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Dedication

"Husbands, love your wives, just as Christ loved the church and gave himself up for her to make her holy... In this same way, husbands ought to love their wives as their own bodies. He who loves his wife loves himself. " 

Proverbs Ephesians 5:25-28 

To all the sweet submissive souls out there,

Who found a mistress but she wasn’t too kind — this journey is for you,

With passion and understanding.
Love, Elara xxx
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For the Smallest Speck of Dust

12 p.m., The Ashford’s Home

Raymond stood rigidly at attention just outside Juliet’s bathroom, clutching a mop in one hand and a bucket overflowing with cleaning supplies in the other. He was dressed in drab blue overalls, which hung loosely over a plain T-shirt, with bright yellow gloves covering his hands—a demeaning uniform that contrasted with the pristine cleanliness around him. Barefoot on the cool tile, he kept his gaze lowered, visibly shaking in anticipation of her inspection.

He had spent hours scrubbing this bathroom, transforming it into a reflection of Juliet’s meticulous standards. The tiles, in shades of warm beige and deep amber, gleamed under the soft, golden light from the ornate sconces, casting a luxurious glow across the room. The vanity, with its rich wood cabinetry and polished brass fixtures, stood immaculate, and a single plush cream towel hung perfectly straight, blending harmoniously with the sophisticated palette. Every surface, every corner was spotless—a testament to Raymond’s submission and his desperate efforts to meet her expectations.

The punishment for his transgression—sneaking into her private bathroom instead of trekking down to the guest bathroom on the first floor—had been a morning of relentless scrubbing, polishing, and scrubbing again. Alone, he had worked with obsessive care, knowing that Juliet would soon inspect his efforts. Now, at precisely the hour she’d set, Raymond stood rigid at attention just outside the gleaming doorway, clutching the mop handle like a soldier awaiting review, restricting even his breathing.

He shuddered, his mind racing over every inch he’d meticulously cleaned, the consequences of a single flaw chilling him to the core. Juliet’s authority was merciless, her standards unforgiving; a single spot missed, or the faintest streak on the mirror could summon her cane. He could never get used to that sting, the biting, unrelenting pain she wielded with calm precision. She never hesitated, never held back, her strikes as sharp and controlled as her reprimands. This was her domain, her sacred, immaculately maintained space, and he was merely a servant here, stripped of all former authority, awaiting her judgment. The thought of her displeasure made his pulse quicken, his fear settling deep in his bones. He had given it everything, every ounce of effort, praying that this time—this time—he might escape her wrath, or if he was lucky, earn a slight nod of approval.

“It’s just unbelievable what I’ve become because of this therapy,” he muttered, referring to the “femdom therapy” sessions that he and Juliet were undergoing with Beatrice, their commanding, seductive therapist. “I tried everything to avoid it. I told Juliet we didn’t need any of this, that we could work things out on our own. But then Beatrice—God, the way she looked at me. It was like she knew exactly where to push, exactly how to get me to break,” he continued, the memory vivid in his mind. “Minutes in, I was already on my knees, practically groveling for her approval.”

Beatrice’s allure had overwhelmed him; she was a vision of intimidating beauty, exuding an authority that made him feel simultaneously thrilled and powerless. But her influence extended beyond him. She’d taught Juliet the fundamentals of femdom, and once Juliet grasped the concept, she rose with surprising ease to a position of unshakable control at home. With each session, Juliet seemed to soar higher in authority, while he, helplessly, continued to descend.

Though there was an undeniable excitement in submitting to a woman, this reality went far beyond fantasy. At 64, Raymond was no longer the man he’d once been, and Juliet’s demands were unyielding, her expectations constantly pressing him to his limits. Today was a prime example; he’d spent hours scrubbing her private bathroom—a space forbidden to him—as punishment for using it during a late-night trip. His diabetes made these frequent nighttime visits necessary, yet his lapse in judgment in using her second-floor bathroom, so close to their bedroom, had led him here.

Now, exhausted from a morning of meticulous cleaning that began at 9 a.m., he stood waiting for her inspection, aware that she’d been out meeting friends at Café Luxe in the Emporium Grand Mall the entire time. The disparity was glaring: while he scrubbed her bathroom to perfection, sweating over every inch to meet her standards, she was out enjoying the freedom he could only dream of.

Since the therapy began, life had treated Juliet exceptionally well. She indulged in luxurious shopping sprees, spending lavishly on top fashion, and meticulously cared for her appearance until she seemed to defy her 58 years. Regular full-body massages and endless skincare rituals left her glowing, and she often made him rub various lotions onto her legs. While Raymond found a certain thrill in serving the queen she was becoming before his eyes, he still struggled with moments of resentment. It felt unjust that she could live in such splendor while he was relegated to the sidelines, tirelessly attending to her needs, sometimes without her even acknowledging his efforts. Yet, for any slip-ups or signs of defiance, she punished him without hesitation, asserting her dominance with a ruthlessness he couldn’t ignore.

The gap between them had widened to an almost unbearable degree, a disparity that both tormented and aroused him. He couldn’t explain why, but the more powerful she became and the more he descended into servitude, the more his desire flared. There was something about the imbalance, the sheer weight of her authority, that gripped him deeply, fueling a desire he hardly understood but couldn’t resist.

At precisely 12, Juliet opened the front door and climbed the stairs with an effortless grace, her punctuality both reassuring and terrifying. She had told him she’d inspect his work at noon, and here she was, true to her word. This was why he stood rigidly at attention, waiting in fearful anticipation. In moments like these, he dreaded her presence—the friendly warmth that sometimes filled their shared spaces was gone, replaced by a stern distance. During her inspections, the chasm between them grew vast, an unbridgeable disparity that left him feeling as though his entire existence hinged on her approval.

“Hello, Raymond,” she greeted in her smooth, melodic voice, stepping into the pristine bathroom. Her tone was deceptively casual, almost playful, yet he sensed the weight of her authority beneath it.

Her fragrance suffused the air—a luxurious, subtle blend of amber and jasmine that hinted at warmth and power. She was dressed impeccably from her morning outing, wearing a soft yet elegant sweater that accentuated her flawless figure, paired with a wrap that gave her a refined air of sophistication. Her makeup was meticulously done, her skin glowing and eyes sharp behind perfectly applied eyeliner, emphasizing the confidence she now wore effortlessly. Her hair, styled with care, framed her face in soft waves, a hint of her recent pampering apparent in every detail.

Juliet took her time, her gaze gliding over the spotless fixtures and gleaming tiles, relishing the pristine cleanliness of her bathroom. Every surface sparkled, every tile shone—she knew he had scrubbed each corner meticulously, leaving no stone unturned in his efforts to please her. Yet, as her eyes roamed over the counters, her gaze landed on the soap dish. A faint watermark—a nearly invisible smudge—was the sole imperfection, a detail so small that anyone else might have missed it completely. But Juliet’s eyes lit up with satisfaction. She had found her reason.

“Raymond, come here,” she called, her tone sweet but commanding.

Raymond hurried to her side, his heart pounding. “Yes, Mistress?” he responded, the deference in his voice unmistakable.

She pointed to the smudge, her expression a mix of mock disappointment and quiet triumph. “See this?”

“Yes, it’s—” he started to explain, but she lifted her hand to silence him.

“That will be three strokes of the cane.”

A surge of frustration rose in Raymond as he clenched his fists. All the effort, the hours spent cleaning, and for this—this tiny, almost invisible flaw—she would punish him. The unfairness of it gnawed at him, and for a fleeting moment, he considered rebellion. The words were on the tip of his tongue, but before he could speak, she cut him off.

“Go to the living room, unbutton your overalls, pull them down, and strip off your underpants. I want you butt naked and bent over the chair,” she instructed, her voice as smooth as it was uncompromising, each word intensifying his sense of humiliation and vulnerability.

Raymond hesitated, his pride and indignation warring within him. But then her voice hardened. “Now!”

The command sent a jolt through him, and before he knew it, he found himself not just walking but hurrying down the stairs, compelled by her authority. In the living room, he positioned himself as ordered, trousers and underwear lowered, bending over the chair with his exposed backside ready for her discipline. As he waited, he could hear the faint sounds of her preparing for a shower, the water running upstairs, an audible reminder of her serene composure in contrast to his helpless position.

Standing there, vulnerable, his backside bared and waiting, he couldn’t deny the conflicting surge of emotions within him. His body betrayed him; the situation stirred an unwelcome arousal, a testament to the power she wielded over him. The cane marks from past punishments still tingled on his skin, layers of discipline etched across his flesh—reminders of lessons he had learned the hard way. He was a man molded by her corrections, bound to her through a cycle of obedience and consequence.

It was more than Juliet’s authority alone that held him captive. The silent specter of Beatrice loomed over him, amplifying his submission. Beatrice had given Juliet her unyielding support, insisting that every infraction, every hint of disobedience, be reported. The knowledge that any defiance would be met with Beatrice’s cold, merciless judgment left him with no escape. He was trapped, forced to live in this ever-tightening web of discipline, unable to carve out an alternative path.

Juliet knew all of this—she understood the power she held. She knew that, as she enjoyed her luxurious, sensual shower upstairs, he would remain bent over the chair, waiting for her, stripped of his dignity. She had him, quite literally, by the balls, his body and spirit tethered to her will. And as he stood there, his arousal only deepened his shame, reinforcing the grip she had over him—a grip that was unbreakable, absolute, and uniquely hers.

Juliet took her time in the shower, letting the warmth relax her muscles and heighten her anticipation. When she finally descended the stairs, her appearance was a study in relaxed authority. Despite being 58, Juliet had an ageless elegance, the kind of understated beauty that held a quiet power. Her freshly showered skin had a soft glow, and her damp hair fell loosely around her shoulders, giving her an effortlessly casual yet controlled look.

She wore an oversized, thick-knit gray sweater that draped over her body with natural ease. The sweater fell just below her hips, hinting at her curves but stopping just above her thighs, leaving her legs bare. The sleeves were long, almost engulfing her hands, giving her a cozy, almost leisurely appearance that belied the intensity of the moment. The lack of coverage on her legs, however, was deliberate—she knew the effect her bare legs would have on Raymond, who waited in the living room with his trousers and underpants removed.

Her legs were covered only by a pair of warm, knee-high socks in a soft gray that matched her oversized sweater, hugging her calves snugly and adding to the cozy, coordinated aesthetic. The harmony of the gray sweater and socks created a look that was both comfortable and commanding, as if she had dressed for a quiet evening at home, yet her mere presence was enough to assert her authority.

As she approached Raymond, who was already positioned with his body leaning against the table as she had instructed, the contrast between her relaxed appearance and the underlying tension of the situation was palpable. Her demeanor was calm, almost serene, but the subtle smirk playing on her lips showed that she understood the power she held over him—and she was about to make him very aware of it, too.

Juliet walked towards the cane’s designated spot just beside the main doorway, where it stood proudly upright in its sleek, tall stand—a piece of furniture that looked almost ornamental but served a very clear purpose. The polished wooden cane gleamed softly under the ambient lighting, its slender form both elegant and ominous. Beatrice had suggested this placement, knowing that having the cane always within Raymond’s view would subtly reinforce Juliet’s authority, a silent promise of discipline that he could never forget.

She retrieved the cane with a practiced ease, her fingers curling around its smooth, polished surface like it was a treasured possession, an extension of her will. Juliet paused for a moment, letting her hand glide along its length, her palm savoring the sleek finish of the wood. She tilted it slightly, watching as the light danced across its surface, a faint, satisfied smile playing at her lips. It was a tool she knew intimately, one that had shaped Raymond’s obedience stroke by stroke, and she held it with the reverence of a craftsman admiring their finest instrument.

Turning toward him, she began to close the distance, her heels clicking softly against the floor with an unhurried rhythm. Each step seemed deliberate, purposeful, drawing out the anticipation until it was almost unbearable. When she was close enough, she lifted the cane, holding it lightly between her fingers, and gave it an experimental swoosh. The sound was sharp, slicing cleanly through the quiet room like a knife through fabric. It wasn’t just a noise—it was a tactile presence, stirring the air, brushing faintly against Raymond’s bare skin like a ghostly warning.

Another swoosh followed, this one slower, heavier, and the movement of air was palpable, almost as if the cane itself was announcing its dominance. Juliet flicked her wrist again, and the sound seemed to linger in the space between them, reverberating in Raymond’s chest. His breath hitched as he felt the force of her control in every whisper of the cane through the air. She allowed the tension to build, the repeated swooshes playing a melody of authority that wrapped around him, tightening with each pass.

Then, without a word, Juliet turned to the nearby cushioned chair—a piece of furniture deliberately placed there for such purposes—and swung the cane full force. The impact was sharp, resounding through the room with a crack that made Raymond flinch violently, his body jolting as if she had already struck him. The sound wasn’t just loud—it was visceral, a thunderclap of dominance that reverberated through his bones. He could almost feel the vibrations of the strike in the air, the power behind it leaving no doubt about what was to come.

Juliet glanced at the chair with a faint, approving nod, as though admiring the precision of her own handiwork. Her gaze then returned to Raymond, her eyes calm yet piercing, her demeanor as composed as ever. She raised the cane again, letting it whistle once more through the air, the sound cutting straight into his nerves. The stark contrast between the serene control on her face and the terrifying force she had just demonstrated sent a cold shiver down his spine. He gripped the edges of the chair tightly, his fingers digging into the wood as his heart pounded in his chest.

Juliet gave the cane one final caress, running her fingers along its length as if reminding him, and herself, of the authority it represented. Then, she took her place behind him, her heels clicking softly as she positioned herself. “Be still,” she said, her voice low but firm, the command sending another jolt through him. He swallowed hard, his body trembling as he prepared to receive the strokes, the vivid sound of the cane’s impact still echoing in his ears.

He didn’t need to be told what was coming. The controlled, steady sound of the cane slicing through the air, the calm in her voice, and the deliberate rhythm of her movements behind him—each detail drove home the inevitability of his punishment. Even as dread coiled in his stomach, he couldn’t ignore the heat pooling within him, his arousal pressing almost painfully against his chastity device. The contrast of her composed authority with his helpless anticipation only heightened the feeling, a potent reminder of how thoroughly she held him in her grasp.

Juliet positioned herself behind him, her face calm, her movements steady and deliberate. She tapped the cane lightly across his bare skin, gauging her target, each tap a measured rehearsal. The cane connected softly, then again, and again, each touch calculated, her focus unwavering. It was a quiet, focused rhythm, the gentle taps almost lulling, but there was an undercurrent of tension—a build-up, a promise of what was to come.

Then, with a final tap, her arm snapped forward in a single, brutal stroke. The cane struck his flesh with a fierce, precise power, the sound of the impact filling the room. His body jerked involuntarily, a shudder rippling through him as he clung to the chair, the pain surging through him with raw intensity. A guttural, primal scream tore from his throat: “AAAAAAHHHHHHHhhh!” The force of the agony exploded inward, contained but overwhelming. She watched, expression unchanged, taking in the way he twisted and tensed, the silent struggle to endure exactly as she’d commanded.

After absorbing the agony of the first strike, Raymond clung to the chair, every muscle taut as he braced for the second. His buttocks quivered involuntarily, a physical manifestation of the anticipation and fear that pulsed through him. The sting of the first stroke still burned fiercely, and now the dread of the next was almost as excruciating as the pain itself.

He felt her presence behind him, sensed the calculated patience as she allowed him to stew in his anxiety. His breathing quickened, his grip tightening on the edges of the chair as he struggled to keep his body still, his mind torn between the desperate desire for relief and the terror of the inevitable blow.

Then, without warning, the cane struck again, searing across his already sensitive skin with a precision that took his breath away. His entire body jolted, his buttocks trembling violently as he absorbed the impact, but he managed to remain silent, forcing the scream back down into his chest.

As he clenched the chair with renewed intensity, his body shook in anticipation of the third strike. The silence stretched unbearably, each second intensifying the quivering in his buttocks, the dread building within him until it was nearly unbearable. Then, finally, the third stroke came down, and a fresh wave of pain exploded inward, leaving him trembling and exhausted but still, somehow, resolutely holding his silence.

After the final stroke landed, Raymond broke down, the pent-up pain and tension overwhelming him. His sobs escaped freely now, and Juliet, with a rare softness, stepped forward to embrace him. She held him tightly, murmuring gentle reassurances, “There, there... you’ve taken it so well,” her hands moving tenderly over his back as she kissed his neck with a calm, almost nurturing affection.

After a moment, she gently pushed him back, her hands firm on his shoulders, her gaze steady. "What must you say?" she asked, her tone expectant.

Raymond, feeling the heat of embarrassment rising in him, hesitated before whispering, “Thank you, my Mistress, for disciplining me.” The words felt heavy, humiliating, but he knew they were expected, necessary.

Juliet looked at him intently, her eyes searching his face, gauging the sincerity in his voice. Satisfied, she gave a faint, approving smile. "You are most welcome," she replied, a note of satisfaction in her voice.

Then, with her tone softening, she leaned in and whispered, “Now, I want you to feel my breasts,”

He looked up at her, surprised. “You mean... place my hands here?”

She nodded, a slight, dreamy smile on her lips. “Yes... right here.”

“Over the sweater?” he asked, hesitant, as though he hardly dared to believe this tender shift in her.

“Mmm-hmm,” she replied, her voice breathy, laced with unmistakable heat.

With a trembling hand, he reached up, his fingers spreading over the fabric. Through the thick knit of her sweater, he felt the firmness of her breasts, the hard peaks of her nipples pressing insistently against his palms. The knowledge that disciplining him had stirred her arousal sent a mix of emotions coursing through him—confusion, excitement, and a deep-seated need.

“Punishing you like that... it excites me,” she whispered, her breath warm against his cheek. His own arousal pulsed painfully against the confinement of his chastity device, intensifying the tension between them.

“It does?” He managed to ask, his mind reeling, his own need simmering under the weight of her words.

“Oh, yes,” she murmured, her voice thick with desire.

Without another word, she turned and walked to the sofa, her movements slow and deliberate, beckoning him with a single, lingering glance. She settled herself gracefully, sinking into the cushions with a relaxed confidence, then gestured for him to kneel before her.

As he knelt, looking up, the angle offered an undeniable view, confirming his suspicion—beneath the oversized sweater, she wore nothing at all. The realization kindled a fierce ache within him, a longing that was both exhilarating and agonizingly intense.

Seated on the sofa, Juliet leaned back with an air of unhurried command, her gaze steady as she looked at Raymond. Without a word, she spread her legs, letting the plush fabric of her sweater fall away, her finger drifting down as she pointed unmistakably, her eyes locking onto his. “Lick,” she commanded, the single word delivered with a calm authority that left no room for hesitation.

Raymond leaned forward, his face inching closer to Juliet, his breath catching as he took in her scent, a mix of warmth and intimacy that stirred something deep within him. His lips hovered over her skin, hesitating for just a heartbeat, reverent, as if he were about to worship at an altar. Then, slowly, he let his mouth connect with her, his lips soft and attentive, moving with a careful, devoted precision.

He began to explore her pussy with his tongue, each motion slow and deliberate, savoring every inch as if committing her to memory. His attentions were gentle yet thorough, tracing along the delicate contours, responding to her body's subtle cues. He noted the way her breathing would catch, the way her fingers tensed slightly when he found the right spot. Driven by her reactions, he adjusted his rhythm, each stroke of his tongue a careful attempt to please, to fulfill her unspoken demands.

Juliet’s breathing deepened, each soft exhale urging him on. Raymond felt a swell of pride and humility, the thrill of serving her in such an intimate way, his own erected cock straining against the confines of his restraint. He kept licking and licking, pouring every ounce of focus and dedication into his efforts, aware that his purpose in this moment was solely to bring her to a satisfying orgasm.

Her body began to react, her breaths becoming shallower, and he could sense the building tension in her. With renewed fervor, he continued, attuned to the smallest shifts, the faintest sighs. Finally, he felt her body tense, the culmination of his efforts as she surrendered to a quiet, profound release. He remained still, head bowed, his breaths shallow, feeling the intimacy of the moment settle between them, his heart pounding as he awaited her next command.

After a few moments, her breathing evened, and she opened her eyes, a subtle satisfaction in her gaze. Without a word, she extended her leg, and with a light, almost absent-minded motion, she nudged him away, signaling her need for space and quiet. She reclined back into the sofa, her expression one of serene contentment, leaving him to take his place away, his task complete, while she enjoyed her sweet rest.

Juliet reclined on the sofa, her head tilted back as a genuine, almost indulgent laugh escaped her lips, clearly savoring the control she held over him. Raymond, still on all fours, gazed up at her with raw, open need.

“Crawl over here,” she commanded, her tone both casual and teasing. Raymond obeyed, inching closer, his eyes filled with longing, but just as he reached her, she pressed her foot against his chest, stopping him with a playful, yet firm, smile.

“So,” she said, looking down at him, “have you learned your lesson today?”

Raymond managed a shy, almost sheepish smile. “Yes, Mistress, I have.”

She raised an eyebrow, clearly amused. “And what was that lesson?”

“That I need to… be absolutely perfect when cleaning for you,” he replied, his voice laced with earnestness. He hesitated, then added, “But, Mistress… the way you’ve been treating me… it’s turning me on so much.”

“Is that so?” she purred, her eyes lighting up with a spark of intrigue. “Funny… because it’s turning me on, too.”

He took a shaky breath, daring to ask, “It’s just that…” He trailed off, glancing at her nervously. “Well, maybe you’d consider…”

“Spit it out,” she said, her tone both amused and demanding.

“Well… maybe you could release me… from the chastity device. I mean, if you don’t mind…” he said, struggling to suppress the need in his voice.

Juliet’s laughter rang out again, genuine and almost wicked, as she leaned back on the couch, nearly in tears from his request. She looked down at him, her eyes gleaming with unrestrained delight.

“Oh, Raymond,” she said, shaking her head slowly, savoring the moment, “you really are a desperate little thing, aren’t you?”

He swallowed, misinterpreting her amusement as a sign of hope. “I’m glad I amuse you, Mistress. Really… I’m just… happy to please you.”

She smirked, her eyes narrowing. “You’re more than amusing. Look at yourself—down on your knees, locked up, so damn horny that your mind is clouded… and utterly helpless to do a thing about it.” She leaned forward, her voice dropping to a low, sultry whisper. “And that, my little pet… is exactly how I like you.”

As the laughter finally faded, they remained in silence, their eyes locked. Raymond’s face held a glimmer of anticipation, a faint, desperate hope flickering in his gaze; he was waiting for her to grant him the relief he craved—the release from his chastity device.

Finally, Juliet broke the silence with a slight smirk, “I want you to take care of the front yard, Raymond. You’ve been putting it off long enough.”

His face fell, shock and dismay washing over him. Just when he thought she might offer him the relief he craved, she was assigning him another round of grueling labor.

“First things first,” she continued, her tone firm, dismissing any hopeful look he might have had. “You’ll start by planting a line of tulip bulbs along the edge of the garden. Just one line—I’m not overly optimistic about them, but let’s see how they do. Prepare the soil thoroughly, dig deep enough, and place each bulb with precision. I want them spaced evenly, so use a ruler if necessary. And remember, I’ll be checking. If any sprout out of alignment come spring, you’ll be out here replanting every single one.”

Raymond’s shoulders sagged, his disappointment plain, but she paid no heed to his reaction, pressing on without any hint of leniency.

“After the tulips, move on to the winter-hardy shrubs—winterberries and hollies. They’re sturdier, so I expect to see a full, thriving bed. Each shrub needs to be set deep and watered thoroughly. Turn over the soil as you go,” she emphasized, “by hand. No tools. I want you feeling every bit of that soil, working with your bare hands.”

Raymond swallowed, his gaze lowering as he imagined the exhausting work ahead, but she wasn’t done.

“Once the shrubs are planted, spread a thick layer of mulch across all the flower beds. Make it even and neat—I’ll know if you’ve been careless,” she said, a warning laced through her words.

She let her instructions sink in, noting the slight tremor in his hands as he realized how long the task would take. “Then, cut back all the perennials. Every stem, every leaf. I don’t want a single scrap left behind. And finally, gather all the fallen leaves and clear the beds completely. The garden should look pristine when I come to inspect it.”

The color had drained from his face, the weight of her words settling on him.

“Oh, and one more thing,” she added, a glint of satisfaction in her eyes. “You’ll wear the gardener’s attire I’ve set out for you. You know exactly which one I mean.” She watched his discomfort deepen, enjoying every second.

Her tone hardened as she added, “And remember, you’re not permitted back inside until I’ve inspected everything. Bring enough water and maybe a slice of bread if you think you’ll need it. When you’re done, wait by the back steps until I come to approve your work. Only then will you be allowed back inside.”

When she finished detailing his tasks, Raymond remained on all fours, looking up at her, trying to process the sheer amount of work she had just assigned. He had half-hoped she might give him a reprieve, perhaps suggest he start tomorrow or offer some sign of mercy that would allow him to stay near her, savoring whatever intimacy he could. But those hopes vanished the moment she raised a finger, pointing firmly away.

“Now, go!” she commanded, her tone brooking no argument.

Like a startled dog, he scrambled to his feet and hurried toward the second floor, metaphorically tail between his legs, her authority lingering in the air long after he had left the room.


He Didn’t Sign Up for This

10 minutes later

Raymond knelt in the cold, damp earth, his faded blue apron clinging to his torso over a plain gray shirt, now streaked with dirt. The chilly November air nipped at him, but the hard labor soon brought a light sheen of sweat to his face, despite the biting weather. Mud smeared his rolled-up sleeves, creeping beneath his nails as he worked the soil with his bare hands, digging deep to prepare the ground as Juliet had instructed. Each movement was a struggle, his fingers stiff and caked with dirt, the gritty cold biting into his joints. Droplets of sweat began to roll down his temples, slipping off his skin and landing in the dark soil below.

The damp chill soaked through the worn fabric of his pants, pressing into his knees as he continued, shifting clumps of earth from side to side with painstaking care. His knees ached from pressing against the hard ground, each movement making him aware of his age and the toll this task was taking on him.

Suddenly, the sound of steady, confident footsteps drew closer, and Raymond looked up to see Logan approaching. Logan’s powerful frame filled Raymond’s line of vision, each step exuding ease and strength. Clad in a snug-fitting tank top that highlighted his broad shoulders and muscular chest, Logan held a large boxed item with the unmistakable markings of IKEA. The young man’s arms flexed effortlessly around the bulky package, the contrast between his vibrant, powerful presence and Raymond’s weary form could not have been sharper.

“Hi, Mister Ashford,” Logan greeted, his tone polite yet casual, as if he were merely addressing a neighbor rather than a man struggling in the dirt at his feet.

“Oh, hi, Logan,” Raymond called out, lifting his head from the soil. Since Juliet and Beatrice had initiated their relentless therapy, he had grown accustomed to seeing the young man—a far more vigorous, capable man than himself—come and go as he pleased. It was clear Juliet was paying Logan well, and each visit felt like another withdrawal, not just from their finances, but from Raymond’s dwindling sense of control. Before all this, Raymond would have kicked Logan out without hesitation. But now, he was powerless, reduced to the role of a mere bystander while Logan worked on their house, replacing entire sections of the roof for Juliet with a nonchalance that gnawed at Raymond’s pride. Logan, of course, must have sensed it, yet he remained unfailingly polite, almost disarmingly so.

As Logan approached with the box, curiosity gnawed at Raymond. He couldn’t resist. “Hey, say, what’ve you got in that box?” he asked, trying to keep his tone casual, though his voice betrayed the tension simmering beneath.

Logan smiled, his expression relaxed. “Oh, it’s just a box,” he replied, a hint of amusement in his voice.

“Oh, I know it’s a box,” Raymond forced a laugh, nerves stretching thin as he wiped his muddy hands on his apron. “I was just wondering… what kind of box?”

Logan let out a small chuckle, his smile widening. “A box,” he repeated, his tone light, but there was no indication he planned on elaborating.

Raymond’s patience snapped, his frustration bubbling over. “Well, it is my house too,” he pressed, his voice edged with irritation. “Maybe it’s my right to know what you’re bringing into my home.”

“The Ma’am told me not to tell you,” Logan said with a casual shrug, his tone completely indifferent.

“Oooooh, I seeeee,” Raymond stretched the words with a mocking drawl, as if he’d just realized he was the punchline in some inside joke. “Of course. How could I possibly expect anything different from the little secrets you and she keep?”

Logan grinned, clearly unaffected. “Hey, don’t take it so hard, man,” he replied with a light laugh. “It’s nothing personal. She just gave me a list of things to do. I’m just here to get the job done.”

“Right, right,” Raymond replied, still playing up the sarcasm. “So I suppose she’s enslaved you too, huh? Just another pawn in her little kingdom?” His bitterness seeped out, thinly veiled by the forced humor.

Logan shrugged again, looking almost amused. “Nah, that’s not my thing, Raymond,” he said confidently. “I just show up, do the work, collect my pay, and I’m out.” Then he paused, giving Raymond a look filled with mild curiosity. “But… you’re into it, right?”

Raymond froze, feeling a hot flush creep up his neck. “Into it?” he echoed, his voice catching slightly, the words almost sticking in his throat. He felt the sting of humiliation as Logan’s question hung in the air, as if his entire dignity had been stripped down to that one degrading assumption. “Into being her… slave?” he repeated, his tone faltering as he struggled to sound indifferent, yet unable to mask the shame rising within him.

Logan just nodded, completely unfazed. “Yeah. That’s what she said,” he replied smoothly. “But if that’s what makes you happy, more power to you. Life’s short, you know? Might as well do what you enjoy.”

“Right. True enough,” Raymond said, forcing a strained smile. Inside, though, his resentment was simmering. This kid, Logan, couldn’t begin to understand the complexities, the years of control and submission that had reshaped Raymond’s entire existence. He couldn’t grasp what it meant to truly live as Juliet’s slave.

Logan, oblivious to Raymond’s inner turmoil, hefted the box in one hand, gave a carefree wave, and disappeared into the house, leaving Raymond stewing in frustration.

30 minutes later

Raymond continued to dig into the damp, chilly earth, his hands coated in mud, fingers numb from the cold. His knees sank further into the soggy ground, each movement making the soil cling to him more persistently, smearing up his forearms and across the faded blue apron Juliet had chosen for him. Sweat beaded along his forehead despite the November chill, trickling down to mix with the grime, a stark reminder of his long hours spent laboring just as she commanded.

As he strained to overturn another stubborn clump of soil, a distant mechanical whirring drifted out from the house. The muffled sounds of drilling, the thuds of a hammer—it didn’t match the assembly of a simple piece of Ikea furniture. “That was likely an Ikea bed, from the size of the package,” he muttered to himself, shaking his head. “An Ikea item, anyway, for goodness' sake,” he added bitterly, rolling his eyes. “There’s no chance these noises have anything to do with installing a bed; even an amateur could manage that without all this racket.”

The noise continued, echoing through the house as Raymond’s frustration mounted. The pounding, drilling, and what sounded like the steady rhythm of a saw cut through the stillness of the garden, each sound a reminder of Logan's unchallenged presence inside the house. The noise eventually ceased, leaving an eerie silence in its wake. Still, Logan hadn’t emerged. Raymond, kneeling in the cold soil, could only imagine him at the kitchen table, sharing a meal with Juliet while he remained out here in the dirt, completely cut off from whatever was happening inside his own home.

5 P.M.

The neighborhood had surrendered to the calm of dusk, each house silhouetted against the fading light as the night took over. The trees stood dark and still, casting shadows that stretched over the lawns and down the quiet street. Porch lights flickered on, casting small, warm circles in contrast to the deepening blue of evening. A chill lingered in the air, and the distant sounds of traffic had faded, leaving only the soft rustling of leaves as the darkness enveloped everything.

Raymond paused in the garden, weary and aching from hours of labor. The sounds of drilling and construction from inside had stopped long ago, and Logan had left, taking his tools and his easy confidence with him. Now, all was silent in the house—at least until Juliet appeared in the doorway, her silhouette framed by the warm glow from within.

“Raymond, darling,” she called, her voice gentle but firm. “Take off everything—all of your clothes—and put them in this bag.” She held up a clear nylon bag, her tone leaving no room for hesitation. “I see you have water in that jar, so use it to rinse your feet, and then come inside, baby.”

Obeying, Raymond stripped off his soiled clothes, the chill of the evening air biting into his skin as he rinsed his feet with the last of the water. When he stepped inside, he looked up to find Juliet watching him, her face lit with a tender, almost amused expression.

“Aww, my poor little Raymond,” she cooed, eyes gleaming with a mix of affection and satisfaction as she took in his exhausted, dirty form. “You’ve been working too hard for me in the garden, haven’t you?”

He stood before her, naked, shivering, and utterly vulnerable, his body chilled and mud-streaked, every muscle weary from his efforts. Her gaze was possessive, reveling in his obedience and surrender.

“Let Mommy shower you, okay?” she murmured, reaching out to guide him, her hand warm and steady as she led him up the stairs to the bathroom on the second floor, her intentions unmistakable in every step.

Raymond stood beneath the warm stream, the water cascading down his tired, soapy frame. The heat eased the ache in his muscles, a welcome contrast to the chill he’d endured in the garden. His hands moved slowly over his body, his mind still half-lost in the day’s hard work, a mix of exhaustion and satisfaction washing over him.

The sound of the bathroom door opening pulled his attention back. He turned a bit, blinking away water, as Juliet stepped in, her presence soft yet commanding. She paused for a moment, letting him take in the sight of her as she began to undress with unhurried ease.

She started with the gray knee-high socks, her fingers slipping to the tops, slowly rolling them down her legs, revealing the long, graceful lines of her bare calves. The sweater fell just above her thighs, its cozy fabric framing her in a way that felt both intimate and deliberate. Finally, with a single, fluid movement, she lifted the sweater over her head, her hair tumbling down around her shoulders. In that moment, her beauty struck him anew, and the tiredness in his body seemed to dissolve.

Naked now, she stepped forward, joining him under the water. Her hand reached up to cup his face, and a gentle smile spread across her lips. “Oh, let Mommy wash you,” she murmured, her voice low and soothing. She took the soap from his hand, working it into a lather, and began to run her hands over his shoulders, down his chest, slow and tender, a nurturing touch that spoke of both care and control.

Raymond closed his eyes, leaning into her touch, feeling every gentle pass of her hands as they moved over him. The soapy warmth slid down his body, tracing over the cane marks that still tingled with a lingering sting. Her hands moved carefully, yet purposefully, over each mark, and he felt both aroused and humbled by her attention, her care blending seamlessly with her dominance.

With her soapy hands gliding over him, she leaned closer, their bodies touching under the stream of water. His hands found her waist, holding her softly, as if afraid to break the moment. She let him pull her closer, and for a few heartbeats, they simply held each other, wrapped in the quiet intimacy of shared warmth and the faint scent of the soap.

Their lips met, a slow, lingering kiss that carried both tenderness and a mutual acknowledgment of their roles. For all the hard work of the day, the canings, and the unspoken power she held over him, there was something gentle in her touch now, an affection that softened the edges of their dynamic. It was love—complex, layered, shaped by the bond they’d created together.

As they parted, she looked into his eyes, a faint smile playing on her lips, her fingers tracing along his cheek. “You’ve done so well today,” she murmured, her voice full of approval. “I’m proud of you.”

Ten minutes later, Juliet stood barefoot in her golden satin kimono, its rich fabric draping elegantly over her form, adorned with delicate floral patterns that shimmered in the soft light. She held a large, fluffy white towel, gently drying Raymond’s hair as he sat before her on a low stool, still naked except for the unyielding chastity device that served as a constant reminder of her control. Her movements were calm, deliberate, and there was a tender, almost motherly quality in the way she handled him.

“There,” she murmured, her tone soothing yet authoritative. “You see? It’s not so bad to serve me, is it, Raymond?” Her voice was warm, yet it carried an undercurrent of control, a reminder that he was firmly under her influence. Her fragrance filled the air—a light, fresh scent that mixed with the warmth radiating from her, making her presence almost overwhelming.

Raymond stayed perfectly still, absorbing her words, the intimacy of the moment filling him with a mixture of humility and relief. Her touch was gentle yet possessive, and the more he thought about it, the more he realized how right it felt to yield to her. Years of resisting her had only fueled her assertive side, a side that had fought for freedom, for indulgence, for the power to live exactly as she desired. Now, with his surrender, she had found a balance—freedom to flourish in her role as both his wife and mistress.

As she continued drying his hair, her hands lingered, her touch soft but unyielding. After the punishment she had delivered, after making him worship her with unreserved devotion, Juliet’s affection was a reward, a soothing balm after the harshness. There was an undeniable comfort in this closeness, yet it was clear he could only experience it by accepting his place beneath her authority.

“Now look what a nice pajama Mommy bought you,” Juliet cooed, gesturing to a childish pajama set laid out beside him. The pajamas were cartoonishly bright, covered in grinning Pokémon characters—Pikachu, Jigglypuff, and Eevee dancing across the fabric. The colors were loud and playful, the sort of design you’d expect for a young child, not a man of Raymond's age. It was absurdly juvenile, a sight that both embarrassed and frustrated him.

Juliet picked up the pajama top, holding it against herself to showcase it with a delighted smile. “Isn't this adorable?” she asked, her tone genuinely enthusiastic. The top was loose-fitting with a yellow trim on the cuffs, adding to the childish charm. Her eyes sparkled with amusement, clearly reveling in the situation.

Raymond’s face tightened with discomfort. “Mistress, please, seriously… this is getting ridiculous. I’m not into infantilization if that’s the angle you’re pursuing in… BDSM.”

She gave a light chuckle, her smile never faltering. “Oh, darling, you’ll have to explain to me what BDSM really means… maybe later, hmm?” Her voice softened, coaxing him in a motherly tone that somehow made him feel even smaller. “For now, lift your arms for me,” she instructed.

He hesitated, still thrown off by the outfit. But her eyes grew sharper, her voice carrying a hint of steel. “Now.”

Raymond raised his arms immediately, his heart pounding at her sudden shift in tone. He could feel his cheeks burning as she slipped the pajama top over his head, guiding his arms through the sleeves with a delicate touch, almost as if she were dressing a child. The fabric was soft and warm, pressing snugly against his skin in a way that made his humiliation complete. Her control over him, the way she so effortlessly reduced him, sent a confusing mix of emotions through him, and he struggled to keep his composure.

Once the top was on, she took a step back, admiring her work. “This is so lovely, Raymond, honey.” She gently nudged him, guiding him to sit at the edge of the bed before kneeling down to help him into the matching pajama pants, pulling them up to his waist with care.

As she adjusted the waistband, she looked up at him with a bright, teasing smile. “Raymond, I’m telling you, this is so exciting,” she murmured, running her hand over the fabric with satisfaction. “You’re absolutely adorable.” Her words, sweet and affectionate, only deepened the flush on his cheeks, leaving him feeling both small and utterly under her control.

As Juliet finished dressing Raymond in the absurd, cartoon-covered pajamas, she took a moment to admire her work. The childish colors clashed with his mature frame, emphasizing his age and diminished dignity, a contrast that made the outfit all the more humiliating.

Satisfied, she crouched in front of him, reaching for his ankles without a word. Raymond, seated and wary, felt her hands working near his feet and heard a faint, metallic clicks. He looked down to see heavy metal cuffs locked around his ankles, linked by a short chain that limited his steps. The cold weight of the metal sank in, a physical reminder of his helplessness.

He looked up at Juliet, his eyes wide with disbelief, but her face showed only smug satisfaction. Her slight smile conveyed how much she enjoyed his shock, the glint in her eyes relishing her power over him.

A strangled sound escaped him, but no words came. He felt the chain’s weight not only on his ankles but on his spirit, grounding him in his place. Juliet tilted her head, her voice soft yet mocking. “Oh, don’t look so surprised, darling. It’s just to keep you from wandering. Only for the night.” She patted his cheek with a dismissive smile.

“Come, stand up for me, darling,” she commanded.

As he struggled to stand, the chain restricting his movements, he felt the knot in his throat tighten. He wanted to speak, to object, but his voice failed him. The shackles weren’t just binding his ankles—they symbolized a complete surrender of his freedom, an assertion of her unyielding control.

Juliet’s gaze swept over him, taking in his defeated posture and horrified expression, savoring his full realization of what he’d become.

“But there’s really no need for these shackles,” Raymond protested, his voice carrying a hint of desperation. “My goodness, aren’t you exaggerating a bit here, baby?” He saw her eyebrow arch, and in that subtle movement, he understood he’d overstepped. His words faltered, and he immediately clamped his mouth shut, regretting his tone.

She turned on her heels, gliding toward the door. He trailed after her, shuffling awkwardly with the chain restricting his steps. “What I meant to say,” he continued, trying to soften his approach, “is that we’ve been sharing the same bed for forty years, and I’ve never tried to escape. Isn’t that true?”

Juliet paused and looked back at him, a sweet yet mocking laugh escaping her lips. “Yes, Raymond, that was when we shared the same bed,” she replied smoothly. “But starting tonight, you’ll be sleeping in another room.” She gave him a pointed smile before turning and walking out of the bedroom.

“Wait—what do you mean, another room?” Raymond called out, trying to keep up with her pace, but the chains forced him into a helpless shuffle, each step making him feel more and more like a captive.

As Juliet led Raymond, shackled and shuffling, into the nearby room, he hesitated on the threshold, taking in the surreal scene that lay before him. The room was bathed in soft, warm tones with delicate decor that could have belonged to a nursery. His eyes roamed over the pastel pink curtains cascading down one side, the plush armchair tucked into the corner with a light blanket draped over it, and the floor lamp standing tall, casting a soft, ambient glow. Little decorative clouds were affixed to the walls, giving the room a childlike innocence that only heightened his confusion—and discomfort.

But amidst the soft toys, tiny ornaments, and playful touches scattered around the room, one feature dominated his attention. In the center, like a glaring contradiction to the gentleness of the nursery, was a large white crib. Unlike a standard crib, this one was sized for an adult, with sturdy, high wooden bars resembling a cage or a jail cell, imprisoning any who lay within. The immaculate white paint glistened under the light, giving it an almost clinical look, standing stark against the otherwise cozy surroundings.

Juliet watched him closely, a smirk playing on her lips as she took in his reaction. “Logan was so thoughtful,” she remarked, her tone dripping with mock admiration. “He arranged the room himself, you know. Painted these walls, chose each piece.” Her hand waved elegantly, gesturing toward the little shelves with neatly arranged plush toys, the soft pink rug at the center, and the delicate decorations that seemed almost saccharine.

She moved closer to the crib, placing a hand on one of the bars, caressing the smooth wood with a sense of ownership and satisfaction. “And this,” she continued, her voice laced with delight, “is the pièce de résistance. A crib just for you, Raymond. Logan really outdid himself with this, don’t you think?”

She looked at him expectantly, her eyes gleaming with amusement as she waited for his response, clearly savoring every moment of his stunned silence. “Isn’t this beautiful?” she purred, her gaze locking onto his, challenging him to deny her pleasure in this twisted creation.

“I am not going to sleep in this bed,” Raymond declared, standing adamant.

“Oh, I hear you are complaining already,“ she said as she walked to the dresser, opened the drawer and pulled something. When she was back, she was holding a pacifier, which she plucked into his mouth while kissing his cheek affectionately. “There, that would put an end to all complaints and rebellions,” she said.

Raymond tried to talk while the pacifier was in his mouth but it was impossible and to add to his degradation Juliet said “And I don’t allow you to take this off your mouth until I wake you up in the morning” she said while pointing to a surveillance camera.

“Okay, hop on the bed,” she instructed, gesturing toward the crib that now dominated the baby-themed room. It was only 7 p.m., but her tone left no room for negotiation. Obediently, Raymond shuffled his way to the crib, the chains clinking with each hesitant step. He carefully climbed in, feeling the mattress beneath him, softer than he anticipated, and positioned himself as she directed, lying down with a sense of foreboding.

Juliet tilted her head, observing him with a mix of amusement and mockery, then casually walked over to the dresser, her movements slow and deliberate, heightening his anticipation and discomfort. Opening a drawer, she retrieved a pair of thick, padded, no-scratch mittens, along with a set of handcuffs. The sight of these items made Raymond’s stomach clench, his helplessness sinking in further.

With a soft coo, she slipped the mittens over his hands. The mittens were secured with sturdy wristbands that fastened snugly around his wrists, ensuring he couldn’t remove them. She clicked the handcuffs into place, connecting his hands in front of him but ensuring just enough distance so he couldn’t manipulate the bindings. The mittens covered his fingers completely, rendering them useless, and the handcuffs removed any chance he might have had to work one hand free.

“There we go,” she murmured, her voice almost affectionate as she inspected her handiwork. The finality of his entrapment was setting in, and he struggled to process his situation, every sense of dignity slipping further away. His hands, now completely encased, were as helpless as an infant’s, a reality that she seemed to take great pleasure in.

Juliet raised a warning finger, her eyes narrowing as she leaned closer. “And remember, our shared bedroom is now off-limits for you,” she explained, her voice sweet but laced with authority. “Mommy needs her privacy, you understand? Besides, isn’t this a beautiful room? Logan was so nice to prepare it, making everything just perfect for you.” Her gaze flickered over the crib, the soft pastel decorations on the walls, the cloud-shaped lights—a setup that would have been adorable for an actual child but was degradingly infantilizing for a grown man.

As she continued speaking, her eyes danced with amusement, watching him absorb every word. “This is your space now, sweetie. You don’t need to worry about where I am. Mommy’s bedroom is for adults, and you have your own beautiful room just for you. Isn’t that wonderful?” Her cooing tone did nothing to soothe his discomfort; if anything, it deepened the humiliation.

All the while, Raymond could only mumble helplessly around the pacifier she’d placed in his mouth earlier, the soft silicone bulb silencing any words or protests he might have tried to make. Every attempt at communication was reduced to muffled sounds, an unmistakable reminder of his lack of agency. He tried to shift his mitten clad hands, but the restrictive cuffs held them close, reinforcing his utter helplessness.

Juliet’s smile widened as she looked down at him, thoroughly pleased with her work. She reached for the crib’s bars and raised them with a slow, deliberate click, locking him in with a finality that made his pulse race. “Goodnight, little one,” she murmured, a mocking glint in her eyes. “There’s no escaping me.” She ran a hand through his hair, almost tenderly, before turning off the light, leaving him alone in his humiliating new “bedroom,” the darkness amplifying his sense of confinement and powerlessness.

About 4 hours later, 11:00 p.m.

Raymond stirred in the cramped confines of his crib, blinking awake to the faintest murmur of sound drifting through the corridor. Groggy at first, he quickly became alert, an instinctive urge to investigate rising within him. After all, if there was an intruder, he ought to check. But as he shifted, he was sharply reminded of his humiliating reality: the soft restraint of his Pikachu pajamas, his wrists cuffed together, ankles shackled, and the remnants of his pacifier lying beside him on the mattress.

His senses heightened, he strained to listen, every fiber of his being focused on deciphering the noises beyond his nursery-like prison. He forced himself to hold his breath, tuning into the silence, hoping to catch any sign of what was happening. The stillness seemed to stretch on, amplifying his anxiety, until he caught the faintest, unmistakable sound—a soft sigh of pleasure drifting down the hall.

Raymond froze, his mind racing. Was it Juliet? He listened more intently, his pulse quickening as he caught another soft, blissful murmur. It was her, unmistakably. His chest tightened, the realization sinking in as he strained to discern what she was doing. There was no mistaking that tone, but what could she be up to alone in their room? His mind spun with possibilities, unable to quell a rising curiosity and a pang of frustration. Surely, he thought, she wouldn't betray him in their home. Juliet was the most loyal woman he knew, yet the faint sounds of her pleasure left him questioning.

He froze, heart pounding as he caught the faintest murmur through the silence—a stretched-out moan, unmistakably Juliet’s voice, dripping with pleasure. The words “ohhh Gawwwd” drifted down the hall, and with it came a surge of adrenaline. In that moment, he was resolute. He had to know.

With a surge of determination, he examined the bars of the crib, realizing he couldn’t lower them himself with his mitten clad, cuffed hands. Resigned to a more awkward escape, he gripped the bars tightly, testing his balance, and began to maneuver his legs over one at a time. The effort was clumsy, each movement constrained by the short chain binding his ankles. He felt the cool, solid wood press against his stomach as he carefully pulled himself over, hoping he wouldn’t tumble.

Finally, with one last effort, he managed to slip his second leg over the side and land on the floor with a muted thud. He stayed still for a moment, catching his breath, grateful he hadn’t hurt himself in the fall. Then, regaining his resolve, he rose cautiously to his feet, every nerve now on edge.

He shuffled to the door of his confined room, the chains clinking softly with each small step, and opened it. As he crept into the hallway, the sounds grew clearer, more distinct. Juliet’s voice, hushed but intense, punctuated the stillness of the house. There was a rhythm to it, an undeniable cadence that spoke of something intimate and consuming.

Each step brought him closer, and with it, the sounds of faint rustling, the shifting of sheets, and her voice, now less restrained, filling the air in broken gasps. “Yes… yes,” he heard her moan, the words breathless and laden with need. He felt the raw, urgent tempo, the unmistakable signs of passion so fierce it almost seemed primal.

Standing outside the door, he felt a sinking realization settle over him. My God, she’s with someone, he thought, the possibility finally breaking through his denial. She was claiming her space, her pleasure, without him, right there in the room they once shared. Now it all made sense—the separation, the crib, the enforced distance. She had relegated him to another room to live out her desires, free and unencumbered.

The sounds grew louder, more insistent, each muffled cry an arrow to his pride. He stood frozen, absorbing every detail, every nuance, and with each passing second, he felt his heart sink further. Finally, unable to bear it, he turned away, retreating down the hall. This was too much; this was more than any man could endure. He felt anger welling up, mixed with a crushing sense of defeat. As he shuffled back to his designated room, the bitterness lingered—a sharp reminder of just how thoroughly he had been displaced, reduced, and replaced in his own home.

Raymond managed, with considerable effort, to maneuver himself back into the crib, his body feeling heavy with a mixture of defeat and resentment. He didn’t want to know who might be with her; knowing would only deepen the sense of humiliation simmering inside him, a cruel reminder that he was nothing more than a bystander in his own marriage.

As Raymond lay in the crib, muffled sounds of pleasure continued from the room down the hall, each faint moan or gasp piercing through the walls and stirring a maddening swirl of emotions within him. The realization that she was likely with another man hit him fully, and with it came an overwhelming wave of humiliation and twisted arousal. She had planned this. He was certain of it now. She’d relegated him here, to this crib, dressed him in infantilizing clothes, and confined him like some pet or a wayward child—all so she could enjoy her freedom, unencumbered by him.

God, she was with another man. The thought flooded his mind, each detail coming into sharper focus. She was claiming pleasures he wasn’t allowed, doing things with this man that she’d always withheld from him, asserting herself in ways he could only fantasize about. The jealousy cut deep, but so did the shameful arousal. How could this turn him on so much? Why did the thought of her submitting to another man—letting someone else have the part of her he could never reach—ignite such an undeniable need within him?

He tried to reach for his own confined cock, the unforgiving cage pressing painfully against his arousal, but his movements were clumsy, thwarted by the thick anti-scratch mittens. He wanted to touch, to feel even a slight pressure, but the mittens rendered his hands useless. He struggled against them, his desperation growing with every failed attempt, the fabric a taunting barrier that only emphasized his helplessness.

What was she doing with him now? His mind painted vivid, agonizing pictures: Juliet, on her knees, surrendering herself fully to this man’s desires, perhaps even looking up at him with an obedience she’d never shown her own husband. She was the powerful one with Raymond, but with this stranger, was she just as yielding, just as malleable?

The thought of it—of her submitting to someone who could actually satisfy her in ways he could not—filled him with a twisted, aching need. His arousal swelled painfully within its cage, pressing harder as the heat of humiliation mingled with his helpless desire. He was trapped, bound, reduced to nothing but a bystander to his own life while she enjoyed hers freely.

Desperate, he pressed his mitten clad hands against the cage, straining for some kind of relief, but the thick fabric denied him even that small comfort. He could do nothing, absolutely nothing, except lie there, helpless, aroused beyond belief, and fully at her mercy. The weight of his humiliation, his exclusion, his utter dependency on her for any scrap of attention—it all coalesced into a potent, confusing need. He hated this, hated that she had this power over him, and yet the depth of his arousal only deepened, pulsing fiercely in his confined state.

Eventually, as exhaustion crept in, he felt his eyelids grow heavy, his mind still tangled in a web of shame, jealousy, and unfulfilled desire. He drifted into a restless sleep, bound by his own desires, unable to escape the helpless, throbbing reminder of just how thoroughly she owned him.


Bound and Broken

The next morning, 7:30 a.m.

The kitchen was bathed in soft, early morning light, filtering through the large window above the sink and casting a warm glow over the pristine countertops and polished appliances. The gentle sunlight brought a sense of calm to the space, though an unspoken tension lingered. The scent of freshly cooked eggs filled the air as Juliet moved with relaxed confidence, dressed in a fitted sweater and leggings, her hair loosely gathered at the nape of her neck. Even in this casual attire, she radiated authority, her movements as precise as they were effortless, each one reminding Raymond of her control over their shared world.

Raymond sat quietly at the modestly set table, catching his breath from the early morning run she’d supervised. Sweat still clung to his skin, and his legs ached from the relentless pace she’d set. In front of him, his place was prepared with meticulous care—plate, silverware, and napkin all aligned with her expectations, a silent but undeniable assertion of her dominance.

Juliet finished plating the omelet and brought it over, setting Raymond's dish before him as she took her own seat across the table. Sunlight bathed her features, revealing a peaceful yet commanding expression—a woman at ease and in control. She picked up her fork, cutting into her omelet with calm deliberation.

Casually, with an air of satisfaction, she remarked, “Wow, I am so pleased that womanizer Trump nominated Susie Wiles as chief of staff. She’s such a dominant woman.”

Raymond, still absorbing the events of the previous night, struggled to meet Juliet's gaze. His mind swirled with confusion, anger, and a sense of betrayal, all stemming from the memory of hearing her in what he believed was intimate activity without him. He didn’t know how—or even if—he should confront her. Avoiding her gaze, he responded mechanically, “Yes, she is a dominant woman.”

Juliet, perfectly calm, picked up her fork and speared a piece of lettuce from her salad with precision. She chewed thoughtfully, as though savoring both her meal and the conversation. “But managing a campaign is a far cry from managing the White House staff,” she continued, musing aloud. “And yet, he promoted her.” She glanced at Raymond, noting his silence, clearly expecting some engagement. When he failed to respond, she pressed, “Why do you think he would have given her such a promotion?”

Raymond, trying to distract himself, fumbled with his fork, attempting to spear an olive that kept slipping from his grip. Frustrated, he finally threw his fork onto the plate, his trembling hands betraying his inner turmoil. Juliet watched his small outburst with a faint, knowing smile.

Calmly, she repeated, “So, Raymond, why do you think he promoted her?”

This time, without considering all the implications, he raised his head and met her gaze, his eyes hard. “Because she’s loyal,” he said, his tone laden with implications that went far beyond the political discussion.

Juliet’s expression shifted subtly, catching the underlying meaning in his words. Her eyes narrowed slightly. “What’s going on, Raymond? Why are you speaking to me like that?”

He let out a slow, controlled breath, dabbing his lips with his napkin, more out of habit than need, his appetite having vanished. "I’m speaking like this because I’m speaking like this," he said, his voice low but steady.

Juliet’s tone cooled further, her composure taking on a steely edge. “Perhaps you need some discipline, a reminder of your place. It’s been nearly twenty-four hours since your last caning.”

He placed his napkin down, frustration etched across his face. “Perhaps you should,” he replied, voice dripping with bitterness. “That would certainly clear up any questions about loyalty.”

A beat of silence passed between them, heavy with unspoken words. Juliet’s gaze remained fixed, studying him intently, as though trying to peel back the layers of his guarded expression. “What is it, Raymond?” she asked, voice softened but unyielding, her curiosity piqued by his sudden defiance.

“Nothing, I’m just pointing out that you weren’t exactly loyal to me last night—but other than that, everything’s perfectly fine,” Raymond said, his voice dripping with bitterness.

Juliet’s reaction was immediate, though she kept her back to him. She stood up abruptly, grabbing her plate and then his, her movements sharp, betraying the tension simmering beneath her surface. She headed toward the sink with tight, jerky motions, refusing to face him, her grip on the dishes firm enough to make her knuckles pale.

Raymond felt his frustration flare, the sting of her silent dismissal pushing him to follow her to the sink. “Last night, you relegated me to that ridiculous crib so you could be with someone else, didn’t you?” he demanded, stepping closer, his voice raw with hurt and accusation.

Juliet didn’t respond. Instead, she returned to the table, gathering the forks, napkins, anything left within reach, moving back to the sink with an energy that was nearly uncontrollable. Every movement was tight, agitated.

“Why can’t you answer me?” he pressed, unwilling to let her silence be the final word. “Don’t you get it? This whole arrangement—it only works if I know we’re still… us. That you’re loyal to me, no matter what!”

Juliet continued to scrub the dishes, her hands moving swiftly, hinting at a simmering frustration. Her jaw was set, her lips pressed together, refusing to give him any satisfaction. When she finished, she abruptly turned and started up the stairs, her stride brisk, almost as if she was fleeing from him.

Raymond, unwilling to let this go, stormed after her. “What is it with you, Juliet? Why can’t you just talk to me? Why this damn silence?” he nearly shouted, keeping pace with her, each step heavy with anger.

As they climbed, he leaned in, his mouth close to her ear, his voice a low, biting whisper, but she stiffened, tilting her head away, refusing to acknowledge his closeness. Her face was set in a rigid mask, but her movements betrayed the agitation within her as she strode purposefully down the hall, visibly holding onto the last threads of her composure.

Once they reached the second floor, Juliet stepped into her private bathroom, shutting the door behind her with a firm, defiant click, leaving Raymond standing in the hallway, his frustration echoing in the silence she left behind.

Raymond’s fist thudded against the door. “I demand to know who you were with last night, Juliet! Who did you sneak off with while you locked me away in that… that ridiculous crib?” His voice shook with anger, reverberating down the hallway.

Silence met his question, thick and unyielding from behind the bathroom door. The lack of response only fueled his rage, stirring memories of old battles, of shouting matches over her spending and every other challenge to his authority. The therapy sessions, the structure he’d reluctantly adopted, all of it felt like a distant, pointless exercise now. This was a Juliet he couldn’t understand or control, and the submissive calm he’d worked to cultivate was vanishing, rapidly replaced by a primal, unchecked anger.

Finally, the door opened, and Juliet stepped out, moving past him without so much as a glance. Her steps were swift and deliberate as she headed straight for the bedroom, her back stiff with tension. Raymond, almost involuntarily, raised his hand in a futile gesture of fury, the impulse to lash out nearly overwhelming him. But he stopped himself, lowering his arm as she entered the bedroom and closed the door firmly, shutting him out once more.

“You think I’ll calm down?” he shouted after her, his voice raw and bitter. “You think I’ll just let this go? You’re wrong, Juliet. This time, I’m not backing down. This time, you’ll lose.”

Moments later, Juliet emerged, her expression impassive behind her sunglasses, though her grip on her coat was tighter than usual. She was impeccably dressed in a warm amber sweater and a chic brown skirt, each detail of her outfit carefully composed, a facade of control against the turmoil simmering inside her. She moved down the stairs, each step deliberate, as Raymond trailed closely, his fury palpable in the air between them.

“Why won’t you answer me?” he demanded, his voice close behind her, sharp and relentless. “What, you can’t face me now? Is that it? Guilty, are we?” He pressed, his words biting, almost brushing her shoulder as they reached the bottom of the stairs.

She felt her hands trembling, though she kept them steady at her sides, gripping her coat tightly to maintain her composure. Every accusation sliced deeper, each demand tightening the knot of frustration inside her.

Juliet kept moving, her heels striking the floor with a deliberate, sharp cadence, her silence a solid shield against Raymond's accusations. Every click of her heels punctuated her resolve, an unspoken refusal to engage with him. Her heart hammered with each step down the staircase, her mind a tangled mess of anger, shame, and a fierce determination not to let him provoke her into breaking her composure. Her entire focus narrowed down to one goal: escape his fury, find a way to silence the relentless barrage of his questions.

At the foot of the stairs, she turned briskly into the hallway and headed for the basement door, her silence now a deliberate armor. She pulled it open, her face unreadable, and descended, her steps steady as she moved into the dim, cool space below. Raymond followed, still hurling accusations, too lost in his fury to notice her calm, deliberate path.

She moved quickly across the basement to the cage, her hand shaking as she gripped the metal door. Without a word or glance back, she stepped inside, her back to him, allowing him to continue his tirade. Raymond, oblivious to everything except his anger, followed her inside, his accusations spilling over like a dam broken. “What are you running from, Juliet? Why won’t you just answer me?”

But she wasn’t listening anymore. With a swift turn, Juliet stepped out of the cage and, in one fluid motion, swung the door shut. Her hand was steady as she slid the lock into place, the loud click reverberating through the basement, a sound that seemed to freeze everything in its wake.

Raymond’s eyes widened in stunned realization, his fury evaporating in an instant. He gripped the bars, his face a mix of shock and disbelief. She had led him here, let him trap himself with his own anger, closing him into the cage without a single word.

Juliet stood there, her expression a picture of satisfaction as she raised her sunglasses, revealing eyes glinting with a newfound pleasure. She studied Raymond, savoring the power dynamic that had so suddenly and decisively shifted. “Logan did a fine job here, wouldn’t you say? Such a sturdy cage he built just for you.”

Raymond, gripping the bars with white-knuckled hands, felt a fresh surge of anger. He slammed his fists against the metal, shaking it in frustration. “This cage—your games—none of it changes the fact that you’re the one who cheated! You were in our bedroom, with another man, and you think you’re going to win? You’re going to lose, Juliet! You’re going to lose!” His voice was raw with rage as he tried to shake the bars, only to realize how solidly the cage held him.

Juliet watched him, an amused smirk curling her lips. She brought the arm of her sunglasses to her mouth, pressing it between her teeth as she observed him with quiet delight. Her stance was calm, almost relaxed, one hand on her hip as she regarded him—no longer as her husband, but as her captive. After a beat, she gave a simple, quiet command. “Strip.”

Raymond glared at her defiantly, refusing to yield. “I’ll never strip. Write it down if you like—Raymond is done with your games, done with your so-called ‘femdom.’” His words dripped with finality, his gaze fierce as he looked at her.

They stood locked in silence, his rage meeting her unyielding calm. After a long, tense moment, she inclined her head, her tone soft yet chillingly controlled. “If I hear one more word from you, even a single syllable, a grunt—I’ll walk right back up those stairs, and I won’t return. Not for a year, Raymond.” She let the threat sink in, her voice low and precise. “I’ll come back down here when you’ve used up every drop of that water. I’ll come to collect your bones.”

Her words settled into the silence, and Raymond felt the chill of them run through him. His fury faltered, his mouth opening to speak, then closing as he stared at her. For the first time, he found himself truly silent, the weight of her threat pressing down on him like the cage itself.

Juliet’s voice was unwavering, almost coaxing. “You know me well, Raymond. When I say something, I mean it. I’m just waiting,” she continued, her tone dripping with menace, “just waiting for you to slip up, to grunt, to say ‘hi.’ And then you’ll watch me go, and it’ll be the last human face you ever see.”

The gravity of her words settled over him, pressing like a weight on his chest. For the first time, the full extent of her control became painfully clear. She had led him here, step by step, setting this trap with a skill he had underestimated. The realization struck hard—this had all been planned, meticulously.

“Go on, try me,” she urged, her voice chilling in its softness. “One syllable, that’s all it would take, and I’ll leave you here. Forever.”

Raymond clamped his mouth shut, feeling the threat hover in the air between them, daring him. Her smile was a glimmer of malice, her eyes alight with satisfaction.

“Strip,” she commanded.

He hesitated, searching her face for any hint of leniency, but he knew better. This was Juliet—unrelenting, resolute. Slowly, he began to undress, his fingers fumbling with nerves, until he was completely bare, gripping the bars in a last bid for dignity.

“Kick your clothes out of the cage,” she instructed.

He pushed the pile through the bars, and she stepped forward, gathering the discarded clothes and moving them well beyond his reach. Standing back, she took the temple arm of her sunglasses into her mouth, biting down thoughtfully, as if savoring the power she held.

“On your knees,” she said, her voice low and final.

Raymond knelt, his eyes on her, every ounce of resistance drained. She lingered a moment, her gaze drilling into him, imprinting this image into his mind, allowing the depth of his submission to fully settle in.

Then, without a word, she turned on her heels and began to leave. As she reached the doorway, she flipped the light switch, plunging the basement into complete darkness. He listened to her footsteps fade up the stairs, followed by the soft click of the door at the top.

The silence closed in around him, thick and absolute, the darkness pressing down like a weight. The finality of her departure sent a chill through him, the realization sinking in—this wasn’t a game. Juliet had locked him away, and for the first time, he felt the chilling depths of her power.

Raymond sat in the suffocating dark, heart pounding as fear and anxiety clawed up his spine. Alone in the pitch-black cage, he understood fully that he was completely subject to her will. Slowly, he forced himself to explore his confined space, each movement deliberate as he mapped out the metal bars, the cold toilet, the gallon of water, the glasses—every small detail becoming a fragile thread tethering him to reality.

But control soon slipped from him as panic surged. Desperation took over, and he hurled himself at the bars, shaking them with all his strength. His muscles strained, fingers raw against the metal, but the bars remained unyielding. Defeated, he slumped back, gasping, his energy drained, every failed attempt deepening his sense of powerlessness.

“She’s the one to blame,” Raymond’s thoughts seethed, churning with resentment. “She decided to throw me out of our bedroom, to relegate me to that humiliating crib. And once I was tucked away, she had unlimited freedom to bring another man into our home, to have her fill of urgent, desperate sex—tremendous, uninhibited pleasure. She’s the one who cheated, she’s the one who betrayed our bond. And yet, here I am, caged like an animal, stripped bare, trapped in this darkness without even a scrap of warmth. And she’s free—free to roam upstairs, free to enjoy her life, while I’m bound and helpless down here.”

The unfairness gnawed at him, a relentless ache. The more he dwelled on it—the vast, infuriating disparity between her absolute freedom and his total confinement—the more his arousal surged, pressing uncomfortably against the cold, unyielding cage encasing him. He was startled by the intensity of his own reaction, the raw vigor of his desire thrumming, pulsing, hard and unrelenting, all because of her power, her untouchable freedom.

“God, she played me like a puppet,” he thought, a mixture of shame and arousal flooding him. “She let me follow her, let me work myself up into a rage while she stayed silent, cool, scarcely looking at me. She didn’t need to defend herself or justify a single thing—just a few steps, a few glances, and I walked right into her trap without even realizing it.” The realization tightened his breath, made him painfully aware of the throbbing arousal caged between his legs.

“Right now, she’s probably out at Café Luxe, sitting in some cozy corner with her friends, sipping coffee, maybe laughing about this, maybe even shopping. Spending my money—my pension—on whatever she pleases. She’s got all the freedom in the world, and here I am, locked up, naked, and helpless in this cage like some pathetic animal.” He clenched his fists, feeling the sharp pulse of his need pressing against the chastity device, knowing she was out there, completely free and likely reveling in his confinement.

“She played me. Led me right where she wanted me, and now she’s out there, living her best life while I’m left down here, hard and denied. She has me exactly where she wants, in every possible way.”

“How could I have been so foolish?” he berated himself, feeling the weight of his own impulsiveness pressing down on him. “I let my anger drive me, chasing her from room to room like a madman. The minute things didn’t go my way, I threw aside everything I thought I believed in, every ounce of control I had.” A knot of shame twisted within him. “Am I really so devoted, so submissive, if I can lose myself that easily?” His thoughts ran in circles, each one digging deeper. “What kind of submissive am I if I can’t handle it when she asserts her authority?”

As he lay there, the silence pressed in around him, cold and unyielding. A darker thought began to creep in, sending a chill through his entire body. “What if this isn’t just a punishment?” he wondered, the words echoing in his mind. “What if... this is her way of getting rid of me, once and for all?” The suspicion took root, his mind piecing together every small action, every moment of her calm, deliberate manipulation. “She led me here... deliberately. She wanted this.” His breath caught as the realization sank in.

“And Logan…” He struggled to even contemplate the name. “Logan was probably in on it. The cage... he built it. They both planned this.” The horror clawed at him, his pulse racing. “They’ll leave me here,” he thought, a dreadful certainty settling over him, “forgotten, buried, cemented in this prison they designed just for me.”

In the crushing silence, Raymond began to pray, each word whispered fervently into the darkness, thick with desperation. “God,” he murmured, his voice trembling, “I see it now. I was wrong. I was blinded by my own pride, my anger... thinking I had any right to question her. I was a fool.”

He clutched the bars, his fingers pressing hard against the cold metal, as though seeking some sign that his words were being heard. “I swear, if you let me out of this… if I ever see the light of day again, I’ll be the man—the submissive—she deserves. I’ll swallow every bit of pride, every trace of rebellion.” His breath shook, but he kept on, feeling the weight of his words settle in his chest. “I’ll serve her in every way she asks, without question or hesitation.”

As he spoke, a painful clarity began to take shape. “She’s free to do whatever she wishes. If she wants another man… that’s her choice, her right. I am just… here to serve her. Nothing more.” A raw, almost humbling acceptance washed over him, filling every corner of his mind. “She can be with anyone, and I’ll accept it. I’ll welcome it. I know that now.” His voice cracked, but he pushed forward, determined.

He thought of all the tests he might face in the future, of the moments that would challenge this vow, and he steeled himself. “No more jealousy. No more questioning her. If I have to watch her go off with another… then I’ll smile and accept it, because that’s my place. I’ll stay submissive. I’ll keep my anger in check… no matter how hard it is.”

Desperation welled up again, and he pressed his forehead to the bars, his tears wetting the cold metal. “Please,” he whispered. “If you can hear me… bring her back. Give me one chance to prove myself. I’ll build a shrine in her honor. Anything she wants, anything at all… she’ll have it. I’ll live by her rules. Her word will be law.” His voice faded into silence, leaving him alone with the weight of his promise, a solemn vow echoing in the dark, awaiting judgment.

The hours dragged into an endless blur, erasing any sense of time. Was it mere hours, or had days already bled into each other, marked only by his fading strength? His stomach hollowed with hunger, his throat parched beyond swallowing, and as the darkness pressed in, a chilling understanding settled over him—she was truly going to let him die here. The thought clawed at his insides, gnawing through his last reserves of hope. It felt like a death sentence, one he no longer believed he deserved. Hadn’t he begged for forgiveness? Hadn’t he promised to be everything she wanted, to submit without question?

As the minutes, or maybe days, ticked away, he clung to memories of Juliet. His mind, teetering on the edge of delirium, painted images of her—unmatched in elegance, in beauty, still captivating at 58 in a way no other woman ever had been. In the lonely silence, he compared her to every famous face, every woman he’d ever admired, but none could rival her. Juliet, so vibrant, so effortlessly in control, was beyond comparison.

But even in his fatigue, he found a faint glimmer of relief as he shook the gallon tank and felt its reassuring weight—there was still water left. Carefully, he filled half a cup from the tap at the bottom, savoring each sip as it trickled down his parched throat, cool and revitalizing. The small act of drinking steadied him, a reminder that he was, for now, still alive, still enduring.

Lying back on the cold cement, he let his mind drift to Juliet. The image of her face filled his thoughts, lingering on the sharp line of her brows, that look of severity she could summon with such ease. There was something in those brows—a fierce, unspoken command that stirred something deep within him, a strange, private kink he hardly understood but craved, nonetheless. The memory brought a fleeting warmth, even in the coldness of his confinement.

With these thoughts, he let his weary eyes close, allowing himself to slip into a fragile, uneasy sleep, thoughts of Juliet his only company in the darkness.


Out and About

Tuesday 9 a.m., The Ashford’s Home

Raymond lay curled on the unforgiving, icy floor of the cage, his limbs stiff from confinement, his mind dulled by the unrelenting darkness. Hours—or had it stretched into days?—since she’d abandoned him here, left him alone with silence and shadows. His world had shrunk to the cramped, airless cell, where time ceased to exist and his thoughts looped endlessly, his senses starved.

Then he heard it—the echo of her boots descending the narrow concrete stairwell, each deliberate click reverberating in the stillness like the beat of some ominous drum. Bound within the cage’s cold confines, he tensed, his body instinctively responding to the sound that had become both promise and threat. Juliet was coming, her pace unhurried, each step signaling her presence and authority. His chest tightened, a blend of dread and a strange, aching anticipation filling him as she drew closer.

The heavy basement door groaned as she unlocked it, opening it with the poised confidence of someone who commanded every inch of her surroundings. A faint, cool scent of leather drifted toward him as she stepped inside, an intoxicating mix of allure and intimidation. She was encased head to toe in sleek black leather, the tailored jacket sculpted to her figure, emphasizing her dominance while concealing every hint of softness beneath. Each curve and line was amplified yet shielded—a powerful, impenetrable armor that announced her untouchable nature.

Then, without warning, the world erupted in blinding, searing light. The harsh fluorescent glare struck his eyes like a blade, slicing through the familiar darkness and jolting him from his stupor. He recoiled instinctively, twisting away, his hands flying up to shield his face as a strangled gasp escaped his lips. The pain was instant, raw, an agonizing shock that left his eyes watering uncontrollably. His entire body curled inward, seeking shelter from the cruel brightness, his mind reeling in disoriented panic.

He could feel her standing there, the faint rustle of leather marking her every subtle shift, a sound as deliberate and controlled as the woman herself. A low, derisive chuckle slipped past her lips, filling the air with its quiet contempt. She was waiting, watching him writhe under the harsh illumination, an amused predator allowing her prey a brief moment to squirm. His chest rose and fell in rapid breaths, his mind still scrambling to adjust to the assault of light after the suffocating darkness.

“Pathetic,” she murmured, her voice detached, a verdict handed down with cool finality.

Slowly, with painful reluctance, he attempted to open his eyes, each blink a struggle against the stabbing brightness. Through the blur, he glimpsed her silhouette—tall, composed, immovable—looming at the cage’s edge. Even in his disoriented state, the shape of her was unmistakable: a figure radiating authority, a presence that claimed the air around her, drawing it to her like gravity.

As his eyes adjusted, Juliet’s figure sharpened in unforgiving clarity. Her leather jacket hung unzipped, framing a fitted white undershirt beneath. The casual openness of the jacket wasn’t accidental; it was a calculated statement of control. The black leather gleamed faintly in the light, exuding a commanding energy, its structured fit amplifying her physical dominance. It clung to her shoulders and arms with a quiet strength, every crease and line accentuating her power. The undershirt beneath, taut against her form, hinted at the vitality pulsing beneath her composed exterior, a silent reminder of the force she could wield at will.

The shirt left just enough of her neck and collarbone exposed to highlight the faint glow of her skin—a subtle contrast to the stark black leather. The smooth lines of her collarbones traced elegant, restrained paths, their softness offset by the commanding edge of her jacket. The leather wasn’t just clothing; it was armor, a second skin that shielded her, emphasizing her allure while denying any possibility of touch. Each shift of the material seemed to amplify her presence, a tactile reminder of the authority she carried, her physicality undeniable and inescapable.

Her gaze never wavered, fixed on him with an unyielding intensity, assessing him with a detachment that stripped away any remaining pride. Around her neck, a set of keys dangled, swaying subtly with her every movement. Their metallic glint caught the light, each shift a cruel reminder of the freedom she controlled with such ease. A single twist of one of those keys could open his cage, release him from this confinement—yet they hung just out of reach, a tantalizing symbol of her unbreakable hold over him.

The leather pants molded to her body like a second skin, accentuating the lines of her hips and thighs with a precision that was both sensuous and severe. Every curve was defined, yet cloaked beneath an impenetrable barrier—a reminder that, though she displayed a tantalizing outline, she remained wholly untouchable. A bold, round buckle at the center of her belt caught the light, adding a sleek touch to her poised elegance, an emblem of her confidence and control. In her hand, the cat-o’-nine-tails dangled ominously, its leather tails swaying with quiet menace, a silent proclamation of her growing authority.

“Look at me, Raymond,” she commanded, her tone icy, brooking no defiance.

But he couldn’t. Not yet. His hands lingered near his face, his instincts screaming for him to shield himself even as his mind begged to obey. He knew he had no choice; the power she wielded over him was absolute. Swallowing, trembling, he forced himself to lower his hands, his eyes still stinging as he dared a glance in her direction.

Finally, his vision cleared, and the full force of her appearance struck him. Her hair was pulled back in a flawless, sleek ponytail, exposing the elegant angles of her face. Time had only honed her beauty, rendering her features into a blend of regal severity and effortless allure. She looked down at him with an expression that was both distant and utterly commanding, her eyes cold as steel, gleaming with satisfaction at his pitiful state.

The minute he could finally see her, he staggered to his feet in the cage, his hands gripping the bars so tightly his knuckles turned white. “Mistress, please, please let me out of here! I’ll do anything—anything you want, I swear!” His voice cracked with desperation, trembling with raw emotion. His face was contorted, his eyes red and brimming with tears as if he’d been holding them back for hours. “I can’t take this anymore! Please, Mistress, I’m begging you, just let me out!” His words poured out in a frantic, disjointed stream, each syllable a plea for mercy. His shoulders hunched, his head bowed, every fiber of his being radiating the abject, shattered submission of a man who had been utterly broken.

“There we go,” she murmured, her voice barely above a whisper, yet laden with authority. “That’s better. Now, tell me, did your time in the dark help you realize your place?”

She let his pleas hang heavy in the air, studying him with a detached amusement as if savoring his helplessness. He gazed up at her, his face marked by a poignant expression, suggesting a mix of vulnerability and resignation. His completely bald head added a starkness to his appearance, amplifying the intensity of his wide, emotionally laden eyes. The subtle signs of aging on his skin hinted at a life rich with experiences, yet now he was here, his mouth set in a tight line of tension as if bracing against her cold, unapproachable beauty. She was a fortress he could never hope to breach, a figure wrapped in cold, unapproachable beauty that both tormented and enthralled him.

After a beat, she took a single, deliberate step closer, her leather boots clicking on the concrete, her gaze as hard and unyielding as ever. “On your knees,” she commanded, her voice soft yet absolute. “When you speak to me, you will do it properly—on your knees.”

Without hesitation, Raymond dropped, his knees hitting the ground with a dull thud. He looked up at her, pleading, his face a portrait of utter submission, every line etched with his need for her mercy. His eyes, wide and filled with a deep, unspoken emotion, met hers, perhaps pleading or harboring a trace of fear, as he awaited her next command.

Juliet stood before the cage, her gaze cool and distant, arms folded across her chest. The keys dangled around her neck, a silent reminder of the freedom she held over him. She barely looked at him, her expression that of mild, almost bored amusement, as if she were listening to a tune she’d heard a hundred times before.

“Now, tell me what I want to hear,” she said, her tone soft but unmistakably in command.

Raymond knelt naked within the confines of the cage, his body trembling. He swallowed hard, the words catching in his throat. “I… I’m deeply sorry, Mistress,” he stammered, his voice barely above a whisper.

She didn’t even flinch, her expression unchanging. “What else?”

His heart pounded as he struggled to continue, each admission dragging him further down. “I’m asking… begging… for your mercy. Please.”

“What else?” Her voice was cool, impassive, giving him nothing.

“I will never… I swear, I will never show aggression again. I know it’s wrong, Mistress. I—I was wrong.”

She raised a brow, giving a faint nod. “What else?”

“It’s… it’s perfectly fine that you took the master bedroom for yourself,” he continued, his voice trembling. “I understand that I don’t deserve to be there. It’s right that I sleep in… in the other room. The crib, even. I accept that.”

“Hmm,” she murmured, as if barely listening. “What else?”

Raymond felt his face grow hot with shame, but he pressed on, each word a painful surrender. “It was… so wrong of me to criticize you… for seeing another man.” He swallowed, his voice trembling as he forced the admission. “You have every right to do that, Mistress. It’s your choice. I was rude and… I apologize.”

A slight smirk played at the corner of her lips. “What else?”

“All I want,” he whispered, his voice cracking, “is to be your little puppy. To obey you, to… to make you happy. That’s all I want, Mistress.”

“And?” Her gaze fell upon him, a faint gleam of amusement in her eyes as she dangled the word like a thread he had to cling to.

Raymond’s voice grew desperate, his words tumbling out in a plea. “Please… please, Mistress. Let me out of this cage. I’m begging you.”

“And now,” she asked, her tone dripping with quiet authority, “what do you want me to say to you?”

Raymond hesitated, his mind scrambling to discern her intent, to anticipate what she wanted. How could he possibly guess? “I... I’m sorry, my Mistress. I… I don’t understand,” he stammered, his voice a fragile whisper.

Her lips curved in a mocking smile, her voice deliberately slow, as if speaking to a child who couldn’t grasp simple concepts. “I asked you,” she repeated with a trace of impatience, “what do you expect me to say to you now?”

He swallowed, unsure, each word a shaky attempt. “Oh… that you might grant me permission to leave this cage?”

A single, sharp laugh escaped her. “No,” she said, turning her back to him with calculated indifference. “All I would tell you right now…” She paused, letting the words linger, her voice cool as steel. “…is kiss my ass.”

With that, she took a step back, her leather-clad hips just inches from the bars. Raymond didn’t hesitate, his pride long since shattered. He pressed himself against the cage, straining forward, but his lips fell just short of her ass. She held herself just out of reach, a deliberate cruelty in her stance, savoring his struggle. His humiliation burned hotter as her soft laughter echoed in the small space, mocking his helpless attempts.

“Kiss my ass,” she repeated, her tone commanding, her amusement tinged with cruelty. This time, she shifted just enough, positioning herself within reach. Raymond leaned forward, his lips trembling as they met the smooth leather stretched over her curves. He kissed her ass because he had no choice—this was his ticket to freedom, the price she demanded for even the possibility of release. The act was utterly symbolic, a gesture of complete submission, forcing him to kneel while she stood tall, her back turned to him in triumph. The humiliation was so intense, so all-encompassing, that it burned through him, leaving his pride in ashes. His fear of her wrath, of being kept locked away, was so real, so immediate, that it drove him to press his lips against her leather-clad figure with a trembling, degrading humility. Each kiss deepened the sting of his abasement, etching the memory of her dominance into his very soul.

“Mmm…” she murmured, a low, satisfied sound slipping from her lips. “Now that is what I call orgasmic power control.” Her voice was rich with pleasure, dripping with triumph as she drank in the sight of him on his knees, lips pressed against the smooth leather that stretched taut over her curves. She could feel his desperation, palpable in the trembling reverence of his kisses, each one laced with the raw humility of his submission. The symbolism of the act, of him kneeling there, degraded and utterly under her control, sent a thrill coursing through her. The leather, a second skin to her, became a vessel of her power, amplifying her dominance and heightening the intensity of his abasement.

Finally, she turned to face him, looking down with a mixture of satisfaction and disdain. “But you do understand,” she continued, her voice measured and dripping with condescension, “that if I release you…” She paused, her gaze intent as she extended a finger and pointed downward, letting her finger linger as she traced the contours of her pussy, “then part of your job shall be to lick me… right here.”

When she’d finally tired of the game, Juliet selected one of the keys from her necklace and unlocked the cage door. As Raymond crawled out, his head still bowed, she raised a brow, a faint smirk playing on her lips. “That’s right. Stay on all fours, Raymond,” she commanded, her tone leaving no room for hesitation.

“Yes, Mistress,” he murmured, feeling the relentless pressure of his cock straining painfully against the cage, every movement amplifying the ache of his confinement.

As he knelt before her, exposed and vulnerable, she took her time, the cat-o’-nine-tails swaying in her hand. With a single flick of her wrist, she sent the leather tails slicing through the air, each strike landing with sharp precision on his bare ass, painting his skin with red welts.

“Such a sweet little ass you have, Raymond,” she laughed, watching with satisfaction as he flinched, his body instinctively shifting forward to escape the sting. But there was no escape. She delivered another strike, and then another, each landing with calculated accuracy, each one making him gasp and lurch as he staggered up the stairs, desperate to escape her reach.

Juliet followed at a leisurely pace, each step deliberate, her fingers twirling the cat-o’-nine-tails like a trophy. She reached for the light switch, flicking it off with a casual sweep of her hand, plunging the basement back into darkness before following him up the stairs.

When she caught up with him in the hallway, she spoke with cool authority, her gaze steady. “Straight to the bathroom to wash,” she instructed. “And when you’re done, you can get to work on the list of chores. You left off at seventeen, so you’ll start with eighteen.”

She paused, her lips curving into a slight smile as she regarded him. “Oh, and once you’re out of the shower, there’s food waiting for you on the kitchen table,” she added, her voice deceptively gentle. “I thought I’d let you know, since I won’t be here. I have plans—meeting Debbie at the mall to apologize on your behalf.” She chuckled, the sound low and mocking, leaving him with a final reminder of her absolute control before she turned and walked away.

Obeying her without hesitation, Raymond shuffled straight to the bathroom, his knees still aching from the crawl and his skin smarting from the sting of the cat-o’-nine-tails. He turned toward the shower, reaching to turn it on, but paused as his gaze fell on the full-length mirror mounted on the door. Compelled by a mix of humiliation and morbid curiosity, he moved closer, twisting his body to get a clear view of his backside.

The reflection left no room for denial. His ass was a chaotic canvas of pain, a brutal mosaic of welts and bruises layered over older marks. Fresh, angry red streaks crisscrossed with swollen ridges, intersecting with fading purples and yellows from past punishments. The welts stood out in stark relief against his skin, some raw and glistening where the tails of the cat had broken through. This wasn’t a one-time punishment—it was a stark declaration of his new reality. Under Juliet’s rule, this was who he was now: a caned slave, his flesh a living record of her dominance.

He reached back hesitantly, his fingertips grazing the swollen ridges of his cheeks, and winced at the sharp sting. The heat radiating from the marks was undeniable, as was the deep shame that bloomed in his chest. This was what she had made him, and there was no escaping it.

Tearing his gaze away from the mirror, he stepped into the shower, the hot water cascading down his body. The first contact was sharp, a fiery sting as the water met his raw skin, making him flinch instinctively. But as he stood there, the heat began to soothe, the water washing away the surface traces of humiliation, though the deeper ache—both physical and emotional—remained. He closed his eyes, letting the water flow over him, trying to ignore the vivid image of his reflection burned into his mind, a painful reminder of his place under Juliet’s unyielding control.

“Thank God… thank God…” he whispered to himself, his voice barely audible over the sound of the water. “Thank you for getting me through this… I swear, I’ll never rebel again. Never,” he murmured, the promise almost a prayer, a plea for peace. The warmth revived him, each droplet bringing him back to himself, easing his tense muscles. He felt a strange gratitude in that moment, not only for the respite, but for the clarity it offered. “I’ll do better, I’ll obey… I won’t give her reason to do that again.”

Once he was clean, he dried off and dressed in the attire Juliet had laid out for him. The bright green apron and matching cap left no question about his role in the household—he looked every bit the servant she intended him to be. The vibrant green, almost fluorescent, marked him as "the help," while the plain white T-shirt and simple jeans added to the functional, no-nonsense look she’d imposed on him. Each piece, from the cap to the apron, reminded him of his place, an unspoken humiliation woven into his daily attire.

He made his way downstairs to the kitchen, where Juliet had left breakfast waiting for him—scrambled eggs, toast, and a few slices of bacon. His stomach growled, and he sat down, devouring the meal gratefully. The warmth of the food offered a fleeting comfort, grounding him in a moment of normalcy after the morning’s ordeals. Yet, as he looked down at the green apron and cap, he was reminded that even this small mercy was part of her design, a quiet but constant reminder of the role she had cast him in.

But as he took his last bite, his gaze drifted to the chore list she had left on the counter. He knew where he’d left off—chore #18: cleaning all the windows. The thought of scrubbing every glass pane in the house made him pause, a wave of exhaustion settling over him. The relentless commands, the harsh discipline, the humiliation—it all washed over him in that moment, and he sank back in the chair, staring blankly at the list, his body and mind both weary.

He let himself breathe, sitting in the quiet kitchen, contemplating his journey. Did he want this life? Was this the kind of life that suited a man in his 60s? Once, he had been strong, a man of control and dignity, but that strength felt like a distant memory. Juliet didn’t seem to care about his age or his dwindling power; to her, he was simply expected to obey, regardless of his fading energy.

Ever since Zoe had arranged for the chastity device, Raymond had been locked up, and it seemed that Juliet had all but forgotten about it. Days had passed—days in which the mounting frustration grew unbearable, the constant, unrelenting ache pressing against the cage. Surely, a man couldn’t be expected to stay in such a state indefinitely. Sexual tension needed release; it was a simple, human fact. But any hope of discussing this with Juliet was out of the question. She barely spoke to him directly, her communication limited to commands and the occasional curt remark. Even during therapy sessions, she kept her thoughts guarded, never allowing herself to fully engage. As a result, he was left with his own simmering need, gnawing away at him, leaving him restless and distracted.

As he felt the persistent warmth and ache trapped within his cage, his thoughts drifted to Emily. There was something about her—a softness, a compassion that felt like a balm to his battered pride. She had seemed so enchanting, her kindness disarming him completely that day at the store. But there was more to her than mere sweetness. Otherwise, how could a man like Graham, once a towering authority figure, find himself reduced to diapers and a pacifier in her presence? That strength, hidden beneath her polished elegance, intrigued him. She had a luminous smile, a glamor that radiated positivity, and a presence that had effortlessly dismantled even Agatha’s harsh veneer. Thinking of her, his cock strained uncomfortably against the cage, igniting a raw desire that felt like both torment and salvation.

His mind was drawn to Emily with a sense of longing that bordered on obsession. Maybe… maybe he could call her. She was away from the oppressive presence of Juliet, away from the silence that cloaked his every thought. Perhaps Emily, with her kind eyes and gentle strength, could understand, even help him.

Steeling himself, he slipped into the master bedroom, aware of the risk but desperate enough to take it. Juliet was out, and he had the room to himself. He made his way to the dresser, pulling open the drawer where he’d hidden Emily’s business card at the back of the sock pile. Carefully, he extracted the small, pristine card, running his fingers over the embossed letters as if they held a promise of comfort. He studied the number, committing it to memory, the digits almost glowing in his mind. Then, slipping back to his own room, he tucked the card into a hidden spot behind the crib’s headboard, pressing it into the slight gap between the frame and wall, secure yet accessible if he needed it.

Returning to the master bedroom, he scanned the room with a desperate eye, searching for a phone or a laptop—anything that might grant him the means to reach out to Emily. But there was nothing. The room was immaculate, as if Juliet had anticipated his every move, leaving no means for him to break free, even momentarily, from the life she controlled with such precision.

It was then that Raymond heard the unmistakable sound of drilling coming from the first floor. Alarmed, he hurried down the stairs, only to find Logan, who already had his own key to the house, working intently. Juliet had granted Logan unrestricted access, and Raymond was gradually forced to accept that Logan had become a kind of fixture in their lives, an unspoken part of the household. The arrangement gnawed at him, but Juliet’s authority overruled his discomfort.

As he neared the source of the noise, Raymond cleared his throat, attempting a small cough to catch Logan’s attention, but the young man was focused on his work, oblivious to the sound.

“Hi, Logan,” Raymond ventured.

Logan finally looked up, shirtless, his bare torso taut and defined under a sheen of sweat. The fabric of his worn jeans clung low on his hips, emphasizing the strong lines of his physique. He looked every bit the picture of casual strength and ease, his youth and vitality a sharp contrast to Raymond’s own aging body. Logan flashed a friendly smile. “Oh, hello, Mister Ashford. Good morning. Did I wake you?”

“Sort of,” Raymond replied curtly, quickly diverting to the more pressing question. “What the hell are you doing down here? What are you building this time?”

“It’s a cage,” Logan explained, a hint of amusement flickering in his eyes as he watched Raymond’s reaction. “A small, compact cage for the living room—Juliet’s idea. She asked me to build it.” He grinned, shrugging lightly. “Hey, I just do my job. I get paid, and then I go.”

Raymond’s expression soured, his gaze shifting to the framework of the cage. The very sight of it—its implications—filled him with quiet resentment, but he kept his response restrained, unwilling to let Logan see his discomfort. “I see.”

Logan gestured to a part of the wall where he’d been drilling, a slight furrow in his brow. “I’m running into a problem, though. This east wall here,” he said, tapping the surface with his knuckles. “It’s not sturdy enough to hold the cage. The plaster’s crumbling, and if I drill any more, it’ll likely give way.” He shook his head thoughtfully. “Might have to tear this part out completely and rebuild it with cement, just to make sure it’s solid.”

Raymond listened, nodding, though his mind was miles away from nails and drill bits. Here he was, a man once in control, now forced to discuss renovations for a cage in his own home. Logan’s casual tone only highlighted the absurdity of the situation, the younger man oblivious to the silent storm of resentment and surrender boiling within Raymond.

“You do… what you have to do,” Raymond murmured, his words carrying a heavy finality. There was no point resisting anymore, no sense in pushing back. Let Logan break the walls if he must. Let him tear down the house piece by piece. Raymond’s will to fight, to care about the financial or personal implications of Juliet’s choices, had dwindled to nothing. He felt himself slipping into quiet acceptance, a surrender as complete as it was bitter.

Logan smiled, seeming pleased with the approval. “Thank you, Mister Ashford. Appreciate the trust,” he said before turning back to his drill, resuming the steady hum of work.

“You’re welcome, my friend,” Raymond replied, his voice steady as he extended a casual nod to Logan. Then, in a sudden, desperate motion, he snatched Logan’s cellphone from the nearby table and darted up the stairs to his room, his heart pounding in his chest.

Once inside, he stood beside the crib, his hands shaking as he dialed the precious number he’d memorized. His fingers trembled, and as the call connected, he held his breath, waiting.

“Hello?” came a melodic yet hurried voice on the other end, faint sounds of office commotion filtering through.

“Emily?” he ventured, his voice thick with hope.

“Yes?” she replied, her tone polite but distracted, as though her attention was split.

“It’s… it’s Raymond,” he said, his tone laden with anticipation.

“Raymond?” she echoed, sounding momentarily puzzled.

His heart sank. She didn’t remember him.

“Raymond, from SissyLand,” he clarified, clinging to the memory of her kindness, the warmth she’d once shown him.

“Oh, right,” she said, recognition flickering faintly in her tone, though she sounded as if she were barely paying attention. In the background, he could hear murmurs of conversation, papers rustling, and faint footsteps.

“Did I… did I call at an inconvenient time?” he asked, hoping to hold her attention.

“Well, it’s 4 p.m. here,” she replied lightly, with a hint of impatience. “I moved to Munich, so… yeah, it’s mid-afternoon for me, and I’m just about to start a presentation in the auditorium.”

“Oh… I didn’t realize,” he stammered, his heart sinking further.

“Yes, it’s pretty busy here,” she replied, her voice cool and detached. “Look, I’ll call you later, okay?” Her tone left little room for hope, as though he was already fading from her thoughts.

“Of course, but maybe you could—” he began, hoping she might show a sliver of interest, perhaps save his number, anything to keep this connection from slipping away. But before he could finish, the line went dead with a hollow click.

Raymond stood there, still clutching the phone, staring at the screen in stunned disbelief. She hadn’t even remembered his name. She hadn’t remembered him. The warm, captivating woman who had once seemed to see him—to really see him—had just brushed him aside with a yawn and a sigh.

“How could she forget me?” he whispered to the empty room, his voice thick with disbelief. “I know… I know I’m not in her league. Not her age. But…” He shook his head, the hurt cutting deeper than he’d expected. “Back in that store, she looked at me like I was the only man in the world. She was so sweet, so… kind.”

He pressed a hand to his chest, as if trying to soothe the hollow ache that had formed there. How could she flip like this? he wondered, replaying her indifference in his mind, feeling as though her casual dismissal was a dagger twisting in his heart.

For a moment, he was left standing there, alone with the crushing realization that the connection he had felt so strongly was perhaps nothing more than a fleeting act of kindness on her part. And as he stood in the silence of the room, Logan’s phone still in his hand, Raymond felt smaller and more alone than he had ever felt before.

Raymond hurried up the stairs, his heart racing as he heard Logan pounding away at the wall with a massive hammer, entirely absorbed in his renovation task. Logan hadn’t even noticed that Raymond had swiped his phone. It was a rare chance, one Raymond knew he couldn’t afford to waste. He gripped the phone tightly, his mind racing. Emily’s halfway around the world, he thought, dismissing the distant fantasy. No… if not Emily, then… Beatrice.

“If Juliet won’t listen to me,” he muttered to himself, “then I’ll just have to talk to the therapist.” He tried to convince himself it was purely practical, that he was simply seeking guidance, that he deserved a space to express himself, but deep down, he knew it was more than that. It had been too long since he’d last seen Beatrice. The raw, unfiltered attraction he felt for her had built to an unbearable peak. Beatrice was his every fantasy come to life—her beauty, her power, her magnetic allure. Femdom, Juliet… none of that matters. When it came to desire, to the kind of searing, all-consuming lust that left him trembling, Beatrice was his everything.

With trembling, urgent fingers, he dialed her number, his pulse quickening with every ring.

“Hello,” came her voice, feminine and smooth, each syllable like silk that wrapped around his senses. The sound hit him low, a melodic warmth that struck his groin, awakening a desperate ache beneath the constraints of his chastity device.

“It’s Raymond,” he managed, already feeling small, vulnerable, laid bare by her voice alone.

“Oh, hi Raymond,” she cooed, her voice smooth and mellow, each syllable infused with a cultivated, insightful empathy that felt as intimate as a touch. The way she said his name—soft, drawn out—made him feel like he was the only man in her world at that moment. It sent a jolt straight to his groin, a throb of heat pressing hard against the cage around his cock, his desire straining almost painfully.

“I thought… perhaps…” He struggled for words, his heart pounding, his voice shaking. “Maybe we could… have one of the sessions, just… just you and me?” He stumbled, his mind unraveling under the weight of his need, almost begging without realizing it.

“Of course, Raymond,” she replied smoothly, as if she’d expected this all along. “Come to my home at 5 p.m. today, okay, baby?” There was a pause, then a soft chime in the background. “I just sent you my address on WhatsApp,” she purred, her voice rich and warm, each note dripping with practiced, knowing compassion that felt as intimate as a touch.

“Five… your private home?” He gulped, the word private making his heart skip, and his entire body flush with heat. He needed to be certain this wasn’t the office, that she meant something more personal, more intimate.

“Yes, Raymond,” she cooed, her tone sweet but with a subtle edge laced with a promise that made his blood race. “You wanted some private time with me, didn’t you?”

The moment the words left her lips, his cock strained fiercely, throbbing with an intensity that threatened to break the lock on his cage. Just the idea of “private time” with her, the thought of being alone in her space, her sanctuary, set his entire body on fire. Every nerve seemed to pulse with raw arousal, an overwhelming need to be close to her, to touch her, to feel her power up close. The very word private sent wave after wave of hot, aching arousal straight into his groin, leaving him breathless, trembling, and helplessly captivated.

“Yes…” he managed, his voice barely more than a whisper, thick with longing.

“Then be there at five,” she commanded, her tone firm yet seductive, and with a final click, the line went dead.

Raymond stood there, his heart racing, his entire body alive with anticipation. The idea of being with Beatrice in her private home, away from the constraints of her office, alone with her in a setting that promised intimacy, filled him with a need so powerful it was almost unbearable. Juliet’s rule—that he was forbidden from leaving the house without her permission—flickered briefly in his mind, but the thought was quickly smothered by the sheer force of his attraction to Beatrice, a pull so intense it eclipsed any concern for consequences. He told himself it would be all right, that he could explain it to Juliet later, maybe even ask Beatrice to smooth things over. Driven by this fatal attraction, he copied Beatrice’s address from the WhatsApp message on Logan's phone onto a scrap of paper, his hands shaking, before deleting the message to cover his tracks. He couldn’t contain himself; the thought of her touch, her voice, of being alone with her was too consuming, a raw, undeniable force that overpowered every rule and every rational thought.

Private Time

Tuesday 4:30 p.m., The Ashford’s Home

Raymond stood before the mirror in the forbidden master bedroom, adjusting his tie with trembling hands, a strange sense of old confidence flickering within him. The suit, freshly pressed and immaculate, reminded him of a life he hadn’t lived in years. Since his retirement, he’d let himself slip into simpler clothes—plain shirts and trousers that matched the frugality he’d imposed on their home. It had seemed practical, a sensible way to live. But now, he realized, perhaps Beatrice had only ever seen him as that man—simple, modest, forgettable.

This is my chance, he thought, straightening his shoulders. My chance to remind her of the man I used to be—the man who wore these suits, who commanded respect. If I’m going to ask her to understand, to truly listen to me, I need her to see that I’m more than just some aging, worn-out servant.

His excitement grew as he rehearsed what he’d say, each word taking shape in his mind as if he were preparing for the most crucial interview of his life. I have to make her understand. Juliet’s demands are too much—physically, mentally. A man my age wasn’t built for a life of constant, exhausting chores, of mindless labor. Submission… He let the word linger in his mind, shaping his thoughts around it. It doesn’t have to be like this. Submission should be about devotion and loyalty. It shouldn’t mean breaking my body every day until there’s nothing left.

He adjusted his tie again, fingers tracing its smooth lines. Beatrice is a psychologist—a certified expert. She understands people, knows the limits of what a person can endure. Without Juliet there, she’ll see the truth. She’ll understand that this life is unsustainable.

He took a deep, steadying breath, forcing down the knot of anxiety in his chest. What have I got to lose? If she chooses to humiliate me, to disregard me… so be it. I’ll walk away, forget about the $100,000. Let them do what they want. My dignity is worth more than that.

Yet, beneath the fear, a fragile hope lingered. I know she’ll listen, he thought, feeling a surge of resolve. I just know that if she sees me like this, if I present my case properly, she’ll understand that I’m not just a man to be used and discarded. I’m more than that.

With one last glance in the mirror, he took a breath, adjusting his suit one final time. This was his moment, his one chance to reclaim a semblance of dignity and plead his case to Beatrice, a woman who, perhaps, might see him differently.

Raymond rode his bicycle with urgency, weaving through Boston’s autumn-streaked streets, his pulse quickening with every turn. The crisp, late October air filled his lungs, tinged with the scent of fallen leaves and the distant aroma of wood smoke. Boston’s streets were transformed, cloaked in the rich colors of autumn. The trees lining the roads were ablaze in fiery oranges, deep reds, and golden yellows, their leaves tumbling gently to the ground, carpeting the sidewalks and crunching under his tires. The sun hung low in the sky, casting a warm, golden glow over the city, its light growing softer as it sank toward the horizon. Shadows stretched across the streets, and everything seemed bathed in a rich, almost surreal warmth that made the houses and trees appear touched by some gentle, magical hand.

He arrived at Beatrice’s neighborhood even earlier than he’d anticipated. That punctuality brought him a fleeting sense of satisfaction, a sliver of control in an otherwise chaotic existence. He dismounted and parked his bicycle near the sidewalk, taking a moment to steady his breath. Beatrice’s house stood before him, its modest yet elegant architecture nestled amid the autumn foliage. He scanned the garden, noting the meticulous care that had been put into it—neatly trimmed hedges, a cluster of late-blooming chrysanthemums in shades of rust and gold, and a small fountain that trickled softly, blending with the whisper of the leaves in the breeze.

He felt his heart hammering in his chest as he approached, his gaze flitting from the windows to the porch, wondering if she was already inside, waiting. The tranquility of the setting only heightened his sense of anticipation, as if the serene surroundings held a secret just for him. He paused at the brick-paved path that led to her door, a sudden, mischievous thought creeping into his mind. What if… what if I just take a look around, see if she’s there already? A forbidden thrill sparked within him. Maybe she’s not wearing much… maybe she’s naked…

Excitement rippled through him, quickening his breath. He stepped off the path onto the soft grass, moving carefully to the left, eyes scanning the house for any vantage point. A large window faced the front yard, revealing part of the kitchen and the stairway leading to the second floor. Just below, he could make out the edge of the living room, but saw no sign of movement.

He moved slowly, his footsteps light as he circled around the side of the house, eyes darting toward each window with a mix of caution and excitement. The first window he reached was veiled, thick curtains drawn tight, offering no view within. Frustration flickered through him, but it only spurred him on. He crept to the next window, feeling the thrill of the forbidden swelling within him, intensifying with every silent step.

Then he saw her.

Beatrice was on a large green mattress that stretched across the living room floor, the fabric plush and vibrant, covering nearly every inch of the space. She was facing away from him, her form sinking into a deep, graceful stretch on all fours, her back arched and her chest lowered toward the mat. The curve of her spine dipped low, her hips raised high, accentuating the fullness of her figure so that made his pulse stutter. She wore a tiny pair of shorts that barely covered her, clinging to her curves and leaving the lower half of her rounded, shapely backside exposed.

Raymond ducked instinctively, his heart hammering in his chest, breath caught in his throat. “Oh my God,” he whispered to himself, shame battling with desire. “This is so wrong… so wrong…” He glanced down at his polished shoes, now speckled with bits of mud from the garden, a reminder of just how far he was straying from propriety. I should leave, clean up, walk away…

But he couldn’t. The allure was too powerful, the sight too captivating. “Well… she’s not looking,” he murmured, convincing himself. “Just a little peek…”

He raised his head just enough to watch her, and what he saw made his throat go dry. Beatrice was the embodiment of femininity, her body a perfect harmony of curves and strength, her form mesmerizing in its sheer sensuality. The soft arch of her back, the swell of her hips, and the way her shorts hugged her just so—everything about her seemed to taunt him. Her large, generous breasts rested softly as she held the pose, her back lowered and her bottom raised, every inch of her screaming allure and confidence.

“Ohhh… Gawwwd…” he gasped, feeling his restraint unraveling. “What a woman,” he whispered, his voice a strangled murmur. “What a female she is…”

His gaze clung to her, helplessly drawn in as she shifted, the fabric of her shorts riding up, revealing more of her smooth, tempting skin. The curve of her hips and the fullness of her ass stretched against the fabric, pushing him to his limit. “God, help me,” he muttered, a groan thick in his throat. “This woman… she’s driving me insane.”

Raymond stood on his tiptoes, straining to see Beatrice through the window, the thrill of the forbidden pulsing through him. His hand drifted down, almost of its own accord, sliding over the waistband of his elegant trousers, past the layers of fabric to the waistband of his underpants. It’s my right to enjoy myself, he thought, his breath quickening as his fingers crept lower. She doesn’t see me anyway… what harm could it do? The chastity device pressed uncomfortably against him, a constant reminder of his captivity, and he felt the familiar ache of unfulfilled desire flaring to life.

It’s been so long… he told himself, heart pounding as his fingers brushed against the unforgiving steel that caged him. I deserve this. He closed his eyes for a brief moment, allowing himself to sink into the thought of her, imagining her warmth, her touch—something he hadn’t felt in ages. The act felt both liberating and daring, as though he were reclaiming a piece of himself, a quiet rebellion against the constraints placed upon him. He exhaled softly, his movements slow, savoring each forbidden moment.

Then, out of nowhere, came a vice-like grip around his neck. A fierce, unyielding arm wrapped around him from behind, wrenching him backward, the force of it knocking the air from his lungs. Raymond’s eyes widened in terror as the grip tightened, cutting off his breath, and a voice snarled into his ear, low and vicious.

“Pervert! Pervert!”

Raymond gasped, panic surging through him as he flailed, the shock of the ambush shattering any lingering sense of pleasure. He clawed at the arm around his neck, but the hold was relentless, fueled by months of pent-up rage and frustration. He could feel the heat of the man behind him, the desperation in his grip—this wasn’t just a simple restraint; it was an attack driven by something far deeper.

Jasper’s face twisted with anger, his grip unbreakable. For months, he had been reduced to nothing more than Beatrice’s “perimeter dog,” chained outside her home, stripped of all dignity, and left naked to circle her house like an obedient pet. Shackled, humiliated, and ignored, he had been condemned to watch her life unfold from the outside, his only reward the rare pat on his bare bottom or the briefest flicker of acknowledgment. But now, catching Raymond in this shameful act, he had seized his chance with savage delight.

He tightened his grip, his teeth bared in a feral sneer. His only words, sharp and scornful, cut through the quiet, “Pervert! Pervert!”

It didn’t take more than a minute before Beatrice appeared at the main entrance, her voice slicing through the air like a whip. “Jasper! Leave him alone, come here this instant!” Her tone was sharp, bordering on panic, as she watched Jasper gripping Raymond with ruthless intensity, seemingly oblivious to her command. Jasper hesitated, his hold on Raymond unyielding, the fury still radiating off him. He seemed reluctant to release his prey, his entire body taut with purpose.

“Jasper, let go!” Beatrice shouted, her voice laced with authority that brooked no defiance. At last, Jasper released his hold, allowing Raymond to slump forward, gasping for breath, his face flushed and eyes wide with residual terror.

“Oh my God, what has he done to you?” Beatrice’s tone softened as she rushed to Raymond, wrapping her arms around him with unexpected tenderness. Her hands ran over his shoulders and back, a compassionate caress to soothe the shock. She pressed a gentle kiss to his cheek. “I’m so sorry, Raymond,” she murmured. “I should have warned you about… the dog.” Her voice held a note of remorse as she continued to comfort him, a stark contrast to her earlier fury.

Beatrice then turned to Jasper, her gaze cold and unyielding. “Shame on you! Such violent behavior—were you trying to kill him?” Jasper’s face was a mask of fear, his eyes wide and pleading. He looked trapped, like a chastised animal, entirely at her mercy.

Raymond, still struggling to steady his breath, glanced at Jasper and felt an uneasy pang of understanding. He knew he’d been in the wrong; after all, he’d been spying on Beatrice, crossing a boundary he had no right to cross. Jasper’s attack hadn’t been mindless violence—it was loyalty, a fierce protection of the woman who had claimed him completely. And yet, even now, with every reason to explain himself, Jasper stood in silent obedience, his face a mask of frustration and fear, refusing to utter a single word. Raymond realized this silence wasn’t weakness; it was unwavering devotion. Jasper wouldn’t defend himself, wouldn’t even bark in protest, not because he couldn’t, but because he was bound to Beatrice’s rule, a loyalty so deeply ingrained that he’d rather endure her displeasure than break her command.

At that precise time, the door opened and out came David. This was his usual Tuesday routine—arriving at 9 a.m. to clean, do chores, and leave by 5 p.m. He was mostly her laundry servant, coming in, doing the work, and going home. But on the days when Beatrice happened to be home, his duties extended far beyond chores. She would seize every opportunity to assert her dominance, turning his presence into a showcase of her sexual and sadistic control. She insisted he work in the nude, stripping him of all dignity as he scrubbed floors or folded her garments with his bare body exposed. The slightest mistake was met with punishment; she’d order him to stand in the corner, humiliating him further with taunts and glares, or even take up a cane to stripe his ass, leaving him marked and powerless under her relentless gaze. These sessions turned his hours of work into an ordeal of degradation, each minute a countdown to his 5 p.m. escape.

David, eager to slip away unnoticed, detoured behind Jasper, who stood on the grass facing Beatrice. He tiptoed along the path, trying to make his way without drawing her attention, his head bowed in hopes that she wouldn’t call on him. But her voice cut through his retreat.

"And where do you think you’re going?" she demanded, her tone sharp.

David froze, then turned to face her, unable to lift his gaze above her feet, just as Jasper had done. "I thought, Mistress, that this is the time when I can return home," he said meekly.

“And can’t you say at least hello?” she said, her voice rising.

“I am sorry, my Mistress,” David replied, his voice filled with submission.

“Go stand next to Jasper.”

David complied, stepping forward to stand beside Jasper, both men bowing their heads under her unyielding gaze. It was clear that Beatrice held each of them tightly under her control—her magnetic, dominant presence commanding obedience and instilling a deep, palpable fear in them both.

Raymond, as much as he felt a pang of sympathy for David and Jasper, couldn’t help but revel in his newfound status beside Beatrice. Here he was, standing close to this magnificent, commanding woman, her arm wrapped around his shoulders, fingers caressing his bald head as if he were a cherished possession. Watching David and Jasper bowing submissively in front of them, heads lowered in obedience, brought a thrill he hadn’t felt in years. He was on her side, basking in the intoxicating glow of her authority while the others faced her wrath. It was a deeply satisfying feeling, one that made him flush intensely, and he could feel the strain of his arousal pressing hard against the confines of his cock cage.

David and Jasper's own excitement was equally evident—each of them visibly aroused despite their submissive positions and the punishment looming over them. The cages constraining their cocks only heightened their humiliation and arousal, and Raymond felt a kinship with them in that vulnerability, even as he savored his position of favor.

"Fetch me the cane, David," she commanded, her voice crisp and unwavering. David hurried into the house, returning moments later with the implement of discipline, his expression laced with dread as he handed it to her and resumed his position beside Jasper.

"Turn around," she ordered, her voice carrying a nonchalant authority that left no room for hesitation. Both men immediately obeyed, their backs to her, their heads lowered.

“Trousers down,” she continued smoothly, almost as though it were a routine task. David shot a furtive glance toward his house across the street, anxiety flickering across his face as he considered the possibility of his wife or any passerby witnessing this degrading spectacle. Still, he had no choice but to comply, slowly lowering his trousers to reveal his bare legs. Jasper, of course, was already naked—kept that way at all times by Beatrice’s decree, as though his state of undress were a perpetual symbol of his submission.

“Underpants down,” she added with a slight, amused edge to her voice. Raymond, close enough to feel the warmth of her body, sensed the restrained laughter bubbling beneath her cool exterior, and it only made his own arousal spike further. He could feel her enjoyment radiating off her, knowing she held such power over them all.

David, his face flushed with humiliation, slid his underpants down, exposing his bare, vulnerable backside to her. Jasper stood beside him, his naked form familiar with such exposure, yet tense with anticipation of what was to come.

"Now this is what happens to boys who do not know how to behave," Beatrice declared, her voice dripping with a confident authority that sent shivers through each man present. She stepped behind them, letting the cane tap gently against their exposed asses, measuring her strokes as she continued, "Boys who, no matter how much I explain, seem to understand only through punishment."

Raymond watched, his breath catching as she tapped the cane again, her movements slow and deliberate, savoring the control she wielded. The sound of the cane gently slapping against their flesh filled the air, a teasing prelude to what was to come, and Raymond’s arousal tightened painfully within his cage as he watched. He was utterly captivated by her—by the ease with which she controlled these men, by the strength radiating from her every gesture.

With that, Beatrice lifted the cane, her posture relaxed but her grip firm, and brought it down with a swift, powerful strike across David's exposed backside. The cane connected with a sharp crack that echoed through the stillness of the yard, leaving a vivid, angry stripe across his skin. David bit down on his lip, his body trembling with the effort to stay upright, but he managed to hold his position.

Immediately after, she swung the cane with equal force against Jasper’s backside, eliciting a similar response. Jasper’s fists clenched, his jaw set, but he held steady. Both men, in a low, almost unified voice, gasped out, “One, my Mistress.” Their voices carried both the pain of the strike and a tone of reverence for the woman standing before them.

Beatrice’s lips curved into a satisfied smile, a quiet, amused laugh escaping her as she finally allowed herself a moment of pleasure at their submission. “Turn to face me,” she commanded, and both men turned, their expressions tight with the pain they struggled to mask.

“On your knees, both of you,” she ordered, her voice smooth and unyielding. There was no hesitation; they both sank to their knees before her, the weight of her authority pressing down on them as heavily as the cane had.

“Hands forward, palms down,” she instructed. David’s face twisted in a flash of panic, his voice quivering as he whispered, “No, Mistress… please don’t.”

Beatrice’s expression didn’t waver. She ignored his plea entirely, recognizing it as nothing more than a last, futile attempt to escape the punishment. Her gaze remained cool and unrelenting as she readied herself.

Without another word, she struck each of their outstretched hands in turn, bringing the cane down with precision. David’s hand jerked involuntarily, his body twisting slightly as he knelt, the pain rippling through him. Jasper fared no better; he flinched, his face contorting as he fought to maintain his kneeling posture, the sting of the strike evident in the tremble of his shoulders.

The two men knelt there, their bodies tense and visibly struggling to contain their reactions, each one feeling the weight of her discipline and power. The pain was sharp, undeniable, yet woven into it was a thread of reverence for the woman who commanded them so effortlessly. Beatrice stood before them, a force of nature they could neither resist nor deny, her presence a constant reminder of their place beneath her.

A nosy neighbor paused on the street, craning his neck to catch a glimpse of the scene unfolding in Beatrice’s yard. Noticing him, Beatrice lifted her head and fixed him with a cold, piercing gaze. That was all it took; the man instantly turned and bolted, fleeing down the sidewalk like a startled rabbit.

Beatrice smirked, amused, and turned back to David. “Now go home, David,” she commanded, her voice laced with satisfaction. “And do it fast.” As he scrambled to pull up his underpants and trousers, she swung the cane one last time, landing a sharp strike across his backside. David yelped, stumbling forward, his clothes still halfway down as he shuffled toward the street. Mortified, he struggled to cover himself while retreating, casting one final, humiliated glance back before disappearing out of sight.

Turning to Jasper, Beatrice’s expression hardened. “How dare you attack my customers,” she said, her tone dripping with disdain. As if Jasper would know who her customers were. “Get back to your post and guard this place from real perverts—not from paying customers.” Jasper’s face flushed, but he dared not argue. He gave a hasty bow and scurried off, resuming his place along the perimeter, his head hung low in obedience.

With Jasper dealt with, Beatrice turned her attention to Raymond, her gaze appraising as she gestured toward the house. “Take your dirty shoes off, Raymond, and come,” she instructed, her voice soft yet commanding.

Raymond, still reeling from the intensity of the scene, quickly obeyed, slipping off his shoes and hurrying after her. As he followed her into the house, his gaze drifted downward, almost involuntarily, drawn to the mesmerizing sway of her hips. Her gym shorts clung to her curves, barely covering half of her full, round ass. The exposed skin was smooth, inviting, tantalizingly close. Each step seemed to emphasize the natural, rhythmic motion of her body, the alluring way she moved. His heart pounded, and he felt a surge of heat, his mind dizzy with her sheer physical presence.

As Beatrice opened the door, she extended her hand back, inviting him in with a casual, fluid motion. Raymond stepped inside, and she grasped his hand lightly, her touch warm and steady. "I was in the middle of my stretches," she remarked, a playful glint in her eyes. "Actually, to tell you the truth," she laughed, "I completely forgot about your visit." The admission held a certain charm, as if his presence were merely an afterthought in the midst of her own leisurely world.

She led him to the center of the spacious living room, where a massive green mat covered the floor. The mat seemed to dominate the space, a perfect setting for her stretches, and it was clear she was comfortable and familiar here. Beatrice paused, eyeing the mat thoughtfully, then looked back at him with a relaxed smile. "Alright, Raymond, I’ll need your assistance with this stretch. We’re going to do a Seated Forward Fold."

With that, she gracefully lowered herself to sit on the mat, extending her long, toned legs in front of her. She took a deep breath, her face calm, and folded forward, her torso slowly bending over her legs in a display of controlled flexibility. As she leaned further, her head touched her knees, her hands reaching effortlessly behind her feet, wrapping around them to deepen the stretch. Her movements were smooth, almost hypnotic, as if she were gliding through water.

"Now, I need you to press gently on my back," she instructed, her voice steady, as though they were discussing the weather. Raymond swallowed, his heart pounding as he knelt behind her, hands trembling as he placed them on her back. The warmth of her body beneath his touch, her soft yet toned form, ignited a rush of heat within him. His hands hovered mere inches from the fullness of her ass, lifted and inviting, drawing his eyes and thoughts deeper into her. Her athletic form, so flexible and commanding, radiated a serene sensuality that seemed to pulse through the room, every curve and line mesmerizing him.

Raymond pressed gently, just as she instructed, his hands careful yet enchanted by the sensation. Her calm breathing, the suppleness of her body, and the way her skin seemed to radiate warmth all combined to make this moment feel surreal, almost dreamlike. She held her position effortlessly, a picture of serene focus and femininity, entirely at ease in her own body. For him, it was overwhelmingly erotic, each second amplifying the intoxicating allure she exuded with such ease.

Raymond took his position as instructed, close to her, and pressed her feet toward her. She remained in the Seated Forward Fold, her head resting gracefully against her knees, entirely focused on her stretch. From his angle, he couldn’t see her serene expression, but the curve of her back, the cascade of her hair, and the gentle rise and fall of her breathing captivated him entirely. His eyes drifted along her tanned, glistening legs, each line and curve flawless, the sheen of her skin like polished silk.

Her feet were so close, perfectly pedicured with a red French polish that highlighted the delicate symmetry of her toes. He felt a wave of desire crash over him as he took in the sight, feeling both reverence and restraint as he resisted the overwhelming urge to kiss those soft, beautiful feet in a silent gesture of surrender. Her pheromones, a subtle, alluring scent, filled the space between them, teasing him with every breath he took.

Her voice broke through his reverie, gentle yet commanding. "Did you tell your wife that you’re here, Raymond?"

“No, Ma'am,” he replied, barely able to keep his voice steady, the closeness and her presence enveloping his senses.

“Go get my phone from the kitchen,” she instructed, still holding her pose.

As he handed her the phone, she lay back on the mat, her long, toned legs extended before him, near enough that he could feel the heat radiating from her skin. She made the call, and he stood by, feeling the pull of her presence, unable to look away.

“Hi, Juliet,” she said, her tone casual yet subtly mocking. “Raymond is here, wanting a private therapy session,” she explained smoothly, a trace of amusement coloring her words. “Oh, don’t worry—I invited him. Just slipped my mind to tell you.” She laughed lightly, as if this was all part of her casual whimsy. “So, can I have your consent for the session?… Wonderful, thank you.”

Ending the call, she tilted her head up at him with a faint smile. “See? Your wife’s completely on board,” she murmured, a hint of mischief in her voice. “So, now, Raymond, you’re officially my honored guest,” she added with a knowing smirk, her gaze briefly flicking over him in a way that made his pulse race.

"Well?" she asked, still lying back on the large green mat, her voice soft but suggestive, challenging him to keep up.

"Well, what, Ma’am?" he replied, a little uncertain, trying to read her expression.

She arched a brow, her lips curling into a slight smile. "Are you going to stretch too, or are you just going to stand there?"

Raymond forced a casual laugh as he stood up, feeling a bit foolish. "No, no, no, I don’t think that’s necessary," he said, a bit too quickly, trying to sound assured.

Her eyes sparkled with amusement as she slowly stood up, facing him directly, close enough that he could feel the warmth radiating from her. "Then it might be hard for you to keep up if we wrestle," she said with calm certainty, an eyebrow raised in a subtle taunt.

He laughed nervously, taking a small step back. "No, no, no. I don’t wrestle with… girls," he said, his voice faltering as he saw her gaze sharpen.

In one swift, fluid motion, she reached out and locked his arm in a firm standing armbar. Her grip was unyielding, her fingers pressing into his wrist as she twisted his arm outward and upward with a practiced precision. She pulled his arm into a painful angle, sending a sharp wave of discomfort through his shoulder and elbow, immobilizing him instantly.

"Ah—ow, ow!" he gasped, his face twisting in pain as he squirmed, instinctively trying to lessen the pressure.

Her tone turned smoothly teasing but held an underlying power as she leaned in close. "Well, but I am in the business of wrestling with men," she said, tightening her hold just enough to make her point, her eyes holding his as she savored the control she had over him.

She gave his arm a slight squeeze, and the discomfort spiked, drawing a strangled cry from him. He could feel his pulse pounding as he feared she might actually dislocate his shoulder. "Tap, honey. Just tap on my thigh," she suggested with a smirk, clearly enjoying his helplessness.

With no other choice, he tapped her thigh urgently, and she released him, stepping back with a satisfied look as he staggered and clutched his shoulder, still wincing.

“Oh… ohhh… are you sure you didn’t actually break something?” he groaned, looking at her with wide eyes.

She gave a little shrug, her expression a blend of amusement and calm confidence. “Don’t be so dramatic, Raymond. You’re just a bit tense. Your shoulder’s perfectly fine.” Her smirk deepened. "I’m far too experienced to actually injure you."

Raymond took off his tie, tugging it away with a newfound determination, and then unbuttoned his shirt, tossing it aside. “What do you mean by experienced?” he asked, a slight edge in his voice. “Experienced at fighting men caught off-guard in a suit and tie?” He laughed as he stood there, now shirtless, feeling a surge of confidence as he squared his shoulders.

“What exactly do you mean by, experienced?” he pressed, reaching out to push her, playful but testing her as she stepped back, feigning a retreat.

“Hey, hey,” she teased, her eyes glinting with amusement, clearly unbothered by his attempts.

“What do you mean, experienced?” he repeated, pushing again with a bit more force this time, gripping her hand as if to show he could be strong too, a hint of challenge in his touch. The feel of her skin, warm and steady, only fueled his confidence as he tried to assert himself. He was no longer just playing—he was pushing with intent.

Beatrice smiled, reading his movements with ease. She let him press her back a few steps, allowing him a brief moment of confidence, her expression playful but calculated. Then, with a sudden twist of her wrist, she freed herself, swiftly redirecting his momentum forward.

Caught off guard, Raymond stumbled as she stepped to the side and hooked her leg behind his ankle, deftly pushing his shoulder to send him off balance. He found himself dropping onto one knee, disoriented by her quick maneuver.

In a smooth, practiced motion, she looped her arm around his, trapping it snugly under her armpit. She pivoted her body and sat back, extending her legs across his chest while pressing his arm straight between her thighs. Her feet locked together, securing him in a classic arm bar, immobilizing him completely.

Raymond’s eyes widened as he felt the painful strain on his elbow and shoulder, realizing with a mix of shock and admiration just how vulnerable he was. “Ouch, ouch!” he yelped, struggling but quickly feeling the unyielding pressure of her hold as she maintained her control with calm precision.

“Relax, Raymond,” she taunted, a wicked smirk playing on her lips as she tightened the hold, her grip pressing into him with merciless precision. “You know what to do—tap. Go on, tap my thigh,” she urged, her voice a sultry tease, daring him as her thigh pressed closer, powerful and unyielding beneath him.

Raymond, his pride crumbling beneath her unyielding dominance, hesitated only for a moment before surrendering, tapping her thigh in submission. His cheeks flushed, every last shred of defiance stripped away. But she wasn’t done. In one seamless movement, she adjusted her weight, pivoting atop him as she slipped her legs around his arms, trapping his wrists tightly against his sides, locking him in place beneath her.

Without a word, she spun around to face his legs, her hips hovering just above his face before she lowered herself with finality, her full weight pressing down. Her tight, dangerously short shorts barely covered the fullness of her ass, and her skin, warm and supple, molded against his face as she settled firmly onto him, her ass crack aligning perfectly with his nose. His faint protests were swallowed by her presence, reduced to helpless, smothered sounds beneath her.

Trapped beneath her, his arms immobilized, his legs kicking uselessly, Raymond’s entire body was at her mercy, each shallow breath filled with her scent and the unyielding warmth of her skin. The helplessness and sheer physical dominance she wielded sent an uncontrollable surge of arousal through him, his cock straining painfully against the cage, heightening the humiliation. She shifted above him with unhurried confidence, her hands free as she released the elastic in her hair, letting it tumble down her shoulders before gathering it back up with practiced ease—all while seated on his face, unmoved by his struggles. The weight of her body, her complete indifference to his efforts, only fueled the desperate, forbidden excitement building within him, his desire pressed painfully against the unrelenting cage as he realized how completely he belonged to her will.

Once her hair was secured, she glanced down with amusement, smirking at his pitiful attempts to break free. “Tap, tap, baby,” she taunted, knowing full well his hands were immobilized, his body held under the full weight of her curves.

Reaching down, her fingers found his bare nipples, and she pinched them without mercy, twisting until muffled cries rose from his throat, his body jerking beneath her in a futile attempt to escape the bite of her fingers. His legs swung in a desperate, reflexive rhythm as she held him tight, each movement only reinforcing his helplessness.

“What’s wrong, Raymond?” she purred mockingly, her voice edged with scorn. “I thought you were a man.” She twisted harder, savoring the stifled sounds he made, the futile kicks of his legs. “Or are you only strong until someone shows you your place?”

Slowly, deliberately, she lifted herself just enough to shift his face, her hand gripping his chin as she turned his cheek to the side. Then, with a cruel grace, she lowered herself back down, pressing her bare skin firmly against his face. The effect was overwhelming—a soft, heated pressure combined with the heavy weight of her dominance, leaving him smothered and breathless beneath her.

The pressure against his cheek forced involuntary tears from the corners of his eyes, squeezed out by the relentless weight pressing down on him. He felt the hot sting of humiliation as the tears slipped free, his cheeks wet beneath her, helplessly betrayed by his own body. He wanted desperately to hold them back, dreading the moment she might see his tear-streaked face, but physics held him captive.

Without a glance down, she kept him pinned, her hips rocking ever so slightly as she adjusted her position, letting her weight drive him further into submission. Her full presence bore down on him, a visceral reminder of her power, and each subtle shift served only to deepen his helplessness. She had him exactly where she wanted him—subdued, vulnerable, every involuntary tear a mark of his surrender beneath her unyielding control.

When she had enough of his struggling beneath her, Beatrice leaned forward, firmly pressing his hips down. With a swift, practiced motion, she reached down, grasping the waistband of his pants. Despite his attempts to resist, she pulled them down smoothly, sliding them along his legs before tossing them aside, out of his reach. Her movements were efficient, purposeful, making it clear that any resistance he offered was futile.

He gasped in surprise, his breath catching as she repeated the action with his underpants, leaving him exposed and vulnerable beneath her. The sensation of the cool air on his skin only heightened his awareness of his nakedness and helplessness. He tried to shift, to free his hands, but they remained pinned and entangled by her legs, leaving him utterly at her mercy.

The realization settled over him, intensifying his sense of arousal mixed with a profound vulnerability. His thoughts raced, acknowledging the contrast between her control and his submission, his mind caught between the thrill of her power and his own helpless state. No amount of struggling would change the reality she had established, and he could only wait, unable to move, beneath the steady weight of her control.

The intense arousal refused to leave him, a steady thrum beneath the vulnerability of his exposed state. "I’m completely bare," he thought, feeling the cool air against his skin in a way that made him acutely aware of his helplessness. "I can’t believe how exposed I am," he murmured inwardly, his pulse quickening. Meanwhile, Beatrice remained fully in control, untouched and poised, her weight pressing down on him with an unshakable authority. Her effortless dominance was undeniable, her hips pinning him beneath her, her back straight as she exuded an aura of calm mastery. "And here I am, hands trapped, at her mercy," he realized, straining in vain to free himself. But his efforts were futile; his body was locked in place, every inch of him a testament to her triumph, emphasizing his absolute surrender.

Then, Beatrice lifted herself slightly, just enough to give him a fleeting, tantalizing glimpse of freedom. The shift in her weight was deliberate, a calculated reminder that every movement was hers to command. With a commanding gesture, she pointed to her ass, her intent unmistakable. "Kiss," she commanded, her tone brooking no resistance, her words laced with an edge of teasing cruelty that sent a shiver through him.

Swallowing what little remained of his pride, Raymond leaned in, his lips trembling as they met the smooth, firm skin of her bare ass. The contact was electrifying, a mix of humiliation and raw, visceral pleasure that left him breathless. The warmth of her flesh radiated against his mouth, impossibly soft yet firm, an intoxicating blend of textures that overwhelmed his senses. A faint, natural scent lingered on her skin, subtle but maddeningly alluring, wrapping around his senses and pulling him deeper into the act.

His eyes flicked downward, capturing every exquisite detail of her skin—the velvety smoothness that seemed to glow under the light, interrupted only by the faintest, natural textures that made her beauty feel even more tangible. There was no imperfection, only the kind of flawless allure that seemed to draw him deeper into her control. Her skin was warm beneath his lips, its softness tingling against him like a forbidden invitation, as if each brush of his mouth was worshiping something divine. The closeness overwhelmed him, his arousal pulsing relentlessly in the confines of his chastity cage, the unyielding metal pressing cruelly against his flesh—a constant, throbbing reminder of her absolute command.

Each kiss was a surrender, a testament to her unshakable dominance over him, but it transcended mere submission. Unlike the fear-driven humiliation he had endured in Juliet’s cage, there was no terror here, no panicked urgency to obey. With Beatrice, it was different—there was devotion, an all-consuming need to please her that surpassed even her commands. Yes, she had forced him to kiss her, but it wasn’t just force driving him now. There was something deeper, something primal and inescapable—a craving to worship her, to honor the woman who had shattered him so completely. His lips pressed deeper into her smooth, commanding flesh, lingering with reverence. Each kiss grew more fervent, more desperate, as though he were clinging to her not just for approval but as though she were the anchor keeping him tethered to this intoxicating new reality.

The humiliation of defeat was undeniable—he had been conquered mentally, emotionally, and now physically by a woman who wielded her superiority with grace and ease. But with every kiss, that humiliation transformed into something more profound. He was worshiping her, not out of obligation but out of pure surrender. She had stripped him of all resistance, leaving him with nothing but a raw, primal need to serve. Each press of his lips against her skin felt like a promise, a declaration of the hold she had over him, a hold that extended beyond his body and into the very depths of his soul.

Beatrice held herself over him with perfect ease, her body a symbol of untouchable dominance, every movement calculated and assured. She was the conqueror, and he, her prize, bound in every conceivable way—body, mind, and spirit. And yet, even as he kissed her ass, his lips lingering over the faint roughness of her skin, he felt no resentment, only an overwhelming sense of gratitude for being in her presence, for the privilege of being this close to her.

As he continued to press soft, submissive kisses against her, lost in the act of clinging to her as though she were his anchor, she shifted suddenly. Her weight lifted unexpectedly, breaking the spell as his lips, so firmly attached, felt the jarring absence. He gasped involuntarily, his body jerking at the sudden loss of contact. In a fluid motion, Beatrice maneuvered around him, her movements swift and graceful, adjusting his body until he found himself in an unrelenting camel clutch. His arms were trapped behind her knees, his chest arched painfully forward, and his face fully exposed, leaving him entirely at her mercy.

The position was agonizing; the chastity cage pressed uncomfortably into the green mat beneath him, its restrictive grip digging into him with each movement. The soft surface of the mat offered little relief, amplifying his discomfort as the cage was forced into his body. Each shift of her weight above him intensified the pressure, a constant reminder of his submission, merging pain with the humiliation of his helplessness.

"What's the matter, Raymond?" she purred, a teasing edge to her voice. "Losing to a girl?" She chuckled, her tone equal parts mockery and satisfaction, enjoying his helplessness.

Raymond squirmed, his movements restrained and ineffective as he struggled against her firm grip. Her hands, now free, hovered above him, a reminder of just how fully she controlled the situation. One hand slipped over his mouth, silencing any plea or sound he might have made. Her other hand hovered close, blocking his nostrils with a casual precision that left him defenseless. He kicked his legs in desperation, tapping the floor with his feet in a frantic rhythm, but his movements were useless. He was trapped, entirely at her mercy, each gasp a struggle as he fought for breath.

With calm authority, she maintained her hold, enjoying every second of his surrender, a silent reminder of who held the upper hand.

It was in that humbling, inescapable hold that the realization struck him with full force: this woman had won him on every conceivable front. When it came to the raw pull of her physical allure, her effortless sensuality, he was utterly undone, each movement, each curve igniting a helpless arousal within him. When it came to the realm of dominance—her power to reduce him to nothing more than a worshipful servant, pressed beneath her, his lips on her arched insteps, he had been hers from the start. And now, if he’d once thought he could physically match her, that he could assert even a fraction of his strength—he had been gravely mistaken.

The evidence lay stark before him: he was locked, helplessly restrained, while she sat comfortably, poised above him, his arms locked behind her knees, his struggles futile. With a firm, casual grip, she held him captive, one hand wrapped over his mouth, her fingers blocking his breath, each motion a demonstration of the ease with which she controlled him. Every inch of him was at her mercy, every fiber of his being bound to her will as she wielded his body effortlessly, a master of both his desire and his defeat.

While still holding him firmly in the camel clutch, she leaned back with the practiced ease of someone fully in control, her hand reaching behind to grab a length of rope resting at the edge of the mattress. With swift, confident movements, she looped the rope around his elbows, binding them tightly together. Each knot she tied was a silent statement of her authority, a reminder of how thoroughly she’d subdued him.

The moment the final knot was secure, she rose gracefully, leaving him restrained on the mat. Her posture, her unhurried calm, conveyed everything he needed to know: she had already won. The bindings on his arms rendered any resistance impossible, and she stood above him, her victory complete and unspoken, radiating the undeniable power she held over him.

With a calm, practiced efficiency, she added more ropes, securing Raymond into a tight, unforgiving hogtie. Each loop and knot held him in place, leaving him utterly powerless beneath her. The final touch was a BDSM gag, which she placed over his mouth with a smile that held both satisfaction and amusement. She stood above him, gazing down with a victorious gleam in her eyes, savoring the way he lay bound and subdued, her control over him absolute.

It was at that moment the door opened, and her husband, Julian, entered the room, taking in the scene with a familiar, almost amused resignation.

“Oh, Beatrice, honey, you and your little games,” he chuckled, strolling toward her as she stepped gracefully off the mat. She moved to meet him, her arms winding around his neck, her demeanor shifting instantly. She looked up at him with an expression softened by affection, her voice a gentle coo. “What games, baby?” she teased, her tone playful and light as though there wasn’t a bound and gagged man at their feet.

Raymond struggled futilely against the ropes, frustration rising within him as he watched Beatrice with her husband. How effortlessly she defeated me, he thought, feeling the bruising reminder of her strength and skill. She had stripped him, bound him, subdued him, and now she was on to something else entirely, her attention and tenderness saved exclusively for Julian. Raymond looked up, realizing that he was witnessing a side of her he would never know. She melted into Julian’s embrace, her hands resting on his chest as he pulled her close, his fingers splayed possessively over her luscious curves as their lips met in a deep, sensual kiss. There was a girlish softness in her now, an openness reserved solely for her husband, as though this fiercely commanding woman was, for him alone, gentle and yielding.

Raymond felt a pang of envy. Only Julian was entitled to see this side of her, to touch her like this, to claim her softness. But then, a flicker of realization crept into his thoughts: This man has to live with the fact that his wife indulges in these femdom games with other men, he mused. Julian knew that his wife took men—neighbors, clients, and others—into her grasp, controlling and humiliating them as she pleased. He was aware that there was a “human dog” tethered somewhere on their property, kept as part of her world of domination. And every Tuesday, their neighbor David arrived to be humiliated and stripped of his pride under her practiced hand.

Julian held Beatrice’s waist firmly, his gaze lingering with unmistakable pride as he kissed her again, the silent understanding between them palpable. To Raymond, still bound and helpless on the floor, it was clear that Julian accepted—and perhaps even reveled in—the power his wife wielded, her dominance over others adding only to his desire for her.

“Guess what?” Julian asked, grinning as their lips parted.

“The Blackstone thing?” Beatrice's eyes widened, anticipation lighting up her face.

“Mhmm…” Julian nodded, his own excitement barely contained.

“No, really? Julian, you closed that deal for them?” She leaned back, her expression a mix of pride and disbelief.

“Yep…” he replied, visibly delighted with himself.

“How much?” Beatrice asked, practically bouncing like a girl on Christmas morning.

Julian shook his head, a mischievous glint in his eyes. “Oh, Beatrice, you have no idea—the amount of fools they've got running things over there…”

“Julian, stop teasing me!” she laughed, nudging him. “I asked you how much.”

He continued, ignoring her question, “And that Isaac fellow, or whatever his name is… talk about clueless!” He seemed to relish stretching out the moment, speaking more about the people involved rather than answering her one burning question.

“Oh, you’re really asking for it now, aren’t you, Julian?” she teased, laughing. “Maybe you’ll finally learn to answer my questions without delay… with a little encouragement from the cane.”

Finally, he relented, savoring the reveal. “Four billion dollars,” he said, drawing out the word “dollars” with a playful twist.

“Oh my God, oh my God!” she squealed, practically hopping in place. “And a one percent fee… Julian, that’s forty million dollars for us!”

“Before taxes, of course,” he added, grinning as she threw her arms around him in delight.

“Yes, before tax, before tax!” Beatrice laughed, her eyes sparkling. “You really are a genius, honey,” she purred, glancing over at Raymond as she moved to untie his knots. Her fingers worked swiftly, releasing each rope save for the one binding his elbows. She helped him to his feet, fastening a collar around his neck and clipping a leash to it, her movements casual and assured as she continued talking to Julian, her tone light, teasing. “So that means I won’t need to work anymore, hmm?” She gave him a playful wink.

“Of course, darling,” Julian replied, then added with a playful edge, “And if you don’t have to work, that means no more bringing clients—and men—home, right?” He cast her a sidelong glance, the hint of his discomfort woven carefully into his tone.

Beatrice stopped, turning fully to face him, her eyes narrowing slightly as a dangerous smile curved her lips. “Do you have a problem with me bringing clients home, Julian?” she asked, her voice deceptively soft, but with an edge that sent a clear warning.

Julian’s face paled, his gaze dropping instantly as his body tensed under her scrutiny. “No, Mistress,” he replied, his voice almost a whisper, trembling as he lowered his head further, his playful tone replaced by pure reverence. His earlier boldness dissolved, and he fell back into his obedient role, trembling slightly at the thought of her displeasure.

With a satisfied smirk, Beatrice continued up the stairs, Raymond following obediently behind her, his leash in her firm grasp. Julian had been put firmly in his place, as had every man who crossed her path. In her world, she was sovereign, a woman whose presence commanded devotion and fear in equal measure, each man captive to her will.

Reaching her bedroom, Beatrice gave Raymond a firm push, sending him sprawling face-down onto her bed. He lay stripped bare save for his chastity device, collar, and the ropes binding his elbows. She wasted no time, securing his right leg to one bedpost, then his left, spreading him open, each ankle tied to opposite bedposts. He struggled instinctively, but she bound him with a calm, practiced efficiency, until he was entirely at her mercy.

She stood back, admiring her work, a satisfied smile playing on her lips. “You look so cute like this, Raymond,” she murmured, a soft laugh escaping her as she took in the sight of him—bound, vulnerable, and wholly under her control.

Raymond, dreading what she might do, tried to keep his voice steady, as though they were engaged in nothing more than a casual conversation. “Thank you, my Mistress,” he murmured, then, with a forced chuckle, added, “I’m sorry if it’s a bit… striped,” he said, glancing back toward his exposed backside. “Juliet and her methods.”

Without warning, he felt her finger lingering next to his anus, penetrating in one fluid motion. He wriggled involuntarily, startled, unsure of what was happening. Her voice, low and commanding, cut through his confusion. “When you’re in my bedroom, darling, you will not mention other women’s names.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” he replied, his voice a bit shaky as she continued to rub her finger against his rosebud, occasionally reaching forward to graze his restrained balls.

“It’s ‘Yes, Mistress,’ from now on, Raymond,” she corrected, her voice gentle yet authoritative.

“Yes… Mistress,” he managed, feeling both humbled and deeply aware of her power over him.

“And do you know why that is?” she asked in a sweet, almost affectionate tone.

“No, Ma’am—I mean, Mistress,” he stammered, just as her hand landed on his backside with a sharp slap.

“Because I am going to claim you for myself,” she said softly, her words sinking into him with the weight of a promise.

“Ohhh,” he gasped, stunned by her statement.

“And as for Juliet…” he started to ask, only for her hand to come down hard, delivering a series of swift, stinging slaps to his exposed flesh, each one landing with purpose. He squirmed, each strike sending a hot sting through him, leaving him breathless by the time she finished.

“I believe I set a rule,” she said firmly, her voice soft but unyielding. “In my bedroom, on my clean sheets, I only want to hear my name.”

“Yes, Mistress Beatrice,” he replied, his voice laden with submission, his body and mind fully at her mercy.

“Good,” she murmured, satisfaction gleaming in her eyes as she untied the rope binding his elbows. Even with his arms momentarily free, Raymond’s legs were stretched taut to the bedposts, keeping him practically helpless. Before he could gather his strength, she seized his wrists again, securing each to the opposite bedposts at the head. Now, fully spread across the bed, he lay face-down, exposed and vulnerable, every inch of his naked skin bared to her intentions.

Beatrice stepped back slightly, surveying him with a gleam of satisfaction, her gaze trailing over his form. Her eyes fell to his bare, defenseless ass, and a delighted smile broke across her face. “Look at you,” she cooed, a hint of playfulness lighting her tone. “What a cute little ass you have like this,” she teased, her voice brimming with mischievous affection.

Without warning, she brought her palms down in a swift, warm smack, one cheek then the other, each slap leaving a bright pink imprint. Raymond’s body tensed under her touch, but he was powerless to avoid the stinging yet oddly affectionate punishment.

She chuckled softly and began drumming her palms rhythmically against his skin, alternating slaps with a joyful energy. “Oooish, oooish, oooish,” she chanted playfully, her hands working in a steady, lively beat. The spanking wasn’t harsh, but her enthusiasm made his skin grow hotter with each strike, each slap ringing through the room. The sound and sensation combined, leaving him with the undeniable sting of humiliation, helpless under her lively drumming.

Finally, after a few moments, she let her hands rest, gently rubbing the warmth she’d created as if soothing the skin. “Sorry, darling, I just couldn’t resist,” she said with a grin, her tone betraying anything but regret.

Moving with unhurried grace, Beatrice retrieved a bullwhip, holding it in front of his face so he could see the braided leather curling ominously in her hand. She let out a low, almost amused laugh. “This is a bullwhip,” she said, her voice dripping with dark delight. “Some people in the lifestyle say it’s reserved for only the most severe punishments. They say men fear this above all else.”

“No, Mistress Beatrice, please,” he whimpered, desperation clear in his voice. “This isn’t why I came here.”

“Raymond, darling,” she purred, tracing her fingers down his cheek, savoring his helplessness, “I’ve given you my precious attention, and we had our lovely ‘mixed wrestling’ match, didn’t we?”

“Yes, but I didn’t think…” he stammered, struggling to find the words, only for her to silence him swiftly, slipping a gag over his mouth and securing it tightly.

“What you think, or don’t think, isn’t interesting to me,” she said with a cold edge. “What is interesting is the silence of my victim as I administer pain. Quiet, obedient, helpless,” she cooed, watching his muffled attempts at protest as he squirmed beneath her.

She stood back, lifting the whip with practiced expertise. Without hesitation, she flicked her wrist, sending the bullwhip sailing through the air before it cracked down on his exposed skin with a chilling snap.

“Mffff!” he howled through the gag, his muffled scream filling the room as his body jolted involuntarily, writhing against the bed in uncontrollable spasms. His back arched, his fingers clenching around the bedposts, his legs straining against the bonds as waves of agony tore through him. He twisted, frantically trying to escape, his muscles quivering, but there was no relief from the pain searing his flesh.

“Mffeeefm!” he whimpered, his muffled cries pitiful and desperate as he writhed under the lingering sting. His body wriggled in helpless waves, his skin now marked by the fierce red stripe left by the whip. Beatrice watched with a cold satisfaction, savoring the display of raw, uncontrollable suffering, each flicker of his pain a testament to her power.

Raymond lifted his head, desperation written across his face, eyes glazed with tears. Hot snot and saliva clung to his cheeks, pooling against the gag in his mouth as he gazed pleadingly toward her. But as he watched, his heart sank further—Beatrice, without a hint of hesitation, began to remove her shirt, peeling it off her shoulders before slipping out of her bra, her gaze meeting his with a raised eyebrow and a mocking smile.

She seemed to revel in his shock, letting the moment sink in before she spoke. “I wouldn’t want this shirt to get in my way,” she explained with a smirk, her tone dripping with taunting sweetness.

Raymond’s thoughts spun in chaotic waves as he lay bound and utterly helpless. He knew, with absolute certainty, that her explanation about the shirt being "in her way" was a complete fabrication. This was no accident, no mere practicality—this was Beatrice at her most deliberate, her most wickedly calculated. She was flaunting herself with precision, using every inch of her body to dominate not just his flesh but his very mind.

As she peeled the shirt from her shoulders, her massive, gravity-defying breasts were revealed in all their perfection. They swayed gently as she moved, a mesmerizing rhythm that made his breath hitch in his throat. Her flawless skin glowed under the warm light, her nipples taut, dark, and the kind that seemed sculpted to draw men’s lips in worship. They were the kind of nipples that drove men wild, nipples that could ignite fantasies with a single glance. And she knew it—oh, she knew it. She was fully aware of the effect she had, the way her sheer sensuality could unravel even the strongest resolve.

Her breasts were a masterpiece of nature, their fullness impossible to ignore, their supple curves practically commanding attention. Every subtle movement, every sway and shift, was calculated, taunting him, toying with his sanity. Few men, if any, could see her like this and not fall hopelessly under her spell. And those who claimed otherwise? Liars, every single one. Beatrice was the epitome of seduction, her beauty not just a gift but a weapon she wielded with ruthless precision.

She was so sensual, so sexy, so hot—and she used it like a blade, slicing through his resistance, carving her dominance deeper into his very soul. She wasn’t just flaunting her body; she was fucking his brain with lust, leaving him drowning in a whirlwind of humiliation, longing, and utter defeat. Even through the lingering burn of the first lash, his arousal throbbed, helpless against the pull of her allure.

Her eyes met his, and the mocking smile that curved her lips sent a jolt of heat straight to his groin. She stood tall above him, her breasts swaying slightly as she raised the whip again, each flick of her wrist a reminder of her absolute control. Raymond could only watch, powerless, as she combined the pain of her strikes with the unbearable seduction of her presence. She wasn’t just breaking him physically—she was driving him mad with a lust so overwhelming, it drowned out every other thought in his mind. Beatrice, in that moment, was not just a woman; she was a force of nature, a goddess reveling in her power. And he was her captive, body, mind, and soul.

Then, without warning, she raised the whip again, her arm snapping down with merciless precision. The bullwhip sliced across his exposed buttocks, leaving a blazing stripe in its wake.

“Mfffmm!” he screamed through the gag, his body convulsing as the pain tore through him. She paused only briefly before landing the next lash, then the next, each strike expertly placed, each one searing deeper than the last.

The whip cracked again, and he writhed, his muffled cries echoing with desperation. “Mffff! Mmmmeeefm!” Each lash left a raw, red welt across his skin, welts piling over each other, the sharp, merciless sting driving his body into uncontrollable spasms. His legs trembled as he tried to twist away, to lessen the agony, but there was no escape from her relentless rhythm. Each new strike sliced through the tender flesh of his buttocks, leaving raised welts, a fiery roadmap of her cruelty etched into his skin.

By the tenth lash, his body was quivering, his muffled screaming reduced to pitiful, hoarse gasps. His spirit felt as shattered as his flesh, each second a raw, agonizing eternity.

Finally, Beatrice tossed the bullwhip aside with an air of casual satisfaction, patting his welted, swollen butt in a gesture almost affectionate. “Well, that was for losing the match,” she said, her tone carrying a mocking cheerfulness, as if she’d merely corrected a minor offense.

Earlier, Raymond had thought Beatrice compassionate, even kind. But now he understood—she’d lured him here, into her bedroom, solely for her sadistic sexual satisfaction. He was her prey, a helpless participant in a game he could never win. As he looked up at her in disbelief, he caught a glimpse of her preparing her next torment. She had strapped on an imposing, thick black strap-on, coating the head in a generous layer of Vaseline, her eyes gleaming as she observed his reaction.

Raymond shook his head frantically, his muffled pleas spilling out in panicked, incoherent sounds, trying to beg, to plead, to offer anything for mercy. But his fear only seemed to deepen her enjoyment. She looked down at him with a glint of pure satisfaction, and he realized that tonight, she intended to claim him fully, leaving no doubt as to who wielded the true power in her domain.

Beatrice loosened the ropes binding his legs to the bedposts just enough to adjust his position, lifting his hips until his exposed ass was perfectly aligned with her enormous, glistening strap-on. She laughed, an amused lilt in her voice as she spread lubricant over his entrance with almost casual ease. “I’m sorry, darling Raymond, but I don’t have time for a proper foreplay today,” she teased, her tone light, as if discussing something as mundane as the weather. She glanced down at the chastity device locked around his caged cock, shaking her head with a small sigh. “One thing I do regret,” she mused, “is that you’re locked up. Usually, when I fuck a man, he’s completely free—no restraints around his cock.”

She chuckled, continuing as though lecturing a student. “When they’re fully exposed, I can hold their cock while I fuck them,” she said, her voice turning huskier with amusement. “It’s like driving a car with a manual clutch.” Her laughter echoed through the room, her hands kneading his ass possessively before pressing firmly against his backside.

Raymond, frantic, tried to twist his hips, his movements desperate and ineffectual. He squirmed, attempting to shift his position in a futile effort to avoid the inevitable. In response, she slapped both cheeks of his ass, hard, her hands landing with a loud, sharp crack. “I want your ass higher,” she commanded, her voice edged with authority, “and your back pressed down. Be a good girl for me,” she laughed, savoring his helpless compliance.

Finally, she guided the tip of the massive dildo to his tightly clenched entrance, pressing it deliberately against his resisting muscles. "Breathe, Raymond," she instructed, her voice calm but commanding. "And relax your muscles."

Raymond muffled his protests through the gag, his frantic "mfffhmm" reverberating as his body instinctively resisted.

“Wow, you’re in a panic,” she said, amused, her palm slapping both cheeks of his ass in quick, sharp succession. “When I tell you to relax, I mean it. Now, breathe,” she repeated firmly.

With deliberate, unyielding force, she pressed forward, the thick tip breaching him ever so slightly. “That’s one inch,” she announced with mock encouragement. “Such a good boy, Raymond. Now, relax,” she ordered again, her voice low and teasing.

Despite her reassurances, the pressure was unbearable, and Raymond's muffled cries of pain escalated, his body tensing against the intrusion. She moved back slightly before pushing in again, her movements firm and unrelenting. "I said relax," she snapped, her voice tinged with mock exasperation. His muffled, incoherent pleas accompanied every agonizing second as the wide girth stretched him further, his desperate sounds a mix of pain and helplessness.

“That’s two inches already,” she purred, her voice triumphant as she paused for a moment to admire her progress. “You’re behaving like a girl, screaming like that,” she mocked, her laughter ringing out as she secured the other end of the strap-on firmly into her pussy. Her expression shifted to one of dark satisfaction. "Oh, I am going to enjoy this," she said, her tone dripping with anticipation.

As she pushed deeper, inch by inch, Raymond’s muffled screams erupted through the gag, desperate and primal. The initial stretch was unbearable, sending shocks of pain coursing through his body, his cries reverberating off the walls. Each inch felt like an invasion, a slow, deliberate act of her dominance that left no part of him untouched by her control. The relentless intrusion continued, her hips pressing forward as the thick dong filled him completely. His strangled noises filled the room, raw and helpless, as she claimed him with unyielding authority, each movement asserting her total command.

Slowly, she sank deeper and deeper into him, pushing until he could feel the press of her hips flush against his exposed backside. “That’s it,” she murmured with a satisfied smile, before she began to thrust in earnest. Her pace was brutal, each thrust delivered with force as she shouted, “Hi-yaa!” like a cowboy breaking in a wild stallion. Raymond’s face was smeared with tears, saliva, and sweat, his senses overwhelmed by a whirlwind of agony and a twisted, invasive pleasure he had never known.

Beatrice’s focus remained entirely on herself, riding him with abandon, her own pleasure her only concern. Raymond had never experienced anything like it—she drove into him fully, her hip bones slamming against him before shifting sideways, grinding into him to find just the right angle for her own satisfaction. She pulled back and plunged forward with a relentless rhythm, lost in her own rapture. As her climax approached, her cries grew louder, guttural and wild, each one a visceral release as she pressed even deeper, her entire body consumed in waves of ecstasy. Finally, her orgasm crested, a shuddering release that had her moaning in raw satisfaction as she collapsed over him, her body spent but still pressing him down into the mattress, her strap-on still buried deep within him.

Beatrice lay atop him for a lingering moment, catching her breath, her weight pressing down with a sense of complete satisfaction, as if she had molded the encounter entirely to her desires. Every movement, every decision had been hers, and yet, despite the pain and humiliation he’d endured, Raymond couldn’t deny the strange, inexplicable enjoyment that had crept in once the initial pain of penetration had subsided. The knowledge that he had been the source of her pleasure, that he had brought her to such an intense climax, filled him with a flicker of pride, as if he had fulfilled a purpose he hadn’t known he craved.

With casual ease, she withdrew, tossing the strap-on aside without a second glance. But before he could even process the mingled relief and lingering ache, she lowered herself onto him once more, her face close, her lips brushing over his tear-streaked cheeks. Her mouth lingered, tracing along his skin, each kiss a deliberate act of possession. The surge of endorphins rushing through his body blurred the edges of his pain, replacing it with a dizzying sense of warmth and euphoria. For a moment, he was overwhelmed by the sensation, an intoxicating mix of physical relief and the deep, primal satisfaction of having served her desires so completely.

“You are owned,” she murmured, her voice low and intoxicating, every word sinking into him. Her scent—intense, feminine, utterly captivating—filled his senses, driving her claim even deeper. Her presence enveloped him fully, every inch of her brimming with a raw, unchecked energy, her need to possess him reignited with fresh vigor. Unlike anything Juliet had ever commanded, Beatrice’s dominance was primal, consuming him from all sides.

She moved with an animalistic vitality, her mouth trailing hungrily over his face, her lips and tongue tracing every contour, devouring him. Her breath was quick, her body pulsing with satisfaction as she claimed him with renewed intensity. Raymond’s cock strained painfully within its cage, the ache forgotten as her body pressed against his welted backside, igniting a new wave of sensation that left him helplessly trapped in her embrace.

With a sudden, fierce movement, her hands slid beneath him, wrapping around his chest, cupping him possessively from beneath. Her fingers spread wide, pressing into his skin, holding him so completely that he felt claimed from every angle. Her touch was relentless, firm yet maddeningly ticklish, forcing a shudder through him that he couldn’t control, a sensation of helplessness flooding his senses as she squeezed his chest. Her fingers found his nipples, pinching and twisting, her grip sending sharp tingles through his body, forcing a gasp from his throat. She smiled against his ear, biting down playfully, each pinch a deliberate reminder of her complete control.

Her breath came in short, possessive pants as she continued grinding against him, each shift of her weight sending ripples of sensation through his strained body. He lay there, bound and utterly at her mercy, every inch of him trapped beneath her, every attempt at resistance crushed by the overwhelming force of her dominance. She moved with a fierce, untamed energy, her every motion a reminder that she controlled him completely, that his sole purpose in that moment was to fulfill her desires. And yet, even as her power over him was absolute, he couldn’t shake the strange sense of importance her focus on him gave—however small, he was the center of her pleasure, an integral part of her unrelenting satisfaction.

Her voice dropped to a low growl as she whispered against his skin, “You belong to me, every part of you.” Her hands pressed deeper, fingers kneading possessively, her body pinning him down as if to ensure he could feel her power in every corner of his being. Her teeth grazed his earlobe, and she bit down with a playful ferocity that blurred the line between pleasure and pain, her lips moving down to reclaim his cheek in hungry kisses.

Raymond lay beneath her, his senses overwhelmed by the intensity of her claim, his body and soul entirely absorbed in her unrestrained passion. In that moment, there was no escape, no relief, only the raw, consuming force of her vitality, a force that left him bound, helpless, and irrevocably hers.

Then, with a practiced, almost clinical expertise, Beatrice released his hands from the bedposts, only to swiftly cuff them behind his back with sturdy handcuffs, the metal cold against his skin. She moved with an unhurried confidence, securing his legs within a pair of rusty, heavy shackles, leaving him fettered and powerless. She pulled him to his feet, guiding him to stand before her, and though his gaze fell downward, his eyes couldn’t resist the magnetic pull of her body, drawn helplessly to the full, defiant curve of her breasts that seemed to defy gravity itself.

She noticed his gaze and smiled, amusement dancing in her eyes. “Like what you see?” she asked, her tone compassionate yet undeniably teasing.

“Yes, Mistress Beatrice,” he replied, voice barely a whisper.

A smirk played at her lips. “No need for the formalities. I am the Mistress—there is no other.” Her words held a finality that left no room for question.

With an elegant flourish, she led him into the opulent shower, her presence filling the space with a commanding sensuality. She was a vision of unabashed allure, the weighty, graceful arc of her breasts, the silk-smooth skin of her shoulders, the bold curve of her hips—all embodied the very essence of desire, a beauty so profound it seemed to inhabit his every thought. As she stepped into the lavishly appointed shower, water cascaded over her, clinging to her body like liquid light, each drop accentuating her form in a mesmerizing play of movement and shadow.

Raymond, stripped bare save for the chastity device imprisoning him, was led into the steamy chamber, where she stood with her back to him, water streaming down her body. He could scarcely breathe, each breath weighted with the intoxicating sight before him. “Mistress Beatrice, you are… breathtaking,” he murmured, barely able to contain the awe in his voice.

At his words, she turned to face him, her movements slow and deliberate, her breasts now presented fully to him, glistening as soap bubbles drifted over her skin like scattered pearls. She picked up a bar of soap, lathering it in her hands with practiced ease, creating a delicate froth that clung to her fingers. Without a word, she began to apply the lather to his skin, her hands moving over him with a gentleness that was almost shocking in its intimacy. The touch of her fingers, firm yet tender, seemed to defy his every expectation, transforming an ordinary act into something sacred.

She took her time, running her hands along his shoulders, down the length of his arms, the warm water blending with the cool glide of soap. Her touch moved over his chest, her fingers pressing into his skin with a rhythm that was both soothing and possessive. She lathered his skin thoroughly, moving lower along his sides and over the taut muscles of his abdomen, the sensation sending small shivers through his body. The scent of the soap, warm and earthy, mingled with the steam, but every sensory detail seemed trivial compared to her presence, each moment heightening his awareness of her touch, her closeness.

As she poured a fragrant shampoo into her hands, she reached for the bare skin of his scalp, massaging it with the same unhurried care. Her fingers moved in slow, deliberate circles, kneading gently, as though she were reclaiming him through her touch. The sensation was oddly soothing, her confident movements radiating a quiet authority that made him feel entirely exposed yet somehow cared for. The water streamed down his face and body, washing away the lather, but all he could focus on was the primal connection between them, a communion that seemed to transcend the need for words.

When the shower ended, she turned off the water and reached for a large, luxurious towel. With a tenderness that contrasted with her earlier dominance, she began drying him. Starting at his face, she pressed the soft, fluffy towel gently against his skin, her touch careful and deliberate. He closed his eyes, letting himself drift into the sensation of her care, feeling as though he were floating in some heavenly plane.

She worked her way down his body, her hands firm yet delicate, dabbing rather than rubbing to avoid irritating his welted and bruised skin. When she reached his wounded ass, she paused, her movements slower, almost reverent, as she dried the area with meticulous gentleness. Her touch seemed to soothe not just his body but something deeper within him, filling him with a warmth he couldn’t quite define.

“You’re such a good boy, enduring so much,” she murmured softly, her voice almost maternal as she wrapped the towel over his shoulders.

Finally, she stood and draped the towel over his back, drying his restrained arms and shackled legs with the same care. Her gaze lingered on him, a quiet satisfaction in her expression, as though she were admiring her work.

Beatrice departed the shower with a regal grace, water droplets glistening on her skin as she wrapped herself in a pristine white towel. Her earlier wild, untamed energy had settled into a profound calm, an air of quiet satisfaction radiating from her as she moved with a serene confidence born from the storm they’d just shared. She took her time, reaching for another towel to dry her hair, her movements unhurried, embodying a deep, tranquil power.

Raymond obeyed, positioning himself on the bed as she’d instructed. She retrieved a thick, soothing cream and began applying it to his welted skin, her touch gentle, almost reverent. The sensation was blissful, the cool cream relieving the sharp sting, and he felt as if he were floating, her care like a balm to his soul as much as his body. Not only did she apply the cream, but she carefully dressed each welt, covering them with pads to protect his bruised skin. Her hands moved deftly, tending to his wounds with an unexpected gentleness.

As she worked, Beatrice began to hum a hauntingly beautiful melody, then softly sang the words to an old Chinese poem: “Hao yi duo mei li di my li hua” (“What a beautiful jasmine flower”), her voice low and melodic, “Hao yi duo mei li di my li hua, fen fang mei li man zhi ya” (“Sweet-smelling, beautiful stems full of buds”). The lyrics floated over him like a warm breeze, her voice infusing each phrase with a touch of mystery.

Once Beatrice had finished tending to his welts, carefully covering each one with thick layers of soothing cream and padding, she lay down beside him on the bed, positioning herself so close that her body brushed against his, her presence all-encompassing. She turned to face him, their bodies parallel, her warm breath mingling with his as her nose playfully nudged against his. She was so close that he could see every glint in her eyes, every curve of her soft lips, each inhale filling his senses with her intoxicating scent.

In this closeness, she resumed humming softly, transitioning again into the quiet, melodic recitation of an old Chinese poem. “Hao yi duo mei li di mo li hua” she sang, her voice low, inviting, the words cascading over him. Her eyes sparkled as she continued, “Hao yi duo mei li di mo li hua, fen fang mei li man zhi ya—what a beautiful jasmine flower,” she murmured, as if sharing a secret.

With a playful nudge of her nose against his, she whispered, “Sing, Raymond. Repeat after me. Mei hua.”

Raymond, mesmerized by her beauty and the gentle authority in her voice, tried to mirror her words. “Mei hua,” he whispered, his voice trembling.

She laughed softly, her gaze warm with amusement. “Mei,” she corrected, lowering her tone, drawing out the word so he could hear its perfect cadence. He repeated, “Mei.”

“Good,” she purred approvingly, her voice dipping even lower, filling the air between them with a thick, charged energy. “Now, huaaaa,” she elongated the syllable, her mouth brushing close to his as she drew out the sound.

Raymond echoed, “Huaaa,” completely entranced, his eyes locked onto her, hypnotized by the rhythm of her voice and the tantalizing closeness of her lips.

Beatrice rolled with laughter, her laughter soft and rich, her body pressing ever so slightly against his as she relaxed back onto the bed. Every movement felt both commanding and intimate, as though she were indulging in this closeness for her pleasure alone.

As his awe deepened, he dared to ask, “But, Mistress, why do you keep me cuffed and shackled like this?”

She lifted her gaze to meet his, her finger tracing softly over his cheek, her expression one of pure, playful innocence. “Because I feel like it,” she murmured, her words simple but laced with a deeper power.

Shifting slightly, she slid him across the bed so that his mouth was level with her chest. She then reached up, her fingers pinching a taut nipple and guiding it to hover just in front of his lips. “You’re asking too many questions, Raymond,” she teased, her voice low and sultry, “and perhaps your mouth needs something better to occupy itself with.”

As if guided by some primal instinct, he leaned forward, his lips closing around her nipple. A deep, instinctual urge overtook him, and he sucked, his tongue tracing the soft warmth of her skin, his own mind yielding to the sensual pleasure of this intimate connection. Every taste, every sensation of her skin against his mouth felt like a revelation, beyond his control, as he clung to her with a fervent need.

Beatrice let him indulge, allowing his lips to explore, his mouth to worship, until she finally withdrew, watching his eyes as he sought her, still hungry for more. She looked down at him, her expression both satisfied and teasing. “You hit me hard, Mistress,” he murmured, awed and dazed, “with the whip… that was a bullwhip, wasn’t it?”

She nodded with a smirk. “Yes, darling, a bullwhip. I don’t use it on clients in front of their wives,” she explained, eyes glinting, “but now that you’re my private slave, I do.”

“But Mistress… am I truly your private slave?” he asked, his voice filled with a mix of longing and awe.

With a mischievous smile, she reached out, pressing a fingertip against his nose. “Yes, Raymond,” she whispered, her voice sultry and magnetic. “You are my sex slave now,” she declared, and he felt the weight of her words settle over him, binding him as surely as any chain. “From now on, whenever I summon you, you’ll come to me. You’ll be at my beck and call.”

“I will?” he asked, his voice wavering, needing the final confirmation of his place in her life.

“Oh, yes, Raymond,” she assured him with a smile that was equal parts command and promise. “You’ll do everything I desire—clean, serve, and if I feel like it… endure my torments.” Her eyes sparkled with the thrill of it. “But now,” she added, a touch of practicality in her voice, “it’s time to send you back to your Mistress.”

He blinked, confusion flitting across his face as he tried to process her words, a thousand emotions swirling in his mind.

“I’m not letting you ride your bike home in the dark, not with your rump welted like this,” she said, reaching for her phone. “I’ll call you a taxi.”

Raymond descended the stairs, his legs heavy as if weighed down by invisible chains. Each step echoed in his mind, matching the chaotic rhythm of his thoughts. The evening had been nothing short of a whirlwind—a storm that left him battered, humiliated, and inexplicably aroused. He barely noticed the banister beneath his hand or the cool air that greeted him from the lower floor. His senses were dulled, overtaken by the vivid replay of images flashing relentlessly in his mind.

He saw her again, pinning him down on the mat, her strength overwhelming, her body a paradox of grace and power. The memory of her smirk as she claimed victory, of her voice commanding him to submit, tightened his throat. He felt her hands on him—controlling, punishing, and then, tender. The sharp sting of her whip burned again across his flesh, followed by the almost maternal touch as she bathed him, as though soothing the very wounds she had inflicted. The dichotomy was maddening.

He reached the bottom of the stairs, but instead of heading to the pile of his discarded clothes, he leaned against the wall, trying to steady himself. The events refused to settle into any logical order in his head. He could see himself on his knees, forced to kiss her ass, her laughter reverberating through him like a cruel melody. He could feel her hands holding him firm as she dried his body, her gaze both assessing and indifferent. And then the final act—her dominance searing into his mind as she whipped him, pegged him, and told him she owned him, a claim that now felt less like a statement and more like a truth etched into his soul.

A cold realization began to creep in as he struggled to ground himself. He couldn’t even conjure Juliet’s face anymore. The image of his wife—the woman he had served and loved for decades—was a blur, replaced entirely by the overwhelming presence of Beatrice. He had been conquered, not just in body but in spirit. She had reached into the core of his being, dismantling everything that once made sense to him.

And for the first time, standing there in the dim light of her hallway, he understood the terrifying extent of her power. She hadn’t just dominated him—she had rewritten him.

Raymond took a shaky breath, grabbed his clothes, and began dressing slowly, his hands trembling. Yet the feeling lingered: he was no longer himself. As he opened the front door and stepped into the waiting night, he realized with a chilling clarity that he no longer knew where he stood—or who he was.


Taxi Driver

Tuesday 8 p.m., The Sterlings’ Home

Raymond emerged stiffly from Beatrice's home, his steps labored as he navigated the narrow brick path to the waiting taxi. The evening air was cool, but the heat radiating from the welts on his backside made every movement a struggle. He opened the back door and slid in gingerly, his face tightening as he lowered himself onto the seat. “Ouch… ouch… ouch,” he muttered under his breath, his discomfort plain as he adjusted, searching for relief. Once settled, he exhaled through his nose but said nothing.

Behind the wheel, Casey O’Brien cast a quick glance at him through the rearview mirror, her sharp, dark eyes radiating quiet curiosity. Her neatly pulled-back black hair revealed a striking face with high cheekbones and bold, arched brows that added to her natural intensity. Her smooth, dark complexion glowed faintly in the light, emphasizing her no-nonsense demeanor. Dressed in a creaking leather jacket, her compact frame exuded a quiet strength, and there was something about her presence—a calm yet commanding energy—that suggested she had seen and heard it all, effortlessly filling the car with her enigmatic confidence.

“Tough night?” she asked, her tone casual, though her smirk suggested she already knew there was more to the story.

Raymond shifted uncomfortably, the seat pressing against his welted backside. “Tough?” he echoed, as if questioning himself. His brows knitted slightly, and he let out a weak chuckle. “Wow, I don’t know…”

“You don’t know?” she pressed, her amusement growing.

“I think I’m in a state of shock,” he admitted, his voice barely above a murmur.

Casey laughed, the sound low and full of intrigue. “That bad?”

Raymond let out a slow, shaky breath, his gaze dropping to his lap as he fidgeted with his hands. “I don’t know if I should call it bad or good. I’m still… I guess I’m still in a dream.”

Casey arched a brow, her smirk softening into a curious grin. “A dream, huh?”

“Yeah,” Raymond replied, rubbing the back of his bald head awkwardly. “You see, the woman I was with earlier—she’s… uh, she’s our sex therapist.”

Casey's eyebrows moved upwards, though she didn't seem shocked, she looked more curious. “Now that’s a new one,” she said with a low chuckle. “Therapy’s gotten a lot more… hands-on since the last time I checked.”

Raymond gave a small, humorless laugh, then shifted again, his discomfort both physical and emotional. “She… claimed me,” he said quietly, the words hanging awkwardly in the air.

“Claimed you?” Casey repeated, a flicker of amusement crossing her face. “Didn’t realize therapy came with perks like that.”

Raymond hesitated before speaking. “I don’t mean it like that. Look, I don’t want to offend you because I mean, you are a woman,” he said, glancing at her reflection, “but she… she beat my ass so bad I thought I’d need a doctor.”

Casey let out a throaty laugh, her eyes glinting with mischief in the mirror. “Honey, you’ve got a long way to go before you offend me. But I gotta admit, I wasn’t expecting that. You must have made a strong impression on her. So, what’s the plan—gonna sign up for more, or was this a onetime crash course?”

Raymond scratched his neck, shifting uncomfortably in his seat. “I don’t know anymore. Honestly, I don’t. She was supposed to be teaching me and Juliet—my wife—about Femdom, easing us into it.” He paused, his brow furrowing. “But instead, she… she whipped me, pegged me, then told me she was my Mistress and could summon me anytime she wanted. And then—” he exhaled, shaking his head, “she sent me home to my ‘real Mistress,’ meaning my wife.”

Casey let out a low whistle, her smirk softening as curiosity mingled with sympathy. “Damn. Sounds like she flipped your whole world upside down. I’m guessing Juliet didn’t exactly sign up for you having two Mistresses?”

Raymond shook his head, his voice quieter now. “She doesn’t know. And now I’m going home with welts on my ass. How the hell do I even explain that?”

Casey stifled a laugh, biting her lip as she held his gaze in the mirror. “That’s one hell of a souvenir to bring home. You got a plan for that? Or just hoping she doesn’t notice?”

Raymond let out a faint, humorless laugh. “Well, I can’t talk to her. I’ll try to hide it from her. Definitely, I can’t tell her how I fantasize about Beatrice. You see, my wife… she doesn’t talk to me too much. Not about feelings, not about what’s going on in my head.” He paused, rubbing the back of his bald head as if trying to erase the memory. “So, I thought Beatrice would listen. I thought we’d talk, and maybe she’d help me figure all this out. But instead… she wrestled me, tied me up, dragged me into her bedroom, whipped me ten times with a bullwhip, then pegged me like her life depended on it.”

He stopped, his voice faltering. Casey, her curiosity now palpable, smirked through the mirror. “And? You’re holding back, Ray. Mama Taxi Driver’s gotta know the rest,” she teased, her tone light but coaxing.

Raymond exhaled sharply, a flush creeping up his neck. “I’m so ashamed,” he admitted, his voice quieter now. “So ashamed. But… the way she forced me to kiss her ass after pinning me down on the mat... how she wrapped her arms around me, biting my ear while she…” He trailed off, his breathing heavier. “Gosh, I can’t get it out of my head. I… I don’t know what’s wrong with me.”

Casey chuckled softly, her gaze flicking between the road and the mirror. “That’s not shame, Ray. That’s desire,” she said knowingly.

Raymond groaned, burying his face in his hands. “And then there’s Juliet… poor Juliet. I betrayed her, didn’t I?” He looked up, his eyes searching Casey’s reflection for confirmation. “That’s the right word for it, right? Cheating? I mean, I didn’t… you know, but this—this has to count, doesn’t it?”

Casey let out a low whistle, her tone a mix of sympathy and amusement. “Oh, honey, that’s a question only you can answer. But damn, Ray, you’re in one hell of a mess.”

It was then that Casey’s smirk faded, her voice softening. “Sounds like you went looking for answers and just got more questions. Possibly what you need is someone to hear you out—no strings, no extras.

Raymond’s throat tightened as the words hung in the air between them. For a moment, he couldn’t speak, his chest rising and falling in uneven breaths. It struck him then, with a weight that nearly suffocated him: this conversation—this fleeting, casual small talk with a stranger—was the first time in years that anyone had truly listened to him. Not commanded him, not judged him, but simply listened.

The realization clawed at him, sharp and painful. Juliet didn’t listen—she hadn’t for years. Beatrice didn’t listen—she ordered, she controlled, she claimed. But this woman, a taxi driver he would never see again, had given him more space to speak than anyone else in his life. He blinked hard, staring down at his trembling hands as the silence stretched. His mouth opened, then closed, as if he were trying to say something, anything, to break the tension in his own head.

Finally, he managed, “It’s funny, isn’t it? How... how I can sit here and talk to you, and it feels like...” He faltered, his voice catching. “It feels like you’re the only person who’s ever heard me.” His eyes brimmed with tears, and he didn’t bother wiping them away. “I don’t know why I’m even saying this to you, but... God, it feels like I’ve been screaming into a void for years. No one ever hears me.” He swallowed hard, his voice thick with emotion. “Not my wife. Not anyone.”

He fell silent again, staring out of the window as the streetlights streaked past. The rawness of his admission hung in the air, his chest heaving like he’d just run a marathon. And then, as if the pause had opened a door to something deeper, he spoke again, his voice quieter now.

“I’m overwhelmed,” he said, almost to himself. “I can’t stop thinking about her. Beatrice.” His hands clenched into fists on his knees. “She’s taken over my mind. Everything about her... her voice, her scent, the way she looks at me like she owns me. It’s like nothing else matters anymore. I need to be hers.” He exhaled shakily, his shoulders slumping. “I need to be her slave. Utterly. Completely. Every part of me.”

He stared down at the floor, the words spilling out of him now, unfiltered. “It’s like she’s in my blood. I can’t stop wanting to be beneath her—to belong to her. I think about her all the time. The way she held the whip. The way she tied me down. How she pegged me like... like I was nothing but hers to use.” His breathing grew uneven, his voice trembling. “And the worst part is, I want it. I want more. I don’t even know who I am anymore without her.”

Casey glanced at him again, her tone steady but kind. “Sounds like you’re stuck between what you want and what you think you should want. That’s a hell of a place to be.”

“Between what I want and...” He trailed off, the words catching in his throat. “I’m sorry. I don’t even understand what you mean.”

“I mean, maybe you’ve been living your life the way you think you’re supposed to—for your wife, your job, whoever,” Casey said, her tone even but probing. “But is that what you need? What is it that you truly seek?

“All I know is that I crave her,” Raymond said, his voice low and unsteady, almost trembling. “Beatrice. That’s all I know.” He shifted in his seat, the snug restraint of the chastity device pressing uncomfortably against him as his cock strained helplessly within it. The mere thought of Beatrice—her voice, her presence, her dominance—was enough to ignite an unbearable heat in his body, a fire he couldn’t extinguish. The device’s unrelenting grip was a reminder of his captivity, and of Juliet, who held the key casually around her neck like a symbol of her unyielding control. Yet, it wasn’t Juliet who consumed his thoughts—it was Beatrice, and the searing need for her that seemed to mock his every restraint.

A subtle smile touched Casey's lips. “Sounds like Beatrice has a hold on a lot more than just your thoughts,” she said, her tone edged with knowing humor. “But if you’re yearning for her so intensely, you must ponder—what are you prepared to jeopardize? You can’t live like this forever, torn between them.”

“I don’t want a divorce!” The words tore out of him like a thunderclap, sharp and desperate, and for a moment, the car seemed to still. He recoiled almost immediately, his voice dropping to a quiet murmur. “Sorry… I didn’t mean to shout.” He looked at his hands, which were trembling. “I can’t. I can’t do it. I can’t divorce. I’d lose everything. The house, the money, the little stability I have left. And… You will be surprise - I love my wife. I absolutely do. I submit to her, I adore her. But Beatrice…” He stopped, as if the very name burned his lips. “Beatrice drives me wild.”

Casey’s brow creased as she caught his gaze in the mirror. “Wild how?”

Raymond exhaled shakily, his face flushing deeper with the shame of the admission. “She’s... younger. Stunning. Those enormous, perfect breasts spilling out of everything she wears. And her thighs—God, her thighs. They could crush me, and I’d thank her for it.” He paused, swallowing hard as the vivid memory overtook him. “Earlier tonight, during the mixed wrestling, she pinned me down, her thighs locking my arms so tight I couldn’t move—naked, completely helpless beneath her. She sat on my face, pressing me into the mat, and as humiliating as it was...” He hesitated, his voice trembling. “I felt like I was in heaven. So close to her, the heat of her skin, the softness of her ass—it was intoxicating. At one point, she even made me kiss it. And I did. I didn’t even hesitate.” His hands fidgeted in his lap as the words spilled out. “She’s burned into me, every inch of her. Every time I see her, I feel like my body is on fire. I want her. I need her. But I cannot have her—not truly. And Juliet...” His shoulders slumped as his voice cracked, unable to reconcile the storm raging within him.

“What about Juliet?” Casey pressed, her tone becoming gentler.

“She’s my wife,” Raymond said, his voice trembling. “But honestly, I stay because... because I can’t handle the idea of splitting everything. The house, the money, all of it—it terrifies me. Divorce would destroy me.” He paused, his face clouded with shame. “And, yes, I’m her servant, her slave. I clean our house, scrub the floors, obey her every word. But she doesn’t talk to me. There’s no connection, no understanding. She doesn’t ask how I feel. She doesn’t even notice when I try to speak.” He swallowed hard, his chest tightening. “Beatrice, though…” His voice wavered, his thoughts spinning out of control. “Beatrice doesn’t just take control—she consumes me. Every part of me. And I want that. I want to be hers, totally and completely. I can’t stop wanting her.”

Casey nodded slowly, her eyes flicking briefly to the road. “Sounds like you’re living in two different worlds, Ray. What can I say?”

Raymond hesitated, his throat tightening as his emotions began to rise again. “Do you, uh… do you have a napkin?” he inquired, his voice nearly inaudible.

Casey glanced toward the glove compartment, reached over, and popped it open with a practiced motion. She pulled out a small box of tissues, handing it back to him without a word. Her expression softened as she caught the flicker of vulnerability in his eyes.

“Thanks,” he murmured, pulling a tissue from the box and dabbing at his face, his shoulders sagging under the crushing weight of his thoughts. “I’ve tried so hard to be the man Juliet needs,” he said, his voice trembling. “But when it comes to my real needs—my true sexual cravings—when it’s about who I’d think about if I could...” He swallowed hard, the words catching in his throat. “If I could even touch myself, if I could... masturbate—it would always be Beatrice. It’s her. It’s only her. She’s the one I dream about. The one I want in every way.” His voice cracked as the confession poured out, raw and unfiltered, leaving him feeling even smaller under Casey’s watchful gaze.

He wiped at his face again, his tears coming faster now. “I’m sorry for dumping this all on you. I don’t even know your name.”

“Casey,” she said simply, her tone steady but kind. After a brief pause, she glanced in the mirror and added, “What was your name again?”

"Raymond," he said quietly. “My name is Raymond.”

“Nice to meet you, Raymond,” Casey said, her voice carrying a quiet warmth, steady but grounded in control. “And there’s nothing to apologize for. Sounds like you’ve been carrying this alone for too long.” Her tone softened, but the authority in her words lingered. “Being submissive doesn’t mean you don’t deserve to be seen. Even you need someone who listens.”

Raymond let out a shaky laugh, though his voice was thick with emotion. “But even here, with you... I feel so far beneath you.” He paused, his gaze dropping to the floor as though he couldn’t bear to meet her eyes, even in the mirror. “You’re calm, composed, strong, and I’m... I’m just this pathetic, sobbing mess in the back of your cab. I’m constantly the submissive, forever beneath everyone.” He wiped his face with another napkin, his hands exhibiting a slight tremble. “That’s all I am. Deeply submissive. That’s just... me.”

“Look, I know I’m nothing to Beatrice,” Raymond said, his voice steadier now. “Just another guy she keeps under her thumb. I wish I felt special.” He hesitated, glancing out the window. “I’m 64. She’s not even 40, and she’s stunning—way out of my league. Juliet is the only one who truly cares about me. But what am I supposed to do with these cravings? I can’t stop them.” He looked up, his eyes almost pleading.

“Ray, sometimes it’s not about the person—it’s about what they give us. Beatrice is exciting, yeah, and she’s got the control you’re drawn to. But maybe it’s worth asking if you could find that spark with Juliet instead.” She gave him a curious look. “Have you told her your actual needs?”

“To Juliet?” he asked, shaking his head. “She knows I’m submissive, and she’s fine with it, but... I don’t think she cares about me. I feel like I’m just there to clean the house and fund her shopping with my pension. I don’t think she’s too much into me.”

“Be honest,” Casey said simply. “Tell her how you feel. Lay it out—what you’re missing, what you’re craving. And yeah, maybe you mention Beatrice. Not every little detail, but enough so she understands how big this is for you. If she really cares, she’ll listen.”

Raymond let out a short laugh, gesturing over his shoulder. “You missed my house. Guess you got caught up in all the drama.”

Casey smirked, her hands steady on the wheel as she glanced at him in the mirror. “Looks like I did. Hold tight, Ray,” she said, smoothly executing a U-turn. “Let’s get you home.”

As they pulled up to his house, Raymond hesitated, shifting awkwardly in his seat. “So, uh,” he began, his voice wavering, “I guess… it’s all paid for, right? The fare, I mean. Beatrice handled it?” His tone was almost hopeful, though he already suspected the answer.

Casey raised an eyebrow, a faint smirk tugging at her lips. “Beatrice? Nice try, Ray,” she said, amused. “But nope, nothing from her on this one.”

Raymond cleared his throat, his face flushing. “Well, uh, here’s the thing... I don’t have any money on me.” He hesitated, then blurted, “Juliet controls all my accounts. I get a twenty-dollar allowance every week. She even took my phone.”

“Ray, much as I’ve enjoyed our little chat, I still have a job to do,” she said, her tone polite but firm. “How about you head inside, grab that money, and we’ll call it even?”

“Right, yeah, good idea,” Raymond mumbled, fumbling with the door handle. He pulled at it, then froze. “Oh… it’s locked.”

Casey leaned back against her seat, one hand resting casually on the door lock as her patience thinned. “Alright, Ray,” she said, her tone calm but edged with authority. “If you don’t have cash right now, then leave me something. A watch, a ring, anything that says you’re good for it. Otherwise, this cab isn’t going anywhere.”

“I swear, I don’t have anything,” Raymond said, his voice edging in desperation. “I’ll walk right up this path, get the money from my wife, and come straight back. You can watch me the whole time. Word of honor, Casey.”

“Word of honor, huh?” she said, her voice laced with feigned sympathy. “That’s sweet, Ray, but that’s not how this works. No cash, no free ride. You’re leaving all your clothes with me. Jacket, shirt, pants. Everything.”

Raymond blinked at her in disbelief. “All of it? Come on, Casey. You’re kidding.”

“Not kidding,” she said, her voice firm but calm, the amusement fading to a cool authority. “You got into my cab with nothing to pay, so now you play by my rules. Strip.”

He stared at her, stunned. “Wow. People just don’t have any faith in this world anymore,” he muttered bitterly, his hands already reaching for his jacket. “Cruelty everywhere.”

“Spare me the commentary, Ray,” Casey said dryly, leaning back in her seat as she waited. “The clothes. Now.”

Sighing heavily, Raymond began to strip, each removed layer deepening his humiliation. Shoes, socks, tie. Jacket, shirt, and finally his trousers. One by one, he folded the garments and set them aside on the seat, his hands hovering protectively over his lap as he sat there in just his underwear. His face burned with embarrassment as he muttered, “There. That’s all I’ve got.”

Casey glanced at the pile, then turned back to him, her tone turning sharp. “Not quite, Ray. The underwear too.”

His eyes widened in horror. “You can’t be serious.”

“Dead serious,” she said, her voice cool, cutting off any protest. “You came unprepared, so you don’t get to argue. Everything. Now.”

Raymond’s shoulders slumped in defeat as her unwavering gaze bore into him. With a reluctant sigh, he slid off his underwear, adding it to the pile in her hand. Now completely naked, he clutched the bundle of clothes he had just stripped off, holding them tightly over his lap in a desperate attempt to cover himself. His face burned with humiliation, his exposed skin prickling with vulnerability as he shrank back into the seat, wishing he could disappear.

Casey’s gaze was icy, her voice firm and unrelenting. “Those clothes aren’t for you to cling to, Ray,” she commanded, extending her hand toward the seat beside her. “Toss them up here. Now. I want to be absolutely sure you’re sitting back there with nothing to hide.” Her eyes locked onto his in the mirror, unwavering and dominant.

Raymond hesitated, then threw the bundle of clothes onto the seat next to her, his hands instinctively moving to cover the chastity device secured around his groin. Shame blazed on his face as he sat there, completely exposed. “May I please go and fetch money for you, Ma’am?” he asked, his voice trembling.

“Hands behind your back, Ray,” she ordered.

Raymond’s breath caught as he hesitated, but her commanding stare left him no room to resist. Slowly, he moved his hands behind his back, his entire body stiff with humiliation as he sat naked before her. “Please, Ma’am, let me go,” he begged, his voice cracking, the growing arousal in his groin only amplifying his shame.

Casey shifted in her seat, turning her upper body to face the back, her leather jacket making a quiet creak as she leaned toward him. Her sharp eyes roamed over his exposed, vulnerable form, her lips curling into a smirk. Raymond sat rigidly, his hands clasped behind his back as instructed, completely helpless under her gaze. His skin burned with shame as she took in every inch of his nakedness, her scrutiny lingering on the tight restraint of his chastity device, which betrayed his futile arousal.

“Oh, look at you, Ray,” she purred, her voice dripping with condescension. “Completely naked, hands where I told you to keep them. Such a good boy, sitting there, exposed and obedient. Bet it’s killing you to be locked up like that, isn’t it? That little cage keeping you from doing anything about how worked up you are.” Her eyes gleamed with satisfaction as she inched closer, her dominance palpable.

Raymond’s throat tightened, his breath shallow as her words hit him like a sledgehammer. He couldn’t bring himself to speak, couldn’t even move under her piercing gaze. She was so close now, her presence overwhelming, her power absolute.

After a moment, Casey adjusted her posture, her smirk deepening as she gave a satisfied nod. “Alright, Ray,” she said, her tone cool and commanding. “Here’s the deal—you’ve got two minutes to get me thirty bucks. Don’t even think about covering up or putting anything on until you’re back with the cash.” Her eyes flicked back to his restrained cock one last time before she turned toward the front of the car.

She pressed the unlock button on her door, the soft click releasing his door’s lock as well. “And don’t make me wait,” she added sharply, her tone leaving no room for argument. With that, she settled back into her seat, her attention shifting away from him as if he were just an afterthought, the power dynamic firmly in her hands.

Raymond scrambled out of the cab like a startled rabbit, his bare feet slapping against the pavement as he bolted toward the house. Naked and flushed with humiliation, he hammered on the front door with urgency.

Within seconds, Juliet appeared, her expression shifting from irritation to alarm. “Why the violent knocking?” she snapped, but then her eyes widened in shock as she took in his bare, trembling figure. “Raymond,” she said, her voice rising with concern. “What on earth is going on?”

"I couldn't pay the taxi driver, so she kept my clothes as a deposit until we pay her 30 bucks," Raymond confessed, his voice almost too quiet to hear. He stood there, naked and vulnerable, hoping for some kind of comfort, maybe even a hug.

Juliet’s eyes narrowed as she glanced past him and spotted the taxi parked outside. Her expression hardened, her fury building like a storm.

“Go upstairs and wait in your room,” she commanded sharply.

“Yes, Mistress,” Raymond mumbled, scurrying off without question.

Juliet turned on her heel, heading straight for the kitchen. She grabbed a rolling pin with steady hands, her other hand clutching her phone tightly. The anger radiating from her was palpable as she stormed outside. Her footsteps were quick and deliberate as she approached the cab, her jaw set with grim determination.

Standing at the back of the taxi, she snapped several photos of the license plate with shaking fingers before marching to the driver’s window. She motioned sharply for Casey to lower it.

Upstairs, Raymond stood at the window, watching the confrontation unfold below, his heart racing as Juliet reached the cab.

Casey rolled the window down smoothly, her gaze calm but curious. Juliet didn’t waste a second, shoving the thirty dollars through the opening with a furious glare. “The clothes,” she demanded coldly, her voice like a blade.

Casey raised an eyebrow, her amusement flickering for a moment before she casually picked up the pile of clothing from the seat beside her and handed it over. Juliet snatched them without a word and threw them carelessly onto the pavement.

“And the shoes,” Juliet barked, her tone brooking no argument.

With a smirk, Casey handed her the shoes, which Juliet tossed to the ground next to the clothes. Her anger was palpable, her every movement filled with restrained rage.

“How dare you strip my husband,” Juliet hissed, her voice sharp and venomous.

Casey’s smirk deepened, her tone dripping with mockery. “I dared because I felt like it,” she shot back coolly. “Your husband told me all about his ‘rough sexual activities’ with Beatrice. Bullwhip stripes included,” she added with a mocking edge, her voice loud enough to carry.

“That’s it. I’m calling the police,” Juliet snapped, fury lacing her voice as Casey began rolling the window up with practiced indifference.

“Open the window, whore!” Juliet shouted, her hand tightening on the rolling pin. “I’ll teach you how to treat my husband with respect.”

Casey ignored her, shifting the car into reverse to back away, her smirk unwavering. But Juliet, consumed by rage, raised the rolling pin and smashed it against the driver’s window with a resounding crack. “I said, open the window!” she screamed, her voice carrying across the street as curious neighbors began emerging from their homes.

The impact shattered the window, shards scattering into the car. Casey flinched, her face twisting in shock and anger. Her hand shot to the door handle, and she shoved it open, ready to confront Juliet. But Juliet, wild with fury, kicked the door shut with startling force, slamming it back into place before Casey could step out.

Casey froze for a moment, taking in the fire blazing in Juliet’s eyes and the threatening grip on the rolling pin. It was clear: Juliet was in no state to back down, and Casey wasn’t about to risk escalating further. Without a word, Casey shifted gears, maneuvering the car sharply out of the driveway and speeding away, leaving Juliet standing in the street, her chest heaving with rage.

Juliet turned her head slowly, taking in the neighbors staring from porches and windows. Her icy glare was enough to make them retreat hastily, curtains twitching shut and doors closing with quiet finality.

From the upstairs window, Raymond watched the scene unfold, his heart pounding in his chest. He stood transfixed, his fingers gripping the windowsill as he gazed at Juliet with a mixture of awe and something far deeper. There she was, his Mistress, the woman who commanded his every action and rarely allowed him to voice his thoughts or emotions. Yet here, in front of the entire neighborhood, she fought for him—fiercely, unapologetically.

The way she faced down Casey, the raw, unrelenting force of her anger, was like watching a storm tear through the quiet streets. For all the ways she demanded his obedience, for all the moments she reduced him to servitude, in this moment, she was his protector. The realization struck him like a lightning bolt. As much as she expected him to serve her every need without question, she would not tolerate anyone else mistreating him. She would fight for him. She had fought for him.

Tears began to well up in Raymond’s eyes, unbidden, spilling down his cheeks as he continued to watch. No one else in this world would have done this for him—not today, not ever. But Juliet had. His Mistress had. And despite the humiliation, despite the complexities of their relationship, the sight of her standing up for him in this way touched something deep within him, something raw and tender. For the first time in what seemed like an eternity, he felt valued, even cherished, in his own way.

The moment Raymond realized she was heading back inside, he retreated from the window in a rush, his heart racing. He wiped his tears quickly, not wanting her to see any evidence of his emotions, and stood naked in his room as instructed, his hands clasped nervously at his sides. Despite the deep, newfound gratitude stirring in his chest, fear of her wrath gripped him even more tightly now, having witnessed the sheer force of her aggression just moments before.

Inside, Juliet poured herself a stiff drink—whiskey, neat—and climbed the stairs to the second floor, where Raymond sat waiting. He looked up as she entered, his face filled with guilt and trepidation.

“What did she do to you?” Juliet asked, standing over him, her tone sharp but her eyes scanning the welts on his exposed backside.

“She gave me ten strokes of the bullwhip,” Raymond admitted, his voice low, almost ashamed.

Juliet’s face tightened, her concern flickering behind her cold exterior. “I see,” she said flatly. “Anything else?”

Raymond hesitated, his cheeks flushing. “After that, she… used a dildo,” he murmured. “And—”

“Enough!” Juliet’s voice rang out sharply, her tone so forceful that Raymond instinctively leaned back as though physically pushed by the sound. Her hands trembled visibly, and for a fleeting moment, her composure seemed to crack. Juliet was not the kind of woman who could face uncomfortable truths. Whenever confronted with something threatening or destabilizing, her instinct was always the same: shut it down immediately. Over 40 years of marriage, Raymond had seen this reaction countless times. He knew better than to press further, so he lowered his head in silence, retreating into himself.

She drew a deep, measured breath, her trembling hands beginning to steady as the whiskey and adrenaline coursing through her veins took hold. The fierce anger that had consumed her moments ago was ebbing away, replaced by an icy calm that was almost more intimidating. Her voice, now cold and resolute, cut through the tension like a blade. “I don’t want to hear any more.”

She set the glass down on a nearby table and fixed him with a cold, commanding stare. “Get into the crib,” she ordered.

Raymond climbed into the crib without a word, his body tense as he heard the click of the latch behind him. He had no intention of testing Juliet’s patience tonight—not after seeing her storm outside with that rolling pin, ready to take on the taxi driver. The image of her fiery, combative rage was still fresh in his mind, and the last thing he wanted was to provoke that side of her again.

Moments later, Juliet returned, her expression softer now, the sharpness in her eyes replaced with something warm and inviting. She cradled Raymond’s pajamas in one hand and her glass of whiskey in the other, her movements deliberate yet graceful, as though she were orchestrating something far greater than merely tucking her husband into bed. Setting the whiskey down gently on the side table, she smoothed a hand over her hair, brushing away the last remnants of her earlier fury.

“Baby,” she said softly, her voice so soothing it almost made Raymond’s breath catch. “Let’s get you ready for bed, hmm? You’ve had such a hard day.”

Her tone wasn’t just gentle—it was maternal, laced with a kind of warmth that Raymond had craved for years without ever admitting it. For most of their marriage, they had been two alphas, constantly butting heads, each one fiercely independent and confrontational. They fought often, neither willing to yield, and while there was passion in those clashes, there was no room for softness. Juliet had always been strong-willed, and so had he, their dynamic built on fire rather than tenderness.

But now, things had changed. With the introduction of femdom, Juliet had become the undisputed ruler of their relationship, and he had been thrust into a role of submission he had never anticipated. And it was this shift, this new dynamic, that had brought something entirely unexpected: her kindness. In her newfound authority, Juliet had discovered a nurturing side to herself, a maternal instinct that she had never expressed before. And for Raymond, who had spent decades locked in battles with her, this tenderness felt like water to a man dying of thirst.

“Come here, sweetheart,” she murmured, kneeling beside the crib and pulling the dog-printed pajama pants from the folded bundle in her hand. “Legs up for Mommy.”

Her words melted into him like warm honey. Without hesitation, Raymond obediently lifted his legs, his cheeks flushing as she gently slid the soft fabric over his feet. Her hands grazed his skin with deliberate care, the touch almost reverent, as though she were tending to something precious. He felt his chest tighten—not with humiliation, but with an overwhelming longing. This was the same woman who had stormed outside earlier, rolling pin in hand, ready to take on the taxi driver who had humiliated him. This was the woman who had fought for him, protected him, shown a fierceness that no one else ever had. And now, she was here, smoothing his pajamas like he was her most cherished possession.

“There we go,” Juliet cooed, her voice filled with affection as she adjusted the waistband snugly around his hips. “Such a good boy for Mommy.”

The words struck a chord so deep within him that he couldn’t stop the shudder that ran through his body. He didn’t just hear her words—he felt them, like a balm soothing an old wound. For 40 years, he had battled her strength with his own, always clashing, always fighting. And now, for the first time, he didn’t have to fight anymore. She was strong enough for both of them. She was in control, and in that control, she had found a way to show him kindness. He didn’t see “mommy” as infantilizing—it was a portal to the warmth he had always craved but had never been able to find.

“Arms up,” she instructed, her voice light and teasing as she shook the pajama top gently in her hands.

Raymond complied, lifting his arms without question. He watched as she slipped the top over his head, the fabric enveloping him in its ridiculous yet comforting embrace. Her hands smoothed the material down his chest, her touch lingering as if ensuring every crease was just right. It wasn’t the pajamas that made his heart race—it was her. It was her warmth, her attention, the rare tenderness that she so rarely gave and that he so desperately needed.

“You look so precious,” she murmured, tilting her head as she stepped back to inspect him. “Absolutely adorable.”

Her voice was so soft, so full of something he could only describe as care, that it nearly broke him. He blinked rapidly, his vision blurring with unshed tears. How had he gone 40 years without this? How had he endured her fiery, combative nature for so long without breaking entirely? And now, with this newfound power she wielded, she had finally unlocked a part of herself that he had always longed for. He didn’t see “mommy” as infantilizing—it was kindness, distilled into its purest form. It was trust. It was surrender.

Juliet leaned closer, her fingers brushing against his cheek as she adjusted the collar of his top. “You don’t have to worry about anything,” she whispered, her voice wrapping around him like the softest of blankets. “Mommy’s going to take care of everything. All you need to do is to be my sweet little boy.”

Her words weren’t just for him—they were for herself, a fragile resolve forming in the quiet. Beatrice had gone too far. The welts on Raymond’s ass, the humiliation she knew he wouldn’t dare put into words—it all simmered inside her, threatening to boil over. Juliet didn’t blame him; she could see how lost and overwhelmed he was. But Beatrice? Beatrice was supposed to guide him, to fix him. Instead, she had crossed a line, one Juliet couldn’t ignore.

But she couldn’t say any of this—not yet. Not to him. He was too fragile, too caught in the storm of submission and confusion. She didn’t want to confront him or disappoint him, not while he looked up at her like she was the only solid thing in his world. She couldn’t burden him with her own indecision, her simmering anger. So instead, she kept her words vague, soothing, meant to neutralize him, to calm him. She tucked the blanket tighter around his body, her touch gentle but firm, as if sealing him off from the world.

“You’re safe now,” she murmured, adjusting his collar one last time. “Just rest. Mommy will handle everything.”

Raymond’s breath hitched, his entire body relaxing into her words. He gazed up at her as though hypnotized, unable to look away from the woman who had been his adversary for decades but now stood before him as his protector. He didn’t have to fight anymore—not with her, not with the world. She would handle it all, and all he had to do was be good.

“Turn around for me, baby,” she said gently, guiding him with the lightest touch on his shoulder. She shook out the blanket with practiced ease, draping it over him with the same care she had shown in dressing him.

Raymond sank into the crib as she tucked the blanket snugly around him, her hands smoothing it down with the precision of a craftsman. He felt the bars of the crib pressing in around him, but for the first time, they didn’t feel confining. They felt safe. He didn’t have to face the world anymore—not tonight. Juliet would take care of everything. He could let go, let her take the lead, and bask in the rare, intoxicating kindness she offered him in these fleeting moments.

“You’re safe now,” Juliet murmured, her voice so low it was almost a purr. She leaned down, brushing her lips against his forehead in a kiss so tender it left him breathless. “Mommy is so proud of you—for trusting me, for letting me take care of you.”

Her words seeped into him, settling deep in his chest like a warm glow. His thoughts, which had been swirling with doubts and fears, stilled under the weight of her presence. He didn’t care about the absurdity of the dog pajamas or the humiliation of the crib. All he cared about was this moment, this feeling of being cared for, protected, loved.


Send Me Your Husband

Right at that time, the Sterling’s home

Beatrice reclined gracefully on the plush velvet sofa, her posture a seamless blend of elegance and quiet authority. Dressed in a silk pajama set—a delicate, champagne-colored camisole and matching shorts—the smooth satin clung to her figure, accentuating her natural allure. Her legs stretched out before her, crossed languidly at the ankles, gleaming with a radiant sheen that hinted at meticulous care.

Her tan legs were flawless, smooth to perfection. The soft light highlighted the creamy glow of her skin, every inch reflecting regular, luxurious treatments—massages, scrubs, and nourishing oils. From her toned calves to her elegantly tapered toes, each detail showcased her dedication to beauty. Her toes rested patiently as Julian, her husband, knelt on the floor in devoted concentration.

Julian worked carefully, his head bowed as he applied bright red lacquer to her nails with steady precision. Each stroke of the brush was deliberate, an homage to her elegance. The subtle fragrance of her skin enveloped him, pulling him into a serene focus.

Beatrice watched him with relaxed satisfaction, her gaze drifting between the television screen and the flawless lines of her legs. The soft glow of the room and the murmur of the news created an atmosphere of tranquil luxury.

“He really is into firing half of the federal government, isn't he?” Beatrice mused aloud, her voice smooth and lightly tinged with amusement as she watched Trump and Elon Musk on the screen.

“Who is?” Julian asked, lifting his eyes briefly from her foot. He had been so entranced by the delicate task and the feel of her skin that her words pulled him back from his reverie.

“Your friend Donald J. Trump,” she whispered, a hint of a smile playing at the corners of her lips.

"Well, about time," Julian replied, his tone laced with gentle agreement as he continued to cradle her foot reverently, his lips brushing lightly against her skin.

“Department of government efficiency,” Beatrice quipped with a mocking lilt, her eyes momentarily flickering with amusement before settling back on the television.

“But darling, there’s so much waste there, wouldn’t you agree?” Julian asked, his voice polite, careful not to overstep even in a playful debate.

Beatrice’s laugh was soft and indulgent, her gaze falling on him lovingly as she teased, “Next time, I should cage you during election day. That’s all I know.” She smirked at her own jest, though the hint of warmth in her expression softened her words.

At that moment, her phone buzzed sharply, interrupting the tranquility of their exchange. Without hesitation, Julian released her foot and fetched the phone, his movements swift and deferential. He unlocked it and immediately held it up to her ear, careful to maintain a steady grip. Beatrice loathed holding her own phone, and Julian, ever the attentive husband, knew better than to falter in this task, no matter how long she might talk.

“Hello,” Beatrice answered, her voice smooth and melodic, effortlessly captivating as her eyes remained fixed on the screen.

“Oh hi, Beatrice,” Juliet’s voice came through from the other side.

Beatrice’s voice rose a bit, yet she barely moved her eyes from the TV. “Oh hi, Juliet. What’s up?”

“I just wanted to tell you that we are quitting your therapy,” Juliet said abruptly, her tone firm and resolute.

“What?” Beatrice blinked, genuinely surprised as her gaze finally shifted from the screen. But before she could say anything further, there was only silence—Juliet had hung up.

Julian carefully took the phone away from her ear, studying her face with quiet curiosity as if trying to decipher her thoughts. Beatrice’s expression wavered between mild shock and an amused smirk. “I don’t know what it is with her,” she said, half to herself.

“Yeah, you only beat her husband with a bullwhip and pegged him. What’s the problem?” Julian teased, his tone dry but lighthearted.

Beatrice didn’t miss a beat. She grabbed the Harper’s Bazaar magazine lying beside her and smacked him playfully on the head. The sound of the glossy pages meeting his hair made a crisp thwap, but Julian nearly didn't flinch, too accustomed to their games to react.

“Very funny,” she said, her lips curving into a smile that showed she was enjoying herself.

Julian, still grinning, adjusted his position at her feet. “But seriously,” he began, dodging her playful nudges as she smeared her foot across his face, tapping his nose with her toes, “she has that $100,000 check deposit, right?” His voice wavered as he tried to maintain some dignity under her relentless teasing.

Beatrice sighed dramatically, withdrawing her foot just enough to look him in the eye. “Oh, the $100,000,” she said, her voice dripping with mock seriousness. “That’s more for her husband, Raymond. Women don’t really understand the value of money—not the way men like him do.” Her words carried a mix of sharpness and feigned sorrow, though there was a mischievous glint in her eyes.

“So, you’re not going to deposit it?” Julian pressed, his tone skeptical as if he already knew the answer.

“Of course not,” she said, her voice firm but her face struggling to stay serious. “It’s against my values.”

The corner of her mouth twitched, and within moments, she burst into laughter, her head tipping back as she finally let go of her pretense.

“Values,” Julian echoed her word, unable to suppress his own laughter. The absurdity of the statement hung in the air between them, and for a moment, their laughter filled the room like an inside joke neither of them could resist.

Julian cradled her foot in both hands, his thumbs pressing into the arch with care, his grin teasing. “What values do you even have, Beatrice?”

She tilted her head, her eyes sparkling with amusement. “Oh, I value success,” she said, her tone dripping with mock sincerity. “That’s why I value you, darling. Because you’re everything I admire—smart, educated, accomplished.”

Julian chuckled, his fingers pausing briefly. “Accomplished? Look at me. At home, I’m your pathetic little puppy. So submissive I embarrass myself.”

Beatrice let out a soft, melodic laugh, tucking a stray strand of hair behind her ear. “That’s different,” she said with a smirk. “It’s not my fault every man ends up groveling at my feet. It’s just the way the world works.”

“Well,” Julian admitted, his voice lighter now, “you’re not wrong there.”

Her tone shifted, her smirk fading into something more serious. “But seriously, back to success—it’s what matters most. If Juliet and Raymond quit therapy, that’s a mark against my track record.”

“I don’t get it. You just pegged Raymond, and now you’re saying you want them together?” Julian’s tone carried a mix of confusion and hesitation.

Beatrice leaned forward, her gaze piercing. “Look into my eyes, Julian, and don’t you dare forget what I’m telling you now.”

Julian met her eyes, his curiosity mingled with apprehension.

“I never fail,” Beatrice said firmly, her voice low and commanding. “These two—Raymond and Juliet, Romeo and Juliet, whatever you want to call them—are going to live happily ever after. After I’m done with them, they’ll thank me for it.”

Julian tilted his head, daring to push a little further. “But she just quit, didn’t she?”

Beatrice exhaled slowly, her fingers drumming lightly on the armrest. “Juliet’s too emotional. She can’t see the big picture—she only reacts to the last thing that happened.”

“And you think that’s why she’s quitting?” Julian pressed, intrigued.

“Of course,” Beatrice replied, her gaze unwavering. “I pegged her husband, Julian. I strapped him down and made him mine. Do you think any woman could just brush that off? Her pride is screaming.”

“But now, after you pegged him—after you essentially had sex with him—and she knows, how are you going to bring her back to therapy?” Julian asked, his voice laced with doubt.

Beatrice’s lips curled into a confident smile. “By pushing her buttons.”

“Buttons?” Julian echoed, his curiosity piqued.

“Yes,” Beatrice said with a knowing glint in her eye. “Everyone has buttons, weaknesses, and once you know them, you have the key to control them.”

“And what’s Juliet’s weakness?” Julian asked, leaning in slightly.

Beatrice leaned closer to him, her beauty momentarily disarming him. In a soft, almost conspiratorial whisper, she said, “She’s terrified of losing him.” Her tone carried a faint trace of pity. “He’s her anchor, her meal ticket. The idea of him slipping away—of anyone else taking what she sees as hers—is her greatest fear.”

Julian raised an eyebrow, the pieces clicking into place. “And how do you push that button?”

Beatrice’s confidence radiated as she reclined, her smile turning sly. “I remind her—subtly, of course—that if they leave therapy, she loses the leash she has on him. I could have him at my feet in an instant.” She snapped her fingers, the sound sharp and deliberate. “That keeps her second-guessing.”

Julian matched her grin, his admiration evident. “And could you take him? Just like that?”

Her eyes gleamed with mischief as they locked onto his. “Without even trying,” she purred, her voice dripping with certainty.

“And now she knows it—after you pegged her husband and sent him back to her completely shaken,” Julian said, as if confirming the obvious.

“Hmm, exactly,” she replied, her voice taking on a sultry, self-assured tone. “Now that she knows I can take him, she’ll come crawling back to continue therapy.”

Julian chuckled, his admiration now fully apparent. “Haha, brilliant. You’re always five steps ahead, aren’t you?”

“Always,” Beatrice said with a satisfied smirk, leaning back as though she were already savoring her inevitable victory.

"But tell me," Julian urged, inclining his head slightly. "If she quits the therapy, are you actually planning to claim him?"

“Of course not,” Beatrice replied with a dismissive wave, her tone light yet resolute. “Just like I’m not cashing that $100,000 check. It’s not about taking anything; it’s about making them believe I could.”

Julian chuckled softly, though his curiosity lingered. “Still, Juliet said they’re done with the therapy. That sounds pretty final.”

Beatrice let out a low, knowing laugh. “Oh, Julian, you have to understand—she’s acting on pure emotion. I mean, I whipped her husband’s ass and pegged him, for heaven’s sake.” Her tone was casual, almost amused, as if recounting a mundane task. “Right now, her pride is in overdrive. She’s angry, humiliated—but that won’t last.”

Julian raised an eyebrow, clearly intrigued. “You really think she’ll come crawling back?”

“She will,” Beatrice said with unwavering confidence, reclining slightly as she spoke. “Because once the anger fades, the fear will take over.”

“Yes, I get it now—fear of losing her cow,” Julian said, echoing her earlier point.

“That’s right, honey,” Beatrice said with a sly smile. “Fear of losing her funding source, her security blanket—whatever you want to call it.”

Julian leaned back, a thoughtful smile playing on his lips. “Makes sense. She’s not so worried about him—she’s worried about what he provides.”

“Precisely,” Beatrice said, her eyes gleaming with satisfaction. “And that fear, Julian, is far more powerful than her anger.”

Julian chuckled again, relaxing a little. “So, when do you think she’ll figure that out?”

Beatrice glanced at her wrist, the elegant Cartier Ballon Bleu gleaming as she checked the time. A faint, mischievous smile played on her lips. “Oh, I’d say... right about now.” Her tone was so casual, so self-assured, that Julian couldn’t help but laugh.

It was then that the phone rang again. Julian’s eyes widened in mock surprise, and he pointed to the phone, laughing quietly as Beatrice returned his gaze with a knowing smile. Without hesitation, he picked it up and held it to her ear, his submission seamless, almost automatic.

“Hi, Juliet. I’m so glad you’ve decided to make the right choice,” Beatrice said, her voice silky smooth.

“It’s not that I’ve decided anything,” Juliet replied, her tone sharp but uncertain. “I just need to understand what on earth pegging my husband like that and… doing all that to him has to do with healing our relationship.”

Beatrice suppressed a smirk. It was obvious Juliet hadn’t called to ask genuinely about the connection between pegging her husband and healing their relationship. No, that was just a cover. The real reason was far simpler: anxiety and fear. Juliet was overwhelmed by the thought that if she truly walked away from the therapy, Beatrice might claim her husband entirely. This wasn’t a call for clarity—it was Juliet crawling her way back, desperately masking her fear with pointless, distracting questions.

With her elegant left foot, Beatrice nudged Julian’s shoulder playfully, demonstrating to him without words how easily people succumbed to manipulation. She reveled in the moment, even as Julian’s arm began to shake from holding the phone to her ear for so long.

Beatrice took her time answering, her pause deliberate, each second intensifying Juliet’s unease. Finally, she spoke, her tone calm but authoritative. “Of course, Juliet, I completely understand your concerns,” she said, shooting Julian a conspiratorial wink as his hand shifted under the phone’s weight. “You see, the methodologies I use are highly specialized. They’re rooted in years of training and psychological insight that, frankly, can’t be condensed into a simple explanation.”

“But I still don’t see why you needed to… thrash him like that. And then to peg him…” Juliet’s voice faltered, her words trailing off into uncertainty.

Beatrice rolled her eyes subtly, her patience carefully measured. “Juliet,” she began, her tone adopting a slow, almost patronizing cadence, “let me put this in terms you can grasp. What I’m doing is transforming Raymond into your ultimate submissive. Your devoted, obedient subby hubby.” She let the words hang in the air, sweet yet firm, ensuring Juliet could process them.

Before Juliet could respond, Beatrice continued, her voice firm, a sharp edge of authority slipping through. “However, if you stop the treatment now—at this critical juncture—you risk undoing all the progress we’ve made. Worse, it could lead to counterproductive effects.”

“Such as?” Juliet’s voice was sharp and brittle, laced with the raw anxiety that had been bubbling under the surface. This wasn’t curiosity—it was panic. The thought of losing Raymond, of him slipping entirely into Beatrice’s hands, gnawed at her, and she clung desperately to Beatrice’s words, searching for some reassurance.

Beatrice leaned back against the sofa, casually brushing her hair over her shoulder, the perfect picture of relaxed dominance. She knew exactly where Juliet’s weakness lay—her fear of losing control, of losing Raymond as both a husband and a servant. Beatrice’s words were calculated to press on that wound, to exploit the vulnerability with precision. “All sorts of things,” she said, her voice calm but with a deliberate pause to let the tension simmer. “For example, some clients become convinced they want to be enslaved by me.”

As she spoke, she punctuated her words with a playful slap of her foot against Julian’s cheek, her amusement unmistakable as she watched him flinch with a slight smile. Beatrice knew that every syllable she uttered was deepening Juliet’s anxiety, tightening the trap she was setting. It wasn’t just manipulation—it was mastery, and she reveled in it.

Juliet forced out a heavy, trembling sigh, her mind a whirlwind of confusion and fear. The weight of anxiety bore down on her, clouding her judgment, leaving her unable to think straight. She couldn’t see any other way out of this suffocating situation except to surrender, to do exactly as Beatrice instructed. Aligning herself with Beatrice—the dominant, manipulative force—felt like the only way to avoid total loss. “So... if you say so,” she relented, her voice tinged with both exhaustion and resignation.

“Yes, I do say so,” Beatrice replied smoothly, her confidence unwavering. “And while we’re on the subject, I want you to remove his chastity device.”

Juliet’s voice immediately sharpened. “Wait—what? Why would I do that?”

“Because I said so,” Beatrice answered simply, as though that alone should settle the matter.

“Yes, but why?” Juliet pressed, her frustration creeping into her voice.

Beatrice sighed as though explaining something painfully obvious. “Because I want to enjoy him more.”

Juliet’s silence on the line was heavy, and then she asked incredulously, “You want to enjoy him more?”

“Yes, precisely that,” Beatrice said, her tone even and unbothered. When Juliet didn’t respond immediately, Beatrice added with deliberate provocation, “Why is it that people think work and pleasure have to be entirely separate things? It’s such a limiting belief.”

Juliet’s patience snapped, her voice growing louder. “Do you hear yourself? You’re asking me to not only continue this so-called therapy but also to send my husband to you without his chastity device so you can enjoy him more?”

Beatrice fought to keep her laughter contained, her lips curling into an amused smile. “Well, yes. I wasn’t specifically asking you to send him over just now, but now that you mention it—sure, please do send him. It’ll make everything much more efficient.”

Beatrice’s voice hung in the air like a challenge, her words ringing with unmistakable finality. If Juliet chose not to send Raymond, it would mean the abrupt end of the therapy. Worse, it would be an admission of failure—not just of the therapy, but of their marriage. It would leave the door wide open for Beatrice to claim Raymond entirely for herself. The unspoken threat was there, simmering beneath the surface, leaving Juliet no room for denial.

Juliet felt a cold sweat forming on the back of her neck, her pulse quickening as the weight of the decision pressed down on her. The thought of losing Raymond gnawed at her like a relentless beast. He was her constant servant, her cleaner, the one who kept her household running smoothly. Without him, the floors would gather dust, the bathrooms would lose their polished shine, and the house would descend into chaos. But more than that—her comfortable, indulgent lifestyle depended on his steady pension. That money, flowing into her accounts like clockwork, financed her designer clothes, her lavish dinners, her life of luxury. The prospect of losing him, of losing all of it, was unbearable.

Beatrice had maneuvered her into a corner with precision. If Juliet resisted, if she said no, what would happen? Beatrice would take Raymond entirely—there was no doubt about that. Beatrice had already laid the groundwork, breaking him down, pulling him closer into her orbit. If Juliet resisted, she wouldn’t just lose him physically. She’d lose him emotionally, financially, completely.

Juliet’s chest tightened as she grappled with the reality of her situation. Beatrice was like a force of nature—an unyielding storm that left no room for defiance. This wasn’t about submission in any sexual sense; it was about sheer power. Beatrice had placed Juliet in an impossible position. To say no would be to fight against a force she couldn’t possibly overcome, a force that could dismantle everything Juliet had built for herself. The only option was to fall in line, to step into Beatrice’s plan and hope it would secure her place in Raymond’s life—and in her own.

Her heart pounded as she realized her choice wasn’t really a choice at all. The fear of losing Raymond, of losing the life she depended on, outweighed every ounce of her pride. With a lump in her throat and a voice that barely rose above a whisper, she finally surrendered to the inevitable.

“Okay.”

Beatrice’s lips curled into a slow, victorious smile as she adjusted her posture on the couch, crossing one leg over the other with deliberate ease. “I’m glad you’ve made the right choice,” she said, her voice dripping with satisfaction. “I’ll expect him here tomorrow at 5 p.m. sharp. No excuses, Juliet.”

Juliet opened her mouth, perhaps to say something further, but Beatrice gave no opportunity for protest. She leaned slightly forward, her manicured hand snapping the phone from Julian’s grip. Without so much as glancing at the screen, she pressed the red button to end the call and tossed the phone onto the low table beside her with casual indifference. It landed with a soft thud, the gesture so nonchalant it felt like a final stamp of victory.

She reclined back into the plush sofa, her movements slow and deliberate, exuding the quiet confidence of a hunter who had just claimed her prey. Beatrice’s eyes gleamed with amusement as she stretched her legs out luxuriously, crossing them again with deliberate elegance. Her dominance over Juliet was complete, and the satisfaction radiated off her in waves.

While Julian massaged his shoulder, still aching from holding the phone so long, he looked up at Beatrice with curiosity. “So, I’m a little confused,” he began. “How did you know Juliet would find out he’d been beaten? I mean, it’s not like he’d just walk in, say, ‘Hi, honey,’ and drop his pants.”

Beatrice’s lips curled into a knowing smile, her eyes remaining fixed on the television. “Oh, for that, we have Casey,” she said casually, as though it were the most obvious thing in the world.

Julian’s brow furrowed, the name triggering a memory. “Wait... Casey? You mean the same Casey you sent me to when you went to that psychology convention in Paris? That Casey?” His face reddened as he remembered the humiliating ordeal—being worked to exhaustion in her house and garden, only for her to debase him completely afterward.

“Yes, that Casey,” Beatrice confirmed, her tone light and nonchalant. “Her job is simple: she drives the victim back to his wife, butt naked. Gets the ball rolling, so to speak.”

Julian let out a soft groan, equal parts frustration and admiration. “Jeez, I am so aroused by your manipulations,” he admitted, bowing his head to kiss her foot with fervent devotion. “Do you manipulate me like this, too?” he asked between kisses, his voice tinged with reverence.

“Of course,” Beatrice said matter-of-factly, her smirk widening as he continued his adoration. Julian kissed her foot as though his life depended on it, pouring every ounce of his devotion into each touch, knowing this was the woman he lived for, the woman he worshipped.

When he finally rose, his breathing unsteady, he looked at her with lingering awe. “But,” he began, trying to collect his thoughts, “what is their problem as a couple? I mean, really?”

Beatrice tilted her head, her lips curving into a faint smile that carried a touch of disdain. “The problem is, Raymond wants Juliet to listen to him—especially when it comes to managing expenses. He’s fixated on his spreadsheets, his calculations, his endless little plans for control. But Juliet?” She gave a small, dismissive wave. “She doesn’t care about any of that. She doesn’t want to engage. She’d rather see him cleaning the house, worshipping her, and financing her lifestyle. His pension? It’s there to fund her clothes, her little indulgences, whatever she wants. Juliet isn’t interested in partnership. She wants a servant. A doormat.”

She glanced at Julian and shrugged, summing it up. “In short, he wants to talk; she doesn’t.”

“But why?” Julian pressed. “Why is she like that?”

Beatrice’s expression relaxed a bit, her tone turning contemplative. “I don’t know,” she admitted, her fingers idly tracing the armrest of the sofa. “That’s the million-dollar question.” For a rare moment, her confidence seemed to waver, as if even she couldn’t unravel every layer of the human heart.

“I don’t know if I could have married you if you were like her,” Julian said thoughtfully. “We talk about everything, always open, always honest.”

“Indeed, darling. You’re my best girlfriend,” Beatrice teased with a playful laugh, watching as Julian lowered his gaze, his cheeks flushed.

“God, Mistress, I’m so in love with you,” he said, his voice thick with emotion. “I can’t imagine a woman more perfect than you.”

“I love you too, baby,” she replied, her tone soft yet laced with that distinct dominance that always made his heart race.

Julian shifted in his spot, the crease between his brows deepening as he mulled over the situation. “But seriously, you’re having a real clash here, right?” he said hesitantly. “I mean, on one side, Raymond is desperate to talk, to be seen, to connect... and on the other side, Juliet just wants him to be a total doormat. How do you even begin to persuade her that... well, that this isn’t the right way to treat a slave?”

Beatrice tilted her head, amusement dancing in her eyes as she smirked. “Oh, my sweet, silly boy,” she said indulgently. “You assume I need to fix Juliet. That’s your problem—you’re so convinced that the only kind of dynamic that works is ours. You think every relationship has to look like this.” She gestured lazily to the space between them with a flick of her delicate wrist, her posture radiating effortless elegance.

“Yes,” Julian replied quickly, his voice eager for her approval. But then doubt flashed across his face, and he hesitated. “No?” he asked uncertainly, searching her face for clarity.

She let out a soft, melodic laugh, reaching over to run her fingers lightly through his hair. “You’re adorable, do you know that? That’s why I call you my silly boy,” she said, her voice dripping with affection and playful superiority. “Listen carefully, darling. Of course, I’m not going to share every detail, but I’ll tell you this: your assumption is wrong. I’m not here to fix Juliet. Fixing women? Not my business.”

Julian blinked, confused but intrigued. “So... you’re fixing him instead?” he ventured, his brow furrowing as he tried to piece it together.

“Yes,” she replied curtly, her tone cool and confident.

“But how? I mean, right now, he’s so overwhelmed by you and everything you put him through yesterday,” he pressed, his curiosity getting the better of him.

Beatrice leaned back, her smirk deepening as she studied him. “I have my methods, honey,” she said, her voice dripping with condescension. “That’s why I’m the psychologist and you’re just a... merger lawyer.” She let out a rich laugh, savoring the jab.

Julian chuckled softly, shaking his head in mock defeat. “Touché.”

“Now,” she said, her voice turning sharp, “go wash the dog.” She gestured lazily toward Jasper, who had been peeking nervously through the glass door. The moment Jasper realized Julian’s attention had shifted to him, he let out a small whimper and scampered away, his stubby legs carrying him out of sight.

“Yes, Mistress,” Julian replied with a small smile, beginning to rise. But just as he moved to stand, something clicked in his mind, and he hesitated. “Oh, but one more question, if you allow it, Mistress,” he said, looking at her expectantly.

Beatrice raised a perfectly arched brow, her curiosity piqued. “Go on.”

Julian adjusted himself in his seat, speaking carefully. “This Juliet... or whatever you call her,” he began, “I think she’s submissive to you.”

Beatrice’s lips curved into a sly, knowing smile. “And?” she prompted, her tone inviting him to continue.

“Well,” Julian said, cautiously picking his words, “to the point where you could, I don’t know, fuck her in the ass and she’d probably thank you for it.”

Beatrice chuckled softly, her eyes gleaming with the satisfaction of knowing her influence. “Yes, Julian. That’s absolutely true.”

“I mean, you could do anything to her. She’s... I think she’s a switch,” he ventured, as though trying to piece together the logic of Juliet’s behavior.

Beatrice leaned forward slightly, her presence radiating authority. “Correct,” she said, her voice calm yet edged with amusement. “But it’s not because she wants to submit to me in the way you do, Julian.” She paused, letting her words settle before continuing. “It’s because she’s strong—yes—but when someone stronger comes along, someone who commands the situation with precision and force, she knows she can’t win. And so, she bends. For Juliet, it’s survival. She sees me as the unstoppable force, the one who can destroy her carefully constructed life if I choose. Submission becomes her only option.”

Julian’s brow furrowed in thought as Beatrice’s words sank in. She continued, her tone soft but unwavering, as though she were explaining an immutable law of nature. “If I wanted to, I could enslave her entirely. Her strength is nothing when it’s up against mine. She knows this. And if I pushed hard enough, I could have her on her knees—not just for me, but for you too, Julian. It’s not a question of if I can; it’s a question of whether I want to.”

Julian looked at her in awe. “And do you want?”

“No,” she said smoothly, shaking her head. “It’s against my work ethics.”

Julian’s face contorted in confusion. “But why? If you could dominate her so easily, why not?”

Beatrice took a sip of her drink, her expression turning serious. “Because submitting to me is overwhelming, Julian. It’s transformative. If I were to take her as my own, her dynamic with Raymond would crumble. She’d lose interest in him entirely. And that’s not what I want.”

Julian furrowed his brow. “So, you mean... if she submits to you, she can’t dominate him anymore?”

“Exactly,” Beatrice said, nodding knowingly. “The balance would shift too drastically. What they need isn’t for me to own them. They need their therapy to succeed. It’s more important to me than enslaving her—or him, for that matter.”

Julian looked at her with admiration, his voice soft. “You’re kind, Mistress. So incredibly kind.”

Beatrice let out a soft, almost indulgent laugh, brushing a strand of hair behind her ear. “Julian, it’s not about kindness. It’s about ensuring that they both get what they need from each other. If she loves him—and continues to love him—that’s the key. Doormat or not, a Mistress-wife should love her husband. Otherwise, the dynamic will fail.”

She paused, her gaze locking onto his with unwavering intensity. “Remember this, Julian,” she said, her voice firm and deliberate. “All I want for them is to live together, happily ever after.”

Julian’s gaze softened with adoration as he leaned forward, kissing her hand with reverence. “You truly are extraordinary, Mistress,” he murmured.

Beatrice smiled faintly, her power radiating from her calm composure. Julian stood, bowing low before heading to the kitchen to gather soap, a towel, and a sponge for Jasper’s bath.

Right at that time, the Ashford’s home

Raymond actually couldn’t sleep. After Juliet left, he lay flat on his back, staring at the dimly lit ceiling of his crib-like bed, but his mind was a torrent of overwhelming memories. His body still ached, the fiery welts crisscrossing his backside a constant reminder of Beatrice’s unrelenting dominance. He could still feel the phantom press of her strap-on, the humiliating stretch, her taunting words echoing in his mind—“You are owned.” Her scent, a heady mix of perfume and sweat, seemed burned into his senses, as if she were still there, pinning him down, her weight an unyielding force of ownership. He shuddered, recalling her lips brushing his cheeks, the feral hunger in her kisses, her whispered claims that left him feeling consumed. Juliet’s stern presence usually loomed large in his world, but now it was Beatrice who haunted him, her raw energy invading his every thought.

His cock throbbed painfully against the confines of its cage, his arousal mingling with shame as he recalled the moment she sat on his face, her thighs locking him helplessly beneath her. As degrading as it had been, he couldn’t deny the twisted pleasure of being so close to her skin, the heat of her body suffocating yet intoxicating. He hated himself for it, for wanting her so deeply, for feeling more alive under her sadistic control than he ever had in his carefully constructed life. Yet, here he was, lying in the dark, his emotions a storm of humiliation, confusion, and an unrelenting, maddening desire for her.

Raymond shifted uncomfortably in the crib, his body aching as he tried to find a position that eased the sting of the welts. He winced, muttering to himself, his voice low and tinged with despair.

"I don’t even know why I feel like this," he murmured, his words a quiet whisper. “Sad. That’s all it is. Sadness, like a weight I can’t shake off. And why? Because there’s no one. No one to talk to, no woman who actually cares.” He paused, his breath catching as he turned gingerly onto his side. “Beatrice... I went to her because I thought she’d help me figure things out with Juliet. I wanted to explain how Juliet doesn’t listen to me, how I just wanted someone—anyone—to hear me. But she didn’t even let me talk.” His voice broke, trembling as he shifted again, seeking relief. “Instead, I spent most of the time pinned under her on the wrestling mat, or gagged, beaten, sodomized, and thrown out like I was nothing. Like I didn’t even matter.”

His voice grew quieter, tinged with bitterness. “And Casey... she listened. At least, it felt like she did. But even then, she made me strip naked in her car, just like the rest of them. They all do it. They debase me, they humiliate me, and they don’t care. None of them care. Not Beatrice. Not Casey.” He exhaled shakily, his chest tight as his thoughts drifted further. “Not even Emily. God, Emily. She was so sweet. So kind. That day, she made me feel like I mattered... just for a moment. But then, nothing. She forgot me, like I was just another face in the crowd.”

He buried his head into the pillow, his voice thick with emotion. “And Zoe... even her. Standing there at the cashier, handing her the tip—she didn’t even recognize me. Didn’t even blink. It’s like I’m invisible to all of them. It’s the same every time. I lose to women, over and over. I end up naked, humiliated, and never, ever loved. Never cared for.” His words grew softer, almost a whisper. “I just wanted to talk. To explain how I feel. To be heard, for once in my life. Is that so much to ask?”

The tears kept coming, sliding down the sides of his face and filling his ears as he lay there, overwhelmed by the weight of his emotions. The ache in his chest was far heavier than the sting of his welts, a raw and persistent reminder of the profound loneliness he felt.

And yet, when those waves of sadness finally ebbed, Raymond’s thoughts drifted to Beatrice. She was the ultimate sex experience, a goddess in human form. The memory of her swirled in his mind—her dominance, her confidence, her body. He tried to ignore how she had debased him, tossed him aside like an object, but the sheer power of her presence overshadowed it all. She was everything he craved in a woman, everything he lacked in his life.

Just imagining her made his cock strain against the confines of the chastity device, the ache both painful and maddeningly intoxicating. Her voice, her touch, her body—he couldn’t escape her, even lying here in his own bed. The way she had taken him, made him hers with every stroke, every movement, played over and over in his head. He could still feel the heat of her, the press of her body against his, her words etched into his soul.

As his arousal surged, pressing insistently against the cage, Juliet entered the room. She moved with the quiet authority that always made his breath catch. She didn’t knock; she never needed to. This was her space, her right. Without a word, she crossed to the bed, her eyes calm but assessing, and in one fluid motion, she pulled back the blanket.

Raymond froze, his cheeks flushing with shame as Juliet lowered his pajama pants with the same possessive confidence. His cock, aching and swollen, was impossible to hide, springing free as she unlocked the chastity device with practiced ease. The relief was immediate, but so was the vulnerability. He was exposed, bare to her judgment.

“Still awake?” she asked softly, her tone a mix of maternal care and quiet authority. Her hand wrapped around his now-freed shaft, stroking him with a slow, deliberate motion. Her touch was firm, possessive, and entirely dominant.

“Yes, Mistress,” Raymond stammered, his voice trembling. He could hardly utter a sound, his body reacting involuntarily to her.

“Still aroused from earlier?” she asked, her voice smooth, her eyes locking with his as her hand moved in maddeningly slow strokes.

“I... I’m aroused by you, Ma’am,” he lied, his voice shaky but earnest. “By the way you protected me from that taxi driver. The way you put her in her place. I was so scared, Mistress.” He moaned softly as her hand tightened around him, the sensation overwhelming.

“Scared of what?” she asked, leaning closer, her lips brushing near his ear. Her hand continued its relentless rhythm, each stroke pushing him closer to the edge.

“You, Mistress,” he admitted, his breath hitching. “You’re so... aggressive, so powerful. But I can’t help it. I can’t help what you do to me.” His voice cracked as he surrendered entirely to her touch, unable to think of anything else.

She released him from his chastity cage only because Beatrice had commanded it. If it were up to Juliet, she could have left him locked up indefinitely, forgotten in his confinement. But then she remembered Beatrice’s parting words—her desire to “enjoy” him. That, Juliet decided, was a pleasure she wouldn’t let Beatrice have. She would make sure his balls were empty before he saw her tomorrow.

Juliet’s hand wrapped around his freed cock, stroking him with firm, calculated precision. “Ohhh,” he moaned deeply, his voice trembling with need. “Mistress, it feels so good,” he gasped, his entire body shuddering under her touch.

“Yes, baby, of course,” she said in a soft, almost maternal tone, her hand never faltering. “And I’m not aggressive with you, am I?” she teased with a light laugh. Then, with a playful smirk, she added, “Well... not without reason.”

Her beauty was undeniable—commanding, mature, and captivating. The sight of her stroking him, her face calm and composed, made the pleasure almost unbearable. Each movement of her hand sent waves of sensation coursing through him, building him up higher and higher.

“I left $100 on the table,” she said casually, her voice smooth and steady despite the tension coiling in his body. “Beatrice has summoned you for tomorrow at 5 p.m. If I’m not here, take the money—it’ll cover the taxi fare. Oh, and bring the bike back, won’t you?”

“To Beatrice?” Raymond’s eyes widened in alarm, his voice cracking under the weight of his emotions.

“Yes,” Juliet confirmed, her hand expertly sliding up and down his shaft with deliberate care. “She wants to have some private time with you.”

The moment Juliet said the words “private time,” his body tensed. Those words, so loaded with meaning, instantly transported him back to the overwhelming mix of pain and pleasure that Beatrice had inflicted on him. The memory of her dominance, her cruel power, and the twisted erotic spell she cast over him rushed to the forefront of his mind. His face contorted, caught between fear and arousal, the intensity of the moment pushing him over the edge.

With a guttural cry, his body jerked, and he exploded in Juliet’s hand, his release coming in violent, shuddering waves. Thick ropes of semen spilled across the sheets, his chest heaving as his orgasm wracked him. The sheer force of it left him trembling, his mind unable to reconcile the raw, primal reaction that the mere thought of Beatrice had triggered.

Juliet observed his climax with an air of satisfaction, her hand stilling as she allowed him to finish. “There now,” she said, extending her hand for a tissue to clean her hand. “All nice and emptied. You’ll be ready for her tomorrow.” Her tone carried just the faintest hint of mockery, as if reminding him who truly controlled his release.

Juliet watched him closely, her hand lingering on the bars of his crib as she pulled his pajama pants back up and tucked the blanket over him. She knew why he had come—why his body had trembled under her touch earlier. It wasn’t her hand stroking him that had made him explode with such desperate force; it was the thought of Beatrice. Even as Juliet stroked him, it wasn’t her face he saw. It was the Goddess. She knew it, and she accepted it.

But Juliet didn’t feel jealousy. No, for Juliet, this was about survival—not of her life, but of her control over Raymond. Beatrice was not just another woman; she was a force, an unrelenting power that Juliet couldn’t afford to antagonize. If Juliet refused to send Raymond back, she feared losing him entirely—to Beatrice’s overwhelming dominance, to the chaos of their broken relationship, to something far beyond her control. Beatrice had made it clear—subtly but unmistakably—that she held all the cards, and Juliet had no choice but to play along.

It wasn’t reverence or admiration that made Juliet comply. It was fear. Fear of Beatrice, fear of losing her grasp on Raymond, fear of a life without the obedient, adoring husband she’d worked so hard to mold. And yet, buried beneath that fear was a flicker of hope, however faint. If Raymond came back from Beatrice's “private time” stronger, more submissive, more devoted, wouldn’t that ultimately be worth it? Wouldn’t it serve her in the end?

As she tucked the blanket around Raymond and smoothed it gently, Juliet’s expression hardened. She wasn’t happy with this arrangement—not entirely. She hated the idea of sharing her husband, hated the way Beatrice claimed him so effortlessly. But she knew, deep down, that resisting Beatrice would only destroy what little balance they had left. Beatrice wasn’t just a therapist—she was a storm, a force of nature. And Juliet couldn’t fight her. Not yet.

For now, she told herself, it wasn’t about Beatrice’s power. It was about the end goal. It was about Raymond coming back better, more devoted, more perfect. That’s what mattered. Juliet’s jaw tightened, and she whispered under her breath, more to herself than to Raymond, “You’ll thank me for this one day, baby.”

Wednesday, 5 p.m. The sterlings Home

Raymond stood stiffly in front of the ornate mahogany door, its carved floral vines intricate and imposing, glinting faintly in the light. His heart pounded as the memory of yesterday’s punishment loomed large in his mind. His dread mixed with anticipation, his breath catching as he rehearsed a silent prayer.

The door opened abruptly, and there she was—Beatrice. She held her phone in one hand, her attention fixed on the call as she murmured something indistinct. Dressed in nothing but a loose, white tank top, she almost didn't look at him. The soft, thin fabric clung lightly to her figure, teasing the curve of her chest and the line of her hips, barely gracing her thighs. Her posture was casual, the effortless confidence radiating from her entirely unintentional yet devastating. She gestured wordlessly for him to step inside, her lips moving in response to whoever was on the other end of the line.

Raymond obeyed, stepping past her into the house. As he moved, her scent overwhelmed him—a heady cloud of Dior Hypnotic Poison, a blend of vanilla, almond, and jasmine that made his head swim. His face flushed as the fragrance settled into the air around him, wrapping itself into his senses. He came to a stop just inside the house, unsure of what to do next, his back turned toward the door.

Behind him, he heard the door close and then the decisive, unmistakable click of the lock. He froze. His heart pounded harder, the sound as final as a key turning in his own fate. Her voice floated over his shoulder, calm and commanding, interrupting his spiral of thoughts.

As he stood there, overwhelmed by her casual dominance, she walked past him toward the kitchen, her phone still pressed to her ear as she listened, occasionally nodding and murmuring an absent “Mm-hmm.”

It was then he noticed what had been hidden from view before—her bare ass cheeks. With each step, the hem of her tank top shifted just enough to reveal tantalizing glimpses of her toned, golden curves. His mouth went dry as the sight seared into his mind. He tore his eyes away, feeling both ashamed and helplessly aroused, his cock swelling painfully free of the confines of his usual chastity device.

“Go to the living room and get naked,” she said, her tone low, even, and entirely disinterested, as though giving him the simplest of instructions. It wasn’t the seductive dominance he had come to expect from her, nor the cruel edge that had defined their last encounter. No, this was something else entirely—deliberate detachment.

This was Beatrice’s plan. She needed to show Raymond, in no uncertain terms, that she wasn’t the savior he hoped for, nor the Mistress he fantasized about. Her indifference was calculated, her disinterest a cold reminder that he was barking up the wrong tree. If he came to her seeking connection or care, he would leave with nothing but humiliation. This was her way of cutting the thread he was so desperately clinging to, a tactic designed to break the emotional tie before she delivered the final blow to his illusions. Stage one of her strategy: complete disinterest, to make him understand he didn’t belong here.

Humiliation coursed through him, heating his skin as her words sank in. She wielded her authority so effortlessly, knowing with absolute certainty that she could do with him whatever she pleased. To her, he was less than a man—reduced to something beneath even a loyal dog, more akin to cattle, existing solely for her use. All he had wanted, yesterday and again today, was a chance to speak to her, to be heard, to express the swirling chaos within him. But that hope felt laughable now. She didn’t care—not about his thoughts, his feelings, or his need to connect. She cared only about her command being obeyed, her power reaffirmed. To her, his humiliation wasn’t just incidental; it was the foundation of their dynamic.

With a mix of dread and urgency, Raymond hurried into the living room, his legs moving almost mechanically as his mind replayed the events of yesterday. He could still feel the weight of her body pinning him down, her thighs locking him in place, rendering him helpless and naked beneath her as she secured her dominance. The memory of her ordering him to kiss her ass while he lay utterly powerless under her control was seared into his thoughts. Standing now in the middle of the room, that same sense of dread returned, making his hands tremble as he began to undress. He yanked off his trousers first, his movements clumsy and rushed, and stepped out of them with a faint stumble. Left in his shirt and boxers, he hesitated for a moment, as if the fabric might shield him from the full brunt of her gaze. But deep down, he knew it wouldn’t. Still, he clung to those last shreds of clothing, standing there exposed and vulnerable, waiting for the inevitable.

From the kitchen, her voice drifted closer, sharp and clear, cutting through the silence. “David,” she said, irritation lacing her tone. “Why do you always make things so complicated? Just tell me what this subwoofer thing is, that’s all. I don’t need your long stories about pitches and tones.” The distinct click of her heels against the floor grew louder, her presence unmistakably approaching.

Panic surged through Raymond as the sound of her voice drew nearer. His hesitation turned to dread—he knew what would happen if she found him still partially clothed. Her wrath was not something he wanted to provoke, not after what she had done to him just a day ago. Desperately, he tugged at his shirt, pulling it over his head in a clumsy motion before hurriedly shoving his boxers down his legs. Now completely naked, he stood there, vulnerable and trembling, his chest heaving as he caught his breath.

Her voice was clearer now, just outside the living room. “Honestly, David, it’s exhausting,” she said dismissively, her tone edged with condescension. “I don’t need a lecture—I need an answer. Just explain it simply, will you?”

Raymond’s heart hammered in his chest as he stood frozen, his skin prickling under the cool air. His body felt exposed, raw, but it was the fear of her reaction that consumed him entirely. He adjusted his posture, trying to prepare himself for her arrival, knowing that any sign of disobedience or hesitation could trigger her anger. He waited, naked and humiliated, the sound of her nearing footsteps a reminder that in her world, he had no choice but to obey.

Beatrice walked toward Raymond with an unhurried grace, still speaking on her phone. She stopped behind him, her presence radiating authority even as her voice remained cool and composed.

“Bend over, Raymond. Hands to your toes,” she commanded, her tone even, almost disinterested, but with an undertone that made it clear she expected immediate compliance.

“Yes, David,” she continued, her attention momentarily focused on the phone. “I hear you, but you’re overcomplicating things—again. Just explain it simply. What’s the deal with this subwoofer?”

Raymond bent forward, his fingers trembling as they reached for his toes. Beatrice’s free hand moved to his buttocks, her touch light but firm, trailing over the lingering welts from the bullwhip. Her fingers brushed against the swollen, tender skin, as if she were inspecting her own craftsmanship. The casual way she handled him made Raymond feel less than human, like a piece of property being evaluated.

Her hand lingered for a moment, then she pulled it back. “Straighten up,” she said sharply, her voice cutting through his haze of humiliation.

Raymond obeyed instantly, standing upright as she stepped closer, her body brushing against his back. Without even pausing her phone call, she reached down, wrapping her hand around his cock, her fingers curling expertly around his growing arousal. The unexpected touch sent a bolt of heat through his body, his breath catching in his throat.

“David,” she snapped, the irritation in her voice not matching the deliberate, measured movements of her hand, “you’re still not answering the question. How much would it cost without the subwoofer? Just give me the number.”

Her hold grew stronger, her strokes slow and almost absentminded, as though she were barely aware of the effect she was having on him. But Raymond knew better. She knew exactly what she was doing. He trembled under her touch, torn between the overwhelming pleasure and the crushing humiliation of being so utterly at her mercy.

Beatrice’s hand slid lower, gripping his balls with calculated force. “What?” she said into the phone, her fingers tightening abruptly, her grip like a vice. “You included it anyway?” Her hand didn’t just grip—it twisted slightly, sending a shockwave of excruciating pain straight through Raymond’s core. The sharp, unbearable agony shot up his spine, leaving him gasping for air, his knees buckling under the weight of her dominance. She wasn’t just squeezing to hurt him—she was molding him, breaking him piece by piece, her fingers digging in with clinical precision, as though testing his very limits. “You’re not listening to me, David,” she snapped coldly into the phone, her voice a chilling counterpoint to the fiery torment she inflicted below. Her nails grazed his tender skin, amplifying the pain with cruel finesse as she squeezed even harder, her hand unyielding, merciless. Raymond’s mouth opened in a silent cry, his body convulsing as she crushed every ounce of his defiance beneath her grasp, the agony sharp enough to burn itself into his memory forever.

“You’re not listening to me, David,” she said sharply, her voice cold. Her fingers clenched even tighter, the pressure sending waves of agony through Raymond’s body. The pain became unbearable, and he bent forward instinctively, his hands hovering in the air as if they could shield him.

But Beatrice was relentless. Sensing his reaction, she squeezed again, even harder this time, the pain so excruciating that Raymond thought he might die right there. His body convulsed, bending further, his breath coming out in short, ragged gasps as he tried to endure the torment.

“I told you—no subwoofer. Do you need me to come over there and teach you how to follow instructions?” she barked into the phone, her voice sharp with irritation.

Raymond whimpered softly, his entire body trembling, the pain in his balls radiating through him like fire. He struggled to keep his balance.

Finally, Beatrice loosened her grip somewhat, her tone softening as she continued, “Fine. Give me the revised number without it and let’s move on.” She freed his balls entirely, leaving him shaky with relief and finding it hard to stay upright.

She nudged his legs apart with her foot, her movements precise and unyielding. “Hands behind your back and keep your stance wide,” she muttered offhandedly before turning her attention back to the call. “And don’t make me regret asking you to handle this. I don’t have time for amateur hour.”

Beatrice raised her knee sharply, striking Raymond’s groin with such precision that the air left his lungs in a guttural, muffled groan. The pain shot through him like a white-hot lance, and he crumpled to the ground, clutching his balls and writhing in agony. His body folded in on itself, paralyzed by the searing torment. Above him, Beatrice stood tall, her demeanor composed and unaffected, her focus entirely on her phone conversation.

“Okay, now that’s more reasonable,” she said coolly into the phone, the contrast between her calm tone and the violence she had just inflicted a chilling display of her control. “You’ll buy it and bring it here,” she continued, her voice taking on a clipped, impatient edge. “No, David, next Tuesday is unacceptable. Tomorrow.”

As Raymond began to recover slowly, his vision blurry from the tears of pain, his gaze landed on her feet, so close they were almost brushing against his face. They were exquisite—slender, smooth, and immaculate, their creamy skin glowing in the light. A faint network of green veins traced up her ankles, a sign of her vitality and care. Her toenails were polished to perfection, gleaming with a subtle nude gloss. The scent of her skin, a mixture of faint musk and the lingering traces of Dior Hypnotic Poison, invaded his senses, overpowering him. Her proximity, her sheer presence, left him dazed.

Her right foot brushed against his lips, a deliberate motion that sent a clear message. “Tomorrow,” she repeated into the phone, her tone curt as she nudged her foot against his face. Without a word, Raymond understood her unspoken command and began planting fervent kisses along the arch of her foot, his lips trembling against the warm, soft skin.

Beatrice’s voice remained steady as she finished her call, showing little notice of his worship. “Okay,” she said finally, closing the phone and slipping it into her pocket. She glanced down at him, her expression a mixture of amusement and mild disdain, as if he were nothing more than a tool to be used.

“Raymond,” she said, her tone now dismissive, “go upstairs and clean my toilets. There’s a small cupboard inside with everything you need—bucket, floor cleaner, mop. Make sure you use the toilet bowl cleaner properly.” She waved her hand absently, already turning toward the kitchen.

Humiliated, degraded, and utterly powerless, Raymond scuttled to his feet, clutching his groin as he hurried past her, his body still aching from the impact. She didn’t even glance at him as he passed, her focus already elsewhere, as if his very presence was inconsequential.

He dashed toward the stairs, his face burning with shame. The realization that she had called him here for nothing more than menial labor—no conversation, no acknowledgment of his humanity—pierced through him. He wasn’t a client, a person, or even a submissive to her. He was a tool, a thing to be used and discarded as she pleased. As he reached the second floor, he forced himself to move quickly, desperate to fulfill her commands, his humiliation an ever-present weight.

10 minutes later

As Raymond finished scrubbing the toilet bowl, he reached up to flush, wiping a bead of sweat from his brow. The harsh scent of cleaner filled the small bathroom, mixing with the faint, fresh scent of Beatrice’s perfume that suddenly became present as she stepped into the room. Startled, he turned, confusion evident in his expression, wondering if he was supposed to leave now that she had arrived.

But Beatrice’s gaze didn’t even acknowledge his uncertainty. She moved with brisk, detached purpose, her tone cold and clipped as she said, “Lie down, head in the hollow.” Her voice brooked no argument, no curiosity. It was simply a command, a reminder that he was there to serve, not to question.

Raymond hesitated for a moment, his mind struggling to piece together what was happening. Nevertheless, he complied, shifting until his head was resting in the shallow hollow at the base of the toilet fixture, the porcelain cool and unforgiving against his neck. He lay there, staring up, his confusion deepening as he tried to interpret her intentions.

Without a word or glance, Beatrice pulled up her loose, white tank top as she positioned herself above him, her bare hips briefly grazing the edge. The fabric skimmed her figure, giving him a fleeting, surreal glimpse before her silhouette loomed over him, casting his vision into partial darkness. His breath caught as he waited, suspended in a moment that felt endless, his mind racing, still not comprehending fully.

And then, without warning, warmth hit his face—a sudden, unstoppable stream. His eyes widened, shock flooding him as he realized, too late, what was happening. The unmistakable scent, the heat, the liquid drenching his cheeks and forehead… all of it seared into his senses in a moment of visceral clarity. He struggled against the urge to gasp, to turn his face away, but there was nowhere to go, no way to avoid the humiliation streaming down his face, running over his lips, and slipping into his mouth as he fought the instinct to recoil.

His stomach twisted, a sensation of raw degradation surging through him as he lay there, utterly helpless, feeling reduced to something lower than he’d ever thought possible. The warmth soaked his face, clinging to his skin, each second reinforcing his awareness of how little he meant to her in that moment. He wasn’t a person; he was nothing more than a receptacle, an object to use as she pleased.

The pressure subsided, and then, in an almost mechanical fashion, Beatrice wiped herself, showing no sign of acknowledgment or regard for him as she dropped the used tissue, letting it fall with casual disdain onto his forehead. The damp paper clung to his skin, a silent reminder of his debasement, of his place beneath her.

Without a glance, she turned, tugging her shirt back into place, the hem brushing against her bare thighs as she moved. Her fingers reached for the handle, and she flushed the toilet, the sound of rushing water filling the air—a final, cold dismissal of what had just happened. She didn’t bother to speak to him, her indifference absolute as she stepped out of the room, leaving him there alone, soaked, humiliated, and drained.

Just before she exited, she called back in a flat tone, “When you’re done cleaning, I expect you to shower and join me downstairs.” And with that, she was gone, her footsteps fading down the hallway, leaving him to process the depths of his own submission, the weight of his humiliation pressing down like a suffocating blanket.

Raymond sank to his knees on the cold floor of Beatrice's bathroom, the sharp, stale scent of disinfectant blending with the faint, lingering fragrance of her perfume. His face was wet and flushed, and he felt a deep, pervasive sadness settle within him. The act he had just endured—humiliating, disgusting, leaving him defiled—felt like a final degradation, an experience that stripped him of the last shreds of dignity he had clung to.

“No one cares about me. No one,” he whispered to himself, the words hanging in the silence of the bathroom.

The reality of Beatrice’s indifference pierced him more sharply than the physical discomfort. Since he had arrived that day, she hadn’t spoken to him as a person, hadn’t acknowledged his presence beyond a series of cold commands. She had only briefly looked at him, let alone treated him with any semblance of respect. And then, without a word of warning, she had urinated on him, a degrading act that left him feeling utterly worthless. Her complete disregard for him—she hadn't even acknowledged his discomfort or his shame—was what hurt the most. In her eyes, he was nothing, less than human, something to be used and discarded without a second thought.

The humiliation was profound, settling into his bones, filling him with an emptiness he hadn’t thought possible. It wasn’t the physical act that was unbearable; it was the knowledge that to her, he was worth as much as the waste she had casually discarded. As he knelt there, wet and degraded, the sadness seeped deeper, a bleak realization of how low he had allowed himself to sink.

But Beatrice was only one part of the picture. His thoughts turned to Emily, the one person he had dared to hope might see him differently. She had seemed so kind, so genuine in their brief interaction at the store, and he had clung to that moment as a lifeline, a shred of hope that someone out there might care. But when he reached out, she had only a faint memory of him, her tone distant and distracted, brushing him off as though he were a mere inconvenience. That small flicker of compassion he had felt from her, the hope that perhaps he wasn’t entirely invisible, had been extinguished without a second thought.

The hollow ache in his chest grew heavier, and he felt the sting of his own naivety. How foolish he had been to believe anyone might truly care about him, to think that someone might see him as more than an object of use. “I was a fool,” he muttered, his voice thick with bitterness.

And then there was Juliet. His own wife, the woman who had once shared his life, his dreams, and his bed, had relegated him to an adult crib in another room, pushing him out of her life entirely. Juliet spoke to him sparingly, and when she did, it was with clipped indifference, never a hint of warmth or understanding. He was a shadow in her presence, someone to be managed and controlled, not loved or cherished. Even when he was desperate to communicate with her, to reach out, she remained distant, cold, her affection long since turned to disdain.

In the silence of the bathroom, Raymond let himself breathe, reflecting on everything that had brought him to this point. Once, he had been a man of control, someone who could hold his head high with dignity. But now, that strength and pride felt like distant memories, eroded bit by bit under the weight of Juliet’s commands, Emily’s indifference, and Beatrice’s cold disdain.

He was nothing more than an afterthought to all of them, something to be ignored or discarded. Every woman in his life—Beatrice, Emily, Juliet—had left him with the same crushing truth: he was invisible, unloved, and unworthy. He was disposable, his needs and desires irrelevant, left to grapple with his own loneliness, his own simmering need, his own fading sense of self.

This was the life he had allowed himself to fall into, a life where he existed only to be used, where he had no voice, no value beyond his ability to endure. And as he sat there, alone and abandoned, the weight of his own sadness pressing down on him, he finally understood what it felt like to be nothing.

1 hour later

Raymond descended the stairs, his bare feet padding softly against the wooden steps. Completely naked, freshly washed and still damp from the shower, he made his way to the living room where Beatrice sat in serene indifference. She was perched on the sofa, her legs elegantly crossed, her posture effortlessly commanding.

He knelt at the far end of the rug, his body stiff with tension, a faint flush creeping across his cheeks as he settled into place. He wanted so desperately to speak, to tell her how humiliating it all had been—to be beaten, sodomized, urinated on, and then stripped off even the smallest shred of dignity. He wanted her to know, to see the pain he carried. But Beatrice, cool and composed, didn’t even glance his way.

Her focus was on the television and the phone in her hand, the light from the screen illuminating her face. Her legs caught his eye; they shone with a subtle, healthy glow, her thighs ripe and tantalizingly firm. This was a woman who clearly understood how to care for herself, how to perfect every inch of her body. Raymond’s gaze lingered on her, a mixture of awe and deep intimidation washing over him. This was the same woman who had overpowered him, crushed him under her, and marked him in every possible way. And now, here he was again—kneeling, a nobody, while she sat there like a goddess on a throne.

Finally, she tossed her phone onto the low table in front of her with an air of practiced ease, the faint sound breaking the silence. Her fingers flicked lazily in his direction, beckoning him closer without a word.

Crawling forward, Raymond hesitated as he reached her. From this angle, she was even more overwhelming. The faint scent of her skin, the alluring softness of her thighs, everything about her radiated power and allure. He had an almost primal urge to press his lips to her thigh, to worship her in any way he could, but fear held him back.

“Do you allow me to speak?” he finally asked, his voice a trembling whisper.

“You may,” she replied, her tone neutral, as though granting the most inconsequential of permissions.

He swallowed hard, trying to steady himself. “You said last time that you are my Mistress,” he began, his voice faltering under her steady gaze.

“I am not,” she interrupted sharply, her words slicing through his thoughts like a blade.

The impact of her denial was immediate, a sharp, searing pain that twisted in his chest. "Oh," he whispered, his voice almost unheard. It was a blow he hadn’t expected, and it left him completely disarmed, his breath catching in his throat.

“Anything else?” she asked, her voice carrying a hint of impatience as her eyes drifted back to the television, as though the conversation had already become an afterthought.

“No, no...” Raymond murmured, his voice trembling as tears spilled freely from his eyes, dampening the rug beneath him. He knelt there, his entire body sagging under the weight of her indifference, his chest tightening with every shallow breath. Beatrice, unbothered and distant, reached for her phone on the table, tapping in her password with effortless precision, her focus entirely elsewhere.

“Well, in that case,” she said casually, her tone devoid of concern as she scrolled through her phone, “I guess you should leave.”

The words hit him like a gut punch. Her apathy was suffocating, and the thought gnawed at his mind—she had summoned him here only to make him clean her toilet and to urinate on him in the process. That was all he was to her: a vessel for her whims, a body to humiliate and discard at her leisure. His knees ached against the rug, his hands trembling, as the crushing realization washed over him.

“But... I didn’t even get to tell you...” His voice cracked, desperation spilling out. “To tell you about my side. I need to talk to you, to explain... I just need someone—anyone—to care.”

Beatrice only briefly lifted her gaze, her attention held by the illuminated screen in her hands. Her thumbs moved quickly, typing out a response, her demeanor so casual it was as if he wasn’t even there. “Mmm-hmm,” she murmured absentmindedly. “Go on, I’m listening.” The hollow indifference in her tone cut deeper than any whip she’d used on him.

“I feel so alone,” Raymond continued, his voice breaking, his throat thick with emotion. “So debased, so used, so... discarded.” The words poured out like a torrent, but he felt like he was screaming into a void, the silence between them swallowing him whole.

Suddenly, Beatrice tossed her phone onto the table with a soft clatter, the sound jolting him. She leaned back on the sofa, her expression tinged with faint amusement, a private joke only she understood. “You were saying?” she prompted, her tone so light, so condescending, it made his heart sink even further.

“I was saying that—” he began, but she cut him off sharply with a raised hand, her gesture as commanding as it was dismissive.

“Honey,” she interrupted smoothly, her words dripping with disinterest. “I’m not here to listen to your side. Let’s not confuse the roles here.” She tilted her head, her gaze cutting through him like a blade. “You’re not my husband, you’re not my responsibility. You belong at the feet of your Mistress, Juliet. That’s where you’re meant to be, and if you haven’t figured that out yet...” She paused, a faint smirk curling her lips, her tone growing sharper. “Well, then I suppose the fault lies with me for not making it clearer.”

Her words carved into him, leaving him raw, hollow. He knelt there, trembling, the humiliation of her indifference sinking deeper than any physical pain she had inflicted. To her, he wasn’t a man, not even a person. He was a thing—a fleeting entertainment, a utility she had no use for anymore. The weight of her dismissal crushed him, and for the first time, he truly realized the depth of his insignificance in her world.

Beatrice’s gaze bore into Raymond, cold and unyielding. “If you’re here to make friends with me,” she began, her tone sharp and detached, “then let me save you the trouble. I’m not interested in old men—they don’t appeal to me. The only reason I tolerate this little arrangement is because you’re Juliet’s property. That’s all.”

Her words sliced through him, each one a cruel jab. Raymond’s breath caught in his throat as he stammered, “That’s it. I... I’m just going to end it. Suicide. I can’t... I can’t take this.” His voice trembled with desperation, hoping, praying for any sign that she might care.

Beatrice didn’t even blink. Her expression remained blank, unshaken, as she replied in a tone devoid of sympathy, “If that’s what you want, Raymond, go ahead. But not here. I’m not cleaning up your mess.”

The weight of her indifference hit him like a hammer. Cold sweat pooled at the nape of his neck as the futility of his words dawned on him. Beatrice was unyielding, unaffected by his pleas. Manipulations that worked on Juliet—the flashes of pity, the emotional cracks—meant nothing to her. Her control was absolute, her detachment brutal. The realization left him trembling. “What do you want me to do?” he croaked. “Please... just tell me. I’ll do anything. Anything.”

Beatrice inclined her head, her lips curling into a faint, mocking smile. “What I want,” she began, her voice cool and precise, “is for you to realize how lucky you are. You already have the most incredible Mistress waiting for you at home.” She paused, letting her words sink in before continuing with quiet disdain. “I don’t know if I’ll look half as stunning as Juliet does when I’m her age. She’s extraordinary, Raymond. And yet, instead of cherishing her, you’re here. For what? To clean my toilets and... for me to urinate on you?” Her brow arched, her words dripping with scorn as she delivered the rhetorical blow.

Raymond’s shoulders slumped, the sting of her words cutting deeper than he thought possible. He couldn’t meet her eyes, his shame hanging heavy in the room. His silence was the only acknowledgment he could offer.

“Put your clothes on,” Beatrice snapped, her voice cold and final. “You’re leaving.”

Raymond scrambled to comply, pulling on his discarded clothing with shaky hands. He fumbled with each button, desperate not to further provoke her. Once dressed, he stood awkwardly, unsure of what to do next.

Beatrice rose with deliberate elegance, walking toward the kitchen with an air of complete indifference. Raymond’s eyes followed her movements, but he couldn’t see her face. If he had, he would have caught the faintest curl of a smirk tugging at her lips—a smirk of triumph. Her plan was progressing exactly as intended. Stage one: show complete disinterest, make him feel insignificant. Stage two: degrade him entirely by urinating on him, reducing him to less than nothing, driving home the message that he wasn’t even worth basic respect. And now, stage three was about to begin—the final act to dismantle whatever remaining illusions he might have clung to, ensuring he would never see her as a figure of comfort or salvation again.

She paused, her hand lingering on the back of a chair as though reconsidering. Turning back toward him, she said sharply, “On second thought. I want you to sit... right here!” She pulled out a chair with a cushioned seat and placed it firmly in front of him, her expression calm and unreadable once more.

“Here. Sit,” she commanded, gesturing at the chair.

Raymond hesitated but lowered himself onto the seat, his body stiff with unease. Beatrice seated herself opposite him, her gaze steady and assessing, each movement deliberate and controlled. She exuded an unspoken dominance that made him feel even smaller in her presence.

“We’ve reached the point where it’s up to you, Raymond,” Beatrice said, her tone firm yet measured. “Whether this therapy is a failure or a resounding success—it’s entirely in your hands.”

“Up to me?” he asked, his voice uncertain, his brow furrowing deeply.

“Yes,” she replied, leaning forward slightly, her piercing gaze holding him in place. “I can offer to hypnotize you. In my experience, it’s been incredibly effective.” Her tone softened as she spoke, becoming almost soothing, though the seriousness in her expression did not waver.

“Okay,” he said hesitantly, his voice close to a whisper, though his posture remained rigid with tension.

Noticing his discomfort and knowing how easily men became distracted in moments like this, Beatrice opened a drawer nearby, retrieving a large kitchen towel. Without a word, she draped it across her knees, her movements slow and deliberate. Born from years of experience, she understood the effect her smooth, radiant knees and toned thighs had on men, their shine and allure often too enticing to allow them to focus. The towel was a calculated tool, a subtle but effective way to direct their attention to her voice, ensuring no other thoughts clouded their minds.

Her adjustment of the towel was precise, as if she were setting a stage. “There,” she said, her tone neutral, though her body language conveyed complete control of the room.

Beatrice’s expression softened again, adopting a more reassuring look, her piercing dominance giving way to a gentler, almost maternal demeanor. The kindness in her face struck Raymond like a blow, breaking through his fragile defenses. His lips quivered, and before he could stop himself, tears welled up and spilled down his cheeks in a torrent of despair and release.

“Here,” she said calmly, reaching for a tissue from the nearby counter and handing it to him.

“I’m okay,” he mumbled, though his voice was choked with emotion. He accepted the tissue, dabbing at his wet cheeks, unable to meet her gaze.

“Look,” Beatrice said, her tone measured, her expression tinged with concern. “You don’t have to go through with this hypnosis if you don’t want to. I’m not forcing you.” She paused, letting the impact of her words settle. “But you need to understand what we’re trying to achieve here.”

His voice quivered as he asked, “So... what are we going to do here?” His face betrayed his trepidation, his worry etched in every line.

“I believe the solution,” she said with quiet conviction, “is for you to fully, wholeheartedly accept that the best thing for you—the only thing for you—is to submit to Juliet. Completely. With all your heart.”

Raymond’s lips opened a bit, but no words came out. Beatrice leaned closer, her voice firm. “When you do that, Raymond, everything will change. Your mind, your body, your spirit—they’ll finally align. You’ll see. Your face will light up with the biggest, brightest smile, and it will stay with you for the rest of your life.” Her tone was soothing, almost hypnotic, each word carrying a weight of promise.

“Really?” Raymond asked, his voice trembling with uncertainty, as if clinging to a fragile thread of hope.

“Yes, really,” Beatrice replied, her tone steady but with just enough warmth to soothe his nerves.

“And... can you really do this for me?” He ventured, his voice soft, almost pleading, his vulnerability laid bare.

“Raymond,” she began, her voice gentle but firm, “this isn’t about me doing something to you. That’s not how this works.” She leaned forward, her gaze fixed on his with quiet intensity. “What I can do is guide you—help you shift how you see things. Help you embrace the truth that Juliet is exactly the Mistress you need. You have no idea how lucky you are, Raymond.” Her lips twitched briefly, suppressing a smile that hinted at her private amusement, as if she were delivering a well-worn sales pitch. “She’s the ultimate Mistress for you, the perfect match. Trust me on this.”

He blinked, his chest tightening as her words sank in. “O-okay... I guess,” he stammered, his hesitation still palpable.

She softened her tone, layering it with reassurance. “It’s not just okay, Raymond. It’s the best thing for you. Once you fully accept it, you’ll feel lighter, happier. Trust me, you’ll come out of this with a genuine smile, and it won’t go away.”

“And will... will you be happy for me?” he asked, his eyes wide and searching, as though he needed her approval to take the next step.

“Of course I will,” she said with a slight nod, her voice calm but resolute. “I care about my clients, Raymond—and their property. That includes you.” Her words carried a matter-of-fact weight, as if she were stating the most obvious truth in the world.

Her gaze steadied on him, and she gestured toward the chair. “Now, let’s get started. Lean back and relax, and keep your eyes on me.”

He moved a bit, leaning back against the chair’s support as instructed, though his movements were hesitant. “Like this?” he asked, his voice tinged with apprehension.

“Yes, just like that,” she said, her voice dropping into a lower, almost hypnotic cadence. “Now, take a deep breath. Slowly, Raymond. And don’t look away from me.”

He obeyed, inhaling deeply as she instructed, his chest rising and falling in time with her calm, commanding presence. Her eyes held his, unwavering and magnetic, as though she were pulling him into her orbit. Each breath seemed to draw him deeper under her spell, his thoughts quieting as the weight of her control filled the space between them. For the first time in what felt like an eternity, Raymond felt the faintest flicker of calm—her gaze grounding him, her voice a tether to something he couldn’t yet name.

10 Minutes Later

Beatrice set the pendulum aside with a graceful, deliberate motion, her voice calm and soothing as she drew nearer.

“Now, Raymond, I want you to close your eyes,” she instructed softly.

Raymond’s eyelids fluttered shut, his body obediently following her command.

“Good,” she murmured. “Now, take a deep breath... yes, just like that. Inhale deeply.”

Raymond drew in a slow, shaky breath, his chest rising as he followed her lead.

“And exhale,” she continued, her tone steady, almost melodic. “Let everything go, Raymond. Feel yourself letting go of the tension, the fear, the confusion... just let it all drift away.”

Raymond’s shoulders sagged as he released the air, his body beginning to ease under her guidance.

20 Minutes Later

“From now on, when you see your wife, Juliet, you will feel an overwhelming sense of appreciation for her beauty,” Beatrice intoned softly, her voice calm and hypnotic as Raymond remained in his trance. Her eyes were fixed on him, her tone unwavering, deliberate.

“From now on, your greatest joy in life will be serving Juliet. The more you serve her, the more fulfilled you’ll feel. Her happiness will become your happiness.” Her voice dropped lower, almost a whisper, the words dripping with intention.

“You will embrace being her doormat, Raymond. Whatever she desires, whatever she does to you, you will accept with joy because her pleasure is your pleasure.” She paused, letting the suggestions sink deeper into his subconscious.

“From now on, no woman in the world will compare to Juliet in your eyes. She will be the only one you lust for, the only one who can arouse you, the center of all your sexual desires.” She smiled faintly, her words wrapping around him like a net.

“You will need her, crave her, for your release. And if she decides you shouldn’t cum, you will accept it wholeheartedly, knowing it is her right to decide.”

A grin spread across her face, a flicker of satisfaction replacing her previous expression. “From now on, you will feel repulsed by me, Beatrice. Whenever you’re near me, you’ll smell the sharp scent of my urine, a scent you will associate with discomfort. Yet, you will remain polite, respectful, but distant.”

She uncrossed her legs and then recrossed them, drawing his focus for a fleeting moment even though his mind was deep under her spell. “From now on, you will obey only your wife, Juliet, completely and without question.”

Her voice softened further as she prepared to bring him out. “From this point on, you will act happily on every suggestion I’ve given you. They will feel natural, right, and fulfilling.”

However if any time in the future I shall flick my fingers you will find yourself falling back into this hypnotic sleep.

She reclined, removing the towel from her smooth, flawless legs and setting it aside. “In a moment, I’ll count to three. When I reach three, you’ll wake up feeling refreshed and relaxed, as though you’ve had the best rest of your life.”

She began counting. “One... two... three.”

Raymond’s eyes fluttered open. He blinked a few times, his expression dazed but peaceful. Almost immediately, his nose caught a subtle, unpleasant scent. He gave his nose a wrinkle, unable to place it. Beatrice, seated just across from him, watched him intently, her sharp eyes fixed on his every movement. She noticed the brief sniff, the faint unease that flickered across his face, and the subtle way he shifted uncomfortably in his seat. A satisfied smile played at her lips. Hypnosis, while often misunderstood, worked to varying degrees for most people—only around 10% of the population was minimally responsive, while the vast majority fell somewhere in the middle, capable of experiencing its effects to some extent. Around 10–15% were considered highly hypnotizable. Beatrice knew this well, and though she didn’t claim to perform miracles, her experience and precision had elevated her efficiency far beyond average. Even with her years of expertise, she never relied solely on assumptions. She waited, looking for signs that her carefully planted suggestions had taken root. The subtle yet unmistakable discomfort she observed now was all the confirmation she needed. Her work had succeeded. The faint curl of triumph on her lips spoke volumes—Beatrice was in full control, her dominance radiating from her effortlessly.

“Feeling relaxed?” Beatrice asked, her voice casual as she studied his face.

“Yes... Mistress,” he replied hesitantly, though there was a shift in his tone—a subtle undercurrent of discomfort as he glanced at her and then quickly averted his gaze. The faint smell of urine lingered, and for the first time in her presence, he felt uneasy.

“I need to go straight to Juliet, if that’s okay,” Raymond said hesitantly, his voice laced with a nervous edge. “I know she’s waiting for me and probably not feeling too relaxed about the fact that I visited you.”

Beatrice allowed herself a fleeting smirk as she listened to him. This was exactly the outcome she had orchestrated. The shift in his priorities—the way his thoughts now revolved entirely around Juliet—was no accident. Beatrice had delicately yet powerfully anchored that focus deep within his mind, ensuring that his concerns would now revolve solely around his wife and no one else. His words, hesitant but tinged with urgency, were living proof of her success. While Raymond might never realize it, she had reshaped his thoughts entirely. As she watched him, composed and seemingly indifferent, a quiet satisfaction glimmered behind her eyes. The man sitting before her was no longer the scattered, conflicted soul he had been when he arrived. He was now refocused, and she was the architect of this transformation.

“Okay,” Beatrice replied, her voice smooth and accommodating. “No problem. Your bicycle is outside. Drive safely,” she added with a soft, almost mocking smile.

Raymond nodded stiffly, forcing a polite smile. “Thank you for today,” he said, his tone strained, betraying a mix of unease and urgency. “I’ll, uh, talk to you later.” Without waiting for a response, he turned abruptly and headed for the door.

As he stepped outside, the crisp evening air hit him like a balm, carrying with it the faint, earthy scent of fallen leaves. He retrieved his bike from where it leaned against the garden wall, its cold metal frame solid beneath his hands. Pausing briefly, he glanced back at the house. Beatrice stood in the doorway, waving at him with a radiant smile that sent a chill down his spine. Her expression was one of pure satisfaction, her demeanor unshaken, as though she had orchestrated every moment to perfection.

Mounting the bike, Raymond began pedaling furiously, his legs pumping as though he could physically distance himself from the events of the evening. The autumn breeze stung his cheeks, the quiet streets of Boston rushing past him in a blur. Stately brownstones with their flickering porch lights lined the streets, their charm indifferent to his turmoil. Tree-lined avenues, carpeted with golden leaves, seemed to mock him with their serene beauty, their shadows stretching long beneath the occasional lamppost.

I’m coming home. I’m coming home, he repeated to himself, the words looping in his mind like a mantra, almost a song. It was how he felt—his heart belonged with Juliet, his home was with her. Whatever had transpired with Beatrice, whatever pain or humiliation he had endured, none of it mattered now. He would never visit Beatrice again. Ever. This so-called therapy was behind him. Juliet was his anchor, his purpose.

He pedaled harder, his legs burning as though the rhythm of the bike could drown out the chaotic storm of his thoughts. His mind drifted back to Beatrice, and a surge of disgust tightened his chest. What kind of therapist was she? he thought bitterly. He had gone to her in good faith, hoping to strengthen his marriage, to become the husband Juliet deserved. Instead, she had used him—both times—for her own twisted satisfaction.

Last night, she had whipped him with such cruelty that the welts still throbbed against the bike seat. Tonight? Tonight had been even worse. She had stripped him of every last shred of dignity. She had made him wait naked, humiliated him in ways he couldn’t put into words. She had squeezed his balls so ruthlessly that he thought he might faint, and then—the ultimate degradation—she had urinated on him.

A wave of nausea rose in his throat as the memory played over in his mind. Therapy? he thought with a bitter laugh. That wasn’t therapy. That was abuse. That was madness.

Little did Raymond know that this was precisely what Beatrice had programmed him to think. Every ounce of care he felt for Juliet, every flicker of disgust he harbored toward Beatrice—it was all thanks to her careful manipulation. Beatrice had skillfully planted the seeds in his mind, ensuring that his attraction to any woman other than Juliet—herself included—was extinguished completely. His thoughts, his feelings, his priorities were no longer his own. They belonged to Juliet, as Beatrice had intended.

As Raymond pedaled, his mind swirled with thoughts of Juliet. Her name alone brought both a comforting warmth and an icy tremor of dread. What would her reaction be when he returned? Would she greet him with anger? Would she cane him for staying too long at Beatrice’s house? The memory of her fiery confrontation with the taxi driver the previous evening flashed vividly in his mind—the rolling pin in her hand, her voice cutting through the air like a blade, her commanding presence as she stood her ground to protect him. That was the Juliet he adored, the Juliet he was so hopelessly devoted to.

And now? He swallowed hard, a lump forming in his throat. Will she be able to understand what I went through at Beatrice’s place? he wondered. Will she be able to see my side? To grasp the depths of my humiliation, the pain, the sacrifices I’ve made—all for her?

A deep sigh escaped him, his chest tightening as his thoughts churned. Will she, just for a moment, appreciate how much I love her? How deeply I’m attracted to her? How much I care for her and only her? His mind clung to the idea, a desperate hope that perhaps Juliet might see him—not as a failure, not as a servant who couldn’t measure up, but as a man who existed solely to worship her. Will she notice?

He pushed harder against the pedals, his legs aching with the effort, as though speed alone could quiet the rising tide of uncertainty and dread.

10 minute later

Raymond stepped into the house, his heart pounding in his chest, “God please, just this time make her understand how all of this was actually for her” he said. He paused in the hallway, listening for any sign of Juliet. The house was eerily quiet, the silence thick and foreboding. His pulse quickened as he finally heard the faint clatter of dishes from the kitchen.

He approached cautiously, peeking around the corner to see Juliet standing at the sink, her back to him. She was washing the dishes, her movements precise, almost mechanical. Her shoulders were tense, her entire posture radiating a barely contained energy. Raymond swallowed hard, steeling himself before stepping fully into the room.

“Hey” he said softly and as there was no reply he very carefully asked “How are things?”

“Good,” she replied curtly, her tone clipped, her focus never leaving the dishes.

“One of her moods again,” Raymond thought to himself, “If she only understood, if she only listened, if she could only believe me that as a result of this last visit to Beatrice I am so resolute to serve her for life,” he hesitated “Are you sure?” he asked.

She slammed a plate into the dish rack, the sound sharp and jarring. Turning to face him, her eyes were blazing. “I said I’m okay,” she snapped, her voice taut with frustration.

Raymond flinched under her gaze but pressed on. “yes, Mistress” he said lowering his gaze.

As there was no reply he raised his gaze only to witness her standing there with her hands on her hips, “Are you... humm angry at me?”

“Oh no, no, no,” she said, her voice dripping with sarcasm as she dried her hands with deliberate slowness. “Not angry with you,” she spat, her words scalding as her eyes burned into him. “Angry with myself.”

“Ah,” Raymond said.

“I trust you had a good time there? Had your fun with the sexy Beatrice, the cow with the huge melons? The head turner?”

His breath hitched, his heart sinking into a pit of dread. “Mistress, I—”

“Did you grab her huge tits?” she sneered, her words venomous. “Did you?” Her fury seemed to bubble over, and before he could even attempt a response, her open palm struck his face. The slap was sharp, stinging, and so sudden that he staggered back in shock.

“I didn’t!” he cried out, but the words barely escaped his lips before her hand came down on him again—harder this time. The slap landed on his other cheek, and then again, and again. Left, right, left—her fury unleashed in a relentless storm of blows.

Raymond’s tears flowed freely now, his face burning from the sting of her palm and the weight of her accusations. “Stop! Stop, Mistress, please!” he sobbed, his voice cracking with desperation.

But Juliet didn’t stop. Her rage was a force unto itself, consuming her as she continued to rain her anger down on him. “That cow!” she screamed, her voice thick with venom. “That woman! All she knows is how to steal what’s mine! My property!”

Finally, her blows slowed, her hands trembling as she stepped back, breathing heavily. Raymond was crying uncontrollably, his body trembling under the weight of her anger. His physical pain was nothing against the dagger that was hitting his heart.

“Don’t look at me like that,” Juliet spat, her voice cold and sharp. “With those pathetic puppy eyes. I know what happened there.”

“Mistress, please—” he choked out, but her words cut through him like a whip.

“You had your fun, didn’t you?” she hissed, her lips curling in disgust. “Full penetration, I’m sure. God, I’m so stupid for letting you go there without your chastity device.” She leaned in closer, her eyes narrowing. “Tell me, Raymond—did you cum? Did you spill inside her? Did you?”

“Mistress, I swear—” he began, but she silenced him with a sharp gesture, her voice ringing out with finality.

“Enough!” she barked. “Go upstairs. To your nursery. Get inside your crib, you good-for-nothing excuse of a husband. And you will not come out until morning.”

Raymond froze, his entire body trembling. “Mistress, please—”

“NOW!” she roared, her voice echoing through the house.

Raymond scuttled away from her sight like a startled rabbit, his legs trembling beneath him, his face wet with a cascade of tears. Each sob racked his chest, his breaths coming in short, desperate gasps as he hurried up the stairs. Reaching his nursery, he threw himself into the crib, not daring to linger even a moment outside its perceived safety. He curled up in a ball, his shoulders shaking, his body wracked with shame and despair.

Lying there, the anger bubbled up within him—a helpless, boiling rage with nowhere to go. His fists clenched, trembling with frustration. Suddenly, he began hitting himself, his open palm striking his cheeks over and over, the sharp smacks reverberating through the small room.

“Why?” he cried out between sobs. “Why is it like this? This is absurd!” He hit himself again, tears streaming down his face like a torrential river. “There I was, going through hell with that Beatrice,” he sobbed. “I came back strong—I came back determined! All I want is to make Juliet happy. I live for her happiness,” he said, his voice breaking, “I am her servant. The luckiest man in the world to be under the most beautiful, most sexy woman alive. And yet—yet life is so cruel. So cruel!” His voice cracked as he choked on his tears.

He turned his face into the pillow, muffling a scream of frustration. “Only I and the Almighty God up there know the truth,” he muttered bitterly. His anger quickly shifted into self-pity. “But God has His ways,” he whispered, his voice trembling with resignation. “If God feels like it—just feels like it—then little Raymond is going to suffer. Even if little Raymond was so right. So right.”

He sobbed harder, the flow of his tears renewing as waves of anguish consumed him. He lay there for what felt like hours, drained and hollowed out, his body limp as his mind spiraled deeper into the pit of his sorrow. When his tears finally subsided, when he had cried himself empty, he stared up at the ceiling, his thoughts a chaotic swirl of hurt and longing.

“Juliet,” he whispered, his voice weak. “Juliet is amazing. She’s stunning, she’s powerful, she’s... everything. But...” His voice faltered as his thoughts turned over in his mind. “But she’s not kind,” he admitted aloud, his voice a soft tremor in the stillness of the room. “She’s not kind to me. I can see it. Why is she like this? Why?”

The question hung in the air, unanswered, echoing through his mind like a broken refrain. His thoughts drifted, untethered, until an unexpected face rose unbidden in his memory—Emily. Her image appeared as vivid as if she were standing before him. He could see her soft blonde hair, the way it framed her delicate face in gentle waves. Her eyes, piercing yet warm, had seen him in a way no one else ever had. He could almost hear her voice, soft and reassuring, her words brushing away the sting of humiliation.

Emily’s smile lingered in his mind, bright and genuine, her dimple adding a touch of playful charm that had disarmed him completely. Her kindness had been effortless, her generosity natural. She hadn’t mocked him or belittled him—she had helped him. She had seen him. And that moment when she’d placed the chastity key around her neck... it had stirred something in him he hadn’t felt in years. Respect, admiration, longing—a quiet ache for the kind of connection he had never dared to hope for.

“She’s... kind,” he murmured, the word catching in his throat as tears welled up once more. “The only kind person I’ve ever met.”

For a fleeting moment, his mind entertained the impossible. What would it be like to serve someone like Emily? To feel her kindness every day, to bask in her warmth? The thought made his heart ache, and he turned over, clutching the blanket as if it could shield him from the bittersweet yearning.

“No, Raymond,” he said aloud, shaking his head. “No. So what if Juliet isn’t kind? Nobody’s perfect. We’re all flawed. I’ll learn to live with it. I’ll serve her better. I’ll improve. I’ll give it everything I have.”

And yet, as his resolve hardened, the face of Emily refused to leave him. Her radiant smile, her shining blue eyes—they lingered in his mind like a ghost, haunting and comforting all at once. He tried to push the image away, but it stayed with him, vivid and unrelenting, until his exhausted body finally succumbed to sleep. The last thing he saw before his eyes fluttered shut was Emily’s dimpled smile, her laughter echoing softly in the quiet corners of his mind.

To be continued…

Do You Want to Know What Happens Next?

Do you think Juliet will succeed in her mission to dominate Raymond so completely that he relies on her for even the smallest decisions—like whether it’s day or night? Or do you believe such a marriage is destined to fail under the weight of its own intensity?

And what about Beatrice? Will she, on a whim, decide to take the couple as her own slaves, molding them to her desires? And Emily—what role will she play in this intricate web of power, seduction, and submission?



A Taste of What Awaits You in Femdom Marriage 3

"...The mind-boggling spectacle unfolding was not new to those familiar with the manor's workings. Every Sunday, mere hours before the guests and their mistresses were set to depart, one or two men would find themselves in the humiliating position of standing naked outside her door. There was no margin for misinterpretation in her instructions—they were to be completely bare, without a shred of clothing, their bodies utterly exposed to the cold air that lingered even in the plush interior of the manor.

The directive was absolute: they had to stand within one foot of her door, leaving no room for error. If multiple men were subjected to the ordeal at the same time, the cramped space forced them to contort awkwardly, sometimes balancing on tiptoes to remain in compliance. They were not allowed to wander or shield themselves fully, and the occasional clinking of shackles added to the sense of their abject vulnerability.

Their hands hovered in front of their genitals in a feeble attempt to preserve some shred of dignity, but it was clear to all that this gesture offered no real protection from the weight of humiliation...

Raymond was her victim this week. He stood facing the wall beside her office door, his hands shackled at the front and his ankles bound by a short chain that forced him into small, awkward shuffles whenever he adjusted his weight. Though he had positioned himself to face the wall, trying to obscure his nakedness from passing eyes, it did little to spare him the embarrassment of his situation...

The corridor was mostly quiet, but from time to time, female staff members passed through, their voices light and carefree in sharp contrast to his misery. Raymond tried to focus on the polished wooden paneling of the wall in front of him, as if it could somehow shield him from the humiliation of being seen. He heard the approaching click of heels and tensed instinctively..."



Buy Femdom Marriage 3 Now!

Do you want to see what happens next? Don’t wait—buy Femdom Marriage 3 now and dive deeper into the dark, tantalizing world of Juliet, Raymond, Beatrice, and... Celeste.

Click here to continue the journey:
Buy Femdom Marriage 3 Now
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Click the cover to pre-order Femdom Marriage 3 on Amazon now!

Thank You for Reading

I hope you enjoyed this journey as much as I loved crafting it. Each character, each scene, and every emotion has been meticulously woven to make you feel, connect, and immerse yourself in the narrative.

Your Feedback Matters

If this tale resonated with you, or even if it didn't, please consider leaving an honest review. Your insights will help others discover this story and enjoy it as much as you did.

Review on Amazon!



Did You Spot a Mistake?

If you happen to find a typo, mistake, or have suggestions on how to enhance specific scenes, I'd be grateful to hear from you directly. Please email me at

elarastone@zohomail.com. Your constructive feedback is invaluable.

Join my Tribe

Sign up to receive email alerts about new books, a quarterly newsletter, and the opportunity to read my books for free by joining my ARC (Advance Reader Copy) team.

Join my tribe here.

Begging for One More Erotic Chapter?

Craving more of the incredible reading experience you just enjoyed? I have an alternative "Send Me Your Husband" chapter that takes the story in a bold new direction. Life is full of small decisions, and when Beatrice makes one, it often changes the course of events—bringing more humiliation, more debasement, and, of course, more delicious enjoyment for my readers. This is an alternative indulgence that you won’t want to miss.

I’m delighted to offer a steamy bonus chapter packed with intense, erotic content—an exclusive treat available only to those who join my tribe. To claim your bonus, simply click here and include the phrase " Begging for the Femdom Marriage 2 Bonus Chapter." in the optional message box. This will let me know exactly what you are begging for and how. Please don’t deviate from this specific string of text, or I shall ignore you. You will learn to beg properly.

Don’t miss this exclusive chance to dive deeper into the world of Femdom Marriage 2. Join me now, and see what awaits Raymond in his next thrilling chapter.


Other Works by Elara Stone

The Isabella Series

Embark on an exhilarating journey up the corporate ladder with the exceptionally dominant, charming, and irresistible Isabella Turner in the 'Isabella' series. 

Book 1, 'Office Femdom': Unveil the humble beginnings of a fresh MIT recruit stepping into the complex world of Vortex Innovations as a software developer. Isabella isn’t just any recruit; her captivating beauty, unparalleled intellect, and dominant nature pave the way for a meteoric rise that's anything but ordinary. 

Buy on Amazon

Book 2, ‘Department Femdom’: Continue from where Isabella, now a group manager overseeing 60 employees, nearly ensnares Maxwell, her direct supervisor. The book tracks her ascent and her intricate relationships not only with Maxwell but also with his superior, Walter, and others. Her commanding aura and strategic acumen, combined with her imposing physical presence, make her a formidable force. The interactions reveal her mastery in dominance and emotional manipulation, showcasing a complex character that balances compassion with ruthlessness. 

Buy on Amazon

Book 3, ‘Divisional Femdom’: Starts with Isabella already a director at Vortex, commanding 250 employees. Yet, she aspires for more, aiming for the highest echelons of corporate power. With at least four additional dominant women, some friends and some foes, prepare for the ride of your life as no man can avoid falling to his knees in her presence. 

Buy on Amazon

Book 4, ‘Corporate Femdom’: Begins with Isabella holding a managerial position in R&D, overseeing 3,000 individuals in her early 30s. She plucks Ethan, a project manager from the lower ranks of Vortex, using him for her amusement and ambitions. 

Buy on Amazon

The 'Isabella' series is not merely about corporate ascension; it is a rich narrative that explores psychological depth, sensuality, and the power dynamics within a high-stakes corporate environment. Each book is a tribute to Isabella's indomitable spirit, her ability to command respect, and the profound influence she wields over those fortunate enough to cross her path. 

You can buy all the series in one discounted box set 

Buy on Amazon


The Francesca Series

Thomas Reed, a 32-year-old shy and unnoticed cleaner at his brother’s casino, dreams of escape from his mundane life. Opposite him stands Francesca Rossi, the ruthless 32-year-old head of the Italian Mafia, known for her beauty and feared for her iron-fisted control. She indulges in sadistic pleasures, breaking and commanding the men under her rule. When Francesca, surrounded by eager followers, inexplicably chooses Thomas, it sets the stage for a dramatic unraveling of power, desire, and liberation. Discover why Francesca singles out the unassuming Thomas in this intense narrative. 

Book 1, 'Las Vegas Femdom': In this book Thomas is being abducted. By whom? Why? Who comes to his rescue? I shall leave it to the reader to find out. 

Buy on Amazon

Book 2, ‘Dubai Femdom’: This book is considered as Thomas redemption. Redemption in what sense? Who participate in this? 

Buy on Amazon

No matter who you are and what you are doing for a living, these books shall trigger uncontrolled arousal. It’s inevitable. 


The Beatrice Series

Beatrice Sterling commands a world where dominance meets psychological depth, reshaping the lives of those drawn to her. Known for her beauty and formidable control, she captivates and transforms the men who enter her orbit. Beatrice isn’t simply a dominant woman; she’s a masterful manipulator of the human psyche, using her keen insight to unlock her submissives’ deepest desires and fears.

Book 1, Femdom Therapy: David Townsend’s dull life spirals into obsession the moment he sees his new neighbor, Beatrice. Her commanding presence awakens in him a yearning that goes beyond admiration, pulling him into her world of female-led power.
Buy on Amazon

Book 2, Femdom Obsession: Jasper’s life takes a dark turn when his urge to stalk Beatrice leads him to become her ‘pet.’ Under Beatrice’s control, he discovers that her dominance goes far deeper than her striking looks, forcing him to confront his own submissive nature.
Buy on Amazon

No matter who you are or what you do, these books will pull you in and keep you under Beatrice's spell—resistance is futile.


Back in Time: A Short Inspired by a Daily Commute Journey
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Elara Stone's delightful narrative transports readers back to her student days. A tale of casual observations turned captivating insights, it's a different kind of treat for her readers.

Discover this whimsical short read on Amazon.


About Elara Stone
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Elara Stone crafts tales that resonate with those who crave raw emotional intensity and deep character development. Dive deep, feel, and surrender to the myriad emotions her stories evoke.

Prepare to be aroused!
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