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A Life in Submission

This story is dedicated to my Mistress Catalina, without whom it would have been impossible to live a full life as a man.
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Chapter I: Beginning

My name is Adrian, I am an engineer who spent his professional life in a very tough environment, in the oil industry. You have to have the character to be able to handle and be respected by people who are much stronger than you. During breaks, conversations are always very basic: soccer, women, nothing out of the ordinary in. a male environment where you have to constantly prove who is most resistant to working conditions. But no one imagines that under my work clothes, some time ago, I wore women's underwear,. required by my wife, so that I would not forget what kind of man I have become.

My work schedule consists of being away from home for fifteen days or more, during which time I live in oil fields far from the city. Obviously, the distance and time away have a big impact, and even though I am accompanied by coworkers, it is not the same. One feels lonely, misses home a lot, and natural needs arise that were sometimes satisfied in the solitude of my room, watching a video or reading some stories. And so the years went by, with some time at home and some time in the field, a routine I was used to. But the years passed, and I realized that I was no longer aroused by the same things I had seen or read since I was young. So I started looking for something different and came across something I had never seen before: BDSM, a video where a dominant man interacted with a submissive woman. I didn't like it, I stopped the video after a few seconds, and went to sleep. But I couldn't stop thinking about that video. I wanted to see what would happen if it were the other way around, with the woman being dominant and the man. submissive, the complete opposite of what I had seen until then, because in most pornographic films, the man is the dominant one. I wanted to see the reverse.

So I spent my breaks at work searching the internet for something new, and I came across FemDom... It was a turning point!

Female domination existed and it was fascinating. It made me rethink everything. But in those conversations with men, I couldn't even mention it. They would never understand a woman controlling a man and would even doubt my manhood, so I continued to research this in silence. I learned that many men secretly seek professional dominatrixes to fulfill their fantasies, submissives without a dominant partner. constantly looking for a woman to punish them, and the existence of relationships that live this life fully 24/7.

Researching the subject, entering forums and websites, reading profiles of dominatrixes and submissives, I really felt a very strong excitement. I was entering a little-known environment, in which each member felt fulfilled in the role they had adopted. As I researched, I wondered why men liked and/or needed to lose all kinds of rights, why they wanted to be humiliated and degraded by women. In the end, it was secondary because of the excitement it caused.

Not only was the woman dominant in the sexual act, but she also sought to degrade the man with physical and verbal humiliation, punishment, control of orgasms,. and situations that were very taboo for a man like me at that time, macho, somewhat rough, and very manly, such as anal penetration, cuckolding, and other things. I felt that it was too much of an exaggeration, and I discovered that there really are. married couples who have this lifestyle and who, outside the four walls of their bedroom, appear normal.

My wife's name is Catalina. She is 43 years old, five years older than me. She is a great partner whom I love madly. She is my life, literally, but we were going through a difficult time, with several problems and sometimes arguments. I was about to return home after several days away. I wondered if I should tell her about what I was reading and thought that introducing some BDSM Femdom might spice up our lives a little, and she agreed. I explained to her in broad terms what it was about, and that was it.

She greeted me at the airport, as always, with lots of love, and she seemed happy that I was back, but I noticed something, a sarcastic smile, which she denied. We didn't talk about it. I was very embarrassed, and as long as she didn't ask me, I didn't see the need to. That's it, it's over! I thought. I spent two weeks at home like that, but instead of doing the usual routines,. I tried to take on more household chores, but in a way that would go unnoticed. I didn't want to draw attention to myself. I also tried to be more attentive, but I couldn't help being the one who controlled all the money. I wasn't stingy, but I needed to know what she was spending it on.

When I returned to work and those isolated nights, those issues resurfaced in my head, and in solitude, I began to rethink why I was attracted. to the subject of female domination, what was going on inside me that made me excited by the humiliation of men, especially in such a macho environment.

I started looking for literature, studying every aspect of Femdom. It was all very taboo for me at the time. We've all seen an image of a dominatrix with a whip and talked about sadomasochism, but this was different. I was getting into it and therefore rethinking my entire upbringing and approach to life. Every night that passed, I delved deeper, finding people who enjoyed total control, known as 24/7, for the hours of the day and days of the. week, which implies total servility, surrender of finances, worship of their mistress in every sense; men who gave up their orgasms, giving absolute priority to their partner. The morbid fascination of reading this was extreme, and I wondered all the time if I was capable of it.

At that time, I came across a very comprehensive book on BDSM and Femdom in particular,. which dealt with the different practices, as well as the psychology of submissives and dominant women. It was a turning point. I plucked up the courage and sent it to my wife, and shortly afterwards she sent me a message.

"You give me the freedom to cheat on you, to deceive you, and you remain totally faithful to me!

"Huh?" was my response.

In other words, of all the chapters in the book, she picked up on the sadism and pointed it out to me specifically.

Catalina received the book and read it. She had ignored the previous hints, but this time she decided to take a step forward and study this world in depth. She read about how certain men free their minds and bodies by serving and worshipping a woman, and if this woman is their life partner, even better. She read about how certain fetishes are activated in the mind, mainly the male mind, and how these fetishes achieved a radical increase in submission. She also read about how many women saw the opportunity to completely free themselves from a prejudice that had acted against their gender for millennia, simply by adopting this lifestyle.

We always had a very solid marriage, but the years passed and we had not had children until then. The routine, both daily and sexual, was beginning to have a negative effect, and I knew that. we had to do something to reverse this, and this was the opportunity to make a 180° turn.

Catalina became very interested in the subject. She didn't limit herself to the literature provided, but began to search for information. She searched for and found a lot of BDSM and Femdom material, even joining specialized forums. on the internet to learn about real cases and what the basic practices and principles were. She was shocked by most of it. It was a new world: verbal and physical humiliation, orgasm control, punishment and discipline, forced feminization, cuckolding, and an endless variety of practices. Only the imagination was the limit.

But she had to compensate for her lack of experience with her imagination and the many testimonials she had read as a basis. She also had the opportunity to send an email to a professional dominatrix who lives in the. capital city for some advice, with the promise that she would go visit her at some point.

She never told me anything about what she learned; she wanted to surprise me with what my life could be like from the moment we met again.

So, the days passed and I had to return to my city. I always did so with great enthusiasm, but this time I was very nervous, I was afraid, something had changed, I was partly very sorry.


Chapter II: Coffee

After a two-hour flight, I found myself at the airport in my city. Catalina was there waiting for me. She looked radiant, wearing a white tank top without a bra that showed off her large breasts, tight light blue jeans, and natural-colored stilettos. Her hair was loose, with soft waves, and she wore natural makeup that enhanced her features. She had never greeted me dressed so sexily, so provocatively. She caught the eye of all the men and the envy of the women. I, on the other hand, was very nervous because I knew what was going to happen.

"What's wrong, honey?"

"Nothing," I said. "I'm just a little tired from the trip."

"Adrian, why do you seem so nervous? You're sweating."

"Do you think so? Let's go for a coffee."

As usual, at that café, we caught up on what had happened in my absence and I told her about work, and we always. made suggestive and provocative comments to each other because of the sexual tension caused by our separation, but this time, those provocations were absent.

"I always saw you as a submissive man, but I let you believe that I was the one making the decisions," he said abruptly and unexpectedly.

"Uh... but..." My answers were unhelpful.

The truth is, I couldn't speak. I was very nervous. I knew that our relationship was about to take a 180-degree turn. I was blocked, and worst of all, I had sought out this situation.

"I read what you sent me," Catalina continued. "To be honest, I'm very interested. I think we should give this a chance. Are you willing to take on this role with all that it entails? Because I am, and if you're sure, we'll move forward, but not as a game, but as a lifestyle. We both have to do our part in this."

"Yes, I'm sure," I replied nervously and stammering, but I wanted to take the plunge.

"Well, I'm not playing games. I couldn't bear it if you regretted it once we started," Catalina said. "By getting into this, I would be turning my back on my upbringing and forty-three years of believing that I was living my life well. That's why, for me, there's no turning back, and this is a definitive change."

"Yes, love, let's do it," I said with more confidence.

"To start with, from this moment on, I will take care of all the household. finances, so you will give me your wallet with all the money and cards you have. I will give you just the money you need. I don't want you to ask me anything about finances and expenses ever again," Catalina said with great determination and confidence. I, on the other hand, looked at her with wide eyes, incredulous at how direct she was.

"Of course," I said, handing her my wallet.

"We also have to do something about what you have in your electronic wallets. First, you'll transfer the money to me, and then we'll make the adjustments on your cell phone so that my biometric data is entered. I also want the passwords for all your accounts and emails, including your work ones. In this family, the man no longer makes the decisions."

"Yes, my love," I reply.

She gets up and, discreetly, since the café is full of people, throws down a handkerchief, whispers to me, and points at it with her index finger.

"Please, can you kneel down and pick up my handkerchief?"

When I am on my knees picking it up, he bends down and whispers in my ear.

"Next time, I won't throw the handkerchief down."


Chapter III: The Wooden Ladle

The Rubicon had been crossed; there was no turning back. The drive home was 10 kilometers across the city, twenty-five minutes of uncomfortable and absolute silence. But when we entered the house, he hugged me and gave me such a passionate and eternal kiss.

"I love you with all my soul. You made me a very happy woman with what you showed me. Our life is going to change, but you have to stay calm. If you showed me this, it's because this is who you are inside. Just accept yourself, and let's enjoy this new life," Catalina said very sweetly.

She has always been a very loving and sweet woman, and the truth is that that kiss and those words gave me peace of mind.

"Now I want you to undress and lean against the wall," she says as she watches me.

"I read the book you sent me," she continues, "in a single night. I found it very interesting, especially the female empowerment that this life implies, and how men should be. treated so that they are always willing to attend to me, and the difference between discipline and punishment."

At that moment, I felt a blow on my buttocks. She was using a wooden Ladle, a kitchen utensil that, until then, I had considered completely harmless. Each blow hurt a lot, but I don't know if what hurt me most was my pride. I received ten strokes, each one harder than the last, and I could feel the sadism emanating from her and how she enjoyed it. I, on the other hand, felt so small in the face of her empowerment. I had a cocktail of feelings I had never experienced before, a mixture of shame, humiliation, and pain.

This is discipline. This will happen when I felt like reminding you who you are so that you mold yourself into what I want you to be. When you misbehave, it will be similar, but as punishment. Do you agree?

Yes, Catalina," I replied.

No, you won't call me that. When we're alone, it will be Mistress Catalina. Now come to the couch with me.

Yes, Mistress Catalina.

We melted into a kiss, we started touching each other, and I began to undress her. I forgot the pain in my buttocks as I uncovered her breasts and ran my tongue over them, over every inch of her body, while she caressed me. I felt a slight pressure from her hands pushing my head down slightly. Then, with kisses, I slowly descended to her vagina, and when I got there, I felt the pressure on my head pushing me down. "Stay there," she said. I pleasured her with my tongue and she pressed her legs against the sides of my head. "Keep going," she said. Meanwhile, she played with my penis with her hands, masturbating me, but I held back. I didn't want to cum because I had in mind to enter her in a moment. Until I felt her orgasm in my mouth, while I tried to speed up the movements with my tongue.

At that moment, I sit up and position myself to...

"Ready, love," Catalina says to me, "that's it for today. I had to enjoy myself alone. I have no regrets because I know that during my absence you pleasured yourself several times, now it was my turn to enjoy myself.

And so I was left, so excited and frustrated by everything that had happened, that I had no choice but to take a cold shower to calm all this anxiety. Then the situation normalized, we went shopping, had dinner at a restaurant, and the subject was not mentioned again. I didn't want to talk about it either; the conversations were the usual ones. I never imagined the degree of humiliation and excitement I experienced; it made me very vulnerable. She, on the other hand, seemed fine. She was glowing, with a different aura.

I didn't sleep well that night. I was too anxious to sleep, tossing and turning in bed and only managing to doze off for a few moments at a time. I had a constant erection. I watched my wife sleep peacefully. I didn't dare touch her, just look at her. I didn't want to make the slightest noise. Until my impatience overcame my modesty, and I began to touch her, hoping she would respond to my caresses. It was around 3:00 a. m. At first, she slightly resisted, but my persistence won out over her resistance. She responded to my caresses with caresses, then a kiss, and passion awakened. We were naked in bed, and I felt the pressure on my head again, pulling me toward her vagina so I could perform oral sex on her again. I heard her moans of pleasure, and she began to say words she had never said to me before:

I only want your tongue, you're a little dick. Keep sucking.

And I felt her orgasm again in my mouth. Moments later, when I try to get my satisfaction, she sits up in bed and says to me.

Honey, I want to eat chocolate.

There's no chocolate at home, I reply.

I knew there isn't, but I really want some. There's a store on the avenue that's open 24 hours.

But it's 3:00 a. m.

You woke me up, now go.

So I headed to the avenue and drove 15 minutes there and back. I returned home, entered the bedroom, and she was asleep. I left the chocolate on the nightstand and attempted to get some sleep. My relationship had definitely changed.

Breakfast passed without incident. We talked about the weather and how nice it was to go for a walk. I was very sleepy and frustrated. We went shopping together at the supermarket and then tidied up the house together. She didn't demand that I take care of such tasks on my own, which reassured me, but it did keep me busy the whole time.

During the first few days of sharing this new life, we didn't talk about female domination. We didn't have a deep conversation to set boundaries or anything else outside of what a vanilla relationship is. What did happen was an exponential increase in her whims and total sexual frustration on my part, since sex between us was her exclusive pleasure, mainly oral and sometimes manual. If I hinted that I wanted to have penetration with her, I ended up doing some unnecessary task. When I had to clean the bathroom at 4:00 a. m., I stopped insisting.

I read stories about dungeons, about men chained up with a dominatrix dressed in latex with a whip in her hand. Obviously, we didn't have anything like that kind of BDSM session yet, just a wooden. Ladle, besides the fact that we were both beginners and were adjusting to a new life. She enjoyed it a lot, but I, on the other hand, found myself in another reality, frustration in every sense. But I knew I didn't want to go back. I had mixed feelings. My attraction to her had increased, I think much more than when we had first met. I couldn't stop looking at her, I was mesmerized, I anticipated her needs.

One day, a usual, knowing she was in town, my friends invited me out for a beer. I told my wife I was going out.

The days when you told me are over. Now you have to ask my permission.

Yes, Catalina.

How did we agree that you have to call me when we're alone?

Yes, Mistress Catalina.

Here's some money. Be back before 11:30 p. m.

But it won't be enough, and it's too early to come back. What will the boys think?

I don't care what they think, and you have enough to enjoy a beer. You brought me into this life, I hesitated, you insisted, and I accepted it, but you have to accept it too. FemDom life is not a fetish for the submissive's pleasure, it is servitude and obedience to your mistress, which is me. So go, enjoy yourself, and don't be late.

The truth is that I had to rethink everything that was happening. It wasn't the life I had fantasized about. I felt a lot of frustration, and this had only just begun. Sexually, that frustration was even greater. Obviously, I had read all the stories and accounts, and I knew that the submissive's pleasure was to give pleasure, and mine took a back seat. Then, on a personal level, I haven't asked for permission since I was a child, and I don't have any money.

I returned home at the appointed time, as I had been ordered, had only one glass of beer. for obvious reasons, and left the bar with the excuse that I wasn't feeling well, thus avoiding questions. I went up to my room and found my mistress dressed in a very fetishistic way. I had never seen her like this before, wearing a chocolate-colored corset with countless hooks, too many to count, through which the cord that cinched it. to her body passed, leather panties and black stockings, and shoes with a large platform at the front and a stiletto heel over 14 centimeters high. She had a wooden Ladle in her hand and a tie.

How are you supposed to enter a room in my presence?

I immediately fell to my knees.

I was waiting for you. Today it was your turn to get the spoon. Since you arrived at the time I told you to come, I'll wait for you dressed like this and we'll play a game. If you disobeyed me in any way, I was going to spank you on your buttocks while you were wearing your pajamas, just to punish you. Now undress and stand in the corner.

Standing imposingly and totally empowered with a haughty look, she waited for me to follow her instructions. Once I was in place, she took her tie, tied my hands together, and placed them on a support. That way, I was naked and immobile.

When we are in this situation, I don't want you to look me in the eyes, my mistress tells me.

She takes two handkerchiefs, a black one to blindfold me and a white one to stuff into my mouth to prevent me from speaking. In this position, I felt extremely vulnerable, something I had never experienced before. My surrender was complete. I thought that, due to my fear of the unknown, it would have been a good idea to have had a couple more drinks at the bar.

I felt them rubbing my legs with the spoon, which were apart, and suddenly a hard, sharp blow on my buttocks. And my mistress whispers something in my ear that makes me a little nervous.

We have never discussed boundaries and safe words; we will discuss them tomorrow. Let us continue.

Immediately I felt another blow and the wooden handle running down my legs. Suddenly I felt her hands touching my penis and caressing my testicles.

"What's up with your little friend? He looks like he's asleep or not enjoying this."

He was completely limp, I don't know if it was because he was nervous or because he sensed that he wasn't going to use it that night either. And I felt another blow to my buttocks, this time harder than the previous ones.

I had no idea you had a sadomasochistic husband. I knew you were submissive, even though you tried to be the man of the house, but I was the one who ended up deciding everything. I didn't know I was so sadistic, how much I enjoy this life you showed me.

Another blow.

I didn't know I was so sadistic, that I enjoyed this so much. Repeat the same thing.

Another blow.

I felt her hands on my testicles and penis again, and suddenly, I felt pain there because she squeezed them so hard that I doubled over in pain.

Does it hurt, love? I always wanted to do this.

Obviously, I couldn't answer. The truth is, I was in a lot of pain, but it was a pleasure I had never experienced before, something very intense, very strong. Suddenly, I felt her chest next to me and her embrace. Her hands began to caress my penis, and I responded. I began to have a very powerful erection, and she began to masturbate me. Okay, it looks like I'm going to have an orgasm. Her rhythm wasn't constant, she slowed down and sped up until I felt I was reaching the point of no return, then she slowed down until my. mistress felt me relax and sped up again, over and over again until suddenly she let go of my hand and I couldn't have that much-desired orgasm.

Another blow.

Okay, my love, I'm going to take a bath. You stay there.

So I stayed there, standing, tied up, unable to see or speak, my buttocks reddened, my testicles aching, but with an erection that wouldn't go down. My breathing was ragged with excitement. She took more than forty-five minutes in the bathroom, then I felt her walk past me. to go to the dressing room and she spanks me with her hands and says to me.

I love this man.

I hear him lie down and turn on the TV, me in the same position, blindfolded. He's watching the series we used to watch together!

It is well known that there is a fine line between pleasure and physical pain, chemically due to the release of endorphins in the brain. that reduce pain, but if this pain is compounded by the humiliation of total submission to the woman, it has more or less the same consequences. The result is a cocktail of emotions and chemical reactions that cause a stir in the body and mind of the submissive, known in the BDSM world as subspace. And after feeling, once this session was over, a sense of total peace, hypnotism, and total surrender of. my will, I think I felt for the first time what it was like to be in this subspace. I imagine that as this evolves so quickly, I will enjoy even more pleasurable moments. But my pride as a male member is still latent and plays on me as resistance to total submission, but I think I am on the right track.


Chapter IV: Limits

What I had experienced so far was a strange mixture of frustration and pleasure. I felt that I had lost a lot of ground in my own home and that my wife/mistress had gained it. In her presence, I felt very vulnerable, mainly because she was enjoying the situation and I don't think she wanted to go back to how things were before. I don't think I wanted to go back to how things were before either. Obviously, this was just the beginning, but what a beginning! We knew very little about BDSM and particularly Femdom, but the emotions we both experienced could not be explained in a vanilla world.

Femdom is the empowerment of women at the expense of men, and a relationship that wants to be 24/7 means a man honoring that woman all the time. There is no room for machismo whatsoever, but I was macho. It is feminism in all its glory and even its most extreme version, such as female supremacy. How can a man not feel the superiority of women when they have him subjugated in every way?

And so those days of rest passed, losing the place and rights that we men had earned over hundreds of generations. Day by day, my wife took something away from me, and little by little I ended up taking care of all the household. chores, shopping with the money she gave me, and treating her with extreme respect, even if it was informal outside of our sessions. Outside the house, we looked like a normal married couple, but there was a strength in her, she seemed empowered, she had a confidence that I. had not noticed before, and in some situations, in public, I had to ask for permission with a glance, and she would discreetly grant it or not.

I don't know what was going on inside me, I felt completely passionate, with an enthusiasm. for her comparable to the beginning of our relationship, and we had been together for several years. Did I really need submission to feel fulfilled? Did I need to support my wife, a life of servitude to her? Those questions were answered day by day.

What intrigued me most was how she felt. She was very sadistic. When we were out on the street, she constantly reminded me that she was in charge and I owed her obedience. She also asked me if it hurt when I urinated and if I could sit down. I nodded as if everything was fine, even though it did hurt to sit down.

There's something we haven't talked about, Adrian, says Ama Catalina.

Yes? What is it?

"About boundaries and safe words. I really don't want to overstep my bounds," she says, "and I think that in any Femdom relationship, this should have been discussed first. What are your boundaries?" she asks, frowning.

None, my love, I reply, saying what she wanted me to say. I trust you, your limits, and wherever you want to take me.

"Beautiful answer, my dear submissive," she replies and kisses me on the forehead.

I was already committed physically, but above all mentally. I couldn't set limits for myself, and my greatest anxiety began to focus on where she would take me.

We have to start buying our BDSM toys, let's stop using the spoon, she told me.

If the use of the ladle and the tie were very intense at that moment,. I didn't want to imagine what specialized torture devices she had at her disposal at home. Okay, I surrendered my limits!

We started browsing the internet to see what was available at an online sex shop. I couldn't imagine the variety of items, and I didn't even know how some of them could be used. I sat silently watching as she started clicking and adding various items to the cart.

A blindfold

Ball gag

A riding crop.

Let's retire the spoon, she said to me. I want to do the same thing as last time, but with the right tools.

If the spoon hurt me so much, I didn't want to imagine what a riding crop would be like. I saw her pause at a single-ended whip and look at me.

"Shall I click it, love?"

If you want to, go ahead, I reply, the die was already cast.

He clicked it!

He also stopped at the vibrator section, looked at one, and chose it.

This is for me, he told me. Maybe when I'm alone I'll buy some other things.

She paid with her card and waited 72 hours. This will be a significant change for us in our sessions. It was obvious that this wasn't a game; a lifestyle was developing.

Then, on a relatively normal day, we enjoyed breakfast out and went shopping, nothing out of the ordinary for any vanilla couple. Obviously, where we went and how much we spent was her decision, and without realizing it, after a few hours of window. shopping and going into a few stores, I realized that I was carrying all the shopping bags, and they were quite heavy. She was free of any weight and asked me to hurry up. She really enjoyed spending money and keeping me quiet without questioning her. Just in case, I didn't say anything, especially in public.


Chapter V: Leather Collar

One routine she liked was to watch me clean the house, completely naked. She liked me to serve her dinner in that condition, for example, so she could see how aroused I was by her provocations. My Mistress, of course, was always dressed.

Whenever I was naked, I could expect any surprise from her. She likes to make me stop for a few minutes while I'm cleaning to put me in a certain situation. For example, she makes me lie on my back on the floor, and she walks on top of me and steps on my testicles. Sometimes she wears high heels especially for this; stepping on my head or making me lick the shoes she is wearing became. a habit, so much so that I began to feel a fetish for women's footwear, something that had never happened to me before.

Once, when I was naked, she asked me to stop and lie down on the cold floor, blindfolded me, and tied my hands. I remember seeing my mistress light a scented candle at that moment. I obey and wait. A few seconds later, I felt a burning sensation on my chest, caused by the hot wax from that candle. The burning sensation spread down my stomach until I felt it in my testicles, a sensation that was different from pain and very pleasurable. And then, coldly, a comment from my Mistress.

"Adrian, I think that total nakedness is missing something."

"What could it be?" I ask.

"I think some kind of mark that says you belong to me, since your devotion is forever and unconditional," says my Mistress. "We could start with a leather collar, for you to wear at home all the time. Obviously, it must have my name engraved on it. I also thought of something permanent, like a tattoo, but we'll see about that later."

"It could be—is my resigned response."

"You're done cleaning the kitchen, my little submissive."

"Yes, Mistress."

"Come to the living room, kneel down, and give me a foot massage. My feet hurt a little. Find the cream I like."

"Yes, Mistress."

She loved it when I called her that. It was almost a routine for me to attend to her at night. Sometimes she would take a bubble bath and I had to be nearby for anything she needed. What I liked most was when she asked me to rub her body with a sponge, which most of the time ended with a happy ending for her. Then I would dry her body and hair.

"I like it when you take care of me like this during my bath and when I get out. You have to become a pro at this, by the way. Wash my panties by hand; they're too delicate to put in the washing machine," my Mistress tells me.

There were only a few days left before I had to travel for work, and I was learning to take care of her needs. What I didn't know, I had to learn, the same with the housework. She still helped me with some of it because I didn't do it to her standards, but I knew that my days were numbered. According to her, she was going to start using the whip she had ordered as punishment if she didn't like what I did. It scared me a little.

I hadn't had an orgasm since I arrived, but she had one almost every night. I hoped I wouldn't have to leave without feeling it. She knew what I was looking for, but I was unable to ask for it. I have to assume that my pleasure is her pleasure, but I still had that resistance. I lived almost all the time with an erection, which was too noticeable in situations where she. asked me to give her a massage or any personal attention that involved being close to her.

Pass me the computer, I want us to see things together, I want to see what we're still missing in our lives.

Yes, Mistress—I think that's the phrase I say most often throughout the day.

Look at this picture, the lady sitting in an armchair, the submissive sitting next to her on the floor, she said and orders me. Sit on the floor and massage my feet while we look at these pages.

Yes, Mistress. – I'm a little uncomfortable on the floor giving her a massage while trying to stretch my neck to see the pictures.

What a pleasure, beautiful massages, she said to me.

So, page by page, with stories and topics such as male chastity, role reversal with the use of strap-ons, golden showers, feminization, cuckolding, enemas, and countless other practices. She laughed out loud with a sadism rarely seen; I, on the other hand, was a little scared, because it's. one thing to have a fantasy that seemed impossible to realize, but it's quite another for it to become a possibility.

Look at these dildos that this dominatrix—Mistress Catalina—uses. Let's watch the video.

We were both surprised at times by our lack of experience, but I knew that my Mistress had opened her mind so much that she didn't rule anything out. That also fed my morbid curiosity, due to the renunciation of limits and the fact that I couldn't suggest anything to her if I wanted to avoid unpleasant punishment. We were willing to break many taboos. Perhaps we wouldn't have been able to do so in a vanilla world.

Get ready, submissive, she said to me again. I think I'll have to go back to the sex shop.


Chapter VI: The Panties

We were invited, a usual, to dinner with three married couples who were friends of ours. In that context, we tried to hide what we were becoming, but deep down we knew we were very different from the last time we met. Catalina, with that sadism that was emerging in her, brought up the subject of feminism. One of the women present, named Sophia, was very feminist and agreed with her on everything. With every comment, my wife made indirect references that could be related to me, a very. uncomfortable situation for me because I was afraid she would accidentally reveal something intimate about us.

Sophia's husband, Andrés, was part of a clearly vanilla marriage, but one that was clearly dominated by the woman. The men always made fun of him at our gatherings, calling him a pushover, a henpecked husband, and an endless. variety of other names, typical jokes among men, but on this occasion, I did not participate in them; I was speechless.

A special situation with many consequences occurred once we had finished eating and the men had separated ourselves a few meters from the women to talk and discuss men's things. The topic of conversation turned to women behind the wheel, and we teased and laughed out loud at anecdotes about women we knew.

I turned around and saw my wife looking at me with a look of hatred for what I found funny. I became very nervous, not because of what would happen when we got home, but. because I was afraid she would reveal our secrets in front of my friends as revenge. That's why I changed the subject completely...

Speaking of driving, did you see the Formula 1 race yesterday? I asked.

On the way back to our house, obviously in perfect condition since I hardly drank any alcohol, just a glass of beer, at my mistress's express request, Catalina tells me.

"Get completely undressed and get on all fours on the floor."

What? I exclaimed.

"You heard me," Catalina says.

I obey, take off all my clothes, and get into the required position. Catalina looks for the wooden Ladle.

I thought we had changed, my mistress scolds me. Here, women are not only respected, but you must honor them. Didn't you feel that they were superior to men?

But... I say.

Silence, she said, and continues, It seems that there is still a great deal of innate machismo within you, which it is my duty to eradicate.

I received three hard, sharp blows with the wooden Ladle, biting my lip to keep from screaming.

This isn't discipline, it's punishment. Be thankful that the purchase we made didn't arrive, because I would have used the whip, Catalina tells me. Okay, that's enough. Take a bath and we'll continue later.

I took a long bath, thinking about everything. When I got out, I went into the dressing room to look for some boxers, but I couldn't find any. My mistress/wife called me.

Honey, I left some underwear on the bed for you.

Thank you, my mistress, I reply formally after the punishment.

I saw three pairs of her panties on the bed. One is red lace with pearls on the front, another is plain white cotton, and the third is a black thong.

Choose which one you're going to wear. I don't wear them anymore, so I'll give them to you. Another day we'll buy some of your own for you, my Mistress tells me.

But didn't you see my boxers?

Too macho, I have to tone that down in you. I want you to be submissive and a total feminist.

But it was just a...

Don't say another word, she scolds me.

Silently, I choose the white ones, the simplest, least sexy ones. Just putting them on gave me a growing erection. Which did not go unnoticed by my Mistress.

My little girl liked wearing women's clothes, it seems, she teases.

Ashamed, I lower my gaze.

Later we'll see how we can fix that erection, which doesn't go well with wearing panties.

I don't know, but I was blushing with embarrassment, and as my mistress/wife teased me, I got even more erect.

What name can I give you for when you're wearing panties? I knew, Sherazade.

She touches my penis over my panties and it's rock hard. She laughs, she didn't expect this, she got excited.

She pushes me onto the bed, takes off her panties, and puts them in my mouth. She climbs on top of me and starts rubbing her body against my penis. I was about to explode, I wanted to enter her, I was hoping to do so since it was my last night at home.

She kept moving her hips on top of me, then she took the panties out of my mouth and put them over my mouth. I could hardly breathe. She gave me an order.

Lick everything, little girl, Sherazade.

I did it, with difficulty, until she had an orgasm in my mouth and got up.

"Love, all this has turned me on," my Mistress said, very agitated. "You'll get your reward today too, my beautiful baby girl."

She put her right hand under my white panties, which were all wet, and started masturbating me very quickly. It hurt because of the speed. And when she felt that I was reaching the point of no return, she let go of my hand.

"Don't touch yourself," she says automatically.

And so I had an orgasm, alone, after a long time, frustrating me in the end. After that, she comes over and gives me an eternal French kiss, with lots of love.

"This is what I've been waiting for in my life, you've made me a very happy woman," she said very sweetly. "Now take another bath because you're very dirty and wash those panties.

She gives me another kiss.

I can't explain in my mind what these two intense weeks were like. So much passion and humiliation I had never experienced before. My life was transformed into servitude and adoration; she was my queen. The only thing that reassured me was that when I had to return to my job, far away from her, I would be able to rest,. recover some of my essence as a man, my personal finances, and that my days of submission would only be marked by fifteen days a month. I was wrong. The renunciation of every existing limit in our relationship also had a profound effect on her. She felt the freedom to act to develop her feminine empowerment and would not allow me to relax when I was not in her presence.

The next day, I said goodbye to my Mistress at the airport. I was very much in love. She transferred me just enough money for my expenses, which meant that I couldn't even control my personal finances. Whenever I needed anything, I had to ask her for money and explain, of course, what I needed it for. Under my travel clothes, she forced me to continue wearing panties. She told me it was so I wouldn't forget who I was and would reflect on everything during the trip. The strange thing is that she didn't let me pack my bags. She told me to trust her, that she knew what I needed. Before entering the departure lounge, we kissed goodbye.

When you come back, you'll have some new surprises. I love you, my mistress says sweetly.

She throws the handkerchief on the floor.


Chapter VII: Submissive

Once again, as is customary in my life, I was in another city working. I stayed in a hotel and proceeded to get my things ready to take a bath and wash away the trip. I opened my suitcases and, to my surprise, I didn't have any boxers, only panties. That's why my Mistress didn't want me to pack my bags. I thought for a moment that I was going to be able to relax, but it seems not. To make matters worse, I didn't have enough money to buy men's underwear or to go to the bar for a beer at night, as was my custom. So I got in the shower and had no choice but to put on the panties.

I got a message on my cell phone: "Activate your GPS location," my Mistress ordered me.

That was it, it was clear now, I was submissive with or without her, she had total control.

The next day, I had a work meeting with my staff before going to the oil field. I gave them their work instructions and reminded them of the safety rules. They were strong, muscular guys, bigger than me, but they respected me. And so the work routine went on. My wife/mistress had assured me that she would not interfere with my work by giving me remote orders that would affect me professionally, but she made sure I didn't. forget who I was, so if I had to go to a public restroom, I had to be very careful that no one saw my women's underwear under my overalls.

Days and nights passed until my body suffered and needed something. So I prepared myself in the solitude of my room to watch some pornographic videos, the usual ones. To my surprise, I couldn't get aroused, no matter what I did. I realized that they no longer had any effect on me. Being away from my Mistress, I had an act of internal rebellion. I wanted to be Femdom only in her presence, but my subconscious betrayed me. When I put on BDSM Femdom videos, I had a very strong erection almost immediately. Seeing a guy chained up with a woman with whips or a woman penetrating a man and other humiliations really turned me on. And so it went every night I rested, thinking that my body and mind really wanted this.

I had pretended to Catalina that it was just a fetish, but what was going on in my mind? I wondered, why am I suddenly like this at this age?

And so, I took advantage of all the time alone to analyze myself, and that's when I came to the conclusion:. I chose a woman older than me as my wife, I always liked that, knowing that she had more experience in life. Also, although we fought a lot over who made the decisions, she always won. In one way or another, I obeyed her all these years, only now we had come clean about it. She had completely freed herself, no longer wanting me to make decisions and only giving her opinion if she asked me to.

After much thought, I realized that I had been submissive all my life, always seeking relationships with women with character, so that they would unconsciously overshadow me. And finally, I achieved it. I was married to the most strong-willed woman in the world, and at her side, I was completely nullified, and I was enjoying it. I can no longer see a woman as a sexual object, no matter how sexy she is. Women are to be honored and cared for.

What an irony of life, in an environment clearly characterized by toxic masculinity, I ended up accepting my definitive mental submission to a woman! Now more than ever, I missed her and wanted to see her again to love her, serve her, and obey her.

I took great pleasure in not knowing what she was doing in my absence and her constantly harassing me with messages. I wanted a free woman by my side, and instead I offered her my total slavery.

I receive a WhatsApp message from my Mistress.

My Love, I'll wait for you in the capital city when you get off duty. Don't travel home. Let me know how much it costs to change your airline tickets so I can send you the money.

Yes, Mistress.

So I had to change my plans. I don't know what she had in mind, but it filled me with intrigue and morbid curiosity.


Chapter VIII: Mistress Sara

When Catalina was introduced to the world of Femdom, she joined forums and met a professional dominatrix. with whom she was always in contact and had agreed to meet in the capital city shortly thereafter.

Catalina's intention was to go deeper, not to stick with what she had learned from videos or stories. She wanted to do it in person, and so she accepted this dominatrix's invitation. So she traveled to the capital city to have a conversation in person. Mistress Sara lives in a residential neighborhood with a high purchasing power, made up of large houses that, at first glance, appear to be of an old style.

Mistress Sara was a woman who exuded authority. She was over 50 years old and had more than 25 years of experience in Femdom. She was 5'5", with very fair skin and black hair, and was very sexy. She invited her in. She was dressed very simply, in blue jeans and a white T-shirt, with sneakers on her feet. Catalina was surprised. She had expected to be greeted by a woman dressed in latex and practically holding a whip in her hand.

"We can't be in character 24 hours a day," she said to Catalina, as if she had guessed her thoughts.

She offers her a coffee and they sit down on a sofa. They are in a very large living room, the furniture is all Louis XV style. I think it's very appropriate for this place.

I live exclusively off Femdom," Mistress Sara begins to tell him. "I'm married, my husband is my slave, and he met me in the vanilla world. I converted him. He's at work now. If he were home, he would have served us coffee. I have many submissive clients, all of whom support my lifestyle through tributes, which are not cheap. Besides, I always have a couple of volunteers to do the cleaning and gardening as part of their fetish. There's no sex involved; they just want to do the housework. I don't know how to drive, but I just call and I always have someone willing to take me wherever I want to go. Today I told the two who were working to leave because I wanted to attend to you in peace.

Catalina, very surprised by what she was telling her, listened attentively. She ended up telling her the whole story, in great detail, of how they were evolving.

My clients are generally over thirty-five. I don't accept younger men because, even though I'm a professional, I love my work and I want submissives who really feel that way. I don't trust younger men, who see this as a game and don't respect me. I have some virtual clients who are from other countries, but most are local. This is a big city, and they are usually businessmen or professionals. Many are married and don't have the courage to tell their wives about their fantasies, but there are also single men, and I have something special with them.

She gets up, takes him by the hand, and leads him to a corner of the room where there is a display case with a few keys inside.

One of the conditions I impose on my single submissives is the surrender of their chastity. I control them; I am their Keyholder. The one on top is my husband's. –Comments Mistress Sara.

Catalina hadn't really looked into the subject of chastity control.

Follow me, says Sara.

They walked down a long, dimly lit hallway. There were many oil paintings hanging in the house, giving it a very stately and formal atmosphere. At the end, there was an open black door revealing a staircase leading down to a large room.

"Welcome to my dungeon," says Mistress Sara.

"Impressive, I've never seen anything like it," said Catalina, with a mixture of awe and fear, as she. was literally in a torture chamber that was every bit as impressive as those found in medieval castles.

The walls were dark red, with a typically Gothic appearance in general, and everything was very hygienic.

In one corner, there was a very large armchair, which served as a throne, and the submissive paid homage. There was a king-size bed with a kind of hoop on the backrest where the arms and feet could be secured, thus immobilizing the submissive. There were whipping benches, a St. Andrew's cross, a suspension bar, and a torture table.

Many items were on display, such as whips, riding crops, dildos, collars with leashes, clamps, cages, anal plugs, and S&M masks. There were also latex and leather outfits, corsets, fishnet stockings, and other items. There were boots of all varieties with stiletto heels.

This is my main workplace. I have to fulfill the fantasies of most of my submissives. There are some who have little tolerance for pain and are only Sissy Maids, meaning they like to dress up as hypersexualized maids to do household chores. I rarely bring them down here, only on special occasions. They stay upstairs cleaning or cooking, and I send the more daring ones to the supermarket dressed up. Sara explains.

Wow, impressive, exclaimed Catalina.

For masochists, this place is perfect. I can spend hours humiliating them, whipping them, and punishing them. I left one locked in a cage for 24 hours with only water and dog food. The imagination is the limit. He's a lawyer, and he was very nervous because he had a trial. He showed up in court, very relaxed, and ended up winning.

Sara showed Catalina, in great detail, how to use each accessory and, above all, how to use them safely. The combination of these accessories with the degree of humiliation that can be employed can bring a submissive to total climax.

You have to keep something very important in mind: I don't have sex here, and this is intended for the masochistic pleasure of men. I basically fulfill their fantasies, and they pay huge sums of money. In a marriage, physical pleasure ceases to belong to the submissive partner and belongs to the dominant woman, so if you use any element, such as what. you see here, it is only to increase his degree of submission and take him to subspace, so that he will adore you and serve you better. Also, in an established couple, love must come first. It's very different from the clients I have, who are looking for a cruel woman. They are usually mature, married, and unable or terrified of revealing their submission.

I understand you well, Sara. My husband is leaving work in a few days. Can I bring him?

I'd love to meet him, Catalina. Between the two of us, we can assess him so that you have a good submissive, and we can teach him the basic rules of obedience. With two women, the humiliation is greater.


Chapter IX:The Dungeon

The day of the flight arrived, and I traveled to the capital city with great anxiety. When I arrived at my destination, she was unlike anything I had ever seen before, with an innate elegance. Her blonde hair was pulled back in a ponytail that highlighted her green eyes, her lips painted crimson red, and her outfit was very different from her usual look, as. she wore a black leather blazer with studs on the cuffs, a black miniskirt that clung perfectly to her curves over fishnet tights, and black stilettos approximately 13 centimeters high. The perfume she wore enveloped anyone who passed by. Fatal. All the men were looking at her, and I was proud that she was waiting for me. That pride lasted very little, when I approached her to give her a kiss, she dodged my face and pointed her index finger at the floor. I didn't react, and she pointed at the floor again with great authority.

There I had to kneel, in front of a lot of people.

"Hello, my love, please get up," my mistress said to me.

"Hello, my mistress."

"Let's hurry, I called an Uber. You have to meet someone," she said.

"Who?"

"You'll see."

They traveled twenty minutes by car from the airport to Mistress Sara's house. She knocks on the door and Sara's husband answers.

"Welcome, you must be Catalina and Adrian."

"That's right," Catalina replies.

I still didn't understand what was going on. My Mistress had told me to listen to everything they said when I got there.

Mrs. Sara will be here soon, she told me to go to the work room, undress, and wait alone in my underwear on my knees. And you, Catalina, go to the living room where they will serve you coffee or tea, whatever you want.

"What?" I asked.

"Obey," my Mistress challenged me.

And so I walked slowly down a hallway and arrived at the workroom. When I saw it, I was terrified. There was a cushion where I was supposed to kneel. The biggest problem or embarrassment I had was that I wasn't wearing my plain panties, as they were in my suitcase, dirty, and I was only wearing a thong. This is very humiliating. I undressed and knelt on the cushion.

Meanwhile, in the other room, on the Louis XV armchair, Catalina was waiting for Mrs. Sara, a sissy maid, thin, about forty years old and 5'9", wearing a sexy maid's outfit and a platinum blonde wig, who appeared and served her coffee. Catalina was smiling a lot; the bizarre nature of the situation turned her on.

Good afternoon, Catalina," Sara greeted her with a kiss on the cheek.

Good afternoon, Sara, Catalina said, rising from her armchair.

How did Lizy treat you?

Perfect, thank you very much," Catalina replies.

Let me tell you, Lizy is a Sissy Maid who has little tolerance for pain. She needs servitude, which is why I have her upstairs to serve us. Outside the house, she is the CEO of a multinational company.

Impressive, really, says Catalina.

Let's talk for a while, while Adrian acclimates to the dungeon.

More than forty-five minutes passed, and I was still kneeling. How did I get into this situation, I wondered? The anxiety was killing me, and so was the position; my whole body ached. Meanwhile, in the next room, Mistress Sara and Catalina were getting ready to attend the session. Catalina had been lent some outfits to wear. The two were dressed alike, only in different colors. Catalina in bright red and Mistress Sara in black. Leather corset and panties with fishnet stockings and thigh-high boots with 13-centimeter stiletto heels.

This outfit turns men on too much, so we use it to our advantage; it's their downfall. They think we dress like this for them, poor things, they don't realize—Mistress Sara tells Catalina.

The two enter the dungeon.

First of all, be quiet, Mistress Sara tells me. You will only speak when asked to do so. And you will do so formally, Mistress Sara and Mistress Catalina.

Catalina takes a seat in an armchair and remains as a spectator, Mistress Sara standing a few feet away from me, giving me orders.

Crawl on all fours to me, never raise your head, and kiss my boots. Your Mistress Catalina told me that you don't have any safe words. We'll continue like this. She will take care of your well-being.

I did as I was told, crawling on all fours to Mistress Sara and kissing the tips of her black boots. When I did so, I felt a burning sensation on my buttocks as she whipped me with a riding crop. My heart was pounding; the humiliation in front of another woman was too much, and I felt very insignificant.

Catalina," Mistress Sara looks at her and speaks so that I can hear her, "the man has. no other function than to serve us, he is good for nothing else, you should know that well. The pain your husband will feel today is so that he may learn his destiny on earth.

She hits me again hard with the whip.

"Little man, stand up," Mistress Sara orders. "Catalina, choose a riding crop, whip, or rod, whichever you like best, and come with me."

Catalina walks through the dungeon, where there are several glass-fronted cabinets displaying all the aforementioned items. She looks at a thin cane and picks it up.

"That's going to hurt, Catalina," Mistress Sara tells her.

"That's the idea, Sara. I want him to really learn how to be a good husband."

Mistress Sara tied my arms to a chain suspended from the ceiling and placed a ball gag in my mouth to prevent me from speaking. My legs were spread apart and secured to rings protruding from the floor. Mistress Catalina struck my buttocks so hard with the cane that it hurt deep inside, but the balls in my mouth prevented me from screaming loudly.

Mistress Sara looks at me and says, "Your slave is missing something."

She goes to a piece of furniture, opens a drawer, and takes out two clamps that she ends up placing on my nipples. How painful!

My body played a dirty trick on me. Underneath my thong, I had an erection, and Mistress Sara noticed.

"Catalina, I really don't like this happening. An erection is not appropriate at this moment, and we forgot to ask him to take. off his panties," says Mistress Sara as she hits me on the testicles with her whip.

"You're embarrassing me, Sherazade," Mistress Catalina said, hitting me on the buttocks with the whip.

They free one of my feet, and Mistress Catalina takes off my panties and fastens them again. My erection disappears immediately.

"Sherazade?" asks Mistress Sara.

Yes, that's her name for when she's wearing panties.

Perfect Catalina, would you like some coffee? Let's take a break.

Yes, of course.

They left me hanging and sat down in an armchair. Lizy appeared almost immediately with a tray of coffees and served the two women. While I watched.

Please stay, Lizy, you can lift up your skirt.

She obeys and a small pink panty is exposed.

Pull your panties down a little.

They could see a small penis enclosed in a chastity cage.

"Look, Catalina, Lizy is single. I'm her keyholder, which means I keep the key to that little device in the display case I showed you. Therefore, her body is mine by her decision, obviously. As long as the man has it unlocked, you will never have total control and therefore her submission."

"Thank you, Lizy, you may leave."

Catalina looked at Lizy and then at me. You could see in her face how much she was enjoying this situation and how she listened to every piece of advice from Mistress Sara.

The women finished their coffee, got up, and walked toward me. Mistress Sara looked at me and then at Catalina.

Your submissive has a lot of hair. I think it would be more aesthetically pleasing to remove it all. That's how I like my submissives.

Mistress Sara unties me and motions with her finger for me to get down on the floor and follow her on all fours to another device. Completely naked, they placed me face down on a spanking bench.

Catalina, to ensure the eternal submission of a permanent submissive or personal slave, and to prevent any residual machismo from coming into play, his toxic masculinity must be attacked. He must understand that having a penis does not make him the strongest in the home, and that having his wife do all this adds a degree of extreme humiliation. Go to the cabinet on your left and bring me a dildo and the jar of Vaseline.

After saying this, I receive a blow with the whip on my buttocks.

Sherazade, you are no longer the only one who can penetrate your relationship, so the power of your phallus will gradually be lost. You are no longer the male in your home. Your mistress will decide everything, said Mistress Sara.

Catalina was absorbed in looking at the number of dildos, anal plugs, and dildos of all sizes and colors. There were also harnesses to hold the dildos on display. She chooses a small one so that it is more practical for the first time and hands it to Mistress Sara.

We'll fill this with Vaseline, and since you're a virgin, we'll insert it slowly.

I listened to the recommendations and was very nervous. I didn't want to go to the proctologist because I didn't want anything inserted, and now I was. here, and there were two women who, while talking and putting Vaseline on the dildo, were laughing very sarcastically.

Put it in her anus and press lightly with your hand. It's going to hurt because it's her first time, so it's good that you chose the smallest one.

Ahhhhhh—it came out of me.

Silence, Sherazade, says my Mistress Catalina.

They kept pushing it in while saying very nasty things.

"I can tell your husband likes it," said Mistress Sara.

Ahhhh—it comes out again and I felt a whip lash.

Silence, little girl, says Catalina.

They keep pushing until it's all the way in, and it was the smallest one. Everything hurt, but I don't know if it was my body or my pride. I think it would be impossible to look my wife in the eye after this. Suddenly, I felt them pull it out and put it back in. My mind was racing, I felt like my anus was going to explode, my penis was throbbing without an. erection, and my head was filled with a kind of electric shock that sent a chill through my whole body. It was too much emotion. They continued slowly for a little longer. At one point, I felt like I was going to ejaculate, but Mistress Sara realized this from. her experience and stopped for a moment to give me a couple of strokes with the whip.

I think we achieved our goal. His toxic masculinity is dead. He'll never be able to act macho with you again after what he experienced today. Even if you both leave BDSM in the future, what you did to him will mark him forever, Mistress Sara tells Catalina.

Do you think I could give up BDSM? I love it, it's changed my life, and what I've experienced here shows me all the potential it has. It could never be boring at all.

I think we're done here. Let's get changed and leave your slave in that position for a while. He's in subspace.

What Mistress Sara said was true. I was in a state of total relaxation. All that extreme humiliation and pain created an altered state of consciousness, similar to yoga meditation. I believe I was not in control of my body; I felt like I was floating in the air. I was not in control of myself; my submission was at its peak. I had surrendered my will and felt a degree of adoration for my Mistress that I had never felt before. I knew she was my absolute owner, but this degree of surrender was totally new. It is impossible for me to go back or want to be the man I once was. I was capable of obeying her in anything.

So we said goodbye. We had both had an experience that was surreal at the time, but it would be the. foundation of our relationship, the whole journey that awaited us, sharing our lives, each complementing the other.

We spent the night in a hotel near the city's commercial district, and in the morning, before taking a flight back to our city, we walked hand in hand. Since leaving Mistress Sara's mansion, we hadn't spoken about anything that had happened there. Catalina stopped at a shop window selling women's lingerie. We both went inside and a young woman approached us.

"Good morning, how can I help you, ma'am?" the saleswoman asked, looking at Catalina.

"Good morning, miss. I'm looking for some underwear for my husband."




To be continued...
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