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CHAPTER I — The Encounter

Paul had suffered intensely from his separation from his wife. Twenty years of marriage don't disappear overnight, and the fact that his teenage son stayed with his mother hit him even harder. Rebuilding his life in a small, quiet apartment, far removed from any trace of his family, was especially difficult for him.


He was completely out of the loop. He was out of touch with how to meet people, how to start a conversation, or simply how to feel part of the world again. His friends tried to help him by recommending apps, but none of his dates went anywhere. Everything seemed empty, mechanical, aimless.


One night, driven by loneliness and a desire to distract himself, he picked up his computer and began surfing the internet, browsing pages without a clear goal. That's how he came across a site whose name made him stop:
OnlyFemdom.com


"What could this be about?" he thought, frowning.


He clicked on it out of curiosity and found something completely foreign to his life: two types of profiles, submissive men and dominant women. This clashed sharply with his distinctly macho upbringing, which had shaped his character and undoubtedly contributed to the deterioration of his marriage.


He felt offended by the kind of relationships on display there... but the idea stuck in his mind. 

The next morning, while eating breakfast, he kept thinking about the website. A mixture of rejection and fascination haunted him. Finally, overcome by curiosity, he turned on his computer again.


"I don't have to explain myself to anyone," he said to himself.


He went back to the site and this time clicked on: VIEW DOMINATRIX PROFILES.


He read several profiles until one caught his attention:
Lady Claudia.
Beautiful, elegant, confident, with text so direct that it seemed to pierce him.


Without understanding why, he ended up writing her an email:


"Good afternoon, Lady Claudia, my name is Paul... I'm not a regular on this site, nor am I familiar with Femdom, but your profile really caught my attention..."


He was worried about sounding clumsy, but he sent it anyway.


The response


Two days later, he received an email from her.


"Good afternoon Paul, I was pleased that an inexperienced man like you contacted me..."


Claudia suggested a date:
Shopping mall. Thursday. Coffee. 5 p.m. 

Paul felt nervous for the first time in years. He had never been attracted to women who took the initiative, but something about her had sparked something intriguing in him.
He bought new clothes for the occasion and, just in case, some new underwear too.


The meeting


On Thursday, he arrived early at the shopping mall. He looked at the tables from the entrance: some were empty, others were occupied by couples. Only three women were alone: an older lady, a young woman dressed casually... and in a corner, her.


A woman in her forties, blonde, wearing a black leather skirt, dark stockings, high stilettos, and a white shirt whose unbuttoned buttons revealed a beautiful neckline.
It was impossible to mistake her.


Paul felt his pulse quicken.


He approached slowly.


"Lady Claudia?"


"Yes, it's me," she replied with a slight smile. "But I don't like formalities until I start a relationship. Call me Claudia."


"Good afternoon, Claudia," he said, extending his hand.


"Hello, Paul. Please sit down."


"Tell me," she continued casually, "how is it that we are sitting here talking?"


The question, so direct, threw him off balance. Claudia's voice was soft but confident; her presence intimidated and fascinated him at the same time. 

The subtle tests


After coffee, Claudia suggested window shopping. Paul agreed, trying to be attentive and gentlemanly. Without saying so, she was evaluating him. They visited several stores, and in the last one, Claudia saw some stiletto heels that she liked.


The saleswoman handed them to her.


Claudia sat down, crossed her legs, and said:


"Paul, could you help me take off my shoes so I can try them on? Please."


He knelt down to be at the level of her feet. He carefully removed her shoes and took one of the stilettos, slowly putting it on her foot. Claudia stood up to look at herself in the mirror and then looked at him with an expression he couldn't quite read.


"You don't know the world of Femdom," she said softly. "This is how a submissive should be before his Mistress."


Paul got up without saying a word.
Claudia paid for the shoes.
They said goodbye with a kiss on the cheek.


The night that changed everything 

Over the next few days, Paul couldn't get her out of his head. He searched for videos and articles about Femdom, feeling both attracted and appalled. Terms such as "forced chastity," "pegging," "humiliation," "consensual cuckolding," and "feminization" deeply disturbed him... but the excitement was inevitable.


Finally, he sent her a message:


"Hi Claudia, could I see you again?"


She took a while to reply.


"Hi Paul. I don't know. You know what I want in a man, and I don't think you're ready."


He insisted.


"Could we at least have coffee?"


Claudia replied:


"Dinner. Tomorrow."


She had chosen him.
His inexperienced personality made him malleable.


The dinner


Claudia arrived in a limousine. Her friend Gloria had lent it to her on purpose: the image of a powerful woman intimidates even the most confident man.


Paul was shocked. 

He saw her get out of the vehicle, wearing a tight red dress, a slit that grazed her waist, and heels that made her look even more dominant.


She dropped a handkerchief.
He knelt down to pick it up.


"That's exactly how I like to be welcomed," she whispered in his ear.


During dinner, they talked about trivialities until Claudia changed the tone:


"Let's get serious. Have you read up on Femdom?"


"Yes, I watched some videos," Paul replied nervously.


"Did it turn you on?"


He froze, blushing. Claudia brushed her leg against his under the table, looking at him with a mixture of seduction and authority.


"Answer me."


"Yes..." he whispered.


She smiled.
She had broken him.


"Perfect. Do you want to be my submissive tonight?"


Paul swallowed hard.


"Yes, Lady Claudia."


Claudia raised her hand.


"Call the waiter. We're leaving."


Claudia's apartment 

When they arrived, the door closed behind them and she said in a firm voice:


"When we are alone, or with other ladies, you must kneel before me and pay me homage."


Paul obeyed without hesitation.
He was exhausted.


Claudia began to walk around him, stroking his hair with controlled elegance.


"If you surrender," she whispered, "you will receive pleasures that other men will never know. But remember: physical pleasure is mine alone.


She kissed him, touched him, brought him to a point of absolute vulnerability.


She sat down on a large, comfortable sofa and ordered him to undress in front of her. A powerful erection was revealed. 

"You are very submissive, that's how I like men.

She approaches him and gives him a passionate French kiss. Her right hand seeks out his erect penis. She touches it and then his testicles. She bites his right earlobe and asks.

"Who do you belong to?"

"To you, My Lady," he replies in a broken voice.

She squeezes his testicles hard; a moan of pain escapes Paul. Claudia laughs sensually.

"You'll have to get used to the pain," Claudia squeezes harder, the cry of pain is louder.

He never thought he would be in this situation. Paul never imagined his first time with a woman would be like this. He had no control over the situation. He was possessed.

Claudia takes off her panties and lays her submissive down on a rug in the apartment. She sits on his penis without inserting it and begins to move her hips. He tries to position himself with his hand to enter her. She stops him and gets up to sit on his face.

"Did you want to penetrate me? Do it with your tongue."

The scent of perfume mingled with the taste of her sex. He could barely breathe. She moved her hips against his mouth. His face was completely covered by her dress. His tongue ran over her inner lips and touched her clitoris. She moaned exaggeratedly as her movements increased in rhythm until she reached orgasm.

Claudia looked at her lover, who was very agitated and excited.

"What's wrong, Claudia? Have you never been with a woman like me before?"

"Not really. You're a very mysterious woman."

"There are many of us, but you were blind. Do you want to continue?"

"Yes, my lady."

"Go and find a good wine and two glasses in the cellar. Meanwhile, I'm going to run myself a bubble bath."

With an uncomfortable erection, Paul complied with the request. He saw her completely submerged in the tub, the foam revealing one of her breasts. Astonished by the beauty of this woman, it took him a few seconds to hand her the glass.

"Do you want to see me again?" Claudia asked as she took the wine.

"Of course, My Lady."

"Then put it on," she said, showing him a chastity cage.

"What is that, My Lady?"

"A chastity cage. It will prevent you from getting an erection without my permission."

"No... I can't wear that."

Claudia looked at him coldly.

"Then we part ways here."

He felt like his world was falling apart.

"Yes... I'll wear it."

She hit him in the testicles to make him lose his erection and calmly and expertly put it on him.

"It looks beautiful on you," she said, staring at him. "If you can't stand it, call me, I'll take it off... and we'll never see each other again."

She dismissed him without drama.
Paul left the apartment humiliated, excited, confused... and lost.
The cage hurt.
But what hurt the most was his desire to see her again.

CHAPTER II: The Awakening of the Dynamic

A completely different life was beginning to take shape around Paul. Before, he had believed himself to be the undisputed leader in his marriage: rigid, traditional, in control of decisions and timing. Now, however, he was at the mercy of a woman who had activated all his internal conflicts.
And the most disconcerting thing was that... he didn't want to back down.


The chastity cage had been his first big test. A physical and psychological symbol that accompanied him every minute. The discomfort, the rubbing, the impotence... all of that worked on his mind as a constant reminder:
He had no control. He did not belong to himself. He belonged to her.


At first, that idea tormented him. During the first few days, he felt strange, almost ridiculous. The rigid masculinity he had built up all his life seemed to crack with every frustrated erection, with every pulse of desire that automatically turned into pain.


Even so, as much as he wanted to deny reality, there was something inside him that vibrated in a different way. 

She began reading about forced chastity, about dominant-submissive dynamics, about the psychological power of female control. And despite her initial rejection, she found herself thinking...
Why does this affect me so much?
Why do I feel this mixture of humiliation and need?
Why do I want to see her again... no matter what?


His emotional balance swung back and forth like a swing with no direction: one extreme screamed that this was crazy; the other, that it was inevitable to give in.


As the days passed, the internal conflict began to wear him down. Not because there was clarity, but because desire began to gain ground.
He missed Claudia.
He missed her voice, her gaze, her power... even her coldness.


There were moments when he remembered his previous marriage: the tones of voice, the arguments, the mistakes he never admitted. It hurt him to accept that his way of being had contributed to the end of it all. But now, in Claudia's hands, karma seemed to make sense. 

Fifteen days later


Paul lay back in his armchair. His back was stiff, his fists clenched on his thighs.
Fifteen days of chastity.
Fifteen days of obeying without contact, without relief, without permission.


Thoughts crowded his mind like drumbeats:


You have no control.
It's not your body.
It's not your desire.
It's hers.


Every failed erection, every twinge of pain in his cage, every attempt to avoid thinking about Claudia ended up taking him to the same place:
submission.


His pride felt crushed. His ego, reduced to crumbs. It was as if every day a part of his former masculinity died a little more, allowing him to see a new, more vulnerable reflection... but also a more honest one. 

He finally understood a truth he had tried to avoid:
He couldn't escape. He couldn't win.


His mind no longer sought resistance. His body no longer tried to rebel. Each breath was a slow acceptance that he belonged to Claudia.


An unexpected change


When he saw his ex-wife during his visit with his son, he was even more surprised. She found him different: kind, calm, gentlemanly.
For the first time in a long time, they didn't argue.
She didn't understand.
Neither did he.


But they both noticed a real change.


Then the phone rang.


Claudia.


Her heart skipped a beat. 

The reunion


The café was full. The aroma of espresso, conversations, warm lights. Claudia was waiting for him, sitting with her legs crossed, wearing a tight burgundy dress and heels that accentuated her commanding figure. She didn't need to do anything to attract attention; her presence spoke for itself.


Paul sat down across from her, nervous, the cage pressing against him with every movement.


Claudia looked at him with a mixture of tenderness and authority.


"Look around you, Paul," she said softly. "No one here knows what's going on between us. But you do."


Paul swallowed hard.


She placed her hand on his. Her perfume enveloped him.


"I want you to tell me how you feel after these fifteen days. Here. With me. Without hiding anything."


He lowered his gaze.


"I feel like... everything belongs to me except myself. I feel like my body, my desire, and my mind... are yours, My Lady. I can't and don't want to resist." 

Claudia smiled, gently lifting his chin to force him to look her in the eyes.


"I'm not forcing you. You choose to give yourself to me. That's the difference between a good submissive and a confused man. And you, Paul... you've shown me that you know how to endure as you should."


He took a deep breath.


"I belong to you, My Lady. My whole being."


"Perfect," she replied. "But I want to make one thing clear: you are mine. I, on the other hand, do not belong to you. I will not give you explanations about my life, my outings, or my decisions."


Paul nodded with a mixture of respect and adoration.


Claudia kissed him on the mouth, long and confidently, not caring that they were in public.


"Let's go window shopping. If I don't ask you to walk beside me, you will walk three steps behind me and carry the bags. Understood?"


"Yes, My Lady." 

They walked through the mall holding hands. In the lingerie store, Claudia picked up a provocative garment from a mannequin.


"Would you like to see me in this tonight, Paul?"


"I'd love to."


"Perfect. Let's go in."


The saleswoman approached with a professional smile.


"Good afternoon, ma'am. Are you looking for something special?"


Claudia pointed to the lace set.


"This one. And I'd also like a pair of panties for him," she said, pointing to Paul.


The saleswoman looked perplexed for a second before regaining her composure.


Claudia gave Paul a look full of mockery... and promise. 

CHAPTER III: Silent Surrender

Claudia's apartment was spacious, elegant, and warmly lit. Paul was kneeling in the middle of the living room, completely naked except for the chastity cage. His breathing was heavy, a mixture of nerves, excitement, and a surrender that was already familiar to him.
Less than a meter away, Claudia watched him with that deep gaze that combined tenderness, intelligence, and an absolute power that disarmed him.


She gently placed her hand under his chin, forcing him to lift his face. Her touch was firm but affectionate, a perfect reminder of the dynamic that bound them together. Paul felt small, vulnerable, fragile... but above all, completely hers.


"I want you to know something," Claudia said in a soft but authoritative voice. "I believe in female supremacy. I do not tolerate toxic masculinity. Your surrender... will be my pleasure. And your pleasure will be to surrender to me." 

Paul felt a chill run down his spine. That sentence, uttered in front of him while he remained on his knees, triggered something so deep inside him that he couldn't quite understand it.


Claudia opened her purse and took out a pair of delicate black silk panties she had chosen in the store a few hours earlier.


"Put them on," she ordered, smiling with a touch of sensuality and cruelty. "Every thread of silk will remind you of who you are now."


The order pierced his chest. Paul slowly put on the panties, feeling each movement as another symbol of his voluntary renunciation of his former identity. The pressure of the cage beneath the fabric made him tremble.


Claudia leaned toward him and whispered in his ear:


"You're mine, Paul. Totally mine. Let yourself lose yourself in me... I'll guide you." 

He closed his eyes. He was emotionally lost, surrendered... and yes, in love.


"Tonight doesn't end here," Claudia said with a twinkle in her eyes. "You still have so much to discover."


She sat down on the sofa, crossed her legs elegantly, and watched him with complete satisfaction as he, barely covered by his panties, went to prepare a glass of whiskey. When he returned, Claudia accepted the glass and continued:


"I never thought you'd last so many days in chastity. You were completely alone, knowing nothing about me. What's more... when the time I had set was up, I thought about ending it all. But... I realized something." She took a breath, savoring the moment. "I have a diamond in the rough. A real submissive. And I wanted to do things right." 

She took out a small velvet case.

"I went to the jeweler," she continued. "I had this made for you."


Inside was a gold necklace, fine, elegant, with her name engraved on it: Claudia. On one side, a small chain hung like a reminder of ownership.


"My best friend has a submissive that I feminized myself. He wears his collar all the time, whether he's naked, in a cage, or wearing his maid's outfit. Now it's your turn.


She motioned for Paul to kneel again. When he settled himself, Claudia placed the necklace around his neck with an almost ceremonial delicacy. Paul felt a lump in his throat.


"Thank you, My Lady. I will wear it with pride." 

Claudia brought her face close to his.


"Do you know what this little chain is for, my love?"


Paul looked at her, not understanding.


She took the chain between two fingers and pulled gently, bringing his head closer to her body.


"For this..."


Claudia opens her leg and pulls the chain, drawing her submissive's head to her crotch... 

"Take off my panties and suck," Claudia ordered firmly.

He obeys and puts his head under her dress, feeling the wetness of her vagina. With his tongue, he strokes her inner lips, giving his mistress great pleasure. His head is surrounded by her long legs. She moves her hips against his face, trying to increase the penetration with his tongue, her moans of pleasure directly proportional to the rhythm applied. He felt an excitement in his penis that translated into pain from the confinement. His panties were wet. She was in control; his tongue and penis belonged to her. He felt the orgasm in his mouth, her wetness, the contractions, and the final moans indicated that his mistress was pleased.

This was not over.

Her voice was broken with excitement.

"This is very exciting, take off your panties and stand facing the wall. Raise your hand and lean on it.

He obeys, hoping to have an orgasm with his mistress.

She takes a whip... She approaches and asks.

"Who do you belong to?"

"To you, My Lady."

He felt a blow to his buttocks that made him double over. He hadn't expected it.

"I didn't hear you, worm."

"To you, my lady."

He received another, harder blow to his lower back.

"You are mine, you will be obedient, and I hope that machismo no longer exists."

"No, my lady." Paul wasn't prepared for this, but he endured it.

Two quick blows, one on his leg and one on his buttock. Paul couldn't believe how excited he was; sexual arousal mixed with physical humiliation was very powerful.

Claudia approaches and leans her body against her submissive's back, sensually blowing on his neck and subtly biting his left earlobe.

"This is just the beginning," Claudia whispered, her fingers running down Paul's leg. "You know there are two pleasures that we women who embrace female supremacy enjoy. I just did one of them. Punishing a man is very exciting, but not as exciting as penetrating a man."

At that moment, the finger that was running down his leg reaches his buttock and is slowly inserted inside Paul. He feels an internal pain and lets out a moan. She stops for a second.

"Not every man experiences this situation. The first condition is that he stops being macho."

She penetrates deeper. Paul lets out a deeper moan... He never thought he would experience this. His anus had always been off-limits. But he was committed.

"You weren't that macho, it's obvious, not every man lets himself be penetrated."

Paul was speechless, unable to speak, his mind blank. His penis was flaccid, but he felt internal contractions and a very strange arousal, because he was no longer the protagonist. His breathing was ragged, moans escaped from his mouth as he experienced an unknown pleasure. The humiliation he felt played an important role. He was as he had been long ago, surrendered.

His mistress's finger touched his prostate and stayed there, sending a burst of electricity from the tips of his toes to his head. She stayed there and massaged him, and he couldn't take it anymore and had a prostate orgasm, ejaculating without stimulation.

"Look at me," Claudia orders him.

He turns his head, searching for his mistress's eyes, but immediately shame overwhelms him and he lowers his gaze.

"Do you remember how you felt wearing the panties and now with my finger inside you? A man like that is no longer macho, but that makes you perfect for me," Claudia tells him, kissing him.

"The truth is, this situation was very humiliating for me."

"That's how I want you: humiliated, submissive, and feminized. My ideal man. Every tremor of yours is mine."

"I belong to you, however you want me to be," Paul's chest trembles.

"Yes, and never forget what that means: your pleasure is mine, your masculinity no longer matters."

"Yes, My Lady."

Claudia smiled with satisfaction.

In her mind, she remembered how difficult it had been to mold her friend Gloria's submissive. Months of work, resistance, insecurities.
But with Paul... everything had been different.
He had surrendered quickly, deeply, naturally.
She knew it: he was a genuine submissive.
A rare gem.


And that thought excited her as much as the power itself. 

CHAPTER IV: The Move and the Transformation

A couple of months passed and the relationship between them had settled in an almost natural way. There was harmony, balance, trust. They didn't live together yet, but they lived in a 24/7 dynamic that enveloped them even when they were apart. Paul loved her in a way he could no longer put into words; she was his world, his north, his reason. And although Claudia didn't admit it openly, she loved him too. In his absence, she missed him more than she was willing to admit.

Outside of their intimacy, they seemed like a normal couple, although anyone who observed them closely would notice the extreme gentleness with which Paul treated her. There were subtle details: always walking half a step behind, taking care of all the bags when they went shopping, opening the door for her, giving up his seat. Silent codes that spoke of another hierarchy beneath the everyday appearance.

But when the door closed and intimacy enveloped them, everything changed. The treatment became formal, reverential. Paul was naked or in panties; obedience flowed almost effortlessly. They had never had intercourse. He interpreted this as a limit on her part; in part it was, but only with him. With other men, that limit did not exist.

Claudia waited for the right moment to deepen her partner's devotion. And she knew for sure: that step would come when she invited him to live under her roof.

One afternoon, while sharing coffee at their usual spot, they chatted relaxed, without protocol, in that neutral space where they could lay down their arms and laugh. But Claudia watched his face, his way of speaking, the silent need she saw in his eyes. It was time.

Suddenly, she interrupted him with absolute serenity:

"Would you like to move into my apartment?"

Paul stood still. It was what he wanted most, but his role prevented him from proposing it. And at the same time, he knew what it meant: total control. A rest for his soul, but also complete surrender.

"I think so, Claudia," he replied, because in public they addressed each other by their first names.

She frowned.

"You think? You're not sure?"

"Yes. It's what I want most."

Claudia nodded slowly.

"I want it too. It makes me happy. But first we need to make things very clear."

"Yes... of course."

"I want you to move into my apartment," she said calmly, "not my bed. I want you to be my complete slave. To live to serve me."

Paul felt a warm rush in his chest. It was love, yes, but also recognition. That was the destiny he had always felt.

Claudia continued:

"You know I practice female supremacy. And you know that when a woman knows how to use her power, she can subdue any male who thinks he's alpha. The roles are clear: the woman is the provider, the man is in charge of the home."

"I agree with you, Claudia."

"Then I want you to quit your job and take care of all the household chores. I am rich thanks to my shares in Marchand Co.," she smiled slightly, "but that wealth is mine. Don't expect anything."

Paul hesitated.

"My job pays for my son's support..."

"You're not going to handle money. I'll give you just enough for basic expenses and a monthly amount that will be exclusively for your son's support. And these are your initial rules, which we will adjust as we go along:

• You will not ask me where I am going unless I invite you.

• If you need to go out, you ask permission.

• You are responsible for all household chores.

• You will do the shopping with the money I give you.

• Everything in that apartment is mine. You have nothing.

Claudia looked him in the eyes.

"Can you handle it?"

Paul took a deep breath.

"It's what I want most... to live with you."

A slight smile crossed his face.

"We both win. I will be a complete Mistress, with a 24-hour slave. And you will be able to deepen your submission to levels you don't yet understand."

In a few days, Paul gave up his small apartment, sold his furniture, and gave the money to his son. With an almost empty bag and an expectant heart, he arrived at his new home.

Claudia was waiting for him, radiant: fine lingerie, high stilettos, a hypnotic aura. Dressed to dominate. Dressed to receive him as her property.

Paul fell to the floor without thinking. She put her foot on his mouth.

"Welcome to my kingdom," she said, lifting his chin. "Everything you've known until today is insignificant compared to the life that awaits you with me."

"Thank you, My Lady..."

"Come. Accompany me."

Claudia took him to the servant's room. Small. Functional. Cold.

Paul felt a wave of disappointment wash over him.

"This will be your place to rest. I need privacy. For everything else, we will be together."

It was the first big truth she hadn't revealed.

"Make yourself comfortable. Take a bath. Then I'll wait for you in the master bedroom."

Paul sat down on his tiny bed. His mind was racing, but it was also giving up. He was with the woman he loved; everything else was secondary. He took a bath, relaxed, and went downstairs wearing only panties... obedient, vulnerable.

When he opened the door to Claudia's room, he stopped. He couldn't move.

The bed was covered with delicate garments: lace, ruffles, corsets... And in the center, an exaggerated, innocent, humiliating pink sissy dress.

Claudia watched him. She waited.

Paul knelt down.

She picked up the dress.

"This will be your first skin in this house. There is no place for men's clothes here. Only when you go out with me. Here you will be my sissy."

Her words pierced any remaining walls.

"I don't understand..." he whispered.

"Of course you don't. You still value your masculinity." She caressed his neck. "That mistake ends today."

She forced him to look at her.

"Tell me. Tell me you're ready to leave your masculinity behind every time you walk through this door."

A tremor.

One last resistance.

And then:

"I'm... ready."

Claudia smiled victoriously.

"Good, my sweet sissy. I'll dress you myself. Today Paul dies. Today Lola is born."

She dressed him.

She put makeup on him. She put heels on him. She put the blonde wig on him. She forced him to look at himself in the mirror.

And when he said, "My name is Lola"... the transformation was complete.

"I wish tonight would never end. I still think something is missing. After that, you will see how you will embrace this life completely at my service. I know it's already hard because of the degree of humiliation of being like this, but I need us to do this to seal your fate to me. Please go to the nightstand, open it, and bring me what's inside."

With great difficulty walking, Sissy Lola goes to the nightstand, opens the drawer, and sees inside a harness, a strap-on, and a bottle of intimate lubricant. Frightened, he hands it to her and she receives it. She gives him a very passionate kiss that smears both of their makeup.

"You will stop being a virgin tonight. Now you will be mine completely."

The degree of humiliation and excitement he was experiencing made his breathing quicken and his chest feel tight. His eyes wide open, he watched his owner put on the harness and adjust the strap-on.

Claudia approaches and hugs her. She feels the fake penis on her leg.

Turn around, my love, first take off your panties, but not your dress. You must be penetrated like a sissy. He slowly obeys and positions himself. A few seconds later, he feels his mistress's wet fingers entering him.

"Relax, my sweet Lola, I'm lubricating the area."

He felt a chill run through his whole body.

"To think that Natasha, my friend's sissy, was very difficult to break and today she is very obedient. I taught her everything. Someday you will meet, maybe you will become friends.

"I'd like that, My Lady."

At that moment, he feels the tip of the strap-on trying to enter him. She does it slowly so that his anus can get used to the foreign object. He lets out a moan that is a mixture of pain and pleasure. Until it is completely inside him. She holds him still so that he can dilate and get used to it.

He feels the worst humiliation he has ever felt in his entire life. He was being penetrated by a woman, dressed in a sissy dress. And now inside that house, his name was Lola.

He feels pain and a current running through his body. He doesn't know how to position himself, he has no control, he is 100% passive. He feels his mistress's heavy breathing on the back of his neck. He feels a contraction inside his anus.

The physical pain begins to disappear, sexual pleasure emerges, his prostate is in contact with the strap-on. His humiliation increases when he begins to feel the hip movements going in and out. His moans of pleasure embarrassed him, but he couldn't help them, they were getting louder and louder, as was the rhythm of the movement. Until he feels he is about to ejaculate, with his penis trapped, without contact.

"Relax, my love, surrender your manhood to me," his owner whispers sensually.

He immediately reaches orgasm, perhaps the most powerful he has ever felt. A mixture of feelings left him paralyzed. She kisses her sissy and leaves her alone while she goes to the bathroom. Claudia knew what was happening to her, so she leaves her for a while.

Paul was left alone in the room. The makeup had already smudged. He looked in the mirror and did not see a man, did not see the Paul he had believed himself to be for so many years. He remembered his past: the loud voice, the tough posture, that absurd need to mark his territory, to believe himself strong, dominant, lord and master of something.

Now all that had crumbled under the command of his mistress.

His Mistress had not taken anything away from him. She had shown him who he was beneath all those layers he had imposed on himself. She had shown him a place where, for the first time, he did not have to pretend.

He was totally immersed in subspace, that place, that soft and warm abyss that she showed him. That state where words do not exist, only breathing and surrender. His mind was cleansed and his ego disappeared.

Paul no longer wanted to impose himself, he just wanted to be guided, supported... he wanted to be hers. "I am hers," he repeated to himself. He felt liberation.

His Mistress entered silently, he felt her presence, it was as if the air changed in her presence.

"I need her," Paul whispered, looking at the floor in embarrassment.

She kissed his temple softly. An intimate, protective gesture that completely disarmed him.

CHAPTER V: Presentation to society

Gloria's minimalist mansion stood silently on the outskirts of the city. Upon entering, Claudia walked naturally. Lola, on the other hand, felt every step like an exam.


Gloria appeared from the center of the room, impeccable as always. But at her side—not behind her, not at a distance—was Sissy Natasha, her submissive partner. She wore the black and white uniform that Gloria chose for her, but her posture was not that of a simple servant: it was that of a woman who knew exactly where she belonged and assumed it with elegance. 

When Claudia and Lola entered, Natasha did not give a common curtsy. She approached, gently took her hand, and kissed it with devotion. Then she knelt beside her, not in front of her, but next to her, like the submissive companion she was.


Gloria smiled when she saw Lola's reaction.


"Claudia, dear. This is your new acquisition," she said. "And Lola... this is Natasha. My partner. My sissy. My personal pride and joy."


Natasha lowered her gaze, but did not lose that confident sparkle in her eyes. 

"Welcome, Lola," she said softly. "I hope you prove worthy of your Lady."


The phrase, though gentle in tone, carried a humiliating edge. Lola felt the pressure in her chest.


Sophia and Catalina watched from the minimalist sofa, enjoying the atmosphere. Sara stepped forward, crossing her arms.


"Natasha," she ordered with the confidence of an old friend. "Help me examine her." 

Natasha obeyed instantly.
She approached Lola, walking with that perfect blend of feminine grace and iron discipline. She circled her once, slowly, just as Sara intended.


Then she spoke in that soft voice that hurt more than a scream:


"Her posture is good... although there's still a hint of masculine fear in her breathing." She looked at Claudia. "You can easily correct that. I went through it years ago."


Gloria interjected:


"Natasha is very sensitive to those details," she said proudly. "She knows very well what it means to abandon masculinity forever." 

Natasha lowered her eyes, grateful for the reference.


"It will be an honor to help you, Lola," she added. "If my owner allows it, I can teach you what I've learned."


Claudia smiled with satisfaction.


"That's what I want. Natasha, tonight Lola is being introduced. I want you to show her how a sissy who belongs emotionally to her woman behaves."


Natasha nodded.


"Of course, Lady Claudia." 

Sara took a step closer and spoke firmly:


"Gloria, your Natasha is still the most refined of them all." Then she looked at Lola. "I hope you learn half as much as she has."


The humiliation hit home. It hurt. But it also ignited pride.


Lola nodded respectfully.


Gloria raised her glass.


"Then let's toast to the new sissy in the circle... and to Natasha finally having a student who can follow in her footsteps."
She looked at Claudia. "Congratulations. You've achieved something rare." 

Natasha rested her hand on Gloria's thigh, an intimate, submissive gesture, but also one of belonging.
A clear reminder:


That's the level you aspire to, Lola. That's the place a sissy can occupy. If she truly gives herself over to it. 

⭐ Continued

— Serve, Obey, Learn

Natasha stood up gently. It was impressive: every movement was perfect, measured, feminine, but without exaggeration. A sissy shaped by years of discipline.


"Lola, come," she said with a delicate gesture.


Lola followed her, head bowed, aware that five women were watching her with the precision of surgeons.


Natasha took a minimalist, completely black tray and placed it in Lola's hands.


"First rule," she whispered, barely audible to the Dominatrixes but perfectly clear to Lola, "never tremble. The glass must not betray who you are. Your obedience must appear firm."


Lola took a deep breath.


"Follow my steps," Natasha added.


And she walked to the center of the room, with Lola behind her. 

Claudia watched with a mixture of pride and harshness. She wanted Lola to suffer a little. To feel the pressure. To grow through humiliation.


Sophia spoke up, with the natural elegance of an aristocratic woman:


"Natasha, dear, show her how you offer the glass when Gloria has visitors."


Natasha bowed slightly and took a glass from Lola's tray. Then, step by step, she demonstrated:


Lower your head before extending your hand.  
Do not look the Domina in the eye  
Keep your arm steady  
Wait for her to take the glass  
Withdraw without turning your back  


Everything smooth. Everything precise. 

Then, looking at Lola:


"Your turn."


Lola trembled, but stepped forward.  
Gloria watched her with her arms crossed and an enigmatic smile.


Lola repeated the steps. Almost perfect. But when she extended the glass, the tray vibrated... just a little. A minimal movement.


No one missed the opportunity.


Catalina was the first:


"Your hand," she said coldly. "It's not steady."


Sophia added:


"Your back. You still breathe like a man. I can tell."


Sara, cruel and precise, concluded:


"Next time, correct it before offering the glass. No one likes to be served with fear." 

Natasha intervened gently, as if she were the older sister of a new sissy:


"It's okay, Lola. We all start out that way." She gestured to Claudia. "May I physically correct her?"


Claudia nodded.


Natasha stood behind her and placed her hands on Lola's shoulders.


"Straighten up," she whispered.  
"Loosen your neck."  
"Soft hips."  
"Breathe like a woman."  
"Yes, like that."


It was humiliating. But it was also a learning experience. When Lola offered the glass again, she didn't tremble.


Gloria approved with a single gesture.


—Better.


Natasha smiled slightly, proud of her student. 

Claudia finally spoke up:


"Lola is new, but she learns fast. And she'll learn faster if she feels that I respect her. And , I..." She looked at Lola. "I want you to earn that respect."


Lola felt an intense warmth in her chest. Humiliation and pride mixed together.


Natasha returned to Gloria's side and took her usual position: kneeling elegantly to her mistress's left.


"Now," said Sara, "I want to see how she behaves when I'm not watching her directly.


They walked to another part of the room, chatting among themselves, ignoring Lola. 

Natasha approached and whispered:


"This is the most important moment. The Dominatrices aren't looking at you... but they're evaluating your every step. Walk like I taught you."


Lola nodded. And she walked, slowly, smoothly, femininely, submissively, and  


When she returned, Sara said:


"Good. Not perfect, but good. Claudia, keep working. She'll get to the level you expect."


And Gloria ended with the exact phrase Lola needed to hear:


"Lola... if you keep this up, one day you could be to Claudia what Natasha is to me."


Lola felt her legs tremble.  The honor, the weight, the possible future. It was humiliating, beautiful, everything she wanted. 

The meeting proceeded with calculated calm. The five dominatrices talked about travel, decisions, changes, and projects, while Lola remained in her designated position: standing to one side, in the posture Natasha had perfected for her.


Natasha, always kneeling next to Gloria, watched Lola with an air of guidance... and superiority. It wasn't malice. It was natural hierarchy. It was the order they both knew. 

Suddenly, Sophia set her glass down on the coffee table. A sharp sound.  
Deliberately sharp.


Claudia noticed it.  
So did Lola.


Sophia, without looking directly at anyone, spoke in that thin, precise voice:


"I think someone has forgotten their role in a meeting like this." 

Lola felt her stomach clench.  But before she could move, Claudia looked at her.


Just for a second.  
Just a silent command.


Lola hurried toward the table, but she made the smallest, most human mistake:  
she took one step too quickly.


Gloria saw it. Catalina saw it too.  
And Sara... Sara didn't forgive such details. 

"Stop," Sara said, without raising her voice.


Lola froze.


"You walked like a man." She crossed her arms. "And there are no men here."


Claudia advanced with an icy calm.


"Lola," she said, standing in front of her. "Look at me." 

Lola looked up, trembling.


"What did Natasha teach you about your walk?"


Lola swallowed hard.


"Smoothness... delicacy... not rushing... My Lady..."


Sara intervened with surgical precision:


"Then repeat it. Now. In front of everyone." 

Natasha slowly rose from Gloria's side—that smooth movement, that feminine perfection—and stood next to Lola.  
It was like watching a teacher and her student, the difference in level impossible to ignore.


"Look at my feet," Natasha said softly.  
"Listen to my breathing."  
"Follow me."


Natasha walked first, smoothly, precisely, with a femininity that needed no exaggeration. 

Lola followed behind: slower, more conscious, more humiliated.


When she reached the table again, she offered the glass to Sophia with a perfect curtsy.


Sophia took it without looking at her.


"Better." 

Sara examined her one last time before declaring:


"Claudia, she's not ready for a full formal presentation. But..." She looked at Lola. "She has the will. And will is worth more than technique."


Claudia placed a hand on Lola's neck, firm, confident, dominant.


"I'll train her," she said. "And I won't accept anything less than excellence." 

Gloria raised her glass, signaling the end of the meeting.


"Then let's toast," she smiled. "To the circle's new sissy."  
To Lola, who learned something essential today:  
—she looked directly at the sissy—  
Here, obedience is identity. 

Natasha bowed her head to Lola. There was no mockery. Just a painful truth:


"If you keep this up," she said quietly, almost intimately, "maybe one day they'll let you stand next to your Lady, like I stand next to mine."


Lola felt the humiliation burn in her chest. But she also felt pride. Deeper than ever. 

It was the perfect ending.


Claudia placed her hand on Lola's back.


"We're leaving," she ordered.


And Lola obeyed. 

FINAL CHAPTER — What only she can give him

The kitchen was silent. Paul prepared coffee with ritual precision, as he did every morning. He liked cooking for her. It was his most peaceful, intimate, and clearest moment. His hands moved with an almost ceremonial order.

Claudia entered barefoot, enveloped in a commanding calm that filled the air.

"Good morning, Paul," she said softly.

He turned immediately.

"Good morning, My Lady."

She approached, took a cup, and watched him as if analyzing his every gesture.

"Today I want something different," she said.

Paul nodded without asking questions.

"You're going to dress like a man," she continued.

He didn't hesitate. He didn't suffer. He didn't complain. He simply bowed his head.

"Yes, My Lady."

Claudia smiled, that slight smile that mixed authority and affection.

"Very well. We're going to walk around town."

Paul tidied everything up and went upstairs. He changed. The men's clothes fit him well, as always... but they no longer belonged to him. They were borrowed skin, useful only for accompanying her outside.

He came downstairs and Claudia looked at him closely.

"Perfect," she said. "This is the Paul I show to the world."

She took his arm and they left.

⭐ The walk

The city center was alive: people, cars, noise, rhythm. Claudia walked arm in arm with him, elegant, confident. To everyone else, they were just another couple. To them, nothing could be further from the truth.

Paul enjoyed being by her side, but he felt a latent weight on his chest, as if she were hiding something she was about to reveal.

Claudia was the first to break the silence.

"Paul," he said softly. "I want you to understand something very important about us. About what we are... and what we are not."

He braced himself internally.

"With you," she continued, "I have what I'm looking for. What I need. What fulfills me. I enjoy your mouth, I enjoy your devotion, I enjoy taking you, enjoying you, using you. I have control, submission... and power."

She squeezed his arm a little tighter, without stopping.

"But there's something you'll never have with me. And it's for your own good... and mine."

Paul felt a void slowly opening up inside him.

Claudia looked at him with dangerous sweetness.

"Intercourse."

Paul inhaled, almost imperceptibly.

Claudia continued:

"It's forbidden for you. Not because you're not capable... but because it would be a mistake. Intercourse awakens something in you that I don't want. An illusion of equality. A shadow of ego. A memory of male power."

The blow was not violent.

It was surgical.

"And I need," she said, gently caressing his arm, "you to remain what you are. My submissive. My inner Lola. My absolute devotion."

Paul looked down. It hurt. A deep pang. But he said nothing.

Claudia continued with firm gentleness:

"That's why, Paul, intercourse with me will never happen. It's out of your reach. It's territory that doesn't belong to you."

She kept walking, as if nothing had happened.

"But with other men it is."

Paul felt the air grow heavier.

Claudia hugged him lightly by the arm, restraining him without softening the news.

"Sometimes I want to feel a man inside me. Not submission. Not surrender. Body. Intensity. A physicality that you're not going to give me. And that doesn't make you any less..."

She looked at him with a dominant tenderness.

...it makes you mine.

He swallowed hard.

"My Lady..."

"Shh," she interrupted him. "Listen. I'm not saying this to hurt you. I don't want to destroy you. I want to mold you. I want you to fall a little deeper... so you can surrender better."

She looked him in the eyes with a firm sweetness that pierced any defense.

"The day you accept without pain that I am going to have intercourse with other men... that day you will be completely mine."

Paul felt something break. A crack. A silent collapse.

And yet...

he nodded.

"I accept, My Lady," he said in a trembling but loyal voice.

Claudia smiled, satisfied.

"That's what I want. That's your essence. That's your value."

And she added softly,

I know it hurts. But your pain opens you up. It makes you deeper. It makes you a better submissive.

They walked on in silence for a while. Paul with a heavy heart. Claudia with the certainty of having sunk him one level deeper into emotional subspace.

⭐ Final reflection

Paul looked at his reflection in a shop window. A man on the outside. A servant on the inside. Two identities. One owner.

He remembered his past life: superficial, empty, full of masks and useless pride.

And he remembered his current life: clarity, dedication, order, purpose... humiliation that did not destroy, but built something new.

"I am what she needs me to be," he thought. "And that... is my truth."

Claudia squeezed his arm and said:

"Let's go home, Paul.

I want Lola later.

He smiled with painful humility. And he accepted.

Her pain strengthened her. His humiliation set him free. Their devotion united them.

EPILOGUE — The Condition

When they entered the apartment, Claudia didn't turn on the lights. She didn't need to. Her presence illuminated the space more than any lamp could. Paul closed the door and waited, silently, feeling the echo of every word they had shared on the street.

Claudia walked to the center of the living room.

"Kneel, Paul."

He did.

Claudia looked at him for a long time, without speaking, enjoying the stillness of his obedience.

"I want to make sure," he began, "that you understood everything I told you today."

Paul nodded.

She shook her head.

"No. I want to hear it. In your own words."

He swallowed hard.

"Outside, I'm Paul because that's what you need... My Lady."

"Correct," she said in an almost maternal tone.

"Here..." she continued, "my masculinity has no value."

Claudia smiled slightly.

"I don't need it," she said. "And I'll never want it."

She took a step closer.

"But that," she added, "doesn't make you asexual. Don't confuse things. Your sexuality exists. It lives. It breathes. It belongs to me."

She leaned toward him.

"And the way I live it with you is more powerful than any intercourse."

Paul looked up, surprised.

"With you," said Claudia, touching his chin, "I have something I don't have with any other man: total erotic submission. Your mouth, your devotion, your body taken by me... that gives me a power that no intercourse can match."

She let him go.

"That's why I'll never have intercourse with you. Not because you can't. Not because you're less than me. But because it would awaken an ego in you that I don't want. Because intercourse, Paul, would make you feel equal. And you..." She smiled. "...you are not my equal."

Paul felt the blow.

But this time, mixed with desire.

Claudia continued, closer:

"With you, I have something I want to preserve: the pleasure of control. The intensity of pegging. The absolute power of oral sex. The sexuality that comes from your devotion. That," she squeezed his cheek, "is deeper than any penetration.

He closed his eyes.

She hadn't destroyed his sexuality. She had reclaimed it.

Claudia continued:

"And now comes the part that will make you fall even deeper." Her voice became soft... Dangerously soft.

"I'm going to have intercourse with other men.

With those I choose.

Whenever I want.

And you're going to accept it.

Paul felt a knot of pain... and something else.

Something hot.

Something he didn't want to admit.

Claudia saw it.

"What you're feeling," she whispered, "isn't jealousy. It's submission. It's shame transformed into desire. It's your ego dying... and your surrender growing.

She leaned closer.

"When I have a man inside me, you will remember that I share my true sex only with you: the one that is born from your mouth, from your submissive body, from your surrendered pleasure. Yours is not penetration. Yours is to serve me."

Paul opened his eyes, dizzy. Humiliated. Excited in a dark, useless, submissive way.

Claudia smiled as she watched him fall.

"Intercourse doesn't diminish your place, Paul. It magnifies it. Because every time I take another man, you will fall deeper into your role. More mine. Softer. More vulnerable. More perfect.

She caressed him.

"Your sexuality doesn't disappear. It transforms. It refines itself. It aligns with what I want from you. And you... you're going to feel it stronger than ever."

Claudia straightened up.

"Now go upstairs. Leave Paul at the door. And bring Lola. I want your sexuality subjugated tonight.

I want your desire surrendered. I want to see you whole... in the only way you truly exist for me.

Paul got up, trembling, driven by something deeper than pain. As he climbed the stairs, he thought:

"My sexuality didn't die: it changed owners."

He looked at himself in the mirror.

Paul's hands were shaking.

Lola's chest began to burn.

And then she understood:

The humiliation didn't make him less of a man. It made him more hers. More sexual. More submissive. More real.

And that night, she came down as Lola...

with the absolute certainty that her desire had a name:

Claudia.
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