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CHAPTER 1

Metamorphosis




The morning light filtered through the large windows of the New House with a golden softness, illuminating every corner with a clarity that confirmed the absolute order established within those walls. For Catalina, this was not just another day; it was confirmation that her kingdom, a living structure of power, beauty, and discipline, had reached its definitive form.

Sitting in her velvet armchair, Catalina silently observed the figure standing in front of the large full-length mirror. Sherazade contemplated her reflection caught between awe and devotion, taking in the final outcome of a journey that had begun with doubts and now ended in total victory over her former self.

The body reflected in the glass was a masterpiece of transformation, a total metamorphosis where there was no trace left of the roughness of the man she used to be. Her silhouette, now fully feminine, revealed rounded, high breasts that hinted provocatively beneath the drape of her pearl silk robe. The contours of her figure had been sculpted with patience and rigor: her waist had narrowed noticeably, giving way to hips with soft, pronounced curves that flowed with natural harmony.

Every inch of her skin now possessed a velvety sheen, and her face, stripped of any trace of its former harshness, displayed fine, softened features, a beauty sculpted by the passage of time and sustained hormonal transition. The most profound change lay in her behavior; Sherazade moved with a grace and confidence that no longer sought external approval, but sprang forth with force from the depths of her new identity. Her femininity had ceased to be a learned role and had become her definitive way of being, manifesting itself in every gesture, every curve, and in the serenity of someone who had finally embraced her true destiny.

Catalina broke the silence with a voice that was both caressing and commanding.

"Come closer, my dear," she ordered.

Sherazade obeyed instantly. Catalina took her hands, running her thumbs over the softness of palms that had once wielded heavy tools.

"I always knew," Catalina whispered, holding her gaze. "Even though you presented yourself to the world with that armor of an oil engineer, rough and dominant in the fields, there were situations in our previous life that gave you away. Your submission was not just a fantasy; it was your feminine side crying out to be freed from that prison of manhood.

Catalina smiled with fierce pride as she continued:

"That's why I started testing you. First by dressing you as a woman, then by giving you hormones and watching how you felt more and more complete as you left the remnants of Adrian behind. I decided to take this final step because I no longer wanted a shadow of a man in my house; I wanted the woman you always were deep down.

Sherazade nodded slowly, feeling that Catalina's words gave meaning to a lifetime of unconscious searching.

"You're right, My Lady..." Sherazade replied in a soft, melodic voice. "That engineer was a heavy mask, a lie I forced myself to live to fit in. Thank you for noticing what I didn't dare to see, for giving me hormones and bringing me to this moment. For the first time, I feel at peace. I am your woman, your creation... and your second Mistress.

The door opened with an almost imperceptible creak. Alex entered with a tray, walking with his head down and his shoulders slumped in a sign of total surrender. His posture was that of a completely domesticated man, with the chastity cage tightly fastened, reminding him with every step of his lack of autonomy. He knelt in front of both women, holding the tray with a respect that bordered on adoration.

"Breakfast is served, my Mistresses," Alex murmured, without looking up.

Catalina looked at Sherazade and ceded control with a slight nod. Sherazade took one of the cups and looked at the slave from her new position of authority.

"Put it on the table, Alex," Sherazade ordered, savoring the power Catalina had given her over the other submissive.

Catalina pulled Sherazade toward her and kissed her on the temple. The chapter of Adrian had closed forever; in the New House, the matriarchy was now total, indisputable, and eternal.


CHAPTER 2

The Spa




Evening was falling on the New House when the doorbell announced Sophia's arrival. When the door opened, the guest stood petrified on the threshold, unable to utter a word at the sight that greeted her. Sherazade, dressed in a white linen ensemble that highlighted the perfection of her new curves and the softness of her skin, greeted her with a graceful nod and a serene smile that radiated her new identity.

"You look beautiful, Sherazade... simply stunning," whispered Sophia, her gaze sweeping over the body of the woman the former engineer had become. As they walked toward the living room, where Catalina was waiting for them with crystal glasses at the ready, Sophia couldn't help but let out a sigh of frustration. "I wish I could get my husband, Andres, to look like this. Even though I've achieved his total submission and he obeys me at home, he won't let himself... there's something in him that still clings to his old image and resists the final step of feminization.

Catalina, who was watching the scene with sovereign pride, gestured for both of them to sit down beside her. The atmosphere of the house, imbued with absolute feminine authority, seemed to feed the confidence of the three women.

"Submission is a process, dear Sophia, but transformation is an art that requires a firm hand," Catalina declared, looking with delight at the devotion in Sherazade's eyes. "But today we have not come to lament Andres' lack of courage. I want to celebrate who we are. I have decided to treat the three of us to an afternoon at the spa, a sanctuary of beauty where we are the only protagonists and where we can enjoy the control we have earned."

Catalina didn't need to raise her voice for Alex to appear from the kitchen, his gaze downcast and his body tense under his role of constant service. The slave waited for the order, recognizing his Mistress's tone that signaled a new task.

"Alex, stop what you're doing and get the car ready. You're going to take the three of us to the spa and wait for us there as long as necessary," Catalina ordered as she picked up her bag. "This afternoon is ours."

Alex nodded deeply, accepting his place as the driving force of that female kingdom, while the three women prepared to leave, leaving the house behind and taking with them the atmosphere of a matriarchy that knew no bounds.

Upon arriving at the spa, the air transformed into a warm, humid caress, permeated with aromas of vanilla, essential oils, and fresh flowers floating in the atmosphere. The low lights created golden reflections on the stone walls, and the sound of water falling rhythmically invited total surrender. In this sanctuary of femininity, Sherazade moved with astonishing naturalness, integrating herself into the space with a grace that was no longer a learned habit, but her absolute essence. There was no longer any trace of the discomfort or nervousness of someone who feels like an intruder; now, her steps were short, her hips swayed naturally, and every gesture—from the softness of her wrists to the light in her eyes—exuded a femininity that had become second nature.

As they settled into a private room enveloped in steam, Sophia watched Sherazade with a fascination that bordered on envy. Helping her out of her silk robe, Sophia couldn't help but brush her friend's arm and was amazed by the texture of her skin, which felt polished from within, with a velvety softness and firmness that exceeded all expectations.

"It's incredible, Catalina... her skin is like satin," whispered Sophia, touching Sherazade's rounded shoulder with her fingertips. "It's softer than mine, smoother, more purely feminine."

Catalina, watching the scene from her own couch, let out a smile full of possessive pride and desire. She rose slowly, crossing the space with the confidence of someone who possesses a unique treasure, and wrapped her arms around Sherazade's waist, gently pressing her against her body to feel the new silhouette she herself had commissioned to be sculpted.

"I know," Catalina replied, burying her face in Sherazade's perfumed neck, "she is my deepest creation, my wife and my destiny. I must confess, Sophia, that this process has also transformed me. I have discovered that love does not follow pre-established rules, but rather the heartbeat of freedom, because I love and desire my woman with an intensity that I never felt for the man I pretended to be.

Before Sophia's astonished gaze, Catalina took Sherazade's chin and kissed her passionately, a seal of possession and surrender that echoed in the silence of the spa, confirming that in that realm not only had bodies changed, but the very soul of desire. Sherazade closed her eyes, finally feeling complete in the shadow of her Mistress.


CHAPTER 3

The Dungeon




For Alex, the silence of the New House was not a lack of sound, but a frequency at which he had to learn to vibrate. As he walked through the corridors with muffled steps, he felt like a ghost in his own home. His hands, always busy polishing the marble, arranging the silk sheets, or preparing tea at the exact temperature, seemed more like mechanical tools than part of a human being.

From the shadows of the hallway, Alex watched the main room. The door was ajar, and Sherazade's laughter, now full and crystal clear, filled the air. He watched her brush her hair in front of the mirror, while Catalina, sitting behind her, whispered words of adoration. It was an image of absolute perfection, a circle of femininity and power where he, with his rough body and his gender still intact under the chastity cage, could not seem to find a place.

Alex lowered his gaze, feeling the weight of invisibility. He had given up his money, his salary, and his will, but sometimes he feared he had also given up his right to be seen. He felt like an accessory, a shadow necessary to make his Mistresses shine more brightly, but a shadow nonetheless.

When he finished serving the glasses of wine on the terrace, he prepared to leave quietly, as always. But just as he crossed the threshold, Catalina's voice, thick and authoritative, anchored him to the ground.

"Stay there, Alex."

He stopped instantly, kneeling without being asked, his forehead almost touching the floor. Sherazade approached and, with breathtaking elegance, sat down in front of him, crossing her long, smooth legs. Catalina stood up and walked around him, stopping just behind him.

"You feel distant, don't you?" Catalina asked, brushing the tip of her shoe against Alex's tense thigh. "You think that because Sherazade is my ultimate creation, you've become nothing more than decoration in this house."

Alex swallowed, unable to lie under that gaze that seemed to read his very soul.

"Sometimes... yes, My Lady," he whispered, his voice breaking.

Catalina leaned over and placed a firm hand on the back of his neck, forcing him to lift his head slightly so that Sherazade could see him too.

"Listen to me carefully," Catalina said with a seriousness that shook him. "You are not a mere servant. You are the foundation of this kingdom. Without your obedience, without your body surrendering to ours, this structure would be meaningless. You are part of this relationship, Alex. You are the witness and the support of our power."

Sherazade smiled at him with a mixture of power and unsettling tenderness, the same tenderness a mistress offers a pet who has finally learned his place.

"My Mistress is right," Sherazade added, brushing her feminine fingers against Alex's collar. "We see you, Alex. Even when you think you're invisible, every sigh of submission you breathe feeds what we are."

Catalina wrapped one hand around his neck, caressing the skin she claimed as her exclusive property. Alex felt a wave of heat and relief wash over him; recognition was a drug more potent than any punishment. At last, he was part of the circle again.

Catalina let go and took a step back, observing him with a clinical, almost predatory gaze, while Alex trembled with anticipation.

"But your devotion still has a limit, Alex," Catalina concluded with a slow smile. "You're tired of being the only trace of a man here. You need something, Alex, and I know very well what it is... wait for us in the dungeon as you should."

The atmosphere in the dungeon was dense, charged with a silence that only metal and leather can keep. Alex waited standing in the center of the room, as he had been ordered. He was completely naked, except for the chastity cage, which, cold and immovable, reminded him of his lack of autonomy over his own body. The icy air of the basement made his skin bristle, but the anticipation of what was to come kept his heart beating with deafening force.

From upstairs came the dull sound of a door closing: the women had entered the dressing room. Alex closed his eyes, imagining the ritual of his Mistresses' preparation.

Minutes later, the heavy door to the dungeon opened. Catalina entered first, projecting an authority that seemed to compress the oxygen in the room. She wore a stiff black leather corset that accentuated her regal figure, paired with stiletto boots that echoed against the floor like sentences. In her right hand she carried a short braided leather whip, her tool of command.

Behind her, Sherazade walked with hypnotic grace. Her outfit was a contrast of power and femininity: a ruby-colored latex ensemble, tight to her new and perfect curves, highlighting the softness of her skin and the elegance of her movements. Seeing them dressed like this, like two deities ready to claim their offering, gave Alex a deep sense of relief; the uncertainty dissipated, giving way to the order he so longed for.

Catalina approached Alex with a catlike gait. She ran the whip across his torso, from his chest to the base of the cage, sending a shiver down his spine.

"Who are you in this house, Alex?" Catalina asked, her voice a lethal whisper.

"Your slave, Lady Catalina," he replied, his voice broken with devotion.

"And why don't you serve us with the smile of a happy slave?" Catalina paused for a moment before continuing. "You are here to serve your two Mistresses, and whoever else we say. Your will is dead."

Catalina looked at her assistant with pride.

"Tie him up, Sherazade."

Sherazade obeyed with newfound confidence. She guided Alex to the St. Andrew's Cross fixed to the wall. With precise movements, she secured his wrists and ankles to the metal rings, leaving Alex completely immobilized and exposed before them.

Sherazade took some pressure clamps from the ritual table and, under Catalina's clinical gaze, placed them on Alex's nipples. A soft cry of pain, almost a sigh, escaped his lips as his body tensed against the chains.

"Cover his eyes," Catalina ordered.

With his vision blocked by the blindfold, Alex's world was reduced to sensation. Then the punishment began. Smack, smack, smack. The blows of the whip, administered with Catalina's technical expertise, caused a burning sensation that spread across his buttocks and thighs. However, for Alex, each blow was a recognition; an electric sensation invaded his chest, transforming the pain into a deep peace.

"You are a slave in this house," Catalina said between lashes. "You have no rights. If you wanted to, you could leave... but we know you won't."

"My Lady..." Alex tried to say, gasping for air.

"Shhhh, don't speak without permission," Sherazade cut him off, placing a firm hand on his shoulder.

Alex was submerged in that subspace where pain becomes devotion. Catalina signaled to Sherazade.

"Sherazade, remove his chastity cage."

Catalina handed her the small key. Sherazade, who had never handled a male member since her transformation, approached timidly. As she removed the metal device, Alex's anatomy, freed after months of restriction, revealed a powerful and painful erection.

"He's enjoying this, Alex," Catalina observed with a mocking laugh. "You're a slave to blood."

Catalina looked at Sherazade, whose curiosity was beginning to transform into authority.

"You are a woman now, Sherazade. Touch him without shame. Teach him that his body is only an instrument for our entertainment."

Sherazade began to caress him, first gently, then with a determination reminiscent of her own Mistress. Alex moaned against the gag, feeling the climax building at her fingertips, a release he thought unattainable. But just as he was about to cross the threshold of orgasm, Catalina's voice cut through the air like lightning.

"Enough. Stop."

Sherazade withdrew her hand instantly. Alex was left suspended in limbo, trembling, his pulse racing and his desire frustrated, but his soul full. Catalina leaned toward his ear.

"Let this emptiness remind you who controls your pleasure, Alex. Sherazade, put the cage back on him," Catalina ordered, handing her the metal device.

Sherazade, now with a confidence that left no room for shyness, manipulated Alex's body with steady hands. She adjusted the chastity ring and closed the lock with a metallic click that echoed like a final sentence, sealing the slave's masculinity once again under the absolute control of the key that Sherazade now held in her own hand.

Catalina observed the result with icy satisfaction. She took a step back and, with a wave of her hand, motioned for Sherazade to accompany her to the exit.

"You've had enough recognition for today, Alex," Catalina said as she adjusted her corset. "Untie yourself, get dressed, and make tea. We'll be waiting for you on the terrace. Don't keep us waiting."

Without looking back, the two queens left the dungeon. Alex, still catching his breath and his body marked by the rigors of the session, began to untie himself from the straps, knowing that his only truth was service and that his greatest reward was simply that they knew he was there, ready to obey.


CHAPTER 4

The Call




For Alex, coming home after work was the most eagerly awaited moment of the day. As he drove to the New House, the outside world—with its pressures, office hierarchies, and empty responsibilities—faded away in the rearview mirror. As he crossed the threshold and smelled the distinctive aroma of his owners' home, a smile of genuine relief lit up his face.

He crossed the hall with quick steps, eager to shed the skin that the world forced him to wear. Upon reaching his room, a sober and orderly space, he began the ritual of undressing. He took off his jacket and tie, throwing them on a chair with an almost physical contempt for what those objects represented: the charade of his masculine authority in the office.

Standing completely naked in front of the full-length mirror, Alex paused to observe his own reflection. His body, still young and firm, contrasted sharply with the chastity cage that sealed his crotch. The coldness of the metal against his skin was an anchor that kept him grounded in the reality he loved. As he moved, he felt a dull twinge of pain; the recent session in the dungeon had given his submission a new lease on life. The persistent burning in his most vulnerable area was a physical reminder that he belonged to something bigger than himself.

He caressed his sides, noticing the almost invisible marks that Catalina's whip had left on his skin. He no longer felt invisible; he felt recognized, carved by the will of his Mistresses. Each blow and each touch had sealed his commitment, but as he looked at himself, the shadow of envy resurfaced. He thought of Sherazade's softness, of how she had allowed Catalina to erase every trace of masculine roughness to turn her into a masterpiece of curves and grace. He admired the courage with which she had embraced that total metamorphosis. Alex ran his hands over his own broad shoulders and square jaw, wondering if he would ever have the courage to face such a sacrifice, to surrender not only his will, but his very form, to be whatever Catalina desired.

For now, however, his status was enough to fill his chest with masochistic pride. He put on a light dark silk robe, just enough to cover himself without hiding the fact that he was permanently locked up, and left the room.

Upon entering the living room, the atmosphere changed. The light was dim and soft music filled the space. Catalina and Sherazade were sitting together, sharing a complicity that would have hurt him before, but now nourished him. Alex stopped at the threshold, bowed his head, and knelt with a fluidity that can only come from absolute surrender.

"My Mistresses..." he whispered, his voice laden with a gratitude that no "free" man in his professional environment could even imagine. "The slave has returned home."

His eyes remained fixed on the floor, waiting for Catalina's heel or Sherazade's soft hand to give him permission to begin to exist in their presence. He knew that now, finally, his real life was beginning.

The tranquility of the afternoon was interrupted by the ringing of the phone. It was Sophia.

"Catalina, dear!" Sophia's voice sounded excited over the speakerphone. "I have news. Domina Sara has come to visit me from the city. She wants to see you, Catalina, and she is particularly interested in seeing your submissives.

Catalina straightened her back, her gaze sharpening at the mention of that name. Sara was a mentor, an authority in the most exclusive circle of Femdom.

"Sara wants something formal," Sophia continued. "She wants to see you looking splendid, so we're expecting all three of you for a gala dinner. I'll see what I can do about Andres; Sara is extremely demanding with submissives, and I'm afraid my husband still isn't up to her standards. But I know that what you've achieved with Sherazade and Alex is worth showing off.

Catalina hung up and looked at Alex.

"Alex, get us ready," she ordered in a voice that brooked no argument. "We have a visitor to honor."

The preparations began in the master bathroom. Following the dynamics of their polyamorous relationship, Alex helped the two women out of the bathtub. In that steam-filled space, Catalina and Sherazade's nakedness was not hidden from him; it was a manifestation of power and confidence. Alex dried them with linen towels, treating Sherazade's skin with extreme delicacy and Catalina's with almost religious devotion.

Then he led them to the dressing room for the ritual of dressing. Alex spread the haute couture dresses on the bed. For Catalina, a black silk design; for Sherazade, a lavender dress that accentuated her perfect curves.

With expert and submissive hands, Alex dressed his Mistresses. He knelt in front of them, adjusting the buckles of their stiletto heels. He enjoyed the sound of the heels hitting the floor, a rhythm that marked the pace of his own servitude.

Then he took the brushes and combed Catalina's hair first, making sure every strand was in place, and then Sherazade's, admiring how her hair now flowed with a purely feminine softness.

During the makeup application, Alex stood to one side, holding the cosmetics. Sherazade took care of Catalina's makeup, a scene of intimacy and service between the two women that Alex watched with fascination. Sherazade did it with a skill that showed how much had flourished in her new identity. Then Sherazade finished her own makeup in front of the mirror, without needing any help.

Finally, Alex withdrew to get dressed himself. He put on an impeccable tuxedo. For him, that suit was not a symbol of success, but his luxury service uniform. He went down to the garage, started the car, and waited by the open door. When the two women appeared in the doorway, radiating absolute authority, Alex bowed his head deeply.

"Everything is ready, my Mistresses," he murmured as he watched them get into the vehicle to go to their meeting with Domina Sara.


CHAPTER 5

The Dinner




The vehicle stopped smoothly in front of Sophia's residence. Alex, impeccable and efficient, got out of the driver's seat and walked around the car to open the door for his Mistresses with a fluid movement. At the foot of the driveway, the scene was disturbing: Andres was waiting to greet them, but his appearance was far from the dignity he once had. He was wearing an excessively short and ornate sissy dress, a garment that Sophia had imposed on him out of pure obedience and not because of the slave's aesthetic inclination.

"Please come in," Andres said in a distinctly masculine voice, making no effort to disguise his tone or adopt a feminine attitude.

His gaze met Sherazade's for a second. In that shared silence, they both recognized the chasm that now separated them: while Sherazade had embraced her metamorphosis with pride, Andres was a man trapped in a costume. Sherazade said nothing; she simply held his gaze before entering, letting the click-clack of her heels mark her superiority.

As she crossed the threshold, the room filled with the effusive greetings of the women. Sophia stepped forward to embrace her guests.

"Dear Sara!" Sophia exclaimed, addressing the guest of honor. "Do you remember Sherazade? She's one of us now."

Sara Rossi, known to all as Domina Sara, approached with regal elegance. Sara was no longer a professional dominatrix; her life had changed radically after investing her savings in Marchand Co., her friend Gloria's company, becoming an extremely wealthy woman and a member of an all-female board of directors. Her gaze swept over Sherazade from head to toe.

"You look beautiful, Sherazade," Sara said, kissing her on the cheek. "I've heard a lot about you."

Sophia let out a light laugh and pointed toward the door, where Andres was standing.

"Girls, meet Andrea... she opened the door for you," Sophia said with a tone laden with sarcasm.

Catalina glanced quickly at Alex, who was waiting silently for orders.

"Alex, please," Catalina said authoritatively, "go to the kitchen and help Andrea serve dinner."

Once seated at the table, Sara Rossi spoke up to deliver the message they had all been waiting for.

"Gloria is waiting for you in the capital," Sara announced slowly. "She wants to see you all at her house, especially Sherazade. Everyone in the circle knows about your achievements, Catalina, and the perfect transformation you have achieved with her.

While the women talked about the female supremacy that reigned in Gloria's company, the difference in service was evident. Andres—or Andrea—moved with obvious clumsiness; his manner of serving was rough, almost violent, as if each plate he set down were an insult to his own manhood. Alex, on the other hand, performed his duties with enviable technical formality, anticipating the Mistresses' every need with devout silence.

"Careful, Andrea," Sophia hissed when she almost spilled the wine. "Learn from Alex; he knows his place."

"I'm sorry, ma'am," Andres replied, keeping his voice low but firm, unable to hide his resentment at being compared to Catalina's slave.

Sara Rossi watched the scene with a satisfied smile.

"In the Capital, you will see what true order is," Sara concluded. "Gloria has no mercy on those who do not give themselves completely. Prepare yourselves, because this trip will be the ultimate test for your submissives."

The atmosphere in the dining room turned icy when Domina Sara set her crystal glass down on the tablecloth and fixed her analytical gaze on Andres. Sophia's husband had just cleared the plates with a brusqueness that made the porcelain clatter, moving with the heaviness of someone carrying a burden rather than the lightness of someone offering a service.

"Sophia, dear," Sara said in a measured voice that cut off any further conversation, "your 'Andrea' has a serious identity problem. She still walks around as if she owns the place and serves with the arrogance of a man who expects to be thanked for his favor. There's too much 'Andres' under that lace, and that's an insult to those of us who understand the art of submission."

Sophia tensed, feeling the sting of her mentor's criticism. She looked at her husband, whose jaw tightened at Sara's words.

"You're right, Sara. He's been lazy," Sophia replied with restrained fury. She made a sharp gesture with her hand. "Andrea, put that tray down. Now!"

Andres obeyed, setting the tray down on the sideboard with a sharp thud.

"On your knees," Sophia ordered. "If you can't serve like a lady, you'll learn to watch from the floor how a true professional does it."

Andres collapsed to his knees, his sissy dress riding up his thighs, exposing his humiliation in front of the four women. Alex, who was serving coffee with pinpoint precision and absolute silence, passed by him without even looking at him, embodying the perfection that Sara demanded.

Sophia stood up, her eyes sparkling with a hint of refined cruelty. She approached Sherazade and, with a gesture of absolute complicity, handed her a polished wooden paddle that she had taken from a small nearby drawer.

"Sherazade, dear, now you are truly one of us," Sophia said in a honeyed voice. "Would you do me the honor... I need someone with your perspective to teach my little Andrea what true discipline means.

Sherazade took the paddle, feeling the weight of the instrument in her hand. The irony of the situation did not escape anyone in the room: the person who had once been Adrian was now correcting the man who refused to let go of his last shred of masculinity.

"Andrea... lift up your skirt," Sophia ordered coldly.

Andres, trembling, obeyed. His fingers, numb with shame, lifted the lace of the sissy dress, exposing pink panties that looked pathetic on his still-rough body. He leaned over the edge of the table, offering his humiliation to the circle of women.

Sherazade positioned herself behind him. There was no hesitation in her movement. The first blow of the paddle echoed in the dining room with a sharp impact. Smack!

Andres' humiliation was extreme. Feeling the sting of the blow was painful, but it was Sherazade—Catalina's masterpiece, the woman who personified everything he feared and envied—who administered the punishment, and it tore his soul apart. Each successive blow erased a little more of the man he pretended to be.

"There is no place here for toxic masculinity, do you understand, Andrea?" Sophia declared, her voice melodic but laden with an authority that made Andres shudder. "From now on, this will be your only name in this house, and your pronouns will be feminine twenty-four hours a day, seven days a week. Andres no longer exists. Only Andrea exists."

Andres felt the punishment burning not only his skin but also his identity. On the one hand, the physical pain was an anchor that forced him to accept his reality; on the other, a strange and dark feeling of relief began to seep into his chest as he stopped fighting the inevitable.

From the head of the table, Domina Sara watched the scene with a smile of absolute satisfaction. Seeing a man punished and reduced to such forced fragility was, for her, the validation of everything she believed in. Her gaze met Catalina's; they both knew that the process in the Capital would only perfect what they had just witnessed.

Dinner ended with Andrea kneeling silently in her pink panties while the women toasted the new "sister" who would join them on their journey to the heart of Marchand Co.

"We'll go to the Capital on Monday," Catalina concluded, breaking the tense moment with a triumphant smile. "Sherazade and Alex will demonstrate what absolute order is. And perhaps, Sophia, the trip will help your Andrea understand that resistance only prolongs the pain."

With Andres kneeling and humiliated at the foot of the table, and Alex devoutly performing his last task of the night, the women toasted to the future. The trip was agreed upon. Lady Gloria awaited them, and with her, the final destination of their submissives.


CHAPTER 6

The Room




The journey back to the New House took place in an atmosphere charged with dense and triumphant eroticism. Alex kept his eyes fixed on the road, his hands firmly on the steering wheel, but his attention was inevitably captured by what was happening in the back seat. Through the rearview mirror, he witnessed his two Mistresses celebrating the night's victory; Catalina and Sherazade kissed and touched each other with overflowing passion, a devotion that completely ignored—or perhaps fed off—his presence as the driver.

The silence in the car was interrupted only by the rustling of silk and the soft moans that escaped Sherazade's mouth as Catalina caressed her. Alex felt a lump in his throat, a mixture of excitement and devotion that made the chastity cage weigh heavier than ever. He forced himself to look ahead, fulfilling his role as an invisible servant, but the sounds of his Mistresses' desire invaded his chest, reminding him that he was the silent engine that allowed this kingdom of pleasure to function.

Upon reaching their destination, Alex stopped the vehicle with the smoothness of a professional. He quickly got out and, keeping his head bowed in respect, opened the back door. Catalina descended first, radiant and with her hair slightly tousled, followed by Sherazade, who was still catching her breath, her lips flushed from kisses.

"Thank you, Alex," said Catalina, pausing for a moment in front of him. She gave him an intense look that seemed to pierce through his tuxedo. "You were splendid tonight. Your silence and efficiency are what I value most. Park the car and when you're done, come straight to our room."

Alex's heart skipped a beat.

"Yes, My Lady," he managed to reply as he watched them enter the house arm in arm.

As he drove to the garage, a spark of hope, almost painful, ignited inside him. He couldn't imagine why they wanted him in the master bedroom, but the simple invitation filled him with feverish anticipation. He had never slept in that bed again since that transformative BDSM session. During that encounter, Sherazade, under Catalina's direction, had practiced pegging with him for the first time, taking him to the highest degree of physical and mental submission Alex had ever experienced.

He remembered the feeling of total loss of control, the way his manhood had dissolved completely under the power of the two women. Now, Catalina's order opened a door he thought was closed. He parked the car with trembling hands, adjusted his tuxedo one last time, and headed inside the house, ready to discover what new step in his absolute surrender awaited him in the sanctuary of his Mistresses.

The door closed with a dull click, leaving the rest of the house in absolute silence. The air in the main room was saturated with humid heat and the scent of aroused bodies. Alex advanced with his pulse pounding in his temples. When he reached the center of the room, he stopped short. Catalina and Sherazade were reclining on the huge black silk bed, completely naked, entwined in a choreography of curves that resembled a Renaissance painting of power and desire.

"Come closer, dear," said Catalina. "Don't stand there like a stranger. You are part of this dynamic. We are in a polyamorous relationship of female supremacy, and tonight will be a special night for the three of us. Undress in front of us."

Alex obeyed, his hands trembling as he took off his tuxedo. He felt the predatory gazes of his Mistresses scanning every inch of his skin, reducing him to an object of pleasure. When he was naked, with only his chastity cage gleaming in the dim light, Catalina looked at her partner.

"Sherazade, take off his cage."

Sherazade blinked, surprise crossing her face for a second. She, who had been responsible for imposing the metal, now had to release the "beast" that Catalina kept under control. She approached Alex with hypnotic grace and, with expert hands charged with a new electricity, turned the key. The click of the lock sounded like both a release and a sentence at the same time.

"Let's all three get into bed," Catalina ordered.

The encounter was a flood of caresses and kisses. Alex felt overwhelmed, surrounded by Sherazade's softness and Catalina's authoritative firmness. But the mood changed when Catalina took Sherazade's face in her hands, forcing her to look her in the eyes.

"Sherazade, my love... you've never felt a man inside you. It's time for your metamorphosis to be complete," Catalina whispered. "You have to feel everything, my love. You have to know what it's like to be possessed from your new identity. Lie down."

Sherazade looked at her Mistress with a mixture of devotion and an exciting fear that made her skin tingle. She nodded, surrendering herself to the mattress, opening her legs with a vulnerability that made her feel more womanly than ever.

"Alex!" Catalina's command was like a whip. "Possess your other Mistress. Now."

When Alex entered her, Sherazade's world exploded into a nebula of morbid curiosity and taboo. It was an experience she had never had before, a violent clash of realities. In her mind, the echoes of who she used to be—a rough man, an engineer—clashed with the physical sensation of being , penetrated like a woman one hundred percent. That ambiguity, the memory of having been the one who possessed and now being the one who received, raised her excitement to unbearable levels.

She felt full, inhabited, transformed into the center of a sacred ritual of submission and pleasure. Feeling Alex's masculinity invading her newly sculpted female body was the ultimate taboo, the desecration of her past to consecrate her present. Meanwhile, Catalina leaned over her, covering her lips with a hungry kiss, connecting the pleasure of penetration with the possessive love of her owner.

Sherazade reached a devastating climax, a silent scream lost in Catalina's mouth, her arched body vibrating with the intensity of a sensation her former self could never have understood.

For his part, Alex felt that he was once again an active part of the relationship. For a few moments, the weight of submission lightened and he regained an illusion of control, the rhythm of his own desire guiding the encounter. However, in the back of his mind, he knew that this power was a loan, a privilege granted by Catalina that could be revoked at any second.

When the act was over and their breathing began to slow, Catalina slowly sat up, brushing a strand of hair from her face with a cold, satisfied smile. She looked at Alex, who was still trying to catch his breath on Sherazade's exhausted body.

"Now it's my turn..." Catalina declared, her eyes shining with an insatiable spark. "Alex, can you handle another load, or will I have to punish your lack of energy?


CHAPTER 7

Sophia and Andrea




The echo of Catalina's last heel as she left the house submerged in a deathly silence. Andrea stood by the sideboard, her sissy dress wrinkled and the sting of Sherazade's blows still throbbing on her skin. The air in the dining room, once filled with laughter and power, now felt dense, heavy with the resentment of the unsaid.

Sophia stopped in front of her. She looked at her with a coldness that made her blood run cold. With a slow gesture, she took off her earrings and left them on the table.

"Andrea, you've embarrassed me," she said, without even looking down.

Andrea swallowed hard. She made the mistake of using her "man's" voice and, worse still, addressing her with a familiarity that was no longer permitted.

"I wasn't prepared for this, Sophia... what I considered our games..." she began to say.

"Games?" she cut him off with a sharp disdain. "Listen to me carefully: our games... are not games to me. And from this moment on, you will no longer address me by my first name. From now on, I will only be Madam or Mistress to you. Is that clear?"

Andrea lowered her head, feeling the weight of her wife's authority.

"Yes, Mistress... I'm sorry," she whispered, immediately correcting herself.

"You humiliated me in front of Catalina and Sara, my main guests," she continued coldly. "They are dominatrices. I don't expose you to your family or at your office; I respect your social mask in front of the world of men, but here... in my world, you have no rights. Kneel."

She obeyed, sinking her shoulders, feeling the lace fabric brush against her skin.

"You can't make this demand of me," snapped the Lady. "Not after seeing what Catalina has achieved. I want a relationship like hers. I want the absolute devotion that Alex gives her and the perfection that Sherazade has become.

Andres felt a pang of envy and terror.

"But Sherazade..." he stammered, "I can't reach that level, Mistress. I can't..."

Sophia leaned toward him, her face just inches from his. Her perfume, which had always excited him, now reminded him of his total subordination.

"Now I'm serious, you're Andrea... and I'll decide how far you'll go. I'm going to start radically changing things in our marriage. I'm tired of compromises, of concessions to your 'manhood' when we're alone. If you're not willing to take the final step, if you can't be the woman I need in this house, then this is where we end up."

Andrea turned pale. The word "divorce" was not uttered, but it hung in the air like a death sentence.

"No, Mistress, please... I beg you," she pleaded, maintaining the formal address.

"I'm not going through that embarrassment again," she cut him off, standing up. "I don't want a half-hearted submissive who complains when excellence is demanded of him. I'll find someone who really wants this life with me, someone who understands that his greatest privilege is to serve me."

Andrea lowered her head; tears of humiliation began to wet the lace at her neck. The fear of losing her was greater than any trace of pride she had left.

"I'll do whatever you ask, Mistress," she whispered.

"Prove it," Sophia ordered in an icy voice. "Go clean every corner of this house right now. I want this dining room to shine and every trace of dinner to disappear. And when you're done, you won't be coming to our bed."

Andrea looked at her painfully, hoping for a concession that did not come.

"You will sleep in the servant's room," she concluded. "You will return to my room when you have rid yourself of that masculinity that serves you no purpose. The trip to the capital is approaching, and I don't want to see a trace of the 'Andres' who embarrassed me tonight. You are Andrea, my sissy maid, and you will act as such until I decide otherwise."

Sophia turned and left the dining room without looking back. Andrea was left alone in the darkness, surrounded by the remains of wine and porcelain, feeling the weight of the lace dress and the loneliness of her new reality. She picked up a cleaning cloth and began her first task as the woman her Mistress demanded her to be.


CHAPTER 8

The panties




Alex's awakening was slow, as if he were emerging from an abyssal depth. The grayish morning light barely penetrated the small window of his servant's room, a cramped space that, although clean and tidy, lacked any trace of the warmth that flooded the rest of the house. He lay motionless on the narrow mattress, feeling every muscle in her body. But what really weighed on her was not physical exhaustion, but the whirlwind of emotions that the previous night had unleashed in her chest.

He had been active. After months of feeling the cold metal of the chastity cage and accepting his role as a passive object of service, possessing his Mistresses again—and especially the new Sherazade—had been an experience he thought was buried forever. During those hours in the darkness of the master bedroom, Alex had felt a part of his former self reclaiming its place. For a moment, as Sherazade's body trembled beneath him, Alex had felt a spark of that control that no longer belonged to him. It had been a world of forbidden sensations, a morbid fascination born of paradox: he was the slave of the house, but that night, his virility had been the necessary instrument for the pleasure of his queens.

"Alex!" Catalina's voice, amplified by the intercom on the wall, cut through his thoughts like a knife.

He jumped up. The hope that had blossomed in the darkness of the night began to turn into a sharp anxiety. He knew that nothing in that house was free. He put on his gray cotton robe and, after a quick wash, went upstairs to his owners' room.

As he entered, the scent of his Mistresses' expensive perfumes hit him head-on. Catalina was sitting in a velvet armchair, holding a tablet as naturally as she would hold a whip. Sherazade was standing next to her, wrapped in a pearl-colored silk robe that revealed the softness of her neck.

"On your knees, Alex," Catalina ordered without looking up.

He collapsed onto the carpet, head bowed, awaiting judgment.

"Last night," Catalina began, setting the tablet aside and fixing her icy eyes on him, "was an educational experience. I needed Sherazade to feel, from her new and absolute femininity, what it means to be possessed. I needed her to process that last trace of her past through your body. You were the tool, Alex. The means for her to complete her internal metamorphosis.

Sherazade accepted slowly, looking at Alex not with the complicity of a lover, but with the distance of a superior who has extracted a lesson from him. Alex felt the small, illusion of "power" he had felt that night dissolve. It had not been a recognition of his masculinity; it had been the technical use of his biology for Sherazade's benefit.

"This is a relationship of Female Supremacy," Catalina continued, standing up and walking around him. "In this house, toxic masculinity has no place. In fact, no kind of masculinity is allowed, not even in the shadows. Your virility last night was a temporary concession for a greater purpose, but I don't want you to be confused. I don't want you to believe that the trace of manhood you showed has permission to exist outside of my orders.

Catalina motioned to Sherazade. The woman approached a dark wooden dresser and opened a small drawer. From inside, she pulled out pieces of fabric so fine they seemed to be made of air. They were lace and silk panties, in shades of pink and lavender, adorned with delicate bows.

"We want the change to be complete, Alex," said Sherazade, her soft voice now exuding the authority Catalina had bestowed upon her. "From this moment on, your men's underwear is strictly forbidden."

Alex looked up for a second, meeting Sherazade's unflinching gaze. She, who had given up her own manhood to become Catalina's jewel, was now in charge of stripping him of his last barrier of masculine identity.

"From today," Catalina declared, "under your suits, under that mask of professional success that the world sees, you will bear the mark of your true owner. I don't want a single minute of the day to pass without you feeling the silk against your skin, reminding you that you are the property of this house."

Sherazade handed him a pair of pink lace panties.

"Take it, Alex. This will be your new skin. It doesn't matter if you're in a meeting; every time you move, the touch of this lace will whisper to you that you are not the man others think they see. You are an extension of us."

Alex took the garment with trembling hands. The taboo was immense. The thought of walking among his colleagues, giving orders, discussing million-dollar budgets while wearing this feminine lingerie, made him dizzy with a masochistic ecstasy. His mind was being deconstructed; Catalina was attacking the very root of his pride.

"Go to your room and get rid of everything masculine you own," Catalina ordered. "I want Sherazade to supervise the cleaning of your underwear drawer. Anything that isn't silk or lace will go in the trash. From now on, your internal feminization will be constant."

Alex went back down to his room, followed by Sherazade. She stood by the door while he opened his drawer and took out his cotton boxers, simple garments that now seemed like relics of a life that no longer belonged to him. Sherazade watched the process with a slight smile, enjoying the irony: she had gone through that same process of stripping away, and now she was in charge of guiding Alex into that same abyss of submission.

"It's liberating, isn't it, Alex?" Sherazade murmured as she watched him fill a trash bag with his men's clothing. "To stop pretending that male pride serves any purpose. Once you accept that your skin belongs to Catalina, the rest of the world ceases to matter."

Alex didn't respond. He was too busy feeling the weight of his new reality. He took off his robe and, under Sherazade's analytical gaze, put on the first pink panty. The lace was soft, but it felt like a red-hot chain. As he pulled up his work pants, the feel of the silk beneath the stiff fabric of the dress pants sent a shiver down his spine.

Minutes later, Alex returned to the upper floor for the final inspection. He was already dressed for the studio: an impeccable navy blue suit, a perfectly ironed white shirt, and a silk tie. To anyone on the street, he was the picture of success and masculine authority. But beneath that armor, the pink lace hugged his waist, marking his true identity as a slave.

Catalina approached him and adjusted his tie with a predatory smile.

"You look perfect, Alex. Now go to work and keep up that mask of an important man. But remember: every time you feel the touch of your panties, remember that they belong to Sherazade and me. Remember that you have no will of your own, that your salary is mine, and that your body is just a toy for our pleasure."

Alex bowed before her, feeling the elastic of the lingerie tighten against his skin. The psychological humiliation was total, but the degree of arousal that this secret provoked in him was greater than anything he had ever experienced before.

"Yes, My Lady. Thank you, My Lady," he replied in a firm voice.

He left the house and got into his car. As he drove toward the city center, Alex looked at himself in the rearview mirror. He saw the professional, but he felt the submissive. The taboo of his condition, the ambiguity of his existence, and the absolute supremacy of his Mistresses would accompany him throughout the workday, turning every interaction with the outside world into an act of secret devotion to the realm of the two queens.

The trip to the Capital was near, and now Alex wore the invisible mark that defined him forever.


CHAPTER 9

The Journey




Monday morning dawned with icy clarity, as if the weather itself were adjusted to the surgical precision with which Catalina organized her world. For Alex, it was no ordinary awakening. After obtaining special permission from his job to be absent during the trip—a task he carried out with the efficiency of someone who knows that his true career is servitude—he found himself preparing the family van in the garage.

The vehicle, spacious and with tinted windows, was a logistical necessity. This was not a simple transfer; it was the displacement of a power structure. Five people would travel to the capital: three mistresses and two submissives. As he checked the tire pressure, Alex felt the pink lace rubbing against his skin under his designer sweatpants. The ban on men's underwear felt like an organic part of his being. He walked like a man, dressed like a man, but his intimate secret kept him anchored at the feet of his Mistresses.

Leaving the house was a display of naturalness and dominance. Catalina and Sherazade came down the stairs looking like something Alex rarely saw: casual and extremely comfortable. Catalina wore a jogging outfit, while Sherazade wore dark leggings and a light sweatshirt that highlighted her perfect, feminine silhouette.

"All set, Alex," said Catalina, climbing into the back seat with the authority of someone occupying a throne.

Alex closed his Mistress's door and headed for the driver's seat. Sherazade, on Catalina's direct orders, took the passenger seat. Seeing her there, up front, sharing the cabin space but from a position of superiority, was the final reminder of her metamorphosis. She was no longer the traveling companion; she was the Second Mistress supervising the journey.

"Start the engine, Alex," Sherazade ordered, fastening her seatbelt.

The drive to Sophia's residence was short. When the van stopped in front of the gate, Alex got out to open the doors. Sophia came out of the house beaming, also dressed in comfortable travel clothes, ready for the hours of driving ahead. She sat in the back seat next to Catalina, immediately engaging in conversation about Sara Rossi's investments and the power of Marchand Co. in the capital.

But the real spectacle was bringing up the rear. Behind Sophia, with his head down and shoulders slumped, appeared Andres.

The humiliation of the previous dinner had not been an isolated event, but the beginning of his new permanent reality. Andres was not wearing travel clothes. Under Sophia's implicit order, he wore the same sissy maid outfit he had worn during Sherazade's correction: the short lace dress, fishnet stockings, and pink panties that were now his mandatory uniform.

"Andrea, in the back," Sophia ordered without even looking at her.

Andres, now Andrea to everyone in that vehicle, climbed into the back row of seats in the van. He sat in the far corner, trying to cover his legs with the skimpy skirt, while Alex closed the sliding door. The contrast inside the vehicle was brutal: in the front and middle, three women and a "functional" submissive traveled in the comfort of their status; in the back, a broken, disguised man embodied the contempt for masculinity that they all shared.

With the engine running and the highway opening up before them, the van became a microcosm of the New Order. Alex drove in silence, listening to the murmur of Catalina and Sophia's voices. Beside him, Sherazade watched the landscape with enviable peace. From time to time, Sherazade turned her head to look toward the back of the vehicle, where Andrea remained motionless, avoiding any eye contact.

"Are you comfortable, Andrea?" Sherazade asked in a melodic tone that carried a charge of refined venom.

"Yes... ma'am," Andres' masculine voice replied from the darkness in the back, a tone that Sophia immediately corrected with a sharp tap on the back of the seat.

"Yes, Mistress," Sophia hissed. "Learn from Alex. He doesn't need to be reminded of his place every five minutes."

Alex, at the wheel, felt a pang of dark pride. He was the driver, the man who kept up the mask before the world, but who wore the silk of his owners fused to his skin. He knew this trip was the final test. Lady Gloria, the woman who had "hunted" men like Marcos and turned them into cogs in her business machine, was waiting for them to assess whether Catalina's work was worthy of her inner circle.

"You are entering Gloria's zone of influence," Sara Rossi commented in a message that Catalina read aloud. "The offices of Marchand Co. are the future. A place where men only enter to clean, serve, or be exhibited."

Catalina looked out the window, watching the capital's skyline rise before them.

"We'll be there in two hours," Catalina declared. "Alex, don't stop for anything. Andrea, get ready to get out of the van exactly as you are. I want every Gloria employee to see what we do to those who resist in our city."

The van devoured miles, bringing them closer to the epicenter of Female Supremacy. For Sherazade, it was a triumphant return as the woman she was always meant to be. For Alex, it was the unfolding of his servitude on a larger stage. And For Andrea, it was the final descent into an abyss where the name of the man she once was would never be spoken again.

The journey was just beginning, but the destination was already written in the glare of the capital's skyscrapers. Lady Gloria awaited them, and the world of men was about to become a little smaller.
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