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Book 1

Between Surrender and Control


Chapter 1

The venue was in SoHo, one of those converted lofts with high ceilings, exposed brick, and amber lighting that made everyone look younger and richer than they actually were. It was the anniversary party for L’Aura, the fashion boutique where Brenda worked as a manager, and the air smelled of an expensive mix of designer perfume, hairspray, and chilled champagne.

Alice smoothed down her navy blue dress for the fifth time since they had walked through the door. It was a sensible dress, the kind Arthur called ”elegant,” but surrounded by this army of women with geometric necklines, bare backs, and stilettos, Alice felt terribly out of place. Terribly Queens.

“Stop pulling at your hem, you look gorgeous,” Brenda shouted into her ear to be heard over the house music pulsing through the room. “And for the love of God, drink. That glass has been full for ten minutes. It’s an insult to the bartender.”

Brenda was radiant. She wore a red jumpsuit that screamed danger and moved among the guests like a fish in water. Alice smiled nervously and took a long sip of champagne. The bubbles stung her nose.

“It’s just... I don’t know anyone, Bren. I feel like an intruder.”

“Nonsense. Tonight there are no husbands, no bosses, and most importantly, no accountants waiting for us with dinner,” Brenda winked at her and clinked her glass against Alice’s with a sharp ring. “Tonight you are Alice, the mysterious woman, not Alice, Arthur’s wife. So relax.”

It was the second cocktail—something pink and sweet that a waitress shoved into their hands without asking—that started to take effect. Or maybe it was the third. Alice wasn't keeping count, and for the first time in years, she didn't care. The stiffness in her shoulders dissolved. The knot in her stomach, the one she usually had when she thought about going home, loosened. She started laughing at the jokes of Brenda’s colleagues, a group of loud, fun women who welcomed her into their circle without asking questions.

They danced. Not wildly, but with that conspiratorial sway women have when a song they like comes on and there are no men around to judge them or try to grind against them.

Amidst the sea of sequined dresses and shrill laughter, the world seemed to stop for a second. Or at least, it stopped for Alice.

The crowd parted slightly about ten feet away, revealing a woman who didn't fit in with the rest. She wasn't dancing, she wasn't laughing out loud, she didn't even seem to be trying to have fun. She simply was, with a magnetic stillness that made her seem like the axis upon which the entire party turned.

Alice estimated she was about forty. She was tall, imposing, with a posture so upright she seemed to be judging gravity itself. She wore her dark hair pulled back severely, exposing a long, elegant neck, and a black trouser suit, tailored and masculine in cut, which paradoxically made her look more feminine and dangerous than any other woman in the room.

Then, it happened.

Diana turned her head slowly, as if she had felt the weight of Alice’s gaze on her skin. Their eyes met across the void. They were dark, intelligent, and terribly direct eyes. There was no surprise in her look, only a quiet recognition.

Without breaking eye contact, and without smiling—not even a little—Diana raised her red wine glass in Alice’s direction. It was a minimalist greeting, a silent and private toast amidst the chaos. Before Alice could even think of returning the gesture, Diana turned around with choreographed elegance, showing her back.

“Brenda...” Alice had to raise her voice, leaning towards her friend. “Who is she?”

Brenda followed the direction of her gaze, squinting.

“The one in the black suit?” Brenda giggled. “That’s Diana. Or should I say, Mrs. Sterling. She doesn't work here, thank God. She’s our lawyer. Well, for the firm that handles the company’s legal matters. They invited her out of corporate courtesy. Although I don't even know why she came, she never talks to anyone. She’s... intense.”

Alice nodded slowly, savoring the word. Lawyer. It made sense. There was a lethal precision about her.

An hour passed, maybe two. The initial euphoria of dancing had given way to a sweet, heavy fatigue. Alice found refuge in a small side lounge, a slightly darker corner where the music was muffled. She dropped into a garnet velvet armchair, sighing with relief.

“Mind if I sit?”

The voice was deep and calm. Diana was there, standing right by the arm of the chair. Up close, she was even more intimidating.

“Oh, no... of course not,” Alice stammered.

Diana sat with elegance, crossing her legs in a way that made the fabric of her trousers pull tight across her thigh. As she did, her knee grazed Alice’s. It was a brief, firm contact, cloaked in casualty. Alice felt the heat through the fabric of her dress, but she didn't move her leg. She stayed still, accepting the touch.

“You’re very tense,” Diana murmured, bringing her face a little closer. Her voice had dropped an octave. “It shows in your shoulders. Doesn't anyone take care of you at home?”

The question was tricky, intimate.

“I... I’m fine.”

“I don't think so,” Diana said softly. “I saw you dancing earlier. You have rhythm, but this isn't your environment. You are more... selective. You like quality. You like things to make sense. Am I wrong?”

Alice felt a shiver. Diana spoke with absolute certainty.

“I’m Alice,” she said, almost in a whisper.

“I know,” Diana replied bluntly. “I know who you are. And I am very observant, Alice.”

Diana’s hand, which had been resting on the cushion, slid over. Now her palm was on Alice’s knee. She didn't grab it; she simply let the weight of her hand rest there, hot and possessive. Alice stopped breathing for a second, staring at that hand with long fingers on her skin.

Diana kept her black eyes locked on Alice’s.

“Your skin is burning,” she whispered, leaning in until her lips were dangerously close to Alice’s ear. “Is it the alcohol... or is it me?”

Alice opened her mouth to deny it, but no sound came out. The alcohol had kicked down the door of inhibition, and Diana was walking in without knocking.

Diana’s hand moved. It was a slow, deliberate movement. Her fingers caressed the inside of Alice’s thigh, climbing inch by inch over the fabric of the blue dress. Alice should have stopped her. She should have said ”I’m married,” but her legs, traitors that they were, relaxed slightly, opening just a few millimeters.

“That’s it...” Diana smiled against her neck. “Relax. No one is watching. We’re just two friends talking on a sofa...”

Diana’s fingers reached the hem of the dress and, without a second of hesitation, slipped underneath. The contact of Diana’s cool hand against the naked, hot skin of Alice’s thigh was a brutal shock.

Diana said nothing more. Her hand ignored every barrier, pushing aside the fabric of her underwear with ease. When her fingers finally touched the hot wetness of her sex, Alice let out a broken sigh, her head falling back against the headrest.

“Look at me,” Diana ordered in a whisper.

Alice obeyed, eyes glazed. Diana found the exact spot and pressed it with a firm rhythm. The sensation was electric. Alice clamped her thighs together by reflex, but Diana’s hand was there, solid as a rock.

“Don't move,” Diana whispered. “Let it out.”

It was too fast. The mix of alcohol, fear, and Diana’s mastery created a perfect storm. Alice gripped the arms of the chair. Her breathing broke. Her entire body tensed. Diana accelerated the pace, cruel and constant, until the orgasm hit her. It was a violent jolt that ran down her spine. Alice squeezed her eyes shut, biting her lip to keep from screaming, as she emptied herself completely in the middle of the room.

Diana kept her hand there for a few seconds more, feeling the final spasms, and then withdrew.

Alice was left panting, her heart hammering. She opened her eyes, dazed, gasping for air. And then she saw her.

About fifteen feet away, standing right at the edge of the dance floor, was Brenda. She wasn't dancing. She was standing static, staring straight into the dark corner where they were. Brenda knew. She had always known about the bisexuality Alice had buried beneath her suburban marriage. She didn't come closer, she didn't scream. She simply watched, a silent witness, with an expression that wasn't judgment, but confirmation.

Alice straightened up abruptly, the bubble burst by reality.

Diana stood up with natural elegance, smoothing her suit jacket as if nothing had happened. She looked down at Alice, leaned into her ear, and whispered in a voice of pure steel:

“I am a Dominatrix.”

She pulled a black card from her pocket and held it out to her. Alice took it with trembling fingers, unable to look away.

“I hope to see you again,” Diana said.

Without waiting for an answer, she turned and walked toward the exit with a firm step, disappearing into the crowd, leaving Alice alone, heart racing, with that black card burning in her hand.


Chapter 2

The taxi crossed the Queensboro Bridge, leaving the bright lights of Manhattan behind to enter the familiar, silent darkness of the residential boroughs. The hum of tires on asphalt was the only sound until Brenda, who had been staring at her for five minutes from the other side of the back seat, broke the silence.

“Are you going to tell me what happened on that sofa, or do I have to guess?”

Alice kept her gaze fixed on the window, watching the red brick buildings pass by. Her body still felt strange, vibrating, as if Diana's hand were still beneath her dress. She clutched her purse against her lap, where she had stashed the black card as if it were radioactive material.

“I don't know what you're talking about,” Alice lied, though her voice trembled.

Brenda let out a snort of disbelief and leaned in, lowering her voice even though the driver didn't seem to be listening.

“Please, Ali. You don't have to hide anything from me. It's me. The same person who covered for you in college, remember? I've always been your accomplice.”

Alice finally turned. Guilt rose in her throat, acidic like cheap champagne.

“It's just... I'm embarrassed, Bren,” she whispered, eyes full of anguish. “It was at your work party. What will your colleagues say if they saw something? I'm a married woman; I'm supposed to be... respectable.”

“Don't worry about that,” Brenda cut her off with a wave of her hand, dismissing it. “It was dark, and everyone was too drunk or too busy staring at their own navels to notice a corner. No one saw you.”

Brenda paused, and her tone shifted. It became a little more serious, more maternal.

“But I'll just tell you one thing: be careful with Diana. That woman doesn't play by the same rules as us. She is... a predator.”

The taxi turned onto Alice's street. The row houses of Forest Hills appeared—identical, quiet, boring. Reality hit Alice like a bucket of cold water.

“And Arthur?” Brenda asked softly, looking at the dark house.

Alice didn't answer. She simply opened the taxi door, murmured a quick goodbye, and stepped out into the fresh night air.

The house smelled of furniture wax and silence. It was that smell of stagnant life that Alice used to mistake for peace, but which now, with her skin still sensitive from Diana's touch, felt suffocating.

She tiptoed up the stairs, taking off her heels in the hallway to avoid making noise. She entered the bedroom with her heart in a vise.

The bedside lamp was on, casting a yellow light over the bed. Arthur was lying there, a book on his chest and reading glasses slipping down his nose. He woke up hearing the floor creak, adjusted his glasses, and looked at her with sleepy eyes.

Alice stood in the doorway, feeling dirty, guilty, and strangely euphoric all at the same time.

“Hi,” she said, approaching to give him a quick, almost chaste kiss on the mouth.

Arthur wrinkled his nose slightly and pulled back a bit.

“Did you drink something, love?” he asked, using that paternal tone he always used, a mix of concern and reproach. “You smell like a distillery.”

Something broke inside Alice. The guilt instantly transformed into irritation. The image of Diana, imposing and silent, clashed violently with that of her husband in pajamas asking the obvious.

“Shut up,” she snapped, with a brusqueness that surprised them both.

Arthur blinked, stunned. Alice never spoke to him like that.

Alice turned around, grabbing her nightgown from the drawer with a violent motion.

“I'm going to take a bath,” she said dryly, not looking at him, walking toward the en-suite bathroom. “I have a headache. And turn off the light, please.”

She closed the bathroom door behind her and locked it.

She turned the tap on full blast, letting the hot water fill the stall with steam until the mirrors fogged up. She needed that white noise, that artificial waterfall to drown out the silence of the house and the soft snoring that was already starting to be heard from the bedroom.

Alice stayed under the stream much longer than necessary.

The scalding water beat against the nape of her neck, but what she felt was the ghost trail of cold fingers on her thigh. She closed her eyes, leaning her forehead against the wet tiles, and suddenly she wasn't in her Queens bathroom anymore.

The image of Diana returned with painful clarity. It wasn't just the orgasm, although her body still vibrated with the echo of that jolt. It was everything else. It was the authority. It was the smell of sandalwood. And above all, it was the touch.

It had been more than a decade, since her college days, that she hadn't felt a woman.

The memory hit her, transporting her to those dorm rooms and secret nights that Brenda knew so well. She remembered how different it was. With Arthur, and with men in general, sex had always been something urgent—friction, force, a matter of reaching the finish line.

But with a woman...

Alice ran her own hands over her breasts, lathering slowly, remembering. She had forgotten that specific softness. A woman's skin had a different texture, a silk that didn't exist on a man's body. She remembered how a woman's lips could be firm without being aggressive, how female hands knew the map of another woman's body by pure intuition, without the need for a compass or instructions.

Diana had touched her with that clinical precision, but also with that biological familiarity. There had been no clumsiness, no doubts.

Alice let out a trembling sigh under the water. She felt guilty, yes, but she also felt awake. At thirty-five, she had spent the last phase of her life convinced that that facet of hers was a closed chapter of her youth. But tonight, Diana had thrown the book open and proven that the ink was still fresh.

She touched her belly, moving her hand down, seeking confirmation that her body was still hers feeling a pang of desire mixed with nostalgia.

She missed that softness. Arthur was a good man, a safe harbor, but in that moment, under the shower, his safety seemed like the most boring thing in the world.

She turned off the tap before her thoughts became dangerous. She wrapped herself in a large towel, drying off with quick movements. When she looked into the fogged mirror, after wiping a circle clean with her hand, she saw that her cheeks were still flushed.

She didn't look like an accountant's wife. She looked like someone who had just remembered who she was.

She came out of the bathroom wearing her cotton nightgown, feeling the cool air of the bedroom prickle her still-damp skin. Arthur was sleeping soundly on his back, emitting a rhythmic and familiar snore that, on any other night, would have served as a lullaby.

Tonight, however, the sound was irritating.

Alice walked barefoot to the chair where she had left her purse. With slow, almost ceremonial movements, she reached in and pulled out the small black rectangle.

She approached her side of the bed and sat on the edge, turning on the reading lamp to the lowest setting. Under that dim light, the card seemed to absorb the glow rather than reflect it. It was minimalist, elegant, and cold. Just a name and a number. Nothing else.

Alice twirled it between her fingers.

She knew what she should do. If she wanted to be the old Alice, the perfect wife who tended the garden and made dinner, she should tear it to pieces right now and throw the scraps in the bathroom trash. She should erase this night as if it had been a bad dream caused by alcohol.

But she couldn't.

Her thumb caressed the texture of the paper, remembering Diana's voice: “I hope to see you again.”

She sighed, defeated by her own curiosity. She carefully opened her nightstand drawer so it wouldn't squeak. There, between a tube of hand cream, a blister pack of aspirin, and the romance novel she had been reading for months without much interest, she made a space.

She slid the card all the way to the back, under the book, hidden but accessible.

She closed the drawer gently.

Alice turned off the light and slid under the sheets. She lay on her side, back to Arthur, eyes open in the darkness. Her husband was beside her, warm and safe. But her mind was in the drawer, just inches from her head, where the promise of something dark and exciting waited patiently for its turn.


Chapter 3

The morning light entered through the kitchen window with unnecessary aggression, drilling into Alice’s eyes. Her head throbbed with a dull, constant rhythm—a pulsating reminder of the glasses of champagne, the pink cocktails, and her lack of practice.

The house was silent. Arthur had already left; his breakfast mug was washed and drying by the sink, and he had left a note on the counter: “Running late today. Dinner’s in the microwave. Love you.”

Alice crumpled the note and threw it in the trash without reading it twice.

She made herself a strong coffee, black and sugarless, hoping the caffeine would dissipate the mental fog. She sat at the kitchen table, wrapping her cold hands around the hot mug, watching the steam rise in hypnotic spirals.

Her gaze drifted toward the hallway, toward the bedroom, toward the nightstand.

She pulled her phone from her robe pocket with nervous fingers. She looked for Brenda’s contact.

[Alice 09:15 AM]: Bren, are you awake?

She waited. One minute. Two. Nothing. Brenda was probably still sleeping it off, or maybe she was already at the boutique dealing with her own hangover.

Alice put the phone on the table and sighed. Curiosity itched under her skin, more annoying than the headache. She got up, went to the living room, and opened her laptop. She sat down again, drumming her fingers on the keyboard while the system booted up.

She went to the bedroom for a second, opened the nightstand drawer, took out the black card, and ran back to the kitchen as if she were stealing something in her own home.

She placed the card next to the keyboard.

DIANA STERLING.

She typed the name into the Google search bar and hit Enter.

The screen filled with results immediately. Almost all of them were boring, intimidating, and professional.

“Sterling & Associates: High-Level Corporate Defense.” “The 50 Most Influential Female Lawyers in New York - Diana Sterling Profile.” “Article: Ethics in Business Mergers, by D. Sterling.”

Alice clicked on the images. There she was. Photos of Diana giving lectures, Diana shaking hands with men in expensive suits, Diana at charity galas in sober evening gowns. In all of them, she wore the same expression: controlled, cold, untouchable. The look of someone who never loses.

But Alice knew there was something else. She remembered the whisper in her ear: “I am a Dominatrix.”

Her heart skipped a beat. She hesitated a moment, the cursor blinking. Then, biting her lip, she added one more word to the search.

DIANA STERLING DOMINATRIX.

The mainstream results disappeared. Strange forums, restricted access pages, and subculture blogs appeared. Alice scrolled down, feeling like she was crossing an invisible line.

And then, she found it.

It wasn’t an official photo. It looked like an artistic image, in black and white, hosted on an avant-garde photography blog titled “Shadows of Power: Night in New York.” The date was from three years ago.

Alice clicked to enlarge it, and the air got stuck in her lungs.

It was Diana. No doubt about it. She was wearing a black leather corset that clinched her waist brutally, long gloves, and boots that reached her thighs. She stood with the posture of an immovable goddess, holding a short crop in her right hand.

But the most shocking thing wasn’t her. It was what was at her feet.

There was a man. A muscular man, naked except for a leather mask, kneeling with his head bowed, kissing the tip of her boot.

Diana’s face in the photo didn’t show pleasure. It showed ownership. She looked at the camera with an arrogance that pierced through the screen, as if daring the viewer to judge her.

Alice felt a wave of heat that had nothing to do with the coffee. Her mouth went dry. The image was violent, degrading, and yet aesthetically perfect. Seeing that woman—the same one who wrote articles on business ethics—reducing a man to the category of furniture was a shock to Alice’s system.

Her mind flew back to the night before. To that hand under her dress. To the ease with which Diana had dominated her. That woman had touched her. That woman who had men at her feet.

Alice slammed the laptop shut, as if the photo could see her.

Her heart was beating wildly against her ribs. She picked up the phone again with trembling hands. She needed to talk to someone. She needed someone to tell her this was crazy, to forget it, to delete the history and go back to her housewife life.

She typed fast, fingers clumsy:

[Alice 09:28 AM]: Brenda, for God’s sake, answer. I just saw something. Who is Diana really?

She sent the message and stared at the black screen of her mobile, alone in her Queens kitchen, while the image of the crop and the kneeling man was seared into her memory.

An hour passed. Sixty eternal minutes in which Alice didn't dare move from the kitchen, as if the laptop were a ticking time bomb that might explode if she took her eyes off it.

When the phone finally vibrated on the table, buzzing against the wood, Alice jumped so violently she almost knocked over her cold cup of coffee.

It was Brenda.

Alice picked up on the second ring, heart in her throat.

“Brenda?”

“Are you alone?” Brenda's voice sounded raspy, a mix of hangover and unusual seriousness. There was no trace of last night's joy.

“Yes, Arthur's already gone. Did you see my message? What do you know?”

She heard Brenda sigh on the other end of the line, followed by the sound of a lighter and an exhalation of smoke.

“Look, Ali... Things get heard at the boutique. You know our clients are wives of people with a lot of money, and they love to gossip while trying on dresses.” Brenda paused, measuring her words. “The Diana Sterling thing is an open secret in certain circles, but no one dares say it out loud because she's a damn good lawyer.”

“What do they say?” Alice pressed, phone tight against her ear.

“They say she has a 'double life.' That her coldness isn't just a professional façade.” Brenda lowered her voice. “Rumor has it she's a high-level Dominatrix. But not the kind you see in ads on sleazy sites. We're talking big leagues, Alice.”

“Big leagues?”

“Important people in the city,” Brenda continued. “Judges, bankers, guys you see on the news. They say they go to her to be destroyed, to hand over control. And she doesn't come cheap, or at least not in normal money. There's talk of 'offerings.' Gifts, favors, influence... She has power over men who move the world, Ali. She has them at her feet.”

Alice felt a shiver. The image of the man in the photo, kissing Diana's boot, took on a new meaning. It wasn't just sex; it was real power.

“I'm scared, Alice,” Brenda confessed suddenly, breaking her informant tone. “I'm scared because she noticed you.”

“Why?” Alice got defensive. “We just talked for a while.”

“Don't be naive. Diana Sterling doesn't 'talk for a while' with anyone. If she approached you, if she touched you... it's because she saw something. She smells submission, Ali. She smells the need. And you... you've been drowning in that house in Queens for years. You're the perfect prey.”

Alice fell silent. She knew Brenda was right, but instead of fear, what she felt was a wave of dark validation. Diana had chosen her.

“They aren't just rumors, Bren,” Alice said finally, voice steady.

“What do you mean?”

“She told me. Before leaving. She whispered that she was a Dominatrix. And... I found something.”

“What did you find?”

“Check your WhatsApp. I just sent it to you.”

Alice pulled the phone from her ear, went into the gallery, selected the black-and-white photo she had downloaded from the blog—Diana with the corset and crop—and hit ”send.”

She put the phone back to her ear. There was a dense silence of ten seconds. Only Brenda's breathing could be heard on the other side.

“Fuck...” Brenda exclaimed, letting out her breath all at once. “My God, Alice...”

“It's her, right?”

“Yes... it's her,” Brenda admitted, voice tinged with awe and horror. “That look... God, she's scary even in a photo. And the guy... see how he's bowing? That's absolute devotion.”

“Yes,” Alice murmured, looking at the same photo on her computer screen.

“Then they aren't rumors,” Brenda sentenced, sounding much more awake now. “It's real. Alice, listen to me closely: be very careful. This isn't a one-night game. If you go in there, she's going to eat you alive.”

Alice hung up without saying goodbye.

She stared at the laptop screen. Brenda's warning echoed in her head: “She's going to eat you alive.”

Alice looked at the black card on the table. Then she looked at her spotless kitchen, the clean sink, Arthur's crumpled note in the trash. Her life was safe, predictable, and perfectly dead.

The idea of being eaten alive by Diana Sterling suddenly seemed like the only way to breathe again.


Chapter 4

Dinner was an exercise in perfect domestic choreography.

Arthur arrived at seven o'clock sharp, as always. He hung his coat on the rack, left his keys in the ceramic bowl, and kissed Alice on the cheek with that soft familiarity that ten years of marriage provide. He smelled of the office, of air conditioning, and a discreet lavender cologne. A clean smell. Safe.

They sat at the table with the low hum of the news on the television in the background.

“Traffic on the bridge was horrible today,” Arthur commented, cutting his chicken breast into geometric pieces. “And at the office, Johnson keeps insisting on the March audit. I think I'll have to work some Saturdays next month. I'm sorry, honey.”

Alice looked at him from across the table. She felt a wave of genuine affection. Arthur was a good man. He worked hard, never raised his voice, cared about her. She loved him. She really loved him. Her life with him was like a wool blanket in winter: warm, protective, and suffocating.

“It's okay,” she replied, forcing a smile that didn't reach her eyes. “It's your job.”

Arthur put down his fork and reached across the tablecloth to cover her hand. His palm was warm, dry, comforting.

“You're very quiet today, Alice. Do you still have a headache?”

Alice looked at that hand. It was the hand of a man who would never hurt her. The hand of a man who would never force her to kneel, who would never order her to do anything, who would never make her feel small only to then make her feel immense.

She didn't feel repulsion. She felt an infinite sadness. She felt a void so deep in her chest she was afraid that if she opened her mouth, the echo would resonate in the kitchen.

“Yes, it's just the migraine,” she lied, withdrawing her hand gently with the excuse of grabbing her water glass. “I think I'll go to bed soon.”

“Rest, love. I'll clean up the dishes.”

Arthur stood up and began stacking the dishes efficiently. Alice watched him for a second longer, feeling guilt and boredom mix into a bitter cocktail in her stomach. That was her life. Identical days, conversations about traffic, predictable kindness. Until they died.

She got up and walked toward the bedroom, feeling short of breath.

She sat on the edge of the bed, in the dark. The silence of the house crushed her. She remembered the photo of the man at Diana's feet. That man probably suffered, but at least he was alive. At least he felt something so intense it made him kiss the ground another person walked on.

Alice needed to feel that. She needed someone to fill that void with something heavier than routine.

She opened the nightstand drawer. She took out the card.

Her fingers trembled as she unlocked her phone. She added the number to her contacts. She didn't put a name. Just a dot ”.”.

She opened the chat. The cursor blinked, waiting.

Texting Diana Sterling was crossing the Rubicon. It was admitting that her marriage, good as it was, wasn't enough. It was admitting she was broken.

She took a deep breath, closed her eyes for a second visualizing Diana's black gaze, and typed.

[Alice 21:42]: It's Alice. I can't stop thinking about what you said.

She sent the message before panic could stop her. She left the phone on the duvet and stared at the screen, heart hammering in her throat. What if she didn't answer? What if it had been a mistake? What if Diana laughed at her?

The answer came thirty seconds later. No greetings. No kindness.

[Diana 21:43]: Tomorrow. 5:00 PM. Corner of Fifth Avenue and 60th Street, facing the park. A black car. Don't be late.

Alice let out the breath she was holding. Five in the afternoon. It was perfect. She could tell Arthur she was going into Manhattan to window shop and grab an early coffee with Brenda. She would be home for dinner, or maybe a little later with the excuse that they had lost track of time chatting. No questions. No suspicions.

Arthur entered the room at that moment, drying his hands with a kitchen towel.

“Everything okay?” he asked quietly.

Alice quickly locked the phone.

“Yes,” she whispered, pulling the covers up to her chin. “Everything is going to be okay.”

The next day passed as a blur of anxiety. Alice cleaned the house twice. She tried on four different outfits before deciding on tight black trousers and a cream silk blouse; something that looked ”casual” to Arthur, but she knew came off easily. She wore her best underwear underneath, and her heart beat in her throat every time she looked at the clock.

At four-thirty, she was standing on the corner of Fifth Avenue.

The October wind blew cold, kicking up dry leaves from Central Park, but Alice was sweating. She felt ridiculous. She felt like an impostor among the tourists and executives leaving work. “Go home,” she told herself. “Go home, make a meatloaf, and forget this madness.”

She was about to turn around and walk toward the subway when she saw it.

It wasn't just a black car. It was a stretch limousine, a shark of dark metal gliding through the yellow traffic of taxis with a silent arrogance. The vehicle stopped right in front of her, ignoring the honks from the cars behind.

Alice froze on the sidewalk, clutching her purse.

The rear window, tinted an impenetrable black, rolled down slowly with an electric hum.

The interior was in shadow, but Alice could make out the unmistakable silhouette. Diana was there, reclining on leather seats, a glass of champagne in her hand and that gaze that could cut glass. She wore dark sunglasses which she lowered slightly down the bridge of her nose to look Alice up and down, examining her like someone examining merchandise they had just bought.

The rear door opened with a soft click from inside.

Diana didn't smile. She simply tilted her head, indicating the empty seat beside her, and uttered two words in a raspy, authoritative voice that made Alice's legs tremble.

“Get in, baby.”

It wasn't an invitation. It was an order. And Alice, forgetting Arthur, forgetting Queens, and forgetting her own name, obeyed without hesitation and stepped into the wolf's mouth.


Chapter 5

The limousine door closed, sealing out the outside world with a dull thud. The smell of new leather and expensive perfume filled Alice's lungs.

Diana wasted no time. She pressed a button on the side panel.

“Home, Robert,” she ordered into the intercom.

Immediately after, she pressed another button. A dark glass panel rose smoothly between the rear seats and the driver's cabin, isolating them completely. The moment the glass reached the top with a soft click, the atmosphere changed. The static tension in the air exploded.

Diana placed her champagne glass in the holder with a quick movement and turned to Alice. There was no longer a safe distance.

“Come closer,” she murmured.

Alice obeyed as if in a trance. Diana pulled her in, but there was no roughness. Her lips found Alice's with a wet, deep urgency, a mixture of hunger and technique that made Alice forget her name, her address, and her morals.

It was ten minutes of sensual haze as the car crossed the streets of Manhattan. Diana's hands tangled in Alice's hair, caressing the nape of her neck, moving down her neck with elegant possessiveness, making her feel precious and desired, far from the microwave dinners and the routine.

The car stopped smoothly, returning them to reality.

Diana pulled away slowly. Her lips were wet and slightly swollen, but her eyes shone with quiet satisfaction.

“You're a little messy,” Diana said softly, almost affectionately. She reached up and tucked a strand of hair behind Alice's ear, a gesture so intimate it made Alice's knees weak. “Better. Let's go.”

The chauffeur opened the door. The cold afternoon air hit Alice's flushed face.

They were in front of a glass and steel tower on Park Avenue, a sharp, modern building that seemed to slice the sky. A uniformed doorman greeted them with a respectful bow, and they went up in a private elevator that glided silently, straight toward the clouds.

When the doors opened into the penthouse, Alice gasped.

She was in a state of hallucination. Everything shone. The apartment was a temple of minimalism: white marble floors, black and chrome designer furniture, and walls that were pure glass. The view of Manhattan at dusk, with millions of lights turning on at her feet, was overwhelming.

Alice walked slowly toward the large window, feeling small, floating in a bubble of unreality.

“It's functional,” Diana said behind her, leaving her keys on a glass console. “I like the silence. And from up here, the noise of the city doesn't reach us.”

Diana walked toward the bar, lit with blue LED lights.

“Wine?” she asked naturally.

“Yes, please,” Alice's voice sounded distant to her own ears.

Diana poured two glasses of red and approached, handing her one. Their fingers brushed. Diana leaned against the edge of the sofa, watching her with curiosity, as if Alice were a rare specimen she had just acquired.

“Tell me about your real life, Alice,” Diana said, taking a sip from her glass. “Arthur... right?”

Alice nodded, holding the glass with both hands like a shield.

“Yes, Arthur.”

“What does he do?”

“He's an accountant. He works at a firm downtown. He's... very good at what he does. He's tidy. Predictable.”

Diana smiled, an enigmatic smile over the rim of her glass.

“Accountants are useful. They keep the world spinning so the rest of us can have fun.” She paused, and her eyes locked onto Alice's. “Someday I'd like to meet him.”

Alice blinked, surprised. The surprise was twofold: first, that Diana Sterling would want to come down to the mortal world to meet a boring accountant; and second, because that phrase implied continuity. It implied a future where their worlds mixed.

“Meet him?” Alice repeated, stunned. “I don't think... he wouldn't understand any of this.”

“You'd be surprised what people understand when it's explained properly,” Diana said, dismissing it. Then, she changed the subject with the precision of a surgeon. “And children? A house in Queens, a stable husband... the equation usually includes kids.”

The question pricked Alice's bubble of euphoria. The old, dull, familiar pain surfaced on her face. She looked down at the dark wine.

“We don't have any,” she admitted quietly. “We put it off for a long time. First for Arthur's career, then because we wanted to travel a bit more... and when we decided it was time, three years ago, it just... didn't happen.”

There was silence in the room. Diana set her glass on the table and took a step toward her, invading her personal space gently.

“Fate is funny,” Diana murmured, lifting Alice's chin with a finger to force her to look her in the eyes. “Maybe it didn't happen because you were destined for something different, Alice. Maybe you were waiting to wake up before bringing life into this world.”

Alice looked at her, mesmerized. Diana was transforming her biological failure into a kind of divine choice. She took a long drink of wine, seeking courage.

“You told me you were a Dominatrix,” Alice said, breaking the silence. “But I know you're a lawyer. I looked you up. I saw the articles... What does that really involve? How do those two lives fit together?”

Diana let out a soft, low laugh. She walked slowly around Alice.

“They aren't two lives, Alice. They are the same. I am a lawyer. In court, I dominate with the law. Here, I dominate with will. Only the costume changes.”

“And why do you do it? For money? Brenda told me that...”

“Money?” Diana cut her off with a look of disdain. “I have plenty. No, Alice. I do it for fun. For pure pleasure.”

Diana stopped in front of her and lowered her voice to a confidential tone.

“I like dominating men because it's ridiculously easy. They are basic creatures. You speak to them with a little authority, show them a little contempt mixed with seduction, and they lose their minds. They are capable of leaving their families, their careers, everything... just for the privilege of letting them kiss my feet.” Diana smiled coldly. “I don't charge for it, but they insist on bringing me offerings. Lavish gifts. They pay for their own submission.”

Diana sighed, and her expression softened as she looked at Alice. She caressed her cheek with the back of her fingers.

“But women...” she whispered with a glint of real hunger in her eyes. “We women are superior, Alice. We are complex. We are emotional. A man falls with a snap of the fingers. But a woman... a woman doesn't fall so easily. A woman is a mental challenge.”

Alice swallowed. If you only knew, she thought. I fell in five minutes.

“Men serve for me to vent my anger,” Diana continued. “But my desire... my real desire is for women. The softness, the surrender, the connection... a kneeling man can't give me that. I have the toys, I have the power, I have the slaves... but I was missing something. I needed a woman. And you are here.”

Diana didn't wait for an answer. She leaned in and kissed Alice again, but this time it was different. It wasn't the ravenous kiss of the limousine. It was a slow, deep kiss, tasting of red wine. Her hands moved down from Alice's shoulders, unbuttoning the silk blouse one by one, with infinite patience.

The blouse fell to the floor. Then the trousers.

Alice stood by the window, dressed only in her lace lingerie, exposed to the millions of lights of Manhattan. She felt vulnerable, yes, but also adored.

Diana took a step back, admiring her, and then did something Alice didn't expect: she knelt.

The woman who had the most powerful men in the city kissing her boots was kneeling before her. Not out of submission, but out of devotion.

Diana's hands slid over Alice's hips. And then, the touch.

When Diana touched her, Alice closed her eyes and her head fell back. It was a clash of memory and sensation. Suddenly, Alice was twenty-two again, remembering that biological truth she had forgotten: only a woman knows exactly how to touch another woman.

The comparison with Arthur was inevitable. Arthur was a good lover, but with him, it sometimes felt like a mechanical procedure, friction and haste.

With Diana, it was different. It was silk on silk.

There was no rush. Diana knew the anatomy because it was her own. Her mouth was soft, enveloping, a precision instrument playing a forgotten melody. She played with the rhythms, alternating softness with firm pressure right at the edge of the abyss.

“That's...” Alice moaned, tangling her fingers in Diana's black hair.

Pleasure rose like a warm tide, erasing guilt and routine. When the orgasm came, it wasn't a violent explosion, but a long, deep wave that washed through her entirely.

Diana stayed there, accompanying her on the descent. Then, she stood up slowly, with the elegance of a feline. Her lips were wet and her eyes shone with triumph.

Alice sank onto the sofa, instinctively covering herself with her arm, her heart racing but her soul strangely at peace.

Diana leaned over her, framing Alice’s face with her hands while her thumbs traced her flushed cheeks with an electric softness. She gazed at her with a tenderness that burned hotter than any order.

“Welcome to my world, Alice...” she whispered against her lips, sealing the welcome with a slow, deep kiss that tasted like a promise kept. “But never forget that this is only the prologue.”

Diana trailed her hand down Alice’s neck, lingering right where her racing pulse throbbed, her voice becoming a seductive caress:

“Tomorrow at ten, I want you to come back. A man of great power is coming to see me, and I want you by my side to witness it all. I want you to discover what happens when the real world surrenders to us. Come... I’ll be waiting for you.”

She gave her one last lingering stroke through her hair and stepped away slowly, leaving Alice suspended in an invitation that felt more like a shared desire than an obligation.


Chapter 6

Bright morning light poured through the bedroom window, illuminating dust motes that floated in the air with an almost accusatory clarity. The alarm clock hit 7:00 AM. For Alice, this had once been the start of a parade of identical hours; today, it was the prelude to a transformation.

She got out of bed with an energy she hadn't felt in years. As she put on her cotton robe in the bathroom, she paused to observe her reflection. She wasn't looking for wrinkles or signs of fatigue; she was searching her own eyes for the trace of the woman Diana had awakened. She felt taller, more present in her own skin, as if she had grown an inch overnight.

She went down to the kitchen and began preparing breakfast. The aroma of freshly brewed coffee and toasted bread filled the room, creating an atmosphere of domestic warmth that now felt strangely small to her. When Arthur appeared, adjusting his tie with his usual look of concentration, Alice didn't just serve him his mug.

She approached him with a deliberate, cat-like softness. She looped her arms around his neck and kissed him on the lips with an intensity that made Arthur stop dead, his hand still on the knot of his tie.

“Wow...” he murmured, blinking in surprise with a bewildered smile. “What a loving goodbye. Is there a reason for this?”

“I just wanted to remind you that you are mine,” she replied, and the phrase tasted like a new, intoxicating power.

She prepared his breakfast with unusual care. She served his coffee exactly how he liked it and tended to every detail as if she were serving an honored guest... or a subject who didn't yet know who was in command. While he ate and talked about office reports, Alice watched him in silence. She looked at his hands—hands that had never exercised authority—and felt a renewed but different affection. It wasn't the affection of an equal, but the possessiveness of someone who had begun to see the world through different eyes.

As soon as the door closed and Arthur’s car pulled away, the silence of the house in Queens became dense. Alice began to clean with an almost frenetic efficiency. She scrubbed the floors, tidied the shelves, and polished the countertops until they shined. But her body was there while her mind was in the Park Avenue penthouse. Every corner of her home now seemed limited, small. She remembered the touch of the leather, the scent of sandalwood, and Diana’s voice telling her she was special.

“Tonight... at ten,” she repeated to herself. Her pulse quickened. Diana wanted her to see the session with that powerful man. She wanted her to see real power in action. But she needed an alibi. Arthur would be suspicious if she went out again without a solid reason. There was only one person who could help her. With fingers still damp from cleaning, she dialed Brenda’s number.

“Alice?” Brenda’s voice sounded full of curiosity and a hint of apprehension.

“I slept with her, Brenda. With Diana.”

The silence on the other end of the line was absolute.

“Come to the boutique right now,” Brenda finally ordered. “I’m not talking about this over the phone. If you want me to lie for you, I want you to look me in the face.”

The interior of the boutique smelled of sandalwood and silk. Brenda locked the door and turned to Alice, crossing her arms.

“Talk,” Brenda ordered. “And don't leave anything out.”

Alice sat in one of the velvet armchairs, letting her purse drop to the floor.

“Diana is a woman like no one I’ve ever met, Brenda. It’s not just that she’s beautiful or powerful... it’s her energy. When she looks at me... I feel like she truly sees me. She doesn't see Arthur’s wife. She sees something in me that I didn't even dare to look at myself.”

“Be careful, Alice. Please,” Brenda said, sitting across from her. “People like her don't collect friends. They collect trophies. I don't want you to end up broken by the whim of someone who lives in another galaxy.”

“Don't worry,” Alice replied with a confidence that startled Brenda. “I know what I’m doing.”

“And Arthur? Are you going to leave him?”

Alice looked down for a second, but when she looked up again, her eyes shone with an icy determination.

“I don't know. I don't want to lose him, Brenda. Arthur is my home. But I need things to change. I can't keep going with this routine that is slowly killing me. I don't want to leave him... what I want is for Arthur to understand everything and follow me. I want him to see me the way I see Diana.”

Brenda, though terrified by the change in her friend, eventually agreed. The plan was set.

Dinner passed in a silence that felt deafening to Alice. Arthur ate slowly, commenting on a trivial detail about a client, while she barely touched her food. Alice’s phone, placed on the tablecloth, vibrated. It was time.

Alice faked surprise as she looked at the screen.

“It’s Brenda,” she said, feigning concern. “Hello? Brenda?”

On the other end, her friend played the rehearsed part: a supposed flood at the boutique. Alice hung up and stood up from the chair with an agility that left no room for questions.

“I have to go, Arthur. It’s an emergency at the shop.”

“Do you want me to go with you?” he asked, standing up worriedly.

“No, no,” she cut him off quickly, giving him a short but firm kiss on the lips. “Stay here and rest. Don't expect me back early.”

She left the house, feeling the cool night air on her face. She caught a taxi at the corner and gave the Manhattan address. As the car crossed the bridge, Alice saw the lights of the skyscrapers like promises of a dangerous freedom. The taxi pulled up in front of the glass tower on Park Avenue.

Alice paid, got out of the car, and adjusted her coat. She looked up toward the penthouse that seemed to touch the clouds. There was no trace left of the woman who had prepared breakfast that morning. With her heart beating to the rhythm of the power she was about to witness, she entered Diana’s building. The journey from Queens was over; her true life was about to begin.


Chapter 7

The lobby of the Park Avenue building was a deployment of black marble and absolute silence. As Alice entered, she felt the echo of her own footsteps announcing her, a reminder that she was crossing a threshold from which there was no return. The porter, in his impeccable uniform, gave her a professional nod and indicated she could go straight up. As the elevator ascended, Alice watched her reflection in the polished steel; she was still wearing the clothes she had worn to dinner with Arthur hours before. She felt like an impostor about to be discovered in a world that did not belong to her.

When the doors opened, Diana was there. Her presence filled the space with an implacable authority. She wore a black leather outfit that clung to her body like a second skin, with a corset that accentuated her figure and boots that reached her thighs. Without a word, she wrapped an arm around Alice's waist and pulled her close. The kiss was an incendiary one: passionate, dominant, a welcome that erased every trace of her other life from Alice's mind.

“Welcome home,” Diana whispered against her lips.

She led her into the lounge and poured her a whisky in a cut-crystal glass. The amber liquid burned Alice's throat, providing a necessary warmth.

“Sit down,” Diana ordered. “In an hour, one of the most influential people in this city will arrive. His name is a secret, and his face will be too, because he will enter directly wearing a mask. He doesn't know you'll be here, and that is the key. The idea of being humiliated by two women will push him to the very limit of his endurance.”

“Me? I’m going to humiliate him? Diana, I don't know if I'm ready for something like this...” Alice confessed, setting the glass on the table with her hands vibrating slightly.

“Tonight you won't be the wife,” Diana interrupted, fixing her gaze on hers. “Tonight you will be Mistress Alice. This person is a man who desperately needs a woman to put him in his place. In truth, all men need it; it is their natural state, though few have the courage to admit it. You will be my assistant. You will learn by watching and, when I tell you, you will act.”

Diana led her to a room at the end of the hallway. The air there smelled of treated leather and clean metal; a space of surgical design where nothing was left to chance. On one wall, floggers and crops hung in perfect order. In the center, a structure of dark wood and steel dominated the scene.

“Now, to the dressing room,” Diana said. “You cannot carry a crop dressed for a family dinner.”

The transformation began immediately. As the corset laces were tightened, Alice felt her lungs compress, forcing her into an upright, aristocratic posture. The sky-high stiletto boots elevated her from the floor, giving her a perspective of height she had never known. She looked in the mirror and hardly recognized herself; the black leather highlighted the paleness of her skin, and the rigidity of the footwear reminded her that every step had to be firm. As she took the crop Diana handed her, she felt an electric tingle. The hunger for power began to win the battle over her nerves.

Diana's phone emitted a soft beep. “Mr. X has just entered the building,” she commented with a smirk. “The porter knows exactly what happens on this floor and understands the value of his silence. In this world, absolute discretion is a luxury paid for with generosity.”

Shortly after, the doorbell rang. Diana opened the door, and the image was striking: a man in an impeccably tailored suit was already kneeling on the threshold, a black leather mask concealing his features. Noticing Alice, the man let a spark of surprise show in his eyes, but remained motionless.

“Many believe I demand the mask for anonymity,” Diana commented indifferently, speaking about him as if he were a piece of furniture. “But they are wrong. The mask is because here, they have no face. Their titles and names die in the hallway. Here, they are presences without identity.”

Diana looked down at him. “Get up. Go to the chamber and get into position. We will be right in.”

Minutes later, they entered the room. The man remained naked, kneeling in the center of the space, waiting in absolute silence with his head bowed. Alice observed him with electric curiosity. He was a man with evident overweight, whose nakedness and the sweat pearling his skin beneath the mask made him look deeply vulnerable.

Diana walked around him with sovereign deliberation. “Look at his member, Alice,” Diana whispered, pointing to the small metal artifact covering it. “That is a chastity cage. He is not the master of his own pleasure; he can never touch himself. Since he is a divorced man and has no one to answer to, I am the only one who holds the key to his satisfaction. His body belongs to me completely.”

Diana leaned in close to the man's ear, brushing the leather of the mask with her lips. “Alice, you have no idea how cute he looks when I put him in a sissy outfit. He loves feeling feminine, less of a man... but today he hasn't earned it. Today he will only be a body learning to obey. They need that, Alice. They need to feel like less of a 'macho' to find their true peace.”

Diana signaled toward a steel structure. “Secure him, Mistress Alice. Let him understand that his mobility now depends on you.”

Alice stepped forward. Her boots rang out firmly on the floor, giving her an imposing height, but as she took the ropes, her hands hesitated for a second. It wasn't physical clumsiness; it was the moral weight of what she was doing. As she fixed the man's wrists to the structure, she felt the heat of his skin and a surge of adrenaline rushed down her spine. He offered no resistance.

During the next hour, time seemed to dilate in a methodical choreography of authority. Alice, under Diana's expert direction, explored a range of sensations she never imagined she could handle. Her first stroke with the crop was measured, almost a question, but seeing that the man seemed to flourish under the punishment, Alice's mindset shifted. The degree of masochism in the subject left her stunned: the firmer her command, the deeper the peace he seemed to find. It was a ravenous need to be nullified that Alice fed stroke by stroke, feeling her own confidence inflate with every second of control.

Finally, Diana signaled for her to stop. “Now,” Diana sentenced, “show Mistress Alice your respect. Kiss her feet.”

The man released himself from the structure and crawled across the floor until he reached Alice's boots. She remained motionless, feeling the stranger's lips press against the black leather of her footwear. In that moment, the internal struggle ended: the absolute surrender of that man was the mirror in which Alice discovered her true strength.

Minutes later, while the two women rested on the sofa with a new glass of whisky, they saw the man appear. Now dressed in his impeccable suit with the mask still on, he stopped before leaving and performed a deep reverence toward them both. Alice made a slight motion to say goodbye out of habit, but Diana stopped her with a sharp gesture of her hand; to them, that man had already ceased to exist.

The man placed an envelope on the marble table and withdrew. Diana took the check and showed it to Alice, covering the issuer's name but revealing the impressive figure.

“This is an offering, Alice. We never sell sex, ever. This is respect for the privilege of being put in one's place.”

“Diana... why did you choose me?” Alice finally asked.

“Because at that party, you were the only one with a real hunger in your gaze. The women in my world are empty. You are pure potential.”

Diana handed her a bundle of bills: a thousand dollars in cash. “Take it, you've earned it. Tomorrow, go and buy yourself some beautiful clothes. Something that makes you feel like the woman you were tonight.”

Alice clenched her fist around the bills. She looked in the mirror; the corset no longer squeezed her, it supported her. She knew that Arthur had no idea who the woman sleeping beside him truly was.


Chapter 8

The taxi pulled up in front of her house, and Alice spent a few seconds staring at the facade through the window. The place felt strangely static, like a photograph of a life that no longer quite fit her. She paid the driver and stepped out, feeling the night air cool her skin, which was still flushed with adrenaline.

She entered in silence. The house breathed in stillness. She went straight to the dressing room and, with a naturalness that surprised even herself, set her purse on the shelf. The thousand dollars were there, but she felt no need to hide them; the money was no longer a transgression, but a tool.

She undressed with deliberate slowness, enjoying the touch of her own hands against her skin. As she slid under the covers, Arthur rolled over, awakened by the movement.

“Hey, love...” he murmured, his voice thick with sleep. “Is everything okay? How is Brenda?”

“Yes, don't worry,” Alice replied softly, settling in beside him. “Arthur, what happened with the pipe in Brenda’s basement? She was worried.”

“Ah, that... yeah, she called me. I gave her some advice so her place wouldn't flood before the plumber arrives. It’s nothing that can’t be fixed,” he answered, seeking Alice’s hand under the blankets. “Go to sleep; you need to rest tomorrow.”

Arthur soon returned to the heavy breathing of deep sleep. Alice lay there for a moment, staring into the darkness. He was a good man, attentive, the pillar of her everyday world; and she, in that instant, felt like the keeper of a secret that could either destroy him or elevate him.

By mid-morning, Alice and Brenda were walking through the city. They didn’t stop at the marble storefronts with white-gloved doormen; Alice moved by instinct, seeking out the independent design boutiques she already knew, but with a new perspective. She was no longer looking for what she needed, but for what represented her.

“Alice, tell me something,” Brenda insisted, stopping for a moment. “Arthur called me today. He was worried about the plumbing issue and was so kind to me... I felt a terrible sense of guilt talking to him while you’re in this state. Be careful, Alice. He adores you and has no idea about any of this.”

Alice stopped in front of a window display. She turned toward her friend, the confidence in her eyes softening.

“I saw something incredible, Brenda,” she confessed in a low voice. “I saw a very powerful man stripping himself of absolutely everything. His clothes, his pride... his manhood. I’m beginning to understand the mask these people live behind, and I understand my own. I love my husband; I want him to be my accomplice. I don’t want to replace him with Diana; I just want to share this with him, for him to understand me... I don’t know how to tell him, but I need to.”

They entered the shop. Alice chose a dark dress with an impeccable cut. When she stepped out of the fitting room, the change was tangible. The dress underscored her authority in a way her usual clothes never could. It cost four hundred and fifty dollars, and she paid in cash. Later, at a shoe store, she bought a pair of leather pumps for another three hundred dollars. The heel forced her into a commanding, upright posture.

“Let’s get a coffee,” Alice said to her friend.

They sat at the back of a nearby café. Above the bar, a television broadcast an interview with a highly elegant businessman who was noticeably overweight. He gestured with unquestionable authority. Alice didn’t look away. She remembered the sweaty skin under the mask and the trembling shoulders of that man in the attic. As she watched him, she thought she recognized a small quirk in the way he spoke. Could it be him? The doubt made the image of success on the television feel like a fragile shell.

“Alice... Alice!” Brenda’s voice snapped her out of the trance. “If you’re just going to stare at the TV like that, I might as well leave. I’ve been talking to you for a while now.”

“Sorry, I got distracted,” Alice murmured. “Brenda... wouldn't you like to know this world? To see what’s really behind all of this?”

“No, Alice. Don’t get me involved in this,” Brenda stated firmly. “I don’t have anyone to answer to, but you do. You’re walking on a tightrope.”

“That’s fine. Tomorrow morning, Diana invited me to the courthouse. She’s giving the closing arguments for the trial she’s handling. She wants me to see her in her professional environment.”

They left the café and walked toward the corner. Alice stopped in front of a discreet storefront. It was an adult boutique, elegant and private.

“Wait, Brenda. Let’s go in.”

Alice entered and walked through the shop to a display case at the back. There it was: a metallic object, cold and precise. A young employee approached her.

“Are you looking for something in particular?”

Alice didn’t hesitate. With absolute calm, she pointed to the glass.

“That chastity cage,” Alice said, her finger steady against the glass. “That’s the one I want.”

Alice paid, tucked the small black box among her bags of clothes, and they headed back out to the street to finally find a taxi home.


Chapter 9

Alice arrived at the courthouse feeling the weight of her new clothes. The building, with its marble columns and solemn echoes, commanded an almost religious respect. She took a seat in the back rows, but her eyes never wavered from the figure dominating the courtroom.

Diana was a force of nature.

She wore a three-piece charcoal grey suit, tailored with a precision that highlighted both her elegance and an overwhelming sensuality. Her voice filled the room without the need to raise her tone. Alice watched her, fascinated: Diana didn’t use tedious technicalities; she used language to corner the prosecutor and neutralize him. The judge listened with almost reverential attention, and the jury members nodded, hypnotized. She dominated through presence and word, turning the law into her own personal stage of power.

When the judge called for a recess, Alice waited for her in the hallway.

“You were amazing,” Alice whispered as she approached, her heart racing.

Diana didn’t stop to check if anyone was watching. Without a word, she took Alice’s face in her hands and kissed her. It was a possessive kiss that completely ignored the solemn surroundings of the court. Alice felt a rush of heat and, immediately, a sharp sense of embarrassment; she looked around at the lawyers and clerks, fearing the judgment of others in such a public place. Diana, however, didn’t seem to care about anyone’s gaze.

“I want you now,” Diana said, pulling away only inches. “Let’s go to my apartment.”

She pulled out her phone, typed a quick message, and added: ”My limousine is already on its way.”

Inside the limousine, the outside world vanished behind tinted glass. They lunged at one another with an urgency that allowed for no resistance. They kissed and touched each other desperately as the vehicle swept them through the city, but the atmosphere shifted drastically the moment they crossed the threshold of the apartment.

Diana took off her jacket and threw it onto an armchair. She poured herself a neat whiskey and set the glass on the table with a sharp thud. She sat down with her legs crossed, observing Alice with an analytical distance.

“Alice, I want to turn you into a powerful woman,” Diana began. “But to understand power, you must first understand submission.”

“Strip,” she ordered coldly.

The instruction took Alice’s breath away. The surprise paralyzed her for a second; she had expected the kisses from the limousine to continue, but instead, she was met with a command that allowed for no affection. She looked at Diana, searching for a crack in her seriousness, but found only implacable authority. Suddenly, her expensive dress and new shoes felt like a useless costume.

Alice began to undress with trembling fingers. Every garment that fell made her feel more vulnerable. When she finally stood naked, the air of the apartment felt hostile against her skin. Out of a primal instinct for protection, she tried to cover her groin and breasts with her hands.

“Put your arms behind your back,” Diana corrected, shattering her refuge.

Alice obeyed, exposing her body completely. She felt small, unprotected, at the mercy of a gaze that stripped her of all security.

“What do you feel now? I am your owner. I will make you an empowered woman, but first, you will be mine. Kneel.“

Alice knelt. She remembered Brenda’s warnings; she was completely surrendered. The admiration and respect she felt for Diana made her incapable of refusing those orders.

“You are mine, Alice,” Diana repeated, taking her by the chin. “You will be my personal assistant. Tell your husband you no longer want to be a housewife, that you have a job with me. He won't suspect a thing, but you and I know the truth.”

***

Diana stood up with feline elegance and walked toward the bedroom. Alice followed, still naked and speechless from the intensity of the situation. In the room, under dim lighting, Diana settled on the edge of the bed, keeping her commanding posture intact.

With a slow gesture of her index finger, she pointed to the floor in front of her. Alice needed no words; she sank to her knees in the space between her owner’s thighs, feeling the scent and heat emanating from her. There was no trace left of the woman who walked down Fifth Avenue; there was only the veneration of a subject.

Diana buried her fingers in Alice’s hair, holding her head with a firmness that brooked no doubt, and guided her with a sovereign movement toward her center. Alice gave herself to the task with an almost religious devotion, accepting that her will was now manifested through service. In that silence, every movement Alice made was a seal on her new contract of belonging.

As she lost herself in that surrender, she felt Diana’s thighs tense beneath her hands. The grip on her hair tightened, marking a rhythm that Alice followed with blind instinct, until a violent spasm racked Diana’s body. Alice felt the shudder of her owner’s orgasm against her face—a vibration that seemed to fuse them into a single will. In that climax, Alice’s submission transformed into absolute peace: she had fulfilled her purpose.

When it was over, Alice remained there, her cheek resting against Diana’s skin, catching her breath while feeling her owner’s pulse return to normal.

“We start tomorrow,” Diana concluded, giving her a brief kiss on the forehead. “Now, rest. You have a life to reorganize.”


Chapter 10

Alice stepped out of Diana's building, and the afternoon air hit her like a reminder that the world was still turning. She walked with a strange sensation—a heady mix of lingering excitement and a weight beginning to sink into her chest: guilt. Every step she took toward her normal life felt like a departure from the woman she had just been.

She thought of Arthur. She saw him in her mind with his calm smile, his infinite patience, and his kindness. She loved him, of that she had no doubt, but now that love was tinged by a dark secret.

“I want Arthur in this world... but I don't know how to do it,” she thought, adjusting her purse on her shoulder. She felt the weight of the small metal box—the chastity cage—against her side. It was a cold object, a harbinger of what she desired for her marriage.

She stopped at the supermarket. Walking through the brightly lit aisles, choosing wine, meat, and vegetables, felt like a surreal task. She placed items in the cart with mechanical movements while her mind drifted back to Diana’s fingers in her hair and the spasm of the orgasm she could still feel vibrating in her memory.

She arrived home with just enough time. She left the bags in the kitchen and, with an almost desperate urgency, began to cook. She wanted everything to be perfect, as if an impeccable dinner could compensate for the betrayal—or the transformation— engraved upon her skin.

Just as the aroma of dinner filled the air, the sound of the key turning in the lock echoed. It was him.

“Hey, love! It smells incredible,” Arthur said, leaning in to give her a soft kiss on the cheek.

Alice forced a smile and nodded. During dinner, her silence was heavy, but Arthur, immersed in his own routine, didn't notice right away. He talked about his office, the small problems of the day, a difficult client. Alice listened in silence, nodding at the right moments, feeling like a spy in her own dining room.

“Is something wrong, honey? You’re very quiet,” Arthur finally asked, setting his silverware aside with genuine concern.

Alice took a breath. This was the moment.

“Yes... actually, I wanted to tell you something important. I got a job, Arthur. A very good job.”

Arthur arched his eyebrows, surprised but with a spark of joy in his eyes. “Oh yeah? That’s fantastic! What is it?”

“I’ll be the personal assistant to a lawyer,” she replied, trying to keep her voice from trembling. She took out her phone, searched for the name on Google, and showed it to him. “Look, it’s her.”

Arthur looked at the screen. He saw the photos of Diana: elegant, powerful, standing before the courts. “Wow... she looks like a very important lawyer, Alice. She’s a woman with a commanding presence.”

“She is, love. She’s one of the best.”

“And how did you land this?” he asked, with natural curiosity.

“Through Brenda,” Alice lied, feeling a slight chill. “I met her at that party I told you about, we chatted for a bit, and today they contacted me to offer me the position. She needs someone trustworthy.”

Arthur remained thoughtful for a second, looking at the photo of the woman who, unbeknownst to him, had possessed his wife just a few hours ago. Then, he reached out and squeezed Alice’s hand.

“I think it’s incredible, truly. If it’s good for you and makes you feel active, take the job. You deserve something that excites you.”

Alice felt the guilt suffocating her, but also a spark of triumph. She already had his permission. She already had the excuse. Now, all that remained was the next step: to begin introducing Arthur to the game, starting with that small black box resting hidden in her purse.


Chapter 11

Weeks passed, transforming Alice’s reality until it was unrecognizable. Time was no longer measured in domestic hours; instead, it was governed by Diana’s schedule. Her life had become a pendulum swinging between the coldness of the law firm and the suffocating heat of the attic.

At the firm, Alice was no longer a stranger but an extension of Diana’s will. As her personal assistant, she moved through the hallways with a confidence bordering on arrogance. She observed the associate lawyers—men with expensive suits and inflated egos—and felt a spark of superior contempt. She knew the fragility these men hid beneath their ties; she saw them as less honest versions of the submissives she attended to in the privacy of the attic. When she handed them a report or gave an instruction, she savored the way they lowered their gaze before her. She knew that, to them, her word carried the weight of Diana’s own.

In the dungeon, her role had been perfected. If she was once an assistant in training, she was now the architect of the scenes. Alice ensured every detail was impeccable: from the tension of the straps to the atmosphere of the room. She moved in silence, anticipating Diana’s every desire. Seeing powerful men—judges, businessmen, politicians—stripped of their dignity under her expert gaze gave her a rush of control that fed her own confidence. She was the shadow necessary for Diana’s light to shine more cruelly.

This power dynamic did not stop at work. The relationship between the two women was a constant fire. Lust erupted in the most unexpected moments: fierce encounters in Diana’s office with the door locked, or possessive caresses in the back of the limousine while crossing the city.

In those moments, Alice’s submission to Diana was total and devoted. She surrendered to every demand with a hunger only Diana could satisfy, finding in her own surrender the energy required to dominate the rest of the outside world. Alice didn’t just work for her; she lived for the satisfaction of her owner.

Returning home had become erratic, a silent formality she performed at odd hours. Sometimes she arrived in the early morning, Diana’s perfume still clinging to her neck, only to sleep for a few hours before heading back to the fray. The house that was once her refuge was now a transit hotel where silence weighed more than words.

The dynamic with Arthur had been changed by an undeniable economic reality: Alice now tripled her husband’s income. The checks she deposited were physical proof of her new status. Arthur received her with a mixture of pride and bewilderment; he saw his wife becoming more absent, but also far more authoritative and distant. He accepted the absences and the impossible hours, subtly subjugated by the new commanding energy she radiated.

Despite her empowerment, Alice carried a piece of unfinished business. In her purse, always hidden between legal documents and expensive cosmetics, rested the chastity cage.

She touched it in secret during silent dinners with Arthur, feeling the cold metal against her fingertips while he talked to her about things that no longer mattered to her. She felt a burning desire to see him under her command, to break that last barrier and turn him into her accomplice or her subject. But the fear of destroying the ”perfect wife” image that Arthur still held in his mind held her back.

Alice watched her husband across the table. She loved him, but it was a love that now sought to possess him in an entirely different way.


Chapter 12

The night in the master bedroom was a desert. Arthur reached for Alice with his usual tenderness, trying to reclaim that space of intimacy he felt was slipping through his fingers. However, when he tried to guide her into the missionary position, something inside Alice shut down completely.

Being there, underneath him, in a position that now felt unbearably submissive and passive, provoked a physical rejection in her that was almost violent. For an instant, her mind flew to the attic, to Diana’s authority, and to the way she herself dominated other men. She could not go back to being the small, complacent woman Arthur expected.

“No... not tonight, Arthur,” she murmured, pulling away with a coldness that left the air heavy with a thick discomfort.

Arthur remained silent, confused and hurt by a distance he didn't know how to bridge. The night ended in an absolute void, with Alice staring into the darkness, feeling that her bed was now the place where she felt most like a stranger.

The next morning, the dining room was flooded with light, but the atmosphere remained cold. Alice drank her coffee, already dressed for the firm. Arthur avoided her gaze, focusing on his plate.

“Don’t forget we have the firm dinner tonight,” Alice said, breaking the silence with a professional, almost executive tone. “It’s a thank-you event for the most important clients. Brenda will be there representing her boutique; it’s mandatory to bring a partner, for those who have one. All eyes will be on us.”

Arthur looked up, forcing a supportive smile. “Of course, I’ll be there. I’m glad you’re including me in your world, Alice. Sometimes I feel like I barely see you.”

“It’s an important night, Arthur.”

The dinner was a display of luxury in a private Manhattan lounge. Alice moved among the guests with great grace, greeting clients and partners with a confidence that left Arthur trailing behind. He felt like a satellite orbiting a planet he no longer recognized.

Brenda approached them, looking radiant, but she gave Alice a warning glance that went ignored. Then, the murmur of the room shifted frequency. Diana had arrived.

She walked with the confidence of someone who owned not just the place, but the will of those who inhabited it. She wore a black silk dress that looked like armor of elegance. Alice felt her pulse quicken and a familiar heat rush through her.

“Diana, I want to introduce you to someone,” Alice said, stepping forward with Arthur by the hand.

Diana stopped. Her eyes, sharp and expert, scanned Arthur from head to toe in a second, stripping away his weaknesses before she even spoke. Alice felt a shiver of excitement seeing her two worlds collide.

“Diana, this is my husband, Arthur,” Alice said, keeping her voice steady.

Diana extended her hand with a studied deliberation. “A pleasure, Arthur. Alice has told me... just enough about you.”

Arthur took her hand, but surprise left him speechless for a moment. Diana’s presence was a physical force; her grip was firm, dominant, and her sustained gaze made him feel a pang of inferiority he had never experienced. Arthur felt small before the woman who—though he didn't know it—was the true owner of his wife's will.

“It’s a pleasure, Ms. Sterling,” Arthur managed to say, though his voice sounded more insecure than he intended.

Diana didn’t let go of his hand immediately. She held the contact a second longer than necessary, casting a fleeting look at Alice that said everything.

The dinner proceeded amidst muffled laughter and the clinking of fine crystal glasses. From a corner of the room, tucked away from the general murmur, Alice watched her husband. Arthur held a glass of wine while chatting animatedly with Brenda; he looked relaxed, oblivious to the abyss opening at his feet.

Diana approached Alice, moving with that predatory elegance that characterized her. She stood beside her, following her gaze.

“Your husband is quite handsome, Alice,” Diana commented in a whisper, her tone mixing aesthetic appreciation with subtle provocation.

Alice didn’t respond immediately. She felt a knot in her throat seeing Arthur so vulnerable in his ignorance.

“Yes, Diana... he is,” she finally replied.

“What’s wrong, Alice? You seem... distant.”

“I don't know... it's just...” Alice lowered her gaze, unable to meet her owner’s eyes.

“Do you feel guilty?” Diana interrupted with an analytical smile. “It’s the conscience, Alice. That old 'perfect wife' habit that is still trying to claim you.”

Alice let out a heavy sigh. “Maybe. I feel like I’m living in two worlds that are going to crash at any moment.”

“And what do you plan to do with him? Are you going to keep things like this? Or are you going to leave him?”

Alice looked at Arthur once more. She loved him, but she could no longer love him as before. “Normal” love now felt insipid to her, lacking the depth she had discovered with Diana.

“I don't want to leave him, Diana,” Alice confessed with a determination that surprised even herself. “I want to draw him into our world, for him to be part of this. I love him and I want him with me, but on different terms.”

Diana arched an eyebrow, visibly interested. She stepped closer to Alice, invading her personal space with that natural authority that made her irresistible.

“Why didn't you tell me this before?” Diana reproached in a whisper loaded with intent. “If you truly want that, Alice, what you seek is a total conquest. You can’t keep carrying that metal in your purse as if it were a hidden sin.”

Diana glanced at Arthur sideways, evaluating him no longer as a stranger, but as a piece about to be moved on the board. She turned back to Alice and locked eyes with her with absolute resolve.

“Stop being the wife who waits and start being the woman who claims. You have the tool in your purse; it’s time for it to stop being an object and start being your authority.”

Alice felt an electric shiver run down her spine. The weight of the chastity cage in her bag seemed to take on a new, almost sacred importance.

“I will help you,” Diana concluded, with a smile that sealed an unbreakable pact. “You won't be alone in this. Together, we will make him understand that his place is not across from you, but at your feet. The time has come, Alice.”


Chapter 13

The drive back to Queens felt like a countdown. Arthur drove with a tranquility that Alice found almost painful.

“So?” she asked, watching her husband's profile under the glow of the traffic lights. “What did you think of Diana?”

Arthur smiled naively, his eyes never leaving the road. “I liked her. She seems like an interesting woman, very cultured. You can tell she’s someone who knows exactly what she wants.”

Alice felt a shiver. If only you knew what she wants right now, she thought. “Well, you’ll get to know her better on Friday. She’s coming over for dinner.”

Arthur arched his eyebrows, surprised by how quickly the invitation had been extended. “Here? Wow, Alice. That’s an honor. I’ll make sure she feels at home.”

Friday was a whirlwind of contained anxiety. Alice moved through the house with an electric agitation. It wasn't just the fear of what Arthur might discover, but the certainty that her domestic life was about to be devoured. She knew that tonight the inevitable would happen; she could no longer maintain the mask of the perfect wife while her soul belonged to another.

The aroma of roast meat filled the kitchen—a homely scent that clashed with the storm Alice felt in her chest. Suddenly, her phone vibrated: “I’m arriving.”

“Arthur!” she called out, her voice cracking with nerves. “Please, meet her at the door. I can’t leave the oven right now, or it’ll overcook.”

Arthur straightened his shirt and walked toward the entrance. When he opened the door, the world seemed to stop. On their humble Queens street, a black limousine—immense and shining like a gash of obsidian—pulled up in front of their garden.

Diana stepped out of the vehicle with a lethal deliberation. She was dressed in dark silk, radiating a sensuality that asked for no permission, clashing with everything around her. Arthur stood speechless, struck by the image of this woman who seemed to have brought the entire power of Manhattan to his doorstep.

Sitting at the round table, the suspense was thick enough to cut. Diana dominated the space effortlessly; her presence filled every corner of the small dining room. They spoke of Arthur's work, the lawyer's complex cases, and Alice's brilliant performance at the firm.

Alice could barely hold her silverware. Her eyes darted from Diana’s confidence to her husband’s burgeoning confusion. She knew something was about to break.

In a moment, as Arthur was explaining a detail of his routine, time seemed to freeze. Diana, without breaking eye contact with Arthur, reached across the table and, with a deliberate slowness, began to caress Alice’s chest.

Arthur went petrified. The sentence he was speaking died into an unintelligible whisper. His eyes locked onto Diana’s hand, which moved with absolute ownership over his wife’s body. Alice closed her eyes, surrendering to the touch, as a deathly silence took over the room.

Diana did not withdraw her hand. She turned her head toward Alice and gave her a passionate kiss—a kiss of ownership that left no room for doubt. Then, she lowered her gaze to Arthur and, with the same calm, slid her hand under the table to squeeze his leg. She leaned toward him, planting a brief kiss on his lips, charged with an authority that left him breathless.

Diana stood up, her figure silhouetted against the dim light of the dining room. Without a single word, she took Alice’s hand. Their gazes fused into a pact that no longer needed explanation. Together, they began to climb the stairs toward the master bedroom in absolute silence, leaving behind the echo of their footsteps on the wood.

Arthur remained alone at the table, surrounded by the remnants of a dinner that no longer mattered. His gaze oscillated between the front door—freedom, oblivion, escape—and the foot of the stairs.

A sensation he had never felt before—a shiver that started at the base of his spine and raced through his body like an electric current—forced him to stand. The fear was there, but it was devoured by a dark curiosity and a need for belonging that he had never dared to confess.

He walked toward the stairs. He climbed each step, feeling that with every pace, he was leaving behind the man he used to be. Reaching the threshold of his own bedroom, he saw the door open—an invitation to the abyss.

He entered. And, without looking away from the shadows where two women awaited him, he closed the door.


Book 2

I Want Your Mind


Chapter 1

Arthur didn’t move as he watched those women head toward the bedroom.

He thought of Alice. The woman he loved.

Who was his wife? When had all of this begun? At the law firm? Before that?

He thought of Diana. Of the kiss she had planted on his lips just minutes ago. As if it were a decision made long in advance.

The front door was a few feet away. The keys were hanging on the hook. He thought about leaving, about abandoning them in that room.

But…

…he climbed the stairs slowly, one hand on the wall, without making a sound. Upon reaching the top, he pushed the ajar door, entered, and closed it behind him.

***

The room was nearly dark. Only the lamp on Alice’s nightstand, dimmed to the lowest setting, cast a yellow glow over the bed. The two women were standing there, waiting for him.

Arthur stood in the threshold, not knowing where to put his hands.

Alice approached him first. Without a word, she loosened his tie with slow, deliberate movements, took it off, and let it fall to the floor. In that moment, Diana stepped toward him, cupped his face in her hands, and kissed him deeply, with no sense of urgency.

When she pulled away, she turned her head toward Alice. She tilted Alice’s chin up with two fingers, looked at her for a second, and kissed her.

Seeing the tension in her husband’s body, Alice leaned in and brushed her lips against his ear.

“Love… enjoy this. Let yourself go.”

Diana began to unbutton his shirt very calmly. Alice took care of the rest. Arthur let them strip him of every garment, offering no resistance. It wasn’t the sexual routine he was accustomed to. This was deeper, darker, and his body could find no way to say no.

When the last item fell, his arousal was clear.

Diana touched him and pressed down firmly. Arthur groaned, a pain that wasn’t entirely pain.

“Take him to the armchair,” Diana said.

Alice crouched down, picked up the tie from the floor, and bound him so he wouldn’t move. She went over to the armchair, caressed him slowly, and gave him a brief kiss on the mouth. Then she turned and walked toward Diana.

They undressed each other without haste, each removing a piece of clothing from the other with a familiarity that excluded the rest of the world—and, above all, Arthur.

He watched them from the chair, wrists tied, body immobile. The scene before him was the fantasy any man would have confessed to in a moment of honesty. But he was tied up. He could only watch.

Diana lay back on the bed and looked at Alice. She didn’t need to say a word. Alice obeyed.

They began to kiss and touch one another. Arthur couldn’t tear his eyes away. And somewhere behind the arousal, a thought settled with brutal clarity.

My wife is having sex with a woman. In my own bed.

Diana pushed her gently with an open hand on her shoulder, guiding her downward without speaking. She parted her thighs calmly and ran her fingers through Alice’s hair.

Alice obeyed. She descended slowly, resting her lips on Diana’s belly, feeling the muscles tense beneath her mouth. She stopped at the inner right thigh, kissing with calm, unhurried intent, letting the anticipation do its work. Diana didn’t move, but her breathing shifted, becoming slower and deeper all at once.

She knew that body.

She knew there were places that only needed a brush of the lips and places that demanded more. She built the scene with that knowledge, without improvisation, with the precision of someone who had learned to read every signal.

The hand in her hair directed her. Alice followed the lead and descended to the center, where the heat was densest, most intimate. She reached her with parted lips. She found her wet, soft, and received her without rush. Her tongue traced the outer folds first, learning the shape, the taste, the temperature. Then she went deeper, more direct, until the tip found the exact spot and Diana exhaled through her nose, barely a sound.

Arthur couldn’t move.

He watched from the chair, forearms tense against the tie, breath held. He saw his wife’s back, Diana’s hand in her hair, her expression with eyes half-closed and head tilted slightly back. The rhythm rose. He saw it in the tension of Diana’s thighs, in how her fingers tightened more and more. He said nothing. He couldn’t.

The hand in her hair wasn’t pushing: it was guiding. It marked the rhythm, accelerated it, stopped it. When Alice pressed with more firmness, Diana’s fingers closed for an instant on the nape of her neck, wordlessly approving. Alice followed every indication with a surrender that wasn’t passivity, but absolute concentration.

The rhythm changed.

Diana tightened her fingers. Alice responded. Beneath her mouth, she felt the body begin to yield: a shudder rising from the thighs, an accumulated tension searching for release. Then came a sudden heat, a new moisture, and Diana arched her back slightly, released her breath through her mouth in a sound that was almost nothing, and the hand on Alice’s hair loosened slowly.

The silence that remained was thick and warm.

Alice raised her head and caught Diana’s gaze. Then, they both looked at Arthur.

Diana sat up and took Alice’s face in both hands. The kiss was long, unhurried, with an intensity that summarized everything.

When they parted, she looked at her and said:

“Go to your husband.”

Alice approached the armchair. She kissed him deeply, with a familiarity that now carried a different weight. She touched him. Arthur closed his eyes. Alice climbed on top of him slowly, finding her place.

Diana rose from the bed and approached. She placed an open hand on his chest, feeling the rapid heartbeat beneath her palm. Arthur tried to breathe normally and couldn’t.

“Obey,” Diana whispered, without taking her eyes off his. “Follow your wife.”

Alice set the pace. Arthur followed her without thinking, because thinking was impossible. Never in his life had he been in such a situation. It was the darkest, most forbidden, most taboo scene he had ever crossed, and his body responded with an honesty his mind had already stopped questioning.

Diana watched him intently while Alice moved above him. That look wasn’t desire; it was something else. It was the gaze of someone watching a puzzle piece finally click into place.

The orgasm reached them together, without warning.

Alice buried her forehead in her husband’s neck, her whole body trembling. Arthur let out a sound he couldn’t identify—somewhere between relief and collapse—his arms still tied and his eyes closed.

Diana pulled her hand from his chest and walked to where her clothes were. She dressed slowly, under the gaze of both of them. Every movement was natural, without exhibitionism, as if buttoning her jacket were the most mundane gesture in the world.

She approached Arthur and stroked his head with one hand. Then she turned to Alice and kissed her deeply, with a possessiveness that didn’t need an audience, yet didn’t ignore one either.

“I’ll see you tomorrow at the office,” she said, looking at Alice. “Don’t worry about me; I know the way out.”

She walked toward the door without hurrying.

Her footsteps went down the stairs, and the house fell into silence.

Alice began to untie her husband. Her fingers were working on the knot of the tie when, from the street, the muffled sound of the limousine engine starting reached them.


Chapter 2

Arthur said nothing. He stood up from the armchair in silence, went to the closet, pulled out a blanket, and took his pillow.

“I’m sleeping alone tonight.”

Alice looked at him from the bed without responding.

There was nothing to say.

She listened to his footsteps fading down the hall. Then the silence of the house settled over her. She lay there with her eyes open in the darkness, thinking about what was to come. Tomorrow. This week. Her marriage.

She found no answers, only questions that spun without stopping until sleep overcame her.

***

She was woken by the sound of the door closing.

She sat up abruptly, grabbed her robe from the chair, and went out into the hall with the hope of finding him. But the house was empty.

She went down the stairs and stopped in the doorway of the kitchen.

Everything was tidy. The dishes from the previous night, washed and put away. The table clean, without a trace of dinner, without a trace of the glasses, without a trace of anything. As if the night before had not existed.

She stood in the center of the kitchen with her robe half-open, looking at that perfect order. She could not know what state Arthur had been in when he left for work. She only knew he had erased everything before leaving.

***

The workday was routine.

Arthur gave just enough answers to his colleagues, signed what he had to sign, and nodded at the right moments. No one seemed to notice he was not there.

He spent the day sitting in front of numbers he did not see.

He only thought about the night before. He loved his wife, of that he had no doubt. But the woman he had been with in that room was not the same person he had married. Or perhaps she was, and he simply had never seen it.

“Why did I go into that room?” he thought.

He could not find an answer that made sense to him. In the moment, something had pushed him upstairs, toward that door, and he had obeyed without understanding what he was obeying. Now, sitting under the cold light of the office, that impulse felt alien, as if it belonged to someone else.

In the cold light of day, the image of Alice returned in a different way. Was his wife a lesbian? Had she always been? He thought of her between Diana’s legs and something inside him shut down. In the room, that image had paralyzed him in a way he did not know how to read at the time. Now he read it clearly, and what he found was not arousal but an enormous distance, as if that scene had occurred between two people he did not know.

Had she betrayed him? How long had she been living this parallel life? And, above all: why had she brought her into his home? What was she aiming for with that?

That last question was the one that weighed most heavily on him for the rest of the day.

He left the office without direction. He did not take the subway; he just walked.

The streets of Manhattan absorbed him. People passed him by in a hurry, with clear destinations, and he walked among them as if he were invisible. He was not thinking of any specific place. He just needed his feet to move while his head tried to organize something that had no order.

He did not want to go home.

***

Diana looked up from her documents when Alice passed her office.

“Alice, come in, please.”

She obeyed and closed the door behind her.

Diana observed her for a moment before speaking.

“What is wrong? How is Arthur?”

She took a second to respond.

“I do not know how he is. I have not spoken to him since last night. He left this morning without saying a word.”

Diana nodded slowly, without surprise. She crossed her hands on the desk and looked at her with that calm that was not indifference but something else—something more calculated.

“What do you think?”

“I do not know,” Alice replied. “When I get back home, I will see how he is.”

Diana nodded. She added nothing more. She took a folder from the desk and held it out to her.

“Let me know if there is any news. Take these files to Smith.”

***

Upon returning home, Alice found silence. Everything was exactly as she had left it in the morning. Arthur had not arrived.

He was always there when she returned.

She went to the kitchen, opened the fridge, and took out some vegetables and a piece of meat. She began to peel an onion with her mind elsewhere when she heard the key in the lock.

“Hi, my love,” Alice said, without turning around completely.

“Hi,” he replied.

A brief pause.

“I am going to take a shower.”

“I will let you know when dinner is ready.”

“Fine.”

His footsteps went up the stairs.

***

They ate dinner without speaking. Alice looked at him every now and then over her glass, her plate almost untouched in front of her. Arthur kept his eyes on his food, his fork moving slowly, without looking up. As if looking at her required something he did not yet possess.

The silence between the two was not the usual comfortable silence. It was something else. It occupied the space at the table like a third guest.

When he finished dinner, Arthur stood up.

Alice reached out and touched his arm.

“Do not go. Let’s talk.”

He stopped. He nodded slowly and sat back down.

There was a brief silence before he spoke.

“Tell me everything. Why did you cheat on me? Are you a lesbian? Who is Diana? Why did you bring her here?”

Alice took a breath.

“Was it during Brenda’s party?”

“Yes.”

“Does she know?”

“Yes. But she does not like it.”

“Why does she not like it?”

“Let me tell you everything.”

Arthur looked at her and waited.

“During college, I had relationships with women. I am bisexual. I thought it was just a phase of my youth, that I had left it behind. It stayed dormant for years. Diana awakened all of that. But I love you, Arthur. What I wanted, what I intended with all of this, was to show you the world she taught me.”

Arthur’s face was that of someone hearing something they could not quite process.

“What world?”

“Diana is a high-profile dominatrix. She taught me what it is like to feel like a woman with power, with presence. But she also has a power over me that I cannot deny. She is my superior in that dynamic, and I accept it. It is a world that captivated me, that took me out of the routine I was living in. It gave me life. And I want you by my side in it.”

Arthur took a moment to speak.

“And what role would I have in that life?”

The question was not curiosity. It was a denial that sought confirmation.

Alice looked at him. There was a moment of genuine hesitation on her face, something between the love she felt and the impossibility of answering him with honesty.

“I do not know what role you would have. But I want you by my side.”

“By Diana’s side, too?”

She paused.

“Diana would never want you by her side. She sees herself as being above men. You would only have to try it, and you would see.”

The silence that followed was long and heavy.

“This life is not for me,” Arthur said finally. His voice was calm, without accusations. “Excuse me. I cannot go on with this. I am leaving, Alice.”

She looked at him for a moment.

“No. I am leaving.”

She picked up the phone and dialed. Arthur listened to a brief conversation, just a few words. Then Alice stood up, went to the closet, and began to fold a few items of clothing into a bag with calm, almost methodical movements.

An hour later, the doorbell rang.

Arthur opened the door. A uniformed man was waiting at the entrance. Diana’s chauffeur.

Alice took the bag, approached her husband, and looked at him.

“Bye, Arthur. Wait for my call.”

He did not respond. He stayed in the doorway, watching as she walked toward the black limousine, climbed in without looking back, and the door closed.

The car pulled away down the quiet street in Queens until it disappeared.


Chapter 3

The attic smelled of freshly brewed coffee.

Diana opened the door with a cup in her hand, as if she had been waiting for her without haste.

“Come in, dear.”

Alice entered with her bag over her shoulder. Diana went to the kitchen, poured another cup, and the two settled onto the sofa. The city appeared behind the floor-to-ceiling windows, indifferent and vast.

Alice told her everything. The dinner, the silence, the conversation, the bag.

“Arthur was going to leave anyway,” she said when she finished. “I wouldn’t have been able to stand being alone in that house.”

Diana took a sip of coffee.

“You did well to come.”

They spent a good while on the sofa. Alice spoke and Diana listened, without interrupting, without offering solutions. At some point, the words dried up and Alice cried in silence, with her cold cup between her hands.

Diana waited.

When the weeping began to subside, Diana spoke.

“Why did you come to my house?”

Alice took a moment to respond.

“Where else could I go?”

Diana placed a hand on her head and stroked it slowly.

A long silence.

“If you are here,” Diana said with absolute calm, “you are mine. I am your owner. Get on your knees.”

Alice set the cup on the table and obeyed. She slid off the sofa without hesitation, with a slowness that was not resignation, but surrender.

Diana looked down at her.

“I am your owner,” she repeated. “You will never cry for a man again.”

Alice kept her eyes on the floor and said nothing.

Diana walked slowly around the kneeling Alice, unhurried.

“Back straight. Always straight. You are not a woman who bends; you are a woman who chooses to kneel. There is an enormous difference.”

She stopped in front of her.

“Look at me.”

Alice raised her eyes.

“Like that. Eyes always on me when I speak to you. That is not submission; it is respect. And respect is maintained, it is not given away.”

She took her chin with two fingers.

“You are mine because you chose it, not because I imposed it on you. And that gives you a responsibility. My time, my energy, my attention… everything has a price. The price is your total surrender. Not when you want, not when it suits you. Always.”

She let go of her chin and took a step back.

“Arthur could not see you. I could. From the first moment, I knew what you were. And now you are here, where you should have always been.”

A pause.

“Do you understand what that means?”

“Yes,” Alice whispered.

Diana nodded slowly.

“I will teach you how to move among men with an authority you never imagined. You will learn to read them, to anticipate them, to keep them where you need them without them knowing. That is real power.”

She walked behind her.

“But with me, you are something else. With me, you are this.” She placed a hand on her shoulder, pressing down gently. “Do not pretend you don’t need it. You arrived at my door with a bag and swollen eyes. Without me, you don’t know where to go or who you are.”

She leaned toward her ear.

“That is not a weakness. It is your truth. And your truth belongs to me.”

She stood upright.

“You will be mine forever. Not because you have no choice, but because when you have one, you will choose me anyway. I have never shared this with anyone. What I am going to build with you has no precedent for me. A 24/7 dynamic was not in my plans; it was not something I was looking for. But here we are.”

She stepped away.

“I don’t know what rules to set for you yet. We will build them together. What I do know is this: you will always be close. You will learn to anticipate what I need before I even ask. At the firm, in the dungeon, and here, in my home. Without exceptions.”

A pause.

“You will be mine in all three spaces, or you will be mine in none.”

She took her face in one hand and kissed her slowly. Without urgency. A kiss that asked for nothing, only confirmed.

“Let’s go to sleep.”

They entered the room together. Diana turned off the light, as if Alice had slept there her entire life.

***

The next morning, Diana entered the room with two cups of coffee.

Alice opened her eyes slowly, disoriented for a second. Then she remembered where she was.

“You should have woken me up,” she murmured, sitting up.

Diana left a cup on the nightstand and sat on the edge of the bed.

“I wanted you to sleep. We aren’t going to the office today.”

Alice looked at her.

“I am going to make a call now and cancel the day’s appointments.”

Diana took a sip of coffee.

“Today your new life begins. We are going shopping.”

Alice looked at her with a brief smile.

“But…”

“My personal assistant must look impeccable. Empowered.” Diana observed her for a moment. “I have plans that I want to tell you about. And tomorrow night, we have a visitor in the dungeon.”

“Who is it?”

“I won’t tell you that. Only that it is very important.”

Alice nodded without insisting.

***

They spent the morning going through the best shops on the Upper East Side. Dresses, shoes, accessories. Diana chose with criteria and decisiveness, without hesitation. Alice tried things on, and Diana approved or discarded with a look. There was no rush.

They were like two friends. More than friends. More than lovers. Something that still had no name, but that felt natural on the sidewalks of Manhattan, with bags in their hands and the morning sun above.

At times, Alice stopped thinking about Arthur.

Only at times.

They entered a small Italian restaurant mid-morning, with the bags leaning against the chairs and their feet grateful for the rest. The place was quiet, with white tablecloths and natural light.

Diana ordered without consulting the menu.

“After lunch, we have an appointment at the beauty salon. I need you to be beautiful.”

Alice took her glass of water.

“For tomorrow’s visit?”

“For tomorrow and for what is coming.” Diana looked at her. “I was about to tell you something. Is your passport in order?”

Alice furrowed her brow slightly.

“Yes. Why?”

“We are traveling to Luxembourg. They have to confirm the date.”

“To Luxembourg?”

“On a private flight. They are sending us the plane.”

Alice set the glass on the table.

“Who?”

“A client. One of the most important ones I have. A very rich European man. I met him here, in the city, a few years ago. He has fantasies you will soon see.” Diana took a sip of wine calmly. “He is sending the plane for us to go to him. Not the other way around.”

“And the clothes from this morning?”

Diana smiled faintly.

“That is why I chose every piece. You represent my work, Alice. When you are by my side in front of that man, everything you see on yourself will say something about me.”

Alice processed this in silence for a moment.

***

After lunch, they went to the beauty salon. Two hours. No rush.

When they came out, Diana looked at Alice for a moment.

“Now we are going to a special place.”

They walked through the center of Manhattan until they got lost in a discreet shopping gallery, one of those that has no sign at the entrance and that most people walk past without noticing. At the back, behind a sober door of dark wood, without a sign, was another world.

The shop was silent and impeccably ordered. No garish colors, no aggressive lighting. Low, warm light, tempered glass display cases. Each exhibited piece had its own space, like in a jewelry store.

Because that is what it was, in a way. A jewelry store.

Genuine leather straps with silver hardware. Hand-braided Japanese silk harnesses. Velvet-lined handcuffs. Whips with ebony handles. Each object had a precision, a weight, an intention. They were not costumes. They were instruments.

Alice walked slowly between the display cases, touching nothing, with a mixture of fascination and vertigo that she could not entirely hide. She only knew Diana’s dungeon.

Diana watched her.

It was then that a woman approached from the back of the shop.

“Diana, how long has it been?” They kissed each other on both cheeks with the familiarity of old acquaintances.

“Hello, Victoria. Too long.”

Victoria was elegant, about forty-five years old, with brown hair pulled back and a presence that fit perfectly with the place. She looked at Alice with discreet curiosity.

“Won’t you introduce us?”

Diana turned slightly toward Alice.

“My personal assistant. And something more.”

Victoria nodded with a smile that said she understood exactly what that ”something more” meant.

“I have new things that arrived this week,” Victoria said. “Come.”

She led them toward the back room and pulled back a discreet curtain.

“You have more privacy here.”

Diana looked at Alice.

“Take off your clothes.”

Alice obeyed without hesitation. She folded each garment and left it on the chair in the corner.

Victoria had the corset ready: black, genuine leather, steel eyelets, and laces in the back. Alice put it on while Victoria adjusted the laces from behind with patience and firmness. The leather tightened slowly, distributing the pressure along the waist, the sides, the ribs. A continuous, firm pressure, impossible to ignore.

Then the pants: fine, tailored leather, which required a moment to adjust to her body. The boots completed the outfit: mid-calf, firm heel, silver side buckles.

Alice stood up and looked in the mirror.

Diana approached from behind. She ran her hands down her sides, following the line of the corset down to the hip.

“How does it feel?”

“The leather gives no room,” Alice said.

“Exactly.”

Victoria appeared with a short black leather skirt, side zipper, straight cut.

“Try this on too.”

Alice took off the pants and put on the skirt. It ended mid-thigh. Diana looked at her in the mirror and nodded.

“Keep both items.” She then turned toward Victoria. “I need to see leather panties.”

Victoria went to a side display case and took out several options. She spread them out on the small table in the room. Different cuts, different hardware. Alice examined them one by one, touching the material.

Diana chose two without hesitation.

“These.”

Alice already had the corset on, the leather skirt, and the boots when Victoria paused for a moment, studying the outfit with a professional eye.

“That image is missing something.”

She went to the display case and returned with a short whip with a braided handle. She handed it to Alice without further explanation.

Alice took it. She held it for a moment in her right hand, feeling the weight.

She looked at herself in the mirror.

The corset cinching her waist, the leather skirt mid-thigh, the boots with silver buckles, and the whip in her hand. Everything fit together with a coherence she hadn’t sought, but which was there.

Diana approached slowly and stayed behind her, looking at her in the mirror as well.

“What do you feel?”

Alice took a second.

“Power.”

Diana nodded once.

***

When they were about to leave, Victoria called to Diana from the back of the shop.

“Wait. I have something special for you.”

She disappeared for a moment and returned with a small dark wood box.

She opened it in front of Diana without saying a word.

Diana looked at it. She took the object in her hands, studied it for a moment.

“I’m taking it.”

She closed the box and offered no further explanation.


Chapter 4

The light filtered through the windows in long, quiet bands.

The sheets were tangled, half falling off the bed. Their clothes lay on the floor, discarded without order. On the nightstand sat two glasses of water that neither of them had touched.

Diana opened her eyes first.

She watched Alice for a moment without moving. Her hair was spread across the pillow, her breathing steady—the sleep of someone who doesn’t yet know where they are.

“Good morning, my dear.”

She kissed her softly. Alice returned the greeting with her eyes still half closed, but when she opened them fully, Diana noticed it immediately. There was a weight in that look.

“Are you alright?”

Alice took a moment to respond. She looked at the ceiling, then at Diana.

“With you, I’m fine. But I can’t stop thinking about how Arthur is.”

Diana nodded slowly.

“I understand.”

She added nothing more. There was no need. The silence lasted a moment before Diana sat up.

“Yesterday I made you breakfast; I wanted to take care of you. But starting today...”

Alice pushed the sheets aside.

“Yes, Diana. Of course.”

***

They stepped out of the limousine together.

Alice wore a black, straight-cut dress, fitted to the knee, with thin high heels that clicked rhythmically against the marble floor of the lobby. It was simple but precise—the kind of clothing that doesn’t ask for attention, yet receives it anyway.

Their colleagues at the firm watched them enter. Some greeted Diana with a brief nod; others looked away with that specific brand of discretion that is less about indifference and more about caution. Alice walked at her side with a natural ease she hadn’t possessed two months earlier.

No one asked who she was. They already knew.

She was Diana Sterling’s personal assistant. Not a secretary, not a receptionist. Her assistant. The distinction was minor on paper but enormous in practice. When Alice handed over a document or gave an instruction, it carried Diana’s weight. The associates knew it. The clients did, too.

Alice felt it in every interaction. In the way people stepped aside for her, in how they waited for her confirmation before entering the office. It was borrowed power, yes, but she carried it with a confidence that was beginning to feel like her own.

She stayed attentive to Diana’s every need, anticipating them before they were even spoken.

The intercom buzzed. It was the secretary.

“Diana, your ten o’clock meeting is ready. The CEO of L’Aura and her assistant are in the conference room.”

“Let’s go, Alice.”

They walked down the hallway. Diana pushed the door open and entered. Alice followed, stopping at the threshold.

Brenda was standing by the table, not yet seated. The two women saw each other at the same time. There was a dense, heavy second of silence. Brenda stared at her with the gaze of someone who knows a person from the inside and suddenly no longer recognizes the surface. The fitted black dress, the posture, the hair pulled back.

Brenda stepped closer and kissed her on the cheek. She pulled back slightly and spoke in a low voice.

“You’ve changed so much. You’re very... different.”

There was no praise in the sentence. Nor was there judgment.

“Thank you, Brenda,” Alice replied.

They took their seats. Catherine Marsh sat on the opposite side of the table, with Brenda to her right. Diana took the head of the table with the ease of someone who cannot conceive of any other position. Alice stood behind her, slightly to the right, documents in hand, her back perfectly straight.

Catherine greeted them efficiently, and the meeting began. Diana led each point with precision. Whenever she needed a document, Alice handed it to her before she even had to ask, leaning slightly over the table. Catherine signed. Brenda nodded.

Twenty minutes later, everything was settled. Catherine gathered her papers and stood up. Diana walked her to the door with a few polite words.

Before crossing the threshold, Brenda looked for Alice’s eyes once more.

“Can I speak with you for five minutes?”

“Of course, Brenda.”

She turned to Catherine with a brief smile.

“Catherine, could you wait for me? I’d like to take advantage of this moment.”

“No problem. I’ll wait in the lobby.”

When Catherine left, Brenda waited until her footsteps faded down the hallway before speaking.

“I spoke with Arthur. He came to see me.” She paused briefly. “He blamed me for what happened. He’s not well, Alice. Not at all.”

Alice did not respond immediately.

“You look different,” Brenda continued. “Changed. And I assume you’re doing well, because it shows. But I warned you. I knew Diana would destroy your marriage, and I told you.”

“I feel bad for Arthur,” Alice said. “I wanted this for him, too.”

“Arthur is a simple man. He never would have been ready for that world.”

“That’s exactly why I wanted to bring him into it. But he couldn’t handle it. And I had to leave before he did.”

Brenda looked at her for a moment.

“I warned you, Alice.”

“I know.” A pause. “But Diana awakened who I really am. I can’t ignore that.”

Brenda nodded slowly, without conviction but without judgment. She took her bag from the back of the chair, stepped closer, and kissed her on the cheek.

“I just wanted you to know how he is.”

She turned and walked toward the door. Alice watched her walk down the hallway until she turned the corner and disappeared.

***

The rest of the day was routine. Calls, documents, minor meetings. Alice handled everything with her usual precision, but something in her energy was different, and Diana registered it without saying a word until the very end.

As the office began to empty, Diana appeared at the doorway of Alice’s office.

“I knew Brenda’s presence would affect you.”

“It didn’t affect me the way you think, but...”

Diana slowly raised a hand, cutting her off.

“At seven tonight, we have a session at my place. One of those that puts everything back where it belongs.” She looked at her for a second. “That’s what you need right now.”

Alice nodded.

“Yes, Diana.”


Chapter 5

It was a few minutes before seven. The attic had a different atmosphere at that hour. The daylight had vanished, and Diana had left only the low lamps on, staining the space with a warm, dense yellow.

Diana was already ready. She wore a high-cut black leather corset that cinched her torso, leaving her shoulders bare. Below, fine leather trousers and thigh-high boots with thick, firm heels. No excess. Everything in its place.

She had pulled her hair back severely, leaving her neck long and clear.

Alice was standing in front of the bedroom mirror when Diana approached from behind with lipstick in her hand. She finished her makeup with short, precise movements—the dark eyes, the defined mouth. Then, she adjusted the burgundy corset they had bought at Victoria’s shop, pulling the laces firmly until Alice felt the pressure distribute across her waist.

Black leather panties, fishnet stockings, and the new boots completed the ensemble. Alice looked at herself in the mirror when Diana finished.

At that moment, the phone rang.

“Mrs. Sterling, your special visitor is in the lobby,” the doorman said.

“Send him up.”

Diana turned to Alice.

“Ready?”

Three minutes later, the attic doorbell rang.

Alice opened the door.

On the threshold stood a thin man, gray-haired and over fifty. He was on his knees. He wore a leather mask that covered half his face, and he kept his eyes lowered.

Diana appeared behind Alice.

“Come in, worm. Go to the dungeon and undress.”

He obeyed without saying a word.

***

The man was on his knees in the center of the dungeon. Totally naked, wearing only the leather mask and the chastity cage.

Diana entered and watched him. Alice positioned herself to one side, silent, observing. She began to circle him slowly, with her hands behind her back, studying him.

“So powerful you think you are.” Her voice was low and calm, which made it all the more intense. “And here you are, on your knees, servile. Your member trapped, and I have the key.”

The man did not look up.

Diana went to the side cabinet and took the whip. She spun it once in her hand.

“Do you think you are a man?”

“No, Mistress,” he replied in a whisper.

The lash was dry and precise.

“I was told you treat your employees poorly.”

“No, Mistress. I would never.”

Another lash. Without variation in tone, without haste.

Diana stopped in front of him and looked down at him.

“Stand up.”

She turned to Alice.

“Take him to the rack and tie him up.”

Diana handed the whip to Alice.

“This worm is yours. Do what you want.”

Alice took the whip without hesitation. What followed was a session that the man had sought and paid for. Wax, controlled pain, precise humiliation. Alice learned by watching Diana and executed with a confidence that surprised even her own Mistress.

When Diana deemed it enough, she approached the man, took his head in one hand, and spoke to his ear with absolute calm.

“Next session, you will come dressed differently, perhaps more feminine. I will send you the details soon; we will correct your chauvinism, your masculinity. And I want you to promote a woman to your board of directors. An important position. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Mistress,” he replied with a broken voice.

Diana stood upright and looked at him for a moment.

“You may go.”

That man needed Diana. Like everyone who passed through that dungeon. They knew what they found there, and they returned because they could not do otherwise. Submission before her was not a weakness they hid—it was the only honest thing they possessed. And disobeying her was not an option any of them allowed themselves to consider.

He gathered his clothes in silence, with his head bowed. He dressed slowly, with the movements of someone carrying something that has no name. Before leaving, he left a check on the side table.

“Your offering, Mistress.”

Neither woman looked at him.

His footsteps were heard crossing the attic and then the soft sound of the door closing.

The silence that remained was different than before. Cleaner. The two women stayed in the dungeon for a moment without speaking, letting that silence settle.

It was Alice who spoke first.

“Do you want me to prepare dinner?”

“No.” Diana looked at her calmly. “Take everything off. Kneel. We will talk.”

Surprised, Alice looked at her and, faced with Diana’s seriousness, obeyed. She took off each garment slowly and knelt in the center of the room, with her back straight and her eyes upward.

Diana walked around her as if she were verifying something she already knew. She stood in front of her, kneeling.

“Whose are you?”

“Yours, Mistress.”

Diana looked at her for a long moment.

“It doesn’t seem so.” She walked slowly around her. “You were never on your knees in this room. Your submission was always psychological, never physical.”

Alice did not respond.

Diana stopped in front of her.

“I saw you suffer over your husband. Bitter. And today, with Brenda, something changed in you again.”

Silence.

“I want an empowered woman with men.” Her voice lowered slightly. “But one who is mine. Only mine. In body and in mind.”

She leaned in.

“Stand up.”

Alice obeyed.

Diana began to circle her slowly, brushing her just barely with her fingertips. She ran her hands over her shoulders, down her arms, followed the line of her hips, caressed her breasts softly. There was no rush in her movements; there was appropriation. Every touch was a silent affirmation of something Diana already considered hers.

Alice trembled slightly. It was not exactly fear. She knew Diana, she knew the dungeon, she had learned to punish men with precision. But that was from the other side. She had never been here, exposed, without the role that protected her.

And she knew she could not resist. Not because Diana prevented her, but because her will no longer fully belonged to her.

She took her by the hand with delicacy and respect—a treatment very different from that applied to the masked man. She led her to a corner where two chains hung from the wall at arm’s height. She tied her wrists with care, verifying they were not too tight. Then she crouched and tied her ankles to rings fixed in the floor.

Alice remained immobile, exposed, her breathing quickened.

Diana went to the display case, chose some small clamps, and returned. She placed them on her nipples, observing Alice’s face as she did so.

Alice felt the first sign of pain.

She closed her eyes for a second.

Diana smiled faintly.

“That’s my girl.”

She stepped back a pace and looked at her.

“You are mine. I will do whatever I want with you.”

Alice remained silent.

“Tell me you are mine.”

“I am yours,” Alice whispered.

“Then shall I continue?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Diana took the whip. She did not raise it immediately. She passed it slowly over Alice’s body, brushing her skin, moving down to her buttocks. Alice followed the movement with her eyes, feeling the shiver before the strike.

When it came, it was precise.

“This is being mine.”

Another strike on her buttocks.

“I am not interested in your relationship with Arthur. As far as I am concerned, you can have a relationship if he wants. As long as you know who you belong to.”

Another strike.

“Yes, Mistress,” Alice replied with a broken voice.

Diana leaned toward her ear.

“When I see the opportunity, I will place my mark on you. You will carry it tattooed on your body. But now, I want that mark in your mind.”

She untied Alice with care, first the wrists, then the ankles. She took her hand and led her to the dungeon bed.

“Stay here a moment. I’ll be right back.”

She gave her a kiss on the mouth before pulling away.

She went to the display case and opened the box Victoria had given her. She turned her back while she prepared it. It was a small, vibrating egg made of medical-grade silicone, designed to be worn for hours without discomfort. She lubricated it carefully before turning around. She walked toward her.

She caressed her thighs slowly, moving up calmly. Diana’s hand descended to her most erogenous zone, caressed her for a moment, and then Alice felt something enter gently, deep inside.

She remained motionless, her eyes wide open.

Diana stood upright. She stroked her hair with a tenderness that contrasted with everything before.

“You are beautiful. And you are mine.” She took the phone from her pocket and held it in front of her. “Now I have your control here.”

Alice watched her without saying a word.

“Go take a bath. I will prepare dinner.”

***

Under the shower, only the water fell upon her.

She had her head resting against the cold tile, her hair plastered to her face. She did not brush it away.

I am hers.

She thought it without resistance, without surprise. Like someone recognizing something that had always been there.

My will belongs to Diana.

She never imagined that a routine session with a client would end like this. She thought it was just another night in the dungeon, learning, observing. But Diana went beyond all of that. She always went beyond.

And then she understood it with a clarity that the hot water could not dissolve.

Diana had never given her advice about her marriage. She never told her to stay, she never told her to leave. She did not care about Arthur in that sense. What she wanted was something else. She had always wanted the same thing from the beginning.

Let my mind be hers.

The water kept falling.

I belong to her.

She thought it once. Then again.

I belong to her.


Chapter 6

That morning, Alice brought breakfast to Diana’s bed without anyone asking her to. She left it on the nightstand and waited in silence. Diana ate without saying much. Both women knew what had happened the previous night, and neither needed to name it.

The ride in the limousine was just as silent.

Alice sat to her left, her gaze lost in the cityscape passing by the window. She wasn’t looking at anything in particular. She was somewhere else.

Diana observed her for a moment. Then she took out her phone and opened the application. The interface appeared on the screen, simple and discreet. The device was active, waiting for an instruction.

She looked at Alice.

She still had her eyes on the window, absent, locked in her own world. It wasn’t the moment. Alice was still processing, silently digesting everything that had occurred. Interrupting her now would be to waste the effect.

Diana closed the application and opened the news.

The car continued moving through Manhattan in silence.

***

The hours passed between calls and documents. The firm’s routine followed its usual rhythm.

Diana looked up from her desk.

“Can you take these documents and deliver them to Adams?”

“Yes, Diana.”

Alice took the folder and left. Diana waited until she saw her cross the threshold. Then she stood up, walked to the door of her office, and leaned against the frame with her phone in her hand.

She watched her move down the hall.

She opened the application and sent a short signal.

Alice stopped for a second.

Just one second. Then she continued walking.

Diana waited. She let her cover a few more meters and sent another signal, this time stronger.

This time, Alice stopped completely. She reached out a hand and pressed it against the wall, her head tilted slightly.

At that moment, a young intern turned the corner of the hall and saw her.

“Are you okay?”

Alice composed herself in a second.

“Yes, I’m fine. A little dizzy, nothing more. Thanks for asking, Brian.”

“Do you want a glass of water?”

“No, thank you. I’m fine now.”

Brian nodded and continued on his way.

Diana pulled back from the doorway and returned to her desk slowly. She left the phone on the table and leaned back in her chair with a smile that was for no one but herself. She didn’t use the phone again after the hallway. She waited.

The mid-afternoon meeting wasn’t important—partners discussing minor issues—but it was the stage Diana had chosen to test her disciple.

Alice was standing behind, as always, with the documents in her hand and her back straight.

The vibration came without warning. Stronger than the previous ones.

Alice didn’t move immediately. She crossed her legs discreetly, shifted her weight from one foot to the other, and adjusted her posture. The partners kept talking without noticing a thing.

Diana had her eyes on the table, her face serious, listening. But behind that appearance, she registered every movement, every small adjustment of position.

The vibration stopped.

Five minutes later, it returned. Stronger.

Alice sought the side sofa discreetly and sat down, crossing her leg with studied naturalness. She kept her expression neutral.

In that moment, their gazes met.

Diana held it for a second. Then she lowered her eyes toward the phone.

The vibration ceased.

Alice’s phone vibrated once. It was a message.

She looked at it.

“You are mine.”

***

Back in the office, Alice closed the door. Diana sat behind her desk, the phone in her hand.

“Come here.”

Alice obeyed. She stopped in front of the desk, still holding the folder.

Diana raised the phone just enough so she could see the screen. The application was open. Simple. Discreet.

“It’s here,” Diana said calmly. “I control you from here.”

Alice felt a brief knot in her stomach.

“Diana...”

“Without touching you, I can move your world.”

She pressed the screen.

The reaction was immediate.

Alice parted her lips slightly and lost her breath for a second. It wasn’t pain. It was something else. An unexpected, deep, impossible-to-anticipate surge. She took a step back and reached for the chair without looking.

“What are you doing to me...?” she asked in a low voice.

“I am controlling you.”

Another press.

This time, Alice closed her eyes. Her body reacted before her mind. She tensed her legs, rested a hand against the desk, and tried to keep standing, but she didn’t know how to do it. She didn’t know how to breathe, how to hold her body in the face of something so new.

Diana watched her without moving.

Alice felt another wave, more intense. She took a step back and blindly reached for the chair. She let herself fall into the seat. Her breathing was heavy, her fingers gripped the edge. Her legs trembled slightly. Her body seemed to move on its own, trying to follow something she still didn’t understand.

And that was the worst part.

She felt another vibration, deeper, more intense. She closed her eyes tightly and let out a stifled sound. She was on the edge. She knew it immediately. Her whole body tensed at the same time, seeking something she didn’t know how to reach.

“Diana... please...”

Diana watched her from the desk, motionless, with the phone in her hand and a calm that made everything more unbearable.

She waited one more second.

And stopped the signal. She didn’t let the ecstasy be complete. The silence returned abruptly.

Alice took a few seconds to catch her breath. She tucked her hair behind her ear, straightened her back, and tried to recompose herself.

Diana left the phone on the desk.

“We continue tonight at home.”


Chapter 7

A little over a month had passed since that session where Alice realized her life had changed forever.

The routine found a new way to organize itself around Diana.

Every morning, Alice woke up earlier. She would go down to the kitchen while the attic was still silent and prepare breakfast exactly as Diana liked it: coffee at the perfect temperature, sliced fruit, juice ready on the tray.

Afterward, she would go up to the bedroom and leave everything on the nightstand.

Diana rarely said much at that hour. Sometimes she barely looked up from her phone; other times, she would ask her something about the schedule or about a dress she was thinking of wearing. Some mornings, she would ask her to sit next to her while she had breakfast, with a hand resting distractedly on her leg or stroking her hair with a silent tenderness she never showed anyone else.

And the truth was, Diana was not cold with her.

She could go entire days without saying a single word about what she felt, but Alice had learned to recognize it in other details. In a new dress left on the bed without explanation. In an unexpected reservation at some elegant restaurant. In a discreet piece of jewelry, a handbag, or a perfume that Diana bought simply because she knew she would like it.

There were nights when they dined alone in the attic, without guests, without meetings. Diana would take off her shoes, leave a glass of wine on the low table, and make her sit next to her facing the Manhattan windows.

They spoke little. Sometimes about work, sometimes about nothing important.

And from time to time, when Alice stood up to clear a glass or turn off a lamp, Diana would stop her by taking her gently by the wrist and giving her a soft, brief kiss, without any intention beyond that instant.

Just a kiss.

As if she wanted to remind her that, even in the middle of everything else, there was something akin to affection between them.

Their relationship, outside of the moments of tension, had a strange naturalness. There was trust, comfortable silences, shared habits. But beneath that normalcy was always the other thing.

Alice knew she remained at Diana’s mercy even in the quietest moments.

She felt it when she organized the dressing room and arranged the shoes by color and height. When she checked that none of her cosmetics, creams, or perfumes were missing. When she had the exact dress ready for a dinner or a meeting before Diana even asked for it.

At the firm, too, she had become an extension of her.

She knew when a client should wait and when they should enter immediately. She knew which documents Diana was going to ask for before she extended her hand. She knew when she needed coffee, when silence, when to cancel a meeting, and when to leave her alone for five minutes.

She felt empowered, both at the firm and in the dungeon. It was a borrowed power, she knew that. And yet, she enjoyed it.

She saw it in the way the associates looked at her, in how clients measured their tone when they spoke with her. She was no longer the insecure woman who lived in a tidy house in Queens, waiting for her husband to return from work to eat dinner together in front of the television.

Sometimes she thought about that, and it seemed like someone else’s life.

The Alice from before had lived a simple existence. Comfortable, perhaps. Quiet. Too quiet.

Now, she lived surrounded by luxury, silence, expensive clothes, chauffeurs, private meetings, and rooms where important men lowered their gaze in front of her.

And, in a way she still couldn’t explain, that fulfilled her.

The private sessions had become the moments she looked forward to most. She liked to see men accustomed to giving orders lower their heads before her. She liked to discover in their eyes that contradiction: they begged her to stop, but at the same time, they asked for more.

Sometimes she was surprised by how much she enjoyed it.

And then, the guilt would appear.

Arthur returned to her head at unexpected moments. While she was choosing a pair of shoes. While she was organizing one of Diana’s blazers. While she looked out the limousine window.

She thought of him alone in their house, in the silence that must have remained after her departure. She thought about the way she had tried to bring him into a world he was never going to understand. And she wondered if a divorce petition would arrive one day. If he hated her. If he was still crying over her.

Did she still love him?

Sometimes she believed she did.

Other times, she felt that what she had lived with him belonged to a previous life, a previous woman, a version of herself that no longer existed.

He was my husband, she thought.

But Diana is my owner.

And every time that idea appeared, she no longer felt fear. Only a strange sense of order.



Alice knocked softly on the office door before entering.

“Did you call me?”

Diana looked up from the screen and smiled slightly.

“Yes. Come. Sit down.”

Alice closed the door and sat across from the desk. Diana had her black blazer on the back of the chair and her white shirt sleeves slightly rolled up. There was a half-finished cup of coffee next to some documents.

“Good news,” Diana said. “They confirmed the trip to Luxembourg. In two weeks. Five days there.”

Alice blinked.

“Five days?”

“They are sending a private plane just for the two of us.”

Alice let out a small, nervous laugh.

“A private plane?”

“Mhm.”

She had never left the country. Much less imagined doing it that way, crossing the ocean with a woman like Diana.

“I’ve never gone anywhere,” she admitted in a low voice. “I didn’t even leave the country.”

Diana looked at her with a softer expression.

“Then it was about time.”

“Are you happy?” Diana asked.

Alice smiled for the first time that day.

“Yes. Very happy. And nervous, too.”

“Nervous?”

“About everything... a little bit.”

Diana placed a hand over hers, calm, firm.

“You are with me. Relax.”

She kept her hand there for a few seconds before letting go.

“Now go to my secretary and check the schedule. I want you to reschedule everything so we are free those days and also a few after we return.”

When Alice reached the door, Diana called her back.

“I’m glad you’re coming with me.”

The sentence was simple. Alice carried it with her long after leaving the office.

***

The limousine moved slowly through Manhattan traffic. Outside, the city lights began to turn on.

“You never tell me much about your clients,” Alice said after a while.

Diana turned her head slightly.

“No.”

“I only know they are all important.”

“Henri is.”

Diana looked out the window before continuing.

“Henri de Villeroy was born into a French family that settled in Luxembourg several generations ago. Old money. A lot of money. Banks, holdings, investments, ports, energy, hotels, pharmaceuticals. Everything integrated into the same family empire. People like that don’t know exactly how much they own anymore. They only know that there will always be more.”

“And he manages all of that?”

“A large part of it. He has a brother in Paris and a sister in Geneva, but Henri was always the smartest of the three.”

Diana paused.

“He is not an ostentatious man. Everything of his seems simple until you discover how much it costs. He owns a castle about forty minutes from the city. Gray stone, dark roofs, high windows. There is a small lake behind it and a private avenue to the entrance. From the outside, it looks ancient, almost severe. Inside, it is completely restored. Marble, a library, original art, an absurd wine cellar, an indoor pool, a gym, a spa.”

“A real castle?”

“Real. It has been in his family for generations.”

“I’ve never been in a castle.”

Diana glanced at her sideways.

“I know.”

Alice smiled faintly.

“He met me years ago, on a visit to New York,” Diana continued. “At first, it was simple. Dinners, hotels, gifts. But it didn’t take me long to bring him into my world. He discovered quickly that, despite being a very powerful man, there is something in him that needs to obey. He ended up in my dungeon sooner than I imagined.”

“And now?”

“Now he is one of my most faithful men.” Diana’s voice became slightly softer. “Much of what I have is because of him. Jewelry, trips, money. Offerings he sends me because he needs to.”

“And we are going to be in his castle?”

“Some dinners will be there. But we will stay in a hotel. He takes care of everything.”

Diana paused briefly.

“I already told him I’m coming accompanied. That he should prepare to be dominated by two women.”

“And what did he say?”

“Nothing too elegant.” Diana smiled faintly. “But you can tell the idea excited him.”

Alice rested her head against the headrest.

“All of this excites me too,” she admitted in a low voice.

Diana looked at her for a second longer than necessary. There was something different in her eyes. Darker. More intimate.

She pulled her toward her.

Alice barely had time to move before feeling Diana’s hand on her waist and her mouth on hers. It was a slow, deep kiss, charged with something that needed no explanation.

And Alice let herself go without thinking of anything else.


Chapter 8

Two weeks later, they were flying toward Luxembourg.

They had been exhausting days for Alice. Meetings, calls, schedule changes, clients relocated, tasks delegated to other lawyers and interns. She had also had to organize Diana’s wardrobe, check reservations, coordinate schedules, and think about every detail before Diana even had to ask for it.

Now, for the first time in a long time, there was nothing to do.

She was sitting next to one of the jet’s oval windows, looking at the ocean stretched out below them like an infinite, gray, and silent surface.

The plane’s interior was elegant without being excessive. Cream-colored leather, dark wood, small lamps recessed into the walls, and a thick carpet that muffled every step. In front of her was a low table made of polished walnut, and on the other side, Diana was sitting with her legs crossed, reviewing something on her tablet.

Even dressed comfortably for the flight, she still looked impeccable.

Alice watched her for an instant before turning her gaze back to the window.

She had never left the country. She had never crossed the ocean. She had never imagined being there, on a private plane, on her way to Europe, sitting across from a woman who had completely changed the course of her life.

The cabin door opened softly, and a flight attendant appeared with a silver tray.

“Would you like something to drink?”

Diana looked up.

“Champagne.”

The flight attendant smiled and poured two fine glasses. She also left a small plate with fruits, cheeses, and toasted almonds on the table between them.

Alice took the glass carefully, still feeling as if all of that belonged to someone else.

Diana observed her for a moment.

“Still nervous?”

Alice gave a faint smile.

“A little.”

“You’re already here.”

Alice lowered her eyes to her glass.

“Yes.”

Diana set the tablet aside and held her own glass for just a second longer.

“And there are still many things left to see.”

Alice raised her eyes to her.

Outside, the ocean continued to stretch until it was lost in the horizon.

***

Alice was still looking out the window, lost in that infinite line of water and clouds, when she heard Diana’s voice from the other side of the table.

“If you’ve never flown on a private jet… you’ve never had an orgasm at thirty thousand feet.”

Alice turned her head sharply.

“Diana?”

She was holding the champagne glass between her fingers with that small, calm smile that always appeared when she knew exactly the effect she was provoking.

“What?” she asked softly.

Alice looked at her for a few seconds, still surprised.

“You can’t say something like that as if it were the most normal thing in the world.”

Diana let out a low laugh.

“To me, it is.”

She turned her head slightly toward the cabin door and checked that it was still closed. The flight attendant had disappeared toward the front of the plane a while ago. All that could be heard was the low, constant roar of the engines.

Alice placed her glass on the table.

“What are you thinking?”

Diana held her gaze.

“That I do what I want.”

She paused briefly.

“And I do what I want with you.”

Alice felt the heat rise up her neck.

Diana set her glass aside, picked up the phone that was resting next to the tablet, and unlocked it calmly, as if she weren’t doing anything important.

Alice recognized the app immediately as soon as it appeared on the screen.

Her breathing changed before Diana even touched a button.

Diana looked up from the phone and observed her.

“Look at yourself.”

Alice swallowed hard.

“Diana…”

But Diana just smiled.

Alice had already become accustomed to Diana asking her to put on the device before leaving. It almost always happened the same way. Diana would hand it to her naturally, like someone passing her a perfume.

“Put it on.”

And Alice would obey.

Sometimes it was before a dinner. Other times, before an important meeting, an afternoon of shopping, or even a brief outing through Manhattan.

The strange thing was that Diana never used it again after that afternoon in the office. But that didn’t stop Alice from thinking about it.

On the contrary.

The mere possibility was enough.

They could be sitting at an elegant table with a glass of wine in front of them, and Alice would feel a small jolt every time she saw Diana pick up her phone.

They could be in the building’s elevator, in the back of the limousine, or crossing a hotel lobby, and it was enough for Diana to unlock the screen for Alice to feel her body tense up.

She never knew if something was going to happen or not.

The true control was never in using it. It was in the fact that Alice could never forget that she could.

Diana slid her finger across the screen.

The first vibration was brief.

Alice closed her eyes for just an instant and let her breath out slowly through her nose. It wasn’t strong yet, but it was enough to alter something inside her. She looked down at the table, at the glass, at anything that wasn’t Diana.

It was no use.

When she looked at her again, Diana was still watching her from across the plane, calm, with the phone resting in one hand.

Another pulse.

Alice moved her legs slightly under the table, crossing them by reflex. Then she uncrossed them. She never knew what to do with her body when it happened. Staying still seemed to make it worse. Moving didn’t help, either.

Diana didn’t take her eyes off her.

Another vibration.

This time, Alice rested one hand on the armrest and the other on the edge of the seat. She took a deep breath.

“Diana…”

She tilted her head slightly.

“What’s wrong?”

Alice shook her head slowly.

“I don’t know how to…”

The sentence was left suspended.

She didn’t know how to sit, how to position her legs, how to breathe. The pulses seemed to run through her whole body from the inside, disordering her thoughts, her posture, even the way she looked.

Diana slid her finger across the screen again.

Alice parted her lips slightly and turned her head toward the window. Outside, the ocean remained, immense and distant, but she could no longer concentrate on any of that.

Her body was reacting on its own.

Her legs were tensing. Her shoulders, too. Sometimes she tried to stay still and ended up leaning forward slightly. Other times, she would reach for the back of the seat as if she needed to hold onto something.

Diana kept watching her.

There was no cruelty in her eyes. There was attention. A strange calm.

She increased the intensity a bit more.

Alice let out a low, involuntary sound and brought one hand to the edge of the table.

“I can’t…”

Diana held her gaze.

“Yes, you can.”

Alice swallowed hard.

The pulses became more frequent. Deeper.

She closed her eyes for a moment and rested her head against the headrest. Her breathing was no longer regular. She felt her heart beating too fast, her hands tense, her legs moving slightly without finding a position that helped.

And the worst part was that part of her no longer wanted to find it.

She wanted to stop trying to control something she didn’t understand.

When she opened her eyes again, Diana was exactly the same: serene, beautiful, phone in her hand, observing her as if she knew every reaction before it happened.

Alice stared at her.

And in that moment, she understood that she was no longer going to be able to resist.

Diana touched the screen one more time.

Alice arched slightly against the seat and closed her eyes tightly.

Then it arrived.

It wasn’t clean or elegant. It was a sudden tremor that ran through her entire body, leaving her breathless for an instant. Her fingers gripped the armrest and her head fell back while she tried to regain her breath.

When she opened her eyes, Diana was still watching her.

She no longer had the phone in her hand.

She had moved a little closer to the table, observing her with a soft, almost tender expression.

Alice took a few deep breaths before being able to hold her gaze.

Diana smiled faintly.

Diana set the phone on the low table and held her gaze in silence.

“Are you aware that I have control of your body?” she asked calmly.

Alice swallowed and nodded slightly.

“Yes.”

Diana tilted her head slightly.

“But that is not what I want.”

Alice watched her without fully understanding.

Diana rested her forearms on the table, leaning a little closer to her.

“I want your mind.”

Alice felt a different shiver. Deeper. She looked at her for a few seconds before answering in a low voice:

“You already have it.”

Diana smiled faintly.

“No. Not yet.”

Alice frowned slightly.

“No?”

Alice lowered her eyes.

Diana stood up from her seat and walked slowly until she was standing in front of her. She took her chin gently, forcing her to raise her eyes again. She caressed her face with her thumb.

“One day you will understand it, and you will feel it.”

Alice felt her chest tighten.

Diana leaned in and left a slow kiss on her forehead.

Outside, behind the window, the ocean continued to stretch beneath them, infinite and silent.


Chapter 9

The immigration procedures were fast. Alice barely had time to look around the small airport before seeing a tall man in an impeccable dark suit, holding a discreet sign.

Mrs. Sterling.

Diana approached first.

“Good afternoon. That’s me.”

The man bowed his head slightly.

“Good afternoon, Mrs. Sterling. My name is Markus Weber. I will be your driver while you are in the city.”

He took the luggage without asking questions and led them toward the exit. Outside, a black sedan with elegant lines awaited them, its interior upholstered in light leather and dark wood.

Alice watched through the window as they moved through the clean, orderly streets of Luxembourg, so different from Manhattan. The city seemed to move at a different pace. There were old buildings, light stone facades, bridges, well-kept parks, and narrow streets that went up and down among gentle hills.

Diana was relaxed beside her, with one hand resting on the seat.

“Henri took care of everything,” she said naturally. “Hotel, driver, reservations, dinners.”

Alice looked at her.

“He must be very happy that you came.”

Diana smiled faintly.

“Very.”

She glanced at her sideways before adding:

“I made it clear that he should book a double room. That I was sleeping with you.”

Alice turned her head toward her, surprised.

Diana let out a small laugh.

“I think that elevated his thrill a bit more. I know him very well.”

Alice felt a faint heat rise to her face and turned her gaze back to the window.

The car continued moving until it stopped in front of a light stone hotel with high windows—elegant without being ostentatious. A bellboy opened the door as soon as Markus stepped forward to unload the luggage.

Diana got out first. Then she turned toward Alice and gently tucked a strand of hair behind her ear.

“Come,” she said with a calm smile. “I want you to rest a little before tonight.”

***

The shared bath ended up being quieter than Alice had imagined.

There was no urgency or orders. Just hot water, steam fogging the mirrors, and Diana’s hands sliding smoothly down her back as she pulled her wet hair away from her neck. Afterward, they lay down together for a while, still warm, under the hotel’s clean sheets.

Alice remained on her side, leaning against her. Diana stroked her arm distractedly while checking some messages on her phone.

Alice closed her eyes little by little, barely listening to the distant sound of the city behind the windows. She eventually fell asleep like that, pressed against Diana.

Later, they began to get ready for dinner.

The room was silent, lit by the warm glow of the lamps. Diana applied her makeup in front of the vanity mirror while Alice finished drying her hair.

Diana had chosen an elegantly cut black dress, cinched at the waist, with a partially bare back. She didn’t need much else. The dress, high heels, and hair falling over one shoulder were enough to make her the center of any room.

Alice wore an ivory-colored dress, soft and delicate, that left her shoulders bare and fell fitted to her figure without exaggeration. She looked beautiful, although there was still something nervous in the way she adjusted the fabric over her legs again and again.

Diana took the vibrating egg, which had been left in the bathroom, and placed it in front of her.

“Don’t forget this tonight,” she said naturally.

Alice looked up immediately.

“Tonight?”

“Of course.”

Alice felt a small knot in her stomach.

“But we are going to be at a restaurant… with Henri…”

Diana smiled faintly while she continued adjusting an earring in the mirror.

“I know.”

Alice watched her in silence for a few seconds.

It wasn’t exactly fear. It was something else. The feeling of not knowing what could happen, of not having control over it, of feeling exposed even before leaving the room.

“Yes, Diana,” she finally replied.

She took the case and disappeared into the bathroom for a few minutes. When she came out, she avoided looking at her too much.

“It’s done.”

Diana let out a small, satisfied smile.

“Very good.”

***

The driver picked them up a few minutes later.

The car moved through the illuminated streets of Luxembourg while Alice watched the old facades and the lights reflected in the windows. She felt the device inside her constantly, silently, impossible to forget. And although Diana hadn’t done anything yet, the simple fact of knowing she could at any moment was enough to keep her tense.

The restaurant occupied the top floor of an old building, with large windows overlooking the lit city.

Henri was already waiting for them at the entrance.

He was a tall, elegant man of about fifty. He had graying hair slicked back, a perfectly groomed short beard, and a calm, refined presence. He wore an impeccable dark suit, without a tie, and a long coat over his shoulders. There was something about him that spoke of old money, of discreet power, of someone accustomed to doors opening before he even had to ask.

But when he saw Diana, he smiled immediately.

She approached first. Henri kissed her on both cheeks and then hugged her warmly, holding her a second longer than necessary.

“You look beautiful,” he said in a low voice, with a smile.

“You don’t look so bad yourself,” Diana replied, amused.

Then Henri turned his gaze toward Alice. He held out his hand.

“A pleasure. Welcome to Luxembourg.”

Alice smiled politely and took his hand.

“Thank you. Nice to meet you, Henri.”

***

The restaurant was elegant. The tables were well-spaced, the light was dim, and behind the windows, Luxembourg shone silently under the night. A pianist played something soft in a corner while the waiters moved discreetly between tables.

The dinner went by with ease.

Henri and Diana seemed to have known each other for years. They talked about trips, people they had both met, dinners in New York, a French lawyer who had ended up completely drunk at a charity gala, and an impromptu getaway to Venice that Henri remembered with laughter.

Alice listened more than she spoke.

Sometimes she smiled, sometimes she asked a brief question, but most of the time she watched Diana. She saw her relaxed, different from the woman at the firm. Closer, warmer. Henri managed to make her laugh sincerely, and there was something almost intimate in the ease with which they looked at each other.

At one point, under the table, Diana placed a hand on Alice’s leg.

She didn’t say anything.

But the gesture was enough. Alice looked down just slightly toward the glass in front of her and breathed slowly, feeling Diana’s hand still on her, as a silent way of reminding her that she was still there.

After a few minutes, Diana pulled her hand away from her leg and picked up the phone she had left next to the glass.

Alice watched her unlock the screen. For an instant, her heart skipped a beat.

Diana observed something in silence, slid a finger across the screen, and then left the phone on the table again, next to her plate.

Nothing happened.

Diana resumed the conversation with Henri, smiling at some anecdote about a Swiss banker they both seemed to know too well. At one point, she reached out to Henri and straightened his pocket square, which was slightly crooked.

Henri stopped immediately. He didn’t resume the sentence he was saying until she finished.

“Always so careless,” Diana said with a small smile.

Henri lowered his gaze slightly.

“Luckily, I have you to correct me.”

Diana held his gaze for a few seconds.

“Tomorrow night, I am going to correct several things in you.”

The tone had changed. Alice noticed it immediately. Henri did, too.

“Alice will know you as you are,” Diana continued. “I have complete confidence in her. She is an extension of me.”

Henri nodded slowly.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“And you will obey her as you do me. In everything she asks of you.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

For an instant, there was something different about him. He was still the same elegant, powerful man who had gone to welcome them, but beneath that, Alice caught a glimpse of something else. A calm, almost natural submission that appeared as soon as Diana called for it.

And then, with the same ease with which she had changed her tone, Diana smiled and picked up her glass again.

“I heard you went on an expedition to Antarctica. How exciting.”

Henri let out a soft laugh, as if nothing had happened.

“It was two years ago. One of the most incredible trips of my life.”

Alice watched them in silence as Henri kept talking. She still struggled to understand how Diana could do it. Henri was a powerful man, used to controlling everyone around him, and yet, a few words from Diana were enough to turn him into someone docile.

Alice felt a slight shiver.

That night, she understood that Diana held control over both of them.


Chapter 10

The following day, before sunset, the limousine was waiting in front of the hotel.

Markus opened the door.

The two women stepped out. The Luxembourg air was cold and still, with that scent of stone and countryside that Alice had learned to recognize over the last few days. The sky had a low tone—light gray toward the horizon, barely orange above the rooftops.

Their overcoats covered them from head to toe. Long, dark, buttoned to the neck. Underneath, there wasn’t much. Only leather, tight to the body, and the boots that peeked out from beneath the fabric, their heels striking the sidewalk with a precise, dry sound.

They climbed into the car.

The limousine pulled out of the city smoothly, and the landscape began to change bit by bit. The orderly streets, the stone facades, and the bridges were left behind. Then came the countryside. Open fields of dark green, lines of trees barely moved by the wind, an isolated house with a chimney burning. A narrow river crossed beneath an unnamed bridge.

Diana sat beside her. She didn’t speak.

Alice looked out the window without focusing on anything in particular. Her body was still, but inside, something kept moving—something that the previous night had left unsettled.

The road grew narrower. Trees rose on the sides, thicker, taller, forming a corridor that the limousine traversed slowly.

Then she saw it.

It appeared among the trees like something that had been there for centuries and needed no announcement. Dark gray stone, square towers at the corners, roofs of almost black slate. High windows that captured the last remnants of the day’s light. A private avenue lined with linden trees, long and straight, leading directly to the entrance.

Behind the castle, barely visible through the treetops, lay the lake.

Alice said nothing.

The limousine slowed as it entered the avenue. The tires crunched on the gravel. The linden trees passed one by one—symmetrical, old, their branches intertwined overhead.

The car stopped.

Markus stepped out, circled the vehicle, and opened the door with a brief bow.

The two women descended. The air was colder here, stiller. It smelled of damp stone and earth.

“Mrs. Sterling,” Markus said, “the main door is ajar. You may enter directly. There is no staff left on the property this evening. I, too, must withdraw. I will return when I am notified.”

Diana nodded.

“Good.”

The engine started, and the limousine drove off down the avenue until it disappeared among the trees.

Diana looked at the ajar door. A line of warm light from within. Nothing else.

She turned slightly toward Alice, looked at her, then pushed the door open and entered. Alice followed her.

The interior of the castle was warm. Candelabras burned on either side of the entrance hall; low-light sconces lined the stone walls. Dark paintings framed in wood—portraits of people no one remembered anymore, looking down from the heights with a seriousness that the centuries had rendered irrelevant. In a corner, a full suit of armor stood on its stand, visor closed, a lance resting against the wall. The ceiling was high, vaulted, with wooden beams.

Everything held the weight of something very old and very well cared for.

Alice glanced around briefly, without stopping.

Then they saw him.

In the center of the main hall, a man was kneeling. Motionless. Head bowed, eyes on the floor, hands on his thighs. Dark suit, impeccable. No mask.

He did not look up when they entered.

Diana stopped. Alice did too.

Diana walked slowly toward the center of the hall. Her steps echoed on the stone with a clarity that the space amplified.

She stopped in front of him.

“This is how I like to be received, Alice. Get used to it. This is what a true submissive is like.”

Alice remained a step behind, watching the man. As motionless as the portraits on the walls.

“One of the most powerful and wealthy men in Europe,” Diana continued, with a calm that needed no volume. “At our feet. And he will be at yours, too. He will do everything you ask of him.”

The man did not move.

Diana waited a moment.

“Henri. Look at your owners.”

He raised his head.

Both women unbuckled their belts at the same time and let their overcoats drop to the floor.

Diana wore a high-cut black leather corset that cinched her torso with almost structural precision. Shoulders bare, neck long and clear. Below, fine leather trousers and the thigh-high boots with thick heels. Hair pulled back severely. Dark lips. Everything about her was straight lines—no concessions, no unnecessary adornment.

Alice was to her right.

A burgundy corset tightened with laces at the back, cinching her waist with a pressure that was evident in the way she breathed. A short black leather skirt to mid-thigh, fishnet stockings, the new boots with silver buckles catching the irregular light of the candelabras. Hair loose over her shoulders.

Henri looked at them from the floor without blinking. In his eyes, there was something that wasn’t just desire. It was recognition. The certainty that what he had before him was exactly what he had expected, and that the wait had been worth every second.

Diana did not smile.

“Good,” she said simply.

And she waited for Alice to take the next step.

Diana took a step and placed one foot near Henri’s body.

He knew what he had to do.

He leaned forward and kissed the tip of her boot with a slowness that was not hesitation, but ceremony. Then the other foot, without looking up.

Diana let him finish.

“Now acknowledge Mistress Alice.”

Henri turned slowly, supporting himself with his hands on the floor, and moved toward her. Alice did not move. She kept her eyes on him as he crawled the few meters that separated them and lowered his head until his lips brushed the tip of her boot. First one. Then the other.

Alice felt something settle inside her. Something that did not yet have a name, but which occupied exactly the right place.

Diana spoke without looking at him.

“Do you have everything ready?”

“Yes, Mistress. Everything is in the trunk in the drawing room.”

“Perfect. But first, pour us a whiskey.”

Henri rose and disappeared into the depths of the castle.

The two women settled into the armchairs flanking the fireplace. They were antique pieces, dark wood and thick upholstery, their arms worn by time. Alice crossed her legs and watched the flames for a moment.

Henri returned with a tray. Two crystal glasses, the whiskey poured with precision. He left them on the side table with a brief bow and took a step back, waiting.

Diana took her glass. Alice took hers. Neither said a word.

Henri waited a few seconds more, then headed to the corner at the back of the hall. There stood the trunk—large, dark wood with iron fittings. He opened it with both hands.

He began to take out the equipment: whips of different lengths, arranged carefully on the stone floor. A braided leather lash. Steel clamps with a fine chain between them. A black leather harness with adjustable buckles. A few other pieces he left arranged side by side.

When he finished, he knelt behind the trunk and waited.

Diana and Alice ignored the man for a long time.

They talked naturally, glasses in hand, as if the room had always been theirs. About the drive through the countryside, the lake that had appeared behind the castle at sunset, the linden trees on the avenue. Henri remained kneeling in his corner, motionless.

At some point, Alice turned her head toward him. She watched him for a second. Then she looked at Diana.

“Mistress Diana, is it customary for submissives in Europe to be dressed before their owners?”

Diana held her gaze with a calm that contained something like approval.

“You’re right.”

Alice turned her eyes to Henri.

“You already heard your Mistress. Strip.”

Henri rose and began to take off his clothes. The outfit was informal but high-quality. When he reached his underwear, he stopped, standing with his eyes lowered.

Alice looked at him.

“Everything. I want to see how small you are.”

Diana turned her head slightly toward her. There was something different in her expression—a brief, controlled surprise at the confidence with which Alice had issued that order. Without hesitation. Without seeking confirmation.

Henri obeyed.

He stood still, motionless, his hands instinctively covering himself.

“Hands behind your back,” Alice said.

He obeyed.

Diana set her glass on the table and looked at Henri.

“No appetizers. I have to order a drink. Now I’ll have to order something to eat, too.” A brief pause. “I don’t like doing a session on an empty stomach.”

Henri did not respond. He retreated from the hall without saying a word.

Ten minutes later, he returned.

He was carrying a tray. Cheeses, cold cuts, dark bread, grapes. Everything arranged with care. He left it on the side table with a brief bow and took a step back, waiting, hands behind his back.

Naked.

Diana picked up an olive.

“Alice, I want you to perform an assessment of the submissive.”

Alice approached without haste. She began to circle him, studying him. She brushed her fingertips against the skin of his shoulder, moved down his arm, followed the line of his ribs. Henri looked straight ahead. When Alice passed in front of him and looked him in the eyes, he immediately lowered his gaze.

“What do you think, Mistress Alice?”

Alice looked at Henri.

“He doesn’t reach the level of an average man. You can tell he never exercised.”

She circled him slowly again, speaking calmly. “He has too much body hair. A submissive should not present himself this way before his owners.”

She stopped in front of him.

“And this.” She looked at his erection without averting her eyes. “Unacceptable. A good submissive knows he is not here for his own gratification. His purpose is mental, not physical.”

Henri’s jaw tightened slightly. His eyes remained on the floor.

Diana nodded.

“Very good observations, Alice. We will take care of the body hair. And that erection, too. We won’t be able to correct the physique right now. But perhaps there will be a way to work on it in the future.”

Diana walked to the table where the equipment was laid out on the stone. She trailed her fingertips over the pieces without haste. The whips, the clamps, the ropes, the candles. She stopped at the ropes and picked them up. Then she chose a long-handled whip and held it in her hand for a moment, weighing it.

“Let’s start with this.”

She scanned the hall. Her eyes landed on two stone columns flanking the fireplace, just over a meter apart.

“There.”

They placed him between the columns with an efficiency that left no room for doubt. Diana tied his wrists to the stone with firm knots, arms extended. Alice knelt and secured his ankles to the rings at the base, spreading his legs. Henri offered no resistance.

Diana took the leather mask from the table.

“I can’t have you seeing my face.”

She placed it on him calmly, adjusting the straps in the back. Then she took a step back and handed the whip to Alice.

Alice took the whip.

She did not hesitate.

She began to circle him. Henri, tied between the columns, his wrists against the ropes. Alice studied him for a moment before beginning.

The first blow landed with a dry snap that expanded against the stone of the hall.

And then it happened.

In that instant, without looking for it, she saw another neck. Another body. An image that lasted less than a second and dissolved on its own. Arthur appeared in her mind. So clear that Alice blinked. Just a second. But enough.

Something awakened.

Another lash, and another.

At first, there was rhythm. Precise. Measured. But it didn’t hold. The blows grew heavier, gaining weight, intention, energy. It was no longer just technique.

Was she unloading her frustration on this man?

Henri, however, reacted with low, contained sounds, accepting each impact without resistance, enjoying the pain turned into pleasure.

Alice barely registered him.

Because she was no longer there.

She was in Queens. In the silent house. In the kitchen, which had been too tidy that morning. Everything now descended into each movement—formless, wordless. Only action.

She picked up a candle from the candelabra. She tilted it. The hot wax descended in a thin thread onto his back. His body reacted instantly. Alice watched how it settled on the skin, how it left its mark.

She turned her head slightly.

Diana was still in the armchair. She was watching, humiliating him with her words, directing every move.

Henri responded to everything Alice applied: his body, his mind, his world reduced to those four walls. Nothing else existed for him in that moment.

Diana spoke without moving.

“He isn’t learning. The excitement isn’t in the body. It’s in the mind. You have to take him there.”

Alice put down the candle.

She looked at Henri. She looked at his erection.

She touched it.

Her mind betrayed her again. A brief, involuntary thought. Since she had married, she had never touched another man like this. The thought came and went before she could hold onto it.

She began to work him with her hand, slowly, with the same patience she had learned from Diana. She brought him to the limit, measuring every reaction, every change in his breathing, waiting for the exact point where everything was about to break.

She stopped.

The body in front of her remained suspended, gasping for air.

She waited. Then she started again.

This time, more directly. The tension rose quickly.

She stopped again, right before the edge.

“Easy,” she said. Her voice came out low and firm. She didn’t fully recognize it.

The third time, the control was closer to breaking. The reaction was deeper, less contained. Alice cut him off again.

Henri remained suspended in a state that wasn’t just physical. The cocktail of excitement, pain, and repeated anticipation had altered something deeper: his ability to think, to resist, to be anything other than what Alice decided he should be in that moment.

She watched him.

This man is completely surrendered, she thought. And it isn’t even Diana’s power holding him now. It’s mine.

She looked at Diana for a second.

How does this woman emanate so much power?

Alice ended up surrendering to her own mind. She wasn’t having a session with Henri anymore… but with her husband. She saw the surrender. That look of someone who has stopped resisting. That total abandonment.

I want that from him, Alice thought with a clarity she didn’t expect. Not this. Not the pain. The look.

Then Diana stood up. It was the first time she had moved the entire session.

She took the whip.

The strike was precise and dry across his thighs. Henri let out a sharp breath, and his body gave way, the tension dissipating all at once.

Diana left the whip on the table.

The erection vanished.

“Better.”

Diana went to her bag and took something out without saying a word.

Henri was looking at the floor.

Diana approached and lifted his chin with two fingers.

“To whom do you belong?”

“To you, Mistress.”

Diana held him for a moment.

“Are you sure of what you’re saying?”

“Yes, Mistress. Ever since I’ve known you, I have belonged to you.”

Diana nodded slowly. She showed him what she had in her hand.

Henri looked at it for a second and lowered his eyes.

It was a chastity cage. Small, made of steel, with no visible key.

“No key,” Diana said. “It is controlled by codes that change. And with this.”

She took out her phone for a moment and showed it briefly before putting it away.

“You will have to trust that I will remove it when I decide.”

Henri did not respond.

Diana knelt and proceeded to attach it with calm and precision. Henri remained motionless.

When she finished, she stood up and looked at him.

“Now I have total control over you from Manhattan. I will never see your excitement again without me having decided it first.”

Alice watched from behind, in silence.

***

“Go take a bath,” Diana said. “Wait for us in the spa.”

Henri nodded and withdrew in silence.

The two women waited in the hall. The fire was still alive in the fireplace. Diana finished her whiskey without haste. Alice watched the flames.

When she considered it enough, Diana stood up.

“Let’s go.”

The spa was at the end of a narrow hallway, with stone walls and low light. In the center was a wide massage table covered with a white sheet. A side cabinet had everything necessary arranged in order: waxes, strips, oils, folded towels.

Henri was waiting for them standing next to the table. Naked, eyes downcast, the cage in place.

Diana examined the cabinet for a moment. She trailed her fingertips over the items; she stopped at the wax and the strips.

“You did well to have everything prepared,” she said, turning toward him. “Today we are going to wax you completely. From now on, you will present yourself this way before us. No hair anywhere on your body.”

Henri looked up for an instant and immediately lowered his gaze.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Lie down.”

He obeyed.

Diana stood on one side. Alice on the other. They worked with precision and without haste.

Henri no longer reacted to the detail of what they were doing to him, but to the way it was happening. There was no dramatic tension, no violence, not even urgency. Only method. Precision. Low conversations between them that passed through him as if he weren’t there. And that was where the real weight lay. Not in the discomfort or the exposure, but in that absolute normalcy. In being treated as something that is conditioned, that is prepared, that is corrected. At no moment did anyone ask him anything. And yet, his body responded, not to the procedure itself, but to that increasingly firm certainty: he had no place outside of what they decided to do with him.

When they finished, Henri remained motionless on the table, eyes on the ceiling.

Diana made him sit up and turn slowly, studying the result.

“Like this. Always like this when you come to us.”

Henri kept his eyes down.

“All of this made us hungry. Serve us dinner.”

Henri withdrew toward the kitchen.

The two women returned to the hall. The fire was still alive, the castle silent, the lake invisible behind the darkness outside.

Shortly after, Henri returned. Naked, the cage in place, he served dinner with the same naturalness with which he had earlier opened the trunk and brought the appetizers. He moved between the table and the kitchen without saying a word, attentive to every detail, his head slightly bowed.

Diana and Alice dined without paying him much attention.

As if it had always been this way.

Henri cleared the plates. When he finished, he stood to the side of the table with his eyes downcast.

“Henri,” Diana said without lifting her eyes from her glass, “you are a good submissive.”

Henri took a moment to respond.

“You know that my greatest desire is to be your slave twenty-four hours a day.”

Diana looked at him then.

“I know. But I couldn’t be next to someone so powerful. I would force you to yield all that power to me, your companies. That is why I prefer to have you from afar.”

Henri nodded slowly.

“I am yours, Mistress Diana.”

“I know.”

Diana returned to her glass.

The fire was still alive in the fireplace. Outside, the castle was silent, and the lake slept behind the darkness.


Chapter 11

The following days passed with a naturalness that Alice could not have imagined months prior.

Sessions at the castle, dinners at restaurants where Henri always reserved the best table, tours of the old city, museums, boutiques. Henri took them everywhere without anyone needing to ask twice. He appeared with gifts he didn’t announce, reservations he organized in silence, details he anticipated before they even arose.

Diana did not impose anything those days.

She moved beside Alice as an equal—choosing, offering opinions, laughing in unexpected moments. There was no visible hierarchy between them outside of their sessions. Just two women touring Luxembourg, with everything paid for and a powerful man ready to please them in anything they requested.

Alice absorbed it all.

She knew it was a unique experience. She also knew it wouldn’t be the last. Her new life beside Diana opened doors she hadn’t even known existed before. The luxury, the travel, the men who lowered their heads in front of her.

And to think she had been a different person before.

Not submissive, but compliant. Always on the sidelines, always waiting.

Now she was something else, and there was no way to go back, even if she had wanted to.

She didn’t want to.

***

Six thousand kilometers away, Arthur led a life that had returned to what it had always been before all of this.

Monotonous. Orderly. Silent.

He woke up at the same time, took the subway, signed the documents he had to sign, returned home. The house in Queens remained the same, tidy, with the dishes in their place and the bed made. She was the only thing missing.

He missed her.

He had known it since the first day, and he hadn’t found a way to stop knowing it.

One night, sitting on the sofa with his phone in his hand, he opened Instagram for no particular reason. And there she was.

A selfie of Alice. A square he didn’t recognize: old cobblestones, a fountain behind her. She was smiling in a way he hadn’t seen before. Something freer, more her own.

He stared at the photo for a long moment.

Then he zoomed in.

In the background, slightly out of focus, Diana was talking to a man. Elegant, partially turned away. Arthur recognized her immediately. He thought of Alice. Of exactly where she might be. Of what she might be doing.

And of him, here.

He couldn’t help it. He opened the chat and typed two words.

I miss you.

He hit send before he could think better of it.

***

On the plane home, Alice’s phone vibrated.

She picked it up and read the message. She remained for a moment with the screen lit up in her hand.

“What’s wrong?” Diana said without lifting her eyes from her tablet.

Alice showed her the phone.

Diana looked at it for a second. Then she went back to her tablet.

“Well. Bring your husband into this life if you want.”

Outside, the darkness of the ocean stretched beneath the plane, infinite and silent.


Book 3

Freedom Lies in Yielding


Chapter 1

The days without Alice had become quiet in a way Arthur didn't remember ever experiencing. The house in Queens, once orderly and predictable, now felt foreign. There was no clutter, no visible changes, and yet, something was off. As if the air itself had been replaced by something denser.

He tried to maintain his routine—his work, his schedule—but something refused to settle. It wasn't sadness, exactly. Nor was it anger. It was something else. A low, constant tension that appeared without warning and refused to dissipate.

He knew he was looking for something.

***

One afternoon, on his way to the subway, he stopped at a street corner. The noise of the traffic, the changing traffic lights, people crossing without making eye contact… everything remained the same.

Then he saw her.

The limousine pulled up in front of an office building, and a woman stepped out. She did nothing out of the ordinary: she adjusted her skirt slightly, closed the door, and walked forward. But in the way she moved, there was something that did not depend on her surroundings. She didn't look at anyone. She didn't need to.

Arthur couldn't look away.

It wasn't beauty—not exactly. It was something else. The way she occupied the space, as if everything around her had already settled into place before she even arrived.

He felt a faint shiver, brief but sharp, run down his spine. When the woman disappeared into the building, he remained there, frozen, without knowing why. Then, he looked down, as if someone might have been watching him.

And he kept walking.

***

Days later, the office routine was disrupted. The manager walked in without knocking, with an unusual energy.

“Arthur, put that aside for a moment. I want to introduce you to someone.”

He didn't wait for a response.

“Elizabeth O'Sullivan. Our new Vice President.”

Arthur stood up.

She entered without looking at anyone in particular, but her presence commanded the room immediately. She didn't raise her voice; she made no unnecessary gestures. She was simply there, and that was enough.

When her eyes brushed over him, it wasn't a look of recognition or courtesy. It was brief, precise. As if she had evaluated something and had no need to revisit it.

Arthur held his posture, but he felt the same short pulse in his body. No more intense. No longer. But just as clear.

He didn't understand why.

During the rest of the presentation, he barely spoke. He listened, nodded at the right moments, and did what was required. But something had changed.

Not in the office.

In him.

***

That night, the house greeted him with the same silence.

He turned on the television without paying attention to what was on screen. He sat on the bed, leaning his back against the headboard, and let the images pass.

Until something caught his attention.

Basic Instinct.

The interrogation scene.

Sharon Stone crossed her legs with that measured, unhurried calm under the fixed gaze of the men in front of her.

Arthur didn't change the channel.

He watched.

It wasn't the scene itself. It was the manner. The confidence. The total absence of doubt. No one in that room was on the same level as her, and she didn't need to say a word for it to be understood.

He saw himself on the sidewalk, watching the woman from the limousine. He saw himself in the office, holding Elizabeth's gaze a second longer than necessary. And, for the first time, he didn’t pull away from that thought.

It was no coincidence.

There was something common in all of it. Something he had avoided acknowledging until that moment. He turned off the television. The silence returned immediately.

He sat for a while, hands resting on his thighs, staring at a fixed point without really seeing it.

Then, he picked up his phone.

He searched for Alice's profile. The photos were recent. She was smiling. Different. Distant. He paused for a few seconds.

This time, he didn't hesitate.

“I miss you.”

He sent the message and left the phone on the nightstand. He lay back without turning off the lamp. He didn't close his eyes right away.

Now, it wasn't just about Alice anymore.

There was something more.

***

The phone vibrated.

Arthur opened his eyes abruptly, still halfway through sleep. He fumbled for the nightstand, grabbed the phone, and looked at the screen.

Alice.

“I miss you too.”

“But I don't know if you'd know what to do with me now...”

He remained still. He read the second line again. Slower.

The ”now” kept circling in his mind.

He sat up slightly, pressing his back against the bed. He didn't type. He didn't know what to write.

He turned off the screen but didn't let go of the phone. He stayed like that, in silence, with an uncomfortable sensation that didn't stem from nostalgia. It was something else. And he wasn't sure he wanted to understand it.

The phone vibrated again.

Another message.

“I'm returning to the country. Let's grab coffee tomorrow at our usual spot. At 5:00 PM.”


Chapter 2

The place was at its peak hour, a hive of chatter. Arthur waited at a secluded table, his gaze lost on a fixed point.

Then, something shifted. Alice entered. It took him a second to recognize her. Not because he doubted who she was, but because didn’t match with the woman he remembered.

She walked slowly, with great confidence. She wore a tight, knee-length red skirt, thin heels that struck a precise rhythm against the floor, and a silk blouse that hinted at intent more than shape. Her hair, perfectly cut, completed a cold elegance.

The men in the room couldn't help but stare.

She looked at no one. Only at him.

When she reached the table, Arthur stood up. They greeted each other with a kiss on the cheek—brief, without awkwardness.

They ordered coffee.

They talked. About work, the firm, and minor things that filled the time without committing to anything. Neither dared to broach the subjects that mattered. It was easier to go on like that, on the surface, which kept them safe for a little while longer.

The conversation was ongoing when Alice set her cup down on the table gently. She looked at him.

“You looked for me.”

It wasn't a question.

Arthur didn't know how to respond immediately.

“Things happened,” she continued.

“What things?”

“It was a short time. But it was intense.”

Arthur studied her for a moment.

“Did you travel to Luxembourg?”

Something crossed Alice's face. Not discomfort. Something closer to the composure of someone who already knows where a conversation is headed.

“Is that what you wanted to know?”

“I don't know what I want to know.”

Alice looked at him without averting her eyes.

“What I did, or who I was with?”

Arthur didn't answer. The question remained suspended between them, heavier than any response.

“I don't know,” he said, finally.

“I don't just work at Diana's firm,” she finally said. “I assist her. I’m her aide for a different type of client.”

Arthur looked at her without speaking.

“Diana is a Dominatrix. I mentioned it to you once, and you couldn't handle it.”

The silence that followed wasn't awkward. It was heavy.

“There are men who leave everything behind for a few hours,” Alice continued. “Businessmen, lawyers, men with power. They pay to yield. To not be who they are on the outside.”

Arthur held his glass without drinking.

“And Diana? Are you with her?”

“Yes,” Alice said, simply. “But that wouldn't stop me from being with you. I offered you a different life. Outside of everything established.”

“What does that mean?”

Alice took a moment.

“You know well. It’s surrender. Submission. Total freedom. It’s hard to explain it so simply; you have to live it. Open your mind.” She paused briefly. “I couldn't go back to being a housewife waiting for her husband. It's a world full of emotions I can't leave behind.”

Arthur stared at her fixedly.

“Are you telling me you changed?”

“That I changed, or that I am finally who I truly am.”

The air between them became heavier. Not because of tension. Because of distance.

Arthur hesitated.

“I still love you, Alice.”

She looked at him without surprise.

“I know.”

And that certainty disarmed him more than any rejection.

A long silence followed.

Arthur pushed his chair back slightly. He leaned in and gave her a brief kiss on the cheek. There was no anger in the gesture. Only an old way of saying goodbye to something he could no longer hold onto.

He left some bills on the table and stood up.

“I can't follow you there,” he murmured.

And he left.

***

The street hit him immediately. The noise, the people, the movement. He walked a few meters aimlessly. Then faster. Until he stopped at the corner.

He clutched his head with both hands.

It can't be.

It can't be.

The thought was unbearable. He breathed deeply. He tried to process something. He couldn't. He turned around and retraced his steps.

Then he saw her.

Alice was getting into a limousine parked in front of the café. The back door closed and the vehicle began to pull away.

Arthur raised his hand.

“Alice!”

The vehicle stopped. The back door opened.

Arthur walked up to it and climbed in.

He sat next to her. The interior was silent, dark, oblivious to the noise outside.

Alice took his hand.

“Trust me, my love,” she said in a low voice. “Everything is going to be fine.”

Arthur looked at her.

“Am I still your love?”

Alice looked him in the eyes.

“That's why I want this for you. Because I love you.”

She turned to the front.

“The penthouse,” she told the driver.

The vehicle started moving. During the fifteen-minute drive, Arthur didn't let go of her hand. He stared out the window without seeing anything. Thoughts arrived on their own, unordered.

Have I already given in?

Can I handle this?

How much?

Trust me.

Alice's words echoed. The urban landscape passed behind the glass like something foreign. He was heading into the unknown. Into the taboo.

He felt his heart beating.

***

The penthouse doors opened.

Diana was waiting for them by the floor-to-ceiling window. She didn't move when they entered. She only watched them.

Then, she walked toward them.

She greeted them each with a brief kiss on the cheek, as if it were the most natural thing in the world.

“Welcome, Arthur,” Diana said.

Arthur looked at the space for a moment before responding.

“I still don't know what I'm doing here.”

Alice said nothing. She only lowered her gaze for an instant, barely.

“You are here for your wife,” Diana said calmly. “Take a seat.”

She headed to the bar. She poured two glasses of whiskey, offered one to Arthur, then to Alice. Afterward, she poured her own.

“I'm glad you're here,” Diana told Arthur.

He didn't reply.

Alice placed her hand on her husband's leg. Diana watched him for a moment and continued.

“You already know everything. And if you are here, it’s because you matter to me. Alice matters to me. Her happiness. That she feels complete.”

Silence settled in the room. Alice kept stroking Arthur's leg slowly, with every word.

“Arthur, there are three types of people,” Diana said. “The Dominants. The submissives. And a third: those who still don't know what they are.”

Arthur looked at her without responding.

“Your wife is a Dominant by nature. But to know how to dominate, she must first understand submission.”

“Alice. Come.”

Alice stood up.

Diana pointed to the floor in front of her. Alice stepped forward and knelt.

Arthur didn't react immediately. The impact arrived later, slow, like something falling without a sound.

Diana looked at her.

“To whom do you belong?”

“To you,” Alice replied.

Without a crack. Without hesitation.

Arthur felt something tighten in his chest.

Diana helped her stand. Then she kissed her.

Arthur looked down.

Diana observed him. Just for an instant.

“Come here.”

Arthur hesitated. Then he walked over.

Diana positioned him in front of Alice with a slight gesture. Arthur and Alice looked at each other. The silence between them wasn't empty.

Diana stood behind him.

“Return to your wife,” she said in a low voice. “Kiss her.”

Something expanded in Arthur's chest. It wasn't thought. It was something else, older, deeper.

He couldn't refuse.

He didn't want to.

He leaned toward Alice and kissed her. Long. With an intensity he hadn't planned and that he could no longer control.

He knew what was happening. He knew he was surrendering, and for the first time that night, he didn't care.

Diana stepped away. Her voice changed, becoming more functional.

“Go home with your husband, Alice. The driver is waiting downstairs.”

A pause.

“Spend the rest of the day together.”

She looked at Arthur directly for the first time.

“And if you want... I'll be waiting for both of you here tomorrow.”

She explained nothing more.

***

The limousine was waiting at the entrance. The ride was silent. Total.

Arthur and Alice sat next to each other, holding hands. No pressure. No gestures. Just contact.

Arthur felt his own pulse. His body was responding before his mind.

Something had changed. He couldn't name it yet.

The fear was there. But it wasn't clean. It was mixed with something more difficult to admit: a silent attraction toward the unknown.

He maintained the silence, not because he couldn't speak, but because he couldn't find a sufficient reason to do so.


Chapter 3

Alice entered their home first. She scanned the living room: everything in its place, intact, as if time had not passed. She walked slowly to the kitchen.

Arthur followed behind and closed the door.

Alice opened the refrigerator. It was full.

“We can fix something to eat.”

Arthur didn't answer. He just watched her. After the silence of the drive, his own voice felt strange, as if it no longer quite belonged to him.

“Does Diana just let you come home with me like that?”

Alice closed the fridge calmly and turned toward him.

“You still don't understand this,” she said. “I want you to understand.”

Arthur let out a short breath.

“And how do I do that, Alice?”

She stepped closer, until she was directly in front of him. She didn't raise her voice.

“You saw it at the penthouse. You already know what you have to do.”

Arthur shook his head slightly, as if he still needed to hear it.

“What do I have to do?”

Alice didn't hesitate. She pointed to the floor.

“Kneel.”

The gesture was simple. Definitive.

“Kneel before me. Stop resisting.”

Arthur looked at her. Something in him reacted immediately, almost as it had before. But it wasn't the same. It was no longer pure rejection. There was something else, harder to locate, that wouldn't let him turn away.

“Go on, my love,” she murmured.

Arthur lowered his gaze. He thought: It's just an action. It doesn't mean anything.

But the thought couldn't hold its ground.

He let himself drop.

When his knees touched the floor, the impact wasn't physical. It was something else. A sensation that rose from deep within, slow, enveloping, as if something were settling into a space he hadn't known existed.

He remained still, head bowed. He didn't know exactly what he was feeling, but it was there. Alice’s hand rested on his head with a softness that was anything but casual.

“What are you feeling, Arthur?”

He looked up at her. He found no words.

Alice didn't push.

“You are mine.”

The phrase was no louder than a whisper, but it fell with more weight than the gesture before it.

Arthur paused for a second.

“Say it,” she added.

The silence returned, brief and dense. Arthur swallowed hard.

“I am yours, Alice.”

He said it quietly, but it didn't sound like a question. Alice held out her hand. Arthur took it and stood up.

“Let’s make dinner,” she said.

She opened the fridge and took out a piece of meat. Arthur picked up some onions and began peeling them without being asked. Words wouldn't come, and he didn't seek them out.

The silence no longer carried the same weight; it was something else, more stable. From time to time, their gazes met; she would respond with a slight, sufficient smile. The dinner went the same way. Few words. Their hands met on the table almost unintentionally, resting there for a moment before parting, no longer needing to hold on.

Arthur didn't try to organize what was happening. The ideas appeared loose, without full form.

I belong to Alice.

He didn't think of it as a conclusion. It was more like something that was already there. The rest followed, without effort. To follow. Not to resist.

That was enough for him. Alice watched him from across the table.

***

As dinner ended, Alice looked at him.

“Let’s take a shower.”

Arthur nodded with a faint smile. He had been waiting for that moment. Diana had faded into the background. Upon saying I am yours, something in his mind had accepted Alice’s relationship with her. Now, he only wanted her.

They undressed slowly, helping one another. Arthur observed her, remembering that morning: that woman walking into the café, confident, with every gaze upon her. The men couldn't help but stare. Neither could he. There was something in her that awakened an immediate, almost primal impulse. The desire to have her, to bring her close, to make her his own.

He felt it again. How wrong he had been.

Alice walked over to her purse and pulled out a small device. She showed it to him without saying a word.

“What is that?” Arthur asked.

Alice looked at him.

“You said you were mine.” She paused briefly. “Until you have this on, you won't be. First, I want to control your body. It’s a chastity device.”

“What does that mean?”

“It means I control your erections. You will only have them when I allow it.”

Arthur thought for a moment. Let’s try. What do I have to lose?

But when the lock clicked shut, when Alice extracted the key and he felt the adjustment against his body, his wife’s words landed differently.

It wasn't a game.

***

Alice took his hand and led him to the shower. The hot water cascaded over them.

Their bodies sought each other naturally, without rush. His hands roamed her back, her waist. Hers traced his shoulders, his chest. Steam filled the space between them.

They kissed under the water. Long, intense. Her body pressed against his, skin wet, the heat of the water mixing with the heat of the two of them. Caresses continued, slow, without fixed destination. Just the contact, the proximity, the silence broken only by the sound of the water.

They dried each other slowly.

They laid down naked. The room’s darkness, the warmth of their bodies close. They kissed. Long, deep. Her hands traveled his back, his hands her waist, her hips. The chastity cage was present between them, inevitable, uncomfortable.

At one point, with softness, Alice pushed his head down.

Arthur understood.

He stopped at her breasts. He kissed her nipples slowly, feeling her arch her back slightly, involuntarily. He heard the first shift in her breathing.

He kept moving down. Her belly, her hips. His lips against the soft, warm skin of her inner thighs. She trembled slightly.

Alice parted her legs. With her hands, she guided him and placed him where she wanted.

Arthur gave her pleasure. Attentive to every signal, every tension in her body, every variation in her breathing. He felt how she responded, how her body tightened and released. Alice’s hands were on his head, directing him, setting the rhythm.

“What you do to me,” she said, her voice breathless, “I do to Diana.”

Arthur lifted his head by instinct. She returned him to his place without a word.

“I hear her moans. I know her breathing. I know exactly when she is close.”

The words cut deep. Humiliation and desire mixed, impossible to separate.

“I learned with her. And now, you learn with me.”

The pressure of the cage was intense.

“This is your place with me now.”

Arthur felt those words in a way he hadn't expected. There was no resistance. Only a quiet, definitive surrender, as if something that had been taut for a long time had finally given way.

Alice’s breathing grew more agitated, deeper. Her hands on his head squeezed slightly.

“You are mine, Arthur. You are my slave.”

The moan came long and deep, filling the room. Alice’s hands slowly loosened on his head. Her body still trembled slightly. Her breathing settled, bit by bit.

Arthur lay beside her and watched her. Her eyes were closed, her chest rising and falling slowly. An expression he hadn't seen on her before.

She opened her eyes and found him looking at her. She caressed his face with her palm.

“Let’s rest, my love.”

She rested her head on his chest and fell asleep quickly.

Arthur remained still, staring at the ceiling, his hand moving slowly over her hair. He thought about the relief that hadn't come. About every word regarding Diana, the moans, the rhythm, the details Alice had dropped like stones. About the device he wore, firm, reminding him of his place with every movement.

You are my slave.

The words remained, undissolved.

The ceiling offered no answers. Alice slept on his chest.


Chapter 4

Arthur opened his eyes slowly; the room smelled of coffee. Alice came in with a tray, toast, fruit, and two steaming mugs. She placed it on the bed with care and sat beside him.

Arthur smiled before fully opening his eyes.

They ate breakfast together. They talked about trivial things: the week, the neighbor, a series neither had finished watching. Light conversation.

But Arthur felt the device. With every movement, in every position. A constant, dull reminder that wouldn't fade away.

***

They took the subway together. They found seats. Alice rested her head on his shoulder for a moment as the train sped along.

One stop before Arthur’s, she stood up.

She looked down at him.

“I’ll be waiting for you at Diana’s apartment after you finish work today.”

A flicker of discomfort crossed Arthur’s face.

Alice noticed it.

“I’ll be waiting for you there,” she repeated, without harshness, without room for negotiation.

The doors opened.

And she stepped out.

Arthur got off the subway at the next stop and began to walk.

He covered the two blocks to the office unhurriedly. The device was there, present, with a dull, nagging discomfort that wouldn't go away. It wasn't exactly pain. It was a constant pressure that reminded him of itself.

Every so often, he took a different step, shifting his weight from one foot to the other, inadvertently searching for a position that might offer some relief. He couldn't find one.

No one on the street knew a thing.

He pushed the office door open and walked in.

***

The conference room was full by mid-morning. A long table, the projector humming, the usual murmur before someone took the floor.

The Vice President sat at the head of the table, and the noise died down on its own.

Arthur watched her without truly listening. He observed how the others waited for their turn to speak, how no one interrupted her, how the weight of the room naturally adjusted itself around her.

He thought of Diana. He thought of Alice. He compared Elizabeth O'Sullivan to them.

Does she have a parallel life?

The question came unbidden. This woman in the dark suit presiding over a business meeting, and no one in the room knew anything about anyone.

The device reminded him of its presence.

Arthur shifted his position in the chair.

Someone asked him a question. He gave a brief answer and went back to watching her.

***

After the meeting, before returning to his office, Arthur stopped in front of the restroom. He went in.

He greeted a colleague by the door; they exchanged a few pleasantries. He stood at the urinal.

His hand reached down on its own. He touched the device and stood still for a few seconds.

He couldn't.

He turned and stepped into one of the stalls. He closed the door.

He sat down.

Can I not piss like a man anymore?

The thought hung in that tiny silence. Unanswered.

He left, washed his hands, and went back to his office.

***

In Diana’s office, the morning’s pace had slowed. Someone brought them coffee, and they took a breather.

Diana listened to everything Alice told her. The details, the night, the device.

“I'm expecting him at your apartment today,” Alice said. “Should we take him to the dungeon tonight?”

Diana shook her head slowly.

“Not yet. Chastity needs more time. You will notice more attention from his part, more surrender, as the frustration builds. When that moment comes, we will attend to him together.”

She paused.

“Tonight, we’ll all three have dinner. That is all. Let him get used to the fact that he isn't exclusive in everyday moments.”

A brief silence followed.

Diana observed Alice’s face.

“What’s wrong?”

Alice lowered her gaze for a moment.

“I don't know how this is going to work. I love him. But...”

Diana set her cup on the desk. She stepped closer.

She kissed her on the mouth, slowly.

“Don't worry. You belong to me, even with your husband by your side. That isn't going to change.”

Alice looked at her.

“I am yours, Diana. That, at least, is certain within me.”


Chapter 5

The taxi dropped him off in front of the building. Arthur got out and approached the entrance. The doorman buzzed him in and directed him to the floor.

He went up in the elevator alone. The doors opened, and Alice was there. She gave him a kiss and let him in.

Diana was in the living room. Arthur reached out his hand.

“Good evening, ma'am.”

Diana didn't take it. She kissed him on the cheek naturally.

“I’m Diana to you. Let’s leave the formalities for another time.”

***

Diana herself served the dinner, with the ease of someone accustomed to commanding any space. She sat at the head of the table.

“My chef prepared the lamb,” she said. “I hope you like it.”

She remarked in passing that she preferred not to have household staff around in the evenings. That there were things that didn't need witnesses.

The table was intimate. The candles were low, the wine was poured, and the three of them were close. Arthur ate and observed. Diana spoke to Alice with a familiarity that didn't exclude him; a look, a gesture, a word spoken in a low voice. A complicity formed elsewhere, at another time, in another place, which he was only just beginning to touch upon.

At one point, Diana stood up, went to the sideboard, and returned with an envelope and a small chest. She placed them in front of Alice.

“This is from Henri. He was very pleased with you.”

Alice took the envelope.

“I told him it wasn't necessary. That he had already been very generous.”

“He insisted.”

Alice opened the envelope and looked at the check for a moment before passing it to Arthur. He took it and read it. It was an amount that would have taken him six months to earn.

Alice opened the chest. Gold and ruby earrings glittered in the candlelight. She looked at them with a calm smile, as if it were simply hers to receive.

“This means we’ll have to travel again soon, the two of us,” Diana said.

Arthur set the check on the table without a word. He looked at his wife. The woman sitting beside him was no longer just his wife.

Diana noticed.

“Do you see? There are men who pay fortunes for an illusion. That is what we sell.” She paused and stared at him intently. “You have it for free. It’s not a fantasy for you; it’s your life. Many men don’t know what they would give to experience what you are beginning to live.”

Alice reached across the table and took Arthur's hand.

***

After dinner, they moved to the living room. Diana poured whiskey for the three of them and sat on the sofa next to Alice. Arthur sat across from them.

“How are you feeling, Arthur?”

“I've had a great time. The dinner was exquisite.”

“That’s not what I mean,” Diana said. “I mean everything you are experiencing.”

Arthur held his glass. Diana rested her hands on Alice's legs as she spoke, naturally, as if it were simply part of the conversation.

“The greatest pleasure that exists is mental. The brain is the sexual organ par excellence. The man who understands that is the one who will enjoy himself the most.”

Her hands moved slowly over Alice's legs.

“I’m trying to understand,” Arthur said. “This is all very new to me.”

“You don't have to understand anything. Just let yourself go. Don't think. Because there is no logic in this, only pleasure. The pleasure of submission, the pleasure of dominating—they have no explanation.”

Alice’s eyes were half-closed. Her breathing had changed, just barely—so slightly that only someone who knew her well could have noticed.

Arthur noticed.

Diana continued speaking, her hands moving slowly under Alice's skirt.

“Let go of your prejudices. Enjoy. Freedom lies in yielding. The submissive person is the freest of all.”

A soft sound escaped Alice. Almost imperceptible.

Arthur took a sip of his whiskey. Diana looked at him while her hands continued their work.

“Your wife is mine.”

Alice leaned her head back, Diana’s fingers guiding her without haste, building it slowly.

“And you belong to your wife.”

The pressure from the device was intense. Arthur didn't move.

“Which means you are also mine.”

Alice's moans grew louder. She was no longer holding them back. Her body responded to every one of Diana’s movements; her breathing hitched, Alice’s hands clutched the sofa.

Arthur watched.

The device squeezed.

And Alice came without hiding it.

Diana slowly withdrew her hand. Alice adjusted herself on the sofa, smoothing her skirt. Her breathing hadn't quite returned to normal. She looked at Arthur with her mouth slightly open.

“Listen to Diana, my love. She knows what she's telling you.”

Diana stood up and went to sit beside him. She placed her hand on his crotch, over the cage, calmly.

“You are mine, too. You are going to be a new man.”

Arthur didn't answer. He didn't move.

But it was different from the first time he had seen his wife with Diana. That night, he had wanted to leave. Tonight, he couldn't. Not because someone was holding him back, but because something inside him no longer found the exit.

Diana withdrew her hand and checked the time.

“I gave the driver the day off, and it's late. Spend the night here.”

She stood up.

“Come, Arthur. You can sleep in this room.”

She led him to a small room. A single bed, everything in order.

She turned to Alice.

“Alice, come to my room.”

***

The room was small. The bed, hard. The silence, total.

Arthur lay staring at the ceiling. He thought of Diana, that woman who touched his wife in front of him as if it were the most natural thing in the world. Beautiful and distant at the same time. Possessing a power over people that couldn't be explained, only felt.

He thought of Alice. He thought of his work, of the device he was wearing.

How could all of this coexist?

He found no answer.

But this time, the question didn't carry the same weight as before. There was no urgency to it. There was no rejection.

This time, he couldn't leave. Not because someone was holding him back, but because something in him had stopped looking for the door.

Was he enjoying it?

No. He didn't enjoy watching his wife find pleasure without him. That was clear. But Diana had said something he couldn't get out of his head.

The greatest pleasure is mental.

What if she was right?

What if he just had to let go?

The device tightened in the darkness.

From the back of the apartment, the silence was absolute. Arthur closed his eyes and turned in bed, trying to fall asleep; then he heard them.

Diana’s moans drifted from the other room. Unmistakable. He took the pillow and covered his head.


Chapter 6

Days turned into weeks. The new dynamic settled in without anyone naming it, like something that simply starts to happen and, by the time one tries to point it out, it is already too late. Arthur saw it in the details: his routine was no longer the same, though he couldn't remember having decided to change it.

One morning, almost in passing, Alice mentioned she liked having breakfast in bed. It wasn't an order. From then on, he got up first. He prepared everything in silence and returned with the tray while she was still half-asleep, with that calmness that had begun to occupy the space where any other form of initiative used to be.

When Alice arrived late, dinner was ready. When she didn't come home, Arthur would tidy up the apartment and wait for the message.

“I have to work tonight. I'm not coming home to sleep.”

He knew what it meant. He didn't ask.

He felt jealousy. But it changed whenever they were together and Alice spoke to him about her nights with Diana. Then, it would ache deeper, in a way he couldn't quite pinpoint, and yet he couldn't stop listening. There was something in that narrative that held him, even when it hurt.

There was also something she never mentioned.

The men.

Arthur thought about it, but he didn't ask. He could sustain the idea of another woman. He could give it shape, even accept it within certain limits. But imagining a man was different. More difficult. And what weighed most wasn't the certainty, but the absence of it. The silence on that point ended up occupying more space than any confession.

Once, he came close to asking. He didn't get around to it.

Alice looked at him calmly.

“The moment will come. When you are ready.”

That was all. As the days passed, it hurt less.

***

The device had ceased to be a novelty. At first, it was an annoyance—a constant presence that interfered with every movement. Later, it became part of his body. Arthur no longer thought about it all the time, but he felt it in every gesture: when sitting, when walking, when lying down. He had adapted without choosing to.

And then, something else appeared.

Not pain. Tension.

A silent accumulation that found no release. Each morning, it was there. Each night, too. When Alice was near, the sensation intensified until it became difficult to bear. Every brush, every kiss, every time she touched him without apparent intent, his body responded with an urgency that had no destination.

She knew it.

Sometimes she would look at him and smile slightly, as if there were no need to say a word.

There were nights she didn't come back. Arthur would stay in bed, the apartment silent and too large. The device tightened just enough so he couldn't ignore it. Nothing else was needed.

Diana was right: the tension made him attentive, more aware of Alice. More available. It wasn't a decision. It operated beneath any attempt at control.

With the passing days, he understood that the most intense pleasure wasn't where he had always sought it.

***

One morning at work, his phone vibrated on the desk. Arthur picked it up unhurriedly. A message from Alice: When you finish, come pick me up at the firm.

He didn't reply. He logged out, packed his things, and left. He walked the usual streets with a familiar sensation—a mixture of anxiety and obedience he no longer tried to decipher.

In the building's lobby, he sat to one side, just far enough away to avoid drawing attention. He stared at the entrance without focusing on anything in particular. Time passed weightlessly until the elevator opened.

The noise of the lobby dipped slightly, as if the density of the air had changed.

Diana came out first. Alice at her side.

They didn't seem to belong to that space. They did nothing to impose themselves, and yet the movement around them adjusted. Some men turned their heads; others stopped their conversations without realizing it. It was subtle, but evident.

Arthur stood up. Suddenly, he felt his suit heavier, more marked by the day than he had noticed before.

They approached without stopping. The greeting was brief: a kiss on the cheek from each. To anyone else, it would have been a normal gesture. For him, it wasn't.

Diana looked at Alice.

“I’ll be expecting you tonight. I’m sending the limo.”

Then she leaned slightly toward Arthur.

“Nice to see you.”

She didn't wait for a response. She turned and walked away. Arthur remained motionless for a second, the trace of her perfume still in the air.

“My love, I have some shopping to do,” Alice said. “Come with me.”

Arthur nodded and fell into step with her.

***

The boutique was silent, with low lights and surfaces that absorbed every sound. Arthur stayed one step behind. Alice browsed the garments with an attention that didn't seem casual. She wasn't looking; she was choosing.

She stopped in front of a piece the clerk brought out of a black box. She held it against the light. The fabric slipped through her fingers.

She turned around.

“Do you like it?”

Arthur didn't answer immediately. He was already seeing it on her. His body reacted before any thought could form.

“Yes,” he said. “It would look very good on you.”

Alice stepped closer. The garment brushed his chest.

“And do you think Diana will like it?”

The air grew tense. Arthur held her gaze for an instant and then lowered it.

“Yes… she will like it.”

Alice nodded, as if she expected nothing else, and went back to choosing.

At the register, the number appeared on the screen. High. Out of scale for what his life had been. Alice paid without looking at the price. Arthur understood without needing to think about it—he was no longer holding anything up; he was not the provider.

Leaving the store, he stopped for a moment in front of a window. His reflection showed him a man marked by the day. The wrinkled suit, the weary posture.

Alice saw him.

“You can't look like that.”

“I worked all day,” he replied. “It's normal.”

“I don't care about the work. I care about the image.”

She looked at him intently.

“You project yourself onto me. What do you think Diana saw?”

She didn't wait for an answer. She took him to a tailor. The atmosphere was silent, precise. They took his measurements while Alice decided on fabrics, cuts, and colors. Arthur remained still. He didn't intervene.

Upon leaving, the suits were already ordered.

“Let's go.”

The barber shop was nearby. The scent of products filled the air. Arthur sat where he was directed.

The barber asked how he wanted the cut. Alice answered for him. She gave clear instructions, without hesitation. Then she sat to one side and looked at her phone.

Arthur watched his reflection as the scissors moved. It wasn't the cut; it was not having a place in the decision.

When they finished, the barber looked at Alice.

“Is it okay like this?”

She stepped closer, observed him with attention, and passed a finger along his temple.

“The sideburns.”

“Of course.”

A few more minutes passed.

“Now?”

Alice evaluated the final result.

“Perfect. How much?”

Arthur clenched his fists under the cape covering him. They didn't look at him, nor did they ask him. It was all part of the process. Nothing more.

***

Leaving the barber shop, with his hair impeccable and that strange sensation when he touched the nape of his neck, Arthur had the impression of being on display. Alice walked a few steps, stopped, and turned to him.

“Would you like it if we didn't go home and ate here instead?” she asked, with a calmness that disarmed him.

Arthur nodded, still tense from what had just happened.

“Yes… that works.”

“I know a new place. I went there with Diana the other day.”

The gesture was minimal, but inevitable. A contraction of his mouth, a brief shadow in his eyes. Alice saw it and said nothing. She simply took his arm and guided him toward the restaurant.

During dinner, the conversation kept up appearances. They talked about work, about light things—phrases that could be said at any table. To everyone else, they were just another couple.

Arthur barely held it together. The day was still weighing on him: the clothes chosen by her, the cut, the way he had been handled without any intervention. Everything accumulated into a pressure that wouldn't dissipate.

At one point, he lowered his voice.

“Is it always going to be like this, my love?”

Alice set her fork down carefully.

“Like what?”

“That you make the decisions for me. Everything… my image, my time… how I should be.”

Alice looked at him steadily. There was no anger. No softness either. Only a clean, flawless clarity.

She took off her shoe under the table.

Arthur felt the contact before he understood it. Her foot moving up his leg, slow, sure, until it stopped exactly where she knew she would find him.

“You are mine, Arthur,” she said, without raising her voice. “That had already been made clear.”

She paused briefly.

“If you don't decide when you have an erection, if you cannot touch yourself without my permission… do you really think you can decide anything else?”

Arthur lowered his gaze. Heat rushed to his face immediately. His body reacted to the contact, to her tone, to the proximity… but there was no possible response. The device held that limit with a firmness that no longer surprised him.

The sensation was immediate: desire and blockage at the same time. He remained there, contained.

Alice withdrew her foot with the same naturalness with which she had brought it close. She put her shoe back on, took her glass, and took a sip, tranquil, as if nothing had happened.

Arthur didn't move. He looked at his plate, in silence.

There was nothing to discuss.


Chapter 7

For weeks, Arthur had felt the office slipping away from him. Every instruction from the Vice President felt unbearable; he no longer saw her as a superior, but as an uncomfortable reflection of Diana. He complied, but he did it late, poorly, and without interest. It was noticeable.

Work had ceased to matter. He would arrive, sit down, and do the bare minimum. The rest of the time he spent staring at his phone or shifting in his chair, restless. He thought about Alice. Her messages. The device.

The breaking point came on a Tuesday.

Alice called at noon. She didn't explain much; she had forgotten a file at home and needed it immediately. Arthur stood up, didn't notify anyone, and left.

Traffic ate up nearly two hours. When he returned, the atmosphere in the office had shifted. There was less noise and more staring. He didn't make it to his desk.

“Arthur, the manager is waiting for you,” a coworker said.

He nodded and walked to the office without hurrying. The manager was standing, and the Vice President was in the background, watching. They didn't invite him to sit.

“You have abandoned your post three times this week.”

Arthur said nothing.

“I am not interested in your excuses. This is a professional environment.”

The folder hit the desk with a sharp thud.

“This has crossed the line.”

The Vice President didn't speak. She just watched him. Cold. Motionless.

Arthur held her gaze a second too long. It was enough.

“You are suspended for two weeks, without pay,” the manager continued. “If there isn't a change when you return, we will terminate the relationship.”

Silence.

Arthur nodded.

“Understood.”

Nothing more. He walked out. At his desk, he gathered what was necessary—a few objects, his phone, his keys. No one spoke to him. He walked to the exit with a strange sensation, as if something had already ended before that moment.

Outside, the air hit him full force. He stopped for a second on the sidewalk. He didn't think about the job or the money. He thought about Alice.

Arthur walked aimlessly through Manhattan. The city's noise—taxis, people, horns—continued, but it reached him muffled, as if he weren't quite there. He stopped in a small plaza, wedged between buildings, and sat down. He looked down at his shoes. Impeccable. Polished. Chosen by Alice. Resting now on ground he didn't feel was his own.

He stayed like that for a few seconds. He pulled out his phone. His hands weren't steady. He hesitated before typing, but he did it anyway.

“Love...” he said, barely. “I've been suspended.”

Silence.

In the distance, a siren passed. The sound crossed the plaza and kept going. Arthur closed his eyes. The cold air hit his face.

The reply surprised him.

“What joy this message brings me, my love. That job wasn't for you. Diana says you are to come to her office immediately.”

He read it again. And again.

He found nothing else in those words. No cracks, no nuances. Just that calmness that left no room for anything else. He took a while to respond.

“It brings you joy?” he sent. Then, “I've been suspended, Alice.”

He left the phone on his lap. He was breathing faster than normal, as if the air weren't quite enough. Around him, the plaza remained the same. People crossing, loose conversations, hurried footsteps. No one stopped.

The phone vibrated. He grabbed it immediately.

“Diana says you are to return to your office, speak to the manager, and resign. Then come to the firm.”

Resign.

He stared at the word. There was nothing to interpret. There was no space for negotiation.

He lowered the phone slowly. He leaned forward, resting his elbows on his knees. He stayed like that for a few seconds, looking at the ground, as if he could organize something there. He wasn't sure.

The idea of going back, of walking in and saying it, weighed on his chest. It wasn't fear, exactly. It was something else, harder to name. But he stood up anyway. He took the first few steps without hurrying. He walked slowly, as if each stretch needed to be traversed with care. He wasn't sure how he was going to do it, or what he would say when he was face-to-face with the manager. He only knew he had to do it, that this was what was expected of him.

He stopped in front of the office building before going in. Then he pushed the door. Inside, everything was in its place. The same contained noise, the same screens, the same white light. Some looked up as he passed. Others didn't.

He walked to his sector. He stopped in front of his office. He looked at it for an instant, as if he couldn't quite recognize it. Then he turned. The manager's office was at the back. He began to walk toward it, without haste, not entirely sure. But advancing all the same.

***

An hour later, he was sitting in the firm’s waiting room. The secretary had indicated that Diana would finish a meeting and receive him. Arthur kept his hands clasped on his knees, conscious that every thread of his suit was under the scrutiny of the security cameras that, he sensed, never stopped watching him.

After fifteen minutes, the oak door opened. A man of about fifty emerged, impeccable, carrying a leather briefcase with an expression of professional relief. Alice was in the doorway, seeing him off with that cold courtesy she managed perfectly. Then, her gaze met Arthur's. There was no ”hello,” but there was a sign of marital complicity, accompanied by a slight smile and a gesture with her hand inviting him in.

Arthur stood up, feeling his movements were heavy. Upon entering the office, the air changed; it smelled of expensive perfume. Before he could take three steps, he heard the dry click of the key turning in the lock. Alice closed the venetian blinds.

Diana stood to greet him from a distance while he remained in the middle of the room. She walked slowly toward him.

“That’s not how an unemployed man looks,” Diana commented, her voice resonating in the silence like a verdict. “An unemployed man looks defeated, Arthur. He looks small. But you... you look impeccable.”

She stopped a few centimeters from him. Alice stood at his side, observing her husband with absolute calm.

“You have done exactly what was asked of you,” Diana continued, without taking her eyes off him. “You have cut the ties. You have renounced your past. Now, you no longer have office hours. You have ceased to be a professional to become something much more valuable.”

Arthur lowered his gaze, unable to sustain the intensity of Diana. Although he dressed like an executive, his life had been reduced to the will of the two women surrounding him.

“I think it's time, Alice,” Diana said.

Alice nodded.

“Arthur, get on your knees.”

It was hard for Arthur. It was his last resistance. He had already done it once before Alice, but it had never been repeated. He hesitated for one more second... and went down.

“To whom do you belong?” Diana asked.

“To my wife and to you, Diana.”

“When you are on your knees, you will address me as Mistress Diana and Mistress Alice. Understood?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Diana took one step closer.

“I don't care about your body. I care about your mind. Just as I care about owning your wife's mind. You are mine... and you belong to both of us. From now on, you are 24/7 for us. Your wife will give you what you need to live. You won't need anything more.”

Diana turned her head slightly toward Alice.

“We talked about this when you received his message. Alice... on your knees. Beside your husband.”

Alice obeyed instantly.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Diana observed them in silence for a few seconds.

“All my life I did this alone. It was always like that. Alice changed that... she made me want to share it, to grow in this with someone.”

She paused briefly.

“I love you, Alice. But I also want you on your knees before me. And I know you love your husband... that is why I want you both at my side.”

Arthur looked up from the floor, still on his knees. It was hard to speak, but the question came out anyway, dry, almost breathless.

“What will I do?”

Diana observed him for an instant before answering.

“Be there for us.”

She let the phrase settle.

“Tend to us. Pamper us. Be attentive all day. To every detail.”

Arthur said nothing.

“My chauffeur will be assigned to another sector,” she continued, with the same calmness. “That is your job now. You are part of this company.”

She leaned slightly toward him.

“Your university degree... keep it in your heart. Because now, you are ours.”

She paused.

“Our slave.”

The words remained suspended in the air. Arthur didn't respond. He felt the weight in his chest, as if something were closing slowly around him. It wasn't a blow; it wasn't abrupt. It was deeper than that. A sensation of entrapment that didn't come from the outside, but from within.

Diana stood up.

“Alice, take him home. Prepare him. Don't worry about the office.”

Then she looked at Arthur.

“In reception, there are the keys to the car. Get it. And open the door for your wife when she leaves.”

There was no answer. Only movement.

Arthur left first. At reception, they handed him the keys without questions. He went down to the parking lot, found the limousine, and waited by the back door. When Alice appeared, he opened it. She climbed in without stopping. He circled the vehicle, sat in the driver's seat, and started the engine.

The trip passed in silence. Arthur drove with his eyes fixed straight ahead, his hands firm on the wheel. Everything responded—the engine, the traffic, the traffic lights—but he felt far from it, as if every gesture were learned, repeated.

In the back, Alice looked out the window. She wasn't seeing the city. She was thinking about one thing: She said she loves me.

The phrase returned again and again, without resolution.

The limousine moved through traffic until it stopped in front of the building. Arthur got out first, opened the back door, and waited. Alice stepped out. They said nothing.


Chapter 8

They entered the penthouse; it was silent, the domestic staff already retired for the night. Alice dropped her purse, walked toward her husband, and hugged him. She kissed him long and slow.

“Alone at last,” she said.

Arthur held her close.

“Alone, but now we are Diana's property.”

Alice didn't pull away. She looked at him closely.

“I was from the day she touched me for the first time. And you are now,” she paused briefly. “But what you need is to free your mind.”

She took his hand. “Come. I’m going to show you something.”

She led him to the end of the hall, opened a door, and went inside. Arthur followed.

The room was spacious, illuminated by a warm, low light that left no corner undefined. He stopped in the center and looked around. A St. Andrew’s cross occupied an entire wall—dark, imposing, with chains hanging with precision. Various black leather pieces of furniture were distributed unhurriedly, each with a function he was only just beginning to imagine.

He walked slowly. Glass cabinets along the wall displayed instruments in perfect order: crops, whips, harnesses, objects he couldn't immediately name. Everything was tidy, everything in its place.

He turned to Alice. She watched him calmly.

“Don't be afraid.”

Arthur said nothing. His face said it all. Alice smiled slightly.

“Every man who enters here leaves begging for more.”

She led him to the adjoining room. “Get undressed, love. I’m going to shave you. Diana demands it of all her submissives.”

Arthur obeyed. She took care of everything with care, without rush. Her hands were steady, her gestures precise. There was nothing clinical about it. She treated him with attention, with a tenderness he hadn't expected in this context.

“I love you,” Alice said while she worked. “And you have no idea how happy I am that you are here, sharing this with me.”

Arthur looked at her.

“I love you too. But I’m scared.”

“I know.”

That was all. Nothing more was needed.

When they finished, Alice’s phone vibrated. She read the message and looked up.

“She’ll be here in fifteen minutes.”

She took his hand and led him back to the dungeon. She placed a cushion in the center of the room.

“Naked, wearing only the device,” she looked at him. “Kneeling, arms resting on your thighs, head bowed.”

She showed him the position with a gesture.

“Wait here. Do not move.”

Arthur took his place on the cushion. Alice watched him for a moment from the doorway, then left and closed the door. The silence of the room fell upon him.

***

The penthouse door opened; Diana entered and found Alice in the living room.

“I had to take an Uber,” she said with a short laugh. “Is Arthur ready?”

“Yes. He’s in position waiting. A bit nervous.”

“Normal,” Diana set down her purse. “Let’s change.”

The two of them disappeared into the adjoining room.

***

From the dungeon, Arthur heard movement. Muffled voices, occasional laughter arriving without context. He remained kneeling on the cushion, arms on his thighs, head bowed, exactly as Alice had shown him.

His heart was pounding. He had never imagined this. Not in this way, not as a participant. He looked sideways at the St. Andrew’s cross, the chains, the whips arranged in the cabinet. He thought of them as instruments of pain, not pleasure. He couldn't find the logic. He didn't understand how anyone could desire this.

And yet, there he was—kneeling, naked, waiting.

The sound of footsteps approached down the hall; the door behind him opened. Arthur heard the click of heels on the floor. Two pairs. Slow, sure. The two women circled him and stood before him.

“Look up,” Diana commanded.

Arthur obeyed and was left speechless. What was before him wasn't real. Or it didn't seem so. It was the kind of image he had seen once in a film and had dismissed as an exaggeration, something that didn't exist outside of a screen.

Diana wore a tight black corset, leather pants, and knee-high boots. A riding crop in her right hand, held with a naturalness that made it all the more unsettling.

Alice, beside her, wore a red corset, black leather briefs, and stockings with high-heeled boots. A crop hung from her hand as if it had always been there.

His eyes returned to the crops. The fine leather, the weighted tip. He tried to look away. He couldn't.

“Alice, take a seat. You are only observing this time. Your husband is mine tonight.”

Alice obeyed without a word. She walked to the armchair in the corner and sat. Arthur followed her with his gaze. As long as Alice had been the center of the scene, her presence was an anchor—something familiar in the midst of the unknown. Now she was on the sidelines, calm, observing.

And he was alone in front of Diana.

The distrust he felt toward her was different from fear. It was something more specific. Diana wasn't his wife. There was no history, no affection between them to soften what was coming. Just that woman standing in front of him, the crop in her hand, looking at him with a cold calmness.

“Stand up, Arthur.”

Arthur obeyed. Diana didn't say anything else immediately. She began to walk around him, slowly. Without haste. Her heels marking a constant rhythm on the floor.

Arthur stared ahead. Fixed.

The crop brushed his back. Barely. A minimal contact that ran across his skin like a current. A chill. A racing heart.

Diana kept walking. She studied him from the side, from behind, from the front. Like someone judging by her own standards, with no need to explain it. She stopped in front of him. She looked him up and down, without hurry, without looking away.

“Alice, I congratulate you. The shaving is perfect. The chastity cage, everything is exactly as a man should be.”

Alice didn't respond. She watched from the armchair. And she noticed something. There were no insults. No verbal humiliation. With Henri in Luxembourg, she had seen that same dynamic, that same precise and cold treatment. With the other men who passed through that room, Diana had always been different—harsher, more direct in her degradation.

With Henri, not so. With Arthur, neither.

Arthur looked ahead, still. Is this how you want to keep men? Am I already one of them?

The crop brushed him again, this time on his chest. Diana looked into his eyes without blinking.

“Dear, don't be afraid.”

Diana’s voice was low, almost tranquil. That disarmed him more than anything else.

“From today on, your life is truly going to change. If you aren't convinced yet, you will be by the time we finish. And you won't want another life.”

She paused. “We will take care of you. You will lack for nothing. In exchange, you will be here to serve us.”

Arthur processed every word without finding ground to stand on.

“Alice is your wife. But I will be your owner. Owner of your mind, just as I am of hers.”

The silence that followed was heavy. Arthur didn't answer. Not because he didn't want to, but because those words pulled the floor out from under his feet in a way he hadn't expected. There was no threat in them. There was no violence. Just a certainty stated in a low voice that was worse than any blow.

From the armchair, Alice watched him.

Diana stepped behind his back; the silence lasted a second. The strike came without warning. The dry sound of the crop and the immediate stinging on the back of his leg. Arthur’s knees buckled slightly, a threatened fall he held back just in time.

“Try not to move,” Diana said, in the same voice as before. “Endure.”

Arthur gritted his teeth. He took a deep breath. The sting remained, pulsing.

“Most men, I have to chain for this.”

Diana walked slowly until she was in front of him. “I know that deep down, you desired this your whole life. Even if you didn't know what it was you desired.”

Arthur didn't respond.

“I could have kept your wife for myself. But I wanted you at my side as well.”

A brief pause. “And I wasn't wrong.”

She looked him up and down, without looking away.

“You are naked, shaved, your sex trapped. Exactly as I want. From the moment I saw you, I knew what you were. A submissive man. Moldable. Whose essence was always to serve a woman.”

She took another step closer. “And now you will serve two.”

The silence pressed in on him. He found no words and he found no resistance. Just those sentences remaining in his head, one after another, unable to shake them off.

From the armchair, Alice didn't move.

A new blow arrived without warning. Arthur lost his balance for a second; he recovered with effort.

“You will be a new man. Not how your wife wants. How I want you to be.”

Another blow. The sting spreading.

“Your masculinity... what is that? At most, a mask. Everything is going to be reconfigured.”

The words fell with the same weight as the crop. As if Diana wanted every phrase to be etched into his skin.

Then, the clamps. A different sting, more fixed, on his nipples. Arthur gritted his teeth. His face said it all. Every time Diana opened her mouth, his body anticipated the pain. He was already expecting it. He was already associating it with her voice.

A part of his mind stated it clearly: The door is nearby. Get out. Run. No one is keeping you here.

But there was another part. Deeper, quieter. One that wanted another blow, that wanted to keep hearing those words. It was hypnotic. Diana spoke, and he couldn't leave, even though he could. Something in that woman held him.

She wasn't a common woman. Far from it. And the attraction toward her grew with every phrase, with every blow, with every second he spent in that room.

From the armchair, Alice observed. Every word of Diana’s, every blow, reached her in a way she hadn't expected. It wasn't physical pain. It was something else. As if what Arthur received had a direct echo in her own body. Symbiotic.

She watched him there, standing, enduring, and felt that the session was for both of them, even if only he was at the center. What she felt wasn't guilt. It was fulfillment.

But there was a difference she knew well. Her submission to Diana had another rhythm, another dynamic. She had known both sides. She had served and she had dominated.

Arthur had not. What awaited him was eternal submission. He would never know what it was to be on the other side. He was being reconfigured to serve, only to that, unlike her.

She looked at him and knew it clearly. That was what she had chosen for him.

At one point, Diana placed the cushion in front of him. With the crop, she pointed to the floor. Arthur obeyed. He knelt.

Diana brought a foot close. “Kiss it. Kiss the foot of your Mistress.”

Arthur lowered his head and obeyed. Diana left him like that for a moment.

“Stay here. Rest. Think about what happened tonight.”

The two women retreated without saying another word. The door closed, and Diana turned off the light. The darkness was total. Arthur was left alone, kneeling on the cushion, in absolute silence, seeing nothing, hearing nothing.

Only he and his mind.


Chapter 9

The two women left the dungeon in silence. Diana went straight to the bar, poured herself a whiskey—just for her—and walked to the sofa. She sat down. Alice remained standing, watching her.

Neither said a word. Diana drank slowly, staring at her glass for a moment.

“This is going to go well,” she said, pausing briefly. “I want you both in my service.”

She looked up at Alice. “Come here. Get on your knees.”

Alice obeyed. Diana looked down at her. “I’m telling you this for the last time, Alice. I know what I want. But this is your final opportunity. I leave the decision to you.”

Alice didn't speak.

“You have your husband kneeling in the darkness. I know he cannot think, and that is exactly what I sought. You can end the session now and take him. As of today, you would have a faithful, loyal, and submissive husband forever.”

Diana took a sip. “Or you surrender yourself to me definitively. With no turning back. You already know the life I offer you. And you know what awaits him.”

Silence settled in the room. Alice remained on her knees, looking at Diana.

“I’m not going anywhere. This is what I want in my life and what I want in his. I know he will enjoy it.”

Diana observed her for a moment. She didn't speak, only nodded. She stood up and walked toward the kitchen. Alice followed.

“The nerves made me hungry,” Diana said as she opened the fridge. “I’m not made of steel, either.” She let out a short, genuine laugh. Alice smiled.

The two moved around the kitchen; Diana pulled out ingredients, Alice found the bread. They sat and ate. Diana took a sip of her wine and looked straight ahead.

“I have plans for Arthur in the sessions. I want to involve him.”

Alice listened without interrupting.

“Perhaps a butler’s suit. Have him receive the submissives when they arrive. Or have him drive them to and fro in the limousine, considering how important some of them are.” She paused. “Or have him serve during the sessions. Let the submissives see what a real slave is. I don't know yet.”

Alice nodded. “That would be interesting.”

Diana looked at her from across the table. “Exactly. When we finish eating, get undressed, just stilettos. And position yourself in front of Arthur.”

Alice nodded without hesitation. “If that is what you want, I will do it,” she said.

They continued to eat.

***

Arthur didn't know if fifteen minutes or an hour had passed. The darkness was absolute, hermetic. His dilated pupils found nothing to adapt to. He tried to think, but he couldn't. He was kneeling before his new reality, and a phrase kept returning, unbidden.

How had he reached this point?

That morning, he had left for work like any other day. He had lost his job. And he had ended up kneeling in a dungeon, naked, in the dark, at the mercy of a woman who both frightened and attracted him in equal measure. A day not to be forgotten.

And the worst part was that nothing was over. There was a reason they had left him like this. Alone with his thoughts, with the stinging still present on his skin, with Diana’s words resonating without dissolving. He waited. He had no other choice.

***

The door opened. Arthur heard the footsteps, heels on the floor, approaching slowly. He saw nothing. Only the reflection of light that entered with the open door and the shadow of legs that positioned themselves in front of him.

The light switched on. He immediately raised a hand to his face, his eyes squeezed shut, dazzled. He waited a few seconds and lowered his hand slowly.

At first, he saw the red stilettos centimeters from his knees. He raised his gaze slowly, adapting his vision. Alice's legs. Her body. Completely naked in front of him. The body he had touched so many times, the body he knew, the body that was his. But now, it was there in another way. In another context. With another meaning.

Arthur didn't move. He just looked at her.

Diana’s voice came from behind. “Look at her, Arthur. Look at her well.”

Arthur didn't move. The footsteps approached slowly. Diana appeared in his field of vision and positioned herself behind Alice.

“That is a body you must adore. A body you must desire. It is your duty.”

Diana’s hands rested on Alice's shoulders and descended slowly. Her arms, her breasts, her hips.

“But that body you desire is mine. Not yours.”

She stopped. “To whom do you belong, Alice?”

“To you, Mistress.”

“What is that man kneeling there to you?”

“He is my slave, Mistress.”

Arthur listened to every word without looking away. Diana’s fingers descended slowly between Alice's legs.

“Look, Arthur. Look at how this body belongs to me. Only to me. It responds to me. Nothing more.”

Diana’s fingers entered slowly. A short sigh escaped Alice's lips. Arthur lowered his head.

“Look,” Diana said. “I told you I want you to see your wife enjoy herself.”

Arthur looked up. One of Diana’s hands was on her chest, the other guiding her. Alice arched her back slowly, her knees giving way slightly. Her breathing shifted rhythm. The moans grew louder.

Arthur watched, unable to look away. The device squeezed.

Alice and Arthur’s gazes met and held. He saw her open mouth, the moans she could no longer contain, the pleasure running through her without her doing anything to hide it.

Alice felt something difficult to name. Physical pleasure mixed with submission to Diana, and at the same time, seeing her husband kneeling, surrendered, watching her. It was a cocktail she hadn't felt before.

“Alice. What do you prefer? My fingers or your husband’s sex?”

The answer came breathless, mixed with moans. “Your fingers, Mistress. I prefer your fingers.”

She looked at Arthur while she said it.

The orgasm arrived at that moment. A current that ran through her entirely, from feet to head. Her body could resist no longer, and she slumped. Diana withdrew her hand slowly. Alice remained sitting on the floor, her breathing agitated, her body still trembling.

Arthur watched her. Without moving. Without being able to do anything but that.

“I am not finished with you yet.”

Diana looked at him for a moment. Then, she walked toward the cabinet. Arthur followed her with his eyes. He saw her open the glass and take out several dildos. The ones he had seen before when he walked the room with Alice. But seeing them then was different from seeing them now, placed one by one on the table before him.

“If you accept this life, you will accept everything. Your masculinity, the one that accompanied you for so long, will be redefined. Here, I decide the type of masculinity.”

Diana took one, not very large, and approached Arthur. She handed it to him. Arthur took it. He felt the texture between his fingers. He looked at Alice, who remained sitting on the floor. She nodded.

Diana extended her hand. Arthur gave it back to her.

“Stand up and follow me.”

She led him to the bondage table on the side of the room, the dildo in her hand. With exact movements, she secured him, leaving him in a position that admitted no reply and no pride. Alice remained in silence, observing from the floor.

What followed came slowly, without hurry or mercy. Every centimeter of depth was a boundary that would no longer exist. A man does not surrender like this, he thought. But his body didn't ask him.

He felt a bit of pain, deep, but mixing with something forbidden, a sensation that bordered on the pleasure running down his spine. His body arched over the leather of the table at every movement, and his mind, defeated, arched with it. His breathing transformed into a constant gasp, the sonic mark of someone who, finally, had stopped belonging to himself.

“This is who you are now,” Diana said. “You cannot keep denying it.”

“I am yours, Mistress,” he replied.

The words came out on their own. The tension of the entire day left him in a rush, leaving something strange in its place, almost still. His breathing broke in the silence, and with it, the last of who he thought he had been.

Diana signaled the end. She approached and stroked his hair softly. She helped Arthur stand up.

“Welcome.”

She extended a hand to Alice to help her rise from the floor.

“Alice, let tonight stay in the dressing room. Sleep here. His mind is elsewhere. Tomorrow, we will see the man he has become.”

They settled him in with care. They treated him well.

***

Arthur was left alone in the darkness. He existed. He didn't know how he was.

Happy? That wasn't the right word. But there was something. A pleasure he didn't recognize, that he didn't know how to name.

Was what they promised me true?

Do I want to repeat this? Or will I live like this forever?

The questions arrived without answers. He fell asleep.


Chapter 10

The smell of toast woke him. Seconds later, the door opened. Alice.

“Good morning, my love. Come have breakfast, Diana is preparing it.”

Arthur sat up in bed. “Hello, my life. I'll freshen up and be right there.”

***

When he entered the kitchen, Diana was setting the table. Alice was already seated.

“Good morning, sleepyhead.”

Diana approached and kissed him on the mouth. Passionate, without warning. Arthur didn't know where to look.

“Sit down. I prepared something special for the three of us.”

They ate breakfast. Diana and Alice talked about a client they needed to attend to and an upcoming court hearing. The conversation was light, professional. Nothing was said about the night before.

At one point, Diana stood up. “Take the day off. Alice, help Arthur get settled in here.”

Arthur looked at her. “Here?”

“Yes, love,” Alice said. “Last night, we decided we will be living with her.”

There was no possible response.

“I’m heading out; the Uber should be arriving,” Diana said.

“We’ll pick you up in the limousine when you’re done,” Alice offered.

“Don't worry about it,” Diana said. “Do whatever you need to do.”

She grabbed her purse and left. Arthur and Alice remained alone in the kitchen.

“Do you want more coffee?”

“Yes, I think I need it.”

Alice poured him some and sat beside him. “We’re alone now.”

Arthur stared at his cup. “I don’t think I can touch you now. I can’t take advantage of being alone with you.”

“I don't think so, either,” she said. A brief silence. “I think we started something new last night.”

“Yes,” Arthur responded.

Alice looked at him. “Doesn't this make you feel good?”

“I don't know. I’m not thinking today. Last night was very intense.”

“You know you can leave.” She said it with a slightly different tone. Not cold, but more direct.

“I can't leave. I can't. I am... I don't know. Don't be upset.”

Alice moved closer and sat by his side. “I'm not upset, love.”

Arthur held the cup with both hands. “I think my mind and my body stopped belonging to me last night. I don't know if that bothers me or not.”

“I understand,” Alice said. “I went through the same thing.”

“Last night we decided we will live together. I will sleep in the master bedroom with Diana. You will have your own room.”

Arthur looked at her.

“We’ll sell our home in Queens. Almost everything. We don't need anything, just the essentials. We’ll go collect our things.”

“Really?”

Alice gestured with her eyes toward the space surrounding them. “Look at this place, Arthur. Look at where we’re going to live.”

“But it’s not ours.”

“Nothing is ours now. We belong to her.”

Arthur nodded slowly. “You’re right. I forgot.”

Alice picked up her cup. “This breakfast thing is a habit of hers. Preparing breakfast after an important event. But that will be your function from now on. You will live to serve her. You will drive the limousine and take charge of this place when you aren't driving.”

She paused. “Never ask her anything. No complaints. If she wants to, she will tell you.”

Arthur didn't respond. He looked at the coffee left in his cup. “Understood.”

***

The morning was spent in motion. They went to the Queens apartment to grab the essentials—clothes, some personal items; the rest was left where it was. From there, they went to the real estate agency. They provided the details, signed what was necessary. The process was quick.

On the way, Alice spoke. She told him about Diana. What she wanted, what she didn't like, her rhythms, her rules. What she expected from the people who lived with her. Arthur listened without interrupting, absorbing every detail.

When they finished and were walking back, Alice looked at him. “You won’t want to live any other way after this.”

Arthur didn't respond, but he didn't deny it either.

***

As the day wore on, Alice looked at him. “Diana will be back soon.”

“I want to go pick her up,” Arthur said. “I want to go in the limousine.”

“Are you sure? I’ll go with you.”

“I prefer to go alone. I need to.”

Alice looked at him for a moment. “Fine. But don't go like that. Put on one of the new suits I bought you. When you arrive, park in the lot in front of the building, get out, and tell the receptionist that Dr. Sterling's limousine is waiting for her.”

“Perfect. That’s what I’ll do.”

***

Diana was leaving the lobby when she saw him. Arthur was impeccable beside the limousine, the door open, waiting for her. She wasn't alone; Brenda was walking beside her. Arthur recognized her immediately.

“Good afternoon, Arthur. Thank you for coming to pick me up.”

Brenda looked at him, surprised. She gave a slight gesture with her head—an almost imperceptible denial. Both women climbed into the vehicle.

“I need us to go to L’Aura first to drop off Brenda. I’ll be there for fifteen minutes with the business president. Then, home.”

“As you wish, ma'am.”

As he started the vehicle, Diana closed the interior window. Arthur took a deep breath. Of all days, today, with Brenda inside.

***

When all the commitments were finished, Diana climbed back into the vehicle and lowered the window.

“I loved that you came. It wasn't necessary, but it is exactly the attitude I want from you.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Diana looked at him in the mirror. “No, Arthur. I am your Mistress only in the dungeon. Here, in our intimacy, I am Diana. At work, ma'am or Dr. Sterling.”

“Yes, Diana.”

“And Alice?”

“She is about to prepare dinner.”

“No. They are inaugurating a new venue tonight. I want to have dinner with her. You are driving us.”

Diana picked up her phone.

“Hello, Alice...”


Chapter 11

In the weeks that followed, Arthur found his rhythm. He woke up early. He prepared breakfast. Then he would enter the room where the two women were.

He didn't think about important things. He no longer had to. That part of his life had been left behind without anyone forcibly tearing it away. He had let it go himself, slowly, without realizing the exact moment it happened.

He loved Alice. More each day. With an intensity different from before—calmer, more settled.

Diana was something else entirely. He saw her as being in another league. She exerted an attraction over him he didn't try to explain, a mixture of adoration and respect unlike anything he had ever felt. In part, he envied Alice because she could be with her every night. But he liked watching them. Sometimes Diana invited him into the room just to observe.

That was enough for him.

By morning, the limousine was ready and waiting. He took them to the office, returned to the penthouse, and took care of the place. He was officially on the payroll of Diana’s company, though his salary remained in Alice’s hands.

In the sessions, Arthur had a different role. He appeared as an assistant. A mask, a piece of leather clothing. Discreet, nameless. He was in charge of preparing the submissives before each session. He arranged them, getting them ready for the dominatrices.

His presence in the room during the sessions added something Diana had calculated. A man assisting, himself subjected to a greater dynamic, served as a mirror for the submissives. They weren't alone in that space. There was another witness, another man who had reached that point by the same path. That created a different level of experience for them.

When concluded, depending on the importance of the client, Arthur would transport them in the limousine. No questions, no unnecessary conversation. It was part of the service.

***

Alice lived her duality without conflict. She used to say it naturally: I have the best of two worlds.

Before Diana, it was total submission. She saw her as her mistress, her teacher, and her lover. Surrendering to her gave her a pleasure she couldn't find anywhere else.

But outside of that dynamic, she was someone else. Submitting men gave her a profound satisfaction. Seeing her husband completely surrendered caused her a pleasure she couldn't explain. Feeling loved by Arthur and seeing him submitted at the same time was her perfect balance.

Sometimes she remembered her previous life, the years repressing who she was, pretending to fit into a mold that never belonged to her. It made her laugh. Not bitterness. Just the lightness of someone who no longer carries something that wasn't hers.

At the firm, the men respected her. Some feared her without quite knowing why. Diana had told her she wanted a partner, not an assistant. That was enough. Alice began her law studies in her free time.

In the dungeon, Alice was someone else. She already had submissives she attended to on her own. Diana had granted her that, as one acknowledges something that already existed. Arthur was always present as an assistant. She wanted him there, and it added to the dynamic.

What Diana had taught her, Alice applied with a naturalness that wasn't imitation. It was her own style. More intimate at times, colder at others. The submissives who passed through her sessions returned. They always returned.

***

Diana was who she was without apologies. Cold to those who didn't know her. Heartless to those who feared her. Sought after as an attorney by everyone.

But inside, there was another human being. One who for a long time had carried everything alone.

Not anymore.

At night, Alice and Arthur were in her home. That gave her something she hadn't known she needed until she had it: peace. A grounding force she had sought for years without naming it. She didn't have to hide anything from them. She relaxed. They could see her vulnerable. Sometimes she even sought advice, even from Arthur.

She governed every situation, every space she stepped into. There was no other way of life for her, and there never had been. But knowing she was returning to a home where there were two people who cared for her was different from everything that came before.

Attorney and dominatrix. Rich and powerful. What more could she ask for?

Many criticized her lifestyle. She had never cared.

And she had other plans.

She smiled to herself, thinking about it. What if she took Arthur to Luxembourg? What would Henri think when he saw him?

That was exactly what she liked.

END OF SERIES
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Femdom Chastity. Feminization.

After a single slip, she took total command, imposing a strict FLR hierarchy grounded in discipline and forced chastity. He has surrendered all autonomy to embrace absolute devotion, finding his purpose in constant obedience. Their life is now an architecture of control, where service is law and submission is his only path. He lives to please her; she, to rule his eternal surrender.


The Submissive Emperor

The Secret Rome Tried to Bury
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Historical Femdom. Rome, 41 AD. A Caesar who kneels. A woman who rules from the shadows.

When an archaeologist discovers hidden papyrus scrolls in the Egyptian desert, a secret comes to light that Rome tried to erase: the story of an emperor who knelt before his wife at night while she ruled over him from the shadows — and of an empire that decided to bury this truth forever.


Raquel’s Desires

Book 1

The Complete Trilogy
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Femdom Romance · Female-Led Relationship (FLR) · Cuckold Dynamics in Marriage

Raquel leads a respectable life as a lawyer, wife, and mother — yet behind this façade she begins to consciously reshape the order of her marriage. Step by step, a female-led relationship emerges in which her husband learns to wait, to serve, and to redefine his place, while Raquel explores her power and desire beyond the traditional boundaries of marriage.


Correcting Andrew

Book 1

The Complete Trilogy
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Femdom · FLR Marriage · Power and Devotion

Two seemingly ordinary marriages turn into an experiment in absolute female leadership. When Evelyn and Laura decide to rewrite the rules of their households, their husbands find themselves on an irreversible path of submission. Step by step, relationships emerge in which control, the dismantling of the male ego, and complete devotion become the new order.
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