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Dedication

"Let your fountain be blessed, and rejoice in the wife of your youth…
Let her breasts fill you at all times with delight; be intoxicated always in her love." 

Proverbs 5:18-19 

To all the submissive souls who settled for less,
who walked into marriage without making sure
that the woman by their side was the one who truly owned their heart, their body, and their deepest desires—

This journey is for you.

A cautionary tale, a whispered truth:
Do not marry out of expectation. Marry the woman who will consume you.

With true compassion,
Love, Elara xxx
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Edging

Tuesday 5 a.m., Claire and David’s Home

David lay sprawled in the gynecological chair, his naked body trembling and glistening with sweat. His legs were splayed and restrained, leaving him exposed and powerless, his cock throbbing with an unrelenting ache that seemed to mock his shattered composure. The cool air against his skin only heightened his awareness of his vulnerability, every inch of him on display and stripped of dignity. His face was a mess of tears and mucous, smeared across his flushed cheeks, while saliva dripped from the corners of his gagged mouth onto his bare chest.

His bloodshot eyes darted frantically, rimmed with redness and blurred by stinging tears. Ragged breaths escaped him, forced through his nose and around the gag, each inhale trembling with exhaustion and humiliation. Beads of sweat mixed with the salt of his tears, stinging his skin as they streaked down his face and mingled with the heat of his body.

Every inch of him trembled with the aftershocks of pain and submission, the aching throb between his legs a cruel reminder of the torment he had endured. Stripped of all pride and clothing, he was utterly broken, his raw vulnerability laid bare—a man caught in the storm of anguish, humiliation, and unrelenting need.

Through the blur of tears clouding his vision, David could just barely discern her—Beatrice—standing before him, a vision of calm, composed dominance. She was utterly free, every movement deliberate and unhurried, as though savoring the control she wielded. In stark contrast, he was her captive—bound, restrained, unable to move even a limb. His cock, painfully hard and exposed, throbbed helplessly in her presence, while his body ached from the torment she had orchestrated. She moved with effortless grace, unshackled and serene, while he remained at her mercy, a plaything to her whims, a man rendered powerless by the sheer disparity between them.

As his sight began to clear, the details of her upper body came into focus. Beatrice’s bra—a masterpiece of erotic design—clung to her ample chest with an almost mocking inadequacy. Its intricate lace cups strained to contain her fullness, the soft, generous swells threatening to spill forth. The upper curves of her nipples peeked provocatively above the edge of the fabric, a promise of liberation that hovered tantalizingly close. Thin, delicate spaghetti straps rested on her smooth shoulders, their fragility contrasting sharply with her commanding presence. Her skin, flawless and radiant, seemed to glow with power, her posture an unspoken reminder of the control she held.

His gaze, though trembling with exhaustion and shame, clung to her figure as though it were a lifeline. Beatrice’s face came into sharp relief, and he froze beneath her piercing gaze. A small, mischievous smile tugged at the corners of her lips, her expression rich with satisfaction as she admired the sight before her. Her eyes gleamed with unconcealed delight, taking in his quivering form—the sobbing, helpless man who had entered her office as a changed person just half an hour ago. Her smirk deepened, a subtle curl of her mouth that spoke of her immense pleasure in his complete subjugation.

His hands, bound tightly behind his back with unyielding leather straps, emphasized his helplessness. The restraints bit into his skin, a constant reminder of his vulnerability, leaving him exposed and powerless under her gaze. He flexed his fingers involuntarily, a futile gesture that only served to heighten the stark reality of his situation.

As his vision sharpened further, his gaze dropped lower, tracing the curves of her body. Beatrice’s panties—a tiny, floral lace design—barely clung to her hips, their delicate material a deliberate provocation. The sheer fabric was so thin, so teasingly transparent, that the soft, feminine curves of her lips were clearly visible beneath, an intimate glimpse designed to torment. The contrast between her composed demeanor and the raw sensuality of her attire underscored an undeniable truth: she had total control, and she savored every second of his humiliation and submission.

Beatrice stood there, calm and confident, the very picture of dominance, as David’s trembling form lay before her. She was the architect of his torment and the sovereign of his surrender, leaving him utterly at her mercy. Every detail of her presence—the taut straps binding him, the commanding glint in her eyes, and the way she wore her sensuality like armor—left no doubt that this was her moment, and he was merely the tool of her pleasure.

Through the shimmering haze of tears still blurring his vision, David could see her moving closer, her figure growing larger and more distinct with each passing moment. Beatrice’s steps were deliberate, but this time, there was no menace in her approach. Instead, her demeanor radiated an unsettling gentleness—a stark contrast to the ruthless torment she had so recently unleashed.

She leaned in close, her face just inches from his, and he felt the heat of her breath against his flushed skin. Her hands moved with uncharacteristic softness as she reached behind his head, unfastening the gag that had held him silent through his ordeal. The leather straps released with a quiet snap, and the ball slid free from his aching jaw, leaving him gasping for air.

“There, there,” she murmured, her voice low and soothing, carrying the faintest hint of a coo. “That’s a good boy. You’ve survived, haven’t you?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” he whispered through trembling lips, his voice thick and hoarse. His words, though soft, carried the weight of his submission, a quiet acknowledgment of her authority.

It was only then, as he tried to steady his breathing, that he noticed the room around him. The lights were dimmed, casting a warm, golden glow that softened every corner of the space. A faint melody played in the background—soft, soothing, almost hypnotic. The atmosphere was unmistakably intimate, as though she had arranged everything for her own relaxation and satisfaction. The thought sent a shiver through him, the realization that even now, every detail served her preferences, her comfort, her enjoyment.

She smiled faintly, as though his response pleased her, and reached for a napkin. Her movements were slow, deliberate, as she dabbed gently at the tears streaking his cheeks, her fingers brushing against his damp skin with surprising care. The cloth moved to his nose next, wiping away the sticky remnants of his earlier sobbing. Her touch was efficient yet tender, her nearness both comforting and overwhelming.

“That’s my good boy,” she murmured again, her tone warm, almost maternal, as she continued her ministrations. Though both of them were in their 40s, the dynamic between them left him feeling utterly juvenile, as though he were a child being cared for by a mother figure. The tenderness of her touch was almost surreal in the aftermath of such torment, leaving him reeling with a strange mix of gratitude and humiliation, his emotions too tangled to untwine.

Beatrice leaned forward, her fingers deftly adjusting the automatic controls of the gynecological chair. The mechanical hum was soft but insistent as the chair shifted, lifting and tilting until she was perfectly level with him. Now, less than a foot away, her face dominated his vision—so close he could see every detail, every nuance, every perfection and imperfection that made her beauty so intoxicating. Her raised cheekbones caught the light in a way that emphasized the elegance of her bone structure, while the faintest asymmetries—the tiny human flaws that nature so rarely bestows on such goddesses—only deepened her allure.

Her hand moved again, still holding the napkin, carefully wiping away the last traces of his tears and ensuring no streak of mucus remained on his flushed, trembling face. Her thoroughness was maternal, almost loving, a level of care that felt surreal in contrast to the torment she had inflicted moments ago. When satisfied, she flicked the crumpled napkins into the trash can without a glance, the ease of her movement speaking to her utter control over the space—and him.

Her now-empty hand returned to him, the back of her fingers brushing lightly against his cheek. The touch was so gentle, so intimate, that it sent an involuntary shiver down his spine. Her scent—elegant, floral, with an undercurrent of something warm and uniquely hers—filled his senses, weakening him further. David's arousal was uncontainable, his body betraying him entirely as he sat helpless, trembling in the presence of this vision of female supremacy.

Her lips hovered just over his cheek, and the soft press of her kiss landed like a shockwave. The warmth of her mouth against his skin was intoxicating as she traced his jawline with slow, deliberate precision, each kiss gentle but charged with an unspoken power. His chest tightened, his breathing shallow, as she murmured close enough that he could feel her breath against his ear.

"So," she said, her voice a blend of mockery and amusement, "I gather you wouldn’t like me to call the police now, would you?" Her laughter was light but sharp, the sound both a tease and a reminder of her absolute control.

David could hardly process her words before she spoke again, her tone shifting into a sultry kind of practicality. "And I suppose," she continued, her lips still grazing his skin, "I'll have to make use of you as my servant from time to time. Would that suit you?"

David was submerged in subspace, his thoughts and will dissolved entirely. He was no longer aware of anything beyond her presence—her scent, her touch, her voice. His senses were entirely fixed on her, and the world beyond this moment had ceased to exist. He didn’t remember his life, his obligations, or the consequences. He didn’t care. All that mattered was serving her, entertaining her, and surrendering to her in every possible way. He was hers—helpless, bound, naked—hers to play with, hers to enjoy.

“Oh yes, Ma’am,” he whispered, the words escaping from his innermost being. “I was born to serve you.”

Beatrice’s lips curved into a knowing smile as she nodded in approval. “Very well,” she said, her voice low and laced with an erotic edge that made his pulse quicken. “From now on, every Tuesday at 10 a.m., you’ll begin your weekly cleaning duties at my residence. It’s not too far from here, is it?”

Her words were so close, her breath warm against his skin, mingling with the intoxicating scent of her perfume. David’s reply came without hesitation, drawn from the deep well of his subservience. “Yes, of course, Ma’am,” he murmured. Even in this state, all he could think about was how much he wanted to serve her. His job, his responsibilities, the repercussions—they were meaningless. This woman had placed him in such an overwhelming zone of pleasure that all reasoning had melted away.

Her lips brushed against his cheek again, a touch as degrading as it was electrifying. “You’ll work as my house servant until around 4 p.m.,” she continued, her voice calm yet commanding. “And then you’re free to go.”

The words pierced him, not with reluctance, but with deep fulfillment. He could already imagine it—himself, dressed simply and barefoot, cleaning her home with meticulous care while she remained poised, elegantly dressed, observing him with her commanding gaze. The thought of occasional punishments, administered at her whim, sent a thrill through him that only deepened his arousal. This wasn’t just an order; it was the embodiment of everything he longed for, the fulfillment of a dream he had never dared voice.

Her gentle touch and nurturing closeness completed the experience, each caress a reminder of the power she wielded over him. “Yes, Ma’am,” he whispered softly, his voice trembling with pleasure. “Anything you say, Ma’am.”

David felt the hum of the gynecological chair beneath him as it began to adjust, the mechanisms tilting and shifting his position. He was utterly powerless, his legs spread wide, his body bound and exposed, as Beatrice positioned herself on a small chair in front of him. The movement was deliberate, calculated, and his cock—erect and throbbing—was now positioned just inches from her face.

He watched helplessly as her smooth, elegant hands reached for him. Her touch sent a shiver through his body as her fingers wrapped around the base of his cock, lifting it gently, but with purpose. Her gaze lingered on him, admiring, inspecting, as though she were appraising a piece of art. David’s heart pounded as he looked at her face, her striking beauty stealing what little breath he had left. Her high cheekbones, her full lips, her eyes that held both mischief and control—everything about her seemed designed to amplify his submission.

Why is it, he thought, that a man cares so deeply about how a woman looks? Why does her beauty make the entire experience so intoxicating? But there was no answer, only the overwhelming reality of her presence, her power, her flawless face so close to his most vulnerable self.

To his utter astonishment and pleasure, her tongue extended, brushing against his balls with a slow, deliberate stroke. A jolt of ecstasy surged through him as he gasped aloud, his voice trembling with raw emotion. “Aww Gawwdd... I am in heaven,” he moaned, his head falling back, his mind unraveling into pure bliss.

She smiled knowingly, the expression on her face a mixture of amusement and dominance. She had seen this transformation countless times before; no man left her office the same as they had entered. They all walked out changed—aroused, humbled, and entirely in her thrall. She was an artist, and her canvas was their submission.

Her mischievous smile lingered as her tongue returned to his balls, flicking against them with expert precision, the sensation sending waves of pleasure coursing through his bound body. Her hand continued to stroke him, firm yet controlled, each movement perfectly timed with the rhythm of her tongue. David was utterly lost, his thoughts obliterated, his entire being reduced to the overwhelming pleasure she granted—and the total surrender she demanded.

Beatrice’s mouth hovered over him, her warm breath ghosting along the length of his cock, which was now slick with pre-cum, the evidence of his torment glistening in the dim light. Her tongue darted out with exquisite precision, licking along the sensitive frenulum with agonizing slowness. The warm, slick glide of her tongue sent waves of electric pleasure through David’s restrained body, each flick and stroke perfectly calibrated to drive him closer to the edge.

A sinister smirk played at the corners of her mouth as she continued her deliberate torment, her lips brushing against the underside of his shaft, sending shivers of raw pleasure coursing through him. The steady stream of pre-cum leaking from him was a testament to his complete surrender, his arousal so overwhelming that it defied the bounds of his restraint. She paused just long enough to glance up at him, her eyes gleaming with amusement and control, before returning her attention to the delicate bundle of nerves that left him gasping for breath.

Her gaze never left his face. She watched him intently, studying every twitch of his expression, every hitched breath, every involuntary moan. She was a master of her craft, knowing precisely when to pause, when to linger, and when to stop entirely to pull him back from the precipice of release. David’s wide, tear-filled eyes met hers briefly, and her expression softened—not with tenderness, but with a knowing amusement that only deepened his submission.

When his breathing grew desperate, his body trembling as if begging for mercy, she pulled back just slightly. Her lips curled into a small, teasing smile, and a soft, melodic laugh escaped her. It was warm and rich, yet carried a weight of dominance that reminded him exactly who was in control.

“Enjoying ourselves, are we?” she asked, her voice a honeyed melody that melted into his very soul.

David could only nod weakly, his voice caught somewhere between a whimper and a gasp. Her words weren’t meant to tease alone; they reminded him of the privilege he was experiencing, the rarity of her attention, and how utterly dependent he was on her generosity.

Her tongue returned to his frenulum, and this time she let her lips close around him, sucking lightly as her tongue continued its teasing strokes. His bound body jolted, a reflexive response to the overwhelming pleasure that coursed through him, but the restraints held firm, ensuring he remained hers to toy with. Every touch of her tongue, every gentle pull of her mouth, was deliberate, calculated to keep him teetering on the edge.

David’s world narrowed entirely to this moment, to her, to the sensations she so expertly delivered. He knew, down to his very core, that he would do anything—absolutely anything—to please her, to serve her, and to earn another moment of this intoxicating attention. She was everything he had ever desired, and submission to her wasn’t just a necessity; it was bliss.

David’s world was nothing but the sensation of her mouth on him. Beatrice’s lips and tongue worked with an expertise that defied comprehension, teasing the sensitive underside of his cock with deliberate, calculated precision. He couldn’t see what she was doing, couldn’t process the full details, but the pleasure was overwhelming, the need to cum building to an unbearable crescendo. She sucked and licked with an audible enthusiasm, each wet sound a maddening reminder of her control over his body.

The tension inside him mounted, his body trembling uncontrollably as the wave of release surged closer and closer. His breaths came in gasps, shallow and desperate, his muscles locking as he teetered on the very brink of eruption. It was happening—there was no stopping it now. Or so he thought.

Just as the point of no return loomed, Beatrice sat upright, her hand snapping to the base of his cock with firm precision. Her fingers tightened perfectly, pressing in a way that sent a sharp shock through him. His entire body seized, his cock twitching violently as the unbearable pressure peaked—only to dissipate in an instant. The orgasm that had been so close, so unstoppable, simply vanished, as though she had snuffed it out with a single motion.

David gasped, his mind reeling, unable to believe what had just happened. He hadn’t thought it was possible, but her expertise had denied him in a way that felt almost supernatural. His cock throbbed in frustration, twitching visibly, but no release came. His body shivered, trembling in the aftermath of a climax that had been expertly shut down.

Beatrice looked down at him with a satisfied smile, her eyes gleaming as though she were savoring his disbelief. Her gaze flicked to his still-twitching cock before returning to his face, her expression equal parts amusement and control. He felt exposed, vulnerable, and utterly at her mercy. The denial wasn’t just physical—it was psychological, a reminder of how thoroughly she owned him in that moment.

Just as he thought he might have a moment to recover, she reached for a small bottle of oil, her movements calm and deliberate. The soft click of the cap broke the silence, and before he could process what was happening, he felt the cool shock of a few drops landing on his cock. The sensation was jarring, a sharp contrast to the heat of his body, and it sent an involuntary shiver through him.

Her hands returned, smooth and practiced, gliding over him with deliberate care. They were exquisite—long, slender fingers adorned with a flawless French manicure, the pale pink polish gleaming softly in the light. Her nails, perfectly shaped and neither too long nor too short, added an air of refinement to every deliberate stroke. A large diamond wedding ring sparkled on her finger, its brilliance a stark reminder of her poise and the enigmatic power she wielded.

The warmth of her hands was intoxicating, their heat spreading over his skin as she worked the oil into him with maddening precision. The slick glide of her palms against his cock and balls reignited the fire inside him almost instantly, the contrast of her warmth against the cool oil sending shivers through his restrained body. Her touch was slow and methodical, every movement calibrated to stoke his need to a fever pitch.

David’s body tensed, trembling under her hands as she brought him back to the edge in seconds. Her fingers, so elegant and perfectly groomed, moved with a sensual grace that seemed almost otherworldly. Each stroke, each deliberate press of her palms, was a reminder of her control, a demonstration of her ability to unravel him completely.

Just as he felt himself teetering once more, his cock twitching uncontrollably, her voice cut through the haze. “No,” she said firmly, her tone calm but absolute. Her hands paused just enough to let the denial sink in before she added, “No cumming without permission.”

All of a sudden, she pulled away. The warmth of her hands, the slick, precise movements over his cock and testicles, and the overwhelming pleasure she had been granting him—all of it vanished in an instant. David gasped at the loss, his body quivering, the abrupt detachment leaving him hollow and aching. It was as though he had been tethered to her touch, and now that tether had been cruelly severed, leaving him adrift in a sea of frustrated need.

Beatrice stood up with an air of calm authority, her movements deliberate, unhurried, and utterly in control. David’s eyes followed her instinctively, his bound body powerless to do anything but watch. She reached for the lever of the gynecological chair, her hand deftly adjusting it as the mechanical whirr filled the room. Slowly, the chair began to tilt and lift, angling him upwards until his face was level with her chest.

David’s breath caught in his throat. There, impossibly close now, were her breasts—encased in a lacy white bra that seemed designed to tease and torment. The fullness of them was mesmerizing, their soft, creamy curves straining against the confines of the lace. The bra lifted them high, pressing them together in a way that seemed almost defiant, as though daring the fabric to contain them any longer. It was a sight that defied reason, so provocative and so perfect that David’s mind could scarcely comprehend it.

His eyes widened as he stared, his gaze unable to break away. The intricate lace barely concealed her flesh, and yet, somehow, her nipples remained hidden, teasingly out of view despite the breasts spilling tantalizingly over the edges of the cups. How? he thought desperately. How could they not be visible with everything so perfectly poised to escape? The mystery of it only added to the unbearable allure.

Her shoulders, smooth and flawless, framed the display, the thin but sturdy straps of the bra digging slightly into her skin as they bore the weight of her ample chest. The contrast between the delicate lace and the raw, sensual power of her body left him breathless. Her form was exquisite, a perfect balance of femininity and control, the very embodiment of dominance and allure.

David’s mouth fell open, his lips trembling as he took in the sight. He couldn’t stop staring, couldn’t process anything else. This was, without question, the most erotic, enticing pair of breasts he had ever seen. Inches from his face, they filled his vision, taunting him with their nearness and their beauty.

He felt his heart pounding, his arousal pulsing through him as his gaze darted helplessly over every curve, every teasing detail. Bound and powerless, all he could do was marvel at the perfection before him, his mind swimming with awe, need, and utter surrender. She had reduced him to nothing more than a trembling spectator, captivated and completely under her spell.

David’s heart thundered in his chest as he watched Beatrice’s hands glide gracefully behind her back. A storm of emotions roared through him—anticipation, disbelief, and a desperate, almost panicked plea repeating in his mind like a mantra. Oh no, no—don’t let her open this. It’s too much. I can’t handle this…

The sexual pressure was unlike all else he had ever experienced. His cock, resting against her stomach, pulsed with unbearable need, the soft warmth of her skin driving him to the brink of insanity. His entire body was trembling, teetering on the edge of what he could endure. She was so close, her presence consuming him entirely.

“Breathe,” she murmured softly, her voice a low, soothing chant, as if she could sense the overwhelming tension coursing through him. “Breathe, David…” The words steadied him sufficiently to prevent his collapse, but they were paired with her deliberate movements—fluid, practiced, and utterly merciless. Her fingers worked behind her back, and his stomach twisted violently as he realized what she was doing.

She’s not going to remove it… surely not, he thought desperately. She wasn’t that kind of therapist. No, this was all an illusion, a game to break him without crossing into the ultimate vulgarity. Or wasn’t it? She wouldn’t… she couldn’t. But then, much to his horror, the straps slackened, and he saw it: the clasp had come undone.

“No… no, this can’t be happening,” he thought frantically, his mind a maelstrom of denial and helpless desire. His breathing hitched, his body locked in place, as if hoping against reason that she might change her mind. She was standing so close, her stomach pressing lightly against his cock, her calm and knowing smile only magnifying his torment.

Beatrice’s eyes gleamed with wicked amusement, the kind of look that told him she knew exactly what she doing—teasing him, unraveling him, exposing him to his own weaknesses. Her fingers toyed with the loose fabric of her bra, and he knew she was in no hurry. She relished this moment, watching him squirm; her calm demeanor highlighted her command of his unraveling.

“Do you like big breasts?” she asked suddenly, her voice like velvet, smooth and teasing, but with an undercurrent of undeniable authority.

The question wasn’t casual—it was a weapon calculated to strip away the last vestiges of his composure. The word vulgarity flashed in his mind, not as a judgment of her, but of his own helpless reaction. It was too much, and yet it was precisely what she wanted. Beatrice didn’t just tease; she found the cracks in a man’s armor and pried them open, unearthing his weaknesses and forcing him to face them. She wasn’t just undressing—she was dismantling him, piece by piece, and David felt himself crumbling under her calculated torment.

The fabric loosened, the tension in the straps releasing as she let the lace fall away. The bra slipped down, revealing her bare breasts in all their glorious fullness. They were magnificent—voluptuous, heavy, and impossibly perfect. Her nipples stood firm, rosy and inviting, crowning the massive, creamy orbs that now filled his entire field of vision.

David barely had time to process what he was seeing before she moved again, releasing his wrists from their restraints. His arms fell to his sides, aching and stiff from the time spent bound, but none of that mattered now. Beatrice stepped closer, positioning herself between his spread legs, her body pressing against him. The softness of her stomach grazed his cock, which throbbed against her with an almost painful urgency.

And there, right in front of him, her bare breasts hovered within reach. He knew it was rude, knew it was bold, but he could no longer care. Instinct overrode thought, and his hands moved on their own, rising slowly until they cupped the massive orbs. His palms pressed against her warm, soft skin, his fingers sinking into their incredible fullness.

A moan escaped him, unbidden, as he began to massage them, his touch both hesitant and reverent. He couldn’t stop himself; the sensation of holding them, feeling their weight, was overwhelming. His thumbs brushed against the sensitive skin, and he marveled at their sheer size, their softness, the way they seemed to mold perfectly to his hands.

As his boldness grew, his fingers found her nipples—stiff, tantalizing, and begging for attention. He couldn’t resist. His thumbs and forefingers closed around them, gently rolling and molding the sensitive buds. They responded to his touch, the texture firm yet pliant beneath his fingers, sending another jolt of arousal straight through him.

It was so boldly erotic, so completely surreal, that he felt his mind slipping further into submission. Beatrice was letting him touch her like this, letting him experience her body, and he felt both humbled and emboldened by the privilege. His hands moved instinctively, exploring, worshiping, and surrendering to her power. She had unlocked something deep within him, and he was utterly at her mercy.

David’s mouth was mere inches from her bare breasts, so close he could feel the warmth radiating from her skin. His breath hitched, his lips trembling as they hovered near the stiffened peaks of her nipples. The need within him swelled uncontrollably—a primal, instinctive hunger that reduced him to something raw and fundamental. He felt like an infant, stripped of reason, consumed by an almost biological urge to suckle, to connect, to please.

His voice, thick with longing, escaped in a trembling whisper. “Do you allow?”

The words barely left his lips before her answer enveloped him, her voice so near it felt as though it came from deep within her. Warm and soothing, yet charged with authority, she murmured, “Of course I allow. Suckle on them, David.”

The permission was his undoing. He moved instinctively, his lips finding her nipple, latching onto the soft, sensitive flesh with a hunger that could no longer be contained. At first, he sucked softly, his mouth encircling the stiffened peak as his tongue teased and swirled around it. But soon, his instincts took over, and he began to alternate—flicking his tongue rapidly against the sensitive bud, each quick, precise motion sending a jolt through her body, before returning to suck deeply, rhythmically, like a desperate child.

His hands, small against the fullness of her enormous breasts, grasped at the supple curves, stretching the surface of her nipples taut as he worked. The tautness amplified every flick of his tongue, heightening the sensations that he knew she could feel. He repeated the cycle—flicking quickly, deliberately, then sucking deeply, his lips forming a tight seal around the stiff peak as he drew it into his mouth with an intensity that bordered on reverence.

The slight saltiness of her skin mixed with her natural warmth, intoxicating his senses and drawing him further into the act. Each pull of his mouth was deliberate, worshipful, as he alternated between the precision of his tongue and the primal hunger of his sucking, losing himself in the overwhelming connection of the moment.

Lost in the primal intensity of the moment, David surrendered completely. His lips worked rhythmically, drawing her nipple into his mouth with each deep pull, his tongue flicking and caressing, coaxing her body to respond. The act was both reverent and desperate, a worship of her femininity that felt as natural as breathing. He alternated between her nipples, giving each the same eager attention, his lips and tongue lavishing her with a devotion that transcended thought.

The closeness of her body enveloped him, her presence all-consuming, her scent—a heady mix of expensive soaps and luxurious oils—filling his nostrils. Beneath the faint trace of perfume was the natural warmth of her skin, a feminine fragrance uniquely hers, mingling with the soft allure of cleansed curves and subtle, womanly essence. The intoxicating aroma was overpowering, igniting every corner of his mind and leaving him utterly lost in the sensory spell she cast.

He could hear her breathing change, the rhythm becoming uneven, punctuated by the soft, delicate sounds of her pleasure. “Mmm… oh, yes,” she murmured, her quiet moans threading through the air like an intimate melody, each one spurring him onward, fanning the flames of his growing need. The realization hit him like a jolt—she was enjoying this, responding to him—and it made the act even more intoxicating.

The feel of her in his hands, the taste of her skin on his lips, the scent of her body surrounding him—it was all too much. Every sense was saturated with her presence, leaving him trembling with reverence and need. Her hands rested lightly on his head, fingers threading through his hair in a way that was both commanding and nurturing, grounding him in her presence while reinforcing the intimacy of the moment. The sensation of her fingers pressing gently against his scalp sent a shiver down his spine, tethering him to the act of worship that consumed him entirely.

David was utterly consumed. The world beyond her vanished, leaving only the intoxicating feel of her skin, the taste of her, and the overwhelming connection that pulsed between them. Each draw of his mouth was an act of surrender, a silent declaration of his submission and his desire to please. He was lost in her, in the softness of her curves, the firmness of her nipples, and the all-encompassing aura of dominance and care that she exuded.

Every second was a paradox—a blend of vulnerability and ecstasy, reverence and need. As his lips continued to work, David felt as though he had found his purpose in that singular, all-consuming moment: to serve, to submit, to worship the goddess before him with all his being.

All of a sudden, Beatrice pulled away again, leaving David trembling and yearning, his body aching from the abrupt detachment. He was left in the middle of a whirlwind of sensations, his lips still tingling from her flesh, his entire being focused on the unbearable pressure building within him. His cock throbbed, swollen and slick with pre-cum, the thick drops pooling at the tip and sliding down the length. The need coursing through him was maddening, an all-consuming lust that obliterated every thought except for one—his desperate desire to climax. He was going insane, his body straining against the restraints, his mind spiraling in an overwhelming frenzy of unfulfilled pleasure.

Without a word, Beatrice moved with deliberate grace, her every motion a reminder of her unwavering control. She reached for a pillow and positioned it beneath his hips with practiced precision, her movements unhurried but purposeful. The shift elevated his lower body, tilting him just enough to expose his most vulnerable spot—his rosebud. The cool breeze brushing against his heated skin heightened his awareness of the position, amplifying his sense of helplessness and surrender.

Then it came—a light, deliberate touch at his anus. Her finger, slick with lubricant, circled the sensitive area with clinical precision. The movement was teasing, exploratory, yet unyielding in its intent. “You see,” she murmured, her voice calm and detached yet tinged with amusement, as though delivering an educational lesson, “this is another effective method to enjoy.”

Her finger pressed gently but decisively, breaching him just enough to ignite a surge of sensation that stole his breath. David’s body reacted instantly, his back arching involuntarily as a deep, guttural moan escaped his lips. The sound was raw, torn from the depths of his being, as the unfamiliar sensation overwhelmed him. It was intense, electrifying, and maddeningly intimate, leaving him utterly at her mercy.

Beatrice’s movements were slow and deliberate, her finger moving with an impossibly precise rhythm that kept him teetering on the edge of control. Her touch wasn’t just exploratory—it was masterful, a demonstration of her knowledge and dominance in every calculated stroke. At the same time, her other hand wrapped firmly around his cock, stroking it with a steady, controlled rhythm that matched her movements below. The contrast was maddening—the playful exploration of his most sensitive, untouched depths paired with the relentless stimulation of his throbbing erection.

“Breathe deeply,” she instructed, her voice low and rhythmic, repeating the words like a soothing mantra. “Breathe, David. Breathe…” Her tone was steady, commanding, yet carried a trace of gentleness, grounding him as his mind spiraled in the overwhelming haze of pleasure.

David gasped for air, struggling to obey as his body trembled beneath her touch. His helplessness was total—strapped down, exposed, and utterly at her whims. Every motion she made reminded him that he was hers to control, her skillful hands and precise movements keeping him balanced precariously on the edge of release.

The command became his lifeline, the only thing grounding him as he fought to obey. His breaths were shallow and uneven at first, but he forced himself to follow her lead, inhaling deeply, exhaling slowly, the effort a futile attempt to stave off the inevitable.

But the sensations were too much. The relentless pressure at his rosebud, the expert strokes on his cock, the warmth of her voice—all of it combined into an unrelenting wave of ecstasy. His body trembled violently, his thighs quivering, his moans growing louder and deeper until they became choked sobs.

Tears slid down his flushed cheeks as he began to cry, overwhelmed by the sheer intensity of the moment. This was unlike anything he had ever experienced—raw, primal, and all-consuming.

“Please,” he pleaded through his sobs, his voice thick with desperation. “I’m begging you… please, just let me climax.”

At that point, David could care about nothing else. His thoughts, his will, his very essence were reduced to a singular focus: her. Anything she asked of him, he would do without hesitation. Her hand continued its relentless rhythm on his cock, her finger teased and pressed within his rectum, and her soft, full breasts pressed firmly against his face, engulfing his senses completely.

Beatrice’s voice broke through the haze, playful yet commanding. “Are you going to be a good sucker slave for me, David?”

Her words sent a fresh wave of submissive devotion crashing over him. His voice trembled as he responded, fervent and desperate. “Oh yes, I will. I swear I will. With all my might, I will.”

A smile curved her lips, and she leaned in slightly, her breath warm against his skin. “Then you may climax in my hand,” she declared, her tone calm and certain, the final decree of a goddess granting permission to her devotee.

Her grip on his cock tightened ever so slightly, her strokes rhythmic and precise. The movements were almost mechanical in their efficiency, yet they carried an undercurrent of sensual control, a deliberate reminder of her dominance. The words acted as a trigger, releasing the dam that had held David back. His body responded instantly, a convulsive wave of pleasure surging through him as he surrendered entirely to her command.

The first spasm struck like a bolt of lightning, jolting every nerve in his body. A long, desperate moan—"AaaaahhhhhhHHHHhhhhhHHHHHhhhhhHHHHH"—escaped his lips, wavering, rising and falling in waves of ecstasy. His cock pulsed in her hand, free and unrestrained, spilling thick, hot ropes of cum as she milked him with merciless efficiency. Each surge of release was euphoric, sending his body into violent convulsions as she drained every last drop from him. His chest heaved, his limbs trembled, and just when he thought he could take no more—

David jolted awake.

His body spasmed, jerking violently against the damp sheets. His chest rose and fell in rapid gasps, his heartbeat a frantic, pounding drum inside his ribcage. Sweat clung to his skin, the bed beneath him warm and damp from the force of his climax.

It was just a dream. That dreadful dream.

The euphoria from his release was gone in an instant, replaced by a cruel, inescapable reality. His trembling fingers moved downward, brushing against the cold, unyielding steel of the chastity cage. His cock twitched inside the unforgiving restraint, still convulsing with the phantom echoes of an orgasm it had never truly experienced. The steel confinement mocked him, amplifying the hollow ache of denial.

A thin stream of semen had leaked from the cage’s narrow slit, sticky and humiliating, pooling uselessly. The spasms came in mechanical succession—one, two, three, four—sharp, unrelenting, a cruel mimicry of pleasure. The fifth was weaker, trembling, followed by a faint, barely perceptible sixth—a final aftershock that left him drained and shaking.

There was no satisfaction, no release—only emptiness. The pleasure had been an illusion, a cruel trick of his subconscious, leaving behind nothing but the gnawing frustration of a body denied its natural conclusion.

The chastity device was no longer merely a physical restraint. It had become a relentless psychological torment, a maddening reminder of his unsatisfied need. It clung to him like a cage, unyielding, a prison that trapped not just his body but his mind, reinforcing his helplessness and submission. The constant weight and pressure of the device amplified his frustration, denying him even the most basic semblance of control.

As he gasped for air, his body shuddering from the relentless denial, David’s mind spiraled into an overwhelming haze of need and despair. The frustration was all-encompassing, an invisible tether binding him to the life he could not escape, one marked by perpetual longing and unfulfilled desire.

David jolted awake mid-convulsion, his body jerking violently against the damp sheets. His chest heaved as he struggled to catch his breath, sweat clinging to his skin, the bed beneath him soaked from the intensity of his torment. His heart pounded wildly, as though trying to break free from his ribcage, still caught in the rhythm of the dream that had seized him moments ago.

Instinctively, his hand moved downward, trembling fingers brushing against the cold, unyielding cage that encased him. The familiar sensation of wetness met his touch, sticky and undeniable—a humiliating reminder of yet another nocturnal release. The mess clung to him, a childish, shameful echo of wetting the bed, compounding his frustration and despair. His head fell back against the pillow as a wave of helplessness washed over him.

That dream again. The same vivid, erotic torment that had haunted him night after night.

“Not again,” he whispered hoarsely, his voice breaking under the weight of his shame. His throat was dry, his body trembling as he dragged a shaky hand through his damp, sweat-soaked hair. He swallowed hard, trying to steady himself, but his thoughts whirled in a relentless loop.

This can’t go on like this. It’s getting worse every night. The chastity device, locked in place for months, was no longer just a physical restraint—it was a constant, maddening reminder of his unsatisfied need. It clung to him like an unrelenting weight, always present, always denying. She had locked him away, dismissed him from her thoughts, and left him to stew in his frustration. And the longer he wore it, the more desperate, the more unhinged he became.

His breathing slowed gradually, but the ache in his chest lingered—a gnawing, persistent reminder of the life he couldn’t escape. The dreams were consuming him, clawing at the edges of his sanity, yet they were all he had left—a cruel, tantalizing taste of something he could never truly have.

David forced himself to sit up, dragging a shaky hand over his face as the remnants of the dream clung to him like cobwebs. The soft glow of early morning filtered through the curtains, casting long shadows across the room. Glancing to his left, he saw Claire sleeping soundly, her breathing steady and rhythmic in the dim light. The sight offered no solace—only a stark reminder of the gulf between them. Her calm repose seemed almost mocking, contrasting painfully with his restless torment.

He touched his damp cheeks, as if needing to confirm that he was truly awake, the cold sweat against his fingertips making his skin crawl. The sheets beneath him were damp, clinging uncomfortably to his thighs, and the cage around his cock felt tighter than ever. The aftermath of the dream still pulsed through him, amplifying his frustration. Quietly, he swung his legs over the edge of the bed and slipped his feet into his slippers. The faint shuffle against the floor was almost inaudible as he made his way toward the bathroom, his thoughts a chaotic jumble.

How many more mornings like this? he wondered, his frustration mounting with each step. How many more times waking up like this—drenched, aching, and trapped? Her voice, her touch, her towering figure—they haunted him, consuming every corner of his mind even as he yearned for peace. Every day blurred into the next, marked by the same humiliating routine, the same aching void that left him teetering on the edge of sanity.

The door clicked shut behind him, so soft it was barely a whisper.

On the bed, Claire’s eyes fluttered open. She stared at the empty space beside her, her breathing slow and deliberate. She had been pretending to sleep, just as she had for the past few mornings, silently watching her husband’s restless behavior. Something was wrong—something she couldn’t quite put her finger on—but it gnawed at her, a quiet but insistent voice in her mind refusing to let her ignore it any longer.

The faint scent in the room reached her nose—unmistakable, jarring. It clung to the sheets, mingling with the musk of sweat. Sperm. The smell triggered something deep within her, a memory of days long past when sex had meant something to her, when intimacy with David had stirred a spark of emotion. Now, that scent felt foreign, almost invasive, as though it didn’t belong here anymore.

Her expression hardened as she stared at the closed door. What are you up to? she wondered. But deep down, she already knew. She had watched him this morning, just as she had the mornings before, catching the tail end of his vivid, erotic dream. The tension in his body, the way he had moaned so desperately—AaahhhAAhhhHHHHHhhhhh—was impossible to ignore. Whatever was happening between him and himself in those moments was intense, far more than anything they had shared in years. And that terrified her.

Was he thinking of someone else? The thought pierced her like a shard of ice, sharp and unforgiving. She didn’t want to accept it, didn’t want to think David could betray her like that. They still loved each other—she was certain of it—in their way. But Claire had come to understand that love and attraction weren’t the same. What they had now been a partnership, not the fiery, all-consuming connection they once shared. And that had to be enough. Didn’t it?

She sighed quietly, running a hand over the sheet where David had been. It was damp from his sweat, faintly scented with that unmistakable, intimate smell that left her stomach turning in knots. Why does it matter? she asked herself, but she knew why. The intensity she had seen in him that morning—the moans, the tension, the desperate way his body responded—it was like looking at a stranger.

She thought about herself. She wasn’t the woman she once was. Claire had gained weight, yes, but who wouldn’t in her position? Between working, raising their kids, managing the house, and keeping up with family obligations, there was no time left for vanity. The gym? Who had hours to waste there when there were so many more important things to do? She had beautiful children—her pride and joy—and a home that, while not perfect, was hers to maintain. The kids came first; they always did.

Claire loved her kids more than life itself. Nothing in this world mattered more than their well-being. Every hour spent keeping their schedules straight, every meal made from scratch, every pile of laundry folded was done for them. And the house—she worked tirelessly to keep it clean and comfortable for all of them. While David worked (or pretended to work from home, she suspected), she kept everything else running.

And then there was her family. Her mother, her sisters—they were her safe haven, her escape from the relentless grind of her everyday life. They understood her in ways David never could. They laughed together, shared meals, and reminisced about the simpler times of her childhood. In their company, she felt at home, unburdened, and truly herself. She loved those moments—more than she’d ever admit—and cherished the sense of belonging they gave her.

David, of course, didn’t see it that way. She could tell from the way he looked at her lately, the quiet resentment in his jokes. The last time she’d left to spend the day with her family, he’d called after her with a teasing smile, “My sweet little ice princess.” At first, it sounded like a playful nickname, but there was a barb hidden in his tone. She heard the underlying anger, the bitterness of a man who felt neglected, and it lingered with her long after she had left.

What does he expect from me? she thought, her frustration bubbling to the surface. She couldn’t give him what he wanted—not when there was so much else to do, so many responsibilities on her shoulders. She loved her children more than anything, felt truly alive when she was with her family, and took pride in managing their home. But David wanted more. He always wanted more.

Claire had tried. She had made an effort last month, summoning the energy to initiate sex with him for the first time in ages. But he had turned her away. She could still feel the sting of that rejection, the confusion it left behind. Fine. I tried. He didn’t want it. That’s on him. But as she lay in bed now, staring at the empty space where he had been, she couldn’t shake the memory of his dream. The intensity of it. The passion.

Her mind spiraled. What if it wasn’t just a dream? What if it was about someone else? The thought made her stomach churn. She didn’t want to believe it, but the distance between them was undeniable. His frustration was palpable, and she could no longer ignore it. This wasn’t just about her weight or her priorities. It was about the widening gap between their worlds, a gap that had grown so large it felt impossible to bridge.

As her gaze lingered on the closed door, Claire’s jaw tightened. She wasn’t angry—not yet. But she was determined. This morning marked her breaking point. Whatever was happening with David, she had to understand it. She owed it to herself, to their marriage, to the family she had worked so hard to hold together.


Reprimanded and Punished

Tuesday 5 p.m., The Sterling’s Home

The sunlight poured through the expansive windows, bathing the Sterling living room in a golden glow. Beatrice Sterling stood on her lush green yoga mat, her body moving with the precision of a practiced goddess. Her every movement was deliberate yet fluid, an effortless display of sensuality and control. Her breathing was deep and rhythmic, a steady hum of peace that filled the room, underscoring her complete focus. She was serene, radiant, and utterly unattainable.

On her hands and knees, her back arched into a flawless curve, the movement as sinful as it was graceful. Her metallic blue shorts hugged her figure so tightly that every curve of her body seemed sculpted by divine intent. The glossy material shimmered with the light, clinging to her hips and thighs, accentuating the perfection of her form. As she bent forward, the fabric stretched taut across her firm backside, so snug that the delicate form of her inner lips could be seen through the material. The sight was maddeningly explicit, an unintentional tease that could bring even the strongest man to his knees.

Her sports bra, stark white and impossibly tight, struggled to contain the full, luscious swell of her breasts. They shifted slightly with every movement, their weight and shape unrestrained by anything but the fabric stretched over them. Beads of sweat glistened on the creamy skin of her cleavage, catching the light like dew on a summer morning. Her face, framed by loose strands of her ponytail, was flushed a delicate pink, the faint exertion adding a touch of raw humanity to her otherwise godlike presence.

Her feet, bare and perfectly proportioned, pressed firmly against the mat as she transitioned into another pose. The arch of her soles was elegant, her long toes flexing gracefully, their delicate shape accentuated by the sunlight. Even her feet carried an air of perfection, a detail that only deepened her allure. Each time her toes pointed or curled, it was as though they echoed the controlled sensuality of her entire body.

Yet, while Beatrice’s focus was entirely on herself—her body, her breath, her perfection—the same could not be said for the men laboring in her domain. Somewhere in the house, David, her devoted Tuesday servant, toiled in quiet humiliation. He worked tirelessly, driven not by pride but by fear and a need to please.

At that very moment, David was on his knees in the primary bathroom, his tongue pressed against the cool porcelain of the toilet bowl. Beatrice had instructed him weeks ago to ensure her toilet was spotless, and her methods left no room for error. First, he licked. Then, he scrubbed. Then, he rinsed and repeated the process, the taste of bleach lingering on his tongue. Sweat poured from his forehead, his body glistening as he labored in silence.

The proximity of the bathroom to Beatrice’s bedroom made his task even more degrading. He could still vividly remember the Tuesdays when she had stayed home in the mornings, her laughter ringing through the open door as she enjoyed rough, passionate sex with her lover. The sounds were inescapable—moans, gasps, the rhythmic slap of skin against skin—each one a reminder of his place in the household hierarchy.

The image of her lover tangled with her beneath the white, fluffy blankets was seared into David’s mind. After their sessions, she would order him to bring them coffee and a light breakfast, served neatly on a tray. He’d deliver it to the bedroom, his hands trembling as he placed the tray beside them, her body still entwined with her lover’s, her gaze barely acknowledging his presence.

It was then that David understood the caste system of Beatrice’s world. Her lover was a cherished guest, worthy of her attention and affection. Her husband, Julian, occupied a rung slightly below—obedient, devoted, but still granted the privileges of proximity. David, however, was beneath them all. He was a servant, a tool, a being so insignificant in her eyes that she didn’t bother closing the door while she indulged in her pleasures. Why bother shutting the door for a dog?

Now, her voice echoed faintly from the living room, steady and serene as she counted through her yoga poses. David’s ears burned as he worked, his knees aching on the hard tiles. His lips, raw from scrubbing the porcelain, brushed against the edge of the bowl again as he resumed licking. The taste, metallic and bitter, only deepened his sense of degradation. His body was bent and sweating, his muscles straining as he reached to clean every inch of the toilet, striving for the perfection she demanded.

Meanwhile, Beatrice’s breathing remained steady, her movements a study in control and poise. As she arched her back, her ass rising high, the metallic fabric of her shorts stretched impossibly tighter, emphasizing every curve and contour. The sight was enough to render a man speechless, though no man in her presence would dare to look without permission.

Her serenity contrasted sharply with David’s quiet desperation. She worked to maintain her body’s perfection, beads of sweat rolling down her flushed skin as she pushed herself through her poses. David, on the other hand, worked to maintain her environment, sweating not for his benefit but to ensure her home reflected her exacting standards. The disparity was stark, a testament to her dominance and the roles she had so effortlessly assigned.

For Beatrice, it was a typical Tuesday—her routine uninterrupted, her control absolute. For David, it was another day spent in the shadows, his tongue scraping against porcelain, his soul tethered to the whims of a woman who never even noticed his existence.

Outside the house, Jasper stood sentinel, utterly naked and chained like a watchdog in human form. His role was simple yet essential: a deterrent to the steady stream of admirers, perverts, and stalkers who seemed magnetically drawn to Beatrice wherever she went. Her presence had a way of collecting men—broken, yearning, or desperate. Some she kept, some she dismissed, but all were consumed, in some way, by the force of her being.

And then there was Julian, her husband, her first and truest conquest. Beatrice adored him, though her love manifested in the strictest of forms. His submission was absolute, and it was this dynamic that allowed her to center herself so fully during her yoga practice. Knowing that Julian’s devotion was unwavering gave her the freedom to explore the edges of her existence, to revel in her own power while maintaining the serene facade of tranquility.

Her ponytail swung gently as she transitioned into another pose, the swell of her hips dipping as her spine arched again, her chest lowering toward the mat. The rise and fall of her breath drew the eye to her heaving curves, the soft flesh barely restrained by her bra. Her body was both a temple and a weapon, a masterpiece of strength and beauty that exuded control and sensuality in equal measure.

Beatrice was more than a woman—she was a force. Whether she meant to or not, she radiated dominance, her movements mesmerizing, her presence intoxicating. In this quiet moment of yoga, with the sun warming her skin and the men she owned tending to her needs, she was utterly untouchable, a goddess in her element.

As the clock ticked toward 5 p.m., David scrubbed furiously at the final corner of the toilet bowl, his arms trembling from hours of ceaseless labor. The porcelain gleamed under the harsh bathroom light, spotless and immaculate—exactly as she demanded. Not a minute earlier would he dare to stop, knowing all too well the consequences of leaving even the smallest imperfection.

When the clock finally struck 5, he set the brush down, his chest heaving from exertion. Sweat slicked his bare skin as he wiped his brow with the back of his hand. He cast a nervous glance at the bathroom mirror, his reflection pale and disheveled. His tongue ached from the humiliating task of licking the porcelain clean, the bitter taste still lingering in his mouth.

With shaking hands, he stepped out of the bathroom and into the hallway, his footsteps tentative as he approached her. Every step felt like a struggle—his legs heavy, his heart pounding. He knew he needed to present himself, to signal that his tasks were complete and wait for her permission to leave. His naked body, save for the unrelenting chastity device locked onto him, felt exposed and vulnerable as he made his way toward the living room.

And there she was.

David stopped a few feet away, his breath catching in his throat. Beatrice was on her yoga mat, her body moving with a grace that defied description. She flowed seamlessly through another series of poses, the golden light streaming through the windows kissing every curve of her form. Her metallic blue shorts shimmered with each subtle shift, clinging to her hips and thighs like a second skin, the taut fabric outlining the faint, maddening curves of her most intimate features.

The sight paralyzed him.

The cool metal of the chastity device pressed cruelly against his aching flesh, a constant reminder of her control. His body trembled, not from the air brushing against his bare skin but from the intoxicating vision before him. The rise and fall of her chest as she exhaled deeply drew his eyes, the heavy swell of her breasts shifting slightly under the taut sports bra. The soft sheen of sweat glistened on her flushed skin, her serenity utterly untouched by the chaos of his labor.

David’s heart thudded violently in his chest, each beat loud and erratic, as his gaze betrayed him. By her rules, he wasn’t even allowed to look at her above the level of her feet. As her servant, his gaze was meant to stay lowered at all times, a silent acknowledgment of her superiority. She could walk through her home entirely naked, unburdened by modesty or restriction, and it was his responsibility—not hers—to avert his eyes. It was his duty to confine himself, to restrain his desires, while she was utterly free to revel in her own body’s beauty.

But this moment was different. She wasn’t facing him, wasn’t aware of his faltering discipline. Her ass arched high into the air as she shifted fluidly into another pose, and for the first time, he dared to let his eyes wander higher—far higher than he was allowed. And then he saw it.

The tight metallic blue shorts hugged her so closely, so unforgivingly, that the faint outline of her pussy lips was visible, pressed against the glossy fabric. The forbidden fruit revealed itself in a fleeting, maddening glimpse, and David couldn’t look away. It was an unearned privilege, an accidental view of her most intimate contours, and the sight sent a jolt of unbearable tension coursing through his caged cock.

His breath caught, his throat dry, as his body reacted instinctively. The chastity device dug into his sensitive flesh, the ache spreading from his cock to his balls and deep into his loins. He wanted to tear his eyes away, to respect the boundaries she had set, but he couldn’t. He was a man, a mortal, standing in the presence of a goddess.

Her movements were deliberate, unhurried, as if time itself bent to her will. She had no idea—no care—that he was watching. Or perhaps she did. Perhaps she knew he would dare to look when she wasn’t facing him. Perhaps this was part of the torment, the unspoken power she wielded over him, knowing that even this accidental glimpse would haunt him for days.

David tore his gaze away, shame burning hot across his cheeks. He had broken the rule, even if only for a moment. The image was already seared into his mind, a cruel reminder of her absolute freedom and his utter confinement. His arousal burned with unbearable force, his caged cock pressing relentlessly against its confines, as if it, too, were struggling against the invisible chains she had wrapped around him.

Her serene focus was almost cruel in its indifference to him. She was a goddess, lost in her tranquil pursuit of perfection, while he stood trembling, paralyzed by his fear and longing. Even her breathing—calm and steady—mocked the storm raging inside him. He clenched his fists at his sides, every nerve in his body alight with the maddening ache of unrelieved arousal.

David hadn’t always been this way. Months ago, he had been a different man—a curious man, yes, but not the broken, obedient creature he was now. Back then, he had dared to watch her from afar, his infatuation growing into obsession as he followed her every move. But Beatrice had discovered his trespass effortlessly, as though his thoughts were written plainly on his face. She hadn’t cared about his excuses or his shame. Instead, she had taken control, stripping him of his autonomy and locking him into a chastity device that symbolized her ownership. From that moment on, Tuesdays belonged to her.

Every Tuesday, David crossed the street to her house, key in hand, to fulfill what she had coldly termed “domestic chores.” The list of tasks she had given him was exhaustive, meticulously detailed, and impossible to complete in the allotted hours. He scrubbed, polished, and toiled endlessly, knowing that anything less than perfection would result in punishment. Breaks were unheard of, and meals were not permitted; his only sustenance was the occasional sip of tap water stolen in a moment of desperation.

On most Tuesdays, she wasn’t home, and David worked in solitude. Those days, though grueling, offered a semblance of relief. He could scrub her floors, polish her furniture, and clean her bathrooms without the added weight of her gaze. But on days like today, when she returned early—or worse, when she was present—his anxiety was suffocating. Her presence turned the already demeaning task of servitude into a nightmare of unpredictability.

When she was in the mood, she would strip him of his pathetic slave attire—a thin cotton shirt and short trousers, shoeless and degrading in their simplicity. Even those meager scraps felt like armor compared to the vulnerability of total nudity. And when she uttered that single, unrelenting word — “Strip”—David obeyed without hesitation. His trembling hands discarded the humiliating garments, leaving him utterly exposed and at her mercy.

For hours now, he had scrubbed her toilets, polished her floors, and dusted her furniture, his naked body a testament to his debasement. His knees were raw from the tiles, his muscles ached, and his throat was parched, but he dared not stop. Her indifference to his nudity only deepened his shame; she hadn’t even glanced at him, as though his humiliation were so natural it no longer warranted her attention.

Finally, as the clock approached 5 p.m., David allowed himself a flicker of hope. The end of his ordeal was near. He would dress in his proper clothes—respectable attire that helped him cling to the illusion of being a husband and neighbor—and return to the safety of his home. But leaving wasn’t always simple. Beatrice’s whims dictated everything, including his departure.

Now, as he stood frozen, his eyes fixed on her fluid movements, David hesitated. He should leave. It was time. But the thought of interrupting her filled him with dread. Her focus felt untouchable, her peace a stark contrast to the turmoil inside him. He knew from bitter experience that speaking without permission could provoke her into keeping him longer, finding new ways to degrade him simply because she could.

He shifted nervously, his hands twitching at his sides. He knew he couldn’t wait forever. Steeling himself, David crept to the corner where his proper clothes lay folded neatly. His fingers fumbled as he dressed, the soft fabric of his shirt and slacks feeling foreign against his skin after hours of nudity. Buttoning his shirt with trembling hands, he tried to suppress the panic rising in his chest. The sooner he could leave, the sooner he could reclaim a shred of dignity.

But even as he dressed, a weight pressed on his mind—the knowledge that she hadn’t acknowledged him. She hadn’t said he could go. His pulse quickened as he glanced toward her. She remained on the mat, her body curling into another pose, her ass lifted high in the air, the fabric of her shorts stretched taut. He bit his lip, forcing his gaze away. Her indifference was its own form of torment, a silent reminder of his insignificance.

For David, even leaving was an act of submission. He knew better than to disturb her peace, and yet he dreaded the possibility that she might notice him and call him back. Every movement he made felt like a risk, each step a gamble against her whim.

As he approached the door, his heart raced with the anticipation of finally stepping back into the safety of his home. He grasped the handle, the cool metal steady under his trembling fingers, and began to turn it—but just as he did, a sudden commotion erupted outside.

“Pervert! Pervert!” Jasper’s voice cut through the quiet, sharp and unrelenting. The word rang out like an alarm, each shout growing louder and more insistent. David froze mid-motion, his hand still on the knob. His heart stuttered in his chest, his breath hitching as he tried to make sense of the unexpected chaos.

Before he could react further, Beatrice was moving. Her footsteps, swift and purposeful, carried her straight past him. She grasped the door handle he had just released, pulling it open with a deliberate force that made him flinch. He stumbled backward instinctively, pressing himself against the wall to avoid her notice as she stepped outside, the door closing firmly behind her.

David lingered in the hallway, his body stiff with tension. The muffled sounds of her voice reached his ears, laced with fury. Even through the door, her authority was unmistakable. He caught fragments of Jasper’s shouts, the word “pervert” repeated with diminishing volume as her tone cut through his accusations.

Curiosity and dread warred within him. He shouldn’t involve himself—he knew that. But the pull of her presence, the magnetic weight of her power, was impossible to resist. Steeling himself, he moved carefully toward the door and eased it open just enough to slip outside without drawing attention.

The scene that greeted him was chaotic yet immediately clear.

Beatrice stood tall and imposing, her presence dominating the space despite the fading sunlight that bathed the yard. Her arms were crossed, her expression a mask of cold fury as her gaze bore down on Jasper. He was tethered to the perimeter rail, utterly naked, his body trembling under the weight of her anger. His bare shoulders rose and fell with shallow breaths, his earlier pride extinguished in an instant.

Near her, Raymond stood disheveled, his clothes soiled and askew. His breathing was ragged, his chest heaving from what had clearly been a struggle. Jasper’s cries of “pervert” suddenly made sense—he must have caught Raymond sneaking around the house, perhaps trying to spy on her. David’s stomach churned as he pieced it together. Jasper must have thought he was doing the right thing, protecting her, but judging by her expression, Beatrice didn’t share his sentiment.

“You absolute fool, Jasper!” she snapped, her voice a whip crack that made David flinch even from a distance. “Do you think this is what I need? Chaos? Noise? Outside my home?”

Jasper’s head hung low, his earlier triumph now replaced by abject shame. He shifted uneasily, his eyes darting toward the ground as though searching for some explanation that might save him.

David’s gaze flicked to Raymond again. Despite his disheveled state, Beatrice stood close to him, her tone softening ever so slightly as she addressed him. She placed a reassuring hand on his shoulder, her touch light yet unmistakably protective.

“It’s all right,” she murmured to Raymond, her voice calm and soothing. “You’re safe now.”

David felt a pang of something—jealousy, perhaps—as he watched the way she comforted Raymond. It was clear who held her favor, and it wasn’t Jasper. For all his loyal service, for all his efforts to guard her, Jasper’s actions had backfired spectacularly. His intent to impress her, to serve her, had only earned him scorn.

“Raymond is not a pervert, Jasper,” Beatrice continued, her voice cold once again. “He’s a customer. A paying customer. And you had the audacity to attack him?”

The words hit like a hammer, and David saw the full weight of their impact on Jasper. His body sagged slightly, his trembling growing more pronounced as the shame rolled over him in waves. Beatrice’s fury was unrelenting, her authority absolute. She was the one who decided the rules, and in this moment, she had decided that Jasper was wrong—no matter how justified he might have thought his actions were.

David’s stomach twisted as he took it all in. The unfairness of it was staggering, and yet it only emphasized her power. Beatrice could bend the narrative to her will, shifting allegiances and rearranging roles with ease. She dictated reality, and everyone in her orbit was subject to her ever-changing whims.

As he watched, Jasper stood silent and subdued, his head bowed in submission. Beatrice’s scorn poured over him like a storm, each word stripping away what little pride he had left. David couldn’t help but pity him. He knew what it felt like to be on the receiving end of her wrath, to have your intentions crushed under the weight of her unyielding authority.

But David couldn’t linger. It was 5 p.m.—the end of his ordeal—and he had to leave. Claire would be waiting for him across the street, and the last thing he wanted was for Beatrice to delay him or call attention to his departure. His heart thudded as he weighed the risk, but the alternative—staying too long and being noticed—was unthinkable. She was furious with Jasper, and Raymond’s arrival seemed to have absorbed her attention. If ever there was a moment to slip away, this was it.

He told himself it was a reasonable plan. He would keep his head down, step outside quickly, and pass unnoticed. If he didn’t make a sound, if he avoided her gaze, perhaps she wouldn’t even notice. His bare feet moved cautiously across the floor, his body trembling with both anticipation and fear. The thought of her anger turning toward him was almost paralyzing, but the need to escape was stronger.

As he opened the door, the commotion outside swelled in volume, and he hesitated for a brief second. Still, he pressed forward. Head bowed, he shuffled forward cautiously, his breath shallow with anticipation. But he hadn’t taken more than a few steps when her voice rang out, slicing through the tension like a blade.

"And where do you think you are going?" she demanded, her tone sharp and precise, freezing him mid-step.

David’s breath caught painfully in his throat, as if the mere sound of her voice had stolen the air from his lungs. His heart hammered against his ribcage as he turned slowly to face her, his gaze locked firmly on the ground. Even now, in his terror, he couldn’t lift his eyes above her feet. The thought of meeting her gaze—of seeing the fury he knew would burn in her eyes—was too much to bear.

"I thought, Mistress, that this is the time when I can return home," he stammered, his voice trembling, each word steeped in fear and submission.

Beatrice let out an exasperated exhale, the sound carrying her palpable annoyance. "And can’t you say at least hello?" she snapped, her voice rising, the sharpness in her tone making his skin prickle.

David’s response was immediate, frantic in its desperation to appease her. "I am sorry, my Mistress," he said, the words spilling out in a clumsy rush. His head bowed even lower, as though his submission alone might temper her irritation.

"Go stand next to Jasper," she instructed, her tone leaving no room for hesitation or argument.

Without a word, David obeyed, shuffling forward to take his place beside the trembling Jasper. The two men stood in silence, heads bowed, their gazes fixed firmly on the ground. Beatrice’s eyes swept over them, her piercing gaze a force unto itself, oppressive and demanding even as they dared not meet it.

David’s mind churned with a chaotic swirl of thoughts, each one a fresh wave of self-recrimination. He berated himself for his poor timing, for daring to cross her path at such a moment. Why couldn’t I have waited just a little longer? he thought bitterly. Now she’ll punish me too. She loves finding reasons to punish me.

And yet, beneath his fear, beneath the trembling of his body and the pounding of his heart, there was something else—a deep, unshakable longing. The nearness of her, the sound of her voice, the weight of her dominance pressed down on him in a way that ignited something raw and unspoken deep within. Even as his terror gripped him, even as he braced himself for whatever humiliation or punishment she might see fit to deliver, a surge of forbidden arousal coursed through him.

The chastity device pressed painfully against him, the ache of confinement sharp and unrelenting. His cock strained uselessly against its unyielding prison, as if responding instinctively to her power.

She’s so powerful, so strict, so beautiful, he thought, his trembling becoming more pronounced. Her voice, her control—it’s everything I crave, everything I’m too afraid to admit, even to myself.

Even as his fear consumed him, he longed to please her, to earn her approval in any way she might deem worthy. The thought of being punished, of being scolded under her fierce gaze, was both a terror and a desire. All I want is to be her good boy, he thought with desperate clarity, even if it means being humiliated, even if it means being nothing more than a tool for her amusement.

As her shadow loomed over him, David’s body remained rigid, his head bowed in deference. Every fiber of his being was attuned to her, awaiting her next word, her next command. He had no control, no power. And yet, in her presence, he felt a terrible, twisted fulfillment, a certainty that this was exactly where he was meant to be.

As Beatrice’s voice continued to rain down sharp and unforgiving, David stood motionless beside Jasper, his chest tight with dread. Each word she spoke cut through the air with the precision of a blade, and David’s heartbeat seemed to match the rhythm of her scolding, his pulse hammering violently beneath his skin. Her power was absolute, her words delivering a verdict that neither man could escape.

“Fetch me the cane, David,” she commanded, her tone devoid of warmth, and in that instant, his heart sank.

He felt the weight of the command press down on him, suffocating and final. Without a word, he turned on his heel and hurried back into the house, his legs unsteady beneath him. He didn’t need to ask where the cane was; no one did. It hung prominently on the wall between the kitchen and the living room, a constant, ominous symbol of her authority. Its presence was as much a part of her home as the furniture, a silent declaration of her power that sent a shiver through David every time his eyes fell on it.

His fingers trembled as he reached for the gleaming wood, the surface cool and smooth beneath his clammy palms. The cane was deceptively light, a fact that made it all the more terrifying. He had felt its bite before, and he knew too well how something so elegant in her hands could deliver such unrelenting pain. The walk back outside felt like a death march, each step a reminder of the punishment that awaited.

When he returned, Beatrice was exactly as he had left her, a striking vision of control and command. Her arm was draped around Raymond’s shoulders, an almost maternal gesture that filled David with a sudden, aching envy. Raymond stood subdued but secure, basking in the sanctuary of her protection. There was a quiet solace in his posture, a sense that her fury was a storm that would never touch him.

David’s stomach churned. How long had he served her? How many humiliations had he endured on these endless Tuesdays? And yet, here was Raymond, a paying customer, receiving all her care and assurance while David was nothing more than an object of punishment. The unfairness of it gnawed at him, but he dared not let it show.

Lowering his head, David handed her the cane, unable to meet her gaze. He felt like a man offering his executioner the blade, his hands trembling as the polished wood left his grip.

“Please, God, make it lenient this time,” David prayed silently, the words looping desperately in his mind. Even as he muttered the plea, some corner of his soul knew it was futile. Beatrice was never lenient. And yet, hope—irrational, fragile, and unyielding—clung to him like a lifeline. He squeezed his eyes shut, his lips moving ever so slightly, as if the act of prayer itself might summon divine intervention.

Beatrice didn’t allow the moment to linger. “Turn around, both of you” she commanded, her voice smooth and calm, a stark contrast to the storm raging inside him.

David obeyed instantly, his body trembling as he turned his back to her. Jasper, standing beside him, mirrored the movement without hesitation. The cool air brushed against David’s face, its crispness amplifying his vulnerability. He could feel the weight of her gaze, the knowledge of her impending judgment sending shivers down his spine.

“Trousers down,” she said, her tone so casual it was almost disarming, as though she were asking for something as mundane as a cup of tea.

David’s heart stuttered. For a brief moment, he hesitated, the command hanging in the air like a blade poised to drop. His eyes darted toward his house across the street, the sight of it tightening the knot of anxiety in his chest. Claire. She’s there. She’s waiting for me. What if she sees? What if she looks out the window? The thought alone made his stomach churn. If she sees me like this… it’s over. Everything is over.

His fingers moved to the waistband of his trousers, fumbling as panic threatened to overtake him. God, please, please don’t let her see, he begged silently, his heart pounding as he eased the fabric down. The trousers slid to his ankles, leaving him exposed save for the thin, humiliating layer of his underpants. At least she’ll stop here, he thought, clinging to the hope like a drowning man reaching for a scrap of driftwood. This is public. Surely she wouldn’t push it further.

“Underpants down,” came her next command.

The words struck him like a thunderclap, shattering the fragile hope he had clung to. There was amusement in her voice now, a playful lilt that sent a fresh wave of humiliation coursing through him. He froze, his breath catching in his throat as the reality of her command sank in. Naked? Here? In the yard, facing the street?

The absurdity of it warred with the stark truth of her authority. She had decreed it, and so it would be.

His hands trembled as he reached for the waistband of his underpants. For a moment, he hesitated, his mind reeling. But there was no escaping her. No mercy. No reprieve. Slowly, with his ears burning and his heart hammering, he pulled the fabric down, the cool air striking his bare skin like a cruel slap.

He stood there, utterly naked, his face flushed with shame. The sensation of the breeze against his exposed body was sharp, a tangible reminder of his degradation. And it wasn’t just the physical vulnerability—it was the complete powerlessness, the knowledge that he was at her mercy, his dignity stripped away at her behest.

The word echoed in his mind: behest. How incredible that one woman, through sheer force of will, could dictate the fate of two grown men.

David’s shame burned hot and unrelenting, his humiliation so profound it seemed to sear into his very being. And yet, beneath it, another sensation stirred—darker, more primal. It clawed its way through the layers of mortification, refusing to be ignored.

Beatrice. She was everything—power, beauty, dominance incarnate. She wielded authority with a grace that was devastating, an unyielding presence that made him ache in ways he could neither control nor understand. Even as his humiliation consumed him, he couldn’t help but admire her. Desire her.

The chastity device pressed cruelly against him, the unrelenting ache a constant reminder of her control. His cock strained painfully, trapped and useless, a reflection of his submission. The situation was maddening, intoxicating, a brutal mixture of terror and longing that blurred every boundary within him.

Beside him, Jasper stood just as exposed, his head bowed low. His silence spoke volumes, his shared humiliation a comfort and a torment. Together, they waited, naked and vulnerable, their fates balanced on the edge of Beatrice’s whim.

David’s mind raced, the line between fear and desire dissolving into a single, chaotic sensation. She could do anything to them now. Anything. And all he could do was stand there, trembling and exposed, praying that her next decree wouldn’t break him entirely.

"Now this is what happens to boys who do not know how to behave," Beatrice declared, her voice smooth and resolute, a queen addressing her subjects. It carried effortlessly through the yard, silencing the world around her. There was no anger, no raised pitch, only the calm, unshakable authority that left David and Jasper trembling before her. The cane in her hand tapped rhythmically against their exposed skin, the sound sharp yet light, like a cruel prelude to the symphony of pain she was about to conduct.

"Boys who, no matter how much I explain, seem to understand only through punishment," she continued, her tone deliberate, as though savoring every word. Each syllable burrowed into David's soul, a reminder of just how far beneath her he truly was.

David flinched as the cane brushed against his bare skin, the wood cool and taunting. His body tensed, every muscle coiled in anticipation. The wait was its own kind of torment, stretching endlessly, each second dragging him deeper into his fear. He clenched his fists tightly at his sides, his knuckles white, as though bracing himself would somehow lessen the inevitable.

It’s not fair, he thought bitterly. I worked all day. Scrubbing, polishing, crawling on my hands and knees to make her home perfect. Not a break, not a moment for myself—and this is my reward? His breath hitched as a pang of frustration laced with despair shot through him. My body is already sore, and now I’m going to be even more sore. The cane will leave its mark—she always makes sure of that.

Behind him, the cane swished lightly through the air. Once. Twice. The sound was sharp and deliberate, slicing through the stillness and making his stomach lurch. She was doing it on purpose, he knew—dragging out the moment, letting the sound of the cane torment him before it even touched his skin. He could feel the tension in his own body mounting with each swoosh, the quivering of his bare buttocks betraying just how deeply the fear had taken hold.

The cane brushed against him again, light and teasing, and his breath hitched. Every muscle in his body tightened, his trembling more pronounced as he tried in vain to steel himself. Each swish of the cane seemed louder than the last, reverberating in his mind as he stood there, exposed and helpless. The deliberate rhythm of it was maddening, each stroke of anticipation pulling him further into the depths of dread.

Then it came.

The cane whistled through the air before landing with a sharp, unforgiving crack. The sound tore through the stillness of the yard, cutting into the quiet like a thunderclap. The pain followed almost instantly—a scorching, searing agony that bloomed across his flesh and radiated outward, consuming him entirely. David gasped, the cry wrenching itself out of his mouth before he could contain it, though he bit down hard on his lip to keep it from becoming a scream.

"Ahhh—!" The sound escaped despite himself, though he quickly muffled it, his jaw clenching so tightly it felt like his teeth might crack. The humiliation was unbearable. His knees wobbled, threatening to give way, but he forced himself to stay upright. The thought of collapsing under her gaze, of showing even more weakness, was too much to bear.

Beside him, Jasper let out a choked whimper as the cane cracked against his flesh, his trembling body betraying his pain. The sharp gasp that followed was quickly silenced, swallowed by the overwhelming fear of drawing her ire further.

Beatrice, untouched by their suffering, moved with unhurried precision, the cane a natural extension of her will. Her poise was infuriating, her privilege palpable. She had never known pain like this, David thought bitterly. She wielded it with the ease of someone who lived above it, untouched by the struggles and suffering of those beneath her.

"Turn to face me," she commanded, her voice leaving no room for hesitation.

David turned stiffly, his movements wooden as he struggled to obey. The pain etched itself into his every step, the searing sting lingering, fresh and raw. His eyes remained low, unwilling and unable to meet hers. Jasper mirrored his motion, his face pale, his expression tight with effort as he tried to mask the brutal sting.

"On your knees, both of you," Beatrice ordered, her tone calm but with the weight of inevitability. Her words struck like a verdict, leaving no room for resistance.

David’s mind rebelled, clinging desperately to the hope that there had to be a limit to her demands. Kneeling naked in front of her in the yard, with Raymond basking under her protective embrace, seemed beyond reason. This can’t happen. Not here. But as always, fear of her wrath shattered his resolve. His knees gave way, and he sank to the ground, the cool earth a humiliating reminder of his place.

The ground felt cold and unyielding beneath him, a stark contrast to her effortless poise above. His gaze remained fixed downward, too afraid to rise any higher than her feet—a view that left him both humiliated and awestruck.

Her feet were exquisite, as if crafted by divine hands. Tanned and flawless, they glistened faintly in the golden light, as though they’d been oiled. Her toes were perfectly proportioned, each adorned with a meticulous red French pedicure that gleamed like tiny jewels. Around her left ankle, a delicate golden anklet glinted in the sunlight, two small keys dangling from its chain. David’s stomach twisted at the sight; he knew one of those keys was for his chastity device.

The polished lower half of the thick cane she held rested casually against her leg, its surface catching the light with an ominous gleam. Her stance was relaxed but commanding, her feet firmly planted on the pristine path—washed and spotless, as was every inch of her domain. From his lowly position on the ground, David felt utterly beneath her, both literally and figuratively. The sight of her feet, so carefully pampered and impossibly perfect, only emphasized the stark divide between them: she, a goddess of dominance, and he, nothing more than a naked servant groveling at her whim.

Beside him, Jasper mirrored the motion, his body trembling as they both knelt before her. Beatrice stood tall above them, untouchable, her commanding presence reducing them to little more than obedient boys. In that moment, their dignity, their very identities, were hers to dismantle.

“Hands forward, palms up,” she instructed, her voice smooth and unyielding.

David’s heart raced as panic seized him. The command left no doubt about what was coming. Humiliation weighed heavily on him already, but the thought of her cane striking his hands sent a fresh wave of fear coursing through his body. Slowly, reluctantly, he extended his trembling hands, palms upward, surrendering to her will. Beside him, Jasper mirrored the motion, his own hands shaking as they joined David’s in silent submission.

Beatrice stepped closer, her cane poised in her hand. Her movements were calm, almost leisurely, as if she were savoring the moment. With the tip of the cane, she nudged their trembling hands into alignment, the cold wood brushing lightly against their skin. Her actions were deliberate, a subtle yet devastating reminder of her power. The sheer casualness with which she arranged their hands, ensuring all four were perfectly aligned, deepened the dread that coursed through both men.

“Eyes closed,” she commanded suddenly, her tone brooking no argument.

David hesitated for the briefest moment, his instinct to resist clashing with the overwhelming fear of disobedience. Then, slowly, he obeyed, shutting his eyes and plunging himself into an even darker abyss of vulnerability. The right to see, to brace himself for the strike, was stripped away. All he could do now was wait, blind and trembling, for the agony he knew was coming.

The cane whistled through the air with a sharp, terrifying swoosh before it struck. The sound cracked like a thunderbolt, and David flinched instinctively. The pain that followed was immediate and excruciating, searing through the tender flesh of his palms and shooting up his arms like wildfire.

"Ahhh!" The cry tore from his throat before he could stifle it, a raw expression of pain and helplessness. He recoiled instinctively, clutching his stinging wrists to his chest, but Beatrice’s voice snapped sharply, cutting through his reaction like a blade.

“Back out,” she ordered. “Straight. We’re not finished.”

David forced his hands forward again, his palms burning and trembling, the pain still fresh and unrelenting. Beside him, Jasper was already struggling to maintain his composure, his hands shaking as they returned to their previous position. The shame and submission in the act of presenting their hands again, knowing full well what awaited them, was crushing.

“Flip,” Beatrice commanded, her voice crisp and commanding.

David’s stomach dropped. Not the backs. His mind screamed against the order, but his body obeyed automatically, his trembling hands turning over to expose the delicate, sensitive skin on the backs. Jasper hesitated for a split second before following suit, his trembling fingers barely steady as they waited for the inevitable.

The cane didn’t strike immediately. Instead, Beatrice let the seconds stretch into a tense, unbearable silence. The swoosh of the cane cutting through the air filled the void, its sound sharp and menacing as she swung it just inches away, deliberately building their anticipation. David’s heart thundered in his chest, his body tensing with every swoop of the cane, his mind trapped in the limbo of waiting.

And then it came.

The strike was merciless, the cane biting into the exposed skin with brutal precision. The pain was sharper, more piercing than before, radiating through his hands and up his arms like white-hot lightning.

"Ahhhh! Mistress, please!" David cried out, the words tumbling from his lips in a desperate plea he couldn’t suppress. His voice was raw, his chest heaving as he struggled not to let the neighborhood hear his cries. The shame of his outburst burned just as fiercely as the pain itself.

Jasper let out a strangled groan beside him, his body shaking as he cradled his reddened hands against his chest. Both men were trembling, their breaths ragged, but Beatrice remained unmoved. Her presence was as steady and commanding as ever, her eyes fixed on them with a calm detachment.

“Again,” she said simply, her tone utterly devoid of emotion.

David hesitated, but only for a moment. There was no question of resisting her, no possibility of defying her command. Slowly, he extended his hands once more, flipping them back to expose his raw, throbbing palms. Jasper followed suit, his motions slow and reluctant, their shared humiliation hanging heavy in the air.

“Align them properly,” Beatrice said, nudging the cane against their fingers with an almost playful precision. The act of arranging their trembling hands was dehumanizing, reducing them further to obedient, groveling boys desperate to please. The deliberate movements only heightened their sense of vulnerability, emphasizing her control.

The cane descended again, its strike just as brutal and unrelenting. David bit down hard on his lip, the metallic tang of blood filling his mouth as he fought to keep from crying out. He couldn’t let Claire hear. God, if she hears… if she sees… The thought twisted in his gut, but it wasn’t enough to steel him against the pain.

“Flip.”

The single word, calm and measured, sent another wave of dread through him. His hands turned again, the backs already swollen and bruised, the skin throbbing with each agonizing heartbeat. He squeezed his eyes shut, bracing himself as the cane came down with devastating force.

"Ahhhh!" David’s muffled cry escaped, his teeth clenched as tears stung his eyes. Jasper let out a low, broken moan beside him, the sound heavy with pain and submission. Their shared humiliation was palpable, hanging thick in the air between them.

Beatrice stepped back, her cane held lightly in her grasp, as she surveyed the two men with cool detachment. They knelt before her, trembling, their heads bowed in shame, their hands raw and swollen. The pain radiated through David’s body, but it was the humiliation that lingered most, sinking deep into his soul.

As she stood tall above them, her dominance was absolute. David felt the weight of her authority pressing down on him, a force that crushed every ounce of dignity he had left. And still, he knelt, obedient, helpless, waiting for her next command.

“Now go home, David,” Beatrice said finally, her voice calm and dismissive, as though nothing extraordinary had happened.

David staggered to his feet, every muscle trembling from exhaustion and fear. Instinctively, his hands moved to pull up his trousers, desperate to cover himself and escape the raw vulnerability of his exposed state. But her sharp tone cut through his motion like a blade.

“No,” she snapped. “And do it fast.”

Her cane lashed out one final time, striking his bare buttocks with unrelenting force. The sharp crack split the air, and David stumbled forward with a strangled yelp, his knees nearly buckling from the pain. His trembling hands fumbled with his trousers, managing only to clutch the fabric against his body as he began his awkward retreat toward the street.

His feet shuffled unevenly on the pavement, his breath coming in shallow gasps. The humiliating sound of his chastity device rattling with each step filled his ears, a cruel reminder of his bound state. His trousers, still halfway down, caught awkwardly against his legs, slowing him further as he clutched at the waistband in a desperate attempt to pull them up while still moving.

As he reached the middle of the street, David finally managed to pull his trousers into place. The waistband snapped painfully against the tender, punished skin of his backside, sending another jolt of pain coursing through him. His trembling hands worked at the buckle, failing several times before finally securing it. Even then, the frantic pace of his retreat didn’t slow. He dared not pause. The weight of Beatrice’s presence was still palpable, her eyes an invisible force pressing against him, even as he fled.

Risking a glance back, his gaze caught on the scene he was leaving behind. Jasper was lying prone on the ground, his arms outstretched in a gesture of desperate pleading, his face pressed against the dirt as though worshiping the goddess who stood above him. The sight was stark and humbling, the embodiment of utter submission and fear. And yet, Beatrice paid him no mind.

Her focus was entirely elsewhere. Standing tall and composed, she had turned her back on Jasper’s prone form, one hand lightly caressing the back of Raymond, who stood beside her like a favored disciple. With a slow, deliberate grace, she guided him toward the open doorway of her home, her cane held loosely at her side, glinting faintly in the evening light. The soft, comforting gesture she offered Raymond was a sharp contrast to the scene of humiliation and pain she had left in her wake.

Jasper remained where he was, unmoving, his body trembling as if awaiting her acknowledgment—acknowledgment that would not come. She didn’t even glance at him as she disappeared into the cozy warmth of her house with Raymond in tow, the door closing softly behind them.

David’s stomach twisted as he took in the scene. The unfairness of it all was staggering, a sharp, bitter pill that he couldn’t swallow. Jasper, bound to the ground in humiliation. Raymond, wrapped in her favor and warmth. And himself—fleeing like a whipped animal, every step a testament to her power.

His breath came faster while his thoughts spiraled, the ache of his chastity device gnawing at his sanity. The relentless pressure against his cock was maddening, an unbearable weight that consumed his every thought. The memory of her voice, her commands, the crack of her cane—all of it seared into his mind, feeding the fire of his raw, denied arousal.

I didn’t ask her. I didn’t even get the chance. The thought hit him like a jolt of electricity, a cruel realization that sent his pulse racing even faster. In the chaos of punishment and submission, he hadn’t found a single moment to beg her for relief. His lips hadn’t even formed the words.

This is unbearable, he thought, the desperation clawing at his chest. I have to ask her. Somehow… I need to persuade her to allow me to climax. Just once. Just one release.

The fire in his loins was relentless, the ache suffocating. His cock strained desperately against its cage, every throb of arousal amplified by the humiliating spectacle he had just endured. The farther he got from her house, the more the desperation consumed him, until it was all he could think about. Nothing else mattered. Nothing else existed.

Reaching his front steps, he clutched the doorknob with trembling hands, pausing only for a brief moment as his ragged breath filled the silence. The door was just within his grasp, but his mind was still with her—Beatrice, the goddess who had reduced him to this state with little more than her words, her cane, and her will.

The thought hung in the air, a desperate mantra looping endlessly in his mind: I have to convince her. I have to make her let me cum.

With his body aching and his mind spiraling, David stood frozen on the threshold, the torment of his submission stretching out endlessly before him.


At home with family

As David entered the house, the rich aroma of stew simmering in the kitchen greeted him—a comforting blend of garlic, rosemary, and paprika. Normally, such a scent might have grounded him, offering a brief reprieve from the weight of his thoughts. But now, it barely registered. His buttocks ached from the sharp sting of the cane, his hands throbbed where the same instrument had struck them, and his legs felt weak from kneeling on the hard ground outside Beatrice’s home. His breathing was shallow and uneven, his skin slick with sweat from the desperate sprint across the street, his trousers hastily pulled up in his frantic escape. The echoes of Beatrice’s voice—sharp, commanding, and utterly devastating—reverberated in his mind, drowning out the warmth of the domestic space he had just entered.

He had crossed the street moments ago, trembling and exposed, feeling as though every neighbor might have seen his shame. The short distance between her door and his had felt endless, his heart racing as he darted into the safety of his home like a startled rabbit. Yet, even here, surrounded by the warmth and familiarity of his family’s space, he couldn’t shake the weight of what had just happened.

The memory of kneeling in her yard, the cool pavement pressing against his bare knees as the cane bit into his flesh, clung to him like a second skin. Her cutting words, her presence towering above him, and the shame of being exposed in the open air replayed on a loop in his mind. His thoughts churned, tangled in a haze of humiliation and longing that dulled his awareness of the world around him.

The sounds of splashing water and children's laughter drew him toward the bathroom. He moved quietly, his steps slow, as if he were reluctant to fully step back into this part of his life. There, Tom, his four-year-old son, was crouched beside the tub, his small face a mix of determination and exasperation. A plastic cup clutched in his hands, he poured water into the colorful bath wall water track with precision. The water cascaded down the tracks, spinning the bright sun wheel and racing through loops before splashing into the tub.

“See, Annet? That’s how you do it!” Tom declared, his voice swelling with pride.

Annet, his two-year-old sister, stood beside him, her face glowing with curiosity as she mimicked her brother’s actions. But her small hands trembled slightly, and the water missed the reservoir entirely, dribbling down the tiled wall. Tom’s frustrated voice broke through the room like a crack. “No, Annet! No, no, no! You’re doing it all wrong!”

Annet giggled, oblivious to his scolding, and tilted her cup again—this time splashing water onto Tom’s lap. His gasp of outrage echoed through the bathroom. “Stop it! You’re messing it all up!”

Claire sat at the bathroom’s entrance, perched on a small stool. Her attention drifted between the children and her phone, her posture relaxed but distracted. She glanced up briefly, her tone calm, though her focus remained on the glowing screen. “Tom, don’t yell at her. She’s learning. Be patient, okay?”

“But she’s ruining it!” Tom protested, his arms flailing in exasperation. “She’s not even trying!”

Claire’s eyes didn’t leave her phone. “She’s two, Tom. Show her again. You’re a great teacher, sweetie. She’s lucky to have such a smart big brother.”

Tom let out an exaggerated sigh, his small shoulders slumping as though the world rested heavily on them. “Fine,” he muttered. Turning back to Annet, he said, “Okay, watch this time. And don’t spill it!” His movements became exaggerated, every pour deliberate as he filled the reservoir and demonstrated again.

David lingered in the doorway, his hand resting lightly against the frame. The scene before him should have filled him with warmth: the splashes of water, the children’s bright laughter, the rhythmic clatter of plastic cups. Yet it all felt distant, as though he were observing it through a fogged pane of glass. The stark contrast between the world he had just left and the innocent chaos of his home made it nearly impossible to reconcile the two. His thoughts churned, tangled in a haze of humiliation and longing, the weight of his secret life pressing heavily on him. How could he re-enter this safe, familiar space after enduring such profound submission and shame? Each step further into this domestic world only deepened the surreal divide, leaving him disoriented, as if suspended between two incompatible realities.

Claire’s attention finally shifted from her phone to David as he lingered in the doorway. Her eyes narrowed slightly, catching the dampness of his clothes and the faint shadows under his eyes. “Quite late this time,” she commented, her tone laced with sarcasm. “Traffic jams again?”

David opened his mouth to respond, but the words caught in his throat. Claire didn’t wait for an answer, turning back to her phone, the screen’s glow reflecting in her detached expression. She waved a hand absently toward the tub. “They’re all yours. Dinner’s still cooking,” she added before her focus disappeared entirely into the scrolling feed.

David sank into the chair Claire had just vacated, the hard edge of the wood pressing into his back as he exhaled slowly. He felt the weight of the day pressing down on him, but his thoughts remained scattered and distant. "Hi, Tom," he greeted, but his voice lacked energy, and Tom, engrossed in his bath-time engineering, didn’t even glance up.

“Daddy!” Tom’s voice finally broke through, urgent and insistent. “I asked Mommy, but she doesn’t know how to make the blue ball spin all the way down the track and hit the wheel!”

David leaned forward, squinting at the colorful bath wall setup. It took him a moment to process what he was seeing, his mind sluggish as though he were still somewhere else entirely. “Uh… what you have to do,” he began, pointing to the reservoir at the top, “is pour the water really fast here. The speed will push the blue ball through the track, and it’ll hit the wheel at the end. But… steady and strong, okay?”

Tom’s face lit up, grabbing his cup and filling it from the bathwater. “Like this?” he asked, pouring quickly. The blue ball zipped through the loops and smacked into the wheel with a satisfying clink.

“Perfect,” David said, clapping lightly, though even that small movement sent a dull ache through his palms. The sting of Beatrice’s cane still lingered, a sharp reminder of the price of serving her—a pain he accepted, even craved, because it pleased her. He lowered his hands slowly.

“Okay, Annet,” he said next, turning to his daughter, his voice softer. “Your turn. Let’s find the red ball. Can you show Daddy the red one?”

Annet held up the green ball with a triumphant grin. “Dis one!”

David managed a faint laugh. “Almost! That’s the green ball. Look for the red one—it’s like a big, juicy apple.”

Her delighted squeal as she sifted through the toys was infectious, but it felt like something far away to David, muffled by the buzzing in his head. He guided her small hands to pour the water, watching the red ball roll down the track. "Great job, sweetheart," he said automatically, his voice hollow.

Minutes stretched into what felt like hours. The warm humidity of the bathroom clung to his skin, mixing with the lingering discomfort of his damp clothes. The rhythmic splashes and chatter of his children blended into a dull hum. He felt his eyelids growing heavier, his mind slipping further into the fog that had consumed him since crossing the street.

Abruptly, David stood, the chair scraping against the tile floor. “Be right back, kiddos,” he said, ruffling Tom’s hair and brushing Annet’s shoulder. His movements were almost mechanical, his smile forced as he left the bathroom.

He found himself at the window, his eyes immediately drawn to the warm glow spilling from the Sterlings’ living room. Standing there, he stared, his breath fogging the glass as he muttered, “My goodness, that Raymond must be having the time of his life over there.” The thought twisted inside him, sharp and bitter. His jealousy felt raw, not just for the pleasure Raymond might be experiencing, but for the privilege of Beatrice’s attention—her focus, her dominance. His hands gripped the windowsill tightly, his knuckles whitening as he leaned closer, straining to catch any sound, any faint whisper of what might be unfolding behind those walls.

The glow from her house pulled at him like a beacon, a constant reminder of the journey that had transformed him. He didn’t want to admit it—not to himself, not to anyone—but Beatrice’s power had taken root inside him. It was intoxicating, all-consuming, like a potent elixir he couldn’t resist. The world behind him—the laughter of his children, the warmth of his home—faded further with each passing moment as he stood there, mesmerized, captured by the essence of Beatrice Sterling.

But then it came, unbidden—a vivid memory that surged to the forefront of his mind, one of the many that had haunted him all day. It was as if she were right there again. He saw her entering her bedroom, her satin nightgown clinging provocatively to every curve of her voluptuous figure. The fabric strained slightly to contain her full, heaving breasts, delicate lace teasing at the edges and offering the faintest glimpse of the bounty beneath. Her hair was swept into a messy updo, a cascade of soft, dark strands framing her confident expression, while her long, shiny legs gleamed under the light, ending in those towering platform heels trimmed with soft fur.

He had been kneeling on the floor, brushing the pristine white rugs that adorned her bedroom. His world had been reduced to that singular task, his focus entirely on pleasing her. She had entered with an aura of command that seemed to fill the room, and when she stood before him, the scent of her perfume—heady and intoxicating—enveloped him. She had called him sharply, her voice low and cutting, and seized his ear lobe, tilting his head upward so he was forced to look at her. Her other hand pointed to a faint stain on the wall he’d overlooked, her displeasure evident in the piercing gaze she leveled at him.

Her anger reduced him in an instant. He kept his head lowered, afraid to meet her gaze, but his eyes were irresistibly drawn to her feet, so perfectly positioned in front of him. Her toes, painted in a flawless French pedicure, peeked through the open-toed, high-heeled mules. The soft fur trim accented her delicate toes, each one a work of art, leading to the elegant curve of her slender arches that seemed to follow the line of the platform heels with breathtaking precision. He was mesmerized, his breath catching as he took in the perfection before him—the gleaming tan of her skin, the flawless angles of her feet, so close he could feel their presence like a gravitational pull.

Then, without warning, her fingers seized his earlobe, tilting his head upward. The sharpness of her grip jolted him out of his reverie, forcing his eyes to meet her towering figure. Her other hand pointed to the faint stain on the wall he had overlooked, her displeasure radiating through her piercing gaze. The sharp contrast between the mesmerizing beauty of her feet and the unyielding authority in her demeanor left him trembling. Even now, the memory of that moment—her standing over him, utterly commanding and flawless—made his heart pound and his body shudder with the weight of his submission.

David blinked, the image dissolving like mist, and suddenly the sounds of his own home crashed back around him. The splashes and giggles from the bathroom, the faint clatter of pots in the kitchen—they dragged him, unwillingly, back to reality. He exhaled shakily, his body tense and his mind spinning as he tore his gaze from the window. The glow from the Sterlings’ house remained in the corner of his vision, a siren call he couldn’t fully escape, even as he forced himself to turn away.

“Her husband, Julian,” David whispered to himself, his voice barely audible over the thrum of his thoughts. “So lucky. So, so lucky.” His words hung in the air, a bitter echo of the envy that gnawed at him. His eyes lingered on the soft glow of Beatrice’s house, his imagination conjuring images of her—stern, commanding, breathtakingly sensual. Just half an hour ago, she had reduced him to nothing in her yard, naked and kneeling, her cane biting into his skin while Raymond undoubtedly basking in her attention. The memory sent a shiver through him, his body instinctively tensing against the cage that kept his desire in check.

Forcing himself to look away, David pulled himself from the window and made his way back to the bathroom. He peeked in to see Tom and Annet still engrossed in their water track game, their laughter and splashing filling the air. He smiled faintly but felt no real connection to the moment, as though he were observing someone else’s life. Satisfied they were fine, he wandered into the kitchen, where Claire was preparing dinner.

“Wow,” he said, sniffing the air as he approached. “It smells so good. So, so good.” The words felt hollow as they left his mouth, a weak attempt to ground himself in the here and now.

Claire didn’t respond, her focus entirely on the cutting board in front of her. She diced garlic and onions with practiced precision, the rhythmic clink of the knife a sharp contrast to the disarray in David’s mind. The rich aroma of simmering tomatoes and olive oil filled the room, but it barely registered.

David stepped up behind her, wrapping his arms around her waist and resting his chin lightly on her shoulder. He inhaled the faint scent of her skin, but it lacked the intoxicating allure he couldn’t stop craving. “I can’t explain my fascination with women’s shoulders,” he murmured, his lips brushing the curve of hers softly, trying to conjure intimacy where none existed.

Without pausing her work, Claire quipped, “And I don’t know what it is about my fixation that I insist on not leaving the kids alone in the bath.”

David chuckled softly, his hands still on her shoulders, though the gesture felt more like a performance than genuine affection. “And I’m saying you spend way too much time watching WCVB,” he teased, his voice light but lacking conviction. “Besides, Claire, that baby drowned in a pool, not in the bath, for heaven’s sake.”

Claire finally looked up from the cutting board, her expression sharp as she set the knife down with deliberate precision. “I’m watching WCVB, David,” she said, her voice calm but carrying an unmistakable edge, “because my husband spends his evenings locked in his so-called study doing God knows what.”

David raised his eyebrows, his grin faltering under the weight of her words. “I told you, I was working,” he said, the response automatic but unconvincing.

“David,” she interrupted, her voice tightening, “let’s not discuss this here, okay? Just do me one favor—get in that bathroom and make the kids happy. That’s all I’m asking from you in this life right now.”

He stepped back, holding up his hands in mock surrender. “Geez, Claire, so angry you are,” he said with a forced chuckle, the humor ringing false in his ears. Her frustration, his guilt, and the unrelenting memory of Beatrice’s dominance swirled together in his mind, leaving him feeling both hollow and overwhelmed. He knew full well the conversation wasn’t over—just deferred, lingering in the air like the aroma of the simmering sauce.

As he turned to leave, David made his way slowly toward the bathroom, his steps deliberate and heavy. But as he passed by the window to the living room, he couldn’t resist one last glance at the Sterlings’ house. The warm glow from the windows beckoned to him like a siren’s call, and his eyes lingered, scanning for any hint of movement. “What could they possibly be doing in there now?” he murmured to himself, his voice thick with longing and frustration.

The question ignited a vivid scene in his mind, one he couldn’t suppress. He admitted to himself, with a pang of humiliation, that with Beatrice, it was always about sex—the teasing, the denial, the way she wielded her body and presence to reduce men to quivering, obedient slaves. He pictured Raymond, the bald man he had just met, kneeling between her thighs, his face buried as he licked her pussy with desperate devotion. She would sit back with unshakable confidence, her legs parted just enough to allow him access, while she reclined on her plush couch.

But, of course, she wouldn’t pay him the slightest attention. That wasn’t her way. She would be on the phone, her voice calm and composed, perhaps issuing instructions to someone entirely unrelated to the moment, or maybe discussing something as mundane as dinner plans. Raymond, driven by the need to please her, would keep licking, his tongue working furiously as if his life depended on it, and she would let him—ignored, unacknowledged, yet utterly consumed by her presence.

And it wasn’t just Raymond. Beatrice’s life felt so indulgent, so unfair. She enjoyed as many orgasms as she pleased—free to fuck, to be pleasured, to climax at will. Her devoted husband allowed her the freedom to bring lovers to her bedroom without question. Meanwhile, David was locked in chastity, forbidden from even touching himself. Beatrice’s wetness and pleasure were hers to enjoy fully, while he could only imagine the feel of release, consumed by the frustration of being denied. The thought of how many orgasms she had had, compared to his zero, sent a bitter wave of envy and arousal coursing through him. She didn’t just hold the key to his cage; she held the power to revel in her own satisfaction while ensuring his complete deprivation.

David’s chest tightened, his heart thundering as he gripped the windowsill. The image was so vivid it felt real, an unbearable combination of envy and arousal that made his breath hitch. It made perfect sense—this was who Beatrice was. She didn’t just demand obedience; she thrived on making men crave her, breaking them with her effortless superiority and leaving them desperate for even the smallest crumb of her attention.

For a moment, David stood frozen, staring blankly into the golden glow of her house, the imagined scene replaying in his mind. His body buzzed with tension, his thoughts spiraling out of control. But then, like a cold shock, the sounds of his own home pulled him back—the splashes of water, Annet’s giggles, Tom’s triumphant shouts.

Blinking, David shook his head and tore his gaze from the window. His breath was uneven as he forced himself to move, quickening his pace toward the bathroom. He steeled himself for the mundane chaos of bath toys and splashes, but the phantom grip of Beatrice’s presence lingered, pulsing in his mind like a forbidden mark he could never erase.

6:30 p.m. Claire and David’s Home

The dining table was a scene of happy chaos. Tom and Annet sat side by side in their booster seats, their small plates piled high with pancakes, while David perched on a chair across from them. The small TV next to the table blared the cheerful theme song of Daniel Tiger’s Neighborhood, the animated tiger and his friends capturing the kids’ full attention. Their laughter filled the room, occasionally punctuated by the clatter of forks and the muffled hum of the dishwasher in the background.

David sat with a faint smile, a plate piled high in front of him: pancakes drizzled with syrup, thick slices of toasted bread slathered with butter, and strips of cold chicken breast from the fridge. He devoured it all like a starving animal, barely pausing between bites. Beatrice had kept him working nonstop all day, one of her cruel but oddly thrilling habits being to deprive her slaves of food. Not even a crust of bread had passed his lips since morning, and now the floodgates had opened. His fork scraped the plate noisily as he shoveled in bite after bite, syrup smearing on his fingers. Every few mouthfuls, he seized his glass of lemonade, gulping it down in great swallows, the cool liquid spilling past the corners of his mouth in his haste. The sheer act of eating, of filling the gnawing void in his stomach, consumed him entirely.

At one point, his hunger momentarily abated, and he looked up, licking his lips. Claire was standing at the sink, her back turned to him, the rhythmic swish of her hands over the dishes blending into the background noise. But as if sensing his gaze, she turned slightly, just enough for him to catch her glance over her shoulder. Their eyes met for a split second, her expression unreadable, before David instinctively dropped his gaze back to his plate, feeling caught, though he wasn’t sure why. He wiped his mouth hastily with a napkin, grabbing his fork again in an almost nervous motion.

His focus shifted to the table, and that’s when he noticed Tom, oblivious to the sticky mess he was creating. “Tom, Tom,” David called, his voice slightly hoarse from the hurried gulps of lemonade. He leaned across the table to adjust the plate in front of his son. “Pay attention, buddy. The honey is slipping off the pancake. I put too much!” He gestured toward the golden drizzle sliding precariously toward the edge, shaking his head with a faint chuckle at how engrossed Tom was in the TV.

But Tom was too engrossed in the TV to notice, his eyes glued to the screen. David chuckled, shaking his head as he set the plate back down. Annet, ever the mimic, giggled softly, her little fingers eagerly reaching for her fork. She made an exaggerated attempt to copy her brother’s disinterest, her small giggle transforming into a belly laugh when she accidentally poked at her own pancake.

The children’s laughter rippled through the air, a light and happy sound that filled the room with warmth. Across the kitchen, Claire stood at the sink, washing dishes in a rhythmic motion. The faint aroma of dinner lingered in the air, mingling with the clean scent of dish soap and warm water. She hummed to herself as she worked, her voice low and absentminded, occasionally glancing over her shoulder to check on the kids.

David should have felt content in the moment, surrounded by the simplicity of family life. But his thoughts drifted. His smile faltered slightly, his mind wandering as he stared blankly at the golden honey pooling on Tom’s plate. Ever since Beatrice had moved into the house across the street, months of tangled thoughts and emotions had invaded his life, making even the most mundane moments feel oddly distant.

The kids’ laughter became a soft hum in the background as his focus slipped. Beatrice—her presence, her power, her ability to command his thoughts without even trying—crept into the edges of his mind. He shook his head slightly, as if to dislodge the memory, and forced himself back into the present.

“Annet, careful, sweetheart,” he murmured distractedly as she tilted her fork too far. Her pancake toppled off her plate, and she let out a delighted squeal, clapping her sticky hands.

“Here you go, let me help,” David said, reaching over to set the pancake back onto her plate. He smiled at her, his expression softening for a moment. But his gaze flickered again, just briefly, toward the window where the faint glow of the Sterlings’ house might have been visible if the blinds weren’t drawn.

He clenched his jaw slightly and turned back to the table. “What’s Daniel Tiger up to now?” he asked lightly, trying to ground himself again as the happy chaos of the dinner table swirled around him.

Suddenly, David’s head snapped up. Over the cheerful hum of Daniel Tiger and the clinking of dishes, a faint sound reached his ears—sharp, distant, and unmistakable. The crack of a whip. His breath caught, and his body froze for an instant before his chest tightened and his heart began to pound, the sound resonating through him like a drumbeat.

He glanced at Claire, who was still standing at the sink, washing dishes with practiced rhythm. She hadn’t reacted, oblivious to the sound over the noise of the household. But David had heard it. There was no mistaking it, and its meaning hit him like a bolt of electricity.

Without hesitation, he left the lively dining scene. Tom and Annet remained absorbed in the colorful antics on the screen, their plates half-finished, their laughter rippling through the room. David strode quickly to his bedroom, shutting the door behind him and leaving it ajar just enough to prevent suspicion. His breathing was ragged, his hands trembling as he made his way to the window, which stood wide open.

The cool night air caressed his flushed skin as he leaned against the frame, gripping the sides with both hands. His gaze locked onto the Sterling house across the street, the warm golden glow spilling through its windows, both inviting and taunting him. The faint sounds drifted again—muffled voices, the sharp crack of something striking flesh. A man’s pleading tone, desperate and broken, carried just enough for David to hear.

The noise hit him like a tidal wave. His mind filled with images of Beatrice, her dominating presence looming over her victim. He could almost see her, her arm raised with effortless grace, wielding her cane or whip, each strike deliberate and precise. The imagined cries of her captive mixed with her cool, composed voice, as if she were instructing them on how best to suffer for her.

David’s breath quickened, and he gripped the windowsill harder. “Take me, Beatrice,” he said aloud, his voice trembling but gaining strength. “Take me. Please. Take me, please, please!” His voice cracked into a fervent plea, loud enough to carry through the room. He didn’t care. He wasn’t thinking about Claire or the children anymore. The words escaped him like a prayer, a declaration of surrender to the goddess who had consumed his every thought.

His legs gave way beneath him, and he sank theatrically to the floor in front of the open window, dropping to all fours. His forehead touched the floor as he bowed, his lips brushing the hardwood in a gesture of reverence. He kissed it, his movements deliberate, his heart racing as he offered himself silently to the vision in his mind.

It felt like a ritual—devotion expressed in the only way he could, alone in his room, with the Sterling house glowing just beyond the street. At that moment, nothing else mattered. Not Claire, not the children, not the risk of being discovered. He was hers, wholly and completely, and he would prostrate himself before her if it meant an ounce of her attention.

After a moment, he jerked upright, his head snapping back toward the open window. His eyes darted toward the house, his chest heaving as he strained to hear, to catch any sound he might have missed. The night was eerily quiet now. The muffled voices had ceased, and the cracks of her whip no longer echoed.

David’s heart still pounded as he stood, his body trembling from the intensity of the moment. He adjusted his clothing quickly, straightening himself as though trying to restore some semblance of composure. But as he stepped back from the window, the fire in his chest lingered, the phantom weight of Beatrice’s presence holding him in its grip.

He moved toward the door, his steps unsteady but determined, as though stepping back into his mundane life was the most difficult task he could imagine. The effort to return to the dining table, to slip back into the role of husband and father, felt like trudging through quicksand.

“What a family man I am—this is unbearable,” David muttered to himself as he entered the dining room, only to find it empty. The plates had been cleared away, the small TV turned off. The room that had buzzed with noise and energy just moments ago now stood eerily silent, leaving him alone with his thoughts. His gaze lingered on the empty chairs, and he exhaled a shaky breath.

“Unbearable,” he repeated under his breath, dragging his hand down his face. His reflection in the darkened window above the sink caught his eye—his tired expression, the lines of guilt and tension etched into his features. “I’m not normal anymore, and it is not okay,” he whispered to himself, his voice tinged with despair.

With a resigned sigh, he made his way to the bedroom, his steps heavy with guilt and self-loathing. The weight of his fixation pressed down on him, each step a reminder of how deeply Beatrice occupied his mind. As he approached the doorway, he paused, catching sight of Claire sitting on the edge of Tom’s bed.

Her voice was warm and cheerful as she read to the kids, her hands gesturing animatedly as though bringing the story to life. But her movements were brisk, purposeful, as if she were rushing through the moment. It struck David as both tender and distant, a snapshot of the life he was living but not fully present in.

“Oh, you want Daddy to read this to you?” Claire asked suddenly, catching sight of him hovering in the doorway. Her tone was light, but her glance was sharp, betraying her underlying frustration. She didn’t wait for an answer, standing abruptly and handing the book to David in a motion that was more purposeful than polite. The book landed in his hands with a weight that felt heavier than it should have.

“Fine. You handle it,” she said, her voice clipped as she turned to leave. Her footsteps were brisk, but as she reached the door, she glanced back at the kids with a fleeting smile. “Good night, you two. Be good for Daddy.”

David forced a smile as he clutched the book, watching her disappear down the hall. Turning back to Tom and Annet, he cleared his throat. “All right, kiddos,” he said, attempting cheerfulness. “Let’s start from the beginning, okay?”

“Yaaayyy!” Tom cheered, throwing his hands into the air. Annet, ever the mimic, jumped on her bed and echoed, “Yaayy!”

David settled into the chair beside Tom’s bed, flipping the book to the first page. “Okay, here goes—once upon a time, in a faraway kingdom, there was a tiny dragon who didn’t know how to breathe fire. Instead of fire, he breathed... butterflies!” He added a dramatic flourish with his hands. “The villagers didn’t know what to make of him. ‘A dragon with no fire?’ they said. ‘What kind of dragon is that?’”

The kids fell silent, their little faces fixed intently on him as he wove the whimsical tale. For a fleeting moment, their eager expressions pulled him out of his thoughts, and he felt a faint sense of peace.

But as the story progressed, his focus wavered. A pause fell over the room as he reached a climactic moment. “And then, the old man fell silent,” he read, his voice dropping to an ominous whisper. At that precise moment, a faint, distinct sound drifted through the air—the sound of running water.

It was subtle, almost imperceptible, but David’s ears caught it instantly. His thoughts snapped back to the Sterling house, his fixation reigniting with startling clarity. His voice faltered, and his gaze drifted toward the window of his adjacent study, as though the faint sound might somehow confirm his suspicions.

His ears perked up, his attention snapping away from the story as he tilted his head toward the open window of his adjacent study. The soft murmur of his children’s laughter and the hum of the household faded into the background as another sound reached him—faint but distinct. Water flowing. The unmistakable rhythm of a shower or bath, drifting through the still evening air from Beatrice’s house.

The noise was tantalizing, sending a shiver down his spine. His composure, already fragile, teetered on the edge of collapse. The sound was electric, a spark that reignited the images constantly circling in his mind. He swallowed hard, his voice faltering as he tried to continue reading.

“Daddy, what happens next?” Tom asked eagerly, breaking through the haze of his distraction.

David couldn’t stay still. The story, the children, even the comforting domestic warmth of his home—it all felt suffocating, like a weight pressing down on his chest. He set the book down abruptly, muttering something incoherent about needing air, and slipped into his study. His pulse quickened as he approached the window, his heart pounding in his chest.

The Sterling house loomed across the street, its warm, golden glow a beacon that pulled him closer. This time, he was cautious. His movements were slow, deliberate, as he leaned toward the window and peered out.

Standing directly under Beatrice’s second-floor window was Jasper—her human dog. Completely naked, the man was on all fours, his head tilted upward toward the glowing window above. His posture was rigid, trembling with what David could only interpret as desperate anticipation. It was as if Jasper’s entire existence hinged on catching even the faintest glimpse of her or hearing the softest hint of her voice. David froze, his breath catching as he observed the scene. To him, Jasper’s utter devotion was palpable, a raw, almost animalistic need that made David’s chest tighten. What kind of power must Beatrice wield to hold a man in such a state of complete surrender? The thought both captivated and unnerved him, feeding the ever-growing hold she had over his own mind.

David’s mind raced. He could picture it so vividly—Beatrice, standing under the cascading water, her body glistening, droplets clinging to her flawless skin. Perhaps Raymond was with her, kneeling at her feet, his bald head tilted back as she toyed with him. Maybe she laughed softly, her voice melodic and teasing, while her hands skimmed over her body, knowing that both men—one inside, one outside—were utterly consumed by her.

The thought was unbearable. David gripped the windowsill tightly, his knuckles turning white as his breath quickened. He could almost hear her low, mocking voice, feel the presence of her overwhelming authority. "I can’t take it anymore," he whispered, his voice trembling. "I just can’t."

His mind drifted deeper, pulled into the vortex of memory. One of those dreaded Tuesdays came rushing back, vivid and inescapable. She had summoned him casually, as though calling a pet, while she stood naked in her shower. The sound of the water echoed in the tiled room, steam curling around her body like an intimate caress, softening the harsh edges of the world beyond her presence.

Her skin gleamed under the spray, a flawless sheen that seemed to radiate an otherworldly glow. Her full, perfect breasts rose and fell with unhurried breaths, droplets tracing languid paths along the curves of her tan skin. The strands of her damp hair clung to her neck and shoulders, framing her piercing eyes that locked onto him with unrelenting command. She extended her hand, the sponge dangling from her elegant fingers, the gesture so calm yet infused with power that he had knelt instinctively.

“Soap me,” she commanded, her words simple yet devastating.

He obeyed with trembling hands, running the sponge over her skin. It glided across her arms, down her back, and along the sculpted lines of her legs. Her every curve was a masterpiece, each touch of the sponge a moment of reverence. The intimacy of the act was suffused with a potent mix of terror and arousal that left him breathless. Then she extended one flawless leg, pointing down at her foot with an elegance that made his heart stutter.

“Lower,” she murmured, her voice a silken command that sent shivers racing through him.

Crouching further, he directed his attention to her feet, their divine perfection magnified by the delicate arch and the immaculate polish of her French pedicure. The sponge traced the smooth contours of her soles and toes, the glistening droplets of water catching the light like jewels. But the sponge wasn’t enough. It slipped from his hand as if compelled by forces beyond him, and he leaned closer, his lips brushing the sole of her foot. His tongue followed, tracing the supple skin with a fervor that bordered on worship.

He kissed her feet eagerly, reverently, each touch an offering of complete surrender. The gentle rain of warm water cascading over them blurred time and space until nothing else existed but her presence and his submission. She stood above him, untouchable and resplendent, her silence as commanding as her words.

And then, it was over. The spell broke with a flick of her hand, dismissing him as though the moment had meant nothing. She turned her attention elsewhere, leaving him to his mundane chores, yet the memory seared itself into his mind. To David, it had been unforgettable—a moment of submission that had etched itself permanently into the core of his being.

Snapping back to the present, he shook his head, gripping the windowsill as his breathing grew shallow. "I have to speak to her. I have to beg her. Anything—anything at all—just so she allows me to climax. Just once. What am I asking for? Is it so much?" he muttered to himself, the desperation in his voice raw and unrestrained.

The sound of running water from Beatrice’s house continued, faint but relentless, a siren call that refused to let him go.

The sound of Claire’s voice pulled him back to reality like a sharp tug, snapping him out of his spiraling thoughts. Reluctantly, he left the window, his body heavy with lingering tension, and returned to the kids’ room. When he entered, he found Claire sitting beside their beds, her figure framed by the soft glow of the nightlight. Her voice was a gentle hum as she soothed Tom and Annet, her hand lightly stroking Tom’s hair. Both children were drifting closer to slumber, their little faces peaceful and innocent.

She glanced up at him briefly, her expression unreadable. She didn’t speak, but the silence hung in the air like an unspoken question, heavy and probing.

David shifted uncomfortably under her gaze. The weight of his guilt weighed heavily upon him. He had left the kids in the bath, then abandoned them at the dinner table, and now, in the middle of their story, he had disappeared without a word. Everything about his behavior screamed that something was wrong, and he knew Claire could see it.

Without a word, Claire stood up, smoothing the blanket over Annet’s tiny frame. Her movements were slow and deliberate, and she kept her focus on the children, as if refusing to acknowledge his presence. As she passed by David, she didn’t even glance at him. But the tension in the room was palpable, and her silence spoke louder than words.

She walked down the hall with measured steps, heading toward the living room. David didn’t need to guess where she was going. He knew exactly what came next—her nightly escape to the couch, to the safety of her TV, where the world could be tuned out.

David hesitated in the hallway, his feet rooted to the spot. The gnawing sense of tension compelled him to follow her, even though every instinct told him to retreat. Slowly, he trailed after her, his steps tentative and awkward.

When he reached the living room, Claire was already seated on the sofa, the remote in her hand. She leaned back with a deliberate kind of relaxation, one that didn’t come naturally but was practiced, a performance of ease that didn’t match the energy in the room.

David stepped in front of the TV, blocking her view and forcing a smile that didn’t reach his eyes. “What, Claire?” he asked, his voice light, almost teasing, but undercut by a nervous edge.

“Nothing,” she replied curtly, waving him aside with a quick motion of her hand. “Move. I’m trying to watch.”

“No, seriously,” he pressed, his smile growing tighter as he shifted slightly to the side, keeping her focus on him. “What’s wrong?”

“I said nothing,” Claire repeated, her tone sharp enough to slice through the air. But then she paused, as if reconsidering, and let out a sigh. “But yes, if you insist, then fine—yes, we need to talk.”

David stiffened. Those four words—we need to talk—hit him like a gut punch. He took an involuntary step back, his body retreating even as he tried to keep his expression neutral. His pulse quickened, unease creeping up his spine like cold fingers.

The last thing he wanted was one of those deep, soul-searching conversations Claire seemed to thrive on. They always felt like an ambush, a trap where no matter what he said or how much he tried to defend himself, he was bound to end up guilty.

“What do you mean, talk?” he asked cautiously, his voice faltering slightly.

Claire gave him a long, measured look, her eyes narrowing slightly as though she were weighing whether to push further or leave him squirming. “You know exactly what I mean, David,” she said evenly, her tone quiet but loaded with meaning.

David avoided her gaze, his heart racing for reasons entirely unrelated to arousal. He felt cornered, trapped. The truth was, whatever she wanted to discuss, it was his fault—he knew that much. But in his current state, with his body still buzzing with suppressed desire and his mind fixated on the woman across the street, the thought of baring his soul to Claire felt unbearable.

Not now. Not to her.


Into Her Domain

The toll on David’s life was becoming unbearable. He felt as though he were being torn apart, two separate existences pulling at him with relentless force. By day, he struggled to keep his marriage intact, forcing himself to play the roles of dutiful husband and father. But in the shadows of his mind, another life consumed him—a life where Beatrice reigned supreme, where his submission to her was not just a desire but a necessity that burned hotter with each passing day. She wasn’t just a woman to him; she was an addiction, a force that lived within him, gnawing at his willpower and leaving him helpless to resist.

The internal conflict was torture. Week after week, David’s Tuesdays at Beatrice Sterling’s home had taken hold of him in ways he could no longer ignore. At first, he completed his tasks trembling with fear, driven by the knowledge of what awaited him should he fail. Her punishments were as brutal as they were precise, each strike of her cane a lesson that burned into his memory. The mere thought of her discipline kept him meticulous, his hands shaking as he scrubbed, folded, and smoothed in desperate attempts to avoid her wrath.

But as the weeks passed, the dynamic began to shift. The fear remained, but something deeper began to take root—something almost holy. He began to feel useful, his servitude transforming into an act of worship. Scrubbing her shower wasn’t just cleaning; it became a reverent offering, his hands moving with care over the tiles as though purifying a sacred space she might inhabit. Folding her delicate lingerie was no longer a chore but a ritual, each piece of fabric a tangible extension of her. The lace between his fingers felt like a connection to her beauty, her power, her essence. Smoothing the sheets of her bed became an intimate act, as if by perfecting her space, he was making himself worthy of her presence.

Her beauty was the axis around which his world now revolved. The mere memory of her—her long, tan legs, the subtle curve of her hips, the way her gaze could freeze him in place—made every task charged with meaning. Her body was perfection, her control absolute. She wasn’t just a woman to him; she was a goddess, and every act he performed in her name was a testament to her supremacy.

When she was present, her power became all-consuming. She reduced him to a trembling vessel of devotion, a man who existed only to serve, to worship, to be used. Her voice, calm and commanding, sent shivers through him as she directed his every move. And yet, even as he basked in the glow of her dominance, the memory of her punishments lingered—reminders of her unyielding authority, her ability to bring him to tears with a single strike or a cold, cutting word.

In Beatrice’s world, serving, worshipping, and punishment wove together into a perfect harmony. They weren’t separate pillars but interconnected forces that defined his submission. And for David, every moment spent in her orbit only deepened his need to serve her, to worship her, and to offer himself fully to her will.

But tonight, his restraint was fraying. Something inside him had snapped, a pressure building so fiercely that he could no longer contain it. He retreated to his room, pacing like a caged animal. Then he saw it: the door to Beatrice’s house creaked open, and Raymond emerged.

David froze, his pulse hammering in his chest. Raymond’s movements were stiff, his steps slow and deliberate, each one laced with pain. Even from a distance, David could see the subtle winces, the way his shoulders hunched as though the weight of invisible shackles still bound him. Raymond had been through something. Beaten, punished, used—David didn’t know, but he could see it in the man’s walk.

A taxi idled at street level, its headlights washing over Raymond as he shuffled down the path and climbed inside. David’s fists clenched at his sides, jealousy roaring through him like a wildfire. “God damn it, that lucky bastard,” he muttered, his voice thick with frustration. Whether Raymond’s ordeal had left him broken or exhilarated didn’t matter. What mattered was that he had been in her presence. He had been touched by her power.

David’s breath quickened as he watched the taxi disappear. The gnawing ache in his groin, the unrelenting tightness of the device that imprisoned him, became unbearable. The need to approach Beatrice, to beg for her mercy, to plead for a moment of release, overpowered his reason. It wasn’t just desire—it was desperation, raw and primal, that clawed at him.

But there was Claire. She was always there, an immovable barrier, a reminder of the life he was supposed to be living. She sat in the living room, the dim glow of the television flickering across her face, her head resting on one hand, her gaze fixed somewhere distant, lost in thought.

Their marriage had become a hollow routine, a facade of shared responsibilities without intimacy. Denied by both women—locked up by one and locked out by the other—David felt trapped, his needs unmet, his desires ignored. Claire held him by duty, by the expectations of marriage, while Beatrice owned his mind, body, and soul. Both women so close, yet so far apart in how they claimed him.

David crept closer, his movements calculated and silent. His breath hitched as he leaned just enough to glimpse her face. Her eyes were open—barely, but enough. They stared blankly at the screen, unfocused, but she was awake.

His heart sank, his shoulders slumping under the weight of his frustration. He couldn’t risk it. Not with her still there, still conscious, still an obstacle to the thing he needed most.

He retreated, every nerve in his body screaming in protest. His arousal throbbed with an almost painful intensity, a cruel reminder of the device that bound him. The need to see Beatrice, to kneel at her feet and beg for release, grew stronger with each passing second.

Somewhere deep within him, his resolve crumbled. His shoes felt alive, ready to carry him across the street despite himself. All he needed was a chance—a single moment of freedom. A moment where Claire’s eyes would close, where she would drift into sleep, and he could escape.

David was at the breaking point, a man unraveling piece by piece under the weight of months without release. His nerves felt like frayed wires, buzzing with an unbearable tension that refused to dissipate. Every fiber of his being was alive with an ache that bordered on torment, a gnawing need that consumed his every thought. The relentless throbbing in his groin was matched only by the pounding in his head, a maddening metronome that echoed his longing for Beatrice's touch, her presence, her command.

He couldn’t stop the intrusive memories that surged through his mind like waves, each one pulling him deeper into the depths of obsession. The image of her towering over him during that first session at her clinic, her voice steady and composed as she commanded him to strip, replayed endlessly in his mind. He could still feel the ghost of her touch, the warmth of her breath against his cheek as she whispered instructions that tethered him to her will. "Just the mere closeness of a male and a female," she had said, her lips brushing his skin, "is often enough." And it was. God help him, it was more than enough.

The mere thought of her massive, gravity-defying breasts, straining against her lace bra as she leaned over him, was a torment he could no longer bear. His body reacted violently to the memory, straining against the unforgiving confines of the device that kept him in perpetual submission. The pressure was excruciating, a cruel reminder of his powerlessness. Every nerve in his body screamed for release, yet the very impossibility of it left him teetering on the edge of madness.

David had become a shell of himself, a man whose world had shrunk to the confines of his yearning for Beatrice. His obsession had overtaken every aspect of his life. He couldn’t concentrate at work, his thoughts derailing at the slightest provocation—an image of a commanding woman, the sound of heels clicking against a floor, or even the faint scent of perfume. At home, he was a shadow, moving through the motions of fatherhood and marriage while his mind was elsewhere, tethered to the woman who had claimed his body and soul.

He stared at Claire now, seated in front of the TV, her eyes closed in what he hoped was sleep. His heart raced wildly, pounding in his chest so fiercely that he thought it might burst. Each beat was a countdown, a drumbeat of desperation that urged him forward. His palms were clammy, his breathing shallow. This wasn’t just desire—it was survival. He needed her, not just to climax but to feel the weight of her authority, her control, her acknowledgment of his existence.

David’s feet moved as if propelled by a force outside himself. Still maintaining a fixed gaze on Claire, he opened the door slowly, the faint creak of the hinges making his pulse spike. His hands trembled as he closed the door behind him with deliberate care, ensuring not a single sound betrayed his departure. The cool night air hit his face as he stepped outside, but it did little to calm the inferno raging within him.

He crossed the street with a frantic energy, his bare feet barely touching the pavement. His mind was a chaotic storm of thoughts, yet they all led to one singular point: Beatrice. His mistress. His tormentor. His salvation. She was everything. Each step brought him closer to her house, to the woman who held the key to his freedom and his captivity.

By the time he reached her door, David’s heart felt like it might explode. His breath came in shallow, desperate gasps. He raised his hand to knock but hesitated, his body trembling with a mix of fear and anticipation. What would she say? What would she do? The thought both terrified and thrilled him. He needed her to see him, to hear him, to remind him of his place—beneath her.

Heart pounding so fiercely he could feel it reverberate in his ears, David pressed the doorbell. Within moments, the door opened, and Beatrice emerged—a vision of effortless authority and sensuality. She wore a creamy silk pajama set, the delicate camisole draping over her ample chest, the matching shorts highlighting her toned thighs and flawless, glowing tan legs. Her hair was swept into a messy updo, strands escaping artfully to frame her face, leaving the elegant curve of her neck tantalizingly exposed.

From this close, she was breathtaking—a rare, exquisite beauty, a goddess who seemed untouchable yet commanded total surrender. David’s gaze flickered upward briefly, catching the faint curl of her knowing smile, a look that conveyed she was fully aware of the effect she had on him. But holding her gaze for more than a second was impossible; his head dropped instinctively, his eyes lowering.

And then he saw them. She wore high-heeled mules, the kind adorned with feathery poofs that seemed to float with every movement. Her arches were highlighted by her heels, making them seem even more striking, more captivating. Her French-pedicured toes were perfectly displayed in the open-toed design, the soft pink gloss catching the dim light. Around her slender ankle rested a delicate gold anklet, its gleam subtle yet mesmerizing, drawing his gaze like a beacon. It was so simple, so elegant, and yet so undeniably sexy—a small detail that somehow amplified her allure tenfold. Her feet were exquisite, delicate yet commanding, a flawless extension of her beauty. The way she stood in those heels, taller than him now, elevated her dominance—literally and figuratively.

His breath hitched as his gaze lingered on her, trailing from the curve of her arches back up to her glowing tan legs, the silk shorts, and finally to her chest, where the camisole clung to her with teasing elegance. Everything about her—from her composed demeanor to her choice of footwear—radiated power and sensuality.

The sheen of her silk pajamas caught the faint light as she shifted slightly in the doorway, her presence overwhelming. She didn’t need words; Beatrice knew how men tick, especially a man like David—months locked in chastity, teetering on the edge of collapse. She saw it all: the twitch in his hands, the way his body trembled, the quick, shallow breaths escaping his lips. He was unraveling before her, and she reveled in the silent power she held over him.

Without a word, she raised her hand with an almost casual grace and softly grasped David by the ear. The touch was gentle, velvety, yet infused with an undeniable command that sent a jolt through him. It was so simple, yet so impossibly intimate—this act of ownership, this subtle assertion of power.

When an ordinary man knocks on a door, no one expects the woman who answers to reach out and take him by the ear as though it was perfectly normal. But this wasn’t ordinary. Beatrice wasn’t ordinary.

David flinched slightly at the contact, but the faintest touch from her was like a blessing. His knees buckled, the weight of her dominance too much to bear. Slowly, he sank to the ground, kneeling before her in complete surrender. The coolness of the stone under his knees barely registered; all that mattered was her.

He gazed up at her, utterly overwhelmed, his heart thundering in his chest. She was perfection, so composed, so completely in control. The world outside faded into nothingness, leaving only the intoxicating presence of the woman standing above him.

“Hello, David,” she said, her voice soft and silky, warm yet laced with unmistakable control. Her tone wasn’t merely a greeting—it was an embrace, a caress, a command that wrapped around him and pulled him further into her orbit. In that moment, she didn’t just own his body; she owned his soul.

David’s lips parted to speak, but no words came out. His mouth was dry, his mind scattered. The sheer proximity of her—her scent, her touch, her commanding presence—obliterated any semblance of composure he might have retained. Tears began to stream down his cheeks, a torrent of emotion spilling forth as he looked up at her like a lost child finally finding refuge.

Beatrice tilted her head slightly, her thumb grazing the edge of his ear with a touch so light it sent shivers down his spine. She knew the signs well—this was a man at the end of his tether, utterly broken by months of deprivation and desperation. “Yes, David,” she said, her voice soothing, “Mommy is listening.”

Her words unraveled him further. “Mistress Beatrice,” he choked, his voice thick with emotion, “I cannot anymore. I really don’t want to interrupt your highness, but I cannot—I just cannot.”

“Cannot what, David?” she asked, her lips curving into a soft smile as she gazed down at him with a mixture of amusement and pity.

“I am begging you,” he cried, his words tumbling out in a desperate rush. “I’m really begging you to let me climax, just once. Please, Mistress Beatrice. Please.”

Beatrice’s smile deepened, her expression kind yet tinged with the satisfaction of seeing him in this state. “K, come, on your feet,” she said, her tone calm yet firm. She tugged gently at his ear, encouraging him to rise. David struggled for a moment, his knees weak and trembling, but eventually managed to stand under her guiding hand.

She glanced toward the window as she reached to close the door, pausing for just a second. Her sharp eyes caught sight of a woman standing at the window directly across the street. It was Claire, her gaze fixed on them, her expression unreadable.

For a brief moment, their eyes met. Beatrice’s lips curled into the faintest smile before she shut the door behind her, pulling David fully into her domain.

---

Turns out that Claire had been waiting for this moment all along. Sleep had evaded her ever since she saw David wake up drenched in sweat that morning, his face pale, his movements jittery, his whole demeanor screaming of some internal torment he wouldn’t share. She knew something was off. She’d seen the signs for weeks—his distant stares, his sudden absences, the excuses. It all pointed in one direction: Beatrice. Tonight, she resolved to find the truth.

The minute she heard the faint click of the front door shutting, her eyes flew open, adrenaline coursing through her body like a lightning bolt. She dashed to the window of David’s office, her bare feet silent against the wooden floor, and positioned herself where she could see the house across the street clearly. The streetlight illuminated everything, leaving nothing to the imagination.

There he was, her husband, crossing the street hurriedly, almost as if drawn by an invisible cord pulling him toward Beatrice’s front door. Claire’s breath caught as she watched, her heart pounding in her chest. And then the door opened, and Beatrice appeared.

The sight of her was almost surreal—draped in a creamy silk pajama set, her camisole barely containing her chest, her toned legs glowing in the soft light. Beatrice’s presence was commanding, oozing effortless confidence and sensuality, even in such a casual setting.

Claire, standing at the window in her loose-fitting hoodie and sweatpants, felt a sharp pang in her chest. She glanced down briefly at her reflection in the glass—the soft, comfortable fabric pooling around her rounded frame, the quiet practicality of her outfit a stark contrast to Beatrice’s radiant allure. How could she possibly compete with this?

Her stomach churned as she watched Beatrice raise her hand, gently cupping David’s ear with an intimacy that sent shivers through Claire. The sheer force of Beatrice’s presence was overwhelming, unstoppable.

But it was what came next that truly shattered her. David sank to his knees right there on her doorstep, his head bowed like a devoted servant. Claire’s eyes widened as she clenched the windowsill, her knuckles turning white. Beatrice looked down at him, her expression calm, almost fond, as if this scene was perfectly ordinary.

Everything clicked into place. Her suspicions, the late nights, the distance—all of it led here, to this moment. Her marriage, their life together, their children—it all seemed to pale in comparison to the pull Beatrice had over him. This wasn’t about love or respect or even lust. This was something primal, something Claire couldn’t fight against. Beatrice didn’t need to take David from her—he had given himself to her willingly, completely.

Claire felt anger boiling inside her, mixed with despair and helplessness. She wanted to march across the street and confront Beatrice, to demand answers, but what would she even say? How could she compete with this? The sheer force of Beatrice’s presence, the power she held over David—it was like a tidal wave, unstoppable and all-consuming.

Instead, she remained rooted to the spot, her eyes fixed on the house. Her mind raced as she tried to think of what to do. She couldn’t just stand there and let this happen. But she couldn’t charge in blindly either. She needed to regroup, to figure out her next move.

Grabbing her phone, she scrolled through her contacts until she found Karen’s name and hit call. The line barely rang twice before Karen picked up.

“Hey, Claire! What’s going on?”

“Karen, I need you to come over and watch the kids,” Claire said, her voice trembling but resolute. “It’s urgent.”

“Of course. Are you okay? What’s going on?”

“I’ll explain later,” Claire said quickly. “Can you be here in ten minutes?”

“Absolutely. I’m on my way.”

“Thank you,” Claire whispered before ending the call.

She placed the phone down, her gaze snapping back to Beatrice’s house. The door was now shut, but the image of David kneeling before Beatrice burned in her mind like a brand. Claire’s jaw tightened. She didn’t know exactly what she was going to do, but one thing was certain—she wasn’t going to let this slide. Not tonight.

---

Inside the house, Beatrice guided David to his feet with a firm yet casual motion, her fingers still softly holding his ear as though lifting a man from his knees was a routine act. Even as he stood before her, unsteady on his feet and trembling with anticipation, her hand remained there—gentle, controlling, and impossibly intimate.

“I admit,” David began, his voice thick with emotion, “I heard what you were doing to Raymond up there in your bedroom, Mistress. And I thought… why not me? Why never me?”

His words spilled out in a desperate rush, his hands twitching at his sides, longing to clasp together in a plea. Tears welled in his eyes, spilling over as he struggled to articulate the aching need that had consumed him. The months of denial, of longing, of being locked in her cage, had unraveled him entirely.

Beatrice, her composure unshaken, released his ear and placed her hand against his face. Her thumb moved with deliberate care, wiping away the tears that stained his cheek. The warmth of her palm pressed against his skin was more than reassurance; it was control, grounding him in her presence. She understood the fragility of this moment—knew exactly how to wield her touch to tether him to her.

Behind her calm demeanor, David thought he could detect the faintest hint of a smirk, a subtle glint in her eye that revealed what she would never say aloud. It struck him then, with aching clarity: his denied state, his frustration, his swollen, desperate need—they weren’t just incidental. They were deliberate. His suffering wasn’t something to be pitied; it was a source of her amusement, her satisfaction. Every second of his torment only fueled her wetness and her selfish sexual pleasure.

As David tilted his head instinctively into her hand, his eyes fluttered toward the kitchen. There, Julian stood at the sink, calmly washing dishes as if the situation was the most natural thing in the world. He wore a crisp white shirt, still fresh from his day at the office as a lawyer, with the sleeves rolled up neatly to his elbows. Over it, a large apron tied snugly at the back, the fabric slightly wrinkled from his domestic chores. The juxtaposition of his professional attire and the mundanity of dishwashing in Beatrice’s household was surreal—and oddly humbling.

“Oh, hello, sir,” David stammered awkwardly, his voice cracking as he tried to address Beatrice’s husband with respect, even as the Mistress’s hand continued to cup his cheek, her thumb tracing small, deliberate circles.

Julian turned from the sink, his face breaking into a friendly smile. “Hey, how’s it going, David?” he replied cheerfully, his tone so casual it was almost disarming. “Coffee?”

David blinked, caught between the grounding touch of Beatrice and the surreal normalcy of Julian’s demeanor. He opened his mouth to respond, but no words came.

Beatrice interjected, her voice laced with authority and a hint of amusement. “No, darling,” she said, her fingers trailing down David’s cheek, her thumb catching another stray tear. The gesture wasn’t just comforting; it was possessive, a reminder of who he belonged to.

“David won’t be having coffee,” she added, her tone soft yet decisive. “David is in need of something much stronger.” Her laugh was light, almost playful, yet her grip on his face didn’t waver.

“Yes, Mistress,” David murmured, his voice trembling with a mixture of humility and devotion, his focus entirely consumed by the woman before him. The world beyond her hand, beyond her voice, felt insignificant.

As Julian chuckled and returned to his task, Beatrice’s thumb brushed against David’s cheek one last time before her fingers slowly withdrew, leaving behind a phantom warmth.

David couldn’t help but marvel at the dynamic. Beatrice invited men to her bedroom freely, indulging in whomever she desired, as often as she pleased. And Julian? He had no say in the matter. It wasn’t just acceptance—it was total surrender.

She lived completely unrestrained, her pleasure the center of everything, while Julian—her husband—remained utterly deprived. Locked in chastity, denied of even the smallest pleasure, he existed only to serve her needs. How had she achieved this? How had she molded him into someone so devoted, so compliant, so deeply conditioned to accept a life of total deprivation?

Beatrice, as if reading his thoughts, turned and began ascending the staircase with an unhurried grace. “Come along, David,” she called over her shoulder, her voice as commanding as it was casual.

“Come on.”

Without another thought, David obeyed, glancing briefly at Julian. The man stood at the sink, calmly rinsing a dish, his expression serene, as though this dynamic—so extraordinary to David—was simply life as it should be.

David followed without hesitation, drawn after her as if tethered to her by an invisible string. His feet moved instinctively, as if the very air around her compelled him forward. From his position just a step below her on the staircase, the view was utterly mesmerizing. Her long, tan legs moved effortlessly, the toned muscles flexing with each graceful step. The champagne-colored silk shorts hugged her hips and thighs, riding up ever so slightly to reveal more of her flawless, glowing skin. The curve of her ass swayed hypnotically, each movement an unspoken tease, the delicate fabric clinging to her body like a second skin.

His gaze, unable to settle on one part of her, drifted downward—and there they were: her high-heeled mules. The feathery poofs on each shoe floated with every subtle movement, their softness contrasting the sharp authority of the stilettos. The heels accentuated her arches, making them appear even more pronounced, more breathtaking. Her French-pedicured toes, perfectly aligned and painted in a soft, gleaming pink, peeked through the open-toed design, catching the dim light with an almost celestial glow. The gentle flexing of her toes with every step added a layer of torment, her feet embodying elegance and dominance.

The mules clicked softly against the stairs, a sound that seemed to echo in David’s mind, each tap resonating with his pulse. His breath hitched as he watched her ascend, her heels lifting just enough to expose her rounded, smooth heels—so flawless, so utterly captivating. The fur-lined detail of her mules only added to her commanding elegance, making each step feel deliberate, like she was toying with him, keeping him tethered to her presence in the most excruciatingly beautiful way.

The camisole she wore flowed loosely over her back, the silk catching the dim light and emphasizing the soft, feminine curves of her figure. From behind, she was a vision of unshakable confidence and allure, a goddess moving with purpose, her every step calculated to drive him deeper into submission.

David’s heart pounded furiously, his pulse thundering in his ears, each step closer to the top of the staircase an exercise in restraint. His breath came in shallow, uneven gasps, his thoughts consumed by the sheer presence of the woman before him. Her body, her feet, the soft clicks of her heels—all of it wove together into a symphony of power that he was helpless to resist.

And then, they reached the door.

She grasped the knob with an elegance that was entirely her own, her delicate hand exuding the same authority that commanded his every thought. Without a word, she swung the door open. The motion was fluid, revealing just enough of the room beyond for him to catch a glimpse in the soft, ambient light.

He recognized the space immediately—it was her bedroom, one he had cleaned countless times—but seeing it now, like this, was entirely different. The atmosphere exuded a sensuality so potent it nearly overwhelmed him. The lace draped over the back of a chair, the shimmer of silk sheets on the bed, the faint scent of her perfume lingering in the air—everything about the room spoke of her femininity, her power, her absolute dominance.

David’s breath hitched, his body trembling. She’s taking me to her bedroom. Me. David. No questions, no explanations. Straight to her bedroom.

She stepped inside without hesitation, her figure framed in the doorway, the soft glow of the room casting her in an almost ethereal light. The curve of her lips hinted at a smirk, a look that told him she knew exactly what this moment meant to him—how it would consume him entirely.

For a brief moment, she paused at the doorway, her figure framed in the soft light spilling from within. She turned her head just enough to glance at him, her eyes glinting with unmistakable authority. Her lips curved into a faint smirk, a gesture that sent a jolt through him.

“Going to be a good boy for me, yes?” she asked, her tone low and silky, but carrying the weight of an unspoken command. It wasn’t a question seeking an answer; it was a statement of expectation, an assertion of control.

David’s heart thundered in his chest, the sound roaring in his ears. His throat tightened as he swallowed, his voice trembling as he murmured, “Yes, Mistress.” The words slipped from his lips instinctively, as if she had already carved them into his soul.

She gave a small, satisfied nod and began to step inside the room, her figure a vision of dominance framed by the soft glow spilling from within. As she moved, her voice floated back to him, smooth and deliberate. “Yes, Mistress what?”

David froze, his mind blank, his breath catching in his throat. He stammered, trying to form the words, but his thoughts were a swirling storm of arousal and confusion. His brain had stopped functioning under the weight of the moment, the steamy eroticism of her presence consuming every ounce of him.

Beatrice didn’t pause; she didn’t need to. Her question wasn’t born of curiosity—it was designed to command, to guide him to where he belonged. David scrambled to understand, and then it hit him—humbling, crushing, inevitable.

“Oh… yes… Mistress Beatrice,” he whispered, the words trembling on his lips as he spoke them. Saying her full title felt like peeling away the last shred of his pride, leaving him utterly exposed and vulnerable before her. The act of saying it—acknowledging her completely—sent a fresh wave of submission coursing through him.

She didn’t stop or even glance back. There was no need. She had him exactly where she wanted him. With the door swung open wider, she stepped inside and disappeared into the room, leaving the door open behind her—a wordless summons that David knew he couldn’t ignore.

David stood frozen, his legs trembling, his breath shallow and uneven. Oh God, it’s her bedroom. His thoughts spiraled, heart racing faster with every passing second. No, David, grow up—she’s not taking you there to sleep. This was Beatrice, a woman whose very essence was sex and the artful debasement of men. There was no other possibility, no alternate reality to cling to. This was it. This was what was going to happen to him.


Unlocked at Last, and Yet…

As he stepped into her bedroom, David was struck by the overwhelming femininity of the space. The walls were painted a soft blush pink, accented with gold-framed mirrors and delicate sconces that cast a warm, ambient glow. The room smelled faintly of lavender and vanilla, a soothing yet intoxicating combination. A plush rug covered the hardwood floor, its deep pile inviting and luxurious. A vanity table, scattered with makeup brushes, perfume bottles, and neatly folded silk scarves, stood to one side, a testament to Beatrice's meticulous care of herself. It was a room that exuded sensuality, confidence, and unapologetic femininity.

Yet, amid the elegance, the bed stood out like a scar on perfect skin. The once-pristine white sheets were rumpled and wrinkled, marked with faint streaks of red that whispered of the brutality that had unfolded there. The mattress, its edges somewhat askew, bore the marks of a tempest, but it was more than just a site of punishment—it was a stage for Beatrice’s unrelenting erotic power. This war-ridden bed was a testament to the breathtaking sensuality of the woman who commanded it. How many men had found themselves here, drawn into her intoxicating orbit? Some, perhaps, had arrived as confident alpha males, eager to satisfy her voracious sexual appetite. Others—like Raymond—had lain there as submissive suckers, compelled to serve her darker, sadistic whims.

The evidence of her latest victim lingered, the bed left untidied, its crumpled sheets faintly streaked with red—a stark reminder of what had happened here. Raymond had been here just moments ago; David knew it as fact, the air still heavy with the aftermath of his punishment. Beatrice must have used this bed to thoroughly debase, punish, and humiliate him.

David’s chest tightened as the thought struck him: Am I really going to end up in this bed?

In bed with Beatrice?

Beatrice had claimed countless men here, and David knew he would be no exception. This bed wasn’t just where she ruled—it was where she consumed, utterly and completely.

Beatrice turned to face him, her expression calm yet devastatingly commanding. Her lips curved into a faint, knowing smile as she spoke, her voice a low, sultry purr that seemed to ripple through the air, bypassing his brain entirely and striking straight at his caged cock. "My husband and I want to spend some time together," she murmured, the words heavy with amusement and dripping with sensuality, each syllable an erotic signal that made him throb painfully against the confines of the chastity device.

She let the silence linger just long enough to let him stew in the unbearable tension before adding, "So let’s not drag this out," her tone soft, yet brimming with unshakable authority, as though she were already tightening the invisible leash tethering him to her will.

She stepped closer, her movements deliberate and feline, savoring the way his body trembled at her approach. Her fingers found the first button of his shirt, and with practiced ease, she began to undo it, her touch radiating heat through the thin fabric. Each pop of a button seemed to reverberate down to his core, sending shocks of arousal through his captive cock, the device biting cruelly into him with every twitch of helpless longing.

David stood paralyzed, his knees weak, his breath shallow, as her deft fingers continued their slow, deliberate work. Her proximity, her intoxicating scent, and her voice—still echoing in his mind—worked together to reduce him to nothing but need, aching and helpless before her.

"Where did you say it hurt?" she asked suddenly, bursting into laughter as she yanked his trousers down. Her tone was mocking, teasing, and it was clear she was fully aware of his 'emergency'—the unbearable confinement of his chastity device. David, his thoughts clouded by desperation and her overpowering presence, could do nothing but stand there, letting her strip him with efficiency and flair. In mere moments, he was utterly naked, exposed and vulnerable under her gaze.

"Now, where’s the key?" she asked, her eyes dancing with mischief, savoring his torment. David blinked, his mind fogged with desperation, unsure whether she was genuinely asking or merely toying with him. Her laughter filled the room, rich and melodic, sending goosebumps rippling over his skin and an insistent throb through his caged cock.

She turned and walked toward the large armoire with an unhurried, almost lazy sway, her creamy silk pajama set clinging to her body in all the right places. The delicate camisole skimmed her back, while the matching shorts hugged her hips and thighs, accentuating every curve. When she reached the safe, which was set low against the wall, she arched her back deliberately, the movement pushing her hips outward and parting her ass cheeks tantalizingly.

David froze, his mouth dry and his heart hammering in his chest as the sight seared into his mind. Her ripe, flawless skin gleamed under the soft light, the curve of her body so explicit it felt like an unspoken command. The way her cheeks were spread, framed by the silk barely clinging to her, left no room for ambiguity. All he could think about, with a pulse of almost unbearable longing, was how desperately he wanted to bury his cock between them, to thrust into her until he was completely lost in her dominance.

She lingered there, the perfect picture of calculated allure, as if she knew exactly how the sight would torment him. The air felt charged, electric, as she rummaged through the safe. Then, at last, she straightened and turned to face him; her breasts moved freely under the silky fabric of her camisole, a cruel reminder of her effortless sensuality.

"No, it’s not here," she said, her tone casual, her voice tinged with mock regret. She tilted her head, her expression feigning innocence. "Oh dear, I seem to have forgotten where I put it," she added, shrugging lightly, as though the loss of the key was a trivial matter.

David trembled, his caged cock throbbing mercilessly, his mind a swirl of frustration and desperate longing. She looked at him then, her gaze lingering as if savoring the sight of his helplessness. There was something in her eyes—a glimmer of wicked amusement, barely veiled—that made his stomach twist. Her lips pressed together as she spoke, but he could swear he saw them twitch, threatening to curve into a smile. Was she laughing at him behind that carefully composed expression? The thought burned through him, igniting his humiliation even further.

"Oh," she purred, her tone soft and deliberate, her words dripping with playful cruelty. "I shall look for it later. I promise…" She delivered the line with an almost serious air, but the faintest tremor in her voice betrayed her. He could feel it—that spark of hidden mirth, mocking him, teasing him, leaving him uncertain whether she was playing with him or simply reveling in his torment.

David’s heart pounded, desperation coursing through him as she paused, her gaze drifting upward in feigned thought. Then, as if struck by a revelation, she let out a free, unrestrained laugh that echoed through the room, pure and carefree, in stark contrast to the tension mounting in his chest. "Oh, I’m so silly!" she exclaimed, her tone teasing, as if they were sharing some lighthearted joke.

"And you," she continued, her eyes locking onto his with wicked amusement, "are so very lucky."

She shifted her weight, casually lifting her heeled leg onto a nearby chair, revealing a delicate golden anklet that shimmered against her flawless skin. Dangling from it were two tiny keys, their metallic gleam catching the warm light. "See?" she said, pointing to them. "This one is yours," she explained, gesturing to the smaller of the two, her voice dripping with amusement. "Because you, my dear, have a much smaller cock."

David’s breath hitched as his eyes locked onto her feet, adorned with high-heeled mules that seemed to embody elegance and allure. The champagne satin straps shimmered softly, perfectly matching her creamy silk pajama set, while the white marabou feathers floated with her slightest movement, an ethereal contrast to her glowing tan legs. Her French-pedicured toes, polished in a soft pink gloss, gleamed under the bedroom’s warm light, the delicate curve of her arches accentuated by the heels. Around her slender ankle rested a fine gold anklet, its subtle gleam mesmerizing—a quiet but potent symbol of her dominance. Every detail, from the feathery poofs to the luxurious satin, radiated a sensual power that enveloped the room, pulling him deeper into her orbit.

The sight of her, so effortlessly commanding, struck a primal chord in David. It wasn’t just her beauty—it was the overwhelming sense of control she exuded. The gentle sway of her foot, the glint of her anklet, the shimmer of her shoes—each element seemed to whisper a silent command: Be good, obey, surrender. A powerful longing swelled within him, a need to be her good boy, to prove himself worthy of her attention.

"You see that little hook on the anklet?" she instructed, her voice low and teasing, commanding his attention entirely. "You’ll need to use your fingers to release the key. Go on. Kneel."

David found himself obeying without hesitation, sinking to his knees before her. The scent of her foot—a faint mix of leather, perfume, and the natural warmth of her skin—intoxicated him, filling his senses. Trembling, he reached for the anklet, his fingers brushing against her soft, flawless skin. His vision swam as the feathery poofs of her mule tickled his hand, each tiny movement of her foot sending shockwaves through his caged arousal.

With painstaking care, David fumbled with the tiny hook, his trembling fingers brushing against the delicate chain of her anklet. The key to his freedom dangled there, maddeningly close, yet the sight and scent of Beatrice’s stunning foot—raised so effortlessly upon the chair—rendered him nearly incapable of focus. The soft shimmer of her champagne-toned mules, the feathery marabou teasing against his skin, and the faint warmth of her perfume mingling with the natural allure of her skin overwhelmed him. His clumsy fingers struggled against the clasp, slipping once, twice, before managing to latch on again, his breath coming in shallow gasps.

Beatrice, perched above him, exuded an air of serene amusement, her voice calm yet cutting through his haze. “Is everything alright down there?” she asked, her tone light and teasing, as though the moment was merely a fleeting amusement to her.

Tears welled in David’s eyes, the pressure in his chest threatening to spill over. His lip quivered as he gasped out, “Yes, Mistress, yes… y-yes… everything is ok.” His voice cracked with emotion, and a tear slid down his cheek as he continued fumbling with the hook, his entire body trembling under the weight of her presence.

Finally, with a final, awkward tug, the hook gave way, and the key slipped free into his palm. He knelt there for a moment, gripping it tightly, as though letting go might shatter him entirely. His body shook as he lifted his tear-streaked face toward her, his breath hitching audibly.

When he stood, his legs wobbled beneath him, his hand shaking so violently he feared he might drop the precious key. He extended it toward her, his head bowed slightly as he avoided her gaze, overwhelmed by the enormity of what he’d just endured.

Beatrice took the key with deliberate slowness, her fingers brushing his trembling hand, her eyes fixed on him with calm, unshakable confidence. “Good boy,” she purred, the words a soothing balm and a declaration of her dominance, wrapping around him like silk.

“Let’s see what all the fuss is about,” she said, stepping closer to him. She knelt gracefully before him, her fingers brushing against his inner thigh as she reached for the device. David's breath hitched as her touch sent a jolt of electricity through him. Beatrice moved with an air of complete confidence, the key glinting between her fingers as she inspected the device with a clinical yet teasing precision.

She inserted the key into the lock, twisting it with deliberate slowness. The faint click of the lock disengaging seemed to echo through the room, and David’s heart leapt in anticipation. With a smooth motion, Beatrice began to remove the device, her fingers grazing his skin as she worked. The cool metal slipped away, and the sudden freedom was almost overwhelming. His cock sprang to life instantly, standing hard and proud, as if it had been waiting for this moment for an eternity.

Beatrice smirked, her eyes flicking up to meet his as if she could see directly into the depths of his desperation. “There you are,” she said, her voice lilting with amusement. “Poor thing… so desperate, aren’t you?” Her fingertips grazed his shaft, feather-light yet electrifying, sending a jolt through his already sensitive body. David couldn’t help but shudder under her touch, his breathing shallow and uneven, his entire being surrendering to her control.

“In the shower,” she instructed, her tone authoritative but with a hint of indulgent playfulness. David obediently stepped into the glass enclosure, the warm water cascading over his skin, mingling with his tension and arousal. From her vantage point, Beatrice watched him, leaning against the doorway with her arms folded, her posture exuding dominance. Her eyes followed every movement as she guided him.

“Scrub there,” she commanded, pointing at his chest. “Yes, good, now lower. No, not there—there.” Her voice was precise, a melody of control that compelled him to obey without hesitation. She lingered on his every movement, her gaze lingering as he lathered himself, paying particular attention to the area between his thighs. Her lips curled into a knowing smile as her eyes flickered toward his member, now fully exposed and free of the chastity device.

“Hmm,” she murmured, a soft hum of approval that sent another wave of heat through him. “Clean it thoroughly. I want it perfect.” Her words made him blush, but he complied, his hands trembling as he scrubbed under her watchful eye.

Finally, when he was done, Beatrice motioned for him to step out. She held a large, fluffy towel in her hands, her touch firm yet sensuous as she began to dry him off. She moved with deliberate care, her hands trailing down his arms, his chest, and his back, the fabric soft against his skin. When she reached his legs, she bent down a little, dabbing at the droplets that clung to him. The intimate nature of the act, combined with her serene authority, left him dazed.

“There,” she cooed, her voice a sultry blend of tender control and teasing dominance. “Doesn’t that feel much better now?” She stood slowly, each movement deliberate and unhurried, her body brushing tantalizingly against his. The silk of her pajama set grazed his skin, sending electric ripples through him. Her intoxicating perfume lingered in the air, enveloping him, making the world outside of her presence blur into insignificance.

“Yes, Ma’am,” David stammered, his voice heavy with passion and awe. “Much better, Ma’am, so much better.” He felt lightheaded, overwhelmed by her closeness, his senses on the brink of overload.

“But you know…” she murmured, her voice soft and dangerously enticing, her breath brushing against his ear and sending a shiver down his spine. “Boys like you can’t be trusted without restraints, can they?”

“No, Ma’am,” he replied breathlessly, his words stumbling over each other in his desperation to agree. “You’re absolutely right, Ma’am. Boys like me can’t.”

“Exactly,” she said with a wicked smile, her tone dripping with seduction. “And that’s why I’m going to restrain you.”

“Restrain me, Ma’am?” he echoed, his voice trembling with a mix of nervousness and hope, as though this might be the beginning of a thrilling game. “Truly?”

“Of course,” she replied, her lips curling into a playful smirk. But just as quickly, she stepped away, her warmth vanishing like a dream slipping through his fingers. The absence of her touch hit him like a blow, the vibrant, electric world she created turning cold and empty in an instant. The longing that gripped him was almost unbearable.

Moments later, she returned, a gleaming pair of handcuffs in her hands. The metallic glint caught the dim light, making them appear both ominous and thrilling. “Turn around,” she commanded, her voice calm but brooking no hesitation.

David obeyed immediately, spinning around as instructed. He felt the cool metal encircle his wrists, the unforgiving click of the cuffs locking into place sending a jolt through his body. His breath quickened as the reality of his submission deepened.

For a brief moment, he dared to smile, his mind entertaining the notion that this might be the start of an exciting, sensual game. But his hope was short-lived. Beatrice placed her hand firmly on his back and pushed him face-first onto the bed.

“Crawl to the center,” she ordered, her voice sharp and precise.

David squirmed awkwardly, his bound hands making the task arduous. He wiggled and struggled, inching forward with great effort. Behind him, Beatrice trailed closely, her palm landing playful, stinging slaps on his exposed ass.

“Move faster,” she teased, her tone light yet laced with menace. “You don’t want me to strike the soles of your feet, do you?”

“No, Ma’am!” he blurted in panic. “I’m moving, Ma’am, I’m getting there!” His voice was strained as he hurriedly scrambled toward the center of the bed.

Once he was in position, Beatrice wasted no time. She fetched another set of cuffs and secured them around his ankles. With practiced precision, she connected the cuffs on his hands to those on his legs, effectively hog-tying him. The taut restraints forced him into a vulnerable, immobilized position, leaving him completely at her mercy.

Beatrice settled herself on the bed in front of him, her presence commanding and inescapable. She reached out with one manicured finger and tilted his chin upward, forcing him to meet her gaze. Her eyes gleamed with amusement and control. “There we are,” she purred, her tone as sweet as it was mocking. “Nice and secure, just the way boys like you should be.”

She leaned in, her voice dropping to a teasing whisper. “You see, I have important plans with my beloved husband, and I wouldn’t want you interrupting.” She gave his cheek a patronizing pat, her touch both dismissive and intimate. “But you’re free now, aren’t you? Down there?” Her eyes flicked pointedly to his freshly freed cock, which throbbed and ached visibly, a silent testament to his helpless arousal. “So go ahead. Wiggle that little toy of yours on the mattress.”

Her words struck like a dagger, drenched in mockery, each syllable tearing into his pride and leaving a raw wound of humiliation. “You have everything you need now, don’t you?” she added, her cruel smile twisting the knife deeper. “Surely you’ll figure out what to do.”

With that, she gave his ass a series of firm, deliberate pats—smack, smack, smack—each one harder than the last, leaving a warm, stinging imprint on his skin. “Oooish, oooish, oooish,” she cooed with playful enthusiasm, her voice lilting as if savoring every contact. Her hand lingered briefly after the final slap, her touch possessive, as though claiming him with each gesture. Her laughter followed, rich and indulgent, before she added with a teasing grin, “Oh, how I love to smack asses.”

Her tone was lighthearted, but the weight of her actions hung heavily in the air, an undeniable expression of dominance. The warmth from her hand seemed to seep deeper into him, her presence lingering in a way that made David tremble with both embarrassment and longing.

When she finally rose gracefully from the bed, the silk of her pajama shorts shimmered under the soft light, her movements unhurried and deliberate. The plush rug muffled her steps, but the air seemed to carry her authority regardless, leaving him hyperaware of every motion.

She paused at the doorway, glancing back with a knowing smirk, her eyes gleaming with a mix of amusement and satisfaction. Then, without a word, she vanished from view, her absence as palpable as her presence, leaving him hog-tied, aching, and entirely consumed by the memory of her touch.

David lay helpless, hogtied on the bed, the restraints digging into his skin as he strained against them. The mattress beneath him still bore the faintest trace of Beatrice’s presence—a lingering scent that filled his senses and drove his arousal into overdrive. The silk sheets, cool against his overheated body, mocked him, a maddening reminder of how close and yet how distant his release truly was.

He squirmed, his bound hands pulling futilely against the cuffs, his legs trembling from the strain of his efforts. The tension in his body was unbearable, his cock finally freed from its cage yet still denied the satisfaction he had craved for so long. He wanted this. Didn’t he? To be with Beatrice, to be in her bedroom, free of his chastity device? But not like this.

She had given him what he asked for, in her own cruel way, and yet it was so far from what he had imagined. He was left here, hogtied and helpless, entirely at her mercy, her absence as dominating as her presence. The air of the room, saturated with her essence, only heightened the sting of her departure. Escape was impossible, and the realization settled heavily on him: he had traded one confinement for another, more humiliating and intimate than the last.

His mind was a whirlwind of thoughts, all centering on Beatrice. He envisioned her in vivid detail: her commanding gaze, her perfect curves, her intoxicating scent. The memory of her touch lingered on his skin, each moment replaying in his mind like a cruel loop, feeding the fire that burned within him. From his helpless position on the bed, the open doorway taunted him, offering glimpses of her voice drifting up from downstairs, mingling with the low hum of conversation.

He could barely make out the words as she spoke to her husband, her tone calm and confident, a melody of authority that reminded him of how utterly powerless he was. Then he heard it—the sharp ring of the phone cutting through the air, followed by the smooth rise of her voice. “Oh hi, Juliet. What’s up?” Beatrice’s tone was light, curious but unshaken, carrying the same effortless control that seemed to define her.

The sound of her voice shifted slightly, growing sharper. “What?” she said, a note of genuine surprise breaking through, only for her tone to quickly return to its composed and commanding cadence. Though he couldn’t make out the details, he imagined her calmly addressing the situation, her every word laced with the dominance that left her perpetually a few steps ahead.

The juxtaposition consumed him. She was down there, the entitled adult, talking and laughing, completely at ease while he lay hogtied, aching and humiliated. The sound of her voice, so composed, so full of authority, drilled into his mind. He felt small, insignificant—just a boy left to stew in his frustration, helplessly wiggling his pitiful little cock against the mattress. The thought was both humiliating and maddeningly arousing, feeding the submissive storm raging inside him.

The pressure was unbearable. The confinement, the denial, the knowledge that he was completely at her mercy—everything about this moment drove him closer to the brink of madness. His hips began to shift almost involuntarily, grinding against the silk sheets in desperate pursuit of relief. The motion was awkward, hindered by his hogtied position, but he persisted, pressing his body downward to create friction against the soft fabric. Each movement sent jolts of sensation through him, his painfully swollen cock straining for release.

"God, please," he muttered through gritted teeth, his voice muffled by the pillows. His body trembled as he adjusted his position, trying to find the right angle, the perfect pressure. The mattress shifted beneath him with each frantic thrust, his breathing growing ragged as beads of sweat trickled down his temples. The overwhelming need for release overtook every thought, leaving him consumed by Beatrice—the way she dominated every room she entered, her voice, her scent, the lingering memory of her touch.

From downstairs, her voice drifted into his ears, low and confident, every syllable cutting through the fog of his desperation. His grinding paused momentarily as he strained to hear. The sharp ring of the phone echoed faintly, followed by the smooth, unmistakable rise of her voice: "Hi, Juliet…"

David froze, his body tense, his cock throbbing against the sheets as he processed the name. Juliet. Raymond’s wife. Beatrice was speaking to her. He resumed his grinding, each thrust more frenzied than the last, his arousal now mingling with the humiliation of knowing she was calmly orchestrating yet another act of dominance while he lay helplessly tied in her bedroom.

Her tone shifted slightly, sharpening for a moment before returning to its composed cadence. David couldn’t decipher every word, but the confidence in her voice sent shivers through him. Then he caught it, stark and clear: "So that I can enjoy him."

The words sent a jolt through his body, halting his grinding as his mind scrambled to process them. Enjoy? What enjoy? The realization hit him like a thunderbolt, electrifying every nerve in his body. God, she meant just that—she was going to fuck him. And his wife had to send him.

He resumed his movements, more frantic now, as his mind reeled with astonishment. How could she orchestrate something so audacious? To tell a wife—her husband’s wife—that she must send her man to Beatrice so she could use him for her pleasure, and to have the wife comply? The sheer scope of it left him breathless.

It wasn’t just her words; it was the way she said them, as if it were the most natural thing in the world. He couldn’t come to terms with the humiliation that this woman brought to everyone she touched, a ripple effect of her absolute dominance. The audacity, the mastery, the effortless way she commanded submission—wherever she went, she didn’t just dominate; she upended lives, leaving humiliation and awe in her wake.

And now he was part of it, another sucker tied up and trembling in her orbit. The thought made him grind harder, the friction building as he chased a release that seemed both necessary and utterly futile in the face of her power.

As the conversation neared its conclusion, he caught the final words: "Bring him tomorrow at 5 p.m." The calm finality in her voice, the way she declared it without hesitation or question, pushed him to the edge of the abyss.

A guttural cry tore from his throat, muffled by the pillows, as the tension within him snapped. His body convulsed, his muscles tightening as a wave of overwhelming sensation crashed over him. It was a shattering climax, unlike anything he’d ever experienced, his body shuddering uncontrollably with the release. For a moment, the world around him disappeared, replaced only by the blinding intensity of his pleasure and the echo of her words.

As he collapsed against the bed, utterly spent, the reality of what had just happened sank in. The room was silent save for his ragged breathing, the scent of sweat and release mingling with the faint traces of her perfume lingering on the sheets. The sting of humiliation struck hard—she wasn’t even here, and yet she had controlled every aspect of him, manipulated his mind, and unraveled his will from afar. The thought both thrilled and haunted him, leaving him trembling, utterly broken, and still hopelessly at her mercy.


Front Window

Claire stood at the window, frozen, her breath shallow and tight. Her hand gripped the edge of the sill, a tremor in her fingers as her wide eyes stayed locked on the house across the street. She had followed David’s shadowed movements from the living room, rushing to this spot just in time to see him crossing the street.

And then Beatrice had appeared. The neighbor—effortless, commanding—opened the door with her usual composed grace. Claire’s stomach clenched as she took in the sight of her, the stunning woman who had moved in just months ago with her husband. Back then, it had been nothing—just another attractive couple in the neighborhood. But as Beatrice reached out and curled her fingers around David’s ear, guiding him gently but firmly inside, the memory of Regina’s voice echoed in Claire’s mind.

Regina, the neighborhood gossip, had warned her.

All the husbands in her last neighborhood, Claire. She had them all under her thumb. To the point where she had to move to avoid the heat.

Claire had laughed it off then—Regina loved her gossip, loved to exaggerate. But now, watching Beatrice claim David with such casual authority, the whispered rumors solidified into something real.

But just before the door closed, Beatrice paused, her sharp eyes flicking upward. For a brief, electric moment, her gaze locked with Claire’s through the window. Claire froze, her breath caught in her chest, unable to look away.

Beatrice’s lips curled into the faintest, knowing smile, the kind that sent a chill racing down Claire’s spine. It wasn’t just confidence—it was triumph. The look of a woman who had just taken what she wanted and felt no need to hide it. There was no apology in her gaze, no shame—only calm, unshakable certainty, as if to say, Yes, I have him now. He belongs to me.

The door clicked shut, and Claire was left standing in the silence of her own home, staring into a scene that was no longer hers to witness.

The impact of that glance reverberated through her, leaving her chest tight and her knees weak. Claire’s mind raced, her emotions tangling into a knot she couldn’t untangle. Fury burned on the periphery of her thoughts, but it was drowned by something deeper, darker—something she couldn’t yet name.

Beatrice’s look had been a dismissal, a silent declaration that Claire was no longer a factor. And in that moment, Claire believed it. She felt small, powerless, lesser. Beatrice’s confidence was overwhelming, the effortless dominance of a woman who could take anything she wanted, consequences be damned.

Her heart thundered in her chest. The betrayal was obvious, even without proof, yet she stayed rooted, unable to move or think beyond the single fact that her husband had just walked willingly into another woman’s house. Her grip on the windowsill tightened as she willed herself to look away, to turn back to her life, but the pull of the house across the street was too strong.

Then, faintly, it happened. A sound carried across the quiet night air. Low, guttural, unmistakably male. Claire’s breath hitched, her body stiffening.

Her lips parted, the words slipping out before she could stop them. “God. They’re having sex in there.”

She felt her chest constrict, the hot flush of anger rising in her face. Her mind raced ahead of her, painting the ugliest, most vivid images. David and Beatrice tangled together, her commanding presence swallowing him whole. The thought twisted like a knife in her stomach. He climaxed for her. He — The faint, melodic sound of a phone ringing interrupted her thoughts, jolting her back to the present. A moment later, she heard Beatrice’s voice—soft, warm, indulgent—floating faintly through the night. Claire blinked, her brow furrowing.

“What?” she murmured, her voice unsteady. “How is she…?”

It didn’t make sense. The raw, primal sound she’d just heard—David’s climax, she was certain—was too fresh, too vivid. And yet here Beatrice was, speaking as if nothing had happened. Calm. Composed. Was she on the phone? Her tone was melodic, even playful. Claire’s stomach churned with confusion.

Her eyes darted back to the house, searching for something—anything—that could explain the discord. That’s when she saw him. A figure, low to the ground, creeping along the edge of Beatrice’s house.

Claire squinted, her breath catching. It was a man, naked, crawling on all fours. He wasn’t trying to hide. He wasn’t sneaking. He was simply… there, hovering just beneath the second-story window. Beatrice’s bedroom window. His head was tilted up, his body unnaturally still, as though he were listening intently for something she couldn’t hear.

A cold shiver ran down her spine. Her grip on the windowsill faltered, her hand flying to her mouth. What the hell am I seeing?

She swallowed hard, her pulse hammering. My God… she took a man and made him her naked guard dog.

Claire squinted, trying to make sense of his eerie stillness. Is he tied to something? His movements were strange—small, restless shifts, never straying too far. Her eyes flicked downward, searching.

A glint. At his throat.

A collar?

Her breath hitched. She followed the faint shimmer, barely visible in the dim glow of the streetlamp. Wait—what is that? A line. A thin, metallic track running above him.

She exhaled sharply, her stomach twisting. God damn it—yes, he’s chained to some rail.

She pressed her fingers to her lips, her voice barely above a whisper.

“Now doesn’t that beat any normalcy of imagination?”

Her gaze flicked back to the house, her thoughts spinning wildly. This wasn’t just strange; it was something otherworldly. It didn’t belong in the reality she thought she lived in. The scene before her—the calm phone call, the raw sound of release, the crawling man—it all blurred together into a surreal tableau she couldn’t make sense of.

Her chest tightened, and for a moment, she felt as though the air had been sucked from the room. She took him, Claire thought, the words hammering through her mind with relentless force. She plucked him right out of this house, out of my life. And now she’s… she’s destroyed us. Brutally. Completely.

The realization hit her like a blow, and her knees weakened under the weight of it. She gripped the windowsill to steady herself, her head spinning as the scene across the street burned itself into her mind.

But beneath the anger and confusion, beneath the sickening betrayal, there was something else. Something dark and unspoken, simmering just below the surface. It gnawed at the edges of her thoughts, but she pushed it down, refusing to let it take shape. Not yet.

Beatrice’s laughter carried faintly through the night, light and melodic, like a soft taunt. It sliced through Claire’s thoughts, sharp and unbearable. She pressed her hand harder against her mouth, her shoulders trembling as she tried to hold herself together.

Beatrice had him. And as Claire stood there, helpless and staring into the dark, she realized that she might not even know how to get him back.

What Claire didn’t know—what she couldn’t know—was that her husband had been locked in a chastity device for months, entirely under Beatrice’s control. The foundation of their marriage had already been irreparably shaken, and she was grasping at illusions of normalcy.

Minutes ticked by, and then a second phone call caught her attention. Claire leaned closer to the window, straining her ears to catch even a fragment of the conversation. Beatrice’s words were muffled, indistinct, but her tone was unmistakable—assured, relaxed, and utterly in control. It was a sound that made Claire’s stomach churn, her grip on the windowsill tightening as she fought to steady herself.

“She sounds so… certain,” Claire thought, her hands trembling. “Like she knows exactly how this is going to play out. Like she’s already won.”

The thought lingered, gnawing at her. It wasn’t just the sound of Beatrice’s voice; it was what it represented—an unshakable composure that felt impossible to challenge. The realization crept in like a shadow, chilling and undeniable. Claire wasn’t just up against David’s infidelity or his weakness. She was up against a woman who seemed untouchable, someone who moved through the world with an ease and confidence Claire could only dream of.

Her chest tightened as the glow from Beatrice’s house flickered invitingly across the street, as if the home itself mocked her. The jealousy, fear, and desperation swirled within her, each feeding the other in an endless, suffocating loop. She stayed rooted to the spot, her mind spinning, unsure of what to do next, powerless against the storm of emotions battering her from every side.

And then, beneath the anger and humiliation, something darker stirred—something Claire couldn’t quite name. It clawed at the edges of her thoughts, a faint pulse of something primal, something visceral. A thrill, sickening and alien. She tried to push it down, to smother it, but it was there, undeniable.

The knowledge that another woman—a better woman—had claimed her husband planted a cruel thought in her mind, a perverse fascination that twisted her insides. Her chest constricted as a haunting refrain echoed in her mind, unbidden and relentless: The winner takes it all, the loser standing small.

The words pierced her, cutting through her attempts at composure, leaving her trembling. She felt herself shrinking, retreating into the shadow of Beatrice’s power, her body heavy with shame and helplessness.

Her fingers tightened on the windowsill as she tried to gather herself, but her mind wouldn’t let go of the image of Beatrice’s triumphant smile. It replayed over and over, the look cutting through her like a blade. And worse, she couldn’t escape the gnawing thought that for one fleeting moment—just one fleeting moment—she had found it all unbearably, sickeningly erotic.

---

David lay hogtied on Beatrice’s bed, his body still trembling from the climax he had managed to force moments earlier. Yet, astonishingly, the satisfaction was fleeting—an unfulfilled release that left him yearning for more. His cock, now free from the confines of chastity, pulsed with renewed vigor, hard as a rock once again. This unrelenting arousal was something he had never experienced before, and the frustration churned inside him like a storm.

His face was pressed into her pillows, the soft fabric carrying the unmistakable scent of her. Beatrice. The lingering traces of her shampoo, the delicate hint of her perfume, the warmth of her skin imprinted on the very fibers—it surrounded him, overwhelmed him, seeped into his lungs with every trembling breath. The scent was intoxicating, a dizzying blend of power and femininity, and he inhaled deeply, helplessly, as if trying to pull her essence into himself.

The sheets beneath him bore a different imprint—a mingling of musk, of sweat, of the faint, telltale remnants of those who had surrendered to her before. The wrinkled fabric, marked with the echoes of torment and ecstasy, carried an almost tangible energy. Each crease, each indentation, seemed to whisper of submission.

His hips twitched involuntarily, his body moving in small, desperate motions against the mattress. The friction was maddening, and his thoughts were consumed by her—the way she walked, the way she spoke, the way her presence demanded obedience and ignited a fire deep within him.

For some reason, Claire—his wife, his partner in life—was nowhere in his mind. It was as if she no longer existed. The looming threat of a divorce, the possibility of her discovering his indiscretions, none of it mattered. In this moment, there was only Beatrice, and the hunger she awakened in him. His need for her eclipsed all logic, all fear. The shame of his actions, the betrayal he was committing, barely registered.

David’s hips ground harder into the mattress, his mind painting vivid images of Beatrice—her legs as she ascended the stairs, her teasing smile as she locked eyes with him, her hands tracing over his cock as she freed him. The thought of her, just downstairs, sent him spiraling deeper into his need. He could hear nothing but the pounding of his heart and the sound of his own ragged breathing, each gasp punctuated by a low moan as he sought that elusive second release.

But then, his trance was broken by the faint sound of Beatrice’s voice. His ears perked up, and he strained to listen. She was on the phone again, her melodic tone drifting faintly through the air. David couldn’t make out her words, but the calm confidence in her voice was unmistakable. It was as if nothing could shake her composure, as if she held all the cards and knew exactly how the night would unfold.

He paused, his grinding momentarily, his cock twitching against the mattress as his mind tried to process what he was hearing. The thought that Beatrice could be casually conversing on the phone, completely unbothered by the chaos she’d left him in, was both maddening and arousing. The control she had over him—over everyone in her orbit—was absolute.

Suddenly, the door swung open, and Beatrice stepped inside with an air of effortless command. She was still dressed in her champagne-colored silk pajama set, the camisole clinging to her curves, the satin accentuating the full, heavy outline of her chest. Her matching shorts skimmed the tops of her thighs, the fabric brushing against her flawless tan legs, which seemed to shimmer under the soft light. The gleam of her skin hinted at meticulous care, her entire presence radiating both sensuality and authority.

“Well, well, well,” she said, her voice laced with mockery as she sauntered toward him. “Look at you… left right where I placed you,” she laughed, her tone equal parts teasing and condescending.

David couldn’t see her from his facedown position, but he felt her presence as keenly as the tension in the air. The soft click of her heels against the floor sent a shiver through him, each step measured, unrushed, heightening his awareness of her approach.

She reached the bed and perched on the edge, her movements feline, graceful, luxuriating in the moment. A subtle shift in weight, and her long, elegant legs stretched out before her, one ankle crossing over the other with effortless ease.

Slowly, she lifted her foot, the arch of her sole pronounced as her toes pointed downward, the delicate ball of her foot pressing lightly against the insole of her opposite mule. A teasing nudge, the faintest push of pressure, and the shoe slipped loose, clinging for just a second before falling away with a quiet, final thud against the hardwood floor.

Freed, she flexed her bare toes in the air, stretching them with lazy, delicate pleasure, curling them slightly before extending them once more. Then, with languid precision, she brought her freed foot over to the other, her smooth, supple skin grazing against itself, a deliberate indulgence in her own movement. The pads of her toes pressed lightly against the remaining mule, coaxing it loose with slow, measured strokes, letting the friction tease it off in a series of small, sensual motions.

David could hear it, the barely-there rustle of movement, the whisper of her bare skin shifting against itself, the breathy exhale of silk against flesh. He swallowed hard.

A final, effortless flex of her foot, and the second mule slipped from her toes, dropping soundlessly onto the floor beside its pair. She arched her foot, stretching, rolling her ankle ever so slightly, savoring the liberation of being barefoot at last.

The mattress shifted beneath him as she crawled forward, the warmth of her bare soles brushing against his calf as she settled into place. The scent of her—expensive perfume, soft traces of lotion, the faintest whisper of warmth where her skin had been enclosed in her heels all evening—lingered around him, clouding his senses.

“Let me help you,” Beatrice murmured, her voice dripping with playful amusement as her manicured nails deftly released the restraints binding his ankles. David barely had time to process the relief before she moved with the unhurried confidence of someone who owned every inch of him. With effortless ease, she flipped him onto his back, leaving him utterly exposed beneath her.

David’s body tensed as he felt his hands still secured behind his back, helpless to shield himself from her gaze. His cock jutted upward, rock-hard and throbbing, every thick vein accentuated in the soft, warm glow of her bedroom light. There was no hiding, no pretense. His arousal was there for her inspection, unavoidably evident and humiliatingly undeniable.

Beatrice straddled his legs, her champagne-colored satin shorts grazing his skin in a maddeningly light caress. The cool fabric, combined with the gentle warmth of her thighs, sent shivers racing up his spine. Her body hovered just close enough to tantalize, her scent—a mix of soft florals and her own natural allure—enveloping him completely. She was so close, so intimate, so devastatingly feminine.

Her eyes traveled downward, taking in every detail of his exposed body. The smirk on her lips widened, and David felt his heart pound as though she were peeling back his very soul with just her gaze. “Look at you,” she murmured, her voice low and indulgent, the words slipping from her lips like molten honey. “So ready, so needy…”

David’s breath hitched, his hips instinctively shifting beneath her. The way she spoke to him, the way her eyes lingered—it made him feel not just seen but dissected, as though his every thought and desire were laid bare for her amusement.

But she didn’t immediately reach for his cock. Instead, she delicately trailed her fingers along his inner thighs; her touch was impossibly soft, like a feather's touch. David’s body jerked at the sensation, his muscles twitching uncontrollably as his skin came alive beneath her touch. She dragged her fingertips lazily, tracing patterns just millimeters from his straining erection, her calculated precision keeping him on the very edge of madness.

“Mistress,” he groaned, his voice breaking with desperation. His bound hands dug into the small of his back as he squirmed beneath her, every nerve in his body screaming for more.

Beatrice’s laugh was soft, almost musical, as though his agony was a delightful melody meant for her alone. “So sensitive,” she murmured, her fingers drifting lower, grazing the delicate skin of his balls. She cradled them, gently rolling them in her palm as if weighing their worth. David gasped; his spine arched, the sensation both maddening and addictive.

“You’ve been locked away for so long,” she mused, her tone equal parts mockery and sympathy. “No wonder you’re so… overwhelmed.” Her words sent a surge of heat coursing through him, her acknowledgment of his chastity only heightening his humiliation and arousal.

David’s cock throbbed visibly, the ache intensifying with every calculated movement of her fingers. She avoided it deliberately, her hands skimming around it like an artist carefully painting the negative space of a masterpiece. She grazed the sensitive crease where his thighs met his groin, teasing the nerves with a feather-light touch that made him gasp and twitch involuntarily.

He moaned low in his throat, his hips rising off the bed in a futile attempt to close the maddening gap between her touch and his aching cock. But Beatrice pressed her weight down firmly, pinning his legs with ease. He had no leverage, no control. He was utterly hers, his arousal laid bare for her to toy with at her leisure.

Beatrice tilted her head, her smirk deepening as her gaze raked over David’s trembling body. Her satin-clad thighs gently pressed against his legs, their smooth texture brushing his skin with a maddening intimacy. She sat poised, effortlessly commanding, her presence both sensual and overwhelming.

“Well,” she began, her voice a silken murmur, “it’s not bad. It’s not that bad.” Her eyes glinted with amusement as she let the words linger, her fingers lazily tracing circles along the sensitive crease of his thighs, deliberately avoiding his cock. David shuddered beneath her, his breath hitching at her teasing touch.

Beatrice leaned closer, her breath warm against his chest as she added, “I was thinking… perhaps we should call it a day. Send you back to your hag.”

David froze, his body stiffening with panic. Her words landed like a blow, but the seductive lilt of her tone left him reeling.

She tilted her head, as though deep in thought. “She was watching, you know. At the window.” Beatrice’s lips curved into a wicked smile. “I wonder how much she saw. Do you think she knows what you’re doing here?”

David’s head shook violently, a frantic, pleading motion that left no room for ambiguity. “No,” he choked out, his voice desperate, trembling. “Please… Mistress…”

Beatrice’s laugh was soft, lilting, like a cat toying with its prey. Her hand drifted closer to his cock, stopping just short of touching it. With deliberate slowness, she raised her fingers and delivered a light, playful slap to the rigid shaft.

The impact sent a sharp jolt of pleasure coursing through David, his body jerking involuntarily. Beatrice tilted her head, watching his reaction with obvious delight, her smirk deepening. She tapped his cock again, the motion playful but precise, sending it swaying from side to side.

“Or…” she purred, her voice low and sultry as her fingers grazed the base of his shaft, “should we release you from this tension now? What say, hmm?”

David’s hips bucked instinctively, his cock straining upward in an unspoken answer. He didn’t care about her mention of Claire, didn’t care about anything beyond the heat of her thighs and the promise in her voice. His body begged for her, trembling with need, every nerve alight with anticipation.

Beatrice chuckled, her amusement mingling with a predatory hunger. She shifted, her satin shorts brushing against his skin in a way that made him gasp. Her hand moved lower, cupping his balls with the lightest pressure, rolling them slowly in her palm as though testing his limits.

“You’re such a mess,” she murmured, her tone dripping with mockery and seduction. “Look at you. Begging without even saying the words. You’d do anything, wouldn’t you?”

David groaned, his head falling back against the mattress. His hips twitched upward again, seeking her touch, but Beatrice remained in complete control. Her fingers moved with agonizing slowness, teasing the delicate skin of his inner thighs, brushing just close enough to his cock to make him gasp, then pulling away again.

She leaned forward; her silky hair brushed against his chest, a faint tickle making him shiver. Her lips curved into a teasing smile as she brought her mouth close to his ear, her breath warm and deliberate.

“So,” she whispered, her voice a soft purr. “What do you think, hmm? Should I let you come? Or should we call it a day?”

She paused, her smirk deepening as her fingers delicately traced along the edge of his thigh. “Actually, maybe I’ll wait… let you stew in this tension for a while longer. Perhaps a year? Or two?”

Her eyes flicked downward, assessing his aching, desperate cock with amused detachment. “Of course, I’d have to put your little cage back on,” she mused, dragging a single fingernail along the sensitive skin of his inner thigh, just close enough to make him shudder. “Surely your wife wouldn’t mind. It would make you a good boy for me, wouldn’t it?”

She let the question hang, her voice dipping into something darker, more deliberate. “In fact, I’ve been considering an upgrade for you. A new model.” Her lips curled wickedly. “Something truly inescapable. The kind of chastity that… defines a man.”

Her fingers trailed higher, barely ghosting over his balls, making his body tense, every nerve alight. “I just got my hands on something exquisite. Stainless steel—unyielding. No way out, no chance of release, not even the possibility of slipping free. The moment it locks, it becomes a part of you, molding to your body, just like I mold my captives to my liking.”

She let out a small, delighted hum, as though imagining it already in place. “Oh, you’d look so perfect in it, locked away indefinitely, the weight of it reminding you every second that your release—your pleasure—isn’t yours anymore.”

Her thumb pressed lightly against the base of his shaft, not enough to offer relief, just enough to remind him who controlled it. “So what do you think? Should I put it on now, seal you up tight and safe for a long, long time?” She laughed softly, tilting her head. “Or should I be merciful… let you cum first, and then lock you away?”

David’s body writhed beneath her, his desperation spilling over into frantic, incoherent whispers. “Please… please, Mistress,” he begged, his voice thick with need.

Beatrice laughed, the sound sending shivers through him. She tapped his cock once more, watching it twitch under her touch with a look of smug satisfaction. “We’ll see,” she murmured, her tone as much a promise as a threat.

David’s eyes squeezed shut, his jaw clenched as a guttural moan escaped his lips. Every word, every touch, every shift of her body against his sent him spiraling deeper into his need. She was everywhere, consuming his senses, making the world beyond this bed fade into nothingness. There was only Beatrice—her scent, her voice, her impossible control.

Finally, she let her delicate fingers glide down, warm and deliberate, until they reached the base of his cock. No teasing featherlight touch—her hands were soft, utterly smooth, their warmth sinking into his skin, making him shudder. The contrast between her delicate touch and the aching stiffness beneath it sent a tremor through his body, his hips twitching involuntarily beneath her.

Beatrice chuckled, a satisfied purr that made his cock throb violently in the air, desperate for more.

“Poor thing,” she murmured, her fingers curling gently around his shaft, her long, slender fingers applying just enough pressure to make him moan. Her grip wasn’t indulgent—just enough to remind him of what she could give him… and what she could so easily deny.

Her perfectly manicured nails grazed teasingly along his length before drifting downward, her touch so soft, so devastatingly feminine, as she began tracing slow, deliberate circles around his balls. The warmth of her skin, the elegance of her hands—it was too much, too overwhelming.

“You’re so desperate,” she mused, her voice laced with mock pity as her fingers toyed with his most vulnerable places. “So fragile.”

David’s head fell back against the mattress, his body writhing with the exquisite torment of her teasing. He was nothing in her hands—a trembling, needy mess, stripped of all pride and logic. Every nerve in his body was alight with the craving for her touch, yet she kept him teetering on the brink, offering him only fragments of relief.

And still, he wanted more. Needed more. The ache, the tension, the unbearable anticipation—none of it mattered if it meant being beneath her, at her mercy. Beatrice had him, body and soul, and there was no escape from her intoxicating power.

And then, just as her experienced hands stroked his cock with maddening precision, she stopped abruptly. Her touch vanished, replaced by the cool air that only heightened David’s unbearable sensitivity. Beatrice’s brow furrowed as she leaned forward, her gaze narrowing with a sudden intensity that sent a chill racing through him.

Her fingers grasped his shaft with clinical precision, tilting and moving it, her eyes scanning as if conducting a detailed inspection. David’s heart pounded in his chest, panic creeping in as he registered the change in her demeanor.

“I see traces of semen,” she said at last, her voice calm but carrying a sharp undertone that sliced through the haze of his arousal.

David’s breath hitched, his stomach lurching. He tried to steady himself, but the weight of her words bore down on him. Beatrice’s eyes flicked up to meet his, sharp and unyielding, her expression unreadable yet deeply unsettling.

“Well,” she said, after a pause that felt like an eternity, “it looks like you dared to cum…” Her words hung in the air, deliberate and heavy with accusation. Then, reclining, she delivered the final blow with devastating clarity. “…on my mattress.”

David’s face drained of color, and his body began to tremble. His cock, still painfully hard, twitched helplessly as his mind raced to process her words. Fear gripped him as he scrambled for an explanation, his thoughts spiraling into chaos.

“No! Mistress, I—I didn’t mean to—” he stammered, his voice cracking with terror. “You left me, and you told me to rub my cock, didn’t you? I thought… I thought it was okay.”

Beatrice tilted her head, her lips curling into a slow, icy smile that made his stomach twist. Her expression oozed mockery, her disappointment palpable. The faint arch of her brow was more damning than any shouted reprimand, her silence crushing his feeble attempts at justification.

“You thought it was okay?” she repeated, her voice a soft, dangerous murmur. “You thought?”

David’s breath came faster, his chest heaving as he tried to salvage the moment. “I misunderstood,” he cried desperately, his voice shaking. “If I had known—if I understood—I wouldn’t have done it!”

Beatrice’s laugh was soft and biting, a sound that made the hairs on the back of his neck stand on end. “I told you,” she said, her tone sharp and mocking, “you could wiggle that little wee wee of yours.” She enunciated the words with exaggerated disdain, each syllable landing like a whip crack. “But I never—ever—gave you permission to cum.”

David’s eyes widened as the full weight of her words sank in. His body trembled as he struggled to find the right words, his desperation spilling over. “I’m sorry,” he pleaded, his voice cracking with raw panic. “I misunderstood, Mistress Beatrice. Please, I’m begging you—please don’t punish me!”

But Beatrice’s expression didn’t soften. Her eyes bore into his with an icy resolve, her dominance absolute. “No, David,” she said, her voice calm but devoid of sympathy. “You know very well that any infraction—no matter how small—is followed by severe punishment.”

Her words were measured, deliberate, and final. There was no room for argument, no reprieve, no mercy. She leaned back, her gaze sweeping over his trembling form, and the weight of her authority pressed down on him like a physical force.

“Wait… but for God’s sake!” David blurted, his desperation pushing him to overstep.

Beatrice’s demeanor shifted in an instant, her eyes narrowing dangerously as she straightened to her full height. Her body radiated fury, her presence towering over him like a thunderstorm about to break. “Don’t you dare ‘for God’s sake’ on me!” she snapped, her voice cracking through the room with the precision and force of a whip.

Without another word, Beatrice reached for the cane hanging neatly nearby. Her movements were deliberate, each one infused with a calm, menacing authority that sent a chill coursing through David’s trembling body. She grasped the cane with a firm, practiced grip, the smooth wood an extension of her command. With a flick of her wrist, she tested its flexibility, the sharp snap echoing in the room like a prelude to his doom.

The faint swish of the cane slicing through the air was terrifying, and David’s breathing quickened as his eyes widened in sheer panic. Bound, exposed, and utterly vulnerable, he lay helpless as Beatrice positioned herself with chilling precision.

The first strike came with a sharp, earsplitting CRACK. The cane landed viciously across his bare thighs, and David’s scream erupted from deep within, primal and filled with raw, unfiltered agony. “AHHHhhhhhh!” His body jolted violently, convulsing as the fiery pain tore through his legs.

Beatrice didn’t pause. Her face was beautifully intense now, her cheeks flushed a vivid pink, her lips parted as she inhaled deeply from the exertion. She raised the cane again, her muscles taut with focus. The second blow came swiftly, landing directly over the welted spot with surgical precision.

CRACK.

David screamed again, the sound broken and desperate. “Ouuutchhh! Please, Mistress! Please, no more!” his voice choked with anguish.

Beatrice’s lips curled into a chilling smirk, her teeth catching the light as she laughed cruelly, the sound like ice on fire. Her hair clung to her temples, dampened by the rising heat of her effort. “No more?” she repeated mockingly, her voice dripping with cold amusement. “Oh, David, we’ve only just begun. I told you—any infraction, no matter how small, has consequences.”

Her expression was radiant with exertion, her flushed cheeks contrasting with the sharp gleam in her eyes. She lifted the cane once more, her movements infused with sadistic purpose. When the next strike landed, it was with all her might, the THWACK echoing through the room as the cane bit into the tender flesh of his other thigh.

David’s body seized, his howl ripping through the air. “AHHHhhhh! Stop, please stop!” he wailed, his face wet with tears and sweat. But his pleas only seemed to fuel her intensity.

Beatrice struck again, her arms moving with rhythm and force, each lash painting angry red streaks across his flesh. She exhaled sharply with every blow, her body working as if it were part of a symphony of discipline. The exertion made her even more stunning—her face glowing with the flush of effort, her breath deepening, her skin glistening faintly in the light.

“Mercy, Mistress! Please! AHHHhh!” David sobbed, his voice unraveling into incoherent cries, his body writhing beneath her relentless assault.

Her breaths came heavier now, but the spark in her eyes burned brighter, her lips curling into a feral smile as she continued. There was something primal in the way she wielded the cane, something raw and unrestrained as she let loose her strength, her disappointment pouring out through the force of each strike.

As David thrashed wildly, trying in vain to flip onto his stomach, Beatrice let out a dark, breathless laugh. “Oh, trying to run, are we?” she sneered, her voice roughened by the effort but no less commanding. “Pathetic.”

She delivered a blistering strike across the backs of his thighs, her arm flexing with exertion as the cane landed with brutal vengeance. David howled, his voice cracking under the weight of his suffering. Beatrice’s chest rose and fell as her body relished the physicality of the act, the rush of power and release mingling with her absolute dominance.

Finally, with a frantic surge of energy, David managed to roll onto his stomach, his bound arms pinned beneath him. He panted heavily, his sweat-slicked body quaking from the intensity of the pain. Beatrice adjusted her stance with ease, her predatory gaze locked onto the lower curve of his exposed ass.

The cane lashed out again, landing with a resounding CRACK across the tender flesh of his buttocks. “AHHHhhhhhhh!” David howled, his body lurching upward from the impact. The pain was unbearable, a white-hot explosion that left him writhing and gasping for air.

“You think flipping over will save you?” Beatrice growled, her voice sharp and dripping with authority. Her cheeks were flushed, her face glowing from the physical exertion, and a faint sheen of sweat glistened along her brow and temples, catching the light as she moved. The sight of her, so intense and commanding, was both terrifying and captivating.

“You’ll learn to take your punishment properly, David!” she snapped, her tone as biting as the cane itself. She brought it down again, this time across the tops of his thighs, the blow sending another agonized scream tearing from his throat.

But David’s panic-fueled survival instincts took over. Despite the unbearable pain, he began inching toward the edge of the bed, his movements frantic and uncoordinated. Beatrice followed him, her cane whistling through the air with ruthless precision. Each strike found a new target—his sides, his back, his legs—wherever she chose to land the blow.

“Stay still, boy!” she barked, punctuating her command with a vicious strike to his flank. Her breath came faster now, her chest rising and falling as the sheen of sweat on her skin deepened. Her glowing, reddened face radiated an intensity that only heightened the terror of her unrelenting discipline.

David’s cries were incoherent, a cacophony of screams, gasps, and desperate pleas. “Ouuutchhh! Please, Mistress! I beg you, mercy!”

Finally, with one last chaotic effort, David tumbled off the bed, landing hard on the floor with a muffled thud. His body quivered as he tried to push himself upright, his breath coming in shallow, ragged gasps. Still bound, his movements were clumsy and pitiful, his hands uselessly tied behind his back. Desperation surged through him as he stumbled toward the locked door, his bare knees scraping against the floor.

The door loomed just ahead, the knob so tantalizingly close. He lunged for it, his fingers straining uselessly behind him, the restraint cruelly mocking his attempt at escape. His forehead touched the cool surface of the door as he fumbled helplessly. If only his hands were free… It would be so simple to turn the handle, so easy to slip away. The thought burned in his mind, an unbearable ache, knowing it was impossible.

The cane struck his back with a ferocious SWISH-CRACK, sending him stumbling forward, his body jerking violently from the force. “AHHHhhh!” he cried out, the pain igniting his nerves as his knees buckled beneath him.

“You’re not going anywhere, boy,” Beatrice taunted, her voice calm and dripping with mockery.

David trembled as he tried once more to reach the handle, his bound hands twisting awkwardly behind him. He was met with the same futility. His forehead thudded against the door, a small, defeated sob escaping his lips.

The cane lashed out again, striking his exposed side with unerring precision. The fiery pain seared through him, driving him to his knees. “Please, Mistress! Let me out! I’ll do anything!” he wailed, his voice raw and pleading. But the door remained unyielding, an impassable barrier that taunted him as much as she did.

Beatrice stood just a few feet behind him, her smirk widening as she watched his pitiful struggle. The light sheen of sweat on her flushed face caught the soft glow of the room, her chest rising and falling as her breath slowed from the earlier exertion. She moved closer with measured grace, her steps deliberate and predatory, the faint rustle of her satin shorts brushing against her thighs.

“You poor thing,” she murmured, her voice laced with a cruel amusement. “You really thought you could escape?”

Before David could react, her smooth, shapely knee shot up sharply, the soft curve of her skin belying the brutal precision with which it slammed into his balls.

The effect was instantaneous. For her, it was nothing—a casual, almost thoughtless motion, her elegant knee lifting gracefully, a movement as effortless as it was devastating. But for him, it was an explosion of agony. A guttural, agonized scream tore from his throat as his body crumpled to the floor. “AHHHhhh… ouchhh… noooo…” he cried, writhing in torment, his bound hands useless against the searing pain radiating from his core.

He curled in on himself instinctively, his chest pressed to the ground as his face rested just inches from her feet. Through the haze of agony, his eyes caught a sudden detail—her bare feet, no longer encased in her signature high heels.

Her toes were delicate and immaculate, the nails coated in a soft pink polish with a crisp, feminine French tip. The faint sheen of her supple, flawless skin, shone gently in the light. Every curve, every detail of her arches and heels was mesmerizing, unbearably close and vivid. The faintest scent of her skin lingered in the air, subtly intoxicating, mixing with the raw pain that coursed through him.

“Look at you,” Beatrice said, her voice soft yet mocking. She subtly flexed her toes, shifting her weight with effortless elegance. “Crawling at my feet, exactly where you belong.”

David’s breath came in ragged gasps, his face flushed with humiliation and pain as he lay crumpled before her. His lips trembled as his tears mingled with the sweat on his face, the image of her feet etched deeply into his overwhelmed mind. He whimpered softly, his voice barely audible, as the reality of his helplessness set in: there was no escape. Not from her.

David lay crumpled on the floor, his body convulsing with the aftershocks of pain. His bound hands were useless, pressing awkwardly into his back as he gasped for air, his forehead pressed against the cool surface of the floor. The throb in his groin was unbearable, radiating through his entire body, leaving him quivering and broken.

Beatrice stood over him, calm and composed, her sweat-slicked, reddened face glowing faintly from exertion. She changed position, her bare feet appearing in his indistinct sight. Without the sharp edge of her signature heels, there was nothing between him and the soft, feminine flesh of her feet.

A faint smirk curled her lips as she raised one foot, the elegant arch flexing subtly, her French-tipped toes glinting in the light. Slowly, deliberately, she placed her sole against his cheek. The warmth of her skin, impossibly smooth, contrasted with the chill of the floor beneath him. She started with a soft touch, as though testing his resistance, before adding just enough pressure to emphasize her control.

David’s breath hitched, his body stiffening under the weight of her touch. The softness of her sole belied the sheer dominance of the gesture, her bare foot resting against his face like a seal of ownership.

“You see,” she murmured, her voice silky and calm, “this is exactly where you belong.” She tilted her head, watching him intently as she slid her foot downward, the ball of her foot grazing his jawline, her toes touching his lips before she pressed against his cheek once more.

David whimpered, his face burning with humiliation, but his body remained motionless, powerless to resist. The scent of her skin—subtle and intoxicating—lingered in the air, mixing with the faint remnants of her exertion. He could feel the faint texture of her skin against his own, a visceral reminder of just how utterly beneath her he was.

Beatrice shifted her weight, raising her other foot and using it to nudge his head sideways, forcing him to tilt his face further toward the ground. The movement was effortless for her, a lazy gesture that emphasized her complete command. For David, it was another reminder of his utter debasement, his face now pressed against the floor, her feet the only thing keeping him grounded.

“You look good down there,” she said with a mocking lilt, her voice tinged with amusement as she tapped her toes against his temple. “So small. So pathetic.”

Her foot pressed more firmly against his head, pushing his cheek into the cold floor as her weight shifted. The pressure wasn’t enough to hurt, but it was deliberate, a declaration of her dominance. She stood tall above him, her free foot planted firmly beside his head, the faint sheen of sweat on her glowing skin catching the light. It was a victory pose in every sense—a tableau of power, beauty, and control.

David’s breathing was ragged, his face flushed as tears pricked at the corners of his eyes, even if he refused to let them fall. The physicality of the moment—the warmth of her skin, the weight of her body, the sheer proximity of her feminine presence—was overwhelming.

Beatrice chuckled softly, shifting her foot, rubbing her sole against his cheek in a slow, deliberate way. “You’re so quiet now,” she mused, her tone dripping with mockery. “What’s wrong? Cat got your tongue?”

She lifted her foot briefly, letting it hover just above his trembling face, before lowering it gracefully to the floor. The smooth curve of her arch settled against the ground, her toes flexing slightly in invitation.

“Kiss it,” she commanded simply, her voice low and commanding.

David hesitated. His lips parted, but the sheer weight of his humiliation, the overwhelming depth of his subjugation, made his body resist—just for a fleeting moment.

That moment was a mistake.

He barely had time to register the shift behind him before he felt it—something cool, slender, and unmistakably firm gliding between the cleft of his ass cheeks. The sensation was slow, deliberate. A cane. The same cane that had broken him moments ago. He had almost forgotten about it, foolishly believed it was no longer a factor.

Beatrice pressed the smooth shaft of it right against his entrance, teasing, threatening—a silent warning. She couldn’t penetrate him from where she stood, but she didn’t need to. The message was clear: do as you’re told, or I’ll take this somewhere even darker.

David’s breath hitched violently, his entire body tensing. He could feel the heat radiating from her presence, the weight of her dominance pressing in from all sides. He was completely at her mercy.

His hesitation shattered.

With a soft, shuddering exhale, he lowered his lips to the delicate curve of her sole, brushing against it in a trembling, reverent kiss. His breath warmed the arch of her foot, his submission absolute.

Beatrice’s smirk widened, watching him with a glint of satisfaction.

“That’s better,” she purred, applying the faintest bit more pressure with the cane before slowly, almost lazily, withdrawing it.

She reached down, tapping the tip against his cheek, as if rewarding a well-trained pet.

Her bare feet, grounded and unyielding, were a symbol of her triumph.

And his face, pressed in supplication beneath them, was a testament to her absolute control.


Into Her Domain

Claire’s heart raced as the sharp cracks of the cane echoed through the still night, cutting through the fragile composure she had clung to. Her body stiffened, and her chest heaved as she whispered to herself, "Wow, this woman is insane." Her hands trembled as she hastily adjusted her hoodie, pulling it tighter around her plump frame, the soft fabric clinging to her damp skin. She shoved her feet into her sneakers, their laces already frayed, and stepped out into the cold. The loose lounge pants she wore billowed slightly in the night breeze, emphasizing her hurried, disheveled state. The air bit at her cheeks as she marched across the street, her steps deliberate but shaky, fueled by anger and an undercurrent of dread.

The door loomed before her—a massive, intimidating structure of dark wood, its heavy surface gleaming faintly under the streetlights. It seemed to breathe authority, matching everything she already hated about the woman inside. Claire stopped, her fists clenched at her sides as she stared at it. Her initial anger faltered, giving way to a suffocating wave of self-doubt. What was she doing? Could she really knock? Could she face the woman who had torn her life apart with such calculated ease?

Her hand hovered near the doorbell, trembling as the thought of Beatrice answering paralyzed her. She saw the sharp gaze she remembered so vividly, the mocking curl of Beatrice’s lips as their eyes had met an hour ago. Claire’s stomach churned. Her courage wavered, and her arm dropped back to her side. She couldn’t do it. Not yet.

Her gaze darted upward toward the house. She knew Beatrice’s bedroom was on the right side, out of sight from here. The thought of what could be happening up there burned in her mind, vivid and unbearable. Her breath caught as she moved toward the shadows along the edge of the house, careful to step lightly on the grass and gravel. The night felt thick around her, each sound amplified—the crunch of stones, the rustle of the breeze, even her own breathing.

She froze at the corner of the house, her eyes scanning the darkness. Her heart pounded as she remembered the man she’d seen before—the naked human dog who had crawled beneath Beatrice’s window. The image of him, low to the ground, his body unnaturally still, sent a shiver down her spine. She peeked cautiously around the corner, her nerves on edge, half-expecting to see him again, waiting and watching. But the yard was empty.

Her steps were slow and deliberate as she moved along the side of the house. The air was damp and chilly, clinging to her skin, but she hardly noticed. Her focus was locked on the glowing bedroom window ahead, the faint light spilling onto the grass like a cruel beacon. She stopped beneath it, her body pressed against the cool exterior wall. Her breath came in shallow gasps, her chest tightening as her mind swirled with emotions she couldn’t name.

She tilted her head up, staring at the light above her. Inside, Beatrice lived a life that had crushed Claire’s own. She imagined David in there, tangled with that woman, powerless and consumed. The thought should have filled her with rage, and it did—on the surface. But beneath the anger, something darker simmered. She hated it, tried to smother it, but it clawed its way to the surface.

She felt small standing here, under this house that wasn’t hers, under a window that held the answers she both craved and feared. Beatrice was everything Claire was not—beautiful, commanding, effortlessly dominant. The knowledge burned. It was humiliating. And yet, as Claire’s thoughts spiraled, she felt something she couldn’t explain. Her knees weakened, her breath hitched, and her body betrayed her with sensations she didn’t want to feel. Her nipples tightened against the soft fabric of her hoodie, her stomach clenched, and her pulse throbbed in her throat.

This woman had taken everything from her. She had stolen David, shattered her marriage, and reduced Claire to this trembling, helpless state. And yet… Claire felt a terrible, forbidden thrill coursing through her. Beatrice’s control, her effortless dominance, was intoxicating in a way that Claire couldn’t reconcile. Her fists clenched at her sides, her breathing shallow and uneven as she willed herself to focus. This is wrong. So wrong.

But her body betrayed her. The sensation hit her suddenly, fiercely—warmth pooling between her legs, then spilling down along her inner thigh. A soft, wet trail followed, soaking into her lounge pants and clinging to her skin. She gasped softly, her face burning with shame as the intensity of her arousal overtook her. The wetness wasn’t just damp—it was gushing, spilling from her like an uncontrollable flood. The sensation of it, hot and undeniable, sent her pulse racing. Claire squeezed her thighs together, her knees trembling, but it only heightened the awareness of her body’s betrayal.

Almost instinctively, her hand drifted down, brushing against the soaked fabric between her legs. Her breath hitched as she felt the warmth and slickness, the undeniable evidence of her arousal. For a moment, she froze, horrified by her own actions, but her fingers flexed, pressing gently against herself. A soft whimper escaped her lips as the friction sent a shiver racing through her. Her chest heaved, her mind screaming at her to stop, but her body leaned into the forbidden sensation, trembling under the weight of its own need. The shame only deepened the thrill, and as her fingers moved tentatively, Claire couldn’t tell if she wanted to fight it… or surrender completely.

What is wrong with me? she thought, horrified. Her moral instincts screamed at her, demanding she look away, that she stop feeling this way. But the raw power Beatrice exuded, even in her absence, gripped Claire like nothing she had ever known. The woman hadn’t just taken her husband—she had taken something from Claire too, something deeper. And somehow, in this moment, Claire was unsure whether to resist or yield entirely.

Her moral system fought its way back to the forefront. No. This ends tonight. She wasn’t going to stand here like some pathetic voyeur, succumbing to these sickening feelings. She would confront David, drag him back if she had to, or she would make him regret every moment he had ever spent with that woman. Divorce. Justice. Whatever it took, she would regain control.

And yet, she didn’t move. The pull of the window, the light, the power emanating from this house—it held her rooted in place. Her anger at David, at the woman inside, at herself, churned together into an unbearable storm. The night pressed in around her, and she stayed frozen, her mind and body at war, helpless against the strange mix of humiliation, fear, and a deep, unspoken craving she couldn’t name.

Then it happened. From behind her came the sound of movement—a rustle in the bushes, the whisper of motion slicing through the still air. Claire’s breath hitched, her body freezing instinctively. She barely had time to react before something struck her with brutal force. The impact knocked the air from her lungs, her startled gasp cutting short as a rough, unyielding hand clamped over her mouth. The muffled cry she tried to release vanished into the night.

Her entire body was yanked backward with violent force, her feet barely skimming the ground as she flailed helplessly. Panic exploded in her chest, her heart pounding like a drumbeat in her ears. She clawed at the hand over her mouth, her nails scraping desperately, but the grip was unrelenting.

Twisting her head frantically, Claire managed a glimpse of her assailant in the faint glow from the window above. Her stomach dropped, a fresh wave of terror coursing through her as she recognized the face: it was Jaspar. The so-called “human dog,” Beatrice’s grotesquely loyal servant, his blank, animalistic devotion to her infamous. He was no longer some shadow in the yard—he was here, overpowering her.

Her hoodie clung to her skin as she struggled, the soft fabric twisting with her movements. The lounge pants she had worn in haste offered no protection as the cold night air bit into her legs. She kicked wildly, her sneakers scraping against the ground, but Jaspar’s strength was unyielding. His arm, thick and powerful, wrapped around her waist, locking her in place as he dragged her further into the shadows.

Oh God. No. This isn’t happening. Claire’s mind raced, her thoughts spiraling into chaos. She thrashed harder, desperate to break free, her nails tearing at his arm, but Jaspar didn’t even flinch. A low, guttural chuckle escaped his throat, the sound sending an icy chill down her spine. Her muffled cries grew frantic, but the pressure of his hand over her mouth stifled every sound. She could feel the calloused roughness of his palm against her skin, the smell of his sweat suffocating her as tears burned in her eyes.

The window disappeared from view as Jaspar dragged her further into the darkness of the yard. The faint glow from the house faded, replaced by the oppressive blackness of the backyard. Her breaths came in shallow, desperate gasps through her nose, her chest heaving with the effort of fighting against him. She was running out of strength, her muscles screaming in protest as her struggles grew weaker.

Claire’s head spun, the adrenaline coursing through her veins now turning to dizzying fear. She twisted again, craning her neck in a futile attempt to spot someone—anyone—who could help. But there was nothing. No sign of salvation. Just the oppressive stillness of the night and the terrifying realization that she was completely alone.

Her mind screamed with questions and dread. What does he want? What is he going to do to me? Images of horror flashed through her thoughts, each more terrible than the last. She couldn’t think straight; the panic was too overwhelming, her mind and body consumed by fear.

Jaspar’s movements were deliberate and unhurried, his grip tightening as she continued to resist. Her kicks grew weaker, her strength ebbing as exhaustion set in. She could feel the ground shifting beneath her sneakers, the damp grass giving way to rougher terrain as they moved deeper into the yard. Her hoodie slipped slightly off one shoulder, the fabric pulling against her as she struggled, exposing her skin to the chill of the night. It felt symbolic—another layer of her defenses peeling away as her helplessness deepened.

Tears streaked down her face, warm against the cold air, but her fear left no room for shame. This can’t be real. This is a nightmare. This is a madhouse. Why did I come here? she thought, the words circling through her mind in a desperate loop. Her lips trembled beneath his hand, her muffled cries now reduced to faint whimpers as her body shook uncontrollably.

The world around her felt like it was collapsing, the shadows pressing closer, suffocating her. She didn’t even dare pray; the fear was too consuming. The only thought that remained, bitter and sharp, was the horrible truth she couldn’t ignore: she was trapped. Jaspar had her in his clutches, and there was no escape.

The cold finality of that realization settled over her like a shroud, heavy and inescapable. Claire’s mind screamed for a way out, but her body had no strength left to fight. She was helpless in the grip of a man who seemed more beast than human, and as the night swallowed her, she knew with a sinking certainty that this was only the beginning.

----

Inside Beatrice’s bedroom, the atmosphere was intoxicating—warm, fragrant, and charged with a sensual tension that left David on the brink of delirium. He was completely naked, seated on the bed with his back leaning against two large, plush pillows. His legs were spread, his hands cuffed tightly behind him, leaving him utterly vulnerable. His cock stood hard and throbbing, its pulse matching the rapid beat of his heart. Beatrice was seated directly in front of him on the same bed, her body casually reclining as if she hadn’t a care in the world, yet every movement was deliberate, every gesture calculated to torment him further.

Her legs stretched out luxuriously, the delicate glow of her tanned skin illuminated by the soft, ambient light of the room. Her silky, champagne-colored shorts clung to her hips, riding up slightly to reveal more of her flawless thighs. She leaned back on her elbows, her posture effortless, the curve of her strong abdominals catching the light. But it was her feet that consumed David entirely. They hovered just inches from his face, rolling and cycling gracefully in the air as if she were performing an elegant, slow-motion ballet.

Her toes were immaculate, each one adorned with a soft, glossy pink polish that caught the light with every flex and stretch. The delicate anklet around her slender right ankle glimmered subtly, the gold chain accentuating the arch of her foot as she moved. Her insteps curved like the perfect arc of a bow, her high arches forming a flawless bridge that seemed almost otherworldly in its beauty. Her soles, smooth and glowing, were tinged with a soft pink at the ball and heel, a mark of perfection that only heightened her allure.

“Such a good exercise for the abdominals, David,” Beatrice said casually, her voice lilting with amusement. She flexed her legs again, drawing slow, deliberate circles in the air. “Did you know that?”

David’s mouth was dry, his eyes locked on her feet as they moved, tantalizingly close but always just out of reach. He swallowed hard, his thoughts a chaotic haze of lust and submission. “Yes, Mistress,” he managed to croak, though he hadn’t truly processed her words. His entire being was consumed by the sight before him—the mesmerizing movement of her legs, the delicate strength of her ankles, and the intoxicating curves of her arches.

Beatrice’s lips formed a knowing smirk as she watched him, her head tilting slightly. “You’re not even listening,” she teased, her tone mocking yet playful. As if to draw him further out of his haze, she extended one foot and tapped lightly on his chest. The soft contact sent a jolt through him, his body tensing in response. Her touch was featherlight, her toes grazing his skin with an almost teasing rhythm.

David let out a soft gasp, his eyes darting up to meet hers briefly before returning to her feet. She continued her playful torment, tapping her toes along his chest, drawing circles and lines as if he were nothing more than her canvas. “So captivated,” she murmured, her tone dripping with mockery. “Are my feet all you can think about, David?”

“Yes, Mistress,” he admitted breathlessly, his voice shaking with arousal. “Oh, my God, you are so beautiful—everything about you. I… I’m so aroused.”

Her smirk deepened as she raised her feet higher, resting them effortlessly on his shoulders. David could feel the soft warmth of her soles against his skin, the gentle pressure of her toes curling slightly as she settled. His entire body trembled under her touch, the intimacy of the moment overwhelming. Then, with a graceful movement, she slid one foot forward, her toes brushing against his cheek.

“Let’s see how obedient you really are,” she said softly, her tone taking on a mocking edge. She tapped his lips lightly with her toes, her movements deliberate and teasing. “Kiss, David. Kiss.”

Without hesitation, he obeyed, pressing his lips to her toes with a reverence that bordered on desperation. The subtle scent of her complexion, a mix of lavender and vanilla, flooded his senses, leaving him dizzy with arousal. Each kiss was soft and lingering, his lips brushing along the perfect curve of her toes. She giggled softly, a sound that sent shivers down his spine.

“Good boy,” she purred, her toes tapping lightly against his lips. “Tell me, David—do you know how to suck toes?”

David’s mouth opened slightly, his lips trembling as he hesitated, unsure how to form a response. Beatrice’s expression shifted suddenly, her lips curving into a sly, teasing smile as she widened her eyes theatrically, mocking him as though she were asking the most serious, earnest question in the world. “Hmm?” she added, leaning in slightly as if genuinely awaiting his answer. “Do you?”

Before he could even stammer a reply, Beatrice seized the moment, pressing her big toe past his parted lips, cutting him off entirely. His mouth closed instinctively around it, his tongue hesitantly brushing against her warm skin.

“There we go,” she murmured, her voice dropping to a velvety, almost condescending tone as her toe rested firmly in his mouth. “Yes, that’s it… just like sucking a lollipop.” Her smile deepened as she tilted her head, her golden anklet catching the soft light with every slight movement of her foot. She watched him intently, her eyes sharp and knowing, taking in every flicker of his expression as his tongue worked hesitantly over her toe.

“You do know how to suck a lollipop, don’t you?” she asked, her tone playful and exaggerated, as though addressing a child. The mockery in her voice burned through him, leaving his cheeks flushed deeply with humiliation. Her other foot rose gracefully, brushing against his cheek in a caress both teasing and possessive, the smooth, warm skin of her arch gliding along his flushed face.

The dangling anklet swayed gently as her big toe explored his mouth, pressing against his lips, grazing his tongue, and teasing the sensitive roof. David’s breath came in shallow gasps between each movement, the subtle lavender-and-vanilla scent of her skin mingling with the faint saltiness that lingered on her toes, utterly intoxicating. His lips clung to her skin as he sucked, his humiliation only amplifying his arousal, leaving him trembling under her dominance.

Beatrice’s smirk widened as she curled her toes slightly inside his mouth, the motion deliberate and teasing. “Good boy,” she purred, her voice low and sultry. “You do love your lollipop, don’t you?” Her other foot pressed lightly against his chest now, holding him in place as her toe continued its slow, sensual exploration of his mouth, a perfect symphony of submission and control.

Beatrice’s smirk grew wider, her voice dripping with teasing satisfaction. “If you do it well,” she said, her tone brightening with almost childlike playfulness, “then one of these days, I might even buy you a lollipop. O-kay?” The sing-song lilt of her words hit David like a hammer, reducing him further under the crushing weight of her dominance.

Her melodic laughter filled the room as she rocked her foot slightly, testing his compliance. The movement was subtle, deliberate, her toe brushing against his tongue to coax him further. David’s tongue followed her every shift, his lips clinging to her skin with desperate devotion. Her giggle, soft and musical, sent a jolt through him, amplifying the heat already pulsing in his veins.

“Good boy,” she murmured again, her voice low and sultry, reveling in the sight of him—utterly devoted, completely humiliated, and entirely hers.

David’s cheeks flushed deeply as he nodded slightly, his mouth wrapping obediently around her big toe. He sucked gently at first, his tongue swirling over the smooth, warm skin, savoring the faint, salty-sweet taste. There was something intoxicatingly feminine about the subtle fragrance of her skin—a mix of lavender and vanilla that lingered faintly, mingling with the natural essence of a well-cared-for, pampered woman. It wasn’t overpowering; it was just enough to leave him utterly captivated, his senses consumed by her.

Beatrice tilted her head back with a satisfied smile, her loose strands of hair catching the soft light as she laughed softly at his humiliation. “That’s it, David,” she purred, her voice smooth and teasing. “Good boy. But don’t neglect the others, yes?”

David’s pulse quickened as he obeyed, shifting his attention to her other toes with the same desperate devotion. His lips moved delicately from one to the next, his tongue tracing slow, reverent circles along the pads and tips of each toe. His wide, frightened eyes darted up to her face, pleading silently for her approval. While her tone was motherly and teasing, he knew the depths of her wrath if he failed to please her. His frantic nodding, quick and uneven, was the only way he could convey his determination to be her perfect, obedient boy—his mouth too full of her toes to form words.

The soft pink polish on her toes gleamed faintly under the room’s warm glow, every movement of her feet a subtle reminder of her perfection and power. His tongue darted between her toes, savoring the delicate spaces where her skin was warm and faintly salty. The taste grounded him, electrified him, and yet his frantic motions reflected his fear of falling short. He sucked and licked with trembling precision, determined to satisfy her every unspoken expectation, his entire being consumed by the need to hear her say, “Good boy.”

Beatrice’s giggle broke the silence, light and airy, like the sound of a chime. Her toes flexed slightly in response to the sensation of his tongue slipping between them. “Oh! That tickles,” she exclaimed, her voice higher and playful, accompanied by a small, unexpected sound of delight. She giggled again, her laughter bubbling up as she watched him struggle to keep his focus, even as her natural reaction to his touch spurred him on.

“Careful now,” she teased, her tone slipping back into sultry dominance. “Don’t get lazy. Clean between them properly. They’re counting on you.”

David’s world narrowed further, his focus entirely consumed by the task. Every flick of his tongue, every press of his lips, was an act of reverence, as if her toes were divine objects demanding his full attention. The faint fragrance of her, the soft notes of lavender and vanilla, mixed with the salty warmth of her skin, intoxicated him completely. He let out a muffled moan against her foot, the sound barely audible as he continued to worship her.

Beatrice sighed contentedly, her gaze sharp and knowing as she watched him lose himself entirely to her. She tilted her foot slightly, guiding him to the arch, her soft skin gliding against his lips. “That’s better,” she murmured, her voice almost absentminded, as though she were merely observing an obedient pet performing its duty. “Hmm, good boy. But you’re not done yet.”

Her words ignited another wave of humiliation and arousal in him, his body trembling as he darted his tongue back between her toes. Her laughter bubbled up again, this time deeper and more teasing. “Mmm, that’s nice,” she cooed, flexing her toes slightly against his tongue. “But don’t get sloppy, darling. There’s a lot to clean, isn’t there?”

David’s chest rose and fell with heavy breaths, his tongue working tirelessly to satisfy her. The warmth of her skin, the scent of her, the way her giggles turned into sultry hums of pleasure—it all pushed him to the edge of his self-control. He wanted to please her, needed to please her, and the way she effortlessly guided him made it clear he had no other purpose but this.

As his lips and tongue continued to move over her feet, Beatrice leaned back slightly, letting out a small, satisfied hum. “You’re learning,” she said, her tone soft and approving, her smirk returning. “Maybe I will get you that lollipop one day. You like that idea, don’t you?”

Beatrice’s smile was radiant as she leaned back, her gaze never leaving David’s trembling form. His chest rose and fell in ragged, desperate breaths as her words echoed in his ears: “Good boy.” Her praise was soft, almost tender, but the authority in her tone left no doubt as to who was in control. David’s eyes widened as she reached to the side, picking up a small, elegant glass bottle. The label shimmered faintly in the dim light—musk oil.

She unscrewed the cap with a deliberate slowness, her movements dripping with sensuality as her gaze flicked back to his. “You’ve earned this,” she murmured, tilting the bottle over his erect, throbbing cock. A few cold drops fell from the bottle, landing on his heated skin. The sharp contrast of temperature made David gasp, his back arching slightly as the oil spread in small, glistening rivulets along his shaft.

His breath hitched as Beatrice set the bottle aside and shifted slightly on the bed. Her long, toned legs stretched out before her, her movements fluid and effortless. She crossed one ankle over the other, flexing her feet slightly as though testing their range, and then uncrossed them, letting her legs press gently against his inner thighs.

David whimpered softly at the maddening sensation of her warm, smooth legs framing him, so close to his cock but deliberately avoiding it. The faint sheen of the oil caught the light as it spread, highlighting every curve and contour of his shaft. Beatrice’s lips curled into a knowing smirk as she pressed her soles gently against the insides of his thighs, her toes flexing ever so slightly.

“You’re so close, aren’t you?” she teased, her voice low and dripping with amusement. “But not yet, David. Breathe. Deep breaths. In through your nose, out through your mouth.”

Her feet moved with excruciating slowness, sliding upward until the arches were just shy of brushing against his balls. His hips twitched instinctively, but her firm legs held him in place, her control absolute. David’s cock throbbed painfully, the slick oil gleaming against the sensitive skin, and his voice broke as he moaned, “Please, Mistress… I’m begging you… please…”

Beatrice tilted her head, her expression mockingly sympathetic as she watched his desperate pleas. “You’re such a needy little boy,” she cooed, her feet shifting slightly to cup his balls with the soft pads of her toes. “But you’ll have to be patient. Breathe, David. Show me how well you can behave.”

His breaths came out in uneven gasps as she began to move, her feet sliding upward with slow, deliberate strokes. The oil coated her skin now, glistening as her arches glided effortlessly over the base of his cock. David’s entire body trembled as she rubbed against him, her movements rhythmic and unbearably sensual. Her toes flexed lightly, grazing the sensitive skin at the base of his shaft before pressing against him with just enough pressure to drive him insane.

The sight alone was enough to leave him breathless—her feet, now slick and shining with oil, moving with an elegance that seemed almost otherworldly. The contrast of the oil’s glossy sheen against her flawless, tanned skin was mesmerizing, her arches curving perfectly as they slid up and down his length.

“Good boy,” she murmured, her voice soft but commanding as her feet worked together. One slid upward along his shaft, her arch cradling him as she pressed gently. The other teased his balls, the soft pads of her toes gliding over the sensitive skin, rolling and caressing them in a way that made his hips buck involuntarily.

“Please, Mistress,” David choked, his voice trembling with desperation. “I can’t… I can’t hold it… I’m going to—please, let me cum, I’m begging you…”

Beatrice’s laughter was soft and melodic, a sound that sent a fresh wave of heat coursing through his body. “Not yet, David,” she whispered, her tone both soothing and merciless. “Breathe. Deep, even breaths. Don’t you dare cum without my permission.”

Her feet moved faster now, the slick oil amplifying every stroke. Both soles pressed together, wrapping around his cock as they slid upward, the arches molding perfectly to his shaft. The sensation was unbearable—soft and warm, firm yet teasing. Her toes flexed and curled, adding subtle, maddening variations to her movements that left David trembling violently beneath her.

“You like that, don’t you?” she teased, her voice light and playful. “You love being reduced to this—just a desperate little boy under my feet. Say it, David. Tell me.”

“I love it,” he gasped, his voice barely audible over his ragged breaths. “I love you, Mistress. You’re so… so beautiful… I need you…”

Her lips curved into a wicked smile as she leaned in slightly, her breath brushing against his ear. “Good boy,” she purred again, her feet gliding up and down his cock with perfect rhythm. “But you’re not done yet. Keep breathing. Inhale… exhale… nice and slow. That’s it.”

David’s world was a haze of pleasure, his mind entirely consumed by the intoxicating sight and feel of her. The glistening oil on her feet, the soft pressure of her arches against his shaft, the teasing caress of her toes—it was all too much. His moans grew louder, his body trembling uncontrollably as he teetered on the brink of ecstasy.

Just as he felt the waves building, carrying him closer to the point of no return, the atmosphere in the room shifted. A sound, unexpected and foreign, broke through the bubble of their intimacy.

A soft, hesitant knock at the door.

Beatrice’s movements stilled, her expression remaining calm, even amused, as her head tilted slightly toward the sound. “Yes?” she answered smoothly, her voice composed, unbothered, and laced with curiosity.


Bound Together

The door opened, and Julian stepped inside, his posture impeccable, his hands clasped neatly behind his back. He did not glance at David, nor did he react to the intimate scene before him. Any normal husband would have bristled at the sight of another man writhing beneath his wife, her glistening feet sliding effortlessly along his aching cock. But Julian remained composed, unfazed, as though this were nothing more than an ordinary evening.

Long ago, he had learned what it meant to be Beatrice’s husband. At first, he had fought it, tried to assert some claim over her body, believing that marriage meant exclusivity. That illusion had been stripped from him with merciless precision. He had endured the lessons she had chosen for him, each one reinforcing the absolute truth: her pleasure was her own, and she would take whomever she pleased.

Countless men had passed through Beatrice’s bedrooms—this one and the one in her previous neighborhood not far from here. Powerful, dominant men who ravished her with unrestrained force, and meek, whimpering submissive males who existed solely for her amusement. Julian had heard them all: the grunts of raw, animalistic fucking, the sharp cracks of her bullwhip against bare flesh, the muffled sobs of men pleading for mercy. It no longer mattered where it happened, who she did it with, or how brutal or indulgent it became. He had no say.

There had been a time when he had tried to drown out the sounds, to distract himself, to convince himself that this was something he could live alongside. That time had long passed. Now, he accepted it. More than that—he embraced it. It was not just his duty, but his privilege to serve the woman who ruled him. His only place was to support, encourage, and be grateful for her pleasure, no matter whose body provided it.

His gaze flickered for only a moment, taking in the scene on the bed. Beatrice’s oiled feet worked expertly along David’s cock, teasing, tormenting, drawing out every ounce of desperation from him. Julian had seen this before. All of them were like this. Vulnerable. Weak. Reduced to nothing more than playthings beneath her.

Swallowing once, he lowered his head and spoke, his voice laced with a deep, genuine apology.

"Mistress, I truly am very sorry to interrupt, Ma’am," Julian murmured, his tone trembling with sincerity, almost pained. "I know I shouldn’t be doing this. I understand this is terribly improper, and I do beg your forgiveness, but… Mistress, we—Jasper and I—we caught someone outside." He paused, his words faltering, his throat visibly tightening, before he forced himself to continue. "It appears to be David’s wife, Ma’am. She was trespassing."

His eyes darted to the floor, as though meeting Beatrice’s gaze might turn him to ash. His hands, still held behind his back, clenched reflexively, betraying his internal turmoil. The words that followed spilled out in a desperate rush, as though trying to soften the blow of his intrusion. "I wouldn’t have disturbed you, Mistress, I swear it, but I thought… perhaps you would wish to see her." He hesitated again, his voice barely a whisper now. "I truly, truly am very sorry, Ma’am. Forgive me."

The situation was shockingly incomprehensible—disturbing in its reversal of all societal norms. In any other household, the husband would have stormed into the bedroom demanding answers, roaring indignation at the sight of his wife in the throes of passion with another man. But not here. Not in Beatrice’s domain. Julian was not a husband in the traditional sense; he was a supplicant, a servant, reduced to begging her forgiveness for daring to interrupt her sexual activity with another man.

Julian stood frozen, his head bowed low, his entire body taut with tension as though bracing for impact. The reality of his position was stark: he had no power here, no authority, no rights—not even over the sanctity of his own marriage. The air in the room was stifling, heavy with arousal and dominance, and his pulse pounded like a war drum in his ears. He was an intruder in the most sacred space of Beatrice’s rule, and every second of waiting felt like a blade twisting in his gut.

But Beatrice did not so much as glance at him. She did not acknowledge him with even the smallest flicker of her gaze. To Julian, she might as well have been deaf to his words. Her focus remained exclusively on David, who writhed beneath her, utterly consumed by the exquisite torture of her touch. The oil on her feet shimmered in the dim light, catching every calculated glide along his throbbing cock. Her voice, soft and hypnotic, wove through the tension in the air, coiling around David like a leash.

"Good boy," she murmured, her words dripping with dominance and control. The flush in David’s cheeks deepened, and his breath hitched, his entire body trembling on the precipice of release. He was hers in every sense of the word—his mind, his body, his very soul, tethered to her will. Julian could only watch in silence, his heart racing as he endured the torment of his own helplessness.

Seconds stretched unbearably, and still, Julian dared not speak again. The weight of his intrusion hung heavy in the room, yet Beatrice offered no acknowledgment, no indication of whether she was pleased or furious with him. He could only stand there, suffocating under the oppressive power of her presence, a trespasser in a world he could never hope to understand.

Then, at last, with the laziest tilt of her head, Beatrice glanced at him—a bit, just enough to acknowledge his existence—before exhaling lightly, as if he were nothing more than a mild inconvenience.

"Bring her," Beatrice said, her tone as casual as if she were ordering tea. Then, a small curve formed on her lips, and she added, without urgency or concern—but with absolute authority:
"Bring her in front of me."

The words settled like a decree, as if Queen Cleopatra herself had summoned an offering to be laid at her feet.

Julian responded instantly. He bowed deeply and backed out of the room with a murmured, “Yes, Mistress.” Moments later, he returned, guiding a trembling, naked Claire into the bedroom. Her hands were cuffed behind her back, a leash dangling from the collar fastened around her neck. Her wide eyes darted around the room, taking in the intimate scene she had been thrust into, her breathing sharp and erratic.

Julian, keeping his head bowed, carefully positioned Claire just a few feet from the bed, ensuring she was directly in Beatrice’s line of sight. Once content, he straightened, his posture deferential as ever. “Is there anything else you require of me, Mistress?” He asked quietly, his tone humble and unwavering.

Beatrice barely glanced at him, lifting a languid hand in a dismissive gesture. “No,” she replied curtly, her focus already shifting back to David beneath her.

Julian bowed again, his hands still clasped behind his back, and retreated from the room without another word. The door clicked shut behind him, leaving Claire utterly exposed and overwhelmed by the charged silence that followed.

Her fury was palpable, radiating from her as she shuffled in place, her bound hands twitching behind her back. “Mfff! Mmmffm! Mffms!” The gag distorted her words, reducing her anger to animalistic sounds, but the intent was unmistakable—she was livid, ready to unleash a torrent of rage the moment the gag came off. Her muffled shouts filled the room, an expression of defiance that only underscored the vulnerability of her position.

But Beatrice didn’t even glance her way. She remained perfectly calm, her focus was on David. Her feet, slick with oil, glided along the length of his cock, stroking him with deliberate care. Her hands worked in tandem, spreading the oil evenly, every movement controlled and sensual. David’s face was a picture of tortured ecstasy, his breath ragged as he teetered on the edge of release.

“Mmmfm! Mffmfmmf!” Claire’s muffled protests filled the room again, her body twisting as she struggled to vent her outrage. It was as though she believed, against all odds, that her sounds alone could break through the scene unfolding in front of her.

Beatrice remained unmoved. She continued her slow, deliberate strokes, her voice calm and languid as she asked, “David, is all this noise bothering you?”

David didn’t even flinch, didn’t glance at the woman making such a ruckus. His voice, weak and trembling, came out in a desperate plea. “Mistress… let me cum… please…” His entire being was consumed by her touch, oblivious to anything beyond the intoxicating pleasure she provided.

"Mffffm!" Claire cried out again, the leash swaying as her movements became more erratic. Her muffled anger grew louder, but it made no difference. She was utterly ignored.

From Claire’s perspective, it was a brazen, unashamed display of her humiliation. Her husband lay there, his cock massive and rigid in a way she had never seen during their marriage, glistening with oil as Beatrice teased him to the brink. And Beatrice? She didn’t even attempt to hide what she was doing. The calm confidence with which she stroked David, the indifference to Claire’s muffled protests, only deepened her humiliation and fueled her fury.

Claire, realizing her muffled protests were achieving nothing, shifted her weight and attempted to climb onto the bed. Her movements were clumsy, fueled by anger and desperation. Beatrice, watching her out of the corner of her eye, finally spoke, her tone calm but firm, almost motherly. "No."

Claire hesitated for a moment, but her fury pushed her forward. Beatrice’s voice sharpened, a warning in the rising syllable: "I said no!"

Ignoring the warning, Claire managed to step onto the bed, her knees wobbling as she struggled to maintain her balance. Beatrice’s gaze shifted, sharp and unyielding, as she turned her attention back to David. With a calm precision that radiated control, she gently guided him to sit upright at the end of the bed. She placed a thick, vertical pillow between his back and the ornate frame for support, ensuring he was comfortable but restrained. His hands remained cuffed behind him, his legs spread wide, his cock standing rigid, pulsing with a relentless, galvanized erection.

Beatrice then positioned herself in front of him, her movements deliberate and sensual. She leaned back slightly, pressing herself against him until her ass cheeks enveloped the base of his cock, forcing it upward so that it nestled snugly into the crack of her curves. The pressure was exquisite, the intimate placement making his shaft press against his own stomach as she settled firmly into place. Her back hovered inches from his chest, the proximity electrifying, yet teasingly distant. The heat radiating between them was palpable, her every shift and press designed to drive him wild with unrelenting arousal.

At the same time, Claire’s attempt to stand on the unstable mattress faltered, and she fell forward, landing on her stomach. She struggled to lift herself, grunting and shuffling, but her efforts were in vain.

David, oblivious to the commotion, was wholly consumed by the new position. Beatrice’s proximity, the way her hips pressed firmly against him, was more erotic than anything he had ever experienced. Her scent surrounded him, her movements deliberate and sensual, like a dancer performing just for him.

“Don’t worry,” she whispered, her voice carrying reassurance. “I’m protecting you.”

But David didn’t care about the chaos around him. All he could think of was how his cock rested perfectly between her soft, luscious cheeks, the warmth and closeness driving him further into an almost trance-like state. Her smell, her touch, her very presence—it was all too much.

At one point, Beatrice leaned backward, fully resting on him, their bodies pressed together as she spoke, her tone light and amused: “Here she goes again. Every minute, she somehow manages to get back on her knees.” She chuckled. “Is she like this at home?”

David, his voice distant and dreamy, responded, “No, Mistress… but Mistress, can I kiss your neck? Your shoulders?”

Beatrice smiled, tilting her head in invitation. “Of course you can.”

His lips found her skin, warm and impossibly smooth. The act of kissing her neck and shoulders was intoxicating—her scent, her closeness, the intimacy of it all. Her voice, soft and as if spoken directly into his soul, felt like a shared secret, a bond of closeness against the world.

“No,” Beatrice said suddenly, her tone sharp, as Claire had once again managed to lift herself onto her knees and step forward, intent on attacking Beatrice and David.

Without missing a beat, Beatrice tugged sharply on the dangling leash, and Claire collapsed forward, sprawling at her feet. Calmly, Beatrice lifted Claire’s face to meet her gaze, her voice low but commanding,

“I said no!”

Her tone was stern, but it carried a maternal edge, as though she were disciplining a child who had overstepped. Claire, breathless and humiliated, froze under her gaze, the sheer authority of Beatrice’s presence robbing her of any remaining resistance.

Claire yanked hard on the dangling leash, defying Beatrice’s warning with a surge of rage-fueled strength. For a moment, she slipped free of Beatrice’s grip, her plump frame moving with unexpected force. Beatrice, however, remained composed, her calm demeanor unshaken as she watched Claire's rebellion unfold. Her protective nature kicked in as she leaned back against David, her posture steady, even as she saw Claire scrambling on the bed.

“Enough,” Beatrice said, her voice cutting through Claire’s muffled growls and frantic movements. Claire, defiant as ever, ignored her, stepping forward on her knees, her body trembling with fury.

Beatrice moved with calculated precision. In one swift motion, she grabbed the leash, yanked it with practiced authority, and forced Claire back down, positioning her squarely on her knees. Her actions were fluid, not hurried, as though this exact scenario had been anticipated.

Without hesitation, Beatrice’s hand came down hard on Claire’s exposed ass, the impact reverberating through the room with a deafening crack. Claire let out a muffled scream, her gagged cries filling the air as Beatrice delivered spank after spank, relentless and unyielding. The sound of each slap echoed like thunder, amplified by the soft, fleshy fullness of Claire’s body.

Beatrice’s expression remained calm, her movements steady, methodical, as though she were following a meticulously rehearsed script. She showed no signs of rage, only pure, unrelenting resolve. Claire’s muffled screams rose in pitch, turning into desperate, guttural sounds as the assault continued. Yet Beatrice did not stop.

After thirty unrelenting spanks, Beatrice paused, her hand resting lightly on Claire’s trembling form. “I’m going to count to three,” she said, her voice sharp yet maternal, “and if you don’t stop crying, you will get more.”

“One,” she began, her tone steady and measured.

Claire’s cries continued, loud and furious, showing no sign of submission.

“Two,” Beatrice said, her tone firmer, a warning in the single syllable.

Still, Claire refused to comply, her sounds defiant and ragged, her body shaking with both humiliation and stubbornness.

“Three.”

Beatrice resumed the spanking with practiced precision, alternating her strikes evenly between Claire’s cheeks. Her right hand came down hard on the left cheek, then the right, back and forth in a steady rhythm, each slap leaving a growing, even redness that spread across Claire’s soft skin. Her left hand rested firmly on the small of Claire’s back, holding her in place with calm authority, ensuring there was no escape from the punishment. It was not frantic or chaotic; it was deliberate, controlled—almost clinical in its execution.

“Such a stubborn girl,” Beatrice chided, her tone sharp but oddly maternal, as though reprimanding a wayward child. “When I tell you no, I mean no. You will learn obedience, Claire. You will learn to listen.”

Each strike resonated through the room, the sound sharp and precise, carrying a weight of authority that made Claire’s defiance seem all the more futile. Beatrice’s discipline was unwavering, her voice steady and calm as she delivered one stinging slap after another, alternating with perfect timing. “You brought this on yourself, didn’t you?” she continued, her words measured and punctuated by the rhythmic smack of her hand. “I gave you a chance to behave, and you threw it away. Look at you now.”

Claire’s muffled cries rose with each strike, but Beatrice remained unshaken, her palm meeting flesh with a force that left no room for negotiation. Meanwhile, her steady grip on Claire’s back kept her submissively in place, amplifying the helplessness of her position. The dual sensations of control and punishment radiated through Claire’s trembling body, the redness on her cheeks deepening with each perfectly measured slap.

All the while, David’s arousal was an undeniable undercurrent, his cock trapped and pulsing against Beatrice’s curvy ass cheeks. Her calculated movements, the alternating spanks, and her firm, matronly demeanor seemed to fuel the unrelenting heat coursing through him. Every strike echoed through his body as if he, too, was being disciplined, the tension building with each calculated blow.

Beatrice’s tone softened just slightly, her voice taking on a motherly cadence as her strikes continued. “There now, Claire,” she murmured, “will you listen next time? Will you be a good girl? Or do you need me to keep going until you learn?”

Claire’s defiance began to crack under the weight of the unrelenting punishment. Her screams grew hoarse, her body writhing in vain as Beatrice’s strikes came with a relentless rhythm. By the end, Claire was a wreck—sweat glistening on her body, snot and saliva dripping from her gag, her ass a vivid, burning red. She choked and coughed through the gag, attempting to mimic helplessness, hoping for even a sliver of pity.

Beatrice, however, was unmoved. “I’m going to count to three again,” she said, her voice calm, composed. “And if you make another sound, you’ll get double.”

“One,” she began, her words cutting through Claire’s pathetic coughing.

“Two.”

“Three.”

This time, silence.

Claire lay there, trembling but still, her head bowed, her breathing shallow. Her coughing ceased, the fake choking gone. She had finally surrendered. Beatrice let the silence linger, its weight palpable, a testament to her victory.

David, oblivious to everything, pressed soft kisses against Beatrice’s neck, his cock sliding between the perfect curves of her ass. He murmured something incoherent, lost in the sensual world Beatrice had created around him.

Beatrice’s faint smile returned, triumphant yet serene. Claire lay motionless across her knees, no longer fighting, no longer defiant. The room seemed to hold its breath, a moment of stillness enveloping them all.

Beatrice tilted her head, her voice soft but filled with quiet authority as she spoke to no one in particular. “Another taming,” she said with a satisfied sigh, “proceeding just as it should.”

Beatrice shifted her tone immediately, her voice soft and soothing, like a mother comforting a distressed child. She placed Claire gently on her back, her hands still cuffed. Next to her, David lay similarly restrained, though his mouth was free. Beatrice then seated herself on their stomachs, a vision of triumph and calm authority.

“You both look so adorable,” Beatrice said, her lips curling into a faint, amused smile as her gaze swept over them. She was basking in the power she held over them—naked, helpless, lying beneath her, looking up at her in submission. Her voice was light, almost playful, as though she were commenting on a pair of well-behaved pets.

With a graceful fluidity, Beatrice stretched her long, shapely legs outward, her movements deliberate and languid. She extended her arms above her head, arching her back slightly, her figure a vision of control and elegance. Then, with an almost casual flair, she crossed her feet at the ankles, her toes flexing slightly, as if she were indulging in a moment of yoga-like relaxation atop her human mat.

The sheer audacity of it made the power imbalance even more pronounced. Beatrice’s every move, every stretch, was a subtle reminder of her effortless dominance, her complete ownership of the situation. Beneath her, Claire’s chest rose and fell with shallow breaths, her eyes wide and brimming with residual humiliation, while David could only moan softly, utterly entranced by the proximity of her body and the pressure of her presence.

Beatrice’s amused smile deepened as she glanced between the two of them, her legs shifting slightly, her soft skin brushing against their vulnerable forms. Her tone remained light and teasing, as though she were savoring their helplessness. “Such good little things,” she murmured, her amusement clear.

For David, this moment was bliss. His erection throbbed harder than ever, and he knew Beatrice was the sole cause of his extended arousal. His mind buzzed with the thought of her beauty, her power. He glanced at Claire lying next to him, helpless as he was, but felt no attraction. Beatrice’s presence, her beauty, and her dominance utterly eclipsed Claire. She was all he could see, all he could feel.

Claire, on the other hand, was overwhelmed by terror. Her body trembled violently, her tears rolling freely down her cheeks, dampening the edges of her gag. She was trapped, utterly vulnerable, her entire sense of self unraveling. Beatrice wasn’t just stripping her of control—she was redefining her very existence.

Beatrice, attuned to Claire’s emotional state, leaned forward, wiping away her tears with deliberate tenderness, the gag still firmly in place. “There, there,” she cooed, her tone laced with mock sympathy. “You have nothing to fear. I’m not so bad, am I?”

She glanced at David, expecting his immediate response.

“No, Mistress,” David said eagerly, his voice trembling with adoration. “You are a kind woman, a dream come true.” He began to gush further, his words spilling out in a cascade of praise, but Beatrice silenced him with a single, scented hand over his mouth.

“Shh,” she said softly, her tone indulgent. “I know, David. I know. But right now, I want to speak to our guest.” With deliberate care, she reached down and removed Claire’s gag, the act itself almost intimate, like unwrapping a delicate gift.

Claire’s lip quivered as she hesitated, clearly terrified of saying the wrong thing. But Beatrice’s gentle strokes along her cheek seemed to soothe her in ways that made her question her own feelings. Her body betrayed her, leaning into the care being offered, as if yearning for more. Beatrice could feel it—the way Claire’s neediness was seeping through the cracks of her defiance.

“Can I speak now?” Claire asked, her voice subdued and polite, her defiance softened into submission.

Beatrice inclined her head, a faint hum of encouragement slipping from her lips.

Claire hesitated, but eventually spoke. “I understand this is fun for you. I understand,” she began, her voice breaking as she wiped the tears that had trailed into her ears. “It’s just… in the process, you destroyed yet another family.” She gestured faintly toward the house across the street, averting her gaze as though the thought of her children inside pained her. “Right in there, there are kids. My kids. And you’re holding their mother as a hostage…” She paused, her voice trembling with emotion. “And for what? For your sexual pleasure?”

Beatrice, having spoken her words, withdrew her hand from Claire’s cheek, her touch gone as if it had never been there. It was a small gesture, but to Claire, it felt as though the warmth and connection had been ripped away. She hadn’t realized until that moment just how much she had needed it—needed Beatrice. The void left behind was sharp and immediate, a hollow ache she couldn’t ignore.

Beatrice rose gracefully, fully focusing her attention on David, as though Claire no longer existed. She perched herself atop him, leaning in close, her body fitting perfectly against his, her curves melding into him with effortless intimacy. Her hand moved smoothly, deliberately, stroking David’s cock with a steady rhythm that clearly demonstrated her complete control. “Here,” she murmured softly, her breath brushing against his cheek, “I released your wife. She can go. How about you? Do you want to go too?”

David was speechless, overwhelmed by Beatrice’s proximity. Her soft voice, the intoxicating scent of her hair, and the sensation of her touch rendered him incapable of coherent thought. He stammered something incomprehensible, but Beatrice silenced him with her presence alone. The sight of her hand stroking him with such ease, such mastery, was more than he could handle.

Claire lay beside them, her body trembling as she stared at the scene unfolding inches away. Beatrice’s every move was a declaration of triumph, raw and unapologetic, as she freely took what she wanted without so much as acknowledging Claire’s existence. She wasn’t just taking David—she was making Claire watch, making her witness her own defeat in the most intimate, humiliating way possible.

She’s stroking him, Claire thought, her mind spiraling into chaos. Right there, inches away, Beatrice’s hand moved with a smooth, deliberate rhythm along David’s cock, as though she were performing the most natural act in the world. Claire’s breath hitched, her heart pounding in her chest as she tried to comprehend what she was witnessing.

And then, before she could even begin to come to terms with it, her eyes caught the unmistakable glisten of liquid pooling at the tip of his cock. A clear, viscous bead formed, catching the dim light of the room before sliding down, leaving a shimmering trail in its wake. Claire’s stomach clenched, a wave of disbelief washing over her.

She’s not just stroking him, Claire thought, her body stiffening as the realization struck her. She’s making him cum. This isn’t some game. This is real. This is sex. Her mind screamed in silent protest, but the reality was undeniable. Beatrice wasn’t simply teasing or playing—she was leading David down the path of a male’s most primal, physical release, and she was doing it without hesitation, right in front of Claire.

The sight of it, the sheer audacity of Beatrice’s confidence and mastery, left Claire utterly disarmed. She had been clinging to the hope that maybe, somehow, this was just another act of power—an exaggerated display to humiliate her. But the leaking liquid betrayed the truth. Little did she know it was only pre-cum, but the effect on her was the same as if it were the final act itself. It was visceral, undeniable, and devastatingly real.

Her cheeks burned with shame, her body trembling as her mind grappled with the scene unfolding before her. Beatrice wasn’t just stroking him; she was claiming him in the most intimate, undeniable way, reducing Claire to nothing more than a helpless spectator to her own defeat.

The humiliation clawed at her, but beneath it, something deeper stirred—something dark and undeniable. Claire felt her body betraying her, warmth pooling low in her belly, slickness spreading between her thighs. The shame of it was unbearable, but the arousal was inescapable. She wasn’t just watching her husband with another woman—she was witnessing her own obliteration, and somehow, that made her pulse race with an intensity she couldn’t comprehend.

Beatrice’s focus remained on David, stroking him with a precision that left Claire feeling small, irrelevant, and invisible. She wanted to scream, to make herself seen, but the void left by Beatrice’s absence from her was unbearable. Claire wasn’t just defeated—she wanted to be defeated. She craved Beatrice’s power, her touch, her approval. She wasn’t a wife or a mother anymore—she was a conquered woman, desperate to belong to the one who had claimed everything from her.

Claire’s breath hitched, and her voice broke through the air, trembling and sharp. “Well, if you’ve released me,” she muttered, her tone tinged with frustration, “then how come I’m still cuffed?”

Beatrice turned her head a little, her gaze cool and indifferent, as though deciding whether Claire’s words were worth acknowledging. Then, with an almost dismissive air, she said, “Oh, my apologies. Let me help you out of those.”

She rose from David, her movements smooth and deliberate, and turned her attention to Claire. The cuffs were unlocked with precise, mechanical efficiency, Beatrice’s touch was clinical and detached. And then, as if she had completed a chore, she stepped back and returned to David without a second glance at Claire.

The void hit Claire like a tidal wave, leaving her reeling. Gone was the pressure of Beatrice’s attention, her touch, her presence. Claire couldn’t bear it. The loss was too much, too consuming, and it magnified the aching need that had built within her. Her heart raced, her skin damp with sweat, her legs trembling as the realization sank in: she wasn’t just aroused—she was utterly, devastatingly needy.

“Please,” Claire whispered, her voice breaking as she fell to her knees beside the bed. “Please… don’t leave me like this. I—I need you.”

Beatrice had already reclined back against David, her body melding into his as her hand resumed its rhythmic strokes along his cock. Her other hand cupped his cheek as their lips brushed and met in slow, intimate kisses. David groaned softly, his voice thick with pleasure, murmuring words of adoration into the space between their mouths. Beatrice concentrated fully on him; her movements were deliberate, and her calm satisfaction heightened her dominance.

Claire’s desperation grew unbearable. Her chest heaved as she crawled closer to the edge of the bed, her gaze locked on Beatrice’s feet. Trembling, she pressed her lips to the sole of one, her tears mingling with the act of submission. “Please,” she whimpered, her voice cracking, “I’ll be a good girl. I’ll do anything. Just… just take me. Don’t leave me like this.”

Her lips traveled along the soft skin, her kisses turning to gentle licks as she bent lower, her body completely surrendered. “You took him,” she sobbed, her voice trembling with both shame and something darker. “You’re fucking him. Right now. You’re stroking him, kissing him. He’s yours. And… and it arouses me. It turns me on so much.”

The words spilled out, uncontrollable, raw. “You’re better than me. You’re everything I’m not. You conquered me. You conquered us. And I can’t—” Her voice broke into a sob. “I can’t stop thinking about it. About how it feels to be crushed by you. Please… take me. Let me serve you. I’ll be such a good girl. Please, Beatrice… Mistress.”

Beatrice didn’t respond. She didn’t even look at Claire. Her hand continued to stroke David, her lips moving against his in slow, sensual kisses. David was moaning softly, lost in the haze of pleasure as Beatrice brought him nearer to the edge, her focus unwavering.

Beatrice flipped David onto his stomach with a smooth, decisive motion, his hands still cuffed behind his back. He groaned softly, his arousal clouding any protest that might have formed. She hopped off the bed, standing at its base, where Claire knelt on all fours, her collar leash dangling as she craned her neck to look up at Beatrice.

Claire pleaded desperately, grabbing at her own leash and offering it to Beatrice like a sacrificial gesture. “Please, Mistress, take me. Let me be yours. I’ll do anything,” she whispered, her voice trembling with a mix of fear and yearning. Beatrice didn’t even glance her way, her focus elsewhere as she strode to her dresser.

From her dresser, Beatrice retrieved a thick, imposing strap-on, its size and girth unmistakable even to Claire’s tear-clouded eyes. Claire followed her, crawling behind her like a desperate pet, her pleas intensifying. “Please, Mistress, I’ll be such a good girl. Please, don’t ignore me—take me instead.”

Beatrice strapped the dildo on with practiced ease, her movements calm and unhurried, as though Claire weren’t even there. When she turned back to the bed, Claire was still at her feet, pressing kisses to the hem of her garment, her sobs muffled against the soft fabric. Beatrice completely disregarded her, focusing all her attention on David.

“David,” Beatrice said, her voice laced with a teasing amusement, as she squeezed a generous amount of lubricant onto her fingers, letting the cool gel glisten in the dim light. “I’m going to fuck you now. Just like I fucked Raymond earlier. I want to compare.”

The words hit him like a thunderclap. His body stiffened beneath her, his muscles tensing involuntarily. She pressed her slick fingers against his entrance, her touch deliberate and unhurried. The coolness of the lubricant sent a jolt through him, and the implication of her words took a moment to fully register.

“F-Fuck,” David stammered, his voice trembling as realization dawned. “No—no, you can’t mean—Mistress, please!” Panic laced his tone as he squirmed, trying to twist away, but Beatrice’s hand on his back kept him firmly in place. The sensation of her fingers massaging the lubricant in slow, circular motions only heightened his anxiety. “Not that, Mistress… please, not that…”

She chuckled softly, her tone light, as though amused by his resistance. “Oh, David,” she murmured, her voice calm and condescending. “Don’t be so dramatic. Relax. Breathe.”

But David couldn’t. His mind raced, his thoughts spiraling in a whirlwind of panic. Fuck—she’s serious. She’s going to penetrate me. She’s actually going to do it. The cool, slick feeling against his sensitive skin was unrelenting, a constant reminder of what was coming.

“Mistress, no, I can’t… I won’t be able to—please, I’m begging you,” he pleaded, his voice breaking as he tried to lift his hips, to shift away from her touch. “Why can’t things be simple? Why always this… this pushing, this stretching—Mistress, please, I can’t!”

Beatrice silenced him with a hand pressing between his shoulder blades, pushing him firmly into the mattress. “No arguments,” she said smoothly. “You’ll take it, just like Raymond did. I’ve already decided.”

Beatrice climbed onto the bed with regal grace, positioning herself at David’s hips, her strap-on poised ominously at his entrance. She adjusted her stance, her back straight and commanding, exuding an air of effortless authority. Her focus remained entirely on David, her movements deliberate, as though savoring the control she wielded.

Then, her gaze shifted to Claire, who knelt trembling at the base of the bed, her collar leash dangling uselessly in her hands, her face streaked with tears. Without a word, Beatrice reached for the waistband of her pajama pants, her fingers hooking onto the fabric. With a smooth motion, she slid them down just enough to expose her full, rounded ass, its voluptuous curves a stunning, vulgar display of her dominance. She pointed to a specific spot on her soft, flawless skin, turning her head slightly to fix Claire with a piercing gaze.

“You,” Beatrice commanded, her voice calm yet unyielding, her finger still directed at the exposed flesh. “Hop on the bed. Lick.”

Claire’s breath caught in her throat, her face draining of color before flushing a deep, burning red. For a moment, she thought she might resist, might summon some shred of dignity to refuse—but no. Her body moved before her mind could catch up, obedient and subdued. She climbed onto the bed with trembling knees, each movement feeling like another step into the abyss of her humiliation.

Doesn’t that beat any imaginable humiliation? The thought clawed at her mind as she shuffled closer to Beatrice, her eyes fixed on the curve of her ass, the object of her degrading task. I came here to confront her for taking my husband, for destroying my family. And now I’m licking her ass while she’s preparing to fuck him. Fuck him. In the ass.

Her tears fell hot and fast, blurring her vision as she closed the remaining distance. Her breath hitched as her tongue brushed against the smooth skin of Beatrice’s ass, hesitant at first, before she pressed closer. The taste, the smell, the intimate reality of the act consumed her senses. Every swipe of her tongue was a reminder of her defeat—a concession to the conqueror who had taken everything.

The thought burned deeper as she continued. She’s fucking him. The woman who shattered my life, plucked my husband, and crushed my family is going to fuck him in the ass. No less. And here I am, groveling, humbly licking her ass cheeks while she does it.

Beatrice adjusted the thick dildo with deliberate care, her focus entirely on David’s trembling form beneath her. The strap-on was massive, its size both intimidating and deliberate—a clear statement of her dominance. She pressed the slick, lubricated tip against his clenched entrance and sighed, her voice calm but tinged with a hint of frustration.

“David,” she said firmly, her tone sharp enough to cut through his muffled whimpers. “I can’t penetrate you like this if you’re clenching your anus like that. Relax. Breathe.”

David whimpered again, his body rigid, trembling with a mixture of fear and humiliation. Beatrice pressed forward, testing the resistance, but his body tensed even more, a desperate instinct to shield himself from the inevitable. Beatrice paused, straightening her back with an air of exaggerated patience.

“David, I’m telling you now,” she said with mock exasperation, “we’re going to fail today, and it’ll be entirely your fault. Relax, I said.”

She pressed again, her movements steady but firm, and when he whimpered in protest, she let out a dry laugh, as if amused by his helplessness. Then, with a sudden burst of energy, she raised both her hands and slapped his ass cheeks in tandem, the sharp sound reverberating through the room. His skin flushed instantly, her handprints blooming red against his pale flesh.

“Relax!” she commanded again, her voice cutting through the room. “I don’t have all night for your dramatics.”

Her words made David shudder, and she smirked at his pitiful whimper. She pressed again, this time harder, and the thick tip finally breached him. David let out a high-pitched scream, his voice cracking as the initial stretch overwhelmed him.

Beatrice laughed, a sound laced with sadistic glee. “Wow, David,” she said, her tone mocking. “That’s quite the soprano. Maybe I should send you to the opera—you’d fit right in.”

David sobbed beneath her, his face buried in the mattress as his body tried in vain to adjust to the intrusion. Beatrice, undeterred, pushed further, her hips driving the length of the strap-on deeper into him. “Breathe, David,” she said, her voice low and commanding. “I’m losing my patience with you.”

Finally, with one smooth thrust, she seated the dildo fully inside him. David cried out again, his voice cracking with the rawness of his scream, and his entire body shuddered beneath her. Beatrice stilled, letting him feel the weight and fullness of the intrusion, her hands resting firmly on his hips.

“Good boy,” Beatrice murmured, her voice smooth and steady, as she pushed the thick dildo fully into David, the girth stretching him to his limit. She paused for a moment, letting him feel every inch of her dominance. His muffled cries filled the room, hoarse and desperate, as his body quaked beneath her. Beatrice let her hips settle, the full weight of her presence pressing down on him, claiming him completely.

After the initial penetration, she began to move. Slowly at first, drawing the strap-on back until just the tip remained inside, before pressing forward again with deliberate force. Each thrust was controlled, her rhythm steady as she established her dominance. The sound of slickness and skin meeting filled the air, each movement emphasizing her authority over him.

Claire, still obediently licking Beatrice’s ass, felt the ferocity of Beatrice’s movements disrupt her rhythm. The bed shook with every thrust, forcing Claire to adjust constantly. Beatrice, noticing her falter, reached back and grabbed a fistful of Claire’s hair, yanking her firmly back into place. “Don’t stop,” she commanded, her voice sharp and unwavering. “Keep licking.”

Claire whimpered, her tears mingling with her submission as she pressed her tongue to Beatrice’s skin once more. The sensation of humiliation combined with her strange, consuming arousal left her trembling. She couldn’t look away from Beatrice’s power, the sheer dominance with which she took David, her control extending to both of them as if it were the most natural thing in the world.

Beatrice’s pace quickened, her hips snapping forward with more force, her ass slapping against David’s with each thrust. She relished the sounds of his cries, her laughter ringing out with sadistic delight. “That’s it, David,” she purred, her tone almost sweet despite the ferocity of her actions. “You’re taking it so well. Maybe even better than Raymond.”

Beatrice moved with a feral intensity, her hips grinding into David with relentless rhythm, the strap-on filling him deeply with each thrust. The sheer power of her movements and the sight of David trembling beneath her heightened her arousal, each motion driving her closer to the brink. The strap-on, tightly secured against her, pressed into her own sensitive spots, amplifying her pleasure.

“Breathe, David,” she commanded, her voice low and rich with authority. Her hand slid down to his cock, grasping it firmly. Without pause, she began stroking him in perfect time with her thrusts. The slick warmth of her hand and the unyielding force of her hips created a maddening symphony of sensations.

David whimpered, his body trembling uncontrollably. “Mistress… please…” he gasped, his voice cracking as the overwhelming pressure built within him. The friction of her hand, the weight of her dominance, and the fullness of the strap-on all combined into an unbearable, inescapable intensity.

Beatrice’s movements quickened, her hips slamming into him with wild abandon. She pushed him flat against the mattress, her body pressing down over his as she continued to fuck him with unrelenting vigor. Her warm hand stayed on his cock, stroking him with calculated precision, refusing to stop. “Good boy,” she murmured, her voice laced with both approval and hunger.

David’s cries mixed with hers as the sensations became too much. Beatrice could feel her own climax building, the dildo’s movement inside her sending waves of pleasure surging through her. Her body tensed, her thrusts growing erratic as she reached the point of no return.

With a guttural moan, she climaxed, her entire body shuddering as she ground her hips into him, pressing the strap-on deep. Her hand never left his cock, stroking him with increasing urgency. The pressure, the heat, the relentless stimulation—it was more than David could withstand.

He shouted, his voice raw and desperate, as his orgasm hit him like a tidal wave. His cock pulsed in her hand, spilling into her grip as his body convulsed beneath her. Their climaxes overlapped, their cries merging into a raw, primal harmony that filled the room.

Beatrice collapsed onto him, her body draped over his, her hand still cradling his softening cock. Her breath was hot against his neck as she whispered, “Good boy. You’re mine.” Her teeth grazed his earlobe before biting down gently, a possessive gesture that left no doubt about her dominance.

5 minutes later

Beatrice sat at the edge of the bed, her skin still flushed from exertion, her breathing steady now, though a faint sheen of sweat glistened on her skin. In front of her, kneeling side by side, were David and Claire, both naked, their heads bowed in silent submission. Their vulnerability filled the room, thick as the lingering scent of the intimacy that had just unfolded. Beatrice's gaze swept over them, a faint, knowing smile curving her lips as she reached for the two chastity devices she had prepared.

Her hands moved with practiced precision, first turning her attention to David. As she secured the cold metal around his still-sensitive member, the lock clicked with a finality that made him shudder. The device, snug and unyielding, encased him completely, its weight pressing on him both physically and emotionally. The sensation was sharp, humbling, as the lingering remnants of his pleasure ebbed into an aching reminder of his submission. His mind swirled with conflicting emotions—relief, longing, shame, and the intoxicating pull of surrender.

“You’re such a good boy, David,” Beatrice said, her voice carrying a light, almost maternal tone that belied the gravity of the act. She ran her fingers over the cool surface of the device, the faint scrape of her nails sending shivers through him. “You’ll wear this for me now, won’t you? No more distractions. No more choices. Just focus on being the perfect servant.”

The same practiced ease extended to Claire, who trembled as Beatrice adjusted the equally snug device over her. Claire's breath hitched as the lock clicked into place, her wide eyes meeting Beatrice’s for a fleeting moment before darting away. The cool touch of the metal against her skin sent a rush of sensation through her, the weight of the device grounding her in her new reality. Beatrice’s touch, steady and assured, made her feel both small and strangely reassured, as if she had been pulled into a world where every decision was no longer hers to make.

“There,” Beatrice said, adjusting the fit and brushing a stray lock of hair from Claire’s face. “Much better. Now, both of you are exactly as you should be.”

Her voice held a condescending lilt, playful and teasing, as she reclined, surveying her work. “So,” she began, her tone now cutting through the silence, “you two plan your return back to your little house across the street, playing mommy and daddy, hmm?” She laughed lightly, the sound soft but mocking, as though the very thought amused her. “Don’t look at me like that—it’s just a game, of course. You haven’t had intimacy for years, and now… well, let’s just say there won’t be any at all.”

David and Claire stiffened, her words striking deeply, their reality settling over them like a weight they couldn’t escape. Beatrice, unbothered, continued with a faint smirk.

“Your life continues as is,” Beatrice said, her hands resting idly in her lap, her tone cool and matter-of-fact. “David will still come here every Tuesday to serve me, as usual. Everything remains perfectly normal, doesn’t it?” Her eyes gleamed as they shifted to Claire, savoring the moment. “Except now, Claire, if I summon you for some domestic tasks—or perhaps just for company—you’ll rush over here without hesitation, won’t you?”

Claire’s head tilted slightly, her brow furrowing in confusion. “Every Tuesday?” she repeated, her voice shaky. She turned to David, her wide eyes searching his face for answers. “What is she talking about, David? Every Tuesday?”

Beatrice’s gaze sharpened, her lips curling in mock displeasure. “Don’t look at David like that,” she commanded, her tone leaving no room for argument. “I don’t allow it.”

Claire froze, the weight of Beatrice’s words pressing down on her like a physical force. “I… I didn’t know—” she began, her voice faltering.

Beatrice leaned forward slightly, her expression tinged with amused cruelty. “Oh, you didn’t know?” she said, her voice dripping with condescension. “Well, let me enlighten you. Yes, David has been working for me here for months now. Every Tuesday. Cleaning, serving, whatever I need. And yes, I’ve debased him, spanked him, hit him, urinated on him. Do you have a problem with that, Claire?”

Claire’s lips parted, but no words came out at first. “No, no,” she stammered, shaking her head quickly. “Of course not. It’s just that—”

“Just that?” Beatrice interrupted, her eyes narrowing as she leaned in closer, her presence overwhelming.

Claire’s voice wavered. “Just that… he never told me.”

Beatrice’s eyes widened in mock surprise. “He never told you?” she repeated, her tone exaggeratedly incredulous. “But he told me—hasn’t he?” Her gaze pinned Claire in place, unrelenting. “I want you to get this into your head, Claire. He may live with you in that lovely house, but he belongs to me. He doesn’t need to report to you, understand? He answers to me.”

The room fell into a heavy silence, Claire’s face burning with shame as she lowered her gaze to the floor. The reality of her complete subjugation was unmistakable, each word from Beatrice twisting the knife deeper, solidifying the new hierarchy that left no doubt as to who held all the power.

Claire opened her mouth to speak but faltered, her voice catching in her throat. Beatrice tilted her head, her smile widening. “Yes, you will. You’re my 24/7 on-call girl now. And you too, David,” she added, her gaze flicking to him. “When I summon, you obey. No excuses, no hesitation. Understood?”

Both nodded, their movements slow and reluctant, but Beatrice’s satisfaction was palpable. She leaned forward, her voice dropping into a low, almost affectionate tone. “Good,” she said, her fingers brushing Claire’s chin, tipping it upward so their eyes met. “Now, be good little toys and don’t disappoint me.”

As if the chastity devices weren’t enough, Beatrice reached for something on the nearby nightstand. With a flourish, she produced two heavy metal signs, each engraved with bold letters spelling out: "Beatrice’s Property." The signs hung from thick metal chains, their weight alone a humiliating burden.

Beatrice leaned forward, her movements deliberate, as she looped one chain around David’s neck and the other around Claire’s. But instead of a simple plastic band, she secured them with a numbered security tag—tamper-proof, irreplaceable. The small, engraved serial number on each tag ensured that if either of them dared to remove or break it, they could not replace it with a fake without Beatrice immediately knowing.

“And these,” she said with a smirk, her voice dripping with mockery, “are for you—for being such a good husband and wife for me.” She inclined her head, her piercing gaze raking over them, taking in their reddened faces and trembling bodies. “What a perfect picture of submission.”

David’s face flushed as the weight of the sign pressed coldly against his chest. He felt it not just physically but emotionally—a branding of his identity that left no room for denial. This… this is beyond anything I could have imagined… His mind reeled, but his body stayed frozen in place.

Claire, kneeling beside him, felt her tears threatening to spill. The chain rested heavy against her collarbone, and the bold, humiliating words on the sign seemed to burn into her skin. This is what I am now… this is what she’s reduced me to, she thought, the shame twisting in her stomach. Yet, despite her humiliation, she couldn’t help the strange thrill that pulsed through her.

“You’ll wear these,” Beatrice continued, her tone casual but firm, “until your next visit.” She glanced briefly at her watch, her lips curving into an almost playful smile. “Tomorrow, 7 p.m. sharp.” She leaned back, her hands resting on the bed beside her, eyes locked on their faces. “Don’t even think about removing them. If you do, I’ll know.”

Her words lingered in the air, heavy and final. The sight of her seated so comfortably, utterly at ease, while they knelt before her adorned with her humiliating marks of ownership, solidified her dominance beyond question.

10 minutes later

The heavy wooden door to Beatrice’s home opened slowly, creaking as it revealed David and Claire stepping out into the cool night air. Both were fully dressed, though the metal signs hanging from their necks—"Beatrice’s Property"—clinked softly with every hurried step they took. They held hands tightly, their fingers interlocked—a gesture that had been commanded by Beatrice herself, not one born of intimacy.

They walked hastily across the street back toward their home, their movements quick but deliberate. The short evening spent in Beatrice’s house had transformed them in ways neither of them could fully comprehend, yet the weight of the change was unmistakable. They were no longer the adults they had once thought themselves to be—autonomous individuals leading lives shaped by their own choices. They had a family, jobs, a house, and a bank account. But there was one crucial element that had been forever taken from their marriage: sex.

That aspect of their lives no longer belonged to them. Not as long as Beatrice’s unyielding chastity devices remained locked securely around their bodies, keeping them completely at her mercy. They didn’t own their intimacy, their pleasure, or even their desires anymore. All of it was hers. They belonged to Beatrice—a woman whose dominance was absolute, whose power had consumed them utterly.

And truthfully? Without shame, without hesitation, they loved it.

To be continued.
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