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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.

THE END
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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.
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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.
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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
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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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