locked there instantly. And Miss Rebecca caught him at once, smiling.

“Who’s the prettiest one where you work?” she asked lightly, pushing her chair back from the table.

Marco stared a moment longer at her, now fully covered again. She had crossed her legs and rested her chin on an arm braced on her thigh. One bare foot peeked mischievously from beneath the robe, swinging lazily.

His eyes were glued to that foot.

“The prettiest?” he repeated, confused. “Uh… there’s a girl from marketing. I mean, she doesn’t work in my team, but I see her often… yeah.”

“Tell me what you like about her,” she urged.

With each swing of her foot, a bit of her calf slipped into view, and the exposed skin scrambled Marco’s thoughts.

“She’s… she’s…”

He stalled. He couldn’t even articulate what he liked about the marketing girl.

“Cat got your tongue?” Dr. Dalmiann giggled, following his gaze.

“Stand up and come here in front of me. On your knees.”

Marco obeyed like an automaton.

He approached and knelt before her in the middle of the kitchen.

“Massage my foot. And while you do, describe this marketing girl to me in detail.”

He didn’t understand the purpose. But when he took her offered foot, he did so with reverence. It felt small, hot, smooth – electrifying.

He massaged it in firm circles just as she’d taught him. His caged cock throbbed violently, reaching a new peak of painful confinement.

“Come on, slave… it’s an order. Describe her and tell me what you like about her.”

He tried to speak.

“She’s… about your height, Miss Rebecca. Much shorter than me, I mean… She has very fair skin, a round face, and big eyes.”

“Color?”

“Light brown. Hazel.”

“Cute. Tell me about her body.”

Marco swallowed.

“She’s… she’s… pretty skinny, but…”

“But?”

“But she has… a lot of breasts… very attractive breasts, I mean…”

Her foot now slipped from his hold, and the other foot slid out from beneath the robe, nudging his crotch.

Marco jolted.

“Lower your pants and underwear…” she ordered, lips curved in a wicked smile.

Marco obeyed. The black cage gleamed in the light. Her foot pressed firmly against his trapped cock, gliding up and down. It felt like the cage tightened around him, squeezing mercilessly.

“Have you ever masturbated thinking about her?” she asked, still stroking him with her foot.

Marco’s hands fell uselessly to his sides. Instinctively he arched his hips toward her.

His mind spun with desire and humiliation.

“I asked you a question, slave,” she murmured, gentle but commanding. “Have you ever masturbated thinking about her?”

Marco swallowed painfully.

“I… not really, Miss Rebecca… I mean, not directly…”

She raised a brow and paused her foot. Marco nearly groaned.

“Not directly?” she repeated. “What does that even mean?”

He lowered his gaze.

“Sometimes… she popped into my mind… not on purpose, it was just… an image. But it wasn’t really about her. It was just… a vague thought.”

Her foot moved again, firmer. A shudder ran through him.

“A vague thought,” she echoed. “Interesting. And now?”

“N-now…?”

“Now what are you thinking about, while you’re kneeling here with my foot playing with your poor caged cock? Does this seem vague to you?”

He shook his head.

She smiled.

“Good. Then let’s keep playing.”

She pushed him further. Her questions grew more intimate, more invasive.

“Her breasts?”

“Her lips?”

“Her legs?”

“Did you ever look at her wanting her?”

“Did you ever imagine touching her?”

Marco tried to resist, but she was relentless.

Finally:

“And now? What does thinking about her do to you, right here, right now?”

He bowed his head.

“I want to come, Miss Rebecca… I want to come so badly.”

She smiled.

“Say it.”

He hesitated.

“I jerked off thinking about her…”

She leaned toward him.

“And tell me, would you want her here now? Touching you?”

“Yes… N-no…”

“Yes or no?”

“I’d want it to be you, Miss…”

She laughed.

“Me? I don’t think so… She would make you come, though, wouldn’t she?”

“Yes… I think she would.”

A sharp tap on the cage. Then another.

“Naughty boy,” she teased. “Coming isn’t on the table.”

She pressed her foot hard against the cage again and again.

“I wonder what your colleague thinks of you,” she murmured. “I wonder if she ever masturbated thinking about you.”

He was stunned.

She laughed softly, stood, and smoothed her robe.

“Enough. I’m tired. Tomorrow will be a long day. I have work to finish. Goodnight, slave. You know perfectly well what to do here.”

Marco was relieved. The topic was dangerous. What if she asked about his past next? They’d already come too close to Caterina. That could easily have been her next line of questioning – and then what would he have done?

A balanced relationship with Dr. Dalmiann was impossible. She blended ordinary life and extreme eroticism without warning.

He cleaned the kitchen, showered, and went to bed. Still trapped and throbbing and, finally, exhaustion pulled him under.


Chapter 4 – Morning Glory

I wake up before dawn, without the alarm. I’m hot and, like every morning, the chastity cage is basically unbearable. It pulls, it pinches, it tortures. Every tiny movement is agony.

My body is begging for a relief that’s not coming; desire throbs uselessly inside the cage. There’s nothing I can do but get up. From the windows I can tell it’s going to be a bright Saturday. The thought doesn’t distract me.

I go downstairs, trying to make as little noise as possible. The floor is cold under my bare feet, the house so quiet it feels like it’s holding its breath. In the kitchen, I get to work.

I make coffee, set the table for breakfast, put everything in order the way I know Miss Rebecca likes it. The gestures are automatic, my body moves without needing to think, but my mind is somewhere else. I think about her. Her voice, her control. The last look she gave me last night, the one that stripped me down to the bone.

Around eight, the sound of the door opening makes me jump. Doctor Dalmiann comes in with her usual effortless elegance, like she owns the space in every room she steps into.

She’s wearing a tight running outfit, black and clingy. Her hair is pulled back in a high ponytail, her skin already slightly damp from the morning heat.

She stops on the kitchen threshold, looks at me with a half-smile, amused.

“So diligent, so eager…” she murmurs. “Up early for me?”

I nod, lowering my gaze.

She comes closer, slowly. One step at a time. She grazes my chin with a fingernail and forces me to look her in the eyes.

“You’re always so obedient. I wonder if you’d be like this even without the cage.” Her voice is soft, but sharp. It makes me tremble. “It’s bothering you this morning, isn’t it?”

I nod again, unable to speak.

She smiles, tilting her head just a little. “Good. I want you to feel every second of it. I want you to know there’s no relief for you, Marco. Only my pleasure matters.”

She turns, takes a bottle of water from the fridge and heads for the door.

“I’m going for a run. When I get back, I want the tub ready for me. And you, ready to serve me.”

I watch her leave, her light, confident steps fading down the path. The silence closes back in around me.

When she comes back, her body is gleaming with sweat. Her face is flushed, her breathing slightly quickened. She’s stunning. The power radiating from her is hypnotic.

“Did you do as I told you?” she asks, brushing a hand over the back of her neck.

“Yes, Mistress. The tub is ready.”

She nods, satisfied, and heads to the bathroom. I follow her without needing to be told. When we walk in, the water is perfectly warm, soft foam drifting across the surface.

She stops in front of me, looks at me for a long moment, then slowly lifts her technical shirt, revealing the damp skin underneath.

She lets it fall to the floor. The shorts follow right after. She stands there in her underwear for a second, then slips that off too with a fluid, natural motion, like there’s nothing more normal in the world.

My hands tremble as I gather her clothes and fold them. My whole body screams to worship the scent on the fabric. I look at her. Every inch of her bare skin is a torment to me. But all I can do is obey.

She sinks into the tub with a sigh of pleasure. She closes her eyes, lets herself melt against the rim.

“Wash me.”

I take a sponge, soak it in water and start running it over her skin. Gently. Devoutly. Her shoulders, her neck, the curve of her back. Every now and then she sighs, a sound that makes the cage squeeze even tighter around me. My breathing is uneven, my mind a whirlpool of unspent desire.

When I’m done, she opens her eyes and looks at me with a faint smile. “Now dry me, and then massage me with lotion.”

I get to work, trying to ignore the devastating effect of her perfect body under my hands. But when I move on to the lotion, the tension becomes unbearable.

My fingers slide along her legs, glide up her thighs, trace the curve of her hips. She relaxes into it, enjoying the contact, and my torment grows until I feel like I’m about to lose my mind.

“Now make me come, Marco.” The order comes soft, but absolute. I feel like I’m going insane.

My fingers slip between her thighs: she’s already incredibly wet. I part her with care, with devotion, her skin warm and slick under my fingertips, and start to touch her: one finger, then two, index and middle, circling movements.

My hands find the right rhythm, following her instructions without hesitation. She moans, her body tenses under my touch, the pleasure rippling through her is obvious.

The cage is hell, the need unbearable. But there’s nothing for me. She takes her pleasure, and that’s it. When she finally gives in to her orgasm, I’m there, a witness, a devoted servant.

Then, as if nothing happened, she gets up, wraps herself in a towel, calmly, and walks away without a word.

For the rest of the day, I throw myself into the tasks she left me. I clean the house top to bottom, wash the floors, tidy the kitchen, make the bed.

Every movement is an attempt to vent the tension, but it’s useless. Time passes in a blur of chores, my body exhausted, my mind always on her. Always on what I’ll never be allowed to have.

And yet, the thought still turns me on.

During a break from housework, alone as always and with the afternoon already well underway, I decide to catch my breath.

I grab my phone and it feels like the right moment to finally face the “Caterina issue.”

I open WhatsApp with the attitude of someone climbing the steps to the gallows.

More messages from Caterina. My ex-girlfriend is telling me what she did during the day, just chatting, innocently. She’s talking about someone we know, a really weird friend from university who apparently has a girlfriend now.

“Like, can you believe it? There’s no way someone like Tommaso has a woman and is having sex…” then a rolling-on-the-floor laughing emoji.

I’m thrown off. All that normality, the crude, affectionate tone, the easy intimacy between us… the jokes, the usual complicity.

It all feels in stark contrast with what’s happening to me. I’m in Doctor Dalmiann’s villa, and a few hours ago I was making her come, and before that I was tied to a Saint Andrew’s cross.

The whiplash between these realities is nauseating.

I answer, even though I’d promised myself I wouldn’t:

“Lucky him, anyway…”

The typing dots pop up immediately. Caterina is replying right away, phone in hand, ready.

A swell of pride fills my chest: my ex is still interested in me. I tell myself I’m being stupid, vain. Still. After everything.

“Yeah, you can’t, ahahahaha…” And then three little purple devil emojis.

“Yeah…” I answer, curt.

Caterina starts typing again. The dots flash back to life.

“I’ve been thinking about it, you know, this thing you’re doing…”

“Oh yeah?”

“Yeah, yeah. I want to talk about it.”

I bite my lip. This conversation is not going where I want. I curse myself for even replying. I know Caterina. She’s like a drill. Once she finds a topic that intrigues her, she becomes obsessive. That’s just how she is.

Caterina used to tease herself about it all the time. She was always joking she had a bit of ADHD; I think back fondly on all my ex’s sweet little quirks.

Like her obsession with sleeping with earplugs and an eye mask. The way she always had to have her sleeves rolled up: “Otherwise they bug me.”

She’s sweet. And she’s also the only woman I’ve ever had a deep relationship with. Even if it ended because of a lack of stimulation. Erotic stimulation, especially.

And now, suddenly, Caterina seems turned on again, curious, annoyingly piqued by this new situation: my chastity.

“Out of the question,” I answer sharply.

In response, Caterina sends me an animated GIF of a kitten with a chainsaw. Her way of saying she’s going to cut me to pieces.

She writes again.

“Where are you?”

Lie. The best solution would be to lie.

“I came up to Milan to visit a friend.”

“Who? Claudio?”

Claudio really is a friend of mine in Milan. The excuse might hold. But Caterina, crazy and curious as she is, would absolutely be capable of messaging him too. I’ll have to warn him as soon as I’m done here.

“Yeah, I’m at Claudio’s. He hasn’t been feeling too well.”

Pause. Then the typing dots again. For a long time. Too long.

“You really are an asshole, you know that? I saw Claudio last night at the pub with our crowd. Francy was there too. He was doing just fine, judging by how deep his tongue was down Carolina’s throat… You’re such an asshole!”

Boom. Busted. I played myself.

I don’t reply. Never explain, never apologize.

But she writes again.

“You’re with her, aren’t you? With the one who put the cage on you, right? Who is she?”

A flood. A dangerously overflowing river.

Better to be honest, then.

“Yeah, I’m with her. Drop this, Caterina…”

A few minutes go by. I think I’ve done it.

Maybe I was too harsh. I do care about her, after all. And I hate her too. For how things ended between us. For her lack of interest in sex. And for this paradoxical, sudden interest now that she knows I’m wearing a chastity belt and can’t have orgasms anymore.

A voice message comes in. It’s her.

Her voice is soft, low, kind, a little pleading. The voice that always screwed me over.

“Marcooo… please, don’t talk to me like that. I’m curious about this… really. Help me understand. Don’t push me away. Let’s see each other this week, okay? I promise I’ll be good… But this thing, this chastity… I want to understand it better.”

That tone. That voice.

The voice of an innocence that’s not so innocent anymore.

I close my eyes and see her again, naked from the waist down on her couch. A little redheaded mermaid, legs spread for me, trembling while I licked her. She’d gone crazy with excitement at the sight of my chastity device.

And now I’m the one who’s excited.

Fucking Caterina, always making things complicated.

I don’t answer right away. Minutes go by.

I give in.

“Okay.”

Also because I need to clear the air with her in person.

The dots appear again. And then a photo comes in. My eyes fly open, stunned.

She’s taken a selfie. It shows only her mouth, her neck, and her chest. You can see her bra, her breasts. Round, perky, incredibly firm. Exactly how I remember them, pressed between my palms more than once.

I groan and huff at the same time. My dick reacts automatically, like a Pavlovian reflex. It strains, squeezed brutally tight in the cage.

Fucking Caterina. Do I answer or not? She decides for me. Again.

“See you Thursday, then.”

“See you Thursday,” I type back, desperate.

Enough. I need to get ready. Rebecca will be back at five. I have to be prepared. Tonight she wants to take me out.

And I’m really, really worried.


Chapter 5 – The Club

Doctor Dalmiann came down the stairs and stepped into the living room looking like nothing Marco had ever seen before: she was something unreal, like she’d walked straight out of a BDSM wet dream.

She wore a black leather corset cinched tight at the waist, highlighting the curve of her hips and her full breasts. The cups were partially open, revealing the soft, rosy swell beneath.

Her latex pants clung to her like a second skin, gleaming under the room’s dim light. On her feet she had thigh-high boots with impossibly high heels, every step a statement of dominance.

Around her neck, a leather collar with a steel ring at the center. Long black gloves completed the look, giving her the air of an unquestioned queen of the night. Marco was left speechless.

Before speaking, she stopped on the last step, placed one boot atop the lower stair, and crooked two fingers at him. A silent command.

He moved toward her, helpless.

Her gloved hand cupped his jaw, thumb pressing into his cheek. She leaned down, letting her breasts nearly spill from the corset as she held his face close to the soft, warm swell of them. His breath trembled, and she smirked at the way his cock strained instantly in its cage.

Then, softly, as if telling him a secret, she murmured:

“You may kiss my boot.”

He dropped instantly, lips pressing to the glossy leather, heat rushing through him at the taste – cleaner, rubber, the faint scent of her sweat. His cock throbbed painfully.

Only then did she straighten and speak aloud:

“Are you planning to just stand there staring at me all evening?” she asked, laughing.

Marco snapped out of it. By contrast, he was dressed very simply, almost modestly: black trousers, black underwear over the chastity belt, and a black shirt, slightly unbuttoned at the front.

“You look good like that,” Miss Rebecca remarked with a satisfied smile. “You can see a bit of those pecs.”

Marco felt a flicker of pride, but it was immediately smothered by the reminder of his condition.

They went out together just like that.

Doctor Dalmiann took the wheel of her car, a large grey Audi. They pulled up at a building in the city center Marco had never really noticed before.

They went into a private garage. There was an underground car park and from there, via elevator, they entered a club with no sign outside. Just a discreet brass plaque on the door: “Triskele Club Privé.”

Once inside, the contrast with the outside world was complete.

Soft lighting, a red-and-gold atmosphere, the sound of muffled moans and impacts in air thick with desire. The music was a deep throb that vibrated in your chest, a slow, sensual rhythm.

As they walked, Miss Rebecca let one hand trail down Marco’s back. Then, casually, her gloved fingers slid beneath the waistband of his trousers, brushing the stretched fabric of his underwear – her knuckles grazing the base of the cage before withdrawing.

He almost stumbled.

She didn’t look back.

Eyes turned toward them. Some curious, some predatory. But above all, it was the women who greeted Doctor Dalmiann with respect and deference.

“Miss Rebecca! Finally!”

A woman approached – curves, corset, strong presence.

“Miss Claudia,” Miss Rebecca replied with a smile. “This is Marco.”

Marco immediately lowered his gaze, but he could feel the new Mistress studying him closely.

“Who’s this? The new one you were telling me about?” Miss Claudia asked in a dismissive tone. “Well, he’s cute. Muscular. What’s he like underneath? Is he big?”

Marco felt heat rush to his face, humiliation burning under his skin.

Please don’t answer, he thought. Please don’t–

But Doctor Dalmiann answered proudly.

“He wears an XL Cobra…”

Miss Claudia raised an eyebrow, clearly intrigued.

“Oh, interesting. I want to see him on his knees.”

Miss Rebecca didn’t need to be asked twice. With a small gesture, she ordered Marco to kneel beside the low table. He obeyed immediately, the floor cold under his knees.

As he knelt, Miss Rebecca stepped close behind him, ran one gloved hand along the back of his neck, then pushed two fingers into his hair and tilted his head slightly upward – enough to expose his throat to the room.

A subtle offering. Marco’s cock throbbed helplessly inside the cage.

He could feel eyes on him, hear women giggling, their whispered comments weighing him up like a piece of meat on display.

“That’s how I like it,” said Miss Claudia, crossing her legs with effortless grace. “Nice body. And I assume you keep him on a strict diet.”

“Naturally,” Miss Rebecca replied, casually sipping a drink.

From then on, the rest of the evening was a long, relentless torment for Marco.

Every whisper, every burst of laughter from the women, every order given in an absentminded tone pushed him deeper into the role that now defined him. The two Mistresses played with him like he was a toy.

They made him strip until he was down to his underwear and cage, forced him to stand still while curious hands tested his muscles. The cage was touched, assessed, examined like a fine piece of jewelry.

A confident woman with red nails crouched in front of him, tapped the bars with a fingertip, then slipped her hand beneath the cage and cupped his balls.

“Careful,” Miss Claudia warned with a lazy smile, “he’s sensitive.”

The woman squeezed gently – too gently – just enough to make him gasp.

His knees buckled, and Miss Rebecca’s hand shot out to steady him by the shoulder.

“If you fall,” she murmured near his ear, “you’ll make me punish you.”

His whole body tensed in desperate restraint.

A few couples in the club stopped to watch, intrigued. Some men in the same condition as Marco, just as humiliated, looked at him with a mix of empathy and frustrated desire. Denied pleasure was the thread running through the whole evening.

At one point, after a circle of curious women had wandered off, Miss Rebecca pressed her lips to his ear and whispered:

“Put your hands behind your back.”

He obeyed.

She slid one gloved hand down his stomach, just above the cage, and began rubbing slow circles – deliberate, teasing, tormentingly gentle – for no reason other than to watch him tremble.

He was dangerously close. His thighs shook violently. She stopped.

“Oh, you thought I’d let you finish?”

A soft laugh.

“Sweet boy.”

Marco wanted to crawl into a hole and disappear.

Ninety-nine percent of the time he kept his gaze down, fixed on some random spot on the floor in front of him. Once or twice he accidentally met Doctor Dalmiann’s eyes and all he could see in them was pure amusement. It was like Disneyland for her.

When Miss Rebecca finally decided it was time to go, Marco was exhausted. Physically and mentally. Every fiber of his body was screaming, begging for an orgasm and a moment alone with Doctor Dalmiann, but nothing was granted to him. Not yet, at least.

As they walked toward the exit, she stopped him with a hand on his chest, pushed him against the wall, and kissed him, hard.

Her tongue claimed his mouth. Her thigh pressed between his legs, grinding once, deliberately, against the cage.

He moaned.

She bit his lower lip and whispered:

“Not tonight.”

They got into the car. The drive back was silent. Miss Rebecca drove calmly, relaxed, as if the night had been nothing more than a pleasant little diversion.

Only when they were back home, before getting out of the car, did she turn to look at him.

“You did well, Marco. But we’re only just getting started.”

And with an enigmatic smile, she left him suspended in that endless anticipation.


Chapter 6 – One Hell of a Sunday

They got home very late. Doctor Dalmiann slept until noon, while Marco woke up much earlier. His body was still tense from the emotions of the night, his thoughts still foggy with the sounds and images from the club.

He tried to push them away by throwing himself into his duties: he cleaned the kitchen, tidied the living room, prepared a light brunch, paying attention to every detail to satisfy Miss Rebecca.

When the doctor finally got up, she found everything in order, the coffee hot and the food already on the table. She stretched lazily, wrapped in a scarlet silk kimono that let glimpses of her soft curves show through.

“Always so diligent…” she remarked with the faintest smile as she sat down at the table.

Marco stayed standing beside her, waiting for orders. She ate slowly, scrolling through her phone, ignoring him for the most part. Only now and then did she lift her gaze to look at him, as if she were weighing something up.

When she’d finished, she ran her tongue over her lips and leaned back in the chair.

“Today I’ve got a little test for you, Marco. A test of obedience.”

His stomach clenched. He didn’t dare ask, didn’t dare speak. He waited for her to go on.

Miss Rebecca stood up and came closer with those slow, deliberate steps that always made Marco feel smaller than he was. The room seemed to narrow around her as she approached. When she lifted her hand and stroked his jaw with the backs of her fingers, it felt almost tender, almost kind, just enough to hurt.

“We’re having company today,” she said softly. “A man. Andrea. For my pleasure.”

The words landed like a blow. For a heartbeat he didn’t understand them; then everything inside him lurched. He felt something in his chest give, like a support beam snapping. Until that moment, he’d taken everything she’d demanded – orders, humiliation, pain, denial. He’d told himself he could handle it, that it meant something, that it had structure.

But this felt different. This felt like she was stepping over a line he hadn’t even known he’d drawn until she crossed it.

Miss Rebecca watched his face change. She saw it – the way his gaze unfocused, the way his throat worked, the way his shoulders tensed as though he might back away if he remembered how to move. Her eyes lit up with quiet amusement, a flash of satisfaction that said she’d been hoping for exactly this kind of reaction.

“Nothing to say?” she asked, tilting her head.

He clenched his jaw until it hurt. Words crowded at the back of his tongue – don’t, please, why – but he knew they wouldn’t save him. They would only decorate his submission, and she would enjoy that too.

His silence wasn’t defiance. It was surrender choking on itself.

“Good boy.” Her smile turned pleased, cutting. “I want you absolutely silent while I enjoy myself… And you will be.”

It didn’t sound like a rule. It sounded like a fact about his body.

The afternoon dragged by in thick, suffocating slow motion. Under her calm, watchful supervision, Marco prepared everything in her bedroom. He smoothed sheets, adjusted pillows, set things exactly where she wanted them, each gesture landing like a nail in the lid of a box he was building around himself.

When they were done, she turned to him as if they were simply moving to the next logical step.

“Strip,” she said.

His fingers obeyed before his mind caught up. Clothes hit the floor, one piece at a time, taking his last scraps of distance with them.

When he was naked, she took the small key and removed the chastity cage. The click of plastic coming free should’ve meant relief; instead, his cock felt exposed, stupidly eager, reacting to her attention even as dread knotted in his stomach.

The air felt cold on his skin. Every inch of him felt noticed, even when she wasn’t looking directly at him.

“Kneel,” she said.

He did.

She positioned him in front of the radiator, close enough that he could feel a faint ghost of warmth against his shins and the brush of metal behind him. Then she moved behind his back, and he tracked her only by sound, by the whisper of rope in her hands.

She drew his wrists together and bound them tight behind him, the cord digging into tender skin. Then she lifted his arms. Slow. Higher. Higher. His shoulders rolled back, the stretch sharpening from discomfort into something that felt like his joints were being pried open.

A strand of rope snaked up, tying his wrists to the upper bars of the radiator, holding his arms in that unnaturally high angle, just shy of a strappado, not enough to dislocate, but enough that the ache bit deep and constant, enough that every tiny movement reminded him how trapped he was.

His chest was forced forward, his spine arched, his throat offered up. His knees pressed into the floor, already beginning to complain. The burning pull across his shoulders became a constant, bright line of pain threaded through every breath.

He tested the ropes once, instinctive. They didn’t give. The radiator behind him was solid, indifferent. He was on display, and he knew it.

Miss Rebecca circled back around to his front and studied him with a small, satisfied look, as though she’d arranged furniture exactly how she liked it. Then she lifted the gag and pressed it against his lips. He opened for her without meaning to. The rubber filled his mouth, stole the shape of his tongue, and the strap tightened behind his head with a final, decisive tug.

“Perfect,” she whispered, her thumb tracing over his lower lip where it bulged around the gag. The touch made him shiver. He hated that his body still leaned into it, even now.

Then she turned away from him, already done, leaving him to the heat in his shoulders, the sting in his knees, and the heavy thud of his own heartbeat.

The doorbell rang.

The sound jolted through him more sharply than the ropes. Every muscle tried to tense at once, and the position punished him immediately, pain flaring through his arms. He managed a muffled sound against the gag that was more breath than voice.

He heard Miss Rebecca’s steps moving away. Then the front door opening. Her greeting, light, warm, a flavor of charm she never wasted on him.

“Gorgeous Mistress,” a male voice replied, deep and sure. “Nice place.”

Andrea.

Their footsteps approached, two sets now. When they entered the bedroom, Marco had to lift his head to see them properly. The movement sent another hot stab through his shoulders, but he couldn’t not look.

Andrea was tall, broad-shouldered, his body all easy strength and effortless confidence. He took in the room, then looked straight at Marco, gaze flicking over the ropes, the gag, the nakedness. There was no shock there. Just interest. Maybe a hint of amusement.

“And him?” Andrea asked.

“He just watches, that’s all.” Miss Rebecca’s answer was casual, but her smile wasn’t. It was sharp, full of private meaning. She turned her back to them both and untied her kimono. The silk slid off her shoulders and slithered down her body in one smooth movement.

She stood naked in front of them, utterly unselfconscious. Her body wasn’t just beautiful; it was claimed – by herself, by the scene, by the knowledge that both men in the room wanted her in different, helpless ways.

Marco’s cock throbbed, humiliatingly obvious, reacting simply because she was there like that. He couldn’t hide it. He couldn’t cover himself. The ropes made sure of that.

“I want you to take me the way you know how,” she said to Andrea, voice low and pleased. “While he watches.”

Andrea didn’t hesitate. Clothes came off in a blur, muscle and skin revealed in quick succession, like unwrapping something expensive. In seconds he was naked too, his body hard and ready, that same relaxed confidence settling over him like a second skin.

He stepped into her space, hands closing around her hips with an ease that said he’d held her that way before. Miss Rebecca let herself be pulled toward the bed, her body yielding, turning, arranging itself in limbs and skin and intent. Marco watched, breath loud in his own ears, the gag muffling the tiny involuntary sounds that kept trying to escape.

There was no pretense of slowness. Andrea positioned her and pushed into her in one forceful, claiming motion, his big, slick cock disappearing inside Doctor Dalmiann’s pussy.

The gasp that tore out of her was nothing like her usual composed voice. It was raw, punched out of her. Her head dropped forward; her fingers clawed at the sheets. The bed rocked with the rhythm of his thrusts, the air filling with the sounds of bodies and breath and the wet, insistent slide of flesh on flesh.

Marco stared, trapped where he was, straining against the rope even though it only made things worse. Every time Andrea drove into her, her body jolted, her breasts bouncing with the movement, her voice spilling out in broken moans he had never heard from her.

Every sound drove him closer to the edge. Every sharp intake of her breath, every low grunt from Andrea, every rough shift of the mattress turned the knot in his chest tighter.

His cock leaked steadily, clear drops spilling from the tip and sliding down the length of him, heavy and useless. His body wanted friction. Release. Something. But his hands were wrenched up behind his back, numb and burning. He couldn’t even close his legs without the ropes hauling cruelly at his shoulders.

The cage was gone, but it might as well still have been locked on. The denial felt even worse now that he was technically “free.”

Doctor Dalmiann’s pleasure climbed and sharpened, her moans breaking apart, rising higher. Marco could see the moment it overtook her, the way her muscles tightened, the way her back arched, the way her sounds spilled out wild and unstructured. She came with a strangled cry into the pillow, her body shaking with deep, helpless shudders around Andrea.

The sight punched straight through him. His own body spasmed in sympathy, his cock throbbing hard enough to hurt, but there was nowhere for it to go. He hovered on the edge of something that never came, trapped there, shaking, the rope biting, his eyes stinging.

Andrea followed soon after, hips driving in deep as he groaned – a low, satisfied sound. The weight of that satisfaction, the ease with which he owned the moment, made Marco’s gut twist. That should have been him. That was what some part of him had always wanted – to make her shake like that, to hear those sounds from her mouth and know they were because of him.

Instead, he was just the witness. The object. The lesson.

When it was over, Miss Rebecca got up from the bed with her usual unhurried grace, as if her body hadn’t just been undone in front of him. She didn’t look at Marco right away. She walked over to Andrea first, lifting a hand to stroke his chest, fingers gliding over sweat-damp skin with clear approval.

“Excellent,” she said, smiling up at him.

Only then did she turn her head, letting her gaze finally fall on Marco. It was a small look, quick, but it cut straight through him. She took in the wetness at the tip of his cock, the trembling in his thighs, the strain in every line of his posture.

Her smile deepened, just a fraction. He’d done exactly what she said. He’d been absolutely silent. And she had enjoyed herself.

Andrea got dressed unhurriedly, throwing only a dismissive look at Marco, still tied. Then Doctor Dalmiann said:

“Now both of you get out. I’ve got work to do.”

After he left, she bent over Marco and freed him with the same care she’d used to tie him. Marco still had a massive erection. The idea of putting the cage back on in that state was impossible.

Doctor Dalmiann ordered him to take an ice-cold shower. It was awful, but Marco’s erection disappeared – at least for a few seconds. That was enough for her to put the chastity cage back on him with slow, almost affectionate movements.

“I want a quiet evening. The weekend’s over and you’re going home. Obviously, the cage stays on…”

Marco nodded, his throat too dry to answer.

She gave him a light kiss on the forehead, then walked away without looking back. He stayed there, his body still shaking, his soul split between desire and surrender.


Chapter 7 – Back to Reality

Coming back home was hard. I feel like someone else lived the last forty-eight hours in my place. Like I’m not myself anymore.

There’s this sense of detachment, of confusion, as if my mind were still trapped in that house, tied to a radiator, watching. My body instead just moves on autopilot through daily routine.

Sunday night I went to the gym. Luckily it was open. I tried to destroy myself physically, to push my body to the limit until my mind would give in to pure exhaustion. In the end I collapsed into bed without even having the strength to think.

The first days of the week are carved up by the strictest, most mechanical routine I can manage. Work, home, training. Repeat.

If it weren’t for the cage that every two or three hours reminds me it’s there, I could almost convince myself I’m back to normal. Almost.

The erections are frequent, impossible to control, and the constant arousal is a silent torture. Any tiny stimulus, even just the thought of her, is a jolt that runs through my body and crashes against the cage, merciless.

The worst moment was Wednesday, during a meeting with the marketing department. I ran into Paola, the colleague Doctor Dalmiann had asked me about.

Just seeing her was enough to bring everything back: what I’d done with Doctor Dalmiann while talking about Paola, her kitchen, her foot sliding up my leg, that sly smile while she played with me, the constant teasing.

And then my confession to Doctor Dalmiann. I’d exposed myself, talked about Paola, my sexy colleague, about how attracted I was to her. And now all that tangle of thoughts has blended into one big messy vortex.

As if that weren’t enough, Paola was unusually friendly today, almost like she was flirting with me on purpose. Some kind of magical female intuition?

She sat next to me, asked me personal questions: how I was doing, how things were going. She laughed, brushed my arm when she pointed out some part of her presentation that involved my work. And then, suddenly, her hand rested on my knee while she was talking.

A perfectly normal gesture, really. Paola’s touchy with everyone, not just me.

And yet, at that moment, my cock pushed so hard against the cage I honestly thought it would snap. I had this sacred terror that my pants would give away my state, that the tension would be visible to the naked eye. But the cage, obviously, didn’t change shape. Only me, inside it, was on the brink of losing my mind.

The thick jeans I’d chosen didn’t reveal anything, especially while I was sitting. And that’s how I got through the following days: trying to stay seated as much as possible.

I reach midweek in this kind of half-conscious fog. I know I’ll see Doctor Dalmiann again on Saturday, at her place. Today is Thursday. And tonight Caterina is coming over. Just like we agreed.

I’m genuinely terrified.

I go home and get things ready. I tidy the living room, clean the bathrooms, moving like an automaton. A good little housewife with a hint of OCD.

As if Caterina were going to inspect every corner, every surface for God-knows-what clue. She, who’s usually messy and totally uninterested in housework, who lives like a gypsy, always on the move, curious about everything except cleaning.

And still, I can’t stop. I want everything to be perfect. Most of all I want to erase any trace of my last visit to Doctor Dalmiann. The duffel bag with the clothes I brought there gets hidden carefully. I don’t want to deal with any awkward questions.

At 6:30 the doorbell rings. I recognize immediately the long, annoying double buzz that’s her trademark.

I take a deep breath and mentally brace for impact. I’ve already rehearsed a nicely structured speech in my head: privacy, boundaries, the fact that we’re not together anymore and that if she wants we can stay friends, but without “benefits.”

I’ve repeated those words in my mind so many times they should come out naturally.

I open the door.

And the whole speech dies in my throat.

The woman standing there barely even looks like Caterina.

Her hair, usually a wild, rebellious mess, has been tamed into some kind of ponytail, with just a few curls escaping to frame her face.

But it’s the dress that knocks the air out of my lungs. A red bodycon dress, tight enough that it looks sewn onto her. It slides over her curves with a sensuality I wasn’t expecting.

Her bare legs, long and slim, end in a pair of black ankle boots with a heel that’s not crazy high, but enough to make her look taller, more poised. Her light green eyes, big and round, shine with something I can’t quite read.

She moves with a mix of confidence and clumsiness. Caterina is not a femme fatale, not a woman who plays with her own charm with the same command as Doctor Dalmiann. She’s never dressed like this. Maybe that’s exactly what makes her so incredibly attractive right now.

“Aren’t you going to let me in?” she asks with a smile, tilting her head slightly.

I nod, unable to speak, and step aside to let her pass.

Deep down I already know the evening is not going to go as planned. I’m sure of it.

Caterina comes in and looks around with a strange expression, almost dazed. She pretends to be indifferent, but her restless eyes scan the room with unusual focus, like they’re searching for something they can’t quite find.

Or maybe like everything feels slightly off to her, different from how she remembered it.

Then she turns to me and smiles, a smile halfway between provocative and awkward. She does a small spin on herself, the dress slipping gracefully over her hips.

“What, you don’t recognize me?” she asks, a hint of mischief in her voice.

I clear my throat; my own voice sounds unsure when it comes out. “You’re… you’re stunning.”

It’s not some polite compliment, it slips out before I can filter it. Because it’s true.

She arches an eyebrow, pleased. “And why are you so surprised?”

I shrug, trying to keep a neutral face, but my eyes betray me, sliding down the tight line of her dress, lingering on the way it hugs her body.

“I don’t know… I always saw you more… spontaneous. More jeans and baggy T-shirt. Like this…” I hold my breath for a second, then finish, almost under my breath: “…like this you have an effect.”

Caterina laughs softly, a spark of amusement lighting her eyes, and bites her lower lip. “Good effect or bad effect?”

I swallow. “Destabilizing effect.”

She nods as if she got exactly the reaction she was aiming for. Then her gaze changes, turns more evasive, almost distracted. She looks around again, and this time she does it with a different intensity.

“This place feels strange.”

I tense just a little. “Strange? You were here a week ago.”

“I don’t know… something feels off.” There’s a hint of melancholy in the way she says it, as if she can sense something invisible in the air, an absence she can’t explain.

My mind starts racing. She can’t know anything. And yet I feel exposed, uncovered.

I want to break the moment. “Beer?”

She shakes her head, and her answer surprises me. “Got anything stronger?”

I raise an eyebrow. “Like?”

“Rum and Coke.”

I smile, more at the memory than the present. “Rum and Coke, huh? Like back in high school.”

“Exactly. I feel like being young and irresponsible.”

There’s something in her voice, in the forced lightness she puts into it, that makes my stomach twist.

I have rum, of course I have Coke. I pour her a generous glass, and fix one for myself. The ice clinks as the liquids mix. We toast, the rims of the glasses tapping with a clean sound, and she takes a long, almost impatient sip.

The alcohol hits fast. The tension eases, but only on the surface. Caterina starts talking more than usual, words slipping from her lips with excessive intensity, her gestures growing bigger, freer.

She laughs loudly, maybe too loudly. And yet, underneath that laugh, there’s something different. Something doesn’t sit right.

Then suddenly her gaze softens, turns more liquid.

“I’ve thought about you a lot, you know?”

She sets the glass on the table and looks at me in a way that makes me uncomfortable.

I stare at my drink as if there were something deeply interesting in the amber liquid.

“Really?”

“Yeah.” She comes closer and puts a hand on my shoulder. Her fingers are warm on my skin, the pressure light but undeniable. “I missed you.”

“Caterina…”

She doesn’t let me finish. She rises on tiptoe, brings her face close to mine, eyes half-closed. Her breath grazes my lips.

Instinctively, I pull back.

She stays there for a moment, suspended, eyes wide, lips still parted in expectation of a kiss that doesn’t come. Then she huffs, frustrated, and her gaze suddenly clouds over.

“What the fuck, Marco.”

Her voice is thick. And now I can clearly smell the alcohol on her breath.

“Caterina, you…”

“Why won’t you kiss me?” she asks, and her voice trembles with something that isn’t just anger.

Her hands ball into fists and she starts hitting me lightly on the chest, little sharp blows one after another. They don’t hurt, they’re not even real punches, but every one of those taps feels like it burrows inside me, digging.

“Why don’t you want me anymore?”

I don’t answer. I can’t answer. Because whatever I say is only going to make things worse. I’d like to tell her we’re not together anymore and that was her choice too, I’d like to throw her coldness in her face, the way she checked out just a few months ago.

Then suddenly she stops. The anger goes out in an instant, like a flame that’s run out of oxygen. Her shoulders sag, her breath breaks. The elaborate makeup, so unusual on her, starts to dissolve at the corners of her eyes.

And in that instant I see her.

The real Caterina.

Not the provocative girl, not the ex who stubbornly refuses to let me go. Just her. Vulnerable. Beautiful in a way I’ve never seen before.

My chest tightens.

I take a step forward and hug her.

She curls up against me, her body trembling slightly, her face fitting perfectly against my chest.

“I just want to be with you a little,” she whispers. “Let’s go to your room. Please.”

Inside me, a red alarm starts blaring.

I have to say no.

But she looks so crushed, so fragile, so… incredibly beautiful.

And before I know it, I’m walking her toward the bedroom.

We walk arm in arm, unsteady, almost ridiculous, like two kids playing at being adults.

And as the door closes behind us, I already know I’m making a mistake.

We stay like that for a while, just holding each other. Caterina is basically lying on top of me, her face in the crook of my neck, her breathing still a little uneven.

She’s stopped sobbing. Her body is warm, slack, and it jerks in tiny, barely noticeable twitches every time she takes a deeper breath.

Obviously I have a massive erection, but at this point it’s almost standard. A chronic condition. A state of being.

Caterina strokes my chest slowly, light, almost absent gestures, like she’s doing it without thinking. I let her. It still feels like small, measured movements, and I can pretend to myself they’re innocent. A way to find comfort in touch. A gesture of affection.

But her hand doesn’t stop, and the movements gradually grow wider, more decisive. She’s looking for something, and she doesn’t say it. She doesn’t change position, she’s still curled up on me, but her hand is alive, moving with intention.

Her fingers slide with a deliberate slowness, as if she wants to stretch out the moment where the innocent touch turns into something explicitly erotic.

I feel her nails graze my chest, the tips of her fingers following the outline of my ribs, slipping downward like drops of honey rolling down a slope. It’s like every movement is feeling for some boundary, brushing against it, provoking it.

“Caterina…” I say in a tone halfway between a warning and a plea. My voice is weak, uncertain. But she doesn’t stop.

“Caterina… please…” I murmur, and she goes straight for my pants. Suddenly fast, she slips a hand inside.

I jerk away, trying to dodge, but it’s too late. Her fingers are already sinking into the fabric and closing precisely around my chastity cage.

An electric shock runs up my spine. She squeezes hard, and I freeze. I don’t push her away. I can’t. The risk of hurting myself or her is too high. She’s literally got me by the balls.

“You still have it…” she pants, lifting her face and looking at me like you look at some unruly, irrational animal. It’s not a question. It’s a statement that hits her hard. A confirmation she was looking for.

“You still haven’t come…? How long has it been?”

“Four weeks,” I answer in a thread of a voice. I don’t even know why I tell her. Maybe to provoke her. Maybe to confess something, or make her feel sorry for me.

A whirlwind of emotions spins across her face: shock, amusement, disbelief, desire.

I know her too well. She’s an open book, my Caterina. She’s horny. And she’s drunk. In the last ten minutes she’s changed mood at least three times, and now I can feel something building inside her, a dangerous tension.

I recognize it: that look, that determination. She’s forming a plan. Maybe the whole evening was a plan from the start.

And me? I can’t do a thing about it. Part of me is resigned. Another, dumber part is still attached to her. Maybe I still have feelings for her. Or something like it. I remember why I felt good with her, but also why I felt bad. I try to appeal to reason.

“Please, don’t do this. Not tonight,” I add, but I already know it’s useless. She doesn’t let go of my caged cock; if anything, she settles more firmly onto me to pin me in place, as if she could actually restrain me by force.

I stammer something: “Caterina, please… Yeah, I’m still in chastity… Let’s not end up like last time…”

“Last time was when you made me come the fastest and best you ever did…” she snaps back wildly. She’s never really been shy saying certain things, and that used to drive me crazy in a good way. “You ate me out like you never had before.”

The memory hits me full-force. Holy God, the need. I close my eyes and breathe. I think about Doctor Dalmiann. About the contract I signed. About everything I’m risking. But Caterina is relentless. She’s gone past the point of no return. I can see it in her eyes.

“Let’s get naked,” she says.

“No.”

She doesn’t argue, doesn’t negotiate. She undresses. She’s down to bra and panties in seconds. A matching violet lace set, sophisticated, sensual, hugging her slim, toned body perfectly.

She has the body of a nymph: narrow hips, long legs, pale skin dotted with a few moles, small round breasts that fill the bra with cruel precision. The violet lace contrasts with her light complexion, making her look even more naked.

I bite the inside of my cheek not to make a sound. Every detail of her body is a nail driven into my flesh. Every curve, every fold of fabric clinging to her skin, every centimeter of exposed skin – I’m on the verge of screaming.

“Get undressed, Marco… and make love to me.”

There it is, the bomb. The nuclear request. And she knows it. She says it with a trembling but precise voice. It’s a test, a trap, a sentence. She wants to see if I still care about her. She wants to measure my desire, my bond.

And God only knows how much I want to. A rabid need. Four weeks without an orgasm. I’d fuck a nightstand.

Caterina crawls on top of me, half-undressed. The effect is devastating. She looks crazed, hair falling And I’m done. It’s a sweet defeat. Like a blind drunk man, I go get the envelope Doctor Dalmiann gave me. I break the seal, take out the key, and unlock the chastity cage. The click of the lock sounds as loud as a gunshot in the silence.

I take the cage off and it’s like drinking water after a ten-kilometer run, like a deep breath after a long dive. I feel my cock, centimeter by centimeter, stretch, lengthen, reclaim that vertical space it didn’t have before. Powerful throbs run through it.

“Now I’ll show her,” I think… “Now I finally get to cum… Dear God, I want this so badly…”

I lie on top of her, not even touching her at first. I position myself like I’m about to do push-ups with her under me, in a plank. And I lower myself… a centimeter at a time, until the tip of my cock, insanely hard, comes to rest against her thighs. At the entrance of her outer lips. I don’t push further. Without saying a word, I look at her.

Caterina has let me do all of this, and now she throws her arms around my neck.

“Fuck me,” she repeats.

And she doesn’t have to say it a third time.

It’s defeat, by now. But it’s also a victory…

“Fuck me hard,” she murmurs, and it’s like throwing gasoline on the fire. I fall, fall into her and thrust in. The feeling is unbelievable: her pussy is warm, wet, clinging. For a moment time freezes; I feel like I’m outside my body and every second is an infinite, absolute slice of pleasure.

Waves of dopamine crash through me; my cock is the epicenter of a shocking, razor-sharp, total pleasure. I slide all the way in and it feels like I’m already cumming, already shaking. I stop, pull out, slide back in. I hold myself back.

I grip her hips and start controlling the rhythm, burying my cock into her one centimeter at a time. I want to punish her gently. I want her to understand she can’t just demand and get.

But Caterina is nothing but satisfied; she smiles with this victorious air. She looks at me and dares me: to do more, to hold out, not to cum.

She smiles again and starts panting. I realize she’s already getting close. She has a plan, fucking Caterina, she eggs me on, pulls me into her with her hands.

“Make me cum first…” she says, and starts touching herself too. I feel her fingers brush my body every time my cock slides into her pussy.

From my vantage point above her, I look down and see her hand, see her furiously rubbing herself; and I see my cock sliding in and disappearing into her pussy, then coming back out again, slick, then plunging back inside.

I can feel I’m risking cumming like this. I decide to hold out as long as I can; I lift myself on one arm and with my other hand I grab one of her breasts. I’m not trying to hurt her, I’m trying to underline a claim, a possession.

I’m breathing like a madman not to cum, long breaths. The truth is, however much I try to be “in control” and master of my sensations, I’m completely at the mercy of what I’m feeling and of Caterina.

And Caterina is about to cum now. She says: “Keep going…” And I don’t stop. Her fingers don’t stop. She pants, arches her back, closes her eyes, and in one, two, three furious spasms she comes and her pussy clamps down once, twice, three times around my cock like a vise.

And I can’t hold on anymore.

“I’m gonna cum, Caterina…” I tell her, voice guttural, shredded by excitement.

I’m two, three thrusts away at most from ejaculating inside her, from exploding. I already feel my balls tightening, every muscle going rigid, the pleasure starting to rise from my feet, my legs, like an earthquake.

“Stop!” Caterina says.

“Stop!” and as she says it she twists, slides out from under me like a little nymph, and my cock slips out of her pussy at the exact instant before that final thrust, that last stroke I would’ve cum with.

“What the fu – ” I snap, furious, not understanding. I think I’ve hurt her, think something bad happened. But it’s much worse than that.

Caterina’s dead serious: “Stop,” she repeats a third time, her breath still ragged from her orgasm.

I feel my cock throbbing a centimeter away from her. An animal craving eats me alive: I lower my hips and try to push back inside her, but Caterina already squeezed her legs shut and yells, this time a real scream:

“STOP!”

She’s not kidding. And under the seriousness there’s something else, a kind of challenge, a hidden irony in her eyes as she stares into mine. I could slap her. I don’t understand.

“What the fuck is going on?” I bark, still above her, still in that plank position, arms braced around her head.

“You can’t cum,” she says, still staring.

I’m not even sure I heard right. My brain barely registers the meaning. Christ, the level of arousal I’m at is insane.

I ignore her and, with a bit of force, shift my weight and try to push into her one more time. I smile desperately as I do it, hoping it’s a joke, just one of her stupid games.

And Caterina slaps me. Hard. A real slap across the face.

“Are you fucking crazy?” I stop trying to get back into her, bring a hand to my cheek.

Given the difference in size and strength, her hardest slap is still something I can take without damage, but my cheek is burning and she’s incinerating me with her eyes. For a fraction of a second I want to slap her back. I close my eyes and breathe. This is insane.

Even the walls feel like they’re closing in. Everything is pressure; I feel like I’m suffocating: rabid arousal, rage. My cock is throbbing; I feel like I’m going to explode.

“Get off me,” Caterina hisses, wriggling away again. I don’t know what to say or do to salvage this. I’m rock hard. Part of me is tempted to pin her right there, right now, to the bed. To hold her down and finish what I haven’t been able to finish in far too long. To explode. But that would be violence. Madness. I’d lose her forever. So I beg:

“Please, Caterina, wh-why?” I stammer. “What the hell is this?” My tone is pathetic.

“I decide,” she tells me. There’s a manic light in her eyes – it’s obvious she doesn’t really know what she’s doing, and the sudden power she’s got over me for the first time is making her dizzy. It’s like she’s acting a role she’s never rehearsed, with no script.

She doesn’t know the next line. But she’s loving it.

“I decide,” she repeats, as if to give herself courage. “You’re not cumming tonight…”

“But Caterina, what are you even saying?” Now I’m outright pleading: “Look at me, for fuck’s sake! Look at the state I’m in!”

I’m still half over her, every muscle taut, my cock sticking straight up at ninety degrees. A flagpole. And she’s right there, warm and so close.

“You can’t cum…” she repeats through clenched teeth. And she adds, fierce: “You think I’m not capable of doing ‘experiments,’ huh?”

And suddenly I get it. There it is, the spring that’s driving her. There’s the push.

The comparison with another woman, with Doctor Dalmiann. She doesn’t even know her, but she knows what we’re doing and why I’m not really hers anymore. Caterina is… challenging me. Trying to reassert a bond, maybe win me back… and she’s doing it by denying me an orgasm she promised just minutes ago.

Never, not once in two years together, had she left me in a state like this. She never took an interest in my kinks. On the contrary, she was always generous out of guilt; she often made me cum – without much enthusiasm, truth be told – even when she’d say she wasn’t “in the mood.”

“Caterina… For God’s sake, you made me take the cage off. I’m going to have to come up with an insane lie not to fight with Rebecca.”

“Oh, so her name’s Rebecca?”

“Yeah, her name’s Rebecca…” I should’ve kept my mouth shut. I’m making everything worse. Caterina shifts, sliding to my side. I climb off her. Lie down next to her. Sigh.

Her breath is still warm against my skin. Her body is a live ember burning inches from mine. I can’t wrap my head around the situation.

I try a different tactic… I touch her lightly. I cup a breast in my hand. It’s an erotic gesture and an affectionate one. Then, with my fingertips, I trace the line of her sternum and her abs.

Caterina is small but toned. Fit. I feel the muscles tense right under her skin as my hand moves lower and lower. I reach her outer lips with a finger, part them and start stroking. Soft at first, then with more rhythm.

“Caterina… Don’t you want to cum again? Come on, let’s finish with me inside. I liked it…”

Caterina arches her back and makes a sound halfway between “uh-uh” and a no, shaking her head.

“I like seeing you like this,” she whispers with a perverse grin, “about to explode, and I’m the one who decides.”

“You’re going to make me cum, Caterina…” I say smoothly, but I’m not sure what I can actually get from her. I’m not even sure what I really want anymore. This version of Caterina – brazen and playful, cruel and determined – turns me on like crazy.

I keep touching her with my fingers and she lets me. Actually, she spreads her thighs a bit to give me better access. I rub my fingers along her entrance, opening her up, parting her outer lips more and more; I hunt for her clit. Find it and start focusing there.

Caterina shivers and jolts, but keeps mocking me: “I’m sorry, Marco, but no means no…” She laughs, devilish, reveling in being a bitch.

Her eyes shine with a near-sick excitement, and every gesture, every word is a blade. I honestly hate her in that moment. I want her, I’m fingering her carefully, and I hate her a little.

She forced me to take off the cage, I’ll have to lie to Doctor Dalmiann… and for what? And yet she’s never been as seductive as she is right now, my Caterina – so “alive” and engaged.

“Caterina… I swear I’ll…” I threaten without any coherent plan, without a shred of leverage.

She laughs again, this time without breaking eye contact. “Maybe…” she says, and at the same time starts rubbing herself against my cock with one hand. I contort, trying to sync with her movements. Right now – in this exact second – I would literally do anything to have an orgasm.

“Tell me what you want, Caterina…” I beg.

Now her hand starts gripping my cock, holding it like a handle, like a pole to cling to. She squeezes, and it’s like some switch flips in my head. Whatever she asks, I’ll do it; I want to cum and fuck everything else.

“I want you to promise me one thing…” Caterina says, my cock trapped in her fist.

“What promise… I… yeah, okay, what?” I answer, all coherence gone.

“You have to promise you’ll introduce me to this… this Rebecca.”

Ice. I freeze.

It’s like a sheet of frost drops onto the back of my neck. My body is still rigid from arousal, on the edge of climax, but my mind is chaos.

My hands shake, my focus goes. Rebecca’s name, spoken by Caterina in this insane context, nails itself into my skull like rusty iron.

And without waiting for an answer – almost as if to extort the only answer possible – Caterina starts jerking me off: incredibly slowly, still squeezing my cock with brutal strength. Up and down, slow, hard, relentless… fucking Caterina.

“No… Cate, please… you can’t do this to me… please.”

I try to squirm away, and she squeezes even harder. Her fingers become a vise, a torture device and a pleasure machine at the same time.

I feel like I could cum in three seconds; I literally feel like I’m about to burst. Two more strokes. Three… up and down.

“Promise me.”

“Cate, please, this doesn’t make any sense…”

She laughs like a doe. And it’s that laugh that destroys me, even more than her hand.

The fact that she’s genuinely enjoying torturing me has enormous power. I wish she’d always been like this; I want her to stay like this. And still, I also just want to cum.

I’m desperate, I don’t think I can last another two seconds. I sigh and collapse. “Okay, okay…”

“Okay what?” she says, squeezing the tip of my cock until it really hurts.

“I promise!” I shout.

And then Caterina stares at me, props herself up on one elbow and switches to a fast, furious rhythm. She jerks me off with determination and purpose, lips pressed tight in concentration. She looks first into my eyes, then at my cock, now practically purple. I see her, and the whole situation slips out of my comprehension.

I feel a seismic eruption start in my legs. The first spasm is a blind flash from the base of my spine. The second is an electric jolt across my hips. And then I explode. Like a geyser, like a dam giving way.

The cum shoots out in spurts, violent bursts that Caterina follows with fascinated eyes, like she’s watching some extreme scientific experiment. The jets tear through me, empty me out, annihilate me.

My body folds forward; I rest my forehead on her side, panting like a terminal patient after a last effort. My legs are shaking.

A fountain of jets. Caterina keeps squeezing, squeezing through the first real orgasm I’ve had in at least four weeks.

I don’t know what I’ve really promised. I have no idea what I’ll do.


Chapter 8 – The Price of Forgiveness

Going back to the office was awkward. The shabby hallway, the reception, the worn carpet. It felt like a century had passed since the first time he’d walked in here.

Since then Marco had discovered so much about himself. And now everything was back on the line again. He stopped in front of the office door, air frozen in his lungs.

He opened it with sweaty fingers. The familiar smell hit him like a slap: polished wood, a faint hint of disinfectant, and that indefinable mix of leather and spice that belonged to her. And over everything, Doctor Dalmiann’s perfume: jasmine. Everything was exactly as it had been the last time – except him.

She was already waiting for him. Sitting neatly behind her desk. No smile.

“Close the door.”

Marco obeyed. His steps were stiff, almost mechanical.

She didn’t say anything. Just motioned with her head: “Sit.”

The look she gave him was razor sharp. She was examining every detail of him: the slightly crooked shirt collar, the tension in his shoulders, the overly controlled movements.

Then Doctor Dalmiann spoke, abruptly.

“Why did you take the cage off?”

Marco didn’t answer right away. He hesitated a fraction of a second too long, eyes on the floor.

“I wrote to you, Miss Rebecca… the work medical exam… I thought…”

“What did you think?” she cut in.

“That they’d make me undress and…”

“And they’d notice the cage, of course. It would have been very embarrassing.”

“Yes.”

Silence again. Marco felt the enormous weight of her gaze. Lying like this physically hurt. He’d thought about telling her the truth right away, but she had been crystal clear when they’d started their relationship: “Take the cage off without a reason, and you can say goodbye to me.”

“Did you bring the cage?” Doctor Dalmiann asked, not taking her eyes off him for even a second.

Marco fumbled in the backpack he’d brought and pulled out his cage: matte black plastic, a “Cobra” model, as he’d learned to call it. It felt strange seeing it not locked around his softened cock. He handed it to Doctor Dalmiann, still without looking up.

She took it unhurriedly. Examined it up close. Turned it between her fingers. Said nothing. Then she stood up.

She was wearing a severe black suit with a cream blouse just sheer enough to suggest the shape and color of her bra and a lot of the bare curve of her breasts. Her heels, shiny pumps, made a rhythmic, authoritative sound on the wooden floor.

She moved behind him. Marco could smell her jasmine perfume even more intensely. He was confused now, desperate, almost.

“Undress. Just the bottom half.”

Marco did it without a word. Trousers. Boxers. Everything slid quickly to the floor. He was left naked from the waist down. His dick wasn’t fully hard yet, it was “halfway there,” like it was waiting.

It already felt like he’d betrayed himself. He always had an erection; every time he’d been in front of Doctor Dalmiann in a submissive posture he’d been rock hard, especially when she freed him from the cage.

And now? The thought of not being fully erect perversely made it even harder for him to get hard.

He wanted to cry. He wanted to leave, to confess everything and beg for forgiveness on his knees. He stayed still.

Doctor Dalmiann bent down. She had the cage in her hand. The same one he’d taken off by himself, for a selfish reason.

“Lift your hips,” she ordered, voice clinical.

He did. He saw her hands move under him, spreading the ring at the base of the cage; saw the intricate tangle of plastic, like a spiderweb, closing around his cock, still half soft.

Her fingers brushed his sensitive skin with scientific precision. But there was something different in that touch today. More… clinical.

Or maybe it only felt that way to Marco, crushed under the weight of guilt and the idea of having to lie to a woman he practically worshipped.

As always, Doctor Dalmiann seemed to sense his thoughts and guess his fears exactly.

One question. Cold. Cutting.

“Did you ejaculate?”

Marco flinched. Her voice was flat, like a doctor asking if a patient had had a fever.

He felt his stomach drop, the sensation of falling. Any trace of arousal vanished. What he felt now was fear, pure and simple fear. Paralyzing terror. He was sure he’d lost her.

He didn’t answer, but not answering was worse than openly admitting he was guilty. She didn’t say anything. She shut the cage, removed the key. Went back to sit in her red velvet armchair. And waited.

Maybe twenty, maybe thirty seconds of absolute, terrible silence went by. To Marco, it felt like an eternity.

Thousands of things flashed through his mind: images of Caterina underneath him; Doctor Dalmiann’s hands, her thighs. The first time he’d seen the plaque on her office door; the time when, as a kid, he’d slipped and fallen into a pond, the cold, the stabbing cold of that day.

He gagged a little and folded.

“Miss Rebecca, please forgive me… please…” he blurted, throwing himself to his knees. Clumsy, with no shred of dignity, almost crying.

She watched him with one eyebrow slightly raised, surprised, maybe annoyed, but still saying nothing. And as always in front of that extraordinary woman, Marco confessed everything, spilling over like a river in flood.

He told her about Caterina’s constant messages, about his honest attempts to avoid her. Told her about her visits, her threats, her demands, the seduction that was as grotesque as it was effective coming from his ex.

Through the whole story, Doctor Dalmiann never interrupted. Only when Marco admitted he’d taken the cage off for her, for Caterina, to give her pleasure, did she say:

“Tell me about her. Do you like her?”

Her voice was calm. Her eyes were not. They were two narrow, cold slits, cutting through him like a scalpel.

Marco crumbled again. His hands were shaking. His face was lowered.

And like a broken record he spun in on himself, repeating a mantra of excuses, stammers, incoherence:

“She came after me… I didn’t know if I should tell you, Miss Rebecca… She kissed me. I let her. We went to her place. She took everything off me. I… I let her touch me… And then…”

Rebecca didn’t move. Only a tiny, almost imperceptible smile brushed her lips. But it wasn’t a kind smile. It was the smile of someone reading the end of a book they already knew by heart.

“Come here and get on your knees in front of me, Marco…” she said, voice syrupy.

He obeyed without even a heartbeat of hesitation. Confessing had humiliated him, but now a faint hope – the hope of not being cast out, the hope of continuing to be a slave for Miss Rebecca – was forcing its way up inside him.

He had no idea what he would say to Caterina, and certainly no intention of proposing a meeting – of introducing her to Doctor Dalmiann, like Caterina had asked.

Rebecca towered over him. Sitting in front of him, imposing and beautiful like a Greek statue.

She reached out and stroked his face. A delicate gesture, wildly out of place in this situation. Marco almost flinched, afraid the caress would turn into a slap.

With the same hand she slid down his neck, across his chest, to his navel. She stopped just above the chastity cage she’d just put on him, not touching it.

Then, gently, but with an edge of contempt, pity and sadness, she added:

“You betrayed me with your ex… You broke our pact and stole an orgasm… Did you really think I wouldn’t notice?”

Marco closed his eyes. Long seconds passed. A tear rolled down his cheek.

Without warning, Rebecca slapped him. A short, sharp crack. Not extremely hard, but hard enough that his eyes flew open and he froze, paralyzed by the shock.

“Look at me while you cry. At least have the courage of your own weakness,” she said.

Then her tone changed. No less cruel, just slicker. More poisonous.

“Or do you like it? Feeling like a rag between my fingers. Knowing I could throw you away. Knowing I could stop touching you forever.”

She crossed her legs and slowly unbuttoned the first button of her blouse. Just one.

“Tell me, Marco. What did Caterina do while she was convincing you? Did she get you close to orgasm? Did she use her mouth? Did she jerk you off fast until you came? What did you say to her while you were coming…?”

Marco flushed violently, fists clenching. But he couldn’t answer. He hated himself and he hated her, and yet he also loved this woman, so moody and dominant. With her words she could always – always – drag him in, hurt him, turn him on.

Doctor Dalmiann started touching him over the cage: her thumb and index finger formed a tight “O” around the base of his cock and began sliding up and down over the plastic. She was jerking him off in the cage.

Despite his embarrassment, despite the shame, despite the humiliation – or maybe because of all those things – Marco felt a violent erection finally swell again, pressing hard against the firm bars of the chastity cage.

She noticed and laughed quietly. Pitiless.

“You’re so predictable, Marco… Even when you disobey me, even when you fail… I know exactly what you want right now.”

She stood up. Her skirt lifted just a little, revealing hold-up stockings.

“You want to come again, don’t you? You want me to give you permission… Even permission with Caterina… That’s what you want, isn’t it?”

It wasn’t even really a question. More a statement. Marco let out a “Yes, Miss Rebecca…” that sounded more like a dying man’s last wish than an admission.

“Yes… yes, I want that. I only want it from you…”

Again, with an unpredictable, sudden snap: she spat in his face.

“You don’t deserve one of my orgasms,” she added, venomous, “maybe you don’t deserve me at all anymore.”

A desperate sound escaped his lips. The spit burned more than a kick would have, worse than any insult. He didn’t dare move.

It was Rebecca who spoke again. She went on as if nothing had happened, voice calm.

“You have two options. One: you’re dismissed. You disappear. You keep the key to your little cage yourself and find another psychotherapist, one who will coddle you while you talk about your childhood. Or…”

Marco saw a sliver of hope, but he knew it wouldn’t happen on its own, and certainly not at a discount.

“Or you beg me like you never have. Like the useless slave you are…”

“Please, Miss Rebecca… please…” Marco started, prostrating himself at her feet like a novice taking holy vows, but she cut him off halfway through his litany.

“And you tell me everything. In detail: what you did, what she was like, what she knows about me…”

There it was: the first demand, the first act of abjuration and humiliation. Marco bowed his head and obeyed; he hid nothing about his strange relationship with Caterina, nothing about the meeting and its weirdness: his young ex’s blackmail, her sudden change in mood and sexual approach.

Rebecca listened with apparent interest and for a moment Marco felt like he’d gone back in time, back to when he’d first confessed things to her in this room, when she was still just his therapist.

By the end of the story, he’d told her everything. Except for Caterina’s blunt demand to meet Doctor Dalmiann.

He knew he’d have to find a way, sooner or later. But he didn’t want to risk irritating Rebecca, especially now that he’d just managed to re-establish a line of communication with her, keeping alive the hope of still having her as his Mistress.

Maybe, though, he had underestimated her cruelty and her ability to “read” situations.

It was Doctor Dalmiann who brought it up. She tilted her head slightly and said, “You know… I’m starting to think it might be interesting to meet this Caterina of yours,” she said. “Could be fun. She sounds like a handful – and clearly she manages to keep a bit of control over you. You’ll introduce us, Marco. You’ll bring her here to me.”

It didn’t seem possible: both Rebecca and Caterina had reached the same conclusion; both wanted to know. For different reasons, from different positions, but clearly something connected the two women, and that something ran through the subtle pleasure of humiliating Marco, through the cage, through the idea of exercising arbitrary, absolute power over his life and orgasms.

Now he really had no escape. A meeting between the two of them was inevitable. And who knew what could happen.

For a moment Marco saw them together, imagined what it would be like to stay kneeling at their feet, kissing them both, licking them both.

A shiver ran through him and his stomach flipped. His dick was straining violently inside the cage now, the device almost lifting away from his pubic bone. Rebecca saw it and laughed, satisfied.

“But don’t think this is over, slave,” she said, crossing her legs.

Then, with a light tap on the freshly locked cage, she dismissed him.

“You can go.”


Chapter 9 – First Impressions

Marco waited on the doorstep of Villa Dalmiann with his eyes down, dressed impeccably just as Miss Rebecca had ordered: black shirt, tight trousers, no underwear underneath.

The chastity cage, cold and relentless, pressed against the fabric of his trousers every time he moved. His hands were trembling slightly. It wasn’t just fear shaking him: it was anticipation, the unknown, the fact that in a few minutes his ex and his Domina would be in the same room.

Two worlds colliding, two women so different and yet both had dug deep into him. It had been two weeks since his last encounter with Caterina.

Two hellish weeks of waiting; two weeks in which Doctor Dalmiann had literally tortured him, bringing him every day to the brink of orgasm and forbidding him to come, more often and more cruelly than she ever had before.

More than once, Marco had begged for a ruined orgasm, even just that, reduced to pleading for a broken, incomplete release. It was no use. This was his punishment for letting himself go with Caterina. And now came the real punishment: sitting in on Doctor Dalmiann’s face-to-face meeting with Caterina.

The villa seemed quiet, beautiful and slightly decayed with its floral decorations, its garden vases, impassive and serene in the face of his anxiety.

The heavy, dark door opened slowly. Rebecca looked at him for a long moment before stepping aside. She didn’t say anything. Her icy eyes were already elsewhere; she was probably running through every possible variant of the encounter they were about to have.

“In the kitchen. Get the glasses ready. The prosecco’s on the table.” Her voice was an order. No greeting. No smile.

Marco lowered his head and stepped inside. His hands were sweaty, his heart racing.

The house smelled good and was perfectly tidy. Every object in its place, just as he remembered from the last time he’d been here, a voluntary “prisoner” for an entire weekend of submission and pleasure. Every corner, every detail, even every shadow in the living room seemed under control.

Rebecca followed him in silence. When he handed her the flutes, she took them without looking at him. Only when she set the second glass down on the table did she brush him with her voice:

“Your ex-girlfriend… is she punctual, in your opinion?”

Marco swallowed.

“Yes, Miss.”

“Good. I’m very curious, you know?” she added, amused. “It’s the first time someone like you has cheated on me…”

The sarcastic reproach still hurt and Marco focused on the glass. A few minutes of calm conversation went by.

At times it almost felt like a normal evening; for moments Doctor Dalmiann seemed to treat him with familiarity. From the outside they might have looked like lovers, or a “normal” couple.

If only Marco could have stopped shifting around, constantly trying to adjust a position that was, in fact, unfixable, because the cage was pulling on him mercilessly.

Just a few days of “freedom” had been enough for his body to forget what it meant to stay confined, for his cock to reclaim space and the right to be permanently hard. An erection was now made impossible.

The doorbell rang at 8:28 p.m. Marco flinched; he set his glass down on the coffee table and stood up automatically.

Rebecca lifted her gaze from her prosecco. “That’s her. I think you should be the one to open. After all, you’re the reason she’s here.”

Marco rose, hesitant. His palms were slick. Each step toward the door felt heavier than the last.
When he opened it, Caterina was there.

He was caught off guard. Another kind of beauty – and another Caterina.

His ex’s red, wild, curly hair was pulled up into a messy chignon, with a few strands escaping to frame her face.

She was made up and looked much more grown-up. Maybe he’d never really seen her like this.

She wore a white shirt, slightly open at the neck, a short black jacket and a tight skirt that tried to look formal but still hinted at a barely concealed urge to seduce.

Underneath, dark stockings and heels; Marco couldn’t remember ever – ever, in all these years – seeing her in proper heels.

The makeup was understated overall, but the red lipstick gave her an aggressive air, completely un-Caterina-like. More adult, certainly. Or maybe just more determined.

“Hi, Marco.” Her voice was tight. “I came. Like we said,” she added, spelling out the obvious.

Marco nodded, feeling stupid. “I know. Come in… she’s been waiting for you.”

They went inside. Caterina slowed her pace, taking the house in carefully. It was nothing like she’d imagined. Too elegant. Too… precise.

Books everywhere, art catalogues, paintings – each one in impeccable taste – on the walls. Everything seemed to speak of her, of that woman who had taken Marco away from her. Or maybe given him back? She still didn’t quite know what to think.

Doctor Dalmiann was standing by the table, dressed in blue, in a dress that slid over her perfect skin. Her black hair was loose, wavy, falling below her shoulders, her gaze calm and cutting.

Caterina swallowed, then stepped forward.

“Good evening, Rebecca.” No hesitation in her voice, but her hands betrayed her nerves. “Thank you for… inviting me.”

Rebecca stared at her, studying her. “You asked to meet me. I’m glad you came. It’s an act of courage.”

“Maybe of recklessness,” Caterina shot back with a half-smile, looking for some complicity. “But… I need to understand. And to see you. Because Marco… has changed. And I can’t pretend I don’t care anymore.”

Rebecca nodded toward the chairs. “Then sit down. Marco will pour us a drink. Tonight, you’ll be able to observe. Ask questions. Maybe… decide.”

Caterina approached the table and sat. As she moved, her skirt rode up slightly and she tugged it down discreetly to cover her legs a bit more.

She didn’t exactly feel embarrassed, but she wasn’t used to being this “exposed.” Marco thought that if she’d ever worn a skirt and dressed like this during their computer engineering years, every guy in the program would have followed her around, maybe even a professor or two.

The role Caterina was trying to play now was hard for her, new, uncharted territory.

Marco poured her some prosecco. Their eyes met. His face was tight, and she felt it immediately: he was scared. Maybe more than she was.

“You’re nervous,” Caterina whispered, dropping her voice. “Even if you’re pretending everything’s fine and playing waiter…” she added, and a shaky smile formed at the corners of her mouth.

Rebecca watched them calmly. “Go ahead and talk. I’m not jealous of your memories. Or your tenderness. But remember, Marco, this dinner isn’t for you. It’s for us…”

Marco bowed his head.

“I know, Miss.”

Caterina shivered just a little. Hearing that word in Marco’s mouth did something to her. Something stronger than she’d expected.

“Do you like calling her that?” Caterina asked, tilting her head toward Doctor Dalmiann. It wasn’t a challenge. It was a real question.

Marco didn’t answer immediately. Then he nodded. “I like obeying her. And when I call her that… it’s like I’m already doing something right for her.”

Rebecca smiled, pleased.

A silence thick with expectation lay over them for several seconds. Then Caterina looked down and, in a low voice, added, without really addressing either of them in particular:

“I didn’t come here to start some competition, or to fight… You both know that, right?”

Marco nodded; Doctor Dalmiann answered: “You asked to meet me. You asked to step into my world.”

“Yeah, to understand… what you two do and…”

Caterina lifted her eyes to Marco. There was something strange in her look. Desire? Anger?
She pulled herself together, tugged her skirt down again where it had ridden up yet another time.

“I asked to meet her because he matters to me… Because I need to understand what role he has here…”

Rebecca moved closer to her; Marco could see them both at once now. One, his Mistress, refined and sure of herself; the other, not very comfortable in this setting, but determined to understand, to go all the way, maybe to win Marco back.

“Everything depends on you,” Doctor Dalmiann said. “On how much you’re willing to put yourself on the line. Not to judge. And maybe even… to take part.”

Caterina stared at her, her big eyes glossy. For a moment she didn’t back down, didn’t seem hesitant at all.

“That’s why I’m here,” she said.

And that was when Rebecca really smiled. For the first time.

“Good. Then let’s drink together, dear. I promise you this will be a… memorable dinner.”

Caterina burst into a nervous, but liberating laugh.


Chapter 10 – The Dinner

The second glass of prosecco was making everyone chatty — or maybe it was that particular laugh of Caterina’s, a little too high, a little too forced, that changed everything.

Miss Rebecca shot her a look, tilting her head slightly, as if she were analyzing a chemical reaction in a lab.

“You know, Marco used to have a weakness for that way you’d blush when you lied,” Rebecca said, playing with the rim of her glass. “Do you remember, Marco? That flush on your cheeks when your girlfriend would absentmindedly touch you under the desk at university.”

Marco swallowed. “Yeah, I remember.”

Caterina was stunned into silence. “You told her…”

“Everything,” Doctor Dalmiann finished. “He told me everything. Remember that before I was his Mistress, I was his therapist.”

Caterina nodded. Rebecca was clearly determined to turn the evening into something lively right away. Without taking her eyes off Caterina, she made an almost imperceptible gesture to Marco.

“Strip. Just from the waist down.”

Marco froze, as if he hadn’t understood.

Rebecca didn’t even look at him.

“You heard me. Unless you’d rather your ex do it for you, right here in front of me.”

Silence fell, sudden and heavy, and yet charged with electricity.

Caterina held her breath; she was shocked, but not scandalized – she’d never been prudish. But the idea that a woman like Doctor Dalmiann, so extraordinary and refined, could also be this blunt, shook her a little… and intrigued her.

Marco obeyed slowly, his hands trembling. He unbuckled his belt, opened his trousers. He had nothing else on. Caterina’s eyes grew larger, rounder. The chastity cage seemed to gleam under the warm light of the chandelier; Marco’s cock was imprisoned and rigid, his breathing already shorter.

Rebecca poured herself another drink.

“Look how well-trained our Marco is,” she said, theatrical and mocking. “Always at attention, even though he’s trapped…”

She laughed heartily, paused, and then, for the first time, turned to give Marco all of her attention.

“Do you feel like coming, Marco?” Brutal and direct.

He nodded, face red. He didn’t dare look at Caterina.

Rebecca narrowed her eyes. “Then tell her. Tell your ex. Tell her how long it’s been since you came.”

Marco stared at her, hesitating.

“Say it.”

“It’s been… fourteen days… since… since the last time she and I saw each other,” he managed, pointing, mortified, right at Caterina sitting next to him.

“Good,” Rebecca smiled. “Caterina, imagine you’re hungry. And you’re standing in front of a feast you’re not allowed to touch. That’s Marco’s life now, you see?”

And as she said it, she stroked his thigh, her hand sliding up to “sample,” so to speak, his genitals. Marco let out a strangled moan.

Caterina slowly set her glass down, watching Marco with an unreadable expression. Something inside her seemed to to shift, unsteady for a moment, as if the game were becoming real too fast. Her voice came out softer than she’d expected.

“Marco… will you come with me to the bathroom for a second?”

Rebecca didn’t even turn. “Oh, of course, take him. It’s not like he can do much without my permission, can he?”

Marco stood up quickly, still naked from the waist down, and grabbed his trousers from the floor. He pulled them on without a word and followed Caterina down the hall.

Once they were inside, she locked the door. The bathroom was small, elegant, perfumed. Caterina leaned back against the sink, turning toward him. She looked him in the eyes. Marco swallowed.

“So everything you told me was true, then?” she asked quietly.

Marco nodded.

“You mean you really are… you’re really her slave?” Caterina said the last word – “slave” – like it tasted sour and she had to spit it out.

And yet Marco knew her. Her investigative, curious nature hid a genuine interest beneath the apparent disgust. Caterina’s eyes were bright, wide, restless. She was shaken, but she wanted to know. She refused to be left out of anything.

“Yes,” Marco answered simply.

“And you like it?” Caterina asked, almost breathless.

Another nod. Then his voice came out hoarse: “It’s different. It’s… all-consuming.”

Caterina moved closer, slowly. Their bodies were almost brushing vertically.

“And yet sometimes… I see you looking at me like you still have some hope for us two…”

Marco stared at her. “It’s complicated, Cate… I was ready to move on… I mean…” He was getting angry too.

She was the one who’d ended their relationship. A flat relationship, dead of boredom. And now Caterina had crashed back into his life like an avalanche, suddenly fascinated by him and his new chastity experiments. Now.

“I mean,” he went on, “you broke up with me, and things weren’t working, remember? It was frustrating being together and you seemed interested in everything except me, except sex… And yet…”

He didn’t finish, because Caterina – one of her little wild-girl impulses, one of those spontaneous, intuitive gestures – had smiled, raised her hand and placed it right on his chastity cage, over his trousers. He jolted.

The touch was gentle but real, firm, warm. She didn’t have Rebecca’s confidence or her contempt or her psychological depth, but that contact was there.

His cock throbbed under that touch.

That attention, that mischief, that erotic, provocative undercurrent was exactly what had been missing during their relationship. What he’d always wanted from her and never gotten.

And now Caterina seemed to have understood beyond words what power seduction and denial could have over Marco. And Marco himself felt like he was melting.

“Does it hurt?” Caterina asked, rubbing her palm over his caged cock very slowly, but with steady pressure.

“Sometimes… yeah… right now for example, with you…”

She bit her lip, then kissed him. Not with a dominatrix’s greed, but with the hunger of a girl who still needs to know if the man in front of her can still be hers.

Their tongues searched for each other, recognized each other. When she pulled back, she was breathing fast. Throughout the kiss, Caterina’s hand had stayed glued to his bulge, pressing down.

Marco was losing his mind. If she’d asked, he might have taken the cage off right then and there and fucked her in the bathroom of Villa Dalmiann, to hell with everything.

But Caterina didn’t ask. She was learning. She’d grasped something about Marco she didn’t yet fully understand. It was still more female intuition than rational discovery: sheer pleasure, on its own, eventually pushed him away.

And maybe it wasn’t enough for her either. It was the waiting, the denial, that lit something between them. Marco desperately wanted to cum, even now. And yet he didn’t really want to cum. So Caterina stepped back and said:

“You’ve… maybe always been mine, Marco. I just didn’t know what to do with you.”

Then, almost embarrassed, she turned and flushed the toilet, as if to justify the trip. She washed her hands in silence.

Marco grasped maybe half of what she meant and had no time to ask for more.

“Let’s go back,” Caterina said, and she was already out the door.

When Marco and Caterina came back into the dining room, Rebecca didn’t speak. She didn’t ask anything. She just watched them, with a smile as unreadable as polished stone: smooth, cold, impossible to interpret.

“Everything okay?” she asked at last, as Caterina sat down again.

“Yes, thank you,” the girl replied with a certain composure. But her eyes were shiny, her cheeks flushed, and there was a slight tremor in her voice.

Rebecca shifted her attention to Marco. He didn’t dare meet her gaze. The cage was visibly pushing against the trousers he’d put back on in a hurry. His erection was merciless. And his Mistress didn’t need prompting.

“Marco. Come here, in front of the table.”

He obeyed, moving his chair aside and standing between the two women like a servant waiting for orders.

“Take your trousers off again.”

Caterina frowned. Rebecca ignored her.

Marco hesitated a second, then slid them down slowly. The erection trapped in the cage pulsed, tight and violent, as if the hard plastic might bend under the pressure. Rebecca pointed at it.

“I’m afraid this is more your fault than mine, you know?” she said to Caterina.

Caterina lowered her gaze. It wasn’t embarrassment; it was tension. A kind of fear laced with attraction.

Rebecca stood up, slowly, and went behind Marco. She ran a hand down his back, then over his chest, then slipped her fingers under the cage, between flesh and plastic. Marco shuddered.

“He knows he can’t cum. But look how he offers himself anyway…”

Caterina stayed still, lips pressed together. Then, as if some force greater than her spoke through her:

“You’ve never let him come, since… since he’s been with you?”

Rebecca smiled.

“Oh, a few times… But not the way you’re thinking. Do you know what a ruined orgasm is?”

Caterina shook her head. Her eyes made it clear she wanted to know.

Doctor Dalmiann was standing behind Marco now. She took the base of the cage in both hands, rotating it slightly. Marco shut his eyes, panting. Every touch was torment. Every word, a needle in his flesh.

“A ruined orgasm, my dear, is a refined form of control. It requires precision. Timing. And a certain taste for cruelty…”

As she spoke, she began squeezing her hands around Marco’s cage, and he started gasping helplessly. Caterina was stunned, eyes wide like headlights.

“First of all,” Rebecca went on, “you have to bring him right up to the point of no return. Continuous, rhythmic stimulation, no pauses. It can be manual, oral, or even just visual, as long as it’s effective. You have to know his body well enough to tell exactly when he’s about to cum. Not a second before, not a second after. That point when his pelvic muscles start contracting on their own, his breathing shortens and the frenulum is tight and hypersensitive.”

She paused, almost academic. She began massaging Marco’s abs in small circles. He clenched his fists to hold himself together.

He’d closed his eyes. He barely breathed except for sudden, deep gulps of air.

“At that precise moment, you stop all stimulation. You don’t slow down: you let go. Completely. Hands, mouth, whatever. Or, if you want an even nastier effect, you keep going with a touch that’s… ‘wrong’: too light, just brushing him, or off rhythm. Just enough to make him ejaculate anyway, but without reaching pleasure.”

Now she’d taken hold of the cage again, gripping it with both hands. She was holding it as if she were jerking him off through it.

The tiny range of motion the plastic allowed her manicured hands was small, but what Marco felt was out of this world: pure ecstasy, pure horror.

He was about to cum like that, with this crushing sensation wrapped tight around his lower belly. He felt like he was going to explode. Caterina kept staring, transfixed, mouth slightly open, eyes bright.

Rebecca continued her explanation as if she were at an anatomy lecture, calm, almost disinterested.

“The result is physiologically identical to a normal orgasm: ejaculation happens. But the limbic system doesn’t release the same amount of dopamine, the endorphin release is different. There are spasms, and a lot, a lot of frustration.”

Every word came with a stroke, a pumping motion of her hands.

“Miss Rebecca…!” Marco moaned.

She let go and smiled with cold malice. “Oh, I know, I know… one more stroke and you would’ve cum, right?”

Caterina was speechless. Marco was panting.

“We definitely don’t want to make a mess when we’re about to have dinner, do we?”

The demonstration of control was over. The mood around the table had shifted dramatically. This woman knew how to make him suffer. She knew exactly how Marco and his body worked. This was power. Pure power in action.

Dinner went on almost as if nothing had happened.

Rebecca had told Marco to get dressed again and serve the food. Before Caterina arrived, she’d sent him to pick up an order from her favorite restaurant.

Marco had come back with starters, risotto, tartare, and an excellent Barbaresco personally chosen by the doctor: rich, deep, boozy. Marco and Caterina had never tasted anything like it.

They chatted about this and that, but it was Rebecca who steered the conversation with her usual bluntness, asking about everything and pouring wine with generous insistence for both Marco and Caterina – especially Caterina.

By the end of the meal, the girl was visibly drunk: full, hazy, but looser, with a languid look in her green eyes, which seemed even bigger under the soft light of the Murano glass chandelier.

Her cheeks were flushed, her smile easier, relaxed. Marco watched her, unable to tear his eyes away. She seemed fucking gorgeous.

After dessert – a gianduia mousse – the conversation suddenly veered into trickier territory.

It was Rebecca who shifted it, with a question that almost made Marco choke on his last sip of wine.

“When you two were together, how did you make him cum, Caterina?”

The young woman froze. Her eyes went wide, caught between surprise and sudden shyness. She swallowed, looked down, then raised her eyes back to Rebecca, as if to confirm she’d really heard that.

Then, gathering courage and remembering she didn’t want to feel smaller or ashamed in front of this woman, she answered:

“It depends… Sometimes with my hands… Sometimes when we were… having sex, he’d cum inside me.”

Marco’s face burned. In a flash he saw Caterina beneath him, sprawled, sweaty, undone, her mouth half open in a grimace of pleasure, and he remembered that scorching, violent, hot, satisfying sensation: cumming in Caterina’s pussy, feeling her tight body grip him like a glove, squeezing him right there, around his cock, rock hard and throbbing.

He wanted to go back there, wanted that again. He closed his eyes, swept away by the memory.

Rebecca watched him and went on:

“Did you ever make him cum with your mouth?”

By then Caterina was on a roll. She felt no shame telling the truth.

“It happened, yeah…”

“You didn’t like it much, did you?”

Silence. Marco remembered. Maybe she hadn’t liked it much. But she’d done it, for him. A sudden wave of tenderness for Caterina surged in him. He was about to speak up, but Rebecca asked again:

“And did you swallow?”

“I tried… once.” It hadn’t gone well; she really hadn’t liked it. The texture had bothered her.

Rebecca smiled. She seemed satisfied – not so much with the content of the answer as with the visible shame both Caterina and Marco were drowning in.

She laughed. “How sweet… And what a waste.”

Caterina flared up in anger, balancing out that flash of embarrassment:

“What do you mean ‘waste,’ in what sense?” she snapped, with a bite Marco hadn’t thought her capable of.

Rebecca didn’t flinch.

She drummed her fingers on the rim of her glass. The wine in it was untouched while she studied Caterina like a statue still to be carved.

“You haven’t understood what it means to have power… over him…”

Caterina seemed wrong-footed by that answer.

“Power, Caterina, power!” the woman said with emphasis. Her feline profile lit up; she was stunning in that moment, sophisticated, adult, assured. Now Caterina understood perfectly why Marco had gotten so entangled – submissive, submissive was the right word, she thought – with this woman. She listened.

“You, Caterina, need to understand that he” – Rebecca pointed at Marco like he was an object, a PowerPoint slide, something inanimate – “he isn’t meant to be pleased, he’s meant to please. Everything you two did shouldn’t have been for him, but for you.”

Caterina thought back over her history with Marco. It was true. A lot, if not all, of what they did in bed had been her attempt to please him, to be “good,” and naturally, after a while, her own interest dwindled. It all felt a bit forced, and their erotic drive had turned into repetitive actions, and she and Marco drifted apart.

As if reading her mind, Rebecca pressed on, speaking directly to her, only to her.

“The key, Caterina, is to do only what you want. Especially sexually.” She took a sip, creating a little pocket of loaded silence, then continued:

“Tease him, make him want you, you choose what and when, keep him from cumming and you’ll get everything you want: obedience, attention, love, devotion – whatever you want from a man or from a relationship. In a word, power…”

Caterina was spellbound, as if Rebecca’s words were painting a new world in her head. She thought about what she’d believed until now about relationships. Thought about the stereotyped idea of “woman” in a couple, about how she’d always believed giving pleasure was a duty.

She’d been taught that equality was the necessary goal; that ideally, in a couple, pleasure should be mutual. And that therefore she, as a woman, was supposed to do her part. Agree? Bend? Perform for the other.

Rebecca wasn’t talking about equality. She wasn’t promising liberation from a submissive role through balance. She was beyond that.

She was opening up a new possibility: a female-led, asymmetric relationship where the greater sexual drive and energy of one partner – the man – was dampened, channeled, controlled, caged… ramped up to the extreme for one purpose only: her own pleasure as a woman.

Throughout her explanation, Caterina realized she’d been holding her breath. Then she asked:

“But isn’t it cruel to do that?”

Rebecca smiled – genuinely amused, almost understanding.

“You still want to be a ‘good girl,’ huh?”

The word hit her like a stab, but it was dead on. She recovered and waited for the answer, which didn’t take long.

“It’s not cruelty, Caterina, because in the end almost all men want this… they want to be used as a tool. A man wants to be useful, to feel strong, to sacrifice himself for some noble cause… to have a purpose and a task. The task will be making you feel good, the noble sacrifice, giving up his orgasm… That way his pleasure becomes your pleasure, and your pleasure is his reward.”

To prove her point, Rebecca turned toward Marco, who had stayed silent through the entire exchange, transfixed by the depth of what the two women were saying.

His eyes flicked between them, and what he saw filled him with a mix of fascination and terror. He was completely at their mercy. Beyond even the brutal erection that was literally exhausting him.

A curt order from Rebecca yanked him back into the here and now of the demonstration.

“Marco, get on your knees,” Miss Rebecca commanded, tone flat, naturally authoritative.

His first instinct was to rebel. To deny her power, to prove that no, he wasn’t what she said, that this was just a fun little game to him and not a need.

In his mind he imagined laughing it off, telling Rebecca to fuck off and walking out. Or using his strength – enormously greater than that of the two women. Six foot three of muscle, years of swimming and working out, an athlete’s body.

Marco felt every muscle in his body tense, his pecs swell, his arms go rigid. He could have moved and, with one hand, forced that woman to the ground, pinned her, climbed on top of her, made her cry.

He didn’t do a thing. Under her gaze he felt the cage heavier than ever. What he really wanted, he realized in a hurricane of thoughts, what he really wanted was for both women to touch him.

Rebecca’s hands and Caterina’s hands on his body; he wanted to be putty in their fingers, wanted them to squeeze him and be the ones to hurt him… God, to be squeezed by their hands until it hurt, until he burst. His cock crushed in a vise and cumming… cumming like an explosion.

Before he could form another thought, he knelt. He fixed his eyes on Caterina as he did it. He dropped to his knees without a word.

The kitchen plunged into silence. Caterina was breathing hard. But it wasn’t fear. It was arousal.

After several long moments, Rebecca’s voice rang out like a promise.

“You really are interested, aren’t you?” she finally asked Caterina, low, almost a whisper.

“I don’t just mean in him. I mean… in all of this.”

Caterina swallowed, saying nothing.

Rebecca tilted her head. “You took the first step. You asked to meet me. Not everyone would. And I respect that. But now I’m asking you: do you really want to find out who you are next to him? Or do you just want to go back to who you were?”

Silence. Then Caterina answered, much more softly:

“I want to find out.”

Rebecca smiled. A smile sharper than any knife.

“Good. Then let’s do a test. A simple trial, if you like. I’ll guide you. And we’ll see how you react.”

Marco looked up, suddenly alarmed. His heart pounded in his chest. His cock, trapped in the cage, felt like it would explode, so hot and squeezed.

“Marco, get completely naked and kneel in front of Caterina,” Rebecca ordered, without raising her voice.

Marco hesitated. He looked at Caterina, who went a shade paler but didn’t say anything. Then he got up, shaking, and knelt in front of her, between her legs.

Rebecca rose, moved behind Caterina and laid her hands on the girl’s arms.

“Now, say something to him. Look at him, he’s yours.”

Caterina looked Marco in the eyes. The alcohol gave her a slight spin; she felt like she was floating and the whole situation seemed insanely fun. And she was turned on. Marco was motionless. He looked like a statue. He looked fragile and strong at the same time. Her heart hammered in her chest. A mix of desire, embarrassment, power.

“You… you’re mine,” she murmured. She didn’t even feel embarrassed anymore, just hungry to touch him, to own him.

Rebecca nodded, squeezing her arms from behind. “Good. Keep going. Touch him. But not to give him pleasure. To show him who’s in charge.”

Caterina reached out a tentative hand and slid it through Marco’s hair. Then she lowered it slowly, touching his chin, his cheeks, brushing his lips with a trembling thumb.

“Do you remember when we made love,” she whispered. “When you were on top of me?”

Marco closed his eyes, pierced by memory and by the moment.

Rebecca didn’t interrupt. She just whispered in Caterina’s ear:

“Pull the cage toward you. Show him you can.”

Caterina hesitated. Then, with a small breath, she took the cage in hand and lifted it a little, exposing the base of Marco’s cock, slightly reddened. He gasped.

“Look at him. You’re torturing him with just your fingers,” Rebecca murmured.

“You miss me a little, don’t you?” Caterina whispered. “You miss my hands, my voice. But now you’re not mine anymore…”

Marco let his head drop forward, bent, humiliated, and more aroused than he’d ever been in his life. He didn’t dare look at either woman.

Rebecca took Caterina’s wrist and guided her movements. Together, in a cruel sync, they started jerking Marco off over the cage. They even hurt him a bit, pulling. The erection was devastating.

“You tell us when you’re about to cum, Marco,” Rebecca commanded.

Caterina’s eyes flew open. “He could really cum like this…?” she asked, stunned.

Rebecca laughed. “Of course. His last ruined orgasm was like this…”

Marco groaned something that sounded like “I’m gonna cum,” and the two women stopped. Now all three of them were panting.

“That’s enough. We’ll leave him like this,” Rebecca decreed, returning to her seat with icy calm. She sat down, crossed her legs and finished her drink as if nothing had happened.

In front of her, Marco was still on his knees, eyes down, face flushed. His cock, still rock-hard inside the cage, throbbed.

Caterina had leaned back against her chair, breathing a little hard, eyes shiny. Her hands trembled almost imperceptibly on her thighs. She’d followed every instruction as if in a trance, but now she felt the full weight of what had just happened.

Rebecca set her glass down and spoke lightly:

“You have talent, you know that?”

Caterina turned toward her, surprised.

“You have a voice that gets under his skin. And a way of touching him that… works. But you’re still missing something.”

Silence.

“I’m offering you a deal. One week. You come to my house every day. I show you how you train a male. You learn. He obeys. And then we’ll decide whether to share him. Or whether you really want him back.”

Caterina didn’t answer. She swallowed. Looked at Marco. Then Rebecca. Then Marco again.

Rebecca stood up. “That’s all for tonight. Marco, help her with her coat.”

Marco got up with difficulty. He was trembling. When he stepped close to Caterina, he breathed in her scent and her discomfort in the same breath. He slid her coat onto her shoulders with reverent hands. She said nothing. She looked at him as if she no longer knew who he was.

As Marco opened the door and Caterina stepped out, Rebecca added, with a barely-there smirk:

“Tomorrow at six. Don’t be late. Training starts then.”


Chapter 11 – Lessons in Teasing and Denial

Caterina had been standing in front of the door for almost a minute before she found the courage to ring.

Her eyes were down, her hands clenched around the handle of her bag, her breath short. She could hear her heartbeat pounding in her chest like a drum while all around her the neighborhood seemed to have gone quiet.

She’d dressed carefully again that day, but without overdoing it: black trousers, heeled ankle boots, a cream shirt slightly open at the neck. The red lipstick was her only excess. She’d put it on to feel stronger. It wasn’t working.

The door opened softly.

Doctor Dalmiann stood there, calm and impeccably neutral. “Punctual,” she said. “Good. Come in.”

Caterina stepped across the threshold – and only then did she notice Rebecca standing to the side, half-hidden by the angle of the doorway, hands loosely clasped behind her back.

Doctor Dalmiann closed the door. “Today,” she said, “you’ll see a part of the house you haven’t yet earned… but you’re ready to be shown.”

The words made Caterina’s stomach tighten. She glanced toward the staircase leading upstairs – but Doctor Dalmiann wasn’t guiding her there. Instead she turned toward a narrow wooden door set just beside the entrance, one Caterina had barely noticed before. Its frame was plain, almost crude; unlike anything else in the house, it looked neglected, utilitarian, even a little ugly.

She opened it, revealing a dim and sharply cold stairwell.

Caterina blinked. This wasn’t what she’d expected. Nothing about the staircase matched the polished environment upstairs: the walls were unpainted, the stone steps uneven, the light weak. For a moment she wondered whether it truly belonged to the same house at all.

Rebecca gestured. “After you.”

Caterina hesitated at the top step. The air drifting upward smelled old, quiet, untouched by the warmth of the home above. She wrapped her fingers tighter around the strap of her bag.

Rebecca’s voice came behind her – gentle, but unmistakably firm. “Go on”.

Caterina descended.

Slowly.

The sounds of the house faded behind her, replaced by the echo of her own footsteps. The further she went, the more the stairwell seemed to narrow around her. Light dimmed, temperature dropped, and a strange stillness settled over her skin.

She reached the bottom.

A heavier door waited there – padded in black, quilted in a geometric pattern, dark wood, iron hinges, worn smooth by hands she didn’t want to think about.

Doctor Dalmiann stepped past her, unlocking it with a motion that felt almost ceremonial.

She looked at her before she opened it. Not speaking. Only observing.

The door swung inward.

Caterina drew in a sharp breath.

She had imagined many things, but nothing prepared her for what lay inside.

The room was large and quiet, almost like a crypt. Rough stone underfoot, red brick overhead, dark walls adorned with carved wood. But it was the objects that dominated.

Whips, ropes, cuffs, clamps. Everything neatly arranged, everything chosen with care. In the middle, a bed with a stocks frame. Opposite it, a cross. A throne-like chair with rings on the armrests. And everywhere, hooks. Waiting… ready.

Caterina stopped on the threshold. She wasn’t afraid. But her body was tense, almost on tiptoe. The discomfort wasn’t about threat; it was about distance. This was another woman’s territory.

“Come in.”

Rebecca’s voice was low. Almost… gentle. But with no uncertainty.

Caterina stepped forward. The second step was slower.

“It’s all real. This isn’t some stage set to seduce you. It’s not a photo shoot…”

Rebecca closed the door behind her.

Caterina didn’t answer. Her eyes moved slowly from object to object, as if she were afraid she might profane something just by looking at it.

“And me?” she whispered. “What am I doing here?”

Rebecca walked past her with the ease of someone who has nothing to prove.

“That depends on you. I can show you how it’s done. But I won’t explain anything if you don’t make one thing clear to me first.”

Caterina lifted her gaze. Rebecca stopped a few centimeters in front of her.

“Do you want Marco… or do you want to dominate Marco?”

The silence that followed wasn’t shyness. It was truth.

Caterina opened her mouth, then closed it again. Almost without realizing it, she said:

“I don’t know. Maybe both. But I don’t want to lose him. And if I have to understand you to keep him… then I’m here.”

Rebecca stared at her for a long moment. Then, with the faintest smile, she took a step back.

“Then you’ve already taken the first right step.”

She circled her like a cat, studying her carefully, then went on in a velvet voice:

“When I bring Marco down in a bit, you need to remember that it’s orgasm that controls a man. The waiting. The illusion that something is about to happen… the thought that you’re taking care of him…”

She stood up and walked over to a small chest built into the wall. She pulled out a bottle of lube and a latex glove. She set them on a small table, like a ritual offering.

“When you use this… you’ll make him shake. If you decide to let him cum, make him finish in the cage. Without taking it off. Be sure to ruin it, no mercy”.

Caterina lowered her eyes. Her breathing had gone shallow. Part of her was ashamed. The other part… wanted to know what it felt like. To try.

But Doctor Dalmiann had already sensed her hesitation.

“Caterina… you don’t have to become me. You have to become whoever you want to be. The woman who can ask for – and get – what she wants from Marco. In your own way.”

Caterina closed her eyes. Then opened them again. There was a different light in them now.

“Bring him down,” she said simply.

Marco had come down at Rebecca’s first call.

He was already kneeling in the middle of the dungeon, as ordered. Naked, the cage locked tight, eyes fixed on the floor. His hands rested on his thighs. He didn’t move.

Caterina saw him the moment she walked in. She stopped for a second on the threshold. Rebecca said nothing. She simply laid a hand on her back and gave a gentle push forward.

The floor was cool underfoot. The silence was dense. Marco still hadn’t raised his head. Caterina took two steps, then stopped in front of him.

“Marco,” she said quietly.

He lifted his eyes slowly; he looked like a man in front of a laden table after twenty days of fasting. His lips moved, soundlessly.

Rebecca came closer. She had the latex glove and the lube in her hands. She passed them to Caterina.

“This time I won’t do anything. You’ll be the one touching him… the way I tell you. Remember: no mercy, no full pleasure…”

“Yes,” Caterina said. Her tone was different now. Drier. More sure.

She pulled on the glove. Heard the soft snap of latex clinging to her skin. Then she took the bottle and squeezed a small amount onto her fingers. The cold gel made her shiver. She stepped closer to Marco.

Rebecca spoke in a low voice, but every word was a blade.

“Take him from under the cage. Give him a constant pressure… like that…”

Caterina obeyed. She knelt in front of Marco and slid her slick fingers beneath the ring at the base of the cage. Marco was shaking, his thighs clenched.

“Now run your fingers over his perineum, under the ring… Slowly. But firmly… Good girl…”

A short moan escaped his lips.

“Good,” Rebecca went on. “Now look into his eyes. That’s the look of a man completely at someone’s mercy… Now lift the base of the cage with your palm. Feel how swollen he is?”

Caterina did as she was told. The black plastic of the cage was hot. Marco’s skin was burning. His cock felt like it was about to explode. Red, almost purple in places. He filled the cage in a grotesque, exaggerated way.

He was anything but comfortable. And that… seemed to turn Caterina on even more.

Rebecca cut in. “Now add a special touch… One finger… behind…”

Caterina moved with surgical slowness. She slid a lubed fingertip down the cleft of his ass, then pressed just a little further, into that forbidden spot where skin gives way and breath catches.

Her other finger, thin and insistent, ground against the base of the cage, under the ring, where every nerve ending in Marco’s body seemed to be on fire, begging, waiting.

Marco groaned, a strangled, almost animal sound. His body shook, caught between pleasure and imprisonment, between need and impossibility.

Caterina stared at him, her eyes burning with a new kind of power.

She said nothing, still too overwhelmed, but her gaze seemed to say: “I’m not giving you pleasure, Marco. I’m dominating you. I decide… and I decide when you get pleasure.”

She kept exploring. She pressed, squeezed, pushed in. The hand in front had shifted, bracing itself against his caged cock. She rubbed over it furiously.

And at the back, all the while, her lubed finger slid in and out, in and out, stretching his hole without mercy.

In that moment, with her hands in perfect sync – one behind, now well inside him, the other wrapped around the cage over his cock – Marco’s body arched silently, then convulsed hard.

The cage vibrated, throbbed, swelled as if it were going to burst from the inside.

A sharp sound, a broken moan. Marco came. Inside the cage.

The moment the first spurt of cum hit, Caterina tore both hands away from his body. A violent, pounding orgasm, but completely ruined. A broken wave that never found release.

His body collapsed forward, his face slick with sweat, his thighs trembling.

Rebecca stepped in, arms folded, smiling like a teacher who’s just watched her student pass the exam.

“Ruined. Exactly as we wanted… You learned well, Caterina.”

Caterina looked at Marco in silence. Then she bent down to him and whispered in his ear:

“I like this a lot… From now on, everything’s going to be different…”

Marco didn’t answer. He couldn’t. He was still shaking. But in that surrender there was something new: a devotion that didn’t need words.

Rebecca nodded, almost to herself.

“Yes, Caterina… You’re almost ready.”


Chapter 12 – A “Renewed” Intimacy

I don’t even know what day it is anymore. I just know that at six p.m. sharp I have to be here. At Villa Dalmiann.

Even when Rebecca isn’t home. Actually – especially then.

I arrive. I undress. Shoes first. Then belt, phone, watch. The black collar is waiting for me on the little table by the entrance. I put it on with trembling fingers.

I kneel.

Waiting is part of serving. Rebecca taught me that. Now Caterina enforces it.

The house is steeped in a heavy silence, the kind that wedges itself between your ribs. The silence of command.

And tonight… she’s alone.

Caterina is on the sofa, legs crossed, reading a book that looks way too heavy for her delicate fingers. Her red hair is up in a messy bun, a few curls falling down onto her pale neck.

Her blouse is half open, hinting at bare skin under the fabric. She doesn’t look at me, but I feel her watching. She misses nothing.

“Rebecca’s at the gym,” she says, without lifting her eyes.

I nod. Swallow. My mouth has already gone dry.

There’s a pause. Then she closes the book slowly and looks at me. No smile.

“You’re already hard, aren’t you?” she asks.

I nod again. I can’t speak.

“And I haven’t even said anything yet.”

She gets up. Walks toward me with slow, deliberate steps. The creak of the parquet under her feet is deafening. She looks at me the way a predator eyes its prey.

“You know what I was reading while I was waiting for you?” she asks, calm. “A section on sadism and control. On erotic torment so intense it drives men insane.”

Her fingers brush the collar around my neck. Then she grabs my chin and forces me to look at her.

“I want to try something.”

She turns and heads to the small door to the right of the front entrance.

She doesn’t look back to see if I’m following.

We go down the stairs. The air is colder, heavier. The smell of leather, steel, sweat starts to creep in. She switches on the lights. Everything is bathed in a soft red as we step together once again into Doctor Dalmiann’s dungeon.

Caterina goes straight to the Saint Andrew’s cross. She runs her hand over the leather.

“Come on,” she urges.

I obey. Without hesitation. My heart is pounding like a drum. My dick, already half hard, stiffens even more at the feel of the cold straps.

She buckles my wrists above my head. My ankles too. Then she steps back to admire the result.

And then – without a word – she kneels down. Takes the key.

And frees me.

The cage comes off with a click, and my cock bursts out – swollen, dark, furious.

“You’re so easy to read…” she whispers. “Your legs shake just from looking at me.”

She walks over to the equipment bench. Picks up a paddle. Leather. Wide. She slaps it against her palm. The sound makes me flinch.

“Let’s play a game.”

The first blow lands on my thigh. Then another. On my ass. My hips. My lower back.
Every smack is hard. Precise. She counts softly.

“One.”

“Two.”

“Three.”

By ten, I’m already groaning. My skin burns, bruises are already rising. And my cock… my cock is rock hard, ready to explode.

She notices. Of course she does.

“Oh, you like it,” she murmurs, running a finger along my shaft. Her touch is soft enough to make me twitch and hard enough to make me ache. “You like it when I hurt you.”

I pant. Try to nod. To speak. She laughs and hits me again.

“You want to cum, don’t you?”

“Yes,” I gasp. “Please, Caterina, Miss… please…”

She smiles. She always does when I call her Miss.

“Here’s what I want to do… Every hit, I’ll let you have one touch… If you’re lucky, maybe you’ll manage to cum…”

She starts slow. Pitiless.

One hard smack. One light touch, a long, maddening stroke. Her hand around the tip of my cock, just barely squeezing. The sensation is almost unbearable.

“Ah-ah… you’re enjoying this too much, I guess…”

I watch her studying me like she’s learning a new instrument, as aroused as I ever was with my ex.

“I think it’s best if the hard part comes first… then I’ll touch you. What do you say?”

I nod without speaking, my cock pulsating.

“All right then… let’s start.”

A smack. Hard one, over my left thigh.

I scream without sound. My body twists.

Mmm… Caterina seems unsure for a fleeting moment. Maybe she realized how hard she’d hit me.

“You sure you wanna try and win an orgasm this way?” she asks, raising slightly an eyebrow.

“More,” I beg through gritted teeth. “Please, please – more – ”

“All right then… let’s count them.” she says. And I count.

“Two… three… four… Fuck, that hurts!”

The blows keep coming. A perverse rhythm. My skin’s on fire. My cock throbs, leaks. My vision blurs.

At twenty blows I’m red. Shaking. I could cry. And her… she’s stunning. Face flushed, breath uneven. Her nipples are hard under her shirt, and there’s a tremor in her voice she can’t hide. She’s getting off on this. On me.

“Twenty hits, twenty touches. That’s what you’ve earned,” she says. “If you can cum with those… good. Otherwise… tough luck.”

Caterina starts counting. And touching me.

“One.”

Her hand slides up.

“Two.”

She squeezes harder.

“Three.”

Slower now. The seconds between strokes stretch out. She strokes underneath. Stops.

I’m close to orgasm. Too close. I strain toward her hand. She slaps my inner thigh. Hard.

“Don’t cheat…”

“Ten.”

I writhe. My breathing is broken. My dick is purple, veins bulging. She keeps going. The numbers go by.

“Fifteen,” she whispers.

She stops. Waits ten seconds. Then, slowly: “Sixteen.”

And she strokes the whole length of my shaft, from the tip to the base.

My body is in agony. I want to cum. I have to cum.

But I won’t make it.

“Seventeen…”

Twenty seconds crawl past. She keeps her hand over my cock, not relenting her grasp this time.

“Eighteen.”

She opens her hand. Doesn’t touch me anymore. Fuck it. Caterina lets more time pass, seconds that feel endless.

“Nineteen…”

She wraps her fingers around me again, so slowly it feels like she’s dragging time itself across my skin, squeezing inch by inch.

“Twenty.”

I feel I could cum in maybe another three or four strokes if she kept at it steadily. Something is dripping from my cock. But she stops. She opens her palm.

Nothing. I can’t cum now, not like this. I just can’t… I’m screaming inside. My whole body tenses. My cock jerks uselessly in the air, throbbing.

And Caterina laughs. It’s a gorgeous sound. Cruel but sincere, even naïve. She is still amazed by what I let her do. She can’t believe the power she has.

“Poor thing,” she whispers, breathing hot against my ear, “Did you really think you’d win?”

I whine. Beg her. I keep asking her to resume my whipping. To smack me again and again. I’d let her hurt me to 30 or 40 or 50 strokes. But she doesn’t listen.

“No, no… I don’t want to really scar you… or actually let you cum!”

She laughs again.

“Now it’s my turn,” she says.

I see her arousal. I know what she wants. She frees me.

She undresses slowly. Then goes to the bed. Lies down. Legs spread.

“Crawl.”

I do.

“Lick.”

I obey.

I crawl on all fours like a beaten animal – like a servant approaching an altar. The pain of the punishment still alive between my thighs. I’m focused on her – Caterina, sprawled like a goddess, legs open; she’s staring at me with a hungry look.

“Lick me,” she murmurs again, her tone almost a growl.

I obey. My tongue finds the heat of her pussy right away. She’s already wet, already close. The taste is intense, musky, almost electric. I bury my face between her thighs, breathing through my nose, using my tongue to stroke her slowly, then faster, then in quick obsessive circles that make her pant.

“Go on,” she orders. “You know where now…”

I lick her more precisely. Soft at first. Then harder, searching for her clit and finding it.

“Good boy…” Caterina says. “Now keep going… Don’t stop…”

Her voice is different, tight. Like she’s holding back a scream.

I keep licking, my lips and tongue starting to ache. The only sounds in the room are obscene, slick noises, breaths, moans. My neck hurts. My knees burn against the carpet. My cock – still painfully hard – throbs between my legs. But it doesn’t matter. I don’t stop.

Caterina’s fingers twist in my hair. Hard.

Now she’s the one moving me, riding my face. She grinds on me fast, like something feral. Her thighs clamp around my head, suffocating me. I can only breathe in snatches. My jaw trembles.

And then, just when I’m sure I can’t hold out another second, with a choked cry, Caterina comes.

Her body jerks. She writhes against my mouth, one hand clawing at the sheets, the other shoving my face deeper into her pussy. I feel the heat of her orgasm, taste its intensity, its smell, her sweat.

She collapses onto the bed, panting like an animal after a long run.

For a few seconds, the only sound in the room is her breathing. Then she shoves me away, brutally.

“Enough.”

I sit back on my heels, shaking. My face wet. I don’t dare speak.

Caterina gets up slowly. And her eyes… they shine. They’re not lost anymore – now they’re clear. Dangerous.

“You made me cum,” she says quietly. “But don’t think you’ve earned anything… I’m not done yet…”

She walks over to the chest at the foot of the bed. Opens it. And pulls out a harness – straps and belts and plastic.

My heart skips a beat, then another.

Caterina turns, holding the strap-on in her hand like a weapon. Black. Silicone. Big. Almost identical to my cock.

“I’ve been wanting to try it for a while…” she says, looking me straight in the eye.

I’m speechless, completely wrecked. I expect her to buckle it around her waist. I just stare at it.

“No, no,” she says, still watching my face. “You really haven’t understood… You’re the one who’s wearing this…”

I squint, confused. I don’t get it. I don’t understand what she’s going to do until she comes closer, moves behind me and – actually – threads the straps of the harness around my waist.

She fastens it tight. Very tight, right above my cock.

Then, without a word, she shoves me down and makes me lie on my back. What I see is grotesque, unreal: two cocks in front of me, swollen and erect. One is mine, flesh; the other, higher up, almost on my abs, is black silicone.

Caterina laughs. Says something about how it’s almost a shame not to use me directly. I don’t catch it. She keeps laughing when she climbs on and slides the smooth black strap-on into her pussy in one fluid motion.

It’s unbearable. I can feel her exactly like we’re fucking, like she’s riding me – because Christ, she is on top of me. And when she starts to move I realize what it means not to be the one penetrating her.

My real dick is wedged against her ass, painfully crushed under the harness, pressed down by her weight.

Caterina moves in and out, up and down, riding and impaling herself with rising frenzy. I feel the pressure: her skin rubbing over me, her weight, the obscene wet sounds of our bodies slapping together but… no sensation of pleasure.

My cock is outside her, too under-stimulated to do anything more than leak precum.

I’m desperate – part of me wants to rebel. Caterina keeps fucking herself, bouncing on me, using the strap-on. She thrusts hard. Her head falls back. Her mouth is open in filthy ecstasy.

“God – fuck – yes…” she moans, almost delirious.

Every thrust makes the base of the rubber cock slam harder into my stomach. I feel a huge pressure building inside me. My real cock is iron-hard and I’d give anything for Caterina to use it instead of just rubbing it against her ass and lower back. But no, it’s not going to happen. I know that.

I reach up to touch one of her breasts. She slaps my hand away. Hard.

“No,” she growls. “I’m not yours.”

She hits me again. Harder. My cheek burns. I see her suddenly lock into a spasm of pleasure: one thrust, then another, and then – with a powerful scream – she comes again.

She shudders on top of me, thighs clamped tight, her body arched in orgasm. Her hair is wild, her skin flushed and slick with sweat. She trembles like something has overtaken her.

And I… stay there. Leaking. Hers.

Caterina collapses onto my chest, breathless, then rolls off me.

“Look at you,” she whispers, stroking my throbbing, erect cock. “You didn’t cum… poor thing…”

She laughs, delighted, genuinely pleased. “I did. Twice.”

She kisses my cheek – almost tender. A part of me still stupidly hopes she’ll take pity on me and let me cum, maybe even masturbate me.

I’m about to beg – to ask if please, please she could stop being so cruel and let me finish.

But she gets up. She looks me over – naked, trembling, painfully hard. Her breathing is steady now, her posture effortlessly calm. Suddenly she seems so composed, so controlled – so far from the frail little geek girl I knew in university.

She keeps staring at me as she steps back and gathers her clothes. I don’t have the strength to move.

She picks up the chastity cage and tosses it to me.

“Now you’re mine, Marco. I don’t need Rebecca to control you anymore…”

Her sentence trails off, hanging in the air. I don’t know what to say. I’m too close to touching myself. I’m too embarrassed to do it in front of her, but God, I could. My whole body is begging for it.

“Put that cage back on as soon as you’re softer,” she says.

I lie there, helpless, my cock still twitching on my stomach, aching, dripping. The urge to stroke myself is a raw, physical scream under my skin.

“I’ll wait here.”

And just like that, she pulls out her phone and goes on Instagram – answering texts, scrolling, smiling faintly as if nothing at all has happened.

She ignores me completely, and the humiliation burns almost as hot as the arousal. Being dismissed by her turns me on more than any blow she gave me.

I’m shocked. Awestruck. Studying this new version of her, this woman who discovered a part of herself right in front of me. I want to say a thousand things, but I just… shut down.

And after a while – a long, agonizing while – I finally soften enough to lock myself back into the cage. My hands are shaking as I snap it shut.

Eventually, she leads me upstairs.


Chapter 13 – A Test, Or Something Like It

Caterina was still breathing hard, sprawled across his chest. Her hair, damp with sweat, clung to her flushed skin.

Marco didn’t dare move. His cock throbbed uselessly under the harness, hard and aching, slick with precum. His whole body hummed – from the slaps, from the friction, from her orgasm soaking his abdomen.

Then, without a word, she moved.

She pushed herself up on one elbow and looked down at him with a lazy, wicked smile. Her fingers drifted idly to the base of his cock. She didn’t stroke. Didn’t squeeze. Just drew slow, torturous circles with the tip of one finger – around the crown, down the shaft, and back up, circling the frenulum.

Marco moaned.

“That was fun,” she whispered, eyes glinting. “For me.”

Another circle. Even slower.

“For you, though?” She tilted her head.

Marco tried to respond, but his voice snagged in his throat, caught somewhere between desperation and devotion.

She leaned down, her warm breath brushing his cheek.

“Don’t worry. I haven’t forgotten about this.”
Caterina’s finger tapped the cage sitting on the bedside table – black, cold, waiting.

He flinched.

“Oh yes,” she murmured with a pleased little hum, “you’re going back in.”

She gave his cock a light flick. He jolted.

“But you’re still too hard, love. We’ll wait.”

And they waited. In silence.

Every now and then Caterina hummed a tune. Or kissed his chest. Or simply stared at him for long stretches, silently, with an unreadable expression that made his stomach drop. She looked genuinely happy – maybe more than he had ever seen her.

Then, when Marco’s erection finally faded just enough, Caterina slipped the cage on him in one swift, practiced motion.

“I’ve learned a lot these past weeks,” she said, absentmindedly caressing him over the cage.

Marco swallowed. He was already fully hard again, the cage biting painfully.

“You know,” Caterina murmured, her finger stopping right over the central hole, “I used to think you were the strong one.”

“You always had your plans, your ambitions… your cravings…”

She shook her head slowly and continued.

“And now look at you… my little toy…” She laughed.

Marco shivered. “Caterina…”

She silenced him with a kiss on the cheek.

“Shh. Let me finish.”

Her finger kept tracing circles and touches around the cage. Another circle. Another delicate spiral. Another tease that made him writhe.

“I don’t know how much longer I’ll tolerate sharing you,” she added, almost to herself. “I know she came first. I know she’s the one who trained you. But you were mine long before that…”

Marco’s heart skipped a beat. Panic and desire surged through him. She had been his girlfriend. She had loved him – hadn’t she? He was the one who left. And she came back. But she had changed. She wasn’t just Caterina anymore. And God, he wanted her so badly.

“I mean,” she went on, “you’re lucky I agreed to borrow you.”
Her voice darkened slightly.

“But maybe I don’t want to borrow anymore. Maybe I want to own. Alone.”

Marco opened his mouth – he didn’t even know what he meant to say – but she laughed and shook her head.

“Don’t answer now. In this state you’d say anything.”

She gave him one last stroke. Long. Slow. The shiver that tore through him was violent. He gasped.

“See?” she whispered.

Then she stood, finally pulling away, giving him room to breathe.

“Rebecca said she prepared something special for us,” Caterina said casually. “Something new. A test.”

“A test?” Marco echoed, voice hoarse.

“Oh yes.”

She adjusted her dress with a small, satisfied smile.

“She didn’t say what. Only that it will test us.”

Caterina’s eyes narrowed to slits.

“I like the sound of that.”

Marco dreaded this ominous “test”. He watched Caterina finish dressing. He got out of bed as well, picking up the scattered clothes around the dungeon.

Caterina was already ready and heading for the door. She started up the stairs without waiting for him.

At the doorway she turned and said,

“Marco… you know I don’t want to hurt you, right?”

Then her smile curled, dangerous.

“But I will…”

Marco closed his eyes, heart hammering in his ears. And all he could think was:

I still love her. And now I love her more than before.


Chapter 14 – Breaking Point

Rebecca’s house was always the same. And yet, that evening, everything felt farther away. Marco stepped over the threshold and, as always, braced himself.

There was a knot in his throat. A tension under his skin that had no name. Something was coming, and it was close.

Dr. Dalmiann greeted him in the living room without looking at him, as if he were now some animated ornament – familiar, expected. Caterina was there too, sitting in an armchair. Her hair loose, a simple black dress.

Without preamble, he was sent to the bathroom to shower and get ready.

When he returned, the two women were still in the living room.

“Kneel,” Dr. Dalmiann said. “We have guests.”

Marco knelt. The floor was cold. His muscles tightened. His breath shortened. He searched for Caterina’s eyes, but she didn’t look at him. She studied a crack in the wood, smoothed her skirt.

“Do you know what’s about to happen?” Rebecca asked.

“No, Miss.”

“We’re going to add another piece to your Caterina’s education… right in front of you…”

Marco swallowed. Didn’t answer. His heart was pounding.

Rebecca stood. Approached. Ran a hand through his hair like one would pet an animal to keep it calm.

“Tonight we’ll show you something… special, and I think Caterina will enjoy watching you… watch…”

Dr. Dalmiann laughed softly. Caterina smiled. She looked shy again for a moment – like the insecure university girl in oversized hoodies.

But the impression lasted a second and vanished. Marco saw her as she was now: sexy, provocative, with something diamond-hard in her eyes – determination he’d never known in her.

The doorbell rang. Dr. Dalmiann went to open it.

Marco didn’t see who entered at first – just the confident steps.

Then the voice.

“Sorry for the delay.”

Andrea.

Him again. The man he had already “shared” with Dr. Dalmiann.

Athletic body, shirt half-open over his chest. Smiling. That effortless confidence – freedom and certainty woven into his posture. The same man Marco had met weeks earlier. And hated.

He was here again. In the flesh.

And Marco understood. Tonight wasn’t a test.

It was a reckoning.

Andrea took off his jacket. His expression relaxed, but Marco recognized the predator behind the smile. A man used to being desired. Used to touching. To fucking. To acting free.

Rebecca greeted him with a nod.

“You remember Caterina?”

“Hard to forget,” Andrea replied, letting his gaze slide over her. “You’re even more beautiful in person.”

Marco didn’t understand the exchange, but it was clear Rebecca had already introduced Caterina to him – at least virtually.

Caterina blushed faintly. But didn’t look away. Didn’t move.

“Would you like to show us how to make a girl come? Marco needs to… watch.”

Andrea finally turned toward Marco.

“He just watches?”

“Only that. As always,” Rebecca said with a sharp smile.

Marco didn’t speak. Barely breathed. He could only hear the blood in his ears and feel the cage biting against a furious, hopeless erection.

Andrea sat next to Caterina. Brushed her shoulder. She didn’t pull back.

If anything, she met his eyes head-on.

“Are you sure?”

Caterina answered quietly.

“I’m ready.”

Marco’s stomach clenched like a fist.

Andrea took her hand. Brushed her wrist. Her arm. Then he gently moved her hair aside, exposing her nape, and stroked her skin. Caterina closed her eyes. Her breath shortened.

Marco couldn’t look. But couldn’t look away either.

Then Andrea leaned in. Kissed her neck. Whispered something.

She smiled.

With one hand, Andrea cupped Caterina’s breast in his palm and squeezed – an easy, natural gesture of possession so explicit it seared itself into Marco’s vision.

And that was too much.

Marco rose, still on his knees, his voice breaking.

“Stop.”

Everyone turned to him.

“Caterina… please. Don’t do this.”

Caterina looked at him. Silent.

Andrea froze.

Marco continued, voice cracking.

“I… I can’t watch you like this. I don’t want to… I can’t keep doing this if this is the price. I want…”

He couldn’t finish. He shook with anger and desire, sweating, unhinged, at the edge.

The silence that followed felt like glass.

Dr. Dalmiann spoke first. Low voice. Firm.

“There it is. Your breaking point… finally.”

She stood. Walked toward him.

“Do you understand what you’re saying? Do you want to leave…?”

Marco panicked and said nothing.

She pressed on, Caterina and Andrea staring at him from inches away:

“You want to give all this up…”

She spread her hands, indicating the room, the people, the entire Villa Dalmiann.

“…just because you can’t watch Caterina with someone else?”

Marco nodded, head bowed.

Rebecca watched him for a long time. Then turned to Caterina.

“Seems clear enough. Is this what you were waiting for?”

Caterina stood. Went to Marco. Took his face in her hands.

Kissed him. Not lightly.

She kissed him like when they were engaged – deep, ardent, whole.

“Finally…” she whispered against his ear.

“Now you’re truly mine…”

The living room was still. No one spoke.

Andrea, reading the room with the instinct of someone who knew how to sense a shift, stepped away without a word. He grabbed his jacket, exchanged a quick, knowing glance with Rebecca, and slipped out quietly.

Caterina remained beside Marco.

Her hand on his nape – steady, sure.

The kiss didn’t repeat, but her posture said enough.

The way he clung to the silence between them said even more.

Something had changed direction forever.

Dr. Dalmiann said nothing. She sat on the sofa, legs crossed. A wine glass had appeared in her hand. She observed them like an artist contemplating a finished painting.

“Do you want to sit?” Caterina asked Marco.

“May I?”

“Only at my feet.”

Marco knelt beside her. Settled in, as if that position were natural.

As if that place were home.

Rebecca watched them – without anger. Only a widening emotional distance.

It was clear: what was happening was partly her intention.

She was not surprised by Marco’s “choice.” From the very first sessions, the very first moments in her studio, she had understood that – if he could choose – Marco preferred a partner-Mistress over a Mistress alone.

And Rebecca was a woman who preferred a harem of men, not exclusivity.

Caterina, meanwhile, had only needed to discover her erotic potential and embrace dominance.
Yes – Rebecca could call this a success.

She waited a few more moments in quiet contemplation. Then spoke.

“You’ve chosen, Marco. And honestly… you chose well. Do you know why?”

He lifted his gaze slightly.

“Because every successful therapy must end by the patient’s own will. When it’s no longer needed…”

Rebecca stood. Walked to a small wooden box on the bookshelf. She retrieved a small brass key – the key to Marco’s chastity cage. The third key, besides the one Caterina had and the sealed emergency one Marco kept.

She returned to them. Took Caterina’s hands and opened them gently.

Then placed the key inside. Closed her hands around it.

Caterina nodded.

Marco said nothing.

Rebecca took another sip of wine. Set down the glass.

“I’ll leave you two alone.”

She left the room with her usual confident, seductive grace – soft, feline.

And then only Caterina and Marco remained. No sound.
Marco felt the weight of the cage, heavier than ever.

But something else was there too – a feeling both new and ancient: belonging, love, devotion.

Caterina kept stroking his nape slowly.

As if telling him without words:

“Now you’re where you were always meant to be… at my feet.”


EPILOGUE

The restaurant was perfect.

Small tables, warm lights, linen tablecloths, expensive bottles displayed like little trophies. Soft jazz humming in the background.

Caterina arrived a few minutes late. Marco was already seated, palms damp, heart beating twice as fast as it should. But when he saw her walk in, everything slowed down.

She wore a black long-sleeve dress, short above the knee. A bold neckline. Low-heeled ankle boots and sheer stockings. Her hair was pulled back into an imperfect, loose, voluminous ponytail. And the lipstick – that blazing red she’d started wearing lately, the one that always left a mark.

“Hi, Marco,” she said when she reached the table, leaning down to kiss his cheek. Her lips brushed his skin and lingered a second longer than needed. Just enough to make him doubt everything.

Marco smiled. “Hi… Caterina.”

She laughed, slipping off her coat. “How proper. You’re not calling me Miss anymore…?” she added, lowering her voice.

“I thought you didn’t want… well, not in public…”

“Relax. Everyone’s already noticed your cage…”

Marco turned red as a tomato. It wasn’t true – nothing was visible under his pants. But Caterina loved provoking him. Loved making him squirm.

She laughed openly. “Look at you, look at you… It’s almost cute how it forces you to sit so straight.”

Marco cleared his throat, trying not to show just how hard he already was.

Not that he had ever stopped being hard.

Dinner floated by easily, between glasses of white wine and shared plates. They talked about nothing, talked about everything. About the new girl in Caterina’s office, about a series Marco had started and abandoned after two episodes, about that time they went camping and argued over a gas stove.

They laughed. And under the table, Caterina’s bare foot touched him.

First his ankle.

Then a slow caress up his shin.

Then, gently, the space between his legs.

Marco held his breath. The cage was already swollen, tight, an unbearable pressure. But beautiful.

“Feel that?” she whispered, pretending to study the dessert menu.

“It’s like it’s alive. Begging, but quietly.”

He nodded faintly.

She looked at him. Her eyes glossy, bright, intoxicated with power.

“You said you wanted to bring me something. What was it?”

With a trembling hand, Marco reached inside his jacket and pulled out a small box. He set it on the napkin between them.

She looked at it. Then opened it with the excitement of a child on Christmas morning.

Inside was a small, perfect gold pendant shaped like a key.

A slow smile unfurled across Caterina’s face.

“Ooooh. Finally. My trophy.”

She picked it up with two fingers. Turned it. Studied it like something she’d never seen before.

Then looked up.

“Funny, isn’t it? Before, all it took was a kiss from you to melt me. Now all it takes is this tiny thing… to drive you insane.”

She motioned to the waiter.

“Two coffees. One macchiato. And one for him, but… very long.”

The waiter smiled at the oddly specific order.

Marco blushed. There was nothing else he could do.

Caterina added softly, just for him:

“You’ll need the coffee… You have a difficult night ahead of you…”

And she laughed, delighted.

She slid the gift back into its box and placed it in her purse. Then, with one hand under the table, she stroked the cage.

She did it mercilessly, slowly. And when she felt his whole body tense, she stopped.

Pulled her hand away.

“No. Not yet.”

Marco lowered his eyes. Silent. Happy.

They finished dinner. In the end, she sipped her coffee with pleasure. Then she leaned toward him and pretended to wait for a kiss.

Marco didn’t hesitate – he kissed her cheek, then sought her mouth.

But Caterina pulled back.

“No, no, no passionate kisses… Those you have to earn too, you know?”

Marco looked at her. He was aroused, in love, undone.

Caterina laughed softly.

“Ours is going to be a new kind of relationship, my dear Marco… And a very, very fun one…”

And the moment she touched him again under the table, Marco knew he wouldn’t ever want to be anywhere else.

Not ever.
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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

Locked by His Teacher

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

Within the prestigious halls of Universitas Romana, a renowned Italian institute, Professor Isabella Ravenwood commands attention. The youngest English Literature professor in the country, she is beautiful, distant, effortlessly powerful.
Jonathan Bellasi, one of her brightest students, is drawn to her—fascinated and eager to submit to her quiet dominance.
Invited into her opulent office under the pretense of an academic meeting, he steps into a world where his pleasure is no longer his own. As Isabella trains him in chastity, her control deepens, turning his arousal into a constant need. He embraces the teasing, the humiliation, the longing—and is instructed to observe, nothing more, as she indulges in her pleasure with Daniel, one of his lovers.
Then comes the final test: permanent chastity. A choice, a surrender, a fate he can’t resist. And in the depths of his denial, Jonathan finds something unexpected—a strange, consuming peace.

Locked by His Nurse

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

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

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

As Leo’s body heals, Sofia’s unyielding control wraps tighter around him. What begins with innocent touches and subtle commands spirals into something far darker, far deeper — a dangerous game of tease, denial, and utter submission. Confined, humbled, and trapped in a chastity cage he never asked for, Leo discovers a hunger he never knew existed.

By the time discharge day arrives, Leo knows he’s leaving with far more than scars. He belongs to her now — mind, body, and soul.

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

Locked by His Trainer

A novella of chastity, orgasm control, and complete surrender

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

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

But Arianna doesn’t just want to train Luca’s muscles. She wants to unmake him.

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

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

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

In Chastity on a Greek Island

Thirty days. One key. And a marriage that will never be the same.

James and Elena – wealthy, estranged, and emotionally numb – arrive on a secluded Greek island for thirty days of reconnection. But behind James’s silence hides a secret he’s never dared confess. And when the truth of his desire emerges their dynamic shifts with a slow, dangerous burn.

Told in a unique blend of third-person narrative and alternating FIRST-PERSON PERSPECTIVES, In Chastity in a Greek Island takes the reader deep inside the minds of both husband and wife as their roles dissolve and reverse. James’s longing to be denied, owned, and humiliated collides with Elena’s rediscovery of power, pleasure, and ruthless self-possession.

What follows is an erotically charged evolution of desire and identity – featuring intense orgasm denial, enforced chastity, psychological dominance, and the slow, cruel seduction of female-led control. As their holiday spirals into something far more intimate and raw than either expected, the question becomes not whether they’ll survive it…but who they’ll be when it ends.

And the journey doesn’t end with chastity. It deepens when Kostas, a local Greek man, enters the picture. Confident, virile, and utterly free, he becomes the catalyst for Elena’s full awakening. As James watches helplessly from the sidelines, Elena explores her desires with another man.And James must confront the ultimate question: is surrender still devotion when it turns into cuckoldry?

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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