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Chapter 1: The Supplicant at the Gates

	 

	Dorian Mitchell clawed at the iron bars of the Manderley gates, his breath coming in ragged, desperate gasps. He did not care who saw him or how pathetic he looked kneeling in the dirt of the gravel drive. He had spent his entire life making decisions, carrying the weight of his own agency until it had nearly crushed him. Now, he wanted only to be told what to do. He wanted to be owned.

The heavy locks turned with a mechanical groan, and the gates swung inward. Standing there was Beatrice Blackstone, a woman whose face was a mask of stern, uncompromising discipline. She looked down at Dorian as if he were a stray animal seeking shelter from a storm, though the sky above was perfectly clear.

"You are Dorian Mitchell," Beatrice stated, her voice like grinding stone. "The man who sent the letter of total surrender."

"I am," Dorian whispered, his head bowing instinctively.

"Stand up," Beatrice commanded. "And remove your clothes. All of them. Manderley has no use for the rags of your former life. If you enter these grounds, you enter them as a blank slate. A thing to be molded."

Dorian did not hesitate. His fingers fumbled with his buttons, his heart hammering against his ribs. He kicked off his shoes and shed his shirt and trousers, standing shivering and exposed in the open air. Beatrice watched him with clinical detachment, her eyes scanning his form for any sign of defiance. Finding none, she gestured for him to follow.

The walk up the long, winding drive was a gauntlet of exposure. Dorian felt the rough gravel beneath his bare feet and the cool breeze against his skin, a constant reminder of his vulnerability. By the time they reached the massive oak doors of the manor, his shame had begun to transform into a strange, buzzing heat in his chest.

The doors opened to reveal the foyer of Manderley, a space of marble and gold. And there, standing at the top of the grand staircase, was Zuri Martin.

She was more breathtaking and terrifying than Dorian had imagined. Zuri was a vision of absolute authority, dressed in a charcoal - gray power suit tailored so sharply it looked like armor. A silk blouse of deep emerald peeked from beneath her blazer, and her heels clicked with rhythmic, predatory precision as she descended the stairs. She was perfectly composed, every hair in place, a stark contrast to Dorian’s trembling, naked state.

Zuri stopped three steps above him, forcing Dorian to look up. The power dynamic was instantaneous and physical.

"So," Zuri said, her voice a low, melodic purr that sent a shiver down Dorian’s spine. "The supplicant has arrived. Beatrice, does he understand the terms?"

"He has been stripped of his belongings, Mistress," Beatrice replied, stepping back to join the shadows of the hallway. "He awaits your assessment."

Zuri stepped down until she was on the same level as Dorian. She didn't look at his face at first; she circled him like a buyer inspecting a piece of furniture. Her hand, encased in a soft leather glove, reached out and gripped his chin, forcing him to meet her gaze. Her eyes were dark, intelligent, and filled with a terrifying confidence.

"From this moment forward, Dorian, you have no name unless I give it to you," Zuri said. "You have no property. Even your body belongs to the estate. You will serve me. You will clean, you will cook, and you will anticipate my every whim. And you will do it all exactly as you are now - naked, exposed, and reminded of your place with every step you take on my floors."

"Yes, Mistress," Dorian breathed, the words tasting like a prayer.

Zuri smiled, a slow, cruel curve of her lips. "Beatrice, bring the device."

Beatrice stepped forward, holding a small, velvet - lined box. Inside sat a cage of polished steel and a heavy, industrial lock. Dorian’s breath hitched. He knew what it was. Permanent chastity. The ultimate surrender of his own desires to her will.

"Since you can no longer be trusted with your own impulses, I will hold the key to them," Zuri said. She moved behind him, her silk sleeves brushing against his bare shoulders, a sensation that made him gasp. "You will never touch yourself. You will never find relief unless I grant it, and I assure you, Dorian, I am a very frugal woman when it comes to such things."

Dorian felt the cold bite of the steel as Zuri and Beatrice worked together to fit the device. It was heavy, a constant weight that served as a physical manifestation of her ownership. When the lock clicked shut - a sharp, final sound that echoed in the marble foyer - Dorian felt a wave of relief wash over him. The decision was gone. His sexuality, his drive, his very manhood were now under her absolute control.

"There," Zuri said, stepping back to admire her handiwork. She reached out and patted his cheek, the leather of her glove cool against his heated skin. "You look much more like a servant now. A fixture of Manderley."

"Thank you, Mistress," Dorian whispered, his voice cracking.

"Do not thank me yet," Zuri replied, her tone sharpening. "Cassian Everett will be arriving later this week for a gala. He knew you in your previous life, didn't he? He knew you as a man of status. You will serve him drinks, you will take his coat, and you will do so while remaining entirely nude and silent. You will show him, and everyone else, exactly how much you enjoy your new status."

The thought of Cassian seeing him like this, a collared and caged pet for Zuri’s amusement, brought a flush of humiliation to Dorian’s face. But beneath the shame was a growing, obsessive love. He looked at Zuri - so beautiful, so dominant, so flawlessly clothed in her silk and authority - and he knew he would do anything to keep her gaze on him.

"Beatrice will show you to the scullery," Zuri said, turning her back on him as if he were already forgotten. "There is silver to be polished. I expect to see my reflection in every spoon by dinner. If I find a single smudge, you will spend the night locked in the cellar."

Zuri began to walk away, the silk of her trousers whispering against her legs. Dorian dropped to his knees, pressing his forehead to the cold marble floor as she departed. He was a supplicant no longer. He was a servant. He was hers. And as the cold click of his chastity lock reminded him of his bondage, Dorian Mitchell realized he had never been happier.

	 


Chapter 2: Relinquishing the World

	 

	The heavy silver tray clattered onto the stone floor as the scullery door was kicked open with a violence that made Dorian Mitchell jump. He remained on his knees, his breath hitching in his chest. He was entirely nude, his pale skin stark against the dark, cold floor of the basement kitchen. The steel of his chastity cage felt like an anchor, a heavy and cold weight that reminded him with every flinch that his body was no longer his own.

"Get up, Dorian," Beatrice Blackstone barked. She stood over him, her severe black dress buttoned to the chin, her eyes devoid of any sympathy. "The Mistress requires you in the drawing room immediately. Move."

Dorian scrambled to his feet, his hands instinctively reaching to cover his groin before he remembered the rules. Zuri had been very clear: a servant of Manderley was never to hide himself from the house. He dropped his hands to his sides, standing tall and exposed while Beatrice adjusted the tight leather collar around his neck. 

"What is happening?" Dorian asked, his voice trembling.

"Your past is knocking," Beatrice replied, her lip curling in a sneer. "And it is being very loud about it."

She led him through the servant corridors, the rough stone walls a sharp contrast to the luxury that awaited upstairs. When they emerged into the main hall, the transition was jarring. The air was warmer, scented with expensive lilies and the faint, musky perfume that Zuri Martin wore like a weapon. 

Zuri was standing by the floor - to - ceiling windows of the drawing room, overlooking the long, winding drive of the estate. She was a vision of absolute, untouchable authority, dressed in a sharp, ivory silk power suit that hugged her curves while projecting an aura of immense wealth. She didn't turn when he entered.

"Jalen," Zuri said, her voice calm and melodic.

Jalen Fitzgerald, her head of security, stepped out from the shadows near the fireplace. He held a tablet in his hand, his face set in a grim mask. "He is still at the gate, Mistress. He has Sebastian Minaj with him. They are claiming they have a court order for a wellness check."

"A wellness check," Zuri repeated, finally turning to look at Dorian. Her gaze swept over his naked form, lingering on the locked cage between his legs. A small, cruel smile touched her lips. "It seems Cassian Everett cannot accept that you chose this life, Dorian. He believes I have abducted you. He is threatening to bring the authorities and the press to my front door within the hour."

Dorian felt a surge of panic. Cassian. His former partner, the man who represented everything he had walked away from - the boardrooms, the stress, the empty pursuit of status. If Cassian saw him like this, the humiliation would be total. He would be a laughingstock, a fallen titan of industry reduced to a nude, collared pet.

"Mistress, I do not want to see him," Dorian pleaded, dropping to his knees on the plush Persian rug. He crawled toward her, his eyes fixed on the hem of her silk trousers. "Please. I am yours. I do not belong to that world anymore."

Zuri stepped forward, the toe of her designer heel catching him under the chin and forcing his head up. "You do not understand, Dorian. This is the catalyst. This is the moment where your transition becomes permanent. If I hide you, they will only return with more power. If I show you to them, and you denounce them while standing in your truth, they will have nothing left to hold onto."

"You want me to let him see me?" Dorian gasped. "Like this?"

"I want you to show him exactly how much you enjoy your service," Zuri commanded. She looked at Jalen. "Open the gates. Bring them to the front steps. Beatrice, bring the lead."

The minutes that followed were a blur of terror and strange, erotic anticipation. Beatrice clipped a heavy gold chain to Dorian’s collar. Zuri sat in a high - backed velvet chair, crossing her legs, the silk of her suit whispering as she settled into her throne. She looked down at Dorian, who was positioned at her feet, his head resting against her knee.

"You will stay exactly like this," Zuri whispered, her fingers drifting through his hair. "You will not speak unless I command it. You will let them see the cage. You will let them see the marks of my ownership. You will show Cassian that his world is a prison, while mine is your salvation."

The massive front doors of Manderley opened, and the sound of heavy footsteps echoed in the foyer. Cassian Everett burst into the drawing room, followed closely by Sebastian Minaj, who looked uncomfortable in his tailored legal attire. 

"Dorian!" Cassian shouted, stopping dead as he took in the scene. His face went through a rapid succession of emotions: shock, disgust, and finally, a twisted kind of pity. "My God, Dorian. What has she done to you?"

Dorian didn't move. He felt the warmth of Zuri’s hand on his neck, the only thing keeping him grounded. He looked at Cassian, seeing the frantic energy of his old life, the sweat on the man’s brow, the desperation in his eyes. 

"He looks quite well to me, Cassian," Zuri said, her voice dripping with bored sophistication. "In fact, I believe he has never been more relaxed. Have you, Dorian?"

"No, Mistress," Dorian said, his voice firm despite the heat of his blushing skin. He leaned into her touch, his eyes fixed on the floor. 

"Dorian, look at me!" Cassian stepped forward, but Jalen Fitzgerald shifted subtly, blocking his path. "You’re naked, man! You’re wearing a collar! This woman is sick. We have the papers. We can get you out of here right now. Sebastian has the injunction."

Sebastian Minaj cleared his throat, holding up a briefcase. "Mr. Mitchell, if you are under duress, you need only say the word. We have a car waiting. We can erase this. No one outside this room ever needs to know."

Dorian looked up then, not at Cassian, but at Zuri. She was looking down at him with an expression of icy expectations. He felt the cold click of the chastity lock against his thigh, the physical manifestation of her total control over his pleasure and his very being. He realized then that the humiliation Cassian offered - the pity of the world - was far worse than the exquisite submission Zuri demanded.

"I am not under duress," Dorian said, his voice echoing in the large room. He reached up and took Zuri’s hand, pressing a kiss to her knuckles. "I have found my place. I am Zuri’s servant. I am her property. I have no interest in your world, Cassian. I have relinquished it."

Cassian’s face paled. "You’re insane. She’s broken you."

"She has fixed me," Dorian countered. 

Zuri stood up, her hand remaining on Dorian’s head. "I believe you have your answer, gentlemen. Jalen, show them out. And if they ever darken my doorstep again, I will ensure that the footage of this little intervention finds its way to the press. I imagine the shareholders wouldn't be pleased to see their CEO chasing after a man who clearly prefers my floor to their boardroom."

As Jalen escorted the stunned men out, the silence that returned to Manderley was heavy and sweet. Zuri looked down at Dorian, her eyes softening with a predatory kind of love.

"You did well, Dorian," she murmured. "But you were far too bold in your speech. I believe you need to be reminded of your place. Beatrice?"

"Yes, Mistress?" Beatrice asked, stepping forward.

"The silver is not yet finished," Zuri said, her voice returning to its sharp, commanding edge. "And since Dorian had the energy to speak so eloquently to our guests, he clearly has the energy to spend the night in the scullery. No sleep until every piece of lead crystal in the dining room is polished to a mirror shine. And Dorian?"

Dorian looked up, his heart racing. "Yes, Mistress?"

"The key to your cage stays on my nightstand," she said, a cruel glint in her eyes. "Perhaps, if the house is spotless by dawn, I will allow you to watch me dress for breakfast."

Dorian bowed his head until it touched the rug. "Thank you, Mistress."

As he was led back down to the cold, dark depths of the scullery, Dorian Mitchell felt a profound sense of peace. The world was gone. There was only Zuri, the weight of his cage, and the endless, beautiful cycle of his obedience.

	 


Chapter 3: The Arrival of Zuri Martin

	 

	The pavement beneath my feet felt like a bridge burning behind me. Every step toward the towering iron gates of Manderley was a final severance from the man I used to be. I wondered if the world I was leaving behind would even notice I was gone, or if I had already become a ghost before I even arrived. There was no room for Dorian Mitchell the architect, the professional, the citizen. That man was a hollow shell, and I was desperate to crack it open. The fear was a cold weight in my gut, a nauseating reminder that once I stepped through those gates, I would never own my own breath again. There was no exit strategy. No safety net. Only the terrifying, beautiful promise of total erasure. I was an intruder in my own life, and Manderley was the only place where that truth could be spoken aloud.

The heavy gates creaked open without a sound, as if the estate itself were swallowing me whole. Standing in the center of the gravel drive was Beatrice Blackstone. She wore a charcoal grey dress that hit just below the knee, her hair pulled back into a bun so tight it seemed to sharpen the angles of her face. She did not smile. She did not offer a hand. She simply watched me approach, her eyes cataloging my trembling hands and the single suitcase I carried.

"You are Dorian Mitchell," Beatrice stated. It was not a question. "Follow me. Do not speak unless you are spoken to. Your life of choices ended at the gate."

I followed her into the grand foyer of Manderley. The air smelled of beeswax, expensive lilies, and something metallic - the scent of authority. The floors were polished marble, reflecting the high, vaulted ceilings and the portraits of women who looked down with cold, aristocratic indifference. 

"Drop the bag," Beatrice commanded.

I let the suitcase fall. The thud echoed through the silent hall. 

"Remove your clothes," she said, her voice flat and devoid of any emotion. "Every stitch. You will enter the presence of Mistress Martin as you will remain: a blank canvas for her use."

My heart hammered against my ribs like a trapped bird. My fingers fumbled with the buttons of my shirt, my skin prickling under Beatrice’s clinical gaze. I stripped off the silk tie, the button - down, the slacks, and finally my underwear. Standing nude in the center of the vast, cold foyer, I had never felt more visible or more insignificant. Beatrice stepped forward, taking my discarded clothes and tossing them into a pile near the door as if they were nothing more than refuse.

"Wait here," she said, before turning and ascending the grand staircase.

I stood there, my breath hitching in the silence. Minutes felt like hours. I was acutely aware of the draft on my bare skin and the hardness of the marble beneath my feet. Then, I heard the rhythmic click of heels.

Zuri Martin appeared at the top of the stairs. She was the most imposing woman I had ever seen. She wore a midnight - blue power suit, the silk shimmering under the chandeliers. The jacket was tailored perfectly to her frame, emphasizing her commanding presence, while her trousers moved with a fluid, predatory grace. Her hair was styled in a sharp, modern cut, and her eyes - dark and piercing - locked onto mine with the weight of a physical blow. She looked down at me from the landing, her expression unreadable, her elegance a stark contrast to my raw, shivering nudity.

She descended the stairs slowly, her eyes never leaving my face. When she reached the bottom, she circled me like a buyer inspecting a piece of furniture. I kept my gaze downward, as instructed by the heavy silence she maintained.

"Look at me, Dorian," Zuri said. Her voice was a low, melodic purr that carried the absolute force of a decree.

I lifted my head. The intensity of her gaze made me want to shrink, yet I found myself leaning into it.

"You have come here to serve," Zuri said, stopping directly in front of me. She smelled of sandalwood and power. "You have come here to be nothing. Do you understand that your body no longer belongs to you? Your pleasure, your discomfort, your very identity - they are now my property."

"Yes, Mistress," I whispered, my voice cracking.

Zuri reached out, her gloved hand catching my chin and forcing me to maintain eye contact. "You will not wear clothes in this house. You will be a constant, visible reminder of my sovereignty. You are a tool, Dorian. A fixture. You will clean, you will serve, and you will wait. And you will do it all while being denied the one thing your biology demands."

She nodded to Beatrice, who stepped forward holding a small, velvet - lined box. Inside lay a device of polished medical - grade steel. It was a chastity cage, cold and uncompromising. 

"Kneel," Zuri commanded.

I dropped to my knees on the marble floor. Zuri watched with clinical detachment as Beatrice knelt behind me to assist. The process was swift and humiliating. The steel was freezing against my skin, a brutal reminder of the transition I was undergoing. As the lock clicked into place, I felt a strange, soaring sense of relief. The heavy weight of the cage signaled the end of my autonomy. I was locked away, my sexuality held captive by the woman standing over me in her impeccable silk suit.

Zuri took the small silver key from Beatrice and held it up. The light from the chandelier danced off the metal.

"This key will stay with me," Zuri said, her voice dropping to a whisper that sent shivers down my spine. "You will never touch yourself. You will never seek release. Your focus is now entirely on the upkeep of Manderley and my absolute comfort. If I find you have strayed from your duties, or if you forget your place, the consequences will be... educational."

She stepped back, her heels clicking once more on the marble. 

"Beatrice, show him to the scullery. He can begin by polishing the silver. I want to see my reflection in every surface by dinner."

"Yes, Mistress," Beatrice said.

Zuri turned to leave, but stopped for a moment, looking back at me as I remained kneeling, nude and trembling, on her floor. 

"Welcome home, Dorian," she said, a small, cruel smile touching her lips. "I think you are going to be very useful."

As I watched her walk away, the silk of her suit whispering against the air, I felt the first true spark of love I had ever known. It was a love born of total submission, a devotion rooted in the knowledge that I was finally, irrevocably, her slave. The world outside Manderley ceased to exist. There was only the cold click of the lock, the sting of my own vulnerability, and the magnificent, clothed shadow of Zuri Martin.

	 


Chapter 4: Beatrice Blackstone and the Protocol

	 

	The air inside Manderley was heavy with the scent of expensive beeswax and the lingering, floral trail of Zuri Martin’s perfume. It was an atmosphere of suffocating opulence, where every shadow seemed to hold a secret and every polished surface reflected my own pathetic vulnerability. The grand hallway stretched out before me, a gauntlet of cold marble and dark wood that felt less like a home and more like a temple dedicated to my new Mistress’s absolute will. I stood there, shivering despite the warmth of the house, my skin prickling with the sudden realization that the world outside had been erased. There was no more Dorian Mitchell, the man - there was only the property that stood trembling at the feet of Beatrice Blackstone.

Beatrice did not offer a hand or a kind word. She stood like a pillar of granite in her black dress, her hair pulled back so tightly it seemed to sharpen the angles of her face. She looked down at me, her gaze lingering on the heavy metal device that now encased my sex, a cold and permanent reminder of Zuri’s ownership. The key to that lock was now tucked safely away in Zuri’s private quarters, and the weight of it was a grounding ache that pulsed with every heartbeat.

"Keep your eyes on the floor, Dorian," Beatrice commanded, her voice like the snap of a whip. "You have entered a state of grace through your surrender, but do not mistake Mistress Martin’s interest for leniency. In this house, you are a ghost. You are the hands that clean, the back that bows, and the spirit that obeys. You will remain nude at all times so that you may never forget your transparency. You are nothing but a tool for her comfort."

"Yes, Beatrice," I whispered, my voice cracking.

"You will address me as Miss Blackstone," she corrected sharply, stepping closer until the hem of her long skirt brushed against my bare toes. "And you will only speak when a response is required. Come. The scullery is waiting. The silver will not polish itself, and the Mistress expects perfection by the time she descends for dinner."

I followed her, my bare feet silent on the expensive rugs. The transition was intoxicating. Every step I took felt like a further descent into a beautiful, structured madness. We passed through a secondary hall where portraits of the estate’s former inhabitants stared down in silent judgment. I felt the prickle of shame, yet it was matched by a soaring sense of relief. The burden of my own life, my own decisions, and my own desires had been stripped away along with my clothes.

As we reached the scullery, Beatrice turned to face me, her hands folded primly in front of her. The room was a cavern of stainless steel and industrial light, a stark contrast to the velvet luxury of the main house.

"The Protocol is simple, though I suspect a man of your former standing will find it difficult," Beatrice said, her eyes narrowing. "You will begin your duties at dawn. You will move through the house like a shadow. If the Mistress is in a room, you are to remain on your knees unless directed otherwise. You are never to touch yourself. You are never to seek relief. Your body is a temple of denial, and the only deity you serve is Zuri Martin."

She reached out, her fingers catching my chin and forcing my head up so I had to look into her stern, unforgiving eyes. 

"Do you understand the beauty of your position, Dorian? Most men spend their lives chasing shadows. You have been given the gift of a purpose. You are the foundation upon which her luxury rests. If you falter, if you show even a hint of the ego you brought with you to the gates, I will ensure your education is far more visceral than a mere lecture."

"I understand, Miss Blackstone," I said, my heart hammering against my ribs. 

She released me and pointed toward a massive sideboard covered in tarnished silver platters and heavy candelabras. "Then begin. Use the fine cloths. I want to see the Mistress’s reflection in every piece. If there is a single smudge, you will spend the night locked in the cellar, contemplating your failure."

I dropped to my knees before the silver, the cold floor biting into my skin. As I took up the polish and the cloth, the rhythmic motion of my arms became a form of prayer. I thought of Zuri, upstairs in her silk and power, the woman who had seen the vacuum in my soul and filled it with her command. I thought of the way she looked at me - not as a person, but as a cherished, decorative object. 

The humiliation was a sweet, heavy syrup in my veins. I was a man of education, once a peer to people like Cassian Everett, who still lived in a world of messy, egalitarian struggles. But as I rubbed the polish into the silver, watching the dull metal begin to shine, I knew I had found a higher calling. I was a nude servant in the house of a goddess. The cold click of the chastity lock against my thigh was a rhythmic reminder that I was safe. I was owned. I was hers.

Hours passed in a blur of service. My muscles ached, and the lack of clothing made me hyper - aware of every draft, every shift in the house’s atmosphere. When the heavy oak doors at the end of the hall creaked open, I froze. The sound of heels - sharp, rhythmic, and unmistakable - echoed through the scullery.

Zuri Martin entered the room. She was dressed in a deep emerald power suit, the silk shimmering under the harsh lights. She looked magnificent, a vision of total control and feminine superiority. She didn't look at the silver. She looked at me, her eyes tracing the lines of my hunched, naked form.

"Beatrice," Zuri said, her voice smooth as cognac. "Is he proving himself useful?"

"He is diligent, Mistress," Beatrice replied, bowing her head slightly. "He has a certain... aptitude for domesticity."

Zuri walked over to me, the scent of her jasmine perfume washing over me like a wave. She reached out with a gloved hand, trailing a finger down my spine. I shuddered, my breath hitching in my throat. I wanted to turn, to press my face against her polished shoes, but the Protocol demanded I remain still.

"Good," Zuri whispered, leaning down so her breath warmed my ear. "Because I have decided that the silver is only the beginning, Dorian. Tonight, you will learn what it truly means to be a fixture of Manderley. You are the stool for my feet, the hands for my needs, and the silent witness to my glory. Do not disappoint me."

"Never, Mistress," I breathed, my forehead touching the cold, hard floor. 

In that moment, in the silence of the scullery, I knew that the world I had left behind was a pale, flickering ghost. This was my reality now. The silk, the steel, the lock, and the absolute, romantic weight of my submission to the woman who owned my very breath.

	 


Chapter 5: Stripping the Past Away

	 

	The iron gates of Manderley ground open with a heavy, metallic groan that resonated deep within my chest. I did not walk through them as a guest or a peer; I stepped onto the gravel driveway as a man surrendering his soul. At the top of the marble stairs stood Zuri Martin, her silhouette a sharp, unforgiving line against the grandeur of the estate. She was dressed in a charcoal power suit of impeccable cut, her white silk blouse buttoned to the very top of her throat. She looked every bit the master of this domain, her presence radiating a magnetism that made my knees weak before she even spoke.

"Stop right there," Zuri commanded. Her voice was like velvet wrapped around a blade.

I froze instantly, my breath hitching. The air at Manderley felt different - heavier, scented with the faint, intoxicating aroma of her jasmine perfume and old money.

"Beatrice," Zuri said, not taking her eyes off me.

Beatrice Blackstone stepped out from the shadows of the portico. She was a woman of severe lines and a clinical gaze, carrying a heavy wooden box. She moved down the stairs toward me with a rhythmic, terrifying purpose.

"Dorian Mitchell," Zuri said, her hands smoothing the front of her blazer as she descended the steps slowly. Each click of her designer heels on the stone felt like a gavel striking. "You have come here seeking a life of service. You have come here to be nothing. Do you understand what that entails?"

"Yes, Mistress," I whispered, my voice trembling.

"I did not give you permission to speak," Zuri replied, her eyes flashing with a cold, beautiful fire. "From this moment forward, your voice is mine to use. Your body is mine to command. You are a fixture of this house, no different from the chaise longue in the parlor or the silver in the dining room. Beatrice, begin the stripping."

Beatrice did not hesitate. Her hands were cold as she began to unbutton my shirt. I stood shivering in the open air, the vulnerability of the moment crashing over me. As each garment fell to the gravel, I felt the layers of my former life being peeled away. My pride, my autonomy, and my dignity were discarded like rags. When I stood entirely nude before her, the contrast was a physical weight. Zuri remained perfectly, flawlessly clothed, her high - fashion attire a symbol of her absolute superiority over my bare, trembling skin.

"Look at me, Dorian," Zuri ordered.

I lifted my gaze. She was breathtaking. The way the silk of her blouse shimmered as she moved closer made my heart race. She reached into the box Beatrice held and retrieved a device of polished medical - grade steel. It was a chastity cage, small and daunting.

"This is the last thing you will wear that belongs to you," Zuri said, her voice dropping to a low, intimate hum. "Everything else you are permitted to have will be provided by me. Your pleasure, your release, and your very manhood are now under lock and key. I am the only one who holds the power to grant you relief, and I find that I am a very stingy owner."

She knelt before me, her expensive trousers tight against her thighs. I watched, mesmerized and humiliated, as she expertly fitted the steel around me. The metal was freezing, a sharp reminder of the new reality I had embraced. With a definitive, chilling click, the lock turned. 

"There," Zuri whispered, looking up at me with a smirk that was both cruel and devastatingly beautiful. "Now you are truly mine. You will navigate these halls in this state of absolute denial. You will serve my guests, you will scrub my floors, and you will attend to my every whim while remaining as you are now - exposed and locked."

I felt a surge of paradoxical joy at the sound of the key being pulled away. The psychological relief of having no choices left was overwhelming. I was her creature now.

"Take him inside, Beatrice," Zuri said, standing up and brushing an invisible speck of dust from her sleeve. "Scrub him until his skin glows. Then, have him wait in the library. I find I have a need for a footstool while I read the morning correspondence."

"As you wish, Madam," Beatrice replied, her hand gripping my arm with bruising force.

As I was led toward the looming doors of Manderley, I caught sight of a man watching from a second - floor window. It was Cassian Everett, a face from the world I had just burned to the ground. He looked down at my naked, shamed form with a mixture of pity and shock, but I did not turn away. I leaned into the humiliation, my focus narrowing until the only thing that mattered was the scent of jasmine trailing behind Zuri Martin as she led the way into my new life. I was a nude servant in a house of silk and steel, and for the first time in my life, I felt exactly where I belonged.

	 


Chapter 6: A Uniform of Nudity

	 

	Cassian Everett’s face at the window was a tether to a life I had already buried, a life that felt like a fever dream compared to the sharp, cold reality of the tiles beneath my feet. He was the only person who could still see the Dorian Mitchell who had once commanded rooms, but that Dorian was dead. Cassian was dangerous because he represented the temptation of a choice, a way back to a world of responsibility and noise. I did not want it. I wanted the silence of obedience. I wanted the weight of Zuri’s gaze to be the only thing that defined me. If Cassian thought he could save me, he was a fool; I had found my salvation in the dirt at Zuri Martin’s feet. Every step I took toward the interior of Manderley, guided by the punishing grip of Beatrice Blackstone, was a step away from the man I used to be and toward the fixture I was becoming.

"Eyes on the floor, Dorian," Beatrice commanded, her voice like the snap of a whip. "You do not look at the guests. You do not look at the staff. You look at the ground until Madam gives you leave to do otherwise."

"Yes, Beatrice," I whispered, my voice trembling.

I was led into a sterile, white - tiled room that smelled of cedar and astringent soap. Beatrice did not offer me a towel or a moment of privacy. Instead, she turned a high - pressure hose on me, the spray of cold water hitting my skin with a force that made me gasp. She scrubbed me with a coarse loofah, her movements efficient and devoid of any warmth. She treated my body like a piece of furniture that had gathered dust, scouring my skin until it was flushed a deep, painful pink. I stood there, shivering and exposed, while she inspected every inch of me with a clinical, judging eye.

"You are to be a reflection of Madam’s standards," Beatrice said, her hand roughly tilting my chin up so I was forced to meet her stern gaze. "Any blemish, any sign of neglect on your person, is an insult to her. You are her uniform of nudity. You will remain pristine."

The doors to the library swung open, and Zuri Martin stepped inside. The contrast between us was a physical ache in my chest. She was dressed in a tailored, charcoal - gray power suit made of the finest wool, a silk blouse of deep emerald peeking from beneath the lapels. Her heels clicked with a rhythmic, predatory precision on the marble floor. She looked like a goddess of industry and order, while I stood before her, dripping wet and shivering, reduced to the most basic state of a man.

"Is he prepared, Beatrice?" Zuri asked, her voice smooth and cool, like a glass of vintage wine.

"He is clean, Madam," Beatrice replied, stepping back and bowing her head.

Zuri walked a slow circle around me. I felt the heat of her presence as she passed, the scent of her jasmine perfume filling my lungs. She stopped in front of me, her gloved hand reaching out to trace the line of my jaw. I leaned into her touch instinctively, a desperate animal seeking a scrap of affection, but she pulled back just as quickly.

"You are still too prone to your own impulses, Dorian," she said, her eyes narrowing. "You seek comfort. You seek release. These are luxuries you no longer possess. Beatrice, the device."

My breath hitched as Beatrice produced a small, velvet - lined box. Inside sat a cage of polished surgical steel, its lock glinting under the library’s chandeliers. This was the final seal on my transformation. Zuri took the device from the box, her expression one of mild interest, as if she were choosing a piece of jewelry.

"This is the end of your autonomy," Zuri said, her voice dropping to a low, intimate vibrato. "Your desire is no longer yours to manage. You will not feel the touch of your own hand, nor will you feel the relief of climax, unless I specifically command it. You will live in a state of perpetual need, and that need will be directed solely toward serving me. Do you understand?"

"Yes, Mistress," I choked out, the word tasting like both honey and ash.

The application was a blur of cold metal and the clinical efficiency of Beatrice’s hands, but the moment the lock clicked shut, the world changed. The key was handed to Zuri, who tucked it into a hidden pocket of her suit. I felt a strange, soaring sense of relief. The burden of my own sexuality, the distractions of my own body, had been stripped away. I was a vessel now, empty of everything but her will.

"Go to the library chair, Dorian," Zuri commanded, pointing toward a grand, leather wingback chair by the fireplace. "Sit on the floor at my feet. You will serve as my footstool while I review the morning's reports. If you move, if you make a sound, the consequences will be severe."

I followed her, my naked skin feeling the draft of the large room, a constant reminder of my vulnerability. I knelt before the chair, folding my body into the shape she required. When she sat down, the weight of her feet resting on my thighs was the most wonderful thing I had ever felt. Her heels dug slightly into my flesh, a sharp, grounding pain that reminded me of my place.

As she began to flip through a stack of papers, her focus entirely on her work, I looked up and saw Cassian Everett standing in the doorway. He was staring at me, his eyes wide with a mixture of horror and pity. For a second, our eyes met. I saw the question in his gaze: 'How could you let this happen?'

I didn't look away this time. I let him see the steel cage. I let him see the way I leaned into the weight of Zuri’s boots. I wanted him to see that I wasn't a victim. I was a man who had finally found his purpose. I was the dirt beneath Zuri Martin’s feet, and I had never been more certain of who I was. 

"Dorian," Zuri said, not looking up from her papers, "you are staring. That is a luxury you haven't earned."

"Forgive me, Mistress," I whispered, immediately dropping my gaze to her polished shoes.

"Don't let it happen again," she replied, her voice soft but carrying the weight of an iron fist. 

I stayed there, my muscles aching, my skin cold, and my body locked in a cage of her making. I was a nude servant in a house of silk and steel, and as I felt the steady, rhythmic pressure of her feet on my lap, I knew I would never want to be anywhere else. The world outside, the world where Cassian Everett lived, was a chaotic mess of choices. Here, there was only Zuri, and the beautiful, crushing weight of her command.

	 


Chapter 7: The First Cold Morning
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