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"Welcome back, Marcus. Right. Let's get started."

"Last week you told me about your proposal to Cassandra and cohabitation. Now, let's pick up from where we left off. Tell me about the wedding and married life with Cassandra. Begin."

"We didn't marry right away. Not for some time actually. Cassandra seemed in no rush to plan the wedding."

"How long?"

"A while. She was clear that she would handle everything, when she felt the time was right, but the company came first."

"You were fine with this?"

"Yes. She had a lot on her plate. Cassandra had plans to expand the company — she was in talks over acquiring several of our local competitors. Big deals. Complicated negotiations. A wedding wasn't exactly urgent by comparison."

"And you didn't mind waiting?"

"No. I mean, we were already living together. Already committed. The wedding could wait."

"So the cohabitation began right before the proposal?"

"Tell me what that was like. The adjustment period after moving in together."

"It was... an adjustment, yes. Cassandra had very specific ideas about how she liked her home to look and function. She made it clear from the start that my furniture and things had no place there."

"She told you to get rid of it?"

"Yes. All of it."

"And you complied?"

"Yes. It was her house. She was letting me move in. It only seemed fair that I respect her space."

"What about your other belongings? Clothing, personal items?"

"Those too, mostly. She went through my wardrobe with me the first weekend. Threw out most of it. Said my taste was appalling. Bought me new things. Better things. More appropriate clothes."

"Appropriate for what?"

"My age, I suppose. For being seen with her. She has a certain... standard."

"And you were fine with this? Giving up your belongings, your wardrobe curated by someone else?"

"I was, yes. I mean, she was right, wasn't she? My clothes were nothing special. She was upgrading me, in a way. It felt... generous, actually."

"She assigned me spaces. A section of her closet — well, one of her closets. The smaller one in the guest bedroom. And part of the garage for any boxes I insisted on keeping. Sentimental things, mostly. Old books and such. She let me have one shelf in the bathroom as well. For toiletries and whatnot."

"One shelf."

"Yes. I didn't need more than that."

"Did she establish any rules? Guidelines for how you were to behave in her home?"

"Oh, yes. Quite a few, actually. She gave me a list. Printed it out, laminated it, even. Put it on the fridge."

"A list."

"Yes. Things like — shoes off at the door, always. No eating anywhere except the kitchen table. No leaving dishes in the sink. Bed made every morning before leaving for work. Laundry sorted by color and fabric type, done on Wednesdays and Sundays. Bins out on Thursday evenings. That sort of thing."

"Household chores."

"Exactly. She said if I was going to live there, I needed to contribute. She wasn't going to run around after me like my mother."

"And these chores — were they divided equally between you?"

"Not... exactly. Cassandra worked longer hours than I did, generally. And she earned more, obviously. So it made sense that I'd handle more of the domestic side of things."

"More."

"Most, really. All actually. She'd cook occasionally, if she was in the mood. But day-to-day maintenance — cleaning, laundry, groceries — that fell to me."

"Domestic servitude.”

"Sorry?"

"You've described a relationship in which you were systematically stripped of your possessions, assigned minimal space within her home, and given a strict regimen of household labor to perform. Domestic servitude. A gynarchic domestic order was established."

"I wouldn't... I mean, that sounds formal."

"Does it?. Tell me, Marcus — did you ever refuse Cassandra? Ever say no to her?"

"No. Why would I? She wasn't being unreasonable. She was just.... She knew what she wanted, and I respected that."

"You respected it."

"Yes."

"She made you her personal assistant 24/7, by the sounds of it."

"I suppose she did. I did what she asked, whether at work or at home. But I didn't mind. Honestly, I... I liked it. Having clear expectations. I always knew where I stood with Cassandra."

"A deeper surrender into an already subservient position."

"Excuse me?"

"Nothing." Move on. What was work like at this point? You were spending all your time together now, between the office and home. Did that become an issue in any way?"

"Work stayed the same, pretty much. We were spending most of our time together anyway. If anything, I was doing less time at the office nowadays. We both were."

"Less time at the office. Explain."

"Well, Cassandra had the expansion project running smoothly. The acquisitions were moving forward. She had good people handling the day-to-day operations. So she didn't need to be there every hour of every day like in the beginning. She decided I didn't need to be chained to my desk either."

"Where were you instead?"

"I spent more time at home. She'd assign me things to do. Household projects. Errands. Sometimes she'd work from home herself, I’d still assist her."

"While she worked."

"Yes."

"And when she wasn't working at home?"

"She liked to put her feet up after work. Read. Watch TV."

"She was running the company. She had a lot of responsibilities. It’s a lot of pressure. The least I could do was make sure the house was in order and dinner was ready on time."

"So this new maid service you were providing — how did it suit you, Marcus?"

"I didn't mind at all. Honestly, laundry and mopping floors beat hours of overtime at the office staring at a computer screen. It was satisfying, in its way."

"Satisfying."

"Yes. Simple honest work."

"Domestic servitude normalized, Gynarchic domestic order fully established and internalized."

"I'm not sure I'd call it that."

"What would you call it?"

"Partnership? Division of labor?"

"A partnership in which one party makes all the decisions, controls all the resources, and assigns all the tasks to the other party. Who then performs those tasks without question or complaint."

"When you put it like that—"

"I'm simply describing what you've told me, Marcus. She made you her personal assistant around the clock."

"I suppose she did, yes. I was her personal assistant. I did what she asked, whether at work or home. But I enjoyed it. I told you — I liked having clear expectations. I liked being useful."

"You accepted this role completely."

"Yes."

"And you said you enjoyed it."

"Yes."

"A deeper surrender into an already subservient position. Acceptance without resistance. Pleasure derived from submission."

"You make it sound... clinical."

"It is clinical. That's why you're here."

"Let's move on. I want to know about your sex life at this time. Now that you were engaged, living together, spending all your time in close proximity — what was that like?"

"It was... Fine."

"Just, fine?"

"It was good. I mean."

"Elaborate."

"It was good. Regular. Cassandra had... specific preferences. But we were compatible."

"Specific preferences."

"Yes."

"Marcus, I need you to be more forthcoming. This is a therapy session, not a police interview. You're not going to get in trouble. Tell me about your sex life with Cassandra during this period."

"She liked to be in control. In bed, I mean. She always was. From the very beginning."

"Tell me more about the specifics. I am already aware of your dynamic. I want to know if your sex life had changed at all, now you were engaged and living together?"

"Actually, It was around this time Casandra had mentioned that our sex life was starting to feel repetitive. And had become stale."

"Stale."

"Yes. Around that time, not long after I’d moved in. She said our intimate life was becoming predictable."

"And what did she propose?"

"She wanted to spice things up. Her words. She suggested we try some new things. Toys. Equipment."

"Equipment?"

"I don’t know. She said we should go shopping together."

"Shopping."

"Yes. To an adult store. On the outskirts of the city. She looked one up online. She drove us out there one evening."

"And how did you feel about this outing?"

"Nervous. Very nervous. I'd never... I mean, I knew such places existed, obviously, but I'd never actually been into one."

"But you went."

"I went. Cassandra wanted to go. She thought it would be healthy for the relationship."

"Describe the visit."

"It was... overwhelming. The moment we walked in, I didn't know where to look. There were things everywhere. On the walls, on displays, in glass cases. Things I'd never seen before. Things I didn't even understand the purpose of."

"Cassandra was completely comfortable. Like she was browsing a bookshop. Just walked right in, picked up a basket, started looking around."

"While I followed behind her. Trying not to look at anything too closely. Trying not to make eye contact with the staff. I felt... I felt like she was staring at me, though she probably wasn't."

"Marcus, I need specifics. What was Cassandra interested in? What caught her eye? Don't give me vague descriptions. Tell me exactly what happened."

"Right. Well. She started in one corner, near the back. There were... restraints, handcuffs, all that sort of thing. Metal ones, leather ones, ones with fur lining. She picked up a couple of pairs. She asked me which ones I liked."

"And what did you say?"

"I said I didn't know. I didn't.”

“She rolled her eyes, put them both in the basket. Then she moved to the next thing."

"Continue."

"Then she became really interested in the clothing section. Boots. High heels. Some with platforms, some with spikes. She bought a pair of black patent leather, six-inch heels, I recall."

"What else?"

"A corset. She spent ages looking at corsets. Asking me which style I preferred. I said they all looked good to me. She picked out one or two of those. Then there were whips. and paddles and all that sort of thing."

"What else? Go on."

"I remember they had this huge selection of vibrators and dildos. Rows and rows of them. Different sizes, different shapes, different colors. Some looked... anatomical. Others looked more abstract. Cassandra examined them all very carefully. I remember the shopkeeper spruiking about battery life and intensity settings. She must have inspected at least a dozen, held them, compared sizes. Asked me which ones I preferred.”
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