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Chapter 1

The video conference had been going on for twelve minutes, and the man on the screen hadn’t said anything useful yet.

“We don’t know what happened, ma’am. The GPS on one of the trucks isn’t responding, and the other one doesn’t even have one installed. They’re traveling together, so...”

“And the drivers?”

“They’re not answering their phones. They must be somewhere along the route with no signal.”

Gloria stared at him without blinking.

“So you have two trucks with my shipment somewhere on the road and no way to locate them.”

“For now, ma’am. As soon as we know anything...”

“That’s your problem. When you find out anything, let me know.”

She hung up.

The screen went dark, and the silence of the office took the place of the man’s voice. At her side, Sarahh Rossi stood with her arms crossed, staring at the black rectangle, wearing that expression of hers that was neither anger nor calculation.

“I’m calm,” said Sarahh.

“I’m calm. But they need to see me this way. If they think I don’t care, next time they’ll just send me an email. Anyway, the shipment is insured.”

She stood up and picked up the intercom.

“Valerie, have George have the car waiting at the door. Thanks.”

She picked up the phone and her purse from the table in a single motion. She looked at Sarahh.

“Long day. I’m leaving.”

***

In the limo, traffic was moving slowly. Gloria had the phone to her ear and stared blankly at the back of George’s head through the partition. She spoke for twenty minutes with the company lawyer, her insurance broker, and someone whose name she didn’t say out loud. When she hung up the last call, she put the phone in her purse and fell silent.

Outside, the city had that dingy color of a weekday evening. Cars, storefronts, people walking quickly with somewhere to get to. Gloria watched without interest until the light of a bar appeared between two buildings. Warm, yellow, completely out of place—among the cold screens of the shops surrounding it. It lasted a second before the car left it behind.

“George, pull over here. I’m going to grab a drink. I’ll call you.”

***

The bar was nothing special. Wooden tables, a long bar, soft music that no one was listening to. Gloria went in, chose a table against the wall with her back covered and a view of the whole place, and waited for the waiter to notice her.

“A Martini. Dry.”

When the waiter left, she took out her phone, looked at it for a second, and placed it face down on the table. She took the Martini when it arrived and sat still, observing.

There were three men at the bar who weren’t worth her time. A young couple at a table in the back who were chatting. Two women near the door who were laughing too loudly. The waiter cleaning glasses on autopilot.

She crossed her legs and sipped slowly.

***

Mark was finishing his workday. He was a junior business analyst at a multinational company; he was 32 years old, slim, and in good shape. Although he hadn’t been with the company long, he earned a good salary, but he had earned it through his reliability and ambition—qualities his superiors valued and that allowed him to treat himself to certain luxuries, since he had no family to support.

Like every afternoon, he waited in the lobby of the building—home to the offices of CJA Industries Ltd.—for his colleagues to grab a beer together at their usual bar. It was a routine he enjoyed. He ended the day with those get-togethers before heading back 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. That decision would change his life.

He walked the four blocks separating the bar from his workplace in his wrinkled work suit, his tie loosened, and a backpack slung over his shoulder. It wasn’t like usual, when everyone was laughing and having fun; this time he sat alone at the bar staring at his glass of beer. “When I finish this, I’m going home,” he thought. He’d been there barely fifteen minutes.

Until he saw her sitting at a table. A very striking woman, in her fifties, blonde, very attractive. She was sipping a drink with a sensuality that radiated from every pore of her pale skin. Her features were almost perfect: very expressive eyes, well-defined eyebrows, a well-proportioned nose, and sensual lips enhanced by red lipstick. She was wearing a business suit that looked completely different on her: tailored pants, a silk blouse with a neckline low enough to reveal half of her firm breasts. A well-defined waist, a confident posture. Everything just right, everything calculated to be remembered.

Mark couldn’t stop staring at her. He ordered another beer, hoping she was alone, but his fears surfaced in those situations: he didn’t dare approach her for fear of rejection, especially given the age difference.

She was focused on her phone and the martini on the table. Suddenly she looked up and their eyes met. She gave him a brief wave, inviting him to come closer. He picked up his beer and walked toward her slowly, somewhat nervous. Luckily, she took control from the start: she was a very self-assured person.

She held out her hand.

“Hi, my name is Gloria.”

“Hi, nice to meet you, I’m Mark.”

“I saw you looking at me,” she said. “Since I’m alone today, I thought it would be fun to chat with a stranger. Although it took you quite a while to make up your mind.”

Mark felt the heat rise to his face before he could hide it. She was looking at him with a slight smile that wasn’t mocking but observant: she had noticed something, and he didn’t know what.

“Yeah, I’m coming from work,” he replied, as if that explained anything.

It didn’t explain anything, and they both knew it.

“Me too. I was going to meet with some investors, but I decided to cancel everything. I was too tired to listen to them.”

She said it without a hint of guilt, as if she were canceling an inconsequential meeting. Mark thought he could never say something like that about his work—and that he probably never would.

He had to appear more confident than he felt, but with this woman, the margin for error was narrow. He had recently ended a ten-year relationship with a woman he’d met in college, and that time out of the dating scene was more noticeable than he would have liked. Gloria, on the other hand, seemed completely at ease with the silence, with his gaze, with everything. She didn’t need to fill the gaps. That made him more nervous than any direct question.

They talked for a couple of hours and had several drinks. She told him she was the president and CEO of Marchand Co., an agrochemical company. She’d been divorced for a long time and hadn’t found anyone who interested her, though her life was fulfilling and she enjoyed it. She indulged in whatever she wanted. She said this without boasting, with the naturalness of someone who had long since stopped needing anyone’s approval. Mark, on the other hand, told her he was a junior analyst, single, and living in a small apartment in the financial district, just a few blocks from where they were.

Gloria was not only beautiful but also very wealthy and imposing. Too much for him, and he knew it. But he was fascinated and couldn’t stop looking at her, and she noticed without saying a word, without pointing it out, simply leaving him there exposed to his own attraction.

At one point, during a pause in the conversation, she looked at him with that calmness of hers and said:

“You know you don’t have to try so hard, don’t you?”

Mark didn’t know what to say. She took a sip of her martini as if she hadn’t said anything important.

“It’s late,” Gloria said.

“Yes, it was really nice meeting you,” Mark replied.

She looked at him for a moment before speaking.

“Do you want to come over to my place for a drink?”

He couldn’t believe what was happening. When he walked into the bar, he’d been frustrated by being alone, but now the most attractive woman he’d ever met was inviting him to her place. It took him a split second too long to answer.

“Sure, if you don’t mind.”

Gloria picked up the phone.

“George, come pick me up at the bar.” A brief pause. “Thanks.”

“My driver will be here in five minutes. We can leave.”

Mark motioned to the waiter and took out his wallet.

“I’ll pay,” said Gloria. She didn’t look at him as she said it.

A black Mercedes-Benz Maybach 680 with tinted windows was waiting for them on the street. George opened the back door without saying a word. They got in. Gloria closed the partition window with a precise movement and, without preamble, placed a hand on his leg, very close to his knee, and looked at him. Mark felt the warmth of that hand through the fabric of his pants before she leaned in and kissed him. It wasn’t a kiss asking for permission. It was a kiss that took something.

They arrived at the villa without him even noticing the drive. An electric gate, a wide driveway, a garden with tall trees. The house had clean lines and open spaces, with large windows and a few pieces of furniture chosen with care. Everything about the place said that whoever lived there had nothing to prove.

“I’ll pour two whiskeys. I’ll be right back.”

Mark found a bottle of Macallan at the bar, studied the label for a moment, and filled two glasses. He sat down on the black leather sofa and waited.

***

About fifteen minutes later, he heard her footsteps on the stairs before he saw her. Gloria came down in a silk robe, slowly, with the same calmness as always. Mark stood up and handed her the glass. She took it without haste and sat down next to him, very close.

The energy between them was thick. Mark couldn’t take his eyes off her. Gloria had her legs crossed and was looking at him with a calmness he didn’t know how to interpret, eyes that seemed to be calculating something he couldn’t quite see. There was something in that silence that wasn’t discomfort but pressure, a pressure he felt in his chest and lower down.

Gloria set the glass down on the table.

She rose slowly, standing before him, and opened her robe. She let it fall.

Underneath, she wore fine black lingerie that covered just enough. The bra held her firm breasts with almost cruel precision. The panties accentuated a waist that needed no help to be perfect. Mark felt the air in the room change density. He stood up almost without thinking, and she greeted him with a kiss that lasted long enough for him to lose the thread of any thought.

Then Gloria pushed him toward the sofa. Gently, but firmly.

She stood in front of him and began to slowly remove her lingerie, without haste, fully aware of what she was doing and the effect it was having. First the corset: she unfastened it from behind and let it fall without touching it with her hands, allowing the fabric to slide down on its own. Her breasts were exposed, firm, with that dark detail that arousal had already hardened. Then her panties: she slid them slowly down her hips, down her thighs, and stepped on them as they hit the floor. All before his eyes. All calculated down to the millimeter.

Mark reached out a hand toward her.

“Still,” said Gloria. A single word, almost soft.

She leaned in, unbuckled his belt with an efficiency that was anything but clumsy, unzipped his fly, and helped him remove his pants and shirt with precise, almost clinical movements that somehow felt more erotic than any passionate clumsiness. When he stood naked with an erection he couldn’t hide, Gloria said nothing. She looked at him. The silence lasted long enough for him to feel completely exposed, not just of his clothes.

She straddled him. She took his member in her hand, positioned it, and slowly lowered herself, taking him in inch by inch, her eyes fixed on his and her lips barely parted. Mark closed his eyes.

“Look at me,” she said.

He opened them.

“Don’t come before I do.”

It wasn’t a warning. It was an order.

She began to move. A slow, precise rhythm that seemed designed to take him exactly to the edge without crossing it. Her hands resting on his chest, her back slightly arched, her breasts moving in time with her hips. Gloria’s skin glowed faintly in the living room light. Mark tried to touch her.

“Hands off.”

She rested them on the sofa. Her knuckles turned white.

She sped up. Her hips found another rhythm, deeper, more urgent, a circular motion that made him feel every inch of her with unbearable precision. Gloria tilted her head back and a low sound escaped her throat, almost involuntarily, the first one that didn’t seem calculated. Mark felt he wasn’t going to be able to hold back. His eyes rolled back for a second and a sharp slap brought him back.

“Not yet.”

She kept moving. Mark clenched his teeth. The pleasure was a tension with no release because she controlled every variable: the rhythm, the depth, the angle, even the air he could breathe. When Gloria’s body tensed and a long, low sound rose from her chest, when her hips lost their precise rhythm and became urgent and irregular, when her hands clenched his shoulders with a force that would leave a mark, he believed he could finally follow her.

“Not you,” she said, breathless, without stopping her movements until the very end.

Her body fell slightly forward. She took a deep breath once, twice. Then she got up, picked up the robe from the floor, and put it on without looking at him.

She went to the window. She stood with her back to him, looking out, one hand lightly holding the fabric at chest level. Outside, the city was just as it had been before. So was she.

Mark was still on the sofa, naked, his body in a state he didn’t know how to resolve, staring at her back.

Then Gloria turned around and looked at him with that calmness of hers.

“You listened to me. You couldn’t come, and you didn’t.” She moved closer, took his face in one hand, and kissed him slowly. “Now you’ll get your reward. Let’s go to my room. The night is just beginning.”

***

The next morning, sunlight streamed through the large bedroom window and fell on the bed with the indifference of things that don’t know what they’re illuminating. Gloria opened her eyes first.

“Good morning,” she said, and kissed him on the cheek with the same naturalness with which she had done everything else.

Mark looked at her for a moment before speaking, as if he needed to confirm that she was still real.

“You’re beautiful in the morning. You’re a special woman.”

Gloria didn’t respond to that. She looked at him with a slight smile and asked:

“Do you have to go to work?”

“Yes, I should go now.” A pause. “Can I see you tonight?”

“Give me your number. I’ll let you know when we’ll meet.”

Mark nodded slowly. It wasn’t what he wanted to hear, but he couldn’t argue with it either. He got up and put on his wrinkled suit, trying in vain to smooth it out with his hands. Gloria watched him from the bed without saying a word.

“Is Michael Carpenter the president of your company?”

Gloria looked at him a second longer than necessary.

“Yes. Do you know him?”

“No. I was just curious.”

“I don’t have to go to work today,” she said. “So don’t worry. George can take you.”

Mark left the room with the feeling that he had gained something he couldn’t name and lost something he couldn’t name either. He went down the stairs, crossed the house, and got into the limousine.

Upstairs, Gloria already had the phone in her hand. She searched her contacts with the same calmness she applied to everything and made the call.

***

In his office, Michael Carpenter saw the name on the screen and felt something akin to unease before answering. Gloria Marchand wasn’t calling to make small talk.

“Good morning, Michael. I need a favor from you.”


Chapter 2

Two weeks had passed since that night with the mysterious woman. He told his friends, who had stood him up. They didn’t believe him. They thought he’d made it up out of spite, and that bothered him more than he’d care to admit.

Another day at work, a routine without a hitch, until the office phone rang.

“Mark, come to my office. Right away.”

His boss’s tone wasn’t the usual one. Mark set his coffee down on the desk and went.

“I got an email from management,” the manager said without preamble, his eyes fixed on the screen. “I have nothing to do with this; I want you to know that. Your work has always been excellent.”

Mark waited.

“You’re being fired.”

“Why?”

“They didn’t give me any reasons. Just the order.”

There was a silence that neither of them knew how to fill. Mark looked at the manager’s hands on the desk, the office walls, the window. Anything but the face of the man who had just told him that.

“They’ll send you the confirmation by mail and telegram. Stop by Human Resources before you leave.”

“Thanks,” said Mark. He stood up, shook his hand, and left.

He gathered his things slowly. There wasn’t much: a few photos, a charger, a book he hadn’t opened in weeks. His coworkers approached, saying the things people say in these situations. He nodded. He smiled at the right moments. Inside, he tried to find a reason and couldn’t, which was the worst part, because without a reason, there was nothing to defend himself against.

As he gathered his things, his coworkers came closer. There was no need to say much: just being there was enough. Someone suggested the bar, and he said yes because it was easier than saying no.

They sat at their usual table. The beers arrived, and so did the comments—those comments people make when they don’t know what to say but need to say something. Mark was drinking more than usual. The alcohol helped him not think, or at least think more slowly—which wasn’t the same thing, but it was enough for now. He thought about work, about what was coming, about how he was going to manage to stay afloat without an income. At some point, he laughed at something someone said. He wouldn’t remember what it was.

He’d been there for a couple of hours, having had more beers than he would have liked, when he turned his head for no particular reason.

And he saw her.

She was sitting cross-legged, looking at him. Not at the group: at him. Two weeks without a call, without a message, convincing himself that that night had been what it was and nothing more. On that very day, the worst in recent memory, there was Gloria.

For a moment, he forgot everything else.

He got up and walked over to her.

“Hi, Gloria,” he said, kissing her on the cheek as if it were something he did every day.

She looked at him with her usual calmness.

“Hi, honey. Have a seat.”

He sat down. A few feet away, his friends were watching them openly.

“I didn’t think I’d ever see you again,” said Mark.

“Why not?”

It wasn’t an innocent question. It took him a second to answer.

“Two weeks without hearing from you.”

“That was my intention.”

Mark looked at her, not quite understanding.

“What do you mean?”

“That I needed to know how you’d react.” She took a leisurely sip from her glass. “I told you on the first night: I’m not like the others. I take control, I demand everything, and I don’t give explanations. But before I propose that, I need to be sure of who I’m with.”

He didn’t know how to respond. He knew she was rich, powerful, that the age difference between them was noticeable, and that even so, she had chosen him—and that was something he couldn’t quite wrap his head around. He couldn’t find a reason, and that lack of a reason drew him to her more than any explanation.

“When I got divorced,” Gloria continued, “I learned that I could build everything up again and make it better. I did it with the company, and I did it with my life.” A brief pause. “I’d like to offer you a job, but we had sex, and that complicates things for me. It’s a line I’ve drawn for myself.”

“That was never my intention.”

“I know.” She looked at him.

“How do you know I got fired?”

“I overheard you talking to your friends.”

Mark processed that in silence. She had been listening the whole time.

“I need to update my resume, see what I can find. I’m going to take a few days off before I start.”

“Come with me tonight,” Gloria said.

He stared at the table for a moment. He thought about the apartment, the bills, the month ahead of him with no income. He thought about the two weeks waiting for a call that never came. He thought about all that, and then he looked at her.

He stood up.

A few feet away, his friends watched him in disbelief. What Mark had told them about that mysterious woman was true. But he had already forgotten them. He stood up next to Gloria, and they left.

***

At Gloria’s place, things unfolded differently than the first time. She took control the moment they closed the door, leaving her lover very little room for initiative, exactly as she had announced. The intention was clear: she wanted to discover the extent of Mark’s natural submission and begin testing his limits without scaring him. Little by little, she would mold him and take control of his will.

The first night they had ended up in her bedroom almost without realizing it, swept away by the moment. This time was different: Gloria took him straight there, without any foreplay, without whiskey, without the courtesy of letting him believe that things were happening on their own. The bedroom was enormous, with a king-size bed in the center and a large window with a balcony offering a breathtaking view of the city. Mark recognized it, but it looked different to him. The same room, a different dynamic.

“I usually send all the house staff away when I bring a lover over. I like to have absolute privacy.”

“Do you bring lovers here?”

“I’m not going to explain myself to you. But you’ll explain yourself to me while you’re with me. See if that’s enough for you.”

Mark looked at her for a moment.

“That’s enough for me.”

“Good.” Gloria picked up a lighter from the nightstand and began lighting the candles scattered around the room, one by one, without rushing. The light in the room shifted as she moved. “Give me time so you can immerse yourself in my world. There are things that can’t be explained: they have to be experienced.”

Mark watched her from where he stood, without moving. There was something about that simple gesture—a woman lighting candles in her own room—that left him speechless. It wasn’t calculated seduction, or perhaps it was, but so natural that it was impossible to tell.

She set down the lighter, looked at him, and began to unbutton her clothes without saying another word.

He understood that explanations were over. Something inside him wanted to stop, to ask a question, to regain some kind of control over what was happening. But that voice was growing fainter and fainter, and Gloria was becoming more and more present. He took off his clothes without thinking too much. It was easier that way.

In that room, a door led to a spacious bathroom with a jacuzzi separated by a beveled glass wall.

Gloria entered the bathroom and lit the candles lining the jacuzzi and those on the shelf next to the mirror, one by one, without rushing. There was something about that gesture—a woman moving silently through her own space, lighting candles as if he weren’t there—that left him still, without quite knowing why. The light shifted, from the cold brightness of the bathroom to something warmer and denser that made the steam from the water look golden.

The jacuzzi was already full. She had planned all of this before he said yes.

Gloria approached slowly, without saying a word, and unbuckled his belt with a calmness that Mark found more disconcerting than any urgency. She slipped his shirt off his shoulders and let it fall. He returned the favor: he found the zipper on the back of her dress and slowly pulled it down, feeling the fabric give way. She let him do it, standing still, looking at him. When the dress fell to the floor, Gloria made no move to cover herself. She looked at him as if expecting him to finish what he had started.

He finished undressing. So did she.

They entered the water slowly.

The heat was immediate and dense. Mark moved closer to her and began kissing her neck, her jaw, her shoulder. She let him do it for a moment, just a moment, and then placed a hand on the back of his neck with a firmness that brooked no negotiation and pushed him down.

He understood.

He took a breath before submerging. Underwater, everything was silence and heat and Gloria’s legs wrapped around his face. His tongue traced her slowly, finding the rhythm she wanted without her having to ask. He felt her respond, how her thighs tensed slightly against his cheeks. When he needed air, he surfaced, and she submerged him again before he could fully recover. It wasn’t cruelty: it was control. The difference was subtle, but Mark felt it.

The third time he surfaced, Gloria took him by the shoulders and sat him on the edge of the hot tub. The bathroom air was cold against his wet skin. She settled herself on top of him, took his cock in her hand, and took him in slowly, her eyes open and fixed on his.

Mark placed his hands on her hips.

She removed them without saying a word and rested them on the edge.

He moved slowly at first, at that pace of his that seemed designed to take him exactly where she wanted him to go—and no further. The steam, the candles, the sound of the water: everything contributed to a kind of pleasant disorientation. Mark had his eyes half-closed and his head tilted slightly back when he felt the first wave of heat on his shoulder.

He didn’t understand what it was at first.

He opened his eyes and saw the candle in Gloria’s hand. A drop of wax fell onto his chest and he tensed involuntarily, unsure if what he felt was pain or pleasure or something new that didn’t have a name yet. She kept moving at the same pace, as if nothing had changed, as if holding a lit candle over a man were the most natural thing in the world.

One more drop. This time on his neck.

Mark said nothing. He couldn’t.

Gloria leaned close to his ear.

“This is just the beginning.”

She picked up the pace. Mark felt himself nearing the limit, and she knew it before he did: she dug her nails into his shoulders with a force that took him by surprise. The pain was immediate and precise, four burning pressure points that, for some reason he couldn’t explain, made everything else intensify. It wasn’t just pain. It was something more complicated than that and harder to ignore.

Gloria kept moving, for herself, at her own pace, with her eyes closed and her nails still dug into his skin. When she came, she did so in silence, with a tension that coursed through her entire body and that Mark felt from within. Then she lay still for a moment.

Then she got up.

She took a towel from the shelf, wrapped herself in it in a single motion, and looked at him. He was still sitting on the edge of the hot tub, undecided, with the marks of her nails burning on his shoulders.

“Wait for me in the bedroom.”

She left the bathroom and closed the door.

Mark was left alone. The candles were still lit. The water in the hot tub had cooled slightly. He looked at his shoulders and saw the marks: four half-moons on each side, reddened, still throbbing. He ran his fingers over them without really knowing why.

He didn’t know exactly what had happened. He knew he wanted it to happen again.


Chapter 3

Three months passed. Mark couldn’t take the initiative: he just had to be available. He waited for her calls, rearranged his plans when she called, kept every night free just in case. He had accepted it without anyone explicitly asking him to. That was how things had turned out.

The interviews kept falling through. He’d leave each one convinced that this time was different: he’d answered well, made a good impression, the position was exactly for someone with his profile. Two days later, an email would arrive with three polite lines saying no. No reason. No explanation. Just like the firing.

One afternoon he left an interview on the twelfth floor of a downtown building, tie neatly tied, resume spotless. He waited for the elevator, staring at the closed doors, and knew before it arrived that no one was going to call him. He went down, stepped out onto the street, and walked ten minutes to his usual bar. He ordered a beer and looked at the phone on the table.

Three weeks without hearing from Gloria. There was no explanation, no fight, nothing. One day she simply stopped calling. Mark had gone over every encounter from the previous weeks, looking for what he’d done wrong, and couldn’t find anything specific—which was almost worse than finding something.

He knew he should be angry. Sometimes he was. But the anger didn’t last long and gave way to something more uncomfortable that he didn’t know how to name.

He finished his beer and ordered another.

On the third one, the phone vibrated on the table.

It was her.

He felt something in his chest before answering, something that wasn’t just relief but something more like the shame of feeling relief. He answered.

“Hi, honey. Don’t make any plans tonight. George is coming to pick you up.”

She didn’t ask how he was. She didn’t mention the three weeks. Neither did Mark.

“I’ll be ready.”

He hung up and stared at the phone for a moment. Three weeks of silence and a thirty-second call were enough to put everything back in its place. He didn’t know if that said something good or bad about him. He decided not to think about it.

George arrived on time. Mark got into the limo wearing his suit from earlier that day and his tie still knotted, as if he’d just come from an interview—which was exactly the case.

At Villa Gloria, she was waiting for him in the lobby. She greeted him with a smile that wasn’t one of welcome but of something harder to read. He greeted her with a kiss on the cheek, and she let him.

“I’m not alone today,” she said.

Mark looked at her.

“What do you mean?”

“Don’t be alarmed. We already agreed that you’d do whatever I wanted while you were with me.”

“Yes.”

“Upstairs there’s a room I use as a spa. There’s a woman waiting to give you a full wax. I don’t like body hair. Do you agree, or should I call George?”

Mark processed that in silence. A stranger. Completely. Three weeks of silence, and now this.

“I’ll get waxed.”

“Perfect. The room next to mine. They’re waiting for you.”

He climbed the stairs, wondering at what point he had stopped being surprised by the things Gloria asked of him. He couldn’t pinpoint the exact moment. It had simply happened.

The young woman in the blue lab coat was waiting for him, standing next to the treatment table. She was professional and discreet, which somehow made him more uncomfortable than if she had been the opposite. The fact that she didn’t say a word, that she looked at him like any other client, made the situation feel more real and stranger at the same time.

“Good evening. Please undress and lie down on the examination table.”

He undressed slowly. He had never been naked in front of a stranger in a setting like this. The young woman worked in silence for twenty minutes without looking up more than necessary. When she finished, she handed him a robe and told him to go take a shower.

Mark entered the bathroom, turned on the shower, and stood under the water for a moment with his eyes closed. His smooth skin felt strange, as if it were someone else’s. He ran his hand over his forearm and then down his leg and didn’t quite recognize what he was touching.

He heard the door open.

Gloria walked in without knocking, completely naked, and stepped into the shower with him. She embraced him from behind, and he felt the warmth of her body against his freshly shaved back. They kissed under the stream of water, slowly at first. He tried to reach a hand toward her.

“Me first,” Gloria said.

“But...”

She put a finger to his lips. She said nothing more.

While he kissed her neck, she took his member in her hand and began to stroke it with a precision he already knew, and somehow that made it more intense, not less. She knew exactly when to speed up and when not to. She brought him to the brink three times, and three times left him there, unresolved, until Mark’s body was a continuous tension that found no release.

“You belong to me. I think you already know that.”

“Yes, Gloria,” he replied, his voice barely coming out.

“You’re always going to obey me.”

“Yes.”

The fourth time, she didn’t stop. Mark felt his knees buckle before his body had finished processing what was happening. He braced himself against the wall with one hand. The water kept pouring down.

Gloria stepped out of the shower without saying a word. She grabbed a towel and wrapped herself in it in a single motion.

“I’ll wait for you in my room.”

Mark stayed under the water until he regained something resembling his balance. He dried himself slowly, grabbed his robe, and went.

Gloria was waiting for him, sitting on the bed with her legs crossed, dressed in sheer black lingerie. She looked him up and down as he entered.

“Take off your robe. I want to see your hairless body.”

He took off his robe. He felt exposed in a new way, without the usual cover of hair, as if there were one less layer between him and the world.

“That’s how I like you. Try to stay that way.” A pause. “And since you confirmed in the shower that you belong to me, I want you to wear this.”

She held out her hand. In her palm was a silicone device that Mark didn’t immediately recognize.

“What’s that?”

“A chastity cage. It prevents you from getting an erection. From now on, I control all your orgasms.”

Mark looked at it. Then he looked at her. There was a part of him that wanted to say something, ask something, set some kind of limit. That part was getting smaller and smaller and harder and harder to hear. Three months of encounters where everything revolved around her, three weeks of silence that had left him in a state he didn’t know how to describe, and now this.

He thought it was another game. He told himself it was another game.

He took the device.

Gloria explained how to put it on with the same calmness she would use to explain anything else. He followed the instructions in silence, his fingers not quite responding as they should. When the lock clicked shut, the sound was soft and final. He turned the key and handed it to Gloria.

She took it and slid it inside her bodice without taking her eyes off him.

Mark felt the weight of the device, the immediate restriction, and something else he couldn’t name. It wasn’t just physical discomfort. It was the realization that he had just handed her something he didn’t know if he would ever get back.

“Now you are as you should be in my presence. Come.”

She spread her legs slightly and looked at him.

“My feet first. Stay there for a while. And massage me in the meantime.”

Mark knelt down. He took her feet and began to kiss them, each toe, slowly. The device reminded him of its presence with every movement. He had never been so aroused without being able to do anything about it. The pain was real and constant, and somehow that, too, was part of something he could no longer clearly name.

“You’re entering my world,” Gloria said from above. “If you keep this up, there’s no turning back.”

Mark looked up for a moment. His lips on her foot, the dull pain in the device, the key inside Gloria’s bodice.

“I want to keep going,” he said.

At that moment, he felt the first blow on his shoulder. Sharp, unexpected. He looked up and saw the whip in her hand, her lips slightly parted.

“Are you sure, darling?”

“I think so.”

Another blow. This time on his back.

“Keep going with my legs.”

He obeyed. He ran his tongue over her skin from her ankle upward, slowly. The pain of the blows mingled with something that wasn’t exactly pleasure but wasn’t its opposite either. It was more complicated than that.

“Take off my panties with your mouth.”

He did. Then he moved toward her with his mouth, and Gloria spread her legs and took him in, pressing her hands against the back of his neck with a force that brooked no pause. Mark could barely breathe. Her hips moved against his face with an urgency that grew until she tensed and the orgasm came in silence, accompanied only by her rapid breathing and her hands clenching.

She stroked his head as he caught his breath.

“I liked that. Let’s do it again later.” A pause. “You belong to me, but I don’t belong to you. You’ll always be at my disposal, and that’s how I’ll open you up to new pleasures.”

“What else could there be?”

“You’ll find out soon enough. But I need your total surrender.”

“I gave myself to you from the very first moment I saw you.”

Gloria looked at him for a moment.

“I know. That’s why we’re here today.”

***

They had dinner on the terrace. The city below, candles above; the chef had left everything ready before leaving. Mark set the table while Gloria reclined in the lounge chair with a glass of white wine in her hand, her robe open over her crossed legs.

The night was warm. They ate roast beef and talked about trivial things until Gloria set her glass down on the table and asked:

“How are the interviews going?”

“They’re going well so far. I’m qualified for every position. But then they don’t call back. Something is holding up the applications, and I don’t understand what.”

Gloria looked at him with that calmness of hers.

“I can offer you something. We had sex, and that complicates things for me, but I’m willing to push my own boundaries. Tomorrow at eleven, you’ll meet with Barbara, the head of Human Resources. The start date has already been set. The position won’t be a good fit for your experience, but it will provide you with an income while you keep looking.”

“Gloria, it was never my intention to ask you...”

“I know. That’s why I’m insisting.” A pause. “How are you doing financially?”

Mark paused for a moment.

“Not good. My severance pay is running out. Without an income, I’m going to lose my apartment.”

Gloria nodded as if she already knew.

“I’ll take care of that, too. Get ready to move in here. The house is big, and you’ll be comfortable.”

Mark looked at her. He couldn’t believe what he was hearing. A job, the house—everything settled over dinner.

“You’ll live here,” Gloria continued, “but you’ll obey me in everything. This is my house.”

“Of course. It will be so.”

Gloria picked up her glass and looked out over the city below. In her mind, the plans were unfolding exactly as she had laid them out. She had asked the president of Mark’s company to fire him. She had blocked every interview. She had calculated every silence and every phone call.

She was fulfilling her greatest fetish.

Hunting men.


Chapter 4

Gloria had built her life around a man who didn’t deserve it.

She didn’t know it from the start. At first, it was shared ambition, two people building something together—or so she believed. Luis was intelligent and persuasive. Gloria admired him. Then she loved him. Then she learned that those two things don’t always go together and that confusing them comes at a cost.

The marriage gradually eroded her sense of self, without either of them ever acknowledging it. He made the big decisions. She handled the small ones. He spoke at meetings. She listened. He signed. She prepared what he signed. There wasn’t a single moment when this dynamic was established: it was simply that way from the start and remained that way because neither of them questioned it.

Gloria was intelligent and knew it, but for years that intelligence was at the service of someone else’s plans. When she had an idea, she first filtered it through what he would think. When she wanted something, she assessed whether he would approve. She had learned to shrink without realizing it, and the worst part was that at some point she had stopped feeling that shrinking.

On paper, the company belonged to both of them. In practice, it belonged to him.

The breakup wasn’t dramatic. There was no scene, no shouting. It was a Tuesday afternoon when Gloria discovered his infidelity on his phone. Not just one, but several—different women, different dates. She read it twice to be sure. She closed it. She made dinner. She waited for him to come home. She didn’t say anything that night or the next.

It took her three weeks to speak with a lawyer.

The divorce was long and costly in every sense. She lost half the company. She lost the apartment. She lost some friendships that turned out to be his and not theirs. What she didn’t lose was the clarity that came with all of that: a new coldness, a way of seeing things without the filter of what someone else might think.

Those were difficult times. The company she was left with was poorly positioned, and investors didn’t trust a woman at the helm. The stock plummeted. There were months when the future was unclear.

It was Claudia who kept her going during that period. Her best friend since college, the only person who knew Gloria from before him and who could therefore see what had changed. Claudia listened to her, stayed by her side, and at one point told her she knew someone who might interest her.

“She’s not a therapist,” Claudia clarified. “She’s a dominatrix. A professional one. I know it sounds weird, but hear me out—it’s not what you’re thinking. Or maybe it is, but there’s more to it. I think she’s exactly what you need right now.”

***

Sarahh Rossi welcomed Gloria into a space that didn’t look like what it was until you paid attention. A spacious room, tastefully decorated, with nothing out of place. A woman in her mid-forties, with a calm demeanor and a gaze that assessed without seeming to assess. They shook hands, and Sarahh invited her to sit down.

“Claudia told me a little about your situation,” said Sarahh. “But I’d rather hear it from you.”

Gloria spoke. More than she had spoken to anyone in months. Not about the pain, but about the anger—which was what remained once the pain had settled. The anger at having been so smart and yet having taken so long to see what was right in front of her. The anger at having scaled back her own plans so that his would fit better.

Sarahh listened without interrupting. When Gloria finished, she remained silent for a moment.

“What you’re describing isn’t a love story gone wrong,” she said finally. “It’s a story of power unevenly distributed. You had the power, and you gave it to him. The question isn’t why he took it. The question is why you gave it to him.”

Gloria didn’t answer right away.

“Because that’s how things work,” she said finally.

“That’s how they used to work,” Sarahh corrected her. “They don’t have to work that way anymore.”

What followed was neither therapy nor an abstract philosophical conversation. Sarahh spoke to her about female supremacy not as an ideology but as an observation: men, in the presence of a woman who exercises real power, tend to yield. Not all of them and not always, but with a frequency that was no coincidence. There was something in the dynamics between the sexes that culture had inverted for centuries, and that inversion was not natural but constructed and therefore reversible.

“The man who controlled you,” Sarahh said, “was afraid. Men who control are always afraid. Control is the response to fear, not the expression of strength.”

Gloria looked at her.

“So the solution is to do the same thing in reverse?”

“The solution is to understand the mechanics. Once you understand them, you can do whatever you want with them.”

Gloria began accompanying Sarahh to her sessions. First as an observer, sitting in a corner, not participating. Later as an assistant, helping with the preparations, present during the sessions. She saw men of different ages and different positions: business owners, professionals, men who in their daily lives made decisions that affected others. She saw them on their knees. She saw them obey. She saw them thank her for the humiliation with a sincerity that at first seemed incomprehensible to her and later inevitable.

There was something about those men that wasn’t weakness but surrender. The distinction was subtle but important. They didn’t yield because they couldn’t resist: they yielded because, in the face of a woman who exercised power with conviction, yielding was what they needed. They sought it. They were grateful for it.

Gloria saw it once, twice, ten times, and each time she understood a little more.

“Why do they do it?” she asked Sarahh one night after a session.

“Because someone has to be in control,” Sarahh replied. “And they prefer it to be a woman. Even if they won’t admit it. Even if it takes them years to admit it.”

“And how do you feel about it?”

Sarahh looked at her with that calmness of hers.

“At first I felt the same way you’re feeling now.”

“What am I feeling?”

“That things are finally where they belong.”

The anger didn’t disappear all at once. It changed form. It stopped being anger directed specifically at him and became something colder and more useful: an understanding of how the world worked and how it could work differently if one knew which levers to pull.

Gloria restructured the company. She fired the men who held positions of power not because of merit but out of inertia. She eliminated the machismo she had normalized for years because it was the air she breathed. She brought in new investments and formed a board of women who shared her vision. Sarahh Rossi was the first to invest, turning her savings into a bet that turned out to be the best financial decision of her life.

Marchand Co. repositioned itself. The stock rose. The market, which hadn’t believed in a woman at the helm, had to adjust its expectations.

And Gloria, in parallel with all that, built her personal life with the same logic. She would never again cede power. She would never again shrink back. Her lovers would be exactly that: lovers who existed on her terms, not theirs.

At first, it was revenge. She knew it, and it didn’t bother her to know it. Every man who yielded to her was a response to something that had happened before. A restitution. A correction.

But over time, the revenge lost its weight and something else remained. Something purer. The genuine pleasure of exercising power over someone who sought it without knowing it. The satisfaction of watching a man discover that what he had always needed was exactly what she could give him.

She no longer thought of him when she did it. That was what she told Sarahh one afternoon, almost as if it didn’t matter.

Sarahh smiled. It was the first time Gloria had ever seen her smile like that.

“Now you’ve really started,” Sarahh said.

She didn’t want fully trained slaves. She wanted ordinary men, men who thought they knew who they were, and to take them to the place where they discovered they had always been something else. That was what excited her. That was what she was looking for.

Mark was her latest project.

And the plans were going exactly as she had laid them out.


Chapter 5

Mark showed up at the Marchand Co. offices wearing the last suit he had left that was presentable. It was an almost ridiculous gesture given what he knew was waiting for him, but he had no other way to enter an office building than that.

Barbara, the head of Human Resources, received him with a punctuality that was anything but cordial. There were no questions about his experience or his education. She looked him over once, from head to toe, with the same expression one uses to evaluate something before assigning it a place.

“The position is for general maintenance. Facilities and grounds.” She slid a contract across the table. “Minimum wage. Take it or leave it.”

Mark took it.

He signed it without reading it too closely. His bank balance and his commitment to Gloria left him no room for anything else. He told himself it was temporary as he received a stiff blue coverall, canvas gloves, and steel-toed boots. He folded them over his arm and walked out.

In the hallway, he passed three women who were talking among themselves without lowering their voices. None of them looked at him. He kept walking.

As he walked through the building to get his bearings, he noticed something he couldn’t immediately put a name to. Every office with a window, every desk with a view, every position that involved making decisions: women. The few men he saw were pushing carts, carrying boxes, moving through the side hallways with their heads slightly bowed. It took Mark a moment to realize that what he was seeing wasn’t a coincidence.

There was no sign of Gloria. She entered through a different entrance, worked on a different floor, lived on a different level of the same building. Mark clocked in before dawn and spent his first few days mopping inner courtyards under a merciless sun. He waited for a message that never came.

When it arrived, it was brief.

“The move is on. George will help you. Get rid of the furniture; you won’t need it. Just bring the bare essentials.”

Mark read the message twice. He felt something that wasn’t exactly relief, but it was close. He sold what he could for whatever they offered, which wasn’t much, and with two bags and a few books, he climbed into the company van that George was driving.

When they arrived at the villa, George didn’t stop the vehicle in front of the main entrance. He turned onto a gravel path that ran along the edge of the property and stopped in front of a side gate hidden among the bushes.

“You can get out,” George said, turning off the engine. “Rule: you don’t use the front entrance. This is yours.”

Mark went downstairs. He looked at the door, then at George.

“What about the room?”

George didn’t answer. He walked, and Mark followed him down a narrow hallway that smelled of disinfectant to a small room at the end. A single bed with a worn-out mattress, a chipped nightstand, a tube TV in the corner. Mark thought of his 72-inch LCD, of the apartment he had left for the last time that morning.

George closed the door without saying another word.

Mark sat on the edge of the bed, still wearing his onesie. He was angry. He knew it clearly. But every time he tried to mentally piece together the complaint he would make to Gloria, something stopped him. It wasn’t just the money or the lack of options. It was the memory of her, of her voice, of what happened when they were together—a mix of things that drained his will before he could do anything with it.

He lay down without undressing and stared at the ceiling.

The days that followed were a routine of invisibility. Cleaning, maintenance, courtyards. His coworkers in the department were men who didn’t ask questions, and neither did he. He arrived early and left late, only now the commute was by bus because George was no longer available to him.

“The boss says you should arrange your own transportation,” George informed him one morning while polishing the limo.

Mark nodded. Seven blocks to the bus stop, an hour-long ride, surrounded by people heading to work with the same old expressions on their faces.

One night Gloria organized a dinner for company executives. Mark knew this from the lights and voices coming from the main part of the villa. He sat on the edge of the bed listening to the laughter through the wall. No one called for him. No one knocked on his door. He existed in that house like a useful object that no one pays attention to when they don’t need it.

He stared at the ceiling in the darkness, the device reminding him of its presence, thinking of Gloria on the other side of the villa. He still didn’t fully understand what was happening to him. He only knew that he couldn’t leave. And that this inability, in some way he hadn’t yet fully grasped, didn’t belong entirely to him.

***

Days later, he was assigned the task of pruning the bushes in the main lobby. It was a minor task, visible from the mezzanine, though Mark had no way of knowing whether anyone was watching him from above or not.

He saw her enter from below.

A tailored gray suit, a steady stride, the same way of occupying the space she’d had at the bar that first night. His heart skipped a beat, and before he could think, he’d already opened his mouth.

“Hi, Gloria!”

She stopped. She looked at him. A single glance that swept over his overalls, his hands dirty with soil, the tool held in the air.

“Good morning, Mrs. Gloria,” she said.

“Good morning, Mrs. Gloria,” Mark repeated.

She kept walking. Mark was left with the scent of her perfume and the pruning shears in his hand.

Hours later, his supervisor found him in the courtyard.

“Mark. George had a problem. Put on your chauffeur’s uniform and wait for the lady in the limo.”

He changed quickly. Too quickly. He adjusted his tie in front of the dirty mirror in the locker room and didn’t quite recognize himself: the chauffeur’s suit on a body that had been hosing down courtyards for days.

He waited for her by the car with his back straight. When Gloria came down the steps, he saw her radiant, enveloped in that confidence of hers that expanded the space around her. Mark opened the back door.

“Good morning, ma’am.”

“Good morning, Mark. 2135 Independence Avenue.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

He started the car. Through the mirror, he waited for her to say something, to ask how he was, to do anything that would include him in the car’s space. The electric window slowly rolled up, and Gloria’s compartment was sealed off.

Mark gripped the steering wheel and kept driving.

When they reached their destination, the window rolled down.

“Let’s wait a moment.”

Gloria opened the back door and crossed her legs. Her skirt rode up just enough. Mark watched her in the mirror without looking away.

Two minutes later, a man approached. About forty-five years old, tailored suit, leather briefcase. He walked with the confidence of someone accustomed to things going according to plan. He greeted Gloria with a kiss and got in.

“Julian,” she said with a smile Mark hadn’t seen on her face in days.

“Gloria,” he replied.

They kissed. Julian glanced in the rearview mirror, and Gloria took his chin between two fingers and turned his face toward her.

“Don’t worry about him. He’s part of the car.” A pause. “Mark is driving. Aimlessly.”

Mark started the car.

He saw everything in the mirror. Gloria unbuttoned Julian’s pants with an efficiency that was anything but clumsy and settled herself on top of him. He tried to take control by placing his hands on her hips, but she removed them without saying a word, resting them on the seat. She began to move with that rhythm of hers, slow and precise, looking him in the eyes.

“I want your company,” she said without breaking her rhythm. “The merger signed by Friday.”

“Gloria… later…” he gasped.

“Now,” she said, and slapped him across the face with a sharp blow that echoed throughout the cabin.

Mark saw the red mark on the man’s cheek. He also saw that instead of getting angry, Julian closed his eyes and gave himself over to it even more. His body responded to her pace with an urgency that was now completely out of control. Their moans filled the closed cabin. Gloria kept the rhythm with a precision that Mark found unbearable to watch, yet he couldn’t look away.

When they finished, the silence was immediate. Gloria calmly adjusted her clothes, as if she had just stepped out of a meeting. Julian took longer to recover. He had the look of someone who had just lost something without knowing exactly what.

Gloria opened the door.

“Think about it, Julian. Friday.”

She kissed him on the cheek, and he went downstairs. Mark stopped the car and watched in the rearview mirror as Julian walked along the sidewalk with his briefcase in hand, his suit barely rumpled, the mark on his cheek already invisible but still there.

“Take me home.”

“Yes, ma’am,” Mark replied. It came out dry. He couldn’t help it.

“I can imagine how you feel,” said Gloria. In the rearview mirror, Mark saw her touch up her lipstick with a calmness that was almost a provocation. “You were expecting to spend these days with me, and instead you had to witness something else.”

Mark didn't answer.

“You belong to me, remember that. And you have to get used to it. The person you saw is just a lover. But the connection we’ll have will be incomparable. So get ready tonight: at 9:00 p.m., I need you naked in the room I’ve never let you enter. The door will be unlocked. You’ll wait for me on your knees on the cushion that’s there for that purpose.”

Mark held his breath.

“Yes, ma’am.”

“When we’re alone,” she said with a gentleness that was more dangerous than any command, “you will call me My Lady.”

“Yes, My Lady.”

The window rolled up.

Mark kept driving. The anger from before had vanished without him realizing when. In its place was something more complicated, a tension that the chastity device turned into concrete physical pain, and somehow that made everything more intense. He thought of 9:00 p.m. He thought of the room he had never been allowed to enter.

He gripped the steering wheel and accelerated slightly.

***

After dropping Gloria off at the villa and parking, Mark went to his room. He sat on the edge of the bed and looked at the clock. Four hours to go.

He took a long, hot shower, letting the steam fill the small bathroom. He dried off and looked at himself in the fogged-up mirror. He grabbed his robe and stepped out.

At 9:00 p.m. sharp, he crossed the villa’s hallways in silence. He climbed the main staircase slowly, his hand on the banister, listening to his own footsteps. He stopped in front of the door.

She opened it.

The contrast with the rest of the house was immediate and total. If the villa was clean lines and open spaces, that room was something else entirely. The air was thick, heavy, with a scent of leather and incense that could be smelled before he even fully entered. A dim red light bathed the velvet-covered walls. The curtains were the same color. Everything in that space was red and dark and deliberate.

Mark entered slowly.

The walls were adorned with framed images: men in positions of absolute submission, women looking down at them with a calmness that was not aloofness but dominance. In the center of the room, a dark wooden St. Andrew’s Cross stood ready with its leather straps spread open. There were chairs designed to immobilize, a generously sized round bed, iron cages in the corners. Chains hung from the ceiling and swayed slightly in the breeze from the open door.

On a shelf, a row of whips with different tips, riding crops, and flexible wooden rods. A display case with leather harnesses, dildos of various sizes, and other objects whose purpose Mark could barely imagine.

In the farthest corner, on a platform, a red velvet armchair that was not an armchair but a throne.

Mark knelt near the door. He found the cushion on the floor, settled onto it, bowed his head, and rested his hands on his knees. He controlled his breathing. The device reminded him of its presence with every movement.

He waited.

He heard them before he saw them. The heels on the floor, slow, precise, a cadence that was not haste but power. Gloria entered.

Knee-high boots with ten-centimeter stilettos. Black fishnet stockings, black leather panties, and a corset of the same color that cinched her waist and pushed her breasts upward. Matching leather gloves reaching to her elbows. Lips the color of the room.

She stood beside him and watched him kneel for a moment.

“Before we begin, the rules. If you want me to lower the intensity, say ‘yellow.’ If you want me to stop completely, say ‘red.’ Just those two words. Understood?”

“Yes, My Lady.”

“Good. Because other than that, I only want to hear your pain.”

She walked over to the shelf and unhurriedly chose a flexible wooden rod. She turned to face him.

The first blow landed on his back, fast and precise. The sound that escaped Mark’s throat wasn’t entirely pain. The second on his thighs. The third on his back again.

“To whom do you belong?”

“To you, My Lady.”

Another blow.

“I’m going to strip you of the last trace of machismo you have left. In my world, there’s only room for matriarchy. Be grateful that I chose you.”

“Thank you, My Lady,” he said in a voice that barely came out.

She set down the rod. She took the leather whip and lashed it across his shoulders. Mark screamed. He didn’t think of the safety words, even as the pain spread across his entire back.

“Get up and follow me.”

She took his wrists and secured them to the chains on the ceiling. His ankles were fixed in the rings on the floor. Mark was immobilized, his arms outstretched, his legs spread apart. Gloria adjusted everything with a precision that brooked no haste.

She slowly removed her leather gloves, one by one, and began to trace his skin with her nails. A line from the nape of his neck to the base of his spine sent a shiver through his entire body. He looked down and saw his caged genitals.

“You don’t decide when you get aroused. That belongs to me, too.”

She took the key from the corset and unlocked the device. The erection was immediate. Gloria ignored it. She continued to trace him with her nails—his chest, his sides, his thighs—brushing without taking, letting the tension build with no release.

Then she took him in her hand.

She began to stroke him with a slow, deliberate rhythm, varying the pressure and speed with a precision that said she knew exactly what she was doing. When she felt Mark nearing the limit, she slowed the pace until it almost stopped. She kept him there, on that edge, without crossing it. When she slowed down a little, she resumed. She repeated it two more times.

Mark had his fists clenched around the chains, his knuckles white. The pleasure was a tension with no release because she controlled every variable.

“Your body belongs to me. I’ll do with it as I please.”

She stopped. She took the cane and gave him two sharp strokes on the buttocks. Mark’s moan filled the room.

Gloria walked over to the display case. She opened the bottom drawer and took out a pair of latex gloves. She put them on slowly, one by one, carefully adjusting them over her fingers. The sound of the latex stretching was the only noise in the room.

Mark watched her from the chains, not fully understanding what was coming.

Gloria approached from behind. She stroked his back with a gloved finger from the base of his spine downwards, slowly, and Mark understood a second before it happened.

She inserted one finger carefully, then two, with a slowness that was not delicacy but control. Mark tensed involuntarily.

“Red,” he said, his voice breaking and full of fear.

Gloria withdrew her fingers immediately. She moved around him, took the rod, and struck him twice, harder than before.

“Don’t you like me?”

“I wasn’t ready, My Lady.”

“It doesn’t matter here if you’re ready. You belong to me.” A pause. “Do you think you stop being a man because you’re penetrated? You’re going to stop being one. That’s my goal.”

A sharp blow to his testicles that drew a long scream from him.

She returned to his area. This time Mark said nothing. He clenched his teeth and breathed. Three fingers now, deeper, searching precisely until she found it.

The moan that escaped Mark was unlike any of the previous ones. It was deeper, more involuntary. Gloria increased the rhythm of her movements, and Mark felt contractions he didn’t know he could feel—the device open, the unresolved erection—all building up until he came in an ejaculation that took him by surprise, his penis completely flaccid from the previous blow.

Gloria laughed softly.

“Are you still a man?”

She kissed him deeply on the mouth.

What Mark had felt was too much to process while standing. Pain, humiliation, and pleasure mixed into something that had no name but was real and settled deep inside him. He struggled to think. He could only look at Gloria. What he felt wasn’t love. It was veneration, which is more absolute and harder to undo. She had completely broken his will, and he knew it, and he didn’t want to get it back.

Gloria untied him slowly.

“There’s a cot in the dressing room. Stay there tonight. Take the day off tomorrow; don’t go to work. Go for a walk, explore the neighborhood, and think about what happened tonight. You are mine now.”

“Yes, My Lady.”

“Tomorrow when I get back, we’ll have dinner together and talk.”

“Yes, My Lady.”

“In my presence, when we’re alone, you’ll greet me on your knees and completely naked or wearing whatever I tell you to wear.”

“Yes, My Lady.”

He lay down on the cot in the dressing room. Despite the marks on his back, he slept deeply and without interruption, the sleep of someone who had finally stopped resisting something he didn’t know he was resisting.

***

The next morning, he went out for a walk around the neighborhood with no particular destination in mind. The morning air was cold and crisp, and his steps were unhurried. He thought about everything that had happened the night before. Not with the orderly analysis of someone assessing a situation, but with the honest confusion of someone who no longer had any certainty about himself.

He had mixed feelings. That was true. But the resistance had vanished, and that absence didn’t feel like a loss but like something else—something closer to relief. Something inside him had shifted during the night and wasn’t going back to where it had been before.

He walked for an hour. He bought a coffee. He sat in a square and watched the people go by. Men on their way to work, women with bags, kids with backpacks. Everyone with their lives organized according to their own logic. His was completely different from any of those, and yet—at that moment, sitting in that square with his coffee in hand, it didn’t seem any less valid to him.

He adored Gloria. That was the one thing he was certain of. And he wanted a life by her side, even if that life was exactly what she had offered him: without equality, without reciprocity, without the possibility of asking her for anything she didn’t choose to give. He wanted it anyway. That said something about him that for a long time he hadn’t wanted to see.

When evening came, he returned to the villa, set the table, and waited.

The light from a car reflected in the living room. Mark went to the door and waited. When it opened, he knelt down. Gloria came over, stroked his head, and took his hand to help him up. She gave him a long kiss.

“Good evening, My Lady.”

“Hello, Mark. I’m hungry.”

“The table is set.”

“I want you to join me.”

They had dinner together. Mark served, filled the glasses, and sat down when she told him to.

“How was your day?”

“I went for a walk, did a lot of thinking, and read a little.”

“Sounds good.” A pause. “I 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 still feel like the macho man Red told me about?”

Mark almost choked. He stared at her without answering.

“It seems there are still doubts. I don’t like machismo or toxic masculinity—which, by the way, is almost any form of masculinity. That’s why I have a gift for you.”

She handed him some small bags. Mark opened them: panties, stockings, various types of feminine accessories. He looked at her, 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 these under your men’s clothes. Remember who you are when you’re out and about.” He took something else out of his wallet and placed it on the table. “I have another gift. I had it made especially for you.”

It was a gold necklace engraved with the words “Lady Gloria.” Hanging from it was another, thinner chain that could be easily pulled out.

“It’s beautiful. Thank you very much, My Lady.” He put it on.

“I don’t hate men, as many accuse me of doing. I want to shape them. And you are my project: you will be the perfect man. My personal slave, living for me. I need your constant attention. You’re going to leave the position I gave you and learn to be my assistant. In the presence of the staff, you’ll address me as ‘ma’am’ like everyone else. The salary remains the minimum, and I don’t think I’ll ever raise it. Appropriate attire every day. Always close to me, anticipating my needs. At home, you won’t bother me, but don’t wander off, especially in the afternoon when we return, because I want the staff to be gone. That’s why I have you. You’ll live well; you won’t lack for anything. One hour of exercise a day and the diet my nutritionist puts together for you. I don’t want a fat slave.”

“I like everything you’re telling me.”

“Will you be able to handle this life?”

Hearing her own words, Gloria realized for a second just how hard that life would be for him. She felt sorry for him for a moment—just a moment.

“I’ve thought a lot about this,” Mark said. “I don’t think I could live without it. It showed me a whole new world, just like you promised.”

They finished dinner. Mark helped Gloria in the bathroom and massaged her before she fell asleep. He felt good. Although in some corner there was still a trace of the proud, ambitious man he had once been, that man was growing smaller and smaller and harder to hear. Gloria had been able to see something in him that he himself hadn’t been able to see for years: that deep down he was a submissive person, that he had always given in to the women he had loved, that they always ended the relationship for exactly that reason. But Gloria hadn’t left him. Gloria had taken what was a flaw in others and turned it into something with a shape and a name.

That was who he was. And for the first time in a long time, that didn’t seem like a small thing to him.


Chapter 6

“Good morning, My Lady,” Mark said as he entered her room. He was naked, wearing the gold collar, and carrying breakfast on a tray as he did every day.

“Good morning, Mark. Thank you very much.”

He knelt at her feet and began massaging them while she ate breakfast. It was a routine that had taken hold without anyone formally establishing it: he arrived, she accepted it, neither of them mentioned it. That’s how mornings were now.

Gloria took a sip of coffee and looked down at him.

“I don’t need you at work today. Stay home and obey Claudia in everything. She’s my best friend and she’s coming to teach you something important. You will treat her as a lady. In her presence, you are dressed, but you wear the collar at all times.”

“Yes, My Lady.”

***

Claudia arrived a few hours later. Mark was already waiting for her in the lobby.

“Good morning, ma’am.”

Claudia looked him up and down with an expression that mixed authority with something close to amusement.

“So you’re Mark? My friend’s project.”

It wasn’t a question. It was an introduction. Claudia had fair skin, was slender, and had dark hair. She wore worn jeans and a white T-shirt, with the ease of someone who doesn’t need to prove anything.

“Yes, ma’am.”

“I’d like some coffee while I get a few things ready.”

“Right away, ma’am.”

“Black, no sugar.”

As Mark headed to the kitchen, Claudia began taking things out of the bags she’d brought. When she returned with the coffee on a tray, she saw French-style maid uniforms, two pairs of shoes, wigs, accessories, and makeup on the sofa. She served him the coffee without saying a word, glancing sideways at everything on the sofa. She didn’t know exactly what it was, but she knew it wasn’t going to be comfortable.

“Your mistress is my best friend. She’s busy and asked me for a favor.”

“She told me I had to obey her in everything.”

“Yes, of course.” Claudia took a sip of coffee. “A feminization process is beginning. Gloria wants you to take on the role of a sissy maid at home: in the afternoons, you’ll wear one of these little dresses to do your chores. She tells me everything. I think there was an issue with your masculinity that offended her during a session.”

“Yes, ma’am; but it was my mistake, I wasn’t prepared,” Mark tried, with the faint hope that it might change something.

“That’s none of my business. Take off your clothes and stay in just your panties.”

Mark obeyed, filled with shame. Under his clothes, he wore white patterned women’s underwear. There he stood, in that and the gold collar, in front of a woman who looked at him with that mix of authority and amusement that left him unsure of what to expect.

“Beautiful necklace. Gloria takes good care of you.”

“Thank you, ma’am.”

Claudia studied him for a moment, her chin resting on her hand.

“I see you’ve already shaved. That’s one less thing to worry about.”

“Yes, ma’am. It’s one of the first things My Lady orders me to do.”

“Perfect.” A pause. “First I have to give you a name.” She looked him up and down. “I like Natasha.”

Mark blushed. Now he had a name, too. But something in his body responded in a way he couldn’t ignore: the device reminded him of its presence with an insistence he knew all too well.

“Welcome, Natasha. You’re going to be a very pretty sissy.”

“Thank you, ma’am. I like my new name.”

Claudia picked up a corset and put it on her with precision, cinching her waist and accentuating her hips. Then she showed her how to put on the stockings without running them, step by step, with the patience of someone who’s done this before.

“Pay attention because you’ll be doing this on your own later, Natasha.”

She sat her down in front of a mirror and began applying her makeup. She was very skilled: foundation, eyeshadow, red lipstick. Mark’s face gradually disappeared beneath layers of makeup until there was something completely different in the mirror. She put a pair of sparkling hoop earrings on her.

Natasha kept her eyes closed while Claudia worked. She tried not to think about what was happening, but the excitement was hard to ignore.

She put the pink French-style maid’s dress on her and the matching stilettos.

“Get up and look at yourself.”

Mark looked at himself in the mirror.

He wasn’t there. He was someone else. A completely effeminate man staring back at him from the other side of the glass. He remembered Gloria’s question during the session: Are you still a man? The answer was obvious. He could have left, he could have quit, and yet here he was, standing in front of a mirror reflecting a sissy maid. He thought that, and the device responded with pain.

“Walk,” Claudia ordered.

Natasha took her first steps in high heels with great effort, searching for balance, her back arching on its own. Claudia watched her with her arms crossed.

“Good. Keep practicing. But you’re still missing something.”

She took a platinum wig, combed it, and put it on her. On top, she placed a fabric headband.

“Now we’re talking. I can’t wait for Gloria to see you.”

She practiced walking for almost an hour, clumsily at first and with a little more grace toward the end, until they heard the sound of a car engine approaching.

“Open the door and greet your mistress,” Claudia ordered.

Natasha went to the front door and opened it. George got out of the limousine to open the door for Gloria, and when he saw Natasha, he paused for a moment. He couldn’t suppress a smile before getting back to work.

Gloria got out of the car. She walked slowly around Natasha, studying her.

“What’s your name, sweetheart?”

“Natasha, My Lady.”

“Nice name.”

She kissed her on the cheek and invited her inside.

“Thank you, Claudia. My slave looks beautiful.”

“You’re welcome, my friend.”

For Mark, there was a new development every day, a new layer of submission building upon the previous ones. He felt utterly humiliated, and yet at the same time, there was something binding him to Gloria with a force he couldn’t explain—nor did he want to. And Gloria, for her part, watched the man her slave was becoming with a satisfaction she didn’t need to hide.

When Claudia left, the two of them were alone on the couch.

“I’m having dinner with a friend tonight.”

“Perfect. Should I drive her, or will George bring her in the limo?”

“No. It’s going to be here. And that friend is you. I brought you a dress so you don’t have to dine in your maid’s uniform, and some shoes so you look presentable. Claudia taught you how to apply makeup.”

Mark was speechless. Dressing him up as a maid for a sexual game was already too much. This was something else entirely. Where was his mistress trying to take him?

“Yes, My Lady. Your friend taught me very well.”

“I confess that I have bisexual fantasies, and tonight you’re going to satisfy them as my wife. Get ready, take as much time as you need, and put on your makeup just like you learned.”

“Yes, My Lady.”

***

In his room, he took all the time in the world. He wanted to be at peace. He knew he’d be with Gloria that night and that there would be sex, though he didn’t know what it would be like. He repeated to himself what he needed to hear: relax, enjoy it, accept this life once and for all. You have everything, and you serve a woman you adore and who desires you.

He applied his makeup as best he could. He didn’t have the knack for it yet to make it perfect, but the result was recognizable as what he was trying to be. He put on panties and a black lace-trimmed, padded corset, the red ruffled dress, the wig, and Claudia’s earrings.

She looked at herself in the mirror. She sighed. She went out.

She walked slowly down the hallway, watching her step. Suddenly Gloria appeared from behind and took her arm.

“You look beautiful, Natasha.”

“So are you, My Lady.”

Gloria was wearing a tight black dress with a plunging neckline that left nothing to the imagination.

“Tonight, I’m Gloria to you. Let’s go out to the garden—it’s a beautiful night. The table is already set and dinner is served.”

They had dinner outside. The night was warm, the candles lit, the wine chilled. They talked about work and other trivial matters. Gloria genuinely enjoyed herself: sometimes she looked at Mark and sometimes at Natasha, even though they were the same person, and sometimes she mixed up the pronouns without correcting herself. Natasha relaxed and enjoyed the evening more than she expected.

After dinner, with several glasses of wine under their belts, the tone changed.

“I’m a supremacist,” Gloria said. “I believe women are superior to men for many reasons. Men have always dominated through force, but times are changing, and intelligence now dominates force. That’s where true superiority lies.” “You’re going to be my partner: you’ll protect me at work and stand by my side through everything. I want to see you as a masculine, strong, and intimidating man. A sort of bodyguard, always close by. And I’m going to lean on you. Do you know why I trust you?”

“What did I do to make you trust me?”

“I know that beneath that masculine man in his expensive suit who takes care of me lies a submissive man who doesn’t look like a macho man, who wears panties and has no problem showing his feminine side and putting on a dress, like tonight. I want a slave free of prejudice. Even if those words contradict each other.”

Natasha was moved. She loved that woman.

“I want you, Natasha.”

They drew closer and kissed for a long time.

“Have another glass of wine, and come to my room in fifteen minutes.”

***

Natasha entered the room. Gloria was waiting for her, naked, with her perfect body and firm breasts. The sight left her speechless. But it wasn’t her body that stopped her: it was what she was wearing on her hips.

A tight harness from which hung a seventeen-centimeter flesh-colored strap-on.

Natasha took a deep breath. She didn’t want to show fear or have a reaction that would ruin the night with the woman she adored. She approached with steady steps and kissed her on the mouth. They touched each other, slowly at first, while the strap-on pressed against Natasha’s leg, reminding her of what was to come. Gloria touched her breasts, full against the bra, and whispered in her ear:

“You’re so beautiful.”

She lifted her dress with her hands and slowly traced her shaved legs, moving upward until she found the wetness in her panties.

“You like this role, baby. That’s how I like you.”

She pushed her head down.

Natasha fell to her knees. She began kissing the strap-on from the base to the tip, running her tongue along it, learning its shape. She prepared herself, opened her mouth, and took it in slowly, feeling how it filled the space, while her hands held Gloria’s buttocks to find the rhythm.

As she did so, her hands began to move. She traced Gloria’s vaginal area with her fingers, searching without haste. Feeling no resistance, she slid two fingers inside and felt the wetness within. A sharp moan escaped Gloria, the first genuinely involuntary one of the night. Her breathing quickened to the rhythm of Natasha’s fingers until a long, deep moan coursed through her entire body and her knees buckled for a moment. She was struggling to breathe.

“Looks like this isn’t your first time, Natasha.” A pause. “Now it’s your turn.”

Gloria laid her face down on the bed with a firmness that brooked no argument. She applied lubricant to the strap-on calmly, without haste, while Natasha waited with her face pressed against the bed and her heart pounding in her chest.

She leaned close to her ear.

“After what I’m going to do to you, there’s no turning back. You’re going to be the most submissive and obedient man. There won’t be a trace of your masculinity left. You’re going to be the perfect man.”

She slowly pulled down her panties. She inserted her lubricated fingers, first two, then three, stretching her with a patience that was also a form of power. Natasha took deep breaths, focused on not tensing up.

“A few days ago you said red. Where is Mark now? How easily these fingers slide in. I’m about to fuck a woman.”

She positioned herself and began to penetrate her slowly with the strap-on, letting her body get used to the object before continuing. A long moan escaped Natasha, a mixture of pain and something that wasn’t exactly its opposite. Gloria pushed forward until she was fully inside.

Natasha felt the internal contractions, the throbbing of her caged sex with no outlet. Her breathing became ragged. She was close, but Gloria sensed it and stopped.

“You won’t come like this, Natasha.”

She stayed still for a moment. She breathed.

“I think I should have chosen the twenty-two-centimeter one,” she said teasingly.

She began to move. Slowly at first, pulling out and pushing back in, finding the rhythm set by Natasha’s moans. Gloria grew aroused too, not just from the friction against her erogenous zone, but from the context, from what she was doing and with whom. As a staunch believer in female supremacy, there was no pleasure more complete than this.

When Natasha’s moans quickened, Gloria picked up the pace until she heard the deepest moan—the kind you can’t fake—and Natasha arched her back and collapsed onto the bed.

Gloria lay down beside her. She embraced her. They kissed with a calmness they hadn’t felt all night.

A bond had developed between them that neither would name but that both felt with equal clarity.

They slept together for the rest of the night.


Chapter 7

Over time, Mark’s life had taken a turn he no longer tried to measure. He didn’t recognize the man he had once been, nor did he miss him. He found something he didn’t know how to call anything other than satisfaction in serving a woman like Gloria, so desired and feared in the city.

As her round-the-clock personal assistant, her right-hand man, and closest collaborator, he accompanied her everywhere—to business dinners, board meetings, and investor presentations. He always kept a respectful distance but never failed to stay alert. Many believed he was her bodyguard. His daily training had given him a physique that made that assumption seem plausible.

The main offices and the boardroom at Marchand Co. were on the fifteenth floor. It was an exclusively female space. Only three men were allowed in there: the two deputy directors, who were gay, and Mark. He had a desk outside the largest office and worked exclusively to meet Gloria’s needs. To most of the women on the floor, it was a mystery why a man occupied that spot. Only Sarahh Rossi, a former dominatrix turned businesswoman and board member, knew the reason—and she didn’t say a word.

Underneath his expensive suit, Mark wore women’s clothing. The only thing left of his masculinity was locked in a chastity cage. No one could have imagined that behind that clearly masculine presence lay the exact opposite. He was a completely heterosexual man—or rather, he was attracted to only one person. Only Gloria could arouse him.

For Gloria, his constant presence was indispensable. She needed him close by. Out of pride, she didn’t want to admit what she felt, but she knew it was a lot. She saw him as her perfect man, and that’s why she teased him with small daily humiliations outside the home. Mark enjoyed it.

At the villa, he took charge of the domestic staff so that Gloria wouldn’t waste time on minor issues. He took care of all her personal needs, and for that, he had taken courses in hairdressing and manicure. On his mistress’s orders, he worked out for an hour every day and followed the diet prepared by the nutritionist. The only exception was their shared dinner.

When Gloria had an affair with someone else, he helped her with the preparations and served as her driver. He always waited for her. He looked after her when she had problems. She loved telling him every detail about her lovers and their activities together, while he endured the humiliation with a stoicism that, over time, had ceased to be an effort.

Gloria had found a truly submissive man.

***

One morning on the fifteenth floor, Gloria closed the door to her office and looked at Sarahh Rossi from across the desk.

“Julian hasn’t given me an answer about the merger.”

Sarahh crossed her legs.

“I spoke with his wife. There are problems in their marriage.”

Gloria looked at her for a moment without saying a word.

“And if he’s one of my lovers, what can you expect?”

“Exactly.”

“But I want that merger. And I want to do with his company what I did with mine.”

Sarahh waited.

“What are you going to do?”

Gloria picked up her phone and typed a message: Tell George to take the day off. Get the limo and take me to 2135 Independence Avenue.

She put the phone in her purse, stood up, and took her jacket off the back of the chair.

***

Mark drove in silence. He knew the address. He’d taken her there before.

When they arrived, he opened the back door. Gloria crossed her legs and waited with the door open, her skirt hiked up just enough, looking out at the street with that calmness of hers that Mark knew so well.

Two minutes later, she saw Julian approaching on the sidewalk. Tailored suit, leather briefcase, the same confident stride as always. Mark watched him in the rearview mirror without moving.

Julian saw the limousine. He saw Gloria. Something in his expression changed before he could control it.

“Good morning. Get in.”

He hesitated for a second. He got in.

Gloria looked at him with a calmness that wasn’t indifference but something entirely different.

“You were a bad boy. Now everything is going to change.”

He opened his mouth and closed it.

“Mark,” Gloria said without looking at him. “Drive.”

Mark started the limousine.

THE END
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