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Dedication

"Do not be deceived: God is not mocked, for whatever one sows, that will he also reap." 

Galatians 6:7 

To all the endearing submissive souls out there,
who spend their life with the wrong woman,
this journey is for you.

With true compassion,

Love, Elara xxx
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Frostspire Manor

Friday, 10 a.m., Aspen, Frostspire Manor

TThe carriage moved gracefully along the snow-covered path, its wheels making a low sound as they rolled over the packed powder. It was a thing of beauty, this carriage—its polished wooden frame gleamed with a deep luster, adorned with intricate carvings of swirling vines and delicate snowflakes that seemed almost to glisten in the pale sunlight. Frosted glass windows shielded its passengers from the biting cold, offering tantalizing glimpses of the winter wonderland outside. Inside, the atmosphere was warm and inviting, the plush crimson cushions and thick woolen blankets wrapping Juliet and Raymond in a cocoon of comfort. A soft golden light emanated from a pair of lanterns mounted on either side of the carriage, casting a gentle glow that contrasted with the pristine whiteness of the snow outside.

The world they traveled through was a breathtaking expanse of sparkling frost and towering evergreens, their branches heavy with freshly fallen snow. The horizon stretched wide, broken here and there by charming little cottages, their roofs blanketed in white and their chimneys puffing thin trails of smoke into the crisp morning air. Each turn of the path revealed another idyllic scene—frozen streams that glimmered like silver ribbons, clusters of icicles dangling like chandeliers from overhanging branches, and the occasional figure trudging through the snow, bundled in layers and waving cheerfully as the carriage passed.

Inside, Juliet was alight with wonder. Seated on one of the cushioned benches, she leaned forward a bit; her gloved hands resting on the small table that separated her from Raymond. Her eyes sparkled as she took in every detail of the landscape, her excitement bursting forth in gasps of delight and exclamations. “Raymond, look!” she cried, pointing out a cluster of trees where the sunlight danced on the icy branches. “Isn’t it just magical?” Her cheeks, already pink from the warmth inside, seemed to glow with her enthusiasm.

Raymond sat opposite her, his back resting against the carriage wall, watching her with a smile that was both tender and peaceful. Though the beauty of the journey was not lost on him, his true joy lay in seeing Juliet’s happiness. Her excitement was infectious, filling the cozy space with a warmth that rivaled even the blankets and cushions surrounding them. He nodded at her observations, his responses gentle and measured. “It really is beautiful,” he agreed, though his eyes lingered on her far longer than on the scenery she so eagerly pointed out.

The rhythm of the horses’ hooves and the soft jingle of their harness bells created a soothing backdrop for their conversation. The small table between them held a simple arrangement—a thermos of warm tea and a pair of porcelain cups, each adorned with delicate floral patterns. Juliet occasionally reached for her cup, her fingers brushing the handle as she took a sip, her eyes never straying far from the frosted glass window beside her. Raymond, too, sipped at his tea, though his attention rarely wavered from Juliet. For him, her happiness was the highlight of the journey, a beacon of light in an already dazzling landscape.

As the carriage rolled on, the magic of the morning seemed to wrap around them, sealing them in a bubble of tranquility and joy. The Frostspire Manor loomed somewhere ahead, its grandeur and mystery waiting to unfold, but for now, their world was this carriage, this shared moment of warmth and wonder amidst the snow.

Ever since Beatrice had woven her words into the fabric of his subconscious, Raymond’s life had shifted into an entirely new dimension. The change wasn’t sudden but steady, like the melting of snow under the sun, leaving behind a transformed landscape. In the weeks following the session, his every thought, every action, every breath seemed tethered to Juliet, his wife and, to him, the most beautiful woman in existence.

Raymond found himself at peace in his newfound role, a stark contrast to the turmoil he’d once harbored. Resistance, rebellion, and the relentless battle for control had all dissolved, replaced by a deep, unwavering devotion to Juliet. It wasn’t just that he served her—it was that he delighted in doing so. He adored her, worshiped her, revered her in a way he hadn’t thought possible before. The sight of her entering a room filled him with a joy so profound it was almost humbling. And as she moved through their home, he couldn’t help but marvel at her, his thoughts circling back to the same truth over and over: She’s amazing. She’s beautiful.

From the moment he awoke to the moment he collapsed into his crib, his life revolved around ensuring her comfort and happiness. He begged her—begged her—to take time for herself, to indulge in shopping trips, spa days, or simply an afternoon spent with friends. And she did, albeit hesitantly at first, but his enthusiasm left no room for doubt. “Please,” he would say, “you deserve it. It makes me so happy to see you happy.” She’d smile at him—sometimes indulgently, sometimes almost shyly—and he’d feel a swell of pride and purpose, knowing he had made her life just a little easier.

While she spent her afternoons enjoying the life he encouraged her to embrace, he remained home, tending to the countless tasks that had become his responsibility. He wore his uniform of submission with quiet pride: a pair of plain beige trousers, a white button-up shirt tucked in neatly, and a simple black apron tied tightly around his waist. A pair of well-polished house slippers completed the look, practical and unassuming, perfectly suited to his role. The clothes were comfortable but deliberately unremarkable, a constant reminder of the humility he had embraced.

There was a rhythm to his days now, an orderliness that he found deeply satisfying. Ever since Beatrice had woven her words into the fabric of his subconscious, Raymond's life had shifted into an entirely new dimension. He scrubbed floors until they gleamed, polished the furniture until he could see his reflection on its surface, and dusted every corner of the house with meticulous care. Laundry became an almost meditative act; he took immense pride in the crispness of her freshly pressed blouses and the scent of lavender that clung to her dresses. Cooking, too, had become a labor of love. He planned her meals with care, considering her preferences, her cravings, and even the tiniest, passing remarks she made about a dish she’d once enjoyed.

While Juliet spent her afternoons enjoying the life he encouraged her to embrace—leisurely lunches, indulgent spa visits, and afternoons spent shopping in the most exclusive boutiques—he remained home, tending to the countless tasks that had become his responsibility.

When she returned home, arms laden with shopping bags and cheeks flushed with the pleasure of her day, his heart would swell with joy. He would rush to her, taking her bags, helping her remove her coat, and offering her a cup of tea as she settled onto the sofa. The sight of her at ease, surrounded by the comfort he had worked so hard to provide, was the greatest reward he could imagine.

After an exhausting day of chores, Raymond would find quiet comfort in retreating to his decorated little room, slipping into his crib without a fuss. Confined to the small space and strictly prohibited from wandering around the house, he accepted the boundaries set for him. This arrangement allowed Juliet the privacy she needed to indulge herself however she pleased—with whomever she wanted, for as long as she desired. It was the freedom of adults, a privilege she was fully entitled to, one that stood in sharp contrast to the restrictions that defined his existence. Yet, as he drifted off to sleep, his body weary but his heart oddly content, Raymond found solace in the thought that he had fulfilled his duties and left her free to enjoy the life she deserved.

What struck Raymond most, however, was how Juliet had changed, too. Without his resistance, without the constant power struggles, she seemed to blossom. She laughed more easily, her voice carrying a lightness that he hadn’t heard in years. She began to confide in him, sharing her thoughts and dreams with an openness that took him by surprise. And though she was still firmly in charge—of their home, their lives, their finances—she had become softer, almost maternal, in her care for him.

When he knelt at her feet, his head bowed in deference, she would sometimes rest her hand gently on his scalp, her touch light yet purposeful, a gesture that made his heart ache with gratitude. “You’re such a good man, Raymond,” she would say, her tone filled with genuine warmth. “I have full confidence in you.” And in those moments, he felt not just her slave but her friend, her confidant, someone she truly valued in her life.

The irony wasn’t lost on him: it was only when he had surrendered entirely that he had gained her trust and affection. And though he might once have resented such a dynamic, now he saw it as the most natural thing in the world. Juliet was his queen, his guiding star, his everything. He lived for her happiness, and in doing so, he had found a happiness of his own—one that was deeper and truer than anything he had ever known.

Juliet sat elegantly in the carriage, her ivory wool coat cinched at the waist, perfectly tailored to her slender frame. Beneath it, a charcoal knit dress peeked out, paired with fur-lined ankle boots that balanced practicality and style. A soft gray scarf draped loosely around her neck, and her gloved hands rested lightly in her lap. Her blonde waves framed her vibrant eyes, which sparkled with warmth and authority.

“Give me the phone, darling,” she said, her tone a mix of affection and command.

Raymond, clad in his navy overcoat and burgundy scarf, scrambled through his pockets. Retrieving her phone, he handed it to her, their fingers briefly brushing. He gazed at her with silent longing, wishing he could kneel before her, craving the closeness he dared not express.

“Hi, Beatrice?” Juliet’s voice was soft but carried a warmth of familiarity.

“Juliet, darling, how’s it going?” Beatrice replied smoothly, her tone effortlessly composed.

“Am I interrupting?” Juliet asked, her words carrying a hint of hesitation.

Beatrice’s gaze flickered to the naked man strapped into the gynecological chair before her. His legs were secured in the stirrups, his cock straining upward, glistening under the glow of the soft overhead light. It was slick with scented oil, her fingers gliding languidly along its rigid length, spreading the sheen as pre-cum beaded at the tip. He whimpered faintly, every nerve in his body on edge, utterly at her mercy. Beatrice smirked, her movements unhurried, calculated.

“Of course not, darling,” she said into the phone, her voice honeyed and nonchalant. “How are you? And how’s your little pet?”

Juliet’s voice wavered, thick with emotion. “Oh, Beatrice, I’m telling you…” She paused, a happy sob breaking through. “You’ve changed my life. You’ve really—truly—changed everything.” Her words came in a rush, her gratitude spilling over. “I never imagined a sex therapist could lead us to this… this incredible connection we have now.”

Beatrice’s lips curved into a knowing smile as her hand continued its torturously slow strokes. The man beneath her groaned, his head lolling back as he teetered on the brink of unbearable tension. Beatrice paid him no mind as she responded, her tone brimming with assured authority.

“This,” she said, “is exactly what most women fail to understand. They don’t realize the power they hold in their hands—the power to shape their lives, their relationships, into something extraordinary. You embraced that, Juliet. That’s why you’re thriving.”

Juliet’s laugh was soft, almost melodic, yet it carried an unmistakable undertone of triumph. “He’s become entirely and totally my enslaved doormat,” she said, her tone dripping with satisfaction, the words flowing so freely, so casually, as though there was nothing remarkable about them at all. “Everything I ever wanted from him, and more. He’s mine, Beatrice, in every sense of the word.”

Raymond sat silently in the carriage, his hands resting awkwardly on his lap, his head bowed slightly as the horses’ hooves clattered rhythmically against the snow-laden path. Her words suffocated him in an intoxicating, erotic haze. The moment she spoke, it was as though her voice reached into his very core, stroking his soul and body in ways that made him burn. A warmth began deep in his groin, radiating outward, filling his chest, his cheeks, his very skin with a glowing, unbearable heat. He could feel his cock with every inch of his being, alive with the tormenting need that her casual, unrestrained dominance ignited.

She wasn’t shielding him from this conversation—no, she was parading his humiliation, her voice smooth and confident as though the words were meant to be heard. And yet, instead of resistance, Raymond felt himself sinking deeper, the suffocation of her power wrapping around him like a velvet rope, pulling him closer to the edge of surrender. The heat was relentless, his body glowing in need, his mind swirling with the realization that even this—just her talking—was more than he could bear. She wasn’t touching him, but she might as well have been; her power was stroking him, teasing him, owning him in ways that words shouldn’t have been able to. And the worst part? He loved it.

From the other end of the line, Beatrice’s attention momentarily shifted. Her voice dropped into a commanding tone as she addressed the man, naked and restrained in the gynecological chair, facing her. “No, Albert, I said no cumming,” she snapped, her hand pausing mid-stroke. “Deep breaths now. In through the nose, out through the mouth—steady yourself.” Albert groaned pitifully, his entire body trembling, but Beatrice turned her focus back to the phone as if his desperate state were nothing more than a mild inconvenience. “Sorry, darling, you were saying?”

Juliet chuckled, clearly unbothered by the interruption. “I said—could you believe it? He’s begging me to go shopping, to take time for myself, to enjoy life and pamper myself. He insists on it.”

Beatrice’s lips curled into a sly smile as she casually resumed her teasing strokes on the man in front of her. “Does he also provide… other services?” she asked, her voice brimming with curiosity and amusement.

“Oh, yes,” Juliet purred, her words dripping with delight. “He’s the best pussy licker ever. He loves it when I climax on his face, loves seeing me happy.” Her voice softened momentarily, an undertone of fondness sneaking through, but it was soon replaced by a mischievous edge.

“And do you discipline him?” Beatrice inquired, her tone light but probing.

Juliet’s laughter rang out, rich with amusement. Her gaze shifted to Raymond, who sat across from her, his expression instantly attentive. A playful smirk danced on her lips. “Of course,” she replied, her voice full of mischief. “I always find a reason to discipline him.”

Beatrice chuckled knowingly, but Juliet wasn’t done. “The cane,” she said with deliberate nonchalance, “is hanging right next to the entrance to the kitchen.” Her lips curled into a wicked smile. “Oh, how he dreads it. But then again, he has to take it. Isn’t that right, Raymond?”

“Yes, Mistress,” Raymond responded quickly, his voice tinged with both submission and trepidation.

Juliet tilted her head, her sharp eyes narrowing just a touch. “What was I saying, Raymond?”

“That you are disciplining me, Mistress, and that I dread the cane hanging there on the wall, Mistress,” he answered hurriedly, his words faltering.

Juliet’s expression shifted, her smile fading into a look of mock sternness. “I mean about the double use of the word ‘Mistress’ in each sentence you say,” she asked, her tone cool yet probing.

Raymond swallowed hard, a faint blush rising to his cheeks. “Ah, yes, Mistress. You said that every sentence I speak must contain the word ‘Mistress’ at least twice, my Mistress.”

“That’s correct,” Juliet said with a satisfied laugh, her eyes sparkling with amusement as she leaned back comfortably in her seat. “Good boy.”

She gave him a moment, letting her amusement settle before her voice turned sharper. “And what happens if you disobey me?”

“I get caned, my Mistress,” Raymond replied, his voice softening a bit. “I get caned for any infraction I make, even the smallest, my Mistress.”

“Correct,” Juliet said firmly, her confidence radiating as she gave a small nod. “That’s three strokes of the cane for your earlier slip. Remind me when we’re back from this lovely weekend.”

“Yes, Mistress. Anything you say, Mistress,” Raymond said quickly, his tone eager to please and devoid of resistance.

Juliet’s laughter bubbled up again, free and unrestrained, as she waved him off with a dismissive gesture. Raymond’s face, though calm on the surface, betrayed a mix of nerves and reverence, his adoration for her only growing under her commanding presence.

“Oh, my Juliet,” Beatrice’s laugh rang out, tinged with amusement and approval. “It sounds like you’ve made quite some progress there. You’re truly stepping into your female authority now, aren’t you?”

“Absolutely,” Juliet replied, her tone brimming with pride. “And guess where we’re headed?”

Beatrice paused, her tone playful. “Oh, let me guess... I could swear I heard the faint sound of horses earlier. Could it be... Frostspire Manor?”

Juliet grinned, the excitement clear in her voice. “Yes, exactly! I told myself, if Beatrice—the goddess who saved my marriage and transformed my life—recommended it, then by all means, I had to go.”

Beatrice let out a soft laugh. “Well, full disclosure—I do get a little commission from them. But, Juliet, I mean it when I say this: Frostspire Manor is the place if you want to mold Raymond into the ultimate husband.”

“Really?” Juliet asked, leaning closer, intrigued.

“Oh, absolutely,” Beatrice affirmed confidently. “I’ve sent at least fifteen couples there so far, and without exception, every single one of them came back thrilled. Their relationships flourished. You’re going to love it, Juliet.”

“Wow, I’m so excited about the prospects,” Juliet said, her enthusiasm unmistakable.

“Yes, but let me ask you this,” Beatrice’s voice took on a more serious tone, a rare departure from her usual playful demeanor. “Do you feel that you love Raymond, your pet, with all of your heart?”

Juliet hesitated for just a beat too long. “I’m sorry, there was an interruption in the line,” she said, her tone light and evasive. “How about we save such serious questions for later?” she added with a laugh. “It’s vacation time.”

“It sure is. Enjoy your—” Beatrice began, but her attention seemed to flicker away from the call for a moment. In the background, Juliet could hear a high-pitched, almost girlish moan—clearly a man—but his voice was laced with desperation and abandon. Beatrice’s tone shifted instantly, becoming calm and commanding. “Albert, breathe! Deep breaths now!” she instructed sharply, her voice carrying an edge of authority that momentarily silenced the man’s cries.

Her focus returned to the call, her tone softening. “Sorry about that, darling. Duty calls,” she said lightly, as though such interruptions were perfectly routine. “I’ll let you go for now, but have a wonderful time. And remember—Frostspire will change everything.”

With that, she ended the call, leaving Juliet smiling with anticipation, the allure of Beatrice’s words adding to her growing excitement.

The Frostspire Manor revealed itself gradually as the carriage turned the final bend of the snow-covered path. At first, only the faintest golden glow broke through the frost-draped evergreens, like a hidden treasure waiting to be unearthed. Then, as the horses pulled forward, the full grandeur of the manor emerged, standing proud against the wintry twilight, a spectacle so breathtaking it seemed almost otherworldly.

The sprawling estate was a vision of splendor. Hundreds of golden lights adorned the steep, snow-laden rooftops, tracing every peak and arch with meticulous precision. The lights wavered, casting a warm, inviting hue against the icy expanse that surrounded the manor. The turrets stretched high into the dusky lavender sky, their towering forms framed by wisps of drifting snow. Icicles clung like fragile ornaments to the eaves, catching the light with a brilliance that made them appear as if crafted from pure crystal.

Juliet leaned forward in her seat, her gloved hands pressed lightly to the edge of the carriage window. Her eyes sparkled with childlike wonder, her breath fogging the glass as she took in the scene before her. “Look, Raymond,” she exclaimed, her voice a mixture of disbelief and awe. “Look at this! Isn’t it magical?” Her cheeks were flushed from excitement, her smile radiant as she turned briefly to Raymond before returning her gaze to the manor.

Raymond, seated opposite her, found himself as captivated by Juliet’s reaction as he was by the sight of the manor. Her unbridled joy filled the cozy carriage like a glowing ember, warming the air between them. He allowed his eyes to follow hers, taking in the sight before them. Despite the nagging unease that had clung to him since their departure, he couldn’t deny the sheer magnificence of the Frostspire Manor. It was a marvel of craftsmanship and grandeur, a masterpiece seemingly plucked from a fairytale. For a fleeting moment, he let himself bask in Juliet’s happiness, his chest swelling with pride at being the one to share this moment with her.

The path leading to the manor was lined with manicured hedges dusted in snow, the glow of hidden lights beneath their branches lending them an almost ethereal quality. As the carriage wheels crunched on the frozen ground, the horses’ harness bells jingled in a rhythm that seemed to harmonize with the serenity of the evening. The arched entrance of the manor grew larger with every step the horses took, its doorway framed in garlands of evergreen and sparkling ornaments that shimmered like stars.

Juliet could hardly contain herself, her gloved hands now clasped together in pure delight. “Raymond, we’re actually here,” she said, her voice trembling with excitement. “It’s even more beautiful than I imagined!” She leaned back in her seat momentarily, overcome by the sheer grandeur of the manor, before once again leaning forward, unable to take her eyes off the scene.

Raymond, however, felt a growing tension beneath his appreciation. Though he shared Juliet’s admiration for the manor’s beauty, something about its perfection unsettled him. The golden glow of the windows, the flickering lights, and the harmonious blend of opulence and festive charm seemed almost too perfect, as if designed to conceal something deeper, something hidden. He glanced at Juliet again, her joy undiminished, and forced himself to push aside his misgivings, focusing instead on the warmth of her smile.

The carriage came to a graceful stop, and the coachman stepped down, offering Juliet a steady hand. She accepted it with a warm smile, descending effortlessly. Raymond, resolute in his self-reliance, lost his footing on the frosty path, causing the coachman to lend a steady hand. Flustered but grateful, Raymond retrieved Juliet’s elegant purse from his pocket—a symbol of the trust she now placed in him to handle such responsibilities—and handed the coachman a generous tip. “Keep the change,” he said warmly before they stepped into the manor.

Inside, the grandeur of Frostspire Manor left them momentarily breathless. Polished wooden paneling, glittering chandeliers, and the rich hues of a sprawling Persian rug enveloped them in opulence. Juliet’s eyes sparkled with delight as she took in the sweeping staircase and antique furniture. Raymond, though equally awestruck, couldn’t take his eyes off her happiness.

Madame Celeste descended the staircase with an air of effortless dominance, her every movement deliberate and poised, radiating authority like a queen surveying her domain. Her slim, angular face was a masterpiece of symmetry, with piercing eyes that seemed to sink deep into their sockets, framed by pronounced cheekbones that only enhanced the sternness of her appearance. The faintest wrinkles on her forehead did nothing to detract from her beauty; rather, they hinted at a life of command and precision, a woman who had seen the world bow to her will.

Her arched eyebrows, perfectly shaped and dark against the pale, tight skin of her face, added to the sense of aloofness she projected, while her deep red lips formed an elegant contrast, painted with the precision of someone who left nothing to chance. Her half-long auburn hair, though styled to appear effortless, hung in sleek, glossy waves that framed her face with immaculate care. Every detail, from the sheen of her hair to the faint glow of her flawless complexion, spoke of wealth, power, and meticulous control.

Her attire was equally commanding: a crisp, white blouse that clung tightly to her slender waist, tucked into a fitted gray skirt that perfectly accentuated the curve of her wide hips. The skirt’s fabric stretched with precision, offering not a wrinkle or flaw, emphasizing her femininity without sacrificing the severity of her presence. Black stiletto heels completed the ensemble, their sharpness echoing her personality as they clicked softly against the polished floor with every step, marking her movements with grace and intent. Her movements, in fact, carried the greatest weight of all—fluid yet deliberate, as if the very air yielded to her, amplifying her presence and making her impossible to ignore.

Her eyes were her true weapon. Piercing and calculating, they could strip away pretense and reduce a man to nothing with a mere glance. They lingered, always seeming to know more than they should, and carried a dominance that demanded instant submission. Even her practiced hostess smile couldn’t mask the entitlement and command woven into every fiber of her being. It was a smile that ruled, that hinted at both power and cruelty, as if obedience was simply expected and deviation was merely a nuisance to be corrected.

“Welcome to Frostspire Manor,” she said, her voice rich, deliberate, and polished, as though every syllable had been refined to perfection. Her movements slowed as she extended her hand toward Juliet, her graceful fingers tipped with perfectly manicured nails. Her gaze lingered on Juliet’s face, her brow arching ever so slightly in a subtle cue—a silent expectation that Juliet should introduce herself.

Even as her warmth extended toward Juliet, there was no mistaking the unyielding dominance behind her eyes. Her gaze flitted briefly to Raymond, and he could feel its weight, a piercing scrutiny that left him feeling entirely exposed. Even as she smiled in greeting, Madame Celeste’s presence was overwhelming, leaving no doubt that she was a woman accustomed to absolute obedience, every motion and glance a reminder of her unshakable authority.

Juliet smiled. “Oh, Juliet,”

Turning to Raymond, Celeste offered the same warm handshake. “And you must be Raymond.”

“Yes,” Raymond replied, glancing around, his admiration evident. “This manor is magnificent.”

“Thank you, darling,” Madame Celeste said with a polished smile, her tone laced with calm authority. “Let’s first take care of the payment, shall we?”

“Oh, sure, sure,” Raymond said, fumbling with Juliet’s oversized purse. Retrieving the card, he handed it to Madame Celeste.

“So, you’re on the ‘feet washing’ track, if I’m not mistaken?” she asked smoothly, though her gaze flicked briefly toward Juliet, clearly valuing her confirmation over Raymond’s.

“Yes, I believe so,” Raymond laughed nervously, but Madame Celeste didn’t indulge his reply. Instead, her focus returned to Juliet, who was absorbed in admiring the intricate artwork on the grand ceiling. At the subtle pause, Juliet turned her head briefly. “Oh, yes, yes—feet massage, right?” she replied, her tone light and casual.

Madame Celeste’s smile remained polite but firm. “Actually, Mrs. Ashford, your Raymond is at level 1b, which is the starting point for new participants. At this level, he’ll focus on feet washing, a basic but essential skill. The next time you visit, he may advance to level 1a, where feet massage is introduced. And from there, he can progress through levels 2b, 2a, 3b, 3a, and finally our esteemed champion slave level.”

Juliet gave a slight nod of acknowledgment, her tone still casual. “Ah, I see. Feet washing it is, then.” Madame Celeste’s smile widened just slightly, her eyes glinting with the satisfaction of having clarified the process.

“Precisely,” Madame Celeste confirmed with a practiced smile. “Don’t worry, Juliet. By the time of your next visit, Raymond will be eligible for level 1a, which will allow him to register for the feet massage track.”

“Ah, okay, good,” Juliet replied indifferently, returning her attention to the breathtaking details of the room.

An assistant appeared promptly, taking the credit card with efficient politeness and disappearing to process the payment. Madame Celeste’s smile lingered, her composure unbroken as she prepared to guide them further.

“So today we have a wonderful lecture for the ladies,” Madame Celeste announced, her voice warm yet commanding. “Something along the lines of emotional balance and the subtle manipulation of the submissive mind, if I recall correctly. It’s being delivered by our esteemed lecturer, Dr. Vivian Ellsworth,” she added with a slight flourish. “A truly remarkable speaker.”

She then turned her attention to Raymond, her smile widening. “And for the submissive husbands, we have an excellent feet washing training session,” she said, her tone brimming with enthusiasm. Her eyes locked briefly with his, her smile unwavering, as if daring him to show anything but compliance. Raymond smiled back tentatively, instinctively glancing toward Juliet for her confirmation.

“Very good,” Madame Celeste continued crisply. “Now, please hand your wife her purse, mobile phone, or any of her valuable belongings. She will take them from here.”

Raymond hesitated, his brow creasing a bit. “No, no,” he began, his tone respectful but hesitant. “We have this rule, set by my Mistress, that I carry these things for her.”

Madame Celeste’s smile didn’t waver, but her eyes narrowed, a flicker of amusement crossing her face at his misplaced assertion. She didn’t waste words on men who overstepped their boundaries. Instead, she turned gracefully to Juliet, clasping her hands affectionately. “A bit rebellious, your husband, isn’t he?” she remarked with a knowing smile.

Juliet barely glanced at Raymond, her attention still half-captured by the intricate décor. “Oh, not at all,” she replied lightly, brushing off the comment as though Raymond were a minor inconvenience. Without sparing him a glance, she added, “Raymond, do as the lady just instructed.”

The subtle dismissal stung, and Raymond immediately complied, fumbling to hand Juliet her purse and phone. As he presented them, he bowed his head a bit. “Mistress, I’m so sorry for my behavior,” he said earnestly, his tone thick with guilt. “Please rest assured, Mistress, it wasn’t out of rebellion. I was only following your orders.”

Juliet’s lips curled in a faint smile of indulgence. “I know, Raymond. But from now on, while we are in this manor, you will obey any instruction given to you by any woman. Understood, darling?”

“Yes, of course, my Mistress,” Raymond replied quickly, his voice filled with resolve. “I will obey any woman, for as long as we are here, my Mistress.”

“Such a good boy,” Juliet said with a teasing smile as she wrapped her hand around Raymond’s neck, pulled him close, and planted a kiss on his lips. With a playful flourish, she patted his bald head, her gesture laced with mock exaggeration. “Now go learn how to wash female feet properly,” she instructed, her tone half amusement, half command.

“Yes, good,” Madame Celeste interjected smoothly, gesturing with an elegant wave of her hand. “Follow me, please, Raymond.”

Raymond obeyed without hesitation, trailing behind her as she led him through the grand corridors of Frostspire Manor. Their journey eventually took them to a small staircase that descended into what seemed like another part of the estate. The atmosphere changed noticeably as they went lower; the temperature dropped, and the steps became slick with moisture. Water marks from countless wet boots marred the otherwise pristine tiles, making the area feel like the utilitarian entrance to a ski lodge.

“It’s a bit slippery, so be careful, Raymond,” Madame Celeste warned, her tone calm but watchful.

“Oh, no problem, Ma’am,” Raymond replied with a touch of bravado, eager to prove his reliability. He picked up his speed, trying to appear unmoved by the conditions.

“And also a bit cold,” she added, hugging herself lightly as if to emphasize her point.

“It’s chilly,” Raymond admitted with a forced smile, “but if you’re used to Boston winters, it’s nothing unbearable.” His confidence faltered as Madame Celeste reached the door at the bottom of the stairs and pushed it open, unleashing a blast of icy air that seemed to pierce through his layers of clothing.

The cold bit into his skin, and despite his earlier bravado, Raymond visibly shivered. The air was harsh, carrying with it a dampness that seemed to cling to his very bones. Madame Celeste turned to him with a smile that was both courteous and unreadable, gesturing for him to step through.

He hesitated only for a moment before stepping out into the snow-covered wreckage, the frigid air wrapping around him like a vice. The remnants of the structure offered no protection, its roof long gone and its walls jagged and broken, allowing the icy wind to whip through freely. The door closed behind him with a heavy metallic thud, and the distinct sound of a lock engaging sent a jolt through his chest. Instinctively, he turned back to the door, attempting to pull it open, but it wouldn’t budge.

“Ma’am?” he called out, his voice hushed by the thick, cold air. There was no reply. The reality settled over him like the cold itself—he was alone now, left to face whatever awaited him on the other side of this door.

Raymond stood frozen in place, both literally and figuratively. The cold had seeped through the thick soles of his boots, his feet now planted in a mixture of snow and half-frozen mud. The dampness wicked up through his socks, chilling him to the bone as his breath came in shallow, visible puffs. He wrapped his arms around himself in an attempt to ward off the cold, his overcoat doing little to shield him from the biting wind that whipped through the desolate expanse of this godforsaken place. The gloom was suffocating. The faint, metallic tang of rust mixed with the acrid scent of decaying wood, and the occasional muffled scream echoed faintly in the distance, setting his nerves on edge. The dilapidated walls around him loomed like the skeletal remains of a once-great structure, their jagged edges casting menacing shadows in the dim gray light.

His shivering was interrupted by the sharp, deliberate sound of boots clicking against the icy ground. The noise was steady, unyielding, and carried with it an ominous weight that made him instinctively stiffen. He turned his head toward the sound and immediately spotted her.

Natalie Taylor strode toward him with an air of absolute command that erased any lingering thoughts of resistance. Her long dark hair flowed in sleek, polished waves, softening only slightly, the otherwise severe authority etched into her every movement. The tailored black jacket clung to her like armor, cinched tightly at the waist by a thick leather belt that emphasized her dominance. Her polished riding boots glinted faintly, each step echoing with a sharp, deliberate clack that seemed to crush the icy ground beneath her. In her gloved hand, she carried a black leather cane, held effortlessly, almost dismissively, as though it were simply an extension of her will. Yet the polished surface of the cane gleamed menacingly, hinting at the discipline it promised.

Her face was a mask of untouchable authority, her bold red lips curved ever so slightly in what could only be described as a cruel prelude to judgment. Her piercing eyes locked onto him, sharp and unwavering, as though stripping him bare—not just physically, but emotionally, reducing him to nothing in her presence. Those eyes carried no warmth, no flicker of humanity, only an unrelenting power that demanded obedience. It was a look that left no room for misunderstanding: she was in control, and he was insignificant.

By her side was her German Shepherd, its every movement mirroring her own calculated confidence. The dog’s amber eyes burned with an alertness that rivaled hers, scanning him with the same cold assessment, as if deciding whether he was worth its attention. Its powerful frame moved silently at her side, its ears flicking in perfect synchronization with her strides, waiting for her command. Leashed yet free in its dominance, the animal radiated an energy that was both terrifying and magnetic. Together, Natalie and the dog embodied a synergy of discipline and control, an unshakable hierarchy that left no doubt as to who held the power. They didn’t just stand above him—they towered, their presence pushing him lower than the ground itself.

In that moment, Raymond couldn’t help but feel the crushing weight of his inferiority. His position didn’t just feel submissive—it felt subhuman. He wasn’t just beneath Natalie; he was beneath her dog as well, both of them glaring down at him from a pedestal of unattainable superiority. The dog, with its sharp teeth and unwavering loyalty to its mistress, was a reminder that he wasn’t even on the same level as this animal. The hierarchy was absolute: Natalie commanded, the dog enforced, and he submitted.

Still, desperate to salvage some shred of dignity, he forced his lips into a wide, awkward smile. His teeth chattered as he tried to muster a cheerful tone, his voice betraying his nerves far more than the cold ever could. “Good morning there!” he stammered, his words sounding painfully out of place in the heavy, charged silence.

Natalie stopped just a few feet in front of him, the dog halting in perfect unison. Her eyes narrowed slightly, a subtle motion that made him feel like an insect under a magnifying glass. She didn’t need to speak to assert her dominance; the weight of her gaze alone pressed down on him, suffocating and absolute. Yet when she finally did, her voice was low and cold, each word landing with a force that made his knees weak.

“Strip,” she said, the command falling from her lips like an unchallengeable decree.

The dog let out a low, guttural growl, its amber eyes fixed on him as though daring him to hesitate.

The single word hung in the frigid air, cutting through any attempt at pleasantries.

Raymond blinked, stunned and confused, as he tried to process Natalie’s curt command. His eyes darted around the desolate surroundings, desperate for a shred of context or a sign that this was some kind of misunderstanding. “No, it’s okay,” he stammered, his words tumbling out in a panicked rush, “If I ruin my clothes, it’s fine—I have plenty more, so no need to replace anything.”

Natalie, unmoved and clearly accustomed to such flustered responses, didn’t bother acknowledging his words. Her piercing gaze remained locked on him, her expression cold and calculating. Without a moment’s hesitation, she shouted, “Rex, belle!” The sharp, commanding words snapped through the icy air like a whip crack.

At once, the German Shepherd lunged forward, barking uncontrollably, its powerful body straining against Natalie’s firm grip on the leash. The sound was deafening, reverberating through the barren space and making Raymond stumble back instinctively. The dog’s amber eyes locked onto him with a ferocity that made his blood run cold, its bared teeth flashing in the dim light. It was as if the animal were seconds away from breaking free, its primal aggression fully unleashed.

“In two minuten, if you don’t naked—dog bites!” Natalie’s voice, laden with an accent and rising to match the dog’s fury, left no room for doubt. Her words, though broken, were perfectly clear. She pulled the leash taut, keeping the dog under control, but its snapping jaws and guttural growls sent a wave of terror through Raymond’s body.

The fear hit him like a jolt of electricity. His breath caught in his throat, and any thought of protest evaporated as the barking echoed in his ears. Fumbling with his overcoat, Raymond yanked it off in a panicked flurry, tossing it into the muddy snow without a second thought. He hardly registered the freezing air biting into his skin as adrenaline surged through his veins. His trembling fingers scrambled to unbutton his white business shirt, but he wasn’t fast enough.

“Faster!” Natalie barked, her voice sharp and unyielding. Without warning, she swung the cane, striking his buttocks with a resounding crack that made him yelp in shock. The pain radiated through his body, spurring him into frantic action.

Raymond kicked off his polished shoes, the leather sinking into the wet slush, and unbuckled his tailored trousers with shaking hands. He fumbled with the zipper, the urgency in Natalie’s posture and the dog’s relentless barking making every second feel like an eternity. With a desperate tug, the trousers slid down, and he stepped out of them hurriedly, leaving them crumpled in the filthy snow. He stood there, stark naked, his body trembling violently from the cold and the sheer humiliation of the moment.

Natalie’s gaze swept over him, her eyes narrowing with a mix of disdain and satisfaction. She remained fully clothed, her tailored black jacket and riding boots pristine against the bleak backdrop, her gloved hand still holding the leash as the dog quieted but remained tense, ready to strike.

Raymond instinctively covered his exposed genitals with his hands, his face flushed with a mix of cold and shame. The biting wind cut through him, the icy air searing his bare skin as he stood vulnerable and humiliated at a temperature well below freezing. His teeth chattered uncontrollably, but he dared not speak, his fear of Natalie’s wrath far outweighing his discomfort.

Natalie stepped closer, her boots crunching against the frozen ground as she loomed above Raymond. From this close distance, he could see her face in detail, her beauty undeniable but laced with a cruel edge. Her flawless features were framed by sleek waves of dark hair, and her lips curled into a sadistic smile that made him shudder, colder than the winter air around him. Her eyes, sharp and penetrating, glimmered with enjoyment, a sadistic pleasure in his humiliation that she made no effort to hide. She wasn’t merely tolerating this—she was savoring it.

With deliberate precision, Natalie removed one of her black gloves, the leather sliding off her hand with a faint squeak. She handed the cane to him without ceremony. “Hold!” she ordered sharply, her tone brooking no hesitation. Raymond’s shaking hands took the cane instinctively, the polished leather cold against his skin. Before he could brace himself, her bare hand shot forward, slapping his face with a force that made his head whip to the side.

The strike wasn’t clean; her hand connected awkwardly with his ear, sending a ringing sound reverberating through his skull. Pain blossomed in his ear, and tears involuntarily welled up in his eyes. His breath hitched, and his body tensed, but there was no time to recover as Natalie’s voice cut through the freezing air.

“You—smack—shall—smack—never—smack—dare—smack—to talk back—smack—to me!” Each word was punctuated by a sharp slap to his face, her palm striking with calculated cruelty. By the time she finished, his cheeks were burning red, stinging from the repeated impact. His body shuddered, and he bit his lip to stifle a whimper. Tears spilled over despite his best efforts to contain them, streaking his chilled cheeks.

“I only suggested that…” he began weakly, his voice barely above a whisper, but she didn’t let him finish.

“Here you go again,” she snapped, her voice icy. “Talking back.” Her hand shot out, gripping his chin and forcing his head downward in a gesture that was both humiliating and dismissive. He swallowed hard, his resolve crumbling under the weight of her authority. “I would like to talk to your manager if possible,” he muttered quietly, the words slipping out almost involuntarily.

“After me!” she barked, ignoring his plea as she turned sharply on her heels. Her boots clicked with authority against the icy floor, and Raymond had no choice but to follow, his head bowed and his body trembling as he clutched the cane tightly in his hands.

She led him through a labyrinth of dimly lit corridors, the air damp and oppressive. The walls were lined with small rooms, their doors partially open to reveal starkly different but equally disturbing scenes inside. The German Shepherd trotted obediently at her side, its powerful form a constant reminder of the threat she wielded. In one room, a stern mistress sat calmly on a chair while a trembling man knelt at her feet, scrubbing the floor with shaking hands. In another, a woman stood over her slave, shouting commands as the man fumbled to tie her boots correctly. Raymond’s eyes widened as they passed rows of iron cages, the bars enclosing men whose helpless faces were illuminated by the faint glow of overhead lamps. Their pleading eyes followed him as he passed, their hands gripping the bars in silent desperation.

The journey felt endless, each twist and turn through the cold, oppressive corridors heightening his unease. Finally, Natalie stopped at an unmarked door and pushed it open, revealing a stark room that offered no comfort or relief. The space was almost barren, containing only a single wooden chair, a plain metal table, and a cage large enough to trap a man inside. A small, old radiator was mounted against the wall, its faint hum and slight warmth offering a stark contrast to the freezing corridors outside. Despite the warmer air, the minimal furnishings and the oppressive stillness of the room added to the sense of isolation and despair.

The smell hit him as he stepped inside, faint but unmistakable. It was a mix of dampness and neglect, the scent of rusted metal mingling with the faint, acrid odor of disinfectant that couldn’t quite mask the mildew lurking in unseen corners. The air was heavy, carrying a faint metallic tang that made his nostrils flare with discomfort. Beneath it all was a more intimate smell—faint traces of sweat and fear, as though the room itself had absorbed the desperation of those who had been here before him. It was a claustrophobic scent, one that wrapped around him as tightly as the air in this suffocating space, amplifying the oppressive atmosphere and making his heart race with both dread and reluctant arousal.

Without a word, Natalie moved with brisk efficiency, pulling a pair of cold metal cuffs from her belt. She yanked his arms behind his back and locked the cuffs tightly, the unforgiving metal biting into his skin. Raymond winced but dared not protest, the sheer force of her grip leaving no room for resistance. Next, she crouched down, her movements precise, as she shackled his legs, binding them together with a short, heavy chain. The clinking sound echoed ominously in the stark room.

Rising smoothly, Natalie grabbed another chain—thicker, heavier—from a wall-mounted pulley system. Without hesitation, she connected it to the shackles on his legs. Raymond’s eyes followed the path of the chain upward, his heart pounding as he traced it to the ceiling, where a series of pulleys gleamed under the dim light. From the ceiling, the chain looped back down, the setup designed to hoist and manipulate with unnerving ease. With a sharp tug, Natalie tested the tension, her expression cold and unbothered, the sound of the chain grinding through the pulleys sending shivers down Raymond’s spine.

Natalie straightened, her gaze falling to his flaccid cock as if assessing him one last time. A flicker of disdain crossed her face, and without another word, she turned and walked out, the door closing with a heavy metallic clang behind her. The sound echoed in the barren room, leaving Raymond alone with his humiliation, the weight of the chains, and the oppressive silence.

Raymond stood trembling in the stark, freezing room, his naked body exposed to the cold air that seemed to seep into his very bones. The weight of the chain pulling at his legs only added to his mounting sense of helplessness. His breath came in uneven bursts, misting in the icy air, each exhale betraying his growing anxiety. His arms, pinned tightly behind his back by the cuffs, ached, while his legs, shackled and tethered to the pulleys above, felt unnaturally heavy, the chain restricting even the slightest movement.

His mind raced with a whirlwind of fears, each more unsettling than the last. He had no idea what was coming next, no clue what punishments or humiliations might await him. His thoughts kept circling back to Natalie—her cold, piercing gaze, the way she had slapped him with calculated cruelty, the sadistic smile she had worn as she towered over him. That smile haunted him now, a chilling reminder of her enjoyment in asserting her dominance.

The room offered no comfort, no distraction from his escalating dread. Its bare walls seemed to close in on him, and the faint clinking of the chain above was the only sound, amplifying the eerie silence. He couldn’t help but glance around, searching for any clue, any indication of what this place was designed for. The minimal furniture—a single stark chair, a plain table, and the looming cage in the corner—only deepened his unease. Each object seemed imbued with a sinister purpose, one he could only imagine with growing terror.

10 Minutes Later

The door creaked open, and Raymond's eyes darted nervously as Natalie entered, followed by an imposing figure whose sheer presence seemed to suck the air out of the room. Martha Kane stepped inside with heavy, deliberate strides, her towering 6-foot-2 frame filling the doorway. She was a fortress of solid mass and unrelenting authority, her thick leather coat clinging to her like armor. Her severe face bore angular, almost chiseled features, and her sharp eyes locked onto Raymond with a cold, piercing intensity. She snapped her head to the right—a quick, involuntary motion—and though the gesture was brief, it made his blood run cold. Something was palpably off about her, as though she thrived in a realm that most people couldn’t comprehend.

Next to her, Natalie couldn’t hide her smirk, a glimmer of amusement flickering in her eyes as she stepped behind Martha. This was the moment she had been waiting for—the arrival of the "manager" Raymond had so boldly requested. The irony of his situation was delicious, and her smirk deepened as she helped Martha remove the heavy leather coat with practiced efficiency, exposing her broad, imposing shoulders. Everyone in Frostspire Manor knew what it meant when Martha Kane arrived—it was an unspoken guarantee that the male victim's ordeal was about to take a brutal turn. No amount of pleading or reasoning could alter the inevitable. Natalie handed Martha a bastinado—a simple wooden rod that Martha gripped with an air of casual menace, her fingers flexing around it as though weighing its potential. The faint creak of the wood under her grip hinted at the precision and pain to come, and Natalie relished the anticipation of watching Raymond’s resolve crumble under Martha’s merciless command.

Raymond tried to gather himself, sensing an opportunity to explain, to reason with someone who, by her older age and commanding demeanor, might surely listen. He took a deep breath, moving a little forward. “Excuse me, ma’am,” he began, his tone polite but tinged with urgency. “Me and my Mistress arrived here as paying customers. There must have been a misunderstanding. I wasn’t refusing to comply; I was only trying to—”

Martha didn’t respond. She simply stood there, her imposing bulk like an immovable wall, her hands resting on her hips as she stared him down. Her expression was unreadable, but her silence felt heavier than words. Raymond’s voice faltered as her sharp eyes drilled into him, and when her head snapped to the right again, he felt an almost primal fear rise within him. The tick, small as it was, gave her an unnerving, fractured quality, as though there was something deeply wrong beneath her stony exterior.

Still, Raymond pressed on, his hope flickering weakly. “I just thought... maybe there was a mistake? If I could explain myself, I’m sure—”

Natalie smirked faintly, a glimmer of amusement flickering in her eyes. She knew it didn’t matter what Raymond said—Martha had her own sadistic agenda, and nothing he could say would change that. Natalie was all too familiar with Martha’s reputation and her twisted sense of purpose, which made her swift arrival all the more predictable. “Kneel,” she commanded curtly, her tone brooking no argument. The sharpness of her voice cut through the icy air, leaving Raymond no choice but to obey.

Raymond hesitated for a moment, glancing at Martha one last time, hoping for some sign of intervention or understanding. There was none. Reluctantly, he sank to his knees, the cold, wet floor sending a shiver through his body. With his hands cuffed tightly behind his back, the position was awkward and uncomfortable, but he complied as best he could.

Before he could adjust further, Natalie moved swiftly, her boot pressing firmly against his chest. “Down,” she said coldly, and with a deliberate shove, she pushed him backward. Raymond toppled onto the floor, landing flat on his back, the freezing wet surface biting into his exposed skin. The humiliation of the moment only heightened his growing dread.

The moment he was sprawled out, Natalie wasted no time. With practiced efficiency, she moved behind him, grabbing his legs and hoisting them into the air. The sudden motion sent a jolt through him, and his panic flared as he realized what was happening. His voice, trembling, broke the silence as he tried once more to reason. “Please, there must be some kind of misunderstanding…”

“Please,” he stammered, “I wasn’t trying to be difficult. All I meant was that my own clothes could be used as workwear. I didn’t care if they got ruined—I didn’t think there was any need to strip naked.” His voice trailed off, desperation creeping into his words as he tried to explain. “That’s all I wanted to say…”

Before he could finish, Martha stepped forward, the bastinado gripped firmly in her hand. Her face remained as impassive as ever, but the sharp snap of her head before she raised the rod sent his heart plummeting. She didn’t care what he had to say. She wasn’t here to listen—she was here to hurt.

The first strike came without warning, landing squarely on his exposed buttocks with a resounding crack. "AAAAHHHhhhh!" Raymond’s body jerked violently, his scream tearing from his throat as the searing pain surged through him like fire. The bastinado was unyielding, its weight and force delivering a punishment far more precise and brutal than he had anticipated.

Martha didn’t pause. She struck again, the wooden rod biting into his flesh with a cruel, echoing snap. "No! Please, AAAAHHHhhh! Stop!" His cries were desperate, guttural, but they only seemed to fuel her relentless rhythm. Each strike came down harder, merciless and unyielding.

"ARRRGGHHH! Oh God, oh God, PLEASE!" he screamed, his voice cracking under the weight of his agony. Martha’s movements were methodical, her face cold and detached, as though she were performing a chore. There was no hesitation, no pause to acknowledge his pleas—only the unbroken cadence of wood meeting flesh.

With every blow, her head snapped violently to the side, the tick growing more pronounced as if fed by the fury she unleashed. "AHHHHHHH!" Raymond thrashed, his body writhing against the chain, but it held him fast, leaving him exposed and helpless under her onslaught. The room echoed with the brutal symphony of wood against flesh and his anguished howls. "ARRRRGGGGHH! NO, PLEASE, STOP!"

Martha’s strikes grew even harder, her motions almost mechanical, and yet there was something unsettling in her expression—a flicker of sadistic satisfaction that lit up her sharp, piercing eyes. The tick in her neck seemed to synchronize with each swing, her body a vessel for the dark compulsion driving her. The harder she struck, the more violently her head snapped, as if the act of inflicting pain was both a release and a trigger for her.

Raymond’s screams reached a crescendo, his voice raw and breaking. "AAAAHHHHH! I’M SORRY! PLEASE! ARRGGGHHHH!" The punishment didn’t relent, the bastinado carving fiery streaks of pain across his trembling flesh.

Natalie’s laughter broke through his cries, soft at first but growing louder, her amusement sharp and cutting. “Look at him,” she said, her boot pressing down harder on his chest as she glanced at Martha with a smirk. “You’ve really outdone yourself this time.”

Raymond’s eyes, blurry with tears, caught Natalie’s gaze for a moment, and her smile widened. The cruelty in her expression was unmistakable, and the sadistic pleasure she took in his suffering only deepened his despair. The combination of physical agony and the emotional humiliation of her mockery left him utterly broken.

By the time Martha finally stopped, his body was trembling uncontrollably, his sobs echoing in the cold, barren room. She stood over him for a moment, her face still unreadable, before she tossed the bastinado onto the floor with a careless clatter. Natalie stepped forward immediately, retrieving Martha’s leather coat and helping her slip it back on with the same practiced deference. It was a stark, chilling contrast to the brutal scene that had just unfolded, as though the beating was nothing more than a brief interruption to Martha’s day.

Without a word, Martha turned and strode out of the room, her heavy boots thudding against the floor.

30 Minutes Later

Raymond woke with a start, his body curled on the unyielding steel bed inside a cramped, rusted cage. A sharp, searing pain radiated from his buttocks and lower back, a brutal reminder of Martha’s unrelenting punishment. Every slight movement sent fresh waves of agony coursing through him, his muscles aching from the sheer tension of enduring blow after blow. His breath hitched as he tried to shift positions, the shackles around his ankles rattling faintly, the sound grating against his ears like a cruel mockery of his predicament.

The dim light from the corridor flickered faintly, casting shadows that danced ominously along the walls of his prison. The flickering glow only deepened the sense of disorientation and despair that clung to him. The thin, scratchy tunic—the only piece of clothing he had—rubbed uncomfortably against his inflamed, tender skin, amplifying the soreness that refused to subside. It offered neither warmth nor dignity, just another layer of discomfort in an already unbearable situation.

Each breath felt heavy, dragging across his chest as though the very air conspired to weigh him down. The temperature here was mercifully more tolerable than the bitter cold he had endured outside, but that small reprieve was meaningless against the stabbing pain in his body and the emotional weight of his humiliation. His mind flickered with fragmented memories of the beating—the crack of the bastinado, Martha’s unyielding expression, Natalie’s smirk of amusement—each one cutting deeper than the last.

He tried to sit up, but his body protested violently, forcing him to pause and bite back a groan. His hands moved instinctively to cradle his sore torso, though the shackles’ weight and the constraints of the cage made even that small act of self-soothing feel futile. The raw, dull ache in his buttocks pulsed in time with his heartbeat, each throb a cruel echo of Martha’s relentless strikes.

Raymond let out a shallow, trembling sigh as he slumped back down, his head resting against the cold, rusted bars of the cage. He closed his eyes, though the pain and humiliation etched into his body refused to let him escape. The cage around him, small and suffocating, felt like the physical manifestation of his complete helplessness, sealing him into a world where his body was broken, his spirit battered, and his freedom stripped away.

As he sat up, his fingers instinctively brushed against the bars, testing them for weakness. The metal was solid, immovable, a fortress built to contain him. He was locked not only in a cage but also by the heavy restraints that ensured his movements were limited even within these confines. A fresh wave of despair swept over him as he realized how thoroughly at their mercy he was. What would it take to be released? Would they come with conditions, sadistic demands he’d be forced to obey just to step outside? And even then, where would he go? He was their captive, their property, and the thought of that dependency sent a chill down his spine.

Then, cutting through the eerie silence of the corridor, came the sound that made his blood run cold—a scream. It was no ordinary cry; it was raw, visceral, and filled with agony, the kind that clawed into his very soul. The chilling wails of a man in pain echoed through the air, underscored by the faint, commanding voice of a woman. The sharp cracks of something striking flesh—rhythmic and unrelenting—punctuated the terrifying symphony. The realization hit him like a blow: someone was being punished, mercilessly. And there was no reason to believe he would be spared the same fate.

Panic surged through him. He scrambled to his feet, the short chain between his shackled ankles clinking noisily as he rushed to the bars. His heart hammered as he gripped the cold steel, shaking it with all his might, his muscles straining against the unyielding cage. “Let me out!” he wanted to scream, but the sound caught in his throat, drowned out by the distant cries of torment that only seemed to grow louder in his ears. His breath came in short, ragged gasps as he pulled at the bars, desperate to find any weakness, any way out. But the cage held firm, unyielding.

The futility of his efforts crashed down on him. No amount of rattling would set him free. He was exactly where they had left him—trapped, restrained, and entirely at their disposal. He couldn’t escape their whims, couldn’t stop them from dragging him out when they decided it was his turn. The echo of the man’s screams haunted him, a grim foreshadowing of what lay ahead. Exhausted and trembling, Raymond slumped back onto the metal cot, his shackles clinking as he stared at the unrelenting bars. His mind raced with dread. The waiting was its own torture, knowing that at any moment, the door could open, and his torment would begin again.

6 p.m. That Evening

Dinner was an ordeal of humiliation and strict control, set in an oppressive atmosphere that crushed any sense of individuality. The inmates stood outside in the snow, forming a long, shivering line. Their thin prison uniforms—a coarse gray shirt and loose pants—did little to protect them from the biting cold. The fabric clung to their skin, damp from the snowflakes that melted on contact. Raymond’s body trembled violently, his teeth chattering as he clutched two dented metal plates, his fingers stiff and numb from the freezing air.

The line moved slowly, inching toward the serving stations where other inmates, equally terrified, ladled out the meager rations. None of them dared to look up from their work. At the first station, a man with a haunted expression dropped a single slice of stale bread onto Raymond’s plate. At the second, another inmate with trembling hands poured a watery potato soup into his bowl, carefully avoiding scooping from the bottom where the actual potatoes sat. The third inmate dropped a cupful of plain rice onto the plate beside the bread, his eyes darting nervously toward the guards patrolling the room.

Raymond shuffled into the dining hall, his breath still visible in the icy air. The room was stark, dimly lit by overhead bulbs that cast harsh shadows on the unadorned walls. Five wooden tables, each flanked by two benches, dominated the space. Men crowded onto the benches, three to a side, their shoulders hunched against the cold and their heads bowed to avoid drawing attention. The tables held nothing but small dishes of salt and pepper, and the oppressive silence was broken only by the clink of spoons against metal plates.

Raymond found an empty spot on one of the benches and sat down, his frozen fingers fumbling to arrange his plates. To his left, a thin man leaned closer, his voice barely audible. “Do you know when we’ll see our Mistresses?” he whispered, his tone tinged with hope and desperation.

Raymond froze, unsure if he should respond. He shrugged, attempting to communicate ignorance without jeopardizing a verbal response. After a moment, he whispered, “It’s my first time here.”

Across the table, another man, his gaunt face etched with a strange mix of pain and contentment, leaned forward after finishing his soup. “This is my third time,” he whispered. “On Friday and Saturday, we don’t see the ladies. Only on Sunday, just before we leave.”

Raymond nodded politely. “Thank you,” he murmured. But curiosity got the better of him. “So… do you enjoy it here?” he asked cautiously.

The reaction was immediate. The five men surrounding him stopped eating, their heads snapping up to stare at him as if he’d just uttered an unthinkable blasphemy. Their wide eyes held a mix of disbelief and disdain, but no one dared to speak. The silence was deafening, broken only by the faint clatter of a spoon against a plate at another table.

Finally, the thin man next to him spoke, his tone both incredulous and amused. “Well, it’s quite the experience, don’t you think?”

Raymond let out a bitter laugh, his voice low. “Quite the experience? Martha almost broke my ass bones.”

“You don’t have ass bones,” muttered the man to Raymond’s right, his tone dry and matter-of-fact. “But I agree. It’s very erotic. This place is like the good old OWK.”

Raymond nodded, though he didn’t understand the reference. He felt completely alien among these men, who seemed to derive some twisted thrill from their ordeal. To Raymond, none of this was erotic or exciting. It was cold, brutal, and humiliating. The only woman on his mind was Juliet. He loved her. He missed her. As he stared blankly at his plate, he imagined her warm smile, the way her laughter lit up a room, the comfort of her presence. She was his anchor, the only thing keeping him from being swallowed by the madness of this place.

Suddenly, a sharp clattering sound snapped him out of his thoughts. A guard’s cane tapped against the edge of the table, and Raymond’s heart jumped in his chest. He immediately lowered his gaze and resumed eating, the watery soup and stale bread doing little to fill the growing void in his stomach—or his spirit.

7 p.m.

Back in his cold, confining prison cell, Raymond’s thoughts sharpened with a singular intensity as his hand wrapped around his cock. Throughout the entire day, he had felt nothing—his cock limp, lifeless, entirely unaffected by the striking beauty of women like Natalie or the domineering presence of Martha. No matter their appearance, their authority, or the atmosphere of control they exuded, they left him cold. His body simply couldn’t respond to anyone but Juliet. His mind was wired for her and her alone, his arousal tied exclusively to the woman who owned him heart, mind, and soul. It wasn’t just loyalty—it was a visceral truth about himself.

Now, alone in his cell, with no one to see him, the floodgates opened. His cock sprang to life, rock hard and throbbing with an almost painful vigor the moment Juliet entered his thoughts. It was an intensity that bordered on frightening, a physical manifestation of the complete hold she had over him. His mind filled with her—her strict, beautiful face, the commanding lines of her expression, and the way her piercing eyes seemed to see through him. What was it about her face, he wondered, that could do this to him? Not her body, not her curves—though he adored those too—but her face alone, so full of power and beauty, could unravel him completely.

He thought of her breasts, modest and perfect, like two ripe pears—just the right size to fit in his hands. They were a symbol of her understated elegance, far superior to the garish, overwhelming proportions of someone like Beatrice. Beatrice, with her oversized chest and crude demeanor, had no power over him anymore. Everything about her was too much—too loud, too vulgar, too grotesque. How other men found her desirable was beyond him. Juliet, on the other hand, was everything he could ever want. At 58, she was still the most beautiful woman he had ever seen, her timeless grace and natural allure unmatched by anyone.

But it wasn’t just her beauty that consumed him. It was her care, her love, and the way she made him feel seen, valued, and needed. He thought of the time she had rushed to his side when he’d had heart palpitations, kneeling before him with her hands on his shoulders, her face filled with concern as she checked on him. He thought of how she had insisted he see a doctor, how she pushed him to take care of himself, ensuring he went on daily runs. Juliet cared about him deeply, and now, as her obedient servant, he felt that care even more. Their bond had grown stronger, her trust in him unshakable, and his devotion to her absolute.

As he stroked his cock, his mind stayed entirely on Juliet. He ached to cum, his body screaming for release, but he stopped himself. Juliet trusted him. She had allowed him the freedom to go without a chastity device, confident that he wouldn’t betray her trust. The thought of breaking that faith was unbearable. His hand fell away, his cock still hard and throbbing as he leaned back against the cold metal bars of the cage.

Even in his longing, his mind was clear: Juliet was everything. No other woman could touch him—not their beauty, their power, or their presence. He belonged to Juliet, and that truth was woven into every fiber of his being.

At the Same Time: Watermark Kendall West Penthouse, Boston, MA

The penthouse was a masterpiece of opulence, a space designed to envelop its occupants in unparalleled luxury and warmth. The living room exuded a golden glow, with plush rugs in shades of deep burgundy and gold sprawling across the floor, their texture soft enough to swallow footsteps. A grand chandelier hung from the ceiling, casting a gentle, warm light that danced across the room’s polished surfaces. The walls were a rich cream color, lined with subtle gold accents, and adorned with modern artwork that balanced elegance and power. Floor-to-ceiling windows framed a breathtaking view of the Boston skyline, the city’s lights shimmering like jewels against the night sky.

In the center of the room, a sleek, oversized sectional sofa in soft velvet hugged the space, accompanied by a low, glass-topped coffee table that gleamed under the chandelier's light. A state-of-the-art television spanned nearly the entire length of one wall, playing soft, classical music that filled the space with an air of timeless sophistication. The faint hum of a hidden sound system complemented the atmosphere, making the penthouse feel alive with understated grandeur.

Emily moved through the room with effortless grace, the silky hem of her camisole brushing against her thighs with each step. Her blond carré hair reflected the ambient light as she held a sleek mobile phone in one hand, her other brushing lightly along the back of a high-backed chair as she passed. She was a picture of calm command, her every movement deliberate yet unhurried. The faint scent of her perfume lingered in the air, a subtle blend of jasmine and amber that matched the room’s rich tones.

Standing side by side in the middle of the living room, the three men—a stark contrast to the opulence surrounding them—were completely naked. Graham Prescott, Colton Beauregard, and Victor Langston, once titans of industry and power, now stood exposed, stripped of all dignity but wholly obedient. Their aged bodies betrayed their years, but their erections were painfully hard, their hands moving in slow, synchronized strokes as they edged at Emily’s command. Despite their visible arousal, their expressions were mixtures of shame and longing, their gazes flicking nervously to Emily for approval they knew might never come.

Victor Langston, his once-booming voice now a strained whisper, was speaking. His tone was thick with deference, almost trembling as he spoke, “Miss Emily, I—I swear to you, the apartment in Back Bay... it’s in your name, I’ve signed every document, please believe me—”

Emily raised her free hand with a swift, imperious motion, silencing him instantly. Without so much as glancing at him, she brought the phone to her ear, her voice soft yet commanding.

“Hello, Raymond?” Emily said, her voice calm and composed, betraying none of the chaos in the room behind her.

“Nope, Logan here,” the deep, casual voice replied from the other side. Logan, dressed in worn jeans and a loose button-up shirt with half the buttons undone, exposing his muscular chest, sat slouched on a leather couch. A basketball game blared on the TV in front of him, a half-empty beer in his hand. He exuded raw, laid-back confidence, the kind of guy who didn't have to try to look good.

“Wait, did you say Raymond?” Logan continued, a smirk crossing his lips. “I’ve got a neighbor who goes by that name.”

“Oh, so is this his phone?” Emily inquired, her brows furrowing in confusion.

“No, this is my phone. Look, lady,” Logan began, leaning forward as he grabbed another swig of his beer. “You’re calling me in the middle of the NBA playoffs,” he grinned, waving his beer in the air as if to emphasize the gravity of the interruption, “asking questions. I’m here to help, Ma’am, sure, but—”

His voice faltered as his eyes dropped to the caller ID screen. The image of a stunning blonde with a dazzling smile and a perfectly coiffed carré hairstyle stared back at him. For a second, his casual bravado disintegrated. His grip tightened on the beer can as he swallowed hard, forgetting the game completely.

“What I’m saying, lady, is...” Logan stammered, quickly pivoting, “I’m here to help. Anything you want to know—about Raymond, about me—anything.”

Emily’s voice remained effortlessly calm, but her words carried an unmistakable edge. “Well, that was kind of rude, don’t you think, Logan?”

“Oh no, no, Ma’am, there’s been a misunderstanding,” Logan blurted, his cocky demeanor faltering. “What I meant to say was—”

“I know what you meant to say,” Emily interrupted smoothly, her tone cool. “I’m not angry. But you certainly lack manners, wouldn’t you agree?”

Logan chuckled nervously, now sitting up straighter on the couch. “Can we... start over?” he asked, desperately trying to regain some ground. “Let’s just forget that, you know, and start from scratch.”

But as he glanced back at the phone screen, the call had already ended.

“Shit,” Logan muttered, his chest pounding like a drum. The beer now forgotten, he stood up, running a hand through his disheveled hair. It wasn’t every day a woman like that called out of the blue. Without hesitation, he hit the call-back button.

“Hello, it’s me again—Logan,” he said, a hint of tremor in his voice. His earlier confidence had evaporated. Now he sounded almost timid, entirely disarmed.

“Oh, hi, Logan,” Emily replied warmly, a smile evident in her tone. Across the room, the three naked men in Emily’s living room exchanged knowing glances. They understood this game all too well; they had been exactly where Logan was now. They had watched their own downfalls in slow motion, utterly powerless to resist her spell.

Logan tried to laugh, hoping to ease the tension in his voice. “So, I was thinking... since Raymond’s not here—”

“Oh, Raymond’s not there?” Emily cut in, her voice laced with a subtle curiosity.

“Uh, no,” Logan stammered. “He’s on vacation with his wife. Lovely lady.”

“Aww,” Emily cooed, stretching the syllable. “When’s he back?”

“Look, Ma’am,” Logan laughed nervously, scratching the back of his head, “he’s 64 years old. He could be your grandfather.”

“Yeah,” Emily purred, her tone almost wistful, “but he’s kind of cute, don’t you think?”

Logan’s chest swelled, his bravado creeping back. “I’m cuter,” he said, his voice taking on a playful edge. “I can prove it.”

Emily's laughter, a sweet melody, invigorated Logan. He grinned like a fool, emboldened by her reaction. “So, uh, when he gets back, I’ll let him know you called. Anything else?”

“Yes,” Emily said sweetly, “just let him know I’m on a short vacation and that I’d love for him to call me when he gets back. I’ll be in Boston for a week, then off to Vegas.”

Logan’s stomach twisted as a pang of unease shot through him. Why was she so interested in Raymond?

“Sure, sure,” Logan said, his voice unsteady, “I’ll let him know.”

“Thank you, Logan,” Emily said smoothly. “You’ve been so helpful.” Then, with a soft click, the call ended.

Logan stared at his phone, the words “Emily Carter” still glowing on the screen. His fingers trembled as he tapped open a browser and typed the name into the search bar. His jaw dropped when the results loaded. “Playboy Pet of the Month,” he read aloud, his voice thick with disbelief.

“God, I have to try to have her. I mean, I just have to,” Logan muttered to himself, pacing the room now. His heart raced as a mix of lust and desperation clouded his thoughts. “If you don’t try, you’ll never try,” he mumbled nonsensically, his mind reeling from the brief but electrifying exchange. Emily had him exactly where she had any man who interacted with her—effortlessly ensnared, his equilibrium shattered. Often, this wasn’t even intentional on her part; it was simply the natural effect she had, a gravitational pull that left men utterly captivated and incoherent.

The next morning, Saturday, 10 a.m.

The door creaked open with a sharp groan, and Raymond jumped from his seat, the sudden noise igniting a jolt of dread in his chest. His shackles clanked as he rose, his body stiff with tension. The moment he saw Natalie stride in, his stomach sank. Her tall, commanding figure was framed by the doorway, the German Shepherd trotting beside her. She tied the dog to the doorknob with a fluid, practiced motion before turning her attention to him, her expression as bored as it was impatient.

Without a word, she gestured sharply to the floor in front of her. “On your knees,” she said flatly, her tone brooking no argument. Raymond hesitated for only a moment before sinking awkwardly to the cold, hard ground, the chain connecting his shackled ankles clinking as he complied. Natalie moved to the lone chair he had been sitting on and seated herself with practiced ease, crossing one leg over the other as her piercing gaze bore into him.

“Okay,” she said, leaning back in the chair. “Go ahead, wash my feet.” Her tone carried no enthusiasm, just the sharp authority of someone who had done this countless times before and found it beneath her interest.

Raymond’s hands trembled slightly as he held up the basket. “I brought this basket,” he said, his voice faltering. “It’s clean and presentable, I hope.” He glanced at Natalie, desperate for some form of acknowledgment, but her expression remained detached, her eyes fixed on some distant point.

“And now, I’m placing a towel at the bottom to prevent items from slipping—” he began, unfolding it carefully, but before he could finish, Natalie’s patience snapped. She surged forward, gripping the collar of his shirt with brutal force and yanking him toward her. The sharp motion rattled his shackles, and his breath caught as he found himself inches from her face. Her eyes burned with fury, cutting through his anxiety like a blade.

“I didn’t come here to listen to your pathetic commentary on how you arrange a basket,” she hissed, her voice low but seething with venom. Her grip tightened, the fabric of his uniform digging into his neck. The dog, sensing her anger, began barking aggressively, its growls reverberating through the room. Natalie didn’t flinch; her attention remained locked on him, her fury boiling over. “I came here to let you wash my feet.”

Raymond froze. He was a grown man, yet in that moment, he felt like a boy being scolded by a towering figure of authority. Her strength and proximity made him feel small, insignificant, and utterly powerless. His knees trembled slightly, and a wave of emotion coursed through him—humiliation, fear, awe—all swirling together as he realized he could smell the faint, intoxicating scent of her perfume even through his panic. The world outside the space between their locked eyes ceased to exist, leaving him exposed and quivering under her piercing gaze.

Raymond stammered, “Y-Yes, Ma’am,” but her glare cut him off.

“Now,” she snarled, her tone sharp enough to slice through his fear, “you will fill this freaking basket with all the ingredients and proceed with the washing. No more of this pathetic running commentary.”

With that, she released him abruptly, shoving him back into his chair with enough force to make it scrape against the floor. He nearly toppled over but managed to steady himself, his pulse racing wildly.

“Yes, Ma’am,” he repeated, his voice trembling as he scrambled to obey, hurriedly filling the basket with the necessary items. His hands shook as he worked, the cold metal of his shackles chafing against his wrists. But the truth was, Raymond wasn’t doing this because he feared Natalie or her barking dog. He wasn’t like the other inmates who seemed to revel in their humiliation. He was here, bending to Natalie’s will, for one reason only: Juliet. His Mistress had commanded him to obey all women, and he would follow her word without question.

As he arranged the items, his mind flickered to Juliet. It was only her image that kept him grounded in this degrading moment. Natalie’s beauty, undeniable as it was, held no power over him. Her dominance didn’t stir anything in him but resentment. Unlike the others, who seemed to embrace this twisted experience, Raymond was here for Juliet and Juliet alone. She was the only woman who mattered to him, the only woman who could make him obey even the likes of Natalie.

Raymond hurried to the basin, his hands trembling as he filled it with warm water. He carefully adjusted the temperature using the thermometer, ensuring it was precisely 82 degrees Fahrenheit—just as the manual had instructed. Satisfied, he carried the basin back to the room with deliberate care, his shackles clinking faintly with every step. He placed it gently on the ground in front of Natalie, his breath visible in the cold air.

With a nervous glance at her, he knelt and reached for her long black boots. His shackled hands, steady despite his trembling nerves, began unzipping them, the sound of the zipper slicing through the tense silence. As the first boot came off, the faint, warm scent of leather and perspiration wafted into the air, mingling with the room’s faint chill. His fingers brushed against the smooth surface of her thin black stockings, damp from the hours spent encased in her boots. He hesitated for a moment, the sensation sending a flush of heat to his cheeks, before easing the second boot off with the same care, revealing both feet nestled in the delicate, clinging fabric.

Setting the boots aside with the reverence of handling a sacred object, Raymond returned his focus to her feet. The stockings glistened faintly in the dim light, a testament to the hours they had spent confined. Gulping softly, he reached for the top of one stocking, his fingers brushing against her ankle as he carefully rolled the fabric down. Inch by inch, the smooth, pale skin of her foot was revealed. Her toes, painted a bold crimson to match her striking lips, glistened with a faint sheen of moisture. The arch of her foot was elegant, soft, and unblemished, curving perfectly into the delicate ball of her foot. Even her soles, faintly pink and flawless, exuded an understated perfection that left him breathless.

Raymond placed the removed stocking aside and repeated the process with the other, his movements deliberate and worshipful. Each touch was meticulous, his attention wholly consumed by the ritual of unveiling her feet. Natalie wordlessly shifted her now-bare feet into the water, the slight hiss of steam rising as the heat met the cooler air. Her expression was one of pure boredom, her eyes distant and disinterested, as though she were indulging a trivial luxury rather than receiving his absolute devotion.

For Raymond, however, it was more than just a task. The sight of her feet soaking in the water, their perfection framed by the simple act of cleansing, felt almost sacred. He swallowed hard, aware of how utterly insignificant he seemed at that moment, kneeling in servitude before a woman who barely even acknowledged his presence.

He reached for the sponge, dipping it into the soapy water he had prepared earlier. With measured, deliberate movements, he began to lather her feet, starting with the tops and working down to her toes. His touch was light, almost reverent, as he cleaned each area thoroughly. He worked with focus, paying attention to the smallest details, ensuring every inch of her feet was treated with care.

Rinsing the sponge in the water, he repeated the process, methodically ensuring no soap residue remained. His hands moved with precision as he worked, his eyes never straying from the task. He reached for the glass pitcher filled with clean, warm water and poured it gently over her feet, rinsing them completely. He was mindful not to splash, his movements careful and practiced.

“Ma’am, if I may,” he murmured as he reached to remove her feet from the basin. One at a time, he lifted her feet and placed them onto the large towel he had spread out beforehand. With the utmost care, he patted them dry, the soft towel absorbing the moisture. His fingers worked deftly, ensuring no part of her feet was neglected.

He draped a smaller towel across his knee and guided her foot onto it. Taking another towel, he meticulously dried between her toes, his movements slow and thorough. He repeated the process with her other foot, maintaining a steady, respectful demeanor throughout. The shackles around his wrists and ankles tinkled slightly as he adjusted himself, but he paid no mind, focusing entirely on his task.

Once her feet were completely dry, Raymond picked up the delicate black stockings, his hands trembling as he unfolded them. Gently, he guided the stocking over her foot, carefully pulling the fabric up her leg with reverence, ensuring it clung smoothly to her skin without a single crease. The soft, sheer material felt almost weightless in his hands, yet the act carried an immense gravity for him. When the first stocking was perfectly in place, he lowered his head, planting a subservient kiss just above her ankle, his lips brushing the thin fabric in a gesture of complete submission.

He repeated the process with the second stocking, ensuring every movement was as meticulous as the first. Once both legs were adorned in the flawless black stockings, he reached for her boots. Slipping them on with care, he made certain they fit perfectly, adjusting the zipper with trembling fingers to ensure her comfort and satisfaction.

Finally, with the ritual complete, Raymond lowered himself fully to his knees before her. His chains clicked lightly against the hard floor as he bent forward, his breath brushing the smooth, polished leather of her boots. The faint scent of the treated material mixed with the lingering aroma of the soapy water. His lips pressed against the supple leather with deliberate reverence, the sensation unexpectedly vivid—cool at first, then warming slightly as he lingered, the texture firm yet yielding under the softness of his mouth.

The kiss was a silent declaration, a gesture of complete submission and acknowledgment of her superiority. The leather carried a faint, luxurious sheen, and as his lips met the surface, it felt almost alive beneath him, imbued with the weight of authority that the boots represented. He lingered there for a moment, his lips still against the leather, as if trying to convey the depth of his deference in that one motion.

Slowly, he drew back and lifted his gaze to meet hers. His expression was one of earnest respect, his eyes searching hers for a sign of approval or acknowledgment. But Natalie remained cold and impassive, her boredom evident, the dominance in her demeanor unwavering. For Raymond, even without her response, the act was complete—a mark of obedience etched not just into the moment but into his very being.

“Ma’am,” he said quietly, “is there anything else you require?”

Natalie didn’t respond. She stood abruptly, her face still devoid of any acknowledgment of his efforts. Without a word, without so much as a glance, she turned on her heel and walked out of the room, the German Shepherd trotting obediently at her side, its leash firmly in her grasp. Raymond remained kneeling on the cold floor, the taste of humiliation lingering as strongly as the faint scent of the soapy water.

Raymond didn’t even have a moment to catch his breath before the door creaked open again, and another guard entered, her boots clacking sharply against the cold, hard floor. Without hesitation, he scrambled to his feet and prepared to serve, his movements now instinctive. He had memorized the steps, the precise order in which to wash and care for their feet, and the routine began to blur together as the day wore on. When one guard left, another arrived, her presence announced by the rhythmic sound of her heels echoing down the corridor.

By midday, Raymond’s hands moved with mechanical precision. He had become proficient, his nervous fumbling replaced by smooth, practiced gestures. The guards, or "Mistresses," ranged in temperament. Some were curt and demanding, their orders clipped and impersonal, while others were softer, almost conversational. With the latter, Raymond managed to exchange a few words—a fleeting attempt at human connection—but even these brief chats were tainted by their observations.

“You’re not like the others,” one Mistress had commented, her tone laced with both amusement and curiosity. “You’re so... unresponsive.”

Another smirked as he knelt before her. “Not even a twitch. Are you broken or just shy?”

By the end of the day, the whispers had turned into outright mockery. They had given him a name: the old impotent. The title spread quickly among the guards, their laughter following him down the hallways. It was humiliating, but Raymond endured it. His thoughts were elsewhere, anchored to the image of Juliet. The insults didn’t bother him because they weren’t true—not really. He wasn’t impotent. He just couldn’t—wouldn’t—be aroused by anyone but her.

When the final guard left and he was returned to his cold cage, the jeers still echoed in his ears. Exhausted, he collapsed onto the thin mattress, his body aching from the endless kneeling and his mind buzzing with frustration. As he lay there, staring at the rusty ceiling of his prison, his thoughts turned inevitably to Juliet.

Pulling the coarse blanket over himself, Raymond lowered his pants, his hand instinctively reaching for his cock. It hardened immediately at the mere thought of her, throbbing with a need that had been suppressed all day. “I miss her so much,” he murmured under his breath, his fingers stroking slowly as he let his mind wander. The ache in his chest was as intense as the one in his groin.

“What is this idea of separating men and women?” he thought bitterly, his strokes becoming more deliberate. “Whose idea was it? Beatrice? Was this all her doing?” The absurdity of the situation gnawed at him. It could have been such a lovely vacation, he thought. But the only person I want to be with, the only person I’m here for, isn’t even with me.

His hand tightened as he imagined Juliet’s face, her commanding eyes and the soft curve of her lips. He could almost hear her laugh, see the way her presence filled a room with quiet authority. “What if she misses me?” he thought. “What if they don’t let her see me? What if she’s just as miserable as I am?” The questions twisted in his mind, each one stoking the fire of his frustration.

“This is so stupid,” he muttered, his voice low and harsh. “I just want to go home. I’m not built for this. These women—these paid prostitutes—think they can tease me, humiliate me, and I’ll enjoy it. They think washing their feet is supposed to turn me on, make me some happy little customer. But it doesn’t. It’s disgusting.” He paused, his hand slowing as guilt crept in. “No... it’s not disgusting. It’s just not for me. None of them are for me. Only Juliet.”

His strokes grew slower, his thoughts shifting. When I’m back with her, he mused, I’ll see if she enjoyed this. If she did, I’ll say nothing. I’ll smile, and I’ll come back here again and again, for her. But if she didn’t, if I even sense that she didn’t enjoy it... I’ll pour my heart out. I’ll tell her we don’t need this, that I can give her everything she wants without this place. I’ll learn pedicures. I’ll learn massages. Whatever it takes. As long as she’s happy.

Raymond exhaled sharply, his cock twitching in his hand, the ache intensifying. “But if this is her fun,” he thought, “I’ll suffer through it. She doesn’t need to know how hard it is for me.” With a final groan, he released his grip, his cock throbbing painfully as he forced himself to stop. His body trembled with restraint, the heat of his desire slowly ebbing as he pulled his pants back up and curled into the blanket.

Closing his eyes, Raymond let the cold wash over him, the ache in his body a reminder of both his devotion and his torment. “Juliet,” he whispered, her name the only warmth in the icy confines of his prison.


Cracks in Devotion

The next morning, Sunday 9 a.m.

The slaves shuffled into the grand hall of Frostspire Manor, their chains clinking faintly with every step. It was as though they had been transported from the depths of hell into a pristine heaven, the contrast so stark it was almost surreal. Just forty-eight hours prior, they had been confined to cold, damp misery in the dilapidated underbelly of the estate, dressed in crude, jute uniforms, enduring subzero temperatures and suffocating despair. Now, they stood washed and cleaned, their skin raw from scrubbing, their uniformed appearance no less degrading but markedly more presentable. And yet, they looked like aliens in this opulent world, painfully out of place amidst the splendor.

The hall was nothing short of magnificent. A crackling fireplace dominated the far wall, its golden light casting an inviting glow that made the polished wooden floors shine like mirrors. Plush armchairs upholstered in cream and gold were arranged in cozy clusters around low tables adorned with vases of fresh flowers. Crystal chandeliers hung from the high ceiling, their shimmering light scattering across the room like a cascade of diamonds. The scent of lavender and polished wood lingered in the perfectly temperate air. It was warm, inviting—a stark, almost cruel reminder of the comforts denied to them below.

The slaves, wearing their crude jute uniforms, felt the disparity keenly. The jackets hung awkwardly on their frames, and the shorts, too loose, scratched at their thighs with every movement. Though they had been cleaned and their chains polished, the weight of their shackles remained, clinking dully as they shuffled into a straight line. Their wrists, cuffed in front of them with a connecting chain, prevented any natural movement, forcing their posture into awkward stiffness.

Lena Chen paced slowly in front of the assembled line of slaves, her heels clicking faintly against the gleaming floor. She was the picture of serene authority, her petite figure draped in an impeccably tailored black suit that highlighted her grace and precision. Her hair was tied back neatly, and her soft features, framed by her sleek ponytail, were striking in their understated beauty. Her warm smile might have seemed kind to an outsider, but to the men in chains, it was a mask—a tool of control.

Her clipboard rested lightly in her hands, her pen tapping rhythmically against its surface as she scanned the line. Her sharp eyes moved from one man to the next, each glance quick and assessing. There was nothing rushed in her movements; every step, every turn of her head radiated calm composure. And yet, there was no mistaking the power she wielded over the moment.

As she approached Raymond, his head lifted slightly, though his body remained stiffly at attention. “And you?” she asked, her voice soft yet commanding, the slightest lilt of her Chinese accent adding a musical quality to her words.

“My name is Raymond,” he said, his voice steady despite the anxiety that churned in his chest. “Raymond Ashford.” His shackled hands moved slightly as he pointed at the clipboard, hoping the gesture wouldn’t anger her.

She didn’t seem annoyed. Instead, a faint smile played on her lips, a hint of amusement lighting her otherwise focused expression. “And your track?” she asked, her eyes flicking back to the clipboard.

“Oh, I am on the feet washing track, Ma’am,” Raymond replied deferentially.

“Where?” Lena asked, her brow arching slightly, a subtle tease as though testing his confidence.

Raymond swallowed and leaned forward just enough to point at the correct column on her page. “Here,” he said, his voice as polite as he could muster. The theatricality of his gesture wasn’t lost on her, and her faint smile grew slightly wider.

“Ah, yes,” she said, plucking a wooden plaque from the small pile on a nearby table. The words “Feet Washing Intern” were etched deeply into the wood. She hung the placard around his neck, the string brushing against the rough jute of his uniform. The weight of it, though slight, felt like an additional shackle.

Lena began to turn away, preparing to address the next slave, but she paused mid-step. Something in her expression shifted as she turned back to Raymond, her dark eyes narrowing slightly. “Did I hear a thank you?” she asked, her voice cutting through the silence like a whip.

Raymond’s throat tightened, and he stammered, “N-no, Ma’am,” his voice barely a whisper.

She stepped closer, her movements deliberate and predatory. Her face was now mere inches from his, the delicate contours of her Chinese features etched with an almost statuesque severity. Up close, he could see the faint imperfections in her skin—tiny pores, a faint scar near her temple—details that only heightened the oppressive intimacy of the moment.

“Indeed,” she said, her tone now cold and sharp, the smile gone as though it had never existed. “I thought I didn’t hear a thank you.” Her words, low and deliberate, hung in the air, each syllable pressing into him like a weight.

Raymond’s breathing quickened, his chest heaving as he struggled to form a response. The fear and guilt overwhelmed him, and before he could stop himself, tears welled up and spilled down his cheeks. He felt utterly exposed, reduced to a trembling mess under her unyielding gaze.

“Thank you, Ma’am,” he choked out finally, his voice cracking with emotion. A sob followed almost immediately, and he stammered, “I’m so sorry, Ma’am. I swear, I’m so sorry.”

Lena stepped back, her expression returning to its composed neutrality, though a faint flicker of satisfaction danced in her eyes. Without another word, she moved to the next slave, her commanding presence leaving Raymond trembling in her wake.

The other slaves, silent witnesses to the exchange, exchanged nervous glances and made sure to loudly and promptly thank Lena as she handed out their own humiliating plaques. The room was heavy with a tense, oppressive silence, each interaction underscored by the memory of Raymond’s chastisement. The weight of the plaques around their necks felt even heavier now, a mark not just of their subjugation but of the strict expectations Lena demanded.

Lena moved down the line, repeating the same process with each slave. By the time she reached the front again, the room was silent save for the faint crackle of the fireplace. She took a step back, her sharp eyes sweeping across the row of men.

“Head held high,” she instructed, her calm voice cutting through the quiet. “You are standing in the manor now. Straighten yourselves.”

One man shifted slightly, raising a hand toward his nose. Lena caught the movement instantly. “Hands down,” she said, her tone sharp as steel. “This is not the time to scratch. Stand straight at attention.”

The men obeyed immediately, their chains clicking as they adjusted their postures. Lena took a final glance at her clipboard, her serene smile returning. Despite her gentle tone and outward calm, there was no doubt that her word was law here. The slaves remained silent and still, the warmth of the luxurious room doing little to melt the chill of their circumstances.

It was then that Madame Celeste entered the room, her presence slicing through the tension like a finely honed blade. Every movement she made was deliberate, her stride slow and purposeful, her sharp stiletto heels sinking softly into the plush carpet. In her hand, she carried a sleek, polished cane, the very sight of it exuding power and control, drawing every gaze in the room. Gone was the warmth and practiced charm she’d displayed in the presence of the wives. In their absence, she was something else entirely—aloof, strict, and utterly commanding. Her expression was unreadable, like a mask carved from cold marble, and yet the faintest curl of her lips suggested she knew precisely the effect her dominance had on those beneath her gaze.

Her tailored black suit hugged her body like a second skin, emphasizing the precise lines of her sharp, feminine figure. The jacket’s high collar framed her elegant neck, while the skirt clung to her hips, its hem skimming just above her knees to reveal shapely calves perched atop sky-high heels. Her auburn hair, shimmering like molten copper, cascaded over her shoulders in deliberate waves, each strand glinting under the soft light as though styled to perfection solely for this moment. Though petite in stature, the height of her heels elevated her above even the tallest men in the room, and with the slaves barefooted and shackled, she loomed over them as an almost otherworldly force—untouchable, immaculate, and devastatingly erotic.

Her emerald eyes swept over the room, sharp and penetrating, lingering just long enough to make every man feel utterly seen and exposed. Her gaze was not just commanding—it was invasive, as though it could strip a man of his defenses and pierce directly into the most vulnerable parts of his soul. The weight of her look didn’t stop at the mind; it traveled lower, bypassing reason entirely and striking straight to the loins. It wasn’t just arousal—it was an involuntary response, a primal reaction to a woman whose dominance seemed woven into her very being. The mere weight of her presence peeled back layers of resistance, leaving trembling submission and a growing, undeniable heat in its wake.

There was no need for words; her existence alone demanded absolute deference. Every subtle sway of her hips, every calculated step, and the slow, rhythmic tapping of her cane against her thigh radiated a power so complete, it ignited something base and uncontrollable in the men before her. She was not merely a woman—she was a force, a goddess made flesh, and her presence alone was a silent promise of discipline, control, and a deep, inescapable humiliation that no man in the room could resist.

Raymond felt a rush of heat flood his loins, an overwhelming reaction he couldn’t suppress no matter how desperately he tried. Her dominance was palpable—so aloof, so untouchable, so utterly strict—and it struck him like a lightning bolt straight to his core. His cock stirred with a humiliating inevitability, a primal betrayal of his willpower. "God, what am I supposed to do about this?" he thought, his heart pounding like a drum, his breath quickening. He clenched his fists, repeating like a mantra, "Loyal to Juliet, loyal to Juliet, loyal to Juliet," but it did nothing to quiet the surge within him.

Her presence was electrifying, an invisible force wrapping around him, pulling him into the orbit of her power. Every deliberate motion, every calculated glance seemed designed to broadcast her superiority, seeping into the air and invading his senses. The rhythm of her cane against her thigh sent vibrations through his body, and he felt as though every nerve in him had been exposed, raw and vulnerable. "Please, God, just let her give her speech and leave. Let her walk out of here," he pleaded silently, his mind a tangle of panic and arousal.

But it seemed like God wasn’t paying particular attention to Raymond’s pleading—Madame Celeste’s commanding voice shattered the silence with a single, curt order: "Pants down." There was no introduction, no explanation, only the sharp, uncompromising authority of her tone. It sliced through the air with a finality that sent a shiver of both dread and anticipation down every man’s spine.

The men moved as though a single entity, their trembling hands fumbling with the rough jute fabric of their uniforms. One by one, the coarse pants slid down to their ankles, the action made clumsy by the short chains shackling their legs. The exposed flesh beneath, whether restrained by chastity devices or left bare, was a testament to their vulnerability. The cold air kissed their skin, amplifying the humiliation that hung heavy in the room. It was as though the simple act of disrobing had stripped away any remaining illusion of dignity, leaving them laid bare not just physically, but emotionally. The air thickened with the weight of their exposure, an unspoken acknowledgment of their place beneath her unrelenting gaze.

“I am just a male, just a male,” Raymond thought, his mind racing to steady itself against the storm of sensations flooding his body. “How can a male withstand such an erotic, electrifying dominance?” His heart pounded violently, each beat echoing in his ears. “How can I stay loyal?” he asked himself in desperation. “Okay, breathe,” he whispered silently, forcing a shaky exhale that did little to calm him. “I’m loyal to Juliet, I am, I am,” he repeated as if the mantra alone could shield him. But his body betrayed him, warmth pooling in his loins despite his internal struggle. “It’s just that—physically—my cock… it has nothing to do with Juliet,” he rationalized feebly. “I swear I can make it limp again. I swear.”

Madame Celeste began to pace slowly, her every step a calculated display of dominance. The soft carpet muted the sound of her high heels, but it only made her movement more predatory, like a lioness stalking her prey. Her emerald eyes, piercing and unyielding, scanned the line of men with surgical precision, lingering just long enough to strip each of them bare in ways far beyond their nudity. The cane in her hand tapped rhythmically against her palm, a sinister metronome that promised punishment.

The tension in the room thickened with every deliberate step she took. Her mere presence had an almost supernatural pull, bypassing the rational mind entirely and igniting something primal in the depths of each man’s psyche. Bodies betrayed their owners, cocks rising involuntarily to full attention, the sheen of pre-cum glistening on some like droplets of surrender. It was raw, involuntary arousal, the kind that humiliated and exposed them on levels they didn’t know existed. Raymond felt his own struggle reaching its breaking point—his cock half-erect, as if teetering on the edge of full rebellion. He clenched his fists tightly, trembling, desperate to maintain control. But Madame Celeste wasn’t a woman you could resist; she was dominance personified, and resistance felt not only futile but impossible.

Raymond clutched desperately at his thoughts, trying to anchor himself in anything mundane, anything that could drag his mind away from the intoxicating pull of Madame Celeste. "Think, think," he urged himself. "The credit card bill... the visa... yes, minus 32,000 dollars. God, how will I sustain Juliet’s lifestyle? I’ll have to find a job. Consulting? Maybe consulting..." But his efforts were futile. No matter how much he tried to fixate on his financial predicament, his mind kept drifting back to her. Madame Celeste was there, a storm of dominance and raw eroticism, and no amount of arithmetic or practicality could drown out the effect she had on him.

She began to pace again, her presence pressing down on the room like an invisible weight. Her voice broke through the suffocating tension, smooth yet edged with menace. "Your training is over," she announced, her tone calm but absolute. The words settled in the air, heavy with implication. "You are now going to serve the mistresses—the true guests of this manor. That means you will behave with full deference." She moved with predatory grace, circling them, her heels brushing soundlessly against the carpet. Pausing behind one of the men, she let her cane tap lightly against his exposed buttock. The gesture, though restrained, made everyone’s skin prickle.

"You will not speak unless spoken to," she continued, her voice dripping with authority. "You will not crack jokes. You are here to serve, and nothing more." The rhythm of her cane against her palm punctuated her words, an unspoken promise of what awaited anyone who stepped out of line. Raymond could feel the heat of her presence even when she wasn’t near him, her power radiating like a force of nature. He gulped, his mind still futilely clawing for distraction, but all he could think was, How does one withstand a woman like this?

She moved with predatory grace, her cane brushing the jute fabric of another man’s exposed thigh, the light, rhythmic taps sending ripples of fear down the line. The sound was soft, almost gentle, yet it carried the weight of her authority, her unspoken control over their very bodies. "I will be watching you," she said, her voice deceptively calm, laced with a quiet menace that made every man’s pulse quicken. "And yes, I will be polite in front of the ladies. I will smile and say nothing." Her heels clicked faintly as she stepped in front of the line again, her movements slow and deliberate, her gaze sweeping over their faces like a predator surveying prey.

"But when you come back here..." She paused, letting the silence stretch unbearably. The tension in the room was palpable, the air thick with a collective dread. Her cane tapped against her palm once, twice, a slow, deliberate sound that underscored her next words. "You will wish you never disobeyed me."

Her steps slowed as she came to a stop directly in front of Raymond. The soft carpet muffled her heels as she leaned in, her high heels elevating her just enough to bring her sharp eyes level with his. The world around them seemed to fade, leaving only the razor-sharp tension of her gaze, locking onto his. For what felt like an eternity, she said nothing, letting the silence dig into him, her authority tightening around his chest like a steel band.

Then, with deliberate slowness, she shifted the cane to her left hand, her movements fluid and controlled. Her right hand extended, and before Raymond could even register what was happening, her fingers closed around his half-erect cock. The touch was cold, clinical, yet the sheer dominance of the act sent a jolt through him. His breath caught, his body stiffening under her grasp, as if his very existence had been seized along with his manhood.

She was inescapable. Every move she made, every glance she threw, tethered Raymond to her dominance like a moth helplessly drawn to flame. If Raymond had clung to the idea that his loyalty, his desire, could be singular and unwavering, Madame Celeste shattered that delusion effortlessly. Natalie and Martha, for all their authority, had not broken through his defenses. But this woman, this living embodiment of erotic dominance, was different. She didn’t just command the room; she consumed it, her presence stripping him of any resolve he thought he had.

From the moment their eyes met, she had begun dismantling him. Her penetrating gaze had peeled him apart, layer by layer, as though his very essence was being laid bare for her amusement. When she entered the conference room, it wasn’t just Raymond she undressed with her eyes; it was every man in her orbit, reducing them to trembling shadows of themselves before she even spoke. Now, standing before him, she wasn’t merely claiming victory over his body—she was celebrating it.

Her delicate, impeccably manicured hand closed around his cock with a casual, almost dismissive confidence, and yet it was anything but. Her grip was firm, purposeful, her soft skin a tantalizing contrast to the electric force of her control. She didn’t need to stroke him; she didn’t need to utter a single word. The mere act of her touch sent his cock surging to full, aching hardness, a betrayal so complete it felt as though his body had been waiting for this moment all along.

Her smirk deepened, the cruel curve of her red lips carving a smile that dripped with triumph. She tilted her head slightly, her auburn waves catching the light as her piercing emerald eyes locked onto his with an almost predatory satisfaction. "And who do we have here?" she purred, her tone low and dripping with mockery. Her voice was velvet laced with venom, a combination that sent shivers down his spine.

"There have been so many complaints about you," she continued, her fingers tightening ever so slightly around his cock, amplifying the already unbearable tension. "The little impotent grandpa," she mocked, each word deliberate, a calculated stab at his dignity. Her triumphant tone cut deeper than the words themselves, highlighting the blatant contradiction between her insult and the throbbing erection in her grasp. She knew the power she held over him—just like all the others who had crumbled in her presence before him.

Her gaze flicked briefly to his cock, now fully erect and betraying him in the most humiliating way. She returned her piercing eyes to his, leaning in just enough to make the air between them thick with dominance. "Oh," she said, her voice dripping with derision, "not so impotent now, are we?" Her thumb brushed teasingly over the sensitive tip, eliciting a sharp intake of breath from Raymond. Her smile widened, cruel and intoxicating, as though she were savoring her absolute control over him, knowing that his body was hers to command no matter how much his mind might resist.

After her little win, it seemed like she wasn’t interested in him any more. Her small cold hand left his cock leaving him with a need for more. She turned her attention back to the group, her cane now resting horizontally in front of her as though it were an extension of her authority. "Some of you clearly enjoy my presence," she said, her voice dripping with sarcasm as her eyes flicked to the hardened men. "But do not mistake this for leniency. I hit harder than Martha."

With that, she turned on her heels, her high heels sinking slightly into the plush carpet as she began to sashay out of the room. Her stride was deliberate, her hips swaying with a natural, almost hypnotic rhythm that commanded attention. Every man’s eyes followed her retreating form, unable to look away from the subtle but unmistakable power in the sway of her perfectly shaped ass. Even the humiliation of their exposed state couldn’t prevent their instinctual reaction, as her commanding presence lingered long after she had left the room.

10 minutes later

Raymond trotted shackled toward Sherry, his legs restricted by the short chain, the clinking sound echoing faintly in the polished elegance of the lecture room. Madam Celeste had ushered him in, her cane resting ominously at her side, and gestured toward a striking woman seated comfortably in the corner.

Sherry was a picture of effortless elegance, her jet-black, shoulder-length hair framing her delicate face in soft, sleek layers. Her almond-shaped eyes sparkled with warmth and curiosity, carrying an understated charm that made her approachable in a way most others here were not. She radiated a refined beauty, her porcelain-like skin glowing against the bold red of her ribbed dress. The dress clung gently to her form, accentuating her well-proportioned silhouette without being ostentatious. Her modesty added to her appeal, as did the subtle gold chain resting against her collarbone, catching the light with every slight movement. Beneath her dress, stylish ankle boots completed the look, polished and practical, adding a modern flair to her classic grace. Sherry’s demeanor, her calm smile, and the slight tilt of her head as she waited for him, made her stand out in this room—so kind, so normal in such an otherwise oppressive environment.

On his way to her, Raymond darted his eyes around the room. It was elegant, filled with plush seating and beautifully decorated walls, but none of that mattered. His focus was singular—he was searching for Juliet. As he scanned the room quickly, he realized she wasn’t there. A pang of disappointment tightened his chest, but he masked it well, forcing himself to focus as he approached Sherry.

“Oh, so I’m the lucky one to get feet service from you?” she said with a kind smile, her tone light and teasing.

Raymond felt a wave of relief wash over him. Kindness—he was starved for it. It was something so rare in his world that even a shred of it felt like water in the desert. Juliet was many things, but kind wasn’t her dominant trait. He realized, painfully, how much he longed for this gentle warmth. It made Sherry seem radiant to him, an oasis in the harshness of the manor.

“I surely hope that you will feel lucky today,” he replied with a wide, genuine smile, setting his basket down carefully at her feet. “Just a second—I have to fetch the water container,” he added apologetically and hurried off, the chains on his ankles clinking as he moved.

As he rounded a corner to retrieve the container, Madam Celeste intercepted him with the precision of a hawk descending on its prey. She appeared suddenly, standing before him with an air of aloof dominance. Her piercing green eyes bore into him, framed by her flawlessly applied makeup and cascading auburn hair that seemed to gleam with its own light. Her crimson lips curled upward slightly, but the smile was devoid of warmth. It was a smirk of control, a predatory expression that sent a chill down Raymond’s spine.

“I see you’re forgetting your place, isn’t that right, Raymond?” she said, her tone low and deliberate.

Raymond raised an eyebrow, genuinely confused. “What do you mean?” he asked cautiously.

Madam Celeste stepped closer, folding her arms with a languid grace, her every movement calculated to exude superiority. The cane in her hand tapped lightly against the floor, though the carpet muffled its sound. Her gaze never wavered, her lips curling in a faint but unmistakable sneer. “What do I mean?” she echoed, her tone dripping with mockery. “I shall explain to you later, after you are done with Sherry.”

She paused, her sharp gaze darting briefly to either side, ensuring no prying eyes were observing the exchange. Her composed façade never wavered, her every movement calculated and precise. Then, with a deliberate step forward, she brought the cane to eye level, gripping it firmly with both hands. Slowly, deliberately, she began to twist the polished wood, the subtle motion drawing Raymond’s terrified focus to the weapon in her hands. The cane gleamed under the dim light, its presence menacing and unmistakable.

Her heels clicked softly as she shifted her weight, the slight height difference allowing her to look just slightly down on him, forcing him to meet her cold, piercing eyes past the unyielding barrier of the cane. The air between them seemed to hum with tension, the silence suffocating as her lips curled ever so faintly into a cruel smile.

"This," she said quietly, her voice barely more than a whisper, yet sharp enough to slice through his nerves, "is a cane." The words were measured, spoken with an eerie calm that made them all the more terrifying. She twisted it again, the motion almost hypnotic as it filled his vision. "I love using it," she continued, her tone soft yet laced with sadistic glee. "On the disobedient, the insolent, the ones who think they can defy me... even in the smallest ways."

Her voice dropped even lower, a mocking undertone creeping in. "Every infraction," she said, her gaze never leaving his, "no matter how small, is a gift. An opportunity for me to show just how creative I can be with pain." She leaned in slightly, the cane tilting ever so slightly as if to bridge the already oppressive distance between them. "And in my room," she whispered, her voice dripping with menace, "I have something even better. Even more painful."

Her strict face remained unmoving, her words a quiet storm of sadistic promise. Mocking yet controlled, she allowed the weight of her threat to hang in the air. Raymond’s chest tightened, his breath shallow and trembling as dread pooled in his stomach. She was enjoying this—relishing his fear—and every calculated movement, every quiet word, left him dreading what was to come.

“Once you finish,” she stated, her voice low but dripping with venom, “wait for me by my room. First floor, room 20.” Her tone was calm, almost conversational, yet laden with an undercurrent of control that made his stomach twist. “Wait for me naked,” she continued, the cane shifting slightly, its movement a subtle but deliberate gesture. “And make sure not to stray even one foot away from the doorknob.”

The air between them thickened, her imposing figure amplified by the slight tilt of her head, the intensity in her gaze locking him in place. The cane remained at eye level, unmoving, its weight mirrored in her words—a silent, tactile promise of what defiance would bring.

Her smirk deepened, and as she turned on her heels to leave, Raymond caught the intoxicating sway of her hips beneath her tailored suit. The height of her heels placed them at eye level, her dominance palpable in every step. Raymond watched her go, her auburn hair gleaming in the light, her form disappearing as she exited the room.

Raymond stood frozen for a moment, grappling with a mixture of emotions. He was shocked, frustrated, and confused. What did this woman want from him? Why was she singling him out? He was doing everything right—he was polite, obedient, trying his best—and yet it felt like she was leeching onto him, taking pleasure in his discomfort.

Yet, as much as he hated to admit it, she stirred something deep within him. His cock felt warm—a faint, unsettling reminder of her effect on him. No other woman here, not Natalie, not even Sherry with her kindness, had this impact. Madam Celeste’s strictness, her aloofness, her sheer erotic dominance—everything about her transmitted directly to his brain and seeped into his body in ways he couldn’t control. Though he wasn’t fully erect, he felt the beginning of an unbidden response, one that only deepened his shame.

Still, despite the faint flicker of desire she ignited, all he could think about was Juliet. Her face, her voice, her presence—everything about her filled his mind. Madam Celeste might have been commanding and irresistible in some ways, but Juliet was his everything, his true north. And yet, he couldn’t deny the tension as he hurried back to Sherry, his thoughts clouded by the strange, magnetic pull of Madam Celeste.

1 Hour Later

Outside Madame Celeste's office door, 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.

The spectacle had become an unspoken ritual of the manor, tied specifically to Madame Celeste’s reputation. Everyone who worked or stayed there knew of her hobby, yet no one dared to discuss it or question it aloud. The only evidence of this ritual's existence were the naked men crammed next to her door and, later, the agonized screams that echoed from within her room. That was all anyone needed to know. No questions were asked, and no comments were made—not even by the staff who passed through the hallways.

Raymond was her victim this week. He stood with his back pressed to 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. The laughter of two women floated toward him, growing louder as they came closer.

When they drew near, their voices became distinct.

“Oh, look,” one of them said, her tone filled with amusement.

“Yes,” the other replied with a smirk audible in her voice. “One of Madame Celeste’s little games, I suppose.”

Raymond didn’t dare turn his head. He pressed himself harder against the wall, as if willing himself to disappear entirely. The women passed without slowing, their conversation quickly resuming, as if what they had seen was no more unusual than a painting on the wall. The lightheartedness of their exchange deepened Raymond’s humiliation. To them, he wasn’t even a person—just another victim of Madame Celeste’s whims, reduced to a source of passing amusement.

His heart pounded as he told himself he should leave, that he didn’t need to endure this. But his body wouldn’t obey the thought. He stayed rooted to the spot, frozen by the knowledge that any defiance, any attempt to escape, would only result in consequences far worse.

“She could leave me here indefinitely,” he thought grimly. It wasn’t an exaggeration. Madame Celeste had that kind of power—absolute, unchallenged, and terrifying. He couldn’t even be certain she hadn’t forgotten about him entirely. Perhaps she was upstairs, enjoying tea, oblivious to his humiliation as he stood there trembling.

“Why can’t you just call it a day and leave?” he muttered under his breath, frustrated with himself. But even as the thought formed, he knew the answer. “It’s because I fear her wrath,” he admitted silently. That fear alone was enough to keep him rooted to the cold floor outside her door, the heavy air pressing down on him like a tangible force.

The minutes stretched on, each one feeling like an eternity as Raymond stood naked outside Madam Celeste's office door. The air in the corridor was still and almost indifferent, yet his skin prickled—not from the faint chill but from the weight of the situation pressing down on him. At first, he managed to suppress the stirrings of arousal. His devotion to Juliet, his internal mantra of loyalty, all worked in unison to keep his mind focused. But as the minutes passed, the gravity of Madam Celeste’s power began to work its way into him.

Fifteen minutes in, his resolve began to falter. The realization that he dared not move even an inch away from the spot she had commanded him to stay on gnawed at him. The very thought of her wrath if she found him out of place was enough to send a wave of fear through him, and that fear mingled insidiously with something deeper, something darker. The warmth began in his groin—a subtle, creeping heat that grew steadily, inexorably. It was as if her dominance reached across the distance, her presence so overwhelming that it stroked his cock without her even being there. He could almost feel her eyes on him, her mocking smile, her sadistic satisfaction.

Despite himself, the warmth spread, engulfing his balls, his cock, his entire lower body, and he could feel the blood rushing despite his desperate attempts to fight it. He clenched his fists, mentally repeating Juliet’s name over and over like a prayer, but the image of Madam Celeste standing before him, her cane tapping against her palm, her emerald eyes piercing into his soul, refused to leave his mind. Slowly, reluctantly, his cock began to harden. It wasn’t full, but it was enough—enough to shame him, enough to betray him.

He dared not touch himself, knowing that any contact would only worsen the situation. And yet, without his hands, without any stimulation other than the pure, inescapable weight of her authority and his anticipation of what was to come, he stood there semi-erect. Hard enough for anyone who passed by to notice. Hard enough to signal, without a word, that here was another man falling victim to the spell of Madam Celeste's power. He bit his lip, trembling, both in shame and in submission, waiting for the inevitable sound of her heels signaling the next chapter of his humiliation.

1 Hour Later

After 90 grueling minutes, Raymond's body ached with exhaustion, and his mind teetered on the edge of despair. The icy floor beneath his bare feet sent sharp, numbing pain up his legs, while his back throbbed from the effort of staying rigid for so long. The ache in his muscles had grown from a dull discomfort to an unbearable torment, yet the sheer weight of humiliation gnawed even more deeply. His only means of modesty—facing the wall, his hands feebly shielding his groin—felt utterly pointless in the face of the steady stream of female employees who passed by. Their laughter and casual conversations floated through the corridor like a mocking serenade, their freedom and ease an agonizing contrast to his misery. They didn’t glance at him twice, didn’t pause, didn’t even acknowledge his humanity. He was a fixture, a punishment on display, and the indifference cut deeper than outright ridicule. Every second stretched like an eternity, the unfairness of his predicament drilling into his psyche like a relentless hammer. Why him? Why this? Why was he forced to endure such degrading, excruciating stillness? And the worst part was the knowledge that, in the end, it didn’t matter. Madam Celeste wouldn’t care that he had waited for so long, that he had suffered. She wouldn’t acknowledge the toll it had taken on his body or his mind. To her, his humiliation was simply another tool in her arsenal, a necessary means to a sadistic end. And that knowledge—that he could scream his frustration to the heavens, and she still wouldn’t care—was the heaviest weight of all.

Just as his resolve began to waver, the sharp click of heels echoed down the hall, each step reverberating like a countdown in his mind. Raymond’s heart leapt to his throat, his pulse racing as his body straightened instinctively, every nerve in him attuned to the sound of her approach. The measured rhythm of her steps grew louder, more deliberate, and with it, the weight of her authority seemed to press down on him.

Then came the jingle of keys, a metallic chime that sent a shiver down his spine. As Madam Celeste reached the door, the faint but unmistakable scent of her perfume enveloped him—a rich, commanding fragrance that struck his senses with the same unyielding dominance she exuded. The sound of the lock turning was almost deafening in the silence that surrounded them.

“Come,” she said curtly, her tone devoid of emotion as she pushed the door open. Without sparing him a glance, she stepped inside, her movements fluid and purposeful, leaving Raymond to shuffle in after her, his chains clinking softly as he obeyed.

Raymond shuffled after her, his chains rattling softly with each step. The door swung shut behind him, enclosing him in the stark disparity of her domain. Her office was the epitome of refinement and control—a world apart from the desolation of the prison cells below. The rich mahogany desk, the leather-bound tomes that lined the bookshelves, the soft glow of the lamps—all of it was a testament to her authority and meticulous taste. The warm ambiance, with its rich tones and subtle elegance, contrasted sharply with the unforgiving cold and chaos of the slave quarters, making Raymond feel like an intruder in a realm that wasn’t meant for someone like him.

Madam Celeste crossed the room with the effortless grace of someone entirely at ease in her power. She settled into her high-backed leather chair, leaning back comfortably, her legs crossing with deliberate elegance. She didn’t even look at him at first, as though his presence was of no immediate consequence. Then, her piercing green eyes flicked up to meet his, pinning him in place with their unrelenting gaze.

“Over here, impotent grandpa,” she said smoothly, her voice dripping with mockery as she leaned back in her chair, her tone sharp enough to cut through the suffocating silence of the room.

Raymond stepped forward, naked and trembling, his bare feet padding softly against the polished floor as he stopped just past the edge of her imposing desk. His heart pounded wildly, his chest rising and falling with each shaky breath. “Hands over your head,” she commanded, her voice calm but laced with an undeniable menace that left no room for hesitation.

He obeyed immediately, raising his arms as his chains clinked faintly, the sound echoing in the oppressive quiet. The position left him utterly exposed, every inch of his vulnerable body on display. His trembling grew more pronounced, a mixture of the cold air brushing his skin and the sheer power she held over him. Despite his best efforts during the agonizing wait outside her door, the arousal he’d fought so hard to suppress surged uncontrollably. His cock, once only partially erect, now stood impossibly hard, a thick, veined rod that throbbed with unbidden defiance.

Her emerald eyes traveled leisurely over him, starting at his flushed face, where her gaze locked with his for a brief but excruciating moment. Then, with deliberate slowness, her eyes moved downward, lingering on his rock-hard erection. A triumphant smile curled her lips as if his body’s betrayal was the most predictable and satisfying outcome she could have imagined.

The silence stretched unbearably, the weight of her penetrating stare making him acutely aware of every inch of his exposed form. It was a humiliation so profound it burned deeper than any physical pain. He fought the instinct to lower his hands and shield himself, knowing it would only invite her wrath.

“So,” she finally broke the silence, her voice smooth and teasing, yet laced with cruel amusement, “what happened to all that resolve, hmm? The big promise of getting through this vacation without a single erection?” Her words were deliberate, each one slicing through him with precision, mocking his inability to control his body under her dominance.

Raymond swallowed hard, his face burning with shame. He lowered his head, unable to meet her piercing gaze. His hands twitched at his sides, and all he could muster was a helpless shrug.

Her sharp eyes flared at his nonverbal response. “A shrug?” she said icily, her voice dripping with disdain. The sound of her heels clicking as she stepped forward filled the room, every step deliberate and menacing. “A shrug is your answer?” she repeated, now standing so close that the faint scent of her perfume enveloped him. “Look at me,” she demanded, her tone unforgiving.

“It’s...” Raymond stammered, his heart pounding in his chest, his mind spiraling as he struggled to form words under her suffocating presence. “It’s...” But the question itself was gone, drowned out by the relentless tension and her overpowering aura.

A wicked smile curved her lips as she raised the cane in her left hand, letting it hover in the air for a moment before setting it down on the desk. Then, with a slow, deliberate motion, her free hand reached out and wrapped around his cock. The contact was electric. Her cool fingers slid over his hard shaft, claiming it as though it were hers to toy with, and the sensation jolted through his body like a lightning strike.

“It’s?” she repeated mockingly, her hand tightening ever so slightly around him as she tilted her head, her lips now brushing against his ear. “Is that all you can say, little man? ‘It’s?’” Her voice was low and sultry, each word dripping with calculated cruelty.

“I... I don’t know what to say, Ma’am,” he whispered, his voice barely audible, shaking with the overwhelming mixture of shame and arousal. His cock, now fully erect and throbbing in her grip, betrayed every effort he’d made to resist her dominance.

Madame Celeste leaned in closer, her lips grazing his cheek as her hand began to stroke him slowly, deliberately. “You call this loyalty?” she murmured, her voice soft but seething with mockery. “Tell me, does your precious Juliet know how easily her ‘devoted’ husband falls apart for another woman’s touch?”

“I... I swear, Ma’am,” he choked out, his breath hitching as her lips trailed down to his jawline, each brush of her skin igniting him further. “I—I can’t control it. I’m trying...”

“Well,” she purred, her hand moving in an excruciatingly measured rhythm, “you know what happens to little boys who can’t control themselves, don’t you?” Her lips hovered over his trembling mouth, her gaze locking onto his with a look of pure predatory glee. “They get punished. Severely.”

“But I didn’t do anything,” Raymond pleaded, his voice trembling, a mixture of desperation and confusion. “You’re teasing me to the point where I don’t even know who I am anymore, or why this is happening,” he added, his words tumbling out like a man on the verge of collapse.

Madame Celeste’s lips curled into a sardonic smile as she tilted her head, feigning surprise. “Oh?” she purred, her voice dripping with mockery. “So now you’re accusing me?” Her emerald eyes glinted with amusement, and the way her gaze pierced through him made him feel even smaller. She was toying with him, unraveling him thread by thread, her laughter silently mocking his intelligence and resistance.

“No, no, not at all!” Raymond stammered, his words faltering as he tried to backtrack. His whispers, shaky and broken, were music to her ears, a melody of submission and helplessness that she savored with every passing moment.

“Well,” she said, her tone suddenly casual, as though they were discussing the weather. She leaned in slightly, her cane brushing lightly against his thigh, her eyes widening in mock innocence as she studied his tormented face. “You do have to admit that accusing me is quite an infraction,” she continued, her voice soft and syrupy, her mock-serious expression a perfect contrast to the menace in her words.

She paused, letting the weight of her words sink in, watching every flicker of emotion cross his face—the fear, the regret, the shame. Then, with a predatory grin, she delivered her final blow. “But don’t you worry,” she said, her voice dipping into something far more menacing. “I have my own very... effective methods of dealing with infractions.”

“Hop on my table,” she ordered, her voice cutting through the charged silence like a blade. “Hands and knees.” Without hesitation, she swept aside the large globe and neatly stacked books, clearing a space with deliberate precision. Raymond climbed onto the polished mahogany desk, his chains clinking faintly as he positioned himself on all fours, trembling with apprehension.

Madam Celeste wasted no time. From a nearby drawer, she produced an elastic strap and tied his ankles together with precise efficiency, threading the strap securely around the sturdy legs of the desk. His feet were positioned just slightly off the edge, leaving the vulnerable soles completely exposed. Next, she reached for his wrists, binding them to the front legs of the desk with cold leather straps, leaving him utterly immobilized. The sound of the buckles tightening sent a shiver through him, and his breath hitched when she retrieved a silk blindfold. Deftly, she slipped it over his eyes, plunging him into darkness and stripping him of any remaining sense of control. Every movement was deliberate and methodical, trapping him with a practiced ruthlessness that sent his anxiety spiraling.

The sudden sound of the door locking behind her sent a jolt through Raymond’s body, his heart pounding wildly in his chest. The heavy click of the lock echoed ominously in the silence, an unmistakable reminder of the authority of the woman standing behind him. His breathing quickened, each breath a shallow gasp as he strained his ears to decipher her next move.

A chilling moment of silence followed, broken only by the faint rustle of her retrieving an object. The soft scrape of wood against wood made his stomach churn—it was the sound of something being pulled from the wall. His mind raced, and the tension became unbearable as he waited, blind and helpless, to find out what was coming. Her slow, deliberate footsteps on the thick rug grew louder as she returned to him. Then came the sharp, unmistakable tap of something wooden against the edge of the desk.

She pressed the bastinado lightly against the soles of his feet, the cold, polished wood sending a jolt through his sensitive skin. “Do you know what’s coming?” Her voice was low and almost mocking, carrying a cruel edge that made his breath catch in his throat.

“I—I don’t, Ma’am,” he stammered, his voice trembling.

“You’ll find out soon enough,” Madam Celeste said, her voice dripping with cruel satisfaction, every syllable calculated to tighten the coil of dread in Raymond’s chest. The tension was unbearable, the silence before the storm dragging on just long enough to make him squirm. Without warning, the bastinado came crashing down with a sharp, brutal crack. The force of the blow sent a searing pain tearing through the tender soles of his feet, and he let out a guttural scream, raw and primal, his body convulsing against the restraints.

“AAAAHHHHHH!” Raymond howled, his voice reverberating through the room like an animal caught in a trap. The sound was unfiltered agony, a plea for mercy that went unanswered. His scream gave way to hoarse sobbing, his face contorting with pain as tears spilled freely from beneath the silk blindfold. The bastinado struck again, harder this time, and his cries rose in pitch, desperate and uncontrollable. “PLEEEEAAASE! STOP! I CAN’T TAKE IT!” he shrieked, his voice breaking as the third blow landed, sending shockwaves of agony rippling through his body. His feet felt like they were on fire, each nerve alight with excruciating pain.

Outside the office, Madam Celeste’s sadistic handiwork did not go unnoticed. The sharp cracks of the bastinado against flesh, accompanied by Raymond’s heart-wrenching screams, spilled into the corridor like an unholy symphony. Two women passing by stopped in their tracks, their heads tilting toward the closed door. The horrifying, guttural cries of a man being broken echoed off the walls, impossible to ignore. “My God,” one of them murmured, her voice tinged with a mix of awe and apprehension. “She’s at it again.” The other woman smirked knowingly, leaning slightly closer to the door as the desperate, anguished wails continued. The sound was visceral, slicing through the air and drawing attention like a magnet.

Inside, Madam Celeste paused briefly, the bastinado pressed firmly against the soles of Raymond’s trembling feet as his sobs racked his body. She allowed the silence to stretch, savoring the moment before sliding the bastinado deliberately between his cheeks. The cold wood rested at the entrance to his anus, a stark reminder of her unrelenting control. “Stop crying like a pathetic little girl,” she hissed, her voice venomous and unyielding. “Or I’ll shove this stick so far inside you that you’ll beg me to keep beating your feet instead.”

“Stand up,” she barked suddenly, stepping back. With a swift, practiced motion, she untied the elastic strap securing his ankles, freeing him from the desk but leaving him no less trapped under her command. Raymond’s legs shook violently, the soles of his feet ablaze with pain, and he found himself unable to comply. His body was trembling, and any lingering arousal from before had dissipated entirely, replaced by the sheer agony radiating from his battered feet and the overwhelming weight of his shame.

“Stand up, or crawl to me!” she snapped, her tone cutting like a blade, each word laced with disdain for his pitiful state. She knew precisely what she was demanding—no man could stand immediately after the punishment she had just delivered. The soles of his feet were ablaze with pain, every nerve screaming in fiery protest, and the idea of placing weight on them felt impossible. Yet, as her emerald eyes bore into him, he knew he had no choice but to try.

Summoning every ounce of willpower, Raymond pressed his trembling hands against the cold floor and pushed upward. The chains at his ankles rattled faintly as his muscles strained, but the moment his feet bore the slightest weight, he let out a cry of agony and crumpled back to the ground. “I—I can’t,” he stammered, his voice breaking. Tears streaked his face, born not only of pain but of humiliation. He looked up at her, his body coiled in on itself like a wounded animal, and felt the crushing weight of her disdain.

Madame Celeste’s lips curled into a faint, mocking smile. “Crawl, then,” she said with cruel satisfaction, her voice dripping with condescension. “I gave you that option for a reason, didn’t I?”

Defeated, Raymond dropped to his hands and knees, the motion sending sharp jolts of pain through his battered body. He moved slowly, each inch forward a new test of endurance as his knees scraped against the hard floor. Above him, Madame Celeste stood tall and commanding, her presence towering over his broken form. Her posture was impeccable, her heels clicking softly as she followed his pathetic progress, her gaze burning into him like a brand.

Just as he reached her feet, his body shaking from exertion, she spoke again. “I’ve changed my mind,” she said flatly, her voice slicing through the silence. “Stand.” The word fell like a hammer, final and unyielding. “Stand, or I’ll put you back on that table for round two.”

Raymond’s breath hitched, his body recoiling at the very thought. The memory of the bastinado’s brutal strikes against his soles sent a shudder through him. “Please, Ma’am,” he whispered hoarsely, “I... I can’t.”

“Oh, but you will,” she said, her voice rich with sadistic amusement. “Struggle. Cry. Crawl if you must. But you will stand, or you’ll wish you had.”

The room seemed to hold its breath as he clawed at the floor, forcing his body to obey. Each attempt sent waves of pain crashing through him, his sobs echoing softly in the cold, empty space. Slowly, agonizingly, he rose, his legs trembling like a newborn fawn’s. His feet felt as though they were on fire, every step a dagger of pain stabbing upward through his body, but he stood. Barely.

Madame Celeste watched with unblinking eyes, her smile deepening as his sobs became desperate gasps. The sight of him, broken yet obedient, struggling to meet her impossible demands, brought a flicker of satisfaction to her expression. She stepped closer, her presence overwhelming, her voice calm yet laced with menace. “Good. You see? You can do it when you’re properly motivated.”

Her gaze lingered on him for a moment longer before she pointed to a basket at the far end of the room. “Take that,” she ordered coldly, as though his struggle had been nothing more than a trivial inconvenience. “It’s already prepared with everything you need for feet washing. Follow me.”

Shackled and in agony, Raymond obeyed, clutching the basket and trailing after Madam Celeste as she strode confidently toward the door. Her posture was impeccable, her steps deliberate, her presence radiating authority. As they descended the grand staircase and entered the hallways below, heads turned. Female staff and even a few of the guest mistresses paused in their conversations, their eyes following the pair with knowing smirks, their gazes lingering on the broken man hobbling after her like a shadow of himself.

It was clear to everyone: Raymond was her latest victim. The ritual was infamous, her power over these men whispered about in awe and fear. Every step he took was excruciating, every rattle of his chains a reminder of his humiliation. Madam Celeste didn’t so much as glance at him as she led the way, her confidence unshaken by the attention they drew. She relished the stares, her small smirk growing as if to say, Yes, this one is mine today.

When they arrived at Lecture Room #2, she paused to consult the list on the wall. Her nails tapped the board as she scanned the names with a faint air of boredom. “You’ll be serving number 23,” she announced, her tone as casual as if she were assigning seats at a dinner party. “The woman in striking turquoise. Go wash.”

Raymond’s body stiffened as he prepared to enter the room, its occupants undoubtedly engrossed in their luxurious pampering. But just as he moved to step inside, Madam Celeste caught his arm, pulling him back with surprising force. Her emerald eyes bore into his, her lips curling into a smirk that sent a chill down his spine.

She slapped him hard across the face, the sound reverberating in the hallway. “Remember,” she said sharply, her voice dripping with mockery, “this is a civilized manor. You will not disgrace yourself by becoming erect here. We are not animals, and you are not a dog.” Her words were punctuated by a condescending smile as she released his arm.

“Yes, Ma’am,” Raymond stammered, his voice trembling with both fear and shame. “Of course, Ma’am. I understand.”

“Good.” She gave a slight nod, her smirk deepening. This was the moment she savored most—seeing a man she had broken, obedient and submissive, yet still clinging to the hope of redemption. With a dismissive gesture, she motioned for him to proceed, her voice calm but laden with authority. “Now, go.”

Raymond’s pulse thundered in his ears as he stepped into the opulent lecture room, the disparity between his humiliating state and the refined elegance around him striking like a blow. Round tables draped in pristine white linens filled the space, each adorned with pastel floral arrangements that added a delicate charm. Comfortable, high-backed chairs surrounded the tables, the women seated there poised and elegant, their chic dresses and tailored suits the epitome of sophistication. The soft lighting glowed warmly against muted cream and taupe walls, while tall windows framed with luxurious curtains allowed streams of natural light to mingle with the recessed lighting. The faint murmur of intellectual engagement filled the air, a stark contrast to the chaos in Raymond’s head.

At the front of the room, a large screen displayed the title of the lecture: "Sexuality in Patients with Coronary Disease and Heart Failure." Behind the polished wooden podium stood Dr. Helena Vasquez, a commanding presence in every sense of the word. Her navy-blue suit strained slightly at the seams, her full figure a reminder of the authority she wielded with her voice. Her expression was one of confidence, her voice carrying over the room with a mixture of precision and warmth. “As early as possible,” she said, gesturing with her lecture stick, “we should reinforce patients—or even ‘not-yet-patients’—to adopt healthy lifestyles with more physical activity to modify risk for sexual dysfunction and heart disease.”

Raymond’s stomach churned as he crouched slightly, searching the room for the woman in turquoise he had been ordered to serve. His bald head glistened under the lights, his nakedness a burning reminder of his humiliation. His limp cock hung awkwardly as he moved, his movements stiff and uncertain. He scanned the tables quickly, his heart pounding as he hoped no one would notice him sneaking through the room.

“Hey, you,” Dr. Vasquez’s booming voice cut through his thoughts. Raymond froze in place, his body stiffening in terror. Her sharp gaze locked onto him, and the room fell silent. “Come over here,” she ordered, pointing at him with her lecture stick.

The women, startled by the interruption, turned in their chairs, their collective gazes falling on him. A murmur of surprise rippled through the audience, followed by muffled laughter as the reality of the situation set in. A completely naked man, bald and trembling, was making his way to the front of the room. Raymond’s face burned with shame, but Juliet’s command to obey any woman left him with no choice. Head bowed, he shuffled toward the podium, every step a new level of humiliation.

The women’s laughter swelled as Raymond ascended the small stage. Dr. Vasquez, towering in her confidence, smiled indulgently at the crowd before turning back to him. She gestured toward his limp cock with the stick. “Ladies, as you can see, here are the results—right in front of your eyes—of age-related erectile dysfunction.”

An overly inquisitive woman seated near the front raised her hand, adjusting her oversized glasses as she spoke. “Do you mean to say that, in this state, there’s nothing that could be done?” Her voice carried a tone of exaggerated concern.

Dr. Vasquez’s laugh rumbled from her chest, and she shrugged theatrically, turning back to Raymond. “Indeed,” she said, her voice laced with mock pity. She tapped his thigh with the stick before using it to lift his flaccid member, letting it drop back with an audible slap. “Any red-blooded man, standing naked in front of a group of dominant women, would be completely erect by now. And yet,” she paused, waving the stick at his limp cock, “here we are. This is exactly why I stress the importance of early prevention.”

The laughter that followed was a cacophony in Raymond’s ears. Dr. Vasquez continued her lecture, her words punctuated by her gestures toward him, using his nakedness as a live demonstration. Raymond’s humiliation was complete. His trembling body and bowed head became the focal point of the room, a living, breathing example of shame and submission. He stood there, trapped in the surreal nightmare, the ridicule of the women cutting deeper than the cold air against his bare skin.

As the laughter in the room continued, a soft but clear voice interrupted the chaos. At the back of the hall, seated a bit apart from the rest of the elegantly dressed women, Juliet raised her hand and waved gently, her voice carrying across the space with a mixture of affection and authority. “Raymond, Raymond, over here, baby,” she called.

The moment Raymond heard her voice, everything else faded. The humiliation, the laughter, even the imposing presence of Dr. Vasquez—they all dissolved into nothingness. His head snapped up, his eyes locking onto Juliet. A stunned silence fell over the room as every gaze shifted to the back, where Juliet sat with a calm, radiant confidence.

Raymond, as if drawn by an invisible tether, shuffled off the stage, his chains clinking softly. He approached Juliet like a man finding an oasis in the desert, falling to his knees in front of her the moment he reached her. His arms wrapped around her waist as he hugged her desperately, trembling as though his very survival depended on this embrace. Juliet’s hands moved to his bald head, stroking him gently, soothing him like a child. There were tears in her eyes, but they only added to her ethereal elegance, making her appear even more vibrant and maternal.

“Sshhh, Raymond, sshhh,” she cooed softly, her voice carrying the warmth and reassurance he so desperately needed. “Mommy’s here. Mommy’s not leaving you.”

The room was utterly still, every woman captivated by the sight of the slave breaking down and the stunning, ageless woman comforting him. Juliet’s beauty was undeniable; her grace, poise, and perfectly styled appearance exuded a natural superiority that transcended age. Her skin glowed with vitality, her movements were deliberate and elegant, and the air around her seemed charged with a quiet power. In that moment, she was the very image of a goddess, and the other women couldn’t help but feel a pang of envy.

After a long pause, Juliet gently tilted Raymond’s head up to look at her. “Now, be a good boy, and apologize to the ladies and the distinguished Dr. Vasquez for leaving the stage like that, yes?” she said, her tone firm yet nurturing. “Be a good boy for Mommy.”

Raymond nodded through his tears, his devotion to Juliet written plainly on his face. He stood up shakily and turned to face the room, his voice trembling as he spoke. “I sincerely apologize,” he began, his voice cracking. “I didn’t mean to interrupt or cause any offense. It’s just that... I haven’t seen my Mistress for the last 24 hours.”

The women in the audience were no longer paying attention to his words. All eyes were drawn to the unmistakable display before them. Raymond’s cock stood erect, like a galvanized rod stretched to its very limit. Thick veins ran along its length, throbbing visibly as if ready to burst, while a glistening bead of pre-cum dangled from the tip. It was as though his entire body was proclaiming to the room that his arousal, his devotion, his entire being belonged to Juliet alone. No humiliation, no amount of teasing, and certainly no dominant lecturer could provoke such a reaction from him. Only Juliet—his Mistress, his goddess—held that power.

Dr. Vasquez, still standing at the podium, shifted uncomfortably. Her earlier confidence was shaken, the smug assurance in her voice now faltering. Her theories about age-related erectile dysfunction and dominance-induced arousal lay shattered before her, her subject defying everything she had just preached. She swayed slightly, her discomfort evident, as she tried to regain her composure.

“Well,” she began, her voice uneven, “as I was saying... early prevention... is key.” She hastily clicked her remote, switching to the next slide. The screen now displayed a sterile diagram of the heart, but the audience had stopped listening to the lecture. Whispers and sidelong glances spread through the room as they processed what they had just witnessed.

Dr. Vasquez’s attempt to carry on fell flat. Her so-called expertise had been undermined by the undeniable proof standing—or rather, raging—before them. Juliet, calm and composed, held Raymond’s hand as he returned to her side, her expression one of quiet triumph. The room remained tense and charged, the dynamic shifted entirely. Juliet, without saying a word, had shown the world that she alone could command this man’s body and soul.

From the corner of the room, near the entrance, stood Madam Celeste, her sharp green eyes gleaming with a knowing satisfaction as they locked onto Raymond. While the audience marveled at his devotion to Juliet, Celeste’s smirk deepened. She alone knew the truth—the Raymond who had stood naked and utterly erect in her office mere hours ago, his so-called resolution to remain loyal to Juliet shattered in her presence. Watching the astonishment of the women now, she relished the irony. Let them believe in Juliet's unshakable control. Celeste folded her arms, her mind replaying the memory of Raymond’s helpless surrender to her dominance, a silent triumph that Juliet would never suspect.

“Come, we’re going home,” Juliet said gently, her voice calm but resolute.

“We are?” Raymond’s voice carried a flicker of hope and disbelief.

“Yes, we are. I was bored here without you,” Juliet explained. Her tone softened as she looked at him, brushing a strand of her perfectly styled hair from her face. “I don’t even understand the point of this institution.”

“God, we are so like-minded,” Raymond replied, a boyish grin spreading across his face as he hurried after her toward the exit, his shackles clinking softly.

Madam Celeste, noting their swift departure, quickly slipped away from her spot near the lecture room door. Like a shadow, she reappeared outside, standing poised and radiant as they approached, her brightest smile firmly in place, though her sharp green eyes betrayed something far more complex.

As Juliet swung the lecture room door open, holding it for Raymond, she came face-to-face with Madam Celeste. The younger woman stood composed, the picture of refined hospitality, though the slight narrowing of her eyes hinted at something darker lurking beneath her polished exterior.

“You have such a lovely husband there,” Madam Celeste began smoothly, her voice honeyed with charm. She reached for a certificate on a nearby desk, her manicured fingers grazing its edges with feigned nonchalance. “Look here,” she added, handing it to Juliet and pointing proudly to the elegant script. “Certified Feet Washer,” she said with a delicate laugh, her tone light, though the flicker in her gaze betrayed her satisfaction.

Juliet took the certificate with a polite nod, her lips curving into the faintest of smiles. “Oh, and here’s my signature,” Madam Celeste continued, her nail tapping the bottom of the page with deliberate emphasis. “So, when do you think you two will grace us with a visit again?”

Juliet held her gaze steadily. “We shall have to see,” she said with measured politeness. “Anyway, thank you so much for the hospitality,” she added, her tone laced with just enough civility to border on indifference.

Madam Celeste’s smile tightened as she shifted her gaze to Raymond, still naked, his body radiating both obedience and devotion. “Of course,” she replied, her voice almost too quick, as if searching for the upper hand.

“Could you be a dear and arrange my husband’s clothes?” Juliet asked smoothly, tilting her head ever so slightly, her voice carrying the kind of authority that only an unshakable mistress could wield.

“Oh, don’t worry at all,” Madam Celeste chirped, her smile widening though her fingers twitched slightly. “They’re already washed, ironed, and folded in your cupboard—that’s part of our service,” she said, her words carrying a subtle edge, as though reclaiming some shred of control.

“Thank you so much, Celeste,” Juliet said, her voice soft but firm, as she turned with Raymond toward the elevator.

“You’re most welcome,” Madam Celeste replied, her voice syrupy sweet, though her sharp green eyes gleamed with a quiet intensity. As Juliet and Raymond walked away, Juliet clung to her husband’s arm, her laughter floating back toward Celeste like a melody she couldn’t escape. Raymond, still naked but utterly focused on Juliet, leaned close to her, whispering softly, their exchange private, intimate, a world that even the manor’s overwhelming power couldn’t intrude upon.

Madam Celeste followed them with slow, deliberate steps, her heels clicking faintly against the polished floor. She watched as they reached the elevator, the way Juliet tilted her head toward Raymond, her expression radiant with affection. The way Raymond looked at her, utterly entranced, his every movement a testament to his devotion. Celeste’s lips curled slightly as she observed their shared happiness, her composed demeanor masking the swirling emotions inside her.

As the elevator doors slid shut, sealing them together, Madam Celeste stopped in her tracks, her eyes fixed on the closed doors. A smirk crept onto her face as she whispered to herself, “A bad husband makes his wife jealous of other women; a good husband makes other women jealous of his wife.” Her voice carried an edge of amusement, her smirk deepening.

Then, with a soft, mirthful laugh, she added under her breath, “Well, let’s see how jealous this wife becomes once she finds out what happened in my office. Oh, Juliet, I believe this story will be worth telling.”

Her laughter faded into a quiet chuckle as she reached into her pocket and retrieved her mobile phone. Her manicured fingers danced across the screen, dialing with a deliberate slowness. When the line clicked and a calm, familiar voice answered, her smirk widened.

“Beatrice?” Celeste’s voice was smooth, a touch of amusement lacing her words.
“So soon?” Beatrice responded, her tone unsurprised but slightly curious.
“Yes, she decided she’d had enough,” Celeste said, a faint chuckle escaping her lips.
“Does she know?” Beatrice pressed, her voice calm but probing.
“Not a clue,” Celeste replied confidently, the smirk evident in her voice.
“And the footage?” Beatrice asked, her interest sharpening.
“I’ll upload it tonight,” Celeste assured her.
“Perfect,” Beatrice said with a low laugh. “Oki-doki then.”


Big Mistake

Sunday evening, 7:00 p.m., The Ashford’s Home

The house held an eerie, almost reverent calm as Juliet and Raymond returned from FrostSpire Manor. The weekend had been transformative. Juliet now reigned with undisputed authority, her dominance absolute. Raymond, stripped of all pretense of control, found fulfillment in his submission, thriving in the glow of her approval.

As they crossed the threshold, Juliet paused, her gaze cool and expectant. Without a word, Raymond knelt by the small box near the doorway, retrieving his cuffs and chains. His hands trembled slightly as he shackled his wrists and ankles, the clinking of metal breaking the stillness. He worked methodically, the ritual as familiar to him as breathing. Juliet stood over him, silent but watchful, her commanding presence filling the space.

Once the final lock clicked into place, Raymond rose to his knees, presenting the key to her with both hands. She took it without ceremony, looping the chain around her neck where it belonged, her movements fluid and precise. Only then did she step farther into the room, removing her coat with effortless grace. She tossed it onto the back of a chair, her posture relaxed but her authority unshaken.

“To bed, Raymond,” she said, her voice cool and detached, carrying the weight of command. It was not a request, nor even a dismissal—it was an expectation, as unyielding as her presence.

“Yes, Mistress,” Raymond murmured, bowing his head in reverence. His love for her radiated even in the face of her indifference. He shuffled toward his nursery, the soft clink of his ankle chain trailing behind him like the echo of her control.

By 7:15 p.m., Raymond lay confined in his crib, his wrists encased in the thick anti-scratch mittens Juliet insisted he wear. His body was cradled by the infantilized padding of his bedding, a stark reminder of his reduced status. The faint sound of running water drifted down the hall, the steady cascade of the shower a soft, tantalizing backdrop.

His thoughts, unbidden, began to wander. He imagined her there, standing under the stream, her skin glowing as the warm water cascaded over her perfect body. His mind lingered on her breasts—full, beautifully shaped, their flawless curves glistening under the droplets. She had denied him the privilege of seeing them for months now, yet in his imagination, they were vivid, unattainable perfection. He could almost see the way they moved, the soft rise and fall, her nipples hardening under the water’s embrace, a vision of elegance and raw sensuality.

The thought consumed him. Her breasts, forbidden and divine, burned in his mind as the epitome of feminine beauty. His imagination carried him further. He pictured her hands sliding over her wet skin, massaging the soap over her body, her fingers grazing the curves of her toned stomach, her hips, the delicate line of her thighs. Every detail was vivid, each imagined motion exuding a sensuality that left him breathless.

In his mind, he could almost hear her sigh softly, a sound that blended relaxation with subtle pleasure. The thought of the water cascading down her body, tracing every contour, pooling at her feet, left him aching with need. She was radiant. Divine. A goddess in her sanctuary. And he was here, confined to his crib, denied even the privilege of witnessing her.

The thought filled him with a strange, bittersweet pride. She deserves this, he thought. She deserves everything. Yet alongside that pride came a longing so fierce it twisted in his chest and settled low in his groin. She had claimed every part of him—his mind, his body, his devotion—and still, she had excluded him from moments like this. That knowledge only deepened his arousal, sharpening the ache of his desire. She was untouchable, and that made her all the more desirable.

The sound of the shower stopped abruptly, and the house fell silent for a moment before Raymond heard the soft patter of Juliet’s bare feet against the tiled floor. His heart quickened as he strained to see from his crib, his eyes catching the golden light spilling out from the open bathroom door. Then she appeared, stepping out of the doorway, her back turned to him.

Juliet was breathtaking, her naked body still glistening with droplets of water that traced the curves of her toned figure. The towel wrapped loosely around her hair framed her elegance, but it was her bare, swaying hips and perfectly rounded ass that captured his gaze entirely. Each movement was fluid, sensual, utterly unrestrained. Her skin seemed to glow in the soft light, the smooth contours of her body exuding a natural confidence. He couldn’t see her breasts from this angle, but the sway of her hips, the subtle flex of her ass cheeks as she walked, left him utterly mesmerized, his arousal building uncontrollably.

She crossed the hall, her posture languid, the confidence in her movements making him feel smaller than ever. He watched her disappear into the master bedroom—her sanctuary, a space that had once been theirs but was now wholly hers, forbidden to him. Moments later, the sound of music filled the air, the familiar voice of Adele drifting from her room.

"I heard that you're settled down... That you found a girl and you're married now," the lyrics floated toward him, soft yet piercing. Raymond’s breath caught. That song. He knew it well. Juliet always played it during moments like this, moments when she was lost in thought, when her guard slipped and her emotions bled through.

He imagined her sitting on the edge of her bed, her hair still damp, droplets tracing their way down her smooth back. Her hands would be clasped in her lap, her head bowed as she let the song wash over her. The lyrics had always seemed to unlock something in her, as if they tapped into a part of her she rarely allowed herself to feel.

"And that you'd be reminded that for me, it isn't over," Adele’s voice swelled, and Raymond knew, without seeing, that Juliet’s eyes would glisten with unshed tears. He associated this song with her vulnerability—a vulnerability she never shared with him directly, but which he witnessed through moments like these. He could almost hear the faint sniffles she tried to suppress, the way her breath hitched when the emotions became too much.

The music swirled through the house, filling every corner with its melancholy melody. "Never mind, I'll find someone like you," Adele sang, and Raymond felt the ache in Juliet’s silence. She was mourning something, longing for something, but what or whom, he could never know. It wasn’t his place to ask. He only knew that this song always brought her to the brink of tears, and he could do nothing but lie there, helpless, confined, and excluded from her world.

Abruptly, the music stopped, cutting through the stillness like a knife. His heart sank as he heard her voice—sharp, low, and tinged with frustration. She was on the phone, speaking in short, clipped sentences. The words were muffled, but the tone was unmistakable. A dispute. Tension. The kind of conversation that left her restless. He longed to know what was troubling her, but all he could do was listen, straining to catch the nuances of her voice.

Then the conversation stopped as abruptly as it commenced. Silence settled over the house once more, but it wasn’t a comforting silence. It was heavy, charged, leaving Raymond to lie in his crib, his thoughts spiraling. What had upset her? Who had she been speaking to? He wrestled with his need to comfort her, to be there for her, knowing it was a need he could never fulfill.

The effort of the day, combined with the emotional weight of witnessing her in this state, eventually overcame him. The house grew still, and the faint scent of her lingering presence in the air lulled him into an uneasy sleep. But even as his breathing slowed and his mind began to drift, Adele’s haunting lyrics echoed in his memory, entwined with the vision of Juliet’s swaying, radiant form disappearing into the bedroom.

Four Hours Later, 11:00 p.m.

A sharp sound tore through the stillness, pulling Raymond from his restless slumber. At first, it was faint—a low, rhythmic thump, muffled by the thick walls of the house. Disoriented and groggy, he blinked into the darkness, his body stiff and confined in the crib. The sound came again, clearer now: a soft, breathy moan, unmistakably feminine.

Juliet’s voice.

His breath hitched, catching in his throat as a surge of awareness rippled through him. Recognition bloomed, swift and undeniable. Then, another sound followed—a deep, guttural grunt, rough and masculine, vibrating with primal dominance. Raymond’s pulse hammered in his chest, the realization sinking in with devastating clarity: she wasn’t alone.

A volatile mix of panic and raw, aching curiosity warred within him. He rolled onto his side, gripping the bars of the crib for support. The thick mittens encasing his hands slid clumsily over the smooth wood, the padding rendering him helplessly inefficient. Desperation burned in his chest as he maneuvered his legs awkwardly over the edge, gravity pulling him to the floor with a soft, undignified thud.

Breathing heavily, he pushed himself upright, his legs trembling beneath him. The faint metallic clink of his ankle chain echoed through the silence as he shuffled unsteadily toward the door. It stood ajar, a silent invitation—or warning. Steeling himself, he stepped into the hallway, but the sight that greeted him froze him in place.

Her bedroom door was wide open.

It was never open. That sacred space, always forbidden, always closed to him, was now exposed in the darkness, and the sounds spilling from within were unmistakable. A deep, relentless pounding echoed out, filling the air with a raw, primal rhythm. Juliet’s voice rose above it, high and breathless, trembling with an unmistakable desperation.

“Ohhhh, yes! Fuck me! Pleaaaase!” she cried, her words breaking apart between gasps and shuddering moans, every syllable dripping with unrestrained, frantic need.

Raymond’s legs threatened to buckle as he crept closer, his feet dragging heavily under the weight of the moment. The chain rattled faintly, a hollow sound that barely registered against the cacophony of flesh meeting flesh, her cries rising higher, more fervent. His chest constricted painfully, as though an iron vice had gripped his ribcage. He felt like his blood had been drained, replaced with ice that coursed through his veins. Deep anxiety gripped him, a suffocating weight pressing against his chest. He prayed—desperately—that he was mistaken, that his ears had deceived him, that the scene unfolding just a few steps ahead wasn’t what he knew, deep down, it was.

Because if it were true, he would have to confront it. He would have to stand his ground, assert himself as the man of the house, the husband, the one with authority. But the very thought made his stomach churn. He knew he wasn’t that man. He wasn’t a man at all—just a hollow excuse, an impotent loser letting this happen under his roof. The realization cut through him like a blade, leaving him paralyzed with shame and fear. He moved cautiously, each step a trembling act of surrender as he tried to muffle the sound of his shackles. He didn’t want them to hear him—couldn’t bear the thought of them noticing his pathetic presence. His silent prayer continued: that this wasn’t happening, that this wasn’t real. But the primal sounds tearing through the air mocked him, forcing him to confront the truth he couldn’t escape.

He reached the doorway, the threshold of her world, his body trembling with anticipation and shame. The room was dark, the figures within obscured, but the noises painted a vivid, tormenting picture—a portrait of raw, animalistic passion, brutal and consuming, that he could never hope to touch.

The man’s voice rumbled low and commanding, each guttural grunt punctuating the wet, rhythmic slaps of their bodies colliding with savage intensity. Juliet gasped, her words spilling out in trembling, broken fragments, each syllable dripping with raw desire. “My Goddddd, it’s so big! So fucking big!” she cried, her voice quaking with a blend of awe and delirious pleasure.

The bed creaked violently beneath them, the tempo building into a merciless rhythm, its unrelenting force reverberating through the walls. Juliet’s cries climbed higher, her words shattering the stillness of the house. “Yes, yes! Harder! Take me harder! Bull! Bullbull!” she screamed, her voice raw, desperate, trembling with a need so consuming it seemed to fill the very air.

Raymond stood frozen in the doorway, his chest tight, his breath shallow, as if his lungs had forgotten how to function. At that moment, there was no longer any doubt. His Mistress—his goddess—was on her back, her legs open wide, offering herself completely to another man. She was letting him do what Raymond hadn’t been allowed to do for what felt like an eternity. It wasn’t that she was uninterested in sex—it was that she couldn’t see him as someone worthy of sharing that intimacy. He was inadequate, a shadow of a man, stripped of every quality that might arouse her. The man taking her now was no mere lover; he was a beast, a force of nature. His strength and dominance filled the room like a tidal wave, and under him, she must have felt like she was being ravaged by a freight train—a relentless, unstoppable force, fucking her body with unyielding power. Raymond knew he wasn’t even in the same league. He couldn’t dream of matching such intensity, of making her feel the way this man so clearly did. The realization hollowed him out, leaving him trembling, an invisible spectator to her ecstasy.

“You’re incredible,” Juliet moaned, her voice thick with lust, the kind of lust she had never expressed for him. “I need this. I need YOU, bullbull.” Her words cut through him, sharp and precise, leaving wounds that both hurt and aroused him.

The man’s reply was a low, animalistic growl, primal and possessive, a sound that sent shivers down Raymond’s spine. The wet, obscene slaps of their union grew louder, the tempo unrelenting. The bed rocked harder, the frame creaking under their weight as Juliet’s cries reached a fever pitch, teetering on the edge of ecstasy. Every sound, every moan, every guttural grunt drilled deeper into the very core of Raymond’s humiliation.

Unable to endure the crushing weight of his realization, Raymond’s trembling hands fought against the thick padding of his mittens. With frantic desperation, he clawed them off, letting them fall to the floor like discarded symbols of his impotence. His breaths came in short, ragged gasps as he lowered his teddy bear pajama pants, his cock already painfully erect, throbbing with a humiliating urgency. Without thinking, he wrapped his hand around it, stroking furiously, his movements rough and unrestrained.

It was the sound of them—raw, passionate, normal—that ignited his shameful arousal. They were fucking like adults, like people who knew how to take pleasure and give it back, like people who could function effortlessly in the world because they satisfied their primal needs. But him? He was nothing more than a pathetic excuse of a man, a loser. No woman would truly want him, not in the way they wanted men like the one inside that room. Every woman he had ever interacted with had only dominated and enslaved him, as if that was all he was good for. His strokes quickened, his eyes fluttering shut as he surrendered to the humiliation.

And then it happened. Much to his shock, his body betrayed him. He came, fast and hard, his knees almost buckling under the weight of the release. Sticky warmth spilled over his fingers, and for a moment, he stood frozen in the corridor, his chest heaving, the wetness coating his hand a stark reminder of his degradation. The sounds from the bedroom continued unabated, a haunting contrast to his own pathetic climax. The man inside was still going, still fucking Juliet with unyielding precision, holding back his own release to prolong her pleasure. And Raymond? He had lost the fight before it even began, coming like a desperate peeping tom in the hallway, his pajama pants bunched around his ankles.

From her bedroom, the unrelenting sounds of their union continued unabated, each moan and grunt a testament to the man’s sheer stamina and control. Raymond, still standing in the corridor, trembling and humiliated, could hear Juliet spiraling into another wave of ecstasy. Her cries rose higher, her voice trembling as she lost herself in the overwhelming pleasure. “Ohhh, yesss! Yes! Ohhh, God!” she screamed, her words punctuated by gasps and shuddering moans, as though her body could no longer handle the force of the man’s relentless thrusts.

But the man didn’t stop. His rhythm never faltered, his pace deliberate yet powerful, carrying Juliet into climax after climax. Raymond stood frozen, his breath shallow, listening as his Mistress—his wife—was utterly consumed by the raw, primal passion of someone stronger, someone infinitely more capable. While Raymond had already experienced premature ejaculation without even the true act of sex—a far simpler feat to manage—the man was prolonging himself with unwavering control, even though the act he maintained was far more demanding. Each thrust was a testament to his mastery, his ability to hold back despite the friction, the heat, and the mounting tension that came with giving a woman like Juliet exactly what she craved.

The man was giving her everything Raymond could never dream of providing: the strength, the control, the sheer masculine dominance that left her unraveling completely under him. Juliet’s cries were proof of it—raw, unrestrained, pleading for more as the man effortlessly carried her to new heights. In that moment, the disparity between them became painfully clear. Where Raymond was weak and unable to hold back even his own inadequate arousal, the man was enduring, powerful, a true alpha who could take his time and savor every second of her surrender.

Raymond’s shame burned like fire in his chest, but as the minutes stretched on, another sensation began to creep in—a low, aching arousal. Against his will, his cock stirred again, rising despite the sticky remnants of his earlier release. His hand, slick with shame, moved almost instinctively back to the throbbing shaft, stroking it with a mix of self-loathing and desperate need. The rhythm from the bedroom became his own, each thrust mirrored by his humiliating motions.

Juliet’s voice climbed once more, her cries dissolving into incoherent gasps as the man pushed her to yet another orgasm. “Ohhh, fuck, YES! Don’t stop! Don’t you dare stop!” she begged, her voice raw and trembling. The bed creaked violently under their combined weight, the primal sounds of their bodies colliding growing louder, more frantic. Raymond felt his knees weaken, his hand gripping himself tightly as if he were trying to punish his own inadequacy.

Then, finally, the man’s control began to waver. His grunts grew louder, more guttural, signaling the impending end of his brutal, unyielding domination. Juliet screamed, her body writhing in ecstasy as she reached yet another peak. Only then, with a final, guttural roar, did the man allow himself to climax, the sound vibrating with raw, animalistic satisfaction. It was long, violent, and overpowering, the kind of release that left no room for anything else. Juliet cried out again, her voice breaking as she clung to him, her pleasure mingling with his in a cacophony of primal fulfillment.

And there stood Raymond, his hand still stroking his now painfully swollen cock. He was hard again, harder than he had been in years, yet every pulse of arousal was drenched in shame. He hated himself for the way his body responded, for the way he couldn’t stop, even as he stood there listening to his wife being thoroughly taken by another man. He was nothing but a weak, inadequate voyeur, reduced to stroking himself in the hallway like the pathetic slave he knew he was. Yet he couldn’t stop—he couldn’t resist the raw, devastating allure of the dominance he could never embody.

The house fell eerily quiet, the sudden stillness amplifying Raymond’s heartbeat as it pounded loudly in his ears. For a moment, he froze, paralyzed by a new fear: what if the man stood up, went to the bathroom, and found him there? Worse yet, what if the man decided to confront him, towering over him with the same strength and dominance that had just reduced Juliet to pure ecstasy? The thought sent a chill down his spine. His breath hitched, and without thinking, he clutched his discarded mittens tightly and scrambled down the hallway, his chains clinking faintly with every hurried step.

Reaching his nursery, he practically dove into the crib, his body trembling as he curled up inside like a frightened rabbit seeking shelter from a predator. His heart hammered wildly against his chest as he struggled to catch his breath, the fear still gripping him. He pulled the crib’s blanket over himself, as if it could shield him from the overwhelming reality of what he had just witnessed. Yet even here, even in this supposed refuge, there was no escaping it.

From the distance of the nursery, he could hear them again. This time, it wasn’t moans or pounding flesh but soft, intimate laughter—light and easy, like the kind shared between lovers. Their voices intertwined, quiet and tender, exchanging words he couldn’t make out but could feel, nonetheless. It was the sound of connection, of affection, of a closeness he hadn’t shared with Juliet in what felt like an eternity. The gentle melody of their afterglow was a dagger to his heart, a brutal reminder of everything he wasn’t.

As he lay there, still clutching the mittens he had discarded in the hallway, shame began to seep into him like poison. His mind replayed the humiliating scene in the corridor, his pajama pants pooled around his ankles, his body trembling as he had stroked himself without permission—so desperate, so utterly pathetic. It was then, as the heat of the moment faded, that the crushing weight of his actions hit him. He had come without her permission. The realization clawed at him, making him feel small, unworthy.

And then, a deeper shame set in. Juliet had trusted him. For the first time in months, she hadn’t locked him in the chastity device that usually symbolized her control. She had allowed him this tiny semblance of freedom, and he had betrayed that trust in the most degrading way possible. He had taken advantage of her leniency to indulge in his own weakness, and now, in the dark solitude of the nursery, he felt the full weight of his failure. His cock throbbed uselessly, the faint ache a cruel reminder of his earlier disgrace, as he buried his face into the soft padding of the crib, wishing he could vanish entirely.

As Raymond lay curled up in the crib, clutching his mittens and drowning in his shame, another thought crept into his mind, tugging at the edges of his humiliation. Ever since Juliet had utterly reduced him to her doormat, her slave, her plaything, she had grown more confident, more relaxed in her dominance. She no longer saw him as a threat—not even a whisper of one. He was so firmly under her thumb that she had allowed him small concessions: his phone and his laptop.

It wasn’t generosity, of course. It was practicality. She needed him to manage their dwindling finances, to keep the household running smoothly while she basked in her newfound freedom. And she knew—oh, how she knew—he wouldn’t dare use them for anything beyond what she allowed. He had no desire to call another woman, no ambition to seek outside help. Juliet had utterly remade him, body and soul, until there was nothing left of the man he once was.

The memory of that small liberty sparked something within him—a flicker of action, of purpose. His hand began to search the mattress in the darkness, patting across the soft surface, trembling slightly as he fumbled for his phone. The cool plastic met his fingers at last, and he pulled it toward him, the faint glow of the screen illuminating his pale, anxious face.

His breath hitched as he typed the words, the letters trembling into formation under his unsteady fingers: "Madam Celeste." The search results populated almost instantly, rows of tiny images filling the screen. His eyes scanned frantically until one image arrested his attention—a face he could never forget. With a shaky hand, he clicked to enlarge it.

There she was. Her auburn hair, sleek and glossy, framed her sharp, angular face like a halo of fire. Her pale complexion glowed against the soft lighting, her crimson lips a bold statement of confidence and control. Her eyes, though not directed at the camera, seemed to hold an unspoken awareness, their distant yet penetrating gaze conveying an unsettling omniscience. It was as though she could see through the screen, through him, into his very thoughts.

Dressed in a flawlessly tailored black suit, every line and contour of the fabric emphasized her authority. The crisp white shirt beneath the jacket and the slim black tie completed the ensemble, adding a severity that was as refined as it was intimidating. Her arms were crossed tightly against her chest, the gesture itself exuding command. There was no softness, no invitation in her stance—only an impenetrable resolve that spoke of dominance born not from brute strength but from the sheer force of her personality.

Even through the image, her presence was palpable, suffocating in its intensity. She didn’t need to speak to assert her power; it was woven into every detail of her appearance, from the immaculate shine of her hair to the faint curve of her arched brows. Raymond felt a chill creep down his spine. She was the very embodiment of authority, a woman who demanded obedience with a single glance.

Raymond’s trembling hand set the phone down beside him on the mattress, the image of Madam Celeste glowing softly in the dim light of the nursery. His breath quickened as his gaze lingered on her face, her crimson lips, her unforgiving eyes, the meticulous severity of her suit. There was something about her—something utterly devastating. Lowering his pajama pants once more, he exposed his throbbing cock, already hard, already betraying his helpless submission to her mere image.

"If my Mistress is allowed to be fucked by a real man right here in my house," he whispered, his voice low and trembling with arousal and humiliation, "then I, too, deserve such a tiny pleasure." His hand wrapped around his shaft, and he began stroking himself slowly, his gaze never leaving the screen. "Just to look at her, just to admire her. That’s all."

Each stroke was deliberate, almost reverent, as he let his eyes drink in the sharpness of Madam Celeste’s features. Her beauty was more than just physical—it was commanding, overwhelming, the kind of beauty that didn’t ask for your attention but demanded it. Her strictness, her piercing gaze, the way her lips seemed to be holding back a judgment she wouldn’t deign to speak—it all coalesced into a presence that penetrated him, made him feel smaller with every passing second.

"What is it about a woman like her?" he murmured to himself, his strokes growing steadier. "How can just the sight of her, just the way she holds herself, make me feel so…" He couldn’t finish the thought, his mind too consumed by the intoxicating blend of desire and degradation. "How is it," he continued, his voice breaking, "that just her beauty, just her strictness, can make a man like me feel so completely powerless?"

He paused for a moment, gripping the base of his cock as if to anchor himself, reminding himself of his earlier promise. "I’m not going to climax," he muttered, his voice tinged with desperation. "This isn’t for her. It’s not for her. It’s just… for the pleasure. Just to admire her." His breath quickened, each shallow inhale betraying his attempt at self-control.

Raymond’s eyes stayed glued to the glowing screen of his phone, his gaze fixed on the tiny image of Madame Celeste. Her commanding presence wasn’t merely a memory—it was a force, an overwhelming reality that consumed him even now. In his mind’s eye, he saw her entering the room, her every movement a testament to precision and control, a goddess whose mere presence demanded obedience. The slaves had stood at rigid attention, their breaths shallow, their shackled feet rooted to the floor as her emerald eyes swept over them, stripping them of any pretense of autonomy. For Raymond, her dominance had been more than a display—it had been a shattering force, cracking through Beatrice’s meticulously crafted hypnosis. No other woman, not Martha, not Natalie, had stirred him at FrostSpire Manor, but Madame Celeste’s sheer authority transcended reason. Her strictness, her unyielding gaze, had obliterated the boundaries of the trance. His cock had hardened as if possessed, the veins galvanized, pulsing with a ferocity he hadn’t felt in years. He was powerless, reduced to a trembling shadow of himself, desperate to please her, to do as he was told, to surrender completely under her rule. Even now, the memory of her voice, her mere glance, reignited that submission, leaving him helplessly hard, longing for her command to strip him of all thought, all will, all resistance.

Those eyes—penetrating, unforgiving—could strip a man bare even if he were fully clothed. Her gaze lingered just long enough on each of them to ensure they felt exposed, vulnerable, utterly powerless. He remembered the choking feeling in his chest, the futile prayer running through his mind: Please, God, don’t let her escalate this. Don’t let her see me. He had clenched his fists, willing himself to resist the involuntary pull of arousal, his mantra repeating over and over: I’m loyal to Juliet, I’m loyal to Juliet.

But his prayers were useless. Her voice had sliced through the silence, sharp and uncompromising. "Pants down." The words echoed in his mind now, as they had then, laced with a finality that allowed no room for hesitation. Against his will, his trembling hands had fumbled with the jute fabric, the rough pants slipping to his ankles, exposing his shame for all to see. And she had come to him, her heels tapping softly against the plush carpet, her smirk deepening as she stopped right in front of him. Her delicate, manicured hand had closed around his hard cock, gripping it with a cold, clinical precision that made his entire body shudder. She had won.

Raymond’s breath quickened as the memory consumed him, his hand sliding over his cock with a deliberate slowness, the pleasure mounting against his will. "You win," he whispered hoarsely, his voice trembling with a mix of shame and surrender. "You always win, Madame Celeste." The house was silent, but he didn’t care anymore. He stroked himself faster, the rhythm of his hand matching the pounding in his chest.

Her voice echoed in his mind, that biting mockery cutting through him like a blade: "Oh, not so impotent now, are we?" He groaned aloud, his strokes becoming more frantic, his body betraying him completely. "God, you’re so strict," he murmured, his voice cracking with desperation. He imagined her standing above him, her piercing eyes burning into his, her cane tapping rhythmically against her palm as she asserted her dominance. He could feel her hand again, cold and unyielding, her smirk widening as she gripped him tighter, reminding him that resistance was futile.

His hand moved faster, the strokes no longer deliberate but driven by an uncontrollable need. "Oh, Madame Celeste," he groaned, his voice growing louder, the words spilling from his lips without thought. "You’re perfect. So strict. So perfect." The memory of her dominance, her control, her effortless superiority consumed him, and he felt the tension building to an unbearable peak.

And then it happened. The climax tore through him with a force that left him gasping, his body convulsing as he spilled himself, the sticky evidence of his humiliation pooling on his stomach. "You win," he whispered again, his voice barely audible as he collapsed forward, his forehead resting against the mattress. His breath came in ragged gasps, the release leaving him hollow, ashamed, and yet, undeniably satisfied.

Even as his body stilled, his mind remained caught in her grip. She had won. She always did. And as much as he tried to fight it, to rationalize it, to remind himself of Juliet, the truth was inescapable: Madame Celeste was in his mind, a goddess of strictness and dominance, haunting his thoughts and claiming his body, even in the quiet of his own home.

Exhausted and overwhelmed, Raymond lay back on the mattress, his breath gradually slowing as the aftermath of his climax seeped through him. His limbs felt heavy, the tension in his body melting into the soft bedding beneath him. The faint hum of the house, so still and silent, seemed to wrap around him like a cocoon, offering a strange sense of calm. His shame lingered, faint but persistent, yet his mind felt too drained to wrestle with it any longer. The image of Madame Celeste, vivid and commanding, faded into the recesses of his mind, replaced by a warm, hazy fog of fatigue. Slowly, his eyelids fluttered shut, the rhythm of his breathing evening out as the pull of sleep claimed him completely. For the first time in days, his body surrendered to rest, sinking into the depths of slumber, undisturbed by dreams or guilt.

The Next Day, Monday 10 a.m.

Raymond stood shivering in the back yard, the icy Boston air biting at his exposed skin like a thousand tiny needles. The ground was blanketed with a thin layer of frost, and his bare feet left faint, raw imprints in the snow as he shifted awkwardly from one foot to the other. His coarse, damp shirt clung to him, offering little protection from the relentless chill, while the loose suspenders over his shoulders felt like dead weight against his trembling frame. The chain around his ankles rattled faintly with every hesitant movement, the frozen iron digging into his skin with cruel persistence.

Before him stood the wooden dog house, a quaint yet imposing structure that seemed almost mocking in its charm. The reddish-brown gabled roof gleamed faintly in the weak winter sunlight, its sloped design perfect for shedding snow. A small window with wooden slats offered an almost homey touch, while the spacious doorway and inviting front ramp suggested comfort and warmth—comfort that Raymond himself would never know. Despite the craftsmanship and thoughtful design, the dog house was not for any four-legged companion. He knew its purpose all too well, and the cruel irony of its intended use gnawed at him.

His raw, trembling hands reached up to scratch his head, his breath misting in the cold air. His glasses hung loosely in his pocket, and with a frustrated sigh, he fumbled to pull them out. His fingers, stiff and reddened from the cold, struggled to grip the slender frames of his glasses. Once perched on his nose, the world came into sharper focus, though the instructions on the crumpled paper he held offered little solace. He scanned the diagram once more, his brow furrowed in concentration as he muttered under his breath.

“OK,” he said aloud, his voice tinged with frustration. “Need to hammer these nails into the roof here... but where’s the hammer?” His gaze darted around the yard, his breath quickening as he bent to lift scattered pieces of wood and hardware, one by one. Each movement sent fresh jolts of pain through his frost-numbed fingers and toes.

“So now they want me to own a hammer?” he spat bitterly to himself, dropping a piece of wood with a sharp thud. “And what if I don’t have one?” His voice went up, his anger as much directed inward as outward. The absurdity of the task—struggling to complete a project he hadn't chosen, with tools he didn't even know if he owned—only deepened his humiliation.

After a moment of fruitless searching, he straightened, the chain on his ankles rattling softly as he shuffled toward the house. His breath puffed in the air, frustration etched into his features. The chill seemed to grow sharper the closer he came to the warmth he knew he wouldn’t be allowed to enjoy.

“Maybe I have one,” he muttered to himself as he reached the door, his tone laced with bitter uncertainty. “I’m not sure at all.” He pushed the door open and stepped inside, his glasses fogging as the relative warmth of the house embraced him. The sensation was fleeting, however, a brief reprieve before he would return to the cold, his incomplete task still waiting.

As Raymond approached the living room from the kitchen, the low murmur of Juliet’s voice reached his ears. She was talking on the phone, her tone hushed and deliberate, a clear effort to keep him from hearing. His stomach tightened. The realization dawned instantly—this was why she had sent him outside to work on the dog house.

“He’s outside,” she said, her voice soft but unmistakably firm. “I put him to paint the dog house, yes.”

There was a pause, the faint crackle of a response on the other end, followed by Juliet’s voice again, a touch sharper this time. “No, I can’t do that, Bullbull.”

His heart thudded painfully in his chest at the nickname. Bullbull. The word had an intimacy, a softness, that cut through him. He lingered in the shadows, ears straining to catch every word.

“No, Bullbull, not yet,” she said, a note of exasperation slipping into her tone. “He wouldn’t be able to handle it.”

Her words lingered in, each one like a stone sinking deeper into his chest. Raymond’s breath hitched as she continued, her voice laced with quiet frustration. “Please don’t start. I will tell him. I will tell him.”

There was another pause, and then she sighed, her tone softening, almost pleading. “Just give me more time.”

Raymond’s hand gripped the edge of the doorway, the cold wood pressing into his palm as he fought the urge to step forward, to ask her what she was hiding. But he stayed silent, frozen by the vulnerability in her voice.

“Fine,” she said finally, her tone resigned. “If that’s what you want.” The faint click of the phone being hung up reverberated in the stillness, and Raymond, like the obedient dog she had molded him into, retreated quietly, his steps slow and measured.

But then the phone rang again, its sharp trill cutting through the silence. He paused at the top of the stairs, his body tense, as Juliet picked it up once more.

“I thought we said everything that must be said to each other,” she said, her voice sharper now, the veneer of calm showing a hint of strain.

Raymond didn’t linger. He forced himself to descend the stairs toward the garage, each step heavy with the weight of what he had overheard. The cool air of the basement wrapped around him as he stepped inside, his eyes scanning the cluttered space for a hammer among the scattered tools. The search gave his hands something to do, but it couldn’t still his racing mind.

He tried not to think about her words, about the man on the other end of the line—Bullbull. He shoved the thought aside, focusing instead on the rusty shelves and the cobwebbed corners of the garage. He wouldn’t bring it up. He wouldn’t even let himself dwell on it. He was just a small screwdriver in her vast, intricate world. He didn’t own her, didn’t have a claim to her heart or her actions. If she wanted to talk to other men, it was her right. It was what made her happy, and her happiness was all that mattered.

After failing to find a hammer in the garage, Raymond decided to try his luck with Logan. The biting cold stung his bare feet as he shuffled the short distance to Logan’s apartment, his chains clinking softly with every step. Logan lived with his mother in a modest unit, its small porch cluttered with old lawn chairs and a faded welcome mat. Raymond hesitated briefly before raising his hand and knocking on the door.

The door opened a crack, and Logan appeared, holding a phone to his ear. His tall, muscular frame filled the doorway, his expression momentarily confused as he took in the sight of Raymond, shackled hands and feet.

“I’ve got to close here,” Logan said quietly into the phone, his tone low and secretive, before ending the call. He slipped the phone into his pocket, his confusion turning into a polite smile. “Hey, Mister Ashford,” he greeted, his eyes lingering briefly on the chains before darting back to Raymond’s face. He didn’t mention them.

“Hi,” Raymond replied, his gaze flicking briefly to the phone Logan had set on a small table just inside the door.

“What brings you to our humble abode?” Logan asked, his voice warm but tinged with curiosity.

Raymond shifted uncomfortably, the weight of his situation pressing down on him. “I’m building a dog house in the yard, but they didn’t include a hammer for the nails,” he explained, his tone strained.

Logan’s brow furrowed briefly before breaking into a reassuring smile. “Hey, don’t worry about it, Mister Ashford.” He disappeared inside for a moment and returned with a hammer in hand. “Here you go.”

Then, after a pause, he added, “Come on, let me give you a hand.” He stepped outside, motioning for Raymond to follow him back toward the yard. Raymond trailed behind, the clinking of his chains almost lost beneath the crunch of frost underfoot.

“It’s been freezing these past few days,” Logan remarked as they approached the half-finished dog house. “But they say it’s gonna hit 63 degrees next week. Can you beat that? December.” He shook his head with a laugh, brushing snow off one of the unfinished wooden panels. His casual demeanor was a stark contrast to Raymond’s tense, hunched posture.

Logan inspected the structure closely, his sharp eyes immediately spotting an issue. “Ah, this plate here,” he said, pointing to a misaligned piece. “You should’ve placed it over there.” He chuckled, placing his hands on his hips. “Good thing you didn’t find your hammer right away, huh? This would’ve been a mess.”

Raymond’s face tightened, his shoulders slumping further. “Oh... I see my mistake now,” he said quietly, his voice tinged with frustration and embarrassment.

Logan paused, turning to look at him. “Not in a good mood today, Mister Ashford?” he asked casually, though his tone carried a note of genuine concern. He slipped three nails into his mouth as he prepared to fix the plate.

“No, I’m fine,” Raymond responded immediately, avoiding Logan’s gaze. “It’s just... cold, that’s all.”

Logan didn’t press further. He adjusted the misplaced plate with practiced ease, his large hands steady despite the chill. In a matter of minutes, the dog house was completed, the last nail driven securely into place. He stepped back, admiring their work.

“There you go,” Logan said with a grin, wiping his hands on his jeans. “All set. I suppose this’ll be your new house, Mister Ashford.” He laughed lightly, his words tinged with teasing.

Raymond’s lips twitched in what could barely pass as a smile. “I don’t think it’s possible to live out here in December,” he replied, his voice quiet.

“Nope, you’re probably right,” Logan said, his grin diminishing. “Come on. I want to talk to you about something,” he said, his tone shifting as he gestured for Raymond to follow him.

As they stepped back into Raymond’s house, Logan shut the door behind them with a brisk click. He rubbed his hands together and grinned. “Oh wow, that was quite chilly outside,” he said, his breath still visible from the cold air lingering on his clothes. “Coffee?”

Raymond hesitated, then nodded. “Yes, but black, no sugar.”

“Likewise,” Logan replied, heading to the kitchen. His movements were brisk and efficient, the sheer physicality of his muscular frame evident even under his thick sweater. His broad shoulders and powerful arms flexed subtly as he lifted the kettle, steam rising as he poured hot water into two simple mugs. The earthy aroma of black coffee filled the small space as Logan handed one of the mugs to Raymond.

“Here you go,” Logan said, offering the warm cup with a friendly smile. He held his own mug casually, the contrast between its delicate handle and his strong hands almost comical.

“Thanks,” Raymond murmured, taking a careful sip, the heat spreading through his cold body.

“We’ve been good friends for how long now, Mister Ashford?” Logan asked after a moment, his tone conversational but with a slight edge of curiosity.

The question made Raymond stiffen. A twinge of nervousness crept up his spine. “A few months,” he replied with a forced laugh, trying to mask his unease. “Since the roof project, I think.”

Logan chuckled, his white teeth flashing against his tanned skin. “Ah, yes. Before I started helping with the roof, you probably didn’t even realize I’d been living here for the last twenty years.” He laughed again, an easy, rolling sound, but his sharp eyes flicked to Raymond as though gauging his reaction.

Raymond shifted awkwardly, his hands gripping the mug more firmly. “Oh, yes, my bad,” he said with an apologetic smile. “I’m not good at remembering faces, honestly.”

Logan waved it off with a casual shrug, his sweater pulling taut across his chest and arms, emphasizing the muscular definition beneath. “Nah, that’s okay. That’s okay,” he said lightly. “And throughout this beautiful, long-standing friendship of ours...” Logan paused for effect, his grin widening, “have I ever asked you for a favor?”

Raymond chuckled nervously, sensing where this was going. “I knew that was coming,” he said, attempting to inject humor into his response.

Logan held up a hand in mock defense. “No, no, don’t worry about it. Really, it’s nothing. No pressure.” He reclined, his posture at ease, but his presence remained imposing.

Raymond took another sip of coffee, unsure of what to say. Logan tilted his head, studying him for a moment before shifting the conversation.

“Tell me something else,” Logan said, his tone more casual, but with a hint of curiosity. “There’s this Emily Carter—does the name ring a bell?”

Raymond froze, the mug halfway to his lips. The question hit him like a jolt, and he immediately realized where this was headed. Emily. When he’d stolen a moment to call her and Beatrice, he hadn’t expected repercussions so soon. So, she must have called Logan back, he thought, his stomach twisting.

“Yes,” Raymond said cautiously, setting the mug down on the counter. “I’m familiar.”

“Familiar, huh?” Logan replied, his sharp gaze intensifying, though his tone remained polite. “You mean you met her? Excuse me for asking, Mister Ashford, but I’m curious.”

“Yes, but only once. Very briefly,” Raymond admitted, his voice stiff and measured. “I gave her your number since my phone was confiscated. I owe her $200, I think.”

“Well, she called,” Logan said, his voice calm but with an undercurrent of something unsaid.

“Oh, she called you?” Raymond asked, his curiosity piqued, but his tone guarded.

“Yeah,” Logan replied, looking directly at him, his expression hard to read.

“Good,” Raymond said, meeting Logan’s gaze. For a moment, he noticed something unusual in Logan’s demeanor—something that didn’t align with his usual confidence. Was it hesitancy? A flicker of neediness? The thought lingered as Raymond inclined his head, studying the younger man.

“So...” Logan hesitated, running a hand through his hair. “Are you planning to... you know, continue your relationship with her, or whatever you call it, Mister Ashford?”

Raymond chuckled, the sound dry and dismissive. “Relationship?” he repeated, as though the idea were absurd. “I just owe her money, that’s all.”

Logan's eyes narrowed, his jaw tightening. “Well, it didn’t sound like that,” he said after a beat, his voice quieter, almost uncertain. “She seems like she’s... totally interested in you,” he added, his tone wavering between curiosity and something else—disapproval? Envy?

“I don’t know about that,” Raymond replied with a shrug, taking another sip of his coffee. As he raised the mug, his eyes flicked over the rim, watching Logan carefully, noting the faint tension in his shoulders, the way he shifted his weight.

Logan leaned against the counter, his arms crossed. “Do you realize,” he began, his voice picking up momentum, “that this Emily, or whatever you call her, is Playboy’s Pet of the Month?”

Raymond lowered his mug slowly, his expression disinterested. “I heard something like that,” he replied flatly. “Is it important?”

“Is it important?” Logan repeated with a laugh, his tone incredulous. “Well, I mean, it’s not every day a woman like that calls you, Mister Ashford. No?”

Raymond shook his head, his tone steady. “Emily Carter? No, Logan, I’m not interested in her. She’s a nice girl, sure, but… she’s just not my type. Honestly, I don’t even think about her that way.” As the words left his lips, he realized with a strange clarity that they were entirely true—at least right now. Under Juliet’s shadow, with her commands still echoing in his mind and her presence dominating his every thought, there was no room for anyone else. Even someone as charming as Emily seemed distant, her beauty and allure unable to penetrate the fog that surrounded his devotion to Juliet. The chains around his ankles clinked softly as he shifted, but the sound barely registered; his mind was resolutely empty of any pull toward Emily. He didn’t need to convince Logan of his disinterest—he needed to convince himself.

“That’s about what I figured,” Logan said, smirking as he leaned against the counter. “No offense, Mister Ashford, but at your age, sleeping with a woman like that? You might keel over from the excitement. Heart failure waiting to happen, wouldn’t you agree? No offense, of course.”

Raymond’s expression barely shifted, though a flicker of tension passed over his face. His voice was steady and deliberate as he replied, “I’m not interested in Emily Carter. Let me make that clear. All I care about is Juliet. She’s my queen, and that’s all that matters.”

Logan nodded slowly, his smirk softening into something more neutral, though his eyes betrayed a flicker of something else—envy, perhaps. “Yeah, I can see that,” he said. “I respect it, Mister Ashford. I really do.”

But after a moment’s hesitation, Logan’s tone shifted, his confidence faltering. “It’s just that...” he started, trailing off.

“Just what?” Raymond asked, his voice low, a thread of warning beneath his words.

Logan hesitated again, then pressed on, his words spilling out in a rush. “It’s just that, since you’re not interested in her... maybe you could talk to her for me. Say something good, you know? I’ve been helping you out for months—your roof, the yard, all the work I’ve done for Juliet. Hell, I’ve done it all for next to nothing. A good word from you might be all I need to get close to her.”

Raymond let out a short, dry laugh, shaking his head. “You? The young, handsome guy with everything going for him? You need my help to impress a woman?” His voice carried a note of disbelief.

“This isn’t a joke,” Logan shot back, his tone sharp and serious, the humor draining from his face. He paused, his jaw tightening as he struggled to keep his emotions in check. “This woman, Mister Ashford... I’ve seen her pictures. Hell, I subscribed to their damn magazine just because of her. She’s... she’s perfection. One look at her and—” He stopped short, shaking his head, his frustration palpable. “Tell me you’ve seen her. She’s an absolute goddess. You can’t deny that.”

Raymond took a slow sip of his coffee, studying Logan’s face over the rim of the mug. He could see the younger man’s barely restrained intensity, the way his eyes burned with raw, unfiltered lust. “I guess,” Raymond said at last, lowering the mug. “Looking at you, I guess she must be.”

Logan wasn’t placated. He grabbed his phone off the counter, holding it out toward Raymond. “Call her,” he said, his tone sharp, almost commanding. “She’s in Boston right now. Just tell her I’ll bring her the $200. Say something good about me.”

Raymond frowned, shaking his head. “No,” he said simply, his voice firm.

Logan’s frustration boiled over, his grip on the phone tightening until his knuckles turned white. “Fuck it!” he snapped. “I’ll pay the $200 myself. Hell, I’ll pay it for you! Just make the damn call.”

When Raymond didn’t move, Logan stepped closer, his voice dropping into a menacing growl. “You really want to say no to me?” he hissed. “You know, I could tell Juliet exactly who you’ve been talking to. Let’s see if she’ll give you much choice after that.”

“I have nothing to hide from Mistress. In fact, I’ll try to tell her about Emily,” Raymond said, his tone resolute but tinged with hesitation.

“Try to?” Logan’s head moved, his posture changing as he absorbed Raymond’s words. He stepped back, a faint smirk playing on his lips. “What do you mean, try to?”

Raymond exhaled, giving his head a subtle shake. “She’s not always willing to listen,” he clarified, his voice softening as though trying to excuse Juliet’s imperious nature.

Logan chuckled humorlessly, his jaw tightening. “Forget it, Mister Ashford,” he said with a dismissive wave of his hand, though his frustration was unmistakable. “I’m not going to tell her. I know where that would go.”

He hesitated, glancing downward, his voice dropping to a growl. “It’s just... I need to plug this cock,” he said bluntly, gesturing toward the evident bulge straining against his jeans. His neck muscles tightened, veins bulging as raw frustration spilled over. “Inside this Emily. I have to have her.”

Raymond blinked, momentarily stunned by Logan’s unfiltered intensity. “Okay...” he said slowly, his discomfort palpable as he struggled to find the right words.

Logan’s eyes locked onto his, burning with an almost desperate intensity. “You’re sure you don’t want to help me with this?” he asked, his voice quiet but insistent, the weight of his desire evident in every syllable.

“I don’t want to talk about her. I don’t want to hear about her,” Raymond replied firmly, taking a step toward the door that Logan held open.

“Very well, Mister Ashford,” Logan said with a sharp exhale, forcing a tight smile that didn’t reach his eyes. “You do what you have to do. And I’ll do what I have to do. No worries there.”

Logan shut the door firmly behind Raymond, the sound echoing with finality.

As Raymond walked back to his house, he shook his head in disbelief, his breath visible in the icy air. “Wow... such relentless pursuit of a woman,” he muttered to himself, his chains clinking softly with each step. “All because of the way she looks.” The thought lingered uneasily as he reached his own door, his mind replaying Logan’s raw, almost feral obsession.

11:00 a.m.

The sun streamed through the large windows of Juliet’s sitting room, bathing the plush furniture and soft cream-colored rug in a warm, golden light. Juliet sat poised in her favorite chair, an elegant, high-backed piece with tufted velvet upholstery, exuding an effortless dominance. Her fitted crimson dress clung to her curves, the silky fabric shimmering faintly as it ended just above her knees, exposing her long, toned legs. Her feet rested on a low ottoman, bare except for the delicate straps of her towering heels. The curve of her arched feet seemed to catch the sunlight perfectly, turning them into objects of artful beauty.

Raymond entered the house quietly, the faint clink of his shackles barely audible as he stepped inside. He paused at the sight of her, breath catching in his throat. She noticed him immediately, a slow, knowing smile gracing her lips. Without interrupting her phone conversation, she gestured lazily toward the floor in front of her, her manicured finger pointing at her feet. The command needed no words.

Raymond dropped to his knees without hesitation. Crawling toward her, he pressed his lips to the delicate arch of her foot, kissing her with a reverence that bordered on worship. His lips grazed the soft skin, the straps of her heels, and the graceful curve where her arch met her sole. Every kiss felt like a supplication, a silent pledge of his devotion.

Juliet’s smile deepened as she adjusted her phone, tapping the screen to switch the call to speaker mode.

“Juliet, I can’t stop thinking about yesterday,” came Annabelle’s voice, filled with emotion. “Seeing him like that, standing naked in front of all those women... it was shocking, yes, but also... I can’t even explain it. When the lecturer used her stick to lift his... his cock, and mocked him for being limp—it was humiliating. I felt so sorry for him. But then, Juliet—then you called his name.”

Annabelle’s voice faltered, her words tinged with awe. “I’ve never seen anything like it. Goodness, he’s such an old man, but... what a big cock,” she added, almost breathlessly.

Juliet produced a gentle laugh, her fingers idly toying with the edge of her chair. She glanced down at Raymond, who was now trailing tender kisses along the curve of her toes, his lips brushing the ball of her foot with devoted precision. “Oh, Annabelle,” Juliet replied with an amused chuckle, “you’re too kind. It’s not as extraordinary as you’re making it sound. He’s just... devoted, that’s all.”

“Devoted?” Annabelle exclaimed, incredulous. “Juliet, that doesn’t even begin to describe it. Every woman in that room saw it. You didn’t even touch him, and yet... My God, Juliet, he was so hard. After everything he’d been through—after being ridiculed in front of everyone—it didn’t matter. None of it mattered. Only you did. He only reacted to you. It was... it was incredible.”

Juliet’s smile turned into a look of quiet triumph. She extended her foot, hooking her toe under Raymond’s chin and gently lifting his face until their eyes met. His lips hovered near the ball of her foot, his gaze filled with adoration and a twisted joy. Her arched brow conveyed unspoken pride, as if to say, Did you hear that?

Raymond’s chest swelled with a blend of humiliation and euphoria. Yes, he had heard every word. And her pride in him—her acknowledgment of his devotion—made him want to worship her even more.

Annabelle’s voice softened, carrying a wistful edge. “You’re so fortunate, Juliet. Every woman wants to feel that kind of envy from others, and yesterday—it was undeniable. Every single woman in that room was jealous of you. Jealous of how completely devoted he is to you.”

Juliet sighed, her satisfaction audible, and tapped Raymond lightly on the cheek with her toe before allowing him to resume his reverent kisses. “Well, Annabelle,” she replied, her voice a velvety purr, “it’s not about luck. Men like Raymond don’t arrive pre-trained. It takes effort, insistence, and a clear understanding of their proper place. It’s about discipline—punishments when necessary, and the right rewards. That’s how you shape a man into what he’s meant to be.”

Annabelle hesitated, her curiosity evident. “So... so you didn’t get any help? Like a marriage consultant? Or, I don’t know, a sex therapist?”

Raymond paused for the briefest moment, his lips trembling against the curve of Juliet’s arch. Beatrice... The thought surfaced unbidden. Surely, she had played some part in his transformation. But Juliet’s voice, calm and commanding, swept away his uncertainty.

“Oh, Annabelle,” Juliet said with a dismissive laugh, her tone light but firm, “those people are useless. They give you theories—just empty advice with no grounding in reality. This isn’t about theories. It’s about practice. It’s about making your expectations known and never compromising. When you set the standard and stick to it, men can’t help but fall into line. They need structure. They need purpose. And when you show them that? They become exactly what you want.”

For a fleeting moment, Raymond thought of Beatrice, aware of the role she had played in their transformation. He didn’t forget her involvement or the hypnosis, but what mattered most to him now was Juliet’s happiness. He understood that acknowledging Beatrice’s part might tarnish this moment of pride for Juliet—a moment she clearly cherished. And so, without a word, he continued to kiss her feet, his devotion undiminished, his focus entirely on pleasing her and preserving her joy.

Annabelle sighed, the sound trembling with a mix of admiration and longing. “I just don’t know how you do it, Juliet. You make it sound so simple, but it’s not. I could never... I mean, I’m honestly in awe of you. Completely.”

Juliet tilted her head back, her golden hair gleaming as the sunlight caressed it. She smiled, a vision of effortless control and confidence. “Thank you, Annabelle. That means a lot to me. Truly.”

“I hope you know,” Annabelle continued, her voice filled with earnest emotion, “that what you have with Raymond is the kind of thing every woman dreams of. Not just a man who obeys, but one who wants to obey. Who thrives on it. You’re incredible, Juliet. Absolutely incredible.”

Juliet pressed her foot gently against Raymond’s lips, her hum of satisfaction barely audible but laden with meaning. “Thank you, Annabelle,” she replied, her tone laced with quiet triumph. “But honestly, it’s just about knowing what you want—and refusing to settle for anything less.”

The call ended with a soft beep, and Juliet lowered her phone onto the side table. Her gaze returned to Raymond, her expression becoming more gentle as she reached down, her fingers curling under his chin. She lifted his face with gentle authority, her touch both commanding and tender.

“Up,” she commanded, her voice quiet but firm, and he obeyed without hesitation.

Raymond rose to his knees, his eyes shining with unrestrained love and devotion. Juliet leaned forward, wrapping her arms around him in an embrace that was equal parts tender and possessive. Her lips pressed softly against the smooth skin of his bald head, her voice dropping to a whisper as she murmured in his ear, “Mommy’s so proud of you. So proud of you, my devoted little slave.”

The warmth of her words melted him. He leaned into her, his chains clinking faintly as he surrendered entirely to the moment. His world shrank to this singular connection—the intoxicating feeling of her approval and the unshakable sense of purpose she gave him. Juliet’s hands stroked his back with quiet satisfaction, a gesture both soothing and assertive. In her arms, he felt it once again: the pure, overwhelming joy of belonging entirely to her.

And yet, even in this moment of bliss, a thought crossed his mind—a thought he could no longer suppress. This is my opportunity, he told himself. She’s relaxed, she’s pampered, she’s happy. Maybe now I can tell her... Gathering his courage, he spoke, his voice soft and tentative. “Mistress, there’s something... something that’s been lingering in my mind for quite a while. I can’t seem to let it go. I thought you might want to know.”

Juliet leaned back, her hands resting on his shoulders as she tilted her head to look at him. Her brows furrowed in mild irritation, though her gaze remained steady. “What is it this time, Raymond?” she asked, her tone edged with impatience. “More problems? Can we not have one peaceful day without some sort of drama?”

“Oh no, no, Mistress,” Raymond immediately said, a nervous smile breaking across his face. “Rest assured, no problems. None at all.”

Juliet tilted her head further, studying him with a mix of skepticism and curiosity. Her lips curved into a faint, almost teasing smile. “Talk, Raymond. Go on. Tell Mommy what’s on your mind.”

“Are you sure, Mistress?” he asked hesitantly, his voice faltering under the intensity of her gaze.

“Oh, I’m sure,” Juliet replied, her laugh light but carrying a nervous undertone. “I’ve braced myself for whatever this is. Go ahead, baby.”

Raymond swallowed hard, his pulse quickening. “I just wanted to tell you that during my last visit to Beatrice...” He hesitated, his words catching in his throat, but then forced them out. “She... she urinated on me.”

Juliet’s expression froze. Her fingers pressed more firmly on his shoulders as her face hardened. “She what?” she asked, her tone dangerously low.

“It’s nothing significant, really, Mistress,” Raymond said quickly, panic rising in his chest. “Please, there’s no need to get angry with her. I just—I just wanted to express myself.”

Juliet’s eyes flicked to the phone on the side table, her fingers twitching as though preparing to snatch it up. Her entire demeanor shifted, her body stiffening with restrained fury. But just as she reached for the phone, Raymond’s pleading voice stopped her. “Please,” he begged. “Just let me explain. That’s all I ask.”

Juliet paused, her hand hovering above the phone. The sight of him, so subservient, so desperate for her attention, softened something inside her. For all his shortcomings, for all the times he had disappointed her, he was totally hers now. His unwavering devotion, his best behavior—it created a space she hadn’t felt in years. Slowly, she set the phone back down and leaned back in her chair, exhaling deeply.

“Fine,” she said at last, her voice calmer, though her eyes still carried a hint of fire. “I’m listening. Speak.”

The unexpected grace of her response hit Raymond like a tidal wave. Tears welled in his eyes, unbidden and unstoppable. These weren’t tears born of Beatrice’s actions or his humiliation—they were tears of witnessing a miracle. For the first time in decades, Juliet wasn’t dismissing him outright. She wasn’t attacking or shutting down. She was listening. She was actually listening.

Juliet’s expression softened further as she noticed his tears. A faint, almost maternal smile tugged at her lips. “Go ahead, baby,” she said, her voice carrying an uncharacteristic gentleness. “Tell me what’s on your mind.”

“I just wanted to say... that nobody listens to me,” Raymond began, his voice low and hesitant, as if testing the waters.

Juliet’s brows arched sharply. “Well, Raymond, if this is going to turn into you pointing a finger at me, then perhaps it’s not such a good idea,” she said, her tone cold. Her tolerance for even the faintest hint of blame was non-existent.

“No, no, not at all, Mistress,” Raymond said quickly, his hands twitching nervously. “Not at all. I mean, here you are, listening to me now,” he added, trying desperately to soften her stance, to pave his way into her heart.

“Then what is it?” she asked, her voice clipped but curious.

“It’s just... I came to talk to Beatrice about our marriage,” he explained cautiously. “I wanted to get my points through, to be heard.”

“And?” Juliet prompted, her tone betraying only mild interest.

“And instead,” Raymond continued, his words tumbling out, “she made me stand naked in her living room, waiting for her. Then she inspected me as if I were some kind of animal. After that, she urinated on me. And finally—she told me she hypnotized me, which... which is not true!” His voice faltered at the end, frustration and shame mingling.

Juliet’s eyes narrowed, and her hand reached for the phone again. Instantly, Raymond corrected himself. “It’s just... it’s just that she didn’t listen to me, Mistress,” he pleaded, his voice trembling.

Juliet paused, the phone hovering in her hand. Slowly, she set it back down and tilted her head at him. “Raymond,” she said, her voice suddenly calm and measured, “I’m quite familiar with this hypnosis quackery. I know it doesn’t work. But you have to admit, she’s the first therapist who actually fixed our marriage.”

Raymond’s head lowered, his shoulders sagging. “I agree, Mistress,” he murmured.

Juliet reclined, her expression becoming gentler. “And you do realize how submissive you are now,” she said, her lips curving into a small smile. “To me,” she added, her voice laced with emphasis.

“Yes, Mistress,” he replied, his tone resigned but sincere.

“So,” she continued, “we shouldn’t forget the good that’s come of this, right?”

“Yes, Mistress,” Raymond repeated, his voice barely above a whisper.

“Now,” Juliet said, her voice turning analytical, “let’s handle the urination thing.” Her sudden objectivity startled Raymond. For once, she wasn’t defensive or dismissive. Instead, she was calm, calculating, dissecting the situation with a cool detachment. The change in her demeanor—her ability to acknowledge both the good and the bad—stemmed, he realized, from the fact that he was no longer fighting her. Freed from the need to protect herself, Juliet could finally breathe, her intelligence shining through.

“So, about the urination,” she prompted, leaning forward. “Go on.”

“I came there to talk to her,” Raymond began hesitantly.

“I think you’ve said that already, Raymond,” Juliet interrupted, her tone sharp. “Tell me something new.”

“It was disgusting,” he blurted out, his voice trembling with emotion. “I’m so hurt... I can’t recover from the disgust. I think she’s one ugly person for doing that.”

“So, do you want us to stop this therapy? Is that what you’re saying?” Juliet asked, her voice calm but with a slight edge.

“I don’t know what I want, Mistress,” Raymond admitted, his head bowed as he knelt before her. “I don’t have goals. I’m just expressing myself.” He raised his gaze, pressing a soft kiss to her hand as a sign of submission.

Juliet stared at Raymond for a long moment, her lips pressed into a thin line. Without a word, she picked up her phone and dialed Beatrice, a tremor in her fingers. The silence hung heavy in the room until the calm, composed voice on the other end answered.

“Juliet, how are you? Did you enjoy your weekend?” Beatrice’s tone was polite, almost overly so, carrying that air of detached control that always unnerved Juliet.

“Not at all. Not at all,” Juliet replied, her voice clipped as she struggled to keep her temper in check.

“Something about the food?” Beatrice asked, her tone light, almost teasing.

“Above all—boring,” Juliet snapped. “They took all the men away right from the start and left us women to listen to ridiculous lectures.”

“So, you’re calling me to critique the weekend itinerary?” Beatrice asked smoothly, unfazed.

“No,” Juliet replied sharply, her voice rising. “I’m calling to ask you a question.”

Beatrice paused, her voice steady but pointed when she replied, “Juliet, I can hear the anger in your tone. Perhaps you should consider if this is a question you truly want to ask.”

Juliet’s grip on the phone tightened. “I am not afraid of you, Beatrice,” she said, her words laced with venom. “How dare you... how dare you urinate on my husband?”

There was a pause on the line, then Beatrice replied, her voice as calm and cold as ice. “Oh yes, Juliet. You are afraid. And you’re letting that fear cloud your judgment.”

“I asked you a question,” Juliet snapped, her tone fierce. But Beatrice didn’t rise to the bait, instead continuing in her measured, almost condescending way.

“As I said, Juliet, I suggest you take a breath, calm down, and return to your senses. Losing control isn’t like you.”

Juliet’s hand shook as her knuckles whitened against the phone. “I am calm,” she hissed. “Calm enough to tell you that me and Raymond—we’re done. We’re not continuing this so-called therapy with you. That’s final.”

“Oh, you will continue,” Beatrice replied with chilling confidence, as though stating a fact rather than a suggestion.

Juliet’s eyes flared with fury. “You can’t force me to come and listen to a woman who dared to degrade my husband in the most vile way possible. And I’m telling you, this is over.”

Before Beatrice could respond, Juliet pressed the red button with a sharp stab of her thumb, cutting off the call. She slammed the phone down on the table, her hands shaking, her breathing uneven. She turned to Raymond, her face flushed with anger.

“There,” she said, her voice trembling. “That’s done.”

“Mistress…” Raymond said softly, massaging her hand as he knelt before her. His eyes searched hers, noticing the glimmer of tears that betrayed a deep internal conflict. “Are you… are you okay, Mistress?” he asked, his voice tentative, almost fearful.

Juliet didn’t respond. She remained silent, her thoughts spiraling into a whirlwind she couldn’t articulate. Cold sweat beaded on the back of her neck as she stared into the distance, her expression frozen. She knew exactly what force she was fighting—and it terrified her. Beatrice wasn’t just an obstacle; she was an overwhelming, unyielding power. Juliet could feel the panic clawing at her, threatening to consume her. She was on the verge of breaking.

“Go paint your dog house,” she instructed suddenly, her voice curt, almost robotic.

Raymond blinked in disbelief. He glanced toward the beautiful, polished dog house, its craftsmanship pristine. “Paint it, Mistress?” he asked hesitantly, the question laced with confusion.

“Yes,” Juliet snapped, her voice sharper now. “Paint it. Now.” She wouldn’t look at him. Her body was tense, her hands clenched in her lap.

Raymond didn’t argue. He leaned down, placing a soft kiss on each of her shoes in a gesture of submission before standing. “Yes, Mistress,” he murmured. He walked off to find whatever paint he could use, his mind swirling with unspoken thoughts.

Juliet sat frozen in her chair, her body trembling as the weight of the moment bore down on her. She was alone now—utterly alone. Her composed exterior was a fragile façade, barely holding back the storm raging inside her. She couldn’t let Raymond see her like this, couldn’t let him know that she was defeated. But she couldn’t deny the truth any longer: going against Beatrice meant losing him. Beatrice would snap him like a twig. It was inevitable. She could do it, and she would.

Juliet’s hands trembled as she reached for her phone, her breath shallow and quick. With a sudden, decisive motion, she dialed Beatrice.

“Yes?” Beatrice’s voice came through the line, calm and dry as always.

“I made a mistake,” Juliet said quickly, her voice tight with panic. “And I am sorry.”

There was a long pause on the other end before Beatrice responded, her tone clipped and unyielding. “It doesn’t work like this, Juliet. I do not accept you back.”

Juliet felt her chest tighten as the rejection hit her like a blow. She scrambled to recover, her voice cracking as she tried to explain. “Look, Beatrice, it was a moment of anger—I didn’t mean it. You know how much I admire your work. You can ask Raymond; I just explained to him how much I respect you.” Her voice wavered as she began to cry. “Repentance and forgiveness, please, Ma’am. Just one more chance.”

“No,” Beatrice said firmly, her voice colder than ever.

“I am begging you, Beatrice, I swear I will never be angry—” Juliet pleaded, her voice cracking with desperation.

Beatrice cut her off sharply. “Just a minute.” The line went quiet for a moment, except for muffled noises in the background. Juliet’s breath caught as she strained to make out what was happening. Suddenly, Beatrice’s voice returned, partially muffled but still authoritative. “I am telling you again,” she said, her tone curt, “I don’t want you to lick around and around. Lick right here. Do you see where I’m pointing?” Her voice went up a little. “Right here!”

Juliet’s hand tightened around the phone, her face pale as she heard what sounded like a subdued reply in the background. Her humiliation deepened. Then Beatrice’s voice returned, smooth and calm, as if nothing had interrupted the call. “Sorry, you were saying?”

Juliet hesitated, her voice trembling as she tried to continue. “I just meant to say—”

“Ah yes,” Beatrice interrupted, not waiting for Juliet’s response. “Regarding telling Raymond that I am the best,” she said coolly.

“Yes, that’s what I meant, Beatrice! I really meant it. You can ask him,” Juliet sobbed, her tears finally overwhelming her composure. She broke down into uncontrolled crying, her voice barely coherent.

From the other end of the line, Beatrice let out a low, deliberate moan, her satisfaction unmistakable. Juliet froze, her humiliation intensifying as she realized Beatrice’s enjoyment of her begging. “You are enjoying it,” Juliet whispered hoarsely, anger and despair mingling in her voice. “I know you’re just enjoying hearing me beg.”

“Don’t worry about Raymond, darling,” Beatrice said with chilling calmness, her sadistic tone dripping through the phone. “I shall ask him myself when I meet him.”

“Beatrice, please. I am on my knees,” Juliet lied, her desperation pushing her beyond her pride.

“I don’t believe you,” Beatrice said with maddening composure. A soft, satisfied moan followed her words, as if to punctuate her indifference.

“I am, I am,” Juliet insisted, her voice cracking under the weight of her lie. She wasn’t kneeling—she was still seated—but her body felt weak, her head spinning as if she might faint.

“Call me on WhatsApp video,” Beatrice commanded abruptly, cutting her off again, and then ended the call without another word.

Juliet rushed into her bedroom, her breath uneven, her movements frantic. She locked the door behind her, knelt on the plush carpet, and set her phone on a chair with the camera angled upward. Her hands trembled as she pressed the call button, her pulse pounding in her ears. The humiliation of what she was about to do burned her cheeks, but she had no choice—she had to mend this rift.

The screen flickered to life, and Beatrice appeared, reclining on a grand chair with her head tilted back, her eyes half-lidded with satisfaction. A cruel smile stretched across her lips as she leaned into the pleasure. In front of her, someone knelt, their head moving with steady devotion. Beatrice’s hand rested lightly on the back of the man's head, guiding him with subtle but firm pressure. She was a vision of dominance, completely in control, her every breath labored not just from the pleasure but from the sheer power she wielded over two people at once—her unseen servant and Juliet, watching helplessly from the other side of the screen.

“To be accepted into my circle again,” Beatrice said, her voice languid yet sharp, her eyes boring into Juliet's. “You will have to beg properly.” Her words dripped with menace, her tone unwavering even as her chest rose and fell rapidly with each heavy breath. She was clearly edging toward her climax but prolonging it deliberately, her arousal heightened by the sight of Juliet’s desperation.

“Beatrice,” Juliet stammered, her voice cracking as she knelt on the floor. “As I said, I am so sorry. It was just a whim—a moment of anger. Please believe me. I promise you, me and Raymond will continue—”

“Do not include Raymond in this,” Beatrice snapped, cutting her off with the precision of a whip. Her tone was icy, her command absolute. “This is your responsibility.”

“I meant that—” Juliet tried, but Beatrice cut her off again, her voice suddenly thunderous.

“I am now talking,” Beatrice said, her eyes narrowing into a cold, predatory stare. “And you will not interrupt me in the middle of me forming my words,” she continued, her words deliberate and biting. “One word from you while I am speaking, and there shall be no way back. Ever.”

Juliet’s heart raced as she nodded fervently, tears spilling from her eyes. She clasped her hands together, muttering silent prayers of gratitude for being allowed to stay on the call. Beatrice’s presence on the screen radiated a power so suffocating that Juliet felt as if the very air in the room had thickened.

Then, before her eyes, Beatrice tipped over the edge. Her lips parted, and a guttural moan escaped her as her head fell back against the chair. The waves of her orgasm seemed to ripple through the screen, a symphony of raw pleasure that filled the room. But it wasn’t just the licking—it was the control, the absolute domination over the man kneeling before her and the woman trembling on her knees miles away. The power rush lit her face with an almost ethereal glow, her moans blending seamlessly with a triumphant chuckle. This wasn’t just pleasure; it was victory.

When Beatrice finally calmed, she opened her eyes slowly, locking them onto Juliet, who dared not say a word. Beatrice’s breathing steadied, but her control remained absolute. She adjusted her posture languidly, her hand still on the man’s head. “Keep your tongue right there,” she instructed him coolly, not breaking eye contact with Juliet. Her words were deliberate, designed to underscore her command over everyone in her presence. Then, she turned her full attention back to Juliet, her gaze penetrating, daring her to move, speak, or even breathe without permission.

Beatrice reclined in her chair, her smile sharp and cutting, the satisfaction of control radiating from her every word. “I am a woman who takes mental notes,” she began, her voice calm but heavy with authority. “If I see someone misbehaving, I etch it in my brain.” Her eyes narrowed, locking onto Juliet with a chilling intensity. “Do you remember our talk after I fucked your husband in the ass? And now, here you are, daring to say you’re no longer continuing with the program. Right then, I etched it in my brain: Juliet did it once, and Juliet will do it again.”

Her words hung in the air like a blade, and Juliet’s breath hitched, her face pale with dread.

“And I was right,” Beatrice continued smoothly. “It was a mistake to let you into my circle back then. A mistake to continue to help you. Because you,” she said with a pause, her mouth twisting into a disdainful sneer, “are ungrateful.”

She let the silence stretch, the weight of her words crushing Juliet. Then, with calculated precision, she leaned forward a bit, her voice lowering but losing none of its venom. “And now, the first chance you get to quit this therapy, you tell me—without hesitation—that you quit.” Beatrice’s head tilted as if studying a pitiful insect. “It just proves my point: never to forgive. If a person commits a crime against Beatrice once, they will do it again. And again.”

Juliet sat frozen, her body trembling as Beatrice’s words tore through her defenses. She could feel the room spinning, the dread of losing Raymond to this woman consuming her entirely.

Beatrice’s voice remained steady, each word like a nail in Juliet’s coffin. “So, yes. After what you just said, I am telling you now: you are staying out of my circle. Permanently.”

Juliet’s vision blurred, her head shaking in disbelief, but her tongue was tied by fear and shame.

Beatrice’s smirk deepened, her power intoxicating. “A person who walks away from me, Juliet—it doesn’t matter why. Too busy, too bored, too angry—it’s irrelevant.” She leaned back in her chair, her posture oozing dominance. “Such a person will walk away again.”

Juliet’s lips parted, but no words came. She felt like the ground beneath her was crumbling, the reality of her situation suffocating her.

Beatrice’s voice softened, though the mockery was unmistakable. “So now that our formal relationship is over,” she said with a brief interlude, her sadistic smile gleaming, “and I am no longer your therapist…” She let the words hang, savoring Juliet’s visible panic.

“No!” Juliet shook her head desperately, her voice breaking. “Please don’t!”

But Beatrice ignored her pleading entirely. Her smile widened, her next words delivered with cruel finality. “Since I am not your therapist, I feel completely free to take your man whenever I feel like it.”

“Beatrice, I am begging you,” Juliet sobbed, her tone breaking under the weight of her despair. “You have no idea how much I regret being aggressive in your presence. Please believe me!”

Beatrice savored the moment, her lips curling into a slow, cruel smile. This was her world—the way she wanted it to be. People groveling, begging, each with their own pathetic reasons, their autonomy stripped away and replaced with submission orchestrated for her pleasure. Her satisfaction wasn’t just physical; it was psychological. She drank in their despair, their humiliation, their willingness to prostrate themselves for her approval.

Her gaze settled on Juliet, who was trembling under the weight of her dominance. “Strip,” Beatrice commanded, her tone sharp and unyielding.

Juliet’s breath caught, but she knew better than to hesitate or question. She scrambled to obey, her hands fumbling to remove her clothes as quickly as possible. Each item fell to the floor, exposing her completely to the phone’s camera. Normally beautiful with soft, glowing skin, Juliet now looked pale and vulnerable, her small, average-sized breasts rising and falling with nervous anticipation. The shine of her healthy complexion was overshadowed by the sheer fear and anxiety in her wide eyes. She appeared so small, her usually poised demeanor crumbled into the submissive, scared shell of a woman kneeling before Beatrice’s judgment.

Now naked, Juliet knelt on the floor, her head bowed in a display of complete surrender. Her heart raced as she awaited Beatrice’s response, her mind clouded with desperate hope that this act of debasement might soften her tormentor’s heart. But Beatrice was far too busy basking in her power to offer any reprieve.

On the other side of the video, Beatrice reclined luxuriously, the soft sound of her satisfied sighs mingling with the wet, rhythmic sounds of the man still worshiping her. She leaned back, her body twitching as she rode the wave of her second orgasm. Her breath came in uneven gasps, her fingers gripping the armrests of her chair as the man’s tongue worked expertly, hitting every sensitive spot with unwavering devotion.

When the intense pleasure finally ebbed, she kicked the man dismissively, her demeanor shifting from indulgent to cold. “Go home,” she said sharply, not even sparing him a glance. As the man stood and began to gather his things, Beatrice’s voice cut through the air again, dripping with icy command. “And do it fast, before I regret letting you leave.”

The man nodded wordlessly, his head bowed as he quickly retreated, leaving Beatrice alone with Juliet’s trembling, naked image on the screen.

Beatrice swerved in her seat, her gaze locking onto Juliet with the intensity of a predator toying with its prey. “Hands over your head,” she instructed, her voice calm but unwavering.

Juliet obeyed immediately, raising her trembling hands above her head. The movement exposed her entirely, leaving no part of her shielded from Beatrice’s scrutinizing gaze. Her vulnerability was total—stripped of dignity, stripped of protection. For a fleeting moment, Juliet’s thoughts spiraled: Could degradation possibly go further? But she already knew the answer.

Beatrice’s lips curled into a sly smile, her satisfaction evident. “I will accept you back into my therapy on one condition,” she said, her tone deliberately measured, relishing the control she wielded.

“Yes, yes, any condition!” Juliet blurted, her voice filled with desperation. “Anything at all, Beatrice.”

Beatrice inclined her head, her expression a mix of amusement and menace. “If you ever disobey me, or show any sign of rebellion, or even think about quitting again—that will be the absolute end of this therapy. Do you understand?”

“I won’t disobey you,” Juliet said quickly, her voice breaking. “I swear to God, Beatrice, I’ve learned my lesson. Please believe me!”

Beatrice raised a hand, silencing Juliet. “Continue,” she commanded. “Don’t make me milk this from you. Announce your defeat. Acknowledge what you are.”

Juliet hesitated for a brief moment before the floodgates of her shame broke open. “I was wrong,” she said, her voice trembling with raw emotion. “I was ungrateful. I had no right to question you, to speak to you with anger, or to even think about walking away. I see it now. I’ll be a good, obedient girl, Beatrice. I promise. I’ll do whatever you say—without question, without hesitation.”

Beatrice regarded her for a moment, letting the weight of Juliet’s surrender linger in the air. Then she gave a small, satisfied nod. “Very well,” she said, her voice calm, yet triumphant. “I shall continue the therapy with you and Raymond.”

“Thank you,” Juliet sobbed, tears streaming freely down her face. “Thank you so much.”

Beatrice glanced at the clock on the wall. “What time is it now? Noon?”

“Yes, Beatrice,” Juliet replied, speaking in a near whisper.

“Good,” Beatrice said. “I want you alone, without Raymond, in my office tomorrow morning at 9 a.m. Do not be late.”

“Yes, Beatrice,” Juliet repeated mechanically, the words spilling from her lips like those of a programmed automaton.

Beatrice hung up the call abruptly, leaving Juliet kneeling there, shaking and tear-streaked, the words “Yes, Beatrice” echoing softly in the quiet room.

Juliet stood up unsteadily, her legs trembling beneath her as she stumbled toward the shower. She turned on the water, letting the hot stream cascade over her body. Her hands trembled as she rubbed at her skin, as though she could wash away the humiliation, the powerlessness she had just endured. “I feel horrible, absolutely horrible,” she murmured, her voice breaking under the weight of her own words.

The water offered no solace. Her mind raced, replaying the call, Beatrice’s sadistic smile, and her own desperate, hollow pleas. The threats hung in her thoughts like a noose, tightening with each replay. Beatrice’s voice still echoed in her head, each word a chilling reminder of the submission she had been forced to accept.

After the shower, Juliet wrapped herself in a towel and collapsed onto her bed. She stared at the ceiling, her thoughts swirling in a storm of emotions. The shock of surrendering so completely, of being utterly overpowered and threatened, gnawed at her. She felt stripped of her pride, her strength, her identity. For so long, she had been the one in control—confident, commanding, untouchable. And now? She had begged, cried, and knelt like a defeated woman, reduced to nothing more than a puppet dancing on Beatrice’s strings.

The betrayal of her own instincts hurt the most. She had always believed she could handle anyone, outwit anyone, maintain her dignity in any situation. But Beatrice had shattered that belief in minutes, exploiting Juliet’s deepest fears and insecurities with terrifying precision. Juliet’s chest tightened, her breath shallow. "How did it come to this?" she whispered, the weight of her helplessness pressing her deeper into the mattress.

2 hours later

Juliet shuffled down the staircase like a shadow of her former self, her silk pajamas haphazardly thrown on, the elegant woman of authority now a ghostly echo. Her hair was unkempt, and her face bore no trace of its usual composed and commanding expression. She dragged her feet to the kitchen, her movements slow, mechanical, as though the effort of existing was almost too much to bear. Her eyes were distant, her shoulders slumped, and the confident stride that once defined her was now a shuffling, defeated gait.

She opened the fridge without focus, staring blankly at its contents before grabbing a random snack. Juliet stood by the counter, chewing absentmindedly, her mind heavy with the weight of the morning's events. Her fingers tapped lightly against the counter, but there was no rhythm, no intention—just the idle motion of someone trying to tether themselves to reality.

“Mistress, let me prepare something for you to eat,” Raymond’s voice broke the silence as he dropped to his knees behind her, his tone eager to serve, desperate for her approval.

Juliet turned slowly, her face void of emotion, her eyes dull. She stared at him for a moment before speaking, her voice cold and devoid of its usual authority. “Go away, Raymond,” she said flatly. “All of this dominance, all of this femdom... it’s a farce.”

“But Mistress,” Raymond pleaded, his voice trembling, “is it my fault? What did I do wrong?”

“Yes, it’s your fault,” Juliet snapped, her voice sharp and breaking, though lacking its former bite. “So just... get out of my sight.”

2 hours later

Raymond sat stiffly on the small chair in his nursery room, his gaze fixed blankly on the adult-sized crib that had become his bed. The air was saturated with the scent of baby powder and faintly antiseptic detergent—a mockery of his place in the house. This wasn’t a home anymore, not for him. Ever since they had returned yesterday from the weekend, something in Juliet had shifted. She hadn’t just relegated him to sleep in the crib, a space meant to symbolize his submission; she had locked him into it without care, her words cold and mechanical. That sacred, strange intimacy they had cultivated through femdom therapy, the balance that once made their chaotic marriage work, had been stripped away. Now, he was little more than a prisoner of her indifference.

His thoughts looped endlessly, replaying the events of the past day. Not just the humiliation of being dismissed from the kitchen earlier—her callous words that femdom was a farce cutting him like a knife—but the deeper, gnawing wound of abandonment. The shared bedroom, once a space of strained but genuine connection, had been fully claimed by Juliet. He could still imagine her, wrapped in silk sheets with a man, unabashedly making love in what used to be their bed. That memory played in his mind on an unrelenting loop, but it wasn’t just the betrayal that crushed him—it was the absence of her care. Juliet, once a commanding and magnetic force who drew him into her orbit, was now a ghost, a shadow of the woman who once seemed to revel in his submission.

Since returning from the weekend, yesterday, things have changed. He had heard her on the phone earlier, speaking softly with a man, her voice secretive and conspiratorial. Was it a lover? She had pushed him out of the bedroom, out of the kitchen, out of her heart. Sitting there in his nursery room, beside the crib that symbolized his degradation, Raymond trembled with the weight of his despair. He wasn’t just humiliated—he was utterly, irrevocably lost.

His fingers trembled as he rubbed his temples, trying to make sense of the mess his life had become. Juliet wasn’t herself. Or was this who she had always been, and he had just been too blind to see it? Her dominance had recently thrilled him, but now, it felt hollow—like a shadow of what it used to be. She hadn’t been cruel in her strength before, but now, she wielded it without care, without compassion, without love. He couldn’t decide if she was punishing him for something he didn’t even understand or if she was simply unraveling before his eyes.

His thoughts, despite his desperate efforts to resist, drifted back to Fortspire Manor—and to her. Madame Celeste. A woman whose very presence was an unrelenting force, stripping him of his resolve and exposing a side of himself he had fought to bury. Strict, commanding, and utterly untouchable, she had seized control of his body and mind without so much as laying a hand on him. The mere thought of her emerald eyes piercing into him, the rhythmic tap of her cane against her palm, sent a shudder through his body. His cock twitched involuntarily, a thick pulse of arousal stirring despite his best attempts to suppress it.

Even now, sitting in the dim nursery room beside the humiliating crib where he was forced to sleep, the memory of her dominated his thoughts. Her sharp, deliberate tone had carved through him like a blade, and her cruel smile lingered in his mind like a ghost. He hated the way his body had responded to her, the way his cock had swelled with undeniable arousal even as he repeated Juliet’s name in his head, trying to will himself to stay loyal. But nothing had worked. Her power was absolute. Just thinking about the way she had gripped his cock—clinical and commanding, reducing him to a trembling, throbbing mess—made him hard all over again. His erection strained against the confines of his pants, and he clenched his fists, furious at his own weakness.

“I’m loyal to Juliet,” he whispered into the silence, but the words rang hollow. His cock, now fully erect and throbbing, betrayed him completely. He hated himself for it, hated that Madame Celeste had burned her dominance into him so deeply that even now, hours later, he couldn’t escape her. His mind played the memory of her voice, low and mocking: "Oh, not so impotent now, are we?" The shame was unbearable, yet the arousal was undeniable. No matter how much he tried to fight it, Madame Celeste had claimed a part of him he couldn’t take back.

"What is wrong with me?" he muttered under his breath, his voice trembling. He clenched his fists, his mind a mess of guilt and confusion. Juliet was supposed to be everything to him. And yet, here he was, thinking about another woman—a woman who had done nothing but humiliate and dominate him. It was her strictness, her unreachable aura, that haunted him the most. She had reduced him to nothing with a mere glance, and he couldn’t forget it.

His trembling fingers hovered over his phone, the screen glowing faintly in the dim light. He hesitated, the number staring back at him, a temptation he couldn’t resist. With a shaky breath, he pressed the call button, his heart pounding in his chest as the line rang.

The vintage phone chimed softly on its ornate pedestal in the butler’s alcove outside the bathroom, its polished brass catching the faint glow of the hallway sconces. The elderly butler, his white-gloved hands perfectly steady, stepped forward with a practiced grace and lifted the heavy handset. His voice was low and refined, polished with years of service. “Fortspire Manor,” he intoned with the kind of deference that implied every caller should be honored to speak with the inhabitants.

After a brief pause, the butler listened intently to the voice on the far side of the line. “May I have your name, please, sir?” he asked, his tone polite and impeccably professional.

“It’s Raymond,” came the hesitant reply.

“And the last name, if I may ask?” the butler inquired smoothly, maintaining the same composed demeanor.

“Raymond Ashford,” the voice clarified.

“Ah, Raymond Ashrord,” the butler repeated, the faintest flicker of acknowledgment crossing his expression before his face returned to its usual stoic professionalism. With a subtle nod to himself, he cradled the phone’s ornate base in both hands, preparing to deliver the call with the same careful reverence he approached all tasks in service of Fortspire Manor.

With deliberate care, the butler cradled the base of the vintage phone in both hands and strode toward the bathroom door. Every step was measured, his movements imbued with an almost ceremonial reverence. He entered the bathroom, the ambiance shifting immediately to one of warmth and opulence. The air was perfumed with the scent of lavender and rose, mingling with the steam that hung in the room like a delicate veil. Candles flickered on every available surface, their golden glow reflecting off the cream-colored marble and the antique brass fixtures. The centerpiece of the space was the freestanding tub, its edges adorned with small trays holding crystal decanters of oils and lotions.

In the bath reclined Madame Celeste, her hair swept up in an elegant updo, stray tendrils curling against her neck, damp from the steam. Her average-sized breasts rose above the foam, their curves glistening under the soft light, while her bare shoulders gleamed with moisture. She exuded effortless sensuality, her relaxed posture only amplifying the aura of dominance that surrounded her. Her fingers played idly with the bubbles, a faint smirk curving her red lips.

The butler lowered himself to one knee beside the tub with the precision of a man who had been trained to perfection—and who knew the price of failure. Cradling the ornate vintage phone in both hands, he raised the handset reverently to Madame Celeste’s ear. His movements were deliberate, almost trembling, his deference not born of respect alone but of fear. “Raymond Ashford, Ma’am,” he announced, his voice subdued and quivering slightly, not daring to disrupt her relaxation or provoke her wrath.

He had been on the receiving end of her cane more times than he cared to admit, each stroke a sharp reminder of her unyielding discipline and her intolerance for even the smallest mistakes. The memory of her emerald eyes flashing with cold fury and the sting of polished wood against his skin made his hands steady the phone with near-perfect care, terrified of any mishap that might trigger her ire again.

“Hello,” Celeste purred into the receiver, her voice smooth, commanding, and laced with just enough menace to make Raymond’s stomach churn. Her tone carried an air of absolute authority, and as it traveled through the line, it struck him like a jolt of electricity. A wave of arousal surged through his body, immediate and undeniable, leaving him breathless and trembling. In the background, the faint rhythmic splashing of water was unmistakable, amplifying the intimate tension that already had him on the verge of collapse.

“It’s... it’s Raymond,” he stammered, the words spilling out as his body betrayed him. His cock was already impossibly hard, straining painfully against his pants. Every word she spoke, every note of her voice, sent a fresh surge of desire coursing through him, leaving him helpless, overwhelmed, and utterly at her mercy.

“Raymond,” Celeste repeated lazily, drawing out the name as though testing it, her tone laced with mock indifference. Her leg emerged from the foam, long and elegant, flexing slightly as water trickled down her glistening skin. Her bright red French manicure gleamed under the ambient light, the sharp contrast to her creamy, wet arch designed to draw the eye and hold it captive.

“It’s me! The one you beat with bastinado in your room,” Raymond blurted, his voice cracking with a mix of desperation and arousal. His words hung in the air as Celeste’s smirk deepened, her emerald eyes glinting with a mix of amusement and disdain.

Madame Celeste contained a faint, almost imperceptible smile but said nothing, her emerald eyes narrowing ever so slightly. She placed her right foot on the edge of the tub with deliberate grace, her movements as fluid as the water around her. A naked slave adorned with a delicate pink collar crawled forward, his lips trembling as he approached her foot. He pressed his mouth reverently against her wet skin, the kisses soft and precise, brushing against her arch with a devotion so complete it bordered on worship. She didn’t even glance at him, as though his servitude was as mundane as the flickering of a candle.

On the other end of the line, Raymond's breath hitched. The silence was unbearable. The only sound accompanying him was the faint, rhythmic splashing of the bathwater. He felt a weight settle in his chest—a dreadful realization that he had intruded into a world he had no business entering. And yet, compelled by the void, he continued, desperate for acknowledgment.

“You beat me yesterday,” Raymond said, his voice trembling, each word uttered with regret. “Just yesterday, in your office.”

The silence stretched further, taut and unyielding.

“That you called me the impotent grandpa,” he added quickly, the words spilling out in his attempt to grasp at even the faintest acknowledgment from her. But still, there was no reply. Only the sound of water shifting, rippling, as though mocking him.

Madame Celeste tapped the head of the kneeling slave with her foot, a light yet deliberate motion. The slave immediately lifted his gaze to her, his eyes wide with both reverence and anticipation. Without a word, she pressed the sole of her foot against his forehead, tilting his head back with an effortless dominance, staking her silent claim over him. Her lips curled faintly, a more subtle twitch than a full smile.

On the line, Raymond’s anxiety began to swirl into full-blown panic. “God help me out of this,” he begged silently, his lips moving in a soundless prayer. “Just this time,” he thought. But there was no salvation. There was only the moment, the weight of her silence pressing down on him like an unrelenting force.

“But of course, my true name is Raymond,” he blurted, his voice cracking, the desperation bleeding through. “Raymond Ashford,” he added hurriedly, as though correcting himself would somehow undo the disaster that was already unfolding.

Madame Celeste, still listening to the turmoil on the other end of the line, lowered her right foot back into the water with a soft, deliberate splash. Then, ever so casually, she lifted her left foot, her wet skin shimmering under the candlelight. Her toes flexed slowly, and her eyes admired the elegant arch and the gleaming polish of her French-manicured nails, a vision of calculated indifference.

“And I thought to just call...” Raymond said, stammering audibly. He felt the words crumble in his throat as they emerged, fragmented and weak. Anxiety clawed at him, and the cold sweat on his brow seemed to seep into his very soul. He was drowning in regret. This call was a mistake—a grave, unforgivable mistake. But the thought of ending it felt equally damning, like slamming a door in the face of a deity.

“What if she just placed the phone somewhere and let me talk to the wall?” he thought, the idea both horrifying and strangely plausible. His mind spun wildly, grasping at excuses, escape routes, anything to justify ending the call. “Surely she wouldn’t mind if I close the call,” he reasoned, the panic whispering in his ear like a malevolent specter. “And if I promise to God that I shall never call her again, that would be my guarantee—my guarantee that no harm shall be placed upon me.”

But even as he thought it, his trembling hand remained frozen, clutching the phone. He couldn’t bring himself to act. Her silence—her very presence, even from a distance—held him captive.

On the other end of the line, Madame Celeste placed her left foot elegantly on the edge of the bathtub, the water streaming down her perfectly sculpted leg. A slave adorned with a green collar crawled closer, his lips trembling as they pressed against her damp skin with full, unreserved reverence. Each kiss was deliberate, almost ritualistic, as if to confirm his devotion. She moved with calculated precision, her every gesture imbued with an unspoken command.

Raymond, still clutching the phone in his trembling hand, braced himself to execute his plan—to end the call and free himself from the overwhelming tension. But before he could act, a sudden, loud splash of water jolted him. His breath hitched, and without realizing it, he froze, waiting almost obediently. He remained on the line, held hostage by the mere suggestion of her presence, even though she had yet to acknowledge him directly.

On her side, Madame Celeste stepped gracefully out of the bath, the foam clinging to her glistening body under the warm, ambient light. Her movements were deliberate, each step exuding dominance and control. The two slaves worked hastily to attend to her, their actions imbued with urgency. The slave in the green collar knelt behind her, carefully dabbing a towel across her shoulders and back, while the one in the pink collar attended to her front, his trembling hands betraying his awe. Their service was reverent, as if tending to a goddess. Nearby, the old butler held the vintage phone handset aloft, his arms steady despite the weight of the ornate device. Though taller than her, he bent his knees slightly, lowering himself to her level with a practiced deference, his fear of her wrath evident in every measured movement.

Finally, she spoke, her voice sharp and clear, cutting through the silence. “Today is Monday,” she said.

“Yes, yes,” Raymond answered eagerly, the words tumbling out with desperation. Tears welled in his eyes, and one slipped down his cheek. The sound of her voice, after the agonizing silence, was almost too much. There it was—a sign of life from the high and untouchable Madame Celeste. She had acknowledged him, and for that fleeting moment, he felt seen.

“By Wednesday, 9:00 a.m., you will place yourself in cage 11C at my Manor,” she said curtly, her tone brooking no argument.

“Oh, you mean this Wedn—” Raymond stammered, trying to clarify, his voice choked with emotion. But she continued, her words relentless, like a prerecorded message she had no intention of altering.

“And bring $12,000, along with your SSSCT from a certified PsyD, and their recommendations,” she commanded, her voice as smooth and unwavering as steel.

As she finished, Madame Celeste raised an arched eyebrow, glancing at the butler. Her expression spoke volumes, and the butler instantly understood. With practiced precision, he lowered the handset from her ear, ending the call with a definitive click.

Raymond continued to ask, “Wait, wait, wait, I have to write the letters that you just said,” but then looked at his mobile phone—the call was over. “Wednesday!!” he almost shouted, alarmed, shocked, full of anxiety. He glanced at his watch: 4:12. The bank at the shopping center was closing at 5:00.

“I can’t do this alone,” he muttered, his hands trembling, chains clinking as he clenched his fists. His mind raced, searching for someone to turn to. Juliet. The thought of her flashed briefly in his mind, but he quickly dismissed it with a bitter shake of his head. “She’s useless,” he whispered, the memory of her deadpan dismissal from earlier still stinging. “Good for nothing when it counts.”

“SSS... SSS-something,” he stammered, his pulse racing, panic threatening to drown him. “Too many damn S’s! What was it? SSSTT? No, SSSTS? That’s not it.” He clenched his fists, frustration boiling over as he wracked his brain. Then it clicked. “PsyD.” His breath hitched. “That’s it! Psyd. Beatrice.” The realization cut through the noise in his head like a knife. “Her psychology degree—it’s on her door. Big, bold letters. Beatrice.”

Yes, Beatrice. The go-to. The problem-solver. Smart, educated, commanding, and comforting. “She can solve anything, she will take care of the recommendations” he muttered with finality. “Problem solved. Later.” He snapped his focus back to the present. “The bank, Raymond. Focus on the bank. How do I get to the bank?”

His eyes darted to the chains binding his wrists and ankles, the clinking sound only intensifying his panic. “The chains,” he whispered, his voice trembling. “How am I supposed to walk into a bank like this? What if they call the police? What if...” He clenched his fists, forcing himself to stop spiraling. “No time! I’ll deal with the embarrassment. Just get through the doors before five.”

He grabbed his phone and opened the ride-share app, his fingers trembling so violently he nearly dropped it. “Taxi, taxi, come on!” he muttered, his breath ragged. The spinning wheel of the app felt like it was mocking him, each passing second a nail in his coffin. Finally, the app pinged. A taxi was assigned. “4:27,” he read aloud, his voice a mix of relief and panic. “Okay, okay, just get here. Please, just get here.”

“Sixteen... twenty-seven?” he muttered in disbelief, his voice trembling. “I’ll barely make it.”

He glanced at the clock: 4:15. Every second felt like an hour. He paced awkwardly in his shackles, the metallic clinking with each step amplifying his anxiety. His heart raced as he imagined the bank’s doors locking right before he arrived.

Raymond’s breathing quickened as he muttered to himself, “It’s okay, Raymond. Once you’re inside, you’ve made it. They won’t throw you out. Just get there.” He forced himself to take a deep breath, but the pressure pounding in his chest refused to subside. “Think. Move. Survive,” he whispered, clutching the edge of the counter for support as the seconds ticked by like hammers against his resolve.

Finally, a yellow taxi turned the corner and pulled up to the curb. Raymond hobbled toward it, his chains dragging noisily. The driver, a stocky man in his forties with a thick mustache, leaned out the window, eyebrows raised.

“Raymond Ashford, yes?” the driver asked, his eyes narrowing as they flicked to the chains.

“Yes, please,” Raymond said breathlessly, already reaching for the door handle. He climbed in, the chains clinking as he maneuvered into the back seat, his movements frantic.

The driver stared at him in the rearview mirror as Raymond fidgeted, trying to tuck the chains discreetly out of sight. “Uh, not to be rude,” the driver said after a moment, “but... what’s with the shackles, buddy? You in some kind of trouble? Should I be calling the cops?”

“No, no cops!” Raymond nearly shouted, his voice cracking with desperation. “It’s... it’s personal. Just drive, please. I’m in a hurry.”

The driver chuckled, shaking his head as he adjusted his rearview mirror. “Alright, alright. Just asking.” He pulled away from the curb leisurely, easing onto the main road. “Why am I asking? Well, I had this guy once, back on Halloween, come into my car wearing a similar getup,” he said, chuckling to himself. “I could smell the booze on him from a mile away, and—”

Raymond’s face flushed red, and he snapped, “Do me a huge favor! Just DRIVE!” His voice cracked with frustration as he clutched his knees, trying to hold himself together.

“Okay, buddy,” the driver said, raising his hands in mock surrender. “No need to bite my head off.” He settled back into his seat and started whistling a jaunty tune, the calm in his demeanor grating against Raymond’s nerves. “Can you guess how many years I’ve been driving these roads? Boston traffic’s a beast, but I know my way around like the back of my hand.”

Raymond didn’t respond, his leg bouncing nervously, the chains rattling with each movement. His hands clenched into tight fists as he leaned forward, gripping the back of the passenger seat.

“Can you go faster?” he pleaded, his voice trembling. “I’m really in a rush!”

The driver glanced at him in the mirror, unimpressed. “Relax, buddy. Speeding’ll just get us both in trouble. You should’ve planned better if you were in such a hurry.”

“I didn’t have time to plan!” Raymond blurted, his voice cracking with panic. “Please, I’m begging you—just drive faster!”

The driver snorted, barely glancing at him in the rearview mirror. “You know, I get people like you all the time. Everything’s a damn emergency. But me? I’m not losing my license so you can make up for poor planning.”

Raymond opened his mouth to argue, but the driver’s eyes shifted ahead, his expression darkening. “Ah, hell,” the driver muttered, tapping the brakes. “Roadblock. Looks like we’re taking the scenic route.”

“Detour?!” Raymond’s voice was shrill, his panic amplifying. His eyes darted to the dashboard clock: 4:41.

“Relax,” the driver said nonchalantly, turning onto a side street. “It’s just construction. I’ll get you there.” He whistled as if the situation was of no consequence.

Raymond clutched his head, his fingers digging into his temples as the car crawled through the detour. His leg bounced uncontrollably, the rattling chains underscoring his desperation. “Please, please, please,” he whispered under his breath, glancing frantically between the road ahead and the clock. The minutes ticked by agonizingly, each one a dagger to his dwindling hope.

Finally, at 4:55, the shopping center came into view. “Thank God,” Raymond muttered, his voice trembling. But instead of pulling up quickly, the driver slowed to a crawl, carefully navigating around a group of pedestrians crossing the lot.

“Can you hurry up?” Raymond pleaded, leaning forward, his face inches from the partition.

“Hey, take it easy,” the driver replied with maddening calmness. “I’m not a getaway driver, alright? I don’t need anyone thinking I’m up to something shady with you in chains back there.”

Raymond’s hands fumbled with the door handle the moment the taxi rolled to a stop. “How much?” he asked, his voice shaky.

“Eighteen-fifty,” the driver said casually, leaning back as if the world operated on his schedule.

Raymond shoved a crumpled twenty-dollar bill into the driver’s hand and stumbled out of the car, nearly tripping over his chains. He hobbled as fast as the restraints allowed, the metallic clinking echoing against the pavement. His eyes locked onto the bank entrance. The security guard was already stepping forward, key in hand, ready to lock the doors.

“Sir, sorry, we’re closing,” the guard said firmly, his hand beginning to pull the door shut.

“No! It’s 4:59!” Raymond shouted, his voice cracking with desperation. Lunging forward, he shoved his shoulder into the door, pushing against the guard’s efforts to close it.

“Hey, hey, buddy!” the guard shouted, startled by the commotion. But Raymond squeezed through, chains jangling loudly as he stumbled inside. Ignoring the guard’s protests, he made a beeline for the ticket machine.

“Sixteen... fifty-nine,” he gasped, slamming the button with trembling fingers. The machine beeped, and the slip of paper slid out. He grabbed it, clutching it in his shaking hands like a lifeline. For a moment, he just stood there, chest heaving as relief washed over him. He’d made it.

Then, the silence hit him. He glanced up and froze. Every customer, every teller, and even the security guard was staring at him, their eyes wide, their gazes fixed on the chains binding his wrists and ankles. A heavy, awkward silence hung in the air, broken only by the faint clink of his chains as he shuffled to the nearest seat. He collapsed into it, his body sagging with exhaustion, and leaned back, closing his eyes for just a moment.

“What is wrong with you, Raymond?” he muttered to himself, his voice just loud enough to be heard, his hands trembling and his breath ragged. “All because of a woman,” he added, his tone rising slightly in frustration. Heads turned toward him, curious and uneasy at the sight of the shackled man muttering to himself. Raymond didn’t notice, or perhaps didn’t care—his mind was too clouded with turmoil to register the stares.

An elderly woman seated nearby leaned toward him, her expression kind but cautious. “Sir, would you like my son to bring you some water?” she asked gently.

Raymond’s head snapped toward her, his face twisted with irritation and shame. “Stop it!” he growled, his voice harsher than he intended.

Her son, a tall, broad-shouldered man, immediately stood, his eyes narrowing as he approached Raymond. “It’s not okay to speak to my mother like that,” the man said firmly, his tone bordering on threatening.

Raymond forced a weak, apologetic smile, his trembling hands raised in a gesture of surrender. “I am terribly sorry. Truly, I am,” he said, his voice cracking under the strain of his nerves. “Please extend my deepest congratulations to your mother. I...” He froze, realizing his blunder too late, but pressed on, too frazzled to correct himself. “I just don’t feel well.”

The son’s brows furrowed in confusion at first, but as he took a closer look at Raymond—the trembling hands, the sweat trickling down his temple, the clinking chains that spoke of a man clearly out of sorts—his expression softened. Whatever irritation he felt melted into reluctant understanding. He muttered something under his breath, likely about dealing with someone who wasn’t entirely composed, and then shook his head.

“Yeah, sure,” the man said gruffly, waving dismissively as he returned to his seat. It was clear he realized that Raymond’s slip of words was born of his turmoil, not malice, and that there was little to gain from pressing the issue.

Raymond let out a shuddering breath, his head falling into his hands. “Think, Raymond. Look what you’re doing,” he whispered to himself. His phone buzzed in his pocket, jolting him from his thoughts. He pulled it out, his fingers still trembling as he dialed a familiar number.

The line clicked, and a warm, authoritative voice answered.

“Beatrice? Oh hi, it’s Raymond,” he said, his voice breaking as tears welled in his eyes. He wiped his face hastily, the tension finally giving way to a fragile sense of relief. He had made it to the bank. And now, he was calling his savior.


Beatrice’s puppets

The Morning After, 9:00 A.M, Beatrice Clinique

Juliet stepped into Beatrice’s office at precisely 9:00 a.m., her figure cloaked in a fur coat so luxurious it seemed to absorb the morning light and refract it as an aura of opulence. The silvery gray fur rippled with each step she took, the alternating bands of dark and light giving the impression of a regal predator stalking her ground. The coat enveloped her entirely, its high collar brushing her jawline, framing her face in an indulgent embrace of wealth and grandeur. Wide lapels flared outward dramatically, adding an air of deliberate theatricality to her entrance.

Her sunglasses were absurdly large and dark, an accessory better suited for the bright Boston streets outside than the warm, softly lit confines of Beatrice’s office. Yet they served a purpose. Behind those impenetrable lenses, Juliet’s eyes, brimming with fear and uncertainty, were safely hidden. She had deliberately chosen them, a shield against the penetrating gaze of the woman waiting for her. Beatrice might command the room, but Juliet hoped her oversized glasses would guard the trembling in her soul.

She waved cheerfully, her voice lifting into a casual tone as if nothing was amiss. “Hi!” she greeted, her hand moving in a gesture far too friendly for the charged undercurrent of the room. Her forced enthusiasm betrayed the fragility she sought to conceal.

Without pause, Juliet pressed forward, her words tripping over themselves in a desperate attempt to project normalcy. “Wow, have you noticed Vivienne Rosseau opened her own boutique right here?” she asked, gesturing animatedly with her fur coat swishing around her.

Beatrice sat in her chair, her crisp white doctor’s coat clinging to her form, her piercing ice-blue eyes fixed on Juliet with an expression of calm authority. Her lips, painted a bold crimson, curled faintly as she tilted her head.

“No,” she said curtly, her voice slicing through the air with precision.

Juliet hesitated but pressed on, gesturing vaguely. “Right here, you just go straight—maybe 20 feet—and it’s there,” she said, unfastening her fur coat and letting it slide onto the chair behind her. Beneath, she wore a simple ivory silk camisole and a sleek black leather pencil skirt that clung to her figure. Her cream-colored stiletto heels clicked faintly against the floor as she shifted nervously.

Beatrice reclined in her chair, the hem of her white coat rising, exposing a hint of her flawless thighs. Her gaze was steady, coldly appraising, the faint smirk on her crimson lips giving nothing away.

“No, I haven’t noticed,” Beatrice replied, her voice flat, as though Juliet’s words made little impression.

“When the session is over, I must—just must—take a look,” Juliet said with a forced brightness, attempting to pierce the cold silence between them. She settled herself into a chair across from Beatrice, adjusting her posture as she sought some sense of footing. Still met with no reply, Juliet pressed on, her voice lilting nervously. “She also has a line of purses,” she said, attempting to sound conversational. “And could you believe it, the last one I bought was, like, what? A year ago?” She gave a forced laugh, the sound hollow. “Time to replenish my stock.”

Beatrice’s gaze remained steady, unmoved by the attempt at normality. Without a flicker of emotion, she cut through Juliet’s chatter with a single question, her voice laced with quiet authority.

“Do you love Raymond?”

The words dropped like a stone into the room, shattering the thin veneer of small talk. Juliet froze, her forced smile faltering as the air between them grew heavy with unspoken tension.

“Love Raymond? Love Raymond?” Juliet repeated, her voice tinged with mockery as though the concept were foreign. She tilted her head, feigning indifference. “Who’s Raymond?” She forced a laugh, brittle and hollow, in an attempt to steer the conversation into safer waters.

Beatrice’s expression remained unyielding, her patience visibly thinning. “I asked you a question, Juliet,” she said sharply, her voice slicing through Juliet’s pretense.

“Love,” Juliet scoffed, waving a dismissive hand. “It’s such a vague word, isn’t it?”

“Yes. Love,” Beatrice replied, her tone measured yet cutting. Her piercing gaze zeroed in on Juliet. “And take off those glasses. You look ridiculous wearing them here.”

Juliet stiffened, the deflection slipping from her grasp. “Excuse me?”

“You heard me,” Beatrice said curtly, her tone leaving no room for defiance.

Reluctantly, Juliet reached up and removed her oversized sunglasses. Her swollen, bloodshot eyes, remnants of a night spent crying, were laid bare. The facade she had worked so hard to maintain cracked, exposing the raw vulnerability beneath. Stripped of the glasses, she was no longer the polished, composed wife but a woman clutching at the fraying edges of her reality. Even as her fragility became clear, Juliet forced a smile, wide and brittle, desperate to mask the truth.

Beatrice reclined in her chair, her expression as sharp as ever. “I’ll ask again. Do you love Raymond?” she pressed, her voice calm but relentless.

Juliet faltered, the smile on her lips twitching as she tried to regain her composure. “Look, Beatrice,” she began, her voice tight. “With your help, I’ve brought Raymond to a place where he doesn’t even know who he is anymore. He’s completely dependent on me—he looks up to me for everything.” She gave a strained laugh. “Love… it’s complicated.”

“Do you even know what love is?” Beatrice asked, her tone slicing through Juliet’s facade like a scalpel.

Juliet’s lips parted, and for a moment, her eyes glistened as her thoughts drifted elsewhere. “Of course, I know what love is,” she said softly, her voice laced with a raw pain she wasn’t fully aware she had revealed. Her words hung in the air, unguarded and heavy with truth. Her gaze clouded, lost in some distant, painful memory that overtook her entirely.

Beatrice waited, her silence stretching just long enough to bring Juliet back. Snapping out of her reverie, Juliet blinked, refocusing. “Oh, you mean to Raymond?” she asked, startled by the realization. Her lips curled into a bitter smile, and her voice hardened. “No. No, not to Raymond.”

“So let me get this straight,” Beatrice said, her voice razor-sharp. “You’ve been married to Raymond for years. You came to me to fix your marriage.” She leaned forward, her glacial eyes drilling into Juliet. “I helped you. I gave you the tools. And now he’s your devoted, groveling slave.” Her tone darkened as her words struck deeper. “And now you’re telling me you love someone else?”

Juliet seized the moment, trying to shift the narrative in her favor, to make it seem as though her lack of love for Raymond was a badge of power. She straightened in her seat and attempted a coy smile, her voice dripping with affected confidence. “That’s right,” she said, her tone cool and dismissive, though her trembling hands betrayed her.

Beatrice’s brow arched. “And who is this person—” she began, but Juliet, emboldened by the façade she clung to, cut her off with a quick, nonchalant wave.

“None of your business,” Juliet said flippantly, leaning back in her chair as though her defiance were a triumph.

Beatrice’s expression didn’t falter. With deliberate grace, she rose from her chair, the fur rugs muffling the sharp click of her stilettos as she moved around the desk. Her white coat swayed with her movements, just grazing the tops of her thighs. The coat did little to conceal her breathtaking legs—perfectly toned, gleaming under the soft light. Each step exuded power, the subtle sway of her hips radiating raw sexuality.

“Oh, it is my business,” Beatrice said, her voice low and commanding as she rounded the desk, now standing inches from where Juliet sat. She gazed down at her with unnerving authority, her presence towering, both physically and psychologically.

Her tone was measured but firm, every word like a carefully aimed strike. “Let me make this clear, Juliet. My therapy works for people who understand love. A Mistress should love her pet. Without that foundation, everything crumbles.”

Juliet forced a short laugh, though it sounded hollow. “But it is working, honey,” she said, attempting to sound assured, though cracks in her facade were beginning to show. “Raymond is my humble doormat. He’ll do anything I say. He’s on an allowance, for God’s sake, and all his income funds my lifestyle. Why worry? Why invent a problem where there isn’t one?”

Beatrice moved to the edge of her desk and perched herself there, crossing one long, glossy leg over the other. The motion was deliberate, each detail calculated for effect. Her stiletto heel dangled loosely from her toes, swaying with a rhythmic elegance that drew Juliet’s reluctant gaze. The glistening patent leather seemed to catch the light, flickering in perfect harmony with the subtle shifts of Beatrice’s foot. The heel teetered, threatened to fall, then caught itself again, the tension in the motion mirroring the tension now gripping Juliet.

For a moment, Juliet felt as though the world around her blurred into nothing but that shoe—dangling so precariously yet so deliberately. It was as if Beatrice’s entire being was condensed into that effortless display of control, taunting Juliet with the unspoken reminder of just how powerless she truly was. Her breath caught in her throat, and she hesitated, her confidence faltering under the weight of this subtle yet overwhelming assertion of dominance.

Beatrice tilted her head, her crimson lips curling faintly as her eyes locked onto Juliet. “Oh, there is a problem,” she said coolly, her tone cutting through the charged silence like a knife.

Juliet hesitated, unable to shake the feeling of being entirely consumed by Beatrice’s presence. The dangling heel seemed to loom closer, its motion almost hypnotic, as though it was demanding submission by its very existence. For a moment, Juliet’s mind scrambled to process what she was feeling—an intense mix of humiliation, confusion, and an almost visceral awareness of Beatrice’s power. She leaned forward slightly, her smile tight and brittle. “Well, if there’s a problem, then that’s why I’m here. To learn from the greatest,” she said quickly, her words spilling out in an attempt to regain footing. “I’m willing to listen, to adjust, to change my approach—whatever it takes. That’s what therapy is for, isn’t it?”

Beatrice let out a soft, humorless chuckle, shaking her head slowly. “Juliet,” she said, her voice calm but laced with finality. “This isn’t a therapy session.” Her gaze bore into Juliet as she swung her stiletto lazily, the heel grazing the air near Juliet’s face. “You and Raymond are no longer my clients. Let me remind you.”

Juliet froze, her mouth parted. “I… I don’t understand,” she stammered. “Beatrice, I thought we settled this yesterday… didn’t we?”

Beatrice didn’t answer immediately. Instead, she reclined, her stiletto continuing its slow, deliberate swing. Her silence spoke louder than words, an unspoken confirmation that Juliet’s assumptions had been wrong.

The realization hit Juliet like a cold wave. Her carefully constructed facade crumbled. “Just a second, Beatrice,” she said quickly, her voice trembling. She leaned forward, desperate now. “We had that little… misunderstanding yesterday, yes. But I apologized. Profusely! You know I did.” Her lips stretched into what she hoped was a reassuring smile, but it came out twisted and strained.

Beatrice remained unmoved, her expression unreadable, yet unshakably dominant. She tilted her head, a faint smirk playing on her lips, and gave a subtle head shake—aloof, untouchable, above it all.

“So, Beatrice, I don’t understand,” Juliet’s voice cracked as she clung to the last threads of her composure. “I even begged—on my knees,” she added, her words faltering as the memory of her own degradation clawed its way to the surface. Her lip quivered as her voice weakened. “I even…” The humiliation caught in her throat, choking her into silence. Hot tears streamed down her cheeks, their heat a stark contrast to the icy tension in the room. “Beatrice, I’m begging you,” she sobbed, looking up at her with desperation etched into every line of her face. “I need to be in your circle.”

Beatrice pushed herself off the edge of the table with a fluid, practiced motion, the soft, muffled sound of her heels pressing into the thick rug as she made her way around the table. The silence of her movements was almost eerie, amplifying the weight of her unspoken authority. Reaching her chair, she seated herself with a regal poise, crossing one leg over the other. Her posture was effortless, yet every inch of her radiated control. Her piercing gaze lingered on Juliet for a moment before she spoke.

“Come here,” Beatrice commanded, her voice steady and deliberate, an irresistible force that left no room for negotiation.

Juliet had spent hours mentally rehearsing for this meeting, resolving that she would not—could not—let Beatrice humiliate her again. She had prepared lines, strategies, and a façade of unshakable composure. Yet, as the words fell from Beatrice’s lips, every ounce of that preparation crumbled into dust. Her body moved almost involuntarily, as though her legs had become puppets under Beatrice’s control. Slowly, she rose and crossed the room, each step toward Beatrice pulling her deeper into submission.

Standing beside Beatrice’s chair, Juliet fidgeted nervously, her trembling hands clenched at her sides. Her breath came shallow and uneven, her heartbeat thundering in her ears. Beatrice inclined her head, her sharp, calculating gaze sweeping over Juliet’s tear-streaked face.

“On your knees,” Beatrice said, her tone calm yet absolute, a command that struck Juliet like a physical blow.

Juliet froze. Somewhere in the chaos of her mind, she grasped at the defiance she had sworn to muster if this moment came. But her thoughts were scattered, her resolve shattered beneath the weight of Beatrice’s dominance. The reality was undeniable: Beatrice wasn’t just a therapist, wasn’t just a guide. She was the gatekeeper to Juliet’s carefully constructed life. To refuse her now would be to risk losing Raymond—and with him, the financial stability and lifestyle Juliet had fought to maintain. Her knees buckled, and she sank to the floor, the textured rug rough against her skin as she knelt in complete submission.

Beatrice stood for a moment, her movement deliberate, the hem of her perfect white coat moving as she did. With a deliberate gesture, she lifted the coat past her waist, revealing the delicate lace of her flowery panties. The frilly garment clung to her, doing little to obscure the intimate curves beneath its sheer material. The action was slow, calculated, and undeniably intentional—a performance designed to magnify Juliet’s humiliation and cement Beatrice’s dominance.

Juliet’s breath hitched as her gaze flicked downward, unable to look away. The intent behind Beatrice’s actions was unmistakable: this wasn’t about teaching or guidance. Beatrice was taking pleasure—visceral, sadistic pleasure—in Juliet’s surrender. Her dominance was no longer clinical; it had become deeply personal, an unapologetically erotic assertion of power.

“Now beg,” Beatrice commanded, her voice carrying a quiet, dangerous edge. Her finger trailed over the lace of her panties, pressing just enough to emphasize the deliberate cruelty of the moment.

"Beatrice, Ma’am," Juliet’s voice cracked as she struggled to maintain composure, "please, let’s not go down this path. I’m begging you." Her hands trembled at her sides as she watched Beatrice recline further into her chair, the sharp angles of her body a tableau of unapologetic power. Juliet’s breath hitched when she realized what was happening—Beatrice’s hand slid languidly over the fabric of her delicate panties, her fingers moving with deliberate intent.

"Go on, Juliet," Beatrice snapped, her voice low and laced with impatience. "Beg. And don’t make me ask for it again."

Juliet’s resolve crumbled. "I’m begging you," she said, her voice trembling with desperation. "With all my heart, I beg you to allow me and Raymond to rejoin your therapy. Please, Beatrice—please." Tears spilled freely down her cheeks, each one marking her unraveling as Beatrice’s lips curled into a cruel, sadistic smile.

"Ohhh," Beatrice moaned softly, her voice dripping with satisfaction. Her eyes fluttered shut for a brief moment, her lips parting as she basked in the scene before her. "Yes, go on."

"I know," Juliet stammered, her sobs wracking her body, "I know I told you before that we were leaving therapy—I know I did—but I came back. I begged to return, didn’t I? I begged you, Beatrice." Her voice cracked under the weight of her shame, but there was no stopping the words now, no reclaiming her dignity.

Beatrice didn’t respond immediately, her hand still moving in slow, deliberate circles, her lips releasing a faint, breathy moan. It was as if Juliet’s words were nothing more than a soundtrack to her own indulgence, the begging fueling her pleasure.

"And you," Juliet continued, her voice faltering, "you were so gracious to let us back in, Beatrice. For that, I’m so thankful. I truly am." Her voice broke into hiccupping sobs. "But it was so wrong—so, so wrong—that I told you again we were leaving. I ruined everything. I spoiled it. I—I don’t know what I was thinking."

Beatrice’s eyes snapped open, piercing Juliet with a look that froze her in place. "Who is ‘we,’ Juliet?" she asked, her voice dripping with disdain. "Don’t you dare include Raymond in this. He is no longer yours—not your husband, not your slave."

"He is!" Juliet protested, her voice rising in pitch, trembling with a mix of fear and defiance. "He is my slave! He belongs to me!"

Beatrice’s eyes closed again, her expression one of exquisite control and satisfaction as her fingers moved in slow, teasing strokes. "You’re delusional," she murmured, almost to herself. "The moment you walked out of therapy, the relationship failed. You broke it. And that means I can take Raymond."

"No!" Juliet cried, her voice shattering under the weight of her despair. "Please, Beatrice, don’t do this. Please!"

"And I will take him," Beatrice declared, her voice unyielding and icy as her hand pressed harder against herself. Her lips curled into a smirk, her tone infused with sadistic finality. "He’ll belong to me entirely."

This last statement from Beatrice shattered Juliet entirely. The weight of her reality crashed down on her with brutal clarity. Without Raymond's income, her life of luxury would unravel. The fine dining, the extravagant shopping trips, the appearance of control—it would all vanish. Her voice broke as she sobbed uncontrollably, her hands trembling at her sides. "Please, Beatrice, I’m begging you. I’m pleading with everything I have—please don’t take my husband. Please!" Her cries were raw, her anguish palpable.

Beatrice’s gaze remained icy, her lips curling into a predatory smirk. "You rebelled against Beatrice," she said, her tone slow and deliberate, each word like a dagger.

"I did, I did," Juliet stammered, nodding frantically. "And I know—I know it was a terrible mistake. You have every right in the world to… to piss on my husband," she sobbed, the admission dragging her dignity further into the abyss.

Beatrice’s eyes gleamed with sadistic satisfaction as her fingers pressed firmly against herself, her pleasure heightened by Juliet’s degradation. "And what happens to those who rebel against Beatrice?" she asked, her breath hitching as she edged closer to release.

"They… they’re punished," Juliet choked out, her humiliation reaching a peak she had never imagined possible. Only minutes ago, she had arrived swathed in fur, feigning confidence, making idle comments about designer boutiques. Now she knelt before Beatrice, reduced to begging, her degradation fueling Beatrice’s growing ecstasy.

Beatrice leaned her head back for a moment, her eyes fluttering closed. When she opened them again, they burned with command. "I want your tongue out," she said, her voice sharp and unrelenting.

Juliet hesitated for only a second before obeying, her tongue extending as instructed.

"Out of the mouth, like a dog," Beatrice added, her voice dripping with mockery. Her smirk widened as Juliet complied, her trembling tongue on full display. "Yes… just like that." Beatrice sighed with approval. She shifted her position, pointing to the center of her panties, where the delicate fabric stretched over her aroused lips. "Now put your tongue here. Lick, and don’t stop."

Juliet’s hands clenched against the floor as she leaned forward, her tongue pressing against Beatrice’s panties. The fabric was warm and damp beneath her, the act degrading in every conceivable way. Her mind raced, grasping at anything to distract her from the humiliation. God, please. Please let me out of this. I just want to escape this degradation. What else can I do to persuade her?

"Say it again," Beatrice’s voice rang out above her, the words laced with sadistic amusement.

Juliet froze for a moment. "Say… what again, Mistress?" she asked, her voice scarcely above a whisper. The word "Mistress" had slipped out without thought, a sign of just how completely Beatrice had overpowered her.

Beatrice chuckled darkly, her fingers brushing lazily along Juliet’s hair. "Oh, you know—the speech," she said dismissively. "All that begging you just did. Repeat it, but keep licking."

Juliet pressed her tongue harder against Beatrice’s panties, the taste of humiliation searing her as she spoke between licks. "Ma’am, I am begging you… begging you to let me back into your therapy sessions," she stammered, her words broken and uneven as she continued to lick. "Me and Raymond… we need it. We need your guidance… your support… your approval. Please, please, Beatrice."

The rhythm of her tongue and her pleading words blended into a desperate symphony, each lick an act of submission, each word a surrender.

Beatrice’s form arched suddenly, her back curving like a bow as she let out a guttural cry. "Ohhh, God!" she moaned, her hand gripping Juliet’s head tightly, forcing her face against the soaked fabric. Her hips moved as the waves of her climax crashed over her, her cries filling the room. For Beatrice, it was a moment of supreme power, her release fueled by Juliet’s total degradation and submission.

Juliet stayed motionless on her knees, her entire body quivering as Beatrice’s hand released her. The air in the room felt stifling, thick with the weight of what had just transpired. Beatrice’s heavy breathing filled the silence, steady and almost serene in its satisfaction, while Juliet’s quiet, broken sobs punctuated the oppressive stillness.

Beatrice reclined in her chair, a self-satisfied smirk playing on her lips as her piercing gaze remained locked on Juliet. The sight before her—a woman utterly broken, kneeling with streaks of tears marring her face and her dignity stripped away—seemed to amuse her greatly. Tilting her head, she let the smirk grow, as though savoring the finest indulgence.

Then, as though she had grown bored with the spectacle, Beatrice extended a stiletto-clad foot and delivered a lazy, dismissive kick. Juliet toppled backward, her balance faltering as she sprawled briefly on the floor before scrambling onto her hands and knees. Her trembling arms struggled to hold her weight, her body instinctively curling inward as if bracing for another blow. Meanwhile, Beatrice leaned forward, her perfectly manicured fingers reaching unhurriedly for the sleek phone resting on the edge of the table, every motion exuding deliberate, commanding power.

Beatrice tapped play on her phone, her crimson lips curling into a cold smile as the recording began. The room filled with the sound of Raymond’s trembling voice, raw with desperation.

“Madame Celeste, it’s Raymond! Please... please don’t hang up!” His words tumbled out, each syllable laced with frantic need.

Juliet flinched at the sound, her tear-streaked face lowering even further as if trying to hide from the weight of the recording.

The only response from Madame Celeste’s end was the faint, rhythmic splashing of water, the sound punctuating Raymond’s pleas with an air of disdainful indifference.

“I-I just wanted to hear your voice,” Raymond stammered, his voice cracking under the strain. “It’s... it’s been haunting me since yesterday.”

Another pause. The splash of water was followed by a faint sigh, the kind of sound one might make while indulging in a moment of relaxation—not one of care or attention. Juliet’s hands clenched against the floor, her knuckles whitening as her breathing quickened.

“Please, Ma’am, I’m... I’m sorry if I offended you in any way. I just—” Raymond’s voice choked, his words dissolving into silence.

Beatrice’s smile deepened as she glanced at Juliet, her icy gaze drilling into her. “Do you hear that, Juliet?” she said softly, her tone mocking. “Your husband begging. Not for you, of course. For her.”

Juliet’s trembling form stiffened, her lips parting as if to protest, but no sound emerged.

The recording continued. Madame Celeste’s voice finally broke the silence, calm and cutting, like a blade slicing through the tension. “Wednesday, 9 a.m., Cage 11C. Twelve thousand dollars. SSSCT from a certified PsyD. Don’t disappoint me.” The finality in her tone was chilling, leaving no room for argument.

The recording ended with a sharp click, and silence settled over the room once more. Juliet’s head tilted upward, her wide, terrified eyes locking with Beatrice’s.

Beatrice leaned back in her chair, crossing her legs with deliberate grace. “He’s looking elsewhere, Juliet,” she said, her voice deceptively light. “And why wouldn’t he? What else would a slave do when his Mistress no longer cares?”

Juliet’s lips trembled, her gaze flicking back to the phone as though it had burned her. The weight of Beatrice’s words crushed her further into the ground, the recording’s evidence undeniable.

Beatrice’s smirk grew as she tilted her head, her eyes narrowing with calculated malice. “You see, Juliet, love and control—they go hand in hand. Neglect one, and the other collapses.”

Juliet lifted her tear-streaked face, her eyes burning with humiliation and desperation as she gazed at Beatrice. “Why do you do this? Why are you so cruel to me?” she begged, her voice breaking under the weight of her emotions.

Beatrice relaxed in her chair, her laughter slicing through the tense air. It was a laugh devoid of warmth, dripping with mockery. “Because you dared to rebel against Beatrice,” she replied coldly, her tone laced with condescension. “And once you do that—there’s no way back.”

Juliet’s face twisted in anguish, her sobs intensifying as she shook her head vehemently. “That’s not true! That’s so untrue!” she cried, her voice choked with disbelief. “He’s devoted to me—me and only me!” Her sobs turned into guttural cries, the reality of losing Raymond, her source of control and income, crashing over her like a tidal wave.

Beatrice watched her with an unflinching gaze, her lips curling into a smirk. “Oh, really? Funny you should say that,” she drawled, her tone almost casual. “Because, by the way, he called me.”

Juliet froze, her blood running cold. “He... what?” she stammered, her voice barely above a whisper.

“Oh, yes,” Beatrice continued with a cruel laugh, her tone dripping with satisfaction. “He needs my recommendations, apparently.” She leaned forward, her piercing gaze locking onto Juliet’s trembling form. “Poor thing can’t seem to function without me.”

Juliet’s anguish turned to panic, her cries becoming frantic. “No, no, no! This can’t be happening,” she wailed, her hands clutching at her chest as if to steady the storm raging within her.

Unmoved, Beatrice’s laughter deepened, her voice tinged with a sadistic delight. “Oh, I’m more than happy to help my ex-clients,” she said, her words cutting through Juliet’s protests like a razor. “I’m always willing to lend a hand... or a body.”

Juliet’s face contorted with pain, her cries piercing the room. “No! Please, Beatrice, no!” she screamed, her voice raw with desperation.

Beatrice remained utterly unbothered by Juliet’s distress, her smirk growing as she delivered the final blow. “And while he’s here,” she said, her voice calm and deliberate, “I’ll fuck him. And in the process, I’ll probably make him mine.”

Juliet’s sobs turned to near-hysterical cries as she shook her head violently. “No! I don’t want that! I don’t want that!” she screamed, her voice cracking as if sheer willpower could stop the inevitable.

“Well, the only way for you to prevent it is to beg properly,” Beatrice said with a laugh that dripped with sadistic amusement. Her eyes sparkled with the thrill of control as she added, “Now, kiss my foot. Come on.” She reclined, enjoying the moment. “On the floor. Prone. Face down. That’s it... and now kiss.”

Juliet hesitated for a moment but quickly complied, lowering herself to the ground in complete submission. Her body trembled as her lips met Beatrice’s exquisite foot, her humiliation compounded by the realization of just how far she had fallen. Beatrice’s legs and feet were impossibly feminine, a cruel reminder of her unrelenting power. Juliet couldn’t help but note their perfection—flawless, smooth, and meticulously cared for—mocking her with every kiss.

“Take my high heels off,” Beatrice commanded, her tone sharp yet laced with boredom, as if such requests were second nature to her.

Juliet’s hands trembled as she slipped the high heels from Beatrice’s feet, the intimate act amplifying her degradation. Without hesitation, she pressed her lips to the arch of Beatrice’s bare foot, hoping that her eagerness might appease her tormentor. She kissed with fervor, trying to suppress the rising tide of despair, but her efforts seemed futile.

“Suck my toe,” Beatrice ordered, her voice a low purr that sent shivers of shame down Juliet’s spine.

Juliet remained prone on the floor, her lips reluctantly wrapping around Beatrice’s toe as her humiliation deepened. The act was unbearable, but she pressed forward, her only hope being that compliance might spare her further degradation. Yet, as she hesitated for a brief moment, trying to find the courage to assert even the smallest shred of dignity, Beatrice leaned forward, her confidence unshaken.

“You know what?” Beatrice said, a wicked smile creeping across her lips. “In fact, I want you completely naked.”

Juliet froze, her head snapping up to meet Beatrice’s gaze. “What?” she whispered, her voice filled with disbelief.

Beatrice didn’t falter. Instead, she gently slapped Juliet’s face with her foot, each tap deliberate and mocking. “You heard me,” she said, her voice calm yet unyielding. “If you’re going to plead for my mercy after such a transgression, then you’ll do it the way you deserve—naked.”

The words hung in the air as Juliet hesitated, her mind reeling. Beatrice took the opportunity to lift Juliet’s face with her toes, forcing her to look up from her degrading position on the floor. “Completely naked,” Beatrice repeated, her voice dripping with authority. “So, you’d better hurry up.”

Defeated, Juliet knelt and began removing her clothes. Each layer that fell away felt like another piece of her dignity being stripped from her. The once-confident woman, adorned in luxurious fashion, was reduced to a trembling, vulnerable figure. When the final garment fell away, she remained kneeling, her body completely exposed, her skin flushed with humiliation, and tears streaming down her cheeks.

Beatrice regarded her with an air of triumph, her smirk widening as she took in the sight before her—a woman laid bare not just in body but in soul, reduced to her most vulnerable state. Juliet’s sobs filled the room, her emotional pain raw and all-consuming, while Beatrice remained composed, utterly in control. For Beatrice, this was more than a display of dominance—it was a reminder of who held the power in this unbalanced dynamic.

"Hop, hop—into the dog begging position," Beatrice commanded, her tone sharp with authority. "Let’s see it—show mommy how a dog begs."

Juliet’s resistance was gone. Any semblance of defiance had long since evaporated, leaving her utterly at Beatrice’s mercy. The path back to her carefully constructed life was in Beatrice’s hands, and she had no choice but to comply with whatever humiliating whims were demanded of her. Slowly, she lifted her hands, mimicking the posture of a begging dog, her fingers trembling as she held them aloft.

Beatrice leaned forward, gripping Juliet’s hands with both of hers, examining them as though they were the spoils of victory. The smirk on her face deepened, her satisfaction palpable. "Hmm," she murmured, her voice low and condescending. "How curious—how very curious. How is it, Juliet, that you're wearing rings when I told you to be completely and utterly naked for me?"

Juliet froze, lifting her tear-streaked face to meet Beatrice’s gaze. Her mascara was smeared, dark streaks running down her cheeks from the torrents of tears she had shed. "Y-yes, Mistress," she stammered, the words slipping out involuntarily, her coherence crumbling under the weight of her shame.

Without another word, she began removing her rings, one by one. The small, delicate bands seemed so meaningless now, mere remnants of her former self. She placed them on the floor, her hands shaking as she complied.

Beatrice’s lips curled into a slow, satisfied smile as she watched Juliet’s small act of surrender. "I’m still contemplating whether to give you another chance," she mused, her voice dripping with mockery. "Now that you’ve become my little doggie."

Juliet knelt naked before her, every trace of her feigned pride stripped away. Her voice cracked as she pleaded, her gaze fixed desperately on Beatrice’s unyielding expression. "Please don’t take my man, Beatrice. Please—I’m begging you. I’m being honest with you, so honest," she sobbed, her voice trembling. "He’s the ticket to this life. He’s such a good slave, totally loyal to me," she insisted, her words tumbling out in a frantic plea. "I know this isn’t nice to hear, but it’s the truth. I’m telling you the truth."

As Juliet spoke, trying to piece together some semblance of an argument, Beatrice leaned back in her chair, her demeanor casual and unhurried. Her perfectly manicured fingers scrolled leisurely through her phone, the small smirk on her lips hinting at an unspoken satisfaction. Her thumb paused mid-scroll, and her smirk widened.

“Oh, look at this,” Beatrice said, her voice infused with mock amusement as she turned the phone to face Juliet.

Juliet froze. Her eyes widened as the screen showed a video from the night before—her own trembling, naked figure, tears streaming down her face, pleading with Beatrice in utter desperation. The rawness of her humiliation stared back at her, her tear-streaked cheeks and quivering voice begging for mercy.

“This one,” Beatrice murmured, tilting her head as though admiring a masterpiece. “This one is so good.” She turned the phone back toward herself, her smirk evolving into a grin as she shook her head. “So good,” she repeated, savoring Juliet’s visible horror. “I might just upload it to the internet. Unless, of course, you divorce Raymond.”

Juliet felt the room spinning, waves of anxiety crashing over her. Her hands trembled as she gripped the edge of the chair, trying to steady herself. “But… but you said you wanted this therapy to succeed,” she stammered, her voice her voice trembling because of her the weight of her rising panic. “You said it was about helping us…”

Beatrice let out a soft laugh, devoid of warmth. “Ah, yes. Therapy,” she said, her voice dripping with mock sweetness. “Therapy works, darling, but only under one condition.” She leaned forward, her ice-blue eyes locking onto Juliet’s. “That the Mistress loves her pet. And loves him deeply.”

Juliet scrambled for words, her desperation palpable. “Okay, then… I love him! I really do!” she blurted out, her voice trembling as she tried to sound convincing. “Seriously, Raymond is… he’s so cute, so endearing.” She forced a weak smile, hoping her words would be enough to placate Beatrice.

Beatrice arched a single brow, her expression unchanging. “I’m not buying any of this,” she said flatly, her tone slicing through Juliet’s fragile façade. She crossed her legs, the casual elegance of her movements amplifying her authority. “This whole relationship,” Beatrice continued, “isn’t about love. It’s about money.”

Juliet shook her head frantically. “No, no, it’s not like that!” she protested, her voice high-pitched with panic. “I—”

Beatrice cut her off with a sharp wave of her hand, her gaze icy. “Spare me the theatrics,” she uttered authoritatively. “He doesn’t want a divorce because he doesn’t want to lose half of his assets. And you…” She leaned in, her eyes narrowing with disdain. “You don’t want a divorce because you want to keep sucking his pension dry to finance your designer handbags, your heels, your lifestyle.”

Juliet knelt trembling, tears streaming down her face, her naked form a stark image of humiliation and despair. “But you knew it all along,” she sobbed, her voice cracking as she looked up at Beatrice. “You knew everything, Beatrice.”

Beatrice smirked, reclining in her chair with an air of triumph. “Yes, Juliet, I did,” she said, her tone dripping with superiority. “I’ve always known. But you see, I’m willing to go the extra mile for my customers. I use every tool at my disposal to help people stay together.” Her lips curled into a cruel smile as she leaned forward, her icy gaze pinning Juliet in place. “But when you spit in the well from which you’ve been drinking—when you threaten me, Beatrice, that you’re leaving my therapy—these are the consequences. You shall be divorced, and Raymond…” She paused for effect, letting the weight of her words sink in. “Raymond shall be free to spend his money on whichever mistress he desires.”

Juliet’s hands trembled as they rested on her thighs. Her body was a storm of shame and anger, but something in her snapped. She stood suddenly, her eyes blazing despite the vulnerability of her nakedness. “Then in that case, Beatrice, I have nothing left to lose,” she declared, her voice trembling with defiance. “If kneeling here only leads to divorce anyway, then I’ll wear my clothes and go. I won’t let you humiliate me further.”

Beatrice’s expression hardened in an instant, her voice sharp as a whip. “Kneel down, bitch,” she commanded, her words ringing with unrelenting authority. “Don’t you dare think you can flip on me. You forget, Juliet, that I hold the power here. This footage—” she gestured toward her phone, “shall go all over the internet. Your neighbors, your friends, your entire world will see and know who you truly are.”

Juliet froze, halfway between defiance and despair. “What do you mean… more?” she asked hesitantly, her voice barely above a whisper.

Beatrice’s smile returned, sharper and colder this time. “There’s more evidence, Juliet,” she said, her tone calm and calculated, as if savoring every word. “Not only will you lose Raymond, but he’s already slipping away. He’s on his way to becoming the full-time property of Madam Celeste.”

Juliet’s face contorted in disbelief, her voice rising in protest. “What do you mean? That phone call? It was just… just a call. I was upset with him yesterday, and he—he called because he didn’t know what to do.”

Beatrice’s laughter was cold and mocking, cutting through Juliet’s denial like a blade. “A phone call? Oh, Juliet, you’re so naïve.” Her eyes sparkled with satisfaction as she leaned forward. “Raymond had a traditional BDSM session with Madam Celeste. Right there at Frost Spire Manor. And you were none the wiser.”

“He did NOT!” Juliet screamed, her voice thick with desperation. “I don’t believe it. I have to see it to believe it.” Her naked body trembled with the weight of her emotions as she struggled to hold on to any shred of dignity.

Beatrice’s face turned stony, her voice harsh and unyielding. “Kneel,” she commanded again, her tone brooking no argument. “Kneel, and I’ll show you the second footage.”

Juliet hesitated, the fight in her eyes faltering. But the mention of evidence, of losing Raymond entirely, was too much. Slowly, she sank back to her knees, her tears streaming anew.

Beatrice smiled, her victory evident as she extended her hand. “And now,” she said with venomous sweetness, “kiss my hand and beg me to show you.”

Juliet leaned forward, her lips brushing against Beatrice’s hand as a sob escaped her throat. “Please, Beatrice. Ma’am. Please show me what this video is. I can’t take any more. I’m a wreck. Please.”

Beatrice sat back with a satisfied smirk, pulling her phone into view. “Good girl,” she said mockingly, her thumb hovering over the screen. “Now, watch and learn, my little wreck.”

Beatrice angled her phone toward Juliet, the screen coming into focus. The footage began with a subtle jingle of keys, followed by the creak of a door unlocking. Madam Celeste entered the room, her presence commanding as she settled gracefully into a sleek managerial chair behind an imposing mahogany desk. Moments later, Raymond appeared, completely naked, his posture hesitant yet obedient. The camera captured every detail—the vulnerability in his exposed form, the stark contrast between his trembling stance and Madam Celeste’s composed authority.

“Hands on your head,” Celeste’s voice rang out, sharp yet almost playful. Raymond complied instantly, his arms lifting to expose himself further. Juliet could see every tremor in his body as Madam Celeste’s gaze swept over him with deliberate slowness, her eyes landing unapologetically on his visibly aroused state. The exchange was intimate, charged with an unspoken power dynamic, their words muffled but unmistakable in tone. The camera’s angle changed a little as Celeste leaned forward, and the screen flickered faintly with her movements. Juliet’s eyes remained glued to the screen, her breath shallow as she watched Raymond, stripped bare in every sense, submitting utterly to another woman’s command.

Juliet’s body stiffened, her mind blank with shock. The reality before her was unbearable, every frame of the footage tearing through her resolve. Her lips parted as if to speak, but no words came. She was utterly stunned, silenced by the undeniable proof in Beatrice’s hand.

“Your marriage to Raymond, darling, is over,” Beatrice said smoothly, her voice calm, final. The words sliced through the heavy silence like a blade, leaving Juliet frozen, her world collapsing around her.

One hour later 11:30 a.m.

Raymond sat stiffly outside Beatrice’s office, staring at the ground, his mind heavy with the events of the past 24 hours. He was there on her orders. The whirlwind of decisions, emotions, and humiliation had left him drained, his sense of agency reduced to nothing. Beatrice had become his compass, his anchor, the one person capable of guiding him when he was lost in the storm. He marveled at how she had seamlessly taken control when he made the desperate call from the bank, a moment that felt like the absolute nadir of his life. Chained, shackled, and speaking aloud to himself like a madman, Raymond had clung to Beatrice as though she were his only lifeline.

Beatrice didn’t just instruct him to withdraw the money and come to her the next morning. No, she had walked him through every step, ensuring that even in his fractured state, he was able to complete the task. She spoke directly to the bank clerk on his behalf, her commanding tone effortlessly cutting through the clerk’s awkward questions about the chains and shackles. By the time she was done, the clerk had apologized to Raymond at least a hundred times, his face pale with embarrassment as he promised never to broach such personal matters again. Beatrice, always precise and efficient, had guided Raymond through the withdrawal process, calmly explaining that he would take out $12,000 for his obligations, plus $1,000 for pocket money. Every detail, down to placing the money in a nylon bag, was spelled out for him.

On his taxi ride home, Beatrice stayed on the phone, her voice steady and unwavering, guiding Raymond through every detail of what needed to be done. She reassured him that she was fully familiar with the SSSCT requirements and promised that everything would be handled smoothly the next day including the recommendations. Her guidance didn’t stop there—she instructed him to open his medicine cabinet, patiently having him read out the labels of his medications until she identified the right tranquilizer. She told him exactly how much to take and waited on the line until she heard him swallow the pill. Even then, she didn’t hang up, ensuring that he climbed into his crib and settled down for the night. Only when Raymond, his body finally relaxing under the tranquilizer’s effects, let out a deep sigh of relief did Beatrice end the call. It was nearly 7 p.m. when he drifted into a deep, restorative sleep, his trust in Beatrice’s capable hands allowing him, at last, a reprieve from the chaos of the day.

Now, as he sat outside her office, waiting for his turn, Raymond’s thoughts were interrupted by the sound of muffled voices from inside. He overheard the low murmurs of an exchange between Beatrice and another man, the tone of the conversation laced with tension. The door opened suddenly, and Beatrice emerged, composed as ever, escorting Jeffrey Prescott, the esteemed vice president of Vortex Technologies.

Jeffrey was a mess. He fumbled awkwardly with his trousers, his face flushed and streaked with tears, his entire demeanor that of a chastened child. Beatrice, ever the paradox of sternness and care, reached out and ruffled his hair with an almost maternal tenderness. She cradled him briefly, her movements exuding authority and control, yet somehow imbued with a strange sense of comfort.

“Thank you, Madam Beatrice,” Jeffrey stammered, his voice tinged with gratitude and lingering embarrassment.

“You’re most welcome, darling,” Beatrice replied smoothly, her voice warm yet tinged with authority. As they paused near the door, her tone shifted to one of casual reassurance. “So you remember, yes? Frost Spire Manor—not this weekend, the next one.”

Jeffrey clung to her, wrapping his arms around her tightly as though she were a lifeline. “And you promise that everything’s going to be all right?” he asked, his voice trembling.

“Yes, Jeffrey, of course,” Beatrice cooed, her hands resting lightly on his back. “Everything is going to be great, darling. You’ll see. After a weekend there, your eyes will be open. You’ll understand.”

Jeffrey’s voice cracked with emotion. “It’s just… I can’t get her off my mind.”

Beatrice pushed him back gently, her hands gripping his arms firmly as she leaned in, forcing him to meet her gaze. “Look at me, baby,” she commanded softly. Jeffrey, too shy and submissive to resist, lifted his eyes to hers, his cheeks burning with shame.

“Isabella is not the only dominant woman in this world, okay, darling?” she said with gentle finality, her voice a mixture of sternness and affection. He nodded hesitantly, the flicker of trust in his expression unmistakable. “Trust Mommy Beatrice,” she added, her lips curling into a reassuring smile.

With one last hug, Jeffrey turned and left, his head bowed, leaving Beatrice to watch him for a moment before she turned her attention to Raymond. “Come,” she said, her voice low and commanding.

Raymond rose to his feet, resolving not to let the faint, acrid scent of urine hovering around Beatrice stir any reaction within him. "Some women are extraordinary in every way, even if their presence carries certain… imperfections," he rationalized silently. As he followed her into her office, his gaze locked on the sway of her hips, the deliberate rhythm of her long legs accentuated by the impossibly high stiletto heels. Her doctor’s coat, scandalously short, revealed tantalizing glimpses of her toned thighs and smooth, delicious legs. The sight stirred something primal inside him; she was the epitome of sexual allure. Everything about her was calculated to command and tease—her sharp, confident stride, the exposed skin of her thighs, the impossible elegance of her towering heels. She radiated dominance and raw sex, a combination that was as arousing as it was unattainable.

And yet, there was the cold truth: she was out of his reach. Her words echoed in his mind, as biting as her presence was intoxicating: “If you’re here to make friends with me, then let me save you the trouble. I’m not interested in old men—they don’t appeal to me.” Her brutal dismissal had carved through him like a blade, cutting through any delusions he might have had about her. She wasn’t someone he could desire. She was a gatekeeper, a ruler, a woman who held power beyond anything he could touch.

But Beatrice wasn’t the end goal. He was here for one reason only: the recommendation. Madam Celeste had demanded it—a formal report from a certified PsyD, along with passing the Sex Slave Standard Compliance Test. The memory of Celeste sent heat rushing through him, his cock already hardening at the thought of her merciless grip, her emerald eyes glinting with cruel amusement. He could almost hear her sultry voice again: “You call this loyalty?” Her hand, so cold and commanding, had wrapped around his throbbing cock, stroking him with deliberate, excruciating slowness. Each word she spoke had been designed to reduce him, to strip him of pride, leaving only raw submission.

The ache in his groin grew unbearable as he recalled Celeste’s domination. Beatrice was no less commanding, no less terrifying in her precision. He had no illusions—passing the SSSCT would be a grueling ordeal. Her tests would strip him bare, physically and emotionally, yet he was resolved to endure. Her recommendation was his ticket to Madam Celeste, the woman whose mocking lips and cruel fingers haunted his every thought. Whatever Beatrice demanded of him, he would obey. Her doctor’s coat, her sharp smirks, her relentless dominance—it was all part of the path he had to walk. He would submit to Beatrice’s icy power, endure her tests, and prove himself worthy of the cruel goddess who had claimed his mind and body with a single touch.

Beatrice leaned back against the desk, her palms resting on its edge as she faced Raymond. Her posture exuded casual authority, her expression unreadable as she gestured for him to come closer. “Come here,” she said again, her tone firm but unhurried.

Raymond stepped forward hesitantly, stopping just in front of her. His voice came out as a near whisper. “Hi,” he said, his words barely audible as he stood before her, his vulnerability painfully evident.

“Closer,” Beatrice commanded, her voice low and deliberate. Raymond obediently stepped forward, closing the distance between them.

“Closer,” she repeated, and this time, he moved until they were barely a foot apart, the proximity making his pulse quicken.

With an almost dismissive flick of her fingers, Beatrice snapped her hand, and immediately, Raymond’s body slackened. His eyes closed, and he collapsed into a deep, hypnotic sleep. His limp form swayed forward, falling into Beatrice’s waiting arms. She caught him effortlessly, cradling him against her body, preventing him from hitting the desk behind her. His arms hung uselessly at his sides, his breathing deep and even, completely under her control.

Beatrice let out a satisfied hum, one hand gently caressing his bald head. Her movements were almost tender as she whispered into his ear, her tone soothing yet firm. “You will now see every woman as she truly is,” she murmured, her lips close to his ear. “Juliet is no longer the only attractive woman in this world.”

She continued stroking his head, her words seeping into the depths of his subconscious. “You will stop associating me with the smell of urine and instead learn to smell me as I am—natural, enticing, irresistible.”

Her voice softened further, lulling him deeper into compliance. “From this point on, you will act happily on every suggestion I’ve given you. They will feel natural, right, and fulfilling.” Her tone was laced with the certainty of her dominance, each word threading deeper into his entranced mind.

Pausing briefly, she adjusted his position, ensuring he remained supported against her. Then, in a melodic cadence, she began to bring him back. “In a moment, I’ll count to three. At the count of three, you’ll wake up feeling refreshed and relaxed, as though you’ve had the best rest of your life.”

She let the silence hang for a heartbeat before beginning. “One... two... three.”

Raymond’s eyelids fluttered open, his gaze unfocused as he blinked away the haze. For a moment, he looked disoriented but peaceful, a calmness settling over his features. Then, as awareness returned, he realized his head was resting against Beatrice’s shoulder, her body supporting his weight. His face flushed with embarrassment as he straightened himself quickly.

“I... I’m sorry,” he stammered, his voice filled with nervousness. “I must have slipped.”

“It’s okay, Raymond,” Beatrice said softly, her voice wrapping around him like silk. She moved, leaning back against the edge of the table, her hips angled toward him, her body close enough to brush against his. Her pose was effortless, a masterful blend of elegance and seduction. The soft glow of the room’s lighting traced the contours of her figure, the delicate fabric of her gown clinging to her curves in a way that made his breath hitch.

She was so close now, the faint scent of her perfume—jasmine and musk—enveloping him, intoxicating and commanding all at once. Her presence was magnetic, overwhelming. Her hands rested lightly on the edge of the table, just inches from his sides. “You can put your hands on my hips,” she whispered, her words low and sultry, the intimacy of her voice making his knees weak.

Raymond hesitated for only a fraction of a second before obeying. His trembling hands came to rest on her hips, the softness of the fabric beneath his fingers doing nothing to diminish the heat of her body. She leaned in closer, her face mere inches from his, her breath warm against his skin. The proximity was unbearable, her lips so close he could feel the faintest trace of their heat as she moved.

“And you are here for?” she asked, her tone playful, her voice a velvet caress. Her gaze locked onto his, her lips curving into the faintest smile as she tilted her head, drawing her face closer still.

Raymond’s reaction was immediate and uncontrollable. His erection strained painfully against his trousers, the pressure nearly unbearable. His cock throbbed, his arousal impossible to hide, and all he could think of was the woman before him—the overwhelming pull of Beatrice. She was unlike anything he had ever encountered, a force that obliterated reason, leaving only desire in its wake.

“I… I came for the recommendations,” he stammered, his voice faltering under the weight of her allure,

Beatrice’s smile widened, her lips tantalizingly close to his jawline. “What recommendations?” she asked, her tone dripping with playful mischief. Her lips brushed the edge of his jaw, tracing a slow, deliberate line toward his ear. Her breath was warm, her presence suffocating in the most erotic way imaginable. “What recommendations?” she repeated, her voice now a whisper, the sound vibrating through him in a way that made his cock ache with need.

Raymond held onto her hips as though they were the only thing keeping him upright. His mind was a haze of lust and surrender, and the feel of her body under his hands was almost too much to bear. He thought he might faint right there, undone by the sheer intensity of her seduction.

“The recommenda—” he tried to answer, but his words caught in his throat as the pressure in his trousers became unbearable. His cock was rock hard, straining against the fabric in a way that bordered on painful. He wasn’t prepared for this—this level of raw, unfiltered eroticism that Beatrice exuded effortlessly.

“Can…” he tried again, his voice barely a whisper, his chest heaving as he struggled to speak.

“Can?” she repeated, her tone teasing as her lips lingered near his ear, her voice impossibly close, impossibly intimate.

"Can I slide my hands… I mean, under your gown?" Raymond finally managed, his voice trembling, barely above a whisper. His entire body quivered, overwhelmed by the proximity of Beatrice, by the commanding presence she exuded.

Beatrice’s lips brushed the shell of his ear, her breath warm and intoxicating as she whispered, "You mean to say—can this slave slide his hands under Mommy’s gown." Her voice was low and deliberate, each word dripping with sensuality.

Raymond’s breath hitched as he struggled to respond, his arousal so overwhelming it felt as though his chest might explode. "Ah, yes…" he choked, his voice raw and unsteady, the words catching in his throat. "Can this slave slide his hands under Mommy’s gown?"

"You should," she murmured, her tone firm yet teasing, her lips dangerously close to his. "You should slide them under my panties and place your hands on my ass. " She leaned back, her eyes fixed on his with an intensity that made his heart pound.

Raymond’s hands moved as if drawn by an invisible force, trembling as they slipped beneath the edge of her gown. The fabric was impossibly soft, but it was nothing compared to the heat of her skin. His palms slid upward, guided by her silent authority, until they reached the delicate lace of her panties. He hesitated, his fingers grazing the intricate material as though it might burn him.

"Go on," Beatrice urged, her voice rich and commanding, a melody that ensnared him completely.

With a deep, shaky breath, Raymond obeyed. He slid his hands beneath the lace, his palms meeting the bare, supple skin of her ass. The sensation was electric, a shock of heat and softness that stole the air from his lungs. Her skin was impossibly smooth, her curves fitting perfectly into his trembling grasp. He held her like this, his thumbs instinctively brushing along her flesh, his breath shallow and erratic as his world narrowed to this singular, forbidden act.

An erotic haze consumed him, drowning out everything else. The rhythm of his heartbeat thundered in his ears, his senses overwhelmed by the feel of her, the scent of her, the sheer dominance she exuded. It was as if time had stopped, leaving him suspended in a moment of pure, unrelenting arousal.

"I will ask again," Beatrice said, her voice breaking through the fog of his desire. Her tone was steady and commanding, yet there was a flicker of amusement in it. "What are you here for, Raymond?"

Raymond’s lips parted, but the words wouldn’t come. His mind, fogged by the intensity of the moment, struggled to form even the simplest sentence. His grip on her tightened as he fought to gather himself. "F-for the…" he stammered, his voice trailing off into a helpless gasp.

Beatrice arched an eyebrow, her smirk deepening as her lips grazed the edge of his jawline. "What was that?" she teased, her voice a sultry whisper.

"F-for the recommendations," he finally managed to choke out, his words broken and breathless, his body trembling from the overwhelming erotic spell she had cast on him.

"Ah, yes," Beatrice said smoothly, her smirk never fading. "You wanted your SSSCT score to show Madam Celeste. " Her voice softened, laced with mockery as her lips traced the contours of his cheeks. "That was quite pathetic, wouldn’t you agree?" she asked, her breath brushing against his skin as though inhaling him, committing every detail to memory.

Her lips moved closer to his ear, her tone turning sharp and deliberate. "To think that you could become her slave, that is," she said with a quiet chuckle. "You do understand that a woman of her status expects only the very best."

“Yes, Mistress Beatrice,” Raymond stammered, his entire body trembling under the weight of her dominance and his own overwhelming arousal.

Beatrice tilted her head, her smirk playful yet calculated. “So as I explained, I am a certified SSSCT practitioner so let’s say that I might be able to help you with the recommendations,” she said, her tone rich and suggestive, each word curling around him like a caress. “But it comes with a price. Ten thousand dollars. Do you think you can manage that?”

Raymond, teetering on the brink of reason, was far past caring about anything but her. His desperation swallowed any hint of hesitation. “Of course, Mistress, anything you want,” he blurted, his voice hurried, trembling with need. “Whatever it takes.”

Beatrice’s smirk deepened, her eyes dancing with amusement as she leaned in, her presence oppressive and magnetic all at once. “That’s assuming, of course, you pass the Sex Slave Standard Compliance Test,” she purred, savoring every syllable. “The SSSCT is entirely non-negotiable, darling.”

Raymond blinked, a mix of arousal and confusion clouding his expression. “These letters… they’re confusing me…” he stammered, struggling to grasp the weight of her words. “SSS…”

“CT,” she completed, her voice silken and deliberate, stretching out the acronym with tantalizing precision. “A comprehensive evaluation to determine if you’re truly worthy of a recommendation. Obedience, physical endurance, pain tolerance…” Her eyes swept over him, pausing momentarily at his unmistakable arousal. “It’s all part of the protocol,” she added, her tone effortlessly authoritative. “While I do care for you as a customer,” she continued, her gaze locking onto his, “when it comes to this test, I am bound by its standards. I adhere strictly to protocol and remain utterly objective.”

Raymond swallowed hard, his breath hitching. “Of course, Mistress… Whatever I need to do,” he managed, though his voice trembled.

“Good,” Beatrice said with a satisfied smirk. “We’ll begin with the physical examination. Strip for me.”

The command was like a jolt of electricity through his body. Raymond obeyed instantly, his hands shaking as he tore at his clothes, shedding them with frantic urgency. His shirt, trousers, shoes—all of it was gone within moments, discarded in a heap at his feet. Now completely naked, his cock stood painfully erect, a testament to the raw, unrelenting desire she had ignited in him. He felt exposed, vulnerable, yet utterly enthralled.

Beatrice’s gaze swept over him, slow and deliberate, her lips curling into a smile that was equal parts predatory and pleased. “Good,” she murmured, as though appraising a prize. She reached for a stethoscope, the polished instrument gleaming under the light, its purpose as much psychological as physical. She slipped it into her ears with deliberate slowness, her movements calculated to keep his eyes locked on her every gesture.

“How’s your heart?” she asked casually, her voice teasing, her eyes boring into his as she pressed the cold metal disc against his chest.

Raymond flinched at the sudden chill, his body tensing involuntarily. “I—I sometimes feel palpitations,” he stammered, trying to keep his voice steady. “Here and there—”

“Ssshhh,” Beatrice interrupted softly, her finger pressing lightly against his lips, silencing him with ease. “Don’t speak unless I tell you to. Just breathe for me.”

Her command sent a shiver down his spine. He obeyed immediately, drawing in deep, uneven breaths as she moved the stethoscope across his chest. The cold metal explored him methodically, its touch a stark contrast to the heat radiating from his skin. Each placement was a new sensation, sharp and electrifying, making his entire body hyper-aware of her every movement.

“Deeper,” she instructed, her tone smooth yet authoritative. The way she spoke to him, as though she owned him entirely, made his knees feel weak. He obeyed again, his breath catching as her hand lingered just a moment too long, the touch as calculated as it was casual.

Beatrice tilted her head, her gaze flicking to his trembling body, her smirk deepening. “Your heart is racing,” she remarked, her tone filled with a knowing amusement. “Are you nervous, or is it me?”

Raymond’s lips parted, but he couldn’t answer, his senses overwhelmed by the intoxicating mix of her voice, her scent, and the unrelenting tension between them.

The stethoscope moved lower, gliding down his torso, the cold touch tracing paths that left goosebumps in its wake. “Breathe again,” she commanded, her voice like honey laced with steel.

His chest heaved under her scrutiny, his breaths erratic as she continued her methodical exploration. The cool metal was a deliberate contrast to the heat of her proximity, and the rhythm of his pounding heart seemed to echo in his ears, matched only by the throbbing of his arousal.

She finally pulled the stethoscope away, her gaze locking onto his with an intensity that left him paralyzed. Her eyes gleamed with satisfaction, the corners of her lips curling into a smirk. “Well,” she said, her voice rich with mock professionalism, “your vitals are promising. But, of course, this is only one part of the SSSCT.” She let the acronym linger, the weight of it hanging heavily in the charged air between them, each syllable laced with authority and teasing dominance.

Her hands moved slowly, her nails grazing along the sensitive skin of his thighs. The light, deliberate scratching sent shivers racing through his body, her touch electrifying but calculated. She never once brushed against his throbbing cock, which stood painfully erect, aching for any hint of attention.

“She’s doing this on purpose,” he thought, his mind spiraling deeper into submission. He felt himself slipping into the vast, intoxicating void of subspace, a universe where her voice was the only sound that mattered, where her presence was the only anchor to reality. His focus narrowed to her entirely, his senses honed to every touch, every breath, every movement she made.

Her hands moved higher, pressing against his face, her palms firm as she prodded and kneaded his cheeks and jaw. The sensation anchored him, pulling him from the swirling depths of subspace just enough to feel her control more acutely. Her touch was both rough and tender, a paradox that heightened his arousal. The way she handled him was precise and purposeful, as if she understood his every reaction before he did. It was a delicate balance of seduction and control, an intoxicating mix that left him utterly undone.

“Diabetes?” she asked abruptly, her voice cutting through the haze, as she reached for his hands and squeezed them firmly.

“A bit,” he managed to reply, his voice weak, the simple contact of her hands on his sending fresh waves of arousal coursing through him. He felt as though she was reading his mind, understanding him in a way no one else could. Her hands were both an anchor and a tool of his unraveling, pressing just hard enough to blur the lines between pleasure and submission.

Her next move made his breath hitch. With deliberate care, she guided his trembling hands to her doctor’s coat, pressing them gently against her chest, just where her ample bosom rested beneath the crisp white fabric. His mind reeled, every nerve in his body alight with the knowledge of what lay beneath his fingertips.

He dared not look down, keeping his eyes locked on hers, her gaze a blend of dominance and knowing amusement. The weight of her breasts beneath his hands was impossible to ignore, even through the layers of fabric. He was acutely aware of their shape, their softness, their warmth, and the sheer eroticism of the moment threatened to overwhelm him.

Raymond’s mind raced. He remembered seeing her in public, the way other men’s gazes would snap to her chest as she passed, their stares filled with longing and envy. She was a magnet, her figure commanding attention without effort. And now, his hands were where countless others had only dreamed of being.

But he couldn’t bring himself to glance down, no matter how much his instincts screamed at him to do so. He clung desperately to the fragile semblance of respect, his focus locked on her eyes. He wanted her to see him as more than a groveling mass of desire, to know that he was trying—however futilely—to honor her dominance with restraint. Yet his body betrayed him, screaming for release with every second of her presence.

But Beatrice was far from finished. Her gaze remained locked on his, sharp and probing, as though peeling away his thoughts layer by layer. “Do you love big breasts, Raymond, honey?” she asked, she asked, her voice a soft murmur that sent chills racing down his spine. Her words cut through him, teasing and commanding all at once.

“I do,” he whispered hoarsely, his voice barely audible. The confession sent a flush of heat coursing through him, shame and arousal intertwining in a heady mix. He coughed awkwardly, trying to steady his voice before repeating the words with a touch more conviction. “I… I do.”

Her penetrating gaze never wavered, her smirk deepening as if she could see straight into the primal chaos of his mind. As they locked eyes, he felt something shift near his hands. It was subtle at first, a faint rustling of fabric, but enough to spark his curiosity. Slowly, his resolve crumbled, and his gaze drifted downward.

What he saw made his heart stop. Beatrice’s hands were at her coat, methodically unbuttoning it. Each movement was deliberate, slow, and unhurried, as though she were savoring his unraveling. His breath caught in his throat as he realized what was happening. “Oh God… oh no… please,” he thought desperately, though he couldn’t have said whether he was pleading for her to stop or continue.

His cock throbbed painfully, the pressure almost unbearable. He was certain he was leaking pre-cum, though the intensity of his arousal left him unable to confirm. The erection was so fierce, so overwhelming, that it felt as though it was consuming every ounce of his focus, leaving him gasping for breath.

When she finished unbuttoning the coat, it hung open, a tantalizing tease that concealed her breasts yet promised so much more. His eyes drifted lower, unable to resist the pull of her body. Below the edge of the coat, he saw the delicate lace of her tiny, flowered panties, a whisper of fabric that barely covered her. Below that, the expanse of her legs stretched endlessly, smooth and luscious, their perfection framed by the heels that gave them an almost impossible elegance.

Every inch of her was a masterpiece of seduction, each detail crafted to break him further. Yet she remained poised, her dominance unshaken, as though she knew precisely how close he was to crumbling entirely—and relished every second of it.

"Come on, place your hands on my orbs," she commanded, her voice firm yet laced with tantalizing promise.

Raymond obeyed instantly, his trembling hands rising to rest on her chest, just beneath the open folds of her coat. His breath hitched the moment he made contact, the soft, warm flesh yielding beneath his fingers like nothing he’d ever imagined. The fabric of her coat only heightened the sensation, teasing him with a barrier that left his imagination to fill in the tantalizing gaps.

Her breasts were enormous, almost otherworldly in their size and shape. He couldn’t cup them fully; his hands seemed dwarfed by their sheer mass. They were titanic, impossibly lush, their weight pressing into his palms as he moved his fingers hesitantly, exploring every curve and contour. The heat of her body radiated through the coat, and the texture of her skin beneath the fabric was smooth and supple, driving him deeper into his arousal.

As his hands moved, he found himself instinctively kneading her flesh, his fingers sinking into her softness. It was intoxicating, a sensory overload that left him gasping. Slowly, almost reverently, his fingers roamed higher, brushing against a firmer, more sensitive peak. His heart raced as he realized he had found her nipples, stiff and erect beneath the fabric.

He explored them with trembling precision, rolling each one gently between his fingers at first, marveling at their responsiveness. His touch grew bolder, his arousal driving him to pinch them lightly, eliciting a gasp that he wasn’t sure came from him or her. The sensation was electric, a blend of pleasure and raw need that seemed to ripple through his entire body.

"Ma’am… Mistress… Mistress Beatrice," he murmured, his voice a breathless whisper as he struggled to form coherent thoughts. His mind had long since given way to the overwhelming tide of submission and desire. "Please… let this slave cum for you, Mommy. Please," he begged, his words spilling out in a desperate plea.

A sudden chill shot through him as he felt her hand close around his cock. Her grip was firm yet delicate, the coolness of her palm a stark contrast to the heat of his arousal. He gasped, his knees threatening to buckle under the onslaught of sensation.

"No, Raymond," she said softly, her lips brushing against his as she spoke. Her tone was soothing yet unyielding, a gentle command that sent shivers down his spine. "Mommy doesn’t allow it."

Her lips met his in a series of teasing pecks, soft and deliberate, her breath mingling with his as her hand moved just enough to heighten his torment. She seemed to know exactly where his edge was, sensing his desperation through the erratic rhythm of his breathing. She brought him to the very brink, the point where release felt both inevitable and unattainable, only to stop just short, leaving him trembling and moaning.

"Oooohh," he groaned, his voice thick with uncontainable arousal. His hands remained on her breasts, kneading and pinching, his cock throbbing in her grasp, her lips continuing their relentless, maddening assault.

It was a three-point attack—her massive globes beneath his fingers, her cool hand wrapped around his aching cock, and her teasing kisses driving him to the precipice of ecstasy. He couldn’t contain it anymore, his body betraying him as a guttural moan escaped his lips. "Aaaahhhh," he cried out, unable to stop, his entire being consumed by the impossible pleasure she orchestrated with such effortless control.

All of a sudden, she pulled away, her movements graceful yet commanding, leaving Raymond disoriented and desperate. Without a word, she glided to her chair and sat down, her presence exuding raw authority. As though he were a puppet on a string, he followed her automatically, his body responding to her as if he had no will of his own.

Once seated, she spread her legs, her coat parting just enough to tease but not yet reveal. She beckoned him with a single finger, her gaze unwavering, and he dropped to his knees before her, compelled by her magnetism. The air between them crackled with tension as she slid the edges of her coat aside, unveiling her chest in all its magnificent glory.

In front of him were her massive, vulgar, impossibly lush breasts, their sheer size both overwhelming and mesmerizing. They were more than breasts—they were melons, full and ripe, the ultimate embodiment of femininity and control. Slight veins traced along their surface, adding a subtle maternal beauty to their otherwise commanding presence. Her skin was smooth and flawless, the pale expanse leading to her nipples—two perfect pink peaks, so aesthetic in their form they could have been sculpted by a master. They stood proud, firm, and enticing, as though daring him to resist their pull.

Raymond couldn’t. There was nothing he could do. He was utterly drawn to her nipples, the magnetic allure of them irresistible. Slowly, almost reverently, he leaned in, his lips brushing tentatively against one of the perfect peaks. His hands rose instinctively, cupping her breasts, though his fingers could hardly encompass their fullness.

His kisses began softly, tentatively, his lips grazing her skin as though testing the waters. But as his arousal deepened, his movements grew bolder. He pressed his lips firmly against her flesh, his hands kneading her breasts, his fingers sinking into their soft, pliant fullness. The weight of them in his hands, the texture of her skin, the warmth radiating from her body—it all drove him to madness.

Before he knew it, he was kissing her nipples with force, his mouth hungrily claiming them. The tentative affection gave way to raw, unbridled need as his lips latched onto one nipple, sucking it with fervor. He consumed her, the sound of his slurping filling the room as he alternated between the two, his tongue swirling around the sensitive tips before drawing them deep into his mouth.

He was like a starving man at a feast, unable to stop himself. His hands kneaded and massaged her breasts with growing intensity, his thumbs brushing over her nipples, adding to the stimulation. He sucked harder, the vibrations of his moans against her skin heightening his own pleasure. Slurp after slurp, he devoured her, lost in the primal act of submission and desire.

Beatrice, however, was entirely composed, her gaze calm and detached as she glanced at the slim gold watch on her wrist. She was used to this. Men, one by one, inevitably found themselves drawn to her huge, luscious breasts, their mouths seeking her flesh like moths to a flame. This wasn’t new for her—it was a pattern as predictable as the tides. Her presence, her figure, her dominance—everything about her was irresistible. She had seen countless men reduced to this, their desires overriding their reason, their mouths latched onto her like helpless infants.

As Raymond moaned and slurped, utterly consumed, she stroked his hair lightly, her tone soothing but impersonal, like a trainer encouraging a pet. “That’s it,” she murmured, her voice low and rich, laced with casual authority. “Very good… such a good boy. Yes, you make Mommy so happy.” The words were delivered almost absentmindedly, her gaze flicking briefly to the clock on the wall as she timed his performance.

Her detachment only deepened the disparity. While Raymond was drowning in his arousal, lost in the rapture of suckling her, she was simply conducting another test, another moment in her long repertoire of male submission. For her, this was clinical—methodical. For him, it was a consuming act of primal, desperate need. The contrast was stark, the power dynamic unmistakable, as she quietly assessed his compliance with nothing more than a glance at her watch.

“Enough,” she commanded, her voice sharp, cutting through his haze. She placed her hand firmly on his chest and pushed him back, her strength surprising given her effortless movements. “Mommy doesn’t allow,” she said, her tone as calm as it was unyielding.

Raymond, flushed and panting, leaned forward again, desperate to reclaim her. But she pressed a manicured finger against his chest, holding him at bay. “No,” she repeated, a laugh escaping her lips, soft and laced with dominance.

Beatrice leaned back in her chair, her legs crossing momentarily before she let them fall apart, her dominance palpable in every graceful motion. The coat parted further, revealing more of the delicate lace of her flowered panties. She gazed down at Raymond, her lips curling into a cruel smile, her eyes piercing into his soul with a look that stripped him of all will but to obey.

“Tongue out,” she ordered, her voice calm but commanding, leaving no room for hesitation. “Like a dog.”

Raymond complied instantly, his tongue trembling as it extended past his lips, his eyes fixed on the inviting sight before him. Slowly, Beatrice shifted forward, her movements deliberate and calculated, until his face was mere inches from her panties. The faint scent of her arousal hit him like a wave—earthy, musky, intoxicating—a fragrance so uniquely hers that it made his head spin. His cock, utterly exposed, stood ravagingly straight, a thick, galvanized rod pointing defiantly into the air. It throbbed with an unrelenting force, relentless and strong, the pre-cum dripping in steady, humiliating anticipation as the intoxicating smell of her consumed him entirely.

The smell was overwhelming, utterly captivating. Her natural feminine essence mingled with the faint floral perfume of her panties, creating an aroma that invaded his senses and reduced him to nothing more than a creature of raw desire. Every breath he took was filled with her, the scent pulling him deeper into submission, clouding his mind until all he could think about was her—her power, her presence, her body.

Beatrice watched him intently, her expression cool and composed, though her lips curled slightly, betraying her satisfaction. “You smell it, don’t you?” she purred, her voice dripping with amusement. “Mommy’s scent. It’s all for you. Isn’t it delicious, boy?”

Raymond groaned, the sound muffled as his face hovered closer, his breath hot against the fabric of her panties. His tongue twitched, desperate for contact, but he dared not move until she allowed it. His restraint only heightened his arousal, the anticipation driving him to the brink.

“Good boy,” she murmured, her voice a soft hum of approval. “Now, lick.”

Without hesitation, Raymond’s tongue darted forward, dragging over the damp fabric of her flowered panties. The taste was faint but enough to electrify his senses, and he moaned into her, his hands gripping the edges of the chair for balance as he buried his face against her. He licked her with reverence, his tongue moving slowly, savoring every second of the humiliating yet deeply arousing act. The texture of the lace against his tongue, combined with the intoxicating scent, made him feel drunk on her essence.

Beatrice let out a low, satisfied hum, her hips shifting slightly as she leaned back into the chair, one hand resting lazily on the armrest while the other tangled in Raymond’s hair. “That’s it,” she said softly, her voice a mixture of approval and dominance. “Such an eager little puppy. Keep going.”

He licked her with growing fervor, his tongue pressing harder against the fabric, his movements guided by her subtle shifts and the occasional tug on his hair. The more he licked, the more he was consumed by the taste and scent of her, the sheer power of her presence reducing him to nothing but a vessel for her pleasure.

After a moment, Beatrice’s hand moved to the waistband of her panties, her fingers hooking under the delicate fabric. She slid it aside with deliberate grace, revealing the glistening folds of her pussy. “Now, properly,” she commanded, her voice a touch more breathless, though still imbued with control. “Don’t stop until I tell you to.”

Raymond didn’t need to be told twice. His tongue plunged into her, his lips pressing against her wet heat as he began to worship her with an intensity born of pure submission. His movements were frantic but obedient, his tongue seeking every sensitive spot, every place that made her moan or sigh. He was utterly devoted, his own arousal forgotten as he focused entirely on her pleasure.

Beatrice let out a low, throaty moan, her head tilting back as her hips pressed firmly against Raymond’s face, grinding into his relentless tongue. Her grip on his hair tightened, pulling painfully yet purposefully as she held him exactly where she wanted. “Yes, just like that,” she murmured, her voice growing hoarse with arousal. “Good boy. Mommy’s good boy.”

Raymond’s world shrank to the taste of her through the soaked lace, the sharp tug of her fingers in his hair, and the overwhelming scent of her arousal. Her moans grew louder, more primal, her body convulsing with unrestrained pleasure as his tongue worked tirelessly, worshiping her with every lick and kiss. The room seemed to hum with the raw energy of her climax building to its peak.

Then it happened—a shuddering, feral cry ripped from her throat as her body convulsed violently against his face. Her thighs clamped around his head with such force that he felt his nose press painfully into her flesh, the sharp sting only adding to the humiliation of the moment. Beatrice pulled his head even closer, grinding against him as waves of ecstasy overtook her, her fluids soaking him completely. The heat of her release poured over his chin and lips, the intimate wetness coating his face as her body trembled and bucked against him.

She held him there for a long moment, her breath coming in ragged gasps as her body slowly relaxed. Her fingers softened their grip on his hair, and her voice, now quiet and velvety, murmured, “Good boy. That’s Mommy’s good boy.” Her words dripped with condescension, a mixture of satisfaction and amused ownership.

Beatrice leaned back in the chair, her chest heaving as she caught her breath. Without a word, she casually reached for her coat, buttoning it up as if she hadn’t just experienced a ferocious climax. Raymond, still kneeling, his face slick with her essence, gazed up at her in awe and confusion, his arousal and humiliation tangled into one unbearable knot.

Her sudden laugh sliced through the air, sharp and mocking, making him flinch. “Baby can’t get enough, isn’t he?” she sneered, her tone dripping with derision. Her eyes sparkled with amusement as she leaned forward, grabbing him by the collar and yanking him closer. Their faces were mere inches apart, her breath still heavy and hot against his skin.

Her lips curled into a cruel smirk, her eyes narrowing with predatory intent. “And now,” she said, her voice low and dangerously measured, “I am going to punish you.” The finality in her tone sent a cold shiver down his spine, her dominance reasserting itself even as she loomed over him like a goddess ready to dispense judgment.

“Punish?” he repeated, his voice trembling, his gaze darting across her face as though searching for any hint of reason or guidance. He was utterly lost, his body frozen in anticipation, waiting for her to dictate his every move, to tell him what to think, what to feel.

“Uh-hum,” she hummed in agreement, her tone deceptively light, almost playful, as though this were nothing more than a casual suggestion.

“But… why?” he stammered, his confusion palpable, his lips trembling as he struggled to make sense of her sudden shift. “Why all of a sudden?”

Beatrice’s eyes glinted with amusement, her lips curling into a smirk that was equal parts cruel and indulgent. She leaned forward, her presence overwhelming, and pressed a light, teasing kiss to his lips. The brief, fleeting contact sent a jolt through him—a cruel combination of comfort and torment that only deepened his helplessness. “Because I feel like it,” she replied, her tone calm and nonchalant, as though her declaration was the most natural thing in the world.

Her words hit him like a slap. "Because I feel like it." The simplicity, the casual dismissal of his feelings, his efforts, his existence—it was crushing. His chest tightened as the truth of her words settled over him like a suffocating weight. She could punish him whenever she pleased, just because she wanted to. Just because it amused her. Just because she felt like it. The utter arbitrariness of it was maddening.

His mind screamed against the unfairness of it all. Life was so easy for her, so effortless. She could wield her authority with impunity, bending him to her will on a mere whim. There was no justice, no logic, no reason—just her desire, her pleasure, her whims. And he, like the obedient little slave she had made him, had no choice but to accept it. To endure it. To submit to it.

"It’s so unfair," his mind whispered, the words echoing through him like a lament. "So unfair." He felt the heat of tears prickling at the corners of his eyes, his frustration and helplessness threatening to overflow. She could do whatever she wanted, whenever she wanted, and he could do nothing but kneel there, trembling, waiting for her next command, her next punishment, her next indulgent whim.

Beatrice’s gaze remained steady, her smirk deepening as though she could sense his turmoil, as though his struggle only added to her pleasure. She leaned back slightly, her hand still gripping his collar, keeping him close enough to feel the heat of her breath against his skin. “Does it bother you, baby?” she asked, her voice a low purr, the mockery in her tone cutting through him like a knife. “Does it feel unfair? That Mommy can do whatever she wants, whenever she wants, just because it pleases her?”

Raymond’s breath hitched, his lips trembling as he tried to form a response. But there were no words, no arguments, no protests. There was only the suffocating reality of her dominance, the crushing weight of her power, and the stark, unrelenting unfairness of it all.

And yet, despite the indignation simmering within him, his body betrayed him once more. His knees remained rooted to the ground, his head bowed in submission, his very posture a silent acknowledgment of the unyielding truth: it didn’t matter how unfair it was. It didn’t matter how arbitrary or cruel or capricious her whims were. She was in control. She was his world. And he was hers to punish, to mold, to break—whenever she felt like it.

Beatrice straightened and turned, her movements graceful yet purposeful as she began marching toward the door. Raymond, as if compelled by an invisible force, stood and followed her without hesitation.

She opened the internal door to the adjoining dungeon, her heels clicking on the polished floor. “Anyway,” she said, gesturing lazily to the room, “you’ve been to this dungeon before, haven’t you? So, as you can see, nothing has changed much. The gynecological chair is still there, the adjustable-height Hollandia bed is here… oh, and the cages.” She shot him a smirk over her shoulder. “You probably know the place by heart by now.”

Raymond’s breath quickened as Beatrice approached him, her dominance radiating from every step she took. In her hands, she carried a set of rusty shackles, their aged metal adding an air of severity to what was to come. Before he could react, she seized his wrists with a practiced efficiency, locking the heavy shackles around them. The rough, cool metal bit into his skin, the weight of the shackles a tangible reminder of her control.

The chain connecting the shackles rattled ominously as she tugged it upward, securing it to the ceiling. The tension forced his arms upward, stretching them taut and leaving him utterly exposed. The sound of the chain echoed in the room, amplifying his helplessness.

She wasn’t finished. Beatrice knelt gracefully, clasping another pair of rusty shackles around his ankles. The metal cuffs were linked by a short chain, restricting his movements further. She glanced up at him, her smirk dark and knowing as she tested the length of the chain, ensuring his legs would remain restrained.

With deliberate precision, she reached for a length of thick rope. Standing again, she began wrapping it around his knees, each lap pulled snugly, creating a web of security that left no chance for escape. The rope pressed against his skin, binding his knees tightly together as she worked methodically, her focus unwavering. The knots she tied were firm and unyielding, a testament to her mastery.

Once satisfied, Beatrice stepped back, her gaze sweeping over him. The rusty shackles, the chain connecting his wrists to the ceiling, the bound knees—all of it combined to render him completely at her mercy. His body trembled, the constraints amplifying his vulnerability as he watched her stride confidently across the room.

She opened a drawer in the cabinet and retrieved a BDSM gag, its sleek leather glinting faintly under the low light. Turning back to him, she let the gag dangle from her fingers, her smirk widening as she approached. Each step she took sent a fresh wave of anticipation through him, his breath catching in his throat as she closed the distance.

Turning back to him, she waved the gag teasingly in front of his eyes, the leather glinting under the dim light. “No, Mistress Beatrice,” he pleaded desperately, his voice rising in panic. “I am begging you—I don’t like pain. Mistress Beatrice, please, have mercy—mfffm mmffff!” His protests were abruptly silenced as she placed the gag over his mouth, securing it tightly from behind.

"Now look at you," Beatrice laughed, circling Raymond with deliberate ease. "So cute, so helpless like this. " She leaned in, her smirk growing more pronounced as she tilted her head, feigning concern. "Tell me, who’s going to help you now? Hmm?"

“Mffffm, mmmmfffmf,” Raymond’s voice came muffled through the gag, his desperate pleas inaudible.

“Perhaps your wife, Juliet, will come to your rescue?” Beatrice suggested mockingly, her voice dripping with theatrical condescension. She stepped back, her gaze scanning the room dramatically as if searching for someone. “Juliet?” she called, her tone playful. “Where are you, darling? Surely you won’t leave poor Raymond like this.”

As she spoke, a faint noise emerged from beneath a large black cover nearby—a muffled, pleading sound that grew more urgent with every passing second. Beatrice stopped and turned toward the source, her face lighting up with mock surprise. “Oh, what’s this?” she exclaimed, her voice a mix of feigned astonishment and delight. “Is that you, Juliet? Have you been hiding under here this whole time?”

She moved to the covered figure, pausing dramatically before grasping the edge of the veil. “Let’s see what we have,” she said with a wicked grin, and with a flourish, she yanked the cover away.

Beneath it was Juliet, bound and gagged, her muffled cries suddenly louder now that the cover was gone. Her hands were shackled above her head, fastened to the same ceiling rail as Raymond’s, and her legs were bound with multiple loops of thick rope. Unlike Raymond, she wasn’t stretched taut—her body had been allowed to rest in a standing position for the past hour. Yet the humiliation of being kept there, naked and forgotten, was etched into her tear-streaked face.

Juliet’s muffled voice carried a frantic desperation as she looked at Beatrice, pleading with wide, terrified eyes. She changed position, her movements restricted by the chains and ropes, her skin flushed from the prolonged discomfort.

“Oh, Juliet!” Beatrice exclaimed with mock concern, stepping closer to the trembling woman. “Poor thing, you’ve been here all this time?” She leaned in, placing her hand lightly on Juliet’s cheek, her smirk returning. “I almost forgot about you,” she said with a laugh, her tone dripping with false sympathy. “How careless of me.”

Beatrice straightened and reached for a remote control on a nearby table. With a slow, deliberate press of a button, the chains attached to Juliet’s shackles tightened, forcing her onto her tiptoes. The movement caused a slight sway, her bound body now unable to maintain its stability.

As Juliet struggled to maintain her balance, Beatrice gave her a light push, setting her body into a slow rotation. The chains creaked as she turned, her naked form fully exposed to Raymond. “There you are,” Beatrice said, watching Juliet spin with an amused smile. “I must say, you do make quite the display.”

When Juliet’s backside was turned toward Raymond, Beatrice caught her mid-spin, holding her in place. “Do you see this, Raymond?” she asked, gesturing to the faint red marks crisscrossing Juliet’s bare ass. “Look at the marks. See how perfectly spaced they are?” Her fingers brushed over the welts lightly, almost tenderly, before trailing lower to her thighs. “And here too,” she added with a chuckle.

Her hand rose again, delivering a light slap to Juliet’s backside. The sound echoed in the room, sharp but not harsh, more a playful gesture of ownership than punishment. Juliet recoiled, her body trembling, but she made no sound beyond her muffled breaths.

Beatrice gave Juliet’s ass a series of rapid, sharp slaps, her hand moving so swiftly that the sound of each strike overlapped the last. The intensity left Juliet flinching in place, her exposed skin reddening under the burst of attention. Beatrice’s smirk widened as she delivered one final, resounding slap, her hand lingering for a moment before sliding down to give Juliet’s ass a firm, almost loving squeeze.

“Oooish,” she purred, her tone carrying an air of mock affection as she admired the reddened flesh beneath her fingers. “So perfect,” she added with a soft laugh, as though savoring her handiwork.

Beatrice turned her gaze to Raymond, catching the stunned, aroused look in his eyes. “Why are you looking at me like that?” she teased, her voice rich with mock surprise. “Oh, don’t worry—I don’t do girls,” she said, her tone shifting to one of dark amusement. “But when a little girl like Juliet forgets her place…” She gave the reddened flesh another possessive squeeze, her nails lightly grazing Juliet’s tender skin. “…I remind her.”

Beatrice’s hand slid to the entrance of Juliet’s pussy, her fingers lingering just enough to make Juliet shudder. Beatrice leaned in, her face only inches from Juliet’s, her breath warm against her skin. “Now isn’t it right, Juliet?” she asked mockingly, her voice low and venomously sweet.

Juliet’s body flinched, and a muffled squeak escaped her gagged mouth as Beatrice’s fingers pressed inside her, their movements slow and deliberate. Juliet’s bound form quivered under the invasive touch, her helplessness fully exposed.

“And on top of it,” Beatrice continued, her tone casual but menacing, “if Juliet refuses, oh my God, it shall be so much fun to upload everything to the internet.” She let the words hang in the air, her smirk widening. “Every single moment. How naked you were on that video call, how utterly exposed you are now… and, of course, how your dear husband was teased to the brink by Madam Celeste before being beaten harshly.” Her laughter was sharp, cutting through Juliet’s muffled whimpers as she withdrew her hand.

Beatrice took hold of Juliet, spinning her around with ease to face her directly. Her hands found Juliet’s breasts immediately, her fingers curling possessively around the soft flesh. With calculated precision, her thumbs brushed over Juliet’s sensitive nipples, drawing a sharp gasp from the gagged woman.

“All of this,” Beatrice said, her voice laced with cruel delight, “is going to be uploaded for the world to see. And there’s absolutely nothing that Juliet can do about it.” She smiled mockingly, her fingers tightening their grip on Juliet’s nipples, twisting and squeezing them with deliberate intensity.

“Right, Juliet?” Beatrice asked, her tone dripping with sarcasm. “You’re going to sign the contract, aren’t you, slave girl?” She punctuated her question with another firm squeeze, her nails lightly grazing the sensitive peaks as she leaned in closer, her predatory smile never wavering.

Juliet’s muffled cries and frantic nodding only seemed to amuse Beatrice further, her gaze glinting with satisfaction as she continued to toy with the humiliated woman. The air was thick with tension, the room a stage for Beatrice’s unyielding dominance, every word and action reinforcing her absolute control over Juliet.

Beatrice held the remote control and, with a gleeful smirk, pressed the button to raise Raymond a bit higher. The chains tightened, pulling him onto his tiptoes, his balance wavering as his bound form stretched upward. “Wonderful,” she said brightly, her tone mockingly cheerful, as though orchestrating a delightful party game.

With deliberate care, Beatrice slid both Raymond and Juliet along their rails until they were face-to-face. She secured them with a thick rope, wrapping it tightly around their bodies to press them against each other, their hands still stretched high above. “See?” she said with a laugh. “Such a reunion!”

Her heels clicked against the floor as she strode to the cabin, returning with a heavy tawse in her hand. She slapped it against her palm, the sound echoing in the room, her eyes gleaming with anticipation. “Now,” she purred, “let’s make this interesting.”

The first slap landed sharply on Juliet’s exposed ass, the tawse biting into her flesh with a loud crack. Juliet’s muffled cry, “Mfffmmm!” filled the air, her body jerking against Raymond’s. Beatrice didn’t pause; with a swift, sadistic rhythm, the next stroke fell on Raymond’s lower back. His gag stifled his groan, “Mmmfff!” but his body tensed visibly under the blow.

Beatrice began to lose herself in the rhythm, her strikes deliberate yet unpredictable. Each blow sent them rolling together, their bodies swaying as she alternated between targets. The tawse landed on Juliet’s thighs with a resounding thwack, drawing another muffled scream, “Mmmphhh!” before shifting to leave a vivid red streak across Raymond’s hip.

“Ahhh, look at that!” she exclaimed gleefully, pausing for a moment to admire the crisscrossing red marks collecting on their skin. The backs of their thighs, their asses, their shoulders—each area bore the growing evidence of her sadistic game.

She gave them a little turn with a push, delivering a slap to Juliet’s side, then to Raymond’s lower back. The unpredictability kept them both on edge, their muffled cries and labored breathing filling the air. “Mfffm! Nnnmmff!” Their voices merged into a chorus of pained protests, their faces flushed with humiliation and exertion.

Beatrice’s smile widened, her expression almost manic as she continued. Her strikes grew sharper, more forceful, her arm swinging with an almost feverish intensity. Her own breathing became heavier, her excitement building as she delivered one stroke after another. The tawse cracked against their skin, leaving welts that deepened with each hit, the red marks spreading like a chaotic canvas of her sadistic pleasure.

Juliet’s back arched as the tawse bit into her lower back, her muffled cry trembling with pain. “Mffmmhh!” Raymond flinched as the next blow struck his thigh, the sound of leather meeting flesh echoing in the room. “Nmmmfhh!”

Beatrice’s laughter grew louder as she spun them again, reveling in their helplessness. She didn’t pause, didn’t relent, lost entirely in the sadistic delight of their torment. Each strike seemed to fuel her further, her movements almost frenzied as her laughter mixed with their muffled cries.

The couple understood too late the depths of her sadism. Bound, gagged, and utterly defenseless, they bore the brunt of her unrestrained pleasure, their bodies trembling under the relentless assault.

Finally, Beatrice slowed, her arm heavy with exertion. She let the tawse fall from her hand, the leather hitting the floor with a dull thud. She sighed, a satisfied, almost cathartic exhale as she brushed her hair back from her face. “Phew,” she said, her lips curling into a smirk as she gazed at the trembling, marked bodies before her. “That was… invigorating.”

Her eyes gleamed with satisfaction as she stepped back, admiring her handiwork. The vivid red welts covered both of them, from their backs to their thighs and everywhere in between. Their muffled whimpers hung in the air, a haunting echo of her sadistic triumph.

As the muffled cries subsided, Beatrice untied the rope that bound Raymond and Juliet together. The rope fell away, leaving their marked, trembling bodies exposed. She stepped between them, her commanding presence filling the space, and placed a hand on each of them, pulling them close as though they were posing for an intimate photoshoot. On her high heels, she towered above them, her body radiating dominance.

Raymond was on edge, his arousal unrelenting. His hard cock throbbed painfully, his body consumed by a wild, uninhibited lust for Beatrice. She was a woman who stripped him of every inhibition, igniting desires he hadn’t even known existed. Her right arm enveloped Juliet, her hand reaching up to tease Juliet’s right nipple with slow, deliberate squeezes. Her left arm circled around Raymond, her fingers finding his nipple and pinching it with equal fervor. Both of them flinched under her touch, utterly powerless to resist.

“There’s absolutely nothing you can do about this,” she purred, her voice dripping with amusement as she held them both. The weight of her control was palpable, her smirk widening as she savored their helplessness.

“Hop on this bed here,” she commanded, her manicured finger pointing to the height-adjustable bed positioned nearby. “And face me.”

They obeyed instantly, moving as best they could despite their trembling limbs. Beatrice positioned them side by side on the bed, both of them on all fours, aligned perfectly at the edge. Their heads were lowered, and their bodies were angled toward her, ready to serve.

She circled them slowly, her heels clicking against the floor as she inspected her submissive pair. Her smirk deepened. “Now, are you going to behave if I untie your gags? Hmm?” she asked, her voice teasing yet firm.

They nodded frantically, their muffled voices signaling agreement.

Beatrice clicked her tongue nonchalantly, as though this were all an afterthought, and paced sexily to the cabinet. She opened it with a flourish, fetching something from inside. When she returned, her transformation was stunning. Strapped to her hips was an enormous black dildo, the imposing size and gleaming material designed to intimidate. It swayed as she strode toward them, her hips swaying with deliberate exaggeration.

She stopped in front of Raymond, her manicured fingers reaching to untie his gag. The leather strap fell away, and Raymond gasped for air, his breath ragged.

Beatrice’s eyes narrowed, her voice calm yet laced with authority. “I’d like to remind you, Raymond,” she said, her tone mockingly professional, “that this is part of the SSSCT—a necessary evaluation to determine if you’re capable of serving an elite woman like Madam Celeste.”

“Yes, Mistress Beatrice,” Raymond replied quickly, his voice trembling with eagerness. “I am willing to do anything—anything at all—to be accepted as the lowliest possible slave for Madam Celeste,” he said, his words spilling out in desperate sincerity. “Anything.”

Beatrice threw her head back, laughing heartily. “There goes your doormat husband, so deeply in love with you,” she said, her tone dripping with mockery as she glanced at Juliet. Juliet was on all fours, her big, pleading eyes locked on Beatrice, waiting in silent humiliation for whatever was to come next.

Beatrice turned her attention back to Raymond, her smirk widening as she adjusted the height of the bed using a remote control. The dildo strapped to her hips was now positioned right in front of his face, its intimidating size impossible to ignore. “When was the last time you jerked off, Raymond?” she asked casually, tilting her head in feigned curiosity.

“Yesterday, Ma’am,” Raymond replied, his voice trembling but obedient.

Without warning, Beatrice slapped the head of the dildo playfully across his cheek, the motion sharp yet mocking. “And what were you thinking about when you came?” she asked, her voice light but probing.

“I was thinking about Madam Celeste,” he admitted, his cheeks flushing. “And I couldn’t control myself anymore, so I creamed.”

“Creamed, you mean?” she asked, raising an eyebrow, her smirk deepening.

“Meaning I came,” he clarified, his voice cracking a little.

It was then that Beatrice grabbed the back of his head and shoved the enormous dildo into his mouth. “Suck!” she commanded, her tone sharp and unyielding.

Raymond obeyed instantly, his lips wrapping around the dildo as he began to suck. He slurped noisily, his desperation to please evident in every exaggerated movement. Beatrice watched him with a mixture of amusement and contempt, the sounds of his efforts filling the room.

“There goes your husband,” Beatrice said to Juliet, her gaze flicking between the two of them. “Look at his cock—it’s been rock hard for the last hour. You should have seen him in the office earlier, getting so hard just from massaging my enormous breasts.” She laughed again, her hand tightening briefly on the back of Raymond’s head, pushing the dildo deeper into his mouth.

Raymond gagged as Beatrice increased the pace, forcing the dildo in and out of his mouth. Saliva dripped from his lips, trailing down his chin as tears welled in his eyes. He struggled to keep up, his slurping sounds turning desperate as Beatrice pinched his nose between her fingers, cutting off his air momentarily. His muffled cries were barely audible as he fought to comply, his humiliation complete.

Beatrice’s gaze turned to Juliet, who was trembling on all fours, watching the scene with wide, horrified eyes. “So, tell me, darling,” Beatrice said, her tone deceptively sweet, “can we settle on you signing your divorce contract? You’ll get fifty percent of your shared assets—would that be sustainable for you?”

She paused for effect, her lips curling into a wicked smile as she pressed the dildo deeper into Raymond’s mouth, drawing another choking sound from him. “Oh, before you answer,” she added smoothly, “let me clarify something. If you say no, I’ll offer you a lesser proposal next. So think carefully before you shake your head—I want to see you nodding your agreement, darling.”

The gagged Juliet nodded frantically, her fear overriding any impulse to resist. She had learned—painfully—that arguing with Beatrice was a futile endeavor.

“Good decision there, Juliet,” Beatrice said with a smug smile. “The first good decision you’ve made since yesterday noon, when you foolishly decided to rebel against me.” With a sharp tug, she pulled the massive dildo out of Raymond’s mouth, the motion punctuated by an audible pop. Saliva dripped from Raymond’s lips as he gasped for air, his humiliation stark and raw.

“Come here, slave girl. Put your face next to Raymond’s,” Beatrice commanded, her manicured finger beckoning Juliet.

Juliet shuffled forward on all fours, her movements slow and hesitant, until her face was side by side with Raymond’s. Beatrice positioned herself in front of them, her towering form radiating authority, the enormous black dildo swinging slightly with her movements. She reached out and deftly removed Juliet’s gag, the strap falling away as Juliet took a deep, shuddering breath.

With calculated deliberation, Beatrice raised the massive dildo and began slapping it against their faces. The sound of the silicone smacking their skin was sharp and demeaning, each strike driving them further into submission. She alternated between them, her laughter ringing out as their flushed, humiliated faces pressed closer together. “Look at you two,” she mocked. “Debased to the ashes. Exactly where you belong.”

After a moment, Beatrice paused and directed her attention to Juliet. “Your turn, darling,” she purred, her voice dripping with condescension. She tilted Juliet’s chin up with the tip of the dildo. “Open wide for Mommy.”

Juliet hesitated for the briefest of moments before obeying, parting her lips to accept the massive cock. Beatrice guided it into her mouth with practiced ease, her laughter low and satisfied as Juliet began to suck tentatively. “That’s it,” Beatrice cooed mockingly. “Such a good little servant. You know your place now, don’t you?”

Juliet’s cheeks hollowed as she sucked, her humiliation palpable. Beatrice’s grip on the back of her head ensured that she stayed in position, her movements slow and controlled. After a moment, Beatrice retrieved the dildo from Juliet’s mouth, a glistening trail of saliva stretching between them.

“Good girl,” Beatrice said with a smirk, turning her attention back to Raymond. Without hesitation, she shoved the cock back into his mouth. “Your turn again,” she said with a wicked smile. “Let’s see if you can keep up.”

The room was filled with the sounds of their degradation—slurping, gagging, and Beatrice’s relentless laughter. She stood over them like a goddess, wielding her dominance with absolute authority, reveling in their utter submission.

Suddenly there was a meek knock on the internal door, a hesitant sound that barely broke through the lewd symphony filling the room.

“Come in,” Beatrice commanded, her voice unwavering and sharp, even as she thrust the massive dildo into Juliet’s mouth, the force of her movement making Juliet gag. The sound of saliva spitting onto the bed accompanied Juliet’s muffled protests as Beatrice barely spared the door a glance.

Jerry entered, clutching a stack of folders against his chest like a lifeline. His face was flushed and slick with sweat, his glasses fogging slightly from the heat and tension in the room. As he stepped inside, his eyes widened in shock at the bizarre spectacle before him.

Juliet and Raymond were completely naked, bound and positioned on the bed. Their mouths alternated around Beatrice’s enormous black dildo, their faces wet with saliva, cheeks hollowing as they sucked with a humiliating desperation. The rawness of their degradation was palpable, their muffled gagging sounds filling the room. Jerry froze in place, his brain scrambling to process the scene.

“You took your sweet time now, Jerry, haven’t you?” Beatrice asked sharply, her tone slicing through the air as she continued fucking Juliet’s mouth with merciless precision. Juliet gagged audibly, her body jerking as Beatrice’s unrelenting thrusts forced more saliva to dribble down her chin and onto the mattress.

“No, no, it was all so rushed, Mistress Beatrice,” Jerry stammered, his voice cracking as he shuffled closer, bowing instinctively. “I swear, I stayed up all night to finish those.”

Beatrice didn’t even turn her head to look at him, her focus fixed on the couple debasing themselves before her. “Strip!” she commanded, her voice leaving no room for argument.

Jerry’s head shot up, his face a portrait of disbelief. For a brief second, he hesitated, his mouth opening as though to protest, but he quickly shut it. He knew better than to defy Beatrice.

He began undressing in a frantic, almost animalistic haste, pulling at his tie with trembling hands. The sweat pouring from his brow made the knot slip awkwardly, his fingers fumbling as he yanked it off. His jacket followed, tossed haphazardly to the floor. His shirt buttons popped one by one under his frantic grip, the fabric hanging loose around his shoulders before he tore it off completely, revealing a pale, slightly flabby torso covered in a sheen of perspiration.

His belt clinked as he fumbled with it, nearly dropping his pants in his rush to comply. The trousers pooled around his ankles, leaving him in only his boxers and socks. A moment later, even those were gone, and Jerry stood naked, his erect cock bobbing in the air, betraying the humiliation that clearly burned on his face.

Beatrice’s gaze swerved to Jerry for a brief moment, her eyes zeroing in on his hardened cock. A smirk played on her lips, though she quickly turned her attention back to Raymond and Juliet, who alternated between sucking the dildo with wet, sloppy fervor. Juliet gagged again, her face streaked with spit, while Raymond tried his best to match her desperation, his lips stretched wide around the massive toy.

While watching them, Beatrice addressed Jerry with a casual authority that made the humiliating command sound like an afterthought. “Stroke your cock,” she said, her voice calm but firm. “Let me know when you’re ready to cum.”

“Yes, Mistress,” Jerry murmured, his voice trembling as his hand moved to obey. His strokes were hesitant at first, but the command left no room for hesitation. As he stood there, jerking himself off under Beatrice’s watchful eye, his face flushed with shame and arousal, his gaze occasionally flicked back to the degrading scene in front of him—a tableau of utter submission and control.

Beatrice shoved both Raymond and Juliet onto their backs, positioning them close together on the adjustable bed. She smirked as she adjusted the controls, elevating their legs. “Fold your knees up,” she commanded, her voice sharp and mocking. “Yes, just like that—think of it as if I’m about to replace your diapers.” Her laughter rang out, dripping with cruel amusement.

Juliet whimpered as Beatrice positioned herself, the massive dildo looming ominously. The tip pressed against Juliet’s pussy, and with deliberate force, Beatrice began pushing her way inside. Juliet let out a sharp, pained cry, her body jolting as the thick cock stretched her. “No! No, please!” she shrieked, her voice high-pitched and filled with desperation.

Beatrice ignored her protests, shoving deeper with each thrust. Juliet’s cries turned into guttural moans, her body writhing under the relentless invasion. “Ahhh! Stop—ahhh—please, I can’t,!” Her words dissolved into incoherent sobs and gasps as Beatrice rammed into her, the sound of wet slaps filling the room as her hips moved with brutal precision.

“I’m ready to cum,” Jerry stammered from the corner, his hand frantically working his cock, his face flushed with tension.

“Don’t you dare,” Beatrice snapped, her tone icy and unforgiving. Her focus remained on Juliet as she pounded into her, the dildo plunging in and out violently. Juliet’s screams filled the air, mingling with her gasps of reluctant pleasure. Her body betrayed her, trembling as an orgasm tore through her, forcing a loud, guttural moan from her lips.

Beatrice smirked triumphantly, her movements slowing just enough to slide her fingers into Juliet’s open mouth. “Suck,” she commanded. Juliet obeyed, her teary eyes closing as her lips wrapped around Beatrice’s fingers. She sucked them instinctively, her mind a chaotic swirl of submission and humiliation.

As Juliet lay panting, her body convulsing in the aftermath, Beatrice wasted no time. She turned her attention to Raymond, placing the tip of her dildo at the entrance of his trembling anus.

Raymond’s eyes widened in horror. “No, Mistress Beatrice! Mistress Beatrice, please,” he pleaded, his voice breaking with fear. “I can’t—please, I can’t accommodate this thing!”

Beatrice raised an eyebrow, her smirk returning as she leaned closer to him. “That’s part of your test, Raymond,” she said coldly. “You do want my recommendations, don’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress Beatrice,” he whimpered, his voice barely audible.

“Good,” she said with a mocking smile, pressing the dildo harder against him. “Now, breathe deep for goodness’ sake—I haven’t got all day.”

With a single, forceful thrust, she pushed her way inside. Raymond let out a sharp, high-pitched scream, his body jerking violently. “Ahhh! No, no, no!” he squeaked, his voice filled with both pain and disbelief as the thick dildo stretched him further.

Beatrice showed no mercy, ramming deeper until the base of the massive cock was buried inside him. “There,” she said, her tone almost nonchalant. “See? That wasn’t so bad.” Her hips moved rhythmically, driving into him with deliberate, controlled force. Raymond’s cries echoed in the room, his breath coming in ragged gasps as he struggled to endure the relentless violation.

Juliet's voice cracked through her sobs, her words trembling with a mix of anger and humiliation. “You… you’re committing crimes,” she spat, her voice barely above a whisper but laced with defiance. “Crimes against humanity, Beatrice.”

Beatrice’s lips curled into a wicked smile as she continued pounding into Raymond’s trembling body, each thrust deliberate and punishing. “And for the insolence of your remark,” she said sharply, her voice cutting through the room like a blade, “tomorrow—Wednesday—9:00 a.m., you will report to my home.” Her tone dripped with sadistic pleasure as she continued, “And you’ll be wearing your chastity belt while performing domestic chores.”

Juliet’s eyes widened, her body trembling with the weight of Beatrice’s words. She nodded weakly, her defiance crumbling. “Do you understand?” Beatrice asked, her voice unyielding.

“Yes,” Juliet replied meekly, her gaze dropping to the floor as her submission became complete.

“Good,” Beatrice said, her tone triumphant as she delivered one final, brutal thrust into Raymond before withdrawing the massive dildo. The sound of his choked cries filled the room, his body trembling with exhaustion and pain.

“Now,” Beatrice said, standing tall and commanding, her hands resting on her hips. “All of you, kneel on the floor.”

15 minutes later

Beatrice reclined in her managerial chair, her legs casually perched on the edge of the table, exuding an air of relaxed dominance as she held the phone to her ear. Her tone carried its usual commanding authority, even over the call.

“Julian, honey, listen to me, okay? Just listen to Mommy,” Beatrice said, her voice smooth yet firm.

“All I’m asking is if you consider this a success,” Julian replied, his tone careful but questioning.

“I know, baby, I know. But listen to me, okay?” Beatrice repeated, her words patient but edged with a subtle reprimand.

“Yes, Mistress, I’m listening,” Julian said quickly, eager to assure her.

“I said it before, but I don’t think you were really hearing me,” she continued, her tone sharpened slightly. “It’s not about kindness. It’s about ensuring they both get what they need from each other.”

“That’s exactly what I was trying to tell you, my Mistress,” Julian interjected, his voice gaining urgency. “She needed him to be her doormat, and you didn’t deliver on that.”

Beatrice gave a soft chuckle, audible through the phone. “I didn’t deliver on that, that’s true,” she admitted, pausing as if collecting her thoughts. But before she could elaborate, Julian pressed on.

“See? You told me—word for word—that you weren’t going to fix her. You said your job was to fix him. I remember it perfectly. You told me you weren’t in the business of changing a Mistress, that you specialize in changing men.”

Beatrice exhaled softly, the sound calm yet purposeful. “Yes, I said that. It’s true. And I could have led them to a healthier relationship. But I also said—repeatedly, I might add—that the key is love. If she loved him, truly loved him, then they could have built something worthwhile. A mistress-wife has to love her husband.”

“But she loved him, didn’t she?” Julian asked, his voice tinged with confusion.

Beatrice’s voice darkened, the warmth leaving it entirely. “Turns out she didn’t. Not really. She didn’t want him as a partner, not even as a cherished submissive. She wanted a doormat—a pathetic, enslaved man who could fund her lifestyle without question. There was no love in that, Julian. None.”

“How can you be so sure?” he asked, his skepticism evident even through the phone.

“I asked her,” Beatrice said, her words clipped. “And she admitted it. She told me—without hesitation—that she loved another man.”

“Another man? Who?” Julian’s voice carried a note of genuine surprise, the revelation catching him off guard.

Beatrice’s response was cool, almost dismissive, her tone dripping with disdain. “I don’t know, and frankly, I don’t care. Whoever he is, he can have her. Juliet is irrelevant to me now. She doesn’t belong here—not in my circle, not in my plans.”

“I see,” Julian said, his voice tentative, as though testing the waters.

“No, Julian, you don’t see,” Beatrice retorted sharply, her words slicing through his hesitation. “Do you remember when you asked me why she behaves the way she does?” She lingered, enabling the weight of her words settle. “Think back. Remember when I explained that he wants to talk and express himself, while she avoids it entirely?”

“Yes, yes, I remember,” Julian said quickly, his tone eager to show his attentiveness. “Back then, you said it was the million-dollar question, that you didn’t have the answer.”

“Exactly,” Beatrice said with a slight edge of triumph. “But now? That riddle is solved, isn’t it?”

“Is it?” Julian asked, his curiosity piqued.

“Yes,” Beatrice replied firmly. “She didn’t want a partner who talks or connects. She used my expertise to brainwash him, to mold him into a compliant, mute doormat. Her plan was simple: she’d have her fun with her lover while Raymond financed their lifestyle. She didn’t want a husband—she wanted a walking wallet, one who wouldn’t dare speak out or question her actions.”

A silence fell on the line as Julian absorbed her words.

Beatrice broke the quiet, her tone now dripping with sardonic amusement. “Think about it, Julian. Have you ever seen a doormat complain? Have you ever seen one talk back, let alone protest about the man wiping his muddy boots on it before walking into the house to fuck the doormat’s wife?”

Julian snorted, then burst into laughter. “Hehe, oh my God,” he said, his voice choking with mirth. “The way you describe it, Mistress—I can actually picture Raymond’s face on a doormat. And then some alpha male stepping on it, wiping his shoes clean, and calling out, ‘Juliet, honey, I’m home.’” He erupted into full-blown laughter.

“But that’s exactly what this is about,” Beatrice said, her voice calm yet carrying the weight of unshakable certainty.

Julian quickly sobered, his tone shifting as he tried to match her seriousness. “I suppose you’re right,” he said. Then, realizing his mistake, he quickly corrected himself. “No, no, you’re absolutely right. That’s exactly the situation.”

Beatrice’s tone softened, but only slightly. “Julian, darling, I have morals, you know. That’s why I’m vegan. I treat dogs like Raymond with respect,” she said, her words layered with mock self-righteousness.

“That’s why I adore you, Mistress,” Julian said fervently. “That’s why I’m so deeply in love with you that I can’t even imagine how to breathe without your guidance.”

“So stop whining, ‘But you promised this, you promised that,’” Beatrice mocked, mimicking Julian’s voice with exaggerated sarcasm. Her tone was sharp, dismissing his previous declarations of love without so much as a glance.

“Yes, Mistress,” Julian replied quickly, sensing the shift in her mood. “Of course, Mistress,” he added, trying to appease her, his voice trembling with a mix of reverence and fear.

“And what about Raymond?” Julian asked hurriedly, steering the conversation away from dangerous territory.

“He’ll walk away with half of the marital assets, including his full pension income,” Beatrice said matter-of-factly. “And there’s this Madam Celeste I told you about, remember?”

“Yes, Mistress, I remember,” Julian said, his voice tinged with curiosity.

“Well,” Beatrice continued, a sly smile playing on her lips, “she needs staff. Someone to tend to the garden, trim those perfect hedges, and keep her estate immaculate.”

“Have you seen the place?” Beatrice asked.

“Only in pictures,” he admitted.

“It’s stunning,” Beatrice said, her tone brightening with enthusiasm. “I’m telling you, Julian, lots of men would kill to spend their retirement years there. The estate is gorgeous, and it’s not even cold and snowy all year round. Honestly, it’s an ideal spot.”

Julian chuckled softly. “Well, I’d rather spend my retirement at your feet, Mistress.”

“I know, baby, I know,” Beatrice said indulgently, her voice softening for just a moment. Rising gracefully from her chair, her high heels clicking on the floor, she strolled to the internal door and opened it. “Okay, darling, I’ll talk to you later,” she said, ending the call without waiting for a reply.

Inside the adjoining room, Jerry, Raymond, and Juliet knelt on all fours, their naked, blistered bodies trembling under the weight of their humiliation. The air was heavy with the scent of sweat, lingering arousal, and the faint coppery tang of tears—an atmosphere thickened by their collective shame. Their pens scratched against the paper as they signed the divorce documents, their trembling hands barely able to hold steady under Beatrice’s unyielding gaze. Each stroke of the pen seemed to echo their submission, their movements mechanical and devoid of will.

Beatrice stepped into the room, the sharp click of her towering stilettos cutting through the silence like a whip. Instantly, all three froze mid-signature, their pens suspended in the air, their heads lifting in unison to face her. Their expressions were a mixture of terror and awe, their eyes wide as they beheld the woman who had utterly destroyed them—not just physically but emotionally. The marks of her cane and paddle painted vivid stripes across their exposed skin, a mosaic of her dominance etched into their flesh.

“I don’t understand why it takes so long to sign a divorce agreement,” Beatrice said, her tone dripping with mock impatience. She tilted her head slightly, her lips curling into a cold, sardonic smile. “Honestly, it shouldn’t be this complicated.” Her gaze swept over them, lingering on their naked, blistered bodies as they cowered under her scrutiny. Her words carried no sympathy, only a disdainful irritation that they dared to waste even a moment of her time.

She began to circle them, her heels clicking rhythmically on the polished floor like the ominous ticking of a clock. With each step, her presence seemed to grow, her shadow stretching over them as they knelt, powerless beneath her. The sheer audacity of their nakedness, the raw evidence of their recent punishment, and the shame burning in their tear-streaked faces made their humiliation all the more palpable.

“Look at you,” Beatrice mused aloud, her voice low and dripping with condescension. “Three grown adults—stripped, blistered, and crawling on all fours—reduced to this.” She let out a soft, mocking laugh, her gaze flicking from Jerry to Juliet and finally settling on Raymond. “And yet, you still manage to waste my precious time. It’s almost impressive.”

Juliet’s face flushed deeply, her body trembling as she hurriedly returned to signing, her pen scratching frantically against the paper. Raymond’s head hung low, his entire being radiating submission as his blistered back and reddened cheeks bore silent testament to his defeat. Jerry, too, struggled to maintain his composure, his face contorted with a mix of humiliation and desperate concentration.

“I’m sorry, Mistress. We’re almost done,” Jerry stammered, his voice trembling as he glanced up at Beatrice, his face pale with fear.

Beatrice didn’t even glance at him. Instead, she picked up a chastity device and tossed it next to Raymond, the cold metal clinking loudly as it hit the floor. Her sharp gaze turned to him, her expression a blend of authority and mockery. “You’d better figure out how to get your cock under control,” she said coldly. “Because if you don’t, I’ll leave you shackled here for the night.”

Raymond’s eyes widened as he nodded frantically, his hands fumbling to pick up the chastity device.

“I want you to put it on,” she continued, her tone leaving no room for argument. “And then dress yourself. You’re not returning home tonight.” She paused, her smirk returning as she added, “I’m ordering a taxi to take you to the airport. You’ll be meeting Madam Celeste today.”

Raymond’s hands froze momentarily, his face reflecting a mix of fear and resignation as he processed her words. He fumbled with the device, his shackles making the task even more humiliating.

“Oh, and Jerry,” Beatrice said, turning her attention to the lawyer, her heels clicking as she slowly paced toward him. “You’ll handle the foreclosure details,” she added with a dismissive wave of her hand.

“Yes, Mistress Beatrice,” Jerry replied quickly, his voice shaking as he bowed his head.

Satisfied, Beatrice turned on her heel, her stiletto heels clicking deliberately as she strode away, leaving the trio behind. Her exit was slow, deliberate, her every step a reminder of the power she held over them all.


What They Deserved

The Day After, Wednesday, 10:00 A.M.

Juliet moved awkwardly across the room, the plain blue gingham fabric of her maid’s uniform swishing faintly as she swept the floor with a broom. The stark, unflattering dress seemed to hang on her frame, reducing her to a picture of servitude. Shackles adorned her wrists and ankles, connected by chains that clinked faintly with each movement. The chain between her legs restricted her stride, forcing her to shuffle rather than walk. Her hands, also chained together, struggled to grasp the broom effectively, her efforts slow and clumsy. Each sweeping motion was a reminder of her diminished status, her once-proud elegance stripped away.

From the top of the staircase came the sound of deliberate, steady footsteps—Beatrice descending with her usual calm authority. She was a vision of composed dominance, her pale gray turtleneck sweater embracing her form in all the right ways. The thick, luxuriously woven fabric added a sense of understated opulence, its oversized collar framing her jawline and neck with effortless grace. Her hair, swept into a loose but precise updo, softened her commanding presence while maintaining its perfection. With every step, her presence seemed to fill the room, the soft knit of her sweater brushing against her skin as she moved. The balance of comfort and control in her ensemble made her all the more captivating.

“Juliet,” Beatrice called out, her voice calm yet firm, carrying just enough authority to make the maid freeze mid-sweep.

“Yes, Ma’am,” Juliet replied, her tone meek as she straightened herself as much as the chains would allow.

“Come here,” Beatrice instructed, raising her voice just slightly. “Don’t make me raise my voice, honey.”

Juliet shuffled toward her, the chains clinking softly with every hesitant step. When she reached Beatrice, she stood with her gaze lowered in submission before glancing up at the towering figure before her, her expression deferential. “Yes?” she said quietly, her voice barely audible.

“This is the key,” Beatrice said, holding out a simple key on an elastic chain. She slipped it over Juliet’s neck with an air of finality. The key rested lightly against Juliet’s collarbone, a physical reminder of her duties. “So you won’t forget it,” Beatrice added, her tone clipped. “When you’re finished at 5:00, exit the door and lock it. Don’t just shut it, understand?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” Juliet replied obediently, her fingers grazing the key instinctively as if afraid to displease her.

“And there’s food in the fridge,” Beatrice continued, wagging a warning finger in Juliet’s direction. “Don’t be shy—eat. I don’t want you fainting on the job.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” Juliet murmured again, her voice barely above a whisper.

“Good.” Beatrice turned on her heels with the grace of a queen and began walking toward the door. “I better get going. You have a nice day.”

Just as Beatrice reached the threshold, Juliet hesitated, then called out softly, “Ma’am?”

Beatrice stopped, her posture straight and commanding, and turned back with a curious tilt of her head. “Yes, honey?” she asked, her tone calm but laced with mild amusement, as though indulging a child.

“I was thinking, perhaps, I mean…” Juliet began hesitantly, her voice trembling with uncertainty. Her head remained bowed, her hands clasped behind her back in a posture of submission. “Since I won’t have any income now that Raymond is gone,” she continued, carefully choosing her words, “maybe I could… work for you, Ma’am. You know, doing the domestic chores.” Her voice grew quieter as she added, “I can cook too, if that’s what you’d need.” Finally, she raised her eyes to meet Beatrice’s, her expression pleading. “If that would be okay with you,” she said, her tone soft and desperate. “It’s just… I need to pay my bills somehow.”

Beatrice studied Juliet with a smirk that deepened into a teasing grin, clearly enjoying the reversal of roles. Her tone was calm but firm, with an undercurrent of playful authority as she began to speak. “Hmm,” she mused, tilting her head as though considering Juliet’s request carefully. “I suppose I could think about it,” she said slowly, deliberately drawing out her words to keep Juliet hanging in suspense. “But I’ll need to be impressed. When I return from work, I’ll inspect your efforts—see how clean everything is, how well you’ve followed instructions. And if I’m impressed…” She let the words linger tantalizingly before adding with a casual shrug, “Maybe I’ll give you a call.”

Beatrice leaned in slightly, her expression softening into something almost conspiratorial, though her tone remained authoritative. “Now, let me remind you, Juliet, I’m very particular about cleanliness. When you clean the toilets, you’ll start by using the antibacterial product on the shelf next to the sink. Put on gloves—I don’t have to teach you that, do I? Scrub not just the bowl but around the base and behind on the floor where stains tend to gather. For that, you’ll find the heavy-duty cleaner in the bottom cabinet.”

Her gaze swept over Juliet, who nodded meekly, her hands clasping the key against her chest like a lifeline. Beatrice continued, her voice calm but laced with unmistakable precision. “Most of today’s work involves scrubbing the floors, so you’ll do it on all fours. I left knee protectors in the first kitchen drawer. Use them—there’s no excuse for sloppy work because you’re uncomfortable. Here’s how it goes: First, you pour two buckets of water—don’t just mop. I can’t stand it when servants just smear the dirt around; that’s not cleaning, that’s an insult to my house. Pour the water, scrub thoroughly on all fours, collect the water with the squeegee, and wring it into the bucket. Afterward, dry the floor with a clean towel—don’t let it air dry, it’s unsightly. I’ve hung twenty towels outside, so don’t even try telling me there aren’t enough.”

Beatrice straightened, her tone lightening but still laced with authority. “Once the floor is spotless and dry, you’ll return in an hour with the ShineShine product—yes, it’s in the pantry—and finish with a polish. Today, I’ve kept it simple: just the kitchen, the toilets on both floors, and the bath. That’s all. But I expect perfection.” She paused, letting the weight of her words sink in before adding, “When I’m at work—or perhaps later, when I meet a friend for coffee or browse for a new pair of heels—I need to know my house is being cared for. I want to come home to a space that sparkles and smells wonderful.”

Juliet’s wide, submissive eyes were fixed on Beatrice, nodding eagerly at each instruction. Her timid “Yes, Ma’am” was almost drowned out by the deliberate click of Beatrice’s heels as she turned toward the door, pausing only briefly to glance over her shoulder. “Remember, Juliet,” she said with a hint of amusement, “I’m not easily impressed.”

Juliet nodded quickly, hope flashing in her eyes as Beatrice stepped closer, her imposing presence enveloping her. Beatrice reached out and gently caressed Juliet’s cheek with her manicured fingers, a touch that was equal parts patronizing and affectionate. “I pay well,” she said smoothly, her voice carrying a firm edge. “But I only pay people who understand their place.”

“Yes, Ma’am. Thank you, Ma’am,” Juliet said quickly, her words tumbling out. She dipped her head low in acknowledgment, offering a small, instinctive curtsy—a gesture that felt humiliating but inescapable under Beatrice’s gaze. The interaction left her breathless, her cheeks flushed with confusion. Something about Beatrice’s commanding demeanor stirred an unsettling mix of emotions within her, igniting a warmth she couldn’t ignore, despite herself.

“Good,” Beatrice said simply, her smirk widening. “Just make sure you’re the best, most obedient little maid I’ve ever had, and we’ll see how things go. Understand?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” Juliet replied, her voice barely audible.

Beatrice nodded and turned, striding toward the door with the practiced grace of someone who knew she commanded every room she entered.

As she opened the front door, sliding on her chic sunglasses with an elegant flourish, she called out casually, “Titi, Jasper.”

From behind the house came the telltale rustling of movement. Titi appeared first, bounding around the corner with uncontainable excitement, his fluffy coat gleaming as he sprinted toward her. Jasper followed shortly after, crawling on all fours with slow, deliberate movements. The faint clinking of his shackles accompanied each step, his head lowered as he made his way across the gravel path.

Beatrice crouched gracefully, her hands extended to scoop Titi into her arms. “There’s my good boy,” she cooed, nuzzling the small dog against her chest. Her manicured fingers combed through his fur with practiced ease. “Oh, you smell divine,” she murmured, pressing her nose into his soft coat. “Jasper must have showered you, combed you so carefully… didn’t he?” Her voice was warm, teasing, as she kissed the top of Titi’s head.

Jasper knelt several feet away, watching silently from his position. His eyes flickered with longing as he observed Beatrice lavishing affection on the poodle, her attention entirely focused on the tiny creature. His heart clenched as he remained still, his hands resting heavily on the ground, the chains restricting even the smallest movement.

Beatrice turned her gaze down to Jasper, her expression shifting into one of mild amusement. “Jasper,” she began, her tone firm yet laced with playful condescension. “Did you take care of Titi properly?” She raised an eyebrow, the faintest smirk tugging at her lips. “Because you know what happens if you don’t.”

Jasper nodded quickly, his breath catching as her eyes bore into him.

“Titi,” Beatrice continued, her voice softening as she addressed the dog, “did Jasper make sure you were happy? Did he suck your little wee-wee this morning?” Her lips curled into a teasing grin as she turned her gaze back down to Jasper. “Well, Jasper?” she demanded, her voice light but cutting. “Did you?”

Jasper’s head lowered further, his face flushed with humiliation. He nodded silently, his movements stiff and mechanical, knowing there was no escape from her scrutiny.

“And did it cum in your mouth, Jasper?” she asked, her voice stern.

Jasper nodded subserviently.

Ever since the night he had kicked Titi, Jasper had been forced to treat the little poodle with the utmost reverence, as it was made painfully clear that Titi’s status was far higher than his. In Beatrice’s eyes, the dog was cherished, adored—a privilege he could never hope to attain.

Beatrice’s smirk deepened as she stood, still cradling Titi in her arms. “Very good,” she said brightly, her tone suddenly cheerful. “Mommy is so pleased. You’ve done well today, Jasper. Such a good boy.” Her free hand reached down to ruffle his hair—a gesture so rare that Jasper craved it with an intensity he barely understood. The brief touch, patronizing yet tinged with approval, sent a flicker of warmth through him, a fleeting reward for his unyielding submission.

Carefully, she placed Titi on the ground beside Jasper, crouching briefly to pat the dog’s head. “Take care of things while I’m gone,” she said as she straightened, her stiletto heels clicking decisively on the stone path. Without another glance, she strode toward her car, her figure exuding effortless dominance as she disappeared down the driveway, leaving Jasper kneeling in silent submission beside the poodle.

About the Same Time, Fortspire Manor

The basement of Forth Spire Manor was a domain of unrelenting cruelty, its damp, decaying corridor a grotesque reflection of the opulence above. The slaves, shackled within their cells, were forced to stand, gripping the cold iron bars with trembling hands, their faces pressed forward to bear witness to the horror before them. None could avert their eyes; Madam Celeste ensured it. This was their initiation—a stark reminder of what awaited those who dared to exist in her realm.

Raymond lay face down in the filth of the corridor, his body spread-eagle, each wrist and ankle bound to a separate iron post bolted into the floor. The tension in the chains pulled his limbs apart, leaving him completely exposed and utterly vulnerable. The damp, gritty floor clung to his skin, and the crude chastity device locked tightly around him added another layer of torment. His cries had long since given way to hoarse, rasping whispers, the remnants of his voice barely audible, swallowed by the oppressive air.

Madam Celeste stood above Raymond, a towering figure of uncompromising authority and cruel magnetism, her bastinado rod an extension of her will. Each strike she delivered was not merely an act of violence but a deliberate masterpiece of calculated torment. Clad in gleaming black leather, her corset and skin-tight pants clung to her body with precision, every inch of her exuding dominance. Her boots, polished to a mirror shine, added an almost ceremonial air to her movements, their sharp, glossy edges an unspoken promise of control. The pristine elegance of her attire stood in sharp contrast to the filth and degradation surrounding her, only amplifying the power dynamic.

Raymond’s trembling body was stretched out on the damp stone floor, blindfolded and utterly vulnerable. Every nerve in his exposed skin was alight with dread, heightened by his inability to anticipate her next move. The chains binding his wrists and ankles to the iron posts creaked faintly as he involuntarily tested their limits, desperate to prepare for what was to come. The chastity device dug into his flesh, adding a layer of constant, humiliating discomfort to his torment.

Celeste strolled with deliberate, predatory grace, the bastinado rod tapping lightly against her gloved palm as if she were savoring the moment, contemplating her next stroke. Her boots clicked softly against the stone floor as she circled him, her eyes scanning his trembling form with a cold, assessing gaze. She was a hunter toying with her prey, and the weight of her attention was as suffocating as the anticipation of her strike.

Without a word, she crouched, aligning her body for precision. She tilted her head slightly, observing the curve of his ass, the quiver of his muscles, the sweat glistening on his skin. The rod hovered just above his flesh for a fraction of a second, the tension in the air almost unbearable, before she swung with all her might. The sharp crack of the bastinado striking his flesh echoed through the corridor, a brutal sound that sent shivers through the onlooking slaves.

Raymond’s body jolted violently against his restraints. His mouth opened in a scream, but no full cry emerged—only a broken, rasping hiss, like the sound of a wounded animal or a snake’s desperate gasp. “Hhhhhhhh!” The sound tore from his throat, raw and strained, his voice long since stripped away by earlier, unanswered pleas.

Madam Celeste straightened, letting the rod dangle casually in her grip as she took a few steps to the side. Her boots clicked with an ominous rhythm, each step measured, calculated, as though she were a sculptor preparing to strike again at the block of marble beneath her. She traced the rod lightly along the back of his legs, the faint touch sending a shiver through his body, before selecting her next target. With the same meticulous care, she crouched again, positioning herself perfectly for the next blow. The muscles in her arm tensed, and the rod whistled through the air before landing with another resounding crack on the tender flesh of his thighs.

“Hhhhhh—hhhhh!” Raymond hissed, his body trembling uncontrollably, his reactions an involuntary dance of agony and submission. His blindfold amplified the torment, leaving him unable to brace for the blow or understand where it would land next. The unpredictability was part of her artistry—each strike a symphony of control and pain.

Celeste rose again, a faint, cruel smile playing on her lips as she observed the red welts blooming across his skin, a canvas of her own design. She strolled around him once more, the bastinado rod resting against her thigh as she assessed her work with an artist’s eye. Her leather-clad figure exuded dominance, the corset accentuating her every movement, the boots amplifying her authority with every step.

She paused briefly, crouching once more to position herself for another strike, her body aligned perfectly as she swung the rod again with unrelenting force. This time, the blow landed on his lower back, drawing another broken hiss from his lips. “Hhhh—hhh,” he gasped, his body convulsing against the chains.

As the strikes ceased, Celeste’s lips curled into a cruel smile. Her gloved hand trailed slowly down her own body, pressing against the taut leather covering her thighs, teasing herself as she savored the destruction she had wrought. Her breaths grew heavier as she gazed down at Raymond’s trembling form, deriving dark pleasure from his brokenness.

With deliberate grace, she reached for the blindfold covering his eyes, her movements slow and teasing. As she removed it, the dim light in the room revealed her polished boots, their mirror-like shine glinting with an almost otherworldly allure. Celeste paused, ensuring that his gaze locked onto them, his reflection faintly visible in the gleaming leather.

Then, with calculated precision, she placed the pointed toe of her polished boot under his face. “Kiss,” she commanded, her voice low and icy, a blade cutting through the silence.

Her piercing gaze held his as his lips hesitated just above the immaculate surface of her boot, the weight of her demand suffocating him. Celeste smirked, relishing the moment of control as he finally surrendered, pressing his lips to the unforgiving leather with trembling reverence.

Raymond’s body shuddered, his chains rattling faintly as he strained to obey. His lips pressed against the smooth leather of her boot, frantic and desperate, each kiss an act of utter submission. He kissed with the fervor of a man trying to appease his tormentor, hoping beyond hope to avoid further punishment. Above him, Celeste’s gaze lifted from the groveling figure at her feet and began to scan the row of slaves. Their bodies tensed as her eyes lingered on each of them in turn, the weight of her scrutiny driving them into a trembling panic. They knew her power, her sadistic whims, and the crushing randomness with which she could choose her next victim. Every second of her gaze felt like an eternity, their fear so palpable it hung in the air.

Finally, Celeste withdrew her boot from Raymond’s lips and straightened, her smirk widening as she surveyed the broken man before her and the cowering slaves behind the bars. “Welcome to Forth Spire Manor,” she announced with cold pride, her voice echoing through the damp corridor. The words carried finality, a declaration of dominance that left no room for hope or resistance.

Without another word, she turned and began to walk away, her leather-clad hips swaying with deliberate, calculated grace. Her tall boots clicked sharply against the stone floor, each step a haunting reminder of her control. The slaves dared not move until the sound of her footsteps faded into the distance. Raymond remained shackled to the four posts, his body spread and broken, his whispers of anguish swallowed by the oppressive silence that followed her departure. For him, and for those who watched, this was the true nature of Forth Spire Manor—where submission was absolute, and escape was a fantasy.

The oppressive silence lingered long after Madam Celeste's sharp, deliberate footsteps had faded into the distance. The slaves, still gripping the bars of their cells, stared in stunned silence at Raymond's broken form. Every inch of his body bore the marks of her relentless cruelty, his limbs still stretched out by the shackles, trembling with exhaustion and pain.

Finally, two slaves emerged from the shadows, their movements hesitant and subdued. They were gaunt, their eyes hollow from long hours of servitude, but their hands were gentle as they approached him. One knelt at his side, the other behind him, both working with practiced care to unfasten the iron restraints that had kept him spread-eagle on the cold, filthy floor.

The shackles gave a metallic clink as they were removed, leaving behind angry red marks where the cold metal had bitten into his flesh. Raymond’s body, now free from the cruel tension, collapsed onto the damp ground with a faint, guttural groan. His breath came in shallow gasps, his voice too ragged to form words.

With synchronized movements born of shared suffering, the two slaves positioned themselves on either side of him. Each placed a hand beneath his shoulders and the other on his lower back, their grips firm but cautious as they carefully lifted him. His body was deadweight, a lifeless, battered husk too drained even to flinch as they carried him.

The journey to his cell was mercifully short, but every step echoed with the reminder of their shared torment. The slaves carried him with a quiet reverence, as though his suffering deserved a kind of solemn respect. The cell door creaked open, and they maneuvered his limp form inside with painstaking effort.

Lowering him onto the thin, grimy mattress that served as a cruel excuse for a bed, they positioned him on his side, ensuring his back bore as little pressure as possible against the hard surface. One slave retrieved a damp cloth from a nearby bucket, gently dabbing at his sweat-soaked skin and the welts decorating his body.

Raymond’s lips parted slightly, but no sound came—only a faint exhalation, a fragile acknowledgment of their care. The slaves exchanged a glance, their eyes meeting in a silent understanding of the horrors they all endured. They lingered for a moment longer, ensuring he was as comfortable as the cell allowed, before retreating quietly to the corridor.

The door clanged shut behind them, sealing Raymond in a fragile cocoon of solitude. The dim light flickered above, casting faint shadows on his battered form. He lay motionless, his mind lost in the haze of agony and exhaustion, his body a testament to the unyielding control of Madam Celeste and the grim reality of Fortspire Manor.

8 hours later

Raymond lay on the cold, damp cot in his cell, every muscle in his body screaming in protest. Summoning every ounce of strength, he managed to shift onto his back, the movement agonizingly slow. Beads of sweat formed on his brow as he fumbled for his cell phone, his trembling fingers finally clutching it. He unlocked the screen and scrolled to a familiar name: Jerry. With one last effort, he pressed the call button, the glowing screen casting a faint light on his bruised face.

The phone rang twice before Jerry picked up, his jovial tone immediately filling the line. “Hey, Raymond! How’s it going? I’ve got such good news to tell you. Have you arrived already?”

Raymond opened his mouth to respond but managed only a raspy whisper. “Jerry…”

“Wait, hold on,” Jerry interrupted cheerfully. “I just bought my evening pizza. Let me get into my office so I can hear you better.” The sound of shuffling footsteps and keys jingling echoed through the receiver. “You know,” Jerry chuckled, “I just passed by her office—our mutual... madam.” His voice trailed off briefly as a door creaked open and then clicked shut. “There we go,” he said, settling back. “Alright, speak up! I haven’t heard from you in, what, 24 hours? Hehe.”

“I... I can’t speak,” Raymond whispered, his voice barely audible. “I lost my voice. Can you hear me?”

Jerry paused for a moment, straining to catch the words. “Barely,” he said, his tone tinged with concern. “But go on, what’s up?”

“So... how much money?” Raymond rasped, his voice cracking under the strain.

Jerry laughed lightly. “Money, money, money. That’s all you care about, my friend. How’s your health? Are you enjoying it there?”

“How... much?” Raymond repeated, his whisper urgent despite his weakness.

Jerry sighed, his tone turning more serious. “Alright, listen up. The house is worth $830,000. Between that and your savings, you guys managed to pull together $1,750,000 total. Which means…” He paused for dramatic effect. “Each of you gets $875,000. She’s keeping the house, so I’ve already moved $45,000 from your account to balance everything. That’s it—you’re free to go with your $875,000.”

“And the monthly income?” Raymond rasped, his voice barely audible.

“I locked it in—100% of your pension,” Jerry said with a smug satisfaction. “Man, you’re rolling in it. You could buy a house like your old one and still have a nice income stream to enjoy. You’ve got it made.”

Raymond remained silent for a moment, the weight of Jerry’s words lost on him.

“Raymond? Speak up, buddy—I can barely hear you.”

“It’s fine,” Raymond croaked, his tone void of any life.

“Wow, you sound... off,” Jerry remarked, a hint of concern creeping into his voice. “What’s going on?”

“She beat me,” Raymond admitted, his voice cracking under the strain.

Jerry chuckled, his tone incredulous. “Who? Beatrice?”

“No,” Raymond whispered. “Madam Celeste.”

Jerry’s reaction was immediate, a low whistle punctuating the pause. “Oh, her. Madam Celeste. Damn, Raymond, she’s something else. I saw that promo for Frost Spire Manor—what a setup. That’s where you’re staying, right?”

“Yes,” Raymond whispered, his voice hoarse.

“And she beat you?” Jerry laughed, his tone shifting to teasing. “Come on, admit it—you got off on it, didn’t you? She’s insane, but in the best possible way.”

Raymond didn’t respond, his silence heavy and telling.

Jerry’s voice grew conspiratorial. “And Beatrice? My God, she’s a dream come true. Every night, I’m in her office cleaning, crawling on all fours like the obedient pet she’s trained me to be. Sometimes she’s there, watching me with that damn cane in her hand. Other times, she’s gone, but I still imagine her standing over me, those massive tits practically spilling out of her blouse, daring me to mess up so she can spank me.”

His tone dipped lower, dripping with reverence. “Just thinking about her, the way she uses me—sometimes spanking me till my ass is red, sometimes teasing me with that leather crop of hers—God, it makes my cock throb so hard against this damn chastity cage. She’s incredible. Perfect. A goddess.”

“Good for you,” Raymond murmured flatly, the words mechanical and detached.

Jerry paused, his enthusiasm faltering at Raymond’s deadpan response. “What’s your deal, man? What’s wrong with you?”

“Nothing,” Raymond muttered.

“You don’t sound right, Raymond. You sound... broken,” Jerry said, now genuinely concerned.

“She beat me,” Raymond repeated, his voice trembling and fraught. “She didn’t just spank me or tease me—she tortured me, Jerry. It was relentless. Like she enjoyed breaking me.”

Jerry let out a low whistle, his tone dripping with awe. “You lucky son of a bitch—to be the slave of the famous, or should I say the infamous, Madam Celeste.”

“Yeah,” Raymond murmured, the word more resignation than agreement.

“So what’s the problem, then? Sounds like everything’s fine to me,” Jerry said, attempting to cheer him up, or at least pry deeper into his hesitation.

“Nothing. No problem,” Raymond whispered, his voice so quiet it barely carried through the line. “I just... I can’t talk much. I’m afraid she’ll hear. Or that someone will tell her.” His words came in gasps, as if even admitting his fear might summon her wrath.

“Wow. You’re completely terrified of her, huh? She’s really gotten under your skin,” Jerry said, his tone equal parts amused and impressed.

“Yes,” Raymond admitted softly.

Jerry chuckled knowingly. “That kind of fear will only make you a better servant. Trust me, you’re in the hands of a master. This is your apprenticeship, my friend.”

“You think so?” Raymond asked, his whisper tinged with hesitant hope.

“Absolutely. You’ll see. She’ll mold you into exactly what she wants. And who knows—soon enough, you might see her in all her glory.” Jerry’s voice dipped lower, conspiratorial. “Naked. Her power, her body—it’ll consume you.”

“I’m not sure that’s going to happen,” Raymond murmured, his doubt evident.

“Oh, it will. I saw something about her online,” Jerry said.

“I need a kind Mistress,” Raymond whispered, his voice broken, almost pleading.

“Kind?” Jerry echoed thoughtfully. “Well, let me tell you, I find Beatrice inherently kind. She’s tough, sure, but kind in her own way.”

“I know,” Raymond admitted, his whisper carrying a mix of admiration and sorrow.

“She took care of you, Raymond,” Jerry continued, his tone insistent. “She forcefully yanked you out of that toxic mess you called a relationship. Admit it—she didn’t have to, but she did. Do you have any idea how many times she combed through your contract, fought tooth and nail to make sure you’d walk away with enough to live a decent life? She went to war for you, man. You don’t even know.”

Raymond felt tears pooling in his eyes, hot and stinging. They rolled silently down his face as he whispered, “Yes. She is something. I adore her, I really do. But... a person should be kind. Anyone. A slave, a Mistress. Kindness should be in everyone.”

Jerry’s tone softened, carrying a conspiratorial warmth. “Oh, but you’ll see the kind side of Madam Celeste. Just wait. She’s not all cruelty, you know. There’s a balance to her.”

“Yes,” Raymond replied, subdued and uncertain, his whisper almost lost to the moment.

Raymond sat on the edge of his cot, the dim light casting long shadows on the walls of his cell. The phone trembled in his hand as he stared down at the screen, the memory of Emily Carter flooding his mind with a mix of warmth and desperation.

He remembered her standing at the counter that day, her presence a beacon of elegance and kindness amid the harsh, judgmental faces around him. Her soft blond hair framed her delicate features, the gentle waves catching the light like threads of gold. Those piercing blue eyes—kind yet resolute—had met his with a warmth he hadn’t felt in years. She hadn’t looked at him with ridicule or disdain, but with genuine compassion, as though she truly saw him for who he was, beneath the humiliation and pretense.

Her voice echoed in his memory, soft and reassuring. "I’ll cover it," she had said, her words brushing away the sting of Agatha and the cashier’s mocking laughter. That smile—a dimpled, radiant expression—had disarmed him entirely. He had never seen anything like it, a smile so genuine it made him believe, if only for a moment, that the world still held kindness for someone like him.

And then there was her generosity, effortless and understated. The crisp bills she placed on the counter, not just covering his shortfall, but tipping the very people who had mocked him moments before. It wasn’t just the money—it was the way she did it, with grace and quiet confidence, her gestures speaking volumes about the kind of person she was. She had even offered him a way to return the money, her words playful yet comforting: "You’ll return the money to me, of course. No rush."

Raymond clung to the memory of her as if it were a lifeline. Her elegance, her calm authority—she was everything he admired and everything he lacked. She had managed to reduce Agatha’s scorn to silence, to strip away the bitterness of the cashier with just a few kind words. How could someone so poised and composed also possess such power? And yet, she had wielded it with a softness that made his chest ache.

He remembered the subtle glint of the chastity key she had dangled in front of him before slipping it onto the delicate chain around her neck. That moment had burned itself into his mind—a mix of playful dominance and care, as if she had taken a piece of him with her, something he hadn’t even known he was willing to give.

With trembling fingers, Raymond tapped out the number from memory. The digits seemed to glow on the screen, almost as if they held the promise of salvation. His heart pounded as the phone rang, the sound loud in the quiet of the room. He closed his eyes, imagining her smile, her laugh, the way she had turned to Graham with gentle yet unyielding control, leading him away with a mere tug of a leash.

It wasn’t just her beauty that captivated him—though it was undeniable. It was the kindness in her eyes, the grace in her actions, the way she had managed to make him feel seen when the rest of the world had only looked away or looked down. That’s what he needed now, more than anything. Kindness. Someone who could soothe the ache in his heart, someone who might understand the storm of shame, fear, and longing that churned within him.

The line connected with a soft click, and he held his breath. Somewhere, far away, Emily Carter was about to hear his voice. For Raymond, it felt like he was reaching out to hope itself.

On the Other Side of the Line, Boston

Emily gripped the steering wheel of her Victor Langston’s Maserati MC20 as if it were her own, her slender fingers effortlessly commanding the machine as it roared down the street. The deep-red sweater dress hugged her body perfectly, her dimpled smile glowing as her blond carré hair bounced lightly with her movements. The glossy black car zipped through Boston’s evening traffic, weaving dangerously close to other vehicles. The song blaring through the sound system was loud and pulsing: “Money is the power; power is the money.” Emily swayed and danced in her seat, tapping her fingers rhythmically against the wheel and occasionally raising one hand to wave as though she were the queen of the road.

Beside her, Victor Langston sat stiffly, the epitome of wealth and influence in his impeccably tailored three-piece suit. Billionaire. Tech magnate. A man whose empire spanned continents, accustomed to commanding boardrooms and having nations vie for his attention. Yet here he was, utterly powerless in her orbit. Emily, young and effervescent, treated his fortune like her playground, his prized Maserati like her personal toy, and his dignity like an afterthought.

Victor’s hands hovered nervously near the dashboard, his fingers twitching as his eyes darted between the road ahead and the side mirrors. “Emily! Careful, careful! Watch that car!” he blurted, his voice strained with a mix of terror and helplessness as she came inches from grazing a sedan on her left.

“Oh, relax, Victor,” Emily teased, her voice breezy and carefree, her dimple deepening as she threw him a mischievous glance. She barely slowed down, swerving around another vehicle, the tires growling against the asphalt. “Hungry already, honey? I’m starving,” she chirped, her voice practically a melody over the booming bass of the music.

Victor tightened his grip on the edge of his seat, his knuckles white as he winced with every sharp turn. At this moment, he wasn’t thinking about the Maserati, its six-figure price tag, or the glossy paintwork that could be scratched at any second. No, all he cared about was making it to dinner alive. His usual air of composed authority was replaced by pure, unfiltered panic. “I’m more concerned about making it there alive,” he muttered, his voice barely audible over the music.

Emily giggled, tossing her head back with a carefree laugh. “You’re so dramatic. You think I’d let anything happen to you? Please, Victor, you’ve got to learn to live a little.” Her words came effortlessly, her joy radiating as she wove the Maserati through the city’s evening traffic like a child weaving a toy car across a play mat. She drove with a carelessness that only someone utterly secure in their dominance could afford, singing along to the music as though her joy were the only thing that mattered.

To the world, Victor Langston was a titan of industry. To Emily, he was a willing subject—a slave who lived for her lightest smile, her sharpest command. And as the Maserati roared into the heart of Boston, his usual aura of invincibility melted into a peculiar mix of fear and devotion. Every anxious glance he cast toward her was laced with both terror and awe. For all his billions, for all his power, he couldn’t bring himself to tell her to slow down.

Because, after all, Emily was living. She was the embodiment of carefree joy, of reckless abandon, and he was hopelessly, utterly ensnared by her.

Emily laughed, tilting her head toward Victor for a brief moment, carefree joy radiating with every move. “You’re such a buzzkill sometimes, you know that?” she teased, spinning the wheel with one hand as the Maserati purred into the next lane. “Relax and enjoy the ride, darling.”

Her phone buzzed in the console, the vibration rattling softly against the leather. Without missing a beat, she reached for it, glancing briefly at the screen. It was a number she didn’t recognize. Her brow furrowed slightly in curiosity before she shrugged and pressed the answer button, bringing the phone to her ear.

“Hello?” she said, raising her voice slightly to compete with the music.

On the other end of the line, Raymond’s strained voice came through—a whisper, hoarse and barely audible. “Emi—” he attempted to say her name, but the effort barely made it through. His desperation was palpable, though his words were little more than faint sounds.

“Who is this?” she asked, her voice cheerful and slightly bemused.

“It’s Raymond,” Raymond tried again, his whisper as loud as he could manage.

Emily wrinkled her nose, her lips curling in faint distaste. “Ugh, another one of these perverts,” she muttered under her breath. Without hesitation, she hit the red button to end the call. Then, with a casual swipe of her thumb, she pressed Block and tossed the phone dismissively onto Victor’s lap.

The phone landed hard against his groin, eliciting a sharp gasp of pain. Victor doubled over slightly, clutching at himself with a wince. “Emily!” he exclaimed, his voice tinged with both shock and discomfort.

She glanced over at him, her smile returning in full force, radiant and unapologetic. “Oops. My bad, darling,” she said with a light laugh, her dimples deepening as though she found the entire situation endlessly amusing.

Victor muttered something under his breath, adjusting his tie as he tried to recover his composure. Emily, oblivious—or perhaps entirely aware and simply enjoying herself—turned the music back up, the bass thundering once again. She grinned as she leaned into the steering wheel, the Maserati gliding effortlessly through the glowing city streets.

The unknown caller was already forgotten, discarded as easily as the phone itself. To Emily, it was just another nuisance in a world too full of joy and life to bother with whispered breaths and desperate voices. “How do these whispering, breathing weirdos even get my number?” she wondered aloud, her voice tinged with playful incredulity.

The Boston evening skyline stretched out ahead of them, glittering with the promise of endless possibilities. Emily’s laughter filled the car, light and carefree, as she revved the Maserati toward the city’s dazzling heart. Life went on. For her, it always did. Whatever shadow had tried to reach her from the depths of despair, it was banished with a single press of a button.

And behind her, Raymond—wherever he was—remained just a ghostly whisper in the wind, his voice already fading. Forgotten, for now.

To be continued…
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