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Chapter 1: The Mist of Marchmain

	 

	The crack of Audrey Valerius's palm against Kanye Nelson's cheek was the only sound in the library of Marchmain. It was a perfect, stinging strike that sent a jolt of shock straight to his core. He had been looking at her for two seconds too long, his eyes lingering on the sharp line of her jaw as she reviewed the estate ledgers. Kanye had come to Marchmain to manage her finances, but in that moment, he realized his professional accolades meant nothing to the woman standing before him.

"Do you find my face more interesting than your duties, Kanye?" Audrey asked. Her voice was like velvet over steel. She didn't wait for an answer. She grabbed him by the tie, pulling his face inches from hers. "You are staring at your superior. You are staring at your owner. From this moment forward, you do not look at me unless I command it. You do not speak unless I permit it. You are no longer an employee. You are mine."

Kanye felt his breath hitch. The pain in his cheek was already transitioning into a warm, thrumming heat that made his heart race. He saw the cold, calculated dominance in her eyes and felt a part of his soul click into place. "Yes, Mistress," he whispered, the words feeling right even as they stripped away his dignity.

Audrey smiled, a predatory expression that made him shiver. She reached into her desk drawer and pulled out a small, sleek device. It was a remote - controlled vibrator, silver and menacing. "Strip," she commanded.

Within minutes, Kanye was exposed and trembling. Audrey fitted the device against him with firm, clinical hands. Once he was dressed again in his formal suit, she slipped a small, black remote into her designer purse. "We have guests arriving for the gala. You will serve them. You will be the perfect, silent servant. But if I feel you lagging, or if I simply wish to see you suffer, I will use this. And you will smile through the pleasure until you break."

The grand ballroom of Marchmain was filled with the elite. Kanye moved through the crowd with a silver tray, his hands steady despite the low, constant hum already vibrating between his legs. He approached Ginuwine Valerius, who was deep in conversation with the sharp - tongued Valentina Green.

"Another glass of vintage, Kanye?" Ginuwine asked, barely glancing at him.

"Of course, sir," Kanye replied, but as he reached for the bottle, he felt the sensation intensify. In the corner of his eye, he saw Audrey watching him from across the room. She was leaning against a marble pillar, her thumb pressing firmly down on the remote inside her purse.

The vibration surged to a frantic, bone - deep pulse. Kanye's knees buckled slightly, and the tray rattled. Valentina Green arched a perfectly groomed eyebrow. "Careful, Nelson. One would think you were unaccustomed to such fine surroundings. You look quite flushed."

"I am perfectly fine, Ms. Green," Kanye gasped, his knuckles white as he gripped the tray. The heat was becoming unbearable, a localized fire that demanded his total focus to remain upright. Audrey turned the dial higher. Kanye felt a bead of sweat roll down his temple. He was a slave in a room full of giants, a secret toy for the woman who held his leash.

When the gala reached its peak, Audrey caught his eye and nodded toward her private study. Kanye followed her, his gait stiff as he fought the overwhelming sensations. Inside the study, the lights were low. Denzel Martin, Audrey's head of security, stood by the door like a silent statue.

"He held up well tonight, Denzel, wouldn't you say?" Audrey asked, sitting behind her heavy oak desk.

Denzel looked Kanye up and down with a clinical, unimpressed gaze. "He's still too proud, Mistress. He needs to understand that he is nothing more than a tool for your satisfaction."

Audrey stood up and walked toward Kanye. She pressed the remote to its highest setting. Kanye collapsed to his knees, his forehead resting on the cool hardwood floor as a muffled cry escaped his lips. "You belong to me, Kanye. You represent the Valerius name through your absolute submission. Your only purpose is to satisfy my whims. Do you understand?"

"I am... yours," Kanye groaned, the humiliation of being watched by Denzel only adding to the dark, intoxicating thrill of his surrender. "I am your slave, Mistress."

Audrey reached down and gripped his hair, forcing him to look up at her. "Good. Because I have more guests arriving."

As the clock struck midnight, the heavy doors of the study opened. Sophia Allen and Adrian Blackstone walked in, carrying crystal flutes for a late - night toast. They didn't even acknowledge Kanye as a person; they saw him only as a fixture of the room, a man kneeling at the feet of his goddess.

"To the power of the Valerius line," Adrian said, raising his glass.

Kanye remained at Audrey's feet, the stinging reminder of her hand still warm on his face, the vibration a constant tether to her will. He looked up at her, seeing his world, his law, and his love reflected in her cold, beautiful eyes. He had found a dark sort of peace in his own undoing. He was the Mistress's slave, and he never wanted to be free again.

	 


Chapter 2: A Professional Gaze

	 

	The heavy oak door of the library at Marchmain swung open with a violent thud as Roscoe Amesbury marched inside, his face a mask of panicked urgency. He did not wait for an invitation before dropping a thick, crimson - sealed envelope onto the desk where Audrey Valerius sat. The sound was like a gunshot in the quiet room, a sudden impact that shattered the morning's fragile peace.

"The board has issued a formal challenge, Audrey," Roscoe said, his voice strained. "They are demanding an immediate audit of the Valerius holdings. If you cannot prove absolute control over your staff and your assets by the end of the gala tonight, they will move to strip you of your title."

Audrey did not flinch. She did not even look at the letter. Her cold, sapphire eyes remained fixed on Kanye Nelson, who stood stiffly by the window, clutching a stack of architectural blueprints. Kanye felt a bead of sweat roll down his spine. He was a man who thrived on logistics and order, a top - tier consultant brought in to restore the estate, but in the presence of Audrey Valerius, his professional distance was rapidly dissolving.

"Control," Audrey mused, her voice a low, melodic purr that made the hair on Kanye's arms stand up. "Roscoe, leave us. I believe Mr. Nelson and I have matters to discuss that require my undivided attention."

Roscoe Amesbury bowed quickly and retreated, closing the door behind him. The silence that followed was heavy, thick with the scent of Audrey’s expensive perfume and the ancient wood of the manor. Kanye found himself unable to look away from her. His gaze drifted from her sharp, aristocratic features down to the curve of her throat, and further still to the way her silk blouse strained against her chest. He was staring, and he knew it was a transgression.

"Is there something on my blouse that interests you, Kanye?" Audrey asked, rising slowly from her chair.

"No, Mistress - I mean, no, Ma'am," Kanye stammered, his face flushing.

She was across the room in an instant, her movement fluid and predatory. Before he could blink, the sharp crack of her palm meeting his cheek echoed through the library. The force of the slap sent Kanye’s head snapping to the side, his glasses sliding down the bridge of his nose. The sting was immediate and white - hot, but it was followed by a terrifying, electric jolt of arousal that pooled in his gut.

"You will address me as Mistress," Audrey hissed, her hand now gripping his chin, forcing him to look into her eyes. "Your professional accolades mean nothing here. In Marchmain, you are not a consultant. You are a body. You are an instrument of my will. Do you understand?"

"Yes, Mistress," Kanye whispered, his breath hitching. The order he had spent his life building was gone, replaced by a desperate, soul - deep need to obey the woman holding him.

"Good. Because if I am to prove my control to the board, I must start with the most headstrong beast in my stable." She reached into her desk drawer and pulled out a small, sleek device made of medical - grade silicone. Beside it sat a tiny, silver remote. "Strip. Now."

Kanye obeyed with trembling hands, his clothes falling in a heap on the Persian rug. Audrey watched him with a clinical, superior detachment that made him feel smaller than he ever had before. She fitted him with the remote - controlled vibrator, the device humming briefly as it settled against his most sensitive skin. She then tucked the remote into her small, beaded evening purse.

"This will stay on throughout the gala," she told him, her voice devoid of mercy. "You will serve my guests. You will be the perfect, silent attendant. And every time I press this button, you will remember exactly who owns your pleasure and your pain."

The evening gala was a blur of high society and mounting torture. The grand ballroom of the Valerius manor was filled with the elite, including Ginuwine Valerius, who watched Kanye with a knowing, mocking glint in his eyes as Kanye poured him a glass of vintage scotch. 

"You look a bit flushed, Nelson," Ginuwine remarked, leaning in. "Is the heat of Marchmain too much for you?"

Kanye couldn't answer. At that exact moment, Audrey, who was standing across the room draped in midnight - blue velvet, pressed the button in her purse. The device between Kanye's legs erupted into a high - frequency buzz. His knees buckled, and he had to grip the edge of the serving table to keep from collapsing.

"He is simply dedicated to his duties," a voice interrupted. Valentina Green swept toward them, her sharp tongue as legendary as her family's fortune. She looked Kanye up and down, her eyes lingering on the way his trousers strained and the fine sheen of sweat on his forehead. "Though he does seem to be vibrating with effort, doesn't he, Audrey?"

Audrey smiled, a thin, cruel line of satisfaction. She turned the dial on the remote to its maximum setting. Kanye gasped, a low, broken sound that he barely managed to stifle. He felt his dignity leaking away with every pulse of the motor, his body betraying his mind in front of the most powerful people in the country. He was a slave in a tuxedo, a plaything disguised as a professional.

"Come, Kanye," Audrey said, her voice cutting through his haze of overstimulation. "I believe you need a moment of reflection in the study."

She led him away from the crowd, her hand resting lightly on the small of his back, though the remote in her purse was the real tether. When they reached the private study, the heavy scent of cigar smoke greeted them. Denzel Martin, the head of security, was already there, standing like a stone statue by the fireplace.

"He nearly fell out there, Mistress," Denzel noted, his voice deep and judgmental. 

"He is learning," Audrey replied. She clicked the vibrator off, and the sudden silence in Kanye's nervous system was almost as jarring as the sensation itself. He fell to his knees at her feet, his chest heaving. "He is learning that his only purpose is to uphold the dignity of the Valerius name through his absolute submission."

She looked down at him, her expression softening into something that looked dangerously like love, though it was a love rooted in total possession. "Do you belong to me, Kanye?"

"I am yours," Kanye groaned, the humiliation of being watched by Denzel only adding to the dark, intoxicating thrill of his surrender. "I am your slave, Mistress. Please, never let me go."

Audrey reached down and gripped his hair, forcing him to look up at her. Her thumb traced the faded red mark of her slap on his cheek. "I have no intention of letting you go. You are the foundation of my power now."

As the clock struck midnight, the heavy doors of the study opened. Sophia Allen and Adrian Blackstone walked in, carrying crystal flutes for a late - night toast. They didn't even acknowledge Kanye as a person; they saw him only as a fixture of the room, a man kneeling at the feet of his goddess, a silent testament to her absolute superiority.

"To the power of the Valerius line," Adrian said, raising his glass to the group.

Kanye remained at Audrey's feet, his forehead resting against the hem of her gown. The stinging reminder of her hand was still warm on his face, and the weight of the device inside him was a constant, physical promise of her control. He looked up at her, seeing his world, his law, and his love reflected in her cold, beautiful eyes. He had found a dark sort of peace in his own undoing. He was the Mistress's slave, and as Sophia and Adrian toasted to the future, Kanye knew he never wanted to be free again.

	 


Chapter 3: The First Correction

	 

	The man I was before I entered the gates of Marchmain is a stranger to me now. He was a creature of logic, a man who valued his autonomy and the sharp crease of his business suits. That man is dead, buried under the weight of a single, stinging blow and the hum of the silver device currently nestled deep inside my body. The anxiety of this transformation is a physical weight in my chest, a terrifying realization that there is no bridge back to the world of men who own themselves. I have stepped off a precipice, and the only thing catching me is the iron will of Audrey Valerius. The old life is a ghost, and the unknown future as a possession is the only reality left.

It began in the quiet intensity of her private drawing room. I had been presenting the quarterly projections for the Valerius estate, trying to maintain my professional decorum, but my eyes betrayed me. I found myself tracing the elegant curve of Audrey's throat, my gaze lingering far too long on the cruel perfection of her lips.

"Are you listening to me, Kanye, or are you too busy cataloging my features like a common voyeur?" Audrey asked, her voice dropping to a dangerously low register.

"I apologize, Mistress. I was just - "

The sentence was cut short by the sudden, sharp crack of her palm against my cheek. The force of the slap sent my head snapping to the side, the sound echoing like a gunshot in the silent room. My breath hitched, my lungs suddenly forgetting their purpose. The sting was immediate, a blooming heat that seemed to mark me down to the bone.

"You do not look at me unless I command it," Audrey hissed, her fingers gripping my chin to force my eyes back to hers. "Your accolades mean nothing here. Your professional history is a scrap of paper I have already burned. From this moment on, you are not my employee. You are my slave. Do you understand?"

"Yes, Mistress," I whispered, the word tasting like a surrender I had been craving my entire life.

She didn't stop there. Audrey reached into her mahogany desk and produced a small, silver object that glinted under the chandelier. It was a remote - controlled vibrator, sleek and intimidating. With a cold efficiency that left me trembling, she forced me to strip and fitted the device within me. The intrusion was a violation that felt like a homecoming. She tucked the small remote into her silk purse, and I knew then that my very nervous system was now her plaything.

The transition was solidified during the formal gala held in the Great Hall of the Valerius manor later that evening. I was forced into a restrictive, high - collared livery, my face still flushed from the afternoon's correction. I stood among the elite, carrying a silver tray of crystal flutes, a ghost in the room I once thought I would navigate as an equal.

"More champagne, slave," Valentina Green commanded, her sharp tongue as lethal as her reputation. She looked me up and down with a sneer of pure derision. "Audrey, where did you find this one? He looks as though he might break if I speak too loudly."

Audrey smiled, her thumb casually brushing the dial on the remote hidden in her purse. "He is sturdier than he looks, Valentina. He just needs a firm hand to remind him of his place."

Suddenly, a low, powerful thrum ignited inside me. I nearly dropped the tray, my knees buckling as the device reached a frantic frequency. I looked toward Audrey, pleading with my eyes, but she only leaned closer to Ginuwine Valerius, laughing at a joke while her thumb held the button down. I had to stand there, serving drinks to Ginuwine and the other guests, while my body betrayed me in the most humiliating fashion. Every step was an agony of pleasure and shame, a public display of my total lack of self - control.

When the intensity became too much to bear, and I was on the verge of a shameful collapse, Audrey signaled for me to follow her. We moved through the shadows of the manor to her private study. Denzel Martin, her head of security, was already there, standing like a stone sentinel by the door.

"He almost failed the test at the gala," Audrey said, her voice echoing in the wood - paneled room. She looked at Denzel, then back at me. "Denzel, witness this. Let it be known to the entire household that Kanye Nelson belongs to the Valerius name. He is the foundation upon which I will display my absolute authority."

She delivered another slap, harder than the first, to my other cheek. "Kneel," she commanded.

I dropped to my knees, my forehead resting against the cool hem of her gown. The humiliation was a dark sort of peace. Denzel watched with a stoic approval that made my stomach flip. I was no longer a man; I was a testament to her superiority.

The heavy doors of the study opened, and the sound of laughter drifted in from the hallway. Sophia Allen and Adrian Blackstone walked in, carrying crystal flutes for a late - night toast. They didn't even acknowledge me as a person; they saw me only as a fixture of the room, a man kneeling at the feet of his goddess.

"To the power of the Valerius line," Adrian said, raising his glass to the group.

I remained at Audrey's feet, the stinging reminder of her hand still warm on my face. The hum of the device was a constant, physical promise of her control. I looked up at her, seeing my world, my law, and my love reflected in her cold, beautiful eyes. I had found a dark sort of peace in my own undoing. I was the Mistress's slave, and as Sophia and Adrian toasted to the future, I knew I never wanted to be free again. The old life was a shadow, and this beautiful, crushing reality was the only light I needed.

	 


Chapter 4: Breathless and Awakened

	 

	Marchmain did not just house the Valerius family; it consumed everyone who stepped inside its towering, marble - clad halls. The atmosphere was a heavy blend of ancient cedar, expensive perfume, and the unspoken threat of absolute power. Every portrait on the wall seemed to track my movements, reminding me that I was an interloper in a world governed by bloodlines and iron wills. I felt the weight of the architecture pressing down on my shoulders, an intoxicatingly grand cage that demanded my total surrender before I had even uttered a word. The air itself felt thick, vibrating with the legacy of a dynasty that had never known the meaning of the word no.

I stood in the center of the private library, my boots sinking into the plush crimson rug. Audrey Valerius sat behind a desk of dark mahogany, her presence more commanding than the sprawling estate around us. I was supposed to be her new operations manager, a man hired for my efficiency and order, yet as I looked at her, my professional veneer began to crack. She was draped in silk the color of midnight, her eyes sharp and predatory. I found myself staring at the curve of her throat, the elegance of her posture, and the sheer, cold beauty that radiated from her. I couldn't look away; I was a moth drawn to a flame that intended to incinerate me.

"You are staring, Kanye," Audrey said, her voice a low, melodic warning. "It is a bold choice for a man in your position to look at me with such hunger."

I tried to swallow, my throat suddenly dry. "I apologize, Mistress Valerius. I was simply caught off guard by the... the gravity of the room."

Audrey rose from her chair with the slow, deliberate grace of a huntress. She walked around the desk, the click of her heels on the hardwood perimeter sounding like a countdown. When she reached me, she didn't stop until she was inches away, her scent - something like jasmine and cold rain - filling my senses. 

"You are not here to admire the room, and you are certainly not here to admire me," she whispered. 

Before I could blink, her hand moved in a blur. The slap was sharp and sudden, the crack of skin against skin echoing through the vaulted ceiling. My head snapped to the side, and a searing heat blossomed across my cheek. I gasped, the air leaving my lungs in a rush. It wasn't just the pain; it was the shock of it, the absolute authority behind the strike that left me breathless and, for the first time in my life, truly awakened. My heart hammered against my ribs, a frantic drumbeat of terror and sudden, dark thrill.

"Down," she commanded.

My legs gave way before I could even process the thought. I dropped to my knees at her feet, my face still stinging, my gaze fixed on the hem of her dress.

"Your professional accolades mean nothing to me, Kanye," Audrey said, her hand reaching down to tilt my chin up so I had to meet her icy blue eyes. "Marchmain does not need a manager. It needs a soul that belongs entirely to the Valerius name. You are no longer my employee. You are my personal slave. Do you understand your new reality?"

"Yes, Mistress," I managed to choke out, the words feeling like a seal on my fate.

She reached into a small velvet box on her desk and produced a sleek, silver device. "To ensure your constant obedience, you will wear this. I will keep the remote tucked in my purse at all times. You will never know when I might choose to remind you of who owns your body."

The installation was a silent, humiliating ritual that left me trembling and marked. By the time the formal gala began later that evening, I was a different man. Dressed in a stiff, high - collared suit, I moved through the grand ballroom with a silver tray in my hands. The room was a sea of silk and diamonds, filled with the most powerful names in the region.

I moved toward Ginuwine Valerius, who stood near a towering ice sculpture, discussing land rights with the sharp - tongued Valentina Green. 

"A drink, Ginuwine?" I asked, my voice barely steady.

Ginuwine took a glass, his eyes scanning me with a dismissive curiosity. "Audrey’s new pet. You look a bit pale, boy. Is the work too much for you?"

Valentina Green let out a cold, tinkling laugh, her eyes lingering on the red mark still visible on my jaw. "Perhaps he just needs to be broken in properly. Audrey has a way of doing that, doesn't she?"

At that moment, I felt a sudden, violent thrumming deep within me. Audrey, who was standing across the room mid - conversation with a group of investors, had reached into her purse. The remote - controlled vibrator came to life at its highest setting. I stiffened, my fingers cramping around the silver tray. The sensation was an internal storm, a relentless pulsing that threatened to shatter my composure. I had to stand there, serving Ginuwine and Valentina, while my body betrayed me, my breath coming in shallow hitches as I fought to remain upright.

"Is there a problem?" Valentina asked, her eyebrows arching.

"No, Ma'am," I strained out, the hum of the device vibrating through my very bones. I could see Audrey watching me from the corner of her eye, a tiny, cruel smile playing on her lips as she adjusted the dial in her bag.

When the gala finally began to wind down and the intensity of the device nearly drove me to my knees in front of the guests, Audrey signaled for me to follow her. She led me to a private study, away from the prying eyes of the elite. Denzel Martin, her head of security, was already there, leaning against the doorframe with his arms crossed. His presence was a silent testament to my new status; he was there to witness my final initiation into the Valerius fold.

"He held up well enough," Denzel remarked, his voice deep and neutral.

"He did," Audrey said, turning to me. She walked toward me and placed a hand on my chest, feeling the frantic leap of my heart. "But he needs to remember that his only purpose is to satisfy my whims and uphold the dignity of my name through his total submission. You are mine, Kanye. Every breath you take is by my leave."

I looked at her, and in that moment, the humiliation and the stinging reminders of her hand melded into something else. My love for her was inseparable from my need to be owned by her. I found a dark sort of peace in my undoing, a realization that I never wanted to be free of her shadow again.

The heavy doors of the study opened, and the sound of laughter drifted in from the hallway. Sophia Allen and Adrian Blackstone walked in, carrying crystal flutes for a late - night toast. They didn't even acknowledge me as a person; they saw me only as a fixture of the room, a man kneeling at the feet of his goddess.

"To the power of the Valerius line," Adrian said, raising his glass to the group.

I remained at Audrey's feet, the stinging reminder of her hand still warm on my face. The hum of the device was a constant, physical promise of her control. I looked up at her, seeing my world, my law, and my love reflected in her cold, beautiful eyes. I had found a dark sort of peace in my own undoing. I was the Mistress's slave, and as Sophia and Adrian toasted to the future, I knew I never wanted to be free again. The old life was a shadow, and this beautiful, crushing reality was the only light I needed.

	 


Chapter 5: The Heiress's Command

	 

	"Kanye Nelson, do you find the lace of my bodice more interesting than the quarterly projections?"

Audrey Valerius's voice cut through the heavy silence of the library at Marchmain like a diamond edge through glass. I froze, my gaze caught in the intricate web of her black corset, my breath hitching as I realized I had been caught. I was supposed to be her senior analyst, a man of logic and order, yet here I was, reduced to a staring voyeur by the sheer, overwhelming presence of the woman who held my contract.

Before I could stammer an apology, Audrey was on her feet. The distance between us vanished in a blur of silk and the intoxicating scent of jasmine. The strike was sudden and rhythmic, a sharp crack of her palm against my cheek that sent a jolt of electricity straight to my core. My head snapped to the side, the sting blooming into a delicious, throbbing heat.

"Down on your knees," she commanded, her voice a low, dangerous purr.

I collapsed onto the plush rug, my face stinging and my heart hammering against my ribs. I looked up at her, seeing the absolute authority in her icy eyes.

"I do not hire men for their minds alone, Kanye," Audrey said, her heels clicking as she circled my kneeling form. "I hire them for their utility. And your utility is currently wasted in a suit. You have spent the last hour imagining what it would be like to touch me. Now, you will learn what it is like to be used by me."

She reached into her designer clutch and pulled out a small, sleek device and a silver remote. "From this moment, you are no longer my employee. You are my property. My personal slave. Strip."

The humiliation was a drug, and I was already addicted. I obeyed, my fingers trembling as I shed my professional dignity under her watchful, mocking gaze. She fitted the device against me, the cold silicone a promise of the torment to come. With a click of the remote, a low hum vibrated through my bones, and I let out a choked gasp that echoed off the mahogany bookshelves.

"Keep that sound inside," she whispered, her fingers tangling in my hair to force my head back so I could see the triumph on her face. "We have guests to entertain."

The formal gala at the Valerius manor was a blur of opulence and agony. I moved through the crowded ballroom, a silver tray of crystal flutes balanced in my hand, my body vibrating with every step Audrey dictated from across the room. I was forced to wear a collar hidden beneath my tuxedo, a secret mark of my status as her creature. I felt Ginuwine Valerius's eyes on me as I offered him a drink near the grand staircase.

"You look flushed, Nelson," Ginuwine remarked, a smirk playing on his lips as he took a glass of champagne. "Is the Marchmain air too thick for you tonight?"

"He is simply learning the weight of his new responsibilities," Valentina Green interrupted, her voice sharp and knowing. She looked me up and down, her eyes lingering on the way my legs shook beneath my slacks. "Audrey has a way of breaking in the staff that is... quite thorough. Do try not to spill, boy."

Across the room, Audrey caught my eye. She leaned against a marble pillar, her thumb casually stroking the remote tucked into the palm of her hand. She pressed a button, and the vibration spiked to a punishing, high - pitched intensity. I bit my lip so hard I tasted the copper tang of blood, my knuckles turning white as I gripped the tray. I was a spectacle, a hidden toy for her amusement while the elite of the world discussed power and legacy around me.

By the time the guests began to thin, I was nearly spent, my muscles twitching with the effort of maintaining a composed facade. Audrey signaled me with a flick of her wrist, leading me toward the private study. Denzel Martin stood at the door, his arms crossed over his broad chest, his expression impassive. He didn't say a word, but his presence as the head of security added a layer of absolute finality to my surrender.

"He nearly fell twice in front of Valentina, Denzel," Audrey said, her voice dripping with mock disappointment as she tossed her clutch onto the desk.

"He needs to learn his place, Mistress," Denzel replied, his voice a low rumble that vibrated in the small room.

Audrey turned to me, the remote held high like a scepter. "Do you belong to me, Kanye? Do you understand that your only purpose is to uphold the dignity of the Valerius name through your total obedience?"

"Yes, Mistress," I groaned, sinking to the floor at her feet. "I am yours. Completely."

"Good. Because the Valerius name requires total devotion. You are the dirt beneath my boots, the tool for my pleasure, and the silent shadow of my will."

The heavy doors of the study opened, and the sound of laughter drifted in from the hallway. Sophia Allen and Adrian Blackstone walked in, carrying crystal flutes for a late - night toast. They didn't even acknowledge me as a person; they saw me only as a fixture of the room, a man kneeling at the feet of his goddess.

"To the power of the Valerius line," Adrian said, raising his glass to the group.

I remained at Audrey's feet, the stinging reminder of her hand still warm on my face. The hum of the device was a constant, physical promise of her control. I looked up at her, seeing my world, my law, and my love reflected in her cold, beautiful eyes. I had found a dark sort of peace in my own undoing. I was the Mistress's slave, and as Sophia and Adrian toasted to the future, I knew I never wanted to be free again. The old life was a shadow, and this beautiful, crushing reality was the only light I needed.

	 


Chapter 6: Beneath the Valerius Name

	 

	The silence that followed the departure of Sophia Allen and Adrian Blackstone was heavier than the music of the gala. I remained on the floor, my knees aching against the hard wood of the study, but the physical discomfort was a secondary concern. My mind was a chaotic storm of self - analysis. I had come to Marchmain to secure my legacy, to prove that I could handle the most complex estates in the country. Now, as I looked up at the hem of Audrey's gown, I realized that my professional goals had been incinerated. She was not just a client; she was a cataclysm. Every instinct I possessed told me she was dangerous, a predator who would not stop until every ounce of my will was crushed, yet my heart was tethered to the small, silver remote control she held in her hand.

Audrey looked down at me, her expression one of bored excellence. "You are thinking again, Kanye. I can see the gears turning behind those eyes. You are wondering if you can still salvage your reputation after being seen like this by my peers."

"I was only..." I started, but my voice failed as she pressed a button on the remote.

The vibration flared to a punishing, relentless intensity. It was a localized sun of pleasure and shame that radiated through my pelvis, forcing a strangled gasp from my throat. My hands flew to the floor to steady myself as my body buckled under the digital command of my Mistress. Denzel Martin stood by the mahogany desk, his arms crossed over his chest. His presence was a silent testimony to my status. To him, I was no longer the high - level consultant brought in to manage the estate accounts. I was a pet. A toy. A piece of Valerius property.

"Denzel," Audrey said, her voice smooth as silk. "Does he look like a man of order to you?"

"He looks like a man who has finally found his true purpose, Mistress," Denzel replied, his voice devoid of pity.

The humiliation was a physical weight. Earlier, in the ballroom, serving drinks to Ginuwine Valerius and enduring the sharp, mocking gaze of Valentina Green, I had felt the world tilting. Valentina had known. She had looked at the sweat on my brow and the way I hovered near Audrey, and she had smiled with the predatory knowledge of the elite. They all knew I was her creature. The realization that my humiliation was public, that the powerful names of Marchmain now viewed me as a footstool, should have broken me. Instead, it centered me.

"Look at me, Kanye," Audrey commanded.

I forced my head up. Her beauty was a weapon, her eyes cold and demanding. I realized then that she was dangerous not because she could destroy my career, but because she could make me love the destruction. She was stripping away every layer of the man I had pretended to be, leaving only this raw, needy thing that lived for her approval and the stinging reminders of her hand.

"You belong to the Valerius name now," Audrey whispered, leaning down so her breath tickled my ear. The scent of her perfume was intoxicating, a floral shroud that blocked out the rest of the world. "Not as an employee. Not as a guest. As a shadow. As a tool. Do you accept this, Kanye? Or do you wish to return to your little life of spreadsheets and solitude?"

The device inside me hummed, a constant, buzzing reminder of her absolute reach. I felt the heat of her earlier slap still radiating on my cheek, a brand of ownership that felt more precious than any professional accolade I had ever earned. My pride was a distant memory, replaced by a dark, intoxicating peace that came from having no choice at all.

"I accept, Mistress," I said, my voice cracking with the weight of my surrender. "I am yours. I want nothing else but to serve you."

She smiled, a slow, triumphant curve of her lips that made my blood sing. She turned to Denzel, her eyes never leaving mine. "He is ready. Ensure the guest wing is prepared for his permanent relocation. He won't be needing his suits or his briefcase anymore. From now on, he wears only what I provide."

As Audrey walked toward the desk, her heels clicking like a metronome of my new reality, I stayed exactly where I was. I was a man undone, a man conquered, and as the realization of my total submission sank in, I knew I had never been more alive. The Valerius name was no longer a burden to be managed; it was the only law I would ever follow again. I was beneath her, and in that depths, I had finally found where I belonged.

	 


Chapter 7: The Fitting of the Device
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