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Dedication

"Come to me, all you who are weary and burdened, and I will give you rest. Take my yoke upon you and learn from me, for I am gentle and humble in heart, and you will find rest of your souls"

Matthew 11:28-29 

To every man who was told he was broken for wanting to kneel.

You were never broken. You were rare.

And somewhere, she is looking for you too.

With love and a knowing smile,

Elara xxx
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Do You Trust Me?

3:30 p.m., Room 2199, Psychology Clinic, Franz Hall, UCLA

Julian Sterling trudged across the UCLA campus, the late afternoon sun casting long shadows that seemed to mock his own hunched silhouette. Franz Hall loomed ahead, a red-brick behemoth at the edge of the psychology complex, its interconnected wings sprawling like an indifferent labyrinth. He had walked this path countless times over the past two years—past the manicured lawns, the clusters of students laughing in groups, the distant thud of a basketball on the courts—but today it felt foreign, hostile. Every carefree face he passed was a reminder of what he no longer possessed: ease, direction, hope.

In his right hand, Julian clutched the crumpled letter from his wife's attorney—demands he couldn't meet, a court date that felt like a final verdict. The divorce dragged on, draining what little remained of his money and dignity, while troubles piled from every direction: a neighbor furious over the noisy water pump he'd installed for his tenant, student loans mounting unchecked, and the relentless demands of law school grinding him down. Everything was closing in at once, leaving him no room to breathe. Desperate for some kind of relief, he had found the UCLA Psychology Clinic online—a low-fee service run by graduate students under supervision—and booked an intake appointment, though he knew no summary like "stress and life transitions" could touch the deeper shame that had quietly destroyed his marriage.

Pushing through the heavy doors of Franz Hall, Julian climbed the stairs to the second floor, following the signs to the far west end. The clinic's entrance was unassuming: a simple door marked "UCLA Psychology Clinic – Room 2199." Inside, the waiting area was modest—a cluster of worn chairs arranged around low tables strewn with outdated magazines, a few potted plants struggling in the fluorescent light. Posters on the walls touted mindfulness workshops and stress management tips. A handful of students sat scattered about: one typing furiously on a laptop, another staring blankly at a phone, a third fidgeting with earbuds. They looked young, unburdened, or at least better at hiding it.

Behind a reception desk sat a young woman—plain-featured, with mousy brown hair tied back and glasses perched on her nose. She was on the phone, murmuring reassurances to someone on the other end. Julian hesitated in the doorway, unwilling to interrupt. He chose a chair in the corner, sinking into it as if hoping the cushions might swallow him whole. His eyes darted around the room, scanning faces. Thank God—no one he recognized. The last thing he needed was a classmate from the law school spotting him here, whispering later about how Julian Sterling was cracking under the pressure. It wouldn't be the end of the world, but in his current state, it felt perilously close.

Minutes ticked by. The secretary—her nameplate read "Sofia"—hung up and stood, smoothing her cardigan. She approached him with a warm, professional smile that felt like a lifeline in the gloom.

"Hi there," she said softly, as if sensing his fragility. "Are you here for an appointment with the clinic?"

Julian nodded, his throat tight. "Yes," he managed, the word emerging weak and raspy.

"Great. I'm Sofia. If you could come over to the desk for a moment, I'll need to see your ID to get you checked in."

He rose obediently, following her to the reception area. The desk was cluttered with forms, a computer humming quietly, a scanner ready for BruinsCards or driver's licenses. Julian fished his UCLA student ID from his wallet, hands unsteady as he handed it over.

Just as Sofia reached for it, the door to an inner office swung open. A man strode out—mid-forties, impeccably dressed in a tweed jacket, carrying a thick folder under one arm. Professor Aaron Whitaker, Julian recognized dimly from departmental flyers: a tenured faculty member in clinical psychology, known for his pompous lectures and self-important air. He moved with the entitlement of someone who had never waited in line a day in his life.

"Sofia," Aaron said briskly, bypassing Julian entirely and planting himself at the desk. His voice carried the weight of authority, as if the clinic existed primarily for his convenience.

Sofia's demeanor shifted instantly—attentive, deferential. "Yes, Professor Whitaker?"

"These intake forms you processed last week—I didn't see the updated batch. You were supposed to flag them for my review." He slapped the folder down, flipping it open with a flourish.

Julian stood there, ID extended awkwardly, feeling invisible. Aaron glanced at him briefly, eyebrows raised in mild irritation, as if Julian were an inconvenient obstacle eavesdropping on important matters.

"I'm so sorry, sir," Sofia said to Julian, her kindness undimmed but hurried now. "Could you please take a seat again? I'll be with you in just a minute. Professor Whitaker needs a quick review—"

"It's fine," Julian muttered, retreating to his chair. Of course it wasn't fine. Nothing was. Even here, in a place meant for healing, hierarchy asserted itself. Aaron loomed over the desk, pointing at pages, questioning Sofia's organization with clipped precision. She nodded eagerly, explaining, pulling up files on the computer, all traces of her earlier warmth redirected to him.

Julian's phone buzzed in his pocket just as he settled back into the chair. The screen lit up with an unfamiliar number, but the name attached—Victor Harlan—sent a chill through him. The tenant had mentioned him: the neighbor furious about the water pump. This was the third call. He couldn't ignore it forever.

He slipped out into the hallway, keeping his voice low. "Hello?"

"This your neighbor," the voice growled, deep and impatient.

"Which neighbor?" Julian asked mildly, playing dumb. "I have several neighbors—"

"The one twenty feet south of your rental, asshole. Harlan. Victor Harlan."

"Oh. Right. How are you?"

"Regarding that goddamn pump you installed—it's making noise day and night."

"It's... it's a bit noisy, yes, but—"

"Today's Thursday. Monday morning, that pump is gone. You hear me?"

"It's not that simple," Julian said softly. "Without it, my tenant won't have proper water pressure."

"You heard me loud and clear. If you don't believe me, I'll sue you and make your life miserable—you don't know me yet. Or we handle it the neighborhood way. We beat people who don't behave. Seven p.m. tonight, you're at my place."

Julian's voice cracked, exhaustion spilling over. "I'm not coming anywhere. If you want, you can kill me. I don't care anymore."

Silence, then a sneer. "Seven p.m. Be there."

The call ended abruptly, Victor hanging up without waiting for a reply. Julian stared at the darkened screen, the sudden silence louder than any threat. He took a shaky breath and returned to the waiting area.

Sofia was alone now, the professor long gone. She looked up with that same kind smile. “All checked in?”

He handed over his ID. She scanned it swiftly, printed the form, had him sign.

“I’m so sorry,” she added, her voice gentle. “While you stepped out, another student arrived, so he’ll be seen first. It won’t take long—just a few minutes. Please have a seat, and as soon as it’s your turn, one of the graduate clinicians will call you.”

Julian nodded mutely and returned to his chair, sinking deeper into the familiar weight of defeat. Yet another delay, another indifferent cruelty. Even here, his time counted for less than someone else’s.

The waiting room was small, with four closed doors leading to individual therapy rooms along one wall—each occupied by a different advanced graduate student conducting sessions under faculty supervision.

A few minutes later, one of the doors opened. An unattractive young woman emerged—Lillian, mid-twenties, visibly overweight, her face marked by persistent acne and deep dimples that did nothing to soften the blemishes. She wore jeans that were clearly too tight, the denim straining across her hips and thighs, the waistband cutting visibly into soft flesh above it, as though she had forced herself into a size she refused to admit no longer fit. Thick, white athletic socks bunched around her ankles above scuffed sneakers, adding an awkward, unkempt touch to her already unpolished appearance.

She walked toward the reception desk with a heavy, slightly labored step, her breathing audible in the quiet room. Sofia handed her the next client file without a word. Lillian opened it, scanned the top page, then turned toward the waiting area.

“Michael?” she called brightly, voice warm and professional despite her appearance.

The student who had arrived while Julian was outside stood up. She smiled, extending her hand. “Hi, I’m Lillian. Nice to meet you.”

She shook his hand kindly, her manner open and reassuring. “Come on in,” she said, gesturing toward her room. They disappeared inside, the door closing softly behind them.

Julian watched them go, a fresh ache settling deep in his chest. He had been so close—poised on the edge of finally unburdening himself, of letting at least some of the poison spill out to whoever waited behind those doors. It didn’t matter if it was Lillian or anyone else; he had simply needed to start talking, to name the divorce, the threats, the shame that choked him every waking hour. The brief phone call with the neighbor had stolen everything: those few stolen minutes outside had allowed Michael to slip in ahead, and now it was Michael vanishing through the door while Julian remained rooted to the chair.

The wait had become unbearable, another small, vicious theft in a day already overflowing with them. Life seemed determined to remind him, over and over, that he was always last—his pain perpetually deferred, his turn forever snatched away by someone else’s timing.

A minute or so later, another door opened.

A chubby young man stumbled out first, his face flushed and slick with sweat, shirt untucked and hanging loose over his belt. The belt itself hung slack and unbuckled, the front of his trousers sagging noticeably, zipper half-up and buttons misaligned as though he had fastened them in frantic haste. He fumbled desperately to pull the waistband higher and cinch the belt tighter, eyes glued to the floor, shoulders hunched in mortification. Every movement screamed disorientation—sweat beading on his brow, breath coming in short, uneven bursts—as if he had been rushed out of the room with barely enough time to cover himself, let alone compose his thoughts. He moved like someone who wanted nothing more than to disappear before anyone could look too closely at the evidence of whatever had just happened behind that door.

Then Beatrice appeared in the doorway.

The moment Julian saw her, every drop of blood in his body surged southward. His cock stiffened instantly, a hard, aching throb against the confines of his jeans—an involuntary, overwhelming response he could no more control than his next heartbeat. She was the most stunning woman he had ever laid eyes on, and the sight of her struck him like a physical blow.

She wore faded blue jeans—perfectly fitted, the lighter wash tracing every dramatic curve of her hips and long legs with unforgiving clarity—and a thin white silk blouse that draped softly over the heavy, impossible fullness of her breasts, pressing against the fabric in a way that left nothing to imagination, the generous swell shifting with each unhurried step in a slow, sensual sway that drew every gaze in the room upward and downward in helpless rhythm. Thick, honey-blonde hair was pulled back into a high ponytail, the long tail swaying gently with her movements. Her face was cool, flawless, almost severe in its beauty—blue eyes sharp and piercing, lips full and subtly glossed. Tall, even without the mules that clicked with quiet authority against the floor, she moved with the absolute confidence of a woman who had never once questioned her right to every inch of space she occupied.

The handful of other waiting students froze, openly staring. One young man’s mouth actually parted; another shifted uncomfortably in his seat. The air in the small room seemed to thicken, charged by her presence alone.

Beatrice paid none of them the slightest attention. She carried the previous client’s folder in one hand, her stride long and deliberate. As she turned toward the reception desk, the view from behind was devastating: the jeans molded to the perfect, rounded shape of her ass—firm, high, unmistakably sensual, the kind of body that looked made for pleasure and power in equal measure.

She reached Sofia’s desk without a word or glance at anyone else. Sofia handed her a new folder immediately, quietly deferential. Beatrice opened it, scanned the top page with a brief flick of her eyes, and spoke for the first time.

“Sterling.”

Her voice was low, clear, effortlessly beautiful—cool and commanding without raising a note.

Julian rose, legs unsteady, heart hammering against his ribs. He could not believe his luck—or perhaps his fate.

He followed her down the short hallway, eyes locked on the hypnotic sway of her ass. Those perfect, rounded cheeks shifted with each deliberate step, the tight denim tracing every curve as if the fabric had been poured over her. The motion was slow, sensual, almost taunting—independent of the heavy breasts whose presence he could still feel even from behind, their weight implied in the balanced perfection of her figure. The narrow waist above those flaring hips begged to be gripped; his mind flashed, unbidden and filthy, to the thought of stepping close, hands sliding around that waist from behind, pulling her back against him, cock nestling hard between those firm cheeks before reaching up to cup and claim the full, soft weight of her breasts.

The fantasy lasted only a second, raw and shameful, but it left him dizzy, aching. He did nothing, of course—only followed in silence as she opened the door to her office and stepped inside. He entered after her. The door clicked shut behind them, sealing the small office in quiet intimacy. Beatrice crossed to her desk without a glance back, her heels measuring the space with unhurried precision.

“Please be seated,” she said, voice low and even, already settling into her chair.

Julian obeyed, choosing the single chair positioned in front of the desk. The room was spare—bookshelves, a low filing cabinet, neutral walls broken only by one framed diploma. His eyes drifted to it automatically—Stanford University, Beatrice Miller. So that was her name. She hadn't bothered to introduce herself, and it occurred to him that she probably never did.

Up close, she was even more devastating. She wore a thin white silk blouse, the fabric clinging just enough to trace the impossible curves of her body. The top three buttons were undone—far more than professionalism demanded—offering a deep, shadowed cleavage that drew the eye helplessly. The full, heavy swell of her breasts pressed against the silk, rising gently with each breath, the faint outline of lace beneath only heightening the invitation. It was deliberate, weaponized: enticing enough to make any man ache to look, yet framed with such cool confidence that staring felt like trespass. Julian felt heat flood his face and throat, his gaze flickering away only to drift back, powerless.

Her hands—elegant, unmistakably feminine, nails perfectly manicured in a deep, glossy red—moved over the keyboard with deliberate, two-fingered strokes.

He watched her type for a moment, the silence stretching. She made no effort to fill it.

Finally, awkwardly, he spoke. “You… type with two fingers.”

Her gaze stayed on the screen. “Oh, really,” she said, tone cool, almost amused. “You have a problem with that?”

“No—no, of course not,” Julian stammered, heat rising in his face. “It’s just… back in high school, touch typing was mandatory for everyone. Blind typing. It’s faster, more efficient…”

Beatrice didn’t respond. Her fingers continued their measured dance, the soft click of keys the only sound. He felt the words hang in the air, unanswered, as though he’d spoken to the wall.

After another long minute, she finished whatever she was doing, saved the file, and leaned back in her chair. For the first time, she looked at him directly—blue eyes steady, a faint, unreadable curve at the corner of her mouth.

Julian’s gaze flicked to the lone diploma. “I couldn’t help noticing the certificate,” he said, grasping for something neutral. “Stanford. We seem to be running parallel lives. I did my undergraduate there too.”

Her eyebrow lifted slightly. “Did you.”

“Yes. Then I transferred to UCLA for law.” He attempted a small smile. “Family law, mostly. Divorce, custody… that sort of thing.”

“Interesting,” she said, the word carrying neither enthusiasm nor disdain. “I’m finishing my master’s practicum here. These clinic hours count toward licensure—supervised therapy for students and community members at low or no cost.”

She delivered the explanation with calm authority, as if stating an obvious fact about the weather. Julian nodded, feeling suddenly small, his own achievements shrinking in the quiet confidence of her voice.

Emboldened by the faint smile still lingering on her lips—by the sheer impossibility of her beauty—he heard himself say, “How is it I never saw you at Stanford? Someone as beautiful as you…”

The compliment landed and died. Beatrice’s expression didn’t change; the smile remained, but it didn’t reach her eyes. She let the silence settle for a beat, then leaned forward slightly, elbows on the desk.

“I’m all ears, Julian,” she said, voice smooth and final. “What brings you here today?”

Julian drew a deep, shuddering breath, the weight of everything pressing down until it felt like the air itself was against him. Tears welled suddenly, hot and unbidden, blurring the edges of her flawless face.

“I guess… I’m at my lowest point,” he said, voice cracking on the words. He managed to meet her eyes for a fleeting second before looking away. “I thought I should talk to someone objective.”

Beatrice regarded him in silence, her posture relaxed, blue eyes steady and unreadable.

“It’s this world I find myself in,” he went on, the words tumbling out now, raw and halting. “You know how it is… people—homo sapiens.” A weak, bitter laugh escaped him. “Surrounded by men, women, everyone who just… they need to fight all day long. They thrive on it.”

She tilted her head slightly, the faintest prompt. “For example?”

"For example," he said, swallowing hard, "I've been going through an ugly divorce. The marriage itself was finalized a while back — I'm legally single. But the financial settlement has been dragging on for more than four years now and it won't stop. She won't let go. My father gave me the house — we lived there at the start of the marriage — and she claims it was a gift to both of us, so she deserves half. She's brutal about it. Absolutely brutal. And her lawyer… he's annihilating me. Killing me in ways I didn't know were possible."

Beatrice’s gaze didn’t waver. “But you study family law,” she said calmly. “This is your field.”

“That’s the point,” Julian replied, voice breaking again. “I’m not cut out for it. I hate it. I don’t know what I’m doing there. It’s all fighting—courtrooms full of people tearing each other apart, husbands against wives, endless deals and negotiations and aggression. I’m not built for that. I just… I can’t. People are terrible.”

She leaned back slightly, considering him. "You can always walk away," she said, the words matter-of-fact, almost gentle. "Change direction. Why not mergers and acquisitions? Big money there—no courtroom battles, just closing deals. One percent on a billion-dollar transaction is life-changing."

Julian blinked, the suggestion landing like a small, unexpected light in the dark. For a brief moment, something shifted behind his eyes—a flicker of recognition, as if a door he'd never noticed had cracked open an inch. Then the weight of everything crushed it shut again.

"I know," he said quietly, wiping at his eyes. "I know that's where the real money is. It's just… I don't have the energy to change anything right now. I'm dying."

"You're dying," Beatrice repeated, her voice flat, echoing his words without inflection—as if testing their weight.

Julian nodded miserably. “Yeah. The situation’s so horrible I had to hire a lawyer to represent me, and he’s charging fees that are bleeding me dry. Everywhere I turn, people just take from me—money, peace, whatever they can. And when I try to get anything back, I can’t. This world is too difficult for me. I’m telling you.”

“Okay,” she said calmly. “Go on.”

“For example,” he continued, the words spilling faster now, “there’s this tenant in the house. The water pressure wasn’t good enough, so I installed a pump. Now the pump’s too noisy, and the neighbor—another bully—is threatening me. He called just before I came here, demanding I show up at his place tonight. Says if the pump isn’t gone by Monday, he’ll handle it the ‘neighborhood way.’ Beatings. Or sue me into the ground.”

Beatrice’s eyes narrowed slightly. “And what happens if you don’t go?”

“I don’t know,” Julian said, voice small. “He’ll sue me, probably. Make my life even worse.”

“Don’t go,” she said, decisive, as if the matter were already settled.

He looked at her then—really looked—gratitude and relief flickering through the exhaustion. Someone, finally, telling him what to do. Someone willing to decide for him.

“Yes,” she repeated, firmer this time, reading the plea in his silence. “Don’t go.”

“And what else?” she asked, leaning forward just a fraction.

“There are… so many examples,” he said, deflating. “They’re everywhere. I can’t even list them all right now. I’m just… dying.” He paused, then drew a breath. “Okay, okay—let me ask one question. Please be objective about it.”

He lifted his eyes to hers, holding her gaze as steadily as he could manage.

“Beatrice… tell me. What’s the reason to live? Where’s the joy? Life is so full of suffering—what’s the point? Persuade me. Because right now… I don’t want to live anymore.”

The confession hung between them, raw and naked.

Beatrice studied him for a long moment, unblinking. “You don’t want to live anymore.”

He shook his head, tears threatening again. “No. I don’t.”

She leaned back slightly, then spoke with quiet certainty. “I use non-conventional methods in therapy. I follow my instincts—my gut. This place,” she said, a faint dismissive gesture encompassing the university clinic, “they don’t always understand what I do. But I do. I know what’s really going on.”

Beatrice regarded him in silence, her posture relaxed, blue eyes steady and unreadable. Then, slowly, she reached across the desk and placed her hand lightly over his—warm, steady, the touch both gentle and possessive.

Her eyes held his, unflinching. “Do you trust me?”

Julian blinked, startled by the question but drawn in by the absolute confidence in her voice. A small, involuntary laugh escaped him—nervous, disbelieving at the boldness of her claim.

Beatrice’s expression hardened instantly. “Look at me,” she said, voice low and edged. “Don’t you dare laugh in front of me.”

The command struck him like a spark straight to his core. Heat flooded his groin; his cock stirred, thickening against his will at the sudden, unmistakable dominance radiating from her. It was the first time he had felt anything close to arousal in months—sharp, undeniable, humiliating in its timing.

He swallowed, face burning, and met her eyes again—this time without a trace of amusement.

“Do you trust me?” she asked once more, softer but no less absolute.

“Yes,” he said, voice steady now. “Of course.”

A faint, satisfied curve touched her lips. “Very well.”

She pointed to the floor beside her chair.

“Come over here. I want you to kneel for me.”

The command landed like a thunderclap in the quiet room—sharp, undeniable, laced with the kind of authority that bypassed thought and went straight to instinct. Coming from her, the most beautiful woman he had ever seen, it was devastatingly arousing. His cock throbbed harder, a traitor to his exhaustion, stirring at the raw dominance in her voice. Something deep inside him—long buried, long denied—recognized it instantly.

Julian hesitated, eyes dropping to the floor. Then, quietly, almost apologetically, he murmured, “Look… I’m afraid I can’t do that.”

Beatrice regarded him for a long moment, her hand still resting lightly over his on the desk. Her expression didn’t change—no anger, no disappointment, just cool assessment. Slowly, she withdrew her touch.

She rose from her chair in one fluid motion. As she turned toward the filing cabinet, Julian’s gaze locked helplessly on her ass—perfect, impossibly rounded, the faded blue jeans molding to every curve like a second skin, the lighter wash highlighting each swell and shadow with merciless clarity. Thick and firm, swaying with deliberate grace, it tapered dramatically to that narrow waist before flaring again to the heavy promise of her breasts. A body built for worship, for ruin.

She pulled a form from a drawer, returned to her seat, and began writing—pen moving swiftly, decisively.

Julian shifted uncomfortably. “What… what are you writing?”

She didn’t look up.

“It’s not that I have anything against you,” he hurried on, voice stumbling over itself. “You understand—it’s just… this doesn’t feel like proper therapy. Kneeling on demand… it’s…”

Beatrice continued writing, ignoring him entirely, as if he were background noise.

When she finished, she signed the bottom with a flourish and rotated the form toward him.

“It’s fine,” she said calmly. “You don’t want me to treat you. That’s your choice. But officially, I can’t work with clients expressing suicidal ideation. University policy requires reporting it. Sign here acknowledging refusal of services, and I’ll have to file the mandatory report.”

Julian’s stomach dropped, a cold wave of panic crashing over him. There was no way out now—no escape from the trap he’d walked into. He wished desperately to rewind time, to turn back the clock to before he’d ever stepped into this clinic, before he’d laid eyes on her, before he’d opened his mouth and let the darkness spill out. If only he could erase the last hour entirely.

“Beatrice—please,” he said, voice trembling, the words rushing out in a desperate plea. “Don’t do this. I came here for help… just help. That’s all. I only wanted to ask one thing—what’s the joy in life? Where’s the point when everything hurts so much? That’s it. Let’s… let’s forget the rest. Forget I said anything else. Pretend we never met. Pretend I was never here. I’m begging you—please, just… don’t.”

A nervous, broken laugh escaped him, thin and pleading, as he searched her face for any sign of mercy. “And kneeling… think about it. It’s humiliating. I can’t…”

She held the form steady, pen extended, her expression unchanging. “So—do we sign, or how do we proceed?”

“It’s not personal,” he repeated weakly, voice barely above a whisper.

Then, in a rush: “I didn’t even mean it—I was just… saying it. I don’t really want to die. It was just words, coming out because everything feels so heavy. Please.”

He stopped, breathing hard, searching her face for any softening, any sign that the plea had landed.

Nothing. Beatrice remained perfectly still, expression cool and unmoved, the form still extended toward him.

Julian’s heart hammered. Last resort, then.

“Don’t be offended—please, I don’t mean any disrespect—but… you’re just a graduate student. You’re not a licensed therapist yet. You’re not qualified to assess suicidal risk or make an official report. You can’t state that I’m suicidal. Try to understand… please.”

Beatrice tilted her head, considering him for a beat. “You’re right,” she said evenly. “I’m just a student.”

She reached for the desk phone and pressed a single button—one of the preset intercom lines that connected directly to Professor Whitaker’s office. She held it down, her thumb steady, the line opening instantly without ring or delay.

“Aaron,” she said the moment it engaged, voice calm and absolute. “I want you in my room.”

Professor Whitaker’s voice came through at once, deferential and apologetic, almost pleading in its haste to explain. “Beatrice, I’m so sorry—I’m in the middle of a meeting with the dean right now, but I’ll—”

“NOW,” she cut in, one word, flat and final, releasing the button only after she’d spoken.

Less than a minute later, there was a meek knock on the door—soft, hesitant, almost apologetic.

“Yes,” Beatrice said, voice cool and expectant.

The door opened, and Professor Aaron Whitaker stepped inside. The same man who had strode into the waiting room earlier—tweed jacket impeccable, folder in hand, voice clipped with entitlement as he overrode Julian’s place in line and made Sofia scramble—was utterly transformed. His shoulders were slightly hunched, head bowed just enough to signal deference. His hands hung limp at his sides, fingers twitching faintly as if unsure where to settle. He didn’t meet Beatrice’s eyes directly; his gaze flicked to her and away, respectful, waiting. It was unmistakable: he was on a leash, invisible but tight, and she held the end without effort.

Julian stared, transfixed. The power shift was visceral, humiliating in its clarity. This tenured professor, full of bluster mere hours ago, now stood like a supplicant.

Beatrice didn’t speak. She simply extended the form toward him.

“Sign,” she said—one word, flat command.

Aaron took it with both hands, careful not to brush her fingers. Procedure demanded at least a cursory check; he glanced at the contents, then lifted his eyes to Julian.

“Julian Sterling?” he asked, voice subdued, almost gentle.

Julian swallowed, heart pounding. He had never witnessed raw dominance like this—effortless, absolute. “Yes,” he managed. “That’s me.”

Aaron nodded once, scribbled his signature at the bottom, and handed the form back with the same careful deference. As he straightened, he offered Julian a small, paternal smile. “Good luck, son.”

Then his gaze returned to Beatrice, seeking permission. She gave a faint, dismissive flick of her fingers—barely a wave.

Aaron turned immediately and left, pulling the door closed behind him with quiet haste.

The sight sent a fresh surge of arousal through Julian, hot and confusing. His cock stirred again, thickening at the undeniable proof: this woman controlled everyone—professors, secretaries, strangers. And he… he was nothing. Less than nothing. A speck caught in her gravity.

While he sat frozen, still processing the scene, Beatrice rose smoothly. She slipped the signed form into Julian’s folder, returned it to the filing cabinet, and resumed her seat. The faded blue jeans hugged her curves as she moved; the silk blouse shifted softly over the weight of her breasts.

“I’m sorry, Julian,” she said, tone calm, almost sympathetic. “The university will handle this now. They might contact you for follow-up.” A pause, her blue eyes steady on his. “But the whole idea is to help you.”

Julian sat frozen for a moment, the door's soft click echoing like a gavel in his mind. The reality crashed over him then—anxiety surging, hot and suffocating, tightening his chest until breath came shallow and ragged. This wasn't help. This was catastrophe. Another disaster piled onto the wreckage of his life, one that could end everything.

“Beatrice—please,” he gasped, voice breaking as he leaned forward, hands gripping the edge of the desk. “You have no idea. This… this will kill my career. It’s just another problem, another reason not to… not to live on this earth. I won’t be able to practice law—they screen for character and fitness, mental health flags… I’ll be done. Finished. Please, I’m begging you.”

Beatrice watched him, unmoved, her hands folding casually beneath the heavy swell of her breasts, lifting them slightly against the thin silk of her blouse—an unconscious gesture that only accentuated their fullness, the fabric straining just enough to deepen the shadowed cleavage. Her expression remained serene, but a faint, delighted curve touched her lips, subtle and knowing. She thrived on this: men reduced to pleading, stripped of pride, groveling at the edge of her indifference. It was her natural gravity—pulling them in, breaking them down until they begged.

“As I said,” she replied coolly, “this isn’t to harm you. It’s just regulations. Now, please take your leave.”

“Beatrice—no, I’m begging you,” Julian continued, words tumbling out in desperation, tears pricking his eyes. “I’ll… I’ll obey. Okay? I’ll obey. Just give me one more chance. I’ll kneel—I swear. Please.”

He fell silent at last, breathless, staring at her with raw, pleading eyes—nothing left but surrender.

Beatrice met his gaze for a long beat, that faint smile deepening ever so slightly. Then, without a word, she pointed to the floor beside her chair and snapped her fingers once—sharp, imperious.

Julian knelt there on the thin carpet, the position already aching through his knees, but he didn't dare move. The room was silent save for the faint scratch of Beatrice's pen as she wrote something in his folder—calm, unhurried, as if his surrender were merely background noise.

She crossed one leg over the other with deliberate grace, the faded blue jeans stretching tight over her thighs. One sleek black mule—high-heeled, backless, dangerously sharp—dangled loosely from her toes, swaying in slow, hypnotic arcs just above the carpet.

Julian's eyes locked on it helplessly. She played a quiet, teasing game: letting the mule slip lower, lower, until it tumbled softly to the floor, exposing her bare foot completely. Then, with a subtle flex of crimson-painted toes, she would hook it again, sliding it partway back on—only to let it dangle and fall once more. Each drop revealed everything: the small, perfectly arched foot, high instep curving like a promise, skin pale and flawless, faint blue veins tracing delicate paths over the taut arch. Her toes were meticulously pedicured, nails glossy and deep crimson, flexing with casual elegance. A warm, intoxicating scent drifted down to him each time the foot was bared—clean and feminine, a subtle blend of fresh lotion, faint leather from the shoe, and her own natural warmth, heady and addictive, wrapping around his senses like a command.

Every glimpse, every waft of that scent, sent a fresh throb straight to his cock, leaving him harder, more desperate, than he had ever thought possible.

Minutes passed—or seconds; time blurred—in that heavy silence. She continued writing, ignoring him completely.

Finally, without looking up, Beatrice spoke, voice low and even. “I haven’t heard you begging yet.”

Julian swallowed, throat dry. “But… I was begging earlier. I want this therapy—from you. Please.”

Beatrice’s pen paused. She tilted her foot slightly, making the stiletto sway more provocatively. “Begging while not kneeling isn’t how begging is done,” she said coolly. “You should know better.”

As the words left her lips, the heel slipped free and dropped to the carpet with a soft thud, landing inches from his knees. Her bare foot was fully exposed now—perfect toes flexing once, the crimson polish gleaming, the high arch taut and smooth, skin silky and warm-looking. The scent intensified, wrapping around him like a command.

“You do know how to beg, right?” she murmured, a faint note of amusement threading through the authority.

Julian’s cock pulsed, impossibly harder, straining until it hurt. He was astonished—shocked—at the raw, overwhelming arousal flooding him, triggered by nothing more than her foot, her voice, her absolute control. Without thinking, without permission from his rational mind, he leaned forward and pressed his lips to her instep—soft, reverent kisses along the warm, silky skin.

“I’m begging you,” he whispered against her arch, voice muffled and trembling. “Please, Beatrice—Ma’am—let me stay in your therapy. I’ll do anything. I’ll be the best client you’ve ever had. I’ll obey everything. I’ll kneel whenever you say. Please don’t report me. Please don’t send me away. I’m begging you—I need this. I need you.”

His lips moved desperately over her foot—toes, arch, the delicate curve where ankle met instep—kissing, pleading, the words spilling out between each touch. He saw nothing else now: only her beautiful, sexy foot, the crimson nails, the flawless skin, the elegant strength in every line. The world narrowed to that—to her.

Finally, sharply:

“ENOUGH!”

Beatrice’s voice cut through the haze like a whip. She withdrew her foot, slipping it back into the waiting heel with casual precision, and leaned back in her chair, regarding him with that same unreadable, faintly delighted smile.

Beatrice set her pen down with quiet finality. She swiveled her chair fully toward him, legs parting slightly so that he knelt between them—close enough to feel the warmth radiating from her body, the faded blue jeans framing him like a deliberate cage. The position left him utterly exposed, head bowed between her thighs.

“Come closer,” she whispered, voice low and intimate, almost tender.

Julian inched forward on his knees until her presence overwhelmed him entirely. With one elegant finger, she lifted his chin, forcing his eyes up to meet hers. The touch was light, possessive. Her other hand rose, index finger extended in gentle but unmistakable reprimand.

“Okay,” she said softly, eyes locked on his. “I will give you one last chance.”

He nodded—small, eager, submissive nods—everything in him yielding instantly. The arousal was excruciating now, cock straining painfully against his jeans, every nerve alive to her nearness, her control. He could do nothing to hide it; he didn’t want to.

Beatrice’s gaze held him a moment longer, then she prompted, “I want you to explain to me how your marriage ended.”

Julian swallowed, throat tight. “We… we were married for about a year. She… she didn’t respect me. Not toward the end.”

“Why?” Beatrice asked, voice calm, clinical, but with that underlying edge that made his pulse race.

He hesitated, shame burning hot in his chest. “Because… I couldn’t perform. Sexually. I couldn’t… get hard enough. Not consistently.”

She nodded once, slow and understanding, her finger still resting lightly under his chin, keeping his face tilted toward her.

He rushed on, words tumbling out now that the dam had cracked. “And then… I caught her with another man. In our bed. I didn’t want the divorce—at least, not at first. But it was clear she preferred him. That she didn’t want me. I… I wasn’t giving her the sex she needed.”

Beatrice’s expression remained serene. “So you had difficulty getting hard,” she summarized, voice almost gentle.

“Yeah,” he whispered. “I suppose so.”

Her finger slipped away from his chin. In the same smooth motion, she extended one bare foot—having slipped the mule off again—and pressed it lightly against the bulge in his jeans. The contact was deliberate, the warm arch of her foot molding over his rigid cock through the fabric.

“Well,” she murmured, a faint curve touching her lips, “I don’t see a problem now. Aren’t you super hard?”

Julian gasped at the pressure, hips twitching involuntarily. “Yes… but—”

She cut him off, voice sharpening just enough to still him. “Then how can you explain it? Why is it hard now?”

He squirmed on his knees, discomfort and arousal twisting together. These were the deepest, most private failures—things he had never spoken aloud to anyone. The shame was excruciating, yet her probing foot, her unflinching questions, only made him harder, more desperate. He opened his mouth, searching for words, hoping she might let it drop.

Beatrice watched him struggle for a long moment. Then, without a word, she withdrew her foot, turned back to her desk, and began writing again—pen scratching steadily, ignoring him completely. The silence stretched, deliberate and pointed. It said everything: he wasn’t cooperating. He wasn’t being open. And she could wait.

The silence stretched, thick and charged, as Julian remained on his knees—the painful bulge of his erection straining against the fabric, impossible to hide. Beatrice continued writing, pen moving steadily across the page, her posture relaxed, as if his discomfort, his desperate need to please, were merely incidental.

Finally, she spoke without looking up, voice calm and measured. “It seems we’re having issues again with openness. This can’t continue like this. With me, you have to be completely open. No more games. No holding back.”

She set the pen down and swiveled toward him fully. To his shock, she reached out and lifted his chin again with one finger—gentle but firm—forcing his gaze up to hers. Then she leaned forward, close enough that he could feel the warmth of her breath, the faint, clean scent of her skin enveloping him. Her lips hovered inches from his, the intimacy sudden and dizzying.

“Let me tell you a secret,” she whispered, eyes locked on his. “I like you. I’m fond of you.”

Julian’s breath caught, a jolt running through him.

The words were personal, intimate—impossible from this untouchable woman who held his fate so effortlessly.

Her face hovered so close, flawless and severe, lips full and parted just enough to make his cock throb harder against the confines of his jeans.

The arousal hit like a tidal wave, sudden and ferocious, far beyond anything he had felt in months.

For a dizzying instant he was convinced he was actually climaxing—his body locked, muscles tensing, a hot, urgent pressure surging at the base of his spine, the unmistakable slick warmth of pre-cum seeping through the fabric and spreading against his thigh.

Panic flickered beneath the haze of desire; this had to stop, he couldn’t hold back much longer, the edge was too sharp, too close, and he was utterly unprepared for how violently his body responded to her nearness, her whisper, the gentle weight of her forehead resting lightly against his hair as she spoke.

“Let me help you,” she murmured, pausing just long enough for the words to linger. “Stand up.”

The command was soft, almost casual, but absolute. Julian rose instantly, legs unsteady, the bulge in his trousers obscenely obvious under her steady gaze.

Beatrice leaned back in her chair, looking up at him now—a triumphant smile playing on her lips, small and satisfied. She knew. She always knew.

“Take off your pants,” she said simply. No hesitation.

Julian kicked off his shoes, peeled away his socks, unbuckled and dropped his jeans—letting them pool at his ankles before stepping free. He could feel her eyes on him, amused, delighted, as if she’d orchestrated every second of this unraveling. Her gaze drifted lower, to the strained fabric of his underwear.

“And these too.”

He hooked his thumbs in the waistband and pulled them down, cock springing free—rock-hard, veins pulsing, standing straight up without mercy, the head already glistening. The air felt cool against the heated skin, but her attention burned hotter. He stood there, vulnerable, aching, every inch of him hers to judge. Beatrice’s smile deepened.

“In fact,” she added nonchalantly, as if commenting on the weather, “I prefer you completely naked.”

Without protest, Julian stripped off his shirt too, letting it fall to the floor, now fully exposed—body bare and trembling under her gaze. With her little finger, she pointed lazily to a small cushion tucked beside her desk.

“There’s a cushion. Put it under your knees… and kneel for me.”

Julian obeyed without a word—placing the cushion, lowering himself onto it, knees sinking into the soft padding as he settled back into position between her parted legs. Totally naked, painfully erect, cock jutting upward in helpless need, he looked up at her—waiting, surrendered, knowing she was in full control.

Beatrice leaned back slightly in her chair, her blue eyes fixed on him—soft now, almost empathetic, as they traveled slowly over his exposed form. Julian knelt there, naked, cock standing rigid and aching, utterly vulnerable under her gaze. The faded blue jeans framed her crossed legs; her bare foot—mule discarded again—rested casually near him, crimson toes flexing idly.

“Come on, Julian,” she said gently, voice low and encouraging. “Tell me why. What is it about having sex with your wife? You can get hard—it’s not physiological, right? You can tell me.”

He opened his mouth, the words forming haltingly on his tongue, shame burning in his throat—

Beatrice reached for the intercom button on her desk and pressed it without looking away from him.

A moment later Lillian’s voice crackled through, casual and slightly distracted. “Hey, what’s up?”

Beatrice’s tone remained calm, almost bored. “Could you pay me a quick visit?”

There was a faint, knowing laugh on the other end. “Second opinion?” Lillian asked, already amused.

Beatrice didn’t answer. She simply released the button. The line went quiet.

A moment later the door opened. Lillian stepped in—the same overweight, acne-marked graduate student from the waiting room—folder in hand, expression mildly impatient. Her eyes flicked downward to Julian—kneeling naked, fully erect between Beatrice’s legs—and lingered for half a second. No shock. No surprise. Just bland, professional indifference, as though walking in on a naked, aroused man groveling at Beatrice’s feet was a regular Tuesday occurrence. She looked to Beatrice for context.

Beatrice gestured casually toward Julian’s erection with an open palm, voice clinical and detached. “Male patient presenting with selective erectile dysfunction. Unable to achieve or maintain arousal with his spouse, despite reporting no physiological impairment. As you can see, he is fully erect in the current clinical setting.”

Lillian stepped closer, leaning forward slightly to get a better view. Her brow furrowed in professional skepticism. “Are you sure he’s fully hard?” she asked, tone neutral, almost academic.

Beatrice nodded once. “Completely. It’s just that his penis is on the smaller side.”

Lillian considered this for a beat, then glanced at Beatrice. “May I?”

Beatrice gave a small nod of permission, then turned her attention to Julian. Her voice was calm, almost conversational, as though issuing the most ordinary instruction.

“Hands behind your head, Julian. Fingers laced. Keep them there.”

The command landed softly but with absolute certainty. Julian’s arms moved before his mind could catch up—elbows bending, hands rising to clasp behind his skull, fingers interlocking tightly. The position thrust his chest forward and arched his back slightly, forcing his rigid cock to jut out even more prominently, completely unobstructed, fully exposed to both women’s view. He could no longer shield himself, no longer hide even the slightest tremor or twitch. The humiliation burned hotter than ever—his erection stood proud and helpless, glistening, vulnerable to inspection, while he knelt like an offering on display.

Lillian reached across with clinical detachment, fingers closing briefly around his shaft—testing rigidity, feeling the heat and the slickness of pre-cum coating the head. The soft, cool touch of her feminine hand—casual, professional, utterly indifferent—sent a violent shock through him. In his already tortured state of arousal, the contact was overwhelming: her fingers encircled him with clinical precision, yet the warmth and pressure were enough to push him perilously close to the edge. His heart slammed against his ribs, pulse roaring in his ears; a fresh surge of pre-cum welled up instantly, his cock twitching helplessly in her grip. For one terrifying, ecstatic second he was convinced he would climax right there—right in front of them both—his body betraying him completely under this stranger’s detached examination. He clenched every muscle, fighting the wave, breath hitching in shallow gasps, arms trembling behind his head as he struggled to obey and remain still.

She held for two seconds, no more, then withdrew her hand immediately.

“God, he’s quite wet already,” she remarked absently, almost to herself, glancing at the glistening tip of her fingers.

Beatrice, without missing a beat, extended a tissue from the box she already had ready on the desk. “As usual,” she said dryly, handing it over. “Tell me something new.”

Lillian wiped her fingers with a small, practiced motion, expression still unchanged. She moved closer still—perching sideways on the edge of Beatrice’s desk so that her hip and thigh rested against the wood, her body now half-seated, half-leaning directly over Julian. From his kneeling position between Beatrice’s legs, both women loomed above him: Beatrice seated in her chair, calm and regal, and Lillian casually perched on the desk like it was an extension of her own authority. He was trapped in the triangle they formed—Beatrice’s parted thighs framing him from below, Lillian’s weight shifting the desk slightly closer, her presence pressing down from the side.

Close enough now that he could smell the faint floral scent of Lillian’s shampoo mingling with Beatrice’s warmer vanilla-and-jasmine perfume, the two fragrances wrapping around him like a net. They spoke across him as though he were a chart pinned to the wall, their voices calm, professional, utterly detached from the naked, erect man trembling at their feet.

“Constant marital conflict?” Lillian began, ticking off possibilities in a flat, textbook voice.

Beatrice inclined her head. “Reported.”

“Financial disputes? She spends, he’s frugal?”

“Likely.”

“Performance anxiety compounded by litigation stress? Hostile home environment eroding sexual confidence?”

Beatrice made a small, noncommittal sound. “Possible.”

Lillian shrugged. “Standard psychogenic erectile dysfunction. Situational, stress-induced. Textbook presentation. Nothing exotic.”

Beatrice listened without interrupting, her expression polite but visibly unimpressed. Julian watched her intently from his knees, heart pounding, and it seemed to him that she wasn’t buying any of it. She let Lillian finish, inclined her head slightly, and said calmly, “Thank you, Lillian. That will be all.”

The words were courteous, professional, but there was no conviction behind them—only the bare minimum of acknowledgment. It was clear to Julian, even in his haze of humiliation, that Beatrice had only wanted the second opinion as a formality. She wasn’t convinced; she already knew the real answer ran far deeper, far more specific than the textbook checklist Lillian had just recited. She simply waited for the other woman to leave before turning back to him.

Lillian nodded once, turned, and left without another word, pulling the door closed behind her with a soft click.

Julian’s arms trembled, muscles burning from holding the position. Instinctively, he started to lower them—desperate to cover himself, to regain even a shred of dignity—but Beatrice’s voice cut through the silence, soft yet razor-sharp.

“Hep hep hep hep—hands stay where they are.”

He froze instantly. Fingers locked tight behind his head again, shoulders aching, cock jutting forward helplessly, still glistening from Lillian’s brief touch and his own uncontrollable arousal. Beatrice regarded him for a long moment, blue eyes traveling slowly over his exposed form—chest heaving, thighs quivering, erection straining upward with every heartbeat.

Only then did that fond, knowing smile return to her lips.

“Well,” she murmured, voice warm with amusement, “do you have an answer for me?”

Julian blinked, mind still reeling from the clinical examination, the detached discussion of his erection like it was a lab specimen, the casual way Lillian had handled him and then dismissed him as ordinary. His throat felt thick, voice lost somewhere in the haze of shame and arousal. He coughed once, twice, trying to clear it, the sound small and ragged in the quiet room.

“Answer… for what?” he managed, barely above a whisper.

Beatrice’s expression softened further—almost tender now, blue eyes steady on his as she leaned forward slightly, elbows on the desk. She repeated the question gently, patiently, as though speaking to someone fragile.

“How come with your wife you couldn’t get hard… but here, right now, you’re so hard?”

He stared up at her, mind reeling—shame, arousal, confusion tangling tighter. The words stuck; he couldn’t force them out. He wasn’t proud of the truth. He didn’t want to say it aloud.

Beatrice watched him struggle for a moment. Then, with playful deliberation, she extended her bare foot and pressed it firmly against his cock—warm arch molding over the shaft, pinning it flat against his stomach. The pressure was light but unyielding, her toes curling slightly for grip.

Julian gasped, hips jerking involuntarily, the touch electric. His body trembled uncontrollably, knees weak on the cushion, every nerve alight with humiliation and overwhelming arousal. He looked up at her, eyes wide and pleading, heart pounding so hard it echoed in his ears—caught in the vise of her casual dominance, teetering on the brink of subspace.

“If you don’t answer my question,” she said, voice teasing, almost singsong, “I’ll have to press harder. And that’s no fun.”

It was a lie, and they both knew it. The feel of her foot—soft, warm skin against his throbbing length—was exquisite torment, sending him spiraling into full, blinding subspace. She waited then, relaxed and utterly at ease in her chair, one hand idly examining her perfectly manicured nails, the crimson polish gleaming under the office light. Her fingers tapped lightly on the desk in a slow, rhythmic click—tap, tap, tap—as if she had all the time in the world, or perhaps none at all for his hesitation. She glanced briefly at her watch, a subtle arch of her brow suggesting he was wasting precious minutes of her day, this beautiful, intelligent woman so far beyond him in confidence and poise, dressed like any student in jeans and an unbuttoned blouse yet wielding power that left him shattered. The contrast crushed him: her effortless control, her serene amusement, while he quivered in agony, mind fracturing under the weight of her gaze and touch.

Reason dissolved. The world narrowed to her: the way Aaron had deferred to her like a servant, the way Lillian had treated this scene as routine, the effortless power that had stripped him bare and brought him to his knees. He was lost in it—aroused beyond anything he’d known, cock leaking against her sole, mind blank except for the need to serve, to obey, to please this woman who owned him completely now.

The confession spilled out, voice small and trembling. “I… I think I have this problem,” he whispered, eyes fixed on her foot. “I can’t get erect with… normal women. Vanilla intercourse—it does nothing for me. I need… I need to be dominated. Taken by a woman. Controlled.”

He swallowed, shame flooding him anew. “I’m not proud of it. I know I should have made my wife happy. Satisfied her. But I just… couldn’t. I’m ashamed. Vanilla sex doesn’t arouse me at all.”

Silence.

He looked up at last, searching her face for judgment, for disgust—for confirmation that this flaw made him unworthy, unlovable, broken.

Beatrice met his gaze, expression unreadable, foot still pressed possessively against him, holding him in place.

Beatrice’s foot remained pressed against his cock—warm, steady pressure that kept it pinned flat to his stomach, throbbing helplessly under her sole. She studied him with that calm, empathetic gaze, head tilted slightly, as if he were a puzzle she was enjoying solving.

“Why are you so aroused right now?” she asked softly, voice almost curious.

Julian’s mind was fogged, senses drowned in her nearness, her control, the intoxicating warmth of her skin against his. He tried to hold onto some shred of politeness, of dignity. “You’re… attractive,” he managed, voice hoarse.

Beatrice’s lips curved, but she shook her head slowly. “Yes, but that’s not enough. I want to understand why you’re so hard.”

He swallowed, hips twitching involuntarily against her foot. “Because… you’re the most sexy woman I’ve ever met. I can’t help it. Having me at your feet like this… you pressing my cock… it’s—”

She interrupted with a single, quiet word: “More.”

The command cracked through him like a whip. His resistance shattered.

“I’m… attracted to dominant women,” he whispered, eyes dropping in shame.

Beatrice didn’t release the pressure of her foot. Instead, she flexed her toes slightly, making him gasp. “So,” she said, tone conversational but edged with steel, “why did you marry a woman who wasn’t dominant? A vanilla woman?”

Julian’s face burned hotter. The truth spilled out, halting and raw. “Dominant women… they’re rare. Really rare. And beautiful women—truly beautiful ones—get taken so early. Twenty-four, twenty-five, twenty-seven at the latest. They’re married off in that window. If you don’t find someone then, the… the marketplace changes. The quality—the attractiveness—it drops. You have to settle. For something less. But still a woman. Everyone does it. It’s this race, this rush when you’re young, and I… I was competing in it. I took what I could get.”

Beatrice listened, expression unchanging, foot still holding him captive. When he finished, she spoke quietly. “Well. It seems you were limiting yourself only to beautiful women. There are plenty of women in the world who aren’t beauty queens. Can you explain that to me?”

He stuttered, voice small, eyes fixed on her crimson-painted toes. “It’s… yes. It’s that…” He drew a shaky breath, the words scraping out like they hurt. “It’s not enough for her to be dominant. She has to be beautiful too. I know how that sounds—shallow, fucked-up, whatever—but I can’t help it. I’m not attracted to women who aren’t… who don’t look like you.” His voice cracked on the last word. “I tried. I told myself I could settle, that it didn’t matter, that I should just be grateful for someone kind, someone willing. But every time… nothing. No spark. No hardness. Just… emptiness. So I married her anyway. Because she was there. Because I was scared that if I waited, there’d be nothing left at all.”

Beatrice’s smile deepened—slow, warm, almost tender—as she looked down at the man she had reduced to a naked, kneeling slave: cock pinned beneath her foot, confession torn from him piece by piece.

“So,” she murmured, voice soft with empathy, “with your good looks… you couldn’t find yourself a nice, beautiful, dominant woman?”

Beatrice’s bare foot pressed and released in slow, deliberate waves—warm arch gliding along his trapped cock, toes curling just enough to tease the sensitive underside. Each motion sent pulses of raw pleasure surging through him, building relentlessly. Julian’s breathing turned ragged, hips jerking helplessly against the pressure. He was teetering on the edge, orgasm coiling tight and inevitable, mind blanking under the erotic assault.

“But—Beatrice, please,” he gasped, voice strained and broken. “If you could just… remove your foot… I don’t want to climax like this. I can’t talk—I can’t—”

The plea dissolved into a whimper. She watched him for a beat, eyes sparkling with quiet delight, then giggled—soft, genuine, almost girlish. The sound cut through the haze like a reward. She withdrew her foot slowly, letting his cock spring free, throbbing in the cool air, slick and aching on the brink.

Before he could catch his breath, she lifted both feet—elegant, crimson-toed, flawless—and cradled his cheeks between them. The warm soles pressed gently against his face, skin silky and faintly scented, framing his vision until the world narrowed to her arches, her toes flexing playfully near his lips. She held him there, captive, helpless.

“Is it better like this?” she murmured, voice teasing, laced with amusement.

Julian inhaled sharply, lost. The world vanished—shame, fear, everything—replaced by the overwhelming nearness of her feet, the intoxicating warmth and scent enveloping him. He forgot where he was, who he was. There was only her.

Beatrice giggled again, clearly enjoying the power, the way he trembled under such simple touch. Then, softly, she repeated the question.

“So… answer me. Why couldn’t such a good-looking man like you find a dominant woman?”

He tried to speak through the cradle of her feet, voice muffled and small, thick with submission and self-loathing.

“Me… good-looking? No way. There’s just no way. You’re saying that because… because it’s part of the therapy. You don’t really think so.” His words spilled out, raw and defeated. “No woman would want me. I’m a loser. I don’t just lack confidence—I give off that lack of confidence like it’s written all over me. And in bed… I can’t perform. Not properly. Not even with my wife—who wasn’t beautiful enough to turn me on, who wasn’t dominant at all. I couldn’t get hard for her. I told myself it didn’t matter, that I could make it work, but my body knew. It just… shut down. Completely. It made everything worse. Ruined whatever chance I thought I had left.”

Inside his head the thought screamed, vicious and absolute: She’s lying. Or she’s blind. Or she’s just being kind because she has to be. Look at me. Really look. There’s nothing here worth wanting. If I were good-looking—if I were even average—beautiful women wouldn’t have passed me by. They wouldn’t have all been gone by twenty-seven. I’d have caught one. But I didn’t. Because I’m not. Because no one sees what she claims to see. It’s a lie I’ve heard before, from therapists, from friends, from polite women who smile and move on. The proof is in the results: I’ve never had a beautiful woman look at me twice. Never had one choose me. So stop pretending. I know the truth. I’m invisible. I’m nothing.

His eyes stayed fixed on her crimson toes, unable to meet hers, the internal tirade looping louder than anything he had spoken aloud.

Beatrice slowly withdrew her feet from his face, the warm soles sliding away with deliberate grace, leaving his cheeks tingling and his senses reeling. She parted her legs slightly wider—an invitation, a command—beckoning him forward with a subtle tilt of her head.

Before he could catch his breath, she lifted both feet—elegant, crimson-toed, flawless—and cradled his cheeks between them. The warm soles pressed gently against his face, skin silky and faintly scented, framing his vision until the world narrowed to her arches, her toes flexing playfully near his lips. She held him there, captive, helpless. “You may lower your hands now,” she murmured, voice soft but absolute, “and come here.”

Julian crawled the short distance on his knees, settling between her open thighs, the faded blue jeans framing him like a throne he was unworthy to approach. Up close, her presence was overwhelming: the heat radiating from her body, the faint, clean scent of her skin, the heavy swell of her breasts straining against the thin silk blouse.

With one delicate finger, she reached down and lifted his chin—gentle, almost tender, forcing his eyes up to meet hers. In that moment, it felt genuine to him: as if she truly wanted to understand, to peel back the layers of his brokenness. Yet his arousal made coherent thought impossible; he was flushed, breathing shallow, cock still throbbing painfully hard, mind adrift in the haze of submission.

“What could persuade you,” she asked kindly, voice low and warm, “that a girl is attracted to you? Really attracted.”

Julian fought to steady his breathing, to pull himself together under her gaze. The words came haltingly, raw with the weight of years of doubt.

“Attracted to me? This is very… theoretic, Beatrice. Very theoretic.” He managed a weak, bitter smile. “I mean, if she really is interested in me—you know what I mean. Not like she’s selling me insurance. Not professional kindness, like you or Sofia—the secretary—being nice because it’s your job, what you do for clients.”

He paused, eyes dropping briefly before meeting hers again, pleading for understanding. “It’s when I feel she’s interested in me as a man. Truly wants me.” His gaze flickered downward for a fraction of a second—unconsciously, helplessly—toward his own exposed, rigid cock jutting upward between them, the glistening head a stark, humiliating proof of what he meant. The glance was quick, almost involuntary, but unmistakable: he was talking about sexual desire, raw and physical, not polite affection or friendly interest. “But this is theoretic,” he continued, voice cracking slightly. “It’s really… it’s never happened in my life. And there’s a reason for that.”

Beatrice’s expression softened further as she listened, her blue eyes holding his with quiet intensity. Then, smoothly, she rose from her chair—tall even barefoot—slipping back into her heels with a practiced motion that added inches.

“I want you to stand for me,” she said, voice low and steady.

Julian obeyed instantly, rising on unsteady legs, fully naked and exposed—cock still rigid, body flushed with arousal and vulnerability. Now standing, he found himself looking slightly up at her; the heels made her tower just enough to emphasize the difference, her presence suddenly even more commanding.

She stepped closer, leaned back against the edge of her desk, and reached out, drawing him into her arms. The embrace was sudden, tight, enveloping: her fully clothed body—silk blouse soft against his bare chest, jeans brushing his thighs—pressing firmly against his naked skin. He could feel every curve of her, the heavy weight of her breasts crushed against him, her warmth seeping through the fabric.

Her perfume enveloped him completely—rich and intoxicating, a blend of deep vanilla underscored with jasmine and a subtle, smoky amber that lingered like a secret promise, warm and feminine, making his head spin deeper into surrender.

She buried her face briefly in his hair, lips brushing his ear as she whispered, “You’re asking yourself why I’m doing this.”

“Yes,” he whispered back, voice trembling, barely audible.

Beatrice tightened her hold, squeezing him closer, one hand splayed across his back, the other cradling the nape of his neck. “Well… I work with my gut feeling. Better than all this academy.” Her breath was warm against his skin. “And right now, standing here like this, I can feel it—this is what you need. This hug.”

Julian melted. Absolutely melted. The tension in his body dissolved; he felt small, safe, utterly owned in her arms. Hesitantly—fearing he wasn’t allowed—he let his hands settle on her waist. The narrowness was astonishing: so slim, so defined, curving dramatically out to the flare of her hips and the profound, rounded swell of her ass. Emboldened by the dreamlike haze, he slid his palms lower, cupping those firm, generous cheeks—full and perfect, yielding just enough under his touch to make his cock twitch painfully again. It was heaven: this girlish, powerful woman holding him naked while he explored her clothed body.

But it didn’t last. Too soon, she detached—gently but firmly—placing both hands flat against his naked chest and pushing him back just enough to break the embrace. Her palms lingered for a heartbeat on his skin, warm and steady, before sliding away completely. She remained leaning against the edge of the desk, posture relaxed, blue eyes still fixed on him with that same quiet intensity.

“I want you to put your clothes back on,” she said, voice calm and instructive, pointing with one elegant finger to the chair opposite her desk. “And sit there. Like normal clients do.”

Julian moved immediately, mechanically—gathering his shirt, underwear, jeans, socks, shoes—dressing under her watchful gaze, hands shaking and fumbling badly in his dazed, humiliated state. The arousal made everything harder: his rigid cock caught awkwardly in the underwear as he tried to pull them up, the zipper snagging on the bulge when he finally got to the jeans, buttons misaligning on his shirt in his haste. He cinched the belt too loosely at first, trousers sagging as he buckled it, shirt hanging untucked and rumpled—every movement a frantic scramble to cover himself, breath coming in short, uneven bursts, sweat beading on his brow. It hit him then: this was exactly how the chubby guy had looked stumbling out earlier, disoriented and desperate to escape unseen after whatever Beatrice had done to him. Now it was Julian's turn, reduced to the same flustered mess by this woman who unraveled men without effort. While he struggled to compose himself, Beatrice returned to her seat, picked up her pen, and wrote something on a small slip of paper.

When he was seated—fully clothed again, though still flushed and trembling—she slid the note across the desk to him.

“This is my address,” she said, eyes locking on his with quiet emphasis. “Tomorrow, 8:30 a.m. I want you to arrive at my private apartment.”

The word private hung in the air—loaded, intimate, electric. No longer the sterile university clinic. Her home. Her personal space. The promise of it sent a fresh shiver through him, arousal and anticipation twisting tight in his gut.

Julian stared at the slip of paper in his trembling hand, the address written in her elegant script burning into his mind. “But… why?” he whispered, voice small, almost afraid of the answer.

Beatrice leaned back in her chair, crossing her legs again with that deliberate grace. “Because I want to,” she said simply, as if it were the most natural thing in the world.

He swallowed, glancing at his watch. “But I have private master’s tutoring lessons tomorrow morning—”

“Cancel them,” she cut in, tone leaving no room for negotiation.

As she spoke, she leaned forward across the table—elbows resting on the surface, posture casual but commanding. In the motion, Julian’s eyes were drawn helplessly downward. She had unbuttoned yet another button on her thin white silk blouse while he wasn’t looking; the fabric gaped open now, loose and teasing, her full, heavy breasts swaying freely beneath with no bra to restrain them. The deep cleavage shifted with each breath, soft and unbound, nipples faintly outlined against the silk—a deliberate, devastating display that made his cock throb harder, leaking against his freshly pulled-up underwear.

Beatrice’s gaze flicked to the obvious bulge, then back to his face—serious now, voice firm. “I’m warning you: no climaxing until we meet tomorrow. I do not allow that.”

She held his eyes, unflinching, until he nodded frantically—eager, obedient agreement written all over his flushed face.

Only then did a slight, open smile curve her lips—warm, almost affectionate, as if his submission pleased her more than anything.

Julian stood on shaky legs, murmuring a dazed goodbye, and stumbled out the door. The moment it clicked shut behind him, he sagged backward against the hallway wall—shoulders and back pressed to the cool brick, breathing ragged, world spinning. He stayed there for several long seconds, eyes closed, trying to regain some semblance of orientation. It felt like a fever dream: the humiliation, the arousal, the impossible intimacy. Was he going to her private apartment tomorrow because she held him by the balls—blackmail dangling like a threat? Or because the prospect of being near her, in her orbit, under her control, aroused him beyond reason?

He didn’t know anymore. And part of him no longer cared.

Julian pushed through the door into the waiting room, his legs still unsteady, the slip of paper with Beatrice’s address burning in his pocket like a secret brand. The room was nearly empty now, fluorescent lights humming overhead, the scattered magazines and dying potted plants unchanged. Sofia was at the reception desk, packing her purse—phone, keys, a small makeup bag—her movements efficient, practiced.

And then he saw Xavier.

Xavier leaned against the desk, one arm draped possessively around Sofia’s waist, her small hand slipped inside the open collar of his shirt, fingers idly caressing the dark hair on his broad chest. He was everything Julian wasn’t: tall, solidly built, the kind of man who moved with easy, unearned confidence—shoulders back, jaw set, a faint smirk already playing on his lips as if the world existed to amuse him. They had taken a few classes together at UCLA Law—Xavier always in the front row, hand up, voice loud and certain, the professor’s favorite without trying.

Julian froze mid-step, heart lurching. He wanted to turn, to slip out unseen, but Xavier’s eyes had already locked on him.

“Hey, Julian,” Xavier called, voice laced with that familiar, lazy mockery. “What are you doing here?”

The question hung in the air, heavy with implication. Therapy. Issues. Weakness. Xavier’s arm tightened around Sofia’s hip, pulling her closer; she leaned into him naturally, comfortably, her body molding against his like it belonged there.

Julian forced a shrug, throat tight. “Just… something small. Never mind.”

Xavier’s grin widened, eyes flicking over Julian with lazy superiority. “Yeah? Doesn’t work out with girls, huh? Need a little… professional help?”

Sofia’s hand stilled on Xavier’s chest. She glanced at Julian, that same warm, professional smile from earlier—kind, reassuring, utterly impersonal. “Xavier,” she said lightly, nudging him. “Stop it. Don’t be mean.”

But even her gentle rebuke carried no real sting; it was affectionate, indulgent. She was smiling at Julian, yes—but it was the smile of someone doing her job, being nice because that’s what secretaries do. The real smiles, the real touch, the real desire—that was reserved for men like Xavier. Alphas. Men who took what they wanted, who satisfied women without apology or hesitation.

Julian felt it like a fresh wound: the polite smiles he collected—from secretaries, salespeople, insurance agents—were never real. They were transactional. Professional. While men like Xavier got the genuine ones, the ones that came with fingers in chest hair and bodies pressed close.

He managed a weak smile—tight, embarrassed—and nodded to both of them. "Yeah… see you around."

The weight of the day pressed down on him—of Beatrice, of his own confessions, of this final, casual humiliation. Xavier still stood with his arm around Sofia's waist, that mocking grin lingering in Julian's peripheral vision, and the hallway beyond them stretched long and endless.

Julian turned away and pushed through the clinic's outer door, stepping into the late afternoon chill of the UCLA campus. The cold February air hit him like a slap—sharp, bracing, cutting through the haze that had enveloped him inside Beatrice's office. The wind whipped across the open quadrangle, tugging at his jacket, carrying the faint scent of eucalyptus and distant traffic. One moment he had been floating in a fevered dream—kneeling, stripped bare, drowning in her perfume and her power—and the next, reality crashed back in.

He paused on the concrete path, blinking against the wind, and the doubts flooded him all at once.

She’s calling me to her private apartment because I’m just a client, he thought, the words bitter in his mind. Exactly like Sofia—professional smiles, kind words, nothing more. Sofia has her alpha—Xavier, strong, confident, the kind of man who takes what he wants and satisfies a woman without apology. Beatrice will have someone like that too. A real man. Not me. Never me.

The self-loathing settled heavy in his chest as he walked toward the parking lot, shoes scuffing against the pavement, the slip of paper with her address still burning in his pocket like a brand he couldn’t decide whether to cherish or fear.

He reached his car, slid inside, and turned the key. The engine hummed to life, heater blowing cool air that slowly warmed. For a long moment he sat there, hands gripping the wheel, staring at nothing.

But… she hugged me. The memory surfaced unbidden—her arms tight around his naked body, her clothed curves pressed against him, her lips at his ear whispering that she liked him, that she was fond of him. She said it. Meant it. Didn’t she?

The thought looped, insistent, refusing to let go. Maybe—just maybe—there was a chance. A real one. That the most beautiful, most commanding woman he had ever met had seen something in him worth wanting.

He pulled out of the parking lot as dusk settled over campus, streetlights flickering on one by one. That fragile spark of hope—mixed with dread, with aching need—followed him all the way home.

And it kept him awake long into the night.


Privately Hers

8:30 a.m., Beatrice’s Home, Apartment 4C, Evangeline Harper Hall (Women-Only Graduate Apartments), Westwood

To say Julian slept would be a lie.

He lay rigid in the dark, sheets twisted around his legs, every attempt at rest shattered by the memory of her arms around him—tight, possessive, her silk-clad breasts pressed firm against his bare chest, her breath warm at his ear: I like you. I’m fond of you. The words looped endlessly, a lifeline and a torment. He could still feel the impossible softness of her body through the thin blouse, the way her perfume had enveloped him, the brief, forbidden slide of his hands over the dramatic curve of her hips and ass. And before that—the kneeling, naked and aching at her feet, her bare foot teasing his cock until he broke, confessing everything. How had it happened so fast? One moment he was a desperate client spilling suicidal thoughts; the next, stripped, begging, owned.

Part of him knew the invitation to her private apartment was coercion wrapped in velvet—the unsigned report still dangling like a sword. Refuse, and his law career could crumble under a mental health flag. Yet the greater truth was simpler, more humiliating: he was coming because he needed to. The pull was magnetic, suffocating. No beautiful woman had ever wanted him near like this. Was it real desire? Or just her instinct to dismantle broken men? The doubt gnawed, but the arousal—the aching, forbidden throb that had kept him obedient to her no-climax command—overrode everything. Anxiety twisted in his gut, but the need was stronger.

He rose before dawn, showered in water turned deliberately cold, dressed with the same careful anonymity: dark jeans, charcoal shirt, nothing that might presume too much. He canceled his morning tutoring sessions without explanation and drove to Westwood in silence, arriving at the Weyburn Terrace complex just after 8:15. Parking had been its usual nightmare, but his student permit let him wedge the car into a distant spot; the long walk only added to the nervous energy buzzing under his skin. He was early—far too early—but the thought of disappointing Beatrice, of making her wait even a single second, was unbearable.

The graduate apartments rose in a cluster of modern buildings with Spanish Revival touches—beige stucco walls, red-tiled roofs, palm trees swaying along brick-lined paths and courtyards blooming with bright flowers. Students hurried everywhere: backpacks slung over shoulders, coffee cups in hand, voices echoing as they rushed toward campus for nine o’clock lectures. As Julian approached the entrance to her building, the glass door swung open and a group of four giggling girls spilled out, chatting loudly, completely oblivious as he slipped inside behind them before the door could lock again.

He took the stairs rather than wait for the elevator, each flight a small penance. The stairwell smelled faintly of coffee and laundry detergent. On the fourth floor he stepped into the clean, brightly lit hallway and found Apartment 4C at the end, quiet amid the morning bustle. He arrived at 8:20 and waited, back pressed to the wall opposite her door, pulse hammering in his ears. Ten long minutes. He stared at his phone, forcing himself not to knock early. Not to presume. Not to risk annoying her. The fear of her displeasure sat like ice in his stomach.

At exactly 8:30 he raised his hand and knocked—three soft, hesitant taps.

The door opened almost immediately.

Beatrice stood framed in the morning light filtering through the hallway windows, and Julian’s entire body locked up at the sight of her. She was wearing a delicate white lace babydoll nightie that looked as if it had been crafted for the sole purpose of ruin. The intricate floral lace cups were stretched taut over the dramatic, impossible fullness of her breasts—far heavier and more generous than any woman he had ever seen, the soft, unbound weight spilling forward in a way that made the lace seem almost inadequate, the deep cleavage shadowed and inviting between the scalloped edges. Sheer chiffon panels flowed from beneath the bust in an open front, parting with every subtle shift of her body to reveal the smooth, toned plane of her midriff and the gentle flare of her hips, the fabric so gossamer-light it fluttered against her upper thighs like a tease. Beneath the short hem, just visible in the gap of the open front, was the thinnest hint of a matching white g-string—little more than a delicate stripe of lace riding low on her hips, the narrow band disappearing between the perfect curves of her ass and barely covering her in front, a minimal scrap that only accentuated her nakedness rather than concealing it. Her blonde hair was tousled from sleep, loose waves framing a face of severe, aristocratic beauty: high cheekbones sharp enough to cut, full lips painted a natural deep rose, and eyes that held the cool, indifferent authority of someone who had never once needed to ask for what she wanted. There was no smile, no warmth—just a detached, regal sexiness that radiated from her like heat from a flame, the kind of presence that dropped men to their knees without a word. She knew the effect she had. She required no acknowledgment of it.

Julian’s heart slammed so hard against his ribs he felt it in his throat. His cock stirred instantly, thickening against his will at the sheer intimacy of seeing her like this—fresh from bed, half-dressed, her body on display not as invitation but as simple fact, a weapon she wielded without effort.

“Oh,” she said, voice low and unhurried, as if the appointment had only just resurfaced in her mind. “I almost forgot you were coming.”

He opened his mouth—some meek, stumbling greeting forming—but no sound emerged. She was already stepping aside, expecting him to enter as though it were the most natural thing in the world.

Julian crossed the threshold in a daze, shoes still on his feet.

Beatrice’s gaze dropped to his shoes. Her eyes widened—a rare crack in her composure, genuine alarm flashing across her face as if the mere thought of outside dirt tracking into her pristine space was intolerable.

“No, no, no, no, no!” she snapped, voice sharp and urgent, laced with unmistakable stress. “Dirty—out, out, out!”

Her hands shot to his chest and shoved—hard, insistent, repeated pushes that forced him backward in quick, jerky steps, her palms pressing forcefully through his shirt as if she could physically undo the contamination he had already carried inside. The contact was overwhelming despite the haste: the sudden heat of her hands, her body crowding close, the heavy sway of her breasts with each shove, the chiffon parting in fleeting glimpses of that tiny g-string. Julian stumbled out into the hallway, heart pounding, face burning, cock stirring traitorously amid the chaos.

“Out!” she repeated, stepping forward to hold the door half-closed, breathing quicker now, the alarm still tight in her posture.

“Shoes—off, now!” she ordered, voice clipped and impatient, gesturing sharply at his feet.

Julian dropped to his knees at once, fingers fumbling desperately with the laces under the pressure of her stare, the hallway sounds closing in—footsteps approaching, voices echoing. His mind raced for something, anything, to make this make sense, to cling to some shred of dignity: It’s normal, it’s fine—people do this all the time, especially in Asian homes, Japanese, Korean, they never wear shoes inside, it’s about cleanliness, respect for the space, she’s just like that, fastidious, that’s all it is, not humiliation, just her rule, I can handle this, it’s cultural, it’s logical…

“And the socks—quickly!” she added, tone edged with impatience, as if he should have known. “Don’t be ridiculous—hurry up!”

He yanked them off in a rush, bare feet hitting the cool carpet, toes curling in nervous embarrassment, still scrambling mentally to justify it to himself: Yes, exactly—socks too, because they touch the shoes, carry the dirt, it’s thorough, that’s all, some people are like this, meticulous, it doesn’t mean anything about me, I’m not less for obeying, it’s just her way, her apartment, her rules…

“In fact—everything off,” she said quickly, voice clipped with impatience, no pause for effect. “I prefer to have you naked.”

Julian froze, shoes clutched in one hand, socks balled in the other. His mind blanked, shock and arousal slamming into him at once—his cock thickening painfully, a hot, helpless surge in his loins that made him flush deeper.

“Here?” he whispered, voice cracking. “In the hallway—naked?”

Beatrice’s eyes flashed with urgency. No explanation, no softening—just sharp command.

“Everything,” she repeated, faster now. “Phone, keys, wallet—now.”

He glanced desperately down the corridor—footsteps louder, two female voices laughing as they neared the corner, backpacks thumping. Panic surged, hot and humiliating, yet the throb in his cock only intensified, traitorous and undeniable.

“But… why?” he managed, the plea small and breathless.

She didn’t answer. Instead, she jabbed one elegant finger downward at the small pet door in the lower panel—a discreet, one-way flap designed so items could only be pushed in, never retrieved without unlocking the door from inside. “Through here,” she ordered, voice tight. “Shoes first—then the rest. Hurry.”

Julian hesitated, hands trembling, mind racing for anything to make this bearable—She thinks my clothes are dirty too, that’s it—street dirt, clinic chairs, bacteria, maybe even insects from outside, she doesn’t want any of it on her furniture, her floors, it’s extreme but it makes sense if she’s that meticulous, some people are, I can accept this, it’s not about humiliation, just her rules, her cleanliness, I have to obey to get inside, I can do this…—but the flap’s design hit him with sudden dread: once pushed through, there was no retrieving anything; his hand would never fit back in, and without the door unlocked from the inside, his clothes, keys, phone—everything—would be trapped beyond reach.

Beatrice’s gaze narrowed sharply. “I’m not patient this morning, Julian—do it now.”

Julian’s hands moved to his shirt, fingers trembling as he unbuttoned it slowly, his eyes lifting to hers in silent, pleading desperation—no words, just a raw, begging look that asked for mercy he knew wouldn’t come. He peeled the shirt away, folding it with shaking care before pushing it through the pet door—watching helplessly as it disappeared into the darkness inside, gone forever unless she chose to let him back in.

Beatrice watched for a beat, then exhaled sharply. “Wow, this is taking you so long. Get naked—everything. Once you’re done, knock on the door.”

With that, she closed the door firmly, the lock clicking into place.

Julian stood frozen for a moment, heart thundering, then obeyed in a rush—jeans unbuckled and shoved down, underwear following, his cock already half-hard and throbbing hotter with every layer lost. Phone, keys, wallet—everything pushed through the flap, vanishing into her apartment. Naked now, completely exposed in the hallway, the cool air kissed his skin, raising goosebumps, his erection jutting shamelessly despite the panic—or because of it.

It’s not hygiene, the realization hit him like a slap. Not really. It’s her. It’s always her. Men end up naked in her presence because she’s that beautiful, that commanding—she requires it, and they give it. That’s the truth. And now I’m trapped—everything’s inside, no way to get my keys, my phone, no way to leave without being seen, arrested, ruined…

He knocked gently—soft, tentative, terrified of irritating her further.

No answer.

The hallway sounds grew louder: footsteps, female voices approaching, laughter echoing off the walls. Julian pressed his forehead almost to the door, face turned toward it to hide his nudity as much as possible, back exposed to the hallway, hands cupped desperately over his genitals in front, cock aching and fully hard now, pulsing against his palms. The girls rounding the corner couldn’t see his genitals—he was facing the door, shielding himself completely from their view. He heard them clearly—two, maybe three girls.

A soft giggle, then one whispered, “Oh, it’s Beatrice—probably one of her little games again.”

Another laughed lightly. “Yeah, so many men fall for that trick of hers.”

Julian burned with humiliation as it dawned on him then that he was just another in a long succession of helpless males summoned to her apartment for further humiliation, for her amusement—completely naked, exposed, a plaything on display during rush hour in what felt like a building full of women heading to lectures. He kept his back turned, body rigid, hands shielding what little dignity he had left as their voices lingered, amused, commenting casually before fading down the hall.

Silence returned. He knocked again—still gentle, then a third time, fourth, each one a little more desperate, minutes stretching into agony as he waited, naked and leaking precum now, the tip slick against his fingers.

Finally, the door flew open with haste. Beatrice appeared, irritation etched on her flawless face, blonde waves slightly disheveled.

“My hands were busy, for goodness’ sake—I was washing the dishes,” she snapped. “I heard you the first time, and you just kept knocking.”

Julian’s stomach sank—this was already a disaster. He had dirtied her floor, annoyed her with the knocking, disappointed her from the very start.

She stepped into the hallway, eyes blazing. “Lean against the wall over there—hands up, legs apart. I punish disobedience immediately; I don’t delay.”

The corridor was alive again—rush hour, girls passing, voices nearby. Julian obeyed instantly, facing the wall, palms flat, legs spread, ass exposed, cock throbbing painfully hard beneath him.

Beatrice’s hand came down—ten sharp smacks across his buttocks, not brutal but firm, stinging, each one echoing slightly in the open hall. The humiliation was excruciating, far worse than the pain.

From behind him, a female voice called out, amused: “Beatrice—disobedience again?”

Beatrice shouted back without pausing the spanking, “Yes! What can I do—he came inside with dirty shoes, tracked everything!”

The girl giggled. “Oh, absolutely—yeah, yeah. Best spanking in my experience!”

Julian’s cock pulsed wildly, precum dripping now, the casual girl-talk over his naked, punished body reducing him to nothing. He heard more soft laughter, whispers he couldn’t make out.

When the tenth smack landed, Beatrice stepped back. “Straighten up—go inside.”

He turned, catching the wicked wink she threw toward the watching girl down the hall—a conspiratorial smile that confirmed everything. As he hurried past her into the apartment, she delivered one final, sharp smack to his ass for effect, propelling him forward.

As the door clicked shut behind him, sealing away the hallway and its lingering echoes of laughter, Beatrice turned sharply, her blonde waves swaying with the motion. She pointed one elegant finger at the floor near the entrance—several faint, barely perceptible scuffs from his shoes marking the pale wood.

“Do you see what you’ve done?” she demanded, voice tight with irritation.

Julian followed her gesture, blinking in confusion at the spotless expanse. “I… I’m not sure,” he admitted softly, voice small.

Her hand moved faster than he could register—a single, sharp slap across his cheek, not brutal but stinging, precise, the kind that shocked more than hurt. His skin burned, eyes watering instantly.

“You don’t understand?” she repeated, eyes flashing. “Go—fetch that bucket over there.” She jabbed her finger toward a closet near the kitchen. “Fill it with cleaning supplies. Start scrubbing the floor. All of this area—here, here, here.” Her hand swept in wide circles, encompassing not just the entryway but stretching further into the living room, areas his shoes had never touched.

Julian obeyed without a word, hurrying naked to the closet, cock still throbbing painfully hard from the hallway ordeal, bobbing with every step. He found the bucket, rags, cleaner—hands shaking as he filled it at the sink, the water running loud in the quiet apartment.

Beatrice stood watching the entire time, hands planted firmly on her hips, the posture thrusting her dramatic breasts forward against the straining lace of the babydoll, the open chiffon panels parting to reveal the smooth curve of her midriff and the teasing stripe of her white g-string riding low. The short hem fluttered against her thighs, her long legs planted apart in casual dominance—blonde hair tousled, face severe and breathtakingly beautiful, radiating that detached, effortless sexiness that made resistance impossible. She looked like a goddess overseeing a flawed mortal, untouchable and devastating.

He returned with the bucket and a mop, dipping the mop into the soapy water and beginning to swipe it across the floor while standing.

“No, no, no, no, no—no!” she interrupted sharply, stepping closer. “Absolutely not. This is not how you clean.”

Julian looked up at her, confused, mop paused in his hands. “I… what do you want me to—”

“You can’t even see the stains,” she cut in, voice edged with exasperation. “You don’t know where to clean. On all fours—hands and knees. Now.”

He dropped the mop and lowered himself fully, palms and knees hitting the cool floor, ass raised slightly, cock hanging hard and leaking beneath him, the position utterly degrading.

Beatrice moved behind him, then crouched gracefully. Her fingers seized his earlobes—firm, pinching just enough to sting—and pulled his head down, close to the floor, inches from her bare feet. Those feet were perfection: high arches curving elegantly, toes long and tapered with glossy crimson polish, skin flawless and pale, the faint scent of her lotion drifting up as she flexed them slightly for emphasis.

“Do you see the stains now?” she asked, voice low and mocking.

“Yes,” he whispered reluctantly, eyes fixed on the floor—but his mind reeled, overwhelmed by her feet so close, so impossibly beautiful, sexy in their delicate strength, the crimson nails like commands themselves. “I see… I see…”

He began scrubbing with the rag, moving in slow circles on all fours, naked and humiliated.

Beatrice straightened, watching for a moment longer. With one elegant foot, she pointed—toes extending, arch flexing. “Here—here, idiot. Here.”

He followed obediently, cleaning where she indicated, her little toe tapping the floor impatiently as she directed him like a misplaced animal.

Finally, she sighed—the sound of someone already bored. “Okay. When you’re done here, come find me for more chores.”

She turned and walked away, hips swaying, the babydoll fluttering, leaving him alone on the floor.

Julian scrubbed in silence, rag moving over the spotless wood, tears forming hot in his eyes and spilling over. Wait—this isn’t therapy. I came here for help, not… not as a cleaner. The realization crushed him. But what can I do? I can’t say no. I’m naked—everything’s locked inside, no clothes, no keys. She could still report me, ruin everything. I’m trapped. The erotic humiliation suffocated him: on all fours, cock achingly hard, throbbing with every motion, aroused beyond reason by her commands, her feet, her absolute control. He couldn’t escape it—the need to obey her, even as it broke him further.

When he finished scrubbing, Julian found another rag in the bucket—a dry one—and meticulously wiped down every inch he had cleaned, crawling on all fours until the pale wood gleamed perfectly, not a trace of moisture or imagined scuff remaining. Only then did he rise, legs aching, cock still achingly hard and swaying with each careful step, and approach her.

Beatrice was in the living room, seated at a small table by the high windows—books stacked neatly, laptop open, her fingers moving across the keys with focused precision. The morning light caught her blonde waves, turning them golden, and the babydoll nightie shifted softly with her breathing, the lace cups straining against the heavy swell of her breasts, the open chiffon parting to reveal glimpses of that minimal white g-string. She ignored him completely, absorbed in her work, radiating that effortless, untouchable authority.

Julian stood there naked, anxious, erection throbbing visibly, heat flooding his cheeks. He cleared his throat softly—a hesitant cough to draw her attention.

Her eyebrows lifted a fraction, but she didn’t look up, didn’t acknowledge him beyond that faint flicker.

“I’m… Beatrice, I’m done over there with the cleaning,” he said quietly, voice trembling. When she said nothing, he added, “I really am sorry about entering your apartment with those shoes. Very sorry.”

Only then did she glance up, her eyes unfocused at first, as if pulling herself from deep concentration—replacing context, adjusting to his presence. Her gaze sharpened, cool and assessing.

“What did I teach you about talking to me?” she asked, voice low and even.

Julian blinked, confused. “What… what did you teach me?”

“I already told you in my office,” she said, a hint of exasperation threading through the calm. “When you’re next to me, you kneel.”

He hesitated, mind racing—She didn’t say always, not like a rule for every moment—but the words tumbled out anyway. “Yes… okay. It’s not a problem, I just thought—”

“Kneel,” she cut in, one sharp word, eyes locked on his.

He dropped instantly, knees hitting the floor, cock jutting upward painfully hard, hands resting awkwardly on his thighs as he looked up at her from below.

A small smirk played in her eyes—subtle, delighted, enjoying the sight of him there.

“Yes?” she prompted, leaning back slightly in her chair, the motion pressing her breasts against the lace. “What did you want to tell me?”

“I just wanted to say I’m done washing the floor,” he whispered, voice small. “And I’m ready… for whatever other chores you have for me.”

The smirk deepened, a glint of amusement sparkling in her gaze as he lifted his head to meet it.

“Actually,” she said, stretching one long leg under the table, her bare foot brushing his knee, “my feet are sore. How about you massage them?”

Julian shifted forward without hesitation, sliding under the table on his knees—the space tight, intimate, her legs parting slightly to accommodate him. He took one flawless foot in his hands—warm, soft skin, high arch curving perfectly, toes elegantly tapered with that glossy crimson polish—and began to knead gently, thumbs pressing into the sole, fingers working the tension from her heel.

From above, her voice drifted down, casual but commanding. “No—this won’t do. It doesn’t feel like worship. It feels like you’re just massaging. You’re not here to massage me, Julian. You’re here to worship me. Isn’t that true?”

“Yes, Beatrice,” he whispered, throat tight, the words sending a fresh throb through his cock.

She giggled then—soft, genuine, a light sound from above the table that made his stomach twist with humiliated arousal.

Her foot lifted suddenly, sole slapping lightly across his cheek—not hard, but playful, demeaning, the warm skin brushing his lips before pulling away. Then the other foot mirrored it, tapping his face, teasing him gently with her toes.

“Why do I get the impression you're not really worshipping my feet, Julian?” she purred from above, her tone a teasing lilt that dripped with mock disappointment, each word coiling around him like a silken rope, pulling him deeper into her playful torment. Her foot returned, the sole pressing firmly against his cheek again, warm and insistent, while the other tapped his nose lightly, interrupting any attempt to respond. “Do you even think my feet are pretty? Hmm? Tell me, Julian—do you?”

He opened his mouth to answer, humiliation burning through him like wildfire, his face flushing crimson under her casual dominance—they were so soft, so dainty, so perfectly pedicured, so feminine and delicate, he admitted to himself in that shattering moment of surrender. “They—they are beautiful, Beatrice,” he stammered, voice muffled as her toes danced across his lips, playfully sealing them shut mid-word. “Your feet are... so beautiful, so—”

She laughed again, a delighted, melodic trill that echoed from above, her feet never stopping their tantalizing game—one sole grinding lightly against his cheek, the other tapping his forehead in rhythmic insistence, toying with him like a helpless puppet. “Oh, really? Then why can't you say it properly? Come on, try again—tell me how pretty they are, how much you adore them.” Her words were hypnotic, laced with wicked amusement, but every time he tried to speak, her toes would brush his mouth, or her heel would nudge his chin, reducing his confessions to broken gasps. He was utterly exposed, naked and throbbing beneath the table, his cock straining harder with each demeaning tap, each humiliating interruption—her complete control rendering him speechless, powerless, nothing but a toy at the mercy of her exquisite feet.

“You don't understand yet, do you?” she continued, her voice dropping to a sultry whisper that sent shivers racing down his spine. “True worship means surrendering completely—and worshiping means licking, because that's exactly what you'll do for me.” Her foot pressed harder against his forehead now, guiding his head lower, the sole warm and slightly damp against his skin, the faint, feminine scent of her lotion mingling with her natural musk, intoxicating and overpowering. As he lavished her feet with his tongue, stroke after stroke, he tasted the salty tang of her perspiration, the subtle sweat from her day coating his mouth in raw, erotic intimacy. He felt utterly pathetic down there on his knees, like the little devotee she had reduced him to, while she worked above, ignoring him except when it amused her to command. She was the epitome of feminine power—poised, alluring, fully in command—with this naked, aroused male groveling at her feet, his erection leaking helplessly onto the floor below, every throb a testament to her control. He couldn't deny it; her feet were small, pretty, arousing beyond reason—high arches curving elegantly, toes tapered and crimson-tipped, skin silky smooth and impeccably cared for, each flex and tap a command he ached to obey.

He extended his tongue, tentative at first, dragging it slowly along the warm sole—salty, faintly tangy from the morning, the skin silky smooth under the faint texture of her arch. The aroma hit him fully then: clean and feminine, a subtle warmth mixed with the faint trace of lotion and her natural scent, intoxicating, heady, wrapping around his senses like a drug. He licked again, broader strokes now, worshiping with his tongue—sole to heel, tracing every curve, every delicate ridge, the taste and smell overwhelming him, erotic in its raw intimacy.

Above, she sighed contentedly, the sound of keys tapping resuming as if he were merely furniture.

Julian lost himself in it—the erotic humiliation drowning everything else. His divorce, the brutal lawyer tearing him apart, the crushing debt, the misery of law school—all of it faded, erased by the suffocating need to worship her. He was overwhelmed, adoration flooding him as he licked and kissed, massaged and adored those perfect feet. How did this happen? he thought dimly, tongue tracing her arch again. Yesterday I was just a desperate student walking into a clinic for therapy—and lucky, so incredibly lucky, that the other guy took Lillian, leaving me for Beatrice. This goddess who owns me now, completely.

His cock throbbed untouched, leaking steadily onto the floor beneath the table, every lick pulling him deeper into surrender.

His tongue traced another slow, reverent path along the warm sole of her foot—salty, intoxicating, the faint lotion scent mingling with her natural warmth—when the muffled ring of his phone cut through the apartment. It was coming from the pile of his belongings near the door, pushed through the pet flap earlier.

Beatrice’s foot paused against his lips. Without a word, she withdrew both feet from his grasp and stood, the babydoll fluttering as she crossed the room. Julian remained frozen under the table, heart pounding, listening as she retrieved the phone, glanced at the screen, and answered—putting it on speaker before setting it on the table above him.

“Hey, Julian,” the voice growled, familiar and venomous—Victor Harlan, the neighbor. “It’s your favorite neighbor again. I see yesterday at 7:00 p.m. you didn’t pay me that nice little visit. Let me give you a few more hours. You’ll come here tonight at 7:00. And if you don’t—tonight I’m paying you a friendly visit. There are things you don’t understand, so let me be short and quick: I’ve never let anyone off, especially not a noodle like you. Do you understand me? I’m going to beat the shit out of you. Poke your eyes out. It’s going to be terrible. You’ll regret it—regret you didn’t come. And when I’m done, I don’t know if you’ll even need a hospital anymore. Memorize what I just said. Tonight, 7:00 p.m.—my place.”

Julian’s stomach dropped, old fear surging back—the threats, the helplessness. But he stayed silent on his knees beneath the table, naked, cock still throbbing from her taste on his tongue.

Beatrice’s voice answered, melodic and calm, utterly unfazed. “I hear you loud and clear.”

A pause. The neighbor sounded confused. “Oh—so it’s a wrong number?”

“No,” Beatrice replied smoothly, settling back into her chair, one bare foot sliding under the table to tap insistently against Julian’s lips—demanding he continue. “In fact, you reached exactly the right person. You wanted to speak to Julian. My name is Beatrice—and I’m Julian’s girlfriend.”

Julian’s world tilted. Girlfriend. The word detonated inside him, overriding the terror of the threats in an instant. Heat flooded his face, his chest—Me. She’s claiming me. The lonely, broken me. Her boyfriend. It felt impossible, euphoric, a rush stronger than any fear. Tears pricked his eyes as he pressed obedient kisses to her foot, licking subserviently even as he listened, the neighbor’s violence suddenly distant, irrelevant.

The man stammered. “So… if you’re his girlfriend, you should know what kind of guy he is. I told him—I begged him several times, nicely—to remove that pump—”

Beatrice cut him off, voice cool and precise. “Just so you know, my name is Beatrice, and I am Julian’s girlfriend. What you just said—unfortunately for you—is recorded. You provided detailed descriptions of violence. As part of my professional obligations, I’m required to report this to the authorities.”

“Hey, hey—look, lady,” he blurted, panic rising. “I said things because I was angry. Of course I wasn’t about to—”

“I don’t care what you were or weren’t about to do,” she interrupted, her foot pressing firmer against Julian’s tongue as he licked, tapping his nose when he slowed—insistent, reminding him this matter was already handled, beneath her concern. “The moment you uttered those words, you violated California Penal Code Section 422—criminal threats.”

“Look—I take my words back!”

“I’m sorry,” she said, tone unmoved. “It’s my duty. I can’t risk being held liable for not reporting.”

She ended the call.

The phone rang again almost immediately—once, twice, three times. Each time, her foot tapped Julian’s face impatiently, guiding him back to worship: kisses along her arch, tongue tracing the delicate curve of her toes. He obeyed, lost in the taste, the scent, the overwhelming fact that she was protecting him.

On the fourth ring, she answered again.

“Look, lady—Beatrice,” the neighbor pleaded, voice desperate now. “I’m so sorry. Really—I’m begging you. I asked him nicely, I swear. Please don’t do this. It’s not good for anyone. I don’t want to go to jail over something stupid. I’ll be your best friend—I’m begging.”

Beatrice listened in silence, her foot flexing against Julian’s lips.

“I’m not sure,” she said at last, voice thoughtful. “It’s a problem with my work—my ethics. I can’t just ignore it.”

He groveled further, voice breaking. “Please—please.”

She let him hang for a moment longer, then spoke, calm and final. “Okay. The next time you call this phone, or try to contact my boyfriend Julian, or threaten his tenant—next time you do anything like that, I won’t answer. I won’t ask questions. I’ll file the complaint immediately. Everything is recorded, and I’m waiting—delighted, even—for you to give me a reason.”

“Okay—it’s a done deal, lady. Done deal. You won’t hear from me again. I swear.”

“Good.”

She hung up.

Julian knelt there beneath the table, tears spilling freely now, mixing with the faint moisture on his lips from her feet. He was falling—helplessly, completely in love with this woman who had fought for him without hesitation, claimed him as hers, shielded him when no one ever had. The threats, the fear—they evaporated. She was strong, terrifyingly capable, standing for him when he couldn’t stand for himself. Gratitude and adoration crashed over him in waves, his cock throbbing harder than ever, untouched and leaking onto the floor.

Beatrice’s foot withdrew. “Come here,” she said softly from above.

Julian crawled out immediately, knees aching, and knelt beside her chair, naked and trembling, tears still wet on his cheeks, adoration and gratitude swelling in his chest until it felt like it might burst. She had protected him—claimed him as her boyfriend, dismantled the bully with calm, terrifying precision. He opened his mouth, the words thank you forming on his lips, desperate to express what she had just done for him, how she had saved him.

Nothing prepared him for what came next.

Beatrice extended one foot toward him again, flexing her toes idly, the crimson polish catching the light. Then she paused, her gaze dropping to his hands before lifting slowly to his face—the warmth from moments ago gone, replaced by sharp, unmistakable disapproval.

“Do I understand correctly,” she said quietly, voice laced with disbelief, “that you touched my feet without washing your hands first?”

Julian froze, the gratitude evaporating in an instant. Shock hit him like cold water—one moment she was his savior, his girlfriend; the next—

“You washed the floor with your hands,” she continued, tone rising with accusation, “all those cleaning chemicals—and then you came straight here and touched my feet with them?”

He stared, speechless, mind scrambling. I… I didn’t think—

“How dare you not know?” she snapped.

Before he could react, her hand flashed—a hard, stinging slap across his cheek that snapped his head to the side. Pain bloomed hot on his skin; he gasped, reeling on his knees.

Another slap followed immediately, harder, rocking him the other way. “Go—bring a washing basin. You’ll find one in the bathroom cabinet. Wash my feet properly. How dare you.”

Julian scrambled to his feet, dazed, cock still traitorously hard despite the shock and sting. He hurried through the apartment, searching cabinets, drawers—hands shaking as he rummaged, panic rising when he couldn’t find anything resembling a basin. Where—where is it?

When he turned back, Beatrice was standing in the hallway, arms crossed beneath her breasts, pushing them higher against the lace. “Never mind,” she said, exasperation clear. “I knew you wouldn’t be able to find it. I’ll just shower—that’s it.”

She turned and walked toward the bathroom, the babydoll nightie sheer enough in the light to reveal the perfect curves of her ass, the thin white g-string disappearing between them, riding low on her hips. Julian followed instinctively, a few steps behind, mesmerized and mortified, eyes locked on the hypnotic sway.

He stood in the doorway as she stepped into the small bathroom, the space already filling with steam as she turned on the shower. How could I be so stupid—so stupid—to touch her perfect, delicate feet with dirty hands, chemical residue still on them? The realization crashed over him, shame burning hotter than the slaps. Now I see… I thought after the floor I’d just get more chores—more cleaning, something practical—not foot worship, not this intimate privilege. That’s why I didn’t even think to wash. I should have known better. Of course I should have.

His hands weren’t poisoned, not really, but the mistake felt catastrophic under her gaze.

The water hissed on, steam billowing out, carrying the clean scent of her body wash. The apartment was small; every sound echoed—the splash of water against tile, her soft movements.

Then her voice called from inside, clear and commanding over the rush of the shower: “I want you to come over here.”

Julian turned immediately and walked toward the bathroom, the sound of rushing water growing louder with every step, a steady roar that filled the small apartment and drowned out his pounding heartbeat. Steam spilled from the open doorway, thick and fragrant with her body wash—something clean and lightly floral, wrapping around him like an embrace.

Through the frosted glass of the shower door, her silhouette was a devastating outline: impossibly narrow waist flaring dramatically to wide hips and that perfect ass, the thin g-string now discarded somewhere on the tile, and above—her breasts, enormous and heavy, shifting with every movement as she tilted her head under the spray. The glass blurred the details, but the sheer scale of her figure was unmistakable, a goddess rendered in shadow and mist.

Julian hesitated at the threshold, rock-hard and aching, the steam clinging to his naked skin, the scent and heat overwhelming. Water droplets already beaded on his chest from the vapor; his cock throbbing visibly, impossible to control or hide. She invited me in—to wash her? This goddess? Me?

As if reading his mind, her voice cut through the hiss of the water, calm and commanding. “Come over here. I said open the door and enter.”

He obeyed, pulling the glass door open. A wave of hot water and steam hit him immediately, soaking his hair, running in rivulets down his chest and thighs. Beatrice stood under the spray, fully naked now—the babydoll and g-string discarded in a damp heap on the floor—blonde hair dark and slick against her back, water cascading over the impossible fullness of her breasts, down the dramatic curve of her waist, over the flare of her hips.

“You dirtied my legs—my feet,” she said, voice sharp with lingering irritation. “Be quick about it. Soap them properly.”

Julian dropped to his hands and knees without a word, the tile hard and wet beneath him, water raining down from the showerhead like a storm. He found the sponge and body wash where she pointed, lathering it frantically, then took one flawless foot in his trembling hands—warm, slick, perfect—and began soaping every inch: the high arch, the tapered toes, the delicate heel, working the suds carefully between them, rinsing under the spray. The water poured over him, blinding at times, but he could see her feet faintly through the cascade—beautiful, commanding even now.

She shampooed her hair above him, unhurried, suds sliding down her legs to rinse over his hands.

“Enough,” she said suddenly, pulling her foot away. “You’re practically scratching the skin off. Kneel up higher—wash my ass instead. Be more gentle this time. Clean every inch.”

Beatrice shifted, turning her back to him under the cascading water, presenting the lush, rounded curves of her ass—full and firm, water sluicing over the smooth, pale skin in glistening rivulets that accentuated every perfect swell and dimple. Julian adjusted on his knees in the cramped shower stall, rising higher so his face was level with her behind, heart pounding as he lathered the sponge anew and began to wash her reverently, hands trembling over the delicious, luscious cheeks that felt like forbidden silk under his touch. He traced every inch with careful strokes, admiring the erotic perfection of her form—the way her ass cheeks yielded slightly to his pressure, so round and inviting, a shrine of feminine allure he could only serve, never claim. As he worked, Beatrice reached between her thighs, her fingers gliding over her most private essence—her divine, goddess-like shrine; Julian ached with longing, noticing from her movements that she was taking good care of herself there, this special place out of reach for him, probably reserved solely for big, thick specimens from her real lovers, the alphas who could satisfy her depths. She cleaned herself leisurely, unhurried, as if underscoring that this intimate core was unavailable to him, her submissive servant, who knelt behind her like the devoted attendant he was, aroused beyond measure by the proximity yet forever denied.

Finally satisfied, she glanced over her shoulder. “Enough of that. Come here—stand up.”

Julian rose unsteadily, water streaming off him, cock jutting painfully hard. Beatrice turned to face him fully, leaning back slightly against the tile wall, one hand braced above her head, the posture lifting and presenting her enormous breasts—full, heavy, water glistening on the pale skin, nipples hard from the heat or arousal. She watched him with amused detachment, a faint smile curving her lips as her eyes flicked down to his obvious erection, then back to his flushed, hesitant face.

“Wash my breasts,” she said simply.

Julian’s breath caught—this was too much. He stepped closer, hands shaking as he lathered the sponge again, then reached out—hesitant, reverent—cupping the impossible weight of one breast, then the other, soaping gently, thumbs brushing over her nipples as water rained down. They were perfect, overflowing his hands, soft yet firm, the size and feel overwhelming. Beatrice’s smile deepened, eyes half-lidded with quiet amusement at his arousal, his desperation.

“Come closer,” she murmured.

He did, bodies nearly touching now under the spray. She reached down without warning, wrapping her elegant fingers around his cock—warm, slick, firm. “It’s quite dirty, isn’t it?” she said, voice low and teasing, beginning to stroke him slowly, deliberately.

Julian gasped, hips jerking involuntarily, on the brink already from the tension, the proximity, her hand. He massaged her breasts as ordered—kneading, soaping, thumbs circling her nipples—while she worked him with expert, unhurried strokes, bringing him agonizingly close, then easing off just enough to deny release.

“Shoulders too,” she added, guiding his hands upward.

He obeyed, soaping the elegant lines of her shoulders, her neck, while her grip tightened again, stroking faster, eyes locked on his—mysterious, knowing, amused. The erotic tension was unbearable: water cascading over them, her body pressed close, breasts brushing his chest with every breath, her hand driving him to the edge while he served her, worshipped her with his touch.

They faced each other fully now, inches apart, the spray enveloping them like a private world. Beatrice leaned in, voice soft and intimate under the roar of the water. “Let me feel your lips.”

Julian wasn’t sure what she meant—her mouth? Her body?—but his body moved on instinct, closing the distance. Their lips met—soft, searing, her mouth opening to him as she kissed him deeply, possessively. He devoured her, afraid to believe it was real, hands clutching her hips, sliding over the slick curves of her waist, her ass, pulling her closer as she stroked him harder.

Is this possible? his mind raced amid the haze of pleasure. This dominant woman—the woman of my dreams, so amazingly sexy—interested in me? The lonely, worthless me? Or is it therapy? Control? Or… just for her own enjoyment?

As if sensing his thoughts, Beatrice broke the kiss abruptly. “Enough,” she said quietly, detached, stepping back and out of the spray.

She opened the door and stepped onto the mat, water dripping from her flawless body. “Dry me.”

10 minutes later

Beatrice sat on the charcoal linen couch in the living room, wrapped in a thick, fluffy white robe that fell open just enough at the collar to reveal the deep shadow of her cleavage. Her blonde hair, still damp, clung in loose waves to her shoulders, and her skin carried the faint glow of the shower. Julian emerged from the kitchen carrying two steaming mugs of herbal tea—chamomile and mint, as she had instructed, her voice casual when she explained she was vegan and that tea was essential in the morning.

He wore an identical robe, also white and oversized on his frame, the belt tied loosely. His hair was still wet, his skin flushed from the heat and everything that had happened under the water. He set the mugs on the low table in front of the couch, careful not to spill.

Beatrice patted the cushion beside her. “Come. Sit next to me.”

He obeyed at once, lowering himself onto the sofa, close enough that their thighs nearly touched. The robes were soft, warm, but beneath his own, his cock still ached—denied, untouched since, left on the edge exactly as she had intended.

She leaned back, one elbow propped on the backrest of the couch, her head resting against her hand in a posture of relaxed, almost dreamy authority. Her eyes, half-lidded, settled on him—calm, unhurried, as if she had just finished a long workout and was savoring the afterglow. Water droplets still clung to the ends of her hair; the robe gaped slightly with the movement, revealing the heavy curve of one breast.

Julian could not look away. Up close like this, in the soft morning light, she was devastating. He still felt the need to pinch himself, to confirm this was real—that he was here, beside her, after everything.

She reached for her mug, brought it to her lips, and took a slow sip, eyes never leaving his.

"Let me tell you something about my profession," she said, voice low and conversational. "What they train us to do—Aaron and the rest—is never tell the patient what's wrong with them. You're supposed to let them come to the conclusion themselves. Drag them in for weeks, months, more sessions, more talking, more open-ended questions." She waved her free hand dismissively. "It's a beautiful theory. Very profitable too."

Another sip. Her eyes sharpened.

"I don't do that. I sat with you for one hour yesterday, Julian. One hour. That's more than enough for me to see exactly what's going on."

She tilted the mug toward him. "Drink your tea. It's good for you."

He lifted his mug obediently, hands still trembling slightly.

"So I'm going to be blunt with you," she continued, setting her mug down and turning fully toward him. "Because I respect you enough to not waste your time. Either you take what I'm about to say or you don't. But I'm not going to sit here for six months pretending I don't already know."

Julian shifted nervously, but nodded. "Of course. I mean—yes. Tell me."

She studied him for a moment, head tilted, as though deciding where to cut.

"Right now, in your head, you have a list of problems. The bully neighbor. The divorce lawyer. The debt. Law school. You feel attacked from every direction, and you think the problem is that you're weak—that you can't fight back, that you're not built for this world. Am I right?"

He nodded slowly, throat tight.

"And you came to me because you wanted someone to help you deal with these problems. One by one. The bully—how do I handle him? The lawyer—how do I survive her? The money—how do I cope? That's what you think therapy is. Fixing each fire separately."

"Yes," he whispered. "That's… yes."

She shook her head slowly, a half-smile playing on her lips—not mocking, but knowing, as if she'd expected exactly this.

"Julian, you don't have ten problems. You have one. And you can't see it because you're too close."

He stared at her, confused.

"Every morning," she said, leaning forward slightly, "you wake up in an empty apartment. No one next to you. No one waiting for you. No one who cares whether you come home tonight or don't. You eat alone, sleep alone, carry everything alone. And then you walk out that door into a world full of people who want something from you—your money, your compliance, your surrender—and you have nothing behind you. No foundation. No strength. No home."

She let the words settle, watching his face.

"That's your problem. Not the bully. Not the lawyer. Those people sense what you are—a man with no one standing behind him. They can smell it. Every predator can. You walk into a room and you radiate alone, and they take from you because there's no cost to taking."

Julian opened his mouth, then closed it. "But I—that's not—I mean, I was married. I had someone. It didn't help."

"No," Beatrice said softly. "You had the wrong someone. Which is the same as having no one. Worse, actually—because it confirmed everything you already feared about yourself."

She picked up her mug again, took a slow sip, and let silence fill the room for a moment.

"I know what you're thinking," she said. "You're thinking—what does a woman have to do with the neighbor threatening to beat me up? What does a relationship have to do with my divorce lawyer bulldozing me? It sounds disconnected. I understand."

Julian nodded faintly, because that was exactly what he was thinking.

"But it's not," she said, voice quiet and certain. "It's the only thing that connects all of it. A man who comes home to love—to real love, the kind that fills him—walks differently. He doesn't become aggressive. He doesn't suddenly turn into a fighter. But he's full. He's not empty when he opens the front door. And the world treats full men differently than empty ones. Trust me on this."

She paused, letting it sit, then shifted on the couch, drawing one leg beneath her, the robe parting slightly at the thigh.

"So the question is," she said, voice turning sharper, more direct, "how do you build that home? How do you get that relationship that saves you?"

She looked at him, eyes narrowing slightly.

"Because I'm sure you think you tried. You were a good husband, right? You did the dishes. You didn't fight with her. You came home on time, you were polite, you were kind. You tried your best. Am I wrong?"

Julian nodded faintly, throat tight. "I really did try—"

"I know you did," she cut in. "And you were dead wrong. Because you don't understand something fundamental."

She leaned forward, and her hand shot out—fingers gripping his chin, tilting his face toward hers, forcing his eyes to meet hers. Not gentle. Not playful. The grip of someone who needed him to hear what came next.

"You're looking at me with these lamb eyes," she said, voice low and intense, "and you still don't see it."

She released his chin with a small push, leaning back, letting the words land.

"It's all about sex, Julian."

Silence. He stared at her.

"It's all about sex," she repeated, quieter now, settling back against the couch, picking up her mug again. "Everything else—the kindness, the dishes, the not fighting—it's decoration. It means nothing if the bedroom is dead."

She took a slow sip, watching him over the rim.

"I've read the papers on it. And I did my own research—beyond what the university feeds us. I talked to women. Real women. Not in clinical settings—in their lives. And they all told me the same thing."

Another sip.

"I know what you're thinking," she said, a knowing smile curling her lips. "You're thinking—sex? That's not the most important thing. There are other pillars. You're an educated man, Julian. You think a good relationship needs compatible characters, shared values, a common life plan, mutual respect. The stuff they write about in psychology textbooks."

She tilted her head, the smile widening.

"And you're wrong."

She let the word hang for a moment, enjoying his confusion.

"I know how the brain of educated men works. You build these neat little architectures—four pillars, five pillars, compatibility charts. Very logical. Very tidy. And completely wrong. Because here's what actually happens: women will settle for almost anything—money problems, bad habits, a man who's sometimes rude, mismatched plans, different backgrounds, clashing personalities—they'll work around all of it, negotiate all of it, forgive all of it."

She paused, eyes locking on his.

"As long as the sex is great."

Silence. Julian stared at her.

"But if the sex is bad," she continued, voice dropping lower, "or worse—if it's missing—none of those beautiful pillars will hold. You can be the most compatible couple on paper, agree on everything, share every value—and she'll still look elsewhere. They always do. They'll find a way to get what they need. And once they're getting it from someone else, the marriage is just a matter of time."

She set the mug down and turned fully toward him, elbow on the backrest, head tilted, eyes locking on his with quiet intensity.

"You built a home with your wife. You had the structure—the apartment, the routines, the shared life. But the engine was dead. You couldn't perform with her because she wasn't what you needed. And she couldn't stay because you weren't giving her what she needed. Both of you, starving in the same house."

Julian's breath caught.

"So she looked elsewhere," Beatrice said simply. "She cheated. She left. And I understand her, Julian. I'm not saying it to hurt you—I understand her. Because a woman who isn't being satisfied at home will eventually find someone who satisfies her. That's not cruelty. That's nature."

She let the silence hold for a moment, then added, softer:

"You told me yourself—you can't perform with vanilla women. You need domination to be aroused. I remember everything you told me. I listen." A faint smile touched her lips, not unkind. "I'm not such a bad bitch."

The smile faded.

"But at the bottom line, Julian—you had a home and it didn't save you. Because the sex was broken. And without that, the love dies. The foundation crumbles. And you're back to walking out that door every morning with nothing behind you. Alone again."

She picked up her mug, took one more slow sip, and said quietly:

"So when I tell you that your problem is not having the right woman—I don't just mean a woman who loves you. I mean a woman who matches you. Sexually. Completely. Because without that match, the love isn't enough. Your marriage proved it."

She set her mug down and shifted toward him, voice hardening.

"So let me ask you something, Julian. What happens if you go out there and find a nice woman—a sweet woman, a kind woman—but she's vanilla? What happens?"

He opened his mouth, but she didn't wait.

"I'll tell you what happens. You can't get hard. The bedroom is dead from night one. She tries, you try, and nothing. You're back in the same marriage you just escaped—lying next to someone, staring at the ceiling, hating yourself. And she's lying next to you, wondering what's wrong with her. And in two years, maybe three, she leaves. Or she cheats. Or you both just rot in silence."

She leaned closer, eyes pinning him.

"You'll be back to square one. The same emptiness. The same bullies outside who smell that you're alone. The same feeling that life isn't worth living. Everything we just talked about—the foundation, the strength, the warm home—gone. Because you settled."

Her voice softened, but the intensity didn't.

"You have a problem, Julian. Yes. You have a problem. You are one of those men who cannot allow themselves to settle for less than a dominant woman. Not because you're picky. Not because you're difficult. Because your body won't function otherwise. Your marriage won't survive otherwise. Your life won't work otherwise."

She straightened, eyes still locked on his.

"Repeat after me."

Julian blinked. "What?"

"Repeat after me," she said, voice calm and absolute. "Say it: I am one of those men who cannot settle for a vanilla woman."

He stared at her, a nervous half-smile forming—she couldn't be serious. This felt like a game, a joke, something a therapist would never—

Her hand flashed—a sharp slap across his cheek, not brutal but stinging, the shock snapping his head sideways.

"This is not a joke," she said, voice low and fierce. "This is your life. Everything—everything, Julian—every problem you walked into my office with yesterday—emerges from this one thing. The bullies, the debt, the divorce, the loneliness, the wanting to die—all of it. It all starts here. So say it."

His cheek burned. His eyes watered. But something in her gaze—fierce, uncompromising, almost desperate for him to understand—broke through.

"I am…" he started, voice cracking. "I am one of those men… who cannot settle for a vanilla woman."

"Again," she said. "Louder."

"I am one of those men who cannot settle for a vanilla woman."

She held his gaze, searching his eyes for a long, silent moment—checking if the words had landed, if they had taken root or were just sounds he'd made to avoid another slap. Whatever she found seemed to satisfy her, because she exhaled slowly, leaned back against the couch, and picked up her mug.

She said nothing for a while. Just watched him, eyes soft now but unblinking, as if making sure he didn't let the words slip away.

Julian sat there, cheek still warm from her slap, heart pounding—but not from pain. From something far more dangerous.

Because this woman—this impossibly beautiful, terrifyingly intelligent woman—had just looked into his eyes and demanded that he understand himself. Not politely. Not from behind a desk with a notepad. She had grabbed his face, slapped him, made him repeat words about his own nature like a vow. No therapist does that. No professional cares that much.

And everything before it—the shower, her naked body under his hands, the kiss that tasted like she meant it, the way she had answered his phone and called herself his girlfriend without a second's hesitation, fought off a bully for him, held his gaze just now as if his words were the most important sound in the world—it couldn't be professional. It couldn't be therapy. No amount of unconventional methods explained the way her fingers had wrapped around his cock under the water, the way her lips had opened to him, the way she'd whispered let me feel your lips like she needed it.

She was telling him what he needed in a woman. And she was everything she was describing. Dominant. Powerful. Sexually alive. A woman who could give him the foundation, the home, the strength to face the world. She was sitting right next to him in a white robe, thigh almost touching his, describing his salvation—and she was his salvation. She had to know that. She had to be leading him there, building the case step by step until the obvious conclusion landed: It's me, Julian. I'm the one.

His heart swelled with something he hadn't felt in years—hope so sharp it hurt, so bright it blinded him to everything else. She chose me. She's choosing me right now. Every word, every touch, every look—it's all been leading here. This extraordinary woman sees me—truly sees me—and wants me.

He looked at her with pure, unguarded adoration, waiting for her to say the words.

She took a slow sip of tea, set the mug down, and continued.

"The next woman you find has to be the kind who truly turns you on. Don't accept less. Because if you have a woman who loves you and dominates you the way you need—you'll have a foundation. A back. You'll come home to that strength, and the world won't touch you the way it does now. Neighbors like that bully won't matter. The divorce lawyer, the stress of school, all the difficulties—you'll handle them. Because you'll be coming from a loving home."

Julian's heart sank—a slow, heavy drop that left him hollow. The next woman you find. Not me. Someone else. Out there. A third party. She was mapping a future where he walked away from her and found someone else.

Everything he had built in his mind over the last ten seconds—the shower, the kiss, the girlfriend on the phone, the intensity of her gaze moments ago—collapsed. She wasn't leading him to herself. She was leading him to the door. All of it—the touching, the closeness, the intimacy—was therapy. An experience. A demonstration of what he should go look for in someone who wasn't her.

The most devastating part wasn't the rejection. It was that he had allowed himself to believe—fully, recklessly, with every cell in his body—that she was the one. And she wasn't. She was the therapist. The guide. The woman who showed him paradise and then pointed him toward the exit.

It was proof, final and crushing: no woman would ever truly want him. All of this—the protection, the intimacy, the “girlfriend” claim—was just part of the job. Part of her unorthodox therapy. A kindness extended to a broken man, nothing more.

Sadness settled over him, heavy and quiet, right there on the couch beside her. He stared at his tea, untouched now, the warmth gone cold in his hands.

She leaned back further into the couch, drawing her knees up toward her chest and wrapping her arms loosely around them, the fluffy white robe pooling around her thighs. Her posture was closed, introspective—turned slightly away from him now, gaze fixed somewhere across the room, distant and unfocused, as if the question had pulled her inward rather than drawing her closer.

“I’m not shy about it,” she said at last, voice low and matter-of-fact, almost reflective, as if speaking to herself. “A lot of women say size doesn’t matter. They insist on it. But for me… it does.”

She paused, hugging her knees a little tighter, still not looking at him.

“It’s not nice to say, I know. But I’m being honest. I don’t need a giant one—it can be painful. But solid. Eight inches. That makes sense to me. I need to feel it. Really feel it—fulfill me inside. Most men… most men can’t.”

The words hung in the air, casual, unapologetic. She remained turned away, gaze distant, as though recalling private memories rather than delivering a verdict.

Julian felt the floor drop out from beneath him.

He was six inches—maybe six and a half on a good day. Average, perhaps a touch above. Functional for most, but not… not what she needed. Not what she required when it mattered—when it was “crunch time,” as the raw truth of her words implied. Sex was everything to her, the foundation she had just described. And for her own pleasure, she wouldn’t settle for less than a real man. A man who could fill her, dominate her body the way she dominated minds.

The devastation was immediate, crushing. All the hope he had nurtured—the phone call where she called him her boyfriend, the shower where she had touched him, kissed him, stroked him to the edge—shattered. It had been an emulation. A performance of closeness, of care. Therapy, perhaps. Kindness extended to a broken submissive she was counseling. Nothing more.

She didn’t even consider him in that category. He was too small—literally, physically inadequate for what she truly wanted in bed. He belonged in the other rubric: the kneeling, worshiping, useful ones. Not the lover who could satisfy her deepest needs.

Sadness crashed over him, heavy and final. The fragile belief that he might be special to her—that a woman like Beatrice could ever truly want him—collapsed. He stared at his untouched tea, the mug trembling slightly in his hands, the warmth of the robe suddenly meaningless against the cold hollow inside his chest.

There was no chance. None. He was just another small, submissive man she would never choose.

A bitter thought cut through the fog of his misery, sharp and sudden: What kind of therapist does this? He had walked into her office yesterday wanting to die—and in twenty-four hours she had stripped him naked, made him scrub her floors, slapped him, kissed him, stroked him to the edge, called herself his girlfriend, made him repeat vows about his own nature like a broken prayer—and now, as the grand finale, casually informed him that only an eight-inch cock could satisfy her. This is therapy? If he'd written this up as a case study for one of his law school ethics classes, they would have had the clinic shut down by Tuesday. She was either the worst therapist in the history of psychology—or she was doing something he couldn't yet see.

Beatrice glanced at her wristwatch, the delicate movement drawing Julian’s eyes to the elegant line of her forearm. She let the silence linger for a beat longer, then spoke, voice calm and decisive.

“This can’t continue like this,” she said. “It’s time to put you to some use.”

She raised one hand—graceful, the fingers long and perfectly manicured, nails a deep, glossy crimson—and pointed toward the kitchen. “Go to the refrigerator. There’s a list on the door.”

Julian felt the last fragile ember of hope gutter out. That’s it, he thought, the realization sinking into him like lead. The end of the dream. She’s done with the pretense. Now I’m just the servant—endless chores, nothing more. The devastation was complete, a quiet, crushing low that left him hollow.

He rose slowly from the couch, the fluffy robe shifting around him.

Beatrice watched him stand, then added, almost as an afterthought, “And I want you to wear suitable servant attire. It’s in the carton box on the service porch, next to the kitchen.”

He found the box exactly where she said—plain cardboard, unremarkable. Inside was a single garment: a simple white tunic, rough plain linen like something from ancient Rome, falling to mid-thigh, shapeless and slightly too large on his frame. A coarse rope served as a belt. He changed in silence, the fabric coarse against his skin, hanging loosely, making him look smaller, diminished—a peasant, a household slave from another era, stripped of any illusion of equality.

When he returned to the kitchen, barefoot, the tunic brushing his thighs, Beatrice was still on the couch. She glanced up once, assessed him with cool approval, then nodded toward the refrigerator.

“The list,” she said. “Follow it exactly. When you finish, start again from the top. I expect everything done properly.”

Julian approached the refrigerator. A single sheet of paper was magneted to the door—neat handwriting, bullet points: dust the bookshelves, wipe down the counters, organize the pantry, vacuum the rugs, hand-wash the delicate glassware, polish the wood floors…

Endless. Cyclical. A life sentence of service.

He began.

6 p.m.

The hours had blurred into a quiet, relentless rhythm of service, an overwhelming stretch of time that swallowed Julian whole—from his 8:30 a.m. arrival at Beatrice's apartment, through the endless repetition of chores, until now at 6:00 p.m., over eight grueling hours of nonstop labor with no breaks, no food, no pause to catch his breath. He moved through the small space in the rough white tunic—shapeless, scratchy linen hanging loosely to mid-thigh, the coarse rope belt cinched tight like a constant reminder of his servitude—bare feet silent on the pale wood floors as he worked through the list again and again, losing count of whether this was the third cycle or the fourth, the tasks blending into one unending loop: scrubbing the bathroom tiles until they shone without a speck of grime, wiping down the kitchen counters to spotless perfection, dusting every high shelf from a small stepladder with meticulous care to ensure no dust mote remained, organizing drawers so every item was aligned without a wrinkle or smudge, polishing the glassware by hand until it gleamed like crystal, vacuuming beneath furniture on hands and knees to leave no trace of dirt behind, laundering towels and linens to keep them immaculate and fresh, cleaning windows to streak-free clarity, and mopping the hallways and bedrooms over and over to maintain that top-notch, wrinkle-free shine that reflected her own flawless beauty. There was almost no communication; Beatrice drifted in and out of rooms, absorbed in her own world—lounging on the couch in comfortable, silky clothing that draped her curves like a second skin, making phone calls, typing emails, reading leisurely, or trying on outfits in her bedroom while he cleaned nearby—never interrupting her flow, never acknowledging him beyond a fleeting glance that left him desperate for more. At one point she emerged in a glittering sequin dress that clung to every devastating curve, paired with sky-high heels that made her legs look endless, devastatingly sexy as she turned in front of the mirror, admiring her reflection with a satisfied smile, her perfection on full display while Julian, in his rough, ill-fitting tunic like a modern-day eunuch slave, mirrored her self-admiration by perfecting her space, making sure every surface shone as brilliantly as she did, hoping desperately she would notice the shine, the order, the unwavering devotion in every stroke of his rag or sweep of his mop. He kept his eyes down most of the time, focused on the tasks, though the sight of her burned itself into him, fueling a strange contentment in his subspace—performing endlessly for her, lost in the domination of never-knowing the time since she had taken his watch and phone along with his clothes, no clocks on walls or appliances, no way to mark the passing minutes as noon bled into 1 p.m., then 2, 3, the afternoon dragging on in eternal submission, the sun setting earlier in February to cast darkening shadows through the living room window, turning a morning meeting into an all-day affair where he was nothing but her cleaner, her obedient servant, not a boyfriend or lover, trapped in this life sentence of service that aroused him deeply despite the exhaustion.

He heard the doorbell chime once—around 5:30 p.m.—and ignored it, continuing to scrub a spot that didn’t need scrubbing. He was, in some strange way, content: making her life easier, perfecting her space, hoping she would notice the shine, the order, the devotion in every stroke.

When he finally entered the living room to dust the bookshelves, Julian wished the earth would swallow him. He felt so humiliated, so ashamed to be seen in this position—bare-legged in the shapeless servant tunic, dust rag in hand.

Beatrice sat on the same couch as before, now in the sequin dress, legs crossed, the fabric catching the late-afternoon light like liquid silver. Beside her—where he had sat hours earlier—was a man. Owen. Tall, broad-shouldered, the kind of build that suggested rugby fields or basketball courts, his arm draped casually along the back of the couch behind her. She looked small and delicate next to him.

They were deep in conversation. Owen’s voice carried, low and a little vulnerable. “So, I mean… my brother was always the one considered really capable, you know? Learned all the carpentry stuff from my dad. I feel kinda in his shade. I’m not sure I’m as gifted as him—he’s the eldest.”

Beatrice listened with the same quiet empathy she had shown Julian in her office—head tilted, full attention, drawing him out.

Owen noticed Julian first, eyebrows lifting in confusion.

Beatrice glanced over, calm as ever. “Oh—this one,” she said lightly, as if explaining a piece of furniture. “He’s the sweetest boy.”

She raised one hand and beckoned. “Julian—come here. It’s not nice to hide.”

Julian crossed the room and stood before them, hands at his sides, submissive and exposed under their combined gaze.

Beatrice smiled at Owen again, warm and reassuring. “I met him yesterday at the university—in therapy. Invited him to help around here. He’s been enjoying it, haven’t you, Julian?”

Julian nodded mutely, cheeks burning.

Beatrice’s gaze flicked back to Owen. “Don’t worry about him. Really—he’s no harm. Just such a good boy.”

She resumed listening to Owen as if Julian were simply part of the decor.

Julian stood there in the shapeless white tunic, hands clasped submissively at his sides, the rough linen brushing his thighs as Beatrice and Owen continued their conversation without pause. Beatrice glanced over at him briefly, her sequin dress glittering under the soft lights, and said lightly, “You know what, Julian—how about you prepare us a nice dinner? Something light. Vegan, of course. Avocado salad, fresh bread, maybe some hummus and vegetables. Nothing complicated.”

Julian felt the humiliation sink deeper, a fresh wave of degradation—he was the servant, relegated to the kitchen while they talked, lovers in all but name, Owen’s arm still draped possessively along the couch behind her. He nodded quickly, afraid to hesitate, afraid of her wrath—the memory of slaps, of punishments, still fresh. “Yes, Beatrice,” he murmured, turning toward the kitchen to obey.

When he returned from one of his trips, plates and cutlery in hand, he noticed they had moved to the small dining table—she had cleared her books and laptop earlier, making space for a proper meal, the low coffee table too uncomfortable for eating. They were already seated opposite each other, Owen’s broad frame dominating one side, Beatrice elegant and glittering across from him.

He made several more rounds in silence—setting out napkins, glasses, bread basket, the simple salad arranged with care—standing beside the table once everything was placed, waiting to be dismissed.

Owen continued speaking, voice carrying easily. “…my father told me if I want to get into that business, he’s willing to put in 50K, but he doesn’t want to be part of it. It’s going to be like a present, you know what I mean? Because it’s as if he’s not involved—he already has the ranch, and that’s enough for the old man…”

Beatrice listened intently, nodding with that same empathy.

“Thank you, Julian,” she said politely when he lingered a moment too long, her tone dismissing him like a waiter who had overstayed—off-subject, unnecessary now.

Owen glanced up briefly. “Thank you,” he added quietly, then continued seamlessly to Beatrice, “…I guess when I analyze it, it feels more like a goodbye present…”

Julian retreated to the kitchen, standing there in the shadows just beyond the doorway—naked beneath the tunic, unseen, unnecessary now except for service. He watched them from afar, the glittering goddess and the broad-shouldered alpha sharing the meal he had prepared, their conversation flowing on without him.

Julian leaned against the kitchen sink, the cold edge pressing into his hips through the thin tunic, tears falling silently onto the counter as he stared at nothing. It’s okay, he told himself, each word twisting like a knife in his own chest. It’s okay, Julian. You’re nothing. I’m nothing. Just a servant here—and that’s perfectly fine. It proves everything I always knew. Why am I so sad? Women aren’t interested in me. She explained it explicitly—size matters to her, and I don’t have it. I’m not the confident alpha she wants in bed. So why bother hoping?

The pain deepened with every thought, self-inflicted and merciless. She’s nice to me, sure—but it’s professional. Therapy. I’m a client, a student getting low-fee services from the university. That’s all. As long as you’re paying—or in my case, the clinic’s program—she’ll be kind. But when it comes to real choice? Real desire? I’m not even in the running. Life is full of people like that neighbor, like Owen—bullies, alphas—who get what they want. And me? Back to square one.

Beneath the self-pity, buried so deep he barely recognized it, was the hope she had planted—the fragile, desperate wish that maybe, just maybe, she had seen something in him. That the phone call, the shower, the closeness meant he was special. But now it clashed violently with the truth he had always carried: no woman like Beatrice would ever choose him. He would serve, orbit, take any crumb, even if she was with another man—he didn’t care, as long as he could stay near her light. But she would never see him as a man.

What’s the point? The thought crept in, heavy and familiar. Life hurts so much. Why fight it? What joy is there if no one like her will ever want me? The universe doesn’t care—it’ll roll on long after I’m gone. Why delay the inevitable?

Deflated, shoulders slumped, Julian wiped his face with the back of his hand, dried it on the tunic, and walked toward the front door. He didn’t care anymore if she got angry, if she reported him, if everything fell apart. Nothing mattered. He opened the door quietly and stepped into the hallway, devastated, the tunic fluttering around his thighs as he started walking—alone, empty, toward his death.

Julian had barely descended two stairs—his bare feet cold on the carpeted hallway, the rough tunic brushing his thighs—when the door to Beatrice’s apartment flew open behind him.

“Julian!”

Her voice cut through the quiet corridor, sharp and commanding. He froze, one hand on the railing, heart lurching. Part of him wanted to keep walking, to disappear into the evening and never return. Another part—deeper, more desperate—rooted him in place.

He contemplated, torn, but Beatrice gave him no time. In seconds, her footsteps echoed rapidly down the stairs. Her hand clamped onto his ear—firm, painful—and she yanked him around to face her.

“What do you think you’re doing?” she demanded, eyes blazing. “What do you think you’re doing?”

Julian stammered, words failing him, pain shooting from his ear. “I—I thought—”

Her free hand flashed—a hard slap across his cheek that snapped his head sideways. The sting bloomed hot and immediate.

“How dare you leave my apartment without permission?” she said, voice low and furious.

“I thought… I wasn’t wanted,” he managed, voice small, tears pricking anew. “You have your… your lover, your life—”

She cut him off instantly. “What do you care about my life?”

They stood in the middle of the corridor, two floors below her apartment, her grip still tight on his ear. “Who are you to decide? Didn’t you tell me—when I asked if you trusted me—what did you say?”

“I… I said I do,” he whispered.

"Yes," she repeated, leaning closer. "You said you trust me. Do you still trust me?"

Her face was inches from his — furious, flushed, breathing hard. And something shifted inside him. Who am I to decide? Who am I to read her mind and draw conclusions alone in that kitchen like a fool? She had asked him yesterday — do you trust me? And he had said yes. She called herself his girlfriend on the phone. She fought the bully for him. She sat with him on that sofa and poured out insights no therapist would bother with. She washed with him, kissed him, held his face in her hands. And he had taken all of that and thrown it away because of one evening, one man, one dinner — and his own stupid, relentless self-pity. If she decided to treat me this way, there's a reason. If she said trust me, then trust her. For God's sake, Julian — trust her.

His silence stretched too long. Her hand cracked across his other cheek — sharp, immediate.

"I asked you a question," she said, eyes burning into his. "Do you still trust me?"

Tears spilled down both cheeks now — not from the slaps, not from pain. From something breaking open inside him. He looked at her, and for the first time since the kitchen, his voice didn't tremble with self-pity. It trembled with conviction.

"Yes," he said, tears falling freely. "I trust you. I do."

“Good.” Her voice hardened. “So how dare you leave me like this?”

She dragged him back up the stairs by the ear—decisive, unyielding—his protests dying unspoken as he stumbled after her. Inside the apartment, she pulled him straight to her bedroom, the door closing with a firm click.

Before he could process, she had him on the floor—pushing him down, straddling him briefly with those powerful, sexy thighs pressing into his sides, her full breasts straining against the sequin dress above him. From a drawer, she produced handcuffs—cold metal snapping around his wrists in front of him. Then she hiked the tunic up to his waist, bunching and securing the fabric with the rope belt so it stayed lifted, leaving his cock and lower body completely exposed and free while the rough linen still covered his torso. Ankle cuffs followed, chained to the heavy footboard of her bed with a short length that allowed no real movement.

“I’m very sorry I have to secure you like this,” she said, voice softer now but still edged with anger, looming over him as he lay restrained on the floor. “But your behavior is scaring me. You are behaving as if you’re going away—and I do not allow that. You hear me? I do not allow that.”

She paused, looking down at him, and something flickered in her eyes — too fast to name, gone before he could read it. She shook her head slowly.

"You think you understand what's going on here," she said quietly. "You don't. You don't understand anything. And you're not in a position to try."

With that, she stood, smoothed her dress, and turned off the light. The door closed behind her.

1 hour later

The hour had passed in stifling darkness, Julian chained to the heavy footboard leg of the bed—wrists cuffed tightly together in front of him, ankles secured with iron cuffs connected by a short bar that forced his legs apart just enough to keep him vulnerable and off-balance. The rough white tunic remained bunched and belted high around his waist, leaving his cock and lower body completely exposed on the cool floor as he sat leaning back against the wardrobe in the corner, back pressed to the wood, facing the bed fully. A long chain ran from the ankle bar under the bedframe, anchored securely to the footboard post, giving him enough slack to shift position slightly but never enough to reach the door or stand upright without straining. Time stretched endlessly in the silence, broken only by distant muffled sounds from the living room. His mind circled relentlessly: She was right to be angry. I disappointed her—again. Running out like that, after everything. Submissive men like me… we live to please, to avoid that look of disapproval. And I failed. I’m nothing but a burden, a servant who can’t even follow basic rules. The shame burned deeper than the restraints, his exposed cock twitching traitorously at the memory of her fury, her control. He deserved this—punishment, isolation. It was all he was good for.

Owen strode in carrying Beatrice effortlessly over one massive shoulder—her sequin dress already stripped off and left behind somewhere in the living room, leaving her completely naked. Her perfect ass bounced with each step, pale skin glowing in the dim hallway light as she kicked playfully in the air. Her laughter was bright and breathless, mixed with mock cries of protest as she pounded lightly on his broad back. “Put me down, you brute—nooo!” she squealed, but there was pure delight in it, a girlishness Julian had never once seen in her.

Owen set her down gently just inside the bedroom doorway, right beside the bed. They stood there for a heartbeat—bodies pressed close, foreheads touching, her arms rising to wrap around his neck while his hands settled possessively on her hips. Beatrice tilted her head, lips brushing his in a slow, needy kiss that deepened instantly. Julian heard it all from his chained spot against the wardrobe—the soft, wet sounds of their mouths meeting, parting, meeting again, her small hums of pleasure vibrating against Owen’s lips. She whispered something Julian couldn’t catch, and Owen chuckled low, brushing a strand of blonde hair from her face with a tenderness that made Julian’s chest cave in.

This was a different Beatrice. Not the goddess who commanded him to kneel and scrub floors. Not the therapist who slapped and denied and controlled. This was a woman—soft, playful, curling into a man’s chest like she belonged there, her fingers tracing lazy circles on his skin, giggling at whispered words Julian would never be allowed to hear. With Julian she was always above, always the authority. With Owen she was light. Easy. Feminine in a way she never permitted herself to be with someone she dominated.

They kissed slowly—deep, unhurried, her hand cupping Owen’s face, his fingers tangled in her hair. She made a small sound against his mouth—not a command, not a performance, just a soft hum of pleasure, private and real. Julian watched from the floor, chained, and felt something worse than jealousy. This was a window into a world he would never enter. The world where Beatrice let her guard down.

Owen’s hands roamed—slow at first, reverent, gliding down the dramatic, impossible curve of her waist, fingers splaying wide to encircle that impossibly narrow span, holding her like she was made for his touch alone. Julian could see every possessive movement: Owen’s large palms claiming her, squeezing the soft flesh, molding her body to his grip as if savoring the perfection of the most gorgeous woman he had ever held. Beatrice sighed into his mouth, arching her back so her enormous breasts pressed fully against his chest—he couldn’t see them from his angle, but the way Owen’s shoulders flexed, the way his hands slid upward to cradle their heavy undersides, thumbs brushing over bare, hardened nipples, made it agonizingly clear how erotic it must feel to have those voluptuous, overflowing breasts flattened against you, soft and warm and impossibly full, skin on skin with no barrier, nipples stiff and begging for more. Owen enjoyed her—every devastating inch—his fingers digging into the rounded swell of her ass, spreading over the perfect bare cheeks, lifting her slightly onto her toes as she melted into him, her body his to caress, to mold, to possess completely. Julian watched, aching, knowing he would never feel that voluptuousness pressed against him, never know the heaven of those curves yielding to his hands, never be the man allowed to enjoy the most beautiful woman alive the way Owen was doing right now—slowly, greedily, without apology.

Julian could see Owen’s broad silhouette lower slightly—his mouth moving to her throat, then lower, kissing the tops of her breasts while she tilted her head back, eyes closed, lips parted in a faint, blissful smile. Her body softened beneath his touch, every wall dissolving as Owen’s hands and mouth explored her freely. The sounds were intimate—soft kisses, quiet gasps, the rustle of skin on skin—and Julian heard every one, each one a reminder of what he could never provide.

They fell together onto the white sheets, tangled and warm, kissing between quiet laughter—her giggles dissolving into soft moans as Owen settled between her legs, guiding himself to her entrance. From his chained vantage point against the wardrobe, Julian could not see the exact moment of penetration—Owen’s broad back blocked the view—but he understood it instantly, irrevocably. The way Beatrice’s breath caught—a deep, shuddering gasp—“Oh… yes… so full…”—the way her body arched off the mattress, legs spreading wide to welcome him, heels digging into Owen’s lower back to pull him deeper, told Julian everything. Owen had entered her. Buried himself inside the most beautiful woman Julian had ever seen, filling her completely in a way Julian would never, ever be permitted to experience.

He could only imagine the sensation—the thick, relentless stretch, the overwhelming pressure of being claimed so fully by a man built for it, the way her impossible curves must be yielding around him right now. Beatrice’s whispered reaction was raw, unguarded: “You’re… so deep… God, I feel you everywhere…” Her voice rose and fell in rhythm with Owen’s slow, deliberate thrusts, soft gasps and breathy moans spilling from her lips—“Mmm… just like that… yes…”—as she wrapped herself tighter around him, hips lifting to meet every movement. From where Julian lay, he could see the dramatic flare of her hips, the perfect swell of her ass as she arched, the way her thighs trembled around Owen’s waist, every devastating inch of her voluptuous body given freely, joyfully, to this man who never had to kneel for any of it.

The intimacy was unbearable to witness—faces close, foreheads nearly touching, her fingers threading through Owen’s hair, his hand cradling the side of her face as they moved together, breathing each other in. Julian heard every sound—the wet, rhythmic slide, her quiet sighs of pleasure, the occasional soft laugh that melted into a deeper moan. This was not performance. This was connection, union, the kind of raw fulfillment she had never offered him and never would. Her body—those enormous breasts pressed against Owen’s chest, that narrow waist gripped in strong hands, those hips rolling in perfect sync—was his to enjoy completely, while Julian remained chained, exposed, aching, forever on the outside looking in.

From his chained position against the wardrobe, Julian watched Owen settle between her spread legs. He couldn’t see the exact moment of penetration, but he saw everything that mattered: Beatrice’s thighs parting wider, her hips lifting greedily to meet him, her back arching sharply off the bed as Owen pushed inside her. A long, broken gasp tore from her throat—“Oh… fuck… you’re so deep…”—her voice thick with raw pleasure as her body shuddered, taking every thick inch of him.

Owen’s large hands immediately claimed her — one sliding possessively up the dramatic curve of her waist, the other gripping the full, rounded swell of her ass, spreading her cheeks as he started to thrust. He fucked her slowly at first, long and deliberate, each powerful stroke making her enormous breasts bounce heavily against her chest. Owen’s palms roamed freely, squeezing, molding, owning every perfect inch of her — fingers digging into the soft flesh of her ass, sliding up to cup and knead those impossibly heavy breasts, thumbs brushing her nipples until she moaned louder, deeper.

The pace quickly grew relentless. Owen began driving into her harder, hips slamming forward with animal force, the wet, obscene slap of skin on skin filling the room. Beatrice’s cries turned desperate and broken—“Yes… yes… right there… fuck me deeper!”—her legs locked tight around his waist, heels digging into his back as she pulled him in even harder. Her voluptuous body shook with every brutal thrust, breasts bouncing wildly, ass rippling each time he buried himself to the hilt.

Julian could only stare, cock throbbing painfully, as Owen took complete possession of the most beautiful woman he had ever seen — hands greedily grabbing, squeezing, owning every curve that Julian had only been allowed to worship from his knees. This was what a real man did with her. This was what she truly needed.

Owen’s rhythm turned savage. Beatrice’s moans became frantic, almost sobbing — “I’m cumming… I’m cumming… oh god yes—!” — until her whole body seized, back bowing violently as she came hard around him, nails raking down his back. Owen followed with a deep, guttural roar, slamming himself balls-deep one final time and flooding her, holding her tight as they both trembled through the aftershocks.

They stayed locked together, foreheads touching, breathing heavily in the dim light, her legs still wrapped around him, his cock still buried inside her. The quiet that followed was worse than anything Julian had ever felt. He was nothing. He would never give her that. He would never be allowed to.

The proof was right in front of him: all her kindness, her dominance, the therapy, the “boyfriend” claim, the shower intimacy—it was professional. An act. Like a salesperson being nice to close the deal, an insurance agent smiling to sell the policy. She was kind because he was a client, a broken submissive paying (or getting low-fee university services) for her attention. But when it came to what she truly needed as a woman—real sex, raw fulfillment—she chose this. Men like Owen. Never him.

He would never fuck her like this. Never fill her, stretch her, make her beg and shatter. He was the kneeling one, the chained one, the servant in the corner—aroused by his own inadequacy, throbbing helplessly as he watched the woman he adored get exactly what he could never provide. The hope he had buried—that maybe she wanted him, saw something in him—died there in the dark, leaving only humiliating, excruciating truth: he was inadequate, and she would always choose better.

Beatrice nuzzled into Owen’s neck, voice soft and sated. “Daddy… when will I see you again?”

Owen chuckled, rolling off her. “Soon, baby. Got a busy couple weeks.”

Her tone shifted—playful at first, then edged. “When, Owen? Tell me.”

He brushed it off, sitting up to pull on his jeans. “Relax, Beatrice. We’ll hook up.”

She sat up sharply, sheets clutched to her chest. “No—tell me. Or don’t come back.”

Owen laughed, confused now, tugging on his shirt. “Come on, don’t be like that.”

“Stop the games!” she snapped, fury rising. “You disappear for months sometimes—two months, four. I’m asking because I need to know. Tell me now, or I never want to see your face again.”

He paused, smile fading, confusion turning to discomfort. “Beatrice, the way you’re acting… I don’t think I want to see you either.”

“Then get out,” she said coldly.

She grabbed the heavy bedside lamp—ceramic base, sharp edges—and hurled it with all her fury. Owen had already turned away, striding toward the door; the lamp sailed past him, smashing against the closing door with a violent, explosive crash—shards erupting in a glittering storm, the deafening shatter echoing through the apartment like a gunshot.

Owen spun around, eyes wide with shock. “Are you crazy?!” he shouted, voice booming.

“Yes—I am crazy!” Beatrice screamed back, leaping naked from the bed, blonde hair wild, eyes blazing as she charged toward him, fists raised to strike.

Owen bolted, slamming the door shut behind him just in time, his footsteps thundering down the hall as he fled.

Beatrice stood trembling in the center of the bedroom, naked and furious, chest heaving, blonde hair wild around her flushed face. The shattered lamp lay in glittering pieces by the door, but her rage hadn’t cooled—it had sharpened.

She spun toward Julian — still chained to the footboard, wrists cuffed in front, ankles secured, tunic bunched high, cock exposed and painfully hard from the intensity he had just witnessed. Without a word, she dropped to her knees beside him, fingers flying over the cuffs, unlocking them with sharp, impatient jerks.

"Another one," she muttered, voice raw and shaking as she yanked at the ankle chain. "Another man who leaves. That's all they do — they leave."

The ankle chain came free. She grabbed his wrists, unlocking them rough and fast, no gentleness.

"Him —" she jerked her head toward the door Owen had fled through, "— he comes when he feels like it. Uses my body like it's his weekend hobby. And then — gone. For a month, two months, whenever he decides he wants me again. As if I'm sitting here waiting. As if I have nothing better to do than be available when it suits him."

She yanked Julian to his feet by the ear, dragging him toward the hallway.

"And the submissives — oh, the submissives are even worse. At least the alphas are honest about what they want. But your kind?" Her grip tightened on his ear. "You come to me on your knees, tears in your eyes — oh Beatrice, you're so amazing, I'll worship you, I'll serve you forever, I'll do anything. All the theatrics. All the devotion. And I believe it. Every time, I believe it, because I want it to be true."

Her voice cracked for a fraction of a second before the rage sealed it shut.

"And then the moment—the moment—something doesn't fit, something scares you, something hurts your precious feelings—you're gone. You flip. Suddenly the groveling and the 'yes, Mistress' and the 'I'll never leave'—all of it evaporates. And you're just another man walking out my door because it got uncomfortable. Because what you actually wanted was the fantasy. The thrill. Not the reality. Not the hard parts. Not the staying."

She shoved him into the hallway, naked except for the bunched tunic barely covering his torso, lower body exposed.

"So you know what? Go. Your belongings are next to the front door. Take them and leave. And by the way — I'm not reporting you. If you want to kill yourself, go ahead. Make my day."

She stepped back, hand on the door, eyes burning.

"I thought you were different, Julian. I really did. But here you are — in the hallway, leaving, just like every alpha who used my body and walked away, just like every submissive who swore he was mine and then couldn't handle it. I don't waste my life on men who leave. I need men who stay. No matter what. No matter how hard it gets. Through everything. And if that's not you — then you were never what I needed."

The door slammed in his face.

Julian stood frozen in the corridor—almost naked, stunned, heart hammering. The rage in her voice, the finality of the slam—it should have freed him. Instead, it shattered something else. All he wanted now was her. Not escape. Not death. Her.

He couldn’t imagine life without orbiting her—without her beauty, her cruelty, her control. In less than twenty-four hours, she had rooted herself inside him so deeply he felt it in his bones. He had fallen in love—helplessly, stupidly—with the woman who had just thrown him out. It was okay if she dominated him, humiliated him, used him. That was what he had always craved, what he had earned his whole life searching for. Seeing her with Owen—her total surrender to a real man—had only made it clearer: he didn’t want to be the one fucking her. He wanted to be the one serving her, kneeling for her, existing in her gravity no matter who she chose for pleasure.

He raised a trembling fist and knocked—softly, carefully, remembering her earlier anger. No answer.

He waited. Minutes stretched. Anxiety clawed at him—he knocked again, gentler still. Nothing.

He sank to the floor outside her door, back against the wall, knees drawn up, tunic barely covering him. He would stay. He would wait. He had nowhere else to go. She was everything.

An hour passed in silence.

Then—the lock clicked.

The door opened.

Beatrice stood framed in the doorway, calm now, rage cooled to something amused and knowing. She wore a pale blue satin slip—thin spaghetti straps, the silky fabric clinging to her dramatic curves, sheer enough in the soft light to hint at the absence of anything beneath. Her enormous breasts strained against the material, nipples faintly visible through the smooth sheen, the hem brushing the tops of her thighs. Her blonde hair was smoothed back, still damp from a quick rinse, and her lips curved in a small, teasing smile.

On her feet were matching pale blue satin mules with fluffy white marabou trim—open-toed, sky-high heels that made her legs look endless, the soft feathers brushing the tops of her feet with every subtle shift of weight. The satin and fur perfectly echoed the slip, turning the whole look into something deliberately erotic, luxurious, almost cruel in its perfection.

Julian scrambled to his feet the instant the door opened—he would never dare remain seated in her presence. He stood barefoot, tunic still bunched awkwardly high around his waist, cock hard and exposed beneath it, trembling not just from fear but from raw, overwhelming desire. She towered over him in those heels, close enough that he could smell the clean, warm scent of her skin—fresh from the shower, intoxicating.

She raised one perfectly arched eyebrow, doing her best not to laugh, though the amusement danced in her eyes.

“I counted four times you knocked on my door,” she said, voice low and playful, almost purring. “I think I already told you—I hear you the first time, didn’t I?”

Julian looked up at her, trembling harder now, every nerve alive with the need to touch her, to hold her hips, to feel what lay beneath that satin slip. “Yes… Mistress,” he whispered.

The word made something twist on her lips—a short, delighted laugh she couldn’t quite suppress. Her eyes widened slightly, gleaming as she stepped even closer, lips inches from his, breath warm against his face.

“I spanked you already for knocking too many times, haven’t I?” she murmured, voice dropping to a caressing whisper, melodic and dangerous.

He nodded frantically, cock throbbing painfully. “Yes, Mistress.”

“You didn’t learn your lesson,” she said, opening her eyes wide, staring straight into his as if peering into his soul. “And I take responsibility for that. Probably I didn’t spank you well enough.”

“Please—” he blurted, voice cracking, “please don’t spank me—”

“No,” she whispered, the word soft but final, her lips so close he could almost taste them. “It doesn’t work like that.”

She stepped back, turning with deliberate grace. "Follow me."

She entered her room and sat on the bentwood chair with the woven cane seat, back perfectly straight in a posture of effortless elegance, legs grounded firmly apart to create a deliberate space between them where he would soon kneel or lie. The short pale blue satin slip rode high on her thighs, the hem barely covering her, sheer fabric clinging to her dramatic curves, nipples faintly visible through the silk, every line of her body radiating temptation itself. She was a seductress — aloof, high above him, amused and untouchable.

But something was different. Julian couldn't name it — couldn't place what had shifted between the raging woman who had slammed the door in his face and this composed goddess on the chair. It was in her eyes. They were bright — not with anger, not with cruelty, but with something that kept threatening to spill over into laughter. The corners of her mouth twitched as she looked at him, as if she were biting the inside of her cheek. She looked like a woman holding the most delicious secret in the world and savoring every second before she revealed it.

Julian followed, heart pounding, already deep in subspace. He knew there was no way out with this woman — being in her orbit meant enduring whatever delighted her, including spankings that made her smile while he suffered for her pleasure. His ears burned, face flushed crimson as he stood naked beside her, cock rigid and leaking, not knowing what to do, aching to touch her, to hold her hips, to feel what lay beneath that satin.

“So,” she said softly, voice velvet, “do you know why you’re going to be punished today?”

He trembled like a leaf, eyes fixed on the floor, voice barely audible. “Yes… Mistress. Because I knocked on the door too many times.”

“Correct,” she said—one word, sharp and satisfied.

He managed, almost inaudibly, “But please, Mistress… don’t spank me too hard. I… I don’t like it.”

She raised an eyebrow, amusement deepening. “You know this isn’t a radio station, Julian. We don’t play songs according to audience preferences. You do understand that?”

He nodded frantically, shivering with passion and fear. “I’m just… asking for mercy. That’s all.”

Her smirk widened, though she kept her face composed. “Do you know what happens when you disobey me?”

He swallowed, mind racing—he didn’t know the exact rules, but he knew what she expected. “I’m… being spanked.”

She tilted her head, eyes sparkling. “Spanked where?”

He faltered, shifting nervously. “I mean… you said earlier… spanking my ass?”

Beatrice covered her mouth with one hand, looking away, shoulders quivering as she tried—and failed—to hide her laughter. When she straightened again, her expression was serious, but the amusement still danced in her eyes.

“No,” she said, voice low and teasing. “In your case, I wouldn’t call that an ass. What you have is a bot-bot.” She emphasized the word, drawing it out playfully.

“So again, where am I going to spank you?”

He moved uneased, no dignity left, cheeks burning. “On the bot-bot.”

She burst into soft, delighted laughter, then sobered, locking eyes with him again. Still gazing up at him, she lifted the hem of her short satin slip with slow, deliberate fingers, sliding the fabric higher to expose the smooth, creamy expanse of her thighs and the bare, perfect curve where they met her hips—amazingly sexy, inviting, commanding.

“Over my knees,” she said very softly, voice a caressing whisper, melodic and irresistible.

Julian lowered himself trembling over her lap, the moment his bare skin touched the creamy warmth of her thighs, divine shivers shot straight through his cock—electric, overwhelming, beyond anything he had ever felt. His ass cheeks quivered uncontrollably, tender and still smarting from the earlier hallway spanking, while his erection throbbed painfully hard, trapped now between the smooth, firm press of her thighs as she deliberately locked him there, the satin slip riding higher, teasing him with the impossible fantasy of thrusting between them.

He draped himself fully across her lap, body shaking, breath ragged. Beatrice rested one hand lightly on his ass—soft at first, almost caressing—and the simple contact sent fresh sparks of arousal racing through him, his cock pulsing helplessly against her skin.

Then her hand lifted.

He knew what was coming. His cheeks trembled harder, anticipating.

The first strike landed—sharp, powerful, far stronger than the hallway slaps, the sound cracking through the room like a whip. “OUCH!” he yelped, body jerking.

Another—harder. “OUCH—NO!”

And another. “PLEASE—OUCH!”

She didn’t pause, didn’t soften. Strike after strike rained down, relentless, each one stinging deeper, turning his ass into fire.

“NO—NO—NO!” he cried, voice breaking. “I’LL NEVER KNOCK LIKE THAT AGAIN—I SWEAR!”

She ignored him completely, hand rising and falling with calm, measured force.

“IT’S TOO MUCH!” he sobbed, tears spilling now, body writhing uselessly over her lap. “PLEASE—MERCY!”

The spanking continued until his cries dissolved into gasping sobs, shoulders shaking, face wet with tears.

Finally—silence.

“I want you to stand up,” she said quietly.

Julian pushed himself upright on trembling legs, ass blazing, cock still rigid and leaking. Beatrice rose from the chair, towering over him in those pale blue mules, back straight, posture regal and amused, full control radiating from every line of her body.

Beatrice stepped close — close enough that her satin-covered breasts brushed his chest, her scent enveloping him like warm silk. Then, with one firm push to his sternum, she sent him tumbling backward onto the bed.

She joined him immediately, sliding onto her side to face him, bodies aligned, her pale blue satin slip riding high as she enveloped him — legs tangling with his, one arm draping over his waist, lips inches from his. Her hand found his hot, freshly spanked ass, caressing the burning skin in slow circles that made him gasp.

"That wasn't so bad, was it?" she murmured, voice soft and teasing.

"N-no, Mistress," he whispered, trembling.

Her hand drifted lower, fingers curling around his aching cock, stroking with deliberate slowness while she held his gaze.

"I think I like you," she said quietly.

Julian's heart lurched — ‘like’, she said ‘like’, why not love? —

"Don't look at me with those puppy eyes," she murmured, thumb circling the head of his cock, watching his face contort. "Let me finish."

She stroked his cock slowly, eyes never leaving his.

"Do you know how many submissive men I've met, Julian? Dozens. They're everywhere. You can buy them by the kilogram. They show up with their little scripts — oh, Your Majesty, please punish me, I'm so sorry Mistress, I'll do anything. Groveling, kissing my feet, apologizing for things they haven't even done. They even come with suggestions — creative ideas for how I should punish them, as if I need their input."

She rolled her eyes, a flicker of amusement crossing her face.

"And they all use the same words. Worship. Devotion. Forever. Very dramatic. Very convincing — for about a week. Maybe two. And then the moment something real happens — the moment I slap them and mean it, the moment I bring a man home and they have to watch, the moment it stops being a sexy game and starts being my actual life — they flip. They vanish. Suddenly all that worship evaporates and they're just a man with a fetish who got scared."

Her hand tightened on him — just enough to make him whimper.

"But you," she said, and something shifted in her voice — warmer, almost wondering. "You I spanked in a hallway full of girls. You I made scrub my floors naked. You I sat on a sofa and told to go find another woman. You I chained to my bed and made you watch me with Owen."

She paused, stroking him slower.

"And you stayed. Outside my door. For an hour. After I told you to go kill yourself. You sat on the floor and knocked gently — as if you were afraid of bothering me."

She bit her lip, fighting something — amusement, emotion, he couldn't tell.

"That's when I knew. Finding a true submissive — a man who genuinely delights in being used, who can endure my moods, my punishments, who truly understands his place — you would be surprised how rare that is. You are the first, Julian. And probably the last."

His breath caught. "But — the sofa — you said eight inches, you said sex is everything, you said —"

She laughed softly, her nose almost touching his. "Yes. And I meant every word. I need that. I crave it. And I will always have it."

She looked at him, eyes bright with amusement, the entitlement of a woman who had never once questioned her right to take what she wanted.

"I will have as much sex as I feel like. With whoever I feel like. As often as I feel like. Big, strong, beautiful men who satisfy me physically — whenever I want them."

She watched his face carefully — not with cruelty but with curiosity, testing.

"And you — you beautiful, rare, impossible man — you will be right there. Mine. Serving me. Kneeling for me. Watching when I tell you to watch. Waiting when I tell you to wait. Because that is who you are. Not because I'm forcing you — because your nature craves it the same way mine craves them."

She gave his cock a long, slow stroke that made his whole body shudder.

"Do you see now? The alphas are just sex. Good sex. Fulfilling, healthy, necessary sex. But a commodity, Julian — something I can find on any street corner in Los Angeles. But a man like you — a true submissive who doesn't flip, who doesn't run, who sat on my floor for an hour and knocked gently — that I have been looking for my entire life."

Julian's vision blurred with tears. "But you said — on the sofa — find the right woman, not you —"

She laughed — warm, full, her forehead dropping against his. "Because I needed to see what you'd do. I needed to break you all the way down to see what was left. And what was left was a man sitting outside my door, waiting for me."

Her hand slowed again, teasing, torturous.

"I said I think I like you," she whispered, lips brushing his. "But unfortunately —" a small peck, light and sweet, "— it's more than that."

She kissed him — slowly, deeply, her hand still stroking him.

"The problem, Julian," she murmured against his mouth, "is that I am absolutely certain that I love you."

Julian’s head swam. He stared into her eyes, hypnotized, heart slamming. Is this real? A woman like her—so beautiful, so erotic, so powerful—wanting me? Everything he had ever believed—that no desirable woman would ever choose him—crumbled. She meant it. This wasn’t therapy. This wasn’t kindness to a client. This was her. Choosing him.

Her hand kept stroking, slow and torturous, bringing him to the edge. “I’m a fast decision maker,” she continued. “I’ve lived twenty-five years and never found the right submissive man. They’re all fake. They flip the moment anything doesn’t suit them. They make promises, but they never deliver. It’s all an erotic adventure for them. But with you… I have this feeling. It’s going to work.”

She paused, eyes locked on his, hand tightening just enough to make him whimper.

“But—” he managed, voice shaking, desperate to hold back the inevitable, “do you… allow me to climax?”

“Absolutely not,” she whispered, lips brushing his. “I do not allow you to cum until I say.”

He kissed her then—lips meeting hers in frantic need, her tongue sliding against his as her hand pumped faster. Heaven. Pure heaven. He was drowning in her—her taste, her scent, her control. He couldn’t hold back.

“Mistress Beatrice—please,” he begged against her mouth, voice cracking. “Let me cum. Just let me come and we can talk—please—”

She giggled softly, the sound vibrating against his lips. “Yeah,” she whispered, “I’ll let you cum. But first… you have to answer me.”

Her hand kept stroking, slow and torturous, bringing him to the edge.

"Now," she said, voice light, almost playful, a smile tugging at her lips as if she were about to ask him something perfectly ordinary — like whether he wanted more tea. "I want us to get married. Do you agree?"

Julian's world stopped. His cock throbbed in her hand, tears still wet on his face. "You mean… me? The lowly me? You want to marry me?"

He was stuttering, completely confused, voice trembling with disbelief and overwhelming emotion.

She tilted her head, eyes dancing with that same amusement she'd been fighting all evening — the look of a woman holding the most delicious secret and finally letting it go.

"I just told you I love you, Julian," she said softly. Her eyebrow lifted — sharp, commanding, the playful reprimand of a teacher addressing a slow student. "Do I need to repeat myself? Am I not making myself clear?"

He opened his mouth but nothing came out — just trembling, overwhelmed, drowning in her eyes and her hand and the impossible words still ringing in his ears.

She sighed — theatrical, amused — and leaned closer, lips almost touching his.

"Let me ask you one more time," she whispered. "And this will be the last time. I want us to get married. Do you agree?"

Her hand resumed its rhythm — slow, firm, relentless.

Julian's breath hitched. "Yes — yes —"

She smiled against his mouth. "You may now kiss the bride," she whispered. "And you may now climax in my hand… like a good boy."

Her lips claimed his fully, tongue deep as her hand pumped faster. Julian shattered — his whole body convulsing, cock pulsing violently in her grip as thick, hot spurts erupted, wave after wave of the most shattering pleasure he had ever known ripping through him. He cried out into her mouth, hips bucking helplessly, tears of release and awe streaming down his face as he emptied himself completely, lips never leaving hers, the orgasm seeming to last forever, draining him until he was trembling, spent, utterly hers.

She held him through it, stroking gently now, kissing him softly as he came down. When he finally opened his eyes, she was looking at him — really looking, not with dominance or amusement or authority, but with something unguarded and quiet that he had never seen on her face before. Her thumb brushed a tear from his cheek, and she whispered, so softly he almost missed it:

"My husband."

Then the mask returned. Her head tilted to one side, observing him playfully, the way a cat watches something small and fascinating. He lay there trembling, still overwhelmed, mind scattered by the intensity of the climax, unable to form a single coherent thought.

"Well?" she said. One word. Eyebrow lifted.

Julian blinked, dazed. "I… what?"

Her eyes narrowed — amused, dangerous, the eyebrow climbing higher.

"Aren't you going to thank me?"

He understood instantly — the playful threat beneath the words, the lifted eyebrow promising consequences if he hesitated even one second longer.

"Yes — yes, Mommy, yes — thank you —" The words tumbled out broken and desperate as he pulled her into him, arms wrapping around her so tightly she let out a small surprised laugh. He buried his face in her neck, kissing her skin, her throat, her jaw, her hair — everywhere he could reach — tears still falling, body still shaking, holding her as if the universe might rip her away if he loosened his grip for even a moment. She was warm and real and his and he couldn't stop — couldn't stop kissing her, couldn't stop whispering thank you against her skin, couldn't stop the sobs that mixed with the kisses, gratitude and love and disbelief pouring out of him in a flood he had no power to control.

Beatrice let him. She lay still in his arms, one hand resting lightly on the back of his head, fingers in his hair, and let him hold her for as long as he needed. She said nothing. She didn't have to. The boy was home.


The Strongest Man on Earth

Two Weeks Later 2:00 p.m., Westwood Hills Congregational Church, 10822 Wilshire Blvd, Los Angeles

The bouquet was white peonies and gardenias. Beatrice had chosen them herself, naturally, the way she chose everything — without consultation, without hesitation, without interest in anyone else's opinion.

The church was small. Wooden pews, afternoon light through stained glass, the faint hum of traffic on Wilshire outside. Not grand. Not lavish. A graduate student's wedding on a graduate student's budget, and yet every person in those pews understood they were witnessing something extraordinary, because the woman walking down the aisle made a $200 dress look like it cost ten thousand.

Julian stood at the altar and watched her come toward him and could not breathe.

Two weeks. Fourteen days since she had taken him apart in her apartment and rebuilt him into something that could stand upright. Fourteen days of sleeping in her bed — on the floor beside it, technically, but in her room, in her air, in her life. Fourteen days of the cage she'd locked around him, cold and tight and permanent, which he could feel now beneath his rented suit as he watched the most beautiful woman he had ever seen walk toward him carrying white peonies.

She reached him. The officiant began to speak. Julian heard almost none of it. He was looking at her face and finding there what he always found — amusement, command, the faintest warmth buried beneath the authority, like a coal inside a glacier.

She leaned in. The guests saw a bride whispering something tender to her groom, and several of them smiled.

"I told you to wear briefs over the cage. You can see the outline through your trousers. That's three strokes of the cane tonight."

She pulled back, radiant, and squeezed his hand.

He said "I do" when they told him to. She said it too, though she said it the way she said everything — as though the universe had been waiting for her permission to proceed.

They kissed. The pews erupted in modest applause. Aaron, seated in the second row, clapped with the particular enthusiasm of a man who understood that Beatrice's happiness was everyone's safety. Sofia dabbed her eyes and then rose to embrace the bride, and Xavier — Sofia's boyfriend, broad-shouldered, perpetually smirking — leaned toward Julian while the women hugged.

"Sterling," he said, and shook his head slowly. "I don't know how you did it, man. But you got the best one."

Julian said nothing. He didn't need to. He was wearing a chastity cage under a rented suit in a church on Wilshire Boulevard and he was the strongest man on Earth.

The reception was brief — cake, sparkling cider, a playlist from Beatrice's laptop through a portable speaker. Julian's classmates from the law program stood in clusters, recalibrating. The quiet guy. The one who froze in moot court. The one whose wife left him. Married now, to her, and none of them could make it fit inside their heads. A professor shook his hand and held it a beat too long, the way people do when they are revising their estimation of someone in real time.

Beatrice found him across the room and held his gaze for three seconds. In those three seconds she told him everything: You are mine. You will always be mine. I will break you whenever I want and put you back together whenever I choose and you will thank me for both.

He looked back at her and his eyes said: Yes.

Then she turned her back to the room, and the unmarried women gathered behind her — Sofia laughing, a cousin from out of town adjusting her dress, two classmates from the psychology program elbowing for position — and she threw the bouquet high and blind over her shoulder.

It sailed in a clean arc across the room and landed in the hands of Lillian, who caught it with a gasp and then stood there holding white peonies and gardenias against her chest, eyes wide, as if the universe had just whispered to her that even the girls nobody picks get chosen eventually.

Beatrice glanced back, saw who'd caught it, and smiled.

Not the smile she gave clients. Not the smile she gave Julian. A different one — quiet, private, human.

Then she took her husband's hand and walked out of the church into the Los Angeles sun.

To Be Continued

Do You Want to Know What Happens Next?

As we close this book, something extraordinary has happened in the span of a single day. A man who walked into a therapist's office wanting to die walked out of a church wearing a ring — and a cage beneath his suit.

Beatrice and Julian are married. The bond is real. The love is undeniable.

But can a marriage forged in twenty-four hours of psychological fire actually survive the real world? What happens when the honeymoon ends and ordinary life begins — when Beatrice's powers of domination aren't reserved for Julian alone? When submissive men seem to find her wherever she goes, drawn to her like moths, and Julian must watch as she summons them in and out of their apartment, one kneeling boy after another?

And then there is David — their new neighbor, a quiet man who happens to catch a glimpse through the window of something he was never meant to see. Something that awakens in him the same desperate craving Julian knows all too well. One stolen glance becomes two, two become a habit, and before long David's fascination crosses into obsession — the kind that only a woman like Beatrice can inspire, and only a woman like Beatrice can resolve.

Whether that resolution ends well or badly… well, that depends entirely on your taste.

Without saying another word — dive in and find out for yourself.

Dive into Femdom Therapy - Book 2 of the Beatrice series






A Taste of What Awaits You in book 2 - Femdom Therapy

Beatrice enveloped him in her mouth once more, her hand gripping his shaft firmly, beginning a slow, deliberate stroke. Gradually, she quickened the pace of her strokes while her mouth worked over the top half of his cock. She alternated between sucking, sliding her tongue, and occasionally swallowing, pressing him against the roof of her mouth. She expertly allowed his cock to pop out with a strong suction, only to draw him back in again. Her tongue’s tip firmly pressed against his frenulum, moving in tantalizing patterns, while her hand's strokes grew increasingly faster. With her left hand, she held his balls, gently touching, rolling, and tugging at them.

Just as David was teetering on the edge of climax, Beatrice released him. "No cumming without permission," she warned, standing up and adjusting the apparatus so his face was level with her chest. She unhooked her bra right before his eyes and guided his hands to her large breasts. "Do you like big breasts?" she cooed seductively.



Order Femdom Therapy Now!

Do you want to see what happens next? Don’t wait—order Femdom Therapy and see for yourself the ‘therapy’ that poor David is going through.

Click here to continue the journey:
Order Femdom Therapy Now

Thank You for Reading

I hope you enjoyed this journey as much as I loved crafting it. Each character, each scene, and every emotion has been meticulously woven to make you feel, connect, and immerse yourself in the narrative.

Your Feedback Matters

If this tale resonated with you, or even if it didn't, please consider leaving an honest review. Your insights will help others discover this story and enjoy it as much as you did.

Review on Amazon!



Did You Spot a Mistake?

If you happen to find a typo, mistake, or have suggestions on how to enhance specific scenes, I'd be grateful to hear from you directly. Please email me at

elarastone@zohomail.com. Your constructive feedback is invaluable.

Join my Tribe

Sign up to receive email alerts about new books, a quarterly newsletter, and the opportunity to read my books for free by joining my ARC (Advance Reader Copy) team.

Join my tribe here.


Begging for One More Erotic Chapter?

You've just witnessed Julian's transformation — from a man who wanted to die to a man who kneeled and proposed. But the story doesn't end at the altar.

What happens when Beatrice takes Julian shopping for something he never expected? When two women discuss his future while he stands naked between them? When a small, metallic click changes everything — permanently?

I'm delighted to offer a bonus chapter that explores Julian's most intimate surrender yet — an exclusive treat available only to those who join my tribe. To claim your bonus, simply click here and include the phrase "I am on my knees, trembling before you, and begging for the Femdom Need Bonus Chapter — Permanently Hers" in the optional message box. This will let me know exactly what you are begging for and how. Please don't deviate from this specific string of text, or I shall ignore you. You will learn to beg properly.

Don't miss this exclusive chance to go deeper into the world of Beatrice and Julian. Join me now, and discover the sound that Julian will never forget.


Other Works by Elara Stone

The Isabella Series

Embark on an exhilarating journey up the corporate ladder with the exceptionally dominant, charming, and irresistible Isabella Turner in the 'Isabella' series. 

Book 1, 'Office Femdom': Unveil the humble beginnings of a fresh MIT recruit stepping into the complex world of Vortex Innovations as a software developer. Isabella isn’t just any recruit; her captivating beauty, unparalleled intellect, and dominant nature pave the way for a meteoric rise that's anything but ordinary. 

Buy on Amazon

Book 2, ‘Department Femdom’: Continue from where Isabella, now a group manager overseeing 60 employees, nearly ensnares Maxwell, her direct supervisor. The book tracks her ascent and her intricate relationships not only with Maxwell but also with his superior, Walter, and others. Her commanding aura and strategic acumen, combined with her imposing physical presence, make her a formidable force. The interactions reveal her mastery in dominance and emotional manipulation, showcasing a complex character that balances compassion with ruthlessness. 

Buy on Amazon

Book 3, ‘Divisional Femdom’: Starts with Isabella already a director at Vortex, commanding 250 employees. Yet, she aspires for more, aiming for the highest echelons of corporate power. With at least four additional dominant women, some friends and some foes, prepare for the ride of your life as no man can avoid falling to his knees in her presence. 

Buy on Amazon

Book 4, ‘Corporate Femdom’: Begins with Isabella holding a managerial position in R&D, overseeing 3,000 individuals in her early 30s. She plucks Ethan, a project manager from the lower ranks of Vortex, using him for her amusement and ambitions. 

Buy on Amazon

The 'Isabella' series is not merely about corporate ascension; it is a rich narrative that explores psychological depth, sensuality, and the power dynamics within a high-stakes corporate environment. Each book is a tribute to Isabella's indomitable spirit, her ability to command respect, and the profound influence she wields over those fortunate enough to cross her path. 

You can buy all the series in one discounted box set 

Buy on Amazon


The Francesca Series

Thomas Reed, a 32-year-old shy and unnoticed cleaner at his brother’s casino, dreams of escape from his mundane life. Opposite him stands Francesca Rossi, the ruthless 32-year-old head of the Italian Mafia, known for her beauty and feared for her iron-fisted control. She indulges in sadistic pleasures, breaking and commanding the men under her rule. When Francesca, surrounded by eager followers, inexplicably chooses Thomas, it sets the stage for a dramatic unraveling of power, desire, and liberation. Discover why Francesca singles out the unassuming Thomas in this intense narrative. 

Book 1, 'Las Vegas Femdom': In this book Thomas is being abducted. By whom? Why? Who comes to his rescue? I shall leave it to the reader to find out. 

Buy on Amazon

Book 2, ‘Dubai Femdom’: This book is considered as Thomas redemption. Redemption in what sense? Who participate in this? 

Buy on Amazon

No matter who you are and what you are doing for a living, these books shall trigger uncontrolled arousal. It’s inevitable. 


The Beatrice Series

Beatrice Sterling commands a world where dominance meets psychological depth, reshaping the lives of those drawn to her. Known for her beauty and formidable control, she captivates and transforms the men who enter her orbit. Beatrice isn’t simply a dominant woman; she’s a masterful manipulator of the human psyche, using her keen insight to unlock her submissives’ deepest desires and fears.

Book 1, Femdom Need

Julian Sterling is at rock bottom — drowning in divorce, crushed by debt, and questioning whether life is worth living. He walks into a university psychology clinic expecting nothing. What he finds is Beatrice. Twenty-five, breathtakingly beautiful, and utterly unlike any therapist he has ever met. Within one session she has him on his knees. Within twenty-four hours she has taken everything he believed about himself and set it on fire.

Buy on Amazon

Book 2, Femdom Therapy: David Townsend’s dull life spirals into obsession the moment he sees his new neighbor, Beatrice. Her commanding presence awakens in him a yearning that goes beyond admiration, pulling him into her world of female-led power.
Buy on Amazon

Book 3, Femdom Obsession: Jasper’s life takes a dark turn when his urge to stalk Beatrice leads him to become her ‘pet.’ Under Beatrice’s control, he discovers that her dominance goes far deeper than her striking looks, forcing him to confront his own submissive nature.
Buy on Amazon

Book 4, Femdom Plucked: Months have passed since David first crossed the street and surrendered to Beatrice’s rule. Now locked in chastity and bound by ritualized servitude, he finds his days consumed by longing and his nights haunted by dreams he can’t control. Beatrice hasn’t just taken his release—she’s taken his sense of self, and David finds he doesn’t miss it. This is a story of what happens when submission becomes obsession, and when a man’s need for approval turns into a beautiful, unbearable torment.
Buy on Amazon

No matter who you are or what you do, these books will pull you in and keep you under Beatrice's spell—resistance is futile.


The Femdom Marriage Series

Discover the transformative journey of Raymond and Juliet Ashford as their mundane, crumbling marriage evolves into a complex tapestry of power, submission, and self-discovery, guided by the enigmatic and seductive Beatrice Sterling. This series dives into the psyche of control and surrender, peeling back the layers of human relationships.

Book 1: Femdom Marriage 1: Raymond and Juliet's loveless marriage takes an unexpected turn when they meet Beatrice Sterling, a therapist with a deep understanding of male submission. Under her guidance, Juliet embraces her dominant nature while Raymond is forced to confront his suppressed desires. As Juliet takes control, their marriage transforms in ways neither could have anticipated.
Buy on Amazon

Book 2: Femdom Marriage 2: Raymond’s submission deepens as Juliet grows more commanding. Beatrice continues to orchestrate their transformation, introducing new layers of humiliation and devotion. With every task and punishment, Raymond finds himself torn between rebellion and surrender. Will Juliet’s newfound dominance bring them closer or tear them apart?
Buy on Amazon

Book 3: Femdom Marriage 3: Raymond’s world is shattered further when a new force, Madame Celeste, steps in to enforce the rules of their marriage. As Juliet's hunger for control grows insatiable, Raymond must navigate a web of power and vulnerability. The stakes are higher, the punishments harsher, and the line between love and domination blurs in this thrilling conclusion.
Buy on Amazon

Step into a world where power dynamics redefine marriage, and resistance is futile. Each book in this series offers a provocative exploration of dominance, submission, and the emotional complexities of relationships. Are you ready to embrace the thrill?


The Downward Spiral Series

A slow, merciless chronicle of Nathan Whitmore’s fall from millionaire husband to the willing, ruined possession of the two most dangerous women he has ever loved.

Book 1: Femdom Infatuation: She Hasn’t Cheated on Him, Or Has She?
Nathan Whitmore believes he has won the ultimate prize: an eighteen-year-old goddess named Taylor. She never studied domination; she simply is dominant. She withholds sex, spends his millions, turns his grown sons into eager servants, and rules with a smile or a silence. When her flirtations with other men stop feeling innocent, Nathan’s devotion twists into exquisite, cuckolded torment. The spiral has only just begun.
Buy on Amazon

Book 2: Femdom Claimed: Can One Couple Own Another?
Rich and Tatiana Carter enter their lives like a storm of money and power. Taylor is dazzled; Nathan is spanked raw, dressed in cartoon pajamas, and locked outside the marital bedroom while his wife calls another man “Daddy.” Between Taylor’s radiant, effortless cruelty and Tatiana’s velvet-gloved mastery, Nathan’s pride, fortune, and identity are systematically stripped away. He fights to save his marriage—only to discover he is no longer fighting for Taylor, but for the privilege of kneeling at her feet.

Buy on Amazon

Book 3 – Femdom Infidelity: How Low Can Her Husband Go?

The mansion is demolished overnight. The last of the money is signed away. Taylor now lives permanently in the Carter penthouse, radiant and untouchable, while Nathan—aching for her, missing her, desperate for any scrap of contact—finds himself demoted to the lowest caste in the household, serving in ways he never imagined possible. Tatiana’s calm, maternal dominance closes around him like a second skin, and Taylor—still never speaking a word of BDSM, still simply being her breathtaking, naturally dominant self—continues to rule him with the same effortless power that once ruled an empire. The descent is absolute.

Buy on Amazon

Book 4 – Femdom Ruin: Just When He Thought the Game Was Over

Deep inside the Carter empire, Nathan sinks into blissful, infantilized enslavement under Tatiana’s maternal cruelty, while Taylor wields her lethal beauty in an increasingly dangerous dance with Rich. Jealousies ignite and punishments intensify, until the visit of the Carters’ daughter, Emily Carter—radiant, charming, devastatingly effective—shakes the fragile balance to its core. Emily Carter’s effortless emotional precision forces revelations and confrontations that push every relationship to the breaking point, leading to unexpected shifts in power and surrender that no one could have foreseen.

Buy on Amazon


The Grace Series

A dark, dystopian vision of total female rule in the year 2065.

Book 1 – Judge Grace In the female-led city-state of Sovrana, men have no rights. When broken ex-lawyer Noah crosses the wrong elite woman, his case lands before the ruthless Judge Grace Kade. One verdict later he is sentenced to Iron Veil Penitentiary… and to private “service” in Grace’s mansion, where punishment, feminisation, and cruel maternal domination slowly remake him into her perfect sissy slave.

Buy on Amazon

Book 2 – Queen Grace Grace’s ambition has no ceiling. As she rises from judge to Prime Minister to absolute monarch, Noah swings between prison hell and the intoxicating torment of her palace. Branded, collared, dressed in frills and gold, he watches the nation kneel while Grace decides whether her broken pet still deserves a place at her feet.

Buy on Amazon


About Elara Stone
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Elara Stone crafts tales that resonate with those who crave raw emotional intensity and deep character development. Dive deep, feel, and surrender to the myriad emotions her stories evoke.

Prepare to be aroused!
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