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CHAPTER 1

The New House

Catalina had always known that power grew when exercised without asking permission. But she never imagined how far her dominion could expand until Alex became a stable presence in her life. It was neither an impulse nor an accident: it was a calculated, mature decision, made from the conviction that Adrian's submission should be taken to its purest form.

The polyamorous relationship was structured from the beginning as a hierarchical system. Catalina and Adrian were still married, but Alex now occupied an intimate and everyday place, a masculine presence that did not seek to dispute authority, but rather to reinforce it. Catalina had chosen him precisely for that reason: a docile, young, attentive man, sexually devoted and capable of understanding that his role was to serve and please his Mistress, not to compete with her or anyone else.

Sherazade—because Adrián had ceased to be Adrián and become her permanent female identity—accepted this transformation without resistance. She slept in a separate room, carefully decorated by Catalina to remind her every night who she was. Catalina and Alex slept in the marital bed, and there was no longer any debate about it. Sherazade only entered to clean, tidy the sheets, or bring breakfast.

Catalina wanted that distance to be a gentle but constant wound, a reminder that the marriage existed, yes, but within an order where male desire had been displaced and reduced to absolute obedience.

The permanent chastity cage had become a natural extension of Sherazade. The prolonged sexual inactivity had reduced his virility to almost nothing; Catalina watched her closely every time the maid changed in front of her, confirming that her husband now belonged to another category, closer to personal property than to an equal.

In practice, it was castration, a living symbol of the new life they were building.

Over time, Catalina understood that she needed a space more in line with her new identity. The apartment was too small for them: three people, two defined roles, an emotional triangle that required air, structure, rituals. Thus was born the idea of moving to a spacious house in the suburbs, a discreet, fenced-in property with extensive gardens and enough rooms to organize the hierarchy without discomfort.

The house was perfect. Catalina knew it as soon as she crossed the threshold: high ceilings, separate rooms, a private study for her office, a basement that could be transformed into a dungeon without major modifications. When she signed the papers, she felt that something in her life was complete. It was no longer just a sexual style: it was a lifestyle, a system, a kingdom.

On moving day, Sophia arrived early to help. She was radiant with energy, excited about her own progress in the femdom world, almost as rapid as Catalina's. Without intending to, they were the central figures in the small femdom society that was beginning to form among the women in their circle: natural leaders, charismatic, free.

"God, Catalina..." Sophia whispered as she entered. "This place is perfect for you."

Catalina smiled with subtle pride.

"It's just the beginning."

Sherazade appeared from the hallway with a tray of fresh juices. She had spent the entire morning cleaning the floor, sorting boxes, and preparing lunch. She wore a soft, pink dress with a white apron that highlighted her slender figure and absolute femininity. She walked carefully in the heels Catalina had chosen for her, still practicing so as not to lose her balance.

Sophia looked her up and down with a warm smile.

"You look beautiful today, Sherazade."

The maid looked down with a shy blush that made her even more feminine.

"Thank you, Sophia," she replied softly, holding the tray with both hands.

Catalina watched her from the sofa, enjoying that small gesture of validation. Sherazade had been a strong, serious, proud man. Now she reacted like a shy young girl to a simple compliment. That transformation, that complete psychological journey, was perhaps Catalina's greatest creation.

Alex came down the stairs at that moment, carrying a box. He paused for a few seconds when he saw the scene: Catalina dominating the room with her presence, Sophia laughing beside her, and Sherazade in a corner, delicate, vulnerable, ready to serve.

Alex swallowed without anyone noticing. Inside him there was a silent current, a mixture of respect and unexpected envy: the absolute devotion that Sherazade offered Catalina had a sparkle that he himself wished to feel. He did not express it; he only bowed his head humbly as he approached.

"My Mistress," he said, without attempting to get any closer.

Catalina nodded slightly in approval. That "my Mistress," spoken in front of Sophia, strengthened the scene: a woman at the center of the universe, two submissives orbiting around her, and another woman watching her with absolute admiration.

Sophia leaned toward Catalina and spoke softly, almost in a whisper:
"I can't believe what you've achieved. You have a life that many of us dream of but don't dare to take."

Catalina held her gaze without taking the wine glass from her hand.
"Freedom is always there," she replied calmly. "You just have to decide that it's yours."

At that moment, the sun streamed through the windows, illuminating the new house. It was an omen, a silent sign that the world Catalina was building was no longer a game or a fantasy. It was her real life. Her kingdom. Her definitive way of being.

And while Sophia continued to admire the place, Sherazade moved silently, disciplined, delicate, with a nervousness that was almost sensual; Alex waited for orders near the staircase, still, breathing slowly. Catalina felt something profound: from today on, nothing would ever be small again.


CHAPTER 2

The First Night

The afternoon advanced gently over the new house, filling the hallways with a golden light that seemed to bless every corner. Catalina walked silently, traversing the spaces as if they were already an extension of her own body. Nothing in that house was placed at random: each room had a purpose, each distance marked a boundary, each choice was a statement of power.

Sherazade was putting the finishing touches on the dining room: she aligned glasses, adjusted napkins, lit candles with an almost ritualistic care. The slight tremor in her hands was not clumsiness: it was contained emotion. The move, Sophia's presence, Alex's closeness... everything vibrated at a level that pierced her deeply, without names or explanations. Her femininity intensified with every act of service. Her breathing was softer, more attentive, more fragile.

Alex watched Sherazade move from a distance in the kitchen. There was something hypnotic about her helpful delicacy: the way she obeyed without question, the absolute devotion she showed even when lighting a candle. He wanted to serve like that himself, with that transparency; it was a silent, intimate envy that gnawed at him from within.

Sophia appeared in the doorway of the living room and leaned against the wall, admiring the scene.

"It's amazing how everything falls into place around you, Catalina," she said in a tone that was half praise, half observation.

Catalina approached her calmly.

"It's not magic," she replied. "It's nature. Some are born to obey. Others to decide."

Sophia smiled knowingly.

When dinner was served, Catalina took her place at the head of the table. No one indicated it to the other two, but Alex stood to her right, slightly behind her. Sherazade remained to her left, holding a bottle of wine, ready to serve as soon as the glass demanded it.

Sophia took a seat opposite Catalina, enjoying the silent spectacle of the hierarchy.

Catalina tasted the first sip of wine.

"It's perfect, Sherazade."

The maid lowered her eyes, but her lips trembled slightly in a mixture of pride and modesty. It was that validation that turned an everyday gesture into something intimate and sacred.

Throughout dinner, the atmosphere in the house changed. The candles, the warm scent of wine, the way Sophia crossed her legs as she listened... everything became more intense, more erotic, without the need for physical contact.

When they finished, Catalina put down her cutlery with a gentle gesture.

"Sherazade, clear the table."

"Alex, come with me."

Her voice didn't need to be raised. It was law.

Sherazade began to carefully clear the dishes, feeling a slight twinge in her chest when she saw Catalina heading for the stairs with Alex behind her. It was a feeling that mixed jealousy with devotion, frustration with devotion. It wasn't pain; it was desire transformed into obedience.

Sophia watched her for a moment.

"You're doing very well, Sherazade," she murmured. "This house brings out the best in you."

The maid could barely hold her gaze. Her breathing became shallower, more tremulous.
"Thank you, Sophia."

Meanwhile, Catalina led Alex to the master bedroom. There was no hurry in her steps. Every movement was a message: confidence, ownership, control.

Alex asked no questions. He simply followed her in and waited; she did not turn to look at him.
"Leave your things there," she ordered, pointing to a corner. "And don't make any noise. I want to hear how this house breathes at night."

Alex obeyed. His body was tense, charged with expectation. Not because of contact, but because of the privilege of being there, so close to Catalina's intimacy. The bed, the new sheets, the open window... everything had a silent eroticism that made him shiver.

Downstairs, Sherazade finished cleaning. When she went up to her room—the one Catalina had chosen for her—she felt the symbolic weight of the distance: the master bed upstairs, hers downstairs. It wasn't punishment; it was order. And that order excited her in a way she would never admit out loud.

She sat down in front of the mirror on her dressing table, touched up her hair, and looked down at the necklace she was wearing. Her breathing changed. The house was alive, and so was the hierarchy.

And everyone—Catalina, Alex, Sherazade, even Sophia—felt it that night as a shared pulse.

A pulse that announced that everything was about to deepen.


CHAPTER 3

Under the Water

When Sophia left, the house was filled with a different kind of silence. It wasn't calm: it was a contained pulse, as if the walls knew that something was about to redefine the relationship between the three of them.

Catalina stood for a moment staring at the closed door after the visit.
Sophia had been a useful presence, a female mirror that reinforced her authority. But now she needed to move toward something more intimate, more structural. Something that would consolidate, for the first time, the complete triangle.

She knew how to love in a different way. Her love was not comfort: it was transformation.
And to transform her husband—to turn Sherazade into what she was meant to be—there was still one step left.

The three of them had never been together. She had never put them in the same scene, under the same light, under the same order. It was time.

Catalina went upstairs with quiet confidence. She entered the master bathroom, turned on the shower, and let the hot water fill the space with steam. The sound resonated like a ritual just beginning.

"Sherazade," she called, without raising her voice.

"Alex. Come in."

They both appeared instantly, alert, tense, with that mixture of nervousness and adoration that only Catalina could provoke.

She looked at them gently, but also decisively.

"Undress," she ordered. "And then you're going to undress me."

There was no hesitation. Sherazade lowered her gaze and began with the buttons on her dress.
Alex took a deep breath and obeyed silently.

When they were completely exposed in front of her, Catalina approached slowly. The steam made the space more intimate, more vulnerable.

"Now," she said. "Give me back the honor of taking off my clothes. I want to feel that you are where you should be."

Sherazade started at her back, removing her blouse with soft, almost trembling hands. Alex took care of the front buttons, touching her no more than necessary, guided by absolute respect.

When the last garment fell to the floor, Catalina stepped under the water.

The steam enveloped her. The drops slid down her skin like a reminder: she was the center, the origin, the owner of everything that would happen there.

"Come," she said.

Sherazade stood on one side; Alex on the other. The water fell on all three of them, creating a scene that had never existed before: a Mistress and her two submissives in perfect harmony, like pieces that finally fit together.

Sherazade washed her shoulders with almost devotional respect. Alex massaged her legs with slow, attentive movements. Catalina closed her eyes for a moment, enjoying not the contact, but the order.

"You both attend to me," she said. "I don't want nervous silences. I want devotion."

The water continued to fall, setting a rhythm.

Catalina opened her eyes and looked directly at Sherazade.

"You," she said. "Lather Alex."

Sherazade froze for just a second, then nodded. Catalina held her gaze, motionless, enjoying the exact tension she was creating.

"His whole body," she clarified in a firm, almost whispered voice. "I want you to understand what it means to serve... when you're not the only one."

Sherazade obeyed, taking the first step toward Alex with trembling hands and foamy soap. Alex lowered her head, breathing deeply, not knowing whether to feel shame, gratitude, or fear.

Catalina watched the scene from the center of the water. One dominant woman, two fragile bodies orbiting around her will. The triangle was finally formed.

Sherazade obeyed without hesitation. She took the sponge laden with foam and slid it over Alex's chest with a slow, almost reverential movement. The contact was gentle, restrained, but the tension it generated could be felt in the humid air of the bathroom.

Catalina's hand then rested on Sherazade's shoulder, firm, warm, marking her presence more than her weight. That simple gesture was enough for the maid to understand that was acting under the absolute gaze of her Mistress; that every touch, every stroke of the sponge, was also a test.

Alex, caught between obedience and exposure, couldn't hide it: his erection was evident, an involuntary response to the perfect mixture of excitement, shame, and servitude that ran through him. His breathing became deeper, more irregular, as if his body were speaking before he could.

Sherazade, on the other hand, remained naked and completely vulnerable, with the small chastity cage surrounding her reduced, useless member, unable to respond as before. That difference—Alex's body reacting, hers disciplined into silence—intensified the aesthetic humiliation that Catalina had always sought. It was a vivid, deliberate contrast, an image she observed with serene pride.

Catalina leaned toward Sherazade and kissed her neck softly. It was not a romantic or carnal kiss: it was a seal, a mark of possession. Feeling it, Sherazade parted her lips in a tremulous exhalation. The excitement was not physical—her body no longer responded as it once had—but mental, deep, luminous. That gesture elevated her; it made her feel chosen within her own humiliation.

"Go on," Catalina murmured, her voice brushing against her skin.

With her hand still on Sherazade's shoulder, Catalina slowly guided her arm downwards, setting the pace and direction. The sponge, still laden with warm foam, descended over Alex's damp torso, following the path that Catalina traced with unquestionable mastery.

And when her hand reached the boundary between what was permitted and what was forbidden, the sponge encircled Alex's erect member. Catalina tilted it slightly, suggesting the next move without needing to name it.

Alex's body reacted instantly—more out of humiliation than contact—while Sherazade felt the vertigo of obeying an order that pierced her in every way: as a wife, as a servant, as a submissive.

Catalina smiled, satisfied with the scene she was creating.

"Drop the sponge and feel Alex, caress him."

The sensual voice with which Catalina gave the order pierced Sherazade completely. There was something in that tone—a perfectly balanced mixture of tenderness and cruelty—that took her to an unknown limit of her own humiliation and submission. She felt herself breaking and being completed at the same time.

Obeying, her hand continued the movement marked by her Mistress, caressing the body of a man with her hand, caressing the penis of that man who, night after night, slept in the bed where she no longer had a place. That contrast pierced her like a fine needle: serving the one who occupied her former space, her former privilege, her former intimacy.

The humiliation was not only physical, it was symbolic, aesthetic, emotional. And Catalina watched her with satisfied stillness, knowing exactly what she was provoking.

"Alex, kiss your lover," Catalina ordered in the same sensual voice that had just broken Sherazade.

The phrase floated in the steam like a seal. Catalina leaned down slightly and kissed Sherazade's neck, while with her other hand she brushed the small metal cage that enclosed her deepest obedience.

Alex felt the world shaking beneath his feet. He had never imagined being in such a situation. Until that moment, his life with Catalina had been intense, yes, but always directed toward her. Sherazade, for him, was a feminized submissive, a delicate presence in the house, but not someone with whom he thought he would have intimate contact. She was not part of his mental map.

He still did not understand the true level of refined sadism that Catalina mastered with absolute naturalness. With her, nothing was predictable. Nothing was linear. Nothing followed human rules.

But Alex was her submissive, her slave. Not in the same terms as Sherazade, but a slave nonetheless. And that meant that every word that came out of his Mistress's mouth was law.

She felt his throat close, not out of rejection, but because of the magnetic force of the order.
The heat of the shower, the closeness of the three bodies, CatalinaCatalina's hand on Sherazade's cage... everything was pushing him toward a place from which he could not return.

He knew he couldn't resist, he didn't want to resist, and Catalina knew it.

"Look me in the eyes, dear Sherazade, we have a new home and from now on a new dynamic that you will see... I don't want the old submissive, now there will be three of us in bed when I want to have sex. Everything is going to change from now on.

Catalina was setting the pace of the action, everything was going to change. She had been telling Alex for weeks to hug Sherazade from behind while they looked into each other's eyes...

Alex took a step towards Sherazade. It wasn't a decisive move, but one guided by the gravity of the order, as if his body acted before his mind. She felt his pulse in his temples, his breath coming in gasps, the immense pressure of crossing a line he had never imagined for himself.

Sherazade stood completely still, neither backing away nor protesting.

There was something in her Mistress's gaze—that mixture of cruel tenderness and absolute authority—that kept her anchored to the ground. Catalina remained behind, her hand still resting on the metal cage, caressing it with a gentleness that contrasted brutally with the meaning of the gesture.

"That's it, Alex... come closer," Catalina whispered.

He obeyed. His face was just a few inches from Sherazade's. He could feel the warmth of her breath, her restrained trembling, her vulnerability. And also the symbolic weight of what he was about to do: kiss his Mistress's feminized wife. Kiss the one who had been a man, a husband, a male figure... and who was now reduced to pure obedience.

Sherazade swallowed hard. Catalina slid a finger along the cage, as if tuning an instrument that belonged to her.

"Kiss her neck. Now."

Alex closed his eyes for a second, as if gathering courage, but it wasn't courage. It was surrender.

He leaned down and pressed his lips to Sherazade's damp neck. A soft, almost fearful touch.

Sherazade barely arched her shoulders, surprised by the sensation. There was no physical desire—her body could no longer respond as it once had—but the aesthetic humiliation, the emotional surrender, the inescapable presence of Catalina behind her... it all pierced her like a slow lightning bolt.

Catalina smiled. A satisfied, sharp smile.

"Good," she murmured, stroking the cage as if rewarding an obedient pet. "That's how I want you both to serve me."

The water continued to fall on the three of them, marking an almost ceremonial rhythm. Catalina then gently took Sherazade's chin in her hand.

"You see, my love?" she whispered. "Sometimes, loving means destroying you a little more... just to mold you again afterwards."

Sherazade closed her eyes, Alex took a deep breath, and Catalina, in the center, enjoyed the perfect vertigo of her creation.

Catalina slid her hand down Alex's back, guiding him toward Sherazade with dangerous gentleness.

"Come closer," she ordered, barely a whisper, but enough to electrify the air.

Alex obeyed. Their bodies were almost touching, separated only by their trembling breaths. Sherazade felt the heat of his body, so different from hers, so forbidden, so imposed.

Catalina looked around at them, satisfied with the tension she had created.

"You are on the edge," she said slowly, as if pronouncing a verdict. "On the very edge where obedience becomes destiny."

Sherazade swallowed hard, Alex closed his eyes for a moment. The water fell like a blanket over them.

Catalina leaned between them, touching Sherazade's little cage with an almost maternal delicacy.

"You can't feel it anymore," she murmured. "And he... he can't help but feel it."

Then she took AlexCatalina's hand and Sherazade's, bringing them together until their fingers touched under the water, a minimal contact, a shared tremor. A boundary crossed.

Catalina smiled, satisfied.

"Now... continue. Continue to the final limit."

Her tone was not an order. It was a sentence.

Alex opened his eyes. Sherazade felt a deep, inevitable vertigo. Catalina took a step back, leaving them to it, but still controlling them from a distance. Her pupils glistened. She knew exactly what she had just unleashed.

The two bodies were millimeters apart, with no barriers other than the air separating them. Sherazade felt her lover's erection against her skin, the erection of a man in contact with her. There was no resistance as her lover's living penis slowly entered her... a sigh, a point of no return. The Rubicon had been crossed.

She was being penetrated not by a strapon as she was accustomed to, but by her wife's lover. The two bodies molded together and the movements found a rhythm, she felt his breath on the back of her neck... The excitement caused by their vulnerability and humiliation was at its peak in both lovers, controlled by their mistress.

Catalina sought Sherazade's gaze; she needed to look her in the eyes when she reached total and definitive climax. That act was one of the most humiliating she had ever experienced; having her wife watch her being penetrated surpassed any previous act.

The moment of orgasm arrived like a silent wave. There were no words, only a shared tremor that ran through Sherazade and Alex's bodies at the same time, an tension that broke into a deep, involuntary, unrepeatable sigh. It was as if they were both crumbling from within, surrendering to a vertigo they could not control. Their breaths mingled in the same rhythm, rapid, tremulous, almost painful. And in that instant, Catalina watched them in absolute silence, her eyes fixed, bright, analytical... witnessing the exact moment when her two submissives surrendered completely to the scene she herself had constructed. Their climax was not just an outcome: it was a confirmation. A final surrender. An intimate victory that Catalina kept in her gaze as an act of possession.

When it was all over, silence settled in the bathroom like a thick fog. Sherazade and Alex were still united by their heavy breathing, which failed to return to calm, each trembling for different reasons, but equally subjugated by what had just happened. Catalina, motionless, watched them with an almost disturbing serenity, like someone contemplating a work of art that finally fits into its frame. She said nothing: it wasn't necessary. Her gaze said it all. They had crossed a threshold from which there was no turning back, a territory where obedience had become destiny and humiliation, revelation. Catalina took a step back and, with a slight gesture, motioned for them to follow her. The chapter was closed; the real transformation was just beginning.


CHAPTER 4

Girls' Afternoon

Catalina sat on the edge of the bed, slowly crossing her legs as she watched through the window how the midday light fell on the house's new garden. Sherazade stood in front of her, waiting for instructions like a breathing doll.

She wore a soft, form-fitting lavender summer dress with a discreet but provocative neckline that emphasized her femininity. Her freshly shaved legs glistened in the light, and the white heels Catalina had chosen gave her a more fragile, exposed air. Her makeup was delicate: pink lips, barely visible eyeshadow, a touch of blush that made her face look almost adolescent.

Catalina stood up, circling her as if examining a newly completed work of art.

"Perfect," she said in a whisper that sent a shiver down Sherazade's spine. "You're going to behave like what you are: a girl spending the afternoon with her Mistress."

Sherazade looked down, nervous. Catalina smiled.

"Alex," she called from the door.

He appeared instantly, standing, waiting. Catalina did not look at him directly.

"You're going to drive us in the car. This afternoon is ours."

"Yes, my Mistress," he replied, without asking any questions.

When they came downstairs, Alex opened the car door and waited with a mixture of respect and an intimate gleam in his eyes: something between admiration and silent envy. Seeing Sherazade dressed like that, so feminine, so transformed, so owned by Catalina... it stirred something deep within him. He didn't want to be her, but he did want to be molded with that intensity.

Catalina got in first. Sherazade, in her heels, followed, taking each step carefully. Alex closed the door gently.

The drive to the spa was silent and charged with an erotic tension that was difficult to name. Alex kept his eyes on the road, but he was aware of every breath behind him. When they arrived, Catalina got out without waiting for anyone's help. She took Sherazade by the wrist with a gentle but firm gesture.

"Girls' afternoon," she said. "Stay in the car, Alex. I'll let you know when to come and pick us up."

They entered the spa. The air smelled of warm vanilla, essential oils, flowers, and steam. The low lights created a golden reflection on the walls, and the music was a continuous whisper that made everything seem more intimate. Catalina loved this place: she associated it with feminine control, beauty, power.

They chose a private room. Two robes, two massage tables, steam floating in the air like sacred smoke. Sherazade sat down, nervously adjusting her dress. Her legs were trembling slightly.

"Relax," Catalina ordered, sitting down opposite her. "Today you are my companion. Nothing else is expected of you."

Sherazade took a deep breath.

Catalina stared at her intently, with that gaze capable of piercing through everything.

"There's something I want to talk to you about," she said at last.

The maid looked up, trembling, and Catalina smiled with dangerous sweetness.

"I love what your feminization has awakened in me."

Sherazade blinked, not understanding at first.

"I'm not just talking about your role," Catalina continued, "but about how I feel when I see you like this. There's something about you that turns me on... something deeply feminine that I didn't expect to discover. And I like it. A lot."

Sherazade opened her lips, without making a sound. Catalina continued:

"I want to ask you something, and I want honesty." She leaned forward. "How much of a man do you still feel like?"

The silence was long. Sherazade didn't answer right away. She didn't know how to. She didn't know if she should admit what she felt in her body, or what she lost every day with chastity, or what she gained with every compliment and every humiliation.

Catalina saw it all in her eyes.

"Don't rush," she whispered. "But listen to what I want to tell you."

She took her hands, fragile and feminine.

"I want to deepen your feminization, Sherazade."

The air stood still.

"M-my feminization?" she asked softly, more tremulous than ever.

Catalina nodded.

"I want your body to match what your soul already is. I want you to look in the mirror and see more than just a man feminized by me. I want to see your transformation. I want you to have what you're missing."

Sherazade swallowed hard.

"What... what do you mean, my Lady?"

Catalina smiled slowly, caressing his chin with her thumb.

"Hormones."

Sherazade felt the world tilt.

Catalina continued:

"Small doses. Controlled. Slow. Enough to change your skin, to soften your curves..." She brought her mouth close to her ear. "...and for your breasts to really start developing."

Sherazade's breath caught in her throat, a mixture of fear, excitement, and surrender. Catalina rested her forehead against hers.

"If you agree," she whispered, "I already have an appointment with an endocrinologist. Tomorrow."

The maid closed her eyes, trembling. Catalina waited. She knew that silence was an internal struggle, a fracture and a birth.

Finally, Sherazade slowly opened her eyes, wet with tears.

"My Lady..." she whispered, "I... if this makes you happy... I accept."

Catalina smiled with fierce yet tender pride.

"That's what I wanted to hear," she said. "Now relax. Today your new life begins."

And as the warm hands of the spa began to caress both their skin, the house, the car, and Alex waiting outside seemed very far away. That room was a sanctuary, a laboratory of transformation, a shared secret.

And Catalina knew that Sherazade would never be the same again.


CHAPTER 5

Six Months Later

The garden had changed. The new plants, stone paths, and pergola that Catalina had built gave the exterior of the house the air of a private sanctuary. But it wasn't the garden that had changed the most in those six months. It was what the house contained.

One warm autumn afternoon, Sophia arrived unannounced. She rang the doorbell and waited just a few seconds before the door opened. It wasn't Alex who greeted her, it was Sherazade.

She wore a cream-colored dress with thin straps, fitted to her new body shape. The fabric hugged subtle but undeniable curves that had not existed six months earlier. Her skin was smoother, more even, with a texture that seemed to have been polished from within.

Her face was more delicate, softer, more feminine. Her breasts were still small but evident under the fabric. Her waist was narrower. Her hips were barely hinted at.

There was something else: a different aura, it wasn't just her appearance. It was the way Sherazade breathed, how she moved her hands, the softness of her wrists, the light in her eyes. A nascent femininity, already naturalized.

Sophia stared at her in silence for a few seconds, surprised.

"Sherazade..." she whispered. "You look beautiful."

Sherazade looked down, and the blush appeared more timidly than before, deeper. The hormones had not only brought physical changes: they had made her emotions more visible, more vulnerable, more sensual.

"Thank you, Sophia," she replied in a softer voice than the last time she saw her.

Sophia smiled.

"Catalina must be proud."

"She's in the study. Come in, please."

Sophia stepped forward and watched her walk ahead of her. The movement was different: shorter steps, hips swaying naturally, not learned. Femininity was no longer a disguise; it was something that had blossomed from the skin outwards.

Alex was in the kitchen, preparing a tray. He was dressed in neutral, casual clothes, but his posture was completely submissive. When he saw Sophia and Sherazade pass by, he bowed his head respectfully... and something else.

There was something in his eyes, something Sophia recognized: a soft envy. A nostalgia for what Sherazade had become and he had not. A silent question about what his destiny would be in this house where everything changed except him.

Sophia followed Sherazade to the study. Catalina was reviewing documents, impeccable, wearing a black blouse and her hair pulled back in a way that always made it seem as if the whole world was a stage set for her.

When she looked up and saw Sophia, she smiled. When she saw Sherazade behind her, she smiled even more.

"Come in," she said, rising gently.

Sophia approached and kissed her cheek.

"You can tell this house is different from the last time I was here."

Catalina looked at Sherazade with undisguised pride.

"Everything has grown," she said.

Sherazade lowered her gaze, but the way she breathed betrayed a shy pride, a contained emotion. Catalina approached her and tucked a strand of hair behind her ear, an intimate, possessive gesture, laden with meaning.

"Show Sophia the new room," Catalina ordered in a soft but firm voice.

Sherazade nodded and led the guest down the hall. Sophia followed her as if in a trance.

Sherazade's room had changed completely. It was no longer a maid's room: it was a feminine space. Pastel tones, soft perfumes, a dressing table with professional makeup, clothes carefully arranged in an open wardrobe. On the dresser, a small bottle of hormones, discreet but present.

The transformation was there, in every detail.

Sophia walked over to the full-length mirror. Sherazade stopped beside her, as if waiting for an evaluation.

"And how do you feel?" Sophia asked gently.

Sherazade took a deep breath. She looked down. Then she looked up again, her eyes moist.

"I feel... more like myself," she whispered.

Sophia smiled.

"Catalina knows what she's doing."

"Always," Sherazade replied with a mixture of love, obedience, and something deeper.

They returned to the living room. Alex had already placed the tray on the coffee table: tea, pastries, fruit, all delicately arranged. When he saw Sherazade and Sophia enter, his breathing changed. That reaction had been common in recent months: seeing Sherazade's softened body touched him in a place he couldn't admit aloud.

Catalina came down the stairs at that moment, crossing the spaces as if the house expanded for her.

"I want to toast," she said, taking a glass from the tray, "to the most beautiful six months this house has ever seen, to you, Sophia, to Alex, and to you, Sherazade..." She stopped in front of her, lifting her chin with a finger. "To the woman you are becoming."

Sherazade trembled; Alex swallowed hard. Sophia felt she was witnessing something intimate, powerful, historic. Catalina set the glass on the table.

"Tonight," she said with a calmness that electrified the air, "there will be a ritual.

Something that will mark who we are now. She approached Sherazade and took her hand. Then she looked deeply at Alex.

"I want you both to be ready."

The silence that followed was thick, erotic, expectant. The whole house seemed to hold its breath. And just then, Catalina smiled slightly, with that smile that changes destinies.

"Tonight," she whispered, "a new phase of our family begins."


CHAPTER 6

Alex

Alex never imagined that surrender could feel like this: not like loss, but like relief. From the day Catalina allowed him into her life—and, even more so, into her bed—he had given up everything a man considers his: his savings, his monthly salary, his decisions, his time, his intimate freedom, his financial future, and his pride... everything. And he did so without hesitation, because Catalina didn't ask him for things: she defined them, and he simply obeyed.

Catalina always said that true submission is not begged for; it is demonstrated.
And Alex demonstrated it by letting her manage his finances, his life, and his body. That act made him more than just a lover: it made him part of the structure.

Alex still slept in bed with Catalina some nights, but not all. Catalina decided when and how; there was no routine or guarantees. It was that uncertainty—and the implicit privilege—that kept him alive.

Sometimes he woke up before her and watched her breathe, feeling a love so great and so servile that it embarrassed him. Catalina didn't love him; she didn't need to. Her affection wasn't a right: it was a gift. And Alex lived in anticipation of that gift like an animal that has learned to drink only from the water its owner lets fall.

Sherazade, on the other hand, stirred something else in him: a silent conflict. He saw her walking with that new body, that femininity that grew every week, those soft curves and that budding chest that now inevitably attracted attention. Alex did not yet respect her as a woman; he did not know how, nor did he see her as a rival. He saw her as "something": something in transition, something Catalina was fascinated by, something he still could not understand.

When Sherazade crossed the room in a tight dress or when Catalina corrected her in a soft voice, Alex felt a pang of pride, confusion, and internal resistance. Part of him wanted to see her become complete; another part wanted to remain the central object of desire.

Catalina sensed all this without Alex saying a word.

One afternoon, while he was tidying up the living room, Catalina called him from the study.

"Alex," she said in that tone that marked an invisible boundary. "Come here."

He entered quickly, closing the door behind him. Catalina was standing, looking out the window, not acknowledging him with her gaze. That gesture was intentional: nothing is more humiliating than speaking to a man without looking at him.

"Can I get you anything, My Lady?" he asked, trying to sound confident.

"No," Catalina replied, still with her back to him. "I just need to look at you."

She turned slowly. Catalina's gaze had a different weight that day, a clinical look.

"Your devotion was genuine," he said. "And that's why you're here.
You gave your money, your security, your body. You let me make all your decisions. You put yourself at the disposal of this house... and of me.

Alex bowed his head, proud.

"Yes, my Mistress."

Catalina took a step forward.

"But you still don't understand the essential thing."

Alex looked up, confused. Catalina spoke with calculated calm:

"You still think you're a man. And you still think you're superior to Sherazade."

Alex's stomach clenched.

"I... I don't..."

Catalina raised a hand and he fell silent instantly.

"I see how you look at her. I see how you tense up when she enters the room. I see how you refuse to accept that her femininity is as real as mine. And I also see how you cling to your place in my bed as if it were a right.

Shame shot through him like lightning.

Catalina moved closer until she was only a few inches away.

"Alex..." she whispered, "you gave me the material things. But you still haven't given me what matters."

He swallowed hard.

"What am I missing, My Lady?"

Catalina placed the tip of her index finger under his chin and forced him to look her straight in the eyes.

"You need to give me your male pride. All of it, every last bit. Until there's nothing left inside you that resists."

Alex felt a void open up in his chest, a mixture of fear and relief.

Catalina turned and walked toward the doorway.

"Tonight you will go down to the dungeon," she said without looking at him. "And there... I will show you who you are, and who you will never be again."

Alex felt his legs buckle. Catalina didn't see it—or maybe she did—but she continued:

"Get ready. There will be a ritual. And after that night, you will never look at Sherazade with the eyes of a man again."

Alex gasped for air.

Catalina added, in that voice that disarms destinies:

"Tonight... I'm going to break your last resistance."

And she left him alone, breathless, certain that Catalina was right, and with a feeling that something profound and irreversible awaited him behind the dungeon door.


CHAPTER 7

The Ritual

The dungeon was lit only by candles. The light flickered on the walls, casting shadows that seemed to move with the breath of those who entered. Catalina walked barefoot across the cold floor, each step commanding the air, imposing a reverential silence. That night was not just another session: it was a ritual.

Alex stood by the door, his torso exposed, his skin bristling. He had both desired and feared this moment for months, without knowing why. Now he understood: the atmosphere was charged like before a storm, with an almost sensual electricity running down his spine.

Sherazade descended the stairs behind Catalina. The ivory dress she wore seemed to cling to her newly transformed body, revealing a soft, shy, exquisite outline. There was perfume in the air, a warm scent that mixed flowers, skin, and something darker. She felt an internal tremor as he realized that this was not a practice: it was a consecration.

"Close the door," Catalina ordered.

Alex closed it. The thud of the heavy wood sounded like a seal: no one would enter or leave.

Catalina looked at them slowly, with a calmness that could strip anyone of their will.

"You two have changed... and this house has changed with you. But what will happen today is the beginning of the final structure.

Sherazade held her breath. Alex felt a sweet dizziness.

Catalina approached Sherazade first. She took her chin gently, as if touching a newly finished piece.

"Do you know why you are here?"

"No, My Lady..."

"Because you are no longer what you were."

Catalina slid the dress down with a slow, intimate, almost sensual movement. The new chest was exposed: small, sensitive, tender. Sherazade let out a sigh she couldn't hold back. It wasn't pain: it was a mixture of shame, beauty, and revelation.

"Your body no longer responds like a male body. And so, tonight we leave behind what remains of it."

She knelt in front of her, took the key from the ritual table, and removed the cage with a soft, metallic, humiliating sound. The flaccid, insignificant member was exposed for just a second... just long enough for the vulnerability to become palpable.

"I no longer need to keep you locked up," Catalina murmured. "Your femininity protects you better than any cage."

Sherazade looked down, blushing, shaken.

Catalina turned to Alex. Her voice changed: it became lower, denser.

"You asked for submission. And you're going to get it."

Alex felt a blow to his chest, as if his soul had loosened for a moment.

"Kneel."

He fell without resistance. The cold of the floor rose up his legs, mixing with an internal heat that made him tremble.

"Go ahead," said Catalina. "Kiss Sherazade's feet."

Sherazade opened her eyes, surprised. Alex moved forward, bending down until his lips touched the soft skin of her feet. It was more than obedience: it was an offering. Sherazade felt an electric current rise through her body, a warm, deeply feminine shiver.

Catalina took two objects from the ritual table. First, an elegant, imposing black strapon. She placed it in SherazadeCatalina's hands as if handing her a scepter.

"This is yours now. So you learn your place... and his."

Sherazade held it with trembling fingers. It was a symbolic weight, erotic and devastating at the same time.

Then she took a small cage, perfect for Alex. He received it as a mixture of condemnation and salvation.

"From now on," said Catalina, "you two are going to understand who's who in this house."

The silence thickened, hot and expectant.

"Undress," she ordered. "And put on what I gave you."

Sherazade adjusted the harness with slow, sensual, almost ceremonial movements. Catalina guided her with precise touches on her waist and thighs. Each touch seemed to turn her on more.

"Perfect," Catalina whispered.

Alex put on his cage with trembling hands. The sound of the clasp seemed to echo throughout the room. Catalina placed a hand on his head and tilted it, marking his position.

"Look," she ordered.

He looked up: Sherazade stood firm, feminine, powerful. A figure that mixed obedience to Catalina and incipient domination over him.

Catalina pointed to the iron column. Alex walked over and leaned against the cold metal. He offered his wrists without being asked. Catalina adjusted the straps with almost loving precision, but without any gentleness.

"That's good," she murmured. "Now we can begin."

Sherazade approached Alex with the whip in her hand. Her new perfume—light, floral, intimate—enveloped him. She brushed his thigh with the leather. Alex trembled.

Catalina smiled.

"Proceed, dear."

Sherazade delivered two sharp blows to his buttocks. The sound filled the room like a heartbeat. Alex let out a short, broken moan.

"Are you all right?" Catalina asked.

"Yes, My Lady..."

She delivered two more blows to her back, then two to her legs. Each movement turned her on more. It wasn't violence: it was power, pure and newly discovered. Sherazade struck, but it was Catalina who set the pace.

Catalina spoke with lethal softness:

"Today your life changes, Alex. Sherazade is your mistress. And I am your goddess."

Alex felt the world tilt. Something broke inside him... and something was born.

Catalina slid a finger over his cage.

"From today... your masculinity will be locked away forever and will become smaller and smaller."

The sentence ran through him like an electric shock.

"The final test," said Catalina. "Sherazade, put down the whip... and come closer. Touch your submissive."

Sherazade did so, placing one hand on his hip. Alex's whole torso trembled. Her other hand moved down to the cage. It was a soft, possessive, devastating touch.

"Very good," whispered Catalina. "Now stand behind him."

Sherazade obeyed. Her breath hit Alex's back, hot and trembling. The harness brushed his skin for just a moment, but that touch pierced Alex with the force of an internal earthquake.

Catalina tilted her head.

"Stop there. That's the exact spot. Where a submissive understands that there is no turning back."

Sherazade stood millimeters away from him. Alex felt the shape, the presence, the sweet threat of the inevitable.

Catalina smiled with gentle cruelty.

"Now, Sherazade... take him all the way."

Sherazade pushed her hips slightly and began to move rhythmically. Alex felt the strapon enter him and let out a moan he didn't know existed. It wasn't physical: it was emotional, mental, deeply erotic. She felt his pride crumble, his identity fragment under the weight of the moment. Being taken by Sherazade, in front of Catalina, was the most delicious humiliation he could have imagined.

Sherazade trembled too. Being active again filled her with unexpected power. A warm, exciting rush, mixed with a shadow of melancholy for her own flaccid, inert sex. But that grief turned into certainty: this new role was hers too.

Alex broke down. There was no sound, no physical climax. It was an inner collapse, an implosion of absolute surrender. A mental orgasm, silent, devastating.

He was left empty. Surrendered. Suspended in a subspace where he was no longer anyone.

Catalina watched him, satisfied. Sherazade breathed heavily, ignited by her newly acquired power.

"Let this night be written on your bodies," said Catalina. "What you were ends here... and what you are begins under my shadow.

The room was still, sacred and dense.

Alex was devastated.

Sherazade awakened.

Catalina eternal above them both.


CHAPTER 8

The New Stage

The house was silent that night. A different kind of silence, almost solemn. As if the walls themselves were aware that something was about to begin to take shape.

Catalina was in the main living room, sitting in her favorite armchair, a glass of wine between her fingers. The warm light illuminated her figure and made the golden chain she wore around her ankle shine, a symbol of her eternal dominion over those who lived there.

The hallway door opened without a sound.

Sherazade entered.

She was no longer the shy and delicate young woman who had begun her transition; her body had changed visibly and continuously: her breasts were more defined, soft, and proportionate; her waist was more slender; her hips had a more pronounced curve; and her skin had a serene glow, characteristic of an ongoing, profound, but unfinished process.

And yet, the most transformed thing was her gaze: there was power in it. A power that did not compete with Catalina, but flowed from her, like a torch lit by larger hands. She wore a tight-fitting, elegant black dress and walked with confidence, with a grace that no longer sought approval: she sought to belong.

Catalina watched her approach without saying a word.

Sherazade knelt at her feet... and then raised her head. It was not just submission: it was identity.

Catalina caressed her chin gently.

"You are beautiful," she said. "You have come further than you ever imagined."

Sherazade felt a shiver run through her.

"You are my deepest creation," Catalina continued. "My wife, my slave, my second Mistress."

Sherazade closed her eyes, feeling that these words marked a threshold, not an end.

At that moment, Alex appeared at the door, barefoot, wearing the light clothing Catalina allowed him to wear in the house, the cage firmly secured between his legs. His posture had changed forever: shoulders down, head bowed, arms relaxed in a sign of surrender. All that remained in him was submission.

Alex knelt without being asked. It was his natural state. Catalina looked at him without interest, as if observing something that was already completely domesticated.

"Come closer," she ordered.

Alex crawled forward on his knees until he was in front of the two women. Catalina spoke without raising her voice:

"You know your sex life is over. Do you accept that?"

"Yes, my Mistress. I know that... I will never have intercourse again."

Catalina nodded slightly.

"That knowledge sets you free. You are useful because you are no longer a man. You are pure service."

Alex felt the familiar tremor run through his body. Empty and full at the same time.

Sherazade watched him with a complex mixture of compassion, power, and a strange tenderness. Catalina had achieved the impossible: she had turned her into a woman capable of loving and dominating without contradiction.

Catalina took SherazadeCatalina's hand and placed it on Alex's bowed head.

"This one is yours too," she said. "Your first slave. Not because you are superior to me... but because you are ready to hold him.

Sherazade felt a deep throb in her chest.

Catalina walked around them, marking her place in that small universe.

"Alex," she said, "your life is surrendered, there is no turning back. Your body belongs to my feet... and to hers."

Alex rested his forehead against the floor.

"Yes, my Mistress... thank you for defining me."

Catalina smiled slightly.

Then she stood behind Sherazade and took her shoulders with proud tenderness.

"You, my love... you are my woman, my wife, my most faithful creation, and my second Mistress, because your power comes from mine."

Sherazade felt silent tears fall down her face.

Catalina helped her to her feet. Sherazade obeyed, tall, serene, still on her way, still transforming.

"Look at your kingdom," Catalina whispered.

Sherazade looked down at Alex, completely submissive.

She felt no end, she felt a beginning.

Catalina stood beside her. They both stood together, feminine, absolute in their present role... and in everything that was to come.

"This is your life now," said Catalina, taking her hand. "And this house... belongs to us."

Alex did not look up. It was not necessary.

Sherazade took a deep breath and knew that there was still a long way to go. Much to become. Much to discover.

Catalina kissed her on the temple.

"Welcome to your new life."

And the house, silent, accepted that unfolding destiny.


EPILOGUE

The Final Form

A year later, the house on the outskirts had taken on a rhythm of its own, as if breathing in time with the pulse of the women who lived there. The gardens had grown, the walls had become warmer, the corners were filled with stories. It was a home, yes, but also a kingdom.
A living structure of power, beauty, and discipline.

Catalina was on the terrace, barefoot, drinking coffee as the sun gently fell on her skin. She no longer needed to assert herself: her mere presence commanded the air. Time had given her a new maturity, a serenity that only women who live exactly as they wish have.

The hallway door opened. Sherazade came out.

The transformation that had barely begun a year earlier was now complete. Her body bore the marks of a long, careful, and profound process: sustained hormone therapy and cosmetic procedures had brought her to full femininity. Her full, rounded, high breasts were hinted at beneath her pearl-colored satin robe; her narrow waist and soft hips formed a delicate, mature silhouette; her skin had a velvety sheen; and her face showed finer features, sculpted by time and transition. She was a woman in every gesture, every curve, every breath.

She walked with the confidence of someone who had learned her place... and embraced it.

Catalina caressed her waist as she approached, and Sherazade smiled with that mixture of devotion and calm that now defined her.

"Did you sleep well?" Catalina asked.

"Yes, my Lady," Sherazade replied. "I always sleep well when I am with you."

Catalina pressed her lips to her forehead: the gesture with which she told her she was proud.

The kitchen door opened. Alex came out with a tray in her hands, walking with soft, almost silent steps. Her body had become more refined over time; her posture was naturally submissive; her gaze calm. She no longer desired, aspired to, or imagined another life.

The cage was no longer an object: it was part of him, the symbol of an unbreakable truth.

"Your breakfast, my Mistresses," he said, bowing his head.

Catalina nodded slightly. Sherazade looked at him with dominant sweetness.

Alex withdrew slowly, returning to the kitchen to continue with his morning chores.

Silence returned.

Catalina took SherazadeCatalina's hand and squeezed it.

"Do you remember how you were a year ago?"

Sherazade smiled wistfully.

"I was afraid," she admitted. "Afraid of myself, of what I was going to be... of not being up to the task."

Catalina looked at her as if she could see all her overlapping versions: the man she used to be, the trembling sissy, the docile slave, the woman who learned to dominate, the companion who slept beside her every night.

"And look at you now," Catalina whispered. "The woman you are, the woman you chose to be."

Sherazade rested her head on her shoulder.

"Without you... I would be nothing."

Catalina shook her head gently.

"Without me, you would be something else. But this version..." She held her chin, with possessive affection. "This version is perfect for us."

Sherazade closed her eyes, enjoying the caress.

Catalina hugged her from behind, wrapping her arms around her waist, as they looked out at the garden stretching out before them.

"And Alex?" Sherazade asked softly.

Catalina smiled without turning toward the kitchen.

"Alex found his truth. His life is to serve us, he doesn't need anything else."

Sherazade nodded. There was no jealousy in her heart; there was understanding, there was power.

Catalina rested her chin on Sherazade's shoulder.

"We also found our truth."

"What is it?" whispered Sherazade.

Catalina wrapped her arms around her, gently pulling her close.

"That love doesn't always follow the rules... but freedom does. And we choose to be free in this way, together."

Sherazade smiled, and Catalina kissed her neck slowly.

"This is the end of one stage," she said softly. "And the beginning of everything else."

Sherazade intertwined her fingers with hers.

"I'm ready."

"Me too."

The house was silent, but that silence was not empty: it was the sound of a kingdom in balance. A balance built on desire, discipline, femininity, devotion... and the certainty that some stories do not end, they just take on a new form.

Together, Catalina and Sherazade watched the garden as the sun slowly rose. Catalina brought her lips close to Sherazade's ear and, with a burning tenderness, whispered:

"There is still one step left, my love... your last trace of masculinity. When the final operation comes, you will leave it behind forever. And on that day... you will be completely a woman. And completely mine."

Sherazade felt a deep, luminous, inevitable shudder. An emotion that was not fear: it was destiny.

"I'm ready," she repeated, with soft tears in her eyes.

Catalina embraced her with fierce, warm pride.

And the house, silent and perfect, accepted that destiny.

The End

[image: ]

OEBPS/image_rsrcSP.jpg





OEBPS/nav.xhtml

Table of contents

		THE LADY OF THE HOUSE

		CHAPTER 1

		CHAPTER 2

		CHAPTER 3

		CHAPTER 4

		CHAPTER 5

		CHAPTER 6

		CHAPTER 7

		CHAPTER 8

		EPILOGUE




Guide

		Cover

		Beginning




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37

		38

		39

		40

		41

		42

		43

		44

		45

		46

		47

		48

		49






OEBPS/image_rsrcSN.jpg
orm: HOUSE

Caparge =





