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Chapter I: Introduction

Two years passed, and our marriage to Adrian became much stronger since we took on this lifestyle, in which I take charge of it. We complement each other, our sex life improved when we removed all preconceived prejudices, adding excitement and breaking all taboos. The encounter with Domina Sara was fundamental in sealing what we had started. These encounters were repeated every time we had the opportunity to visit the capital city, and contact with her is almost regular. She taught me a lot about how to be a dominatrix in a marriage, how to combine roles with everyday life.

In these two years, Adrian has become a truly submissive husband—slave would be the right word, I think. He is a man totally molded to my will, and don't think it's abuse, because he showed me this life and all its potential, and now, as he tells me, he is a complete man and, therefore, happy. I took it upon myself, as Domina Sara told me the first time, to erase his toxic masculinity, which implies a potential for innate male dominance due to upbringing and, unfortunately, socially accepted. For example, our home is totally feminine, with furniture, paintings, and decorations, since he has no say in the purchase of anything, and I do not allow him to watch violent series or movies to avoid awakening something in him that I have under control; when I allow him to use the TV remote, for example, he can only watch romantic series and movies and the occasional soap opera. Wearing panties and other feminine clothing is essential in his life, although obviously when he goes outside, everything is hidden under his men's clothing. He has also been able to adapt to wearing a chastity cage, which allows me to control his orgasms, which are becoming increasingly spaced out and increasing his submission. So we have had to evolve in our sexual relations for obvious reasons, but these are more pleasurable and passionate than usual.

The truth is that I couldn't be with another man who isn't submissive. The freedom I've come to know and the constant attention I receive make me feel like a queen, and for Adrian, I am. And so we have achieved an asymmetrical relationship, a domestic matriarchy in which the man has no vote, sometimes a little voice when I need to know what he thinks.

Some time ago, I suggested that he spend more time at home. It was no longer enough for me to live this life only fifteen days a month, due to his personal obligations at the site. I needed more, but I left that decision up to him. Until the possibility of a home office job arose, he asked me, and I told him not to think twice and take the job. And so, having a total slave 365 days a year fell into my lap. I got the total freedom I needed. He no longer needs money; he hasn't touched a bill in several months. I have everything, and he doesn't even know his salary. But I also have the man I love by my side all the time. We talk a lot, and outside of Femdom, we have a very fun life.

With him, I am too sadistic. I try to push him to the limit, even though we don't have any. I tease him, and he stoically endures it. The threat of blackmail is always there, of telling all his friends or sharing a photo on social media to upset him and come up with some punishment. Now I have a whole range of BDSM items, stored in a large antique-style wooden trunk that I found in an antique shop and which I thought was perfect. I also keep the wooden spoon we started with in there. It makes me very nostalgic when I see it, but I don't use it anymore. Anyone who enters our home will see it at first glance, as a decoration, next to an armchair, and would never imagine what's inside. I'd like to have a dungeon, but the problem is that we live in an apartment and I don't have the physical space, but when I open that chest...

Adrián's treatment of me is completely formal when we are alone. We both need it to be this way to maintain the role. He addresses me as Mistress Catalina or My Lady. I treat him as my sumi, Sherazade, slave, and sometimes with stronger humiliations, depending on my mood. Outside the home, he addresses me informally, calling me Catalina, but always very respectfully.

A typical day for us starts very early for Adrián. He gets up and cleans the apartment so that it is spotless when I arrive. He prepares breakfast and waits for me to call him when I wake up so that he can bring it to me in bed. Sometimes we go out for breakfast and take a break from our formal roles for a while. Adrián has to go online to work on his PC every morning. At that time, I don't bother him and usually go out somewhere. Obviously, I never tell him where I'm going or when I'll be back. He knows he has to have the food I like ready when I arrive, so he manages to fulfill his work and household obligations. After noon, as expected, he continues to take care of all the household chores. I may give him money to do the shopping or do some cleaning. We also go out for a walk around the condominium for a while, and when we return, he starts preparing dinner. I keep him quite busy, but he is happy with it. Meanwhile, I enjoy my life and freedom, going out a lot with my friends and shopping, knowing that everything at home is just the way I want it. We talk a lot, not just about femdom as you might think, but about any topic. Femdom is present at all times, even if it's not visible at first glance. It's our lifestyle, and neither of us wants to or could take a step back. After dinner, and after Adrian cleans everything up before we go to bed, we have a moment of intimacy. We can read something together or watch television. In that situation, I like him to bring me a coffee or a drink and ask him to lie down on the floor. I sit on the sofa and use him as a footrest. What a simple pleasure! Before going to bed, I like to take a bubble bath. I can do it alone or I may need an assistant, so I call him and he stands next to the tub or kneels down and rubs the sponge all over my body. When he's like that, I take the opportunity to have a happy ending. Maybe we'll play something afterwards, or we'll just go to bed and end the day. Obviously, we sleep together. He is my slave, but also my husband. We do it while hugging each other, and it's because of all the love we have for each other.


Chapter II: Chastity Cage

Two years ago, the day after seeing Domina Sara for the first time, after going to the lingerie store and humiliating my husband in front of the saleswoman by asking for panties for him, we went to a sex shop to buy a few things, but mainly his first chastity cage. I was the one who approached a saleswoman and said:

-          I need you to show me some chastity cages for him, I say to the saleswoman, pointing my index finger at Adrian.

-          We have several," she said, opening a box and showing me various models. "If your submissive is a beginner, plastic would be best, which is an alternative for those who are just starting out and very good for travel. Or these silicone ones, which are very flexible, comfortable, and adapt to the body's movements. That's my recommendation. As he gets used to using it, you can move on to more complex ones like these stainless steel ones.

-          Perfect, let's take this silicone one and this plastic one—I point to the ones I want—I also want a harness, dildos, and a pair of handcuffs.

Being in the dungeon the day before had given me such a pleasant feeling. How can I explain it? A need to dominate, to sadism and humiliation so strong that I couldn't wait to get home and had to do it right then and there in the hotel.

So we ended up leaving the sex shop, and I said to my slave,

-          "I need to go to the hotel right now."

-          Yes, Mistress.

-          I need penetrative sex now, I whispered in his ear, mainly to confuse him.

-          Let's go, he replied.

As we entered the hotel, we hadn't even closed the door to the room before we were kissing passionately and touching each other all over. I felt my slave's erection and had no better idea than to knee him in the crotch, causing him to double over in pain.

-          I need you limp to put this on you, I say, showing him the box with his first cage.

-          But Mistress, I didn't want vanilla sex.

-          Of course I want that," I replied, "but first put on the cage.

The first requirement for putting on the cage was that he had to have his pubic area shaved, which wasn't a problem because my slave was completely shaved. He looked for a water-based lubricant, as it makes it easier to put on and, above all, because he was going to put on the silicone one. This device had rings that were placed between the penis and the scrotum. The ring was slid over the testicles, gently pulling each one, and when they were snug on the other side of the ring, the penis was slowly slid through it until it reached the other side. Then the cage was slid over the penis until it reached the ring and they were aligned, the lock was put in place, the key was turned, and that was it. I put the key in my bra.


I looked at him mockingly and shook my head slightly in denial.

-          Now put on the harness and that dildo we bought too, I give him a very firm order. Lie down on the bed.

The harness had three straps, one around the waist and two around the thighs. The dildo was made of silicone and measured 17 centimeters. It was placed in the opening at the front of the harness and lubricated with the same lubricant we used in the cage. The enclosed penis remained under the strap-on.

Once he was lying on the bed, I took the two handcuffs and secured his hands to the headboard. I sensually removed my panties and climbed on top of him. I felt the strap-on enter me and his enclosed penis throb, unable to regain an erection.

-          "This penis is bigger than your little dick," I said to him. "Yours is only good for peeing now, and since you have that cage, you'll never be able to do it standing up again, only sitting down like a woman."

-          "Mistress..." he said to me.

-          "Shut up, Sherazade, let me come..." I scratched his chest, leaving red marks from my nails.

As I enjoyed having a 17-centimeter dildo inside me, rubbing against the walls of my vagina, I could feel my whole body throbbing as I reached the peak of orgasm. When Adrian saw this, I could see in his eyes a mixture of excitement and frustration, as he knew he wasn't going to get his happy ending.

I got up and saw his helplessness, and I had no better idea than to take a candle that I had kept in my purse since my nephew's birthday. I lit it while he looked at me with a mixture of surprise and horror, let the wax melt a little, and approached him, dropping hot drops onto his body, receiving small complaints of pain that were transformed into an explosion of sensations as that pain turned into pleasure.

I left him handcuffed to the bed and said to him.

-          Honey, you did very well today. Now rest for a while while I go downstairs to have a coffee alone.

And so I left him there, with his cage and harness on, tied to the bed for two hours. This change turned out to be very significant, because Adrian lost control of his body forever and I became the owner of his entire being. The decrease in his orgasms significantly increased his devotion to me and gave me the tools to deepen our relationship in this lifestyle.

On that occasion, when we got home, the situation normalized a bit, and we tried to make those days somewhat normal. For my part, I tried to do so by lowering the sexual tension a little and bothering him less. But for him, on the other hand, femdom was constantly present, first because of the daily use of panties and the cage, although I asked him to take it off at night because it was uncomfortable for him at first.

Household chores were also a constant reminder. These days, we talked very little about female domination, and the usual topics were work, politics, and other trivial things.

I wanted to end this week's vanillaization in a vanilla way as well. One night, I handed him the key to his device and said:

-          "I want to make love to you, I want you to take control tonight."

-          Yes, Mistress, he replied enthusiastically.

-          Tonight I'm not your mistress, I'm Catalina.

-          Yes, Catalina.

She takes the key, removes the device, and we begin to kiss passionately, her hands roaming all over my body, and I let her. She touches my breasts, caresses and kisses them while I stroke her hair. He throws me onto the bed in a very dominant way and tries to climb on top of me, while I open my legs to get into the classic position: missionary. But that's when the problems started. He was very clumsy, and it was obvious that this dominant Adrian was faking it. I touch his penis and it's still flaccid. I try to help him by caressing it, but nothing happens. So I say to him,

-          What's wrong, Sherazade, can't you penetrate a woman?

-          "Yes, I can, Catalina."

-          "It doesn't seem like it," I said, pushing his head down to my vagina. "Start licking, because you're good at that."

I forced him to put his tongue in my vagina and stimulate my clitoris, as befits any submissive. It was warm and very wet, and I was exploding with pleasure.

-          What's wrong, Sherazade? Do you want me to put the cage on you and be the one to dominate and humiliate you? I say, and then I can see that he's starting to get an erection. It seems that's it, you can't be a dominant man, you're no longer a macho man. His erection was growing. Yes, there's no doubt about that. Put on the cage and the panties and let's go to sleep.

And so the vanilla week came to an end and we returned to our roles. My husband, my slave, but the love of my life and the ideal man for me, had not a shred of dominance left in him, quite the opposite of what I had become, a very empowered woman. And I always wonder why so many men give all their power to their wives.

And so it was that about two years ago, my slave began his daily use of the device, and today he has a flat stainless steel cage and his penis has lost several centimeters in size, rendering it functionally useless for sex.

That's no longer a problem for us. I feel that sex is more passionate than before and much more emotional. On his side, he tells me about several mental orgasms he's had, even more powerful than physical ones. These situations leave him in a hypnotic state that sometimes lasts several minutes. I'm no longer scared when it happens to him because he's very happy afterwards. On the other hand, I take care of his health, and he must have a physical orgasm and be able to ejaculate from time to time. This happens in special and unexpected situations, never during intercourse. It can be a prostate orgasm, the result of ejaculation through stimulation of the prostate during penetration, on my part, with the use of a strap-on, or it can be, in a totally

humiliating way in which I ask him to masturbate, always in an unusual way. Once I told him, get on all fours and touch yourself until you cum. Also, while I was brushing my teeth, I told him to take a shower and touch himself while I ignored him.

Frustrated orgasm is also very effective. In my case, I don't need my slave's penis. When I want penetration, I ask him to put on the harness. I also love oral sex, but I would never do it to him. I'm also considering and going to suggest cheating on him. We agreed that there are no limits in our femdom, but he has to know about it.


Chapter III: Sissy Sherazade

Sometimes I wonder if I abused my husband too much to turn him into my slave, and even though we have a full life, full of complicity and companionship, hasn't he been overwhelmed? I still remember the day he proposed it to me, sending me a book, how embarrassed he was, and where we are today. I think he was always a submissive man, but the degree of submission I have led him to makes me feel a little guilty, but then I get over it and humiliate him a little.

One day we were coming back from a walk around the city, and I felt like teasing him. When we got to the apartment, it was impeccably clean and tidy, just the way I like it. I ran my finger along a sideboard and pretended there was dust on it. I challenged him and showed him my finger, which was obviously clean.

-          "On your knees," I challenge him and order him.

Adrian falls to the floor and looks at me, scared.

-          "Do you think this is how it should be?" I show him my clean finger.

-          "Forgive me, Mistress."

-          "Undress completely and get into position," I order him in a firm voice.

He obeys, undresses, and stands facing the wall. I, on the other hand, go to the trunk, open it, and choose from among some of the whips I have. I close it and walk over to Adrian and give him a whip lash on the buttocks.

-          Do you think it's okay to have the house like this?

-          Sorry...

-          Shhhh, be quiet, I give him another blow. I want you to put on only your panties and the leather collar around your neck and clean everything again.

I sit down on the sofa, pick up the remote control, and pretend to watch television while I supervise my slave cleaning, naked except for white lace panties and his collar.

-          You look very pretty, Sherazade—I tease her—I think I should buy you a little dress so you look prettier when you clean. Maybe I'll want to see you like that whenever you're doing housework. Think about it, if you hadn't relaxed and left the house dirty, this wouldn't have happened.

-          Yes, Master, she replied resignedly, not understanding that it was dirty as she went through the house.

-          Do you want me to check the bathroom too, to see how it is?

-          Give me a minute, Mistress, and I'll take a look.

Adrian enters the bathroom and sees that it is spotless, just as he had left it, and says fearfully, "Okay, Ama, you can come in."

-          "Ama, you can go in now."

Laughing, Catalina enters the bathroom and calls out to him.

-          "Does this look clean to you? Would you like to go to the supermarket dressed in the little dress I'm going to buy you?"

-          No, Mistress, I'll clean it, sorry—he was terrified that she would make him go out dressed like that.

So I kept my promise. I wanted to continue banishing what little counterproductive masculinity he had left. I was convinced that feminization could free him from those behaviors. Besides, it would be a lot of fun and increase my sadism. We went to look for a sexy maid's dress, stockings, a wig, and what I couldn't find was women's shoes for his size feet, but we combined it, for now, with white sneakers, because, thinking about it, it would be impossible for him to clean in heels. I still wonder if this is forced feminization or not, because my slave's happy face gave him away, which disappeared when we entered the uniform store together and I asked the saleswoman for a maid's dress for him and made him try it on. I never miss an opportunity to humiliate him.

We returned home and I asked him to put it on, but first to shave so it wouldn't look out of place. It was a black Victorian-style maid's dress with a white apron, a skirt above the knee, black tights underneath, and only white sneakers for footwear. He put on a red wig, straight to the shoulders, with bangs and a headband to complete the look. I did his makeup, because he doesn't know how to do it (yet), in a very exaggerated way to enhance his features, with crimson red lips.

I've never seen a man dressed so ridiculously, but he was my man and I love to humiliate him, and my goal is for him to live in a state of pleasure, like subspace, with all the benefits that brings me.

I look at him, or her, and say

-          Now, Sherazade, you're complete, you just need a little more breast.

-          Yes, Mistress," he replies, looking down in shame at what he is experiencing.

-          Now then... prepare the meal. I love you, Sherazade.

-          I love you, My Lady.

And so we had dinner, with Adrian dressed as a sissy. For a submissive man, sexual pleasure comes from surrender and seeing his mistress enjoy herself; the physical aspect is secondary, although necessary. They need mental stimulation and experience complete sexuality all the time by performing the most mundane tasks, unlike a vanilla man whose sexual pleasure is limited solely to intercourse. In the love I have for him, I need to see him complete, and that is why I put him in these humiliating situations. He did not expect this.

-          I'll wait for you in the bedroom, my beautiful Sissy, when you're done cleaning the kitchen.

I was waiting for him dressed in full fetish gear, black knee-high boots, fishnet pantyhose, black panties, and a leather corset of the same color. The detail was that she was wearing a strap-on harness and holding a riding crop in her right hand. I wanted her to feel the humiliation of being penetrated while wearing a dress and wig. My sadism was in full swing, and I was really enjoying this.


When he came up, he saw me and was speechless.

-          "On your knees, Sherazade," I said.

-          Do you remember when you asked me to give you a blowjob and I refused because it was humiliating for a woman?

-          Yes, Mistress, I've changed. I couldn't bear it if you did that to me.

-          I know, I consider it humiliating for a woman to do it, but it's not humiliating for a man. Suck my phallus, Scheherazade, I order her.

And so she opens her mouth and takes in the strap-on, I grab her head and encourage her.

-          My little girl loves to suck, you're so good at it, I say as I push it all the way in and she gags. Meanwhile, I'm at a good angle to give her a few taps with my whip.

I wondered if I looked feminine while I was making my slave dressed as a woman suck my strap-on. And the truth is that I felt like a very empowered woman, like I had never felt before. Since the dawn of humanity, men have exercised power, violence, and contempt towards women, creating patriarchy to ensure their dominance. Now, preconceived roles have changed, and women exercise power, but not with contempt towards men—quite the opposite. Now, did my slave look masculine doing this to me? Clearly not, but I didn't care. I knew he was enjoying it and I was taking him into subspace.

-          Okay, Sherazade, now go get the Vaseline and put a little on the phallus.

He brought the Vaseline and began to smear it on the strap-on with his hand.

-          Please turn around, lift up your skirt, and pull down your panties, I ordered him, and slowly I began to penetrate him.

I slowly inserted the strap-on, leaning him against the wall. It hurt a little, so I stopped, asked him if he was okay, and continued until it was all the way in and I felt the contact between my belly and his back. I stayed there for a few seconds so he could feel it properly, and when I saw that he was comfortable, I began a slow in-and-out motion, two or three times, and I saw that he was having a prostate orgasm, ejaculating from his penis trapped in the cage.

I think today he felt mentally and physically overstimulated, from buying and wearing the dress to the humiliation of fellatio and penetration. When I separated from him, he was silent, gone, as if hypnotized. He had entered subspace; at that moment, he sat on the floor, and I did the same right next to him. I hugged and kissed him and stayed by his side for a long time.

He whispered a phrase to me, outside of all the formality we were having.

-          I love you, Catalina.

-          And I love you, my love, I replied.

The truth is, I had intended to continue the session with other things, but he reached this climax and I decided to stay with him and then accompany him to bed, cover him up, and we fell asleep in each other's arms. So I woke up, as I do every day, with breakfast prepared by him. He sat on the bed and kept me company while I ate. He wasn't wearing the Sissy dress; I didn't demand it. There will be another opportunity; it wasn't the right moment.

-          Last night was very intense for me, I've never felt anything like it, it was as if I had been drugged, as if I were floating, I couldn't speak. I lost control of myself, he tells me. It was beautiful.

-          I have control over you. You are mine, you make me very happy.

-          I am a complete man, thank you, My Lady.

-          A man? I ask him, laughing.


Chapter IV: Introduction to Female Supremacy - Sophia

After that special night, there were a few days of relaxation, we went about our routine. He worked from home and did his assigned tasks, but without me harassing and humiliating him for no reason. Our passion and love grew stronger and stronger, our complicity was our driving force, we sought each other's gaze in the presence of other people and the smile that came to our faces was a sign of how much we complemented each other.

He made me an empowered woman, and I think the people around me could feel it. Those were years of growth, and my friends asked me what had happened to me. I always told them they would never understand and left them intrigued. I think the only one who could understand anything would be Sophia, who is very feminist and very single-minded when it comes to women's rights.

One day, Sophia and I had coffee, caught up, and talked a lot about what we had in common: feminism and female empowerment.

-          I remember that a few years ago, you didn't talk about feminism, but your change was very drastic," Sophia comments.

-          My change was much more drastic than you can imagine, and I think I practice female liberation every day.

-          But Adrian, doesn't he argue with you, doesn't he give you any trouble? Although I see him as calmer now, he used to be very macho.

-          Adrián thinks the same as me, he was never macho, it's just that being surrounded by macho men, he couldn't and didn't want to argue.

-          Ah, what a surprise.

-          I'll invite you out this Friday night, let's go out together, just the two of us, to a pub where a band I always like to see is playing, and we'll have a few drinks.

-          I don't know, Friday night and just the two of us. My husband might not like it, and I give him a hard time when I go out too... says Sophia.

-          Ah, you're a lip-service feminist, you're not free and you still have to ask permission.

-          Doesn't Adrian say anything if you go out and come back late?

-          Of course not, and don't even think about questioning me," I replied, laughing.

I was truly experiencing total empowerment; female supremacy was in my gut. I understood and liked knowing that women are superior to men in every way. My husband's sexual fantasies were his downfall, and that's not unique to him. Adrian had the courage to confess, but there are many men who are fearful or do not want to lose the rights they have gained over thousands of generations; but deep down they know that a woman can make them lose their minds with her sexuality. It is no coincidence that certain cultures hide and repress a woman's sensuality, because deep down they know their weaknesses.

And in this context, without telling her anything about our lifestyle, I invited Sophia to my apartment just so she could observe something.

-          Sophia, I invite you to my house tomorrow at 5:00 p.m. for tea, so we can continue talking about feminism.

-          Sure, I'd like that.

So we said goodbye, and I sent a message to my slave saying, "Adrian, tomorrow I invited Sophia to our home for tea. Try to have everything ready and take care of everything necessary. Buy something delicious, and you will serve us both. Remember to take off your collar."

The truth is that this time I didn't want to humiliate Adrian. I wanted to show Sophia what it was like to have a perfect husband, and although it was obvious that she was the one who made the decisions in her home, the difference between us was enormous.

The next day, Sophia arrives at my apartment and Adrian greets her at the door and invites her to take a seat and wait for Catalina.

-          "Hello, Sophia," Catalina greeted her.

-          "Hello, Catalina, it's a pleasure to be in your home," they kissed each other on the cheek.

-          "Adrián, is everything ready?"

-          Yes, Catalina, please come into the dining room and take a seat.

The women sat down at the table, which had been perfectly set by Adrián. He serves them tea and places a tray of vanilla and strawberry cupcakes on the table. He leaves the teapot in the middle.

-          Catalina, if you need anything, call me. I'll be in the living room.

-          Thank you, Adrian, everything is perfect.

Sophia was amazed by my husband's attentiveness. Even though she had a complacent husband, he was incapable of such attentiveness. I was happy and proud.

-          "Was Adrian always like this with you?" Sophia asks me.

-          He was always a good husband, but in recent years there was a radical change in our lives that made us rethink many things.

-          What changes? Why didn't we hear about them, your friends?

-          They are very intimate changes, and I don't know if you would understand, I replied.

-          So, you have secrets!

-          You could say that, yes. You have to be very open-minded to accept them, but I wish all women could experience what I experience.

-          You've got me totally intrigued.

-          The truth is that it's very difficult to tell someone you know what's going on, I explain, because of all the preconceived prejudices, even in someone like you, who is a feminist. This is on another level.

-          I don't understand, Sophia says. Of course she doesn't understand, because I'm being very careful with my words.

-          What I want to explain to you is that I'm not a feminist, I practice "Female Supremacy."

-          What? Sophia is surprised. And Adrian, how does he take it?

-          You just saw Adrian, he's in the living room, ready to help us if we need anything. He accepts it very well and likes that I have a well-defined ideology.

-          I can't believe it! I've known him for many years, and he was very different from what you're telling me.

-          I'm going to give you some books—none of them were about Femdom or BDSM—that talk about female supremacy, written by women I admire greatly.

-          Yes, please lend them to me.

-          You have to change your mindset, I continue to explain, you have to keep in mind that we can control a man very easily, we just have to know that we have that power, and since your husband Andrés is a submissive man, you already have half the work done.

-          What do you mean by that?

-          Men are defenseless against female sensuality. We are more immune than they are, and if you know how to use your weapons well, they will fall at your feet.

-          Wow! Sophia was very impressed.

-          You're my friend, you think very similarly to me. I need a close companion in the city. Those who think like me are far away, in the capital city, and although I keep in touch with them, I need someone nearby.

-          I'm going to read what you gave me urgently. I'm interested.

-          Please don't tell the girls about what we talked about. Adrian has no problem with me talking to you; he even suggested it.

With great intrigue and curiosity, Sophia read everything I gave her. At 2:00 a.m., I received a text message on my phone that said:

-          "I want to know more."

So I left her for a couple of days without talking to her to increase her intrigue, and I received another message:

-          "Please, Catalina, tell me how this continues."

-          "I'll tell you how it goes, but you have to answer this question for me: Who is responsible for the housework in your home?"

-          "Obviously, I do them, but Andrés almost always helps me," Sophia replies.

-          "There you have a conceptual error of feminism. If you tell me that your husband helps you, it's because you consider the house to be your responsibility and he's doing you a favor. I haven't washed a dish in years. Adrián does everything, everything. I enjoy my life, I go shopping, to the movies, or I meet up with you guys."

-          "I totally envy you," Sophia tells me.

-          "That's nothing. I have all the money, and I don't have to explain my expenses."

-          "I want this life," Sophia begs me, "help me."

-          "We can't keep talking through messages, it's difficult. I'll send you another book and we'll continue another day. And please, everything we've talked about stays between us."

-          Of course, I won't say anything.

The book I sent her this time was stronger, but it didn't touch on the subject of femdom. The idea was to get her into the scene by changing her mindset and making her truly believe in female empowerment.


Message from Sophia the next day:

-          "What an amazing book!"

-          Now don't panic, I'm going to send you a special book about Femdom.

-          What?

-          Femdom, female domination, it changed my life and I hope it changes yours. I'll pass it on to you like my husband did to me a couple of years ago.

I didn't want to contact her, but I was worried because I hadn't heard from her for a week. I was regretting telling her everything. She wasn't ready, I thought. Until one night I received another message.

-          "Hi Catalina, sorry for disappearing. I read the book you gave me twice and had trouble understanding it the first time, so I read it again. It's an ideal life for a woman with total liberation, even sexual liberation, and BDSM practices. I'd never heard those terms before.

-          "I'll call you," I replied to Sophia's message.

I pick up the phone and dial her number. These topics have too many details to cover in a message.

-          Hello, friend.

-          Hi Catalina, thanks for wanting to talk, especially at this hour.

-          I read your message and I understand you. It's quite a heavy subject, but I think you're capable and you have the tools to understand it. You just need to be taught how to use them.

-          Of course, I need to know more.

-          You have an openly submissive husband, as I told you, you're halfway there. These types of men see women as mysterious and unattainable, and in some cases, even as demigods. The use of fetish clothing, such as that used in femdom sessions, manages to penetrate the male psyche, increasing the degree of surrender. You'll see. 

-          Of course, I'm beginning to understand everything.

-          And look at one detail, the mistake most women make: they look for the macho man, the leader of the pack, the arrogant man, that excites them, and then they end up being the servants of a man who pays little attention to them. Instead, we are the queens in our relationship.

-          Of course, you're absolutely right about that. How should I make the first move?

-          I think you should test him. Dress seductively to go to work tomorrow, catch him off guard, and see how he reacts. If he compliments you, ignore him or just say thank you. Don't have sex for a few days, but you can start teasing him, and when he wants something, just refuse.

-          Does that work?

-          For almost all submissive men, a woman's sensuality and denial make her someone who is tireless in his psyche. He's already used to it, so take him out of his comfort zone.

-          And how does this continue, Catalina?

-          He'll just become more attentive and submissive, you'll see. I know this type of man. You just have to get him to kneel before you. Ask him to do it before having sex, and if he does, that's the moment, but don't give him an orgasm. Let him please you manually or orally.

-          Nothing?

-          Of course not, he must feel that you are unattainable.

-          Thanks, Catalina. I'm going to put it into practice all week. I'll let you know how it goes.

And so, excited and nervous, the next morning, Sophia greeted her husband Andrés while he was having breakfast. She was wearing a white shirt with a plunging neckline, a black pencil skirt with a slit that reached almost to her buttocks, and red stilettos that perfectly matched the color of her lips. Andrés saw her walk by and couldn't take his eyes off her. His mouth was open. It had been a long time, or perhaps never, since he had seen her like this, especially so early in the morning. Sophia is a very beautiful woman in her late 30s with fair skin and dark brown hair.

-          "You're beautiful, my love," Andrés says to her.

-          "Thank you," Sophia replied, almost ignoring him.

-          "Are you going to work?"

-          Of course, where else would I go on a Monday at 7:30 in the morning?

-          It was just a silly question," Andrés laughs nervously.

-          Yes, that's fine," Sophia replies, "I might be home later than usual this time. I'm leaving, I'm in a hurry," she kisses Andrés on the cheek, leaving him with many questions in his head.

This scene was repeated every morning, and at night she refused to be intimate with her husband, just as I had advised her. She told me all the details every night. Andrés was not having a good time; he felt irritable and nervous, and Sophia's refusal only heightened these feelings, but his character prevented him from confronting his wife.

The weekend arrived, and they spent the day walking around the city together, going to the mall, and seeing a movie at the cinema that they had been planning to see for a long time. The difference from other outings was his wife's outfit, which caught the attention of all the men. Andrés noticed this and felt uncomfortable. Sophia noticed how her husband was feeling and enjoyed it; it was an incipient sadism.

​That night was the final test. They returned home, and she took a bath and dressed in her best lace lingerie, consisting of a black bra with an arch that lifted her perky breasts even more and panties of the same color that left nothing to the imagination. Meanwhile, he stayed home watching television, unaware of what was about to happen.

-          Andrés, you can come into the bedroom.

Andrés stopped what he was doing and went to see what his wife needed. He was paralyzed as he saw a Venus standing imposingly before him.


-          Come closer, dear," Sophia asks him.

He obeys and slowly approaches until he is two steps away, already feeling a throbbing erection.

-          Do you like what you see?

-          Of course, my love, he says, and suddenly lunges at her with the intention of pushing her onto the bed and undressing her.

Sophia stopped him by extending her right arm and opening her palm to touch his chest.

-          This isn't what I want, love. I want you to desire me. I want to enjoy myself.

-          Yes, my love.

Andrés now moves forward slowly, kisses her on the mouth, and then moves down to her breasts, caressing them with his hands. Sophia feels his erection and decides that this is the moment. She had denied her husband sex for a week and saw how devoted he was, so she says to him:

-          I want you to honor me as your goddess from now on.

-          Yes, my love, he replies, separating his mouth from Sophia's neck and feeling very aroused.

-          Get on your knees

Andrés, completely losing his will, felt his legs buckle and surrendered to her. He didn't know that this was a point of no return. He thought it was just a sex game and had no idea what his wife was planning.

-          Do you love me?

-          "With all my heart," Andrés replied.

-          Then from today on, you will honor me as your mistress and obey me in everything.

-          Yes, my love.

Sophia sat on the edge of the bed, spread her legs, and said,

-          Come, Andrés—but don't get up.

He obeys and crawls closer, begins to kiss her feet and moves up her legs. Until he reaches her panties and removes them with his mouth.

-          Keep going, Sophia orders him.

Andrés put his mouth on her vagina and began to perform oral sex on her with his tongue, and she responded with soft moans and caressed his hair at first, but then pressed her hands toward him as her climax increased. Sophia was ecstatic, a mixture of empowerment and pleasure flooding her until she reached an orgasm that was too hasty but very powerful due to the context, added to her own abstinence and sexual provocation during the week.


Then Andrés starts to try to climb on top of Sophia, and she stops him again.

-          "That's enough for today, my love," Sophia said, giving him a kiss.

-          But...

-          Yes, love, you promised you would obey me, and now I'm asking you to sleep with me, but please don't touch yourself.

He had always been a submissive husband; there was no need to ask him to obey, but this request from his wife made it clear who was the head of their marriage.

The next morning, Sophia tells me everything on the phone, with more details than I would have liked to know, and I reply.

-          Next month, try to make some time in your schedule because I'm traveling to the capital city and I'd like you to meet someone, Domina Sara, who taught me everything I know.

-          "Sure, let me know the date, and I'll get everything ready. It would be an adventure for me," Sophia replied. "But first, I want to ask you a personal question."

-          Sure, go ahead, I reply.

-          What about cuckolding? Have you ever tried it?

-           


Chapter V: Consensual cuckolding - HOTWIFE

-          Am I free to love?

-          Of course, my lady.

-          In every sense?

-          Of course, and I am happy to be your slave.

-          Good, because we're going to take this to another level.

-          Where, my lady?

-          You'll see, I'll let you know.

Sophia's question left me thinking a lot. Over the past two years, I feel confident that I can move on to a much more extreme level of Femdom. Obviously, this is only physical, and my slave will understand that. I knew he had those fantasies, we talked about it, but it had remained just that until now. This is not infidelity, because he will be aware of everything and I will give him, for the first time, the right to veto who I can be with, and I will involve him in some way in this whole process.

Why is cuckolding so important? Because it can spice up the relationship by increasing sexual tension between the couple. The woman feels liberated and leads her partner to a greater degree of humiliation to achieve deeper submission while he remains monogamous. It is submission itself that produces in men a desire for role changes in the relationship; total power must be transferred to women, and in this context, we must remember how society has historically always been more permissive towards men's infidelity, even in Western countries where it was grounds for divorce only in the case of unfaithful women, but not men. I believe that this practice and that of forced bisexuality break down all of a man's defense mechanisms, especially if he does not desire it in his heart and it is proposed by his partner.

So I decided to take a step further in my husband's submission and searched femdom and FLR forums for a man who could go out and knew that his role would be that of a cuckold, nothing more. I didn't want to be with a dominant man, I couldn't stand it, I want to do this with a submissive man. One day I tell Adrian.

-          This afternoon, you dress up completely as a sissy, always wearing the collar, and you clean the whole house. I have a date with someone.

-          What? he said.

-          You knew this moment was coming. And remember that we agreed to have no limits, and trust me, our life is heading to a new and very special place.

-          Yes, but...

-          Don't worry, I just have a date. I want to meet someone. I'll tell you everything afterwards, and you'll have the right to veto if you don't like that person. But it's going to happen! I want a complete Femdom marriage, and this is what we're missing.

-          Yes, My Lady, but I didn't expect it to be so cold and unexpected. What role would I play here?

-          I'll see what role you'll have, I tell my slave.

It's time to leave the house, and I see Adrian in his sissy dress cleaning the kitchen. The idea of dressing him up was so that he would be in character and constantly thinking that I was meeting another man while he did the housework.

We went for coffee. Alex was a man much younger than me, 32 years old, slim and well-built, with very short light brown hair. He was a junior architect at a multinational company whose offices were in the city center. He was very submissive, which was very important to me, as I couldn't have stood being with someone dominant. We talked a lot, and I made it clear that I wasn't looking for any kind of relationship, just a cuckold, and that he had to be healthy and hygienic. Alex agreed with what I was saying and couldn't help looking at my legs, which I deliberately left exposed to see how much of a fetishist he was.

Now I had to think about how our meeting would go. I thought about inviting him to our apartment, the three of us having dinner, and then taking him to the bedroom while Adrian cleaned up the dishes and listened to everything. I liked the idea for the first time. I went home, told Adrian everything, leaving out no details of our conversation, and since it was Alex, I showed him a photo of him and told him that I was very happy and was waiting for his approval.

So I invited him to dinner on Wednesday so we could talk. If dinner didn't go well, I would ask him to leave, and if it went well, I would invite him to the bedroom.

Adrian had a strange temperament, and so did I, but we were mature enough to know that at this point nothing was going to affect us. And so Wednesday arrived. My slave wasn't wearing the Sissy dress; I think it was too humiliating for him.

The doorbell rang, and Adrian answered. It was Alex, and he let him in.

Adrian opened the door very politely and invited him in. He offered him a glass of whiskey, and I appeared, welcoming him with a kiss on the cheek. I was wearing a black dress with small Japanese sleeves, delicately fitted to the waist, where it flared out into a large bell shape to just above the knees. I was wearing high leather boots with stiletto heels. I ordered my slave to stay and have dinner with us, but to cook and wait on us. He prepared roast beef with potatoes and red wine to accompany it. The three of us chatted amiably about trivial matters, and I had the opportunity to show him the trunk and how this room could be turned into a real dungeon in a matter of minutes. The sexual tension was overwhelming, and I think we were all nervous.

After dinner, we sat on the sofa, and I sat very close to Alex, while Adrian looked for a whiskey. I touched his leg and looked at my slave, waiting for an answer to the question I asked him with my eyes. A small, almost imperceptible nod of his head gave me the go-ahead to continue, then he winked at me. At that moment, I turned Alex's head and gave him an endless French kiss, guided his hands to my legs, and he began to touch them and slip them under my skirt. Adrian cleared the table.

We entered the room and I left the door ajar on purpose, turning on a dim light. Since Alex is a submissive man, I took control of everything and ordered him to kneel.

-          "Kneel and be quiet," I ordered Alex.

He obeyed immediately.

-          "While you are with me, you will call me Mistress or Lady.

-          "Yes, Mistress," he replied.

-          Since you don't have a woman to control you, tonight you will be mine.

It was sublime for me to feel the submission of another man, a feeling difficult to explain, an empowerment so strong that I felt capable of anything. Being a woman controlling two men brought out the female supremacy I already believed in. I was truly a "hotwife."

I took off my panties and told him to kiss my legs. I sat on the bed and he knelt on the floor and proceeded to do so, moving up until his head was covered by my skirt. I felt his tongue slowly tracing the lips of my vagina and ending up giving me oral sex, which I love the most.

I wanted more! I wanted to feel his penis. I help him get up and undress. He has a strong erection. I give him a condom and push him onto the bed. I take the handcuffs that were stored in the nightstand and put them on him. I take off my dress and bra.

-          You are my slave tonight, you will do what I want and how I want it—I slap him across the face and climb on top of him completely naked—Don't you dare cum before I do—more than an instruction, I give him an order and show him the kind of woman he is sleeping with.

-          Yes, Mistress.

So I positioned myself on top of him, and after a long time, I felt a real penis inside me, made of flesh, belonging to a young, powerful, muscular, and above all, very submissive man. I moved my hips and didn't let him move, I set the pace, trying to make it last. I slowed down and placed my breasts on his face so he could lick them, until I felt myself about to come and sped up my movements, reaching orgasm in a splendid way, because on top of the physical aspect, there was the taboo of it being with a man other than my husband, who was a few meters away listening to my cries of pleasure.

-          I want a glass of water, please could you bring me one from the kitchen. I take off his handcuffs.

-          "Yes, of course, Mistress," he replies, getting up and trying to put on his pants.

-          "Go naked," I order him.

He looks at me as if to say, your husband is there, how can I go out like this? I enjoyed it. And so he went to fetch what I had asked for. Adrian was there and saw him leave the room in that state. He stood still and silent. They said nothing to each other, both avoiding eye contact.

We talked for a while on the bed and a moment later we said goodbye at the door of the room with a kiss. Adrian was nearby and I said to him...

-          You can walk Alex to the door and then come with me because I need you.

And so together they went to the apartment door and said goodbye with a handshake. Then he came into the room and I said to him.

-          "Run me a bubble bath. Today was very exhausting."

She let me know that the tub was ready and waited for me in the bathroom in case I needed help. I asked her to stay and gave her a sponge. It was a long, relaxing bath with my husband, who then dried me off, combed my hair, and gave me a massage until I fell asleep. I was a queen, attended to by two men. This was the life I deserved.

He brought me breakfast in bed, as he did every morning, all dressed up as Sissy, as I had asked him to do. I had to tell him what happened in the bedroom, and what better way to humiliate him than by being Scheherazade.

-          He's gorgeous, Alex, he's well-endowed, he knows how to use it, and he's young and passionate," I said sarcastically. "I had two orgasms last night, it was fantastic. What did you think?

-          I liked My Lady," he said.

-          Well, that's good because I want to invite him back next week, and since he's submissive, punish you both together," I laughed mockingly. "Maybe I'll want you to be very sexy and bring out Sherazade, so get everything ready and learn to walk in heels. If I'm with someone else, you'll always be nearby.

The degree of humiliation Adrian felt was extreme. There was an ambiguity in his feelings; on the one hand, he suffered, and on the other, he enjoyed it. That's exactly what gives a masochist pleasure. Our marriage would never be the same again, but it would be much better. I was sure about proposing it because our relationship had always been quite strong, and we trusted each other.

I had such a good time that I wanted to repeat the situation. I bought her special size stilettos so that Sherazade could show off, with 4-inch heels and some accessories such as earrings, hair clips, bracelets, and a nice feminine perfume. I felt like I was pushing the limits we had never set before, but I felt uncontrollable, I wanted more and more. Poor Adrian, he couldn't stop me, I was free.

I feel like I'm radiating a lot of power, and tonight that power will be at its peak when Alex arrives. Adrian has been completely Sherazade since yesterday, 24 hours a day, so he can get used to it; he's been in total chastity for over two months without having an orgasm. He's practicing walking in the stilettos I bought him, very clumsily.

Sherazade, well dressed, welcomes Alex. He stares at her in amazement, looking completely embarrassed. I approach him, invite him in, and kiss him on the mouth.

-          "Welcome," I say, "meet Sherazade."

-          "Nice to meet you, Sherazade," she says, kissing him on the cheek.

-          Take a seat, Sherazade is going to bring us a drink.

We sit down and start kissing passionately on the sofa until my slave appears with the drinks.

-          She made some Italian pasta for dinner tonight.

-          Great, I'm really hungry, says Alex.

-          Tonight you're my slave again, don't think the same thing will happen as last time.

-          Yes, Mistress.

-          What are you waiting for? Get on your knees and kiss my feet.

Alex's body collapsed to the floor and he kissed my feet. I looked down at him and said.

-          Every time you enter my home in my presence, you will perform this bow.

-          Yes, Mistress.

-          Tonight is different, I have two submissives who will serve me, I am their queen, I tell them both. Alex, help Sherazade in the kitchen, but first get naked.

And so he did, and naked he went with Sherazade to the kitchen with an erection so strong that it made my slave very uncomfortable, while I opened my trunk and took out a whip and a plastic chastity cage that was there, just for beginners.

-          "Guys, will you be long?" I ask them.

-          My Mistress will be here soon, Sherazade replied.

I was in heaven. This time I ate alone. It was a candlelit dinner with a butler (naked with a permanent erection) and a maid standing behind me. It couldn't have been more bizarre, but it was a sex game I loved. They served me wine when my glass was empty and then dessert, which consisted of berry cheesecake.

Once dinner was over, I asked Alex to sit on a chair, and Sherazade tied him up with a rope.

I approached very slowly and said to him.

-          Are you sure you want to be my slave?

-          "It's what I want most, my Mistress," he replied.

-          "Are you sure?" I ask, caressing his testicles.

With a voice broken by excitement, he replies.

-          Yes, Mistress

I grab his penis and start masturbating him.

-          You are mine, but I am not yours. You will obey me

With greater suffering, he repeats.

Yes, Mistress.

At that moment, I stop manipulating his penis, just before he ejaculates, I take the whip and hit him hard on his testicles. He lets out a loud cry of pain and his erection automatically disappears.

-          If you are my slave, you must wear this—I show him the chastity cage that Adrian started with—I will have the key—I warn Alex.

-          Yes, mistress.

-          Sherazade, take the cage, give it to Alex, untie him, and show him how to put it on.

I go to the trunk and look for the whip and nipple clamps. Sherazade stands Alex up, facing the wall, with his arms outstretched and handcuffed to a protrusion on the wall for that purpose. I put the clamps on him and hear him moan in pain. I look at Sherazade and notice a small smile; I realize she is enjoying this.

-          I hope that smile disappears, because your punishment will be worse, I say to Sherazade.

-          Alex, your safe words are yellow to lower the intensity of what I'm doing to you and red to stop me. It's all for safety, even though I don't like it and have to punish you in another way for using them.

The first lash came down, gently on her right buttock, and I feel her breathing change.

-          Are you on time, Alex? Do you want this life?

-          Yes, Mistress, I always dreamed of this moment.

Another gentle lash on her left buttock.

-          Alex, look, I have no control, are you sure?

-          Yes, Mistress.

Another lash on his back, slightly harder.

-          Look at Sherazade, he used to be a proud, masculine, virile man, and he wanted this life. Now he is my servant, this is your path. Shall we continue?

-          Yes, Mistress, he replied, his back aching.

Another gentle lash, but on his legs.

-          That's enough for today, but you are already mine.

-          Help him out, Sherazade. When you're ready, I need you to help me take a bath.

-          Yes, my lady.

What a night I was having, very exciting. I don't know where all these ideas come from, and I have many more to humiliate them both. I had them both, my maid and the butler naked, but caged and a little sore, while I was in the tub. What a beautiful sight! Who have I become? I wondered. I asked for a glass of wine, and the two of them competed to fetch it, so I began to decide on every whim who had to bring it to me. I was like that for about an hour. When I got out, they brought me a towel and dried me off, helped me get dressed, albeit clumsily because they kept bumping into each other, but they'll get better, I thought.

I couldn't end the night without a happy ending, just for me obviously, so I asked Sherazade to bring me the vibrator. I lay down and covered myself with the sheets, turned it on, and began to enjoy myself as they watched.


Alex went home caged; he was my slave too. I ordered him to consult me via text message about every decision he had to make, and I would reply if I was really interested in what he wrote. I needed to control him too, so that my husband wouldn't feel secure.

The next morning, Sherazade brought me breakfast in bed and I said to her:

-          Sherazade, I really enjoy having two slaves, but the problem is that I would have to find someone else as a lover, I said in a very tyrannical way.

My sexuality was at its peak, totally sexually free, without any prejudice, I had become a true Hotwife. And I was considering the idea of moving into a house and living a life as Domina Sara, the desire for domination made me lose control, I needed more.


Chapter VI: The tattoo.

A couple of weeks ago, Sophia and I returned from the capital city after meeting with Domina Sara. As always, I came back feeling renewed, and Sophia was amazed by the experience and the advice of this intelligent woman who knows so much about this world. She also had us participate in some sessions with some submissives she has.

I got what I wanted, a friend who shares my lifestyle. Both Sophia and Andrés are progressing very quickly, much like when we started with Adrián, and we are planning to go on vacation together this summer and show off our husbands on a nudist beach with their chastity cages. It would be very funny and embarrassing for them. I'm considering whether or not to take Alex with us or leave him as a caretaker for our apartment. There's the possibility of participating in some femdom events that Domina Sara has invited me to, so I can meet more people in the scene.

The lifestyle I was introduced to and accepted with many doubts at first, but then came to love, I wanted to see it take root and not just become normalized. I needed it to flow from my gut to become a kind of militant for female supremacy, and the fact of having a slave and another man on the path to total servitude and submission made me feel truly superior to the other gender, especially because all that devotion to me was voluntary.

I bought T-shirts for Adrian and myself from specialized online stores, printed with the famous image of evolution, but in a femdom version, in which man in his different stages evolves from an ape to a man kneeling before a woman representing the final stage. I was truly fascinated by it. Some days we go out for a walk and I ask my husband to wear those T-shirts together. Most people we pass are indifferent, but I saw men who stopped to look at them as we walked by and made gestures of disapproval, a reaction totally opposite to that of women. One woman stopped me to ask where she could get one. My husband is not bothered by it; I think he is very proud and liberated wearing it.

And in this context, we ended up going to a place so that he could finally get a permanent mark, a tattoo on his chest with my name engraved on his skin: Lady Catalina, surrounded by a thick chain whose ends were attached to an old-fashioned padlock. It symbolizes his permanent slavery to me and my personal mark.

We have a whole life ahead of us, we have to enjoy it and we don't know where it will take us.
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