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Prologue

I had the option to end my relationship with Dr. Dalmiann at any moment. That much was clear to me. We had established that from the very start, nearly two months ago.

In theory, everything was entirely within my control. In theory. Yet, a force kept holding me back, stopping me from breaking free, from saying that one decisive word: “Enough”.

I was stuck, as if in a trance, dazed by a sweet suffering: suspended between a yearning desire to end the waiting and the urge to continue, to ‘endure’ more, for her, for me, to prove that I could be good, and deep down, if I’m really honest, to prevent our game, our relationship, our challenge from ending.

So I remained as I was. Just as she had ordered me to stay: kneeling at her feet. It almost felt like I could see her, gazing down at me with an expression that conveyed a mix of fascination and irritation, perhaps biting her lower lip in one of her usual unconscious gestures.

“Please...” I panted, not daring to raise my gaze above her knees. “Please...”

Within my field of vision, I could see, almost as if my body belonged to someone else, my cock, erect, swollen; it throbbed and quivered, lifting rhythmically, as if it had a life of its own.

I watched as clear drops oozed from the tip of it; drops, but in a persistent, continuous flow. I knew well what it was by now: I wasn’t coming, oh no, not yet, but those drops, accompanied by a deep, electric sensation and shivers down my spine, I knew what they meant—this was the first sign; a devastating orgasm was imminent.

“Tell me everything, Marco. What’s wrong?” she responded in a soothing tone. I couldn’t see her, but I could hear the sarcasm dripping from her words. She wore nothing under the short skirt; I knew that, even though I couldn’t glimpse anything beyond the slit. That certainty, combined with the impossibility of touching her and letting my hands slide beyond that threshold of fabric, excited me beyond words.

I watched her with ravenous eyes, like a man starved for days in front of a banquet: her skin, her knees, ankles, feet. Her high-heeled sandals, made of shiny red leather, which I longed to kiss immediately.

“Please... I beg you... Can I come?” I pleaded in a whimpering, supplicant voice. “No, Marco. We decided together, remember? Four weeks.”

I was sure she now had a mocking smile on her face; her tone was one of false pity, a simulated understanding, like when talking to a child.

That’s how it was; after our last session, the one where I had officially ‘won’ the role of slave, we had begun seeing each other. Four weeks of chastity was the first official ‘assignment,’ the first obstacle in our new relationship. And now it weighed heavily on me.

“Isn’t it true that we agreed on exactly four weeks?” she asked again. “Yes, it was four...” I mumbled incoherently. “And only three have passed, right?” she asked. I let out a ragged sigh of despair.

Those three weeks seemed like an endless torment, each day dragging on with excruciating slowness. Every fiber of my being was focused on the burning desire for an orgasm. I felt a warmth spreading from my lower abdomen, a pressure almost, the physical urge to cum. But I knew I had to wait. I knew well that she would grant nothing, not yet.

“You know what I’d like now,” she asked, moving a few steps away and stopping against the white wall of our bedroom.

Now I could see her fully, observe her, captivated as she stood there, in her heels, hands on her hips, waiting for my answer.

“No, Miss Rebecca...” I replied, trembling.

“I’d like you to get busy with... your mouth,” and as her lips exaggeratedly lingered over the last words, she raised her skirt with her hands, simultaneously spreading her legs, leaning her back against the wall.

She shot me a fiery, challenging look, provocative and disarming at the same time. She was no longer asking; she was demanding, confident in her power.

“Do you want a reward or not...?” she added with a little laugh. And I didn’t wait any longer.

Still on my knees, I quickly closed the small distance and brought my lips close to her sex, visible in the dim light of the room. I stopped thinking; I had no rational thoughts left.

I devoted myself to her pleasure as if nothing else existed in the entire universe.

Dr. Dalmiann took hold of my head with one hand, confidently and forcefully. The invitation was unmistakable, and propelled by her hand at the back of my neck, I moved toward her opening: it was already wet and ready to receive pleasure.

Eager to please and fully committed, I leaned in and started to lick her, my groans a blend of excitement and longing. She responded with a satisfied sigh, murmuring, “Well done, Marco...”


Chapter 1: In Front of a Door

The door was thick, made of solid wood. Marco incongruously thought it would muffle any sound. A brass plaque on the door read: Dr. Rebecca Dalmiann. A consonant-heavy surname. From Northern Italy, perhaps? Foreign? It didn’t matter. The slight curiosity Marco felt was immediately suppressed by a wave of dark anger, like an instant tide.

He wasn’t there to meet anyone. He wasn’t there for fun. He didn’t want to be standing in front of that door, in that corridor with its harsh neon lights and pretentious carpeting. The psychologist chosen by the company would surely turn out to be yet another disappointment.

The company—one of the leading European Fintech firms—had “strongly encouraged,” essentially forced, all employees to undergo a series of motivational interviews and assessments with a team of psychologists.

Fortunately, the sessions—just a few in total—were to take place outside the company, downtown, in a newly renovated office complex.

When Marco arrived for his first appointment, he had been greeted by a distracted receptionist and ushered into a rather drab corridor lined with doors and nameplates: all professional offices.

The initiative was meant to “promote corporate wellness,” creating the conditions for “employee empowerment.” Marco knew exactly what it really was: a ridiculous initiative, promoted by Human Resources to fulfill some bizarre legal obligation or to boast about having an internal “corporate wellness” policy.

That was the best-case scenario. In the worst case, the meetings with the psychologists could be a thinly veiled (and blatantly illegal) attempt to monitor the workforce, scanning the ranks of employees for potential troublemakers or problematic personalities.

Don’t reveal anything important about yourself. Don’t open up, don’t show any signs of anxiety. Stay vague. This was what Marco kept repeating to himself as he prepared for that first meeting with Dr. Dalmiann.

It wouldn’t be easy. Especially since many of Marco’s insecurities were written all over his face: in his demeanor, in his gaze.

Even though no one could truly guess the nature of the desires and disturbances of this young man—physically attractive, even muscular, and with such a promising career—Marco, at twenty-seven, felt his youth as a burden, convinced that he would never find an outlet for his urges.

After all, he had just emerged from a long and unfulfilling relationship. The breakup had roughly coincided with his starting at the company and moving out of his parents’ house.

He had finally moved into his own studio apartment, no longer sharing a flat. New home and the end of a relationship: the end of an unfulfilling bond that had left him even more doubtful about himself and his relationships with the opposite sex.

“Please, you can go in now; the doctor is ready,” the distracted receptionist told him.

Marco stopped staring at the door and the nameplate, got up, and headed toward the entrance and the sign with the mysterious surname.

During his university years, he had dated a classmate, Caterina, one of the few women in their computer engineering course.

They didn’t see each other much; both were rather shy, and her family lived in another city.

In general, aside from the relationship with Caterina, Marco’s entire sexual and erotic experience could be counted on the fingers of one hand—a hand that, especially in the last year of solitude after his breakup with Caterina, almost invariably ended up becoming a tool for solitary and fleeting pleasure.

Frequent and unsatisfying masturbation, always marked by a deep, violent, repressed, and unconfessed obsession: Marco was morbidly attracted to women with certain characteristics, fascinated by the female world in general but particularly by a certain ideal type of woman.

Marco was generally shy and awkward: a stereotypical engineer in his interactions with women, despite his good looks and excellent physique, which he seemed almost unaware of (his passion for swimming was evident in his broad shoulders and strong legs).

However, he wasn’t the type to make direct advances; instead, he always let the girls come to him, often overthinking everything in the process.

For this reason, his experiences were limited: since he could remember, he had been drawn to strong, assertive, and often dominant women. In other words, women who were unattainable for him.

Following his erotic ideal, Marco would always choose the Witch over Snow White. Catwoman and Poison Ivy were his adolescent erotic dreams; dangerous, fatal women who demanded rather than asked.

From a young age, he had never been able to say no to a request made with intention and force by a woman.

Even now, he had quickly obeyed the receptionist’s prompt, rising and moving his tall, slightly slouched, gangly, and awkward six-foot-three frame toward Dr. Dalmiann’s office door.

He grasped the handle and, in a flash, completely disconnected from the context, as often happens in tense situations, he suddenly remembered Caterina and how he hadn’t replied to her last text message.

His ex-girlfriend had asked if he had seen the latest film in a franchise they had shared a passion for a few years ago. What did he think of it?

On one hand, he wanted to respond and perhaps invite her over, out of a sudden wave of loneliness. Pay for the movie, maybe even plead for a bit of attention, perhaps even beg for some “just-friends” sex, as had happened after their breakup.

But he remembered the last time they had seen each other. No longer together, but as friends with benefits. They had indeed ended up having sex after several drinks. She had been cold afterward, and Marco had felt even worse.

It had happened several times already. Without rekindling any spark. It seemed that the familiarity of their bodies could last, sporadically, without reigniting any passion, without granting anything to Marco’s true desires.

Yes, Caterina had made requests, as one partner in a relationship sometimes does: for attention, gifts, notes, and help with studying; but in the sexual sphere, she didn’t seem remotely interested in taking on a dominant role or in deeply satisfying Marco’s fantasies.

Marco realized he was gripping the handle with both hands, hesitating, still lost in thought about the past. Flashes of his sexual life flickered across the screen of his mind.

There had been moments of happiness and involvement, but they were rare: the image of Caterina, with her back arched, legs spread wide as she grabbed his head, pushing it between her open thighs, was still etched in his memory.

That time when, by mistake, she had made him come by touching him through his pants, almost absentmindedly, and then they had laughed together. When on holiday in Mallorca, he had convinced her to blindfold him and ride him from above.

Sparks, moments. But like oases in the desert of a relationship that was, in reality, little more than a youthful fling between two distant souls, perhaps immature, brought together by shared studies and little else. In intimacy, Caterina often remained cold, almost passively enduring sex. And over time, with all passion extinguished, the relationship had ended.

Marco took a deep breath, consciously deciding to push away the memories and try as much as possible to empty his mind.

He had to prepare for the worst: to be scrutinized and evaluated, perhaps even to defend himself, maybe to attack.

Leaving behind the memories that, like a wave, now receded into the sea of his mind, in an unspecified hour of a March afternoon, shortly after 4:00 p.m., Marco finally decided to push open the door in front of him. In a dark mood and resolved to be firm, he entered the room, sighing.


Chapter 2: First Session

“Hello, Marco, please have a seat.”

The voice was clear, confident, and distinctly pleasant—a voice made for a commercial, Marco thought. He couldn’t pinpoint the exact source right away, but he could roughly guess its direction.

The room was less lit than the hallway he had just come from, and Marco almost couldn’t distinguish objects and outlines. After a moment of hesitation, he took a step into the semi-darkness and became aware of his surroundings: a square space with a desk at the far end, in front of a window with drawn curtains.

Bare white walls: only two frames adorned them. To the right, a vase of yellow flowers—sunflowers, possibly a Van Gogh print. To the left, a drawing of a building stretching skyward, likely an architect’s sketch.

Marco vaguely remembered something from his school years. The name of the artist of those drawings came to him in a flash from the depths of his memory: Sant’Elia.

He said the name with his head still turned to the right, uncertain in the still dim light, but sure of the attribution: “Sant’Elia,” he said.

“Excuse me?” asked the still bodiless voice, genuinely surprised, from somewhere at the back of the room.

Marco swallowed, instantly regretting blurting out that name, which felt so out of place in this setting. It was as if he had acted like a schoolboy on a museum trip. He cleared his throat, straightened his posture, and directed his gaze to the center of the room.

“Sant’Elia, I was saying, the print on the wall, it’s Sant’Elia.”

“Bravo!” said the voice, followed by a laugh: disarming, spontaneous, truly amused. “A fan of Futurist architecture, I see. Compliments.”

Marco mumbled something unintelligible, which could have concealed a “Yes” or simultaneously disguised a cough. He blushed, losing his momentum and slouching slightly.

His eyes were finally adjusting to the room’s light, which came from weak spotlights recessed in the ceiling and a floor lamp placed on the wall by the door.

In the center, he saw a chair with armrests and a padded seat, vintage perhaps, upholstered in some sort of velvet. Red. And a low table. Marco also noticed a box of tissues on the table and a glass of water.

On the other side, there was an armchair, also mismatched with the building, the carpet, and the bare walls. Almost a remnant of a different era, also red and covered in the same fabric as the chair. To the right, under the sunflower print, was a padded couch, a sort of chaise longue, covered in the same way as the chair and armchair.

Adjusting his gaze, Marco saw the silhouette of Dr. Dalmiann: she was behind the back of the armchair, partially hidden up to her torso.

The figure of the doctor, without a lab coat – Marco wondered why he had expected one – moved forward, stepping into the lamp’s cone of light in the center of the room.

The man felt an internal jolt and unconsciously held his breath. Dr. Rebecca Dalmiann was beautiful. There was no other option but to admit it right away and take note. And consciously, almost as if formulating the thought aloud, Marco admitted to himself: “God, she’s beautiful.”

Immediately after, his momentary paralysis of thought was interrupted, and the man began to form a picture of the woman in front of him.

She was a brunette with long, voluminous, wavy but not curly hair. A regular oval face was adorned with a large, sensual mouth, with shiny lips, though without colored lipstick.

It was her eyes, above all, that electrified Marco. They were mobile and undefined, curious, ravenous, of a light brown, almost liquid color. That’s how they seemed to him. And he immediately felt like he was being examined, scrutinized.

Dr. Dalmiann’s complexion was extremely fair, bordering on pale, despite a hint of freckles, like a deliberate attempt at chromatic variation, dotted her nose and the upper part of her cheeks.

She had a small nose with a slightly upturned tip, perfectly rounded at the end. Marco had a vision of a Siamese cat. The doctor’s face and eyes exactly recalled the sharp beauty of a feline profile, and they didn’t hide – in fact, they emphasized – a certain predatory quality in her features.

She was beautiful. And from the way she looked at him, this realization was new only to Marco. She was well aware of it.

“Please sit down,” the doctor repeated. She hadn’t stopped looking at him. Marco had the impression that her eyes blinked a little less than normal, and he felt frozen under that gaze, defenseless.

He hesitated, both due to the probing look and because he was unsure what to do: where should he sit? On the nearby chair? On the armchair? Or should he lie down on the couch? Marco’s eyes darted alternately between the three possible options. And the doctor noticed.

Smiling, she added, correctly interpreting the patient’s indecision: “The chair, the chair. I’ll use the armchair and the couch...” The sentence seemed to hang in the air for a moment longer than necessary. “The couch is for Freudian psychoanalysis.”

“Thank you,” the man responded, with a moment of delay; with uncertain steps, he reached the chair and sat down.

Now Dr. Dalmiann had moved in front of the armchair, holding a notepad and pen, evidently about to sit down.

Still dazed, Marco managed to take in the full figure of the doctor, and the feeling of excitement mixed with awe grew even more.

Dr. Dalmiann was tall and slender, but her prominent chest stood out. Marco couldn’t help but recall the cliché jokes his colleagues would make whenever a woman like her entered the office: “Slim with big jugs.” The thought crossed his mind instinctively, and he immediately felt the urge to look away as embarrassment washed over him.

Dr. Dalmiann settled into the armchair, crossing her legs almost without making any noise, claiming the padded velvet just like a cat would, with the same grace.

She placed the notepad on her lap and, smiling, asked:

“Was it easy to find the office?”

“Yes, I know the area pretty well… Downtown, I mean.”

The doctor’s smile remained unchanged throughout the rather awkward response from the man.

Meanwhile, Marco continued to observe her, nervously shifting his gaze from her face to her body.

He couldn’t guess her age: she was definitely young. But younger than him? Impossible. Marco thought she might be around thirty, maybe a little older. But if he had the courage to ask, he wouldn’t be surprised to hear twenty-eight or twenty-nine, so young did she appear.

“So, Marco,” the woman began, decisively changing her posture and tone, now abruptly professional. “I’d like to clarify a few things right away to establish our relationship.”

Marco felt a small shiver at the phrase “our relationship.” Less than two minutes had passed since he entered the room, and already he was aware of the intense, deeply physical desire this woman stirred in him. She wasn’t just beautiful—she was captivating, seductive. Unsure of what to say, he stayed silent and let her continue.

“You see, the colleagues who came before you were... let’s just say, biased about my role.”

Not surprising, Marco thought, but he kept quiet again.

“Well, I want to clarify right away that my role is completely independent of the company,” she continued.

“Independent how?” Marco asked, momentarily pulled back to the present—to the company, the interviews, and work.

“In the sense that I’m paid for your sessions, but I don’t report anything to the company. I don’t have any specific tasks related to them.”

“I thought we were supposed to talk about me and how I’m doing at work...” Marco interjected, suspicious of such an unexpectedly candid beginning. “Absolutely not!” Dr. Dalmiann smiled reassuringly. “That’s precisely the point: we can talk about whatever you want. Use this time for yourself; I’m at your disposal, so to speak.”

She smiled again, and Marco felt himself sinking. Somewhere, in some hell specially designed for introverts, a sadistic demon must have reserved this treatment for him: being forced to “talk about whatever you want” with a woman he found excessively beautiful; one of those women he would never even dream of approaching, neither at work, nor at the pool, nor in a club.

What could be more paralyzing for a shy person than the burden of a forced conversation? Marco felt his mouth dry up. He didn’t respond to the woman and continued to look at the doctor with wide, incredulous eyes.

He lingered on her clothes: Dr. Dalmiann was wearing a short black jacket, cinched at the waist, and underneath, a cream-colored blouse; the last few buttons were undone, just enough to reveal the line of her cleavage.

Marco couldn’t help but notice that despite the perfect cut of the jacket, the doctor’s bust filled all the available fabric, hinting at a round, large, sensual chest.

Marco’s attention was drawn to that magical shadow, that dark fold of flesh, fabric, curves.

For a moment, he imagined extending his hand and grabbing her breast, with an open palm, forcefully. What would happen? A lawsuit? Getting fired? He snapped out of these vivid delusions.

The doctor must have sensed something of the man’s turmoil. She stretched her legs and sat up straight; she laid the notepad and tucked a rebellious lock of hair behind her ear.

Her voice was still conciliatory but more distant, professional, serious, as if reciting a script, already rehearsed several times.

“I see you’re worried,” she said. Marco swallowed, closing his mouth and gathering his thoughts.

What was it about that woman that disturbed him so? Her beauty? Yes, undoubtedly. The idea that somehow the relationship was already, from the outset, one of subordination? The doctor and the patient? Perhaps.

He watched her speak, and once again, the woman’s words took a back seat to her appearance.

Marco’s gaze continued its exploration. The doctor’s outfit, clearly chosen to maintain professionalism without being overly provocative, was completed by beige trousers. They were very fitted yet had an extremely formal, almost austere cut—perhaps all the more attractive because of their modesty. Her look was elegant, with the trousers held at the waist by a thin, shiny black belt.

Her crossed legs pulled the fabric of the trousers, revealing the full shape of her thighs. Marco’s eyes and thoughts were again far from work, lingering on her, on that body so close yet still almost an illusion.

The man’s gaze completed the journey down to her feet. The doctor was wearing very sober black patent ankle boots, with a heel that wasn’t exaggerated but enough to be noticeable.

Marco could hardly conceal his fascination. He was breathing through his mouth, now confused.

Dr. Dalmiann continued a sentence that Marco hadn’t caught.

“...If you want, we can stop, as I was saying. I mean, no one is forcing you to talk to me.” She seemed almost annoyed now, her eyes halfway between provocative and frowning, as if searching for prey.

“No, I... I really didn’t say...” Marco responded, stammering, suddenly alarmed by the turn the conversation had taken.

The doctor paused and stared at him intensely. She looked at him with open curiosity; she didn’t seem particularly upset now, just attentive.

She tilted her head slightly, as if to get a better view of him. Again, a slight smile creased her perfect, glossy lips. However, unlike before, now it seemed more like a sneer than anything else.

“I’m telling you,” she continued, unrelenting and rather cold, “that you can stop the sessions; this isn’t a proper therapy. You’re not ill, and I’ll be paid regardless.”

Marco had the image of himself walking out of that room, turning his back to the door, never to return. Never to see her again.

He was terrified of not seeing her again. With every fiber of his being, with every cell, with a burning desire, he wanted to continue seeing that woman, that face, that body.

He couldn’t form coherent thoughts; his desire defied logic. In this moment, he couldn’t even picture her naked or sexually involved. He just wanted her—like he needed air.

Almost stammering, he managed to say, “No, please... Okay, I want to do the sessions...”. He immediately regretted it.

In his mind, he even formulated a new, more aggressive response, albeit late; something to counterbalance the pathetic tone of pleading that had come out of his mouth.

Dr. Dalmiann let the silence linger. Marco had the sensation that his internal organs had been filled with lead, so much so that he felt like he was sinking, ashamed.

The doctor crossed her legs again, with deliberate slowness. She resumed speaking with a certain air of satisfaction, as if she had made a point beyond any reasonable doubt.

“Good. In this case...” the doctor’s timbre, her tone, changed and returned exactly as it was at the beginning. Soft, seductive, as if she were purring, and again that smile. Always that smile, halfway between amused and ironic.

“In this case, I would like to reassure you that I am bound by professional confidentiality. Nothing we discuss will leave this room. Complete discretion.”

“Complete discretion... Thank you,” Marco repeated.

“Consider these meetings as a gym for your mind... A luxury you can afford,” the doctor continued.

Marco nodded, and perhaps due to a play of light or his state of overexcitement that almost made him tremble in his chair, it seemed to him that the woman had winked at him. Surely impossible.

“Shall we start getting to know each other? Tell me a little about yourself...” Dr. Dalmiann said to him again, smiling innocently.

And Marco, confused and excited, began to speak.


Chapter 3: Bring the Boy Back Home

I’m at home. I’m alone. I’m an idiot.

And I knew I shouldn’t have said anything! I shouldn’t have opened up... I should have been cautious, guarded, a master of shadows, The Riddler himself...

What an idiot. Forty-five minutes straight of unstoppable stream of consciousness. Forty-five. She didn’t have to do anything but ask. Just like that: “Shall we start by getting to know each other? Tell me a bit about yourself...”

Now I need to unplug and reflect. I turned off my phone. I disconnected the landline, even the intercom. I closed the shutters. Bolted the door. I’m alone. I’m in the dark.

I think. How did I end up talking so much? At one point, I even drank that glass of water on the table and used those tissues.

I think I cried. Did I cry? She didn’t say anything, just a few “Mmm...” here and there and some “And how does that make you feel?” and I told her everything.

Everything.

Who I am, what I am, what I want, my work frustrations, my whole story with Caterina, everything.

I even told her that I wish I didn’t have to take the initiative in interpersonal relationships, especially with women.

I barely held back from telling her that I watch a ton of BDSM-themed porn videos where always, always, always in my fantasies, I’m dominated by a beautiful woman. Barely. Almost. I simply couldn’t find the words anymore.

And she was writing. When I talked about my relationship with Caterina and sex, barely holding back my submissive desires, she raised an eyebrow.

I confessed to her that I jerk off a lot. And I turned completely red and almost choked.

I saw that she wrote something with more intent. She circled it three times. She looked at the clock and then smiled at me. One of her killer smiles.

She stood up and I was breathless: I saw in slow motion her thighs, her chest, that strained blouse stretching for a moment and then closing back up.

She adjusted her jacket, brushing off an invisible speck of dust from her shoulder. “Time’s up. Thank you, Marco, I’ll see you next week.”

I shot up as if the chair was on fire: “Thank you, Doctor, goodbye,” and I practically ran out of the room. What an idiot.

Now I’m shocked.

I’ve never been like this. What’s happening to me? I take a few steps in my studio apartment.

I look over my few Ikea furniture, a basic kitchen on one wall, the bed on the opposite side. A table and the rest is undefined space.

Anyway, I’m renting. Anyway, I’m always at the office. And if I’m not at the office, I’m at the gym. If I’m not at the gym, I’m at the pool. I don’t have time to ‘decorate the nest.’ What nest anyway? Whose?

In the near-total darkness, I reach the center of the room. I lie down on the floor. The cold of the floor manages to slightly shake me out of my fixed thoughts, but only for a moment.

I close my eyes and try to calm down, but I can’t. It’s as if I’m lying on a hot surface, and the image of Dr. Dalmiann in her office keeps replaying in my mind. It’s so vivid and intense, as if she’s still right in front of me. In my mind, she seems larger, taller, more… luminous.

I feel that overwhelming desire gripping me again, like a hold, like hands grabbing me from the ankles up to the waist and concentrating in one precise spot: a mix of pain and pleasure, mixed with necessity.

I feel the blood rushing to my cock, I feel a powerful erection pressing against my pants. Was it already there when I got home? Was I already this aroused?

I keep my eyes closed and see her again. She’s wearing the same outfit, the same serious but tight pants, she’s standing and looking at me mockingly.

What could I do to her? Even in my fantasy, I’m paralyzed by her beauty.

With one hand, I unbutton my jeans and impatiently reach for my cock. It’s already rock hard. I take my hand away, place it palm-open over my underwear, and just stay like that, feeling my own erection pulse under the stretched cotton, swollen, full.

I think. I think it’s Dr. Dalmiann who approaches me. I almost hear her, the heels of her boots echoing in my head, filling the few steps that separate us.

She doesn’t speak, she looks at me. That ravenous and slightly frowning gaze, like when she said, “If you want, we can stop…”.

No, anything but that. I imagine her now beside me, shorter than me but imposing, as if the perspective were distorted in her favor. She reaches out a hand and without asking, without saying anything, she goes straight to my crotch.

She places a hand on my bulge, just as my hand is now, she touches it like it’s her property. She squeezes it hard, as if testing the resistance and hardness of my cock.

I sigh and with my hand, I do what I wish she would do. I imagine her laughing at my erection, laughing at me and commanding me sternly: “Kneel.” I wouldn’t hesitate and would keep my gaze at her hips level.

I let my hand now slide back into my underwear; I grip the shaft with my fingers and start masturbating slowly.

Still with my eyes closed, I continue my conscious dream: Dr. Dalmiann is now very close to me, she strokes my head and I remain still. Kneeling and still. She commands me to strip, totally naked, and stay on my knees.

The woman, in my fantasy, comes so close that I can almost touch her. With a foot, clad in her boots, she spreads my legs.

On my knees, I’m now in an uncomfortable position, my legs spread as wide as possible, my buttocks low, almost on my heels.

I take the same position in the darkness of my home, my pants now down to my knees, my cock hard in my hand, as I touch myself, increasingly fast, and the images of Dr. Dalmiann in her office continue to flash before me like in a movie.

My head is now at the level of her sex. And I see her unbuttoning her pants and pulling off her belt: thin and shiny, it slides off her hips like a snake.

She pulls down her panties, which my mind imagines to be white lace. She’s completely shaved and she slightly spreads her legs too.

“Put your hands behind your back,” she says in a voice that admits no refusal. “Come here,” and she grabs my head with one hand, behind the neck, and starts pulling it towards her pussy.

In the other hand, she holds the belt by the buckle, dangerously resembling a whip now.

I continue touching myself faster and faster, gripping the head of my dick. I imagine that Dr. Dalmiann is in front of me.

“Lick me,” she orders in my mind, and I bury my face between her thighs, desperately trying to go as deep as possible with my tongue.

I feel her folds part and get wet. The hand with which she holds my nape pushes harder, and I feel her groin press against my whole face, crushed, forced.

I lick with passion, trying to locate and reach her clit: I strain and even in reality, I stick out my tongue, as if in a trance.

I feel an orgasm building deep in my hips, like a vibration, rising towards the tip of my cock which I grip, ever more violently, in my hand.

Even the “ideal” Dr. Dalmiann in my mind is close to orgasm, I imagine her breath shorter and husky, her head and her mass of hair thrown back, her eyes half-closed.

She whispers to me with intensity: “Keep going… Keep going, slave…” and I give everything I have, both in imagination and reality.

I wish I could really hear her say the word “slave.” I wish she would tell me: “Make me come, slave, lick me harder” and I would accelerate as I am now accelerating with my hand, very close to the point of no return.

“I’m about to come, slave,” she would say, and again: “I want you to suffer while I instead feel pleasure,” and in the moments before her climax, she would start whipping me with the belt, on my back, on my shoulders, on my thighs.

And I feel I can no longer hold back my climax, here, now, imagining such a scene.

And she would come, she would come against my face, she would come with my tongue, she would come whipping me and laughing, and she would be shaken by shivers... Screaming.

And a shiver shakes me, and I feel the jets of cum explode, sliding from my hand to the floor. I have a violent, humiliating, solitary, and gigantic orgasm.

In the dark. Alone. Overwhelmed. I let myself collapse flat. The fantasy exhausted, emptied. Overwhelmed by the still disordered thoughts and the gradually fading image of Dr. Dalmiann.

---


Chapter 4: Second Session

In the following days, Marco tried everything to get Dr. Dalmiann out of his head. He started going to work early and leaving late, attempting to avoid being alone as much as possible.

He spent the entire Saturday morning at the pool and Sunday afternoon at the gym over the weekend. He tried, in some way, to exhaust and tire himself out, so that when he returned home alone in the evening, he would be physically too tired to do anything other than sleep.

He tried. But it didn’t work. He couldn’t find peace, and the vision of the doctor, of that office door, seemed burned into his irises. As soon as he closed his eyes, the woman appeared before him: beautiful, aloof, terrifying, and splendid.

And Marco masturbated; again and again, compulsively and angrily.

Thus, worn out and distracted, he arrived at the day of the second session: he was in a state of real turmoil. Excited even before he crossed the threshold of the office, despite the solitary orgasms.

He arrived late and out of breath. Once again, he found himself standing in front of that thick door, in front of the office. He knocked twice, timidly.

“Come in, please...”

The first thing Marco noticed upon entering was the increased amount of light in the room; it was a different hour, earlier in the day, and the window at the back was open. The evening light poured in unobstructed, flooding the room with a golden glow.

His eyes saw clearly without needing to adjust. And they immediately sought her.

Dr. Dalmiann was already seated in the armchair, looking at him with a questioning expression. He immediately looked away, not really observing her, afraid he wouldn’t be able to withstand the pressure.

“Good afternoon, Doctor...” Marco began, mechanically slipping his car keys into his jacket pocket and adjusting his wallet.

He had already put his phone on silent. “I’m sorry I’m late, there was traffic...”

It wasn’t true; the truth was that Marco had dawdled until the last possible moment, undecided whether to go to the second appointment or not. In the end, a magnetic force had moved him, making him leave the house like an automaton. And he was late.

Dr. Dalmiann smiled her usual feline smile, reached over to the table to grab her notepad, and said to him:

“You know that being late to therapy is very significant? It indicates resistance.” Pause.

Now the woman was looking through her notes, flipping through the pad as if searching for their previous session’s notes.

Marco remained standing, waiting as if he were in a courtroom.

“Ah, here you are!” That smile again. And her eyes fixed on him: “So… why didn’t you want to come to see me today?”

The tone of her voice was innocent, too innocent not to conceal a hint of irony. Marco felt confused, and finally, really looking at her for the first time, he replied:

“No, I wanted to be late... I mean, I didn’t want to be late, but the traffic...”

Dr. Dalmiann let out a small laugh at yet another self-correction from Marco: a mumbled and revealing slip. In this interlude, Marco finally had the courage to look at her.

It was an amazing sight. Marco thought she had dressed specifically for the occasion. Then he doubted it, thinking instead that a woman like her could wear that dress at any time. Even though... even though it was truly incredible.

She wore a unique, ribbed, white knitted dress, with a wide neckline that generously left her shoulders bare, revealing the curve of her breasts. The bottom part was tight and ended at a length that could easily be considered a miniskirt.

Her legs, bare above the knee, smooth and perfect, were without stockings. On her feet, she wore open sandals without heels, but with thin leather straps that intertwined over the arch of her foot, around her ankle, and up to mid-calf.

Marco felt almost physically ill, so powerful was the desire to kiss, lick, rub, and feel those legs, that fabric, and the soft, generous curve of the doctor’s breasts. Something of this hunger, this insatiable craving, must have been evident in his expression because Dr. Dalmiann said quite peremptorily:

“Sit down, now. Let’s pick up where we left off...”

They began to talk. Or rather, Marco started talking. The doctor asked about his week. Marco talked about work and the gym. Dr. Dalmiann asked little, allowing the patient to speak freely. Occasionally, she noted something in her notepad, almost absentmindedly.

Marco was distracted by her appearance. While talking, he couldn’t help but notice every detail: her fingernails with a French manicure (last time they were red, he was sure). The same clear polish adorned her feet, visible through the delicate openings of her leather sandals.

“Mmm...” Dr. Dalmiann jotted down one last word before looking up at Marco. Distractedly, she brought the pen to her lips and gently bit the end. Marco couldn’t tear his eyes away from her mouth—her white, perfect teeth flashed briefly, captivating him. It was just a moment, but it felt electric.

Her eyes seemed even more honey-colored today, perhaps enhanced by the golden light streaming through the window. Marco also noticed her light makeup and the way her hair framed the perfectly symmetrical oval of her face. With the sunlight behind her, she appeared to be surrounded by a soft, golden aura, reminiscent of a figure from a medieval miniature—almost divine.

But the question she asked Marco while observing him was anything but religious:

“Last time we touched on a specific topic, if I’m not mistaken, correct?”

Marco swallowed and tried to relax and maintain control. He didn’t want the conversation to take that turn. He remained silent.

“Yes, let me check...” The doctor’s eyes moved over the pages, searching for something. “Let me check... Ah, here it is, I circled it.”

She tapped the pen on a word that Marco, from his position on the chair in front of her, couldn’t see. Then she looked up, fixing her gaze on him. Marco immediately felt uncomfortable in the chair, shifting his position. He saw Dr. Dalmiann’s lips curve and round over the letters, which she seemed to pronounce with deliberate slowness: “Masturbation,” she said.

Marco remained silent. That word seemed to hang in the air, as if it had an echo. The doctor smiled at Marco’s embarrassment.

“There’s no need to be ashamed, you know? Certainly not here,” she said, spreading her arms in a fluid gesture that indicated the room. In doing so, her breasts were fully exposed in all their rounded magnificence, even though they were completely covered by the knitted fabric. Marco could greedily follow the contour of every single fold, of every single raised rib in the material.

“We were talking about excessive masturbation and your desire to stay, let’s say, more... ‘chaste,’ if I’m not mistaken,” the doctor continued, observing him with interest.

Marco turned crimson and stammered, “I... actually, I mean, chastity...”

“You know chastity is generally associated with the feminine?” the doctor continued calmly. “Although in reality, it’s an ancient practice that involves both sexes.”

Marco fidgeted, adjusting invisible creases on his jeans, unable to keep up with the conversation. He was utterly embarrassed.

“No, I... I never really thought about it...” he mumbled.

“Oh yes, it’s quite the trendy idea today, but it was already popular in ancient Greece. Have you heard of Lysistrata?” she asked suddenly.

“No... I don’t think so... Lysistrata?”

Dr. Dalmiann cut him off without hesitation. “It’s the story of a sex strike. With plenty of female provocation, too,” she added with a small laugh as she crossed her legs. Marco was hypnotized. He felt his cock swell more and more as the conversation ventured into more suggestive territory.

The mere fact that a woman like Dr. Dalmiann was casually mentioning such things in front of him excited him terribly. Now, a new worry gripped him—that the swelling in his underwear might become too noticeable, too obvious.

“And anyway,” the doctor continued, as if she were talking more to herself than to the patient, “the idea of chastity, of giving up your orgasms for someone, is even attractive... for some, I mean.”

Marco had the feeling that Dr. Dalmiann was looking directly at his bulge; her face bore an expression of curiosity. It seemed as if she was waiting for a response from him, almost a challenge, or perhaps she was literally evaluating him.

Marco’s ears were burning, he felt hot and almost suffocated by embarrassment. He chose silence as a form of defense. He didn’t trust himself; he didn’t know what to say. He wished he could shrink and lie down, lie at Dr. Dalmiann’s feet.

“But let’s talk about you. We’re here for you, right?” the woman asked in a lower, almost confidential tone.

“Yes,” Marco replied in a barely audible voice.

“It seems to me that masturbation is a problem for you. Is that so?”

“Yes... I...”

Dr. Dalmiann was direct, as always. Shifting her legs, now no longer crossed but slightly parted, she asked,

“Do you want to stop?”

“Yes,” Marco murmured, almost instinctively.

“If you truly want to make progress in this direction,” Dr. Dalmiann continued, her tone steady, “you need to acknowledge the problem—let’s say, confront it head-on. Speak it aloud, express this desire.”

Her words hung in the air, challenging him to take that step, to confront what he had been avoiding.

Marco lowered his gaze, focusing intently on the doctor’s feet, on the transparent, glossy finish of her French manicure. A tragic irony gripped him—at the very moment when his erection was undeniable and almost painful, he found himself blurting out a seemingly incongruent phrase.

“I want to stop...”

“Stop what?” Dr. Dalmiann asked, her tone carrying a hint of amusement.

“I want to stop... masturbating,” he finally admitted, his voice heavy with embarrassment. The words tumbled out awkwardly, his arousal only heightening the intensity of the moment.

The doctor remained silent for what felt like an eternity to Marco and then said, evidently satisfied:

“Good... In this, even though our meetings have been few, I think I can help you.”

Marco unconsciously held his breath at this announcement.             

“There are approaches…” the doctor continued thoughtfully. “One is called ‘brief strategic therapy’. It’s not exactly a conventional method, but... if you’re open to it, we could try a paradoxical experiment.” Her tone was calm, yet hinted at something intriguing, offering the man a chance to take a different path, if he dared.

Marco felt his blood literally boiling. Growing more aware of his hard on, he moved his hands to cover himself, over his crotch, saying, “Okay... I can try.”

Dr. Dalmiann didn’t miss Marco’s gesture and laughed in a way that seemed simultaneously pitiful, understanding, and genuinely amused.

“From now until our next meeting,” the doctor prescribed, “when you feel the urge or the need to touch yourself or some image excites you, I don’t want you to try to resist.”

Marco wasn’t sure he had heard correctly. He wasn’t sure reality was real. How had he ended up talking about this kind of thing with this woman? And why did she seem so comfortable telling him to touch himself and jerk off?

“You’ll have to play with yourself,” the doctor continued in an authoritative tone, “methodically and forcefully, setting a timer, for no less than thirty minutes. But...”

Marco only registered the words “play with yourself” and “thirty minutes”; he felt like he was going crazy, like he could come, right there in the office, so great was the excitement.

“But…” the doctor added, her tone turning serious, “it is absolutely forbidden to reach orgasm.”

Marco struggled to process what she had just said. Were they really discussing this? No climaxing? His mind raced as he tried to grasp the full meaning of her words. He finally managed to ask,

“What do you mean? Half an hour without... reaching orgasm?”

Dr. Dalmiann met his gaze with unwavering seriousness. “Exactly. You need to get close—as close as you can —but under no circumstances can you come.”

Silence. She looked at him. He lowered his gaze once again.

“Are you going to do it?” Dr. Dalmiann’s voice was stern, cutting through the silence. Marco sensed something more, something far beyond the usual therapist-patient dynamic in her pointed question.

“Yes,” Marco answered softly, almost a whisper.

“I’m sorry, I didn’t hear you,” she replied, her tone dripping with sarcasm.

“Yes, Dr. Dalmiann,” Marco repeated, louder and clearer this time.

The doctor laughed, a natural, explosive sound that filled the room. It was a force of nature, and it made Marco wince in his shame and embarrassment. He still wasn’t entirely sure what he had agreed to.

Had he just consented to a bizarre therapeutic exercise—touching himself without climaxing? Was this a therapeutic prescription, or some kind of challenge? It felt like both.

But the surprises of the evening weren’t over yet.

Dr. Dalmiann stood up with deliberate slowness, crossing the room from her armchair to where Marco sat, nearly trembling. She assessed him from head to toe, like someone appraising a new acquisition, one she was particularly proud of.

With a hint of irony and a glance at the clock, she added:

“Make sure you follow through on what we agreed. Otherwise, there are more... shall we say... coercive methods.”

Marco stared at her in confusion, unsure of her meaning. “What do you mean?” he asked hesitantly.

Dr. Dalmiann’s smile turned almost predatory. “To help you stop masturbating... we might consider other measures. Do you know about male chastity belts?”

“Chastity belts? In what sense?” Marco stammered, his voice barely audible.

The doctor’s smile grew even more unsettling, truly predatory now. She laughed again, turning away and walking toward the window. Marco watched her silhouette, the curve of her figure highlighted against the sun, her movements deliberate, seductive, her shoulders straight.

Without looking back, she added, “As an extra assignment... research it.” Her laughter, softer this time, held a note of challenge.

“And anyway, our time is up. See you at the next session.”

Marco found himself standing, though he hadn’t realized he’d risen from his chair. He opened his mouth to say something, but Dr. Dalmiann remained facing the window, her back to him.

He closed his mouth, swallowing the words he couldn’t quite form, his thoughts a jumbled mess, his erection still pressing uncomfortably against his pants. In silence, he left the room.


Chapter 5: Discoveries and Torments

I have the worst hard on of my life. At home, finally alone, I can free my cock and start furiously jerking off.

I don’t want to know anything, don’t want to think about anything. It’s enough for me to replay in my mind Dr. Dalmiann and her bare legs.

As if in a trance, like in a hysterical fit, I start masturbating as soon as I close the door behind me.

I immediately get close to come; I feel pleasure building deep inside, like a volcanic eruption; I already feel the first warnings, the first tremors. I grip my hand tightly around my shaft, up and down, up and down at a frantic pace.

And then I stop. Motionless. Frozen. My hand still attached to the shaft, the palm gripping the pulsating flesh of my cock, the tip of it exposed and shiny, turgid.

This is what she told me to do, right? Touch myself. And stop. Touch myself every time I feel desire. And I can’t explain why – maybe it really is a challenge – but I want to try to do what Dr. Dalmiann prescribed.

To obey, to stop, I do what I can: I grab my tablet, try to keep my hands busy, and type in Italian and then in English everything that comes to mind on Google.

I search for all the words that the encounter with Dr. Dalmiann left suspended in my brain, like stars in the sky, like supernovas ready to explode: male chastity, chastity belt, orgasm denial.

Pornographic pages open that imprint on my retina. Faces of beautiful women laughing while touching men begging for orgasms that never come. And then forums, requests, guides, stories.

It’s too much. I am in emotional and intellectual overload. I furiously resume masturbating, throwing myself on my knees: This time, ready to cum.

And again, I stop. So close to the climax. A clear drop; I see it emerge, bright, on the tip of my cock.

I am out of breath. Suddenly I throw myself to the ground and start doing push-ups, ten, then twenty, then thirty, I get to fifty, in a row. And so, I calm down.

My heart pounding wildly and my arms in agony, as if they wanted to tear off. With a fire inside me, I lie on the cold floor. And I calm down for good.

I let the evening pass. I let the night pass.

It’s the next day that the demons come back to haunt me. Free time seems to be the enemy of concentration, apparently.

Since morning, I’ve had a terrifying erection, and wherever I turn, I imagine Dr. Dalmiann naked: in the bedroom, in the kitchen, or lying on my couch. And I jerk off.

By now, it’s like a ritual, until I reach the extreme point where I feel an orgasm about to explode. And I stop. As she told me to.

I do it for her. Now I understand that I do it for her.

I go back to reading. But this time with method. I buy a book, an e-book titled Male Chastity and Orgasm Denial by a certain Miss Kalimala.

I read it and start to understand. I begin to put a name to my desires. I understand why the idea of not coming for Dr. Dalmiann is so exciting. I understand what a male chastity cage is.

I decide to buy one in a fit of passion. A chastity cage. I get one – among dozens – a cheap plastic one with “Delivery tomorrow.”

I bring myself close to release one last time; now I know I’m doing edging, as they say, and I stop. This is the denial phase, the refusal, the impossibility of coming.

But I’m doing it all alone... Alone. I’d give anything for the hand gripping me to be the manicured hand of Dr. Dalmiann.

The next day, I receive the cage in an anonymous package. It’s a strange transparent plastic object, with an olive-shaped tip and a slightly curved tube where I understand I need to insert my cock.

I decide to try it right away. And I can’t because I have an erection. It doesn’t go in, not even with pushing.

The cage itself is made of two pieces: a ring that should go around the balls, making them pass through entirely, and the “tube,” to be attached to the ring with a small lock, also included in the package.

But the ring squeezes me too much; the rough edges of the cage scratch me, and there’s no way my swollen cock will fit into the plastic tube. It’s physically impossible.

I calm down. I decide to wash myself with cold water. The erection subsides, and I try again. This time, with the help of a little lubricant, I manage to slip it on. But it hurts. The ring, especially, the ring is too tight.

It can’t be that this is the ultimate experience. I must have done something wrong.

I go back online and search again. This time, I add a decidedly not cheap model to my cart. Dozens of positive reviews, with some sort of support belt. Black. Delivery tomorrow.

Goodbye money... And in a fit of anger, I take the transparent cage and throw it away.

The next day, the second package arrives. This time with a box and an inner box, an instruction manual, all very ‘luxurious’.

The cage is different: black plastic, with a less pronounced and more natural curve. It’s not ‘solid’ but made like a web, though it still wraps around the entire cock.

This one also has a ring to attach to, but there are more sizes, and they’re not entirely round, but ovoid, they seem more ergonomic.

At the edges of the ring, there’s space to pass a thin strap that seems to be leather. I understand that it should be passed behind the buttocks to support the weight of the cage and prevent it from resting on the balls.

I choose the largest ring right away and put it on. A completely different story. It fits without squeezing: it doesn’t come off, but it allows movement, comfortably.

For the part that goes on the cock, I have the same problem as yesterday though... As soon as I start to fiddle with the cock head, I have a monstrous hard on.

I think I’m doing something on Dr. Dalmiann’s orders, and her image, her face, and her body reappear before me.

I decide to put it directly under the cold water stream. It works. I lock the padlock, securing the actual cage to the ring.

The sensation is one of finality. I try to pull, bend the skin, push. It doesn’t come off: neither the cock, blocked by its own size, nor the balls, which stop between the plastic web tube and the ring that passes underneath.

Maybe I could get them out, maybe one at a time, but I’d have to squeeze them, probably with force, and I really don’t want to hurt myself that way.

In other words, I’m caged. Forced chastity. The thought makes me dizzy.

I hold the key to unlock the padlock. I look at it. It’s small and shiny, silver-colored.

Keyholder, I need a keyholder I tell myself desperately, while my cock, which probably realized before I did who I’d like to hold the key to my cage, bangs violently in its confined space.

And it’s an incredibly erotic torment.


Chapter 6: Photo Opportunity

Over the next two days, I stay at the office as little as possible. And I try every possible and imaginable test: I go to the bathroom with the cage, wash myself, try to move.

Initially for a few minutes, then for a few hours. Finally, I even try going to bed with it. On my side, it’s uncomfortable, but on my back, I eventually fall asleep, and in the morning, I wake up with my cock bent and pressing tremendously against the black bars of my chastity tube.

Thanks to all this, I understand that ‘technically’ the cage is wearable. I even try wearing it under pants. With tracksuits or loose pants, it doesn’t show.

Perhaps it looks like I have a bigger package, but as long as no one really stares right there or touches that spot with a hand, I think I can be at ease.

During the trials, however, to obey Dr. Dalmiann’s command and completely at the mercy of the excitement caused by wearing the belt, I am sometimes forced to take it off and touch myself wildly.

I can only stop by thinking that I don’t want to lie to the doctor during the next session. I want to be ‘good’ for her; I want to succeed.

So, I have to wait for the excitement to pass before putting the cage back on.

In this situation, I arrive at the day before the third session. It’s a holiday. I have time. And I’ve been wearing the cage since the night before.

The pressure on my cock constantly reminds me of the image of the doctor. And my appointment. I’m agitated all day, restless, and don’t know what to do.

I go back online, and an idea strikes me like lightning. Try searching for her – why hadn’t I thought of it before?

I type “Rebecca Dalmiann” with trembling hands. I hold my breath for the fraction of a second it takes Google to return, after all, few results to sift through.

Most are profiles related to her professional career: “Dr. Dalmiann, Rebecca, therapist.” Some conference pages, a few academic papers, a magazine.

I see an interview for a women’s weekly; there’s a half-length photo of her and a response to a reader. Even in this serious photo, Rebecca Dalmiann has a huge, swollen, round, incredibly sensual breast.

And then I see a Facebook profile. Rebecca Dalmiann. Nothing else. I click on the link. Facebook opens.

A decidedly ‘normal’, even boring profile. The cover photo is of a sunset, seemingly over the savanna. Was she on vacation in Africa?

Nothing significant in her personal information. I scroll through her feed eagerly: photos of landscapes, interiors. Food. Zero exciting or strange notes.

In December, there’s a photo of her, tagged at a table with friends; a colorful hat on her head, a happy expression.

All very standard. I keep scrolling and find aperitifs, the sea, a hand against the sun. Not even a single photo of her? Not even a chaste photo, nothing.

I look at the creation date of Dr. Dalmiann’s profile: almost ten years ago. I frantically scroll to the past.

I find a few images. Her with a helmet on a motorcycle. The suit fits her like a glove. Lucky the one who accompanied her and took the photo, lucky the one who touched her in that leather suit.

Other photos, a graduation, but not hers. Maybe a brother? A kiss on the cheek with a friend and finally an elegant outfit...

Oh God, I might die here: black stockings, skirt, closed shoes with heels. God, how beautiful she is. I focus and enlarge the image on her face, on her bare arms, on the profile of her breast and legs, on the stockings.

If Dr. Dalmiann were a drug, I’d be going through withdrawal. I download and save the photo for later. My cock in the cage protests, the extreme hardness of the erection fighting against the plastic.

I find more photos of parties, dinners, restaurants. Dr. Dalmiann’s profile seems deliberately sober, almost institutional.

One photo, in particular, catches my attention, perhaps from her birthday. She’s cutting a cake. Many comments. So many, actually.

I scroll through quickly, and among the various “Happy Birthday, Rebecca!” and dozens of silly emojis and party horns, I come across a comment that catches my attention by chance.

The comment is: “Always stunning, my Miss_Rebex!” followed by a heart-kissing emoji.

Miss_Rebex? A pseudonym? A nickname, perhaps? A joke?

The comment is by a woman about thirty-five or maybe forty years old, very curvy, with a severe look, who on Facebook goes by “Dea Diamond”.

I click on her profile, and I have no doubts: she’s a Mistress. All her photos are in unmistakable outfits: in one, she’s posing in a latex corset (barely containing her abundant curves) and holding a riding crop; in another, she’s leading a half-naked man on a leash, wearing a dog mask.

That Facebook hasn’t taken down this profile is already a miracle.

Needless to say, at this point, I have to know. My erect cock throbs, demanding further investigation.

Dea Diamond has a linked Instagram account, and I go to check it out. More unmistakable photos, all BDSM-themed.

I peek through her followers and... I find her: Miss_Rebex.

There’s not a single photo showing her face, but there’s no doubt, it’s her. It’s Dr. Dalmiann.

For me, it’s too much of a visual overload: there are photos of her feet in vertiginous Louboutin heels, of her tits squeezed into impossible leather corsets.

In one photo, she caresses chiseled male abs; in another, she’s recognizable in full figure in a club, among tables with drinks, wearing knee-high boots.

I lose myself in an obsessive delirium; I worship her and linger on every detail; I probably spend an hour on each single photo, time overwhelms me. The revelation I’ve come to is like a lightning bolt in a summer sky. It pierces me, literally.

Dr. Dalmiann is a Domme. Dr. Dalmiann is... a Mistress.

This discovery is too much for me and my poor caged cock, which throbs. I don’t even have time to open and remove the cage, grab my cock in hand, and start touching myself before I already feel the first jets of cum erupting…


Chapter 7: Third Session

Marco had no idea how he had managed to stop looking at pictures of Dr. Dalmiann, or rather, Mistress Rebecca, as he now called the therapist in his disturbed mind.

He arrived at the doctor’s office in a state of indescribable nervous susceptibility. He had removed the cage and spent a good part of the previous evening dangerously close to having another orgasm, dangerously close to masturbating again.

He had decided to ignore the world and focus solely on his fantasies.

Caterina had written to him several times to arrange a meeting. He had ignored her again.

On the day of the third session, he was very punctual and even knocked on the doctor’s door early. He had no idea what he would say. He didn’t even know how he would behave. He was scared, genuinely terrified.

“Come in, make yourself comfortable,” the doctor’s voice was relaxed. Marco entered.

The time was the same as the first session, the sun already set. The light was once again dim, provided by the side LEDs and the standing lamp.

But beyond the darkness, and even the need to adjust his vision, there was no doubt. Dr. Dalmiann was not dressed normally.

The woman was standing next to the chair and wore a short tube top made of a shiny, tight material; it seemed coated with a kind of silver lamination and, combined with the extremely tight black jeans, the effect was heart-stopping.

Her breasts were prominent, her hips were highlighted, and on her feet, without stockings—Marco was absolutely sure—were those same shiny black Louboutin heels with the red soles that Marco had meticulously admired on the doctor’s ‘secret’ Instagram feed.

The woman noticed his astonishment and fascination and explained, “Forgive the less professional outfit… But you’re the last patient tonight, and then I’m going straight to a party,” and smiled, seeking complicity.

Marco made a conscious effort to close his mouth, which had evidently remained open immediately after entering.

He sat down without stopping looking at her. The doctor settled into the armchair.

“So,” she asked. “How are we doing?”

Marco could not answer. The almost continuous erection of the past few days was returning with force. His cock was already pressing against his pants, quite visibly.

“Did you manage to do the exercise we discussed last time?” the doctor asked, as if it were a natural topic to address.

Marco couldn’t articulate a response. He shifted uncomfortably in his seat, avoiding the woman’s gaze.

“Have you looked into what you were supposed to...?” the doctor asked again with a hint of a laugh. And again, it was silence that answered for the man.

As the silence prolonged, the tone of the doctor changed abruptly. It was now one of insistence, perhaps concern.

“Marco, what’s wrong?”

The young man partially shook off his astonishment and replied in a dragged-out tone, “Nothing…” still not looking at Dr. Dalmiann.

“Marco, I want to know what happened and what’s wrong,” it was a fairly peremptory command.

And Marco, like an automaton, as if it weren’t his voice, trying to distance himself to feel less embarrassment, recounted his research.

He described doing what the doctor had said: touching himself when he felt like it and stopping before reaching pleasure.

The doctor listened attentively. Every now and then, she jotted something down in the notebook she had in hand.

Once Marco started talking, he was like a river and confessed everything: the purchase of the manual, the purchase of the first cheap chastity belt, and then the second, expensive, well-made one. He explained that he had worn it, trying it on, and how much it excited him.

Dr. Dalmiann now seemed very interested, attentive. And Marco felt such intense embarrassment and shame that he couldn’t continue.

“And then?” Dr. Dalmiann pressed on. “Then what happened? Is this why you’re so upset now?”

Marco sighed: he wanted to confront the woman in front of him, wanted to ask, but he didn’t know how or if he would be allowed.

“No, it’s not because of that…” he said somewhat petulantly.

“Then what is it?” the woman asked.

Marco remained silent again, then said very quietly, “I made a discovery that shocked me, doctor…”

“Tell me…” Dr. Dalmiann urged rather curtly.

“I’m afraid that you won’t want to see me anymore,” the man said softly.

It seemed to him that the woman stiffened imperceptibly. It was as if an invisible vibration had crossed the room’s air.

“I don’t see why,” the doctor replied. “I remind you that I am here to help you… And then there’s professional secrecy.”

“But it doesn’t concern me, the discovery…” Marco responded with a whisper. “It concerns you.”

Now Dr. Dalmiann was clearly suspicious and had stiffened. A slight note of alarm in the curve of her slightly parted mouth.

Her large eyes, wide open, attentive. She was no less beautiful for it: indeed, her vigilant and somewhat haughty expression made her even more stunning.

“Tell me…” she said again, and now the inflection of her voice carried a barely veiled note of threat.

Marco slightly gave in to panic. And in his panic, he lost all inhibitions.

“Miss Rebex…” he whispered. “Miss Rebex is you, isn’t she?”

Dr. Dalmiann remained motionless, rigid, her face a mask for a second.

She stiffened even more but did not break the silence. Then, as if she had performed a mental calculation and arrived at the solution to a difficult problem, she relaxed and, somewhat illogically, asked brusquely:

“And now what do you want?”

The man was completely caught off guard by the request, which even seemed offensive to him. He asked himself the same question, in a fraction of a second, internally.

What did he want? What did he really desire? And the answer came quickly. But he wasn’t sure he understood the woman’s request.

“W-what do I want?” he asked, doubting himself.

“Yes, now that you have this information,” Dr. Dalmiann argued, “now that I know everything you’ve told me about yourself and that you intuit enough about me. What would you like from me?”

Marco still couldn’t read the tone of the request. It seemed aggressive or perhaps challenging. Was she really asking him what he wanted? What he desired to do?

Marco had to find courage deep within. He didn’t really want to answer honestly; he was embarrassed and feared a definitive rejection.

But he was convinced by years of repressed desires that had become real obsessions in recent months; years of solitary masturbations, thinking of a dominant woman, and then the powerful visual stimulus that Dr. Dalmiann exerted on him, the heels, her feet, her scent.

Marco thought it was worth giving it everything, to surrender and be honest. He had already revealed almost everything about himself. Go all the way, humble himself to the end. What did it change?

He took a breath. Now he was ready to see how deep the rabbit hole could become.

“I would like to serve you…” he finally said, meeting the woman’s gaze. “I would like to give you my key,” he said in one breath, once again directing his gaze toward the floor.

There was a moment of further silence in which Marco felt his heart beating as if it wanted to escape from his chest.

A moment that seemed very long. And then Dr. Dalmiann burst out laughing. A genuine, liberating, powerful laugh.

“Forgive me. I didn’t mean to offend you,” she said again between laughs. She seemed to be genuinely enjoying herself. “It’s partly what I expected and maybe what I wanted to hear.”

The doctor managed to contain her laughter and, taking a deep breath as if to control herself, added more seriously:

“So you like me,” and it didn’t even seem like a question, but a statement.

“Yes, I like you to death, you are b-beautiful… You are…” Marco was ready for a half-hour tirade but was interrupted quite abruptly.

“And let’s see, what would you like to do for me…?” asked the doctor, raising an eyebrow.

“Everything, everything you want, I would like to give you pleasure, I would…”

Rebecca Dalmiann smiled mischievously, now back perfectly in her element, as Marco rambled on with absurd proposals of servitude, inexperienced and absurd fantasies for the most part.

“We’re not there… Not even close,” the doctor interrupted him in his listing of practices and punishments. She shook her head.

“You have everything to learn. And I don’t take novices.”

It was like a bucket of cold water on his back. Marco turned pale. It seemed like such a definitive answer. So peremptory and non-negotiable.

He looked again at the figure of the doctor, lingering once more on those prominent breasts, encased in the top, and once again mustered the strength to plead:

“Please, teach me, I’ll do whatever you want…”

The woman became serious. The atmosphere in the room seemed to change again. Her gaze turned icy, cutting.

“Are you sure about what you’re saying?” she asked.

“Yes,” Marco replied in a soft voice, but firmly.

Now Dr. Dalmiann seemed lost in her own thoughts and spoke more to herself than to the young man in front of her.

“You know, you’re actually quite attractive. Strong build, good lines... even if you try to keep it all hidden. Such a shame to let that go unnoticed.”

Marco felt proud and embarrassed. It was a strange feeling, being praised and reproached at the same time.

“And from what you’ve told me, well… there’s no doubt that your profile is, let’s say, suitable.”

The doctor now put down her notebook and stood up. She was incredibly beautiful. Marco looked at her in awe.

“However,” she said, “there remains the ethical issue. You are my patient.”

“Please…” Marco said softly, “please.”

Dr. Dalmiann’s demeanor shifted again, her mood turning on a dime. She faced Marco with a sharp intensity, her eyes narrowing as if ready to strike. “You don’t get it, do you?” she hissed, her voice laced with barely controlled irritation.

“Forget any ideas about seeing me outside of this—no dates, no going out together,” she said, her tone fierce and uncompromising. “You’re thinking of a Dom/sub dynamic. And even then... maybe, just maybe, I’d consider a trial run. But don’t expect anything more.”

It became immediately clear to Marco that any and all decisions would be entirely up to Dr. Dalmiann; pleading was futile.

The man then tried to stop asking; he fell silent and remained still, enduring the woman’s scrutinizing gaze.

“A trial period,” continued Dr. Dalmiann, “something like that. We could meet, and if you were up to it…”

Marco, who would usually retreat into silence, knew instinctively that this time, keeping quiet would only make things worse. Somehow, he found the courage to say the one thing that might calm Dr. Dalmiann:

“I’ll let you decide how to proceed…”

Dr. Dalmiann straightened up in front of him, her presence suddenly larger, more imposing—almost divine. She looked him over, her eyes sweeping from head to toe, assessing him with a critical gaze. Without a word, she turned and walked to her desk, the air between them thick with tension.

She opened a drawer, pulled out a sheet of paper and a pen, then handed them to Marco with an unreadable expression.

The paper was a release form. As Marco quickly skimmed it, his pulse quickened. “I declare that I wish to voluntarily terminate the therapy...” it began, followed by legal jargon about forfeiting the remaining sessions. “I further declare that the meetings conducted were carried out with the utmost professionalism...” and more contract-like phrasing. “I hereby waive any claims and/or recourse...”

Marco’s heart raced as he absorbed the words. Signing this document would mean ending his sessions with Dr. Dalmiann—cutting off the professional tie that bound them. Was this really what he wanted? Was this the path to transforming their relationship into something... different? Was this the way forward?

Without a second thought, Marco signed the document and silently handed it back to her.

Miss Rebecca looked at the paper, then at him, her face unreadable except for a faint, mocking smile that sent a shiver down his spine.

“Well,” she said, her tone flat but her eyes gleaming with something else, “you’re no longer my patient.”

The words hung in the air, unsettling, as if this was only the beginning of something far more complicated.


Chapter 8: The First Test

She had dismissed him without much ceremony, scheduling an appointment for the next day at the same time.

“For now, we’ll meet here, for convenience,” she had said as she opened the door to the room in a clear gesture that meant ‘leave now,’ intending by “here” the office.

“You’ll come after my last patient of the evening. Tomorrow already.”

“Yes, Dr. Dalmiann.”

“And stop calling me Dr. Dalmiann,” the woman said. “Use ‘Ms.’ but call me Rebecca when we’re in public and Miss Rebecca when we’re alone.”

“Yes, Dr... I mean... Yes, Miss Rebecca.”

Rebecca smiled at the mistake. She added, “And tomorrow bring the second cage you bought... and all the keys you have. We’ll take a look at them...”

Marco shuddered, an erotic thrill as he left the room. Was this really happening? He could hardly believe it.

Back home, he barely managed to eat, so great was his excitement. The next day, time seemed to alternately slow down and speed up.

He couldn’t remember anything, answered vaguely to his colleagues, so much so that several asked if he was feeling well.

He had packed the cage in a black backpack, along with a water bottle, tablet, and work laptop. As if it were the most natural thing in the world. It was absurd, but it was there.

He arrived early again at Dr. Dalmiann’s office; the building’s corridors were already clearly deserted. No more patients, no more office staff.

Marco walked the few meters separating him from the entrance of Dr. Dalmiann’s office with trepidation. The door was open, the doctor behind the desk.

“Come in,” the woman told him briskly.

“I have little time, as I have a business dinner after.”

Her tone was brusque, and Dr. Dalmiann didn’t look up from the laptop on which she was typing something. Marco stopped in front of the door, contemplating. The woman was wearing a black dress, one piece, fitting like a top and extremely short below.

Dr. Dalmiann’s long legs were exposed and shiny, attractive like those of a Greek goddess. She was also made up like he had never seen her: bold lines of eyeliner gave her profile a more aggressive look, and the dark lipstick made her appear almost scowling.

“Are you still standing there?” the woman addressed Marco.

“Sorry,” said the man, sitting in the usual chair, still more captivated by the woman’s beauty and ready to obey her.

“Sorry ‘Miss Rebecca’ you meant?” Dr. Dalmiann asked sarcastically.

Marco managed an apologetic smile and repeated convincingly, “Sorry, Miss Rebecca.”

The woman had stood up from the desk and was walking towards the armchair in the center of the room. She was wearing sandals made of wide strips of black, matte leather, leaving her feet almost completely exposed: the high, dizzying heel, the top of her foot visible. She was clearly studying him.

Marco felt himself shrink under her gaze. “So…” the woman began, “tell me again what you want from me?”

Marco started sweating cold. As always in Miss Rebecca’s presence. The crazy courage of previous sessions seemed to have abandoned him. Excitement and her scent were confusing him. He answered in a faint voice.

“I would like you to become my keyholder, I would like to serve you…”

“Are you ready to give up your orgasms?” she asked, pressing him.

“Yes.”

Dr. Dalmiann moved closer to Marco, standing in front of him seated. Marco could almost touch her, he felt the heat of her body radiating from her sensual forms.

“I have rules,” the woman said. Marco looked at her hesitantly and hopefully.

“At this initial stage, you will be tested. There will be no punishments, reprimands, corrections, or... second chances.”

Marco nodded. “Disobey me, challenge me, or simply misbehave and you won’t see me again. Clear?”

“Clear, Miss Rebecca,” Marco replied. His cock was responding to the control situation and Dr. Dalmiann’s tone with a wild, throbbing hard on.

“We’ll meet and discuss when I decide,” the woman continued.

“Yes, Miss Rebecca.”

“On those occasions, we will assess your ability to obey and your progress in your chastity.”

“Okay, Miss Rebecca,” Marco responded, having at least figured out how to answer his new potential Dom.

“Dom,” just thinking about having one made him dizzy. Dr. Dalmiann then asked him to show her the chastity belt he had with him. He handed it to her. She examined it carefully, handling it as if she knew every secret of the object.

She asked if he had tried it, for how long, if he had experienced pain or discomfort. If he had tried sleeping with it. It felt like an interrogation, and with each question, Marco’s excitement and anticipation grew immensely, as did the heat and engorgement in his pants.

Marco had cleaned the chastity cage, but seeing it in her hands was like already being touched, it felt like a promise of contact, it was already ecstasy.

Dr. Dalmiann returned the chastity cage. Now Marco’s knees touched, actually brushed against, her bare legs, still standing. Marco wanted to maximize that contact, to rub against her. And he would have done so if he weren’t afraid of looking completely ridiculous.

Dr. Dalmiann was fully aware of what was happening, and Marco was sure she was also aware of his almost painful erection. Still, the man was surprised when she ordered him: “Now put it on.”

His first reaction was panic. “H-how put it on?”

“You heard me. Don’t make me repeat it. Strip. And put it on.”

Marco blushed with embarrassment. He had no idea he would have to do something like this. Not now. Yet this was a first order, a first task. Refusing or avoiding it would mean ending any relationship before it even started.

He lowered his head, stood up, and began to unfasten his belt. Dr. Dalmiann was less than a meter from his body. The man’s jeans slid down to his ankles and from his boxers, a significant bulge was evident.

“Come on!” the doctor urged him.

Marco lowered the waistband of his boxers and let them slide down, revealing his fully erect and swollen cock. The prominent veins pulsed on the surface of his shaft. The tip was already semi-exposed due to the tension of the erection on the entire surface of the penis. Several seconds of silence passed.

“Not bad,” Dr. Dalmiann laughed appreciatively. “Really not bad… You’re big!”

Dr. Dalmiann seemed—perhaps for the first time genuinely—truly impressed. Marco, as red as a tomato, couldn’t help but appreciate the compliment.

But the problem was clear. His cock would never, ever fit into the cage. Not in that condition.

“Mmm… Let’s see,” said Dr. Dalmiann with a teasing tone, feigning concern. “Let’s see how we can get you back into the cage quickly…”

She moved even closer to Marco, so close that now the man could—at his height and standing—see the entirety of Dr. Dalmiann’s cleavage, her perfect features.

From her hair, now so close, came an intense, floral, intoxicating scent. Marco was literally beside himself, and a tremor of anticipation shook him from head to toe.

He saw, as if through someone else’s eyes, like in a movie, Dr. Dalmiann’s hand approaching his cock. He felt her impeccably manicured nails brush the tip of his shaft and had a shiver.

“Slowly…” she said, “Slowly… I haven’t even touched you yet.”

Meanwhile, her hand continued its slow approach. Now Marco felt her fingers touching his cock, as if testing its hardness.

Dr. Dalmiann’s fingers were performing a perverse dance, tapping the shaft and the taut skin of Marco’s cock. The man let out a slight moan, and the doctor burst into laughter again. Then she became serious.

“Remain still,” she ordered, “and put your hands behind your back.”

“Give me your belt,” the woman said.

Marco, with trembling hands, removed the belt from his pants and handed it obediently to Dr. Dalmiann.

“I want to bind your hands behind your back,” Dr. Dalmiann whispered in the man’s ear.

“I want you to stay still. Alright?” Marco nodded imperceptibly, obeying, too stunned by what was happening, completely subdued by the moment and the situation.

He stiffened with his arms and hands behind his back in a kind of grotesque attention: his hard cock thrusting forward like a bayonet.

The woman fastened Marco’s belt around his wrists, once, twice, three times, and tightened it. Not enough to hurt, but sufficiently to prevent him from bringing his hands in front of him. Then Marco felt the woman’s hands move.

He felt them slide along his hips, almost tenderly caressing his sculpted abs. Dr. Dalmiann’s hands lingered there for a while. Then finally, one of her hands grasped the base of his cock. And with force, she began to touch him. With intensity, squeezing, but also with extreme slowness.

Each squeeze of the woman’s hand seemed to want to wring Marco’s shaft until it hurt, then sliding only at the end of the gesture toward the tip, in a movement so intense that it took Marco’s breath away and he trembled with pleasure.

“Stay still, I told you…” Dr. Dalmiann whispered.

But it wasn’t easy. Marco tried to breathe more deeply. The pace of the hand had increased and so had the difficulty of remaining focused and present.

Dr. Dalmiann smiled and looked up at the man, lower, but completely relaxed and amused: she was perfectly at ease and controlling him.

The woman then moved, without ever removing her hand from Marco’s cock: first to the side and then behind him. She pressed her body against his back, effectively pushing his hands even further behind him.

Her arm, from behind, embraced the man’s side and continued to masturbate him in a position now very effective. The pace had increased significantly, and Dr. Dalmiann asked with an amused tone:

“How long do you think you’ll last?”

“L-little…” Marco’s voice sounded like a gasp. And he really wouldn’t last long.

He had no idea how much time had actually passed; it seemed like only a few minutes, and at the same time it felt like hours since the doctor had started touching him.

“Do you want to come, Marco?” the woman asked.

“Yes…” the man replied as if pleading.

“Oh, but you haven’t earned an orgasm yet, you know?” Dr. Dalmiann teased him.

“What do you mean?” the man stammered, confused.

“Oh, I mean that this won’t be a real orgasm, but just a way to get you into your cage more quickly…”

While she spoke these words softly, Dr. Dalmiann had doubled the pace of the handjob. Marco was galloping towards his point of no return.

“Do you want to come, Marco?” the woman asked again with a seductive voice and squeezing the man’s rock-hard cock to the extreme.

Marco moaned a sign of agreement, his breath shortening more and more. Dr. Dalmiann continued to touch him and speak to him in a low voice.

“But you can’t come, Marco, absolutely not, you know? As soon as you start coming… As soon as I feel your cum coming out and your abs contracting… I’ll stop touching you…”

The woman continued to masturbate him furiously and talk:

“It’s called a ruined orgasm… You come but don’t enjoy it… So you can enter the cage better afterward.”

Marco was devastated. The doctor’s words didn’t fully register in his mind; his clarity was compromised. He only saw her hand, polished, moving faster and faster on his cock, up and down, up and down, frenetically.

He felt the pressure building in his lower abdomen. And that voice, that low and provocative voice, those words pronounced with such intensity “cum,” “orgasm,” were too much. He was about to come, about to explode in Dr. Dalmiann’s hand.

“I’m about to come, I’m coming!” he babbled, unable to think clearly, and a first spurt of cum shot from the tip of Marco’s cock, as well as a violent contraction shook his body.

Dr. Dalmiann was extremely quick; she felt the first spurt of seed touch her hand, warm, hot, and immediately pulled her fingers away from Marco’s cock and placed both hands on the man’s wrists, which were still behind his back.

Marco continued to come, copiously: one, two, three violent spurts that splattered the floor at least thirty centimeters in front of him. He also had contractions, like a jolt; he emitted a sound, a kind of groan: a hoarse, prolonged “Oooh” escaped his mouth.

The man’s instinct was to immediately bring his hands forward and touch himself to prolong the pleasure that was literally spilling from his body, but without true satisfaction.

He wanted to grip his cock one more time, just one more time to complete the orgasm… But the belt tied around his wrists and the pressure of Dr. Dalmiann’s body, in contrast, were enough to prevent him from moving his arms.

The moment ended, the spasms slowed down. A final drop of cum dripped onto the floor, almost only due to gravity.

Dr. Dalmiann was laughing. She hadn’t missed a second of the show and laughed while Marco was still gasping like after a frantic run. She quickly unfastened the belt that was holding the man’s wrists and took a few steps back.

A billion contrasting emotions were swirling in Marco’s heart: humiliation, excitement, shame, and amazement. He had never felt anything like it. In the moments immediately following his interrupted orgasm, his body trembled. Every nerve ending in Marco vibrated, with excitement and frustration. His heart was beating fast, an incessant rhythm that seemed to echo the footsteps of Dr. Dalmiann who had now completely detached from him, walking towards the desk.

Marco remained silent, his cock still pulsating and exposed. Every moment that passed only intensified the suffering of unfulfilled desire, leaving him trapped in a paradoxical state of excitement and desperation. He was suspended in a liminal space between ecstasy and agony: his body only partially calmed, his mind a prisoner of the haunting memory of the missed orgasm.

Meanwhile, Dr. Dalmiann was wiping her hands with a refreshing towel. She seemed completely indifferent to what had just happened, to having a half-naked man with a still partial erection in her office, and a small puddle of sperm on her floor.

“Now the cage should fit better, don’t you think?”

And she looked at him with a seemingly interrogative expression. While with one hand she gestured to the chastity cage, placed on the coffee table in the office.

“Clean up the mess you made and put it on,” she added bluntly.

Marco felt as if struck by a lash, and after a moment of hesitation, he snapped back to reality. He grabbed some tissues from the table and cleaned himself. Then bending down, he also wiped the floor. Dr. Dalmiann had meanwhile turned off the computer and put on her coat.

“Come on, now put on the cage,” she urged him.

It took at least two minutes of attempts, but in the end, both the ring at the base of the balls and the cage itself were in place. The tight support strap was behind Marco’s buttocks and helped hold the cage in place, fastening to the ring at two opposite points. A sharp and definitive click marked the closing of the tiny padlock. He was in the cage.

The doctor approached Marco again, and he shuddered with anticipation. With one hand, she took the cage, lifting it slightly and then letting it drop.

“You know, it looks really good on you?”

Marco didn’t know how to respond and felt a huge sense of shame. He simply replied, eyes downcast:

“Thank you, Miss Rebecca.”

Dr. Dalmiann then took one of the two keys to the cage’s padlock and made it disappear into one of her pockets. The other she put into an envelope that was on her desk. Marco watched eagerly as the woman made her gestures.

The doctor sealed the envelope in front of the man’s eyes, sealing it with her saliva. Then she signed the flaps of the envelope with a pen and handed it to Marco.

“In case of emergencies,” she said, handing him the envelope with the key to his chastity cage inside.

Marco received the package and thought that if he ever tried to open it, she would surely notice. As if she could read his thoughts, Dr. Dalmiann said very seriously:

“Use the key for anything that isn’t a real emergency, and you can say goodbye to me.”

Marco swallowed and replied, “I won’t use it, Miss Rebecca.”

“Good,” the woman added, turning and heading towards the door. “In a week, I’ll decide what to do with you… Just make sure you don’t get too excited.”

With one last laugh, Dr. Dalmiann turned off the light and left. Marco followed her in silence down the hallway, out of the building, and into the parking lot. The evening air was already cool; no one saw them. They parted without another word.


Chapter 9: Chastity, Terrible Chastity

It’s been just one day and I’m already unsure if what I remember actually happened.

Flashes of a beautiful and cruel woman, images and glimpses of a hand tightly gripping my cock pass before my eyes.

And the feeling of pleasure mixed with the agony of a ruined orgasm. It all seems unreal.

Yet, every time I doubt whether I truly experienced that moment, all I have to do is ‘feel’ the weight and shape of the cage around my cock to be certain. I’m really in a cage.

The thought of Miss Rebecca gives me no peace. I have constant erections, and more than once, I’ve had to run to the bathroom to put the cage, my cock, and everything else under cold water.

But I have to hold out, to show Dr. Dalmiann I’m serious and fully committed.

Over the next few days, I do my best to keep busy and stay out of the house as much as possible. When I’m alone, there’s no getting away from it — I can’t escape the chastity. But outside, at least, I can take my mind off things.

The worst part, I fear, will be the weekend, but I’ve already decided to spend it away. Or at least that’s what I think I’ll do.

Amidst all this, Caterina, my ex, keeps messaging and trying to reach me. I have absolutely no desire to see her. In fact, I don’t even respond to the tenth message she sends me on WhatsApp.

So, I make it to Saturday afternoon, still somewhat in control. I’ve spent almost three hours at the gym, pushing myself to exhaustion. To avoid the cage being seen, I wore a pair of cargo pants, very baggy.

The plan is to have an early dinner, spend some time organizing work files, maybe watch a movie, and then go to bed.

I’m thinking about what to do when I hear the doorbell ring. Strange, I think to myself, 6:00 p.m., probably just a nuisance. Maybe it’s the Jehovah’s Witnesses. I decide not to answer and pretend I’m not home.

The doorbell rings again, and I hear someone unlocking the front door downstairs. I hear footsteps coming up the stairs, then a knock at the door. I start to worry. I remain still.

Until I hear a voice I know all too well calling me.

“Marco, open up!”

It’s Caterina. Could she really be this annoying?

She keeps knocking and adds, her voice slightly muffled by the door:

“I know you’re in there; I saw the lights on.”

Damn. No point in denying it any longer. Besides, it wouldn’t make sense. Knowing her, she’d keep looking for me, maybe even call my parents or worse, if she thought I’d disappeared or was in trouble, she might even call the police! She’s that kind of person.

I decide to give in. I open the door and there she is: my ex-girlfriend.

A cascade of red, curly hair, almost like an Afro style, wildly out of place against her very fair skin and large, round, light green eyes.

Every time I see her, I think the same thing: she’s truly cute, and the fact that she pretends not to notice only makes her more attractive.

It’s a shame she was always so uninterested in certain dynamics, and generally unwilling to experiment. When we were together, I could never get her beyond what many call ‘vanilla’ sex, and on many issues, we were always more friends than lovers.

Lately, though – and after we broke up – I’ve noticed some changes. She dresses more carefully, albeit still somewhat carelessly. And she’s started wearing makeup. Just a little, but the change is noticeable.

Now, standing in my doorway, she looks at me with a questioning expression:

“Are you okay?”

“Yeah, of course, why?” I reply a bit nervously, gesturing for her to come in.

Caterina enters and walks past me down the hallway. She’s much shorter than I am – almost all the women I meet are, since I’m nearly six foot three; she’s significantly shorter, at just over five foot three, and rarely wears heels.

But everything about her is perfectly proportioned: her small, round breasts, her shapely legs, her delicate shoulders.

And altogether, Caterina has a fresh, natural beauty, like the quintessential girl next door.

Maybe it’s because I’ve known her for so many years, or because we always joke around, but I feel quite comfortable around her. Even my deep-seated shyness fades away at times.

“You really had me worried these past few days,” Caterina says, heading towards my fridge.

She’s been over to my place several times before. Ironically, after we broke up, she was the one who kept reaching out to me. As if she had decided to maintain our ‘friendship’.

A friendship that kind of annoys me: our encounters often end in ‘standard’ sex and then nothing more. A strange, undefined situation: we’re not dating, we’re not something, and I don’t know what to do about it.

I watch as Caterina grabs a beer from the fridge. She takes a sip and wipes her mouth with the back of her hand. The gesture seems rough, but I always liked her spontaneity, and I still do.

“We were supposed to hang out today, remember?” she says, raising an eyebrow between sips.

A flash of realization: it’s true. We had agreed last time that we’d meet again today. There was supposed to be pizza and watching the first episode of that new Netflix series everyone’s talking about.

In the chaos of these past few days; overwhelmed by the chastity belt and my encounter with Miss Rebecca, I had completely forgotten.

“No, of course I didn’t forget,” I reply defensively, a blatant and poorly crafted lie.

She looks at me with a mix of amusement and pity. Then she tilts her head slightly and gives me a thorough once-over, from head to toe.

“You’re terrible at lying, you know? Why didn’t you answer any of my last messages?”

I explain that work has been overwhelming, that I’ve barely been out, always at the gym, and then I just forgot.

I add: “And besides, we’re not together anymore,” in a tone meant to be sarcastic but which actually comes across as a pathetic statement.

Caterina doesn’t respond, already opening another beer, completely unfazed by my lies and jabs.

I observe her: she’s dressed in a gray tracksuit, completely ‘homey’. She entered wearing a leather jacket at least two sizes too big. “I found it at that thrift shop I told you about,” she announces proudly, taking it off.

She also takes off her sneakers, leaving her in plain white ankle socks. She looks like a school friend who’s come over to do homework, like back in middle school. The thought strangely comforts me.

We order a pizza to be delivered. Meanwhile, Caterina tells me about ordinary events: what she’s doing at the university now – she’s still working there with a research grant – about mutual friends, acquaintances, and relatives. Gossip that, honestly, I don’t care much about. But I listen.

I can easily just nod most of the time, or chime in with an occasional “Uh-huh” or “Really?”, all just out of courtesy.

I’m actually extremely grateful for the distraction. In the end, I’m glad she came over.

After all, Caterina is a welcome diversion from a night spent alone and the constant thoughts of Dr. Dalmiann; or rather, the ‘constant’ pressure of the cage that I can still feel very clearly through my pants.

I think to myself that I’ve given up on Caterina, that I’m no longer trying to be with her. I see her as a friend. And even though I’m still attracted to her, I know we’re not truly compatible physically. At least, that’s been our experience.

We have dinner together, laughing quite a bit over silly things. She’s on her third beer, her cheeks red, and she’s talking nonstop. She can’t hold her alcohol; she never could. I’m fairly relaxed, having a good time, but I don’t want things to take a certain turn.

I secretly hope to be able to see her off quickly. I tell her that I have to get up early tomorrow, fabricating a lie: “You know, I have to help a friend with a move.”

Caterina doesn’t seem interested or concerned. In fact, after finishing the last sip of her beer, she gets up and literally flings herself onto my couch.

I try telling her that I’m pretty tired and that maybe we should say goodnight. She looks at me with her eyebrow raised and playfully teases me:

“Still the same old loser, huh? Going to bed early on a Saturday night? Come on…”

I shrug, but she keeps pressing.

“Come on, don’t be such a drag, sit down and put Netflix on.”

She knows me too well, doesn’t take me seriously, and I can’t lie – or resist – very well. I sit on the couch at a safe distance, not even brushing against her.

Netflix starts, and we begin watching an episode of our favorite show. Caterina comments on every scene and fidgets constantly. It makes me smile.

At one point, she says she’s cold and tucks her feet under my legs. It’s something she’s always done, perhaps innocently, but now, with the chastity belt and all the thoughts from the past few days, it’s a gesture loaded with consequences.

Her feet are dangerously close to the cage. I already feel a certain excitement. I try to shift and adjust my position.

Caterina quickly notices my discomfort and asks, “Wow, you’re so agitated… What’s wrong?”

“Nothing, just an itch,” I reply vaguely.

We continue watching TV; now Caterina, without looking at me and pretending nothing is happening, is slowly moving her feet under my legs, sliding up towards my buttocks. I flinch and move away.

She laughs and says, “What’s the matter, Marco? Got ants in your pants?”

I ignore her, hoping she’ll stop bothering me. But no. Caterina is naturally annoying, loves to tease me, and knows I’m ticklish.

She keeps moving her feet, and I keep shifting and dodging. She moves them further and with her toes starts to dig between my thighs.

“Come on, Cate, stop!” I say, but the couch is over and I don’t know where else to move. We go back to watching TV, and maybe she’s resigned.

But it was just one of her many pranks: out of nowhere, she literally jumps on me with a challenging scream and tries to tickle me with her hands.

I jerk up and stand, quite annoyed; my face contorted in a grimace. Caterina looks at me, bewildered.

In the past, this kind of ‘skit’ was often a prelude to one of our post-engagement rendezvous. Sex after pizza and Netflix: a bit tipsy and frantic sex.

It was never that thrilling, aside from not being a couple anymore; such evenings always left me unsatisfied, and I no longer understood what our relationship was or wasn’t.

Caterina stares at me. She stares intensely. She’s staring right at the front of my pants. Now I’m standing in front of her, and she’s observing me as if seeing me properly for the first time.

Of course, I have an erection, and surely, even through the loose pants, something is visible; a bulge, perhaps. I regret standing up.

“So that’s what you have there, and why are you so strange tonight?” Caterina asks, squinting as if she wants to study me better.

“What do you mean? What’s there?”

“There, in the crotch… I mean, is that really you?” She giggles as she says it.

“Look, do you want to watch the show or not?” I try to tell her in one last desperate attempt to distract her. But the beer makes her bold, and she’s too engrossed in her ‘investigation’ now.

Caterina suddenly jumps forward and tries to catch me off guard by grabbing the fabric of my pants around my groin.

I manage to take a step back and avoid her grasp, but I can’t prevent her from noticing that I’m wearing something hard: the cage.

“What’s that?” she asks directly, not taking her eyes off me, slightly panting from the sudden movement. Caterina’s eyes are wide now, her cheeks red. Her fiery-colored hair, all disheveled.

“What’s what?” I immediately blush, turning the same color as her hair.

“Come on, Marco, don’t play dumb,” she tells me.

I sigh and let my arms fall. With her, it’s literally impossible to lie. I confess everything in one breath.

“It’s an erotic game,” I tell her. “Happy now?”

She remains silent and keeps staring at me. Her expression is a mix of disbelief and amusement. Her eyebrows start rising in surprise. I know Caterina well, and I know that curiosity is her switch.

“An erotic game... What kind of erotic game?” she asks in one breath.

“Come on, Cate, I don’t want to talk about it…”

Caterina sits up, more surprised than angry. She crosses her arms and gives me a withering look.

“I’m waiting for an explanation...”

“It’s embarrassing...”

She crosses her arms even tighter and pouts, pretending… Then she hits the couch cushion next to her, as if inviting me.

“Come here. Explain it to me. Please,” she says kindly.

Please. That’s what’s always tripped me up and still does: the kindness and peremptoriness of a polite request. Kind, yes, but with no escape. I sit back down next to her.

“It’s a chastity belt,” I explain, adding some details about its function and shape. And about how it’s, so to speak, a ‘game”‘ I’m playing with another person. A woman. That I can’t come, that I have an emergency key, that the other one has the key. I explain the idea behind it and how it works.

Caterina doesn’t seem shocked by the fact that I’m doing this kind of experiment or that it’s with another woman. She seems only interested in the thing itself and asks:

“So, let me understand… You can’t touch yourself?”

“No, I can’t… I mean, physically, I can’t get out of the cage and I can’t… I mean, I can’t touch myself.”

Caterina seems to mull over my explanations. She readjusts herself on the couch. She even moves a bit away. She ties her hair.

Maybe she’s lost interest, maybe she thinks it’s one of the absurd things I’ve occasionally proposed to her, which she’s always dismissed with a laugh and a no.

One of the reasons we stopped being together.

Now Caterina doesn’t look at me, but at my crotch, as if she could divine the shape of the cage through my pants.

Calmly and in a neutral voice, she says: “I want to see it.”

I shake my head vigorously and reply that no, it’s out of the question.

“Marco. I. Want. To. See. It,” Caterina insists. The tone leaves no room for refusal, but I have no intention of giving in.

A second passes and, completely unexpectedly, Caterina leaps from the couch and lunges towards my pants.

I push her away and try to avoid hurting her. She laughs like a madwoman and goes straight for the button and zip of my pants: she even hits me and shouts, “I want to see the cage!” She seems almost completely unhinged.

“Stop, stay still!” she yells again. The situation is absurd: me trying to keep my ex-girlfriend at a distance, who is on top of me, shouting and lunging like a tiger to pull down my already unfastened pants.

During the whole ‘struggle’, my erection worsens drastically; my cock is getting harder and painfully bent by the cage.

At one point, we roll off the couch onto the carpet. Caterina is panting and keeps pulling; I beg her to stop.

“Enough, enough, okay. You’ve won, alright.”

Caterina is breathing fast; so am I. I think that after all, we’ve seen each other naked before, and since I’ve practically told her everything, it’s worth satisfying her curiosity and stopping talking about it altogether.

I slowly lower my pants and then my underwear. I close my eyes out of embarrassment but can still feel Caterina’s breath. I open them again and see her staring at my caged cock, her eyes wide, incredulous, and fascinated.

“But…” the sound of her voice lingers in the air; Caterina is struck: “But… it’s really… I mean, is it really like a cage?”

I don’t answer her, as it seems entirely obvious what it is. I’m not in the mood for additional comments. My cock is practically a bent missile, swollen and crushed by the cage; if it could, it would extend to its full length, erect. The thought is almost painful.

“Can I touch it?” Caterina asks in a mix of repulsion and fascination.

“Can you touch… No, you can’t!” I reply, trying to pull away and distance myself.

Too late. Caterina has already reached out her hand and rubs the plastic with her palm.

“Incredible…” she whispers.

I also think it’s all incredible and freeze. Panic and excitement are taking over me. I’m still mortified but now my hard on risks exploding under Caterina’s light touch.

She doesn’t wear nail polish, Caterina. She has a small, delicate hand, very white. Totally contrasting with the size of my cock; the cage seems enormous under her touch. She continues to caress the plastic, and I feel everything, as if amplified a thousand times.

“It’s tight, does it hurt?” she asks, genuinely interested. “It really seems tight…” but there’s no concern in her tone; rather, she almost seems to hope that what she sees, my cock bent and twisted, swollen to the extreme, is indeed a little painful. As it actually is.

“Not really painful…” I reply, confused, “but when it grows, well, it becomes quite uncomfortable.” Like now, I think desperately.

Caterina seems to read my mind and asks, “Is it uncomfortable now…?”

I look at her, and she looks at me. “Yes, it’s uncomfortable now,” I tell her.

Caterina seems to have a mischievous glint in her eyes. She looks at me again, but from below up, then her eyes fix on the cage.

Her hand now begins to move, tracing the outline of the plastic but also my cock, exploring the skin pressing between the open parts of the cage.

It’s absurd that this is happening in my own house. In my living room. With Caterina. I can’t believe it.

And yet, here she is, my ex-girlfriend, casually stroking my balls, tightly confined like a sack of skin behind the cage’s ring, while the Netflix series plays on in front of us. The sound is gone, though I have no idea how or when that happened. But neither of us seems to care about the TV anymore.

I see her hand wrapped around my balls and in a single glance I also notice her tits: even under the sweatshirt I can tell they are hard and pointed. When this happens, it means she’s excited. I know her too.

The cage presses on me and the color of my cock is changing, my member is now darker, full of blood, and pulsing, literally.

“They’re hard… Your balls are hard too, Marco…! What a thing!” Caterina says in one breath, continuing to touch me, almost in a trance… I give a rather random response, more of a grunt than anything else.

Caterina giggles again and doesn’t stop: “So let me understand…” she says, pretending to be distracted or not knowing the answer to the question she’s about to ask.

“I’m, right now, making you excited?”

I answer reflexively, clenching my hands and teeth, almost unable to control myself. I feel that if she continues to stroke my balls like this, I risk coming inside the cage.

“Yes, Caterina… I’m quite excited.”

“And you’re tight… In the cage, I mean, is it tight?”

These are questions that don’t need an answer, but this game of useless questions seems to please Caterina enough that she doesn’t stop for a second.

Now her hand is tracing circles all around my balls and the shaft. At times she tightens the cage, almost testing its resistance. I feel like seismic shocks of pleasure and discomfort.

“Yes... tight…” I respond between pleasure and agony.

Caterina suddenly stops; I don’t know whether to be grateful or beg her to continue. She asks me something with a smile that shows her small, white, perfect teeth between her thin lips.

“And if I wanted to make you come?”

The question itself almost makes me come. But I breathe deeply. I close my eyes.

The need for an orgasm is now urgent; I feel as if my penis had a life of its own: I would like to experience the release of an orgasm; it’s what I desire most right now.

With my eyes closed, I think of Dr. Dalmiann’s orders. I see Miss Rebecca watching me, in the eye of my mind, and I answer Caterina in gasps:

“I can’t, Cate… I told you, it’s something I’m doing with someone else… I have to resist… I mean, I really can’t…”

Caterina seems to think about my answer. She bites her lower lip. She’s thinking about something; a loophole to my logic, a flaw, an idea.

“But you can never, ever, ever come?” she asks petulantly, like a chant.

“No… I mean, not for now. It’s a test, Cate, like a challenge…”

Her hand is moving again. Now it’s tracing the contours of my abs; she’s literally rotating around the small cage, which is now super tight and starting to really hurt.

I feel the curve of my cock fighting against the shape of the cage; it wants to rise, but it’s pressed down. The whole thing is grotesquely squeezed, and at various points, the tip protrudes as if pressed between bars.

“You can’t... But if I wanted to make love with you?”

I swallow. Her hands are rubbing my abs, downward. The pressure is so intense that I feel it inside the cock, almost as if she’s masturbating me.

I think I could even come this way, although I know I really couldn’t. It’s both agony and an indescribable pleasure. I shake my head, close my eyes.

Caterina insists, seductive.

“I mean, wouldn’t you like to come inside me?”

I respond, caught in a desire I’ve never felt before, in a whisper: “Yes… I’d like to come inside you…”

There, I said it, chewing the words as if they were bitter, in a single breath.

“But you can’t, because of the key and the promise, right?” Caterina asks in a childish way, as if to make sure.

I nod without speaking. And I watch her. She starts to smile.

“So basically, I’m torturing you now…?” she asks, still in excellent spirits and renewing the speed with which she rubs against my hot skin.

“Something like that… Caterina, yes…”

She stops and sits up; I realize she’s looking at me as if she really sees me from a different perspective. The light in her eyes is new. I don’t think I’ve ever seen her so lit up, so interested in me, so alive.

She leans towards my ear, still brushing against me. Her voice is husky and guttural as she softly says:

“Make me come…”

I have no idea what to do or say; I’m completely at the mercy of the moment, paralyzed.

I can only whisper in response: “How?”

“However you want, idiot!” exclaims Caterina, who is now lying on the couch and, with a single fluid motion, pulls down her tracksuit pants.

“But stay like that… I want to see your little cage…” She laughs and gives me a light pat on the shoulder, as an invitation to do something for her.

I get to the side of the couch, on my knees. I stay with my pants and underwear lowered, allowing her to see the cage and my cock tight in the plastic, swollen, hard, throbbing.

I start touching her with my hands. I caress her over her thighs and then put a hand inside her underwear.

I slowly slide my fingers searching for her opening. I notice she is incredibly wet. Like I’ve never felt before. With two fingers, I part her lips and with a very slow movement, I begin to stroke my index finger up and down. I do nothing else yet.

Caterina makes a strange sound as she adjusts on the couch: she squints her eyes and spreads her thighs. I take it as an invitation and insert my middle finger inside her. Her pussy is warm, tight, and extremely wet.

I decide to lower her underwear and get to the serious stuff: I realize her arousal because she’s soaked. I smell her scent and continue touching her, now moving in and out of her wet pussy, with almost two fingers.

Caterina opens her eyes and looks at my naked, caged, purplish, and completely crooked penis inside the cage. She whispers with a voice broken by pleasure: “Lick it.”

I feel like going crazy because all I want to do is take off the cage, fuck her, and feel my cock wrapped in the slippery warmth of her pussy.

I remember what it’s like to penetrate Caterina: the sensation of being tight; I remember what it feels like when she wraps her thighs around my cock…

Coming, coming inside her now. I have an urge to fill her, to push and force. But the cage is in contrast with the couch, and the more I stretch to give Caterina pleasure, the more my subordinate and impossible condition becomes evident.

“Lick it, come on,” she says again and with one hand pulls me closer to the couch by the cage.

The tug is like a whip, and unable to do anything else, I do what I can: I move closer and start licking her. First sideways, starting from the groin and not touching the inside of her lips, nor the clit. I want revenge, at least a little.

But Caterina has never been shy; perhaps disinterested in sex, but always quite direct. And now she doesn’t seem disinterested at all.

She places a hand on my head and directs me to the center, with a “Come on Marco…” that leaves no room for doubt. I then begin to lick her with quick and precise strokes, seeking the clit and licking, licking.

Her juices are intense, abundant. I make sounds with my mouth that might seem obscene to anyone else, but not to us, not now. I’m really excited, and Caterina pushes me, pressing my face against her sex and urges me, “Keep going… Keep going…”

At this point, I decide to give my all. So, I double my effort, intoxicating myself, immersing myself: I lick Caterina furiously, trying each time to push my tongue a bit more insistently on her sweet spot, a bit longer, a bit faster. I can feel her breathing changing and getting shorter.

Now she has both hands in my hair and moans, “Marco… Make me come… Make me come…” I continue the rhythm of my cunnilingus and penetrate her with two fingers; I keep up a brisk pace for at least another five minutes, licking her without interruption, until my neck starts to hurt from the uncomfortable position; until I am about to come, rubbing my caged cock against the side of the couch.

But her orgasm is near, I feel her arching her back and she tells me with a groan, “I’m about to come” and not even a second later she convulses on the couch, in the throes of one, two, three spasms that make her squeeze her thighs tightly, trapping my face between her legs.

My fingers are still inside her, in her contracting sex, and Caterina – for the first time since I’ve known her – emits a sigh of pleasure so intense and long that it almost sounds like a choked scream rather than an expression of pleasure.

The tension dissolves, Caterina relaxes noticeably. I detach from her with some reluctance. Even though I don’t experience direct physical pleasure, the contact with her body was still highly erotic, a small pleasure in itself.

Now Caterina is motionless. Her eyes are closed and her breathing is calming down. I don’t know what to do. I only know that I’m about to explode and I’m tempted to take off the cage and ask her to make me come. I’m already getting up to grab the sealed envelope with the key inside; I can’t take it anymore: an intense urge to cum takes over my brain and confuses me, like a fog.

Caterina opens one eye and sees me. “What are you doing?” she asks without moving.

“I’m going to get the key,” I say, quite desperate. “I can’t take it anymore… You need to make me come.”

She looks at me puzzled. As if she’s thinking it over. She says nothing, just “Mmm…” I see her mulling it over and a handful of seconds seem infinite. Looking absently at the ceiling, she speaks to me: “You know, it’s the first time you’ve really, really been focused on me while you were licking me?”

I don’t know how to respond: my male ego is hurt even though I’m happy that she enjoyed it now. A bit less that she didn’t like it much in the past.

Caterina continues to think; it seems like I can see her mental gears at work. While she reflects, she turns onto her side. She is naked from the waist down. She didn’t even have time to take off her sweatshirt. She looks like a reverse mermaid.

I can’t take my eyes off her dark triangle, the small tuft of hair between her thighs: still wet and inviting. It’s like a magnet.

“I don’t think you coming is a good idea...” she says, very seriously.

She says it like it’s no longer her concern, almost absent-minded. Her words feel like a bucket of cold water, chilling me.

Caterina sits up, slips her panties back on, and I watch as she searches for her pants, scattered across the couch.

“But Cate…” I respond, unable to hide a plea in my voice. I watch her as she takes her phone and checks notifications. She even stops looking at me, listening halfway and responds, “Sorry, you were saying…?”

I step forward and try again, desperately: “Do you want to make me come? Please…” I beg her. I realize I’m literally begging my ex-girlfriend; I imagine the scene from the outside, as if I were seeing myself through her eyes. An adult man, tall, muscular, eyes lowered and a huge erection pressed inside the chastity cage.

Caterina looks up and observes me. She seems to be evaluating me from top to bottom. She thinks for another moment; I can tell because she has little dimples on her forehead. And then she responds with a simplicity and disinterest that leaves me devastated: “No, I don’t feel like it now… Now I want a strong coffee!”

A strong coffee. I’d like to scream. I take deep, methodical breaths. A part of me – perhaps the most perversely aroused and masochistic – is amused and intrigued by this ‘new’ cruelty of Caterina.

While I go to the kitchen to make her coffee, I still hope she’ll change her mind. I have difficulty walking. I’m dying to cum, but what’s the point now? Breaking the seal myself and jerking off? It would be possible but I’d lose everything; especially, I’d lose Dr. Dalmiann.

Better not to think about her at all. I’d only make the situation worse. The coffee is ready. I calm down relatively. The erection gradually subsides. I’m rationalizing Caterina’s rejection.

I’m troubled, though. For the rest of the evening, Caterina acts as if nothing happened. As if everything were normal. As if I hadn’t made her come in less than ten minutes with my face buried in her pussy.

We resume the Netflix episode and after a while, when it’s over, she tells me she has to go, that she’s sleepy and that it’s been a nice evening.

“I’m free next Thursday. Shall we do it again?” she asks with a smile.

“Huh? What?” I ask, as if in a trance.

“To see each other, stupid,” she says, still smiling innocently.

“Spend some time together…” she continues and adds candidly: “A new episode is coming out, shall we watch it together?”

I have no idea why at this precise moment I can’t react. I can’t get angry, or be ironic, nothing. Not even a joke. In front of me, I see a young woman who knows about my desires, limits, fantasies, knows them, and now has also seen the chastity cage. She asks to see me again.

I respond without any particular intonation or hope, almost resigned: “Sure… I’m here…” and I spread my arms.

Caterina looks at me and her gaze lingers a couple of seconds on my groin, where the chastity belt is almost completely invisible in the wide folds of the tracksuit. Her smile widens visibly. Then she turns and says goodbye: “See you Thursday, Marco!”


Chapter 10: Fourth Session

Marco’s incredibly long week had finally come to an end. He felt proud of his self-control, proud but wound tight, like a violin string.

As he approached Dr. Dalmiann’s office again, his steps were steady and confident, though a hint of anxiety lingered. A week had set a new record for him, and despite the worry, he felt genuinely satisfied.

He had indeed stopped masturbating. The cage was working, he thought to himself. He was also overcoming Caterina’s challenge, he told himself; although, to be honest, he admitted to himself that he had little say in whether or not he would overcome a hypothetical ‘test’ with her, let alone in coming or not, since Caterina had decided not to do anything after her orgasm.

Marco was intensely aroused as well. He knew he was risking everything too; he cared deeply and couldn’t bear the thought of losing Miss Rebecca.

He had already resolved to do whatever she might ask of him—he wanted to keep seeing her, preferably outside the office, in her home, and as often as possible. In his mind, he was already there with her, a devoted, domestic sub, eager to please.

But they still had to meet again. Marco knew he’d have to continue following her every command and pass all the challenges Dr. Dalmiann set before him.

Just thinking about Miss Rebecca had an immediate effect on his hypersensitive, caged cock; even before he reached her office, already in the car, an intense erection strained against the confines of the chastity cage.

Marco arrived for his weekly appointment a little early. Once again, he found the sturdy wooden door slightly ajar. He stepped inside and saw Dr. Dalmiann sitting at her desk, focused on writing something.

“Good evening, Miss Rebecca,” he greeted her, a touch of satisfaction in his voice. He had rehearsed this line.

Dr. Dalmiann didn’t look up and continued writing. She wore a sleek black dress, form-fitting, with a generous neckline. The hem stopped just above her knees, revealing dark, sheer stockings that Marco couldn’t quite discern—were they tights or hold-ups?

On her feet were suede heels adorned with a flower-shaped bow, likely a rose, in black. The heels weren’t towering, but high enough to immediately draw Marco’s attention.

Finally, Dr. Dalmiann lifted her gaze from her papers, taking in the sight of the young man standing in front of her.

“So, how was your week?” she asked with a mischievous smile, a look that alone spoke volumes.

She stood up gracefully, moving with feline elegance as she took a few steps toward Marco, who remained frozen by the door.

“It went well... I mean, I managed to...” he stammered awkwardly.

“Managed not to ejaculate?” she teased, drawing out the word with a mocking laugh.

Marco was shocked, paralyzed; he did not expect to get into the subject so immediately and so explicitly. Dr. Dalmiann seemed to notice his dismay and, still rather amused, continued:

“Are you surprised by my use of the word ‘ejaculate’, Marco?”.

Marco blushed all the way to his hairline; the woman was genuinely intent on making him embarrassed. Dr. Dalmiann continued: “Maybe I should have said ‘cum’...” and her voice was low and provocative, husky, as she pronounced the words.

Marco had a slight shiver, and his cock, in the cage, began to protest.

Dr. Dalmiann laughed and, without touching him, signaled the man. “Make yourself comfortable,” she told him.

Marco automatically moved toward the chair in the center of the room. But the doctor stopped him: “No, no, today lie down on the chaise longue…”

Marco hesitated, feeling vulnerable under the gaze of such a confident, authoritative, and undeniably beautiful woman. Awkwardly, he lay down on the chaise longue near the left wall, crossing his arms over his chest in a defensive posture. From this position, he had a partial view of the room, but mostly he sensed Dr. Dalmiann behind him, near the head of the chaise.

“Start by telling me about your week,” the doctor instructed, her voice firm yet inviting.

Marco didn’t need further prompting. He responded quickly, though it felt more like he was obeying an order than participating in a casual conversation.

He recounted how difficult it had been to remain in a state of perpetual arousal, the constant frustration of not being able to touch himself, and the overwhelming urge to masturbate.

He confessed how close he had come, multiple times, to breaking open the sealed envelope containing the key to his chastity cage—moments where he nearly gave in to temptation.

Then he told her about the unexpected encounter with Caterina. Dr. Dalmiann pressed for more details, and Marco, filled with embarrassment, reluctantly described the evening with his ex-girlfriend.

As he spoke, his arousal surged. His erection throbbed rhythmically against the walls of the chastity cage, each beat of his excited heart sending jolts through his confined, aching cock.

Dr. Dalmiann, meanwhile, gently stroked Marco’s hair, the touch soft and soothing, almost delicate. The sensation relaxed him, though a subtle tension lingered beneath the surface.

With a near-professional tone, Miss Rebecca occasionally commented on Marco’s account: “Oh, that’s interesting,” she’d say, or “Give me the details… tell me everything.” Her voice betrayed a deeper interest, particularly when Marco recounted the specifics of his encounter with Caterina and how he had endured the week in chastity, suffering through it all.

Her hand began to slide down, tracing the contour of his body with a soft glide. The caresses grew more insistent, deliberate.

“Close your eyes and stay still,” she instructed, her tone gentle yet laced with undeniable authority. There was a palpable tension in her voice, as though even Dr. Dalmiann herself was affected by his story.

“Yes, Miss Rebecca,” Marco responded obediently, closing his eyes as ordered.

Marco held his breath, barely daring to move, as he caught a glimpse of Dr. Dalmiann’s figure from the corner of his eye. It felt surreal to be this close to her, so near that he could sense her presence overwhelming him.

In his reclined position on the chaise longue, he was at the perfect height for her to touch him effortlessly, without needing to bend down. His head was level with her waist, the proximity disorienting and tantalizing. The idea of being so close to her, the forbidden thought of burying his face, his tongue, between her legs flashed through his mind but was swiftly overridden by the more immediate reality of what was happening.

Dr. Dalmiann’s hand had descended to his chest, her touch firm and unyielding as she made circular movements that bordered on the edge of violence. Her fingers explored his well-defined pectorals through the fabric of his shirt, lingering, pressing harder until they found his nipples. She squeezed them, pulled at them, and squeezed again with force, her grip unrelenting.

Marco couldn’t help the soft gasps escaping him, his sighs blending into moans. “Miss Rebecca...” he murmured, his voice laced with a desperate, pleading tone.

“Be quiet,” she ordered firmly, never pausing her deliberate touch. Her hand moved lower, sliding over his abs before deftly pulling his shirt from the waistband of his pants.

Dr. Dalmiann’s touch sent electric waves through Marco’s skin, her warm hand exploring his bare chest. His muscles tensed under her smooth caress, and his restrained cock throbbed with a primal, unbearable intensity.

When she unfastened his pants and in one fluid motion pulled them down along with his boxers, Marco was in complete turmoil. Reflexively, his eyes fluttered open, and he nearly melted beneath her gaze and the heat of her touch.

“We’re not there yet...” Dr. Dalmiann’s voice was firm, her tone commanding.

“You need to stay still and keep your eyes closed, understood?” There was no room for argument.

Marco quickly closed his eyes again, trying with all his strength to remain still, despite the overwhelming sensations coursing through him.

He heard her move away, the sound of a drawer opening, the quiet clink of objects being placed on the small table nearby. His body braced, not knowing what was coming next.

Then, he felt her hand again, this time directly on the chastity cage. She lifted the device, and Marco’s heart raced as he felt the cold key—the key he had longed for!—clicking into the lock.

With unexpected skill and swiftness, Dr. Dalmiann unlocked and removed the cage, freeing his throbbing cock. Yet she left the ring around his balls intact, keeping them firmly outlined.

As soon as Marco’s cock was freed, it surged to its full length, swelling and pulsing with life, hard and stiff as though it had a will of its own. Dr. Dalmiann—Miss Rebecca—laughed with satisfaction. “Well...! It looks like someone is desperate for attention…” she said, as she began to stroke him.

Marco knew he was teetering on the edge. He couldn’t risk opening his eyes; just the sight of her hand moving on his cock would send him over the edge, spilling out uncontrollably. He couldn’t stay still, his body trembling involuntarily.

“Still…” she commanded, her voice sharp, like someone chastising a disobedient animal. It was as though she were speaking to a creature beneath her, one with limited understanding.

“You absolutely must not come, do you hear me?”

Marco tried to respond, stuttering something incoherent: “I… I…”

“Don’t you dare come—prove to me you’re worthy of serving me…”

One of her hands gripped tightly at the head of his cock, while the other clutched firmly at the base. The sensation was unbearable, a scorching pressure that Marco had never felt before. His body screamed for release, and he could feel the climax building, as if his cum were on the brink of eruption.

“Miss Rebecca… please, please! I’m about to come…” he begged, trembling.

Immediately, she pulled her hands away, leaving him on the brink. She watched him with satisfaction as his body convulsed in pleasure and denial, knowing she had complete control over him.

“Just breathe,” the woman commanded, and Marco obeyed, forcing himself to breathe deeply, managing to hold back an orgasm. His cock stood like a totem, pulsing in sync with his racing heart.

Miss Rebecca smirked with satisfaction. “We were really close, weren’t we?” she teased, her voice laced with triumph.

She leaned in close, her lips grazing his ear as she whispered seductively, “Now, while you recover, let me tell you what’s next.” Her voice sent shivers down Marco’s spine, each word a delicate brush against his senses. The warmth of her skin and her intoxicating scent surrounded him, his eyes still squeezed shut.

Then came the words that shook him to his core: “Here’s what we’ll do... I want to blindfold you... I want to tie you up... I want to use you for my pleasure.”

Marco trembled. Each word struck him like a blow, and when she said “pleasure”, she gripped his cock firmly again, making him feel as though he might explode right there. His hardness was overwhelming, the tension unbearable.

“If you’re good... if you’re a good human vibrator...” she continued, her words sending him into a delirium of desire. The thought of being reduced to a mere instrument of her pleasure thrilled him, made him crave her control even more.

“Then,” she added, “and only then, you might become something more than a patient…”

Marco’s mind raced. The idea of becoming her regular submissive, a slave to this powerful woman, filled him with a trembling anticipation. It was as if a lifelong fantasy was finally within his grasp.

“Do you accept?” Dr. Dalmiann whispered in his ear, her voice barely audible, but the command clear.

“Yes, Miss Rebecca,” Marco replied, his voice shaky yet resolute, fully submitting to the path she was laying before him.

Dr. Dalmiann fell silent. In the stillness, Marco’s senses sharpened, and he heard the subtle sound of her movements: the opening of a drawer, the soft rustling as she retrieved something.

Then, something delicate and soft touched his face—a scarf, it seemed. She placed it over his eyes. The fabric was light and carried her unmistakable scent, a subtle blend of perfume and skin that sent a shiver down his spine. Even if he opened his eyes, the darkness remained.

He was left with nothing but the feel of the scarf, her presence, and his own anticipation, heightening the tension in the room. His cock remained impossibly hard, pulsing with need, aching for release.

She took his hands, lifting them above his head, tying them together with a thick rope and securing them to the chaise longue. Though the knot wasn’t impossible to break, it was symbolic, a reminder of the promise Marco had made to her.

“Very good…” she purred, her voice laced with approval. “You have a nice body, you know?”

Marco blushed under the blindfold, instinctively flexing his muscles in response. He wanted her approval, craved it.

Dr. Dalmiann’s laugh was soft but genuine, and then, with both hands, she grabbed his cock, stroking him with such intensity that Marco arched his back, groaning loudly. The sensation was unbearable, an orgasm threatened to burst forth, but just as quickly as she began, she stopped.

Her hands vanished, leaving Marco’s cock throbbing painfully, every vein swollen, the tip wet with precum. He gasped, feeling like he was teetering on the edge of release, but knowing he wasn’t allowed to let go. Not yet.

From somewhere in the room, Dr. Dalmiann’s voice floated toward him, calm but commanding:

“Now, enough. You’ve had your fun. It’s my turn…”

Marco heard her approaching again. There were some noises, and then he felt something being placed on the tip of his cock. A condom.

Dr. Dalmiann unrolled it with an unnerving amount of skill, doing so with just one hand. Marco tensed, unsure of what was about to happen.

“I’ve put on one of those delay condoms, so we can take our time…” she said, followed by another cruel, satisfied laugh.

Marco didn’t fully grasp her meaning at first. Then it hit him: a delay condom. The kind with a numbing agent at the tip, desensitizing it. She wanted to use him longer, reducing him to little more than a tool, like an inanimate object, a human vibrator.

Dr. Dalmiann climbed onto the chaise longue, sliding one leg to his right and the other to his left.

He couldn’t see her, but he could feel her. She lifted her dress, spreading her thighs. Marco felt the warmth of her bare skin—she must have undressed.

Her scent became even stronger. He thought he knew what Miss Rebecca intended to do: ride him, use him as a toy while he was bound, blindfolded, unable to climax.

In one smooth, practiced motion, Dr. Dalmiann guided Marco’s painfully hard cock inside her. A surge of warmth enveloped him.

She was tight, warm, and inviting, making Marco slide into her in a blissful motion.

The sensations were muted by the condom, but the pressure around him and the sound of their connection were undeniable. Even with the anesthetic, everything felt heightened, amplified.

Dr. Dalmiann was dripping wet as she moved over his motionless body, his cock sliding in and out. The heat around him was overwhelming, and he found himself breathing heavily, fighting not to come.

The delay condom helped, but only to a point. The tension and pleasure were unbearable. The sounds, the smells, the closeness, and the realization that he was nothing more than a blindfolded, bound plaything for her—all of it sent him hurtling towards the edge of orgasm.

“Calm down… Be a good boy…” Dr. Dalmiann’s voice was smooth as she adjusted herself, still impaled on his cock. Marco bit his lip, his breathing labored, struggling to hold back.

“That’s it, good boy…” she encouraged, moving slowly on him. He could feel the pressure of her pussy tightening around him, then releasing, a rhythm that was both torturous and intoxicating.

After a few moments, Marco became aware of more sounds—vibrations. Above him, Dr. Dalmiann had started touching herself, her movements atop him increasing in speed and urgency.

The wet, obscene sounds of their bodies colliding only made things worse for Marco. His abs tightened as he arched his back, trying to push deeper inside her.

“She’s fucking me,” he thought, “like I’m just a toy, something disposable.” The thought consumed him, making him feel utterly powerless—and, paradoxically, more excited than ever.

Dr. Dalmiann was completely indifferent to him, focused entirely on her own pleasure. She took in the sight of Marco’s tensed muscles beneath her, savoring his struggle not to come.

She watched him, his jaw clenched, his fists balled, all to keep from spilling his load. His erection hadn’t faltered, and that seemed to please her.

Her hands moved faster now, and it was clear what she was close.

“Don’t you dare come… Don’t you dare…” she said in a low, husky voice, twisted by the pleasure she was riding. “I want to enjoy myself while you can’t.”

Her breath grew ragged, and Marco knew he couldn’t hold out much longer. He was right on the edge.

But somehow, as though she could sense his breaking point, Dr. Dalmiann timed it perfectly. With one final thrust, she drove his cock deep inside her—and then stilled. Perfectly still.

While she kept her body motionless, her hand never stopped working her clit.

Marco was beside himself, struggling to maintain control, frozen inside her. He gasped for breath, his willpower stretched to the breaking point. Dr. Dalmiann arched her back and let out a moan of satisfaction as her orgasm overtook her.

Marco could feel it. Her pussy contracted, pulsing around his cock as she came. He wanted to follow her into release, but the numbing condom and the way she held him locked inside her kept him on the razor’s edge, never quite tipping over.

He focused on her pleasure, trying to suppress his own. When Dr. Dalmiann finally slid off him and onto the floor, Marco was left trembling, full of pent-up desire. Pride and frustration mingled in his chest. He was proud he’d made her come, proud he’d passed her ‘test’, but it left him feeling more unsatisfied than ever.

His body remained tense, rigid like stone. He felt her hands at the knots, untying him, and the blindfold slipped off. He finally saw her: adjusting her dress, fixing her hair. She looked radiant—beautiful and cruel.

She smiled and glanced down, inspecting his cock and the condom, still glistening on the outside but empty inside. No sign of cum.

“Get up,” she said. “You did well not to come.” Her tone was neutral, but Marco felt an odd sense of pride swell within him. How had holding back become something to take pride in?

He stayed still for a moment, his erection still painfully hard, the condom clinging to him. Dr. Dalmiann gave him a pleased look, as if appraising a pet she’d just trained.

With a quick adjustment of her hair, she added, “From now on, we’ll meet at my place… What do you say? Are you free this weekend?”

Marco’s mind reeled at the prospect. He could only nod, whispering, “Yes, Miss Rebecca, yes…”

She gathered her things and headed for the door, casually telling him, “Good. It’s settled, then. Put the cage back on and be a good slave.”

Her words shocked Marco, leaving him frozen in place. Slave. She’d called him her slave, expecting him to wear the cage and meet her again.

With affectionate mockery, she added, “Now take me to get a pizza. I’m always hungry after an orgasm.” Her laughter was sharp, stinging Marco like a sadistic whip on his unfulfilled desire.

Minutes passed as Marco tried to steady his breathing, avoiding Dr. Dalmiann’s gaze. Eventually, with quite some effort, he managed to fit the cage back on.

The click of the lock echoed in the quiet room, and he handed the key to her. She slipped it into her bag, leaving him confined, his arousal never fully subsiding. The cage was tight, a constant reminder of what awaited him.

They left the office together, Mistress and slave, chatting about mundane things. Dr. Dalmiann, or rather Miss Rebecca, was already giving Marco directions to the pizzeria and instructing him on what pizza to order.


Epilogue – Between Two Fires

The morning after, I wake up and feel an unexpected sense of happiness. A dominant woman. I have a Domme.

But my cock quickly reminds me of the price I have to pay. The cage constricts and squeezes, bending my morning erection painfully. The peak of arousal mixed with despair.

To distract myself, I replay the events of the previous evening in my head. The dinner had gone well. We talked about so many things.

Rebecca—no, Miss Rebecca—has an endless number of interests. She travels frequently, reads, writes, is an expert in antiques and architecture. She loves talking about herself, without restraint. We ate well and shared a bottle of good red wine.

For a brief moment, it felt like we were a normal couple. That was until, under the table, Miss Rebecca casually squeezed the cage. I almost died right there, in the middle of the restaurant. I had a painful hard on through the entire dinner. It was beautiful, terrible, exciting, and curious all at once.

We’ll see each other again soon—less than three days. I feel like a kid waiting for Christmas.

The cage has been tugging at me since I woke up. It’s uncomfortable given the frequent erections, but somehow, that constant sense of confinement is becoming indistinguishable from a strange, perverse pleasure.

I can still smell Dr. Dalmiann on me. I shiver. I’m happy, truly happy, and I can’t even remember the last time I could say that.

Now, I just need to stay calm and ‘chaste’ until next week, when I’ll spend an entire weekend at Dr. Dalmiann’s place. What could happen then? I dare not even think about it: living with her? Serving her full-time as a slave? It’s overwhelming to even imagine.

I check my phone. There’s a WhatsApp message from Caterina.

Caterina knows almost nothing about Miss Rebecca, but she’s seen me wearing the cage. Caterina, who never explicitly mentioned my fantasies or our history, but who got very excited the last time we were together.

Her message reads:

“How are you? Still caged?”

Followed by a purple devil emoji, grinning mischievously.

Without thinking, I reply: “Yes…”

She responds quickly: “Interesting…”

Then she sends me a photo.

It’s a clear shot: pink lace panties and a matching bra laid out on her bed. The lingerie is incredibly sexy.

“What do you think, should we meet on Friday?”

I stare at the screen, speechless. I reread the messages, my imprisoned dick throbbing against the bars of the cage. I have no idea where all of this is leading.

I glance at the photo again, imagining Caterina in that lace. Her narrow hips, her firm breasts—damn imagination! My erection swells painfully against the cage.

I type back: “Okay, see you on Friday, Cate,” followed by a prayer hands emoji.

The chastity cage has never felt so heavy. It feels like it might explode.

Difficult days lie ahead, very difficult days. Neither Caterina nor Miss Rebecca will offer me any reprieve, I’m sure. An orgasm, I imagine, will be impossible... 
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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

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

Why Buy This Book?

Finding trustworthy resources on Femdom and Female Led Relationships can be a challenge, as many manuals and guides often indulge in extreme or unrealistic fantasies. Our approach is refreshingly simple and grounded in reality, providing practical insights from a female perspective.

Our aim is to demystify these elements and offer practical advice on introducing them into your relationship. Wondering how to broach the topic with your partner? Curious about the initial 'games' you can play to explore this dynamic? Pondering on how to progress further? Look no further — this book is your comprehensive guide, providing the answers you seek.



What to Expect?

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

Who Is This Book For?

If you are a WOMAN, read this book to discover how you can improve your relationship and take control to ensure there are never any moments of "disinterest" in the relationship again.

If you are a MAN, read this book to understand how a woman can realistically evaluate and embrace a Femdom approach in the relationship. Or if you truly want to convince her to try.

The Perfect Gift

Gift this book to implement female domination dynamics within the relationship, with the goal of establishing a female-led relationship.

Be careful what you wish for... It might just come true.

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

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

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

What's This Book About?

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

What's the Purpose of This Book?

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

Why Should You Buy This Book?

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

Forbidden Pleasures: A Compilation of 50 Male Chastity and Orgasm Denial Ideas: Suggestions and Scenarios for Effective Tease and Denial and Ruined Orgasm

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


What sets this book apart?

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

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

A sensual book

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

OEBPS/image_rsrc1Y4.jpg





cover.jpeg
FEMDOM CHASTITY NOVEL





OEBPS/image_rsrc1Y5.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1Y2.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1Y3.jpg





