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Disclaimer

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

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

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

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


Prologue: A Life Unfulfilled

The bottle of Amarone tilted slightly on the arm of the vintage leather sofa, its contents halfway drained.

Luca sat motionless beside it, one socked foot tucked under his leg, the other flat on the worn Persian carpet. On the screen, the Netflix menu blinked in idle stasis, frozen mid-frame on a half-watched documentary about Roman decadence. The irony didn’t escape him.

Outside, through the tall windows that opened onto Piazza del Carmine, laughter rose from the terrace bars, weaving through the ivy that curled romantically along the façade of the building. Elegant voices, polished shoes clicking against cobblestones, the life of Brera in full swing. But in here, the only sound was the low hum of the refrigerator and the occasional creak of antique wood.

“Another Friday, another empty evening. How did I become this sad cliché?”

Luca’s voice, even in his head, had a tired edge. He leaned forward, rubbing at his temple, fingertips brushing the rim of his round glasses. His belly pressed slightly over the waistband of his slacks, soft and unresisting.

He caught his reflection in a tall, gilt-framed mirror opposite him. The combed-over thinning hair, the stooped shoulders, the glimmer of self-awareness in his eyes—it all looked like a performance. A man dressing up as a version of himself that no longer felt true.

He was forty-three. A respected literature and philosophy teacher at Liceo Classico Parini. Brilliant, or so the students said. A few even adored him. But after the bell rang, his world shrank. The well-worn novels, the vinyl records carefully categorised by genre and mood, the endless solitude. He had mastered routine, but not fulfillment.

The flat itself was a museum of another life. Inherited from his grandmother, with its heavy velvet drapes, high chairs, and faint scent of lavender and dust, it whispered of tradition and comfort—but offered no spark. No passion. No connection.

Faded Persian rugs and antique mahogany furniture mocked his stagnation. The place was too beautiful, too refined for someone whose life had fallen so desperately short of expectations.

He looked again at the mirror. His eyes drifted from the disgusting reflection to the mirror itself — its frame, its weight, its silent permanence.

Elena, his ex-wife, had never liked this place — his house. She had always pushed him to sell it and cash in: “This flat, in Milan’s city centre! It’s a lot of money!”

But somehow, despite all her criticism, she had loved that mirror. The posh, baroque frame. The ornate woodwork. She’d once called it “the only beautiful thing in this place.”

A wave of memory surged through him — sharp, vivid, and uninvited. He found himself picturing her again: Elena.

She had been fire in a tailored suit, all sharp lines and effortless poise. A financial manager on the rise, decisive and magnetic. He’d fallen hard, swept up in her confidence, her ambition, the way she moved through the world like she owned it. Their early dates felt surreal—How had she chosen him?

Their wedding photos still existed somewhere, boxed in a closet he refused to open. In those first months, he had believed. Believed they could be different, despite her world of high finance and his world of metaphysical riddles.

But the cracks showed early. She never mocked him openly—Elena wasn’t cruel in a vulgar way—but her words carried an edge that sliced deeper than insults.

“Teaching is sweet, Luca. But is it really all you want? You could’ve done better.”

He could still see her, standing by the window in their other apartment in Porta Romana, sharp as ever in a tailored suit, her back straight, her posture cool and untouchable. The light would hit her hair just so, like a halo drawn in frost.

“What’s wrong with teaching?” he’d say, always defensive, already defeated. “Not everyone wants to run a multinational, Elena.”

“But they should at least want something more,” she’d reply, her tone clipped and calm. “Something with weight.”

Sex dwindled quickly. At first, he blamed it on stress. Then time. But when he finally gathered the nerve to suggest something else — something closer to what pulsed behind his eyes during sleepless nights — the response was icy. He remembered that day well.

“Elena,” he had begun, voice trembling, heart pounding like a schoolboy’s, “maybe we could… try something new. Something different.”

She had glanced at him suspiciously from behind her laptop. “Different how?”

He swallowed hard. “You could…take control. Maybe dominate me a little? I’ve been reading—”

Her sharp laugh cut him off brutally, a blade through his courage. “Dominate you? Luca, really? That’s what you’re fantasizing about?”

He shrank back, stammering, “It was just an idea…”

She sighed dismissively, returning her gaze to her screen. “Honestly, Luca, you’re making me uncomfortable. Is that what you think I need? A husband who begs for humiliation? Grow up.”

That night, alone in the bathroom, he’d jerked himself desperately, bitterly imagining her mocking him further, crueler. The orgasm had been shattering, followed immediately by overwhelming disgust.

It was over after that. Not immediately, but inevitably. The bedroom became a tomb. The tension calcified. And when she was promoted to a senior role in a multinational firm, the gap between them became unbridgeable. She filed for divorce a month later. No tears. No real anger. Just a polite dismantling of a failed experiment.

Since then, Luca’s life had narrowed to screens, books, and his own hand.

He masturbated often—desperately, compulsively—always to the same category of videos: strict women, mocking women, cruel smiles and chastity cages. He’d memorised the voices, the sneers, the precise rhythm of commands that made his body tighten and his throat dry.

He always finished hunched over tissues, sick with shame. But the fantasies only grew darker. More vivid. More demanding. He knew it was pathetic, shameful even, but the darker his fantasies grew, the more desperately he craved them.

He had tried dating again—briefly. A handful of half-hearted attempts on Tinder and Bumble. Each one a grim exercise in futility. One girl ghosted him after two exchanges. Another called him “a sweet soul” before blocking him. The worst was a date who’d visibly recoiled when he mentioned he taught Dante.

And every time he returned home, undressed in front of that mirror, and stared.

“I’m forty-three, overweight, balding. Who am I fooling?”

He peeled his shirt off and touched the soft hang of his belly. There were no muscles to flex, no illusion left. The wine wasn’t helping. Neither was the frozen pizza he ate three times a week.

Yet beneath all the resignation, a core of longing burned low and persistent.

He craved surrender. To be humiliated, controlled, teased relentlessly, denied the relief he desperately sought. Every time he stroked himself raw, the fantasies intensified—cruel, mocking women who laughed at his helpless arousal, women who knew exactly how to break him.

No one knew this part of him. Not even Elena. Especially not Elena. And without a mirror, a witness, someone to truly see him—Luca was dissolving. Slowly, invisibly.

Now, Luca lived alone, retreating deeper into his fantasies each night, his sexuality fed by increasingly intense images of impossible women who mocked and dominated him with merciless cruelty.

Tonight was no different. He placed the wine glass aside, already half-hard at the mere thought of surrendering to the fantasies that had become his only solace.

Shuffling into his bedroom, he stripped off his clothes. He lay back, closing his eyes, and began to stroke himself slowly, deliberately prolonging the agony of his arousal.

In his mind, faceless women emerged, beautiful yet contemptuous, their voices echoing sharply:

“You disgust me, Luca. Pathetic man. Weak. Unworthy.”

His breath quickened, the rhythm of his hand intensifying. His fantasies spiraled deeper, darker.

“Beg me,” a cruelly sensual voice whispered in his mind. “Beg me, and maybe I’ll let you cum. Or maybe not. Maybe I’ll deny you. Keep you desperate and aching.”

“Please,” he murmured aloud, lost in the vividness of the fantasy, his cock now painfully erect. “Please let me cum.”

“No,” the voice mocked mercilessly. “You haven’t earned it. You’re mine to torment.”

He gasped, helplessly aroused, the words searing through his shame. He stroked faster, almost painfully, the imagined cruelty sharpening his pleasure to an unbearable peak.

“You will suffer for me,” the voice hissed. “You will always suffer.”

With a strangled cry, he climaxed violently, hot cum splashing onto his belly, a bitter satisfaction immediately overshadowed by familiar loathing.

Panting softly, Luca stared numbly at the ceiling, the humiliating afterglow still pulsing through him. Tears prickled behind his eyes, shame hot on his skin.

“This can’t be all there is,” he whispered into the emptiness, knowing he couldn’t continue like this.

He had to act, had to do something — anything. He decided he would force himself to change, to break the inertia. Something. Anything. Now.

He reached for his phone, searched for Tinder, and let out a long sigh.

“One last try,” he muttered bitterly, thumb hovering over the app icon. “Maybe tonight I’ll finally change something... anything.”

He tapped.

The screen lit up.

A new match. A face he didn’t recognise. A sharp jawline, glossy black hair, eyes that didn’t smile.

He stared at the image for a moment longer than necessary.

And then the message appeared.

“Hi Luca.”


Chapter 1: When Tinder Burns

The place was exactly what Tripadvisor promised: dim lighting, curated vintage décor, soft electronic music pulsing underneath the murmur of well-dressed people sipping overpriced cocktails.

Outside, the Navigli canal shimmered under the soft glow of amber streetlamps, but inside the vibe was curated detachment. Luca adjusted the collar of his shirt for the third time and tried not to look at his reflection in the glass behind the bar.

She was late. He was sweating.

And then—there she was. Martina. Thirty-two, long legs under a tight beige dress, dark eyes outlined with precision, and a phone in her hand she didn’t bother to put away. She walked towards him with the same energy one might have toward a disappointing appetizer—mild curiosity, zero excitement.

“You’re Luca?” she asked, tone flat.

He stood too quickly. “Yes! Hey. Nice to finally—”

She blinked. “You’re… older than your photos.”

Luca tried to laugh it off. “Well, filters and good lighting, you know... they help.”

“Sure.” She looked him up and down, openly. “But lighting doesn’t give you a paunch.”

Luca’s smile flickered. “I guess I’ve been busy with work lately. It’s been hard to hit the gym.”

“Right.” She pulled out the chair across from him, sat without invitation, and crossed her legs with mechanical elegance. “And the hair…?”

“I—uh—stress, I suppose. It’s been a rough couple of years.”

She didn’t respond. Just stared at the drink menu like it was more interesting than him. He tried again.

“You look even better in person, by the way.”

Now she looked at him. Sharp. Almost irritated.

“Luca, we matched because I thought you had a vibe. Mysterious. Confident. Instead, you seem… I don’t know… sad?”

“Sad?” he echoed.

“Yeah. Forgive me if I’m blunt, but… like you’re just drifting. Grown man, eyes like a kicked puppy.”

He was caught off guard, unable to find words.

But she didn’t stop — just kept going, clearly annoyed, like she’d realised this Tinder date was a dud and was now watching it crash and burn in real time.

It was his fault. She’d warned him in her messages: “I don’t do bullshit.” And honestly, it felt like every woman in Milan said that these days.

Still, he’d played along. He knew how to write a good message. That had always been his strength. Now, sitting there under her glare, he hated himself for touching up those photos, for uploading the old ones where he still looked sharp.

“Did you even try tonight? You couldn’t have at least ironed your shirt?”

He looked down. There was, in fact, a faint crease. He hadn’t noticed.

“I was just hoping for a nice evening. Get to know each other…”

She snorted. “Honestly, Luca, you’re depressing. You’re not just older. You’re… lost. Out of shape. And worst of all, you look like you don’t even realise it. What woman would ever find that attractive?”

The words hit with the casual cruelty of someone used to getting what she wants—and bored when she doesn’t.

Luca felt something inside him collapse. A breath, maybe. Or pride.

Martina stood up before the waiter even approached. “I’m going to pretend this was a mistake. Good luck, Luca.”

She didn’t look back.

The tram ride home was a blur. Luca stared at his reflection in the darkened window and saw everything she’d said—etched into the curve of his jaw, the slight roundness of his stomach, the slump of his shoulders. His building was quiet, the kind of quiet that made a man feel like a ghost in his own life.

In his bedroom, the silence became unbearable.

He undressed slowly, not out of ritual, but out of inertia. Shirt off. Trousers pushed to the floor. He stood naked in front of the mirror. The pale skin, the softness where there should be firmness, the eyes that avoided their own reflection. He sat on the edge of the bed, cock already hard with shame.

And then, unbidden, her voice echoed in his head.

“What woman would ever find that attractive?”

He gripped himself tightly, jaw clenched. He pictured her, leaning over him in the bar, sneering, arms crossed, disgust in her expression.

“You’re a grown man, yet you seem lost.”

His breath grew ragged. He stroked harder, punishingly, using the words like fuel. It was vile, humiliating—and devastatingly effective.

“Depressing. Pathetic. Unfuckable.”

He came with a sharp gasp, back arched, release staining the inside of his thigh and belly, head swimming with her contempt. And immediately, the weight of it returned. The sticky shame. The silence.

He didn’t clean himself right away. Just sat there, panting, hunched, drained.

There, in that moment, something fractured. Something opened.

And a decision began to form in the stillness.


Chapter 2: Whatever It Takes

He hadn’t moved in almost twenty minutes. The tissue had crumpled in his hand, forgotten. A sticky reminder of what he’d done—and why. His thighs were still parted, the cold air brushing against cooling skin. There was no pleasure now. Only shame. The kind that coils low in the stomach and spreads like rot.

He stood. Slowly. Naked. Barefoot on the creaky parquet. The floor felt colder than it should have. He stepped into the glow spilling from the bathroom and faced himself fully in the mirror.

He didn’t brace. He absorbed. There he was.

A body softened by years of excuses. A belly that hung just enough to make tight t-shirts embarrassing. Arms with no definition. Shoulders that slouched forward, as if protecting a heart too bruised to hold up its frame. His hair—thinner than he remembered. And the face… a man who smiled too little and aged too quickly.

He leaned closer, eyes locking with his own.

“Jesus,” he whispered.

The word wasn’t anger. It was realisation.

He didn’t look like the man he imagined himself to be. The confident guy in his profile pictures. The version of himself that existed in filtered reflections and self-deception.

He looked like someone who had given up a little bit at a time. A memory flashed: Martina’s lips curled in disdain, her voice slicing through him.

“You’re a grown man, yet you seem lost.”

He closed his eyes.

“What woman would ever find that attractive?”

His fists clenched at his sides. The tension flooded him. A thousand micro-decisions that led to this moment—skipped workouts, nights drinking alone, masturbating to strangers who wouldn’t look at him twice.

No more.

His voice, this time, came firmer. Low and cracked, but different.

“Enough.”

He looked himself in the eye.

“I’m not this... this thing. I can’t be.”

Something shifted.

It wasn’t redemption. Not yet. But it was revolt. A decision born not from confidence, but disgust. A primal need to not be what she saw. What he saw.

He turned, grabbed his phone, and sat at the edge of the bed. The screen lit up his face with its soft, sterile glow, illuminating the creases around his eyes, the slight sag at his jawline. He unlocked the device and opened the browser, fingers trembling slightly—not from fear, but from the weight of intent.

He typed:”High-end personal trainers Milan.”

Dozens of polished results appeared. Glossy ads for gyms with rooftop terraces, group classes with motivational hashtags, wellness packages wrapped in curated smiles. He scrolled past them. Too gentle. Too soft.

Then one listing caught his eye.

	EliteFit Milano – Private Training
Total Body Reform | Results or Regret



Black font. Grey background. No colour. No gimmicks. He tapped.

The site was minimal, even harsh. A black-and-white photo of a single training bench in a steel-walled studio, no human figure in sight. Beneath it, one sentence.

We don’t motivate. We break and rebuild.

His breath caught.

There was no warmth in those words. No coddling. No smile behind them. Just blunt force. It felt like a dare.

The contact form stared up at him. Name. Age. Fitness level. Preferences. He filled it in methodically, one field at a time.

Name: Luca Bruni
Age: 43
Fitness Level: Beginner
Preferred Training Intensity: Intense
Trainer Preferences: None

His thumb hovered over the last box.

Additional Notes

He typed:

I need change. Whatever it takes.

He stared at it for a long moment. Thought about deleting it. Rewording it to sound less desperate. More professional. But no. That was the point. No more pretending.

He hit Send.

A confirmation message popped up instantly:

Thank you for choosing EliteFit Milano. You will be assigned a trainer shortly. Be prepared to follow instructions. No exceptions.

Luca let the phone fall to the bed beside him. The silence in the room shifted. It wasn’t comforting, not yet, but it was no longer suffocating. Something had been set in motion.

He stood again. Returned to the mirror. The man in the reflection hadn’t changed. Still soft. Still scarred. Still carrying years of neglect.

But behind his eyes, something else was beginning to rise. Not strength. Not pride. Not yet.

But resolve. He wouldn’t try to rebuild the man he once was. That version had failed him, anyway.

He would become something new. Not healed. Reforged.


Chapter 3: The One Who Wants to Be Broken

The building was almost silent as Luca pushed open the glass door. A faint hiss from the hydraulics and then nothing—no cheerful receptionist, no motivational slogans on the walls. Just cold space.

He stepped inside, clutching a small drawstring bag he wasn’t sure belonged in a place like this. He wore a faded T-shirt, oversized basketball shorts from some forgotten team, and running shoes that had seen more coffee runs than workouts. He knew he looked out of place. He felt it in the way the receptionist raised an eyebrow before even greeting him.

She was lean, impeccably styled, with an iPad in one hand and a protein shake in the other.

“You must be Luca Bruni,” she said, not asking.

He nodded, clearing his throat. “Yes. I—uh—have an appointment.”

Her eyes travelled down his body, making no effort to hide the scan. The corner of her mouth lifted, not into a smile, but something closer to amusement. “You filled out the form. Said «Whatever it takes».”

Luca felt his face burn. “I meant it.”

She tapped something on the screen. “You left trainer preferences blank.”

“I thought... it didn’t matter.”

“It does here,” she said flatly, eyes still on the screen. Then, with a razor-thin smirk, she added, “I think Arianna will handle you... adequately.”

Before he could respond, she raised her voice without looking up. “Arianna?”

From a side corridor—quiet as breath—came the sound of sneakers on rubber flooring. Then she appeared.

Luca froze.

She didn’t walk in—she arrived. Her presence filled the room before she said a word. Her body was unreal: taut and sculpted, with the kind of curves that seemed to defy logic.

Her waist was narrow, stomach rippled with defined abs that flexed with every step. Her leggings gripped powerful legs and a rear so perfectly rounded it looked engineered. The crop top clung to full, high breasts that strained against the fabric, unapologetically prominent. But it was her face that unsettled him—feminine, beautiful, and totally unreadable. No softness. Just symmetry and focus. Her high ponytail swung behind her like a metronome of discipline.

She wasn’t just stunning—she was intimidating. The kind of woman Luca might have fantasised about, but would never have had the courage to approach.

And she was young. So young. Mid-twenties, maybe. Panic bloomed in his chest.

She stopped a few feet from him and let her eyes roam—slowly, deliberately—from his head to his feet. A beat passed before she spoke.

“So,” she said. “You’re the one who wants to be broken.”

Luca opened his mouth, but no words came.

She tilted her head. “Nothing to say? That’s a first.”

“I just want to get in shape,” he managed.

Arianna stepped closer—so close he could see the delicate shimmer of sweat glistening along her collarbone, could breathe in the raw, intoxicating scent of skin, fabric, and exertion. It wasn’t perfume. It was her.

His mind spiralled. He imagined reaching out, gripping her flesh, feeling the heat of her body under his hands—hard muscle beneath smooth, flawless skin. The kind of body that didn’t yield easily.

His fingers twitched, useless at his sides.

“You want to get in shape,” she echoed flatly, then glanced down at his shirt. “Did this come free with a bag of dog food?”

Luca blinked. “It’s just—just a workout shirt.”

“From when? High school?”

He shifted uncomfortably. “It still fits.”

“Unfortunately.”

She circled him once, slow and surgical. “Soft belly. Weak posture. Zero definition. And yet you checked ‘intense training’ on your form.” She paused behind him. “Bold.”

“I want to change,” he muttered.

Arianna stepped back in front of him and looked him square in the eyes.

“No. You need to change. What you want doesn’t interest me.”

There was no need to raise her voice. Her tone sliced clean through his chest.

She turned on her heel.

“Follow me.”

He obeyed without question.

The gym itself was stripped to its core—steel rigs, battle ropes, deadlift platforms. No mirrors. No screens. No branding. It wasn’t designed for comfort. It was designed for suffering.

She stopped in front of a thick mat and turned to face him. Her expression was unreadable, her gaze cool and fixed.

“Watch,” she said simply.

Then she dropped to the floor in a single, fluid motion—hands splayed, body perfectly aligned—and began.

Ten push-ups.

Her triceps coiled and released with impossible grace. Her back was a sculpture in motion, shoulder blades sliding under the thin fabric of her top like precise machinery.

The crop top inched up with each descent, exposing the flawless definition of her lower abs, tight and smooth and impossibly firm. Her breasts swayed gently beneath the fabric—controlled, barely, as if reminding him of their weight and power.

Then she rose. Ten squats.

Her thighs—those thighs—moved like pistons. Each descent slowed, deliberate, her glutes tightening into impossible symmetry before she drove upward again.

The leggings clung like a second skin, tracing every curve of her hips, every muscle that fired beneath. He could see the fine sweat bead along the edge of her waistband, the way the fabric darkened in just the right places.

Then came the burpees. Ten, fast and flawless.

She dropped, kicked out, pressed, sprang up. Again. Again. A machine. A fitness goddess in flesh and lycra. Her ponytail snapped behind her with each jump like a whip. Her face remained composed—focused, almost bored, as if this wasn’t exertion at all, but performance.

Luca’s mouth was dry.

She wasn’t human. She was a YouTube dream brought to life—one of those impossibly perfect trainers from glossy videos who bark orders between sets and never break a sweat.

But this one was here. Real. Right in front of him. And he was aroused in a way that felt helpless.

She finished and stood tall. No panting. No trembling. Just a slight adjustment of her waistband, a tug at her top, a roll of her neck like she’d just woken from a nap.

Then she looked at him. Deadpan.

“That,” she said, “was your warm-up.”

Luca blinked, still in awe.

“Now you,” she added, gesturing at the mat. “Ten push-ups. Ten squats. Ten burpees. Repeat until I say stop.”

He hesitated. “Shouldn’t I... stretch first?”

She turned slowly, one eyebrow arched with exaggerated patience. “Do you stretch before getting out of bed too?”

“I just meant—”

“Don’t think. Move.”

Arianna didn’t even watch him at first. She pulled out her phone, glanced at the screen, then slowly looked up as he struggled through his very first push-up.

“Oh dear,” she said, almost amused. “This is going to be worse than I thought.”


Chapter 4: Pain Is the Proof



By the third round of burpees, Luca’s vision blurred at the edges. Sweat poured from his forehead and soaked the collar of his T-shirt, which clung to his back like a damp shroud.

His arms shook. His chest heaved. The mat beneath him had already darkened with sweat. And Arianna hadn’t said a word.

She stood near the rack of kettlebells, arms crossed, one leg slightly bent, eyes fixed on him with clinical detachment. She didn’t count reps. She didn’t cheer. She simply watched.

And somehow, that was worse.

Luca collapsed to his knees after the tenth burpee of the fifth round, panting hard, lips parted and trembling. His limbs ached with a raw, unfamiliar fire, muscles twitching with betrayal.

“I need—just—water,” he managed.

She raised an eyebrow. “Already?”

“I haven’t done this kind of—”

“You haven’t done anything,” she interrupted, walking toward him with the slow grace of a predator. “That’s the problem.”

She stopped beside him, towering over his crouched form. Her presence was oppressive—those sculpted legs, that high ponytail, those breasts barely contained by the taut fabric of her top. She didn’t move. She let him breathe in her dominance.

Luca tried to rise. His leg buckled slightly. He was trembling all over now, the sweat not just a symptom of effort, but of something deeper: exposure. He wasn’t just winded. He was unraveling.

“Oh no,” Arianna said dryly. “By all means, take your time. You wouldn’t want to strain something important, like your pride.”

Luca flushed, but said nothing. He was too busy trying to catch his breath—and control the shameful throb growing between his legs.

It was involuntary, absurd even. His cock was hard. Not just aroused, but rock-solid and pressing against the inside of his damp shorts. Every movement only intensified the ache.

It wasn’t supposed to happen. He was wrecked, exhausted. But her presence, her voice, her unflinching control... it ignited something in him he couldn’t name.

It was as if the brutality of her attention cracked something inside him open. The humiliation, the helplessness—it wasn’t just bearable. It was intoxicating.

She tilted her head, considering him. Her eyes dropped once—just once—to the bulge in his shorts. She didn’t comment. She didn’t need to. A single raised eyebrow was enough to eviscerate him. It wasn’t mockery. It was... acknowledgment. And that made it worse. Or better. He didn’t know anymore.

“How old are you?” she asked.

“Forty-three.”

“You move like you’re sixty.”

He forced a bitter smile. “Guess I let myself go.”

“No,” she said flatly. “You gave up.”

The words landed hard. Not shouted. Not cruel. Just delivered like a diagnosis.

He looked down. She didn’t let him off the hook.

“That belly?” she said, tapping it lightly with the tip of her sneaker. “That’s not age. That’s cowardice. A thousand little choices to do nothing. And now you want to undo it all in a few sessions? No. Doesn’t work that way.”

Luca’s fists clenched on the mat. His cock twitched again, and he hated himself for it. Or maybe he didn’t. Maybe this was what he had craved without understanding it.

Arianna crouched suddenly, her face level with his. The shift made him flinch—not from fear, but from proximity. From her scent. From her eyes locking into his. From the unbearable proximity of power.

“I’m going to give you a choice,” she said. “You can leave now, no judgement. You go home, lie back, order food, and jerk off to whatever humiliation fantasy keeps you from killing yourself.”

Luca’s breath caught. Her words pierced something deeper than guilt. They went straight to the place where shame blurred into longing.

Her voice softened, but it was like velvet over a blade.

“Or you stay. And I tear you apart. Slowly. Relentlessly. I will expose every weakness in your body and in your mind. And you will thank me for it.”

Silence.

He couldn’t look away from her. Not with her face this close. Her tone this calm. Her control so complete.

“I want to stay,” he whispered.

She stood up again, offering no hand to help him rise.

“Good,” she said. “Because I wasn’t finished.”

What followed was less a workout and more a dismantling. Squats until his legs trembled, held at the bottom as she timed his descent with an unblinking gaze.

Planks until his shoulders screamed, sweat dripping from his nose onto the mat in steady drops. Wall sits while she paced in front of him, arms crossed, observing like a judge deliberating his fate.

At one point, when he dropped out of position with a grunt, she stopped and looked down.

“Did I say stop?”

“I couldn’t hold it.”

“No,” she replied. “You wouldn’t. There’s a difference.”

She made him redo the entire set.

By the end of the hour, Luca collapsed onto the mat, chest heaving, face soaked in sweat, legs twitching from lactic fire. His cock was still aching. Still hard. He didn’t know how it was possible. Every nerve in his body burned. And yet, the thought of her watching him, judging him, commanding him—it undid him.

Arianna crouched beside him again, resting her elbow on one knee.

She didn’t look angry. She looked satisfied.

“Not the worst start,” she said. “You didn’t cry. That’s something.”

He turned his head toward her, barely able to speak. “Do people cry?”

“Men do,” she said with a smile. “Especially the ones who pretend they’re not broken.”

She stood, towering over him once more.

“I’ll see you the day after tomorrow,” she added, already turning toward the locker room. “You probably won’t even be able to walk straight by then. Don’t quit—though I doubt you have the balls to stick it out.”

And then she was gone.

Luca lay there, his muscles burning, lungs still catching up, her voice echoing inside his skull like a mantra. His cock throbbed painfully inside the soaked fabric of his shorts.

He didn’t understand why it excited him. But it did. It excited him more than anything had in years.

His body was wrecked, drained of every ounce of strength. But in his mind, he was lit up. Every nerve alive. Every humiliation like an erotic charge crawling beneath his skin.

He let his eyes fall shut, one hand resting instinctively across his abdomen, inches from the pulsing hardness between his legs. He wouldn’t touch himself. Not here. Not now. That, he understood, would be breaking a rule she hadn’t even spoken aloud.

And somehow, that silence—the unspoken denial—was more arousing than anything he’d ever experienced.

He got up and headed to the locker rooms. He passed a few other clients, but he was so shaken he couldn’t focus on anyone. He stumbled into the showers.

Even after the water, he didn’t stop sweating. By the time he got home, he was drenched again. He decided to take another shower. He was exhausted.

Back home, alone, he stood again in front of the mirror, towel slung loosely around his waist, eyes locked on the fogged reflection. His hair was damp, curling at the edges.

His chest, still heaving slightly from the cold blast of water, was mottled red from the strain of the session. His legs trembled when he shifted his weight. His arms felt heavy, like they belonged to someone else.

And yet... beneath it all, he was hard.

He didn’t understand it. Not fully. He was sore, drained, humiliated. Every muscle screamed in protest, and the skin under his shirt—before he’d stripped it off—had stung with sweat and failure.

But even now, as he breathed through the ache, his cock pressed insistently against the towel.

He closed the bathroom door behind him, walked into the dim bedroom, and sat at the edge of the bed. The air was cool against his damp skin. He let the towel drop.

The erection was undeniable. Full, stiff, throbbing with a pulse of its own.

He ran a hand through his hair and exhaled shakily. He could still hear her voice, cold and clean:

“That belly? That’s cowardice.”

“I’ll tear you apart. Slowly. Relentlessly.”

“Don’t quit—though I doubt you have the balls to stick it out.”

Her words hit deeper than any compliment ever had. They stripped him down. Shoved a mirror in his face. She hadn’t just trained his body — she’d reached inside him, twisted something, and left him raw and pulsing with... what? Shame? Lust?

He closed his eyes and began to stroke himself, slowly at first.

Her face appeared behind his lids, not smiling — appraising. Her brows drawn slightly, mouth unreadable. She wasn’t gentle. She wasn’t soft. And that’s what made it unbearable. What made it real.

“You gave up.”

“This is going to be painful.”

“For you? Excruciating.”

He tightened his grip.

In his mind, she was above him again. Towering. Standing at the foot of his bed, arms crossed, watching him like she had during his push-ups, his planks, his burpees. Silent judgement. Impenetrable presence. And maybe, just maybe, a sliver of satisfaction.

The fantasy sharpened.

She stepped forward. Pulled the towel away. Looked down at him with casual disdain.

“Hard? After that performance?” she scoffed.

He gasped, hand speeding up.

“You’re pathetic,” she said. “Jerking off to the woman who made you sweat and cry like a child.”

She stepped on his chest. Her sneaker pressed just enough to hurt.

“Is this what gets you off? Being owned?”

His orgasm tore through him like a sob. Back arched, mouth open, he came hard—hot, sticky, desperate—across his chest, his stomach, his hand. His body trembled, not from pleasure, but from the weight of what he’d just surrendered to.

The shame hit seconds later. Not subtle. Not slow. A crashing wave of disgust.

He wiped himself with the corner of the sheet, breath shallow, heart thudding like a drumbeat from somewhere far away. He stared at the ceiling, at the small cracks in the plaster, and let the silence wrap around him again.

He didn’t want to feel this way. But he couldn’t stop it now. It had begun.

And Arianna’s voice, somewhere inside him, had already taken root.


Chapter 5: The Rule Is Erection

The next day, Luca could barely stand up straight. Every single muscle in his body ached. His arms felt like lead. He didn’t quit, though. He showed up for the next session with Arianna — beaten, but present.

Then he came back. Again. And again.

Days turned into weeks. The sessions piled up. He dragged himself forward, running on nothing but stubbornness and something darker he couldn’t quite name. He hated every moment of the training — and yet, he craved every second spent under Arianna’s eyes.

It didn’t get easier. Not physically.

Every session left him on the brink of collapse — muscles seizing, lungs burning, his shirt clinging to his frame in a drenched, trembling mess. Arianna didn’t let up. If anything, she pushed harder.

He never knew what was coming next — burpees mid-set, isometric holds until his face flushed crimson, surprise sprints with no finish line.

But something else had shifted. He started showing up early. He started watching her when he thought she wasn’t looking. And when he got home, his mind was full of her.

The way she paced behind him during squats. The sound of her sneakers landing near his ears as he lay trembling on the mat. The way she stretched her arms overhead, arching slightly, tight crop top lifting just enough to show the deep V of her abs, the swell of those large, perfect breasts compressed and straining against fabric that barely qualified as modest.

She knew he was watching. She made sure of it.

“Lower.”

She’d say it during push-ups, her voice low but charged, foot pressing lightly between his shoulder blades.

“You’re not getting out of this because you’re weak. Weakness is why you’re here.”

She was rarely kind to him—especially when he was gasping, trembling, on the brink of collapse. That was when she seemed to enjoy herself the most. Her words weren’t just sharp; they were laced with something darker, something deliberately cruel. In any other trainer-client relationship, what she said would’ve been unacceptable. Out of line. Offensive.

But this wasn’t normal anymore. That line had long since blurred—and neither of them seemed in a hurry to redraw it.

Day after day, she learned just how deeply she could cut him with a glance, a word, a smirk. And how those cuts didn’t break him—they drove him. Her disdain was a whip, and he was learning to ache for it. Every insult sharpened his focus. Every put-down lit a fire in his chest... and lower.

And he—he had become hooked on the chase. Addicted to the bar she kept raising. Every hard-won gain, every small triumph—outlasting a brutal circuit, lasting a little longer on the treadmill, surviving a set without falling apart—was casually dismissed.

So he kept pushing. Always chasing her impossible standard. A standard that danced just out of reach, like a hand he was never meant to touch.

She gave him nothing. And that, more than anything, made him want everything.

“You should pay extra just to breathe near me.”

It came out one day after he dared to glance too long at her hips during deadlifts. She didn’t even look at him when she said it. Just threw the line over her shoulder and walked away, ponytail swaying like punctuation.

He’d had to hide the erection for the rest of the session. But he didn’t do a very good job. She pretended not to notice—for a while. And then she pushed him harder. And harder. There was a flicker of amusement in her eyes, unmistakable. She knew. She was enjoying this—his erotic confusion, his helpless need.

“Down. Plank,” she ordered, voice sharp.

He dropped to the mat, arms locking beneath him, muscles quivering from exertion—but that wasn’t all. Heat flushed through his body, sharp and electric. His cock pulsed, stiff and insistent, pressed against the fabric of his shorts.

His eyes were level with her ankles—sleek, sculpted, impossibly clean in those pristine white trainers. The sight struck him like a blow: her feet, so close, so perfect.

One breath closer and he could kiss them—press his lips to the edge of her shoe, to the sweat-darkened seam of her sock. The idea gripped him with maddening force.

His arms began to shake harder—not just from the effort, but from the tension knotting low in his belly. The scent of rubber mat, of her skin, of his own humiliation mixed in the air like incense. His chest heaved. His balance faltered.

And all the while, his cock throbbed painfully, as if begging for friction, for release, for something—anything.

He was trembling now, not from weakness, but from the unbearable nearness of her. Lust and shame knotted together, sticky and bright, flooding every nerve.

“Look at you,” she said, voice cool and precise. “Trembling from a plank. Pathetic.”

She crouched beside him, close enough that he could feel the warmth of her skin, the scent of sweat and power.

“Does this turn you on, Luca?” she asked, her tone like velvet over steel. “Being owned like this?”

He said nothing. He couldn’t. But inside, he was boiling—with humiliation, with desire, with something he didn’t have words for.

Over time, her proximity became part of the punishment. She began adjusting his form physically, pressing her palm to his lower back, sliding a finger along his spine during deadlifts, cupping the inside of his knee during lunges to correct angle and stance.

He lived for those seconds.

She smelled like sweat and vanilla protein powder and something else — something primal.

He stopped watching porn. He didn’t need it anymore. Not when her image was etched into his fucking bloodstream.

All it took now was the memory of her gaze—cold, commanding, electric. The curl of her lip when he failed, the sneer when he whimpered, the brutal grace in the roll of her hips as she stretched beside him. Feet planted wide, thighs flexed, crop top riding high to reveal that unreal skin—taut, gleaming, carved like bronze from some ancient wet dream.

She caught him staring once, mid-rest. Their eyes locked. And then came the smirk.

“You dream about me, don’t you?”

Luca swallowed hard. “W-What?”

“Don’t play dumb.” She stepped closer. “I bet you jerk off every night like a desperate little pervert. Am I wrong?”

He didn’t answer. Couldn’t. His silence screamed.

“That’s what I thought.”

She stopped inches from him, close enough to smell the sweat clinging to his skin. Almost as tall as him, she loomed like a punishment. His eyes couldn’t help but drop—to her tits, obscenely crushed by the taut fabric of her top, nipples visibly stiff.

Her smirk curled crueler. She leaned in slightly.

“Eyes up, boy.”

That hurt. “Boy.” He was her senior by at least fifteen years, maybe more. And yet… he felt it. Felt like one. Reduced. Small. Owned.

He was terrified—because she saw through him. She knew. She knew about the late nights. The compulsive jerking. The way he came like an animal to the thought of her voice alone.

“I think you lack stamina,” she said casually, as if talking about the weather. “And I think it’s because you jerk off too much.”

“I-I—” he stammered, “that’s ridiculous.”

“Is it?” Her tone dripped condescension. “I remember reading somewhere how not cumming during training improves testosterone. Increases focus. Builds control. Maybe you should try it.”

He turned every shade of embarrassment—white, red, ghost-pale again. A carousel of shame.

What was she saying? Was she actually asking him not to orgasm anymore? Was this... chastity? Was she imposing it without even naming it? He felt dizzy. Dreamlike. Fucked in the head. Was this real? Was he alive? Or just caught in some fantasy so deep he’d never crawl out?

She tilted her head, eyes narrowed, amused.

“I think you really should stop cumming. For a while.”

He gasped, chest hitching. No air seemed to make it past his throat.

And then—something shifted. For a few seconds, she didn’t look like a goddess or a dominatrix. She looked young. Human. Curious. It was the first time ever. She wasn’t just dominating him—she was studying him. Experimenting. As if he was some new toy, or test subject, or mirror for her own power.

She saw his submission, raw and exposed, and part of her liked it. Part of her wanted to twist it. To see how deep it could go.

“What shall I do with you?” her eyes seemed to ask.

She had options. Endless ones. Men fell at her feet daily. But him? This wreck of a man? He wasn’t worth her time—unless it was for something different. Something darker.

“Mmm... yes. Stop jerking, boy.” She delivered the line like a queen passing judgment. Her grin was crooked, cruel, a slow flick of the knife. “And don’t even try to cheat. I’ll know.”

“Y-You’ll what?”

She didn’t blink. “Do you think I don’t notice? Some days, you’re rock hard the second you see me. Other days, you’re not. You jerked off. Obviously.”

It hit him like a bucket of ice. The guilt.

“From now on...” she continued, stepping back with calculated calm, “I want to see you hard. All the time. If you aren’t, you train alone. You cum on your own? Then fuck off. You're not worth my breath.”

She turned on her heel and walked away. That ass. The cold finality in her stride.

He barely got through the rest of the session. Every push-up was a struggle against the pulsing ache in his shorts. His cock was painfully stiff, dripping against the inside of his compression briefs, rubbing raw with each squat and lift. His mind was a hurricane—torn between obedience, lust, and the terrifying urge to drop to his knees and beg.

That night, he couldn’t sleep. He lay flat on his back, eyes open, heart thudding. Hard as a rock.

He thought of her voice, cruel and clipped:

“You jerk off too much.”

“Stop cumming, boy.”

“You’re pathetic.”

He reached down, touched himself... and stopped.

He wasn’t allowed. He didn’t need her to say it twice. The rule hung in the air like a collar.

His body screamed for release. His cock leaked precum, soaked the waistband of his underwear. His balls ached. The tension was unbearable. And yet—he didn’t move.

He waited.

Because that’s what she’d want. That’s what she demanded. And now... his need wasn’t just about lust. It was about proving himself.

He wanted to show her his erection. Show her he obeyed. That he was dripping for her and her alone. That he could ache for her. Stay hard for her. Belong to her.

The shame turned him on more than anything ever had.


Chapter 6: Hard Evidence

Every session had become a ritual.

Before warm-up, before reps, before pain—there was “the check”. Arianna would step close, real close, pretending to adjust his form or brush imaginary lint from his waistband. Her fingers would glide just above his crotch, never touching, just close enough to make his cock twitch to attention. It was humiliating.

“Three seconds today,” she'd murmur, her lips just inches from his ear. “Quicker than yesterday. You’re getting easier to read, boy.”

He’d stand there, face burning, cock already thick and aching in his shorts, trying not to moan. Trying not to enjoy it too much. But it was impossible. Her voice, her scent, the scent of her sweat—it all sank into him like a drug.

Sometimes she’d make him start with planks, low enough that the heat from her body radiated down onto him as she paced around, checking form, feet brushing close. Sometimes she didn’t even let him warm up.

“Drop and give me twenty, hard,” she’d say, standing directly in front of him, arms crossed, tits nearly spilling from her tight crop top, the scent of her sweat and authority wrapping around him like a chain.

She treated his arousal like a stat to track. A metric of progress. And she wasn’t shy about noting it out loud.

“Mmm. Full erection in under five. You must’ve been thinking about me all night.”

Sometimes she’d tap his waistband like ringing a bell. Other times she wouldn’t even look, just smirk knowingly and say, “Good boy.”

He was gone for her. And she knew it.

Weeks passed. His body had changed. The fat melted off. Veins now lined his forearms, his chest had thickened, and his waist was tighter than it had been in years. He looked younger and sharper. But none of it felt like it belonged to him.

He was building this body for her. Not to impress her — he knew better than that. He was building it so she could break it harder.

Still, something gnawed at him. A need that wasn’t physical. A tension he couldn’t sweat out or jerk away. He wanted... something more. Not tenderness. Not romance. But contact. Time. Her attention, even if it came in the form of mockery and sadistic curiosity.

He started fantasizing about asking her out. Nothing extravagant, just dinner. Maybe after a session.

He knew how ridiculous it was. He’d seen the guys who tried before — young, shredded, arrogant. She crushed them without blinking. So what chance did he have? A man older than her, soaked in his own desperation?

But still. He wanted to confess it. To her. To fall at her feet, figuratively or literally, and say it — say that he was hers. Say that he wanted to be used.

He was thinking about this — obsessing, really — as he walked down the gym corridor toward the weight room, phone in hand. He’d been scrolling just minutes ago in the locker room, and the screen was still on.

He didn’t hear Arianna approaching from behind, striding silently down the hallway.

“Hello, boy. Ready for today?”

Her voice hit him like a jolt of electricity. He flinched so hard he nearly lost his footing. The phone slipped from his hand, clattered to the floor, screen lit up in full view.

He cursed softly and reached for it. Too slow.

Arianna was already there, towel over her shoulder, bending slightly to glance down.

The image on the screen was unmistakable.

A man. Naked. On his knees. Locked in a steel chastity cage, balls swollen, face twisted in helpless lust. A collar around his neck. The caption underneath: “Denied. Owned. No cum without permission.”

Arianna’s eyes narrowed.

She said nothing at first. Just looked at the screen, then at him.

Luca scrambled to shut it off, cheeks flaming, heart exploding in his chest.

“I— I didn’t mean—”

She held out her hand.

“Let me see it.”

Her voice didn’t rise. It didn’t need to. It hit him like a slap.

He hesitated, trembling. Her eyes sharpened.

“Now.”

He gave it to her. His legs were barely holding him up. She took the phone, unlocked it again, swiped.

Another photo. Worse. A man in the same cage, cock purple with need, thighs slick with precum, tongue out, eyes wet with tears.

Caption: “Still hard. Day 12. No release. No hope.”

Arianna exhaled slowly through her nose. Smirked. Then she looked up, met his eyes. Smiled wider.

“Oh, Luca,” she murmured. “You really are filth, aren’t you?”

He looked down, wishing the floor would split open.

“Please… forget it. I didn’t mean—”

She didn’t let him finish.

“Forget?” she echoed. “You think I’ll forget this?” She held up the phone again, thumb resting on the most humiliating image of all. “You’re not jerking off to me anymore, are you?”

She stepped in, so close he could smell the faint sweetness of her body lotion under the musk of dried sweat. Her breath touched his cheek.

“You’re jerking off to me denying you. To being mine. Locked and helpless.”

He couldn’t breathe.

“I thought you just liked pain,” she whispered. “Maybe being degraded a little. But this?” She gestured again to the screen. “This is something else. This is... worship.”

She handed the phone back and stepped even closer. Her thigh brushed against his. His cock — already aching — gave a twitch, throbbing painfully inside his shorts.

“Stand still.”

He obeyed. Her hand moved down between them. She didn’t touch him — not quite. Just traced one finger along the thick, obvious bulge straining through the thin fabric.

She smiled.

“So fucking hard for me. And I haven’t even done anything yet.”

He whimpered. It slipped out before he could stop it.

She laughed softly.

“I could ruin you, Luca,” she said. “I could lock that cock up and make you kneel for months. And you’d beg for it. Wouldn’t you?”

He didn’t answer. Didn’t have to. His silence screamed.

She pulled her hand away and turned.

Took a few steps — slow, deliberate — then paused, glancing back over her shoulder.

“I’m glad I saw what I saw…”

Her smirk curled wider. She let out a real laugh this time.

“This is good motivation. Probably the best there is.”

He was so unbelievably hard and hopeful. She was everything he’d ever fantasized about — cruel, amused, disgusted… but curious. Genuinely intrigued. There was a glint in her eyes, something sharp and experimental. A part of her was already imagining how far she could take him. Maybe, just maybe, he could hope for something more…

He took a breath. Started to speak.

“Arianna, I think—”

“Shut up, boy.”

She cut him off with a force so sudden, so cold, he physically flinched.

“I need to think about this. How to use it.”

The way she said that — like he was a tool, a thing — made his knees weak. Fear and arousal bloomed in his chest.

“Keep NOT cumming. I’ll keep checking.”

She paused. Her eyes burned into him.

“From now on, you train harder... and stay harder still. Understand?”

He nodded. Barely breathing. His heart pounded like a drum in his ears.

She smirked.

“Good boy.”

And then she left him there.


Chapter 7: Marked Where It Hurts

Luca hadn’t slept the night she discovered the images on his phone. Or the night after. The shame clung to him, thick and inescapable. And yet — beneath the humiliation, under the embarrassment, there was something else. Anticipation.

The next two training sessions had been... strange. Arianna didn’t mention the phone. Didn’t speak a word about it. But she looked at him differently. Like he was prey. Like she’d already decided to fuck with his head and was simply choosing the best way to do it. There was a new stillness in her presence.

A glint behind her eyes that made him feel perpetually naked — even when fully clothed and panting under her commands.

And now, tonight, she’d texted him after their scheduled session:

“Come back at 9. Alone.”

He arrived at 8:55.

The gym was dark except for a narrow strip of LED lights running along the baseboards. It felt less like a training facility now and more like a chamber or a temple.

Arianna stood at the centre, arms crossed over her chest, hips slightly cocked. She wore a black longline sports bra and skin-tight leggings, the fabric hugging every curve. Her breasts were barely contained — firm and high and proud — threatening to burst free with each breath. Her face was unreadable. A statue of judgment.

“You came,” she said.

Luca nodded. “Of course.”

“I wasn’t sure you’d have the nerve. After what I saw.”

He swallowed hard. “I... I didn’t mean for you to—”

“Stop.”

She took a step forward.

“No excuses. No explanations. I’m not here to judge you.”

Another step.

“I’m here to decide what to do with you.”

She circled him once, slow and silent. He stood still, spine rigid. Her voice came from behind, calm and razor-sharp.

“I did some reading.”

He stiffened.

“About chastity. Keyholding. Control. The way men like you get off on denial. On surrender. On not even being trusted with your own cock.”

Luca’s breath hitched. Her voice lowered, nearly a whisper.

“Tell me, Luca. When’s the last time you came without shame?”

He didn’t answer.

She stepped in front of him again.

“That’s what I thought.”

For a moment, nothing. Then she reached into her sports bra — not pulling something out, but teasing the gesture — and leaned closer.

“I’m not going to bring you a cage, boy.” Her voice was silk over steel. “I’m not some fantasy domme who gifts you your fetish.”

She tilted her head, eyes narrowing.

“You want this? You buy it.”

He blinked. “What?”

“You heard me. Order it. Tonight. Steel. Locking. No gimmicks. No plastic crap. Get one that fits. Get one that hurts.”

He was already hard.

She saw it.

Of course she saw it. She measured it like a trainer measuring pulse rate. Like a sadist tasting blood.

“And when it arrives,” she continued, stepping even closer, her body nearly brushing his, “you’ll lock yourself in. Take a photo. Send it to me. No cum. No touching. No games.”

A pause.

“And then we’ll see if you deserve my attention.”

Luca could barely breathe.

“And if I don’t?” he asked, his voice cracking.

Her smile was slow.

“Then you stay in that cage,” she said, brushing her fingers along the waistband of his shorts, “until I decide you’ve suffered enough to matter.”

“But w-what…”

“Oh, Luca, you pathetic loser…” she said, and the contempt wasn’t theatrical. It was real. Raw. And it made him dizzy with need.

While uttering those words, she stepped closer—chest to chest now, her body heat fusing with his. Her hand slid inside his shorts without hesitation, without permission. Her fingers wrapped around his cock like a vice.

He gasped, froze. She squeezed. And squeezed harder. Until it hurt. Until his knees buckled.

She was literally holding him by his cock. Holding him like a handle. A leash. A fucking claim. Her face was inches from his, breath hot on his lips.

“You want to know what I’ll do to you? And when you’ll get to cum? Right, boy?”

“I-I don’t…”

“Shh.”

She squeezed again — tighter — shifting her grip toward the tip of his swollen, leaking cock. It was a jolt of pain followed by a wave of unbearable pleasure. He moaned. He couldn’t help it.

“What’s in it for you?” she whispered.

“What you get,” she said slowly, voice dripping with power, “is the privilege of seeing me here, alone, when the gym is dark and locked.

Every word came with a stroke. A punishment. A reward. A cruel mixture of sting and heat.

“What you get,” she continued, low and deliberate, “is the chance to please me. To kneel. To suffer. And if you earn it... if you ache long enough and prove you deserve it... maybe, just maybe, I’ll let you touch my body. Worship it. Pleasure it with your mouth. But only when I say so. Only when I use you.”

At those words, Luca’s brain fogged, overwhelmed. His mind short-circuited, overcome by the vision her voice conjured — of himself naked, broken, licking her pussy on the gym mat while she sat above him like a goddess. His arousal surged uncontrollably. He felt it rising, cresting toward orgasm — even though she was still hurting him.

She was still pain-jerking him like a weapon. Her hand cruel and expert, squeezing him with just enough force to ride the edge between agony and bliss. Despite the flinches, despite the shame, his cock kept twitching — dripping precum in slick, helpless pulses against her fingers. One more stroke, one more second, and he would’ve exploded — screaming and sobbing.

But she didn’t give it to him.

She stopped. With surgical precision, she withdrew her hand. Looked down at it — soaked with him — and wiped it slowly on the front of his shirt, right over his chest, leaving a sticky, dark stain over his heart.

She smirked. Turned. Walked away, hips swaying like punishment, like a prize he’d never win. At the doorway, she paused and looked back over her shoulder.

“Oh, and Luca?”

He snapped to attention, still breathing like a man who’d just escaped drowning.

“From tonight on — your cock isn’t yours anymore.”

She continued, ruthlessly, with the distinct air of a woman utterly enjoying herself.

“You don’t get to decide when, how, or if you cum. I do. I own your pleasure now. And your pain.”

She held his gaze a moment longer. Let the words settle. Let them become law.


Chapter 8: Strength Without Power

It arrived on a Thursday — a cold, gleaming verdict wrapped around his cock. Arianna hadn’t followed up. She didn’t need to. She’d told him to buy it — steel, lockable, no key — and so he had. No hesitation.

The package came in a plain, discreet box, the kind designed to hide secrets. Somehow, that made it worse. He opened it slowly, like it might explode in his hands. Or save him. He stared down at the cage like it was radioactive — or holy. Like it could damn him or deliver him. His heart pounded. His cock pulsed.

He had problems putting it on. Of course he did — he was hard all the time now. Constantly.

The very thought of locking himself up for her, of sending her the photo like an obedient little pet… it made him ache. He couldn’t cheat. He didn’t dare.

Touching himself would mean ending the game. Breaking the spell. So he did the only thing he could.

He took a cold shower. Brutally cold. The kind that made him gasp. Eventually his cock shrank to a shivering nub, just small enough to slide inside the metal tube. The ring clamped behind his balls with a soft, metallic click.

Even the steel felt like her fingers — coiling, and possessive.

When it locked into place, he stood in front of the mirror, trembling. The cage fit snug and tight, hugging his shaft like punishment in physical form. The tip of his cock barely peeked through the narrow bars. A prisoner behind steel ribs. Unmistakably Arianna’s.

The cold hadn’t helped for long. He started getting hard again before he even left the bathroom. And being hard inside the cage was hell. Every twitch stretched the skin wrong. Every surge of arousal turned into a stab. The ache was constant. It wasn’t just a device — it was an offering.

He took the photo. The cage gleaming under the bathroom light. His cock visibly swollen inside it, visibly denied. Then sent it to her with trembling hands. No caption.

Two hours later, her reply arrived:

“Good boy.”

Nothing more. Nothing else was needed.

From that moment on, he stopped being a man with a cock. He became a man with permission to have one — and none to use it.

He arrived early the next morning. Before sunrise. The gym was still locked. But Arianna was already inside, stretching in the far corner. Alone. Unbothered. Wearing nothing but black high-cut shorts and a tight white crop top that hugged her body like it had been painted on. The shape of her nipples pressed hard through the fabric — no bra.

She didn’t even look at him as he walked in.

He sat on the bench to tie his shoes. She moved behind him in silence. Then she knelt between his legs — slow, calculated — and reached down to “help” with his laces.

Her fingers brushed the cold steel of the cage.

His spine went rigid. Every nerve lit up like fire. The touch was brief. Nothing, but it shot through him like lightning.

She stood. Her voice was low and unreadable.

“Hard already?”

He couldn’t answer. He didn’t need to. The cage throbbed in answer.

“I notice you chose somewhat larger shorts,” she murmured. “I wonder why…”

And then she laughed. The sound wrapped around him like shame. He’d picked out looser gym shorts, desperate to hide the bulge. Desperate to not be caught.

She didn’t move. Didn’t back off.

“Bring me the key.”

The words were delivered flatly, without negotiation.

“You’ll keep one. Sealed in an envelope. I’ll sign it.”

“H-How?”

“How what? I told you. I’ve read about it, boy.”

Her voice sharpened.

“Use that key without a real emergency, and you can cancel your gym subscription and fuck off.”

Then she turned, already walking.

“Now go and bench press. Four reps. Double time.”

He obeyed. He brought her the key. She signed his envelope without even looking at him.

Later that week, mid-afternoon, she came up behind him mid-set — he was bent over during deadlifts, drenched in sweat, his back gleaming, his mouth open in exertion. She didn’t say a word. Just came up close.

Her hand settled lightly on the small of his back. Then slid lower. Into his shorts.

Her fingers found the cage. Gripped it.

Squeezed.

A bolt of pain cracked through him, but it was the pleasure that nearly undid him. His cock jerked violently in its cage, useless. Her hand shook it once, like testing the tension of a leash.

His knees nearly buckled. He barely finished the rep. Saw stars.

“That’s for thinking about me when you should be working.”

Her voice was casual. Cruel.

Then she was gone.

The days blurred after that. His body was transforming rapidly — fat burned off, muscles carved into new shape. But none of it felt like his. He didn’t own his progress. She did. Every pound lost, every drop of sweat, every trembling breath — it all belonged to her.

Once, while she stretched just inches from his face, her ass perfectly shaped and gleaming with sweat, he stared too long. She caught him.

She smiled. Then moved in one smooth step between his legs and drove her shin gently but firmly between his thighs, pressing just enough to trap the cage.

“You’re so fucking hard for me, boy.”

His cock throbbed inside the cage, a useless prisoner bucking against steel.

She looked down at the twitching metal.

“Pathetic.”

He swallowed, face flushed, heart pounding.

“Down on the mat. Crunches. Now.”

He obeyed. She followed.

His abs were already burning when she straddled him.

Her feet planted beside his shoulders, her thighs taut and glistening, her body looming above his. She stood directly over his chest, looking down, legs wide, crotch right above his face. Her leggings were sheer. Black. Stretched thin over her mound. So thin he could see the precise outline of her pussy beneath. No underwear. Nothing to soften the obscene beauty of it.

She dropped into a low squat, her cunt hovering just above his mouth.

He inhaled — couldn’t help it — and the scent hit him like a drug: sweat, body wash, heat, pure female dominance. His mouth fell open. His hips twitched up involuntarily, and the cage bit down in punishment.

She saw it. Smirked.

Her thumb came down. Pressed to his lips. Possessive.

“Shh. Not a sound. Just breathe me in.”

He whimpered into the touch. Eyes wide, trembling, fully at her mercy.

“Keep your eyes on my tits,” she whispered, “not on my pussy. Make yourself suffer.”

He obeyed. Barely. Her breasts loomed above him, round and firm beneath the tight white cotton. She folded her arms under them, pushed them together — a deliberate show — and leaned in just enough to make him burn.

“That’s it. Don’t look down. You want to taste me?” Her smile sharpened. “Earn it.”

Every crunch after that was agony. His abs screamed. The cage screamed louder. It throbbed between his legs, dripping. Her heat remained above his face, radiating power. She rocked her hips forward once, slow — not touching, just a cruel tease across the air.

A moan bubbled up in his throat — she pressed the thumb harder.

“Quiet,” she hissed. “You don’t get to moan unless I say so.”

His body convulsed through the final reps, sweat pouring, muscles locking, cock straining. He was soaked in pain and desperation.

When it ended, she rose slowly. Dragged her heat across his cheek as she stood — a slap without impact.

“You didn’t look down,” she said softly. “Good.”

Then, quieter still:

“But I can smell you. You’re dripping. Fucking desperate.”

She adjusted her leggings like nothing had happened. No acknowledgment. Just cool, ruthless control.

“Don’t cum,” she called over her shoulder as she walked away. “Don’t even think about it. You’re on edge now — I want you to stay there. All fucking day.”

And he did.

He finished his session in a haze, muscles burning, cock throbbing, thoughts drowning in her scent, her voice, her control. He went to the showers, water scorching hot, but nothing could rinse her from his mind.

Even under the pounding spray — even in fleeting, fevered daydreams — the ache never left him. The cage remained a constant reminder.

And just before he could leave the gym, towel in hand, still dripping, she appeared behind him. They were alone.

Her shirt clung to her chest like wet paint, breasts bouncing slightly with each step. He turned — reflex, instinct — caught by the movement, hypnotized by her presence. He couldn’t help it.

“You’ve been good today…” she said, eyes gleaming. “Watching you suffer under me — fuck, it’s been… exciting.”

He didn’t dare speak. He flexed — out of instinct, out of hope.

She laughed.

“Ah. Even flexing your new muscles now, are we, boy?”

She stepped closer. Her lips brushed his ear.

“Well… maybe you deserve a little reward tonight.”

And then she walked away.


Chapter 9: Her High, His Hollow

That night, around 9:15, the gym was dead silent. The fluorescent lights overhead had dimmed into a sickly blue haze, casting long shadows across the rows of machines.

The only sound was the low hum of the ventilation system and the faint echo of his own footsteps on the polished floor — and even that sounded obscene in the charged stillness.

They had just finished their final set. His muscles were jelly, his breath still ragged. He was soaked in sweat and trembling when she crooked a finger and motioned him behind the squat rack.

He followed without a word, heart thudding like a war drum in his chest. Every step buzzed with exhaustion, yes, but also with something darker, hungrier — the gnawing edge of need.

She led him past the benches and mirrors into the shadows, until the cool steel of the squat rack pressed against his spine.

No smile. Just her eyes — gleaming with a hunger that wasn’t tender. It was the hunger of power. Of a predator who enjoyed watching the prey breathe harder.

“Today,” she murmured, barely above a breath, “I realized something, boy.”

He didn’t speak. He couldn’t. He just stood there, vibrating inside his skin, held upright by sheer devotion. Exhausted, trembling, and so fucking hard it hurt.

“I realized I’m horny,” she said. Her mouth curved, almost imperceptibly. “I saw you in your little cage, suffering for me. Grinding through every rep like a beast in heat. And it made me… wet.”

She stepped closer. Inches from him now. The scent of her sweat mixed with her floral body wash. A punch of heat radiated off her skin.

“Maybe I’m a sadist. Who knows?”

He almost choked. Arianna — that girl. That unreal, breathtaking girl. Her body was a monument to discipline and domination: towering and tight, full breasts straining beneath a sheer black crop top, thighs sculpted like marble, abs etched into her stomach, and that perfect ass that had haunted every one of his sleepless nights.

Her face was cruel beauty incarnate — cheekbones sharp, lips plush and painted in a hint of gloss, eyes cold, mocking, devastating.

The idea that she could be aroused by him — the man who had once walked into her gym soft, weak, lost — broke something open inside his chest. But he wasn’t that man anymore. He was changed. Fit now. Lean. Strong. Submissive. No more pretenses of macho bravado. No more shame. Just service. Just ache. Just her.

The realization made him swell with pride. He couldn’t stop himself from puffing his chest slightly.

She saw it. And she laughed.

“Oh, Luca… You’re such a predictable, submissive little perv.”

Without warning, her fingers curled around his shoulder and yanked him down. Her grip was powerful, commanding.

“Kneel.”

He dropped like his knees had strings. No hesitation. No thought. Just obedience.

In one fluid motion, she peeled down her leggings, baring herself completely. She didn’t wear panties. She never did. And he finally understood why.

Her pussy was art — smooth and hairless, glistening already, the lips full, neat, perfectly sculpted as if designed to torment him. A shrine of flesh, wet and firm and cruel.

“Eat me,” she growled, grabbing the back of his head and shoving his face into her heat. “Now.”

And he did — like a starving man at a feast. Like a pilgrim at the altar. His tongue darted out, desperate, reverent, licking long and deep, pressing into her folds, drinking the slickness she’d built up for him. She was soaked. He lapped it greedily, like salvation, like holy water after crawling through the desert.

Her thighs clamped around his head with brutal strength, grinding herself into his face. His nose mashed against her mound, his mouth sealed to her cunt, suffocating on her scent. The cold steel of the squat rack pressed into his back as she humped his mouth like a beast in heat — not making love, not asking, just using.

She grabbed his hair and rode his face, hips jerking erratically, her moans growing louder, sharper. Her nails dug into his scalp, her breath ragged, teeth clenched.

She got rough. Ruthless. Her hips pistoned against his face, slapping wet against his skin as she used him like a machine. She had no care for his breathing. No concern for his air. She gripped both sides of his head and fucked herself against his open, trembling mouth until she came hard — screaming, twitching, her thighs convulsing around his skull. Her pussy spasmed on his tongue, a gush of slick gushing across his lips. He nearly choked. She didn’t let him go. She held him there — smothered — until the tremors passed.

She collapsed against the beam, body twitching, panting. Her thighs were still shaking.

And then — slowly — she reassembled herself.

Arianna’s breath steadied. Her spine straightened. She adjusted her top, pulled up her leggings with perfect calm, smoothing the fabric down her hips as if nothing had happened. Her face regained its cool, unreadable mask. Goddess reformed.

“Now…” she said at last, voice a purr of wicked steel. “You’ve been good, I guess.”

He was still on his knees, jaw aching, face slick with her orgasm, chest heaving with need. Somewhere inside, a fragile hope lit up — maybe tonight he would be allowed something. Anything. Even if she just let him touch it. Even if she just let him jerk off at her feet, sobbing and broken. He was that desperate.

She reached for him — slow, deliberate, almost lazy, like she had all the time in the world to break him apart. Her fingers curled into the collar of his shirt and yanked him upward, dragging him to his feet like he was nothing but a rag doll.

Then her hand slid down the front of his shorts without warning and found the cage.

There was no tease this time. No hesitation. No slow build. She grabbed it like she owned it — because she did. Her fist closed around the cold steel and squeezed, hard. His entire body jolted, spine arching with the shock of it.

Her nails scraped lightly against the metal bars as she yanked forward, dragging the base ring tight against the root of his balls. Pain bloomed sharp, hot, electric.

He gasped — but she didn’t flinch. The cage was already slick with his precum, the metal wet from how much he’d been leaking since halfway through the session. That only made her grip firmer. More precise. He felt every tiny movement — every shift of her fingers, every pulse of blood — as if the cage were wired straight into his brain.

“Stand. Still.

The command was a low growl. He froze. Breathing shallow.

And then she started stroking.

Not his cock — the cage. The cruel metal wrapped around his trapped flesh. Her fist moved up and down in deliberate, ruthless rhythm, making the bars grind against his oversensitive shaft.

His knees buckled slightly. His hips jerked before he could stop them.

“You’ve been good,” she murmured, her voice right at his neck, breath hot and honeyed. “But not good enough.”

Her hand didn’t stop. It sped up. The cage squeaked faintly from the slick friction. His cock, swollen and pulsing, pressed hopelessly against its metal shell — no room to grow. The pain only made it worse.

“You think about me when you cum, don’t you?”

“I— I haven’t—”

Her palm cracked across his cheek. Quite a hard slap. And humiliating.

“Liar.”

He blinked, stunned. Cock throbbing, shame hot in his throat.

Her hand was back on him instantly, wrapping tighter. This time she pumped the cage — hard. Brutal.

Every stroke crushed the steel into his skin, squeezed precum through the tip in slick pulses. He whimpered again. Moaned. His hands twitched helplessly at his sides.

And then she leaned in — her lips brushing the shell of his ear.

“Cum.”

That one word undid him.

His entire body jerked. His stomach clenched. He tried to resist, but it was too late. The orgasm ripped through him like a seizure — a brutal release that left him gasping and twitching.

There was no pleasure. No peak. Just heat. Cum forced itself out in pitiful spurts, leaking through the cage, soaking his waistband, dripping down his thigh. It oozed between the bars like surrender.

His knees gave out. He collapsed at her feet, breathing like he’d run a marathon, cock still twitching inside the prison she’d commanded.

But she wasn’t done.

She crouched. Took one last grip and squeezed hard.

He yelped, face contorted in shameful agony.

“You disgust me.”

Her fingers, slick with his ruin, wiped casually across the front of his shirt — right over his heart. A smear of hot, sticky proof, marking him like a brand.

“Wasted.”

Then she rose, slow and cold as smoke, adjusting her top like he wasn’t even there. Like he was nothing. Just a mess at her feet.

Her hips swayed with that impossible rhythm as she walked away — a cruel, hypnotic punctuation to his humiliation. At the threshold, she paused, her voice floating back over her shoulder, soft and almost lazy:

“Your cock isn’t yours anymore, Luca. It’s mine.”

She didn’t look back. But as she reached the door, her voice turned casual — a flick of something darker, deeper.

“Next time... I think we can meet outside the gym.”

A beat.

“I could use you at home. I think you’ve earned that much.”

Luca’s breath caught. His chest seized with something between disbelief and desperate devotion.

He remained crumpled on the floor, knees bruised against the rubber mat, hands trembling, breath shallow and ragged. His shorts clung to his thighs, soaked with the sticky aftermath of his ruined orgasm. His eyes burned with unshed tears.

And still — still — his cock pulsed inside the cage, begging.

She said “home”. Her home. She would use him. It was a beginning.

He would do anything. Anything she asked. Anything she demanded. Because she hadn’t just broken him. She had shattered him...

And impossibly, unbearably — she had rebuilt him.


Chapter 10: Home Is Where Her Finger Is

Luca stood just inside the doorway, shoulders tight, throat bone-dry. It was mid-afternoon, and for the first time, he was inside her house.

The room wasn’t what he expected. Clean. Minimalist. Not like a gym — quieter. More private.

It was a personal training room, sure, but it felt like a sanctum. Thick floor mats muted every sound. Wooden beams lined the ceiling overhead. A padded bench dominated the center of the room like an altar. No mirrors.

Then she appeared — as if conjured from the shadows behind him. Arianna. Moving like smoke, sliding into her own silhouette. Her hair was down for once, loose and dark over one shoulder. She wore a black sports bra that barely contained her breasts, and high-waisted shorts cut so high he could see the full curve of her glutes with every step. No shoes. Just her bare feet brushing the mat.

“There you are,” she said with a smile, slow and syrupy. “Good boy.”

Her voice was lazy, amused — but behind it was a glint of steel.

“I saw what you did in the kitchen,” she added, stepping past him. “And the garage. Those boxes must’ve weighed a ton.”

He swallowed. For most of the day, he’d been cleaning her house. Scrubbing floors, scouring the kitchen until it gleamed. Then she’d made him clear out her entire garage — decades of junk. It felt like moving house. Real-life training, she'd said, laughing.

He felt it now — sore and spent, drenched in honest work sweat — and proud.

“Well,” she continued, coming closer, her gaze dragging over him, “after all that… I guess you deserve a little release.”

He turned to her, frozen.

A release? His heart leapt. His cock surged inside the cage, already full, already aching. Maybe this time—?

She didn’t answer the question on his face. She just stared at him.

Then, without a word, she pointed to the padded bench in the middle of the room.

He obeyed instantly. Hands trembling, legs heavy with fatigue and need, he climbed on and laid flat, spine pressed to the cool leather. The cage was so tight now it felt welded to his skin — swollen and unforgiving.

Arianna approached slowly. Her eyes raked down his body — not hungry, but appraising.

“You know, Luca,” she said, circling the bench, “I never thought you could become this… fit.”

She ran one hand lightly over his torso — across abs that hadn’t existed three months ago. Her fingers traced the carved lines of his body: the deep grooves of his core, the lean cuts of his obliques, the hard slabs of his chest.

His skin was bronzed now — golden from the hours he’d spent shirtless in her garden, cutting through years of overgrown grass, hauling dirt, sweating under the sun. He was no longer just a submissive man. He looked powerful. Stripped and raw. Useful.

“Now you’re something to behold,” she murmured. “I could almost enjoy touching you…”

His chest swelled with pride — real, physical pride. He felt like he’d earned that comment. That fingertip across his skin. She wasn’t just mocking him. She saw him. She saw what he’d become for her.

“But,” she added, voice cool again, “I don’t want to demotivate you. I need you aching and always aroused…”

She looked at him. Head tilted, calculating.

“I guess I do owe you something… don’t I?”

Luca’s breath hitched. Hope flared through him like wildfire. He would’ve accepted anything — even the chance to jerk off at her feet. He was starving for release.

She took her time securing him. Wrists first — bound in soft, wide leather cuffs fastened to metal rings on either side of the bench. Then his ankles — spread wide, locked down. The restraints didn’t hurt. They weren’t rough.

When she stepped back to admire her work, her expression was unreadable. She tilted her head slightly, eyes scanning his body like a master assessing a project mid-sculpt.

“Perfect,” she whispered.

Then she ran one finger down his chest — slow, taunting — until it paused at the waistband of his shorts.

She hooked the elastic. Pulled. And smiled. Then She leaned down, whispering against his ear.

“Now I’m going to break you properly.”

Her hand slid down his thigh. Fingertips ghosted over the metal cage, feather-light and cruel. He whimpered.

“Don’t worry,” she murmured. “You won’t cum tonight.”

A pause. His face crumbled. Lips trembling, eyes wide. Almost comically pathetic.

She laughed — a low, wicked sound.

“Oh, you’ll cum, all right. But...” she purred, “you’ll wish you hadn’t.”

That sentence alone scared Luca witless.

Arianna moved like a master sculptor with a favourite tool — every touch calculated. She avoided the cage entirely, instead tracing over his chest, down his inner thighs, along his neck and nipples — grazing his skin just enough to send electric shivers over every nerve ending.

Each time she leaned in, her breasts brushed his torso, it was maddening. She watched his reactions with clinical curiosity, as if noting how easily she could unravel him. Her nails trailed down his abs in long, deliberate lines, and he twitched under her like a live wire.

Then she reached for something he hadn’t seen coming: black nitrile gloves. She slid them on with a soft snap — and Luca’s breath caught.

From a nearby shelf, she retrieved a bottle of lubricant. She poured it generously into her gloved palm, spreading it between her fingers with slow, sensual strokes while staring down at him, expression unreadable.

“No safe whimpering tonight,” she said softly. “I want to try something new. A deeper kind of training... More conditioning...”

She gave a dark, amused chuckle. And he froze, paralyzed by both dread and arousal.

She moved between his legs, knelt down, and without a word, slipped her lubed fingers between his ass cheeks.

Her index finger circled his tight hole — slow and merciless.

He gasped.

“Relax,” she murmured. “Let me in.”

Then she pressed. Her fingertip breached his rim, pushing past resistance, invading him with a firm, unhurried pressure. The first knuckle slid inside. His body convulsed.

“Oh—f-fuck—” he choked.

His hips bucked against the restraints, but there was nowhere to go. No escape. He was pinned to the bench, arms and legs spread, entirely hers.

Arianna didn’t flinch. She kept going — twisting her finger slightly as she sank deeper, violating him, stretching him open.

His cock throbbed uselessly inside its cage, slick with leaking desperation — aching and swollen. But Arianna’s focus wasn’t on his helpless shaft. Her attention was fixed behind him — between his cheeks, inside his tight, clenching hole.

Her finger moved with slow, deliberate cruelty. Not teasing. Not testing. She was opening him. Stretching him. Claiming him.

And Luca felt it — every humiliating inch. Every twitch and tremor of his body betrayed him. The moans he couldn’t hold back, the way his hole clenched around her finger like it didn’t want to let go — it was all too real. And he knew, deep down, this was only the beginning.

She pressed forward, unrelenting. Violated him with that steady, unstoppable pressure until his back arched off the bench. His mouth fell open. A strangled, helpless sound tore from his throat.

She smiled.

“Oh…” she cooed, tilting her head. “Sensitive, aren’t we? I love how you tense for me...”

And she kept going. Twisting her finger slightly, driving deeper.

Her voice dipped lower, just above a whisper, intimate and cruel:

“You don’t get release, Luca. But you will feel everything.”

She massaged his prostate with a precision that bordered on cruel worship — slow, rhythmic strokes that pulsed through his spine like electricity. Her touch wasn’t tentative.

She watched him squirm, his face contorted with unbearable tension. His jaw clenched tight, muscles fluttering under his skin. His thighs trembled violently against the restraints, trying and failing to escape the tide of unbearable pleasure crashing through his body.

The cage dug into him mercilessly, steel hugging his engorged cock like punishment in physical form. His shaft twitched helplessly inside it — swollen, purple, leaking. A steady drip of precum marked time, pooling on his abs, running into the grooves of his trembling torso.

He couldn’t speak. Could barely breathe.

And then, softly, like it meant nothing to her:

“Beg.”

A raw sound tore from his throat.

“Please...”

Her voice was smooth, mocking.

“For what?”

He swallowed hard.

“I— I don’t know…”

She tilted her head, voice silken with menace.

“Yes, you do.”

“I want… I want to cum. Please—”

She laughed. Not cruelly. Just truthfully. Like she knew something he didn’t.

“You can’t.”

Her other hand slid down and seized the cage with calculated force. Not enough to injure. Just enough to own. She jostled it — gently, deliberately — making the metal grind against his sensitive, trapped cock.

“You won’t.”

And still, her finger kept working him slowly.

He moaned again, broken and hoarse. His hips jerked involuntarily, trying to thrust, to fuck against something, anything — but the restraints held firm.

Every motion sent the cage grinding into his flesh. Every tiny pulse inside him drove the finger deeper.

The pressure mounted: impossible and unrelenting.

His body bucked as the first wave of climax surged — not release, but a constant stream of liquid, semen, pouring out of the tip of his cock, oozing out like, not spurting as usual.

It was the most unsatisfactory sensation he had ever felt. Each time she pressed the finger deeper inside him, he leaked some more, until completely milked out.

But the pleasure did not come with the cum… It was there — a little more, a little more and it would have come. It was a torment. He cried out almost in agony.

The orgasm didn’t come. Couldn’t come.

His cock was locked, rigid, still weakly leaking, pulsing with a ruined rhythm that offered no satisfaction. No end. Just sharp, aching denial that blurred the line between pleasure and torture.

She didn’t stop. Even as he sobbed. Even as he thrashed against the cuffs, his body shaking with unspent ecstasy. Even as tears wet his temples, sliding into his sweat-soaked hair.

Only when he lay slack beneath her, twitching and silent, completely drained, did she pull her finger from him — slow and slick and devastating.

She peeled the glove off with a snap and let it drop beside his hip. Then she leaned down, her breath warm and close, and whispered:

“Your orgasms are mine now. Your body, your desires, your shame — all mine.”

There was no warmth in her voice. No apology. Just fact.

She stood, began to undo the cuffs one by one. Each leather strap left a mark on his skin, red impressions of obedience.

“But you don’t get to have a full orgasm,” she added as she slipped off the final strap. “Not yet.”

Luca lay there, limp and panting. His chest was heaving. His abs glistened with sweat and cum. His thighs were quivering wrecks. His cock was still throbbing

She tossed a towel onto his chest.

“Clean yourself. Then go home.”

He blinked, still dazed, not sure if he could even move.

At the doorway, she turned, one hand on her hip.

“Oh — and don’t unlock that cage,” she said with a sweet, dangerous smile. “I like you this way.”

And then she was gone.

He lay in silence, ruined and radiant with need. Broken open. Bound tighter than ever. And in the deepest part of his soul — grateful.


Epilogue: Six-Pack, No Cum

She had told him to shower and kneel. Nothing else. So Luca knelt.

Naked. Clean. Glowing faintly under the soft, directional lights she’d installed for nights exactly like this. His muscles were taut, flushed from training and punishment both. A fine sheen of sweat traced the lines of his body — the ridged abs she’d made him earn, the thick thighs she adored tormenting. His cock, locked inside its gleaming steel prison, throbbed helplessly.

He hadn’t been unlocked in fifty days.

He’d lost track after thirty. But Arianna hadn’t. She’d whispered it last night while dragging her nails across his abdomen in bed, just before rolling over and denying him even a single touch.

“Fifty days without cumming. I wonder what would happen if I made it a hundred.”

The memory alone made him shudder.

Now she entered.

Not quickly. Not casually. Like a queen entering a throne room.

She wore black lace. A bodysuit that clung to her like worship — sheer down the center, crotchless, tight around her full breasts, the stitching accentuating their natural weight and sway. Her nipples were visible, hard, proud. Thigh-high boots hugged her legs. She didn’t need a whip. Her gaze was enough.

She didn’t speak. She didn’t need to. She circled him.

A predator. A goddess. His owner.

Finally, her voice — low and amused:

“You’re ready.”

Luca’s throat was dry. “Yes, Arianna.”

“Do you remember what I told you yesterday?”

He nodded. “You said... I was going to be used.”

She tilted her head.

“No. I said tonight... I’m going to ruin you.”

She stepped backward, into the throne-like chair she’d positioned at the center of the mat. Spread her legs. Her pussy glistened under the lights — open and wet. The scent hit him like a drug.

“Come.”

He crawled.

Between her thighs, like an animal returning to the source of its hunger. His hands stayed behind his back. He knew better than to touch.

“No hands. No speaking. Lick until I stop you.”

Then she grabbed his head. Hard. Fingers twisted into his hair. And shoved his mouth into her cunt.

There was no romance. No softness.

Just obedience.

Luca ate.

Tongue flat, lips open, mouth hungry. He devoured her like she was his air — like survival depended on every flick, every pressure, every breathless lap of his tongue. She was soaked. She tasted like heaven and command. She rode his face without restraint — grinding against his chin, pulling his hair when he slowed, groaning when he hit her clit with perfect, desperate pressure.

“Faster,” she panted. “You’re just a mouth. Just a wet, pretty thing to get me off.”

His cage pulsed so violently it hurt. Precum leaked out through the tip, dripping onto the floor.

She came hard. Twice.

The first time with a choked gasp. The second time screaming. Shaking. Grinding so hard against his face he could barely breathe. But he didn’t stop. Didn’t even slow.

It wasn’t over.

Eventually she shoved his head away, panting, legs trembling.

“Now lie down,” she said. “On your back. Hands at your sides.”

He obeyed without a word — because there was no room left for doubt inside him. Only obedience.

The mat was cool against his skin. His breath shallow. His cock — locked tight inside its cage — pulsed with a pressure so deep it had become a constant hum in his nerves. He was fifty days deep into denial. Fifty days of edging, aching, worshipping. Fifty days of becoming hers.

She stood above him — glorious, glistening — the lace of her bodysuit now darkened with her own wetness. And then, slowly, she stepped over him, straddled his chest, and sank down onto him.

Not his face.

Not his cock.

His torso.

Her slick pussy pressed down on his abs — using the sculpted muscles she had trained and tortured into form. She began to move. Grinding. Claiming. Riding the ridges of his body like a toy. Her moans came low at first, then sharp, animalistic. She didn’t even pretend to touch herself. She used him. His sweat-slick skin, his clenched stomach.

“You trained this body for me,” she whispered between gasps, “so now I’ll ride it however the fuck I want.”

Each thrust was harder. Her cunt left wet streaks down his abdomen. She ground her clit against him like he was a machine — no more human than the equipment in the gym.

He moaned, caged and helpless beneath her, the pressure inside his cock building to unbearable levels. He couldn’t move. Couldn’t even speak. She didn’t want him to speak. He was an altar — and she was coming for the third time tonight.

She exploded — body locking, then shaking — back arched, mouth open in a silent scream as her orgasm broke through her like thunder. Her cum slicked his abs, her nails dug into his chest, her full breasts pressed hot against his ribcage. Her sweat ran in rivers over him. Her scent filled his lungs.

She stayed there for a moment — catching her breath, regaining her throne. Then she stood, slow and feline, her inner thighs streaked with her own juices.

He watched, eyes wide, as she walked across the room — hips swaying like the swing of a blade.

She reached a shelf.

Lifted something.

A key.

Silver. Small and shiny. His key.

She dangled it between two fingers like bait, like victory.

“Do you want it?”

“Yes, Arianna,” he whispered. “Please.”

“Beg.”

His voice cracked. His pride was gone. Nothing left but desperation.

“Please, Arianna… I’ll do anything. I’ll clean your sweat with my tongue. I’ll lick the floor you walk on. Just please…”

“Tell me what you are,” she cut in — softly, dangerously.

He sobbed now.

“I’m yours. I’m your property. Your object. Your cum rag. Your workout toy. Your pussy cleaner. Your floor.”

Her smile was slow. Vicious.

She stepped closer.

Kneeled down. Held the key over him, so close he could taste the metal in the air.

Then — without a flicker of mercy — she dropped it. Not into his hand. Into a clear glass jar on the floor she had previously — and mysteriously — left there.

Then, from a nearby drawer, she produced a bottle. He barely registered what it was. Until she opened it.

Epoxy. Clear and thick, super fast-drying.

“No…” he whispered.

She didn’t answer. She poured. The key disappeared beneath the glue — forever encased. His jaw dropped. He shook his head.

“You wanted permanence, didn’t you?” she murmured, stroking his sweat-matted hair.

“You wanted to be mine forever? You said you wanted to stop choosing. Well. Now you don’t get to choose. Not anymore.”

He stared at the jar. At the key. At the last hope of orgasm, gone in a pool of crystal death.

“From now on,” she said, her voice barely above a breath, “you don’t hope to cum. You ache. You ache for me. You beg for me. And you leak for me.”

She kissed his forehead.

“Maybe, one day… if you’re very, very obedient, I’ll let you hump the edge of the bed like a good little mutt.”

She stood. Turned off the light, and left him alone.

His cock twitching inside its prison, leaking humiliation, throbbing in exquisite, endless pain. Forever.

But deeper than the ache — deeper than the tears that pricked behind his eyes — there was a truth he couldn’t escape: this wasn’t the end, it was a new beginning. Of serving.












































TO BE CONTINUED?











THANK YOU for purchasing and reading my book.

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

Download it at:

https://www.mistralbooks.com/misskalimala

Or scan the QR Code below:
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Enjoy reading!
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35 yo, Author, Kinkster, Domme and Keyholder  

I’ve been interested in female domination for as long as I can remember, and I started writing about it when I realized there aren’t many beginner-friendly resources out there. 
In my writing, I aim to share, explain, and explore the world of Femdom from a female perspective. 

My primary aim is to resonate with a female readership that may be taking their initial steps into this captivating realm, but I also hope to help men understand how Dominant Women think.  I believe there’s a need for more awareness and understanding of Female Domination: the world needs more Femdom! 


Books By This Author

Locked by His Therapist

A true Femdom novel set in Italy, focused on male chastity. Written by a dominant woman to excite, surprise, and reveal the secrets of pleasure denial.  

This well-crafted story features clear, deep, introspective, and incredibly sensual writing.  It’s a tale of discovery, power dynamics, submission, and control.  Marco is a young engineer—athletic and successful in his career—but deep down, he feels insecure and unfulfilled. After a failed relationship, his company insists he attends therapy sessions with a psychologist. 

Reluctantly, Marco meets Dr. Dalmiann, a stunningly beautiful and enigmatic woman. What begins as standard therapy quickly evolves into a journey of self-discovery as Marco reveals his deepest desires for submission.  As Marco delves into a world of pleasure and torment—exploring male chastity, tease and denial, and new rules centered around the denial of pleasure—his ex-girlfriend, Caterina, uncovers his “secret”. 

Intrigued by this new side of Marco, Caterina joins the game, creating a sensual triangle that proves difficult to navigate... 

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

Miss Kalimala

Locked by His Teacher

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

Written by a dominant woman to arouse, intrigue, and reveal the secrets of denied pleasure.

Both a novella and an exercise in teasing… unfolding page by page toward an intense, inescapable “end.”

A bold, unapologetic journey into the world of Femdom, submission, chastity, and control.

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

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

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

Locked by His Nurse

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

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

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

As Leo’s body heals, Sofia’s unyielding control wraps tighter around him. What begins with innocent touches and subtle commands spirals into something far darker, far deeper — a dangerous game of tease, denial, and utter submission. Confined, humbled, and trapped in a chastity cage he never asked for, Leo discovers a hunger he never knew existed.

By the time discharge day arrives, Leo knows he’s leaving with far more than scars. He belongs to her now — mind, body, and soul.

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

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

Why Buy This Book?

Finding trustworthy resources on Femdom and Female Led Relationships can be a challenge, as many manuals and guides often indulge in extreme or unrealistic fantasies. Our approach is refreshingly simple and grounded in reality, providing practical insights from a female perspective.

Our aim is to demystify these elements and offer practical advice on introducing them into your relationship. Wondering how to broach the topic with your partner? Curious about the initial 'games' you can play to explore this dynamic? Pondering on how to progress further? Look no further — this book is your comprehensive guide, providing the answers you seek.

What to Expect?

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

Who Is This Book For?

If you are a WOMAN, read this book to discover how you can improve your relationship and take control to ensure there are never any moments of "disinterest" in the relationship again.

If you are a MAN, read this book to understand how a woman can realistically evaluate and embrace a Femdom approach in the relationship. Or if you truly want to convince her to try.

The Perfect Gift

Gift this book to implement female domination dynamics within the relationship, with the goal of establishing a female-led relationship.

Be careful what you wish for... It might just come true.

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

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

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

What's This Book About?

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

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

Why Should You Buy This Book?

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

Forbidden Pleasures: A Compilation of 50 Male Chastity and Orgasm Denial Ideas: Suggestions and Scenarios for Effective Tease and Denial and Ruined Orgasm

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

What sets this book apart?

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

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

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