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Chapter I:

Mark was finishing his workday. He was a junior business administrator at a multinational company, 32 years old, slim and well-built. He had a good salary despite having only been with the company for a short time, but he had earned it through his responsibility and ambition, qualities that his superiors liked and that allowed him to indulge himself, since he had no family to support.

Like every afternoon, he waited for his coworkers in the lobby of the building where CJA Industries Ltd. had its offices so they could go for a beer together at their usual bar. It was a routine he enjoyed, ending the day with these get-togethers before going to his apartment where no one was waiting for him. But that day was different. For one reason or another, everyone had an excuse not to go, so he decided to go alone. This decision would end up changing his life.

He walked the four blocks separating the bar from his workplace, his suit wrinkled from the workday, his tie loosened, and a backpack slung over one shoulder. It wasn't like other times when there was laughter and fun; this time he was sitting alone at the bar staring at a glass of beer. "When I finish this drink, I'm going home," he thought. He had only been there 15 minutes.

Until he saw her sitting at a table, a very imposing woman of about 50 years of age, having a drink, with a sensuality that emanated from every pore of her white skin. He was mesmerized watching her, hoping she was alone. He ordered another beer. But his fears surfaced in these situations; he was unable to approach her for fear of being rejected because of the age difference. Her facial features were almost perfect, with very expressive eyes, well-defined eyebrows, a proportionate nose, and very sensual lips highlighted by her red lipstick. Her light brown, silky hair reached her shoulders. She was slim, with a very feminine figure, a well-defined waist, and a confident posture. She was wearing tight-fitting pants and a low-cut silk blouse that revealed half of her perky breasts.

She was very focused on her cell phone and the martini on the table. At one point, she looked up and their eyes met, and she instantly realized Mark' attraction. She gestured to him and invited him to her table with her hand. He took his beer and approached her, a little slowly because he was nervous, as he is not very good at starting conversations with unknown women. Luckily for him, she took control of everything; she was a very confident person.

She extends her hand to greet him.

"Hi, my name is Gloria."

"Hi, nice to meet you, my name is Mark."

-I saw you looking at me, and since I'm alone today, I thought it would be fun to chat with a stranger.

Mark wasn't prepared to be so obvious with a woman; he had to appear more confident than he usually is in these situations. He wasn't used to it either, since he had recently ended a 10-year relationship with a girl he met in college.

"Yes, I just got off work," Mark replied.

"Yeah, me too. I was about to meet with some investors, but I decided to cancel everything. To be honest, I was too tired to listen to them."

They talked for a couple of hours and had several drinks. She told him that she was the president and CEO of her company, Marchand Co., which was in the agrochemical industry. She had been divorced for a long time and hadn't found anyone she was interested in, but her life was full and she enjoyed it. She indulged herself. She exuded confidence and knew what she wanted. Mark, on the other hand, told her that he was a junior business administrator, single, and lived in a small apartment in the commercial district of the city, a few blocks from where they were.

Gloria, apart from being beautiful, was very rich and intimidating, too much for Mark, but he was fascinated, he couldn't stop looking at her and she noticed. He couldn't believe that someone like her had noticed him, even though he was athletic, had a good body, and was intelligent.

"It's late," said Gloria.

"Yes, it was very nice to meet you," Mark replied.

"Would you like to come to my place for a drink?" Gloria invited him.

He couldn't believe what was happening. He was frustrated when he arrived at the bar because he was alone, but now, the most attractive woman he had ever met was inviting him to her house.

"Sure, if it's not too much trouble," Mark replies.

Gloria picks up the phone and makes a call.

"Jorge, could you come pick me up at the bar?"

"Yes, of course, ma'am. I'll be there in five minutes."

"My driver is coming to pick me up now, we can leave."

Mark signals to the waiter to pay and takes out his wallet.

"Don't worry, I'll pay the bill, I insist," Gloria says authoritatively.

They left the bar and a black Mercedes Benz Maybach 680 limousine with tinted windows was parked on the street. Jorge was standing next to it, ready to open the door for her.

They got into the back seats, and Gloria proceeded to close the internal window separating the cabin from the driver. She touched Mark' leg and they began to kiss. They were so focused on touching and kissing each other that they arrived at Gloria's house and he didn't realize where in the city he was. He could only see the opening of an electric gate that led to a large property with a huge minimalist-style house and a garden full of trees.

Everything inside was very modern, with spacious, uncluttered rooms with few pieces of furniture, creating an elegant and contemporary aesthetic. Large windows provided plenty of light during the day.

"Please pour us both a whiskey. I'm going to go change."

Mark walks over to a bar, picks up a bottle of Macallan, studies the label carefully, and pours two glasses. He waits, sitting on a sofa.

After 15 minutes, Gloria came down the wide staircase, looking very relaxed in a bathrobe. Mark got up and greeted her, handing her a glass of whiskey.

Sitting on the black leather sofa, their bodies too close together, the energy surrounding them was palpable due to their mutual desire. Mark, in his wrinkled work suit, seemed lost in thought, his gaze fixed on Gloria. She sat with her natural elegance, her legs crossed, staring intently at her companion. She pierced Mark' soul with those seductive eyes.

Gloria set her glass aside, stood up, and opened her silk robe, revealing her fine black lingerie. Mark's heart raced. He stood up and they melted into a kiss. The robe fell to the floor, revealing her perfect body, with firm breasts, curvy hips, and long legs.

Gloria, taking complete control, unbuckles his belt and unzips his fly, helping Mark take off his pants and shirt. He stands naked with a strong erection. She looks at him. Silence envelops them; there are no words.

She pushes him toward the sofa, and under her lover's gaze, she takes off all her lingerie and climbs on top of him. She guides Mark' penis into her vagina with her hand, lifting herself slightly to let him enter her as Mark moans.

"Don't you dare finish before I do," Gloria warns him.

Mark touches her breasts with his hands and tries to get up to suck her nipples. She begins a slow, steady movement of her hips. Mark was overwhelmed with pleasure, his eyes rolling back, until Gloria slaps him across the face, bringing him back to reality.

"Don't finish!" she demanded in an agitated voice. 

The rhythm of her hips increases, Gloria arches her back and lets out a moan of pleasure. Her body falls forward and she embraces her lover.

"You listened to me," she said, kissing him. "You couldn't finish, now you'll get your reward. Let's go up to my room, the night is just beginning."

The next morning, sunlight streams through the large window in Gloria's room, waking the lovers.

"Good morning, Mark," Gloria greets her lover with a kiss.

"Hello, Gloria, you look beautiful in the morning. You are a special woman."

"I had a great time last night, Mark. Do you have to go to work?"

"Yes, I have to leave now. Can I see you tonight?"

"Mark, leave me your phone number, and I'll let you know when we can meet again."

With a little disappointment and fear that this might be the only time they'll be together, Mark gets up and puts on his wrinkled suit. He tries unsuccessfully to iron it with his hands.

- Is the president of your company John Carpenter?

- Yes, it is. Do you know him?

"No, I don't. I'm just curious. By the way, I don't have to go to work now, don't worry, Jorge can take you.

Once Mark leaves the room and gets into the limousine, she picks up her cell phone and searches her contacts.

In his office, John Carpenter notices his cell phone ringing. "It's Gloria Marchand. What does that woman want?" he thinks anxiously.

Gloria is a highly respected woman in the business world and also feared; no man who knew her wanted to have her as an enemy, and John was no exception.

"Good morning, John. I need you to do me a favor."


Chapter II

Two weeks had passed since that night with the mysterious woman. He told his friends what he had experienced because they had let him down. Obviously, they didn't believe him and thought it was a story he had made up out of spite. It was a new day at work, routine, uneventful. Mark was sitting in his cubicle in front of his computer when the internal phone rang.

"Mark, please come to my office," his area manager asked him. Go immediately.

"I was surprised by this email I received from the company president's office," says the manager. "I really have nothing to do with it. I think your work is excellent, and I'm very upset that I'm the one who has to tell you this. They're letting me know that you're fired."

"But boss, why this decision?"

"I don't know. My evaluations of your job performance are very good. I'm very sorry to lose such an efficient team member. You will now receive an email and a telegram at your home address formalizing this decision. I will also be sending you good references for future employment. You need to go to the treasury department for your final paycheck, and I advise you to stop by the union office.

"Thank you, boss. It was a pleasure meeting you." Mark stands up, extends his hand to shake his boss's, and leaves the office.

As he packs up his belongings, feeling very sad and angry, his colleagues approach him to say goodbye and accompany him through this difficult time. They manage to convince him to go to the bar after work, even though he doesn't want to go. He is very worried about his immediate future, as he urgently needs to find a job to keep his apartment.

But they managed to convince him. So there he was, another afternoon drinking beer at the bar, a few more drinks than usual, he needed to let off some steam, and in Mark' case, he wasn't worried about being sober the next morning. They were having a good time, drinks and laughter.

At one point, he turned his head and saw her sitting cross-legged, watching him again. The world stopped for him.

For Mark, being with Gloria was a turning point. Having had a night of sex with such an empowered woman left a mark on his psyche. He didn't think he would ever see her again. He was losing hope day by day, especially because he always considered that type of woman to be unattainable. But there she was, right at that moment.

He separated himself from his group of friends and approached the table where she was sitting. For a moment, he forgot the anguish of losing his job.

"Hi, Gloria," he said, kissing her on the cheek.

"Hello, dear, join me," she invited him to the table.

"I didn't think I'd ever see you again."

"I'm not like other women."

"I know that," Mark replies, "that's why I haven't stopped thinking about you these past two weeks."

"That was my intention," Gloria admits.

"How so?"

"As I was explaining, I'm not like other women. I'm different. I have very different tastes from most people. When I got divorced, I freed myself from all prejudice and learned that I have to be in control, especially in my relationships. I'm never going to explain myself to a man again. Instead, I'm going to demand everything from the person who is with me. That's why I need to be sure about who is by my side."

He knew she was a rich and powerful woman in the city. Her beauty, the age difference, and her life experience also intimidated him. He was trying to get ahead in life, while she did whatever she wanted, without caring about anything. She had noticed him. Why? He wondered. And everything she was telling him increased his curiosity and attraction.

- When I got divorced, Gloria continues, I took control of my life, grew professionally, and my company also grew exponentially, becoming the most important in its field in the country. No one believed that a company run by a woman could be a leader, so the stock price plummeted, but with hard work we managed to position ourselves. I would like to offer you a job, but we have had a sexual relationship and I don't know you well yet, and that's a limit for me.

- I'm not really looking for that. But how did you know I was fired?

- I overheard the conversation you had with your friends.

- I have to update my resume and see if I can get an interview for a new job, but I'm going to take a few days off to de-stress and be able to do things right.

"Then you're coming with me today," Gloria suggests.

A few meters away, his friends watched him, unable to believe it. What Mark had told them about this mysterious woman had been true. Meanwhile, he forgot about them and got up from the table with Gloria to leave.

At Gloria's house, things were a little different from the first time. She took complete control of the relationship and left her lover with very little room for initiative, just as she had anticipated. The intention was clear: to find out the degree of her partner's natural submission and begin to test his limits without scaring him away. Little by little, she would mold him and take control of his will.

On this occasion, without much preamble, she took him to her bedroom, which was enormous, with a king-size bed in the middle and a large window with a balcony overlooking an impressive view of the city.

"Usually, when I plan to bring a lover home, I dismiss all the domestic staff. I like to have complete privacy. With some exceptions, for example, if I offer him dinner.

"Do you bring lovers?"

"I made it clear that I don't give explanations to other men, so I won't give you any. But you will give me one while you're with me. See if that works for you."

-So, I'm with you? That's enough for me.

-I hope you don't regret it, because I can assure you that you will experience things you never thought possible. I can turn your world upside down. But give it time to fully enter my world.

Gloria was anticipating the number of secrets she had, but she couldn't reveal them all at once. She needed to trust him and make sure he was ready to accept the life she was going to offer him. He already felt trapped, and the things she was telling him made him involuntarily surrender to her. His psyche didn't resist; it just let him be.

In that room, a door led to a spacious bathroom with a jacuzzi separated by a beveled glass screen. The lovers passionately took off their clothes. Mark was surprised to see that everything had been meticulously prepared with scented candles lit throughout the room, but he didn't dare ask about that detail.

They entered the bubbling water and he proceeded to kiss her neck. She pushed him away slightly and pushed his head under the water. He knew her intentions and proceeded to perform oral sex on her. His head was completely submerged, surrounded by her long legs. His tongue ran over her inner lips, giving Gloria great pleasure. He came up for air and she immediately submerged him again. At one point, Gloria wouldn't let him submerge and sat him on the edge.

"I want your penis inside me," she whispered.

She climbs on top of him, completely aroused, and just as they are about to reach orgasm, she takes a lit candle and drips small drops of melted wax onto his shoulders. Mark feels sexual pleasure mixed with physical pain for the first time.

"This is just the beginning," Gloria whispers in his ear.

Three months passed, and the relationship progressed according to her wishes. He was never able to take the initiative and invite her; he just had to be willing to do whatever she wanted. She had hidden plans from day one.

During this time, he had several job interviews, without success, despite his perfect resume and references. He was worried because he had little money left, but a call from her was a break from his thoughts. He felt he was falling in love, but he would never confess his feelings to her, as he was terrified that she would not like him and end it all.

During his sexual encounters with Gloria, he sometimes felt used, but like any man who has no expectations of a future relationship, he let himself go. Everything revolved around her pleasure. Once, she was unable to reach orgasm and became very angry with Mark; she did not call him for three weeks. Then there began to be a lot of oral sex exclusively for her. He didn't realize that she was gradually molding him. He also felt that she was hiding him because all their meetings were at her house; they never went out to dinner or appeared in public together.

The phone rings...

"Hello, dear, don't make any plans for tonight. Jorge, my driver, will pick you up and bring you home."

"Hi, Gloria, I'll be ready."

So the night came and he got into the limousine. At the house, he greeted Gloria with a kiss on the cheek, and she responded with a sarcastic laugh.

"I'm not alone tonight."

"What do you mean, you're not alone?"

"Don't panic, we agreed that while you're with me, you'll do what I want."

"Yes, yes."

"Well, upstairs there's a room I use for spa treatments, and a woman is waiting for you to give you a full wax. I don't really like body hair. Are you okay with that, or should I call Jorge?"

- I'll let them wax me.

- Perfect, go up to the room next to mine. They're waiting for you.

Waxing was a minor detail for Mark; he was getting used to fulfilling her whims. He went upstairs and found a young woman dressed in a blue gown.

"Good evening, Mr. Mark. Please, can you undress and lie down on the table?"

Once the waxing was finished, she handed him a bathrobe and told him to take a shower.

While he was showering, Gloria entered, completely naked, got in, and hugged him. They kissed under the water. Gloria knew she could take their relationship further; she had Mark in the palm of her hand. They touched each other all over until she touched his member and began to caress it. He tried to respond with his hand too, and...

"After me," Gloria says.

"But..."

"Shhhhh," relax.

While he kissed Gloria's neck, she began to masturbate him at different rhythms; when she felt he was about to ejaculate, she slowed down and then sped up again. Mark' suffering was extreme, and so was his pleasure.

"You're mine, I think you know that."

"Yes, Gloria," he replied, his voice broken with excitement.

- You will always obey me.

"Yes, Gloria."

Having said this, she quickened the pace, achieving a very strong ejaculation to the point that Mark' knees buckled and he could barely stand.

"Darling, I'll wait for you in my room," she said, almost disinterested in what had just happened.

Mark left and dried himself off, grabbed his robe, and headed to his lover's room. She was waiting for him there, dressed in very fine black lingerie, sitting on the bed with her legs crossed.

- Please undress, I want to see your hairless body.

He had never removed any hair other than the hair on his face when he shaved, and he felt strange with his smooth skin.

"That's how I like you to be, try to stay that way while you're with me. And since you confirmed in the shower that you're mine, I want you to wear this." Gloria held out her hand and showed him a silicone chastity cage.

"What's that?" Mark asks.

"It's a male chastity cage; it will prevent you from getting an erection, and I will make sure that you are only mine, as you just confirmed to me. I will control all your orgasms."

Confident Mark, thinking it's another sex game, puts it on, following Gloria's instructions. With the help of a water-based lubricant, she places the ring between the penis and the scrotum, then slides the ring over the testicles, gently pulling each one. When they are snug on the other side, she slides the penis through, slowly sliding it through until it reaches the other side. Then he slid the cage over the penis until it reached the ring. He put the lock on. He turned the key and handed it to Gloria, who put it in her bra.

"Now you are as you should be in my presence. Come with me."

She remained seated on the bed and spread her legs. He approached her.

"Kiss my feet first and stay there for a while. Massage me in the meantime."

He knelt down and took her feet, kissing and sucking each of her toes, massaging them.

"You're entering my world! If you continue from there, there's no turning back," Gloria warned him, just to comply, because Mark' excitement prevented her from thinking.

He had never been aroused like this before, without an erection due to his physical impairment. He only felt pain in his penis.

"I want to continue," Mark replies.

At that moment, he feels a burning sensation on his shoulder and upper back. He looks up and sees a whip in Gloria's hand as she bites her lips.

"Are you sure, dear?"

"I think so."

Another blow.

"Continue with my legs," Gloria orders, and she strikes him again.

He kissed and ran his tongue all over her skin, feeling a pleasure he had never experienced before. She, on the other hand, was able to show her sadistic side, which was what she really enjoyed.

"Take off my panties with your mouth."

He obeys. Then he moves to her most intimate parts. She spreads her legs wide and eagerly welcomes his mouth. His tongue skirts her lips and penetrates inside her. The first moans are heard. He feels all her wetness. Her hands rest on the back of his neck and press down toward her vagina. Mark lifts his face for a second to take a breath and is immediately pushed back down. She begins to move against his face, and he can barely breathe. The movements of her hips increase in rhythm. The moans grow louder. Her breathing quickens, and Mark receives her orgasm in his mouth.

She caresses his head while he catches his breath.

"You've already had your orgasm for today. I loved it, we'll do it again in a little while. You're going to get to know my world now. You're mine, but I'm not yours. You'll always be at my disposal and that's how I'll unleash new pleasures on you," she says breathlessly and with a broken voice, taking advantage of Mark's state of arousal.

"What other things could there be?"

"You'll find out, but I need your total devotion."

"I've been devoted to you since the first time I saw you at the bar."

"I know, that's why we're here today."

They dined together on a terrace of the mansion that offered a beautiful, panoramic view of the city. The meal had been prepared and set out by their personal chef. Mark set the table while Gloria waited, sitting in a deck chair in her bathrobe, sipping a fine white wine.

By candlelight and moonlight, they proceeded to dine on roast beef. As they chatted about trivial matters, she asked,

"How are your job interviews going, Mark?"

"They're going well. I was qualified for every job I applied for, but the problem is that they don't call me back for a second interview. Something must be wrong with my presentations or my resume that is holding me back."

"We had talked before about how I don't want to hire anyone I have a sexual relationship with. It was a limit for me. I can break my own limits. I don't owe anyone an explanation."

- Gloria, I never intended that.

- I know, that's why I insist. Tomorrow at 11:00 a.m. you will meet with Barbara, the head of personnel. The appointment has already been made. The position I am offering you will not meet your expectations, but it will help you while you continue to look for a job that matches your experience.

- Yes, thank you very much, Gloria.

- On another note, how are your finances?

- To be honest, not very well. I'm running out of money from my final severance pay, and without another income similar to what I had, I'll lose my apartment.

- I'll take care of that too. Start preparing to move and you can come live here. The house is very spacious and you'll be comfortable.

Mark couldn't believe it. Gloria was offering him a job and a place to live with her in the luxury of her mansion.

"You'll live here, but now you'll obey me in everything. This is my house, and I don't want you sitting around doing nothing."

"Of course, Gloria, I will!"

All of Gloria's plans were working out very well. She had asked the president of Mark' company to fire him and had taken it upon herself to stop every interview. She was fulfilling her greatest fetish: hunting men.

Chapter III

Gloria had a very difficult marriage with a controlling husband who made her life miserable. She lived overshadowed by him, until everything came to a head with his infidelity, which gave her the perfect excuse to file for divorce. Those were difficult times; she lost half of her business and things were not going well for her, even on a personal level.

But her best friend, Claudia, introduced her to someone interesting, Domina Sara, a dominatrix who practiced Female Supremacy and lived in the city's commercial center. She taught her the basic principles of her policy and introduced her to BDSM and Femdom.

With this change in mindset, she reformed what was left of her company, firing men and eliminating the toxic machismo that prevailed there. Thanks to new investments, she managed to create a board of directors composed exclusively of women who shared her ideas. Among them was Domina Sara, known in the company as Sara Rossi, who invested her savings in this company, which was close to bankruptcy, to become an extremely wealthy woman. With a new image, Marchand Co. managed to position itself as a leader in its field at the national level. And Gloria became the most powerful woman, respected and even feared by other businessmen. She managed to change the preconceived image of businesswomen.

Gloria's love life also changed during that time. She stopped presenting herself as a docile woman and began to take the initiative. She did not want to repeat the bad experience that ended in divorce, so she decided not to remarry and to be very sexually liberal. She didn't have to explain herself to anyone. She adopted Femdom as a lifestyle, and her lovers ended up becoming slaves, but there was something she didn't like. She didn't want to have preconceived slaves; she wanted to bring an ordinary man to that state, and she had already achieved this on several occasions. She was ruthless and enjoyed it. The teachings of her friend Sara bore fruit, and she had a new project: Mark.

Mark introduced himself to Barbara in the human resources office at Marchand Co. They had an interview, and he was hired on the spot, at minimum wage, in a low-level position. He accepted because of his commitment to Gloria and because he had no money. He thought it was only temporary and that, in time, he would be able to find a job more in line with his studies.

He was given blue overalls with the company logo, gloves, and a pair of boots to do maintenance and cleaning work. He was struck by the fact that all the offices in the building were occupied by female staff. He saw very few men, most of whom had low-level positions. In that company, only two men had second-tier management positions, and, importantly, they were gay.

It was impossible to see Gloria; she was on another level in the company. He entered his workplace through the staff area, while she entered through the main entrance. He was responsible for general cleaning, and sometimes he was asked to tend to the indoor gardens, but he had not heard from his lover and was waiting for her call. He had everything ready to move into her mansion. He did not understand how he was going to live with her, the CEO and owner of the company, as the lowest-ranking employee on the organizational chart. He was about to find out.

He received a text message from Gloria.

"Hello, dear, I apologize for not having spoken to you. Your move to my house is still on. When you are ready, speak to Jorge, my driver, who will help you move your things and show you where to settle in. You won't need any furniture, so if you want, sell it or store it somewhere. Just bring your small belongings."

"Thanks, Gloria. I'll get in touch with him."

Since he didn't have much furniture, he was able to store it in a shed offered to him by a former co-worker. So, with his clothes and a few books, he began a new chapter in his life. Jorge helped him move in a company van. Upon entering the mansion's grounds, he didn't park at the front gate, but instead turned onto a path that ran alongside it and stopped the vehicle at the back gate.

"You can get out now," Jorge said. "You are not allowed to use the main facilities of the house, let alone enter through the front door. This is where the staff enters, and so will you."

Mark was stunned, humiliated by the surprise. But he had nowhere else to go. He had handed over the keys to the apartment and had no grounds for taking offense.

"All right, and from here, to get to Gloria's bedroom, where do I go?"

- What are you talking about?

- Where do I leave my things?

- Come on, I'll show you.

A few feet from the back entrance was a door leading to a small utility room, where there was only a single bed with a folded mattress, a bedside table with a lamp, and a closet. There was an old 14-inch tube television.

"This is your room," Jorge showed him.

It seemed like the Twilight Zone. Just a few months ago, he was a junior professional at a major company, renting a nice apartment with his income and owning a 72-inch LCD TV. Today, he was homeless, with a low-paying job, living in a small room.

He tried to see the good in it, and the only good thing was Gloria. He was angry with her, believing he had been deceived by the job and their life together. But he felt he couldn't complain to her; something inside him prevented him from confronting her. But he longed to be with her; the sex he experienced with her was incomparable.

So the days passed, he remained chaste, waiting to see her. Some nights he would hear her limousine arrive and hope to be called. There was even a gathering of friends at where he was ignored. He got to work as best he could. This time he didn't have Jorge at his disposal, so he had to take the bus, which took an hour to reach its destination.

While tidying up the garden in the company lobby, he saw Gloria enter. He wanted to say hello.

"Hello, Gloria."

"Good morning, Mrs. Gloria!" he meant to say. "Good morning," she replied.

"Good morning, Mrs. Gloria!" he corrected himself.

"Good morning, carry on."

He felt rejected and wondered why he had accepted the job and place to live. A couple of hours later, his direct boss tells him,

"Mark, I need you to change your uniform, put on the chauffeur's suit, and wait for Gloria in the limousine (the women addressed each other by their first names). Jorge is sick."

The order changed his mood; he would finally be with Gloria. And so he waited for her, watching her get out of the car, radiant as always. He opened the back door for her to get in.

"Good afternoon, ma'am."

"Good afternoon, Mark. Please drive to 2135 Independencia Avenue." 

"Yes, ma'am."

After a fifteen-minute drive, she closed the window separating the passenger compartment from the driver's seat, much to Mark's frustration, as he had been hoping to strike up a conversation with her. When they arrived at their destination, she opened the inside window and told Mark to wait a moment. She opened the back door and crossed her legs. Two minutes later, a well-dressed man in his mid-forties approaches, apparently a businessman judging by his expensive suit and briefcase. He greets Gloria and gets into the vehicle. They begin to kiss, he a little uncomfortable because of the driver's presence, she reassures him. While Mark drove aimlessly, feeling very frustrated and angry, at one point he thought about leaving them alone and abandoning the car.

During the trip, he witnessed Gloria unbuttoning his pants, taking out his penis, and climbing on top of the man. He could hear them both moaning and reaching orgasm. Mark watched everything in the rearview mirror. It was very uncomfortable and strange. The lover, however, knew that Gloria sought out bizarre situations to have sex. A few minutes later, Gloria asks him to stop the limousine and kisses her lover goodbye.

"Take me home," Gloria orders.

"Yes, ma'am."

"I can imagine how you feel. You were looking forward to spending these days with me, and yet I make you witness a sex scene.

"No problem, ma'am," Mark replied seriously and curtly.

"You are mine, I remind you, and you will have to get used to it. You have not yet felt the liberation that a man feels when he submits to a powerful woman. That person you saw is just a casual lover. I need to feel things constantly. But the connection we will have will be incomparable. So get ready tonight, at 9:00 p.m., I need you naked in the room I never let you enter. It will be unlocked. You will wait for me on your knees on a special cushion provided for that purpose.

- Yes, ma'am.

- When we are alone, you will call me My Lady.

- Yes, My Lady.

Gloria's words made Mark forget all his frustration and anger, evidenced by the pain he felt in his penis when he wanted to have an erection and was limited by a cage. Gloria's voice altered his psyche. He didn't understand what was really happening to him, and it wasn't a sexual game; she had taken possession of his being, and he was willing to do anything.

He dropped her off at the mansion, parked the car, and then went into his room. He was nervous about what was going to happen. He lay down for a while and then took a bath to relax. At the appointed time, he put on a robe he had, went upstairs, and entered the room. He was very surprised when he opened it, as it contrasted with the rest of the minimalist house. He had literally entered a medieval torture chamber, but with a very sensual gothic touch. The color red abounded in the furniture and decorations, with lots of velvet of the same color. The walls were adorned with paintings with sexual images, but with one detail in all of them: the men were shown in humiliating positions. Furniture adapted to put a person in different positions, a St. Andrew's cross on the side of a wall. Armchairs that looked like electric chairs with rings to hold the arms, a round bed, large cages where people could be held. Also visible at first glance were chains hanging from the ceiling and, in one corner, a very large armchair that looked like a throne.

Hanging on a shelf were countless whips with one, two, or three prongs, riding crops, and rods. A display case with a kind of harness and several dildos and vibrators of different sizes and many other devices that only Gloria could know what they were for.

The dungeon was deathly silent, dimly lit by a faint red light. Mark remained near the door, kneeling with his head bowed and his hands resting on his knees. He controlled his breathing and his heart was beating fast. He imagined what was going to happen. Gloria entered silently, but the sound of her heels gave her away. She wore knee-high boots with 10-centimeter stiletto heels and black fishnet pantyhose. She wore black leather panties and a corset of the same color, and her arms were covered by black leather gloves that reached her elbows. When she reached Mark, she observed his submissive posture with a satisfied smile painted on her lips, which matched her outfit.

"It was time to bring you here. Here, I am truly how I like to be. With this session, we are going to clarify certain things."

"Yes, My Lady."

"You are mine, but I am not yours. You have no right to be jealous. You will have to get used to this life. And I hope it will be quick so you can enjoy it too."

"Yes, My Lady."

- We are going to work on your obedience and total devotion to me.

- You can say yellow if you want me to lower the intensity. If you want me to stop, say red. I only want to hear your pain, so safety words are the only ones allowed. Do you understand?

- Yes, My Lady.

A mixture of excitement and nerves made Mark tremble. He knew Gloria could do whatever she wanted with him, but he never thought of BDSM as part of his fetish. The last time she hit him with a whip, but he never imagined such a torture chamber. He surrendered. His will no longer belonged to him.

Gloria searched a table where some items were displayed and selected a flexible wooden rod. She struck Mark' back with quick, repetitive movements and then the bare thighs of his legs.

"Can you tell me who you belong to?"

"To you, My Lady."

A pleasant feeling of surrender fills her chest. She knew that everything in her life had changed.

"I want you to be obedient and very submissive to me. I chose you to serve me in everything."

"Yes, My Lady."

She repeats the same blows with the rod. Mark lets out moans of pain.

- I'm going to take away what's left of your machismo. I hate all those attitudes. In my world, there is only room for matriarchy, and I am the matriarch, the most powerful woman in the city. Be grateful that I chose you.

"Thank you, My Lady," he says, his voice broken by a mixture of excitement and shame, breathing deeply to maintain his posture.

She puts down the rod and picks up a leather whip, using it on his shoulders, causing him to let out another cry of pain, but he has no intention of using the safe words despite the pain spreading through his body. Gloria has only just begun.

"Now get up and follow me," Gloria orders him.

She takes his wrists and ties them to the chains hanging from the ceiling. She fastens his ankles to rings on the floor. Gloria tightens them firmly, leaving Mario's head, arms, and legs immobile. She caresses his skin with false gentleness.

"You're going to learn, worm, nothing is yours unless I choose to grant it to you."

With her gloved finger, she traces a line from the nape of his neck to the base of his spine, causing his whole body to shudder. He looks down and sees his penis locked away. You don't decide when to get aroused, that's why you wear a chastity cage. She takes a key from her corset and unlocks the cage. Immediately, he gets a very powerful erection.

"Who told you that you can have an erection? That is also under my control."

She takes off her gloves and begins to rub your penis with her nails.

"You are an object for my pleasure, just like any other piece of furniture in this room."

Gloria knew exactly what feelings were overwhelming Mark. She was very familiar with this dynamic and knew which buttons to push. She caresses his penis and testicles, preventing him from ejaculating.

"Your body is mine, my property, and I will use it as I please. I don't care how you feel, your only concern is to serve me."

She continues her erotic torture. She stopped paying attention to his penis, took the wooden rod, and struck each buttock twice. She heard him groan in pain, more from the surprise of the blows than anything else. She caressed his back with one of her fingers, moving down from the base of his spine to his central area and slowly inserting two fingers inside her slave. Mark arched his back involuntarily at the intrusion and said:

"Red," in a broken voice, fearfully.

Gloria immediately withdraws her fingers, turns around Mark, and takes the rod. Two blows, this time harder.

"Don't you like me?"

"I wasn't ready, My Lady."

"It doesn't matter here whether you're ready or not, you're mine. Do you think you're going to stop being a man because of penetration? Let me make it clear that you will stop being a man, that's my goal."

She strikes him with the rod on his testicles, causing him to cry out in pain.

"Only I can free you, despite you being my slave. Only I can give you a pleasure you have never experienced and that only open-minded people can enjoy.

"Forgive me, My Lady," he barely managed to say through the pain.

Upon hearing these words, she proceeded to strike his buttocks twice more and returned to his anal area. She inserted her fingers, laughing sadistically. Mark trembled.

"Only I will give you pleasure when I see fit. It is not a right, but a privilege."

Her index finger found his prostate, and Mark couldn't help but let out a louder moan. Now so receptive and completely surrendered. She increased the rhythm of her movements inside him until he released the delicious pain of his orgasm. He ejaculated, his penis flaccid from the blow he had received. Gloria let out a mocking laugh.

"Are you still a macho man?" And she gives him a deep kiss on the mouth.

What Mark had felt, a mixture of pain, humiliation, and sexual pleasure, was too strong a cocktail for him. He had never experienced or thought he would experience such emotions. He was in an altered, hypnotic state, and found it difficult to think. He just stared at his mistress. It wasn't love he felt, it was adoration. All he wanted was to serve and obey her. She had achieved her goal and completely broken his will. Gloria, well aware of what was going on inside her slave, knew he was deep in subspace.

"There's a small cot in the dungeon dressing room. Stay there tonight and take tomorrow off work. Go for a walk, get to know the neighborhood, and think long and hard about what happened tonight. You are mine now."

"Yes, My Lady."

"Tomorrow when I return, we will have dinner together and talk."

"Yes, My Lady."

- In my presence, if we are alone, you must receive me on your knees and be completely naked or wearing the garment I specify.

- Yes, My Lady.

In his relaxed state, it didn't take him long to fall asleep on the cot. Despite the marks left on his back, he slept deeply.

The next morning, he went for a walk around the neighborhood and reflected on everything that had happened. He had mixed feelings, but he no longer felt any resistance. Something happened inside him that made him decide to relax and embrace a life of submission, above all because he adored Lady Gloria and wanted a life by her side.

As night fell, he set the dinner table to welcome his mistress. He had everything ready to serve the meal prepared by the chef. He was naked, wearing only the cage.

The light from a vehicle reflected in the living room. Mark stood alert and waited near the door for his mistress to arrive. When it opened, he knelt down. Gloria approached, caressed her slave's head, and took his hand to help him up. She gave him a long kiss.

"Good evening, My Lady."

"Hello, Mark, I'm very hungry."

"The table is ready, you can sit down to dinner."

"I want you to join me for dinner."

Mark served dinner for two and filled her wine glass.

- How was your day?

- I went for a walk around the neighborhood, thought a lot, and took the opportunity to read a little.

- That sounds great! I thought about you a lot. And I still have a question about what happened last night. After being penetrated by a woman and having all your manhood locked up in that little device, do you feel like the macho man who told me the safe word last night?

Mark almost choked on his food when he heard the question and stared at her without answering.

"It seems there are still doubts. I don't like machismo or toxic masculinity, which is almost every type of masculinity, by the way. That's why I have a gift for you." She hands him some small bags.

Mark opens the bags and finds all kinds of panties, tights, and other feminine accessories. He stares at their owner, not knowing what to say.

"It seems you still have doubts."

"No, my lady, I really appreciate the gift."

"I want you to always wear them under your men's clothing. Remember who you are now. I have another gift for you. I am rich, I like expensive extravagances, so I had this made for you. I want you to wear it whenever you are naked in front of me. It was a gold necklace with "Lady Gloria" engraved on it, and from that necklace hung a gold chain that was easy to pull.

"It's beautiful, thank you very much, my lady." He proceeded to put it on.

"I don't hate men, as many criticize me for doing. I just want to mold them, and you are my project. You will be the perfect man. You will be my personal slave and live for me. I need constant attention from you. You will leave the position I gave you and learn to be my assistant. In front of the employees, you will address me as 'ma'am,' just like all the other women in the office. You will continue to earn minimum wage; there is no discussion about that. I don't think I will ever raise it. You will no longer wear overalls, but a suit. Always close to me, you will have to learn to anticipate my desires. At home, I don't like to be overwhelmed, I need my space, but stay close, especially when we return in the afternoon, as I don't like the domestic staff to be there. That's why I'll have you. You'll live very well, you won't lack for anything. You'll exercise for an hour a day and follow a diet designed by my nutritionist. I don't want a fat slave.

"I really like what you're saying," Mark replies.

"Will you be able to handle this life?" Hearing everything she was saying made him realize that it was going to be a very hard life for him, and he felt a few seconds of compassion.

"I've thought about it a lot, and I don't think I could live without this. You showed me a new world, just as you promised."

They finished dinner and Mark helped his owner into the bathroom and gave her a massage before going to sleep. He felt good, but he always thought he had other plans for his life; he was a proud and ambitious man when it came to work. But as he reevaluated everything that was happening to him, he realized that deep down he was a submissive person and had always been very servile with the women he had been with. They always ended the relationship because of his personality. But Gloria knew how to see the good in being with a beta male and managed to bring out his true essence.

Chapter IV:

"Good morning, My Lady," Mark enters her room, naked and wearing the gold collar, bringing her breakfast on a tray as he does every day.

"Good morning, Mark. Thank you very much."

Mark gives his mistress a foot massage while she eats her breakfast.

Like most women who embraced Femdom as a lifestyle, Gloria was no exception. She was determined to attack what remained of her submissive's masculinity. That's why she deepened the "forced feminization."

"I don't need you at work. I want you to stay home and obey Claudia, who is a great friend. She will teach you something very important. Obviously, you will treat her like a lady. It goes without saying that you will be dressed in her presence, but I want you to wear the collar at all times."

A couple of hours later, Claudia entered the mansion. Mark was waiting for her.

"Good morning, ma'am," Mark greets her.

"So you're Mark, my friend's project?" Claudia introduces herself with that question. She was a fair-skinned, slim woman with dark hair. She was dressed very simply and comfortably: worn blue jeans and a white T-shirt.

"Yes, ma'am."

"I'd like to have some coffee while I prepare something.

"I'll bring it right away, ma'am."

"Black, no sugar, please."

As Mark leaves, she begins to take some clothes and shoes out of some bags. When he returns with a tray of coffee, he can see a few French-style maid outfits laid out on the sofa, two pairs of shoes and other accessories, wigs, and makeup. He serves her the coffee while glancing sideways at everything on display. He is worried because he never knows what his mistress's intentions are and how much humiliation she will subject him to.

"Your owner is my best friend. She's very busy these days, so she asked me for a favor.

"She told me I have to do everything she says.

"Yes, of course, that's why you're starting a feminization process. She wants you to take on the role of a sissy maid at home. That means that in the afternoon, you'll have to wear one of these little dresses to do your chores. She tells me everything. I think there was a problem with your masculinity that offended her during a BDSM session."

"Yes, ma'am, but that was my mistake, I wasn't prepared," Mark tried to justify himself with a glimmer of hope that there was a way back, but he was wrong.

"That's none of my concern. I need you to take off your clothes and keep only your panties on."

Embarrassed by the humiliation of seeing himself like this in front of another woman, Mark proceeds to obey her. Under his clothes, he was wearing white patterned panties, and he is now naked except for them and the gold necklace his mistress gave him.

"Beautiful necklace, Gloria takes good care of you."

"Thank you, ma'am."

Mark stood in front of Claudia, his arms covering his member above the panties. She looked at him with a mixture of authority and amusement. She enjoyed humiliating men too much.

"I see you're already shaved, that's one less problem," said Claudia.

"Yes, ma'am, it's one of the first things My Lady ordered me to do."

"Perfect!"

"First I have to give you a name," she touched her chin and looked Mark up and down. "I like Natasha.

"Welcome, Natasha. You're going to be a very pretty sissy."

Mark was red with embarrassment, and now he had a name. But he was starting to feel excited, his penis hurt. It was a mixture of sensations he couldn't explain. His masculinity was disappearing. "Thank you, ma'am. I like my new name."

Claudia took a corset and put it on Natasha, tightening her waist and enhancing her hips. Then she taught her how to put on pantyhose so they wouldn't tear.

"Pay close attention to everything, because you'll have to do it yourself, Natasha," Claudia explained step by step what she was doing. "Now sit down and we'll do your makeup." She placed her in front of a mirror.

She was very skilled at applying makeup, putting on foundation, eye shadow, and red lipstick, transforming her face into an exaggerated version of femininity. She put a pair of shiny earrings in her ears.

Claudia worked with great precision and detail while Natasha closed her eyes, trying not to think about what was happening, but her excitement was difficult to ignore.

She put on the pink French-style maid's dress and a pair of matching stilettos.

"Stand up and look at yourself," Claudia ordered.

Mark wasn't really there. It was someone else reflected in the mirror. It was a completely effeminate man. He remembered the question his mistress had asked him during the session: Are you still a man? Obviously not. "I could have left, quit my job, and yet I was standing in front of a mirror reflecting a sissy maid," he thought resignedly. His penis ached with excitement.

"Try walking," Claudia ordered.

With great effort and trying to keep her balance, Natasha walked in heels for the first time; they lifted her up, forcing her to arch her back.

"Very good, Natasha, keep practicing. I see you're missing something."

She took a platinum blonde wig out of her bag, combed it, and put it on her head. She put a fabric headband on top.

"Now you're beautiful, Natasha. I can't wait for Gloria to see you," she exclaims.

Mark, on the other hand, was terrified, deeply ashamed of that moment. He had never felt so humiliated in his life. He practiced walking for about an hour until they heard a car engine approaching.

"Open the door and welcome your mistress," Claudia orders him.

Natasha complied and welcomed her at the front door. At that moment, Jorge, the driver, was getting out of the limousine to open the door for Gloria, and he saw Natasha. He paused for a second to look at her and couldn't help but smile.

As her mistress got out, he looked at her very carefully, walked around her body, and asked her.

"What is your name, beautiful?"

"Natasha, my lady."

"What a beautiful name."

Gloria kissed her on the cheek and invited her in.

"Thank you, Claudia, my slave is beautiful."

- You're welcome, my friend.

Every day brought a change for Mark, an evolution in his submission. He felt too much humiliation, but there was an inner strength that bound him to his mistress. He couldn't escape. And Gloria, for her part, was happy with the man her slave was becoming.

When Claudia leaves, the two are alone and talk on the sofa. Gloria says,

"I'm having dinner with a friend tonight."

"Perfect, do you want me to take you or will Jorge take you in the limousine?"

"No. It will be at home, and that friend is you. I brought you a dress so you don't have to wear your maid's uniform to dinner, and some nice shoes for you to wear. I think Claudia will have taught you how to get ready."

Mark was speechless. Dressing a maid for a sex game was already too much. This is different. Where does his mistress plan to take him?

"Yes, My Lady. Your friend taught me very well."

It was very strange for him to have a date as a woman; the fetishes he was exposed to knew no bounds. He just had to relax and get used to it, he thought.

"I confess that I have bisexual fantasies, and today you will fulfill them as my wife. So get ready, take the time you need, and put on your makeup as you learned to do."

"Yes, My Lady."

In his room, he took his time getting ready. He wanted to be relaxed. He knew that tonight he would be with his mistress and that there would be sex, but he didn't know what it would be like. "Relax, Mark, enjoy yourself, and accept this life. You have everything, and you serve a woman who adores you and desires you." That was the thought he had constantly. Claudia taught him how to apply makeup, and he did it as best he could, but he still doesn't have the skill to make it perfect. He puts on black panties and a lace and padded bra, the red ruffled dress, and the wig and earrings Claudia gave him.

He looks in the mirror, sighs, and leaves the room. He walked slowly and carefully because he couldn't control the heels. Gloria appears from behind and takes Natasha by the arm.

"You look beautiful, Natasha."

"You too, My Lady." She was wearing a tight black dress with a plunging neckline that left nothing to the imagination.

"Tonight I am Gloria to you. Let's go to the garden and have dinner outside. It's a beautiful night. I had the table set, and dinner is already served."

Gloria was having a great time. She didn't know whether she was looking at Mark or Natasha, but they were the same person. Sometimes she got the pronouns wrong. Natasha relaxed and enjoyed the evening. They talked about things at the office and other unimportant matters.

After dinner, with many glasses of wine, the conversation changed tone.

"I am a supremacist. I believe that women are superior to men for many reasons. Men have always dominated through force, but times are changing, and the mind dominates force. That is when true superiority emerges. You will be my partner. At work, you will take care of me and assist me in everything. I want people to see you as a manly, strong, and intimidating man. You will be a kind of bodyguard, always close by. And I will lean on you. But do you know why I trust you?

- What did I do to make you trust me like that?

I know that underneath that manly man in an expensive suit who takes care of me, there is a submissive man who does not consider himself macho, who wears panties and has no problem bringing out his feminine side and wearing a dress like tonight. I want a slave who is free of mind and prejudice. Even if these words contradict each other.

Natasha was excited; she loved that woman.

"I want you, Natasha, come with me."

They approached each other and kissed for a long time.

"Have another glass of wine and come up to my room in 15 minutes," Gloria asks her.

Natasha entered the room. Gloria was waiting for her naked, revealing her perfect body and firm breasts. The image left her speechless with surprise. And it wasn't her body, it was what she was wearing around her waist.

Gloria had put on a harness that held a 17-centimeter skin-colored strap-on. Natasha gathered her courage and didn't want to show fear, much less have an unconscious reaction and ruin the night she was going to have with the woman she adored. She approached with firm steps and kissed her mistress on the mouth. They touched each other, while the strap-on pressed against Natasha's leg. Gloria touched her lover's fake breasts and whispered in her ear, "You're so beautiful."

She lifted Natasha's dress, brushing her shaved legs and running her hands up under her skirt until she felt the wetness of her panties. "You like this role, baby. That's how I like you to be."

She pushes her head down until her lover is on her knees. "Suck it!" she orders.

Natasha falls to her knees and begins to kiss the strap-on from the base to the tip, running her tongue all over it. She gets ready, opens her mouth, and lets that penis enter her, while her hands squeeze Gloria's buttocks.

While performing fellatio, Natasha dares to move her hands and brush against the vaginal area. Finding no resistance, she inserts two fingers and feels the wetness inside. A sharp moan escapes her mistress's mouth, revealing her pleasure. Her breathing quickens to the rhythm of the movement of her fingers until she lets out a loud moan and Mark feels the strap-on fully enter her throat. The orgasm was very intense, and having been standing, her knees buckled for a second. She slowly removes the strap-on from her mouth. She is having trouble breathing.

"It doesn't seem like this is your first time, Natasha," she says, almost whispering. "Now it's your turn to enjoy yourself."

Gloria placed Natasha face down on her bed, in a position that was easy for her to maneuver. Still not completely catching her breath, she put a lot of lubricant on the strap-on.

She leans close to her lover's ear and says,

"There's no turning back after what I'm going to do to you. You'll be the most submissive and obedient man. There will be nothing masculine left in you. You'll be the perfect man."

Natasha feels Gloria's panties being pulled down and her fingers entering her anal area, lubricated. First two, then three. She was dilating the area.

"A few days ago, you said to me, 'Rojo, what happened, where's Mark? How easily these fingers go in! I'm about to fuck a woman now.

Of course, Natasha was about to be penetrated dressed as a woman, the humiliation mingling with the pleasure. He was too excited. He felt many contractions in that area due to the contact with his prostate and palpitations in his enclosed penis. His breathing was ragged. He was about to ejaculate, but his mistress realized it and stopped.

"You won't have an orgasm that way, Natasha."

She positioned herself over that fully dilated area and slowly penetrated with her strap-on until the anus got used to the foreign body. A moan of pain and pleasure escaped him. Until she entered completely.

"I think I should have chosen the 22-centimeter one," Gloria said mockingly.

She remained still for a few moments, breathing, getting comfortable, and then began to move her hips, slowly thrusting in and out, repeatedly, while paying attention to the moans to set the pace. She was also getting excited, not only because of the friction she felt in her vagina, but also because of the context. As a firm believer in female supremacy, there was no greater pleasure than fucking a man.

When she feels Natasha's moans quicken, she increases the pace of penetration until she reaches the climax and hears a brutal moan from Natasha as she arches her back and collapses onto the bed almost instantly.

"That's the best orgasm I've ever had, My Lady."

She approaches her, embraces her, and they share a passionate kiss. A very important connection had developed between them. They slept together for the rest of the night.

Chapter V:

Two years passed, and Mark's life took a 180-degree turn. He no longer recognized the man he used to be. He felt complete fulfillment serving a woman like Gloria, so desired and feared in the city.

Now her 24/7 personal assistant, her right-hand man, and the person she trusted most, he accompanied her everywhere, including business dinners and board meetings, where he kept a safe distance but was always attentive, much like a bodyguard. In fact, many people believed that was what he was, because he had built up his muscles through daily workouts.

The company's main offices and boardroom were on the 15th floor. It was an exclusively female environment. Only three men were allowed to enter: the two gay assistant managers and Mark. He had a desk outside the largest office and worked exclusively to meet his mistress's basic needs. It was a mystery to most of the women why there was a man in that position, but only Sara Rossi, the former dominatrix turned businesswoman and member of the board of directors, knew the reason.

Mark had lost all his masculinity inside, under that expensive suit, he wore women's clothing, and the only thing he had left of his manhood was locked in a chastity cage from . No one imagined that behind his distinctly masculine mask lay the complete opposite, but he was a totally heterosexual man, or rather, he was only attracted to one person. Only his Mistress can arouse him with the slightest presence.

For Gloria, his constant presence is essential; she needs to have him close by. She doesn't want to admit that she loves him, because of her pride, but she knows that she has strong feelings for him. She sees him as her perfect man, which is why she always tries to provoke him with small daily humiliations outside their home. Mark enjoys them.

In the mansion, he took on the responsibility of managing the domestic staff so that his mistress would not waste time on minor issues. He takes care of all his mistress's personal needs, and to that end, he took courses in hairdressing and manicure. He religiously receives the personal trainer and eats only the food prescribed by the nutritionist, on the express orders of his mistress; the exception is when they dine together.

When Gloria has a sexual adventure with someone else, he helps her get ready and acts as her chauffeur. He always waits for her when she is outside the mansion and also takes care of her if she has any problems. She likes to confess every detail of her lover and what they did, while he stoically endures the humiliation.

This time Gloria has found a true submissive.

[image: ]

OEBPS/image_rsrcDM.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcDK.jpg
FEMDOM
SUBMISSIVE HUNTER

LADY GLORIA
SISSY NATASHA

CAPARGE





OEBPS/nav.xhtml

Table of contents

		Chapter I:

		Chapter II

		Chapter III

		Chapter IV:

		Chapter V:




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






