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Dedication

To all the sweet submissive souls out there,

yearning to submit to the right woman,

this sweet short story is for you.

With passion and understanding.
Love, Elara xxx
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The Beatrice Way of Moving In

David sat in his home office, his gaze intently fixed on the twin monitors before him. On the left, a stream of debug log messages scrolled endlessly. At the same time, on the right, he meticulously navigated through complex code, seeking an elusive clue to unravel the problem at hand.

Amidst David's deep concentration, a sudden sound interrupted the silence. The distinct beep of a truck reversing caught his attention. This noise was quickly followed by shouts of guidance. “Left, left, more!” someone called out, guiding the driver. The driver responded with a querying, “More?” To this, the affirmative reply came, “Yes, more, more, more, more… okay, stop.” Such a commotion was unusual in this usually quiet neighborhood, where the house next door had lain dormant under renovation for the last three months. Now, it seemed, its new occupants were finally moving in.

Peering out the window, David couldn't help but feel a surge of surprise. The moving truck, somewhat carelessly positioned, blocked half the street. At the rear, two workers, absorbed in their task, sang loudly and without concern for the disturbance. Meanwhile, the apparent manager was engaged in conversation at the truck's front, speaking to the driver, who nonchalantly continued to smoke inside the vehicle.

David's gaze shifted to the commotion outside, where a woman he'd never seen before commanded his attention. She emerged from the neighboring house, a portrait of urgency, her every movement imbued with a natural authority. From neck to wrist, her long-sleeved crew neck sweater provided complete coverage. Despite the lack of exposed skin, the snug fabric accentuated her form, particularly her large breasts, which were clearly visible and prominently outlined under the sweater, moving rhythmically with her brisk movements.

Her expression was a study in seriousness, a deep frown marking her features, as her arms animatedly waved, signaling the delivery men to halt. Her voice, assertive and loud, pierced the air, “Stop, stop, stop it right there!”

One of the men, who bore the demeanor of a manager, turned towards her, a mix of confusion and recognition on his face. “Why? isn’t this the Sterling residence? Aren’t you, by any chance, Beatrice?”

“Yes, I am Beatrice Sterling, and I want those men to stop unpacking immediately,” she declared in an unwavering tone.

The man, attempting to diffuse the situation, responded with a placating gesture, “Lady, lady, calm down, okay? We’re just here to—”

But Beatrice cut him off sharply, her voice rising with authority, “Don’t you dare ‘lady’ me. What is your name?”

“Miguel Torres,” he replied, extending a hand in a gesture of goodwill, “Nice to meet you, lady.”

Ignoring his extended hand, Beatrice reached for her phone, her actions deliberate. “I’m calling 9-1-1, just so you’re aware.”

Sensing the seriousness of the situation, Miguel promptly acquiesced, "Okay, okay, we'll stop. Hey, Fernando, stop, stop there!" He then turned back to Beatrice, attempting a smile, “Miguel Torres, always at your service…” His voice trailed off as he sensed her growing impatience.

“You will address me as 'Ma'am,'” Beatrice commanded firmly. “Now, gather your crew over here.”

Miguel called out, “Hey, Fernando, Carlos, Diego, come here, all of you!”

As the men gathered, Beatrice stepped forward, her presence commanding. "Stand in a line," she ordered, her voice resonant with authority. The men, caught off guard, hesitated for a moment before aligning themselves as instructed. Their faces were etched with disbelief, exchanging looks that spoke of their confusion and surprise at the unfolding events.

David's heart raced, his fascination mounting. The scene unfolding was mind-boggling—a woman commanding four men with ease. He watched, spellbound, as these grown men stood rigidly before her, as though she wielded the seasoned authority of a drill sergeant. They appeared almost afraid to move, or even blink.

As he observed her closely, he could truly recognize the way her jeans, snug and form-fitting, emphasized her hourglass figure. The sweater, tucked neatly into the denim, further emphasized her shapely form.

His eyes then drifted to her hair, carelessly bunned up with two stray clips, an unorganized style that somehow added to her allure. Her face, though partially obscured by her casually bunned hair, exuded a natural radiance. There was a compelling blend of beauty and strength in her features, each aspect contributing to an undeniable air of command and allure.

Her voice, confident and clear, cut through the air, “Welcome to the Sterling residence, boys. First of all, no smoking is allowed.”

Carlos, still clutching a cigar, attempted to protest, “Okay, but outside of the house, it’s open—”

“Drop that cigar!” Beatrice’s voice escalated sharply, and Carlos hastily complied, letting the cigar fall to the ground.

“Now pick it up and put it in your pocket,” she commanded, and he did as told.

“From now on, nobody speaks. You need to tell your friend something; you come close and whisper. If I hear a voice, I call the police. Is that clear?”

The unified response came, somewhat meekly, “Yes, Ma'am.”

“Diego, is that clear?” Beatrice’s voice was firm, directed at the one who had not joined in the chorus of compliance.

Diego, sensing an opportunity to inject a bit of humor, quipped, “You said no talking, so I don’t talk.” His laugh, however, was solitary and short-lived. The rest, already subdued by Beatrice's commanding presence, did not share in his mirth. They seemed spellbound by her, her beauty and formidable presence rendering them compliant in a way that would have been unlikely had she been a man.

Beatrice turned to face Diego, her eyes piercing through him. He fidgeted, playing nervously with the hem of his shirt. Then, in a swift, serpentine motion, she struck. Her hand whipped across his face with a slap that resonated with both force and ferocity.

The slap left Diego shocked and tearful, the physical sting drawing an involuntary response.

"We are a civilized neighborhood here," Beatrice spoke, her gaze fixed firmly on Miguel, the manager. "Now, your truck is obstructing the road. Please park it parallel to the pavement."

"But we've already started unpacking. "

"Then instruct your men to repack and move the truck," Beatrice replied with an air of finality. "Do I need to outline every single step of each command I give?"

Captivated by Beatrice's undeniable command and presence, David felt an intense surge of arousal. His cock grew hard, straining against the confines of his trousers, the intensity of his desire mounting with each word of command she uttered. Unable to contain himself, he hastily yanked down both his trousers and underwear, freeing his throbbing cock. Standing there, he began stroking himself, mesmerized by the scene unfolding before him. As he watched Beatrice masterfully handle the situation, he murmured in awe, almost shivering with excitement, "Each command... wow, she's commanding... what a woman."

As the situation outside progressed, David observed how the truck driver struggled to meet Beatrice's precise requirements. After several attempts, she finally gave a nod of approval. The four men, now utterly silent and seemingly wary of crossing her, followed her instructions diligently. "This one goes to the second floor, to my and my husband’s bedroom," she directed for one item, and for another, "That one is fragile; place it in the kitchen."

David was greatly intrigued by the trait that deeply fascinated him, which was reflected in Beatrice's seamless control over the situation and her clear, decisive directions.

Engrossed in the unfolding scene, David's arousal reached a fever pitch. He vigorously stroked his cock, consumed by the sight of Beatrice's commanding presence. As he climaxed, he was careful to keep silent, his breaths shallow and controlled to avoid attracting any attention from Beatrice or alerting his wife.

In the quiet aftermath, David found himself leaning heavily against the wall by the window, his back pressed to the cool surface as he tried to steady his breath. The room was suddenly silent, a stark contrast to the fervent rush of his heartbeat still pounding in his ears, reverberating through the quiet like distant thunder. This jarring transition from ecstasy to the weight of his own rapid breathing left him almost gasping, a physical testament to the intensity of the moment he had just lived through. As he fought for breath, the sharp clarity that followed the storm of his climax was overwhelming, forcing David to confront a revelation about himself that was as unsettling as it was profound.

For months, maybe even years, he had accepted a narrative of decline, attributing his lack of desire and erectile dysfunction to the inevitable toll of aging. The visits to the doctor, the prescription for Viagra—all attempts to address a problem he thought was rooted in physical malfunction. Yet, none of those efforts had stirred in him the vitality he just experienced. His wife, though beloved, had become a companion in routine rather than passion, their intimacy a chore rather than a connection.

But Beatrice—this woman, a mere stranger orchestrating movers with an iron fist—had, without even a glance in his direction, awakened something within him. It wasn't just arousal; it was a profound recognition of what had been missing, a key turning in a long-locked door. The realization was as confounding as it was exhilarating. How could mere observation, unacknowledged and from a distance, ignite such a response? It challenged everything he thought he knew about his desires, his sexuality, and his capacity for passion.

Just as David was trying to gather his thoughts, his wife's voice abruptly cut through the air, "David, come and wash the dishes." Her call was like an unexpected jolt, pulling him sharply out of his erotic trance and back into the mundane reality of his domestic life.

This call to mundane domestic duty struck him like a cold shower. In a frenzy, David attacked the chore with unprecedented speed. He scrubbed and rinsed each dish with rapid, almost mechanical movements, his mind still replaying the captivating scenes he had just witnessed. Plates, cups, and utensils were washed, rinsed, and stacked in a blur of motion. David's meticulous approach to dishwashing was quickly abandoned. He now moved with a hurried, almost frantic pace. This change was fueled by his eagerness to return to his window. There, he could once again witness the captivating drama unfolding next door.

The dishes were cleaned in record time, and David quickly dried his hands. His mind was already racing back to the window. He was eager to resume his observation, particularly of Beatrice, whose commanding presence had so thoroughly captivated him.

When David returned to his vantage point, the scene before him had shifted. Three of the workers stood in line, hands behind their backs, while Miguel was busy jotting down something on a report. Intriguingly, he was positioned on all fours at Beatrice's feet, diligently writing as she dictated her credit card number to him.

As Miguel completed the task, he started to rise, evidently eager to dispel any notion of subservience to a woman. However, Beatrice, with a simple press of her finger to his forehead, kept him in place.

“What must you say?” she asked, her tone implying a lesson yet to be learned.

“It... It was our pleasure to work for you, Ma'am,” Miguel responded, his voice betraying a mix of reluctance and newfound respect.

“And what else?” Beatrice probed further, seeking an acknowledgment of earlier missteps. “Any apology?”

“Yes, I apologize. I ask you to forgive our manners initially,” Miguel replied, his gaze lifting to meet hers from his lowered position.

“I forgive you,” she responded casually, as if such exchanges were commonplace for her.

With a turn of her heel, Beatrice walked towards her house, her every step a showcase of confidence and allure. As she moved, her ass, perfectly shaped, swayed enticingly, drawing the rapt attention of the four men, including David. Her stride, both powerful and graceful, left a trail of desire in its wake. The men were momentarily lost in lustful thoughts as they watched her. They admired the erotic sway of her hips and her captivating form. As Beatrice disappeared into her house, their gaze lingered on her retreating figure.


In the Cane of the Night

David was wholly engrossed in a meticulous root cause analysis for a perplexing bug when the melodic voice reached him. He looked up from his work, his focus shifting from the complexities of the bug to the intriguing scene outside his window. There she stood, the enigmatic woman, clad in a sweater of a delicate peach hue, her presence commanding even at a distance.

In the blink of an eye, a slender man with glasses and a small apron emerged from the house, a broom in his grasp. He paused, noticing her familiar car parked alongside the pavement. With a swift motion, he leaned the broom against one of the walls and hastened across the path that bisected their lush green lawn. His steps were quick and deliberate, embodying a blend of eagerness and submission as he eagerly bridged the distance between them.

As they met, Julian's voice was laced with a tender longing. "My dearest, how I've yearned for you. A mere eight hours apart, yet it feels like an eternity."

Her response was warm, enveloping him in affection. "Is dinner awaiting us, my cherished husband?" she asked, her tone both loving and commanding.

This exchange, altered subtly yet significantly in its phrasing, captured the essence of their relationship—a blend of deep affection and an unspoken hierarchy. David watched, captivated by the nuances of their interaction, each moment revealing more layers to their dynamic.

Julian chuckled, his arms still wrapped around her. "Oh, yes, of course, dinner is ready. Anything for me, the luckiest man to have the most beautiful wife in the world," he said, his voice filled with both affection and a hint of playful exaggeration.

With a gentle squeeze, Beatrice released herself from his embrace and began to stride towards the house, her hands casually empty. "Seems like on Wednesdays, you're particularly flattering, aren't you? Suddenly, I'm the most beautiful wife in the world…" she teased, her tone playful yet pointed. She continued, a hint of amusement in her voice, "Particularly when you're aware of your impending punishment."

"Heh, come on," Julian replied, attempting to maintain a light-hearted tone as he hurried after her. He juggled the bags and packages, embodying the role of her devoted assistant, carrying her burdens as if they were his own.

He made another trip to park the car properly in the garage, a task he took upon himself since Beatrice often chose to simply park parallel to the pavement. With a husband as dedicated as Julian, indulging in such minor acts of laziness was her prerogative.

As David watched the scene outside, a wave of intense arousal overtook him, culminating in a pronounced erection. He was deeply engrossed in his voyeuristic indulgence as he lazily stroked himself through his pajama pants.

Suddenly, the door creaked open, and Claire's voice cut through the room. "David, why is this door always shut?".

The abrupt intrusion sent a jolt through David, a cold sweat breaking out across his skin. His mind raced as he realized the precariousness of his situation - an unmistakable erection and his wife standing just behind him. He needed to take prompt and careful action.

"I need quiet to focus on my work," he responded, his voice somewhat strained. As he spoke, David twisted around, ensuring his back was to Claire. He navigated adeptly across the room, his movements calculated to conceal his aroused state from her sight. He settled into his chair at the computer desk, positioning himself in a way that shielded his erection, all the while pointing to the monitor as if it held all his attention. His heart pounded, not just from his earlier arousal, but now from the adrenaline of nearly being caught in such a compromising state.

"But what about the kids, David? You do remember we have them, right?"

David, who had been momentarily lost in his own world, was indeed oblivious to not only the presence of his children, but also to Claire. Claire was a woman of simple charm. She wasn't a head-turner, but she possessed a certain understated grace. Grounded in reality, she valued stability and consistency, a stark contrast to the unpredictable excitement that David secretly craved.

"Oh, I haven’t forgotten them. Definitely not," he responded, his eyes unflinchingly fixed on the monitor, feigning normalcy in the conversation.

"Just so you're aware, I've left the kids in the bath. If you don't get there soon, they'll turn the bathroom into a swimming pool!" Claire said, her tone mixing sarcasm with genuine concern. With that, she turned sharply and exited the room, slamming the door firmly behind her.

David exhaled slowly, the tension in his body easing a little as he heard Claire's footsteps fade away.

David lingered for a few moments, waiting for his arousal to wane. Torn between the urgency of Claire's warning — a matter of life or death — and the overwhelming thoughts of Beatrice's nonchalant demeanor, he found himself in a quandary. "Why did such a tantalizing woman have to move in right next to us?" he pondered, uncertain whether this twist of fate was a blessing or a curse. "And what does it say about me that her behavior triggers such a reaction?"

His mind then drifted to the impending performance review at work. The realization that he consistently ranked at the bottom of his team loomed over him. He knew he needed to focus, to work harder instead of losing himself in these sexual fantasies. This sobering thought began to take hold. Along with it, the mundane realities of his professional inadequacies crept in. Gradually, his arousal ebbed away, returning him to a more grounded state. Now he was ready to attend to the immediate needs of his family.

Stepping into the bathroom, David found Tom, his four-year-old son, and Annet, his two-year-old daughter, absorbed in their play. Tom was leading their little game, with Annet trying her best to mimic his actions. They were happily engaged with their rubber ducks, creating a scene of innocent childhood joy.

"Hey Tom, let me show you, okay? If you hold the ball like this, see, and then place it here, and let go - it rolls all the way into the water. See?" David calmly clarified, settling beside them. He watched them play, a mix of affection and impatience in his heart.

As he sat there, he found himself counting the minutes, waiting for the routine of dinner and bedtime to pass. He was eager for the night to advance so he could return to his own secret world. The contrast between his fatherly duties and his hidden desires loomed large in his mind, marking the time until he could once again indulge in his private fantasies.

Following the customary bedtime story and the usual challenges of getting the children to sleep, David finally found himself free. Without offering Claire an explanation about his whereabouts, he quietly slipped away. Claire had her own ways of unwinding; she was content lounging on the couch, spooning cottage cheese straight from the container while getting lost in her television shows. Her routine often involved multiple trips to the fridge for more food and then returning to her spot in front of the TV.

In their relationship, Claire's need for David, specifically as a romantic partner, was minimal. Their love life had settled into a pattern of infrequency and routine. Intimacy occurred occasionally, typically when David's desire became too strong to ignore, but these moments were sparse and lacked passion. This dynamic, while seemingly mundane, allowed David the space for his secret indulgences, a stark contrast to the simplicity of their domestic life.

David settled into his private world, his gaze fixed on the house across the street. The neighborhood lay hushed under the night sky, its upscale houses nestled among well-tended gardens and quiet streets, a serene tableau of suburban elegance.

As the clock marked 10 p.m., David's imagination took flight. "Maybe they've already retired to bed," he thought, his mind painting vivid images. He envisioned her husband, in the privacy of their bedroom, fervently ravaging her naked body. He imagined him grasping her ample breasts, claiming them with a hunger only he was permitted to satisfy. His hands roamed over her, each touch affirming their deep connection. He reveled in the fullness of her body, his mouth eagerly exploring every curve. He immersed himself in the contours of her form, lost in their intimate embrace.

David's fantasies spiraled further. He imagined the husband entering her with great intensity, their bodies moving in a rhythm fueled by primal longing. He imagined the sounds of their lovemaking, the soft moans and sharp intakes of breath, the symphony of their passion. "Would her moans be loud enough for me to hear?" he wondered, aching with longing. The thought of standing right beneath their bedroom window on the second floor, a mere witness to her uninhibited ecstasy, was tantalizing. From there, he could catch the crescendo of her orgasm, the sounds of her unguarded pleasure drifting down to him. He yearned to be that close, to capture every sigh and whisper of her ecstasy as it unfolded just above him.

As David strained his ears, he suddenly caught the distinct sound of Beatrice's voice, clear and assertive. "Seven, but that doesn’t count because I said it, and it was your job to count," she declared with confidence.

"No, no, but I was about to; I swear I was, I swear," Julian's voice came through, tinged with desperation and a hint of tears.

"So say it!".

"Seven."

"No, I told you the seven is not considered."

"OK, OK, six."

"Correct!"

David, still peering out into the night, was puzzled about what they were counting. Then, a startling sequence of events unfolded. A sharp swoosh sound cut through the night's stillness. It was followed by Julian's piercing scream, filled with agony, seemingly splitting the night in two. Several more cries followed, each one echoing with pain and surrender. As the sobbing waned, Julian's voice emerged again, weak but clear, "Se... Seven!"

"What is se-seven? I am not familiar with such a number…" Beatrice's voice was playful yet stern.

"Seven," Julian managed to say again.

'There you go, you see?' Her voice echoed across the neighborhood. It reminded everyone within earshot of her prowess. Here lived a woman adept at handling her husband, deriving pleasure from her commanding role.

David stood frozen, his mind racing to process the scene he had just audibly witnessed. The realization hit him with a mix of excitement and shock. Beatrice and Julian's relationship was steeped in a dynamic that was far more complex and erotically charged than he had ever imagined.

As the eighth strike of the cane resonated through the quiet night, David was overwhelmed with an intense, inescapable urge. He felt a compelling need to see Beatrice, to witness firsthand the source of these powerful emotions that had seized him. The idea of stalking her materialized in his mind, a thought that was both thrilling and daunting. What other option did he have to satiate this burning curiosity about a woman so enigmatic and alluring?

It wasn't like he could simply approach her under a mundane pretext. He couldn't just knock on her door with a fabricated excuse, like asking for milk because the kids needed it for their cereal. Such a trivial interaction wouldn't lead to an intimate encounter. The fantasy of casual conversation smoothly transitioning into a passionate sexual rendezvous seemed far-fetched, even absurd.

David knew he had to be rational about this. His yearning to observe, to understand more about Beatrice's captivating dominance, was something he couldn't simply dismiss or act upon directly.

As the sound of the ninth strike from the cane echoed through the night, David sensed his opportunity. In the same room, only a few feet away from the exit door, Claire was lounging on the couch, absorbed in the flickering images on the TV. David hoped she had fallen into her usual light sleep in front of the screen. Moving with silent precision, he cautiously approached her, keenly observing for any sign of wakefulness.

To his relief, Claire was asleep, her breathing steady and uninterrupted by the noise of the television. With her on the couch and the exit door within reach, David carefully navigated the space between them. Every step was taken with painstaking care to avoid any sound that might betray his presence. Barefoot, he reached the door, quietly opened it, and slipped through, successfully sneaking out into the night without disturbing Claire.

With a mixture of excitement and apprehension, David stepped out into the night. The cool air brushed against his skin as he crossed the street, his heart pounding with each step. His eyes were fixed on the dimly lit window of Beatrice's living room. It was from this window that the sounds of discipline and control emanated, drawing him inexorably closer.

As David crept closer, the sound of the tenth strike of the cane echoed clearly through the night. He moved nearer to the window, driven by an irresistible urge to witness the scene playing out within. The dim light inside the room cast shadows that danced across the walls, allowing him only glimpses of the scene within.

Through the window, David's gaze was irresistibly drawn to Beatrice. She stood near the window, a figure of commanding allure, her well-moisturized bronze skin glowing against the bleach-white silk of her babydoll nightgown. The fabric draped loosely over her shoulders, light and feathery, yet maintaining a form that hugged every curve with precision. Between the two thin straps resting on her narrow shoulders, her long neck and flawless complexion were showcased, creating a striking image of elegance and sensuality.

Her ample breasts filled the translucent cups to such an extent that the thin spaghetti straps were pulled taut, barely grazing her skin. Her tender pink nipples stood prominently, confidently displayed as emblems of youth, vitality, and undeniable femininity.

From his vantage point, David was transfixed as he observed the perfect curvaceousness of her body, faintly illuminated by the room's soft glow. Her long legs, symbols of robust femininity, fully captured his attention. The visible shape of her thighs, strong and decidedly feminine, spoke volumes of her allure. As she subtly shifted her weight, the muscles in her legs flexed, visibly defining her form. This shift accentuated the pronounced and ripe form of her ass cheeks, with her nightgown responding to every slight movement, revealing the interplay of shadows and light across the defined muscles of her legs. Even this subtle motion clearly hinted at the commanding presence she embodied.

In that moment, Beatrice was more than a woman in a sensual outfit; she was the very essence of dominance and femininity. Her presence captivated David, holding him spellbound. Each movement she made caused the fabric of her nightgown to move fluidly around her, creating a mesmerizing spectacle of controlled power and raw, unbridled seduction.

David arrived just in time to catch a glimpse of the aftermath. He saw Julian kneeling beside Beatrice, his gaze fixed on her with a mixture of reverence and devotion. There was something electrifying about her, adorned in that white babydoll nightgown, embodying innocence and femininity. The garment, so frilly and delicate, clung to her form, suggesting a girlish charm that belied her authoritative stance. Its sheer fabric whispered of flirtation and tenderness, rendering her appearance both adorable and captivating. Yet, as she tenderly caressed Julian's face, guiding him with a serene yet commanding presence, the stark disparity became apparent. Here was Beatrice, the epitome of softness and allure, exuding an authority that commanded both respect and fear, a stark contrast to the innocence suggested by her attire.

As David watched, Beatrice subtly motioned with her finger, a silent but clear command. Responding with immediate understanding, Julian shifted his position, lowering his head to kiss her feet tenderly. This act, a profound gesture of his deep commitment, highlighted the unconventional yet fulfilling nature of their sexual relationship. David observed this intimate exchange, noting the smooth progression from Julian's kneeling to the reverent act of kissing her feet, emblematic of his surrender to Beatrice's dominance.

"She delicately elevated Julian's face, helping him to stand. Their embrace and kiss were intimate, symbols of their unique bond. "It's all right now; you understand why this must be done," Beatrice spoke, her voice mixing authority and affection. This was not a question expecting an answer; Julian was well aware. Her beauty and allure placed him in a position where understanding was not optional. It was he who had to strive to remain by her side, and if that meant accepting the punishments she deemed necessary, then he had no choice in the matter – he had to take it.

The disparity between them was stark, casting Julian into a role of subservience, completely captivated by her beauty. "Yes, I understand," he replied, his voice a mixture of devotion and acceptance.

"You're my dear husband, my faithful, good man. Now, come with me," she continued, leading with a sultry stride. She ascended the stairs to the second floor, Julian following loyally, his back bearing the marks of her discipline but also of his unwavering commitment to their dynamic."

This scene had a profound impact on David as he retreated to his home. The pull he felt towards Beatrice was beyond mere admiration; it was a forceful attraction that he couldn't quite comprehend. His envy was for the fact that Julian had a wife like Beatrice, a woman who embodied the passion and control David found irresistibly alluring.

As David made his way back to his own home, the vivid images of Beatrice's commanding presence and Julian's obvious devotion haunted his thoughts. The night's events, charged with a raw display of desire and intricate power dynamics, had ignited an unfamiliar flame within him. He yearned for a connection that echoed the intensity and passion he had just witnessed.

Stepping back into the quiet of his house, his mind whirled. He was consumed by the scenes he had observed, the resonant sounds of their interaction, and the deep emotions they had stirred within him. Beyond the mere contemplation of his own uneventful life, David felt an undeniable urge. He was compelled to stalk this enigmatic woman, to unearth who she truly was, to immerse himself in her world while remaining unseen and unknown to her.


Trailing the Busty Goddess

At 7 a.m., David was already seated in his car, the anticipation of his clandestine mission replacing the need for rest. He had willingly forfeited a day of work, dismissive of the mundane formalities of vacation time. His singular focus was on Beatrice–to track her, to delve into the mysteries of her daily life. He was physically drained, having spent the night relentlessly masturbating. Each time edging himself to the brink but deliberately holding back, keen to savor the tantalizing images of Beatrice that played in his mind. Over and over, he imagined her commanding presence, her erotic breasts, the way she exuded control–all while his unsuspecting wife slept just rooms away. “She probably won’t stir until 9 a.m.,” he thought, hopeful that Beatrice would emerge for her day’s work much earlier.

But as the clock inched towards 8:30 a.m., his initial surge of excitement began to wane, replaced by a creeping sense of doubt. Perhaps he had misjudged, taken a day off at the wrong time. The thought that Beatrice might not step out of her house today gnawed at him. There was also the looming inevitability of Claire waking up, signaling the end of his opportunity. His mind couldn’t help but wonder, contrasting his own stifled marital life–constantly maneuvering around Claire to avoid confrontations–with the electric, openly dominant marriage of Beatrice and her husband. The disparity only served to intensify his yearning, casting a shadow over his secretive watch.

Around 8:35 a.m., David's vigil was momentarily interrupted by a brief lapse into sleep, his vigilance succumbing to the weight of sleep deprivation. However, he was jolted awake by the distinctive sound of Beatrice's garage door creaking open. Instantly, his senses sharpened, his fatigue forgotten. He was determined to follow her, to not let her out of his sight. The uncertainty of whether it was Beatrice or Julian driving only heightened his alertness.

As the car glided out of the garage and onto the street, David squinted, trying to discern the driver. He maneuvered his own car with calculated care, maintaining a safe distance to ensure he went unnoticed. His heart raced with a mix of excitement and anxiety as he navigated the streets behind her.

Every time the traffic lights turned red, David carefully maneuvered his car to stop directly behind Beatrice's rather than pulling up alongside. His strategy was deliberate: he needed to remain invisible to her to avoid any chance of her gaze inadvertently meeting his, of her recognizing or remembering him. By positioning his car this way, he minimized the risk of Beatrice swerving her gaze and making any visual connection with him. This careful orchestration of distance and positioning was critical. David knew he needed to keep her in his sight without betraying his presence. It was a game of shadows and stealth, where being unseen was just as important as seeing.

David's pursuit led him to a revelation: Beatrice's last stop was a medical center conveniently located not far from her new residence. "That explains the move; it's so close to her workplace," he rationalized to himself. He trailed her into the parking lot, watching as she smoothly steered her car to a stop. He drove a little further, positioning himself at a vantage point where he could confirm it was indeed her.

From a distance, as she exited her car, her silhouette was unmistakable. The unique contour of her figure, with a particular emphasis on her prominent bust, left no doubt in David's mind that it was Beatrice. No man or other woman could match that unique outline.

As Beatrice approached the elevators, David kept a watchful distance, keen to observe her next move. Notably, this building featured one of those modern elevators with external selection panels, allowing passengers to choose their destination before boarding. David discreetly watched as Beatrice lightly pressed the button for the third floor on the panel. Aware that joining her in the elevator would be too risky, he opted for stealth, choosing the stairs instead. As Beatrice was whisked away effortlessly to the third floor, David moved with a blend of urgency and caution up the stairwell. His heart pounded not just from the exertion but from the exhilaration of the pursuit and the anticipation of what might lie ahead.

Emerging onto the third floor, David was panting from his hurried ascent up the stairs. As he moved toward the elevators, he nearly collided with Beatrice, who appeared suddenly in front of him. He stuttered a quick "excuse me" and hurried past her, feigning disinterest, as though she wasn't the very person he was stealthily tracking. Beatrice, engrossed in her phone and seemingly oblivious to the stir she had caused, continued on her way.

From his discreet vantage point, David observed her as she navigated the bustling corridor. His gaze was irresistibly drawn to the rhythmic sway of her hips, accentuated by jeans that sculpted and highlighted the alluring contours of her posterior. "What is it about the shape of a woman's ass that's so enthralling?" he mused internally, captivated by her form.

Feeling a surge of urgency as Beatrice moved further away, David quickened his pace, driven by the fear of losing sight of her. As he closed the distance, his perspective shifted, and it was then he noticed something unexpected. Even from behind, the outline of her ample breasts was visible, pressing against the sides of her fitted sweater. They were a striking testament to her voluptuous allure. David's thoughts wandered to the desires her breasts must invoke in men. He pictured the longing to grope them, to explore their fullness with eager hands. There was the urge to press lips against their softness, to trace their curves with kisses. He imagined the craving to suck them like a hungry baby, with audible slurping sounds. The fantasy extended to teasing and tantalizing them with gentle bites, enveloping them with warmth and attention. He thought about grazing over them with a tongue, exploring every inch. The fantasy extended to the desire to massage them, to worship their form, to indulge in the primitive act of suckling, almost reverently. Yet, all these yearnings were privileges reserved solely for Julian, her husband, making David's longing all the more intense and unattainable.

He trailed her at a safe distance until she reached her office. She entered smoothly, closing the door behind her without a backward glance. David lingered at a distance, ensuring she wouldn't reemerge soon. Then, he approached the door, his gaze fixating on the nameplate: “Dr. Beatrice Sterling–Sex Therapy.” The words ignited a fire within him, his blood boiling with a mix of desire and frustration. The intensity of his emotions surged so powerfully that David felt his chest tighten, a fleeting concern that he might actually succumb to a heart attack then and there.

David moved away from the vicinity of that room on the third floor, finding a spot where he could sit and watch. Weariness and hunger set in, yet these were trivial compared to the profound impact Beatrice had on his life, a woman utterly oblivious to her effect. He couldn't help but think how many other men might be secretly jerking off to her every night.

As he saw a man enter her office, David's thoughts coalesced around his suspicions. This woman was likely addressing a myriad of men's issues, probably through conversation and advice on lifestyle changes. He immediately dismissed any crude assumptions about her being a prostitute or using her attractiveness to physically excite men. Her profession, he reasoned, was based on academic study and expertise. The rest, he conceded, was likely a figment of his imagination–an embellishment stemming from her dominant aura and a body that was, quite simply, to die for.

David lingered in his discreet perch, his thoughts swirling as he wrestled with the tantalizing idea that had taken root in his mind. The mere sight of Beatrice's other clients — ordinary men seeking her professional guidance — had ignited a flame within him. He imagined himself in their place, sitting across from her, engaging in a dialogue that was both professional and intensely personal. The fantasy of being in her presence, of speaking to her while she remained unaware of his true identity, was intoxicating.

As the bustle in the corridor momentarily subsided, David's determination solidified. Amidst the transient lull, he realized his next move. The idea of making an appointment, of transitioning from a distant observer to an actual participant in her day, beckoned to him irresistibly. This wasn't merely about quenching his curiosity; it was about immersing himself, even if briefly, in the very world he had been covertly watching.

With this newfound determination, David rose from his spot, each step carrying the weight of his decision. As he exited the medical center, the chapter of his voyeuristic distance closed, ushering in the promise of a more direct, albeit risky, encounter. His pulse with a mix of apprehension and excitement–a testament to the profound effect Beatrice had on him, a mere stranger, yet so much more in his world of fantasies and longing.

As he stepped into the daylight, leaving the shadows of the corridor behind, David was acutely aware that he was on the brink of crossing a line. A line that, once crossed, could change everything.


Surrender at the Gynecological Table

Sit down, please," Beatrice said calmly, her voice carrying the serene professionalism that David had come to associate with her. As he entered her office, she didn't lift her gaze from the extensive notes she was annotating, her composed authority filling the room. David moved with deliberation, choosing a chair in front of her desk, his senses heightened by the anticipation of their meeting.

The contrast in Beatrice's attire struck David immediately, a bold statement that sent his heart into a sudden race. Gone were the form-fitting jeans he had glimpsed earlier. Instead, Beatrice now wore skimpy white shorts that boldly showcased her long, well-cared-for legs. The sight was shocking, not just for the audacity of such attire in a professional setting, but for the intentional eroticism it conveyed. Her upper half was clad in a solid turtle neck rib knit sweater, its long sleeves and slim fit, exuding a casual elegance that sharply contrasted with the daring reveal below.

Her doctor's gown, white and open, did little to cover the expanse of her legs, instead adding to the provocative display. The stethoscope around her neck, a symbol of her medical authority, now seemed almost a playful accessory in the context of her chosen outfit.

David felt a flush of heat spread across his cheeks, the room suddenly feeling oppressively warm. Beatrice's audacious display, so blatantly intended to unnerve and excite, had its intended effect. It was a calculated move, one that spoke of her deep understanding of the power dynamics at play. She knew precisely how to weave an aura of eroticism into the fabric of her professional demeanor, rendering her male patients utterly captivated and vulnerable. David, caught in the whirlwind of her presence, found himself struggling to maintain composure, the sight of her provocatively exposed legs leaving him breathless and his thoughts scattered.

David's eyes then involuntarily flickered towards Beatrice's chest, but he swiftly averted them, not before noting her strikingly busty figure, however. It was an undeniable part of her femininity, clear even as she was engrossed in her writing. He chastised himself internally, swearing to resist the temptation of gazing at her breasts again. Such behavior felt disrespectful and unethical, notably in a professional setting like this. He knew she was likely used to men coming to the clinic under the guise of seeking medical attention, while in reality, they were there to satiate their lustful curiosity for her voluptuous body. David was determined not to be categorized like the others who sought Beatrice for her striking physical attributes, particularly her long legs, huge breasts and beauty. His intention was to mask his primary interest, which, like many, was predominantly physical. He wanted to avoid being just another one of those men in her eyes.

David's gaze wandered to the walls of Beatrice's office, where a display of her professional achievements adorned the space. Each certificate, elegantly framed, was a testament to her expertise and dedication. His eyes traced the journey from her Bachelor of Science in Psychology from Stanford University, a prestigious start to her academic pursuits. Following that achievement, she earned her Master's of Science in Clinical Psychology from UCLA. The pinnacle of her academic journey was obtaining her Doctor of Psychology (PsyD) degree from The Chicago School of Professional Psychology, where she specialized in Sexual Health.

What truly captivated him, however, was the array of professional qualifications that followed. There was an internship certificate from Massachusetts General Hospital, evidence of her hands-on experience. The title of Licensed Clinical Psychologist from the California Board of Psychology indicated her official capacity to practice. Beatrice held a Certified Sex Therapist credential from AASECT and a Diplomate in Sex Therapy from the American Board of Sexology. These qualifications spoke volumes of her specialized skills in areas that deeply piqued David’s curiosities.

Each accolade was not just a mark of her academic prowess. They also hinted subtly at the depths of knowledge and understanding she possessed in psychology and sexual health. David felt a mix of awe and something deeper, recognizing her authority and expertise in a field intimately entangled with his own hidden desires.

As David absorbed the significance of the diplomas and certificates adorning the walls, a new understanding dawned on him. This woman, Beatrice, was not just an attractive figure; she was a professional of the highest order, dedicated and accomplished. Her choice of attire, understated yet elegant, was clearly a thoughtful decision. It was not about allure; it was about maintaining an environment conducive to serious, focused therapy.

As David's gaze moved from the framed qualifications on the wall back to Beatrice, a different understanding dawned on him. The audacious combination of her attire wasn't just a matter of personal style; it was a calculated part of her therapeutic approach. "She's dressed not just to be seen but to challenge, to provoke," David thought, his mind racing. "It's about pushing her clients out of their comfort zones, leveraging her sexuality to delve deep into their desires and fears."

This realization cast Beatrice in a new light, far beyond the realm of mere physical attraction. She stood before him as a master of her craft, wielding not only her extensive knowledge and skills but also her understanding of human psychology in a way that was both bold and innovative. By incorporating her sexuality into her professional demeanor, she aimed to confront and engage with the most hidden aspects of her clients' psyches, making her approach uniquely effective.

Beatrice finally paused her diligent note-taking, setting her pen aside as she shifted her focus towards David. With a gesture that blended professionalism with a hint of casual grace, she removed her glasses, placing them gently on the desk. This simple act seemed to bridge the distance between them, transforming her from the figure of authority engrossed in her work into someone more approachable and inviting. She greeted David with a warm, welcoming smile, her eyes meeting his directly now, unobstructed. "So, you're David, correct? David Townsend, if I'm not mistaken?" she inquired, her tone one of friendly confirmation, as if the removal of her glasses signaled her readiness to engage fully with him.

"Yes, that's me... David," he replied, a bit nervously.

"And what brings you here today, David? What seems to be the problem?" Beatrice asked, her smile still in place, radiating a sense of ease.

David took a moment before responding candidly, "My issue is, I can't get an erection when I'm with my wife."

Beatrice nodded understandingly, her demeanor remaining open and nonjudgmental. "Let me assure you, this is a space free from moral or ethical judgment. You're encouraged to speak openly and without fear of being judged. Feel free to use plain language, and don't worry about being polite with me, okay?"

David, a little unsettled, responded, "Yes, okay. I wasn't being polite just now. I was quite straightforward about not being able to get an erection..."

She raised her hand to interject, "That's perfectly fine; I understand your concern. Now, let me ask you another question–and remember, this stays between us–do you find your wife attractive? Is there something about her appearance that doesn't appeal to you? Perhaps her weight or something else?"

"She's... well, she's not unattractive, but she's not exactly the woman of my dreams either," David hesitated. He then added, "Yeah, she's a bit on the heavier side, you know, after the pregnancies and all that."

"So, if her looks aren't the main issue, could it be something about her personality? Maybe she's too controlling?"

"Yeah, exactly," David agreed, feeling a bit more at ease. "It's like I'm being watched all the time. I don't feel free to enjoy my hobbies."

"And what are those hobbies, David?"

"I'm really into scuba diving,"

"And she prevents you from diving?" Beatrice asked, trying to understand the situation better.

"No, that's not what I meant—" David started, but Beatrice cut him off.

"So, I'm asking again, what are your real hobbies?" she pressed, looking directly at him.

David shifted uncomfortably in his seat. "I'd rather not discuss my hobbies if that's okay. Can we move on from this topic?"

Without a word, Beatrice closed his file and slid it to the other side of the table. "You can take your leave now, David," she said, still smiling warmly at him.

Shocked and confused, David asked, "Wait, but why? I don't understand."

"Because for me to help you, I need your full cooperation. If you're not willing to cooperate, then I'm unable to assist you. I don't want to waste your time," Beatrice explained, her smile professional yet firm.

"No, wait, I'll cooperate," David interjected rapidly, not wanting to end the session just yet.

"I'm afraid you don't quite grasp the importance of what I'm saying," Beatrice responded, her tone serious. "When I ask you to speak, I expect complete openness, not half-hearted responses."

"I get it, I really do. I'm sorry; I wish I could rewind and start over,"

Beatrice leaned forward, her hand reaching out to grasp his. "There's no going back in time, David. There's only moving forward, with the understanding and the mental note that you initially hesitated to engage in this process. Remember, cooperation isn't just about compliance; it's about trust and openness."

David nodded, feeling an unexpected warmth spreading from his loins, simply from affirming his willingness to comply. He recognized that he was completely in a precarious position, cornered by his own hesitation, and now, completely dependent on this woman, only moments into their meeting.

Beatrice couldn't help but smile inwardly at the sight before her. This was the moment she relished most in her interactions with men - the point where their complacency was shattered, their comfort zones breached. She watched as they unraveled, their desperation and stress becoming palpable. And it was with the dawning realization that they might no longer be graced by her presence, that the stress truly began. The thought of not being close to her commanding figure and ample bosom weighed heavily on them. To Beatrice, this anxiety in men was like a feast for her insatiable sexual appetite. It didn't matter how many clients she had seen; each time she brought a man like David to this state of vulnerability, she felt an undeniable arousal.

As she gazed at David, her expression was unreadable, a mask of professional inscrutability. David looked back at her, trying in vain to interpret her thoughts. But her face revealed nothing, her eyes giving away no hint of the satisfaction she felt inside.

Feeling increasingly small and submissive under her steady gaze, David blurted out, "I promise I'll be a good boy." The words tumbled out, echoing his internal realization. To him, in that moment, he felt like nothing more than a boy trying desperately to behave, to please this woman who held so much power over him. His words were both a plea and an admission, a surrender to the dynamic that was rapidly unfolding between them.

"A good boy answers all questions without hesitation. Do you understand?"

"I do, I understand," David replied promptly, his eagerness to comply clear in his voice.

"And he does exactly as he's told, without question," she continued, her tone unwavering.

"Yes, absolutely. David responded, his voice scarcely concealing the surge of arousal coursing through him. This wasn't just about submission; it was Beatrice's adept exploitation of his vulnerability, the way she incrementally intensified her demands, that resonated within him. Each progressive condition she set–evolving from answering all questions to unconditionally doing as told–scratched at, uprooted, and unearthed the submissive desires lying dormant within him. The realization of this dynamic, of her taking advantage of his eagerness to persuade her, sent strong erotic signals cascading down his loins. It was a revelation, a tangible pulse of arousal in sync with his heartbeat, echoing the newfound acknowledgment of his own submissive nature. The moment transcended simple interaction, transforming into a deeply erotic awakening. David keenly adapted to her increasingly demanding terms, conditions expertly set by Beatrice for continuing their encounter.

Beatrice observed him closely, her gaze piercing through his façade and reaching into the depths of his submissive cravings. She knew well the latent desires that lay dormant in men, desires that only emerged under the influence of the right woman–in this case, herself.

“What do you need from me, Dr. Beatrice? I’m ready to do anything, absolutely anything, just to stay and continue this meeting,” David implored, his voice saturated with desperation. “I will tell you about my hobbies, everything about me, anything at all, even things I haven't realized myself,” he added.

She let the silence stretch between them, holding his gaze as he pleaded without words. Then, with deliberate calm, Beatrice issued her next command. "I want you to get on your knees in front of me."

David was taken aback, not expecting such a direct and personal demand. "Are you sure that—" he began but was cut off by the sharp thud of her hand on the table. The sound echoed in the room, a clear signal of her resolve.

Without any hesitation, David found himself kneeling before Beatrice, his position placing him at eye level with the most intoxicating aspect of her presence—her legs. The moment he descended, the room seemed to shift, the air charged with a new intensity. Beatrice's legs were a vision of flawless beauty, their tan, creamy skin glistening slightly under the soft lighting—a testament to her meticulous care and the countless treatments that rendered them so utterly captivating.

As she crossed her legs, the movement was both deliberate and effortlessly graceful. The action caused her knee to rise, positioning it tantalizingly close to David's face, so close he found himself enveloped by the subtle scent of her, a mix of her luxurious skin treatment and an undeniable hint of her feminine pheromones. It was an aroma that spoke directly to his core, awakening a deep, primal attraction he had never known so acutely before.

Her right foot, adorned in a sexy mule that accentuated the arch and delicate curve of her foot, moved with a slow, almost hypnotic rhythm. Each slight, tantalizing movement seemed to beckon, to tease, as if each gesture was a word in the silent language of desire. The sight of her foot, so close, moving in such a captivating manner, sent a rush of heat through him, an urge to worship, to adore, to submit completely to the woman who wielded her femininity with such unassailable confidence and power.

Beatrice, fully aware of the effect she was having, allowed a momentary pause, letting the tension build, the air between them thick with unspoken promises and desires. Her legs, crossed in such a manner that made her knee jut out, dominantly positioned in David's immediate view, were not just a display of her physical allure but a powerful assertion of her control over him.

“Now beg!” she commanded with an authority that resonated in the depth of David's soul.

“OK, then I am really begging and asking—” David's earnest plea was cut short, not by a dismissal from Beatrice, but by an unexpected interruption.

A quick knock at the door preceded the entry of the secretary. “Regarding the meeting with Jeffrey, he's asking if he can start now since he's arrived early,” she informed. As her eyes briefly caught the sight of David on his knees, her expression remained entirely unperturbed, a testament to the commonplace nature of such scenes within the clinic. Beatrice offered no reaction, no signal needed; such occurrences were not just anticipated but understood by all who worked there. It was an unspoken acknowledgment that most men found themselves exactly where David was, ensnared by Beatrice's commanding presence, mere minutes into their encounter.

During this exchange, Beatrice's attention momentarily shifted from David to the secretary, yet the dynamics of power remained unaltered, perhaps even intensified by the casual indifference she exhibited. As they spoke, Beatrice's foot played carelessly with the mule adorning it, her movements teasingly deliberate. David watched, mesmerized, as the shoe dangled precariously from her toes, swaying with a rhythm that captivated his entire being. Then, as if in slow motion, the mule slipped, falling to the floor with a soft thud, the scent of her skin suddenly more pronounced in the air, filling his senses.

“So you scheduled Jeffrey at?” Her question cut through the tension, a sharp reminder of the world continuing beyond their intense exchange.

“10 a.m.,” the secretary responded promptly.

With the shoe now off, Beatrice unconsciously wiggled her toes, the movement seemingly mundane yet imbued with an inexplicable allure. David's gaze was fixed, his mind racing with questions and impulses. Should he seize this moment to serve, to demonstrate his submission by offering the mule back to her, to cradle her foot with reverence as he restored her shoe?

Yet, as he contemplated his next move, the act of catching her foot to replace the shoe proved daunting. Beatrice, absorbed in her conversation, continued to move her foot carelessly, unaware of the turmoil she was inciting. David found himself navigating a delicate dance, attempting to gauge the right moment, the precise movement that would allow him to fulfill his newfound desire without overstepping the bounds she had so masterfully drawn around him.

"Tell him to go home," Beatrice instructed nonchalantly, a clear sign of her authoritative nature. The ease with which she dismissed the meeting was remarkable. This client, who must have planned and perhaps even struggled to ensure his timely arrival, was now being sent away with a mere sentence. Beatrice’s decision to cancel the meeting on a whim, knowing full well the client wouldn't dare protest, showcased her unwavering confidence and control. It was clear she gave little thought to the effort he might have put into arriving early or the inconvenience her abrupt dismissal could cause.

The secretary's response was just as routine. "Oh, okay, okay," she said, acknowledging the finality of Beatrice's decision. It was clear that there was no room for negotiation or questions. Beatrice's word was law here, and her clients learned speedily that challenging her instructions was futile.

Beatrice turned her attention back to David, who was still kneeling in front of her. With a casual tone, she addressed him, "Excuse me, you were saying?"

Gathering his composure, David replied earnestly, "I said that I'm begging you. I really am asking for another chance to show that I can be cooperative."

Noticing his discomfort, Beatrice nudged a small cushion towards him with her foot. "Place this under your knees, David. I don’t want you to hurt yourself," she instructed with an unexpected touch of consideration.

David rapidly made a few adjustments to the cushion under his knees and looked up at her, grateful for the minor act of kindness.

"Going to be a good boy now?"

"Yes, yes, I swear,"

"Okay then," Beatrice acknowledged, her manner suggesting she was prepared to proceed. "Tell me about your hobbies."

Realizing the urgency and importance of prompt responses after previously testing Beatrice's patience, David hastily answered, "Well, I watch porn." He was keenly aware that any hesitation might provoke her displeasure. The intensity of the situation, being on his knees and compelled to answer immediately, sent an unmistakable pulse of arousal through him.

Beatrice, unphased by his quick reply, delved deeper, "What kind of porn?"

David, feeling the pressure to respond without delay, was caught between his actual preference and what he felt comfortable revealing. The thought of disclosing his attraction to videos featuring women with large breasts made him uneasy, fearing it might suggest an inappropriate interest in Beatrice's own physique. In a split second, he decided to reveal a different, albeit very true, aspect of his tastes. "Movies about dominant women," he said swiftly, avoiding any pause that might hint at reluctance or deceit.

"Ah, yes, I'm quite familiar with that subject," Beatrice responded, adeptly concealing a knowing smirk. Internally, she mused, 'Oh, indeed familiar.' She was well aware that her daily life revolved around the practice of dominance. This was evident even now, with this sweet, submissive man at her feet.

David kept his eyes fixed on Beatrice's face, consciously avoiding any glance toward her amply covered chest. He sat, his mouth slightly open, in a state of eager anticipation. His expression resembled that of a child absorbing a new lesson or an infant awaiting the next spoonful of mashed potato soup. He was wholly focused on her, ready for any directive or question that might come next.

Beatrice observed him from her vantage point, a sense of satisfaction washing over her. She marveled at the rapidity with which they had established this connection. To her, David seemed like an easy conquest, arriving at her clinic already primed and ripe for her influence. She took a moment to relish this dynamic, the swift submission of a man who had willingly entered her realm and now found himself entirely entrapped in her control.

Beatrice leaned in a bit, her professional demeanor unwavering as she posed her next question. "And when you watch these movies, do you manage to get an erection?" She noticed him gearing up for a swift response and raised her hand to halt him. "I need to understand," she added, "whether the issue is with your physical response or if it's something specifically related to your wife."

David, taking a moment to consider her question, finally replied, "I used to get erections from them, but not as much anymore. They're not as strong. Maybe it's just me getting older?"

"You are indeed getting older, David. It's a natural progression, particularly for boys like you," Beatrice said, her tone somewhat reassuring yet matter-of-fact.

"So, can you differentiate between your response to those movies about dominant women and your experience with your wife? In terms of your erection, I mean," she probed further, her inquiry both clinical and insightful.

David responded with a hint of resignation in his voice, "Well, if it's a really good movie, then yes, the difference is quite significant. If the movie is just average, my erection is average, too. But with my wife, there's just nothing there."

"Okay, I understand," Beatrice nodded, summarizing his situation. "So, your arousal is selective, responding primarily to specific women or themes. Is that correct?"

"Yes," David replied, still grappling with the implications of his own admissions.

"You meant to say 'yes, Ma'am,' right?" Beatrice corrected him, her tone firm but not unkind.

Caught off guard, David quickly corrected himself, "Ah, yes, yes, of course, yes, Ma'am."

Beatrice's expression was stern but composed. "Don't test my patience, David. Just a reminder: we are not equals here. You had your chance to cooperate while seated at the table with me. Now, you've lost that privilege and must continue from this humbler position. Make sure to address me appropriately in your responses so I know you understand your place. Is that clear?"

"Yes, Ma'am,"

Beatrice continued her probing, delving deeper into David's issues. "So, getting back to your problem, do you actually want to be able to achieve an erection with your wife?"

David found himself in a quandary. His true motivation for visiting the clinic was not to resolve his marital issues but rather to be in Beatrice's presence. Yet, he couldn't disclose this hidden agenda. "Yes, Ma'am," he replied, sticking to his initial story.

"Are you faithful to your wife?" Beatrice's question was direct, cutting to the heart of the matter.

"I... I talk to women on some dating sites,"

"So, we can conclude that you're not entirely faithful?"

"Yes, Ma'am,"

"And do you interact physically with these women?" she inquired further.

"Only on video, so far," he responded, his words trailing off.

"So far," Beatrice echoed thoughtfully. "So, you're contemplating physical affairs with other women, yet you're here seeking to regain your sexual function with your wife. May I ask why that is?" Her question was pointed, aiming to unearth the deeper layers of David's psyche and the contradictions within his desires.

David's understanding that honesty often served better than fabrication, especially under scrutiny, guided his response. He knew that any inconsistency in his story would only draw more suspicion. So, he crafted his answer to align with the pretext of his visit. "I want to be able to get a strong erection with my wife," he said, his voice firm. "So that I can be intimate with her more frequently." He tried to project sincerity as he spoke.

Beatrice paused, considering his words thoughtfully. She sensed the complexity of the situation - the struggle of a man unable to fulfill his marital duties in the way he desired. Her expression softened a little, a trace of empathy flickering in her eyes.

"Come, follow me," she instructed decisively. "I'll show you some techniques that might help. Perhaps there are things you can also teach your wife, okay?"

As Beatrice led David into another room, the dominating presence of a large gynecological examination chair immediately caught his attention. However, it was Beatrice's next action, as they crossed the threshold, that truly surprised him. She paused abruptly, causing him to stop directly behind her, close enough to catch the subtle scent of her perfume. Without looking back, she subtly shrugged her shoulders, a silent instruction for him to assist her with her medical coat. With careful hands, David helped remove the coat, revealing Beatrice in a new light, free from the traditional symbol of her professional role. ‘Place it on the chair, neatly,’ she directed casually, pointing to a nearby chair. David, with trembling hands, carefully draped the coat over the chair, the action charged with erotic significance. In that moment, as Beatrice audaciously shrugged off her medical attire, he felt a thrilling erotic hold tighten around him. It was a bold, provocative undressing that clearly communicated she was taking them to a territory far beyond traditional medical boundaries. This wasn’t just about shedding a piece of clothing; it was Beatrice setting the stage for what was to come, marking a departure from the professional into the palpably erotic.

Now standing in her white shorts, the transformation was striking. Without the coat, the full allure of her figure was unveiled—her apple-shaped ass and long legs accentuated by the tightness of the shorts, a testament to confident, mature femininity. David was momentarily taken aback by the audacity of her action. It wasn't just the boldness of discarding the coat; it was what this act signified. She was freeing herself from the layers that confined her, both literally and metaphorically, stepping into a role that was undeniably sexual in nature.

David felt a warmth spread through him, an erotic tension that filled the room, making it seem as though the air itself was charged. Beatrice’s resolute and audacious move left him grappling with a mix of anticipation and uncertainty. He didn't yet know what she had planned, but the clear intent behind her actions, the unequivocal step into a realm that blurred the lines between the professional and the sensual, left him feeling both exhilarated and ensnared by the unfolding scenario.

Yet, it wasn’t just the curvature of her hips that held David’s gaze. His attention was irresistibly drawn down to her thighs, showcased by the skimpy white shorts. The smooth, well-cared-for skin of her legs spoke volumes of her meticulous self-care, highlighting the meaty, robust shape of her thighs which only added to her aura of mature confidence. Particularly captivating were the subtle indentations just at the back of her knees, those distinctly feminine contours that are seldom noticed but deeply enticing once seen. These small, delicate curves, accentuated as she moved and adjusted the chair, underscored the elegance and femininity of her entire form, turning every gesture into a testament to her allure.

In these moments, with Beatrice unaware of his gaze, David felt no risk of offense in his admiration. The proximity and the unveiled display of her body’s form did more than just reignite his arousal; it was a silent, visual celebration of her mature, confident femininity. Her legs, in their smooth and cared-for glory, embodied a strength and allure that transcended the immediate scenario, leaving David even more entranced by the woman who commanded not just the room but his entire focus.

Focused on the leather straps attached to the chair, Beatrice's voice came casually, "I want you to strip. Completely naked, that is." Her tone was matter-of-fact as if such a request was wholly ordinary in her line of work.

David didn't dare to utter even a single word of protest or surprise. After all, she was a doctor, and undressing in front of a medical professional was normal. Reassuring himself with this logic, in no time at all he shed his shirt, trousers, and underwear. He stood there, totally naked, without shoes, vulnerable, and erect, while Beatrice continued to occupy herself with the straps of the chair, seemingly oblivious to his exposed state.

The situation was surreal to David–standing naked in the same room as this commanding woman, feeling both vulnerable and strangely excited.

"Okay, hop on up," Beatrice encouraged, patting the spot on the chair now covered with a fresh paper towel. She expertly assisted him onto the chair, proficiently arranging his legs in the stirrups and securing them with the leather straps.

David noticed that Beatrice didn't so much as blink at his evident erection. It seemed to him that she was well-versed in dealing with such reactions. He couldn't help but think that her presence alone was enough to provoke this response in him, as it probably did in many others. He guessed that in her line of work, claims of erectile dysfunction were often contradicted by the very physical responses elicited in the intimacy of this room, in her presence. It was clear to him that Beatrice was aware of the effect she had, even if she never openly acknowledged it.

"Now, let's go over a few techniques that you might find useful with your wife," Beatrice said, her voice a blend of professionalism and subtle command.

"Yes, Ma'am," David replied, his voice trembling ever so slightly. The anticipation of what she might do, combined with the vulnerability of his position, sent a tremor of excitement mixed with apprehension through him. The proximity to Beatrice, coupled with the situation's inherent intimacy, left him both exposed and eagerly attentive to her every word and action.

Beatrice deftly maneuvered the gynecological exam table, employing its array of levers and automated buttons much like those found in a dentist's office. With skilled precision, she adjusted the table, bringing David's face up to her level as she stood between his parted legs. His senses were immediately filled with her scent, a distinctly feminine aroma that only intensified his awareness of her. "My God, what a profoundly feminine woman," he thought to himself, utterly captivated by her presence.

Leaning in closer, Beatrice’s voice lowered to a whisper in his ear, “You see? Just the mere closeness of a male and a female, it’s simple, but it’s often enough, right?” As she spoke, her breath brushed delicately against his skin, her face lingering just an inch from his. The scent of her, mixed with the warmth of her breath, enveloped him, sending a cascade of goosebumps across his skin. He could feel the subtle hint of her pheromones, an intimate and electrifying presence that made his spine tingle and a jolt of electricity surge through him, intensifying the arousal that pulsed through his body.

"Y... yes, Ma'am," David stammered, his entire body trembling with a potent mix of desire and nervous excitement. The closeness, so intimate and charged, overwhelmed him, coaxing a confession from his lips, "You are so beautiful, Ma'am. You are such an... arousal." His words were barely a whisper, choked out as he squirmed under the weight of his arousal, profoundly affected by the electrifying proximity to Beatrice.

"I know, David," Beatrice responded, her voice steady and composed. "But remember, we're here to explore what you can do with your wife. Just being close, standing near her, smelling her neck... tell her to come close. Do you see my point?"

David's reply came in a rush, "Oh yes, Ma'am, yes, yes, yes, yes." His mind raced, trying to absorb the lesson Beatrice was imparting. Yet, his thoughts were clouded by the overwhelming allure of the woman standing intimately close to him.

Beatrice lightly brushed her lips across the rough texture of his day-old beard, her touch delicate against his cheeks. "How does that feel?" she asked in a tone that was both seductive and inquiring.

"It feels so good, Ma'am, so incredibly good," he felt himself shivering.

"The key is to feel relaxed, to establish a connection and trust," Beatrice explained, her words soft and reassuring. Then, leaning in closer, she pressed her lips against his in a gentle, fleeting kiss.

Overwhelmed, David blurted out, "But,… but I feel like I'm going to explode. I'm at my limit here."

"Firstly, you will not explode, not without my express permission, do you understand?" Beatrice’s voice was firm yet composed.

"Yes, Ma'am," he replied, his breathing growing heavier and more labored.

"And what you're experiencing now–this heightened breathing–it's your body's way of telling you how to control yourself, to prevent yourself from reaching climax prematurely. Do you understand what I'm trying to teach you?" Beatrice's explanation was both a lesson and a command.

"Yes... Ma'am," David said, closing his eyes and taking deep breaths, trying to internalize her instructions and regain some semblance of control over his body's responses.

"Yes... the key to controlling yourself is deep breathing. Fill your lungs and then exhale slowly. Do it for me, show me," Beatrice guided, her voice calm yet authoritative.

She placed her perfectly manicured hand lightly over his mouth, feeling the rhythm of his breathing. Removing her stethoscope, she connected it to her ears and placed the other end against his chest, monitoring the steady beat of his heart as he followed her breathing instructions.

"That's it, that’s a good boy, obeying mommy. Keep breathing like that," she encouraged her words reinforcing his obedience. As she spoke, Beatrice casually removed her sweater, revealing a large, white, lacy bra that struggled to contain her ample breasts.

"Do you like my bra?" she asked, her question direct and provocative.

David, caught off guard by the sudden reveal, stuttered, "I... do, Ma'am. My God, this is... quite a test..."

Her eyes narrowed subtly at his initial omission, "You forgot to add 'Ma'am' at first. You're getting more comfortable with me, aren't you?"

"I feel tense," David confessed, his body a mix of stress and arousal, struggling to maintain control under her intense, sensual scrutiny.

"It's normal for boys to feel tension," Beatrice remarked, locking eyes with David as she began to slowly tug at her white shorts. Ensuring his gaze was riveted on her actions, she teasingly lowered them just enough to hint at what lay beneath. Then, turning her back to him, she added in a hoarse whisper, "Perfectly normal," as she slid the shorts down in one fluid motion. Her legs remained adjacent and straight, a move that elicited a sharp gasp from David at the sight of the thong now fully revealed.

As she turned back to face him, Beatrice’s eyes sought his, making sure his attention hadn’t wavered from the barely-there g-string thong adorning her. The garment, a matching white floral pattern akin to her bra, featured a minuscule triangle that barely covered her, leaving her luscious ass cheeks entirely visible. The shock on David’s face was palpable, not just from the unexpected reveal but from the boldness of her display. The thong clung to her curves provocatively, its design leaving little to the imagination and framing her exposed skin in a way that was both shocking and irresistibly enticing.

She then adjusted the chair to a different height and positioned herself with her back to David. With a slight touch, she positioned her ass against the base of his erect cock, the g-string thongs offering minimal coverage. David clenched his eyes shut, concentrating intensely to restrain himself from climaxing.

"As you can see, this is another technique you can try," Beatrice continued, her voice steady and instructive. "She just needs to lean in like this, and you can guide her by holding her hips. Understand?"

With hesitation, David placed his hands on her hips, feeling the smoothness of her skin under his fingers. The sensation of her so close, so real, was overwhelming. "What a woman," he thought to himself, amazed by the sheer femininity and allure of Beatrice.

"Simple, right?" Beatrice echoed her voice a blend of seduction and instruction. She rhythmically bumped her buttocks against the lower part of his manhood, each movement intentional and resolute. The sensation was intense for David, pushing his nervous system to the brink of collapse under the relentless stimulation.

"Please... " He could hardly get the words out, his voice filled with a combination of desperation and pleasure.

In the nick of time, Beatrice gracefully detached herself, allowing him a moment of respite. She then turned to face him, adjusting the chair so that she could maintain eye contact. Her hands reached out, beginning to stroke his cock with a touch that was both light and deeply warming.

"I am in heaven..." David breathed out, overwhelmed by the sensations coursing through him. Beatrice's skillful touch, combined with her commanding presence, transported him to a state of bliss he had never known before. Every stroke was a revelation, a journey through uncharted territories of pleasure and submission.

"With your wife, the experience might not be as intense," Beatrice said. Her voice was a mix of reassurance and suggestion as she added, "But just think about it–you'll be able to maintain an erection."

David caught up in the moment, responded candidly, "But I'm hard because of you, not her." He realized too late that he had omitted the respectful 'Ma'am' again.

Beatrice acknowledged his confession with understanding, "I had a feeling that might be the case. Honesty is important here." Her gentle yet firm grasp on his cock seemed to coax the truth out more easily.

Driven by the overwhelming intimacy of the moment, David divulged further, "I came here to see you, not because of any issues with my wife." He felt a sense of release in admitting his true intentions.

Beatrice, somewhat prepared for his admission, was surprised by his next revelation. "I've wanted to be close to you, Beatrice, ever since you moved into the house next to mine," he confessed.

Upon hearing this new revelation, Beatrice briefly paused, but rapidly regained her composure. Instead of reacting immediately, she opted for a strategy of encouragement, aiming to coax the full story from David. Gently brushing his cheek, she responded with an assuring tone, "That's only natural." Her measured reaction was a calculated effort, aimed at creating a space where David felt comfortable enough to reveal more. This underscored her skill in guiding the conversation, extracting the complete testimony without alarming or deterring him.

David continued, emboldened by her response, "And that night, I couldn't help myself. I watched you from outside your window, saw how confidently you handled your husband..."

As Beatrice learned of his voyeuristic act, she bit her lip, concealing her disapproval of his boldness. With dexterity, she murmured, "Aww, you little pervert," smoothly downplaying his transgression while continuing to stroke him.

Beatrice skillfully ensured that David was completely bound by securing his hands behind his back with leather straps. She then checked the restraints on his legs for good measure.

"I just had to follow you here, to this medical center, to find out that you're a therapist," he admitted, the confession revealing his deep intrigue with her.

Despite the unsettling nature of his admission, Beatrice maintained a composed facade, masking her inner disquiet. "Quite the detective work on your part, isn't it?" she commented, her voice laced with a subtle edge.

"Yes, and now here we are, just you and me," David continued, his tone laced with a mix of reverence and intense arousal. "I'm incredibly aroused by your dominant presence, the way you subdue and tease me, how you envelop me in this maternal yet commanding aura. It's overwhelming, leaving me unable to think clearly."

Beatrice, poised and controlled, responded to his confession. "It seems there's one aspect we haven't yet explored," she noted calmly, her fingers delicately cupping his balls gently.

Beatrice's tone shifted suddenly, her voice laced with a cold, venomous anger. "How dare you stalk me like this?"

David's vulnerability was palpable, heightened by the fact that his most sensitive area was at her mercy. Although she wasn’t squeezing, the mere closeness of her grip filled him with a mix of fear and anticipation.

"I am sorry, Ma'am," he stammered, his voice laced with genuine remorse.

"I'm afraid 'sorry' isn't going to suffice this time," Beatrice replied sternly. Without warning, she tightened her grip on his balls, causing him to cry out in pain.

"You're making too much noise," she warned. "We wouldn't want security to come in and find you in this compromising position. With precision, she placed a ball gag in his mouth, effectively muffling his cries.

As she held him, Beatrice felt a complex mix of anger and arousal. This was the dynamic she thrived on: seeing men transformed from their initial confident state to this–bound, naked, and utterly at her mercy on the gynecological examination chair. She reveled in the stark contrast, the power she wielded over them. They all succumbed, one way or another, to her allure–her scent, her beauty, her physical features. In her domain, they were utterly ensnared, helpless before her commanding persona.

"I hold you by the balls, don't I, David?" Beatrice said with a mocking laugh, her voice dripping with a mix of amusement and dominance.

David could only nod frantically in response, his eyes wide with a blend of fear and anticipation, conveying his complete submission to her control.

Beatrice's eyes widened dramatically as she continued to taunt him. "And there's absolutely nothing you can do about it, right?" she asked rhetorically.

Again, David nodded, his actions almost trance-like, a clear indication of his deep submission to her authority. In his mind, Beatrice had transformed from the intriguing woman next door into the embodiment of his deepest, unspoken desires. He had followed her, captivated by her power and the way she had effortlessly dominated the movers at her new home. And now, here he was, rendered powerless, his fantasies and reality colliding in the most unexpected way.

His mind replayed the image of her administering the cane, a memory that had fueled his obsession. Yet, he could have never anticipated this outcome–immobilized, vulnerable, with Beatrice's hand firmly around his balls, exerting her will over him, deciding his fate. The situation was both a dream and a startling reality, leaving him at the mercy of the woman who had unknowingly captivated him from afar.

"You know, I find the testicles, or 'orchis' as we in the medical field call them, to be a very useful tool in my work," Beatrice said. Her voice was almost educational, as if she were lecturing to students. She spoke with a tone that was both instructive and tinged with intrigue. Demonstrating her point, she gently fondled them, her fingers eliciting a wave of arousal from David. "And the arousal they induce is only secondary to the penis," she continued, now pointing with a deliberate gesture towards his erect cock. Under her expert gaze, it appeared like a vein-rich, galvanized rod, further emphasizing the clinical yet erotic nature of her explanation.

Her hand then moved to his cock, softly caressing it, a delicate touch that contrasted sharply with her earlier firmness. "This is pleasant, isn't it?" she asked, her voice tinged with mock kindness.

David, overwhelmed by the intensity of the sensation, nodded vigorously. He tried to communicate through his eyes that if she continued this tantalizing stimulation, he would inevitably climax then and there. However, Beatrice seemed undeterred, continuing her gentle strokes on both his cock and balls.

Remembering her earlier instruction about controlling his climax, David focused on taking deep breaths. Each inhalation was an attempt to stave off the impending orgasm, a desperate effort to adhere to her directive and maintain some semblance of control in this intensely erotic situation. The deep breathing, combined with Beatrice's unrelenting touch, plunged him into an unparalleled state of heightened arousal and submission.

"You know, I have this hobby of squeezing balls or even sometimes to slap them," she said "slap them hard," she laughed "It's very effective for men like you who can't control themselves and want to climax in my hand," Beatrice explained, her voice calm yet carrying an undertone of threat.

Upon hearing Beatrice's threatening words her intention to torture his balls as a consequence for those who climax in her hand, David became acutely aware of the precariousness of his situation. Bearing in mind her prior guidance that practicing deep breaths could aid in warding off an undesired climax, he made an effort to breathe with utmost depth. However, the gag in his mouth limited him, forcing him to rely solely on the airflow through his nostrils. David struggled to control his body's response using the only technique she had provided. Observing his efforts, Beatrice chuckled, evidently amused. His desperate attempts to comply with her directive and avoid the dire consequences she outlined were clear to her.

"My helpless captive is trying not to climax by controlling his breathing, are we?" she asked mockingly. Her left hand never ceased its slow, rhythmic stroking of his cock, while her right hand continued to gently caress his balls.

"But you know, it's not fair. You should be able to prevent climaxing using just your mind. Can you do that?"

David looked at her, torn between his instinct to cooperate and the near-impossibility of the task she suggested. He knew deep down that relying solely on mental control to hold back his climax was a daunting task. This was especially true in such an intense and arousing situation, making it a feat he was unlikely to accomplish.

His gaze conveyed a silent plea, caught between the need to comply and the physical reality of his overwhelming arousal.

As Beatrice placed her fingers over David's nostrils, effectively blocking his last source of air, he panicked. Desperately, he tried to move his head from side to side to evade her grasp. Beatrice laughed at his futile attempts, evidently enjoying the control she wielded over him, relishing the power she had to dictate even his breathing.

She reveled in the desperate struggle of her 'victims' as they fought for air, her freedom and allure dictating their fate. After a tense moment, she firmly clasped his nose, severing his air supply. David's struggle intensified, his head moving frantically in an attempt to escape as he neared the brink of choking. Just when his struggle reached its peak, Beatrice released her grip, allowing him a desperate gulp of air.

Continuing to stroke his hair, she leaned in close, her proximity offering him the scent of her perfume as a stark contrast to the panic of moments ago. "If you dare to climax, I might have to resort to torturing your balls," she whispered against his cheek, her voice a dangerous mix of threat and seduction. "It's quite an effective technique, and I always find a moral excuse to use it." Her words, now that he could breathe and fully experience her closeness, carried an intoxicating mix of fear and arousal.

Just as David felt like he was about to lose consciousness, Beatrice released his nose. She moved her hand back to his balls, continuing to stroke his cock. "Would you like that?" she asked, her eyes wide with a mix of curiosity and challenge.

David shook his head vigorously, his actions an apparent rejection of the idea. Beatrice laughed, her breasts bouncing vividly within the confines of her lacy bra. The sight was a stark reminder of her dual nature–both nurturing and dominating, capable of providing comfort yet equally adept at asserting her control.

"But let's not forget, you were stalking me, trespassing on my property. That's not something we can overlook lightly," Beatrice continued, her grip on his balls tightening, teetering on the edge of causing immense pain. "Isn't that right?"

David's nod was one of regret, a silent acknowledgment of his error in pursuing Beatrice so recklessly.

In a swift, merciless motion, Beatrice tightened her grip on David's balls with a force that was both deliberate and punishing. A guttural, muffled cry of "Mppppph!" escaped him through the ball gag, the sound a stark testament to the sheer intensity of the pain. Tears cascaded down his cheeks in torrents, blurring his vision, while a steady stream of mucus flowed from his nose, a visceral reaction to the overwhelming agony. David's body convulsed involuntarily, writhing under the crushing pressure of her grip.

Then, as abruptly as she had inflicted the pain, Beatrice released her hold, stepping back with a calculated detachment to observe the aftermath of her actions. Her eyes held a cold, detached satisfaction, the glint within them revealing a connection to a darker, more sadistic facet of her nature.

As David began to recover from the searing pain, Beatrice turned away, her mules clicking against the floor. His eyes, despite the recent agony, were drawn irresistibly to her ass. The g-string thongs she wore just managed to cover a small portion of her, exposing her ample, seductive rear in all its splendor. Each movement was a deliberate, almost vulgar display of her sexuality.

Her confident stride was accentuated by the brazen exposure of her voluptuous figure. The way her luscious, well-formed ass moved was not just provocative but overtly vulgar in its sensuality. It was a testament to her unabashed sexual maturity and empowerment. Here was a woman who wholeheartedly embraced and reveled in her sexuality, her every move a bold declaration of her carnal desires.

Returning to him, Beatrice held a pair of small alligator clips, dangling them in front of his eyes "Do you know what this is?" she cooed, her voice soft yet laced with an underlying menace.

Without waiting for his response, Beatrice, with a precision that spoke of her familiarity with such tools, attached the clips to his nipples. The sensation was immediate and intense, a sharp pain that elicited a gasp from David. The clips, though small, had a grip that seemed to penetrate deep into his flesh, sending waves of pain throughout his body. Beatrice observed his reaction with a measured gaze, a hint of satisfaction in her eyes.

Then, connecting the clips with a thin chain, she gave it a firm tug. The action pulled at his nipples, intensifying the pain to new heights. David couldn't contain his reactions—shouts muffled by his gag filled the room, his body writhing in the bonds that held him.

She then turned on her heels and sashayed to the counter, her movements every bit as seductive, capturing David's full attention as she perused an assortment of tools.

Returning to him, Beatrice now held a small shoelace, dangling it in front of his eyes and playfully brushing it against his nose, which he instinctively tried to dodge. "And do you know what this is?" she cooed, her tone soft but laced with an underlying threat, her demeanor shifting subtly to reveal a more menacing undertone.

David, overwhelmed by tears that streamed down his face, struggled to make sense of the object before him. He blinked repeatedly, desperately trying to clear his vision, which was severely obscured by the constant flow of tears. His efforts to focus were futile; even the simple task of recognizing a shoelace became a challenge amidst his distress. In between squinting and wiping his eyes, he shook his head, a sign of his confusion and inability to comprehend what Beatrice was holding.

Beatrice expertly tied the shoelace around David's balls, constricting them into a tight, visible sack. As she did this, David caught glimpses of her collarbone, and the close-up view of her breasts encased in the lacy bra. "What a woman," he thought, a mix of awe and regret in his mind. "If only she weren't so sadistic, this could be so much more enjoyable..."

"Okay, you have two options now," Beatrice said, looking down at the gagged man. "Either I call the police, or I torture your balls. What will it be?"

In a panic, David struggled frantically against his restraints, trying desperately to escape, but it was futile. He mumbled and pleaded through the gag, but Beatrice simply watched him, observing his futile attempts with a detached curiosity, like one might watch a caged animal.

"Do you want me to call an officer and explain everything? I have it all recorded on the camera up there," she continued, her tone ominous. "Would you like me to tell them about the stalker and trespasser who poses a danger to the public? I'm sure the authorities would be quite interested in putting you away for a few years, keeping you away from society. Is that what you want?"

David vigorously shook his head, his eyes wide with fear. Meanwhile, Beatrice seemed to be thoroughly enjoying the situation, reveling in the power she held and the fear she was able to instill. It was clear she was in complete control, playing with him both physically and psychologically, taking pleasure in his desperation and helplessness.

"Good decision, David," Beatrice said with a hint of satisfaction in her voice. "You wouldn't believe how many men I've reported to the police for sexual offenses, all because they couldn't resist their desire for me. Most of them are now counting their days in various prisons across the country. There's something quite delightful about men ending up behind bars because of me. It's quite a thrill. You've made a wise choice, David. A very wise choice indeed."

Tears welled up in David's eyes as he looked at her. He realized the gravity of her words and knew they were true. Beatrice's blend of femininity, curves, maternal warmth, and commanding presence was a potent mix that could easily ensnare men. They fell under her spell, only to find themselves tricked and caught in a web that led to their imprisonment, all for her amusement.

"Okay, that leaves us with the other option: CBT," As Beatrice outlined her intentions, David's response was one of pure panic. His muffled protests were only faintly audible through the gag. Beatrice, feigning surprise at his reaction, pressed on. "No? But how can you compare a little bit of CBT to years in federal prison, David!" She paused to observe his frantic movements, seemingly unphased by his clear distress.

Continuing her methodical exhibition with an eerie serenity, Beatrice affirmed, "Wise choice, David." With elegance, she pivoted and sauntered towards a cabinet, an arsenal of carefully selected BDSM paraphernalia.

Reaching the cabinet, Beatrice paused, her silhouette framed by the assortment of instruments within—each a testament to the art of inflicting pain. Her hand brushed past the tools, coming to rest on a slender cane. With a flick of her wrist, she swooshed it through the air, its whispering hiss slicing through the tension-laden silence. David's eyes widened at the sound, a primal part of him responding to the ominous promise it carried. "Hmm, no," Beatrice mused aloud, her tone one of contemplation.

Next, her attention shifted to a more modern apparatus—a taser gun, its design sleek and menacing. She activated it briefly, its electric pulse crackling in the air, casting brief illuminations that danced across her features. The light reflected in her eyes, a spark of consideration flickering within as she pondered its use. "Mmm... not sure about this one," she articulated, a hint of indecision in her voice that was rare and therefore all the more impactful.

As Beatrice meticulously evaluated each piece of equipment, her actions were methodical, each choice deliberate. The ambiance of anticipation was punctuated by the occasional sound of a tested instrument, whether it was the slicing air with a cane or the electrical hum of a taser. Despite David's heart racing and his muffled attempts to plead through the gag—soft, desperate sounds of "Mmmpffff" filling the air—Beatrice's attention remained unfazed. To her, these reactions were familiar, an expected prelude to the main act. Years of experience had taught her that such pleas were not just common but an integral part of the dynamic she so skillfully orchestrated. They were, in a sense, music to her ears, a confirmation of the emotional and psychological impact of her presence and actions.

To Beatrice, ignoring these pleas wasn't an oversight; it was a choice. Her victims' reactions, especially the men who found themselves at her mercy, always followed a similar pattern, and she had come to not only expect but relish in it. Their pleading, their vulnerability, were music to her ears. This familiarity with their responses allowed her to remain detached, her calm exterior masking the arousal that their desperation spurred within her.

"Today," Beatrice finally declared, her voice imbued with a newfound resolve, "I'll use something far more personal." Turning back to David, her eyes locked onto his, a glimmer of intent shining through. In her hands, she held no device or tool, just the natural extension of her will—her own body, her fingers primed to become the instrument of her chosen method.

Approaching David, Beatrice held nothing but her own dexterity as her weapon of choice. Her presence loomed, a stark contrast to the minimalism of her approach. "Brace yourself," she whispered, a fusion of anticipation and command in her voice. Her fingers, in a precise and deliberate motion, formed a mechanism of simple yet effective torture.

Her thumb secured her index finger, pulling it back with intent. The target was unmistakable: the vulnerable, exposed flesh of David's testicles. The anticipation was almost as excruciating as the impending flick. With surgical precision, she released her finger, propelling it forward in a swift, calculated motion.

The effect was immediate and overwhelming. What appeared to be a minor, almost gentle flick of Beatrice's finger unleashed a torrent of sharp, excruciating pain that surged through David's body, far eclipsing the subtlety of the action. It was astonishing, the sheer intensity that such a small gesture could invoke—a flick transformed into a merciless harbinger of agony.

David's reaction was instantaneous and visceral. A scream, raw and desperate, erupted from him, muffled into a guttural "MMmfppffff" by the gag firmly in place. His body convulsed against the restraints, every muscle straining, shaking as waves of unbearable pain washed over him. The bonds that held him, once merely uncomfortable, now felt like the only thing keeping him anchored to reality as he teetered on the edge of endurance.

Saliva dripped from the corner of his mouth, testament to the uncontrollable physical response to the pain. Beads of sweat formed on his brow, mingling with tears that streaked down his face, the salt burning his eyes. The cool air of the room did nothing to quell the heat that seemed to radiate from his core, a feverish intensity that matched the turmoil within.

This moment, suspended between agony and disbelief, was punctuated by his labored breathing, the heavy, ragged intakes of air that did little to alleviate the throbbing pain or his escalating panic. The juxtaposition of Beatrice's calm precision and the chaos of his suffering highlighted the profound disparity between captor and captive, the absolute power she wielded with something as simple as a flick of her finger.

Without hesitation, Beatrice continued her methodical torment, the flick of her finger becoming a relentless rhythm in the otherwise silent room. Each sharp impact was like a conductor's baton calling forth a symphony of visceral responses from David. His screams filled the space, a raw, throat-tearing sound that spoke volumes of the pain and fear coursing through him. Despite his pleas for mercy, Beatrice remained unyielding, her actions precise and unwavering. The simplicity of the gesture belied the complex tapestry of dominance and submission being woven in real time, her steady hand against his uncontrollable writhing.

As Beatrice delivered the final, decisive flick, she stepped back, her eyes alight with a cold satisfaction. Before her lay David, a blubbering wreck of a man. His cries had softened to whimpers, his face a mask of tears, sweat, and saliva, each breath a shuddering gasp. It was a powerful tableau of the aftermath of her dominance—a stark, living contrast between her composed satisfaction and his utter disarray.

Taking a moment to revel in the scene, Beatrice allowed herself a small, self-satisfied smile. It was in these moments of absolute control and surrender that she found a profound sense of fulfillment. Then, as if turning a page, her demeanor softened. She approached David, now a mere shadow of his former self, still caught in the aftershocks of his ordeal.

With a gentleness that seemed at odds with the cruelty she had just administered, Beatrice carefully removed the gag from David's mouth. Her hands, so capable of inflicting pain, now offered solace as she tenderly wiped his nose with a napkin, clearing away the tears and mucus that had accumulated during his ordeal. "There, there, that's a good boy. You've survived, haven't you?" she cooed, her voice a soothing balm laced with an undertone of undeniable control. It was a kindness that felt as much a part of her dominance as the pain, a reminder of her complete authority over his experience.

David, reduced to sobs, his face streaked with red from tears, barely managed a nod. His voice, when it came, was a weak, broken whisper, "Yes, Ma'am, I did." The acknowledgment was a testament not only to his submission but to the complex dance of power, pain, and care that defined their interaction.

She adjusted the chair so that he was facing her directly. Standing before him, Beatrice tenderly cared for his face, her hands gentle, her lips tracing his jawline in a mockingly affectionate gesture.

"So, I gather you wouldn’t like me to call the police now would you," she laughed.

"And, I suppose I'll have to make use of you as my servant from time to time. Would that suit you?"

"Oh yes, Ma'am. I was born to serve you,"

"Very well," Beatrice said with a nod of approval. "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?.."

"No, Ma'am, I told you—" David began, but Beatrice swiftly silenced him by placing her hand over his mouth.

"I know, I don't need to ask," she interjected, her voice firm. "I figured out where you live just by checking our system. Nice to meet you, neighbor."

"Nice to meet you, Ma'am. You are a beautiful woman," David replied, his voice a mixture of admiration and resignation.

"I'm aware," Beatrice responded with a hint of amusement. "Remember, every Tuesday at 10 a.m., understood?"

"Yes, of course, Ma'am,"

"You'll work as my house servant until around 4 p.m., and then you're free to go. And be warned, if you fail to follow my rules, I'll file a complaint with the police. They'll take it from there,"

"But I have a job..."

"Something has to give, David. You have a serious offense hanging over you, and I'm only asking for six hours of your day. Instead of wasting time on dating websites during your work-from-home hours, you'll be serving me," Beatrice stated matter-of-factly. She then ever so softly held his cheek in her left hand, leaning in to kiss him softly, her lips planting tender kisses on his. "Doesn't this all make sense now?" she whispered, her voice a seductive blend of command and enticement.

The gentle touch and nurturing presence of Beatrice, combined with her closeness, propelled David into a state of profound pleasure. Softly, he whispered his submission, "Yes, Ma'am, anything you say, Ma'am."

Beatrice, totally in control, positioned herself in front of the gynecological exam table where David was bound. She sat down, adjusting the height of the apparatus for her comfort. With a teasing motion, she delicately brought her tongue to graze the tip of David's cock, eliciting a deep moan from him. "Enjoying ourselves, are we?" she asked in a playful, coquettish tone.

She proceeded to lavish attention along the crease of his hip with licks and kisses, pausing briefly to tease, "I can't hear you." As she rubbed her cheek against his erect shaft, another groan, muffled yet intense, escaped from David. "Lost your tongue, have you?”

Shifting her focus, Beatrice then attended to his scrotum, tenderly tugging at the loose skin with her lips before taking one testicle into her mouth. With skilled movements, she swirled her tongue around it, eliciting even louder groans from David. She repeated these actions with the other testicle, sucking lightly and manipulating it expertly with her tongue. Her ministrations concluded with more licks and kisses along the crease of his other hip, leaving David in a heightened state of arousal and eager anticipation.

Beatrice gazed at David's impressive length, her hand encircling it to gauge its girth. "You're so thick,". She admired the prominent veins, a sign of his heightened arousal under her touch. Her tongue embarked on a teasing exploration, starting with light flicks at the tip of his cock, gradually moving in wider circles. Her hand worked in tandem, pulling the skin back to expose the sensitive glans to her questing tongue.

She continued her exploration, tracing her tongue along the underside of his shaft. Bending her head, she focused on the juncture where his shaft met his balls, bestowing lavish licks and kisses there. She tugged at the skin with her lips, much as she had done before, before moving on to lavish attention on his balls. Beatrice took each testicle into her mouth, one by one, sucking and swirling her tongue around them with skill and care. This tender yet intense manipulation of his most sensitive areas sent waves of pleasure coursing through David. He became wholly immersed in the sensations, lost in a sea of bliss under Beatrice's masterful touch.

Beatrice enveloped him in her mouth once more, her hand gripping his shaft firmly, beginning a slow, deliberate stroke. Gradually, she quickened the pace of her strokes while her mouth worked over the top half of his cock. She alternated between sucking, sliding her tongue, and occasionally swallowing, pressing him against the roof of her mouth. She expertly allowed his cock to pop out with a strong suction, only to draw him back in again. Her tongue’s tip firmly pressed against his frenulum, moving in tantalizing patterns, while her hand's strokes grew increasingly faster. With her left hand, she held his balls, gently touching, rolling, and tugging at them.

Just as David was teetering on the edge of climax, Beatrice released him. "No cumming without permission," she warned, standing up and adjusting the apparatus so his face was level with her chest. She unhooked her bra right before his eyes and guided his hands to her large breasts. "Do you like big breasts?" she cooed seductively.

David gasped, his hands now exploring the full, voluptuous curves of her breasts. They were large, boldly erotic, demanding his full attention. He began massaging them, his fingers working over her nipples, coaxing them into stiff, sensitive peaks. As he quickened his touches, Beatrice moaned, clearly enjoying his ministrations. Feeling himself growing hard again, David's desire intensified, his mouth drawn irresistibly to her nipples.

"Do you allow?"

"Of course, I allow. Suckle on them, David,". David complied, his lips finding her nipples, softly yet eagerly sucking, lost in the sensual experience of pleasuring and being pleasured by this commanding yet nurturing woman.

Lost in the primal intensity of the moment, David eagerly surrendered to the act of suckling Beatrice's large nipples. His mouth latched onto the soft, scented flesh, his lips encircling each nipple with a hunger that was both instinctual and overwhelming. He sucked deeply, rhythmically, drawing her into his mouth, savoring the warmth and the slight saltiness of her skin. The act felt raw and fundamental, a connection to something deeply rooted in his being.

As he suckled, he could hear the subtle changes in Beatrice's breathing, each small moan and sigh spurring him on. Her skin was soft and fragrant, filling his senses and enveloping him in an intoxicating aura of femininity and desire. He alternated between her nipples, ensuring each received his full attention, his tongue swirling around the stiffened peaks, teasing and coaxing them to even greater sensitivity.

The experience was all-consuming, disconnecting him from everything else but the act of pleasuring and being enveloped by Beatrice. Each draw of his mouth was a mix of reverence and desire. It was a worship of her body that spoke as much to his own deep-seated needs as it did to gratifying hers.

In those moments, David was entirely captivated in the act, lost in the tactile, sensory delight of her body and the powerful, nurturing presence she commanded.

In an unexpected shift, Beatrice suddenly pulled away from David. She expertly positioned a pillow under his hips, elevating his lower body and exposing his rectum. Then, she placed her finger at his entrance, her touch light but deliberate. "You see, this is another effective method to enjoy," she murmured, moving her finger lightly, and exploring the sensitive area.

David, overwhelmed by the sensations and the build-up of arousal, pleaded desperately, "I'm begging you, please, just let me climax."

As she continued to stimulate him, Beatrice drew him close to her breasts, maintaining the intimate connection. "Are you going to be a good sucker slave for me, David?" she asked, her voice soft yet commanding.

David, consumed by his need and the intensity of her touch, responded fervently, "Oh yes, I will. I swear I will. With all my might, I will."

"Then you may climax in my hand," Beatrice declared, her grip on his cock rhythmic and relentless. Her movements were efficient, almost mechanical, yet they carried an undercurrent of intense sensuality.

As she brought him to the edge, David's release was monumental. It was as if all the pent-up tension, the overwhelming arousal, and the intermingling of pain and pleasure all culminated in this one singular moment. His climax was not just a physical release but an emotional and psychological unburdening. The sound he made was primal, guttural. It was a raw vocalization of profound release that seemed to reverberate through the room, as if it could shake the pictures off the walls.

The sensation coursed through him like a wave, intense and all-consuming. It was as if every nerve ending in his body had been activated, firing simultaneously in a symphony of overwhelming pleasure. The pleasure was so intense, so all-encompassing, that it bordered on transcendence. For a moment, David was lost in the unadulterated bliss of release, free from all constraints, all worries, all sense of self. It was the kind of climax that leaves one both drained and immeasurably satisfied, a memory that would be etched in his mind forever.

Beatrice watched her expression, a mix of satisfaction and professional detachment, as David experienced what was perhaps the most intense orgasm of his life. Her hand, the agent of his release, continued its movements until he was spent, a testament to her skill and her understanding of the profound power she wielded.

After David's intense climax, Beatrice's demeanor shifted from that of a commanding dominatrix to one of gentle care and soothing comfort. She cradled him tenderly, her touch soft and nurturing, a stark contrast to the firmness she had exhibited moments before.

She held him close, her arms enveloping him in a warm embrace, providing a sense of safety and calm in the aftermath of his overwhelming release. Her hands, which had expertly brought him to the edge, now tenderly stroked his hair and back, offering reassurance and a comforting presence.

Her voice, too, became softer, a soothing whisper that coaxed him back from the heights of his intense experience. She murmured words of comfort, praising him for his submission and endurance, acknowledging the journey they had just undertaken together.

In these moments, Beatrice transformed into a figure of maternal care, holding David as if to shield him from the world outside their shared space. This tender care provided a stark and comforting contrast to the intensity of their previous interactions, allowing David to unwind entirely, both physically and emotionally, in her arms. The gentleness of her touch and the warmth of her embrace served as a balm, helping to ground him after the soaring heights of his climax.

Beatrice delicately guided him, ensuring he remained calm and pliant. With a practiced ease, she reached for a chastity device, a tool of control she was evidently familiar with. David, still in shock from the intensity of his experience, scarcely perceived what was happening as she expertly locked the device around his now-subdued cock.

The chastity cage was fitted securely, its presence a subtle yet undeniable reminder of Beatrice's control over his sexuality. She locked it with a small key, which she then held up for him to see. "This is your key," she explained, her voice firm. "It's the pink one, remember that. I'll be keeping it with me."

She continued, her tone matter-of-fact, "All my servants, even those who serve me part time like you, are kept in chastity. This way, I can ensure that you don't engage in sexual activities with your wife, with your porn, or with any women from those dating sites."

As she cradled his head, Beatrice's voice was soft yet laden with authority. 'You've committed a crime, and your punishment is the loss of freedoms that other men take for granted; you're now my captive,' she explained, her tone gentle but unyielding. 'Locked away, from this point on, your desires, worship, and yearning are all for me alone. Expect to clean, cook, and perform any task I deem necessary, and you'll do so until I decide otherwise."

Having laid out the stark reality of his new life, Beatrice then released him from his bonds. For a few moments, they stood together in a silent embrace, a moment of connection amidst the complexity of their dynamic.

Breaking the silence, Beatrice asked softly, "Do you enjoy being this close to me now?"

David, feeling a mix of emotions, responded with a sincerity that surprised even himself. "I do, I do, I swear I do."

As David emerged from the private room back into the bustling environment of the medical center, he found himself enveloped in a whirlwind of conflicting emotions. The stark contrast between the serene intimacy he had just experienced with Beatrice and the ordinary hustle of the medical center was jarring.

Walking through the corridors, David felt a surreal sense of detachment. The world around him seemed to move in a blur, the sounds and sights fading into the background as his mind replayed the intense, transformative events he had just experienced. He felt like a changed man, stepping out from a realm of extreme sensation and emotion into the mundane reality of everyday life.

Despite the complexity of his feelings, there was an undeniable sense of clarity. He had crossed a threshold, entering a new phase of existence where his desires and will were intertwined with Beatrice's commands and wishes. The weight of the chastity device was a constant, physical reminder of his submission, a symbol of the new chapter he had unwittingly embarked upon.

As he made his way out of the medical center, David felt a blend of apprehension, exhilaration, and a deep, unspoken longing. It was as if he had discovered a hidden part of himself in Beatrice's presence, a part that was now yearning for more despite the challenges and sacrifices it entailed.

THE END
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