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Chapter 1

The days without Alice had become quiet in a way Arthur didn't remember ever experiencing. The house in Queens, once orderly and predictable, now felt foreign. There was no clutter, no visible changes, and yet, something was off. As if the air itself had been replaced by something denser.

He tried to maintain his routine—his work, his schedule—but something refused to settle. It wasn't sadness, exactly. Nor was it anger. It was something else. A low, constant tension that appeared without warning and refused to dissipate.

He knew he was looking for something.

***

One afternoon, on his way to the subway, he stopped at a street corner. The noise of the traffic, the changing traffic lights, people crossing without making eye contact… everything remained the same.

Then he saw her.

The limousine pulled up in front of an office building, and a woman stepped out. She did nothing out of the ordinary: she adjusted her skirt slightly, closed the door, and walked forward. But in the way she moved, there was something that did not depend on her surroundings. She didn't look at anyone. She didn't need to.

Arthur couldn't look away.

It wasn't beauty—not exactly. It was something else. The way she occupied the space, as if everything around her had already settled into place before she even arrived.

He felt a faint shiver, brief but sharp, run down his spine. When the woman disappeared into the building, he remained there, frozen, without knowing why. Then, he looked down, as if someone might have been watching him.

And he kept walking.

***

Days later, the office routine was disrupted. The manager walked in without knocking, with an unusual energy.

"Arthur, put that aside for a moment. I want to introduce you to someone."

He didn't wait for a response.

"Elizabeth O'Sullivan. Our new Vice President."

Arthur stood up.

She entered without looking at anyone in particular, but her presence commanded the room immediately. She didn't raise her voice; she made no unnecessary gestures. She was simply there, and that was enough.

When her eyes brushed over him, it wasn't a look of recognition or courtesy. It was brief, precise. As if she had evaluated something and had no need to revisit it.

Arthur held his posture, but he felt the same short pulse in his body. No more intense. No longer. But just as clear.

He didn't understand why.

During the rest of the presentation, he barely spoke. He listened, nodded at the right moments, and did what was required. But something had changed.

Not in the office.

In him.

***

That night, the house greeted him with the same silence.

He turned on the television without paying attention to what was on screen. He sat on the bed, leaning his back against the headboard, and let the images pass.

Until something caught his attention.

Basic Instinct.

The interrogation scene.

Sharon Stone crossed her legs with that measured, unhurried calm under the fixed gaze of the men in front of her.

Arthur didn't change the channel.

He watched.

It wasn't the scene itself. It was the manner. The confidence. The total absence of doubt. No one in that room was on the same level as her, and she didn't need to say a word for it to be understood.

He saw himself on the sidewalk, watching the woman from the limousine. He saw himself in the office, holding Elizabeth's gaze a second longer than necessary. And, for the first time, he didn’t pull away from that thought.

It was no coincidence.

There was something common in all of it. Something he had avoided acknowledging until that moment. He turned off the television. The silence returned immediately.

He sat for a while, hands resting on his thighs, staring at a fixed point without really seeing it.

Then, he picked up his phone.

He searched for Alice's profile. The photos were recent. She was smiling. Different. Distant. He paused for a few seconds.

This time, he didn't hesitate.

"I miss you."

He sent the message and left the phone on the nightstand. He lay back without turning off the lamp. He didn't close his eyes right away.

Now, it wasn't just about Alice anymore.

There was something more.

***

The phone vibrated.

Arthur opened his eyes abruptly, still halfway through sleep. He fumbled for the nightstand, grabbed the phone, and looked at the screen.

Alice.

"I miss you too."

"But I don't know if you'd know what to do with me now..."

He remained still. He read the second line again. Slower.

The "now" kept circling in his mind.

He sat up slightly, pressing his back against the bed. He didn't type. He didn't know what to write.

He turned off the screen but didn't let go of the phone. He stayed like that, in silence, with an uncomfortable sensation that didn't stem from nostalgia. It was something else. And he wasn't sure he wanted to understand it.

The phone vibrated again.

Another message.

"I'm returning to the country. Let's grab coffee tomorrow at our usual spot. At 5:00 PM."


Chapter 2

The place was at its peak hour, a hive of chatter. Arthur waited at a secluded table, his gaze lost on a fixed point.

Then, something shifted. Alice entered. It took him a second to recognize her. Not because he doubted who she was, but because didn’t match with the woman he remembered.

She walked slowly, with great confidence. She wore a tight, knee-length red skirt, thin heels that struck a precise rhythm against the floor, and a silk blouse that hinted at intent more than shape. Her hair, perfectly cut, completed a cold elegance.

The men in the room couldn't help but stare.

She looked at no one. Only at him.

When she reached the table, Arthur stood up. They greeted each other with a kiss on the cheek—brief, without awkwardness.

They ordered coffee.

They talked. About work, the firm, and minor things that filled the time without committing to anything. Neither dared to broach the subjects that mattered. It was easier to go on like that, on the surface, which kept them safe for a little while longer.

The conversation was ongoing when Alice set her cup down on the table gently. She looked at him.

"You looked for me."

It wasn't a question.

Arthur didn't know how to respond immediately.

"Things happened," she continued.

"What things?"

"It was a short time. But it was intense."

Arthur studied her for a moment.

"Did you travel to Luxembourg?"

Something crossed Alice's face. Not discomfort. Something closer to the composure of someone who already knows where a conversation is headed.

"Is that what you wanted to know?"

"I don't know what I want to know."

Alice looked at him without averting her eyes.

"What I did, or who I was with?"

Arthur didn't answer. The question remained suspended between them, heavier than any response.

"I don't know," he said, finally.

"I don't just work at Diana's firm," she finally said. "I assist her. I’m her aide for a different type of client."

Arthur looked at her without speaking.

"Diana is a Dominatrix. I mentioned it to you once, and you couldn't handle it."

The silence that followed wasn't awkward. It was heavy.

"There are men who leave everything behind for a few hours," Alice continued. "Businessmen, lawyers, men with power. They pay to yield. To not be who they are on the outside."

Arthur held his glass without drinking.

"And Diana? Are you with her?"

"Yes," Alice said, simply. "But that wouldn't stop me from being with you. I offered you a different life. Outside of everything established."

"What does that mean?"

Alice took a moment.

"You know well. It’s surrender. Submission. Total freedom. It’s hard to explain it so simply; you have to live it. Open your mind." She paused briefly. "I couldn't go back to being a housewife waiting for her husband. It's a world full of emotions I can't leave behind."

Arthur stared at her fixedly.

"Are you telling me you changed?"

"That I changed, or that I am finally who I truly am."

The air between them became heavier. Not because of tension. Because of distance.

Arthur hesitated.

"I still love you, Alice."

She looked at him without surprise.

"I know."

And that certainty disarmed him more than any rejection.

A long silence followed.

Arthur pushed his chair back slightly. He leaned in and gave her a brief kiss on the cheek. There was no anger in the gesture. Only an old way of saying goodbye to something he could no longer hold onto.

He left some bills on the table and stood up.

"I can't follow you there," he murmured.

And he left.

***

The street hit him immediately. The noise, the people, the movement. He walked a few meters aimlessly. Then faster. Until he stopped at the corner.

He clutched his head with both hands.

It can't be.

It can't be.

The thought was unbearable. He breathed deeply. He tried to process something. He couldn't. He turned around and retraced his steps.

Then he saw her.

Alice was getting into a limousine parked in front of the café. The back door closed and the vehicle began to pull away.

Arthur raised his hand.

"Alice!"

The vehicle stopped. The back door opened.

Arthur walked up to it and climbed in.

He sat next to her. The interior was silent, dark, oblivious to the noise outside.

Alice took his hand.

"Trust me, my love," she said in a low voice. "Everything is going to be fine."

Arthur looked at her.

"Am I still your love?"

Alice looked him in the eyes.

"That's why I want this for you. Because I love you."

She turned to the front.

"The penthouse," she told the driver.

The vehicle started moving. During the fifteen-minute drive, Arthur didn't let go of her hand. He stared out the window without seeing anything. Thoughts arrived on their own, unordered.

Have I already given in?

Can I handle this?

How much?

Trust me.

Alice's words echoed. The urban landscape passed behind the glass like something foreign. He was heading into the unknown. Into the taboo.

He felt his heart beating.

***

The penthouse doors opened.

Diana was waiting for them by the floor-to-ceiling window. She didn't move when they entered. She only watched them.

Then, she walked toward them.

She greeted them each with a brief kiss on the cheek, as if it were the most natural thing in the world.

"Welcome, Arthur," Diana said.

Arthur looked at the space for a moment before responding.

"I still don't know what I'm doing here."

Alice said nothing. She only lowered her gaze for an instant, barely.

"You are here for your wife," Diana said calmly. "Take a seat."

She headed to the bar. She poured two glasses of whiskey, offered one to Arthur, then to Alice. Afterward, she poured her own.

"I'm glad you're here," Diana told Arthur.

He didn't reply.

Alice placed her hand on her husband's leg. Diana watched him for a moment and continued.

"You already know everything. And if you are here, it’s because you matter to me. Alice matters to me. Her happiness. That she feels complete."

Silence settled in the room. Alice kept stroking Arthur's leg slowly, with every word.

"Arthur, there are three types of people," Diana said. "The Dominants. The submissives. And a third: those who still don't know what they are."

Arthur looked at her without responding.

"Your wife is a Dominant by nature. But to know how to dominate, she must first understand submission."

"Alice. Come."

Alice stood up.

Diana pointed to the floor in front of her. Alice stepped forward and knelt.

Arthur didn't react immediately. The impact arrived later, slow, like something falling without a sound.

Diana looked at her.

"To whom do you belong?"

"To you," Alice replied.

Without a crack. Without hesitation.

Arthur felt something tighten in his chest.

Diana helped her stand. Then she kissed her.

Arthur looked down.

Diana observed him. Just for an instant.

"Come here."

Arthur hesitated. Then he walked over.

Diana positioned him in front of Alice with a slight gesture. Arthur and Alice looked at each other. The silence between them wasn't empty.

Diana stood behind him.

"Return to your wife," she said in a low voice. "Kiss her."

Something expanded in Arthur's chest. It wasn't thought. It was something else, older, deeper.

He couldn't refuse.

He didn't want to.

He leaned toward Alice and kissed her. Long. With an intensity he hadn't planned and that he could no longer control.

He knew what was happening. He knew he was surrendering, and for the first time that night, he didn't care.

Diana stepped away. Her voice changed, becoming more functional.

"Go home with your husband, Alice. The driver is waiting downstairs."

A pause.

"Spend the rest of the day together."

She looked at Arthur directly for the first time.

"And if you want... I'll be waiting for both of you here tomorrow."

She explained nothing more.

***

The limousine was waiting at the entrance. The ride was silent. Total.

Arthur and Alice sat next to each other, holding hands. No pressure. No gestures. Just contact.

Arthur felt his own pulse. His body was responding before his mind.

Something had changed. He couldn't name it yet.

The fear was there. But it wasn't clean. It was mixed with something more difficult to admit: a silent attraction toward the unknown.

He maintained the silence, not because he couldn't speak, but because he couldn't find a sufficient reason to do so.


Chapter 3

Alice entered their home first. She scanned the living room: everything in its place, intact, as if time had not passed. She walked slowly to the kitchen.

Arthur followed behind and closed the door.

Alice opened the refrigerator. It was full.

"We can fix something to eat."

Arthur didn't answer. He just watched her. After the silence of the drive, his own voice felt strange, as if it no longer quite belonged to him.

"Does Diana just let you come home with me like that?"

Alice closed the fridge calmly and turned toward him.

"You still don't understand this," she said. "I want you to understand."

Arthur let out a short breath.

"And how do I do that, Alice?"

She stepped closer, until she was directly in front of him. She didn't raise her voice.

"You saw it at the penthouse. You already know what you have to do."

Arthur shook his head slightly, as if he still needed to hear it.

"What do I have to do?"

Alice didn't hesitate. She pointed to the floor.

"Kneel."

The gesture was simple. Definitive.

"Kneel before me. Stop resisting."

Arthur looked at her. Something in him reacted immediately, almost as it had before. But it wasn't the same. It was no longer pure rejection. There was something else, harder to locate, that wouldn't let him turn away.

"Go on, my love," she murmured.

Arthur lowered his gaze. He thought: It's just an action. It doesn't mean anything.

But the thought couldn't hold its ground.

He let himself drop.

When his knees touched the floor, the impact wasn't physical. It was something else. A sensation that rose from deep within, slow, enveloping, as if something were settling into a space he hadn't known existed.

He remained still, head bowed. He didn't know exactly what he was feeling, but it was there. Alice’s hand rested on his head with a softness that was anything but casual.

"What are you feeling, Arthur?"

He looked up at her. He found no words.

Alice didn't push.

"You are mine."

The phrase was no louder than a whisper, but it fell with more weight than the gesture before it.

Arthur paused for a second.

"Say it," she added.

The silence returned, brief and dense. Arthur swallowed hard.

"I am yours, Alice."

He said it quietly, but it didn't sound like a question. Alice held out her hand. Arthur took it and stood up.

"Let’s make dinner," she said.

She opened the fridge and took out a piece of meat. Arthur picked up some onions and began peeling them without being asked. Words wouldn't come, and he didn't seek them out.

The silence no longer carried the same weight; it was something else, more stable. From time to time, their gazes met; she would respond with a slight, sufficient smile. The dinner went the same way. Few words. Their hands met on the table almost unintentionally, resting there for a moment before parting, no longer needing to hold on.

Arthur didn't try to organize what was happening. The ideas appeared loose, without full form.

I belong to Alice.

He didn't think of it as a conclusion. It was more like something that was already there. The rest followed, without effort. To follow. Not to resist.

That was enough for him. Alice watched him from across the table.

***

As dinner ended, Alice looked at him.

"Let’s take a shower."

Arthur nodded with a faint smile. He had been waiting for that moment. Diana had faded into the background. Upon saying I am yours, something in his mind had accepted Alice’s relationship with her. Now, he only wanted her.

They undressed slowly, helping one another. Arthur observed her, remembering that morning: that woman walking into the café, confident, with every gaze upon her. The men couldn't help but stare. Neither could he. There was something in her that awakened an immediate, almost primal impulse. The desire to have her, to bring her close, to make her his own.

He felt it again. How wrong he had been.

Alice walked over to her purse and pulled out a small device. She showed it to him without saying a word.

"What is that?" Arthur asked.

Alice looked at him.

"You said you were mine." She paused briefly. "Until you have this on, you won't be. First, I want to control your body. It’s a chastity device."

"What does that mean?"

"It means I control your erections. You will only have them when I allow it."

Arthur thought for a moment. Let’s try. What do I have to lose?

But when the lock clicked shut, when Alice extracted the key and he felt the adjustment against his body, his wife’s words landed differently.

It wasn't a game.

***

Alice took his hand and led him to the shower. The hot water cascaded over them.

Their bodies sought each other naturally, without rush. His hands roamed her back, her waist. Hers traced his shoulders, his chest. Steam filled the space between them.

They kissed under the water. Long, intense. Her body pressed against his, skin wet, the heat of the water mixing with the heat of the two of them. Caresses continued, slow, without fixed destination. Just the contact, the proximity, the silence broken only by the sound of the water.

They dried each other slowly.

They laid down naked. The room’s darkness, the warmth of their bodies close. They kissed. Long, deep. Her hands traveled his back, his hands her waist, her hips. The chastity cage was present between them, inevitable, uncomfortable.

At one point, with softness, Alice pushed his head down.

Arthur understood.

He stopped at her breasts. He kissed her nipples slowly, feeling her arch her back slightly, involuntarily. He heard the first shift in her breathing.

He kept moving down. Her belly, her hips. His lips against the soft, warm skin of her inner thighs. She trembled slightly.

Alice parted her legs. With her hands, she guided him and placed him where she wanted.

Arthur gave her pleasure. Attentive to every signal, every tension in her body, every variation in her breathing. He felt how she responded, how her body tightened and released. Alice’s hands were on his head, directing him, setting the rhythm.

"What you do to me," she said, her voice breathless, "I do to Diana."

Arthur lifted his head by instinct. She returned him to his place without a word.

"I hear her moans. I know her breathing. I know exactly when she is close."

The words cut deep. Humiliation and desire mixed, impossible to separate.

"I learned with her. And now, you learn with me."

The pressure of the cage was intense.

"This is your place with me now."

Arthur felt those words in a way he hadn't expected. There was no resistance. Only a quiet, definitive surrender, as if something that had been taut for a long time had finally given way.

Alice’s breathing grew more agitated, deeper. Her hands on his head squeezed slightly.

"You are mine, Arthur. You are my slave."

The moan came long and deep, filling the room. Alice’s hands slowly loosened on his head. Her body still trembled slightly. Her breathing settled, bit by bit.

Arthur lay beside her and watched her. Her eyes were closed, her chest rising and falling slowly. An expression he hadn't seen on her before.

She opened her eyes and found him looking at her. She caressed his face with her palm.

"Let’s rest, my love."

She rested her head on his chest and fell asleep quickly.

Arthur remained still, staring at the ceiling, his hand moving slowly over her hair. He thought about the relief that hadn't come. About every word regarding Diana, the moans, the rhythm, the details Alice had dropped like stones. About the device he wore, firm, reminding him of his place with every movement.

You are my slave.

The words remained, undissolved.

The ceiling offered no answers. Alice slept on his chest.


Chapter 4

Arthur opened his eyes slowly; the room smelled of coffee. Alice came in with a tray, toast, fruit, and two steaming mugs. She placed it on the bed with care and sat beside him.

Arthur smiled before fully opening his eyes.

They ate breakfast together. They talked about trivial things: the week, the neighbor, a series neither had finished watching. Light conversation.

But Arthur felt the device. With every movement, in every position. A constant, dull reminder that wouldn't fade away.

***

They took the subway together. They found seats. Alice rested her head on his shoulder for a moment as the train sped along.

One stop before Arthur’s, she stood up.

She looked down at him.

"I’ll be waiting for you at Diana’s apartment after you finish work today."

A flicker of discomfort crossed Arthur’s face.

Alice noticed it.

"I’ll be waiting for you there," she repeated, without harshness, without room for negotiation.

The doors opened.

And she stepped out.

Arthur got off the subway at the next stop and began to walk.

He covered the two blocks to the office unhurriedly. The device was there, present, with a dull, nagging discomfort that wouldn't go away. It wasn't exactly pain. It was a constant pressure that reminded him of itself.

Every so often, he took a different step, shifting his weight from one foot to the other, inadvertently searching for a position that might offer some relief. He couldn't find one.

No one on the street knew a thing.

He pushed the office door open and walked in.

***

The conference room was full by mid-morning. A long table, the projector humming, the usual murmur before someone took the floor.

The Vice President sat at the head of the table, and the noise died down on its own.

Arthur watched her without truly listening. He observed how the others waited for their turn to speak, how no one interrupted her, how the weight of the room naturally adjusted itself around her.

He thought of Diana. He thought of Alice. He compared Elizabeth O'Sullivan to them.

Does she have a parallel life?

The question came unbidden. This woman in the dark suit presiding over a business meeting, and no one in the room knew anything about anyone.

The device reminded him of its presence.

Arthur shifted his position in the chair.

Someone asked him a question. He gave a brief answer and went back to watching her.

***

After the meeting, before returning to his office, Arthur stopped in front of the restroom. He went in.

He greeted a colleague by the door; they exchanged a few pleasantries. He stood at the urinal.

His hand reached down on its own. He touched the device and stood still for a few seconds.

He couldn't.

He turned and stepped into one of the stalls. He closed the door.

He sat down.

Can I not piss like a man anymore?

The thought hung in that tiny silence. Unanswered.

He left, washed his hands, and went back to his office.

***

In Diana’s office, the morning’s pace had slowed. Someone brought them coffee, and they took a breather.

Diana listened to everything Alice told her. The details, the night, the device.

"I'm expecting him at your apartment today," Alice said. "Should we take him to the dungeon tonight?"

Diana shook her head slowly.

"Not yet. Chastity needs more time. You will notice more attention from his part, more surrender, as the frustration builds. When that moment comes, we will attend to him together."

She paused.

"Tonight, we’ll all three have dinner. That is all. Let him get used to the fact that he isn't exclusive in everyday moments."

A brief silence followed.

Diana observed Alice’s face.

"What’s wrong?"

Alice lowered her gaze for a moment.

"I don't know how this is going to work. I love him. But..."

Diana set her cup on the desk. She stepped closer.

She kissed her on the mouth, slowly.

"Don't worry. You belong to me, even with your husband by your side. That isn't going to change."

Alice looked at her.

"I am yours, Diana. That, at least, is certain within me."


Chapter 5

The taxi dropped him off in front of the building. Arthur got out and approached the entrance. The doorman buzzed him in and directed him to the floor.

He went up in the elevator alone. The doors opened, and Alice was there. She gave him a kiss and let him in.

Diana was in the living room. Arthur reached out his hand.

"Good evening, ma'am."

Diana didn't take it. She kissed him on the cheek naturally.

"I’m Diana to you. Let’s leave the formalities for another time."

***

Diana herself served the dinner, with the ease of someone accustomed to commanding any space. She sat at the head of the table.

"My chef prepared the lamb," she said. "I hope you like it."

She remarked in passing that she preferred not to have household staff around in the evenings. That there were things that didn't need witnesses.

The table was intimate. The candles were low, the wine was poured, and the three of them were close. Arthur ate and observed. Diana spoke to Alice with a familiarity that didn't exclude him; a look, a gesture, a word spoken in a low voice. A complicity formed elsewhere, at another time, in another place, which he was only just beginning to touch upon.

At one point, Diana stood up, went to the sideboard, and returned with an envelope and a small chest. She placed them in front of Alice.

"This is from Henri. He was very pleased with you."

Alice took the envelope.

"I told him it wasn't necessary. That he had already been very generous."

"He insisted."

Alice opened the envelope and looked at the check for a moment before passing it to Arthur. He took it and read it. It was an amount that would have taken him six months to earn.

Alice opened the chest. Gold and ruby earrings glittered in the candlelight. She looked at them with a calm smile, as if it were simply hers to receive.

"This means we’ll have to travel again soon, the two of us," Diana said.

Arthur set the check on the table without a word. He looked at his wife. The woman sitting beside him was no longer just his wife.

Diana noticed.

"Do you see? There are men who pay fortunes for an illusion. That is what we sell." She paused and stared at him intently. "You have it for free. It’s not a fantasy for you; it’s your life. Many men don’t know what they would give to experience what you are beginning to live."

Alice reached across the table and took Arthur's hand.

***

After dinner, they moved to the living room. Diana poured whiskey for the three of them and sat on the sofa next to Alice. Arthur sat across from them.

"How are you feeling, Arthur?"

"I've had a great time. The dinner was exquisite."

"That’s not what I mean," Diana said. "I mean everything you are experiencing."

Arthur held his glass. Diana rested her hands on Alice's legs as she spoke, naturally, as if it were simply part of the conversation.

"The greatest pleasure that exists is mental. The brain is the sexual organ par excellence. The man who understands that is the one who will enjoy himself the most."

Her hands moved slowly over Alice's legs.

"I’m trying to understand," Arthur said. "This is all very new to me."

"You don't have to understand anything. Just let yourself go. Don't think. Because there is no logic in this, only pleasure. The pleasure of submission, the pleasure of dominating—they have no explanation."

Alice’s eyes were half-closed. Her breathing had changed, just barely—so slightly that only someone who knew her well could have noticed.

Arthur noticed.

Diana continued speaking, her hands moving slowly under Alice's skirt.

"Let go of your prejudices. Enjoy. Freedom lies in yielding. The submissive person is the freest of all."

A soft sound escaped Alice. Almost imperceptible.

Arthur took a sip of his whiskey. Diana looked at him while her hands continued their work.

"Your wife is mine."

Alice leaned her head back, Diana’s fingers guiding her without haste, building it slowly.

"And you belong to your wife."

The pressure from the device was intense. Arthur didn't move.

"Which means you are also mine."

Alice's moans grew louder. She was no longer holding them back. Her body responded to every one of Diana’s movements; her breathing hitched, Alice’s hands clutched the sofa.

Arthur watched.

The device squeezed.

And Alice came without hiding it.

Diana slowly withdrew her hand. Alice adjusted herself on the sofa, smoothing her skirt. Her breathing hadn't quite returned to normal. She looked at Arthur with her mouth slightly open.

"Listen to Diana, my love. She knows what she's telling you."

Diana stood up and went to sit beside him. She placed her hand on his crotch, over the cage, calmly.

"You are mine, too. You are going to be a new man."

Arthur didn't answer. He didn't move.

But it was different from the first time he had seen his wife with Diana. That night, he had wanted to leave. Tonight, he couldn't. Not because someone was holding him back, but because something inside him no longer found the exit.

Diana withdrew her hand and checked the time.

"I gave the driver the day off, and it's late. Spend the night here."

She stood up.

"Come, Arthur. You can sleep in this room."

She led him to a small room. A single bed, everything in order.

She turned to Alice.

"Alice, come to my room."

***

The room was small. The bed, hard. The silence, total.

Arthur lay staring at the ceiling. He thought of Diana, that woman who touched his wife in front of him as if it were the most natural thing in the world. Beautiful and distant at the same time. Possessing a power over people that couldn't be explained, only felt.

He thought of Alice. He thought of his work, of the device he was wearing.

How could all of this coexist?

He found no answer.

But this time, the question didn't carry the same weight as before. There was no urgency to it. There was no rejection.

This time, he couldn't leave. Not because someone was holding him back, but because something in him had stopped looking for the door.

Was he enjoying it?

No. He didn't enjoy watching his wife find pleasure without him. That was clear. But Diana had said something he couldn't get out of his head.

The greatest pleasure is mental.

What if she was right?

What if he just had to let go?

The device tightened in the darkness.

From the back of the apartment, the silence was absolute. Arthur closed his eyes and turned in bed, trying to fall asleep; then he heard them.

Diana’s moans drifted from the other room. Unmistakable. He took the pillow and covered his head.


Chapter 6

Days turned into weeks. The new dynamic settled in without anyone naming it, like something that simply starts to happen and, by the time one tries to point it out, it is already too late. Arthur saw it in the details: his routine was no longer the same, though he couldn't remember having decided to change it.

One morning, almost in passing, Alice mentioned she liked having breakfast in bed. It wasn't an order. From then on, he got up first. He prepared everything in silence and returned with the tray while she was still half-asleep, with that calmness that had begun to occupy the space where any other form of initiative used to be.

When Alice arrived late, dinner was ready. When she didn't come home, Arthur would tidy up the apartment and wait for the message.

"I have to work tonight. I'm not coming home to sleep."

He knew what it meant. He didn't ask.

He felt jealousy. But it changed whenever they were together and Alice spoke to him about her nights with Diana. Then, it would ache deeper, in a way he couldn't quite pinpoint, and yet he couldn't stop listening. There was something in that narrative that held him, even when it hurt.

There was also something she never mentioned.

The men.

Arthur thought about it, but he didn't ask. He could sustain the idea of another woman. He could give it shape, even accept it within certain limits. But imagining a man was different. More difficult. And what weighed most wasn't the certainty, but the absence of it. The silence on that point ended up occupying more space than any confession.

Once, he came close to asking. He didn't get around to it.

Alice looked at him calmly.

"The moment will come. When you are ready."

That was all. As the days passed, it hurt less.

***

The device had ceased to be a novelty. At first, it was an annoyance—a constant presence that interfered with every movement. Later, it became part of his body. Arthur no longer thought about it all the time, but he felt it in every gesture: when sitting, when walking, when lying down. He had adapted without choosing to.

And then, something else appeared.

Not pain. Tension.

A silent accumulation that found no release. Each morning, it was there. Each night, too. When Alice was near, the sensation intensified until it became difficult to bear. Every brush, every kiss, every time she touched him without apparent intent, his body responded with an urgency that had no destination.

She knew it.

Sometimes she would look at him and smile slightly, as if there were no need to say a word.

There were nights she didn't come back. Arthur would stay in bed, the apartment silent and too large. The device tightened just enough so he couldn't ignore it. Nothing else was needed.

Diana was right: the tension made him attentive, more aware of Alice. More available. It wasn't a decision. It operated beneath any attempt at control.

With the passing days, he understood that the most intense pleasure wasn't where he had always sought it.

***

One morning at work, his phone vibrated on the desk. Arthur picked it up unhurriedly. A message from Alice: When you finish, come pick me up at the firm.

He didn't reply. He logged out, packed his things, and left. He walked the usual streets with a familiar sensation—a mixture of anxiety and obedience he no longer tried to decipher.

In the building's lobby, he sat to one side, just far enough away to avoid drawing attention. He stared at the entrance without focusing on anything in particular. Time passed weightlessly until the elevator opened.

The noise of the lobby dipped slightly, as if the density of the air had changed.

Diana came out first. Alice at her side.

They didn't seem to belong to that space. They did nothing to impose themselves, and yet the movement around them adjusted. Some men turned their heads; others stopped their conversations without realizing it. It was subtle, but evident.

Arthur stood up. Suddenly, he felt his suit heavier, more marked by the day than he had noticed before.

They approached without stopping. The greeting was brief: a kiss on the cheek from each. To anyone else, it would have been a normal gesture. For him, it wasn't.

Diana looked at Alice.

"I’ll be expecting you tonight. I’m sending the limo."

Then she leaned slightly toward Arthur.

"Nice to see you."

She didn't wait for a response. She turned and walked away. Arthur remained motionless for a second, the trace of her perfume still in the air.

"My love, I have some shopping to do," Alice said. "Come with me."

Arthur nodded and fell into step with her.

***

The boutique was silent, with low lights and surfaces that absorbed every sound. Arthur stayed one step behind. Alice browsed the garments with an attention that didn't seem casual. She wasn't looking; she was choosing.

She stopped in front of a piece the clerk brought out of a black box. She held it against the light. The fabric slipped through her fingers.

She turned around.

"Do you like it?"

Arthur didn't answer immediately. He was already seeing it on her. His body reacted before any thought could form.

"Yes," he said. "It would look very good on you."

Alice stepped closer. The garment brushed his chest.

"And do you think Diana will like it?"

The air grew tense. Arthur held her gaze for an instant and then lowered it.

"Yes… she will like it."

Alice nodded, as if she expected nothing else, and went back to choosing.

At the register, the number appeared on the screen. High. Out of scale for what his life had been. Alice paid without looking at the price. Arthur understood without needing to think about it—he was no longer holding anything up; he was not the provider.

Leaving the store, he stopped for a moment in front of a window. His reflection showed him a man marked by the day. The wrinkled suit, the weary posture.

Alice saw him.

"You can't look like that."

"I worked all day," he replied. "It's normal."

"I don't care about the work. I care about the image."

She looked at him intently.

"You project yourself onto me. What do you think Diana saw?"

She didn't wait for an answer. She took him to a tailor. The atmosphere was silent, precise. They took his measurements while Alice decided on fabrics, cuts, and colors. Arthur remained still. He didn't intervene.

Upon leaving, the suits were already ordered.

"Let's go."

The barber shop was nearby. The scent of products filled the air. Arthur sat where he was directed.

The barber asked how he wanted the cut. Alice answered for him. She gave clear instructions, without hesitation. Then she sat to one side and looked at her phone.

Arthur watched his reflection as the scissors moved. It wasn't the cut; it was not having a place in the decision.

When they finished, the barber looked at Alice.

"Is it okay like this?"

She stepped closer, observed him with attention, and passed a finger along his temple.

"The sideburns."

"Of course."

A few more minutes passed.

"Now?"

Alice evaluated the final result.

"Perfect. How much?"

Arthur clenched his fists under the cape covering him. They didn't look at him, nor did they ask him. It was all part of the process. Nothing more.

***

Leaving the barber shop, with his hair impeccable and that strange sensation when he touched the nape of his neck, Arthur had the impression of being on display. Alice walked a few steps, stopped, and turned to him.

"Would you like it if we didn't go home and ate here instead?" she asked, with a calmness that disarmed him.

Arthur nodded, still tense from what had just happened.

"Yes… that works."

"I know a new place. I went there with Diana the other day."

The gesture was minimal, but inevitable. A contraction of his mouth, a brief shadow in his eyes. Alice saw it and said nothing. She simply took his arm and guided him toward the restaurant.

During dinner, the conversation kept up appearances. They talked about work, about light things—phrases that could be said at any table. To everyone else, they were just another couple.

Arthur barely held it together. The day was still weighing on him: the clothes chosen by her, the cut, the way he had been handled without any intervention. Everything accumulated into a pressure that wouldn't dissipate.

At one point, he lowered his voice.

"Is it always going to be like this, my love?"

Alice set her fork down carefully.

"Like what?"

"That you make the decisions for me. Everything… my image, my time… how I should be."

Alice looked at him steadily. There was no anger. No softness either. Only a clean, flawless clarity.

She took off her shoe under the table.

Arthur felt the contact before he understood it. Her foot moving up his leg, slow, sure, until it stopped exactly where she knew she would find him.

"You are mine, Arthur," she said, without raising her voice. "That had already been made clear."

She paused briefly.

"If you don't decide when you have an erection, if you cannot touch yourself without my permission… do you really think you can decide anything else?"

Arthur lowered his gaze. Heat rushed to his face immediately. His body reacted to the contact, to her tone, to the proximity… but there was no possible response. The device held that limit with a firmness that no longer surprised him.

The sensation was immediate: desire and blockage at the same time. He remained there, contained.

Alice withdrew her foot with the same naturalness with which she had brought it close. She put her shoe back on, took her glass, and took a sip, tranquil, as if nothing had happened.

Arthur didn't move. He looked at his plate, in silence.

There was nothing to discuss.


Chapter 7

For weeks, Arthur had felt the office slipping away from him. Every instruction from the Vice President felt unbearable; he no longer saw her as a superior, but as an uncomfortable reflection of Diana. He complied, but he did it late, poorly, and without interest. It was noticeable.

Work had ceased to matter. He would arrive, sit down, and do the bare minimum. The rest of the time he spent staring at his phone or shifting in his chair, restless. He thought about Alice. Her messages. The device.

The breaking point came on a Tuesday.

Alice called at noon. She didn't explain much; she had forgotten a file at home and needed it immediately. Arthur stood up, didn't notify anyone, and left.

Traffic ate up nearly two hours. When he returned, the atmosphere in the office had shifted. There was less noise and more staring. He didn't make it to his desk.

"Arthur, the manager is waiting for you," a coworker said.

He nodded and walked to the office without hurrying. The manager was standing, and the Vice President was in the background, watching. They didn't invite him to sit.

"You have abandoned your post three times this week."

Arthur said nothing.

"I am not interested in your excuses. This is a professional environment."

The folder hit the desk with a sharp thud.

"This has crossed the line."

The Vice President didn't speak. She just watched him. Cold. Motionless.

Arthur held her gaze a second too long. It was enough.

"You are suspended for two weeks, without pay," the manager continued. "If there isn't a change when you return, we will terminate the relationship."

Silence.

Arthur nodded.

"Understood."

Nothing more. He walked out. At his desk, he gathered what was necessary—a few objects, his phone, his keys. No one spoke to him. He walked to the exit with a strange sensation, as if something had already ended before that moment.

Outside, the air hit him full force. He stopped for a second on the sidewalk. He didn't think about the job or the money. He thought about Alice.

Arthur walked aimlessly through Manhattan. The city's noise—taxis, people, horns—continued, but it reached him muffled, as if he weren't quite there. He stopped in a small plaza, wedged between buildings, and sat down. He looked down at his shoes. Impeccable. Polished. Chosen by Alice. Resting now on ground he didn't feel was his own.

He stayed like that for a few seconds. He pulled out his phone. His hands weren't steady. He hesitated before typing, but he did it anyway.

"Love..." he said, barely. "I've been suspended."

Silence.

In the distance, a siren passed. The sound crossed the plaza and kept going. Arthur closed his eyes. The cold air hit his face.

The reply surprised him.

"What joy this message brings me, my love. That job wasn't for you. Diana says you are to come to her office immediately."

He read it again. And again.

He found nothing else in those words. No cracks, no nuances. Just that calmness that left no room for anything else. He took a while to respond.

"It brings you joy?" he sent. Then, "I've been suspended, Alice."

He left the phone on his lap. He was breathing faster than normal, as if the air weren't quite enough. Around him, the plaza remained the same. People crossing, loose conversations, hurried footsteps. No one stopped.

The phone vibrated. He grabbed it immediately.

"Diana says you are to return to your office, speak to the manager, and resign. Then come to the firm."

Resign.

He stared at the word. There was nothing to interpret. There was no space for negotiation.

He lowered the phone slowly. He leaned forward, resting his elbows on his knees. He stayed like that for a few seconds, looking at the ground, as if he could organize something there. He wasn't sure.

The idea of going back, of walking in and saying it, weighed on his chest. It wasn't fear, exactly. It was something else, harder to name. But he stood up anyway. He took the first few steps without hurrying. He walked slowly, as if each stretch needed to be traversed with care. He wasn't sure how he was going to do it, or what he would say when he was face-to-face with the manager. He only knew he had to do it, that this was what was expected of him.

He stopped in front of the office building before going in. Then he pushed the door. Inside, everything was in its place. The same contained noise, the same screens, the same white light. Some looked up as he passed. Others didn't.

He walked to his sector. He stopped in front of his office. He looked at it for an instant, as if he couldn't quite recognize it. Then he turned. The manager's office was at the back. He began to walk toward it, without haste, not entirely sure. But advancing all the same.

***

An hour later, he was sitting in the firm’s waiting room. The secretary had indicated that Diana would finish a meeting and receive him. Arthur kept his hands clasped on his knees, conscious that every thread of his suit was under the scrutiny of the security cameras that, he sensed, never stopped watching him.

After fifteen minutes, the oak door opened. A man of about fifty emerged, impeccable, carrying a leather briefcase with an expression of professional relief. Alice was in the doorway, seeing him off with that cold courtesy she managed perfectly. Then, her gaze met Arthur's. There was no "hello," but there was a sign of marital complicity, accompanied by a slight smile and a gesture with her hand inviting him in.

Arthur stood up, feeling his movements were heavy. Upon entering the office, the air changed; it smelled of expensive perfume. Before he could take three steps, he heard the dry click of the key turning in the lock. Alice closed the venetian blinds.

Diana stood to greet him from a distance while he remained in the middle of the room. She walked slowly toward him.

"That’s not how an unemployed man looks," Diana commented, her voice resonating in the silence like a verdict. "An unemployed man looks defeated, Arthur. He looks small. But you... you look impeccable."

She stopped a few centimeters from him. Alice stood at his side, observing her husband with absolute calm.

"You have done exactly what was asked of you," Diana continued, without taking her eyes off him. "You have cut the ties. You have renounced your past. Now, you no longer have office hours. You have ceased to be a professional to become something much more valuable."

Arthur lowered his gaze, unable to sustain the intensity of Diana. Although he dressed like an executive, his life had been reduced to the will of the two women surrounding him.

"I think it's time, Alice," Diana said.

Alice nodded.

"Arthur, get on your knees."

It was hard for Arthur. It was his last resistance. He had already done it once before Alice, but it had never been repeated. He hesitated for one more second... and went down.

"To whom do you belong?" Diana asked.

"To my wife and to you, Diana."

"When you are on your knees, you will address me as Mistress Diana and Mistress Alice. Understood?"

"Yes, Mistress."

Diana took one step closer.

"I don't care about your body. I care about your mind. Just as I care about owning your wife's mind. You are mine... and you belong to both of us. From now on, you are 24/7 for us. Your wife will give you what you need to live. You won't need anything more."

Diana turned her head slightly toward Alice.

"We talked about this when you received his message. Alice... on your knees. Beside your husband."

Alice obeyed instantly.

"Yes, Mistress."

Diana observed them in silence for a few seconds.

"All my life I did this alone. It was always like that. Alice changed that... she made me want to share it, to grow in this with someone."

She paused briefly.

"I love you, Alice. But I also want you on your knees before me. And I know you love your husband... that is why I want you both at my side."

Arthur looked up from the floor, still on his knees. It was hard to speak, but the question came out anyway, dry, almost breathless.

"What will I do?"

Diana observed him for an instant before answering.

"Be there for us."

She let the phrase settle.

"Tend to us. Pamper us. Be attentive all day. To every detail."

Arthur said nothing.

"My chauffeur will be assigned to another sector," she continued, with the same calmness. "That is your job now. You are part of this company."

She leaned slightly toward him.

"Your university degree... keep it in your heart. Because now, you are ours."

She paused.

"Our slave."

The words remained suspended in the air. Arthur didn't respond. He felt the weight in his chest, as if something were closing slowly around him. It wasn't a blow; it wasn't abrupt. It was deeper than that. A sensation of entrapment that didn't come from the outside, but from within.

Diana stood up.

"Alice, take him home. Prepare him. Don't worry about the office."

Then she looked at Arthur.

"In reception, there are the keys to the car. Get it. And open the door for your wife when she leaves."

There was no answer. Only movement.

Arthur left first. At reception, they handed him the keys without questions. He went down to the parking lot, found the limousine, and waited by the back door. When Alice appeared, he opened it. She climbed in without stopping. He circled the vehicle, sat in the driver's seat, and started the engine.

The trip passed in silence. Arthur drove with his eyes fixed straight ahead, his hands firm on the wheel. Everything responded—the engine, the traffic, the traffic lights—but he felt far from it, as if every gesture were learned, repeated.

In the back, Alice looked out the window. She wasn't seeing the city. She was thinking about one thing: She said she loves me.

The phrase returned again and again, without resolution.

The limousine moved through traffic until it stopped in front of the building. Arthur got out first, opened the back door, and waited. Alice stepped out. They said nothing.


Chapter 8

They entered the penthouse; it was silent, the domestic staff already retired for the night. Alice dropped her purse, walked toward her husband, and hugged him. She kissed him long and slow.

"Alone at last," she said.

Arthur held her close.

"Alone, but now we are Diana's property."

Alice didn't pull away. She looked at him closely.

"I was from the day she touched me for the first time. And you are now," she paused briefly. "But what you need is to free your mind."

She took his hand. "Come. I’m going to show you something."

She led him to the end of the hall, opened a door, and went inside. Arthur followed.

The room was spacious, illuminated by a warm, low light that left no corner undefined. He stopped in the center and looked around. A St. Andrew’s cross occupied an entire wall—dark, imposing, with chains hanging with precision. Various black leather pieces of furniture were distributed unhurriedly, each with a function he was only just beginning to imagine.

He walked slowly. Glass cabinets along the wall displayed instruments in perfect order: crops, whips, harnesses, objects he couldn't immediately name. Everything was tidy, everything in its place.

He turned to Alice. She watched him calmly.

"Don't be afraid."

Arthur said nothing. His face said it all. Alice smiled slightly.

"Every man who enters here leaves begging for more."

She led him to the adjoining room. "Get undressed, love. I’m going to shave you. Diana demands it of all her submissives."

Arthur obeyed. She took care of everything with care, without rush. Her hands were steady, her gestures precise. There was nothing clinical about it. She treated him with attention, with a tenderness he hadn't expected in this context.

"I love you," Alice said while she worked. "And you have no idea how happy I am that you are here, sharing this with me."

Arthur looked at her.

"I love you too. But I’m scared."

"I know."

That was all. Nothing more was needed.

When they finished, Alice’s phone vibrated. She read the message and looked up.

"She’ll be here in fifteen minutes."

She took his hand and led him back to the dungeon. She placed a cushion in the center of the room.

"Naked, wearing only the device," she looked at him. "Kneeling, arms resting on your thighs, head bowed."

She showed him the position with a gesture.

"Wait here. Do not move."

Arthur took his place on the cushion. Alice watched him for a moment from the doorway, then left and closed the door. The silence of the room fell upon him.

***

The penthouse door opened; Diana entered and found Alice in the living room.

"I had to take an Uber," she said with a short laugh. "Is Arthur ready?"

"Yes. He’s in position waiting. A bit nervous."

"Normal," Diana set down her purse. "Let’s change."

The two of them disappeared into the adjoining room.

***

From the dungeon, Arthur heard movement. Muffled voices, occasional laughter arriving without context. He remained kneeling on the cushion, arms on his thighs, head bowed, exactly as Alice had shown him.

His heart was pounding. He had never imagined this. Not in this way, not as a participant. He looked sideways at the St. Andrew’s cross, the chains, the whips arranged in the cabinet. He thought of them as instruments of pain, not pleasure. He couldn't find the logic. He didn't understand how anyone could desire this.

And yet, there he was—kneeling, naked, waiting.

The sound of footsteps approached down the hall; the door behind him opened. Arthur heard the click of heels on the floor. Two pairs. Slow, sure. The two women circled him and stood before him.

"Look up," Diana commanded.

Arthur obeyed and was left speechless. What was before him wasn't real. Or it didn't seem so. It was the kind of image he had seen once in a film and had dismissed as an exaggeration, something that didn't exist outside of a screen.

Diana wore a tight black corset, leather pants, and knee-high boots. A riding crop in her right hand, held with a naturalness that made it all the more unsettling.

Alice, beside her, wore a red corset, black leather briefs, and stockings with high-heeled boots. A crop hung from her hand as if it had always been there.

His eyes returned to the crops. The fine leather, the weighted tip. He tried to look away. He couldn't.

"Alice, take a seat. You are only observing this time. Your husband is mine tonight."

Alice obeyed without a word. She walked to the armchair in the corner and sat. Arthur followed her with his gaze. As long as Alice had been the center of the scene, her presence was an anchor—something familiar in the midst of the unknown. Now she was on the sidelines, calm, observing.

And he was alone in front of Diana.

The distrust he felt toward her was different from fear. It was something more specific. Diana wasn't his wife. There was no history, no affection between them to soften what was coming. Just that woman standing in front of him, the crop in her hand, looking at him with a cold calmness.

"Stand up, Arthur."

Arthur obeyed. Diana didn't say anything else immediately. She began to walk around him, slowly. Without haste. Her heels marking a constant rhythm on the floor.

Arthur stared ahead. Fixed.

The crop brushed his back. Barely. A minimal contact that ran across his skin like a current. A chill. A racing heart.

Diana kept walking. She studied him from the side, from behind, from the front. Like someone judging by her own standards, with no need to explain it. She stopped in front of him. She looked him up and down, without hurry, without looking away.

"Alice, I congratulate you. The shaving is perfect. The chastity cage, everything is exactly as a man should be."

Alice didn't respond. She watched from the armchair. And she noticed something. There were no insults. No verbal humiliation. With Henri in Luxembourg, she had seen that same dynamic, that same precise and cold treatment. With the other men who passed through that room, Diana had always been different—harsher, more direct in her degradation.

With Henri, not so. With Arthur, neither.

Arthur looked ahead, still. Is this how you want to keep men? Am I already one of them?

The crop brushed him again, this time on his chest. Diana looked into his eyes without blinking.

"Dear, don't be afraid."

Diana’s voice was low, almost tranquil. That disarmed him more than anything else.

"From today on, your life is truly going to change. If you aren't convinced yet, you will be by the time we finish. And you won't want another life."

She paused. "We will take care of you. You will lack for nothing. In exchange, you will be here to serve us."

Arthur processed every word without finding ground to stand on.

"Alice is your wife. But I will be your owner. Owner of your mind, just as I am of hers."

The silence that followed was heavy. Arthur didn't answer. Not because he didn't want to, but because those words pulled the floor out from under his feet in a way he hadn't expected. There was no threat in them. There was no violence. Just a certainty stated in a low voice that was worse than any blow.

From the armchair, Alice watched him.

Diana stepped behind his back; the silence lasted a second. The strike came without warning. The dry sound of the crop and the immediate stinging on the back of his leg. Arthur’s knees buckled slightly, a threatened fall he held back just in time.

"Try not to move," Diana said, in the same voice as before. "Endure."

Arthur gritted his teeth. He took a deep breath. The sting remained, pulsing.

"Most men, I have to chain for this."

Diana walked slowly until she was in front of him. "I know that deep down, you desired this your whole life. Even if you didn't know what it was you desired."

Arthur didn't respond.

"I could have kept your wife for myself. But I wanted you at my side as well."

A brief pause. "And I wasn't wrong."

She looked him up and down, without looking away.

"You are naked, shaved, your sex trapped. Exactly as I want. From the moment I saw you, I knew what you were. A submissive man. Moldable. Whose essence was always to serve a woman."

She took another step closer. "And now you will serve two."

The silence pressed in on him. He found no words and he found no resistance. Just those sentences remaining in his head, one after another, unable to shake them off.

From the armchair, Alice didn't move.

A new blow arrived without warning. Arthur lost his balance for a second; he recovered with effort.

"You will be a new man. Not how your wife wants. How I want you to be."

Another blow. The sting spreading.

"Your masculinity... what is that? At most, a mask. Everything is going to be reconfigured."

The words fell with the same weight as the crop. As if Diana wanted every phrase to be etched into his skin.

Then, the clamps. A different sting, more fixed, on his nipples. Arthur gritted his teeth. His face said it all. Every time Diana opened her mouth, his body anticipated the pain. He was already expecting it. He was already associating it with her voice.

A part of his mind stated it clearly: The door is nearby. Get out. Run. No one is keeping you here.

But there was another part. Deeper, quieter. One that wanted another blow, that wanted to keep hearing those words. It was hypnotic. Diana spoke, and he couldn't leave, even though he could. Something in that woman held him.

She wasn't a common woman. Far from it. And the attraction toward her grew with every phrase, with every blow, with every second he spent in that room.

From the armchair, Alice observed. Every word of Diana’s, every blow, reached her in a way she hadn't expected. It wasn't physical pain. It was something else. As if what Arthur received had a direct echo in her own body. Symbiotic.

She watched him there, standing, enduring, and felt that the session was for both of them, even if only he was at the center. What she felt wasn't guilt. It was fulfillment.

But there was a difference she knew well. Her submission to Diana had another rhythm, another dynamic. She had known both sides. She had served and she had dominated.

Arthur had not. What awaited him was eternal submission. He would never know what it was to be on the other side. He was being reconfigured to serve, only to that, unlike her.

She looked at him and knew it clearly. That was what she had chosen for him.

At one point, Diana placed the cushion in front of him. With the crop, she pointed to the floor. Arthur obeyed. He knelt.

Diana brought a foot close. "Kiss it. Kiss the foot of your Mistress."

Arthur lowered his head and obeyed. Diana left him like that for a moment.

"Stay here. Rest. Think about what happened tonight."

The two women retreated without saying another word. The door closed, and Diana turned off the light. The darkness was total. Arthur was left alone, kneeling on the cushion, in absolute silence, seeing nothing, hearing nothing.

Only he and his mind.


Chapter 9

The two women left the dungeon in silence. Diana went straight to the bar, poured herself a whiskey—just for her—and walked to the sofa. She sat down. Alice remained standing, watching her.

Neither said a word. Diana drank slowly, staring at her glass for a moment.

"This is going to go well," she said, pausing briefly. "I want you both in my service."

She looked up at Alice. "Come here. Get on your knees."

Alice obeyed. Diana looked down at her. "I’m telling you this for the last time, Alice. I know what I want. But this is your final opportunity. I leave the decision to you."

Alice didn't speak.

"You have your husband kneeling in the darkness. I know he cannot think, and that is exactly what I sought. You can end the session now and take him. As of today, you would have a faithful, loyal, and submissive husband forever."

Diana took a sip. "Or you surrender yourself to me definitively. With no turning back. You already know the life I offer you. And you know what awaits him."

Silence settled in the room. Alice remained on her knees, looking at Diana.

"I’m not going anywhere. This is what I want in my life and what I want in his. I know he will enjoy it."

Diana observed her for a moment. She didn't speak, only nodded. She stood up and walked toward the kitchen. Alice followed.

"The nerves made me hungry," Diana said as she opened the fridge. "I’m not made of steel, either." She let out a short, genuine laugh. Alice smiled.

The two moved around the kitchen; Diana pulled out ingredients, Alice found the bread. They sat and ate. Diana took a sip of her wine and looked straight ahead.

"I have plans for Arthur in the sessions. I want to involve him."

Alice listened without interrupting.

"Perhaps a butler’s suit. Have him receive the submissives when they arrive. Or have him drive them to and fro in the limousine, considering how important some of them are." She paused. "Or have him serve during the sessions. Let the submissives see what a real slave is. I don't know yet."

Alice nodded. "That would be interesting."

Diana looked at her from across the table. "Exactly. When we finish eating, get undressed, just stilettos. And position yourself in front of Arthur."

Alice nodded without hesitation. "If that is what you want, I will do it," she said.

They continued to eat.

***

Arthur didn't know if fifteen minutes or an hour had passed. The darkness was absolute, hermetic. His dilated pupils found nothing to adapt to. He tried to think, but he couldn't. He was kneeling before his new reality, and a phrase kept returning, unbidden.

How had he reached this point?

That morning, he had left for work like any other day. He had lost his job. And he had ended up kneeling in a dungeon, naked, in the dark, at the mercy of a woman who both frightened and attracted him in equal measure. A day not to be forgotten.

And the worst part was that nothing was over. There was a reason they had left him like this. Alone with his thoughts, with the stinging still present on his skin, with Diana’s words resonating without dissolving. He waited. He had no other choice.

***

The door opened. Arthur heard the footsteps, heels on the floor, approaching slowly. He saw nothing. Only the reflection of light that entered with the open door and the shadow of legs that positioned themselves in front of him.

The light switched on. He immediately raised a hand to his face, his eyes squeezed shut, dazzled. He waited a few seconds and lowered his hand slowly.

At first, he saw the red stilettos centimeters from his knees. He raised his gaze slowly, adapting his vision. Alice's legs. Her body. Completely naked in front of him. The body he had touched so many times, the body he knew, the body that was his. But now, it was there in another way. In another context. With another meaning.

Arthur didn't move. He just looked at her.

Diana’s voice came from behind. "Look at her, Arthur. Look at her well."

Arthur didn't move. The footsteps approached slowly. Diana appeared in his field of vision and positioned herself behind Alice.

"That is a body you must adore. A body you must desire. It is your duty."

Diana’s hands rested on Alice's shoulders and descended slowly. Her arms, her breasts, her hips.

"But that body you desire is mine. Not yours."

She stopped. "To whom do you belong, Alice?"

"To you, Mistress."

"What is that man kneeling there to you?"

"He is my slave, Mistress."

Arthur listened to every word without looking away. Diana’s fingers descended slowly between Alice's legs.

"Look, Arthur. Look at how this body belongs to me. Only to me. It responds to me. Nothing more."

Diana’s fingers entered slowly. A short sigh escaped Alice's lips. Arthur lowered his head.

"Look," Diana said. "I told you I want you to see your wife enjoy herself."

Arthur looked up. One of Diana’s hands was on her chest, the other guiding her. Alice arched her back slowly, her knees giving way slightly. Her breathing shifted rhythm. The moans grew louder.

Arthur watched, unable to look away. The device squeezed.

Alice and Arthur’s gazes met and held. He saw her open mouth, the moans she could no longer contain, the pleasure running through her without her doing anything to hide it.

Alice felt something difficult to name. Physical pleasure mixed with submission to Diana, and at the same time, seeing her husband kneeling, surrendered, watching her. It was a cocktail she hadn't felt before.

"Alice. What do you prefer? My fingers or your husband’s sex?"

The answer came breathless, mixed with moans. "Your fingers, Mistress. I prefer your fingers."

She looked at Arthur while she said it.

The orgasm arrived at that moment. A current that ran through her entirely, from feet to head. Her body could resist no longer, and she slumped. Diana withdrew her hand slowly. Alice remained sitting on the floor, her breathing agitated, her body still trembling.

Arthur watched her. Without moving. Without being able to do anything but that.

"I am not finished with you yet."

Diana looked at him for a moment. Then, she walked toward the cabinet. Arthur followed her with his eyes. He saw her open the glass and take out several dildos. The ones he had seen before when he walked the room with Alice. But seeing them then was different from seeing them now, placed one by one on the table before him.

"If you accept this life, you will accept everything. Your masculinity, the one that accompanied you for so long, will be redefined. Here, I decide the type of masculinity."

Diana took one, not very large, and approached Arthur. She handed it to him. Arthur took it. He felt the texture between his fingers. He looked at Alice, who remained sitting on the floor. She nodded.

Diana extended her hand. Arthur gave it back to her.

"Stand up and follow me."

She led him to the bondage table on the side of the room, the dildo in her hand. With exact movements, she secured him, leaving him in a position that admitted no reply and no pride. Alice remained in silence, observing from the floor.

What followed came slowly, without hurry or mercy. Every centimeter of depth was a boundary that would no longer exist. A man does not surrender like this, he thought. But his body didn't ask him.

He felt a bit of pain, deep, but mixing with something forbidden, a sensation that bordered on the pleasure running down his spine. His body arched over the leather of the table at every movement, and his mind, defeated, arched with it. His breathing transformed into a constant gasp, the sonic mark of someone who, finally, had stopped belonging to himself.

"This is who you are now," Diana said. "You cannot keep denying it."

"I am yours, Mistress," he replied.

The words came out on their own. The tension of the entire day left him in a rush, leaving something strange in its place, almost still. His breathing broke in the silence, and with it, the last of who he thought he had been.

Diana signaled the end. She approached and stroked his hair softly. She helped Arthur stand up.

"Welcome."

She extended a hand to Alice to help her rise from the floor.

"Alice, let tonight stay in the dressing room. Sleep here. His mind is elsewhere. Tomorrow, we will see the man he has become."

They settled him in with care. They treated him well.

***

Arthur was left alone in the darkness. He existed. He didn't know how he was.

Happy? That wasn't the right word. But there was something. A pleasure he didn't recognize, that he didn't know how to name.

Was what they promised me true?

Do I want to repeat this? Or will I live like this forever?

The questions arrived without answers. He fell asleep.


Chapter 10

The smell of toast woke him. Seconds later, the door opened. Alice.

"Good morning, my love. Come have breakfast, Diana is preparing it."

Arthur sat up in bed. "Hello, my life. I'll freshen up and be right there."

***

When he entered the kitchen, Diana was setting the table. Alice was already seated.

"Good morning, sleepyhead."

Diana approached and kissed him on the mouth. Passionate, without warning. Arthur didn't know where to look.

"Sit down. I prepared something special for the three of us."

They ate breakfast. Diana and Alice talked about a client they needed to attend to and an upcoming court hearing. The conversation was light, professional. Nothing was said about the night before.

At one point, Diana stood up. "Take the day off. Alice, help Arthur get settled in here."

Arthur looked at her. "Here?"

"Yes, love," Alice said. "Last night, we decided we will be living with her."

There was no possible response.

"I’m heading out; the Uber should be arriving," Diana said.

"We’ll pick you up in the limousine when you’re done," Alice offered.

"Don't worry about it," Diana said. "Do whatever you need to do."

She grabbed her purse and left. Arthur and Alice remained alone in the kitchen.

"Do you want more coffee?"

"Yes, I think I need it."

Alice poured him some and sat beside him. "We’re alone now."

Arthur stared at his cup. "I don’t think I can touch you now. I can’t take advantage of being alone with you."

"I don't think so, either," she said. A brief silence. "I think we started something new last night."

"Yes," Arthur responded.

Alice looked at him. "Doesn't this make you feel good?"

"I don't know. I’m not thinking today. Last night was very intense."

"You know you can leave." She said it with a slightly different tone. Not cold, but more direct.

"I can't leave. I can't. I am... I don't know. Don't be upset."

Alice moved closer and sat by his side. "I'm not upset, love."

Arthur held the cup with both hands. "I think my mind and my body stopped belonging to me last night. I don't know if that bothers me or not."

"I understand," Alice said. "I went through the same thing."

"Last night we decided we will live together. I will sleep in the master bedroom with Diana. You will have your own room."

Arthur looked at her.

"We’ll sell our home in Queens. Almost everything. We don't need anything, just the essentials. We’ll go collect our things."

"Really?"

Alice gestured with her eyes toward the space surrounding them. "Look at this place, Arthur. Look at where we’re going to live."

"But it’s not ours."

"Nothing is ours now. We belong to her."

Arthur nodded slowly. "You’re right. I forgot."

Alice picked up her cup. "This breakfast thing is a habit of hers. Preparing breakfast after an important event. But that will be your function from now on. You will live to serve her. You will drive the limousine and take charge of this place when you aren't driving."

She paused. "Never ask her anything. No complaints. If she wants to, she will tell you."

Arthur didn't respond. He looked at the coffee left in his cup. "Understood."

***

The morning was spent in motion. They went to the Queens apartment to grab the essentials—clothes, some personal items; the rest was left where it was. From there, they went to the real estate agency. They provided the details, signed what was necessary. The process was quick.

On the way, Alice spoke. She told him about Diana. What she wanted, what she didn't like, her rhythms, her rules. What she expected from the people who lived with her. Arthur listened without interrupting, absorbing every detail.

When they finished and were walking back, Alice looked at him. "You won’t want to live any other way after this."

Arthur didn't respond, but he didn't deny it either.

***

As the day wore on, Alice looked at him. "Diana will be back soon."

"I want to go pick her up," Arthur said. "I want to go in the limousine."

"Are you sure? I’ll go with you."

"I prefer to go alone. I need to."

Alice looked at him for a moment. "Fine. But don't go like that. Put on one of the new suits I bought you. When you arrive, park in the lot in front of the building, get out, and tell the receptionist that Dr. Sterling's limousine is waiting for her."

"Perfect. That’s what I’ll do."

***

Diana was leaving the lobby when she saw him. Arthur was impeccable beside the limousine, the door open, waiting for her. She wasn't alone; Brenda was walking beside her. Arthur recognized her immediately.

"Good afternoon, Arthur. Thank you for coming to pick me up."

Brenda looked at him, surprised. She gave a slight gesture with her head—an almost imperceptible denial. Both women climbed into the vehicle.

"I need us to go to L’Aura first to drop off Brenda. I’ll be there for fifteen minutes with the business president. Then, home."

"As you wish, ma'am."

As he started the vehicle, Diana closed the interior window. Arthur took a deep breath. Of all days, today, with Brenda inside.

***

When all the commitments were finished, Diana climbed back into the vehicle and lowered the window.

"I loved that you came. It wasn't necessary, but it is exactly the attitude I want from you."

"Yes, Mistress."

Diana looked at him in the mirror. "No, Arthur. I am your Mistress only in the dungeon. Here, in our intimacy, I am Diana. At work, ma'am or Dr. Sterling."

"Yes, Diana."

"And Alice?"

"She is about to prepare dinner."

"No. They are inaugurating a new venue tonight. I want to have dinner with her. You are driving us."

Diana picked up her phone.

"Hello, Alice..."


Chapter 11

In the weeks that followed, Arthur found his rhythm. He woke up early. He prepared breakfast. Then he would enter the room where the two women were.

He didn't think about important things. He no longer had to. That part of his life had been left behind without anyone forcibly tearing it away. He had let it go himself, slowly, without realizing the exact moment it happened.

He loved Alice. More each day. With an intensity different from before—calmer, more settled.

Diana was something else entirely. He saw her as being in another league. She exerted an attraction over him he didn't try to explain, a mixture of adoration and respect unlike anything he had ever felt. In part, he envied Alice because she could be with her every night. But he liked watching them. Sometimes Diana invited him into the room just to observe.

That was enough for him.

By morning, the limousine was ready and waiting. He took them to the office, returned to the penthouse, and took care of the place. He was officially on the payroll of Diana’s company, though his salary remained in Alice’s hands.

In the sessions, Arthur had a different role. He appeared as an assistant. A mask, a piece of leather clothing. Discreet, nameless. He was in charge of preparing the submissives before each session. He arranged them, getting them ready for the dominatrices.

His presence in the room during the sessions added something Diana had calculated. A man assisting, himself subjected to a greater dynamic, served as a mirror for the submissives. They weren't alone in that space. There was another witness, another man who had reached that point by the same path. That created a different level of experience for them.

When concluded, depending on the importance of the client, Arthur would transport them in the limousine. No questions, no unnecessary conversation. It was part of the service.

***

Alice lived her duality without conflict. She used to say it naturally: I have the best of two worlds.

Before Diana, it was total submission. She saw her as her mistress, her teacher, and her lover. Surrendering to her gave her a pleasure she couldn't find anywhere else.

But outside of that dynamic, she was someone else. Submitting men gave her a profound satisfaction. Seeing her husband completely surrendered caused her a pleasure she couldn't explain. Feeling loved by Arthur and seeing him submitted at the same time was her perfect balance.

Sometimes she remembered her previous life, the years repressing who she was, pretending to fit into a mold that never belonged to her. It made her laugh. Not bitterness. Just the lightness of someone who no longer carries something that wasn't hers.

At the firm, the men respected her. Some feared her without quite knowing why. Diana had told her she wanted a partner, not an assistant. That was enough. Alice began her law studies in her free time.

In the dungeon, Alice was someone else. She already had submissives she attended to on her own. Diana had granted her that, as one acknowledges something that already existed. Arthur was always present as an assistant. She wanted him there, and it added to the dynamic.

What Diana had taught her, Alice applied with a naturalness that wasn't imitation. It was her own style. More intimate at times, colder at others. The submissives who passed through her sessions returned. They always returned.

***

Diana was who she was without apologies. Cold to those who didn't know her. Heartless to those who feared her. Sought after as an attorney by everyone.

But inside, there was another human being. One who for a long time had carried everything alone.

Not anymore.

At night, Alice and Arthur were in her home. That gave her something she hadn't known she needed until she had it: peace. A grounding force she had sought for years without naming it. She didn't have to hide anything from them. She relaxed. They could see her vulnerable. Sometimes she even sought advice, even from Arthur.

She governed every situation, every space she stepped into. There was no other way of life for her, and there never had been. But knowing she was returning to a home where there were two people who cared for her was different from everything that came before.

Attorney and dominatrix. Rich and powerful. What more could she ask for?

Many criticized her lifestyle. She had never cared.

And she had other plans.

She smiled to herself, thinking about it. What if she took Arthur to Luxembourg? What would Henri think when he saw him?

That was exactly what she liked.

END OF SERIES
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