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Chapter 1

In downtown Chicago, most couples in their thirties settle for stability or silence. Greta and Mark, however, move around the apartment with an electricity that wasn't there two years ago. At thirty-two, she was not an authoritarian woman by nature, but rather a woman who, out of love and curiosity, decided to take charge. What began as a response to Mark's confessed need ended up being the key to her own liberation.

Mark, at thirty-three, does not fit the mold of the man that Illinois society expects. In his office job, he is just another employee, but when he crosses the threshold of his home, his fulfillment comes from devotion. He feels fulfilled, not because of what he achieves outside, but because of how she rules him inside.

It had been exactly two years ago when the structure of their marriage changed. Greta remembered the initial confusion, the doubts that burned in her chest as she wondered if their relationship had any real foundation. It turned out that it did, but it was hidden under layers of imposed normality. By accepting the fetishes that turned Mark on, she discovered a new pleasure: that of absolute responsibility.

Now, complicity is the air they breathe. There is no trace of that gray routine that withers others; every commanding gesture from Greta and every submissive response from Mark are threads in a web that keeps them united and vibrant. In that small apartment, kink is not a dirty secret, it is the engine that makes them happy in a way that no one outside those four walls could understand.

To understand why their small apartment feels so alive today, one must first understand that for them, Femdom is not a weekend costume you put on, but the engine of a healthy, balanced, and above all, happy marriage. In a world that expects men to be in charge and women to be submissive, Greta and Mark found fulfillment by reversing the roles. That complicity, that constant game of knowing who is in control, is what keeps them closer together than any traditional contract.

But to achieve that freedom, they had to go back two years.

Back then, the inertia of their early thirties was beginning to take its toll. They were the typical middle-class couple: she dealing with teenagers in high school and he managing logistics in a gray office. They loved each other, but sex was becoming a chore and arguments over trivial matters were the only relief from a routine that was suffocating them.

Until the afternoon of the phone call.

The shower was running in the bathroom when Greta, purely by accident, stumbled upon an open window in Mark's cell phone browser. They weren't just stories of submission or forums of men confessing their desire to be ruled by strong women; they were explicit images of dominatrixes with men kneeling at their feet, surrendered to a will that was not their own.

Greta sat on the bed, the light from the screen illuminating her face in the darkness of the bedroom. She scrolled through the images with hypnotic slowness, watching those men in positions of absolute vulnerability and those women projecting total power. She didn't feel repulsion. She felt a revelation.

Suddenly, the pieces fell into place: Mark's reluctance, his passivity in bed, the way he always waited for her to make the final decision. It wasn't a lack of character, it was a deep, silenced desire. Mark wasn't looking for another woman; he was looking for his wife to take a step forward that he didn't dare ask for.

When the sound of the shower stopped and the door opened, steam flooded the room. Mark came out with a towel around his waist, relaxed, until he saw Greta. She hadn't moved. She had her phone in her hand, showing the last image: a man at the feet of a woman who held his gaze with cold authority.

It was the beginning of everything. Mark turned pale, disarmed, with the darkest secret of his life exposed under the gaze of the person he cared about most. It was in that second, between his fear and her nascent curiosity, that the marriage they have today began to take shape.

The confrontation was anything but gentle. The tension that had built up over months of empty arguments exploded in that small bedroom.

Mark lunged at her, his skin still damp and his eyes wild with panic. He tried to grab the phone from her, but Greta was quicker. She jumped to her feet, hiding the device behind her back, maintaining a physical distance that Mark, in his vulnerable state, did not dare to break.

"Give me that, Greta! It's not what it looks like," he exclaimed, his voice breaking with humiliation.

"Explain this to me, Mark. Now."

"I clicked on it out of curiosity... it was a link, something I saw online. It doesn't mean anything."

Greta let out a dry laugh, without a trace of joy. She sat down again, but this time with a calmness that was more frightening than her shouts as a teacher in the classroom. She unlocked the screen and began to slide her finger with cruel slowness.

"Don't lie to me. I've looked at your history. This isn't a click by mistake. These are repeated visits, Mark. Months, maybe years, going to the same pages, reading the same stories, looking at these women."

"It's nothing, honey... I swear. It's just some silly internet thing. It has nothing to do with us," he insisted, though his shoulders had already begun to slump. He was losing the narrative battle.

Greta looked up from her phone and stared him in the eyes. She was no longer the confused wife; she was the teacher who had caught a student in a blatant lie and was waiting for the evidence to break him.

"It has everything to do with us. It has to do with why you're distant, why we argue about the color of the curtains, and why our bed has become a desert."

Mark stood silent, trembling. The secret was out, and the "curiosity" excuse was falling apart like wet paper. Greta took a step toward him, invading his personal space, holding the phone as if it were court evidence.

"Is that where you want to be, Mark? At someone's feet? Is that what keeps you awake at night?"

The air in the room became so thick it seemed difficult to breathe. Mark continued to deny the impossible, clinging to excuses as if they were a lead lifesaver. Pride and panic were a toxic mix that forced him to shake his head, to say it was just "internet stuff," that she was imagining a movie where there was none.

But Greta was no longer the wife who would settle for an evasive answer. She was tying up loose ends in front of him with surgical precision, verbalizing aloud what he had been keeping quiet for years.

"They're not 'things,' Mark. They're hours of reading. They're saved photos. They're the answers to all the times you stared at the ceiling after making love as if something were missing," she snapped, closing the distance between them. "What is it, then? Do you want to kneel before one of those women in the photos? Is that it?"

Mark was speechless. His lips moved, but no sound came out. Silence was his only defense, a barrier of shame that Greta was determined to break down. She pressed him further, giving him no room to back down.

"Answer me! Is your fantasy to be there, kneeling and humiliated before a woman like that? Someone who uses you as an object?"

He didn't dare look up. He was trembling, the towel still tied around his waist, feeling small in the middle of his own bedroom. The weight of the double life he was leading was crushing him.

"Tell me now, Mark. Tell me or I'm leaving. I'm not going to live in a marriage based on a silent lie," she declared, turning away as if she were really going to look for a suitcase.

That was the final crack. The fear of losing her overcame the fear of the truth. Mark took a step toward her, his voice broken and his eyes misty, dropping the last mask.

"Yes," he whispered, his voice filling the room. "Yes, it's my fantasy. But not with them, Greta. Not with those women in the photos."

He paused for a second, swallowing hard, before uttering the confession that would change their marriage forever:

"My fantasy is to kneel before you. Only before you."

"That's too much information for today," Greta said, her voice impossible for Mark to decipher.

Without giving him time to react, she grabbed her jacket and left the apartment. Mark heard the echo of the door slamming in the hallway and stood alone on the carpet, towel still damp, heart pounding in his chest. He was terrified. He had let the truth slip, and now he felt that the emptiness of the room was a prelude to an apartment that would be empty forever.

Greta walked for more than four hours. Chicago at night is a city of concrete and cold lights that offers no comfort, but helps you think. The cold air from Lake Michigan hit her face as her steps took her aimlessly through the Loop. Her five-year marriage had just taken a 180-degree turn in the blink of an eye.

Questions assailed her with every block she walked:

What do I do now?

Could I be a dominatrix? She imagined herself in the role of those women in the photos and, to her surprise, the idea did not repulse her, but gave her a thrill of something dangerously close to power.

What if I leave him? The idea of ending it all crossed her mind, but she dismissed it almost instantly. She loved him. But the problem was "traditional marriage." She realized that model no longer existed; it had been broken the moment Mark confessed his need. She could no longer look at him and pretend he was the conventional man society expected him to be.

"A traditional marriage can't go on after this," she told herself, stopping in front of a dark shop window.

If she stayed, the game would change. If she stayed, she would have to accept a crown she hadn't asked for, but perhaps, deep down, had always kept hidden away.


Chapter 2

More than a week had passed since that discovery. The apartment had become a silent minefield. The confession was not discussed, but it was there, floating between them like an invisible third tenant.

Mark took refuge in his administrative routine. He left early, came home late, and limited himself to superfluous conversations about the weather or problems at the office. For a moment, he came to believe that the silence meant that everything would return to "normal," that time would bury their secret and they could continue to be the conventional middle-class couple that the world expected them to be. But the emptiness in the bed and the lack of physical contact said otherwise. There was no sex, no caresses; only the accidental brush in the hallway that made them jump as if they had received an electric shock.

Greta, however, was not silent out of forgetfulness, but out of analysis.

She watched him as he ate dinner, staring at his plate, studying his every gesture. Secretly, her own internet searches had replaced Mark's. She researched what an FLR (Female Led Relationship) marriage really was. Her traditional upbringing did not easily fit with the idea of a woman taking total control, but the stories of women treated like queens, served by husbands who found fulfillment in devotion, began to sow reasonable doubt.

There was something that disturbed and fascinated her at the same time: the political and psychological aspects. She wondered how it was possible that, after centuries of women's struggle to escape male oppression, there were men who voluntarily sought that role of surrender and submission. Why did Mark want that?

The biggest mystery remained sex and fetishes. She hadn't spoken to him again, so she didn't know exactly what turned him on. She didn't know what it meant to have a "humiliated" husband or how she was supposed to carry out that humiliation. Was it a punishment or a gift? Was it something physical or purely mental?

That night, as Mark washed the dishes with submissive efficiency, Greta watched him from the kitchen doorway. There he was, a thirty-three-year-old man, strong, intelligent, willing to hand over the keys to his will. She still didn't know if she could make such a definitive decision, but curiosity had already won out over doubt.

"Mark," she said, breaking the silence of more than seven days. "Leave that. Come to the bedroom. We need to talk about what this marriage is going to be like from now on."

The air in the bedroom seemed to have disappeared. Mark left the dishcloth on the counter and walked toward the bedroom with the movements of someone heading to a trial. Greta was waiting for him, sitting on the edge of the bed, her back straight and that evaluative look she used in high school, but charged with a much more private intention.

"Did you want to kneel before me?" she blurted out, without anesthesia.

There were no doubts in her mind, only a new determination that surprised even her. She needed to see how it felt; she needed to know what it felt like to have a man submissive at her feet. It wasn't a passing erotic whim, but a need to understand that piece Mark had given her.

Mark stopped in the middle of the bedroom. The light from the bedside lamp made him look vulnerable, almost naked despite still wearing his office clothes. His heart was beating so hard that he could feel his pulse in his throat.

"Greta, I..." he began, but she cut him off with a wave of her hand.

He looked at her incredulously, fear and desire battling in his eyes. She knew this was the absolute threshold. In that small apartment, if her knees touched the floor, there would be no turning back to the "traditional husband." The structure of their five-year marriage would crumble to make way for something unknown.

"Well? You're not answering me," she pressed him.

"Yes," was a timid "yes," barely a whisper that came from Mark's lips.

"Well," Greta said, and for the first time she felt the real weight of a command given with full authority. "Do it. Get down on your knees."

Mark hesitated for a second. His eyes sought hers one last time, finding a determination that disarmed him. Slowly, almost ceremoniously, he bent his knees. The rustle of his pants against the carpet was the only sound in the room. His knees hit the floor and his head was level with Greta's waist.

He looked down, unable to hold her gaze from that position. The silence changed in nature; it was no longer a lack of communication, it was a handing over of keys.

Greta watched him from above, silently. The image of her husband, an intelligent and capable man, down there, waiting for her next move, gave her a rush of power she had never experienced in the classroom. It was a raw, clean feeling. She studied the back of Mark's neck, the curve of his slumped shoulders, and realized that their traditional marriage had not broken down: it had simply transformed into something much more honest for both of them.

"What do you feel, Mark? Being there, at my feet..." she asked. Her voice was inquisitive, almost clinical, as if she were conducting an experiment with reality.

Mark didn't answer right away. His feelings were a mess of bare wires short-circuiting. On the one hand, the fear of uncertainty suffocated him; he had just handed over the keys to his will, and now his destiny no longer belonged to him. Where would she take him? What would Greta do with this newly acquired power? This lack of control made him feel small, vulnerable, a diminished version of the man who had entered the apartment minutes earlier.

Yet beneath that fear, a wave of realization and fulfillment washed over him. It was as if an internal pressure that had tortured him for years had finally found a way out.

He felt humiliated, physically shorter than his wife, reduced to the carpet while she occupied the space above him. He wasn't sure if he liked that feeling of inferiority, but his body didn't lie: the physical and mental arousal was evident, an electric current running down his spine and clouding his judgment.

"I feel..." Mark swallowed, struggling to find the words as he kept his eyes on her knees. "I feel small. And I feel like I'm yours."

Greta noticed the slight tremor in Mark's shoulders. His humiliation did not elicit pity, but rather a new fascination. Seeing him there, accepting his place, she realized that her doubts about whether she could be a dominatrix were beginning to clear. She didn't need whips or leather; she just needed that look and that voice that Mark was so eager to obey.

"Look at me, Mark," she ordered, leaning forward slightly.

He raised his head. His eyes were misty, reflecting a mixture of absolute submission. Greta placed a hand on his cheek, not with the gentleness of a comforting wife, but with the firmness of an owner assessing her possession.

Greta's voice rang out with a firmness Mark had never heard before. It was not the tone of someone imposing punishment, but of someone who had made a vital decision after crossing a desert of doubts. She had spent a week studying, breaking down her own prejudices, and understanding that her love for Mark was great enough to build him the altar he needed, even if it meant dynamiting everything she believed herself to be.

"I've been reading, studying, learning about this world," she said, while Mark remained there, kneeling, absorbing every word. "I thought about it and realized that if I stay with you, it has to be this way. We can't have a 'normal' marriage."

Mark swallowed hard. Greta's honesty hit him harder than any command.

"I want this to stay within these four walls," she continued, marking the boundaries of her sanctuary. "I will continue to learn... but now you will obey me in everything. Everything."

She paused deliberately, letting that "everything" fill the corners of the bedroom.

"If not, I don't see how this can continue. I'm doing the opposite of how my parents raised me and what society expects. I've read a lot, Mark... Do you realize what all this means?"

Mark looked up, finding a woman who had just accepted absolute responsibility for his life. What she was asking him was not only if he understood the morbid fascination or the fetishes, but if he understood the sacrifice of identity she was making for him. She was breaking her past to give him a future.

"Yes," Mark replied, and this time his voice did not tremble. "I know it means that my will belongs to you. I know I am no longer the man who makes the decisions. And that is exactly what I need you to be for me."

Greta looked at him for a long time. The pact was sealed. The relationship they had built had died that night; in its place, something much more complex and powerful was born.

"What excites you about being like this, Mark?" Greta asked, lowering her voice slightly, almost as if she were dissecting a specimen. "Because I've seen that you're not an isolated case. There are thousands of men, and they all live behind a mask."

Mark didn't know how to respond. The silence became heavy as she continued, listing with academic coldness what she had discovered during her sleepless nights in front of the screen.

"I saw things on the internet that I still don't know how to process. Men humiliated in every way, with their members locked away in cages, feminized... some knowing that their wives are free to be with other men. Endless fetishes. Is that what you like?"

Mark kept his head down, feeling shame burning his skin. He was standing in front of the woman he loved, confessing that the image of his own "nullification" was what gave meaning to his desire.

"I don't know what I like," he replied in a whisper, still not looking up, "because I've never done anything. But I know that yes... there's something about it that appeals to me."

"Speak without shame, Mark. If we're going to do this, I need the truth."

He took a breath, feeling that by uttering the words he was surrendering the last stronghold of his pride.

"If you take control and I just follow you... that would be the best start," he confessed, feeling a mixture of relief and a sharp excitement as he said the words aloud.

Greta looked at him. The idea of a cage or other men still seemed like a distant and strange world to her, but Mark's proposal to "take control" felt strangely natural. She realized that, in that small apartment, the balance of power no longer existed. All that remained was her and a man who was eagerly waiting for her to decide what the next step would be.

"Control," she repeated, savoring the word. "Very well. Then start by understanding that your desires are no longer a suggestion, they are my working material."

"Let's start with the basics, love," she said, with a calmness that was more imposing than any shout. "Give me your credit cards. Delete the virtual wallets from your cell phone, leave only one, and give me the passwords so I can download them to my cell phone."

Mark looked up, processing the order. In Chicago, in his office world, money was the ultimate symbol of a man's autonomy. To hand that over was to hand over the ability to move around, to buy a coffee on his own, to exist independently outside those walls.

There was no argument. A chill of excitement mixed with real vertigo. He reached into his pants pocket, took out his wallet, and, still on his knees, held it out to her with both hands, like an offering.


Chapter 3

When Mark walked into the kitchen, the air didn't smell of fresh coffee or toast. Greta was sitting at the table, perfectly combed and dressed for her day at school, staring at her cell phone, ignoring the cold coffee maker and the silence of the stove. He stood in the doorway, looking at the empty kitchen, with the inertia of someone waiting to be served.

"Honey, now you'll make breakfast and clean up before you go to work," she said, without looking up from the screen. Her tone was not angry, but rather that of someone simply dictating the new rules of operation.

Mark blinked, processing that his extra 30 minutes of sleep had turned into his first day of service.

"And since you don't have any money," Greta continued, finally putting down her phone and sliding a ten-dollar bill across the table with her finger, "here's $10 for today. I think that's enough for the subway and maybe something very basic."

Mark looked at the bill. In Chicago, ten dollars barely covered transportation and a mediocre coffee. The restriction was real. It wasn't a play on words; it was a physical limitation on his freedom of movement. Meanwhile, he began beating the eggs for his wife's breakfast.

"Don't stay out too late, Mark. Come home at 5:00 p.m. so you can make dinner and clean our home," she said, getting up and picking up her purse. "We have to establish our routine."

After finishing her breakfast, she approached him, gave him a fleeting kiss on the cheek—a gesture that retained its usual tenderness, but with a new note of ownership—and walked out the door, leaving him alone with the apron, the dirty kitchen, and the electrifying humiliation of having to stretch ten dollars until the end of the day.

***

The day at the office was an exercise in restraint. Mark, who used to order lunch delivery without looking at the price, spent his lunch hour with a three-dollar sandwich from the vending machine and a refillable water bottle. Every time he felt the urge to buy a coffee, he remembered the ten-dollar bill and the image of Greta handing it to him. Her control was present in every small decision.

At 4:00 p.m., his coworker Miller popped his head into the cubicle.

"Mark, let's go to the bar on the corner. It's Sarah's birthday. She's buying the first round, but the second round is on us. Are you coming?"

A knot formed in his stomach. At any other time, he would have said yes without hesitation. But now, he didn't have money for a second round or permission to be late.

"I can't, Miller. I have to be home at five o'clock sharp. Household stuff," Mark replied, trying to sound casual.

"At five? But you're just logging off. Don't be a killjoy, it's just one drink!"

"Really, I can't. Greta is waiting for me to... to organize some things," Mark insisted, as he began to pack up his things in a hurry.

He practically ran out of the office, ignoring his coworkers' jokes about his "short leash." As he walked to the subway, he realized that he didn't care about the invitation to drinks at all. What was really making his pulse race was the idea of arriving five minutes late and having to explain to Greta why he hadn't followed her first instruction.

Mark arrived at the apartment at 4:55 p.m., his pulse still racing from the rush to fulfill the order. He entered, expecting to find Greta, but was met with silence. She wasn't there.

An hour passed. Then two.

Mark didn't sit around waiting. He used the time to transform the apartment: he vacuumed every corner, arranged the cushions, dusted the furniture, and left the kitchen spotless. As he chopped vegetables for dinner, he glanced at the clock on the wall every five minutes. The contrast was stark: he had gone out of his way to arrive at five o'clock under the threat of a direct instruction, while she took the liberty of spending her time as she pleased.

Finally, at almost seven o'clock, she heard the jingle of keys. Greta came in laden with bags, her face lit up with the satisfaction that only a successful afternoon of shopping can bring.

"Hi, honey," she said casually, dropping the bags on the sofa.

"Hi..." Mark put down the knife and approached her, seeing the labels from expensive stores. "You're late. I... I got here at five like you asked. I cleaned everything."

"I went shopping. Look at these shoes I found, they're gorgeous, and these sandals..." Greta began to take out the boxes, ignoring the comment about the time. She was radiant, enjoying her newfound freedom.

Mark looked at the mountain of purchases. The financial protection instinct that had ruled his life for years surfaced in a moment of carelessness.

"How much did you spend?" he asked, a note of concern in his voice.

Greta stopped showing him the shoes and stood up straight. She looked at him with a seriousness that made his blood run cold. There were no screams, just a response that demolished what remained of his masculine authority.

"That's none of your business anymore, honey."

She approached him, took his jaw firmly in her hand, and gave him a short but dominant kiss.

"I'm going to get some rest. Let me know when dinner is ready."

Greta retired to the bedroom, dragging her bags, leaving him alone in front of the stove. Mark realized at that moment that the money he earned at the office was no longer his, it was hers. He worked so she could buy those shoes without having to explain herself to anyone. The humiliation of being the provider with no say ran through his body, mixing with a submission that was beginning to take root.

After leaving the kitchen sparkling clean, Mark entered the bedroom, his body still tense from the effort and uncertainty. The air in the room had changed; Greta's perfume was more intense and the light was dim and warm. She was waiting for him, reclining in a short, daring black silk nightgown, one of that afternoon's purchases that highlighted her curves in a way he didn't remember ever seeing before.

"I missed you these past few days, my love... come to bed," she murmured with magnetic confidence.

Mark undressed clumsily and hurriedly, overwhelmed by desire. The initial contact was intense; they sought each other with an urgency that seemed to want to make up for lost time. The kisses were deep, charged with raw need. However, when he tried to take the initiative and position himself on top of her as he always had, Greta's hand closed firmly around the back of his neck.

It wasn't a gesture of affection, it was a physical instruction. She guided Mark's head down, leading the way with an authority that brooked no argument.

"I want you to do it to me first," she whispered.

The bedroom became the epicenter of a new language. Mark dove between the sheets, driven by an urgency that was no longer just biological, but devotional. The silk nightgown fell to the side, and Greta opened herself to him with a confidence she had never shown before.

She arched her back, digging her fingers into Mark's hair. The sensation of having him there, between her legs, totally devoted to her pleasure at her express command, acted as a multiplier of desire. She felt every caress, every touch, like a tribute. The ecstasy came not only from his technique, but from the knowledge that she was the sun around which he orbited.

"More, Mark... don't stop," she ordered, her voice broken with intensity.

Mark felt like he was going to explode. Her closeness, her scent, and the sounds of her pleasure had him on the edge of the abyss. His own body was a taut string about to snap, but the command to "do her first" kept him focused, turning his own frustration into energy to please her.

Greta's climax came like a high tide, shaking her completely. Her legs tensed and a muffled cry was lost in the pillow. It was a different kind of orgasm: longer, deeper, charged with the adrenaline of knowing she was the master of this man's will. She felt powerful, fulfilled, a queen in her own territory. As the echo of pleasure ran through her nerves, she realized she loved this version of herself. Power was the strongest aphrodisiac she had ever tasted.

Mark, bathed in sweat and trembling with need, climbed up her body, searching for her lips, desperately wanting her to return the favor, to let him finish inside her to extinguish the fire that consumed him.

But Greta, still catching her breath, placed a hand on his chest, stopping him in his tracks. She looked into his eyes with a tenderness that cut like glass.

"No, Mark. Not today," she whispered, with a languid smile that did not hide her satisfaction.

He looked at her pleadingly, the physical pain of his restrained arousal evident.

"But, Greta... please..."

"I said no," she repeated, reaffirming the new order. "Until tomorrow. And don't touch yourself. I want you to carry that desire with you all day. Every time you feel that urge, remember who decided you wouldn't do it.

She gave him a chaste kiss on the forehead and settled down to sleep, turning her back on him. Mark remained there, in the darkness, feeling the beat of his own desire as a constant reminder of his loss of autonomy. Her pleasure had been his glory; his deprivation, his first great lesson. He understood that, in this marriage, his wife's ecstasy was the only thing that really mattered from now on.


Chapter 4

The routine in the apartment had settled in like a new language. There were no latex uniforms or rigid protocols, just absolute liberation on Greta's part. She enjoyed Mark's financial transparency, his slavish punctuality, and this new dynamic where she demanded all the explanations without giving any in return. However, in the quiet of her afternoons, Greta felt that something was missing. "This is only the beginning," she told herself. "Will I be able to go further?"

Her search took her to the deepest corners of social media, until she came across Mistress Ana's profile. It wasn't an internet fantasy; it was a real woman, older than her, who described her marriage with crystal clarity: Female Supremacy at its finest. What struck Greta most was discovering that Ana also lived in Chicago. This underworld she thought was hidden had deep roots in her own city.

With her heart pounding, Greta sent her a private message, a mixture of confession and request for guidance. She didn't expect a reply; Ana had thousands of followers and seemed like an unattainable figure. But, against all odds, her phone vibrated that same night.

"Hi Greta. I'm glad to know that there are women willing to find the true path that naturally belongs to us. If you can, come to my house in the suburbs of Chicago, at..."

The address was attached. A rush of adrenaline coursed through Greta's body. On the one hand, there was fear: it was crossing a threshold into the unknown, into what society would call "extreme." On the other hand, she felt the call of evolution. It was no longer just about managing Mark's money or satisfying him in bed; it was about understanding the philosophy of a life dedicated to command.

That night, as Mark silently set the table, Greta looked at him with a different intensity. He didn't know that his wife was about to consult an expert on how to deepen her devotion.

"Mark," she said, putting her phone in her pocket. "I'll be out after school tomorrow. Don't wait for me for dinner, and I want the house to be spotless when I get back. I'm going to meet with someone who will teach me how we should really live."

Mark nodded, looking down. The uncertainty in her husband's eyes only fueled Greta's determination. She felt that visiting Ana was the beginning of her true transformation.

***

The taxi dropped Greta off in front of the imposing wood and stone structure. The house in Evanston was a Victorian gem, with a perfectly manicured porch and large windows that suggested an old-fashioned, solid elegance. Greta smoothed her skirt, took a deep breath to calm her trembling hands, and climbed the wooden steps.

When she rang the doorbell, it was not an imposing woman who opened the door, but a man in his sixties, dressed in impeccable dress pants and a gray wool sweater. His expression was serene, almost professional.

"Good afternoon, my name is John, I'm Ana's husband," he said in a soft voice with a slight bow of his head. "Please come in. She's waiting for you in the living room."

Greta entered, observing the interior. The house smelled of expensive furniture polish and fresh flowers. As she followed John, she noticed something that took her breath away: despite his age and businesslike appearance, John walked a step behind her, maintaining an attitude of absolute service. He was not a butler; he was a husband who had integrated deference into his DNA.

They entered a spacious room decorated with bookshelves and leather furniture. There, sitting in a wingback chair with a glass of wine in her hand, was Mistress Ana. She had a magnetic presence; her simple posture, the way she held her gaze, screamed control.

"Thank you, John. You may retire to the kitchen. Bring us something to drink in ten minutes," Ana said without looking at her husband.

"As you wish, dear," he replied, retreating silently after closing the double doors to the room.

Ana pointed to the armchair in front of her, inviting Greta to sit down.

"Welcome, Greta. I'm glad you had the courage to come. Chicago is a city full of men who want what your husband wants, but there are very few women with the real ability to give it to them without feeling guilty.

Greta sat down, feeling small but fascinated.

"I didn't know what to expect," Greta confessed. "My husband... he gave himself over very quickly, but I feel like I lack knowledge. I don't know how far to go."

Ana smiled, a wise and somewhat dangerous smile.

"What you saw with John doesn’t happen overnight. Most people think this is just sex, but true supremacy is a lifestyle. It's the total management of his mind, his time, and his body. If you want to move forward, you have to stop seeing Mark as your equal and start seeing him as your most valuable asset."

Greta listened to Ana's every word with a mixture of vertigo and revelation. The way Ana talked about history and male biology made everything Greta felt intuitively take on an almost scientific meaning.

"Female supremacy," Ana continued, as she looked at the wine in her glass. "I believe that women are superior to men in every way except physical strength, and that is where centuries of control over our gender came from... But that is changing. Today's men can no longer sustain themselves, and deep down, they are asking for our guidance. That is what we have to do: guide them."

Greta nodded. She remembered the look of relief on Mark's face when she took his credit cards away, as if she had lifted a heavy burden from his shoulders.

"A man's greatest weakness is between his legs, Greta," Ana said, fixing her clear eyes on hers. "When you take that away, the result is a docile and submissive man. From what you've told me, you've made a good start with the financial aspect, but you must make sure that this fire doesn't go out and that your husband's fetishes are used against him."

Greta frowned, trying to process the concept.

"Against him?" she asked.

"You'll both win," Ana explained with deadly calm. "His fantasies will be fulfilled, but for each one that comes true, he'll be giving up another piece of his sovereignty. You may or may not like those practices; in my case, I take great pleasure in fulfilling them. The sadism I've acquired over the years is too enjoyable, Greta. There's nothing like seeing a strong man reduced to a state of absolute need by a single gesture of your hand.

The mention of sadism made Greta shudder. She still saw herself as the high school teacher, the woman who sought balance. But as she looked around that immaculate room in Evanston and remembered John's attitude, she understood that "balance" was an illusion of the past.

"If he wants to surrender," Ana concluded, "your duty is to accept everything. Don't give him anything for free. Every time he feels pleasure, it must be because you have allowed it, and every time he feels pain or frustration, it must be because you have decided it. That is the only way he will feel truly free in his submission."

At that moment, the door opened softly. John entered with a silver tray, carrying tea and fine snacks. He approached Greta first, offering her the tray with his eyes downcast, and then stood next to Ana, waiting for her to give him the next instruction.

Ana leaned back in her armchair, watching Greta with an intensity that seemed to see right through her. John, her husband, stood motionless beside her, living proof of her theories.

"Attack his masculinity, Greta. That is the greatest humiliation a man can receive in our society," Ana declared in a voice that cut through the air. "You've already taken away his money and his power to decide, and that's fine. Men believe that, simply because they contribute, they have the automatic right to be in charge. That link must be broken."

Greta listened to her, fascinated, absorbing every word.

"And how do I strip away his masculinity, Ana?" she asked, lowering her voice.

"First, you have to keep him in a state of permanent submission. It's not just a game for a while. Make him kneel before you whenever you ask him to; make him understand that, although you are his wife, you are also his owner. He'll be happy that way, believe me, because you're taking away the burden of having to 'be the man.'"

Ana paused and looked out the window, as if recalling years of experience.

"But the final blow comes in bed. Don't let him feel the power of possession. Some of us use chastity cages... With that, they realize that they will never again be able to feel liberation without our permission. It's the greatest attack on masculinity: taking away their control over their own desire and their own bodies."

Greta felt a chill. The idea of the cage was a physical step, a metal or plastic object that would seal Mark's fate.

"When a man knows that his most precious organ is locked away, and that you have that key around your neck or in your purse, his psychology changes," Ana continued. "He stops being a conqueror and becomes a devotee. His masculinity no longer belongs to him; it belongs to you to do with as you please."

Greta imagined Mark in the apartment, waiting for her return. She imagined buying that device and the look on his face when he saw it. It was no longer just an internet fantasy; it was a tool of sovereignty.


Chapter 5

During the two weeks following the meeting in Evanston, Greta and Ana remained in almost constant contact. They met in discreet cafes, where Greta eagerly absorbed every concept about how to attack masculinity and diminish the male ego. In the apartment, she maintained a tense calm, observing Mark's servile passivity as she waited for the right moment to execute her transformation.

One day, Mark arrived at 5:00 p.m. as dictated by his new routine. As she silently prepared dinner, she heard the jingle of keys.

"Hello, my love," he greeted her, still wearing his apron.

"Get undressed," Greta replied immediately, without greeting him.

"But I'm cooking dinner..." Mark managed to say, confused by the coldness of her tone.

"Let the food wait. Turn the stove down to low so it doesn't burn and obey your Mistress."

Upon hearing that word, a violent emotion and a nervous chill ran through Mark's body. It was the term that inhabited his deepest fantasies and had never before come out of his wife's mouth. Eager to please her, he turned down the heat and undressed in the middle of the kitchen, leaving himself vulnerable to her.

Greta took the items Ana had recommended out of a newly purchased bag. She took out a whip and, with cruel deliberation, touched the tip to the end of his member.

"You think you're a man with this?" she snapped, watching as Mark's excitement betrayed him despite his nerves.

"You introduced me to this life, Mark, and now I don't intend to change it," she continued, running the whip across her husband's back. "On your knees. You are now my slave. I don't expect you to call me Mistress all the time, but you do right now."

Mark sank to the carpet, accepting his new reality. Greta looked down at him, declaring the end of his old life:

"Understand this: I am no longer your wife. I am your owner, and you are my slave."

Greta began to circle her slave's back with calculated slowness, allowing the leather of the whip to barely brush his skin, like a caress that foreshadows a storm. Mark, motionless and breathless, waited for the impact, but she made him beg for it. She enjoyed the electric tension emanating from his naked body and how the hair on his arms bristled at the proximity of the object.

"Who are you?" she asked him, in a voice he no longer recognized as his own; it was an icy tone, stripped of the marital warmth of yesteryear.

"I am your slave," Mark replied with a small, nervous smile. For him, in that microsecond, there was still a trace of a shared fantasy.

Greta stopped dead in her tracks and looked at him with a severity that made his blood run cold. Her eyes did not seek complicity, they sought obedience.

"I see you saying it with a smile. Understand something, Mark: this is not some role-playing game to spice up our marriage. This is your new reality."

Inexperienced but driven by fierce determination, Greta delivered the first blow. The crack of leather against Mark's shoulders broke the silence in the kitchen. Although it was her debut in physical practice, the effect was devastatingly real. Mark's smile vanished instantly, replaced by a gasp of surprise and an electric current that ran down his spine from his tailbone to the base of his skull.

Greta gave him no time to recover. The blows began to fall at a slow but steady pace, marking her territory on her husband's back, buttocks, and thighs. It was not a furious beating, but a sensory dissection. Mark had never felt so much power over him; the sting of the impact was followed by a wave of heat that clouded his judgment. His chest swelled, trying to catch air that seemed to have become denser.

A complex emotion flooded him: detachment. As he was beaten, all his responsibilities as a man, as a husband, and as a professional evaporated. All that remained was the pain and the will of the woman inflicting it. The humiliation of being there, at his wife's feet while dinner cooked in the background, became his greatest liberation. With each pink mark that appeared on his skin, Mark did not see his wife; he saw a superior figure, a Mistress who claimed absolute sovereignty.

For her part, Greta felt an almost intoxicating elevation. Mark's physical resistance to pain and his psychological submission elevated her to a new state of consciousness. She couldn't stop; the difference between Ana's theory and feeling the handle of the whip vibrate in her hand after each impact was an abyss of pleasure that she was now crossing with steady steps. Mark's sweat, his trembling, and his pleading but devoted gaze fed a latent sadism that she didn't know she possessed.

In that corner of her apartment, under the glow of the kitchen lights and the aroma of neglected food, they both sealed their essence forever. The mistress was born, and the slave had finally found the home his soul so longed for.

"Get up."

The order was curt, stripped of any trace of the compassion that used to define their interactions. Mark stood up somewhat awkwardly. Physically, the excitement that had overwhelmed him moments before had faded under the sting of the whip, but his mind inhabited a different plane. He was overcome by psychological ecstasy, a haze of surrender that kept him in a trance-like state.

Greta didn't let him catch his breath. She returned to the bag and, with a deliberateness bordering on the ceremonial, extracted a plastic and metal device: a chastity cage.

Mark stared at the object. He recognized it instantly; it had been the centerpiece of his darkest and most secret fantasies for years, but seeing it there, in his wife's hands and under the harsh light of the kitchen, brought home the magnitude of the consequences. It was no longer an image on a screen; it was the end of his sexual autonomy.

"Put it on," she ordered, handing him the device.

Silence fell over the apartment, broken only by the soft bubbling of dinner cooking in the background. The process was long and tense. Neither of them was an expert; Mark's hands trembled with nerves and Greta watched with a new impassivity, guiding the process with a coldness that forced Mark to focus solely on his task. There were moments of frustration and awkward friction, but finally, the mechanism clicked into place with a definitive click.

"Now you're where you should be," Greta declared, contemplating the result with satisfaction. The key disappeared into her fist. "I'm going to get changed. Set the table, but only for me."

She approached him, invading his personal space to emphasize her dominance.

"Open that special bottle of red wine we have stored away and serve it to me with dinner. I'll go freshen up while you finish; today I am your Mistress and you will treat me as such. The session isn't over yet, Mark. This is only the beginning."

Greta retreated to the bedroom without looking back, leaving Mark alone in the kitchen. The contrast was stark: he was naked, locked up, and his skin still throbbing from the spanking, yet he had to fulfill the etiquette of an impeccable servant. Dinner, once a daily act of love, had become his first act of official vassalage under his mistress's new order.

Minutes later, the bedroom door opened with a metallic click. Greta returned to the kitchen, but the woman Mark knew had disappeared behind an armor of power. She wore a black satin corset that cinched her waist with relentless precision, aggressively enhancing her curves. Her legs were wrapped in silk stockings that ended in boots with infinite stiletto heels, whose sound against the apartment floor echoed like a sentence.

Mark, still naked and with the chastity device reminding him of his new condition with every movement, was speechless. The sight of his wife transformed into a leather and silk deity immediately reactivated his arousal, but this time, the desire was accompanied by a suffocating pressure in his chest.

Greta noticed his body's reaction and let out a dry laugh, devoid of tenderness.

"Are men so basic that they see a woman like this and give up everything?" she asked, looking at him as if he were a laboratory specimen. "Or is it just you, Mark?"

"On the floor," she ordered without raising her voice.

He threw himself onto the carpet instantly. Greta approached and, with lethal delicacy, placed the tip of her stiletto heel in the center of his back. She didn't press hard, but the contact of the sharp metal against his skin was a clear warning of its fragility.

"Who are you?" she asked again.

"I am your slave, Mistress," he replied, his forehead pressed against the floor.

"Good. Get up and serve me dinner."

Greta walked over to the table but did not sit down; she remained standing next to the chair, waiting. Mark stood up awkwardly, confused by the lack of a direct order until he understood the coldness of her silence.

"You still don't know your duties," she said, pointing to the chair with a brief gesture of her hand.

Mark rushed to adjust the chair, sliding it carefully so she could sit down. Then, with trembling hands, he served the dish he had cooked himself and took a couple of steps back, standing beside the table like another piece of furniture.

Greta began to eat with imposing calm, ignoring the presence of the naked man who guarded her pleasure. From time to time, she raised her glass of red wine and Mark hurried to pour her more, always keeping his eyes downcast. The contrast between the elegance of Greta's corset and Mark's physical humiliation, locked up and marked by the whip, hung heavy in the dining room.

Before finishing her glass, Greta stared at him, savoring the wine and her victory.

"There's still another ritual to perform," she told him, with a smile that promised the night had only just begun.

Greta's gaze grew colder as she held her wine glass, watching Mark with a mixture of scientific curiosity and a pleasure she was just beginning to savor.

"Go to your underwear drawer," she ordered him, allowing the silence in the kitchen to underscore her authority, "and take out absolutely everything you have."

Mark obeyed with an almost desperate urgency. He returned a few minutes later with a pile of functional garments, cotton fabrics that represented his former life as a conventional man. Greta looked at him with disdain.

"Now, throw it in the trash bag."

He didn't understand the full scope of the order, but Greta's willpower brooked no argument. With each garment that fell into the black plastic, Mark felt himself shedding the last layer of his social masculinity. Greta opened the bag she had brought with her and took out several silk and lace panties, showing them to him with a slow, triumphant smile.

"From today, you will wear these."

Under his owner's relentless gaze, Mark put on the lingerie. The contrast between the delicate lace and the chastity cage that now guarded him was the perfect image of his nullification. Greta looked him over, appreciating how the feminine garment erased the last vestige of the husband to make way for the slave.

"You look beautiful," she murmured, feeling that dinner had not only nourished her body but also her sovereignty. "I'm going to rest, alone. Get the cot out of the storage room and you'll sleep here in the kitchen tonight."

Greta stood up, the echo of her stiletto heels resounding on the tiles before she retired to the bedroom. Mark was left alone, confined to a guest cot in the same place where minutes before he had been kneeling. Before closing the door, Greta gave him one last warning, a promise that would keep him awake all night.

"Tomorrow is Saturday. We're going out to run some errands."

She locked the door, leaving a man dressed as a woman locked up, guarding her peace, while she surrendered to a deep and restful sleep, the absolute mistress of her home.


Chapter 6

The night was a test of endurance for Mark. In the solitude of the kitchen, the guest cot felt like a physical reminder of his degradation. He dozed off at intervals, waking with a start every time the chastity cage rubbed against the lace of his panties, bringing him back to the reality of his confinement. In the darkness, a struggle of emotions shook him: on the one hand, the echo of his own voice telling him that this was what he had always wanted; on the other, a nullification that was no longer a fantasy, but an imposed identity.

As dawn approached, fear replaced excitement. He didn't know what time he was supposed to make breakfast, and the mere thought of Greta finding him asleep caused him sharp anxiety. A new respect had been born in him, a "real" need for servitude driven by the fear of displeasing her. He felt small, a man whose manhood had been thrown away along with his underwear.

He got up long before the sun lit up Chicago. For a Saturday, the apartment was completely silent. Mark kept the coffee warm for three hours, moving cautiously, dressed only in the lace panties and a white T-shirt he had rescued from the closet, a garment that was too small for him and emphasized his physical vulnerability. He hadn't dared to cross the threshold of the bedroom or look for clothes in his own closet.

When Greta finally appeared three hours later, she found him there: an expectant servant wrapped in scraps of silk and cheap cotton. She looked him over slowly, evaluating every detail of his disheveled and submissive appearance.

"You look beautiful today," she murmured with a naturalness that finished him off.

The humiliation of being described as a woman was the first blow of authority on a day that promised to be decisive.

"Last night isn't over yet," Greta declared, setting her coffee cup down on the table with a sharp thud that made Mark tense up. "Let's eat breakfast quickly; we have an appointment."

The subway ride was slow torture for him. Although he was wearing his usual pants, the rubbing of the lace panties and the cold pressure of the chastity cage reminded him with every bump of the car that he was no longer in control of his movements. They walked through the streets of Wicker Park, surrounded by the indifference of Chicago, until they stopped in front of a minimalist-looking shop with frosted glass windows.

Upon entering, the air saturated with lavender and hot wax enveloped Mark, making him feel like an intruder. It was an impeccable beauty salon, a sanctuary of femininity where his presence was almost an anomaly. Greta walked up to the counter with the confidence of someone who knows the terrain perfectly.

"I have an appointment for waxing under the name Mark..." she said, pronouncing his first and last name with a clarity that echoed throughout the reception area.

"Yes, we're expecting him," replied the receptionist with a professional smile, without looking up from her screen.

Mark looked at her with eyes full of silent pleading, his face contorted with surprise. He leaned close to Greta's ear, trying to keep his voice from trembling.

"Greta... please... I didn't know why we were coming... and I'm wearing the panties..." he whispered, hoping for a trace of pity.

Greta didn't even look at him. She kept her gaze straight ahead, enjoying her husband's utter vulnerability.

"That's why we're here," she replied in a perfectly audible tone. "Wearing panties looks terrible on you with all that hair. If you're going to wear them, you have to look the part. You wanted this, didn't you? Well, you'll do as I say."

At that moment, a young beautician appeared at the end of a hallway lit by white, sterile lights.

"Mark? Come this way, please."

Greta gave him a smile, a mixture of triumph and disdain, and gave him a gentle push toward the hallway. It was the final push toward his new identity.

"See you in a little while. Bye, love."

With insulting deliberation, Greta settled into one of the leather armchairs in the waiting room, crossed her legs elegantly, and picked up a fashion magazine. As she immersed herself in the glossy pages, Mark walked to the end of the hallway, feeling that each step took him further away from the man he used to be, ready to be exposed, stripped bare, and polished under the orders of his owner.

Never in his life had Mark felt such humiliation. As he left the beauty salon, his skin irritated and a feeling of vulnerability burning his soul, he saw Greta approaching. She greeted him with a light kiss, a reward for his obedience that tasted like victory.

They walked a couple of blocks in silence. Mark felt small, a polished body enclosed in clothing. Suddenly, Greta stopped and looked at him with a new seriousness.

"Just one more thing and we're done for today. Give me your ring."

Mark hesitated. He took off his wedding ring and held it for a moment in the palm of his hand. As he looked at it, his eyes lingered on the engraving inside: the phrase of love they had chosen together and their wedding date. It was the last symbol of their marriage of equals, of the promise between two partners. He couldn't imagine what she intended to do.

They entered an antique-looking jewelry store, where the smell of precious metal and the deathly silence welcomed them. An elderly man attended to them from behind the counter.

"What can I do for you, ma'am?" asked the jeweler with professional courtesy.

Greta placed the ring on the velvet cloth.

"Look," she said, pointing to the engraving. "I want you to remove that phrase. Leave the date, but add: 'Slave of Mistress Greta.'"

The jeweler looked up, his gaze shifting between Greta's impassive face and Mark's devastated expression. The silence in the room became suffocating. He felt the ground opening up beneath his feet; erasing his marriage vows and replacing them with a title of servitude was the final act of his death as a free man.

"Yes, I will," the man nodded, looking down at the ring. "Come by on Monday to pick it up."

As he stepped outside, the cool evening air brought Mark no relief, only a feeling of utter emptiness. Greta leaned over, kissed him softly on the cheek, and took his arm with an almost cruel tenderness.

"Now, my love..." she said, her voice laden with a terrifying peace. "Everything is as I want it to be. Now let's relax and have a coffee. It's time we talked about us."


Chapter 7

On Monday morning, Mark got dressed for the office. Under his gray business suit, the lace of his panties and the armor of his chastity cage felt like an electric secret. On his way out, he stopped by the jewelry store. The jeweler handed him the wedding ring without saying a word. Mark slipped it on and felt the weight of the new metal; as he read "Slave of Mistress Greta," the last trace of his old identity dissolved under the coldness of the gold.

The next two weeks were a descent into a new way of being. Going to work in that state kept him on constant alert; every step in the office, every logistics meeting, was a test of self-control. As he walked through the hallways, he wondered if it was chastity, humiliation, or the stripping away of his manhood that fueled his growing and desperate infatuation with his wife.

At home, passion had become a high tide. Sex was frequent, but under Greta's strict rules. Mark gave himself to her on his knees, devoting hours to the oral and manual pleasure of his mistress, fueled by the silent hope that she would, at some point, turn the key to his cage. But liberation never came. He didn't even dare to ask for it; the right to his own climax no longer belonged to him.

By the end of the first week, feelings of chastity had become an obsessive focus. Mark no longer thought of sex as an act of satisfaction, but as an act of worship. He saw Greta relaxed, radiant, and happy, occupying her natural place of command. "You're living your fantasy, Mark," he repeated to himself as he cleaned the kitchen or poured her wine. "You're living a taboo life; it's exactly what you wanted."

By the third week, chastity and constant arousal had created a particular physical alteration in him. He felt hyper-sensitive; the slightest brush of fabric against the cage sent spasms of need to his brain. Physically, he experienced a strange fullness: a tension in his belly that felt like a battery charged to the max, an energy that found release only in his servitude.

Some nights, without warning, Greta would surprise him with the whip. These sessions were no longer for "teaching," but for reaffirming ownership. Mark received each stroke as a seal, a confirmation that he was still hers. The excitement in him felt like a contained fire, a state of permanent vibration where pain and desire were indistinguishable, and where his only relief was the approving gaze of the woman who held his key.

For Greta, those three weeks represented a complete reformatting of her femininity and sexuality. She was no longer just a high school teacher fulfilling a role; she was a woman who inhabited a confidence she never imagined she possessed. Her empowerment was not limited to the walls of her apartment; it projected itself onto every man she encountered. Her posture was straighter, her gaze more direct, and her clothing—now more sophisticated and dominant—was an external reflection of the authority she exercised at home.

Knowing that she didn't have to explain herself to anyone, least of all her husband, made her feel unique. When she met with her friends and listened to their exhausting stories of domestic arguments, infidelities, or lack of attention, Greta simply nodded silently. While they struggled with the inertia of worn-out marriages, she knew that when she returned home, a man transformed by her will would be waiting for her, solely to serve her.

She loved Mark, or rather, she loved the man he had become under her command. The complicity they shared was a secret language that set them apart from any conventional marriage. Outside of their Femdom roles, they enjoyed an honest closeness; he knew her deepest desires, and she guarded his darkest fantasies.

In private, sex had become a ritual of power exclusively for her. Greta relished the thrill of knowing that Mark's satisfaction depended solely on a twist of her wrist. Sometimes, during the act, she would take the key out of her purse just so he could see it—a shining promise of relief—but after reaching her own climax, she would put it back with a slow smile. The taboo was the strongest aphrodisiac; seeing Mark devoted, restrained, and utterly dependent was a drug she didn’t want to do without.

Greta felt that this dynamic was not a destination, but a journey. The relationship had to continue to evolve, exploring new limits of that total surrender that kept them closer together than any traditional contract.


Chapter 8

The bustle of the café surrounded the table, but Greta and Ana were in their own universe. Ana took a long sip of her espresso and placed the cup on the saucer with a delicate click. She looked Greta up and down with a half-smile that was pure recognition.

"You look amazing, Greta," Ana said casually. "I don't see you feeling insecure anymore, do I?"

Greta laughed, feeling the comforting weight of Mark's key at the bottom of her bag. A month of chastity and having her husband attentive to her every sigh had given her a confidence she never imagined she would have.

"You know what? I feel... clear-headed," Greta confessed, leaning back in her chair. "It's as if I've turned off the static noise that was always in the back of my head. Mark is more attentive than ever; now I feel like I finally have the map to my own house in my hand."

Ana leaned a little closer over the table, lowering her voice as if she were sharing the best gossip of the afternoon.

"And this is just the beginning, dear. You've set the stage, now it's time to enjoy it. You have to come to the circle meetings. Sometimes we get together at home for dinner, other times we go on trips to New York or San Francisco for conventions. It's vital to have friends in this, to stay strong. There's a whole network of women who understand that power is not something to be ashamed of, but a right that belongs to us.

Greta raised an eyebrow, fascinated by the idea that this underworld was so big.

"I'd love to go," she replied without hesitation. Knowing she wasn't crazy or alone gave her a rush of confidence. "What are those meetings like?"

"We are women who are passionate about this lifestyle," Ana explained with a knowing twinkle in her eyes. "These are days for us, to talk without filters and relax. Some bring their husbands as companions or to serve at the table, others bring their slaves directly. It's the ideal place for you to see how far a man's devotion can go when a woman truly decides to be his mistress."

Greta nodded, losing herself for a second in the image of Mark at one of those dinners, showing off his ring to women like Ana. A shiver of anticipation ran down her spine.

Ana, who didn't miss a thing, brought her back to the table.

"So, a whole month of total chastity with Mark?" Ana asked with genuine curiosity. "How do you feel about his submission now? How do you see him?"

Greta savored the question before answering. She remembered Mark that morning: a silent, efficient shadow in the kitchen, his body already accustomed to restraint, his eyes fixed on her, trying to guess what she needed before she asked.

"It's revealing, really," Greta said with absolute calm. "The center of gravity in the house has shifted. There's no longer that silly fight over who's right or his need to act 'macho'. Now his attention is like a spotlight that shines only on me. In bed, he gives himself completely without expecting anything in return, and in everyday life he is my most faithful shadow. He takes care of every detail so that I only have to worry about myself.

Ana smiled with an almost maternal satisfaction.

"You did an impeccable job with his head, Greta. But tell me... did you move forward with what we talked about last time? That definitive step?"

Greta thought about the object she had hidden at the back of her closet, the one that represented occupying the last space Mark had given her. She nervously fiddled with the edge of her napkin.

"Not yet. I've been watching him closely, studying how he adapts to his new skin. I wanted to be sure that his commitment was so deep that the next step wouldn't feel forced, but like the most natural thing in the world. I was waiting for the right moment."

Ana stretched out and touched her hand, with an energy that was almost palpable.

"And today is the day, my friend!" Ana declared. "Don't let things cool down. Mark no longer feels deprived of anything; he feels like he's yours. His body is a blank canvas, and he's waiting for you to write the end of his story. If you wait any longer, he'll get used to the routine of waiting. Today is the day to physically claim what already belongs to you on paper."

Greta felt a rush of pure adrenaline. Ana's words were the final push. She no longer wanted to be just the woman who set limits; she wanted to be the Mistress who took full possession of her property.

***

That night, Greta and Mark dined without the rigid protocols of other occasions, but the lack of formality did not detract from the intensity of the moment; on the contrary, her closeness felt more deliberate and magnetic than ever.

For Mark, every second of dinner was an exercise in extreme sensitivity. For weeks, he had been inhabiting a state of bodily awareness where the slightest touch of the fabric of his clothes felt like an electric shock. Sitting across from her, he felt a strange fullness: an unrelieved tension in his belly that was accumulated energy desperately seeking an outlet through service and surrender.

Greta was unusually affectionate, breaking the coldness she had maintained recently. Every time her hand brushed his as she passed him a glass or her foot found his under the table, Mark experienced a spasm of need that clouded his judgment. For him, serving her was no longer a task, but an act of worship. Serving her wine, watching her enjoy the food he had prepared himself, and anticipating her desires before she had to verbalize them were acts charged with devotional eroticism.

He felt deeply aligned with his role. Looking at Greta, relaxed and radiant, he felt that his own masculinity had been rearranged into a quieter, more attentive form, where his sole purpose was to be the support for her pleasure and authority.

Mark watched her with a mixture of absolute submission and devotion. The fact that she was the sole owner of his physical and emotional well-being gave him a peace that surpassed any former concept of freedom. Every affectionate gesture from Greta was received as a reward, a confirmation that his total devotion was what she needed to shine with that new, imposing confidence.

In the dim light of the dining room, with the aroma of red wine floating in the air, Mark realized that the evening was not just a dinner, but the prelude to something his body and soul had been waiting for for a long time, even though he still didn't know exactly what form his wife's desire would take.

When dinner was over, the atmosphere became tense. Greta set her glass down on the table and, with a look that Mark had learned to read perfectly, broke the silence with a soft but meaningful command.

"Leave the dishes for later, love," she said, maintaining that warmth that kept him in a constant state of alertness. "Prepare everything for me to take a bubble bath."

Mark nodded immediately, feeling his pulse quicken. He knew exactly what that request meant: it was the beginning of a ritual where he would become her absolute servant. At that moment, his role was to attend to her every need, from adjusting the water temperature to washing her body with great devotion, ensuring that the "happy ending" was her exclusive territory.

Mark finished dinner and, after receiving the order, headed to the bathroom. There, under the white light and in front of the steam that was beginning to rise, he began the process of undressing. He removed his shirt and pants with mechanical movements, letting the clothes fall to one side, revealing the reality of his transformed body.

Left alone in the lace panties she had chosen for him, Mark faced his reflection. His skin, completely shaved and polished at Greta's command, glistened in the humid, atmosphere, accentuating the physical vulnerability that was now his permanent state. The lace clung to his hips, a feminine garment that contrasted with his anatomy but which, strangely, felt like the only skin he was meant to have. Beneath the fabric, the chastity cage stood out coldly, reminding him that every one of his biological functions was locked away.

That incomplete nakedness was a constant humiliation; seeing himself reduced to an aesthetic and functional object for his wife's pleasure caused him a mixture of shame and a deep, dull excitement. It was not an excitement that sought relief, but one that fed his submission: he felt exposed, marked, and, above all, someone's property.

As he poured the salts and the scent of lavender filled the room, Mark moved with submissive efficiency, taking care not to splash and ensuring that each towel was perfectly aligned. His body responded with a strange calm; the restriction that had been with him for weeks was no longer a burden, but the axis of his inner order. He was ready.

When Greta entered the bathroom, she found him there: a shaved man, dressed in fine lingerie, guarded by metal and lace, waiting on his knees by the bathtub to begin the ritual of cleansing his mistress. For him, in that humiliation of being seen like this, lay his greatest satisfaction: to be, finally, the perfect instrument for her.

He helped her out of her robe. Seeing her naked body in the warm light, his hands trembled slightly with admiration and excitement.

"I like the way you look, you're beautiful, my love," she murmured.

Those words, spoken in front of Greta's imposing nakedness, finished him off. For Mark, being called "pretty" while wearing lace panties and feeling his shaved and polished skin was not a mockery, but confirmation of his annihilation as the man he used to be. He accepted it with silent submission, feeling the humiliation that defined him.

He helped her into the tub with extreme delicacy, as if he were handling a priceless piece of crystal. Kneeling outside the tub, Mark began to run the sponge over Greta's skin. Each caress was a tribute; the touch of the foam and warm water against her body caused mutual arousal, but of different natures. For Greta, it was the pleasure of command and of being served; for Mark, it was a contained fire, an energy accumulated after a month of chastity that did not seek its own release, but fed on the enjoyment of its mistress.

Finally, Greta took her slave's hand and guided it firmly to her most erogenous area. Mark closed his eyes, focusing his entire existence on his fingertips. He knew what had to happen; it was the moment when his role as an instrument reached its peak.

Greta's orgasm was not long in coming, preceded by erratic breathing and a slight arching of her back. Mark felt the vibration of her pleasure running through his arm, a shockwave that hit him harder than any physical release of his own. It was a feeling of absolute fulfillment: seeing his Mistress surrender to ecstasy, knowing that he was solely responsible for that moment, while he remained locked up, restrained, and devoted.

When Greta's body finally relaxed against the edge of the tub, Mark did not move. He remained there, kneeling and expectant, savoring the silence that followed the climax. Her pleasure had been his glory; his deprivation, his greatest lesson in belonging.

"Help me out," she said when the echo of pleasure dissipated.

He dried her inch by inch, feeling a deep, almost sacred intimacy. But as soon as he finished, Greta regained her coolness:

"You can go wash the dishes now."

Mark felt a pang of disappointment at the coldness of the rejection, but he obeyed without saying a word.

As he mechanically scrubbed in the kitchen, his mind tried to process that emotional void. Twenty minutes later, her voice broke the silence in the house:

"Mark, come here."

When he returned to the room, Mark stopped dead in his tracks. Greta was standing there, radiating total feminine empowerment. Over her satin underwear, she wore a harness with a strapon that glistened in the dim light. Mark was speechless. He understood that, from that night on, he would no longer have exclusive rights to penetration; the last bastion of his former masculine role had just been reclaimed by her.

"On your knees," she ordered.

He sank to the carpet instantly.

"Who am I?"

"My mistress."

"Who are you?"

"I am your slave."

"Ask me to make love to you..." whispered Greta, invading his space. "Ask for it. Ask me to penetrate you."

Mark couldn't get over the image, but his wife's impassive gaze gave him no respite. He swallowed hard and, looking up with absolute devotion, uttered the final confession of his sovereignty:

"Penetrate me, Mistress Greta... make love to me."

The act was consummated in silence, broken only by Mark's ragged breathing as he remained motionless, accepting the physical occupation of his last private territory. For him, his wife's every movement felt like a symbolic amputation of his past; it was not pain he experienced, but an extreme and clarifying humiliation that stripped him of any trace of pride.

With each thrust of Greta's, Mark felt the layers of his former masculinity peel away like dead skin, erasing the exclusivity of the biological function that once defined him as a man. The awareness of being locked up while being penetrated by the woman who held that key caused a complete breakdown of identity, definitively turning him into the object that receives rather than the man who does.

Internally, Mark experienced a total detachment from his responsibilities and his male ego, leaving him in a state of simultaneous emptiness and fulfillment where his own will no longer existed. Greta, for her part, inhabited her body with a new ferocity, feeling an explosive empowerment at seeing her husband reduced to this state of total vulnerability.

For her, the act was a reaffirmation of her natural place of command, a sovereignty that no longer needed permission and that made her husband her most valuable possession. She enjoyed Mark's gaze, that mixture of terror and devotion that confirmed to her that he no longer belonged to himself, but was just another piece on the altar of her authority.

In the end, Mark did not seek his own relief, but remained motionless beneath his mistress, processing the total annulment of his manhood and finding his greatest glory in that absolute dispossession.

The silence that followed the act was not one of emptiness, but of overwhelming fulfillment. Mark remained in an almost hypnotic state, his gaze lost on the bedroom ceiling as the outside world ceased to exist. He felt a violent rush of adrenaline and endorphins that kept him floating, mixed with such extreme humiliation that he no longer experienced it as a wound, but as absolute liberation. It wasn't just physical pleasure; it was a deep peace of mind that came from finally surrendering every last trace of his autonomy.

Lying on the bed, stripped of his role, his clothes, and his former masculinity, Mark felt more like "himself" than ever, precisely because he no longer had to decide who he was. Greta approached slowly, observing the devotion in her husband's misty eyes. She leaned over him and kissed him with a tenderness that cut like glass, a show of affection that only a mistress can bestow on her most valuable possession.

"Honey, this is our new life," she whispered in his ear, her hand caressing the cheek of the man who now inhabited that state of total surrender. "You are my partner, my accomplice, and my slave. I love you."

Mark did not respond with words; he did not need to. The sparkle in his eyes and the stillness of his body were the definitive answer. Traditional marriage had died, but in its place, within the walls of that apartment, an indestructible union had just been born, sealed under lock and key and protected by the absolute will of an empowered woman.


Chapter 9

The next day, Mark woke up alone in bed. Greta was already up. He heard noises in the kitchen. For a moment, he lay still, processing the previous night: the penetration, the strapon, being on the other side for the first time.

I looked at the ring on his finger, the engraving: "Slave of Mistress Greta." There was no turning back now, and I didn't want there to be.

He got up. He put on his panties automatically. The cage reminded him that he had been locked up for over a month. He went to the kitchen. Greta was making coffee, with her back to him. When she heard him come in, she turned around.

They looked at each other in silence.

"How are you feeling?"

It wasn't Mistress asking. It was Greta, his wife.

Mark searched for the words.

"Like I've come home."

She smiled. She leaned in and kissed him. It wasn't a kiss of domination. It was a kiss of love.

"This is just the beginning," she whispered against his lips. "I have so many plans for us."

Mark felt a chill of anticipation.

"I'm ready, Greta."

She caressed his cheek.

"I know."

They had breakfast together, Greta reading the newspaper while he poured the coffee.

It was a perfect domestic scene. Except for the fact that he was standing there, serving her, wearing lace panties and under lock and key.

"Ana invited me to a meeting next month."

Greta looked at him over the newspaper.

"It's a gathering of women like me and men like you. On the outskirts of town."

Mark swallowed hard.

"Do you want me to go?"

"I want you to be ready to go. It's still a while away, but when the time comes, you're going with me."

She put down the newspaper.

"There you'll see what true devotion really is. What we experience here is only the beginning."

Mark felt equal parts fear and excitement.

"What are they going to... what am I going to have to do?"

Greta smiled.

"You'll see. But first you have to prove to me that you're ready for the next level."

She stood up and approached him. She took his face in both hands.

"I love you, Mark. This isn't a game. It's not just sex. It's our life. Do you understand?"

"Yes."

"Are you happy?"

Mark didn't hesitate.

"I've never been happier in my life."

She kissed him again, deeply, possessively.

"Good. Because I am too."

***

On Sunday afternoon, while Mark was cleaning the bathroom, Greta came in and leaned against the doorframe.

"Leave that for a moment."

He put down the rag and stood up.

"You've been using that cage for over a month."

Mark nodded.

"Do you want me to take it off?"

His heart raced.

"Only if you want to."

Greta took the key out of her pocket. She twirled it between her fingers.

"I'm going to take it out. But not to set you free."

She walked toward the bedroom. He followed her.

"Because now I understand that the cage isn't the real lock. The real lock is here."

She touched his forehead.

"And here."

She touched his chest.

"I'm going to set you free for an hour. You're going to take a shower, you're going to do what you have to do. And then you're going to come back here and beg me to put it back on you."

He opened the lock. The cage fell.

Mark felt the cool air against his skin for the first time in weeks. The sensation was overwhelming.

"You have one hour."

Greta sat on the bed. Mark took a shower. The hot water against his liberated skin was almost painful. He touched himself, just to confirm that he still could.

The arousal came immediately, fiercely.

He could do it. Greta was in the other room. He could relieve himself right there in the shower, and she would never know. His hand stopped. He didn't want to.

Not because she was afraid of punishment. But because the idea of having an orgasm without his permission felt... empty. She turned off the water, dried herself, and looked in the mirror.

The man looking back at him was no longer the Mark of two months ago. He was someone new. Someone who had finally found his place. He came out of the bathroom; it had only been thirty minutes.

Greta was exactly where he had left her.

"Already?"

"Yes."

He knelt in front of her.

"Please, Mistress. Put it back on me."

Greta smiled. It was a smile of pride, of satisfaction, of absolute power.

"You're perfect."

She picked up the cage. She put it back together, piece by piece. When the lock clicked, Mark felt himself breathe again.

"Now we're talking."

Greta lifted his face.

"Now you're completely mine." She touched his forehead.

That night they had dinner on the sofa, watching a movie. Greta rested her head on his shoulder. Mark wrapped his arm around her.

Outside, Chicago sparkled with its cold lights. Inside, in that small apartment, two people had found something the world would never understand. It wasn't a traditional marriage, it was something better, more honest. It was the marriage they considered "perfect."

And it was just beginning.

THE END
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