

Greta's Key

Book 3

The Natural Evolution: Cuckold, Sissy Mia, and Total Feminization

Caparge


Chapter 1

Knees on the mattress. Forearms on the bed. Forehead close to her hands. Naked except for pink panties and the cage.

Greta stood behind him. Silent. The riding crop in her hand.

Mark looked at his own hands on the bed and said nothing. He knew it wasn’t his place to speak. He knew what was coming—and how to behave while it was coming. That, too, is something you learn.

The tip of the whip traced his back. From top to bottom. Not striking yet. Just reminding him of what she held in her hand and what that meant.

“You forgot a few things the last time you went to the supermarket.”

The first lash landed clean. Dry.

The sound first. Then the burning.

Mark clenched his fists.

“There was dust on the furniture on Tuesday.”

The second blow. The same spot, slightly higher.

Something tightened in his chest. It wasn’t just the pain. It was the absence spoken aloud, named, now existing in the air between them with no way to avoid it.

“You interrupted me when I was telling you something.”

The third blow.

“Do you know what you are?” Greta said. Her voice was calm, without cruelty, with the same composure with which she listed the offenses. “Look at yourself. You’re wearing a chastity cage. You’re wearing panties. Pink ones.”

Mark didn’t answer.

The burning was still there. Her words settled over it, weighing differently from the physical pain. Deeper inside. Harder to process.

Because they were true.

There was no way around that. They weren’t an insult meant to hurt. They were a description. He was there, in that position, in those clothes, with that cage, and no part of that image matched what he had believed a man to be for most of his life.

“You’re not a man,” Greta said. “Not in the way you thought you were.”

Another pause.

The whip touched his back again. Without haste.

“I had a hard time having an orgasm the last time you attended to me. Because of your lack of attention.”

The fourth lash.

The fifth.

Two in a row, with no space between them.

Mark exhaled through his nose. Controlled.

The cage tightened with every heartbeat. The pink panties against his skin. The marks piling up. And her voice there, still, naming everything with that precision that left nothing untouched.

You’re not a man.

Part of him wanted to resist. The part that had grown up with a certain image of himself, with a certain idea of what was right and what was wrong. That part was still there, after all this time. It hadn’t disappeared. It probably never would.

But there was another part.

The part that was completely in the moment. The part that needed exactly this—the position, the whip, the faults spoken aloud, the pink panties she had chosen and that he wore because she had decided so. The part that, in some place he couldn’t name, found in all of this something that nothing else gave him.

Both parts were him.

That was the contradiction she no longer tried to resolve.

Silence settled in.

Greta walked around the bed. She sat down beside him. Her hand resting on his back, on the reddened skin. Just touch.

Mark looked up.

She was looking at him. Without looking away. Everything he was in that moment, in that position, and she didn’t look away.

She kissed him.

“I love you,” she said.

Mark accepted it.

And the contradiction remained, as always. The humiliation and the love and the cage and the kiss and the pink panties and that voice telling him “I love you” with the same mouth that had just told him “you’re not a man.”

All true at the same time.

Greta’s hand was still on his back.

“I learned a lot at the conference,” she said softly.

She didn’t say it as an explanation. She didn’t say it as an apology. She said it as if stating something that was already an established fact, that was already part of who they were.

“And that’s how I’ll raise you. I’ll shape you into who I want you to be.”

The words settled over the marks, over the pink panties, over everything that had just happened in that bed.

The way I want you to be.

Not as he had been. Not as he had believed he should be. As she wanted him to be.

Greta kissed him again. Just like before. Slowly, without haste.

“Yes, Mistress,” he said.

“Now make breakfast,” said Greta. She got out of bed with her usual ease, as if the world had returned to its normal rhythm. “Let’s start the weekend right.”

Mark sat up. He got dressed as usual. He went to the kitchen.

Outside, Chicago was entering summer. Not the summer on the calendar, but the real one, the one you feel before the calendar confirms it. The mornings already had a different temperature when the window was opened; the lake sent a breeze that wasn’t cold but simply cool, and the light came earlier and stayed longer. The city was slowly changing with it. The people on the street, the cafés with chairs out front, the trees in the park with that still-new green that in a few weeks would be darker and more still.

Mark took his time making breakfast. Eggs, toast, sliced fruit, and the coffee she drank without sugar. He arranged it on a tray, carried it into the bedroom, and waited.

Greta ate looking at her phone, the window, nothing in particular.

When she finished, he cleared everything away, washed up, and tidied up.

And then they went out.

Chicago welcomed them with that Saturday light that asks for nothing. They walked with no fixed destination, along the wide sidewalks of the neighborhood, among the people who were also there, taking their time. Greta took his hand, and he felt the touch with the same naturalness with which he felt everything else they were.

Two people walking through the city on a summer Saturday.

That was what they were, too.


Chapter 2

Mark listened to the silence of the apartment.

Greta was asleep. He was in the kitchen, going through his usual routine: coffee, eggs, bread in the toaster. His hands did what they knew how to do while his mind was elsewhere.

He was thinking about the weekend.

The session on Saturday, the whip, the offenses named one by one, the weight of each one in the air before the blow. That had happened two days ago and he could still feel it, not on his skin—that had gone away—but somewhere deeper inside that he couldn’t quite put his finger on.

I was thinking about how it had been at the beginning.

When it all began, before the conference, before the dynamic had a name or form, every lash elicited an immediate physical response. The cage tightening with every humiliation, with every word from her, with every act of submission. There was something almost simple about it. The body responding directly, mechanically, without him having to do anything to provoke it.

That was over.

Not all at once. Slowly, without him realizing exactly when. Now, when he performed oral sex on Greta and felt that absolute control of being completely at her service, when he masturbated her and heard her breathing change, when he received the strap-on and his body opened with that familiarity that no longer surprised him, what he felt wasn’t physical pressure. It was something that filled his chest. A kind of pulsing that was neither pain nor pleasure in the ordinary sense, but something that coursed through his body and mind at the same time, something that had no name in the vocabulary he’d used his whole life.

And the dry orgasms.

The first time, he hadn’t understood what was happening to him. His entire body contracting as he received the strap-on, something arriving and breaking inside him without physical release, without anything visible, without anything he could have explained to anyone who hadn’t experienced it. He had told Greta about it later, in a low voice, not quite knowing how to put it into words. She had listened without surprise. She had kissed him on the forehead.

Everything had changed.

Not just the body. The way of being in the body. What he expected from it, what he asked of it, what he received from it. For years he had lived in a sexuality that now, from here, seemed like someone else’s. Not bad, not fake, simply someone else’s. A man who didn’t know this other side existed.

The toaster popped up.

Mark arranged the breakfast on the tray. Eggs, toast, fruit, coffee without sugar. He went to the bedroom.

Greta was sleeping on her side, the sheet pulled up to her waist, her hair loose on the pillow. He set the tray on the nightstand and sat on the edge of the bed.

He kissed her gently on the cheek.

“Good morning, my love,” he said softly.

She opened her eyes. She looked at him. That split second before the day begins, when the face still wears no mask.

“Good morning,” she said in a sleepy, hoarse voice.

He handed her the coffee. She sat up and took it with both hands.

***

Mark took a shower while Greta ate breakfast. The hot water, the steam, the usual automatic motions. When he came out of the bathroom, she was already getting ready for work.

He was drying off when he heard the thud.

Something fell to the floor. A small, sharp, metallic sound.

He crouched down.

The cage was on the floor between his feet. The clasp had given way on its own, without warning. He picked it up and stood there for a moment, naked, holding it.

Greta walked into the bathroom and saw him like that.

She looked at the cage in his hand. Then she looked down, at what the cage no longer covered. It had been a long time since she’d seen it. Weeks, maybe longer.

She approached slowly.

She took the cage from his hand and set it on the counter. Then she rested her hand on him, with that calmness she had for everything. She caressed him. She leaned close to his ear.

“What do you feel, love?” she said softly. A pause. Her fingers continuing. “It’s been a long time since I touched you.”

Mark didn’t answer right away.

His body was still. No visible response, no reaction she might have expected, nothing like what would have happened months ago at that same touch.

Greta pulled back slightly. She looked at him.

“What’s wrong?” she said. Without harshness, with genuine curiosity. “Doesn’t this turn you on? Me touching you?”

Mark looked at her.

“You have no idea how much all this turns me on,” he said. His voice was calm, searching for the words. “But I don’t know how to tell you. I don’t know how to explain that my arousal is mental.”

Greta looked at him in silence.

She didn’t say anything yet.

She just looked at him, with that expression he knew, the one of someone who’s just received information they need time to process.

Greta looked at him in silence for a moment.

“It seems your chastity is in your mind,” she said. Without mockery, with something akin to fascination. “That your body really knows what it needs.”

Mark processed that.

“I think that’s true, my love. My Mistress.”

Greta nodded. She looked at him again, at what he still held in his hand, the cage on the counter. She thought for a moment.

“We’ll try going without the cage for a while,” she said. “But if I see an erection, I’ll put it back on you.”

Mark looked at her.

He looked at the cage on the counter. He thought for a moment.

“But we’re going to do better,” he said. “I told you, you’re not a man anymore. Not the one you used to be. That’s why you won’t wear the cage.”

A pause.

“But you will wear pantyhose under the suit.”

Mark looked at her for a moment.

“Yes, Mistress.”

She went to the drawer. She took them out and held them out to him. He took them without saying a word and put them on slowly, right there in the bathroom, with her watching. The thin nylon molding to the shape of his body beneath his suit pants.

“If I see an erection,” Greta said, “I’ll put it back in.”

She looked him up and down again. Then she turned away and continued getting ready.

He didn't say anything.

There was no need. The terms were clear, and they both knew it. The cage might not be on her body, but it still belonged to her. Everything still belonged to her.

It always had been.

***

At work, the sensation didn’t go away.

All Monday, beneath the suit, beneath the normality of meetings and emails and office conversations, it was there. The nylon of the pantyhose against her skin with every movement. A constant, silent presence that only he knew.

She always wore pantyhose; that wasn’t new. From the very beginning, from before the conference, from the moment Greta had placed that first pair in the drawer and he had accepted it without question. The outside world didn’t know, and he carried that secret with the same naturalness with which he carried everything else he was.

But the pantyhose were different.

And with that difference came the memory.

San Francisco. The tight-fitting maid’s dress, the short skirt, the white apron, the brown wig, the bonnet. Hours like that, in the mansion, among women he didn’t know and submissives he didn’t know either, moving between the tables, serving, receiving orders with his head bowed. Completely exposed in something that went far beyond a garment under a suit.

And Greta hadn’t been glued to him the whole time.

There had been moments when he was alone with that. Alone with the dress and the wig and the humiliation, and with no one who was specifically his in that space. Just him choosing to carry on, to keep moving, to keep being what they asked him to be that night.

He had done it.

A colleague said something to him from the desk next to him, and Mark responded with his usual composure, the right tone, the right expression.

Mid-morning, he felt the urge to go to the bathroom.

He went in. The urinals on the left, the stalls in the back. He stopped in the middle of the bathroom.

He looked at the urinals.

Now he could. For the first time in months, there was nothing stopping him. The cage was gone, his body was free; he could walk over and do what he’d done his entire adult life without giving it a second thought. A gesture so basic, so automatic, so utterly masculine that it had never been a decision.

Now it was a decision.

Two men entered behind him. They approached the urinal without stopping, without hesitating, with that naturalness he had possessed for years and that now seemed to belong to someone else. They finished, washed their hands, and left.

The bathroom was empty.

Mark was still standing in the center.

He slowly approached the urinal. He stood in front of it. The pantyhose under his pants, the nylon against his skin. All the silence of the bathroom concentrated in that moment.

He tried.

His body didn’t respond. There was no physical impediment, no metal, nothing blocking him. Urinating while standing—something so simple, something he’d done his whole life, something the cage had taken away from him for months. Now he could. His body was free.

But something inside had been rewriting itself for months, and now that gesture—that gesture of a lifetime—simply had no outlet.

He stood in front of the urinal for a moment longer.

Someone came in.

Mark turned around. He went to the stall in the back. He closed the door. The latch. The muffled sound of the bathroom on the other side.

He stood in that small space in silence. The pantyhose under his suit. The closed stall. The answer he already knew before asking the question.

He pulled down his pants.

He sat down.

Outside, a faucet. Footsteps. The door opening and closing.

Mark stayed seated a moment longer than necessary.

Then he stood up, adjusted his clothes, and left the stall. He looked at himself in the mirror while washing his hands.

The same old suit. The same old face.

He returned to his desk.


Chapter 3

The usual café had that summer light streaming in at an angle through the windows, the city outside with that slow midday rhythm that Chicago adopted when the heat allowed it.

Ana arrived first, as always. When Greta walked in, she already had the two coffees they’d ordered and that posture of hers—back straight, gloves on the table, the way she occupied the space that hadn’t changed since the first time Greta had walked into her house in Evanston and seen John open the door.

They greeted each other. They sat down.

“Tell me,” Ana said.

Greta told her. Not in detail—there was no need with Ana; just the outline of things was enough for her to understand the rest. She told her everything Mark was going through, how he had changed, how everything they had built had taken root. Ana listened with that quiet attentiveness of hers, without interrupting, barely nodding.

When Greta finished, Ana took a sip of her coffee.

“Good,” she said. Just that. But there was something in her tone that was more than a compliment.

They talked about the conference. Ana told her she’d spoken with Katherine, that preparations for New Orleans were moving forward, that next year was going to be a big one.

“Do you remember the sissies in the garden?” Ana said.

“I’ll never forget it,” said Greta.

Ana smiled. She set her cup on the table and looked at her with that expression of someone about to reveal something she’d been keeping to herself for months.

“You don’t know I couldn’t sleep after the conference,” Ana said, holding back a smile. “What John told me. When we’d already gone back to the hotel, he just stood there looking at everything. Mark cleaning, dressed like Mia, and then having to hail a cab and cross the city like that, dressed as a woman. I couldn’t stop laughing to myself that night.”

“Me too,” said Greta. “I was thinking about everything that was going to happen to him being alone—or rather, alone.” A pause. “When Mark walked into the room, he got his reward.” A wink.

They both laughed.

The coffee shop hummed in the background, the people around them oblivious, and the two of them at that table with a world all their own.

When the laughter subsided, Greta set down her cup.

“By the way,” she said. “I’m sticking to a weekly routine. Like I learned back there. I think it’ll do us both good.”

Ana nodded, a quiet nod of approval.

“I always remember Katherine’s words,” Greta continued. A brief pause. “What she said at dinner. Open love, sex with other men, without guilt, fully integrated into the relationship.”

Ana set her cup down on the table.

“Darling,” she said. “That’s a whole different ballgame. We both have to be absolutely sure before we get involved in that. Both of us, Greta. Not just you.”

Greta looked at her.

“You won’t believe it, Ana. How much my husband has changed.”

Ana didn’t answer right away.

She looked at her for a moment with that expression Greta knew well—the look of someone calculating something with incomplete information.

They said goodbye at the café door with a kiss on the cheek. Ana headed in her usual direction; Greta went the opposite way.

She walked leisurely through the shopping district. Chicago summer in full swing, people on the street, stores with their doors open, that Saturday-at-noon rhythm that demanded nothing of her.

She looked at shop windows without stopping at any of them. She thought about Mark, who was working. About what Ana had said. About Katherine and New Orleans. About everything that had changed without anyone having planned it all the way through.

She stopped.

In the window of a travel agency, there was a large photo. White sand, turquoise water, the green of the pine trees in the background. A lone palm tree casting shade.

She thought: Mark and I are both on summer vacation. Why not?

She went inside.

The clerk attended to her right away. A complete package, flight and accommodation, several days. It was expensive. Greta listened to the details, looked at the photos in the brochure, asked the questions she needed to ask.

She swiped her card.

She stepped out onto the street with the tickets in her purse and kept walking.


Chapter 4

She got home just in time for dinner. The table was set, the food was ready, everything in its usual order. Mark greeted her from the kitchen.

They had dinner.

When they finished and he cleared the plates, Greta opened her wallet. She took out the tickets and laid them on the table.

“We’re both going away for a few days,” she said.

Mark looked at them. He picked them up and read them.

“Are we going to Bermuda?” he said. There was surprise in his voice. “How nice, honey.”

“Yes, Mark,” said Greta. “We have to enjoy our life.”

Mark still held the tickets in his hand. He looked at them as if reading something twice to make sure it was real. Bermuda. The dates. The two names.

“What’s the hotel like?” he asked.

“A boutique hotel. Small, quiet. Ocean view from the bed.”

He looked up.

“Direct ocean view?”

“Direct.” Greta picked up her glass. “It’ll be like a second honeymoon for the two of us.”

Mark looked at her with that smile she knew so well. The smile of someone who’s just received something they didn’t expect and isn’t quite sure how to handle it.

“No one knows us there,” Greta said. “No preconceptions, nothing. Just the two of us and the sea.”

He kept asking questions. The flight, if there was a layover, the weather at that time of year. Greta answered everything calmly, without rushing, enjoying telling him.

In a moment of silence, she rested her hand on his leg.

Mark didn’t move.

Her hand lay still on his pants, the warmth of their touch, the silence of the apartment all around them. He was breathing slowly. So was she.

Her hand began to slide.

Without haste. The fabric of his pants beneath her fingers, the warmth of his body underneath, and Mark still, completely still, his breathing controlled, his eyes on her.

Her hand reached its destination.

Mark tensed. Slightly, barely perceptibly, his body responding to the touch with an honesty he couldn’t control. Her fingers still there and him with his back slightly arched, his breathing changing rhythm, the pleasure settling in a way she knew well.

But nothing more.

Greta waited. Her hand still, her eyes on him, reading every signal his body gave. The pleasure was there; that was evident. She could feel it. But the physical response—the one that any such contact would have provoked before—didn’t come.

It wouldn’t come.

Greta withdrew her hand. She picked up her glass.

“Is there dessert?”

Mark stood up.

“I bought ice cream,” he said from the kitchen. “Your favorite flavor.”

Greta smiled.

“Yum.”

***

Greta got up from the table.

“Honey, run me a bath.”

Mark went to the bathroom before she could finish her sentence. The water, the perfect temperature, the candles, the sponge. Everything was ready in minutes.

He undressed her slowly as she stepped in. He helped her into the tub and knelt on the floor beside her.

From there, he saw her differently. The still water around her body, her skin flushed by the heat, her shoulders emerging from the foam. Mark kneeling on the cold floor, the sponge in his hand, feeling that distance between them not as a separation but as the exact shape of who they were.

He started with her shoulders. Slow, even movements—her neck, her back, her belly. Greta with her eyes half-closed, her head resting on the edge, giving herself over to the moment without giving anything in return.

At one point, he set the sponge down.

His hand moved down slowly.

Greta closed her legs.

“Not now, love.”

Mark stopped. He nodded without saying a word.

“Help me get out and dry off.”

He stood up, held her, and took the towel. He dried her off with the same care he’d shown in everything else.

***

In the bedroom, Greta lay down on the bed. Naked, unhurried, with the ease of someone who is completely at ease in her own body.

“Get undressed, Mark.”

He began to undress slowly. His shirt, his pants. He paused.

The black lace panties. The thigh-high stockings. The sheer nylon against her shaved skin, the lace hugging her body.

Greta watched him from the bed.

“You look gorgeous like that.”

Mark didn’t answer. He looked at her.

“Take everything off.”

He finished undressing. He stood there, completely naked, his body totally shaved, his manhood completely flaccid.

Greta looked at him for a long moment.

“Are you mine?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Then come here.”

She spread her legs.

Mark positioned himself between them. He started slowly, his tongue tracing every inch of those legs, from her knees upward, feeling her skin beneath his mouth, taking the time she deserved. He knew that body. He knew exactly how to read it, how to respond to every signal, how to lead her to where he wanted to go.

Greta was breathing deeper.

Her fingers in his hair.

He continued. Focused, present, thinking of nothing but that body and what it was asking of him without words. The rhythm found, her breathing changing, the low, involuntary sounds he knew by heart.

She was close.

He could feel it. He knew it.

And then she pushed him away.

With her hands on his shoulders, a firm, decisive movement, she pushed him away and laid him down beside her. She climbed on top of him before he could process what had happened.

“I want to feel you inside me,” she said.

She moved on top of him. She kissed his neck, his jaw, his mouth. Her hips seeking what they needed, insisting, waiting.

Nothing.

Mark could feel it. He felt everything—her weight on top of him, the heat, the closeness, something igniting inside him in a way he knew but couldn’t find an outlet for. There was a click somewhere, something that clicked into place, his body searching for a response that should be there, that in another time would have been there without anyone having to ask for it.

It didn’t come.

She touched him. She moved. She persisted with that patience that was not tenderness but determination.

Nothing.

“Can’t you make love to your wife?”

The question in the silence of the room. Without cruelty. Without reproach. Just the truth spoken aloud with the same calmness with which she listed the sins on Saturdays.

Mark didn’t answer.

Frustration settled in his chest, dense, with no way out. It wasn’t the pain of failing her. It was something deeper and harder to name. The body that had been his throughout his adult life and now responded to other laws—laws he himself had accepted without knowing exactly how far they went.

Greta stepped down.

She stood by the bed for a moment, looking at him.

“Go get the strap-on,” she said. “Someone has to penetrate.”

A pause.

“And your maid’s dress is in the closet. Put it on.”

Mark went to the closet.

The maid’s dress was there, hanging in its place. He took it without saying a word and put it on slowly. The skirt over his shaved body, the white apron, the cap. Then he took the harness with the strap-on and brought it to Greta.

He handed it to her.

She looked him up and down. She studied him for a moment with that calmness she had for everything.

“You really can’t please a woman as a man anymore.”

She made him lie down on the bed. She climbed on top of him with the harness on and looked down at him. The maid’s dress on the bed, the cap still in place, his shaved, flaccid body beneath her.

“Do you like being Mia?”

Mark didn’t answer.

She leaned slowly toward him.

“Don’t provoke me,” she said in a low voice. “Because you’ll stop being Mark and you’ll be Mia forever.”

The words hung heavy in the room. Mark received them, powerless to do anything with them, unable to defend himself against what they were doing to him inside. That excitement he already knew, the one with no physical name but which filled his chest and mind with an intensity that nothing else gave him. Humiliation and desire mixed together, inseparable, completely his.

“Ask me, Mia.”

The silence lasted a moment.

“Take me, Mistress.”

She did.

Slowly at first. She penetrated him with the strap-on. With that calmness she had for everything, measuring every movement, feeling how he received it. Mark with his eyes closed, his fists clenched in the sheet, the maid’s dress over his body, the cap moving slightly with each of her thrusts.

“I need to feel it too,” Greta said. Her voice was calm, almost conversational, as if what she was saying were the most natural thing in the world. “I want to feel something inside me that isn’t just a finger or a tongue. I want to feel the weight of a body on top of mine. The strength of someone who can give me what you can no longer give me.”

Mark moaned. Low, involuntary sounds, torn from within with every movement she made.

“In Bermuda, we’ll be on the beach,” Greta continued. Her pace was slow, her words coming with each movement. “Watching men. Good bodies. Masculine. Virile. Very virile. And I’ll be there watching, thinking about which one I can take to bed that night.”

Mark’s moans grew louder.

“And you’ll be there. By my side. Witnessing it all. Watching me choose. Watching me look at them.” A pause, the rhythm increasing slightly. “Imagining how a man makes love to me. A real man. With everything that entails.”

He couldn’t respond. He could do nothing but take in every word and every deeper movement, the sounds escaping on their own, his body responding to it all in the only way it knew how to respond now.

“I want a man,” she said. “And I’m going to have one. And you’ll help me and take care of everything. We both know what needs to be done.”

Something snapped inside him.

Not in the body. Deeper. The orgasm came from a place with no physical name. A dry orgasm. His entire body contracting, moans escaping uncontrollably, his mind completely blank. His masculinity was not expressed. He was dressed as a woman, being penetrated by his wife, with her words still floating in the room.

And yet it came, a very strong, telltale orgasm.

Greta noticed it. She felt the exact moment, the contraction, and the sounds changing texture. She looked at him.

She knew what that orgasm meant. The answer he hadn’t been able to give in words and that his body had given on its own, without asking her permission, in the least controlled moment of all.

He was ready.

He let himself fall onto her back.

And in her ear, in a low voice, with all the weight of who they were, he said:

“I love you, Mia.”


Chapter 5

The morning arrived with the same sun as always.

Mark showered, got dressed, and made breakfast for Greta. The usual routine, the usual order. He set it on the tray, went to the bedroom, and sat on the edge of the bed.

He kissed her gently on the cheek.

“Good morning, my love.”

She opened her eyes slowly. She looked at him with that same expression she always had, the one she had before the day began.

“Good morning,” she said in a sleepy, hoarse voice.

He handed her the coffee. He waited for her to take the first sip. Then he cleared everything away, went to get his backpack, and left.

The city outside, the subway, the office. Everything the same.

He sat down at his desk and opened his email. Meetings, reports, a problem with a supplier that needed attention. The routine settling in on its own, filling the space with that efficiency that demanded nothing more than presence and concentration.

But his mind was elsewhere.

Her words came back on their own, without him calling them, settling on top of anything else he tried to think about.

You really can’t please a woman as a man anymore.

I want a man. And I’m going to have one.

In Bermuda we’ll be on the beach. Watching men. Good bodies. Masculine. Very virile.

Someone spoke to him from across the table. He replied. The right voice, the right expression. No one noticed anything.

Inside, it continued.

He was thinking about the night before. About the maid’s dress, about the harness he had handed to his wife with his own hands, about his own body that hadn’t been able to respond when she needed him as a man. About the moans he hadn’t been able to control while she talked to him about another man.

There was a part of him that wanted to call that suffering. That wanted to say: this hurts, this isn’t right, this is going too far.

But that part couldn’t quite hold up.

Because he also remembered the orgasm. The one that had come on its own, without anyone asking for it, at the most humiliating moment of all. His body telling him something his mind didn’t want to fully admit.

It was his fantasy.

It had been for years, before Greta knew anything, before the phone call, before everything. He had lived with it alone, in silence, not knowing if he could ever tell anyone. And then he had told her, and she had accepted it and taken it further than he had ever imagined it could go.

Now it was a reality.

Was that reality hard?

He thought about it during the ten o’clock meeting, while someone talked about numbers he didn’t care about. He thought about it in the elevator, in the bathroom, in the quiet moment after lunch when the office slowed down and he was left alone with his screen and his thoughts.

Was he enjoying it or suffering through it?

He couldn’t find the answer. Or maybe he did, and it wasn’t just one thing but both at the same time, mixed in a way that had no name in the vocabulary he’d used his whole life.

He enjoyed his moments as Mia. He knew that. He knew it with a certainty that no longer surprised him but still made him a little uncomfortable, like a truth one accepts without ever quite getting used to it.

And he suffered. That was true, too. The image of Greta on a beach looking at another man, sizing him up, choosing him, settled in his chest with a weight that was far from light.

But beneath that weight there was something else.

Something he didn’t know how to name yet. Something that resembled, even if he didn’t want to admit it, anticipation.

He returned to his screen.

Three weeks until Bermuda.

***

The phone vibrated on the desk at three in the afternoon.

Don’t go home after work. Meet me at mine.

Mark read the message. He read it twice. He put the phone away and went back to his screen.

At six, he left the office and took the subway to the school where Greta taught. He knew the building, the street, the big tree on the sidewalk across the street that cast a shadow over the entrance.

He leaned against it and waited.

People passed by. Students, teachers, the noise of the afternoon mingling with the heat that still hadn’t let up. Mark waited without moving, without checking his phone every five minutes, doing nothing but standing there.

An hour passed.

A little more time passed.

The school door opened and Greta came out with her bag slung over her shoulder, her hair down, that way of walking that took up space without asking anyone’s permission. She saw him leaning against the tree and smiled.

“Beautiful afternoon for a walk and to do some shopping for the trip.”

It wasn’t a question.

They strolled through the shopping district without rushing, with that ease of two people who know each other well and don’t need to fill the silence. They went into a luggage store. Greta picked out a set of bags, looked at them, tried them on, and made her decision. Mark carried them.

They moved on.

A clothing store. She picked out pants and shirts for him, laid them out, held them up against his body, discarded some, put others away. Then she went to the women’s section and chose clothes for the trip with that calm focus she applied to everything.

Mark waited outside the fitting rooms with the bags.

In the middle of the afternoon, they went into a café. They sat down, ordered, and talked about anything and everything. The trip, the weather in Bermuda, a movie she wanted to see, a colleague of his whom they both knew and who always gave them something to talk about.

Nothing about the day before. Nothing about the night. Nothing about what hung between them without needing to be named.

Just two people having coffee on a summer afternoon.

When they left, they kept walking, popping into stores, window-shopping. The bags piling up. The afternoon slowly cooling off.

Mark had relaxed. The thoughts from the night before had given way to the afternoon, the sunshine, and Greta’s presence by his side. He was terrified that she would bring up the subject again.

But Greta walked and talked about anything and everything, and the subject didn’t come up, so he breathed slowly and let the afternoon do its work.

Then she stopped.

A lingerie store window. Large, sensual images, delicate sets on perfect bodies, lace and silk and colors that made no apologies for what they were.

Greta looked at him.

“Let’s go in.”

The store was small and fragrant, the light warm, the music soft. A saleswoman approached immediately with that professional smile of someone who knows exactly what she’s doing.

Greta let her show her some sets. She picked them up, held them up to the light, put them back, or set them aside. Black lace, burgundy silk, a red set that the saleswoman enthusiastically recommended.

At one point, Greta turned to Mark.

“Which one would have turned you on if you saw me wearing this?”

He looked at the outfits spread out on the counter.

“They’d all turn me on.”

Greta looked at him for a second.

“No.” A brief pause. “Let me rephrase the question. Which one would turn a man on the most?”

Mark’s silence lasted a moment too long. The saleswoman was arranging something on the other side of the counter without looking at them. The music played in the background. The afternoon of shopping and coffee and the Magnificent Mile and everything she’d managed to push aside for a few hours came rushing back, concentrated in that simple question that wasn’t simple at all.

Greta waited.

“Honey,” she said softly, with that calmness she had for everything. “We talked about this last night. I want you as my partner. And I want you to help me on this new adventure.”

Mark looked at her.

Then he looked at the outfits on the counter.

He raised his hand slowly and timidly pointed to the red one. Then the black one.

Greta smiled.

“Perfect,” she told the saleswoman.

Greta looked at him for a moment, with that appraising expression he knew so well.

“I can see Mia being very uncomfortable wearing those panties,” she said quietly. “Maybe for everyday wear she needs something more comfortable.”

She touched his chest slowly, with her open palm, a brief, gentle touch.

Then she turned to the saleswoman.

“Can you show me some cotton panties? Soft ones. A size larger.”

The saleswoman nodded with the same professional smile as before and headed to the back of the store.

Mark said nothing.

He stood in the center of that fragrant store, holding the day’s shopping bags, while his wife picked out underwear for him in front of a stranger who knew nothing and yet, at the same time, knew everything just by looking at them. The saleswoman returned with several options. Soft cotton, muted colors, some with small lace details along the edges. Greta looked at them, touched them, and chose three.

“These,” she told the saleswoman. And without looking at Mark, she added, “They’re for him.”

***

The ride home on the subway was silent.

Mark watched the dark tunnel walls flash by without seeing anything. The bags at his feet, the day’s purchases, the sets he had timidly pointed out, the cotton panties his wife had chosen for him in front of a stranger.

There was something inside him that wanted to scream.

To say, “Enough is enough.” To say, “This is too much.” To say that there was a line and they had crossed it, and that he needed to reclaim something—anything, even if it was little, even if it was just the illusion of still having some control over something.

But he knew he had no right.

It wasn’t that she was forbidding him. It was that he had slowly given up that right, with every “yes,” with every Saturday spent kneeling on the bed, with every orgasm that came at the most unexpected moment and told him something about himself that he couldn’t ignore. There was no one to blame. There was nothing to complain about.

The image came back on its own. Greta on a beach. A man. A masculine, virile body—everything he was no longer to her. The image settled in with a precision that asked for no permission and wouldn’t yield when he tried to push it aside.

Greta was sitting next to him.

She said nothing. She looked ahead with her usual calm. But in a moment, without him having said a single word, without him having done anything but sit there in silence with all of that inside, she rested her hand on his leg.

She looked at him.

“You’re my husband,” she said softly. “My slave. My love.”

She kissed him on the cheek.

“Relax. This is part of who we are. I love you. I want our lifestyle to grow, and for both of us to enjoy it.”

Mark looked at her.

“Yes, love,” he said.

Just that. But those two words carried the weight of everything he hadn’t said on that journey.

She rested her head on his shoulder.

The subway continued on its way through the tunnels of Chicago, and the rest of the ride went on like that, with her head on his shoulder, the bags between their feet, and summer waiting outside.


Chapter 6

The day arrived.

The new bags were open on the bed, the clothes folded, everything in its place. Greta checked, Mark arranged. At one point she looked up.

“The passports.”

“They’re here,” he said, pointing to the nightstand.

“Put them in your wallet now. Let’s not leave it until the last minute.”

He put them away.

They continued. The toiletries bag, the adapters, the clothes for the heat. The bags closing one by one.

The taxi was waiting for them downstairs at four in the morning. Mark carried the luggage down, Greta followed behind. The city still asleep, the fresh early morning air, gray and quiet Chicago bidding them farewell without drama.

The airport, check-in, security. Both of them moving with the automatic rhythm of seasoned travelers. They settled into the waiting area with coffees in hand.

Greta looked at him.

“This is going to be our best vacation ever.”

Mark smiled.

“Yes,” he said.

Outside on the runway, the planes moved slowly in the light of dawn

***

On the plane, Greta opened a magazine and flipped through it for a moment. Then she closed it and leaned toward him.

“Are you happy?” she asked him.

“Very,” said Mark.

She took his hand. She held it like that, without saying a word, looking ahead with that calm smile he knew so well and that was meant for no one but the two of them.

“It’s been a long time since we’ve gone away alone,” she said. “With nothing, without Chicago, without routine. Just the two of us.”

“Yeah,” he said.

“I deserve this,” Greta said, and laughed to herself.

Mark laughed too.

She rested her head on his shoulder and closed her eyes. Outside, the clouds drifted slowly by, and Lake Michigan was far behind them.

“Three hours,” she murmured. “Wake me up when we get there.”

***

The Bermuda airport welcomed them with that distinct island atmosphere—humid and warm, with a scent that wasn’t Chicago.

They took a taxi outside the terminal. The driver greeted them with that calm Caribbean friendliness and pulled off to the left—which was the correct side here—down narrow streets lined with pastel-colored houses and greenery.

“Hamilton,” said Greta, looking out the window.

Mark was looking too. The water peeking out between the buildings, the motorcycles passing by, the afternoon light unlike any they’d seen in Illinois.

“It’s beautiful,” he said.

She looked at him and smiled.

The hotel was downtown, just steps from the harbor. A discreet facade, an entrance lined with palm trees, the lobby cool and quiet. Greta walked straight to the front desk. Mark stayed behind with the suitcases.

The receptionist greeted her with a nod.

“Welcome, ma’am. What’s the name on the reservation?”

“Greta.” She handed him her passport.

The process was quick. The keys, the hotel information, breakfast included, the pool on the third floor.

“A bellhop will take your bags, ma’am.”

“No, thank you very much,” Greta said casually. “My husband will do it.”

“As you wish, ma’am.”

***

Greta entered the room first.

Mark took the suitcases and followed Greta toward the elevator.

In the room, she went straight to the window and drew the curtains.

The sea was there. Deep blue, almost unreal, stretching as far as the eye could see. The palm trees below, the white sand, a sailboat on the horizon moving slowly. The morning light giving everything that special color that islands have.

She stood there for a moment in front of the window without saying a word.

“How beautiful,” she said at last. And there was something in her voice that wasn’t her usual tone; it was something more relaxed, more genuine—the voice of someone who had just received exactly what she’d been hoping for. “It was worth every penny.”

Mark set down the suitcases and came over to look.

The sea outside, and the two of them in silence for a moment, together in front of the large window.

Then Greta turned and looked at him with that practical expression he knew so well.

“Put the things away.”

He began. Clothes in the closet, toiletries in the bathroom, empty bags put away. The usual movements, the usual order, even though the room was different and the sea was outside.

Greta watched him from the chair by the window.

“Oh, by the way,” she said, almost in passing, as if recalling something she’d jotted down in her planner. “I didn’t forget that today is Saturday. It’s your turn for discipline. I need you to be focused so you can enjoy yourself and attend to me these next few days.”

Mark didn’t stop. He kept tidying up.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“I’m going to take a bath. Wait for me with everything ready.”

The door closed.

Mark finished unpacking the suitcases. He looked at the bed, the room, the large window with the sea outside.

Shorts.

Saturday.

Some things never changed anywhere in the world

***

As was customary every Saturday, Mark was kneeling in the center of the room.

Naked, except for his underwear. The usual position, knees on the carpet, back straight, the whip in his hand waiting for her to take it.

The bathroom door opened.

Greta came out wearing her robe, her hair damp, that usual calmness about her. She saw him in position and paused for a moment. She looked at him with that expression he knew, the one of someone who finds exactly what they expected to find.

She approached and took the whip from his hand.

Then she stood in front of him.

And she let the robe fall.

Mark looked at her.

His wife’s body, completely naked, just inches away from him. The body he had desired from day one, that he had touched, that he knew by heart. The curve of her shoulders, her chest, her waist. Everything that was his and that, in that moment, with the whip in her hand and that look in her eyes, he felt in a completely different way.

Greta didn’t move. She let him look.

“I’ll discipline you this way,” she said. “Naked. So you can get a good look at the body you won’t be able to possess. But that someone else surely will.”

The words hung heavy in the room.

“Get into position.”

He leaned forward, his forearms resting on the bed, his forehead close to his hands.

The first sharp crack of the whip landed on his buttocks.

“I won’t hold your mistakes from this week against you,” Greta said. Her voice was calm and measured. “This week I’ll prepare you for the ten days we’ll be here.”

Another sharp crack.

Mark clenched his fists on the bed. The burning sensation setting in. And her body there, behind him, naked, present—that body he knew and that another would come to know as well.

“I don’t want any complaints. I don’t want any bad moods.”

A sharp slap.

“You’re not my husband. You’re my slave. My servant. And maybe I’ll use you as a friend.”

A sharp blow.

Friend. The word settled on its own, distinct from all the others. Slave had processed it. Servant too. But friend had a different texture; it erased something that the other words still left standing.

Mark said nothing.

The sting of the blow before he had finished processing the words.

“I will seek my total freedom. Without limits. Without apologies.”

A sharp blow.

“I want you ready for anything.”

A sharp blow.

“And I want you to enjoy my sexuality too. Everything I am and everything I’m going to experience.”

Long pause. Just the sound of our breathing.

“Do you agree?”

Mark took a second.

“Yes,” he said.

A sharp thud. Louder than the previous ones.

“Yes, what?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Greta stood still for a moment behind him.

“This will change our relationship forever.”

The sharp blow.

And the second, with no pause between them.

Mark with his forehead resting in his hands and his eyes closed, his whole body taking it all in—the heat and the words and that naked body behind him that was his and wasn’t his and had never been so completely both things at the same time.

Silence settled in.

Greta walked slowly around the bed. She sat down beside him. Her hand on his back, on the reddened skin.

Mark looked up.

She was looking at him. Naked, the whip still in her hand, with that expression that was neither cruelty nor tenderness but something that contained both and that only he could read.

She kissed him slowly.

“I love you,” she said.

Mark closed his eyes.

“That’s enough for today, Mia. Get dressed. Let’s go explore the city.”

***

They left the hotel.

The narrow streets, the pastel-colored houses, the motorcycles passing by. They walked aimlessly, looking around, letting themselves be carried along by the island’s slow rhythm.

Greta wore a loose, light-colored dress that fluttered in the breeze, a wide-brimmed hat shielding her from the sun. She moved with that ease she had when she was comfortable, when the space belonged to her without anyone questioning it. Mark walked beside her.

The harbor came into view as they turned a corner.

Sailboats moored in a row, wooden boats with peeling paint, others newer and gleaming. The still, emerald-green water between the hulls, reflecting the cloudless sky. Fishermen mending nets, tourists with cameras, seagulls going about their business without asking anyone’s permission. A scent of salt and damp wood filled the air.

A restaurant with tables outside, right on the pier. Greta nodded.

“Here.”

They sat facing the water. A waiter approached immediately, left them the menu, and disappeared. She ordered for both of them with her usual ease.

Mark watched the boats.

At one point, Greta looked up and scanned the surrounding tables. Unabashedly, with that calmness she had for everything. Her hat tilted slightly, her eyes sweeping the place with that newfound freedom the island gave her.

She paused.

Two tables away, a man in his forties was eating alone by the water. He was dark-haired, his skin dark and gleaming in the sun, his white shirt unbuttoned halfway, revealing a broad chest and a well-toned physique. A local, judging by the way he moved, by the familiarity with which he greeted the waiter who passed by.

Greta watched him without any hurry.

“Look at that dark-skinned guy,” she said in a low voice. “What a physique.”

Mark didn’t answer.

He kept looking at the water.

Greta looked at him. A brief pause.

“What’s wrong with you? I brought you here to be a friend. This is what women talk about on vacation.” A pause. “You’re my best friend.”

Mark’s silence filled the space between them. The noise of the harbor all around, the conversations at the other tables, the water lapping against the hulls of the boats. Everything went on at its own pace while something was happening at that table that no one around them could see.

Then she felt the tip of the heel on her foot.

Gently at first. Just a touch.

Mark didn’t move.

The pressure increased.

“Yes,” he said in a low voice.

“Yes, what?”

The heel pressed harder. Firm, precise, unhurried.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Greta slowly withdrew her heel. She picked up her glass and looked out toward the harbor.

“I don’t want to have to do another discipline session, love. It’s exhausting every time.”

She said it with her usual calm, almost in passing, as if mentioning something obvious.

Mark didn’t answer. But something inside him slowly settled, like when tension eases without anyone forcing it.

The waiter arrived with the plates.

They ate without rushing. They talked about the places they could visit, the beaches. He had read something about Crystal Cave, about the pink beaches in the south of the island. She listened, gave her opinion, ruled out some things, kept others.

Two people having lunch by the water on an island that didn't know them.

At one point, Greta rested her hand on his across the table.

“Relax, love,” she said softly. “Here, we can be who we are, without fear. No one knows us. No judgments. Let’s take this chance to let go and be who we really are.”

Mark looked at her.

“Like I said,” she replied slowly, “here you’re not my husband. You’ll be my best friend, my confidant, my slave. Everything I want you to be.”

A pause.

“And you’re going to enjoy that.”

Mark didn’t answer.

There was no need.

“We’ll see how things go,” she said.

She slowly let go of his hand and went back to her plate.


Chapter 7

They were walking through the streets of Hamilton when Greta stopped.

A small shop, the door wide open, colorful fabrics hanging at the entrance, fluttering in the breeze. Dresses, hats, sandals—all with that unapologetically Caribbean aesthetic.

“Let’s go in,” said Greta.

The interior smelled of wood and new fabric. A saleswoman greeted them from the back with a broad smile and continued arranging merchandise without pressuring them.

Greta scanned the racks with that calm focus she displayed when something interested her. She pulled out a light, floral dress, the kind that moves on its own in the wind. She looked at it. She held it out.

She turned to Mark.

“You’re not going to be with me dressed like that forever,” she said, gesturing toward his clothes. “I want something that makes you look good.” A pause, a smile. “Maybe that way you won’t scare off potential lovers.”

She laughed to herself.

Mark looked at her for a moment.

He had promised to relax. He had said, “Take me.” And there she was, with the floral dress in her hand and that genuine laugh that held no trace of cruelty.

“Well,” he said.

Greta chose two. A light, floral one for the day, another more fitted and dark one for going out at night. She spread them out on the counter and looked at them with satisfaction.

Then she saw the wigs.

They were displayed on a shelf in the back, on plastic stands, several options, long, short, in different colors.

“Look, Mark. How pretty.” She walked over and examined them. “Which ones do you like?”

He approached slowly.

He looked at them one by one, taking his time. The black one, the brown one, the short one.

He pointed to two.

The redhead. The blonde.

Greta picked them up without saying a word and placed them on the counter next to the dresses.

Before reaching the register, Greta stopped at a tray of sandals. She looked through them, found a pair, and checked the size.

“Try them on.”

Mark sat down on the small bench by the wall and put them on.

They fit him perfectly.

Greta looked at him with that expression he knew so well.

“Perfect,” she said.

He paid for everything without checking the price. They stepped out onto the street with the bags and the island sun shining down on them.

***

As they left the store, Greta stopped.

Next door, almost right next to it, was a beauty salon. The colorful sign, the chairs visible through the window, two employees inside with not much to do at that time of day.

Greta looked at him.

“Well, Mia, my love. Let’s go in. We have to look pretty.”

She pushed the door open without waiting for a reply.

One of the employees approached immediately with that friendliness you find in places where tourists are welcomed without question.

“For him,” Greta said, pointing at Mark casually, “a facial. And for me, I need my hair done. I want something different, something local.”

The employee nodded without batting an eye and led them both to their respective stations.

Mark leaned back in the chair. The employee’s hands worked on his face with that professional concentration that made no distinction between one client and another. The creams, the steam, the precise movements. He stared at the ceiling of a salon on an island in the Atlantic while Greta, beside him, talked to her stylist about her hair with that carefree energy she had when she was happy.

When they finished with his face, the employee looked at him.

“Your nails look terrible,” she said with the direct frankness of someone who says what they see. “Shall we fix them?”

Mark looked at Greta.

She was already looking at a display on the counter. Long, artificial nails in different colors. She paused at a pair.

Long. Red.

She picked them up without hesitation.

“I’ll take these,” she told the clerk. And she pointed at Mark. “Do his nails first.”

While the clerk worked on her nails, Greta came over and spoke to her in a low voice.

“Tonight you’ll be Mia. You’ll see the night from a different perspective.”

Mark looked at his own hands on the salon table. His nails being filed, shaped, one by one.

They left the salon with their bags for the day. The purchases from the store, the wigs, the red false nails in their case.

They made their way back to the hotel slowly, without rushing, with that pleasant weariness of the first few days in a new place when everything is exciting and new.

In the room, Greta set the bags on the chair and took off her hat.

“We need to rest from the trip,” she said. “Tonight I want us to enjoy ourselves.”

She lay down on the bed on top of the sheets, her eyes closed, the breeze coming in through the half-open window.

Mark set down the bags, pulled the curtains slightly aside, and lay down beside her.

The sound of the sea outside.

***

When they woke up, the light outside had changed. Greta sat up in bed and looked at him.

“Honey,” she said, “I’m going to turn you into Mia. Tonight we’ll go out as friends to experience the island’s nightlife.”

She sat him down in the chair in front of the vanity. Mark was naked, wearing only panties, the afternoon light streaming in through the half-open window.

Greta opened her makeup bag and began slowly, with that calm concentration she displayed when something mattered to her. Foundation first, her fingers spreading it precisely over his face, erasing the masculine features with a patience that didn’t rush. Then the cheeks, a soft touch of color that defined the cheekbones. The eyes, dark shadow on the eyelid, eyeliner drawn with a steady hand.

“Do you like this makeup color?” she asked as she worked.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Greta paused for a second.

“I’m not your Mistress. I’m your friend now.”

Mark looked up at her.

“Yes, Greta.”

She continued. The lips, a pink that wasn’t neutral but didn’t scream either. The eyelashes, one by one. Every detail handled with that methodical approach she had for everything, as if applying makeup to her husband were something she’d been doing her whole life.

Then she picked up the box of false nails. The red, long ones she’d chosen at the salon. She applied them one by one with care, pressing each one until it was secure, while Mark watched his own hands transform on the little table.

When she was done with the nails, Greta went to the shopping bag and took out the blonde wig. She held it for a moment, studied it, and placed it on Mark carefully, adjusting it with two fingers until it was in place. She smoothed a few strands over his shoulders.

She took a step back.

“Look at yourself,” she said.

Mark turned toward the mirror.

The makeup, the blonde wig falling over his shoulders, the long red nails. Wearing only panties, his body shaved. An image that wasn’t quite him and yet was him in a way he couldn’t quite put into words yet.

And then he felt it.

Something he hadn’t expected. Something he hadn’t felt that way in weeks—direct and physical, without any mental mediation. A concrete response in his groin as he looked at himself in that mirror, wearing makeup, with red nails and the blonde wig draped over his shoulders.

His body surprising him once again.

Greta approached. She touched his chest with her open palm.

“You’re missing something,” she said.

She went to her suitcase and took out a bra. She put it on slowly, adjusting the straps, settling it against her body. Then she went to get the nylon stockings to pad the cups.

That was when it happened.

Greta turned around with the stockings in her hand.

She paused.

She looked down. She looked up. She looked him in the eyes in the reflection.

A genuine pause, from someone who hadn’t expected to find that.

“It turns you on,” she said slowly. “It seems like you like seeing yourself like this. As a woman.”

Before Mark could answer, she took a step toward him.

“I knew this was going to happen. Take off your panties.”

Mia obeyed.

Greta grabbed his member tightly.

Mark screamed.

It wasn’t an erotic sound. It was the direct, involuntary reaction of a body that had just been corrected without warning. The force applied with a precision that wasn’t meant to arouse him but to resolve him.

The erection disappeared.

Greta let go of him and looked at him.

“You tricked me,” she said. “Your body is still intact.”

A brief pause. She walked over to her purse without haste, rummaging through her things.

She found the cage.

She held it up in front of him.

Mark looked at her. That small, familiar object, which he had believed had been left behind in Chicago, which he had believed was part of what was no longer him.

“You can’t be a woman with a visible erection,” Greta said.

She fastened it with her usual precision. The click of the clasp.

Mark felt the confinement returning. The familiar metal, the familiar pressure, the total submission that came with it settling in all at once.

Greta put the key in her purse.

She looked him up and down. The makeup, the blonde wig, the red nails, the bra. The cage in place.

She went to the shopping bag and took out the dark dress.

“Put it on.”

Mark took it and put it on. The fabric falling over his body, covering everything.

Greta took a step back and looked at him in full in the mirror.

“You look beautiful,” she said. A smile appeared on its own. “You’re not going to scare off any suitors like this.”

She laughed.

Mia made a small gesture. Not a smile, not a laugh. Something smaller and harder to read.

***

They went down to the hotel lobby.

Greta walked ahead with her usual confidence. Mia a step behind, her sandals on the marble floor, her dress swaying, the blonde wig resting on her shoulders.

The glances came on their own.

They weren’t lingering stares or pointed glances. They were those brief moments people devote to something they can’t quite place, a fraction of attention before going back to their own business. A couple on the lobby couch. The receptionist behind the desk. A man waiting for the elevator.

Mark or Mia felt it all.

And with those glances came the memory: San Francisco. The tight-fitting maid’s dress, the short skirt, the white apron, the brown wig. The moment she’d taken a taxi and had to cross the lobby of that hotel alone, dressed like that while people passed by. The public exposure with no safety net, no Greta by her side, sustained only by her own decision to keep going.

That had been different.

This was also exposure. There were stares here, too. But Greta was ahead, one step ahead, and no one in that hotel knew them. None of those eyes knew anything about this marriage.

No one knows us. Let’s set aside all our prejudices.

His wife's words echoed in his mind as they crossed the lobby toward the exit.

Greta opened the app on her phone. The car arrived in three minutes.

They stepped out into the island’s night.


Chapter 8

The sandals had a higher heel than the last pair she’d worn.

She noticed it from the very first steps outside the hotel. The different balance, the weight distributed differently, each step requiring an attention that would eventually become automatic but that for now demanded her concentration. She walked slowly, with the caution of someone learning something new in public.

Greta was holding onto his arm.

It wasn’t just to support him, though it did support him. It was something else as well. That quiet pressure of her arm against his, the constant contact as they walked through the island’s streets, said something that needed no words.

Hamilton’s nightlife welcomed them with its rhythm. The lights of the bars, the music spilling out through open doors, the people on the sidewalk with that unhurried Caribbean nonchalance.

Some people looked at them.

They weren’t lingering glances. They were those brief seconds, a fraction of attention, enough to register something they couldn’t quite classify and then move on. Mia could feel it on her skin. Each glance arriving and passing, arriving and passing.

“Relax, my love,” Greta said softly, without stopping her walk. “This is you. You don’t have to explain yourself to anyone.”

Mia didn’t answer.

But something in her chest slowly settled.

They walked with no fixed destination. They stopped at the windows of shops closed at that hour, looking aimlessly, just taking it all in, letting themselves be carried along by the city. The clothes displayed behind the glass, the signs, their reflections in the dark glass.

In one of those reflections, Mia saw herself.

And with that image came the thought.

It was still his wife holding onto his arm.

The question settled in on its own, without anyone asking it. He glanced at her sideways. Her hair done up, her dress, her heels on the cobblestones. The woman who had found the phone that night, who had decided, who had built everything they were without asking the world for permission.

Or now, completely feminized, had she become a friend, a slave, or simply his toy?

It had been a long time since he had stopped playing the role of husband. Not suddenly, not with a decision made in a single day. Slowly, brick by brick, without him offering any real resistance— —because in some place he preferred not to examine too closely, he hadn’t wanted to put her there. Sexually, he had stopped being her husband before either of them said it out loud. And in daily life, too. The decisions, the money, the house, the body. Everything reorganized around her, around what she wanted and what she decided.

What was he, then?

He was walking across an island in the Atlantic, clinging to her arm, dressed as a woman, wearing the cage and red nails and a blonde wig blowing in the breeze, and he didn’t have a clear answer to that question.

Maybe that was an answer, too.

Greta stopped in front of a shop window.

“Look at that dress,” she said, pointing at something in the window.

Mia looked.

“Pretty,” she said.

And they kept walking.

***

They sat down at a restaurant overlooking the water. The menu featured seafood and fresh fish; white wine arrived in an ice bucket; the candles on the table flickered in the breeze coming in from the harbor.

They ordered without rushing. Greta chose for both of them with her usual ease.

They ate slowly, chatting about the island, about what they’d seen that day, about the places they wanted to visit. The pink beach, the caves, the market the hotel clerk had mentioned.

At one point, Mia set her glass down on the table.

“Greta,” she said in a low voice.

Greta looked at her.

“What do women talk about when they go out?” A brief pause. “How can I be your friend?”

Greta looked at her for a second.

And she clapped her hands. Two soft claps, a genuine smile.

“That’s the right question,” she said.

She picked up her glass and settled into her chair.

“We women talk about everything,” she said. “About life, about what’s happening to us, about what we want. No filter. Without having to explain too much.”

“Everything?” said Mia.

“Everything.” Greta picked up a piece of seafood. “We talk about men. The ones we like, the ones who disappointed us, the ones we’d like to meet.”

Mia looked at her.

“And can I talk about that?”

“You’re my friend, aren’t you?” Greta said simply.

Mia thought about that for a moment.

“I don’t know how,” she said.

“Start with something easy.” Greta looked at her. “What did you think of the dark-haired guy at the restaurant today?”

Mia hesitated.

“Good-looking,” she said slowly. “Impressive.”

“See?” Greta smiled. “You can do it.”

“But it’s weird,” Mia said. “Talking about a man like that.”

“Why?”

“Because I’m…” She paused.

“What?” Greta said, waiting.

Mia looked at her.

“Because I’m not really sure what I am,” she said finally.

Greta looked at her for a long moment. Without rushing, without filling the silence.

“You’re my friend,” she said. “Tonight, that’s enough.”

They continued eating. The chilled white wine, the candles between them, the harbor outside.

Then Greta settled back in her chair and looked out at the water before speaking.

“You know what, I’m going to tell you something,” she said in a low voice. “Something I don’t tell just anyone.”

Mia put down her fork.

“I’m nervous too,” said Greta. “What’s coming—the lover, this new phase—isn’t just a matter of confidence on my part. There’s adrenaline. There’s vertigo.”

Mia looked at her.

“You too?” she said.

“Me too,” Greta said, picking up her glass. “I don’t know exactly what it’s going to be like. I just know I want it.”

“What if it hurts?” Mia said quietly. The question slipped out on its own, before she could stop it.

Greta looked at her.

“It’s going to hurt,” she said honestly. “And you’re also going to enjoy it. Both at the same time. You know how that works.”

Mia nodded slowly.

“Yes,” she said. And in that single word lay everything she had learned over the past months.

“All of this turns me on,” Greta continued. Her voice was calm, without apology. “Not just the control, not just the discipline. It turns me on what we are, what we’re building, what’s coming.” She picked up her glass. “I don’t tell anyone that. Not even Ana. Just you.”

Mia looked at her.

“Why me?”

“Because you’re my friend,” Greta said. “And because underneath all this, underneath the Mistress and the slave and Mia and everything else, you’re the person I love most in the world. That doesn’t change. It won’t change.”

Mia took a moment to respond.

“I love you too,” she said. Her voice was soft, without protocol, without titles. Just that.

Greta squeezed her hand across the table.

They continued eating. At one point, Greta watched her pick up the glass and frowned slightly.

“Not like that,” she said. She showed her how to hold it, fingers on the stem, wrist relaxed. “Like this. More gently.”

Mia repeated it.

“Better,” said Greta. “And when you walk, take shorter steps. Not so wide. Let your hips do the work.”

“It’s hard with these heels,” Mia said.

“Everything’s hard at first,” Greta said. “Then your body learns on its own.”

Mia looked at her own hands on the table. Her long red nails against the white tablecloth.

“You know what,” Greta said suddenly. “I forgot something important. I never bought you a purse. It’s essential.”

Mia looked at her.

“A purse?”

“Essential,” Greta repeated with her usual calm firmness. “We’ll do it tomorrow.”

Mia looked at her for a moment.

And for the first time all night, she smiled.

Dinner ended, but the wine kept flowing.

The glasses filled slowly, the conversation flowing aimlessly, with that rhythm that nights have when no one is in a hurry for them to end. They talked about women’s things, without filters, without formalities. About the island, about clothes, about the men they’d seen during the day. Mia joined in with less and less effort, her voice finding a different register, looser, more present.

At one point, Greta noticed something.

Mia was uncomfortable.

It wasn’t the discomfort of the role or of humiliation. It was something else, more physical, more urgent.

“What’s wrong?” she asked.

Mia looked at her.

“It’s just… I need to go to the bathroom.”

“And what’s the problem?”

“I don’t know which one to go into.”

Greta burst out laughing. Unexpected, genuine, the kind you don’t plan. She covered her mouth for a second, but the laughter kept coming.

“What are you, my love?”

Silence.

Greta looked at her expectantly.

“A woman,” Mia said slowly.

“Well,” said Greta. “There’s your answer.”

“Yes. You’re right.”

She got up from the table with the caution of someone still learning the ropes and headed to the back of the restaurant.

She stopped at the door.

The two signs. The men’s on the left, the women’s on the right. Mia standing in the middle, her red nails on the doorframe, her blonde wig under the hallway light.

She waited.

The door to the women’s restroom opened.

A woman in her forties came out, not looking at her, focused on her phone.

Mia plucked up her courage.

She went in quickly, without stopping, without looking to the sides, went straight to the first empty stall, locked the latch, and stood there for a moment in the quiet of that small space.

She breathed.

Outside, the restaurant carried on with its music and voices and its Caribbean night.

Inside the stall, Mia smiled to herself, unseen by anyone.

***

They left the restaurant and walked through the Hamilton night until the music stopped them.

A small pub, the door wide open, a live band playing something with a Caribbean rhythm that spilled out onto the street and asked for no permission. They went inside.

The place was packed. People were standing, some on the small dance floor, others with drinks in hand, moving wherever they were. The heat of the bodies and the music filled every corner.

Greta ordered two drinks at the bar and handed them to Mia.

“Let’s dance,” she said. “Girlfriends dance together.”

Mia looked at her.

“I don’t know if I can.”

“No one knows until they start,” Greta said.

She took her by the hand and led her onto the dance floor.

Mia could barely move at first. The heels, the dress, the bodies around her—everything demanded a fluidity she couldn’t find. She moved with the stiffness of someone thinking through every gesture instead of letting it come naturally.

Greta danced in front of her, naturally, without haste, showing her without saying a word how to let go.

Slowly, without her being able to pinpoint the exact moment, something gave way.

Their hips found the rhythm. Just a little. Just for a moment. But the body knew before the mind did.

Greta moved closer. The loud music between them.

“It would be impossible to have this adventure with Mark!” she said aloud, not caring who might hear. “Thank goodness you’re here with me, Mia!”

Mia looked at her.

Greta smiled.

“And if you like a guy, you have my full permission! I won’t say a word!”

She laughed. A genuine, carefree laugh, from someone who is exactly where she wants to be.

Mia looked at her for a moment.

And she laughed too.

The music was still playing when he appeared.

They both recognized him at the same time. The dark-haired guy from the restaurant that afternoon, the unbuttoned white shirt, that burly build, his dark skin glistening under the pub lights. He danced over, with the ease of someone who knows every corner of that island and moves through it as if it were his home.

They didn’t shoo him away. They let him be.

He introduced himself with a broad smile, his deep voice competing with the music.

“Marcus.”

“Greta,” she said. She pointed to Mia. “And this is Mia.”

Marcus looked at both of them, but his eyes kept returning to Greta.

“Where are you from?”

“Chicago,” said Greta.

“First time in Bermuda.”

“Yes.”

“You’ll want to come back,” he said. “It always happens.”

The three of them danced as they talked, the music playing in the background, the pub full of people around them paying no attention to anything other than their own night.

“I have sailboats,” said Marcus. “If you want to see the island from the water, it’s the best way. Tourists who come once always come back.”

“Maybe,” said Greta.

Marcus looked at her with that direct, unapologetic gaze.

“I think I saw you at the restaurant by the harbor today,” he said. “With a man.”

Greta didn’t hesitate for a second.

“My brother,” she said.

Mia listened.

She didn’t say anything. She kept dancing.

A moment later, Greta turned to her.

“Mia, can you get me a drink? The same as before.”

Mia nodded and headed for the bar.

It took longer than necessary. The bartender was busy, the place was crowded, the minutes were ticking by. When she returned with the two drinks in her hand, she paused.

Marcus’s hands were around Greta’s waist as they danced. She didn’t push them away. She moved to her own natural rhythm, and he was whispering something in her ear that Mia couldn’t hear but that made her laugh with that carefree laugh she knew so well.

Mia didn’t go back to the dance floor.

She sat down in an armchair against the wall.

From there, she watched them dance. Marcus’s hands too comfortable around that waist. His head tilted toward her, the words that didn’t reach her, Greta’s laughter that did reach her over the music.

Mia looked at the two drinks in her hand. She drank hers.

She watched for a moment longer.

She drank Greta’s too.

***

A little while later, Greta appeared beside her. She tapped her on the shoulder.

Mia looked up. She had been staring off into space, the empty glass in her hand, the music playing in the background.

“Let’s go rest, honey,” Greta said.

Mia looked at her.

“But I thought…”

Greta looked at her with that calm expression that needed no explanation.

“You’re still thinking like a man,” she said. “A woman doesn’t just give herself to anyone like that.”

Mia didn’t reply.

They left the pub. The night in Hamilton outside, quieter than before, people slowly dispersing. Greta opened the app on her phone.

The Uber arrived in three minutes.

They returned to the hotel in silence.


Chapter 9

The morning on the beach had that particular island light when the sun hadn’t yet reached its highest point. The emerald-green water, the white sand, a few scattered umbrellas, tourists slowly arriving with their bags and books.

Greta and Mark came out of the sea together.

Mark dressed like Mark. The swimsuit, the wet body, the hair stuck to his forehead. No wig, no makeup, nothing but himself under that Bermuda sun.

They walked over to their umbrella.

Greta opened her bag and took out the sunscreen. She handed it to Mark without saying a word. Then she unhooked her bikini top and lay face down on the towel.

Mark knelt down beside her.

He opened the tube and began to apply it slowly. Her shoulders, her back, her waist. The same movements as always, that attention that wasn’t routine. Greta with her eyes closed, her face resting on her crossed arms, the sun overhead.

They stayed like that for a while. The sound of the sea, the breeze, the people around them paying them no mind.

Then they heard footsteps on the sand.

Quick, confident, from someone running without haste.

Mark looked up.

Marcus.

His burly frame under the sun, that broad smile that filled the space. He stopped in front of the umbrella and looked at Greta.

“Hi, Greta. I knew I’d find you two on this beach.”

Greta opened her eyes and looked up at him with her usual calm. She sat up slightly, taking her time, without fastening her bodice just yet.

“Marcus.”

He looked at her. Then he looked at Mark.

Once. Twice. Something in his face registering something he couldn’t quite place, a split second of hesitation before the smile returned.

He held out his hand.

“Marcus.”

“Mark,” he said.

“And your friend Mia?” Marcus asked, looking around.

Greta smiled.

“She stayed at the hotel. I think she had too much to drink last night. She was feeling sick.”

Marcus laughed.

“It happens all the time.” He looked at Greta. “I have a sailboat available tomorrow. If you want, we can take a trip around the islands. Free of charge, for all three of you.”

“I’d love to,” said Greta.

“I’ll pick you up at the hotel. Where are you staying?”

“Coral Beach Hotel,” said Greta.

“I know it well.” Marcus looked at her. “Nine o’clock, if that works for you.”

“Perfect.”

Marcus nodded. He looked at Greta for a moment longer with that direct, unapologetic gaze. Then at Mark, again that split second of something that hadn’t quite been resolved.

“See you tomorrow, then.”

He walked away across the sand with the confident stride of someone who knows every inch of his island.

Mark watched him until he disappeared into the crowd.

Greta lay back down on her stomach.

“The cream,” she said.

Mark opened the jar and picked up where he’d left off.

***

Morning arrived with that Bermuda light streaming through the blinds before anyone had even woken her.

Greta was standing in front of the mirror, finishing getting ready. The sarong over her bikini, the wide-brimmed hat, that way of standing that took up space without asking anyone’s permission.

“Please make sure I have everything in my bag,” she said without turning around. “The lotions.”

Mark checked. The sunscreen, the after-sun lotion, the wallet. The change of clothes folded inside, the towel. Everything in its place.

“Everything’s there, honey.”

“Oh. Bring me the perfume I left in the bathroom.”

He went and came back with the bottle. Greta took it, applied two sprays to her neck, and set it on the dresser.

She turned around.

“How do I look?”

Mark looked at her.

The light sarong fluttering in the breeze from the fan, the bikini barely visible beneath, the wide-brimmed hat tilted to one side. The body he knew by heart in that morning light.

“You look beautiful, my love.”

Greta looked at him for a moment.

“I know it’s not the day,” she said. “But bring me the whip.”

Mark went to the closet. He looked for it and brought it to her.

“Get into position.”

He obeyed. His forearms on the bed, his forehead close to his hands.

The blow came on its own. One. Sharp and very hard, without warning, without preparation.

Mark clenched his fists.

Greta set the whip down on the bed. She stepped closer and kissed him on the mouth, slowly. She caressed his face with her open palm.

“It’s so you won’t suffer,” she said softly. “And remember. You’re the one I love most in the world.”

Mark said nothing.

There was no need.

“Oh, I almost forgot,” she said, turning toward the bag. “Put the condoms in. Just in case he doesn’t have any.”

A pause.

“Put them in the inside pocket.”

Mark took the condoms. He unzipped the inside pocket of Greta’s purse. He put them inside.  He stood there for a second, looking at them. He zipped it closed.

His own hands doing that.

The phone in the room rang.

Greta looked at him. Mark answered.

“Good morning,” said the receptionist with her usual courtesy. “I’m letting you know that a man named Marcus is waiting for you in the lobby.”

“Thank you,” said Mark. He hung up.

They went downstairs together.

Marcus was standing in the center of the lobby, with a broad smile. When he saw them, he approached.

Mark extended his hand first.

“Marcus, I’m so sorry. I won’t be able to go. I’ve made plans to play golf with some other guests at the hotel. I’m sorry.”

Marcus nodded.

“And Mia?”

“She’s still feeling sick,” Mark said. “I hope she gets better, or she’ll miss the whole vacation.”

Marcus looked at Greta.

“So I’m on my own,” she said.

“Let’s enjoy the day,” said Marcus.

He said goodbye to Mark with a firm handshake. Then he turned to Greta.

Greta looked at Mark. She kissed him on the cheek.

“See you later, little brother,” she said quietly.

Mark nodded.

Marcus gestured toward the exit, and they walked together toward the hotel doors.

Mark stayed in the lobby.

The doors opened. Morning light flooded in. Outside, a dark jeep was waiting, parked in front of the entrance.

On the way to the jeep, Marcus’s arm wrapped around her waist.

Greta didn’t push him away.

They kept walking like that, his arm around her, until Marcus opened the passenger door and she got in.

Mark watched them all from the lobby through the glass doors.

The jeep pulled away.

And it disappeared down the street.

Mark left the hotel with no destination in mind. The streets of Hamilton, the harbor, the boats. He walked without haste, looking without seeing, letting himself be carried along by the rhythm of the island, which went about its business, unaware of the weight he carried.

He stopped at a street stall near the pier. Fried fish, bread, a cold drink. He sat on a bench facing the water and ate alone, watching the ships.

The hours wouldn’t pass.

He pulled out his phone without thinking, the automatic gesture of someone waiting for something.

Nothing. No messages. But it wasn’t him who had no signal. It was her. There’s no signal out at sea, he told himself. She won’t be able to get in touch, even if she wants to.

He put his phone away.

He kept walking.

And as he walked, the thoughts he couldn’t stop came flooding in.

This was the real point of no return.

Not the cage, not the discipline of the Sabbath, not the woman’s dress. That had been the journey. This was the destination. His wife was on a sailboat with another man somewhere in that blue sea he could see from every corner of the island, and he had allowed it, and he had put the condoms in the bag with his own hands, and he had come up with the golf excuse with a naturalness that surprised even him.

Here he had lost all power.

Not gradually, not in stages. Here, today, on this island, with that jeep disappearing down the street.

It was Mia. He was a cuckold. It was his life. Not a fantasy he could turn off.

Was he suffering?

Yes. Something in his chest that wouldn’t let up, dense, settled in, with no way out.

Was he just suffering?

No. And that was the hardest thing to bear. Because beneath the weight lay that other thing as always, the one with no clean name, the one that had been there from the beginning when all this was something he’d carried alone in silence for years. Now it was real. And that, too, was part of the deal.

He returned to the hotel. The room was empty, Greta’s perfume still in the air. He lay down.

He tried to sleep.

He couldn’t. The ceiling, the light streaming through the blinds, the sound of the sea outside. He turned on the TV; something was playing on the screen—voices, colors, nothing he cared about. He left it on anyway.

He thought about Greta. About Marcus. About the sailboat.

He closed his eyes.

And at some point, without him being able to pinpoint exactly when, sleep came on its own and carried him away.

* * *

He was awakened by the sound of the key in the door. He opened his eyes slowly. The room had a different light. He looked toward the window; it was getting dark. He had slept for more than four hours.

The door opened. Greta walked in.

It took him a second to react. He sat up slowly, perched on the edge of the bed, still half-asleep.

She approached him.

She gave him a quick kiss on the mouth.

“Hello, my love,” she said.

“Are you okay?” Mark asked.

“Yes, love,” said Greta. She sat on the edge of the bed and took off her hat. “Very tired. I need a bath, to relax. Will you help me?”

Mark went to the bathroom. The water, the perfect temperature, the candles on the edge of the tub. The usual motions, the usual order. When everything was ready, he went to get her.

“It’s ready.”

Greta entered the bathroom.

“Get undressed,” she said without looking at him. “I don’t like seeing you dressed when you’re here with me.”

Mark obeyed. His clothes on the chair, her panties last.

Greta had something in her hand: the key.

She approached without saying a word and unlocked it. The click of the lock opening, the metal falling, sudden physical freedom.

She looked down for a moment. Nothing. Her husband’s sexuality completely limp, unresponsive, with nothing his body wanted to say at that moment.

Greta said nothing.

She took off her sarong. Then her bikini. She stood naked before him in that warm bathroom with the candles lit.

Mark looked at her.

That body he knew by heart. Her shoulders, her chest, her waist. The same body as always.

But this time there was something different lodged in his mind that he couldn’t shake. A thought that weighed on him in a way he hadn’t fully anticipated.

Marcus had been with that body today.

He didn’t say it. He wasn’t going to say it. It was just there, heavy, still, as he reached out to help her into the tub with the same gentleness as always.

Greta rested her hand on his arm. She slowly stepped into the warm water. She closed her eyes.

Mark took the sponge and began slowly.

The shoulders first, the neck, the back. The usual movements, that care he had learned and that his body already knew how to perform on its own.

Greta had her eyes closed. Her head rested on the edge of the tub, the warm water all around her. A moment of silence.

Then she began to speak.

“It’s a beautiful sailboat,” she said. Her voice was calm, almost dreamy. “We sailed close to a small island and stayed there. The sea breeze on our faces, the water that color, with no one around.”

Mark continued with the sponge. Her belly, her waist.

“You know what it’s like when the open air and intimacy blend together. That silence that only the sea has when you’re far from everything.”

A pause.

“He’s very gentlemanly. Very attentive. He respected me—you can rest assured of that. He approached slowly. He looked at me for a moment before doing anything.”

Mark didn’t say anything. He kept going.

“And he kissed me.”

The water rippling gently around her.

“Feeling that body embrace you. Those arms, love.” A brief pause. “You know what it’s like to feel those arms.”

Mark continued with the sponge. Her legs, slowly.

“He took off my bikini,” Greta said. Her voice shifting slightly in tone, becoming more intimate. “I was naked on the deck of that sailboat. The sun above, the sea all around, and him looking at me.”

A pause.

“He was naked too.”

Silence.

“His body, love. Muscular, tanned. His manhood.” Her voice dropped. “You don’t know. I’ve never seen anything like it. Never.”

Mark squeezed the sponge lightly.

“He took me.”

Greta’s hands sought his beneath the water. They found them. They guided them slowly where she wanted, with that usual certainty.

Mark let go of the sponge.

His fingers found their place, between her legs.

And in that moment he thought of Marcus.

Not with his fingers. As a man. That body he’d seen at the pub, on the beach—burly, tanned—that virility Greta had just described in a voice he’d never heard from her before. That man had been exactly where his fingers were now, but in a way he could no longer.

It weighed on him.

Dense, direct, inescapable.

And it stayed that way.

“I felt a whole man inside me,” Greta said. Her voice breaking now, his fingers doing what she needed. “Everything, love.”

Mark listened.

“It was long. We did it three times. That man has energy.” A pause, her breath catching. “It made me want more.”

That was when he felt it.

The erection came on its own, without asking permission, firm, unmistakable. His body responding to all of that—to the words, to her voice, to his own hands where Marcus had been as a man.

He was suffering.

And at the same time, he felt something he didn’t know how to name and no longer tried to name.

Both things at the same time. As always.

Greta breathed deeper.

“Mark,” she said. Her voice breaking, his fingers moving without stopping. “I want more. I want this.”

A pause. The water rippling slightly.

“Thank you for being Mia,” she said. “Thank you for giving me this.”

The words came with great honesty. They were neither cruelty nor tenderness alone. They were both mixed together in a way that existed only between the two of them.

Her agitation continued to grow.

Then Greta’s hand emerged from the water. She reached for him. She found what she was looking for and gripped his member tightly.

She paused for a moment. She looked at him; even though he was kneeling beside the tub and she was inside it, their eyes met.

“Are you aware that you’ll never have me that way?” she said slowly. Her voice was still breaking. “Never again.”

Mark didn’t answer.

“Nevertheless, I love you.”

And her hand began to move.

Mark felt it all at once. The pleasure coming straight at him, physical, his wife’s hand giving him what he hadn’t received that way in a long time. And beneath the pleasure, inextricably intertwined with it, the humiliation. His wife, who had just returned from the sea with another man, giving him pleasure with the same hand that had touched that body, telling him everything in that broken voice he had never heard from her before, telling him that he would never again be a man with her and that she loved him in the very same sentence.

The usual ambiguity. But more intense than ever. More real than ever.

He had already made up his mind.

As far as she wanted him to go. Without resistance, without limits, without that part of him that was still trying to put the brakes on something he had long since ceased to be able to stop.

As far as she wanted.

The orgasm came for both of them almost at the same time.

Physical. Strong. Real.

Not a dry, mental orgasm that came from within without expressing itself. This time, the whole body, the release that hadn’t happened in weeks, arriving in that moment, in that bathroom, with that hand and those words and everything floating between them without needing to be named.

Greta stayed still in the water.

Mark knelt beside the tub, his breath still ragged.

The silence of the bathroom all around.

It was sealed forever.

Not with words, not with an agreement, not with any conversation. With this. With that orgasm that had come when she was telling him about Marcus and telling him that he would never have sex with her again.

Mark’s body had responded to all of that together.

That was more definitive than anything they could ever say to each other.

Forever.


Chapter 10

The days in Bermuda were similar.

For Greta, it was a vacation filled with sex. Marcus took her to every island, every corner of that endless blue sea. He came back to the hotel each evening with that unbridled energy of someone who had lived the day to the fullest and still had something left to give.

For Mark, the bathtub was his only sexual interaction.

But he was there. Waiting for his wife to arrive, preparing the bath, listening to every detail she brought back from the sea with that voice he had never heard from her before this trip.

That was his too. In a different way, but his.

He liked to end the day dressed as Mia. Not because she ordered him to. He liked it. Going out to a pub, walking down the street at night in heels and a wig, sitting at a table facing the harbor with Greta by his side. The island at night had something Chicago didn’t have, that freedom she had promised before they left and had delivered with a precision that didn’t surprise him.

The dinners were hers.

Greta told him everything. The details, the sea, Marcus, what she’d felt, what had happened. And Mia asked questions, gave her opinion, shared. Like a real friend. No protocol, no roles, nothing but the two of them at a table with white wine and the harbor outside.

Mia began to choose her own clothes. With supervision, with Greta’s gaze approving or rejecting, but choosing. Dresses, sandals, handbags. Something that was hers within who they were.

“I want you to find a way for Mia to be present in Chicago,” Greta said one night. “I like my friend.”

Mia looked at her.

And she said something she hadn’t planned to say. Something that just came out, without protocol, without anyone asking her to.

“I like being Mia.”

Greta looked at her for a moment.

She didn’t say anything.

But there was something in her face that was answer enough.

***

In Chicago, everything returned to normal.

Work, routine, Greta’s classes, Mark’s emails, the apartment as tidy as ever. The life they had left behind two weeks ago was waiting for them exactly where they had left it, as if Bermuda had happened in another time and another world.

But something had changed.

When Greta got home, she found Mia waiting for her.

Not always in her maid’s uniform. Sometimes in one of the outfits she’d bought in Bermuda—the floral dress she’d worn that day, the sandals, something that still smelled of that island, even though Chicago outside had a different color and a different rhythm. Mia with a glass of wine ready, dinner prepared, the apartment tidy.

Her friend.

They would sit down after dinner, and Greta would tell her. A guy she’d met, whom she liked, whom she didn’t know how to signal her interest to. Mia would listen, offer her opinion, ask for details. She’d give her advice with that attentiveness she’d learned during dinners overlooking Hamilton Harbor.

Like a real friend.

The weeks passed with that new rhythm that had settled in, with the same naturalness with which all the important things they had built had settled in.

One night, the message arrived.

Mia’s phone vibrated on the nightstand.

She picked it up.

It was from Greta.

Love. I won’t be sleeping tonight. Don’t worry. Your advice worked. I love you.

Mia read the message once.

She read it again.

She set the phone down on the nightstand. She smoothed out her nightgown, turned off the light. And she fell asleep with a smile.


Epilogue

Greta took the stage.

The room was packed. Tables with candelabras, period dresses. Behind each chair, standing silently, each woman’s husband or submissive, impeccable in their tailcoats. And among them, moving with that measured step that the ballroom seemed to demand of its own accord, a few sissies in their dresses and bonnets serving at the tables.

The murmur died down only when she stood in front of the microphone. She knew that silence. It was the silence of people who know how to listen.

“Good evening,” she said. Her voice was calm, unhurried. “My name is Greta, from Chicago. And I’m happy to be back at this Victorian discipline convention.”

A brief pause.

“I’ve been leading my marriage in an FLR relationship for two years.”

She let that sink in for a moment.

“I came here for the first time with doubts, with questions I didn’t know how to ask, with a life that was changing faster than I could process. Today those doubts have disappeared. There is only certainty. And I owe that in large part to women like you and to my dear friend Ana, who taught me when I knew nothing.”

Somewhere in the room, Ana listened without moving. With her usual calm.

“I apply the knowledge I gained here. Once a week, I use the whip as discipline. It’s good for both of us. The doubts I had at the beginning, the guilt I carried for a while—all that is behind me now. What remains is clarity. What remains is this.”

She paused. She looked around the room.

“Sexually, I have all the freedom a woman deserves. No reproaches. Only acceptance and support. A husband who accepts who I am and what I need, unconditionally and without limits.”

The room listened in absolute silence.

“My husband is the sissy standing over there.”

She didn’t point. It wasn’t necessary. Eyes turned on their own toward the back of the room.

Greta looked at him from the stage.

Mia was standing by the wall, in her maid’s dress, the brown wig, the bonnet in place. Next to another sissy in a pink dress. Still. Eyes on her.

A moment just for the two of them, in the middle of that whole room with its chandeliers and period dresses and that world that had transformed them without either of them having fully anticipated it.

“I love you, Mia.”

From the back of the room, Mia curtsied slowly and precisely. The curtsy of someone who knows exactly who she is and exactly where she belongs.

A second of silence.

Ana was the first to stand up. Then Margaret, with her cane, slowly, with that authority that needed no haste. And then the entire hall.

Applause filled the room.

Greta stepped off the stage with the same calmness with which she had stepped onto it.

THE END OF THE SERIES
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