
        
            
                
            
        

    
Domme for Hire: A Billionaire BDSM Romance of Ownership, Obedience, and Unbreakable Submission

He gave up his empire to kneel for her. Now he wears her collar in front of the world.


Introduction 


He’s a cocky CEO with a scandal to bury. She’s the billionaire Domme hired to break him.
The world’s watching. The cameras are rolling. And I’m about to make him beg. 

Gavin Thorne is everything I despise—entitled, arrogant, a walking PR disaster. After a viral meltdown costs him everything, he agrees to one final deal: six weeks on my reality show, submitting to me on camera. 

I own the streaming network. I set the rules. And I’ve never lost control of a man… until now. 

He was supposed to be a redemption story. Instead, he’s a challenge I can’t resist.
Defiant. Filthy-mouthed. Completely untrained. And every time he kneels, I want more. 

But power games turn personal fast. The deeper I pull him into my world, the more he unravels me. 

This was never meant to be real.
Now I don’t know if I’m breaking him… or falling for him. 

DOMME FOR HIRE is a scorching femdom romance featuring power play, brat taming, public submission, and one dangerously addictive enemies-to-lovers dynamic. Perfect for fans of Haunting Adeline, Praise, and Den of Vipers—with a dominant twist. HEA guaranteed. 


CHAPTER ONE 


GAVIN 

They say the internet never forgets.
What they don’t say is that it bites with perfect fucking teeth. 

One thirty-second clip. That’s all it took.
A video of me—slamming my office door, tearing into one of my marketing directors, calling her a “brain-dead liability” because she blew a multi-million dollar launch. My jaw’s clenched, my voice lethal, and yeah, I slammed my fist on the desk. Once. 

Now it’s everywhere.
CNN. Reddit. TikTok. “Toxic Boss Meltdown” with my face as the poster boy. 

The board demanded a leave of absence. My reputation’s bleeding out on every newsfeed.
And now I’m sitting across from a PR team that thinks the best way to fix this is to let a woman put me on a leash. 

“You want me to do what?” I ask slowly, sipping cold coffee and eyeing the red-haired shark in a designer suit across from me. 

“Atonement,” Michelle says sweetly. “But sexy. On brand.”
She slides a sleek black tablet across the table. A paused video stares back—DOMME FOR HIRE written in silver over black leather. A woman’s voice narrates, low and delicious: “Power isn’t about volume. It’s about control.” 

“Absolutely not,” I say. “What is this, porn for LinkedIn?” 

“No,” she replies calmly, “It’s a lifestyle series. Feminist kink empowerment. Eight million subscribers, and climbing. You’d be episode one of the new season.” 

I lean back, half-laughing, half about to throw the tablet through the goddamn window. 

“You want me to star in some fetish freak show so Twitter forgives me?” I growl. “Jesus, Michelle. Fire me. Jail me. Anything but this bullshit.” 

She doesn’t blink. “You won’t be the star.”
She swipes the screen. 

Her face appears. 

And everything in me goes still. 

Sasha Vale. 

Black leather gloves. Sharp cheekbones. Red lips. She’s sitting on a velvet throne, legs crossed like she owns the whole fucking world. Her eyes stare down the camera like it’s already beneath her heel. 

“She’s a billionaire,” Michelle says. “She owns Vale Studios, and she’s agreed to take you on… if you sign the contract.” 

I scoff. “What kind of contract?” 

“Full submission,” Michelle replies. “Six weeks. Her rules. Her space. You obey, you learn, you evolve. It’ll be streamed, clipped, turned into an episodic arc. Redemption arc. TikTok will eat it up.” 

“And if I tell you to shove this contract up your ass?” 

She smiles. “Then the board votes you out. Investors walk. And your baby—Thorne Systems—dies a very public, very satisfying death.” 

I stare at the screen again.
Sasha Vale doesn’t blink. Doesn’t smile.
She just waits. 

“Fuck me,” I mutter. 

Michelle’s smile widens. “That’s her job.” 


CHAPTER TWO 


SASHA 

The first thing I see is his arrogance.
It walks into my domain before he does—twelve hours late, in a tailored suit, sunglasses on despite the studio lighting, jaw tight like a man walking to his own execution. 

Good. 

Let him sweat. 

He stops in the center of my penthouse set, glancing at the minimalist space—black floors, red leather, a single chair in the center of the room. A throne for me. Nothing for him. 

He doesn’t speak. 

Smart. For now. 

The camera crew waits silently around us. I let the tension hang for a full minute, just to see what he does. 

He crosses his arms. 

I don’t move. 

He clears his throat. 

I smile slowly. Weak men fidget. Defiant men posture. Gavin Thorne? He postures. 

“I was told this wouldn’t be filmed until tomorrow,” he says. 

“It isn’t being filmed,” I reply, my voice silk over steel. “It’s being streamed.” 

His jaw ticks. One point for me. 

I rise from my chair and walk toward him slowly, letting the heels of my boots echo through the room like gunshots. His eyes flick to my legs. Good. He’s already looking for weakness. 

“What are you expecting, Mr. Thorne?” I ask, circling him. “Handcuffs? Whips? A gag in your mouth while I ride you in front of an audience?” 

He turns to face me. “I’m expecting a PR stunt.” 

I step into his space. “And yet your hands are shaking.” 

His eyes narrow. “No, they’re not.” 

I grab his left wrist. His skin is warm. Tense. 

“You’re not used to being handled, are you?” I whisper. “That’s alright. I don’t mind breaking in spoiled men.” 

His nostrils flare. I see the storm rising in him, the bite of pride coiling in his spine like a snake. I want to touch it. Twist it. Watch it snap. 

“This is all theater,” he mutters. 

“No,” I correct. “This is my world. You are a guest. And until I say otherwise… you are mine.” 

He laughs. Dry. Bitter. “I’m no one’s fucking plaything.” 

I raise an eyebrow. Then I turn, walk to the black-lacquer table beside my throne, and pick up the first prop of our little arrangement. 

A collar. 

It’s simple—black leather, silver ring, my signature engraved discreetly on the inside. 

I hold it up between us. “Then refuse. Walk out. Call your lawyers. Tear up the contract.” 

He doesn’t move. 

“I won’t stop you,” I say. “The door’s right there.” 

He looks at the collar. Then at me. 

Then he does something stupid. 

He smiles. 

“I’ve been called a bastard, a tyrant, even a monster,” he says. “But never a pet.” 

I step back to my throne, sit down, cross my legs, and hold the collar out like an offering. 

“There’s a first time for everything… Puppy.” 


CHAPTER THREE 


GAVIN 

I’ve been on stages before.
Investor summits. Tech expos. TEDx bullshit where I spat visionary quotes for the cameras and made a hundred thousand suits believe I was a genius. 

This is not that stage. 

This is a goddamn theater of control.
Velvet walls. Spotlights. A single steel ring bolted to the floor in front of her throne. 

And an audience.
Live. Watching. 

Over four million viewers and climbing, according to the smug little status bar projected on the wall. Comments scroll by in real-time like ticker tape.
“Omg it’s him—THE Gavin Thorne?”
“He looks like he’d cry if she even touches him.”
“Bet she makes him crawl.” 

I breathe through my nose and keep my hands steady.
I can do this. 

Just smile. Fake it. Wait out the storm.
Six weeks. PR stunt. Easy. 

She doesn’t say a word when I walk in. She just sits on her throne like a goddess carved in marble, wearing a black corset and gloves that gleam in the low red light. 

She holds the collar again. 

Fucking collar. 

“You will kneel,” Sasha says. 

Her voice doesn’t rise. Doesn’t command. It simply expects. Like kneeling for her is the logical end to my existence. 

“I don’t kneel,” I say. 

Wrong answer. 

She tilts her head. Then gestures to a shadow behind the camera—a small, gray-haired woman in tight leather pants and an earpiece. The producer, probably. 

A soft chime echoes through the room. 

A voice speaks. Robotic, female. 

“Obedience Test: Round One. The submissive will kneel when instructed. Public compliance required. Stream active. Timer set: 60 seconds.” 

My spine stiffens. 

The fuck? 

“You’re timing me now?” I scoff. 

Sasha smiles. “Unless you’d rather fail your first public test and have that footage as your new legacy.” 

I glance at the audience cam. My name is trending in six countries.
And the timer starts ticking down. 

59… 58… 57… 

I hesitate. My hands clench.
This is insane. 

But I don’t flinch when she stands up and walks toward me with slow, measured steps. Her boots click like a metronome—tick, tick, tick—cutting through the blood pounding in my ears. 

She stops right in front of me. 

“Your pride is loud,” she murmurs. “But your body’s honest.” 

Her gloved hand brushes down my chest, pausing at the waistband of my pants. My heart fucking stops. 

“You’re hard,” she says quietly. “For a man who doesn’t kneel… your cock seems eager to beg.” 

My fists curl. I fight the urge to shove her hand away. To grab her. To do something that reminds me I’m still in control. 

But I’m not. And we both know it. 

The timer flashes red. 26 seconds. 

Sasha steps back. “This is your choice, Gavin. Not mine. Submit… or show the world who you really are.” 

I look at her.
At the audience.
At the collar, gleaming like a noose in her hand. 

19… 18… 17… 

Fuck.
Fuck. 

I drop to one knee. 

Gasps echo from the dark corners of the room. 

10… 9… 

I grit my teeth, growl under my breath, and kneel fully, both knees on the cold floor, hands behind my back. 

The timer disappears.
The voice returns. 

“Compliance accepted.” 

Sasha doesn’t clap. Doesn’t smile. She simply walks forward, lifts my chin with two fingers, and looks down at me like I’m nothing. 

And somehow… that makes me feel everything. 

“Good boy,” she says. 

I should hate the way my body reacts.
But I don’t. 


CHAPTER FOUR 


SASHA 

There’s a special silence after a man kneels for the first time. 

It’s not submission yet. Not truly.
But it’s the crack that starts everything. 

Gavin kneels beautifully—angry, rigid, jaw clenched like he’s tasting blood. But he obeyed. On camera. Before millions. 

Good. 

Now we begin. 

I walk around him slowly, heels echoing on polished stone, letting the audience soak him in—this broken CEO in a pressed shirt, kneeling like he belongs to me. 

He doesn’t look up. 

He knows better. 

“You have posture like a soldier and attitude like a drunk frat boy,” I murmur, circling behind him. “We’ll work on both.” 

The crew is silent. We’re still live. Viewers are commenting fast enough to blur the screen. 

“This is better than porn.”
“He’s so tense. I want to see her whip him.”
“HE FUCKING KNELT! I’M SCREAMING.” 

I step in front of him. Let the tip of my boot nudge his knee. “Spread wider.” 

His nostrils flare, but he obeys. 

“Hands behind your back. Fingers laced.” 

He shifts. 

“Good.” I pace in front of him, then turn to face the camera. “Lesson one: posture. A submissive shows obedience without being told twice. Head down, eyes down. You do not speak unless spoken to. You do not touch without permission. You do not leave this position until I release you.” 

I glance down. 

His fists are shaking. 

“What if I want to say something?” he mutters. 

I smile. 

“Then you ask, politely.” 

He lifts his head slightly—just enough to meet my eyes. 

“May I speak, Miss Vale?” 

Progress. 

“You may.” 

“This is fucking humiliating.” 

I chuckle. “You say that like it's a complaint.” 

“I’m not your toy.” 

I lean forward. Close enough for him to smell the jasmine in my perfume, feel the steel beneath my tone. 

“You're not a toy,” I whisper. “You're a project. I don’t play with toys. I rewire men.” 

He holds my gaze. There’s defiance in him still—burning behind those ice-blue eyes. But under it? 

Curiosity.
Heat. 

He wants to know what happens next. 

Good. 

I walk to the lacquered cabinet behind my throne and remove a black silk sash. 

“Stand,” I order. 

He rises. A little too fast. 

“Slower. Controlled. Again.” 

He lowers himself back to kneel, jaw tight. Then stands with measured precision. 

Better. 

“Remove your jacket.” 

He hesitates. 

“Is that resistance, Mr. Thorne?” 

“No,” he says. “It’s restraint.” 

I step forward, take his jacket lapel between two fingers, and tug. “Let me help you with that.” 

He shrugs it off. His shirt clings to him—tailored, expensive, crisp white. He’s tense as hell. 

I tie the sash around his eyes. 

He flinches. 

“This isn’t about pain,” I say. “Not yet. This is about surrender. You don’t need your sight, Gavin. You need to listen. To feel.” 

He stands, blindfolded, breathing harder now. 

“You have two options,” I murmur into his ear. “Comply, and I’ll make you feel something you never have before. Or fight me… and I’ll make sure your failure is what the world remembers.” 

Silence. 

Then: “Yes, Miss Vale.” 

The words fall like a surrender note. 

I step back and let the moment stretch—long enough for the tension to ache. 

“Lesson two begins tomorrow,” I say to the camera. “He has a lot to learn.” 

And I plan to teach him everything. 


CHAPTER FIVE 


GAVIN 

The cameras shut off at midnight. 

The lights dim. The crew disappears. The silence settles like fog. 

I expect her to vanish too—to slink into some hidden dominatrix lair full of candles and punishment toys. 

Instead, Sasha Vale pours herself a glass of red wine, kicks off her heels, and opens a laptop at the bar like it’s a Monday night at the office. 

She doesn’t look at me. 

She doesn’t speak. 

She just works. 

I stand by the massive window, still wearing the collar she put on me hours ago. I should take it off. I should rip it off. 

But I don’t. 

Because I want to know what she’s reading so intently. 

I clear my throat. 

No reaction. 

“I thought the Domme disappears in a puff of smoke when the scene ends,” I say. 

She types. “You thought wrong.” 

“You live here?” 

“This is a set. I work here.” 

“You always this warm and fuzzy off-camera?” 

Finally, she glances up. Her eyes are sharp, but not cruel. 

“Do you always deflect discomfort with sarcasm, Mr. Thorne?” 

I exhale. “Only when I’m blindfolded, collared, and turned into a meme before breakfast.” 

A smile. Tiny. But real. 

She closes the laptop. 

“I read your file,” she says. 

“Should I be worried?” 

“Terrified.” 

She takes a sip of wine, then gestures to the barstool across from her. 

I hesitate, then sit. The collar digs lightly against my throat as I lean forward. 

“What did my file say?” I ask. 

“That you’ve never had a healthy relationship. That you control every room you walk into. That you work 100-hour weeks and haven’t taken a vacation in six years.” 

“Impressed?” 

“Bored.” 

I snort. 

She tilts her head. “You think you’re difficult. You’re not. You’re textbook. Power-obsessed, emotionally starved, deeply avoidant. Probably haven’t been touched in months.” 

I raise an eyebrow. “You psychoanalyze all your pets this way?” 

She leans in, voice low. “Only the ones pretending not to want it.” 

Something cracks in my chest. Just a hairline fracture. Just enough to let in the heat. 

“You think I want this?” I say quietly. 

Her eyes don’t leave mine. 

“I think your body answered that question earlier, when I touched you and you got hard.” 

My fingers flex on the bar. I should say something sharp. I should walk. 

Instead, I ask, “What about you?” 

She blinks. 

I press. “You wear the armor well, Vale. But what’s under it?” 

Her smile fades. 

For a second, something flickers in her eyes. Not weakness—no, never that. But a shadow. 

Then she stands. 

“We start real training tomorrow,” she says. “Wear something I can take off without ruining the cameras.” 

I rise too. “So that’s it?” 

She turns, heels clicking softly on polished floors. 

At the edge of the room, she stops. 

Looks over her shoulder. 

And says— 

“I don’t need armor, Gavin. I am the weapon.” 

Then she’s gone. 

And for the first time in years, I don’t know whether I want to fight… or kneel. 


CHAPTER SIX 


SASHA 

He shows up on time. 

That’s new. 

Dressed in fitted black slacks, barefoot, black shirt open at the collar—no tie, no ego armor. His sleeves are rolled up, his mouth tight. He looks like he’s here for a funeral. 

And in a way, he is. 

The death of control.
His, anyway. 

“Do you remember the rules?” I ask as he enters the playroom. 

“Yes, Miss Vale.” 

The cameras are rolling again. Quiet. Present. Silent watchers in the dark. 

I step closer and look up at him. He’s tall, broad, impossible to ignore—but that nervous flicker in his eyes? Delicious. 

“Strip,” I say. 

His nostrils flare. 

He hesitates. 

Just enough. 

I tilt my head. “Is that resistance?” 

“No.” 

“Then show me.” 

He starts with the shirt. Unbuttons slowly, jaw clenched. He folds it. Places it on the bench like a good boy, though I never told him to. 

Then the pants. 

He lowers them with practiced grace. His boxers stay on—for now. 

My eyes drag over him, deliberately slow. 

Muscle. Power. Coiled resistance in human form. 

And beneath all that?
Submission trying to claw its way out. 

“On your knees,” I say. 

He obeys. 

Hands behind his back. Eyes lowered. Shoulders tense. 

“Posture is better today.” 

“Practice,” he mutters. 

“You think this is practice?” 

I step forward, trail a leather riding crop across his chest. 

He goes still. 

“This is training, Gavin. Training rewires the body. Rewires the mind. It teaches you that obedience isn't weakness—it’s freedom.” 

I circle him. 

“I’m going to touch you now. You will not move unless instructed. You will not speak. If you feel overwhelmed, say your safeword.” 

He doesn’t ask what it is. 

Because he already knows. 

We chose it together yesterday. Steel. 

Fitting. 

I stand behind him and run the crop slowly down his spine. He shivers. Just a little. 

Then I let the tip glide under the waistband of his boxers. Pause. 

He’s hard. Of course he is. 

“Good boy,” I murmur. 

He exhales, shaky. 

I slide the boxers down. 

Now he’s fully exposed—raw, vulnerable, branded by nothing but silence and submission. 

He doesn’t speak. 

He doesn’t dare. 

I circle again. Let the crop graze the inside of his thigh. 

He twitches. I smile. 

“You look like you’re trying not to beg,” I say. 

“I don’t beg,” he mutters. 

I raise the crop and tap it gently across his ass. 

The sound echoes—crisp, clean. 

He flinches. But he doesn’t move. 

“Lesson three,” I say softly. “Obedience earns reward. Resistance earns correction.” 

I tap again. A little harder. 

He groans under his breath. 

The next strike? Lower. Firmer. Across his thigh. 

“Color?” 

“Green,” he breathes. 

Of course it is. 

I strike once more, this time letting the leather kiss just under his ass cheek—where pain burns just long enough to ache. 

He gasps. 

But when I step in front of him, eyes locked, breath steady, sweat glistening at his temple—he doesn’t speak. 

He just waits. 

So I reward him. 

I take his face in my hand, stroke along his jaw, let my thumb brush his lower lip. 

He doesn’t flinch.
He leans into the touch. 

“There you are,” I whisper. 

The audience is losing their minds. 

But in this moment?
There’s no show. 

Just a man finally learning how to feel. 

And me, already wondering what I’ll do when I want to feel him back. 


CHAPTER SEVEN 


GAVIN 

She leaves me there. 

Naked. Bruised. Breathing like I’ve run a goddamn marathon. 

And I can’t stop thinking about her hand on my face. 

It wasn’t rough. 

It wasn’t cruel. 

It was… soft. 

For a second, she wasn’t the Domme on camera. She was just a woman. And for some reason, that scares the hell out of me more than the crop ever did. 

An hour later, the stream ends for the day. The lights dim. The crew vanishes like ghosts. 

I shower in silence, dress in soft sweats—black, as ordered—and wander toward the only room with light still glowing under the door. 

Her office. 

I knock. 

No answer. 

I open it anyway. 

Sasha’s at her desk, laptop open, headset on. She doesn’t see me at first—she’s pacing in slow circles, voice low and sharp. 

“No, I said pull the brand deal. I don’t care how much they’re offering. I’m not selling my studio to a company that sells diet pills and fake empowerment.” 

She whips off the headset, throws it across the desk, and finally looks at me. 

Her mask is cracked. 

And fuck, it’s beautiful. 

She’s flushed. Barefoot. Hair out of the tight bun. A glass of wine half-drained beside her. She looks… tired. 

“You’re not supposed to be here,” she says. 

“You’re not supposed to be human.” 

That earns a dry laugh. “Get out.” 

“No.” 

She blinks. “Excuse me?” 

I shut the door behind me and step in. Not dominant. Not cocky. Just… calm. 

“You can cane me all day,” I say quietly. “But if you think I’m walking out while you look like the floor just dropped out beneath you, you’re delusional.” 

She stares. 

And then, slowly, she sinks into the leather chair behind her desk. Her hands tremble just slightly as she lifts the wineglass. 

“You ever get tired of being the strong one?” I ask. 

She doesn’t answer. 

So I keep going. 

“I watched you today. You don’t just control people. You carry them. The set, the crew, the narrative. You never fucking stop.” 

Her gaze sharpens. “And?” 

“And I want to know who carries you.” 

Silence. 

Then she says, very softly, “No one.” 

I cross the room, reach out, and take the glass from her hand. Set it down. 

She watches me like I’m about to strike her. 

Instead, I kneel. 

Again. 

Not because she told me to. 

Because I want to. 

She looks stunned. Like I just rewrote gravity. 

“Let me carry you for a minute,” I murmur. “Just this once. No cameras. No rules.” 

She swallows. Hard. 

Then she nods. 

And lets me rest my head in her lap. 

Her hand finds my hair, fingers threading through it slow, unsure. 

We don’t speak. 

We just sit in the silence—me, kneeling again. 

But this time? 

She’s the one breathing shaky. 


CHAPTER EIGHT 


SASHA 

He kneels without being told. 

Shoes polished. Shirt open at the throat. Hands behind his back. Eyes down. 

It’s been exactly ten days. 

Ten days since the scandal broke. Ten days since Gavin Thorne was labeled a monster, then handed to me like a bad dog no one wanted to train. 

Now? 

Now he waits at my feet like he belongs there. 

We’re live. 

The cameras are rolling. A full dinner scene. High-gloss table, dark candles, nothing but black and silver. One chair—mine. He eats nothing. He serves. 

His hands move with precision as he pours my wine, refills my plate, lays out the silverware just so. 

I haven’t told him what we’re doing yet. 

But he already knows. 

I sit, fold one leg over the other, and slide my foot out of my stiletto. It hovers, bare, clean, inches from the polished floor. 

His breath catches. 

Good. 

“You know what I want,” I say softly. 

He shifts onto his hands and knees, crawls forward without hesitation. 

The chat explodes. 

“HE’S CRAWLING. OH MY GOD.”
“That man used to run a billion-dollar empire.”
“I would sell my soul to be her footstool.” 

But I don’t look at the comments. I look at him. 

At the way he bows his head and gently lifts my foot into his palms. At the way he kisses the top with reverence, lips barely grazing skin. 

It’s not sexual. 

It’s spiritual. 

He holds my foot like it’s made of glass, like breaking it would break him. 

I run my fingers through his hair. Slow. Soft. 

“Why are you here, Gavin?” I ask. 

His voice is low. “To serve.” 

“To be punished?” 

“No, Miss Vale.” 

“To be humiliated?” 

“No.” 

“Then why?” 

He lifts his head, eyes meeting mine. 

“To be rewritten.” 

My chest tightens. 

The honesty is brutal. Sharp. Not for the cameras. Not for the show. 

Just for me. 

I nod slowly. 

“Then worship me properly.” 

And he does. 

He kisses every inch of my foot, moving with care, not lust. He massages the arch, traces my ankle with his thumb, touches me like I’m the center of his universe. 

Because in this moment—I am. 

He doesn’t ask for release. Doesn’t grind against the floor. Doesn’t make it dirty. 

It’s sacred. 

When he finishes, I cup his cheek, stroke it with the back of my hand. 

“You’re learning,” I whisper. 

“I want to learn everything,” he says. 

My body betrays me—heat flares in my gut.
Not because he’s pretty when he submits. 

Because I believe him. 

And that terrifies me. 


CHAPTER NINE 


GAVIN 

I can feel her watching me from across the set. 

Not Sasha. 

The other one. 

Tall. Blonde. Legs for days and eyes like ice. 

Domme Lucia, the guest for today’s live segment—handpicked by production to “add variety to the training.” Corporate speak for: let’s test the limits of the show and make it spicier for the audience. 

They want drama. 

They’re about to get it. 

Lucia circles me like I’m prey. I stay kneeling. Silent. Obedient. 

But my mind is somewhere else—with Sasha, standing behind the camera, arms folded, face unreadable. 

She hasn’t said a word since the segment started. 

But I can feel the tension crackling off her skin like static. 

“Your posture is impressive,” Lucia purrs. She trails her nails across my shoulder. “Miss Vale’s done good work. But I think she’s made you soft.” 

I stay silent. 

She presses closer. “I wonder what kind of noises you make when someone really handles you.” 

I grit my teeth. 

This isn’t part of training. 

This is theater. 

And I’m not a fucking prop. 

Lucia leans down, presses her lips to my ear. “Would you like to serve me, pretty boy?” 

That’s when I snap. 

I rise—fast. 

The crew flinches. 

Lucia steps back, startled. 

And I turn—not to her—but to Sasha. 

Straight to her. 

And I drop to my knees. 

Again. 

Right at her feet. 

The audience chat explodes: “WHAT JUST HAPPENED?!”
“He ignored the guest Domme!”
“HE KNEELED FOR SASHA. I’M SOBBING.” 

I don’t say a word. 

I just look up at her. 

Because there’s only one woman I submit to. 

Sasha steps forward slowly. Her eyes burn—not with anger. 

With possession. 

She looks down at me, then lifts her gaze to Lucia. 

“Lesson ten,” she says, her voice like velvet-covered knives. “A submissive doesn’t just follow orders. He chooses who he kneels for.” 

Lucia says nothing. Just nods stiffly and walks off set. 

And Sasha? 

She crouches in front of me, her hand sliding into my hair. 

“You didn’t have to do that,” she murmurs. 

“I did,” I say. 

“Why?” 

“Because I’m not yours on contract anymore,” I whisper. “I’m yours by choice.” 

Her breath catches. 

For a second, everything stops. 

Then she leans in. Not to kiss me. 

To claim me—with one single, whispered word. 

“Mine.” 


CHAPTER TEN 


SASHA 

I don’t let people touch me. 

Not really. 

They touch the image. The leather. The power.
They submit to what I project—not what I am. 

But Gavin? 

He saw through it the second he knelt for me when Lucia tried to claim him. 

He didn’t just choose me. 

He protected me. 

And now he’s standing in my private room, hands still at his sides, waiting like he doesn’t know if he’s allowed to come closer. 

I hate how badly I want him to. 

“Shut the door,” I whisper. 

He does. 

“Lights off.” 

Click. 

Darkness. 

I walk to him slowly, stop inches away. I don’t touch him yet. I don’t command. 

“I’m not wearing the mask right now,” I murmur. “Not the Domme. Not the CEO. Just me.” 

His voice is rough. “Then let me see you.” 

So I let go. 

I slide the corset off. Pull the pins from my hair. Peel away the armor. 

Piece by piece, I become… human. 

He’s quiet the entire time. 

When I’m standing in nothing but my skin, I finally reach for him. 

He doesn’t devour. He doesn’t grope. 

He cradles. 

His arms come around me like I’m made of glass and storm all at once. One hand cups my neck. The other presses low on my back, holding me close. Tight. Safe. 

“You don’t have to lead right now,” he whispers. “Just feel.” 

I do. 

I feel everything. 

He kisses me like a man starved—not of sex, but of closeness. It’s slow. Deep. Tongue and teeth and surrender wrapped in reverence. 

He lifts me effortlessly and lays me back against silk sheets, his body hovering above mine. 

No cameras. 

No roles. 

Just us. 

He asks, “May I taste you?” 

I nod, breathless. 

And when his mouth finds me—hot, slow, worshipful—I shatter. 

Not from orgasm. Not from power. 

From the way he holds my thighs open like I’m precious. 

From the way he groans when I tremble. 

From the way he says my name like it’s a prayer. 

“Sasha…” 

He doesn’t stop until I’m trembling, panting, eyes wet. 

And when he crawls up my body and kisses me again? 

I pull him in and whisper against his lips, “Fuck me.” 

He does. 

Slow. Deep. Relentless. No games. Just connection. 

I dig my nails into his back. He bites my neck. Our bodies move like we’ve always belonged. 

When I come again, it’s not controlled. 

It’s raw. 

When he follows, it’s not a release—it’s a vow. 

He collapses beside me, pulls me into his chest. 

We say nothing for a long time. 

Then he whispers, “You’re safe with me too, you know.” 

And for the first time in a decade, I believe it. 


CHAPTER ELEVEN 


SASHA 

It’s supposed to end today. 

Six weeks. One contract.
One man—broken, trained, redeemed for the world to applaud. 

They want a clean finale. 

A polished public “exit ceremony.” Gavin kneels. I release his collar. He thanks me. We both smile and walk away like we weren’t on fire behind closed doors. 

But none of this feels clean. 

And I’m not smiling. 

I’m staring at him from behind the glass as the final set is prepared—gold trim, velvet cushion, a tray with the collar resting dead center like a severed piece of me. 

He’s quiet. Dressed in the standard submissive blacks. Hair perfect. Expression unreadable. 

Professional. Controlled. 

Like he wasn’t inside me two nights ago whispering my name like a promise. 

I should be proud. I trained him well. 

But pride is not what I feel. 

Loss is. 

“Miss Vale?” the producer’s voice crackles in my earpiece. “We’re ready to roll.” 

I nod stiffly and walk onto the stage. 

Gavin kneels when I enter. 

The crowd watching online is silent—thousands of live viewers holding their breath. 

I sit on the throne. He stays kneeling. 

And I say the words they expect. 

“This is our final session.” 

He bows his head. 

“You have obeyed. Learned. Grown.” 

He doesn’t flinch. 

“You came to me arrogant, closed, full of rage. And now…?” 

“I’m yours,” he says softly. 

The audience explodes. Heart emojis. Fire. Screaming all-caps confessions of obsession. 

I reach for the collar. 

“Then it’s time to release you.” 

I pause. 

His eyes meet mine. 

And I see it—fear. 

Not of punishment. 

Of losing me. 

Of being let go. 

Of being alone again. 

I can’t do it. 

I can’t strip it off like it meant nothing. 

“Change of plans,” I say, rising from the throne. 

The crew fumbles behind the scenes. I hear frantic whispers. Producers panicking. 

I ignore them. 

I walk to Gavin, kneel beside him, and take his hand. 

And in front of millions of people, I say— 

“This was never a show. Not for me.” 

His breath stutters. 

“I don’t want to un-collar you,” I whisper. “I want to keep you.” 

Silence. 

Then: 

“Then do it,” he says, voice trembling. “Keep me.” 

I slide into his lap. The collar stays. 

The world watches as the Domme doesn’t release her submissive— 

She claims him. 

For good. 


CHAPTER TWELVE 


GAVIN 

The box on the bed is black, velvet-lined, and terrifying. 

Inside: folded white lace. Black satin. A silver bell on a ribbon.
A chastity cage. 

No note. No instructions. 

Just expectation. 

I dress without being told. 

Lace panties. The frilliest fucking apron I’ve ever seen. A tight, sleeveless black top that clings to my chest and buttons high at the throat. 

There’s even a matching headband. 

And the cage. 

I lock myself in with shaking hands. 

When I step into the hallway, Sasha is waiting. Coffee in hand. Barefoot, wearing a silk robe that barely touches her thighs. 

She looks me up and down like she’s inspecting her new toy. 

She doesn’t smile. 

“Spin,” she says. 

I turn slowly, face burning. 

“Very good,” she purrs. “Now get to work.” 

She walks off without another word. 



The chores are handwritten. 

Dust the shelves.
Make the bed.
Polish her heels.
Clean the bath.
Do not speak unless spoken to. 

And at the bottom:
Every mistake earns a consequence. 



By noon, my knees are raw from scrubbing tile. 

I haven’t spoken in hours. 

She’s followed me the whole time—book in hand, pretending to read from the couch as I bend over, crawl, polish, and submit. 

Every now and then, I catch her watching. 

Not with cruelty. 

With hunger. 

When I finish the last task—folding her lingerie drawer—I kneel at the foot of the bed and wait. 

Ten minutes pass. 

Then the door opens. 

She steps inside. 

Closes it. 

Locks it. 

The silence is heavy. 

“You missed a spot,” she says softly, walking around me. “Under the dresser.” 

“I’m sorry, Miss Vale.” 

“Do you know what that means?” 

I nod. “I’ve earned a consequence.” 

She smiles. “Good boy.” 



She ties my hands behind my back with silk cuffs. Pushes me forward until my chest touches the bed. 

I can’t see her. I only feel the leather crop dragging slowly down my back. 

One strike. 

I gasp. 

Another, lower. Firmer. 

Three. Four. Five. 

I’m leaking inside the cage. Straining. 

She leans down, breath hot at my ear. 

“You serve beautifully,” she whispers. “But obedience without humility isn’t enough. You’ll thank me now.” 

“Thank you, Miss Vale.” 

“Louder.” 

“Thank you, Miss Vale!” 

She purrs. 

Then her hand slips between my legs—cups the locked bulge. 

“I wonder,” she murmurs. “Would my maid still serve if I never let him come again?” 

I moan—helpless, aching. 

“Yes,” I whisper. “Please… I’d still serve.” 

And for the first time, she kisses my neck. 

Soft. 

Proud. 

Owned. 


CHAPTER THIRTEEN 


SASHA 

The bell around his neck jingles softly with every step. 

My maid is perfect tonight. 

Black lace apron. Glossy heels. Thighs smooth and exposed beneath the edge of satin panties. His cock still locked in its cage, bulging helplessly with every task. 

And that blank, obedient look on his face? 

Delicious. 

I watch him kneel at my guests’ feet with a silver tray held steady, offering drinks and eye contact without speaking. Exactly as I taught him. 

He’s beautiful like this—flushed, controlled, and so fucking mine. 

The other Dommes watch with amusement. Curiosity. Hunger. 

Lucia is one of them. 

Of course she is. 

She sits on the chaise in red leather, legs crossed, smirking. 

“Your boy’s got good hands,” she says as Gavin places her drink perfectly on the side table. “Bet he could be trained to serve more than wine.” 

He freezes—only for a second. 

I don’t need to speak. I simply rise from my chair. 

Gavin stands straighter. 

Lucia smirks. 

I walk to him, slow and deliberate. Run my hand down his chest. Slide my fingers through the ring on his collar. 

“Tell her who owns you,” I say, voice low but sharp. 

“You do, Miss Vale.” 

“And would you serve another Domme’s pleasure without my permission?” 

He doesn’t hesitate. 

“No, Miss Vale.” 

Lucia raises an eyebrow. “So obedient. Almost a shame.” 

“Almost,” I echo. “But not quite.” 

I turn to the room. 

“My submissive is in training for one purpose: to serve me. Not to entertain. Not to whore himself out to the curious. If anyone here touches what’s mine again…” 

I trail off. 

Then turn back to Gavin and snap my fingers. 

He drops instantly to his knees. 

I walk behind him. Untie the apron. Unclip the cage. 

And right there—in front of everyone—I stroke him once. 

Just enough to make him gasp. 

Then I step away and speak to the room: 

“He only comes for me.” 

Then to him: 

“Not tonight.” 

He trembles. 

“Yes, Miss Vale.” 



Later that night, I pull him into my lap and let him rest his head on my chest. I stroke his hair as his breathing slows. 

“You were perfect,” I whisper. 

He doesn’t speak. 

He doesn’t need to. 

He’s already home. 


CHAPTER FOURTEEN 


GAVIN 

She tells me to lie on the bed.
Face up. Hands bound. Legs parted. 

The cuffs are soft. Her voice is softer. 

“Tonight,” Sasha says, walking slow around the room, “you’ll feel exactly how much of your pleasure belongs to me.” 

The light is low. The room is warm. 

And I’m already trembling. 

She wears nothing but a satin robe, half open, her skin glowing in gold candlelight. There’s a toy in her hand—thin, curved, vibrating. 

She climbs onto the bed, straddles my thighs. 

“You don’t come unless I say so.” 

“Yes, Miss Vale.” 

She leans down and kisses me once. Deep. Possessive. 

Then pulls back. 

And begins. 



She touches me lightly at first—feather-soft strokes just under my stomach, over my thighs, avoiding everything I want her to touch. 

Every nerve in my body is on fire. 

Then the vibrator brushes the underside of my shaft. 

I groan. 

My back arches. 

“Stay still,” she whispers. 

She moves it slower. Just the tip. Up. Down. Circling the head. My cock is pulsing, leaking, twitching under her control. 

I’m close. So close. 

She feels it. Knows it. 

But doesn’t stop. 

She leans in and whispers, “Come for me.” 

My body obeys. 

And just as the wave hits— 

She pulls the toy away. 

Tightens her grip. 

Denies the release at the very last second. 

And instead of climax, I explode in heat and frustration—a ruined orgasm. 

The pleasure collapses into nothing. 

My body shakes. 

And I whimper. 

“Yes,” she breathes, licking a line up my neck. “That’s what I wanted.” 

She holds me as I fall apart, trapped between agony and euphoria, dripping from a climax that never fully landed. 

“Mine,” she whispers again. 

And I nod, because there’s nothing else left to say. 


CHAPTER FIFTEEN 


SASHA 

The club is invitation-only. 

No tourists. No curious voyeurs. Only Doms who understand what it means to own someone. And submissives who ache to prove it. 

Gavin enters on a leash. 

He walks behind me, collared, dressed in a sheer black mesh top that shows every muscle, every scar, every inch of him that’s mine. 

His cock is caged again. 

Tight. Silver. Straining. 

Every eye in the room follows us as I lead him to the center stage. 

Tonight is the Showcase of Obedience—a monthly ritual where the most devoted submissives are displayed, demonstrated, and tested. 

The host, a sharp-tongued Domme named Marina, smiles at us. 

“Miss Vale. Presenting your property?” 

I stroke Gavin’s jaw. “Not property,” I say. “Possession.” 

The room buzzes with approval. 

She gestures toward the platform. “Then let him show us.” 



Gavin kneels in the center of the black marble stage. 

He doesn't look up. 

He doesn't speak. 

He just waits. 

The lights dim. A single spotlight lands on us. Dozens of powerful Doms and their partners sit in silence, watching. 

I circle Gavin slowly, dragging my nails along his chest, down his arms, around his throat. 

“He’s been locked for twenty-one days,” I say to the room. “Denied. Teased. Owned.” 

Soft murmurs. Someone exhales, long and low. 

“And tonight,” I purr, “I will let him come. But only when I say.” 

A collective breath holds. 

I unclip the cage. 

He gasps—finally free. 

Then I slide behind him, pull him into my lap, legs wrapped around his, his body flush against mine. 

I reach between his thighs. 

He moans the second I touch him. 

“Not yet,” I whisper in his ear. 

I stroke him slow. The crowd watches every twitch of his body, every shudder. 

“Tell them who you serve,” I say. 

“You, Miss Vale,” he breathes. 

“Tell them what you are.” 

“Yours.” 

“Louder.” 

“I’m yours!” he moans. 

I wrap my hand tighter. Stroke faster. 

His back arches. 

His eyes roll back. 

The room is silent. 

And I finally whisper, “Now.” 

He cries out—raw, broken, beautiful. 

His release hits hard. Messy. Intense. 

My hand doesn’t stop until he’s trembling in my arms. 

When it’s over, I cradle him. 

Wipe his sweat-drenched hair from his face. 

And kiss his cheek. 

The audience erupts in applause. 

But all I care about is the way he whispers, breathless— 

“Thank you, Miss Vale.” 


CHAPTER SIXTEEN 


GAVIN 

She carries me home like I’m fragile. 

And fuck… maybe I am. 

My muscles ache. My cock’s still twitching from the most intense orgasm of my life. But it’s not the release that undid me. 

It’s the way she held me. 

The way she whispered, “Now.” 

Like it wasn’t a command. 

Like it was permission. 

Now I’m back in her penthouse, naked in her arms, half asleep against her chest. 

She draws a warm bath. 

Eases me into it. 

I expect her to leave. 

She doesn’t. 

She kneels behind me, soaps a cloth, and begins to wash me. Slow. Reverent. Like she’s undoing every scar I’ve ever earned. 

“You served beautifully tonight,” she says. 

I nod, too dazed to speak. 

“You looked like you belonged to me.” 

“I do.” 

She smiles. 

“Then you’ve earned your reward.” 



She leads me to the bed. Makes me lie back. 

The lights are low. The air warm. The sheets smell like her skin. 

She kisses down my chest. My stomach. My thighs. 

And then she takes me in her mouth. 

No toys. No commands. No teasing. 

Just lips, tongue, heat. 

I groan, fingers twitching against the mattress, trying not to grab her hair. I don’t want to control it—I want to surrender to it. 

And she gives me everything. 

She moans against me as she takes me deeper, as I grow harder under her touch. Her hands roam my body like I’m hers to devour. 

I am. 

I try to warn her. 

She doesn’t stop. 

She wants it. 

When I come, it’s not brutal. It’s not explosive. 

It’s complete. 

Like I poured every part of myself into her. 

When I collapse, she climbs up beside me and pulls my head into her chest. 

“Mine,” she whispers again. 

I nod against her heartbeat. 

“Yours.” 


CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 


SASHA 

Obedience is easy when it’s rewarded. 

True devotion? That’s built in fire. 

Tonight, I don’t tie Gavin down. 

I don’t blindfold him. I don’t cage his cock. 

I just give him a list. 

Silent service.
Mouth shut.
Hands behind your back.
You may not come for three days.
Mistakes will be punished.
Gratitude is required. 

He doesn’t blink. 

He kneels at my feet and whispers, “Thank you.” 



By the second day, he’s sweating. Shaking. Aching with need. 

I edge him five times before breakfast—slow strokes with ice-cold lube, just enough to make him beg with his eyes. 

But he never speaks. 

By dinner, he’s vibrating with tension. He kneels beside the table in full maid attire, lips parted, flushed. 

I offer him bites of food by hand. 

He opens his mouth without hesitation. 

I make him swallow every moan. 



Day Three. 

He forgets to lace his apron before serving tea. 

A small mistake. 

But he knows better. 

I have him bend over the bed. 

Count out twenty swats of the cane. 

Each one lands with sharp precision—red lines blooming across his ass. 

He doesn’t cry. He doesn’t flinch. 

He says, “Thank you, Miss Vale,” after every strike. 

By the end, he’s hard. Leaking. 

Still silent. 

Still aching. 

Still mine. 



That night, I let him curl into my lap like a pet, his head resting against my thigh, his arms wrapped around my legs. 

I stroke his hair for a long time. 

“Do you want to come?” I ask. 

He nods, trembling. 

“Beg properly.” 

His voice is ragged, desperate. “Please, Miss Vale… please let me come. I need it. I need you. I’ll do anything.” 

I smile. 

And unzip my robe. 

“Then you’ll come on my command… inside me.” 



He enters me slow, reverent, broken wide open. 

I guide his thrusts with my hands on his hips. 

He tries to hold back, tries to worship—but I whisper filth in his ear. I make him fall. 

When I whisper “Now,” he comes with a groan so raw it shakes the bed. 

And when he collapses into me, shaking? 

I kiss his forehead. 

“That,” I whisper, “is devotion.” 


CHAPTER EIGHTEEN 


GAVIN 

I stand naked in front of a mirror. 

My skin is clean. Oiled. My body marked by her—faint bruises, light cane lines, and the small tattoo on my hip: Vale’s. 

Tonight, that word becomes truth. 

Sasha’s inner circle waits beyond the velvet curtain. Seven elite Doms and their collared submissives. These are not casual players. These are legends. Founders of Vale Studios. Old guard. 

The Ceremony of Ownership is rare. 

It’s real. 

Permanent collaring. 

No contract. No safeword. No escape. 

I’m not afraid. 

I’m ready. 



The doors open. The room is candlelit. Circular. No camera crew. Just whispered expectation. 

I walk in slowly, barefoot, hands behind my back, cock caged. Leashed. 

Sasha stands in the center, dressed in deep crimson silk and thigh-high boots, her face calm but eyes blazing. 

The collar rests on a red satin pillow beside her. 

Black leather. Silver ring. Engraved inside with four words: 

“His Knees, Her Throne.” 

She raises her voice. 

“Who kneels before me?” 

I drop instantly. 

“Gavin Thorne,” I say, eyes lowered. “Your submissive. Your possession. Yours in all things.” 

The room holds still. 

She walks around me slowly, reading my posture, my silence, the devotion bleeding off my skin. 

“Do you offer yourself freely?” she asks. 

“I do.” 

“Will you obey without question?” 

“I will.” 

“Will you serve without limit?” 

“I will.” 

She stops in front of me. 

“And will you allow yourself to be claimed—not just by my hand, but by my name? Will you belong to me, publicly, privately, completely?” 

I raise my head. 

And say the only words that matter: 

“Yes, Miss Vale. Please—make me yours.” 



The collar is cold when she fastens it around my neck. Snug. Perfect. 

A small click as the lock seals. 

She strokes the metal. 

Then speaks to the room. 

“He kneels for me. He serves only me. And now… he belongs to me.” 

The others nod. Approve. Some smile. 

But I only see her. 

She kneels. 

Takes my face in her hands. 

And kisses me. Slow. Deep. Final. 

I don’t just feel owned. 

I feel home. 


CHAPTER NINETEEN 


SASHA 

I take him to the mountains. 

Private estate. Heated stone floors. No staff. No watchers. No signals. 

Just us. 

He doesn’t ask where we’re going. He simply packs what I tell him to—his leash, his cuffs, three pairs of lace panties, and nothing else. 

We arrive at midnight. 

He kneels by the fireplace, naked, while I uncork the wine. 

The collar glints in the firelight. 

Still locked. Still mine. 



The first night is slow. 

I sit in a velvet chair and let him feed me strawberries with his mouth. 

No words. 

Only obedience. 

I dip two fingers into wine and hold them to his lips. 

He sucks gently. Eyes half-lidded. 

“I could live like this,” he whispers. 

“You already do,” I murmur. 



The second day, I play with temperature. 

Melted wax, dripped in patterns across his chest. Ice cubes tracing his spine. 

I make him count every drop of wax. 

He forgets at twenty-three. 

So I edge him until he sobs. 

He doesn’t beg. 

He just presses his forehead to my thigh and breathes me in like oxygen. 

I stroke his hair and say, “You’ll come when I say your name.” 

He waits four hours. 

When I finally whisper it—“Gavin”—he explodes in my palm. 



The third day, I don’t use toys. 

No ropes. 

No orders. 

I lay him across the bed and kiss every inch of him. Shoulders. Stomach. Feet. Wrists. 

His cock stays soft. Caged. 

But he moans like I’m touching his soul. 

When I straddle him and ride him—slow, deep, skin against skin—he holds my hips like I’m sacred. 

When we come together, it isn’t about dominance. 

It’s devotion. 



That night, he sleeps curled at my feet, one hand resting on my ankle, the leash wrapped around his wrist like a tether to heaven. 

And for the first time in years…
I sleep without a blade in my hand. 


CHAPTER TWENTY 


GAVIN 

I wear the collar over my suit. 

Not tucked. Not hidden.
Displayed. 

The event is black tie. Luxury. Paparazzi swarming. Billionaires posturing. CEOs drinking too much champagne and pretending not to see me standing at her side. 

Except I don’t stand. 

Not when she gestures. 

I kneel. 

Right there.
On the red carpet. 

Flashes explode. 

Someone gasps. 

A reporter stumbles mid-question. 

And I keep my head bowed, hands behind my back, heartbeat calm. 

She runs her fingers through my hair, possessive and slow, as if the cameras aren’t even there. 

She doesn’t smile for them. 

She smiles for me. 



Inside, the event continues—cocktail music, speeches, networking. 

She moves through the room like a queen. 

And I follow like the most devoted knight in history. 

Some people whisper. Some glare. 

But most? 

They stare with envy. 

Not because she owns me. 

Because I want to be owned. 

Because I wear her name with pride. 



Later, after the speeches, we’re pulled into a side room by the host. A friend of Sasha’s. 

“You know half the board lost their minds when he dropped to his knees out there,” she laughs. “And the other half? Jealous.” 

Sasha shrugs. “Let them watch.” 

The host looks at me. “You’re a brave man.” 

I look up at Sasha. 

And smile. 

“No. I’m just hers.” 



That night, she fucks me in front of a full-length mirror. 

I’m still in the suit. 

She doesn’t let me take it off. 

She rides me with her hand on my throat and her mouth at my ear. 

“Look at yourself,” she breathes. “Look how perfect you are on your knees. Look what you are with me.” 

I do. 

And I believe every fucking word. 



Next: Chapter Twenty-One – The Proposal.
But not a ring. 

Sasha offers Gavin something else—her key. The one that unlocks his collar. But only if he wants it. 

Will he take it? Or will he give it back, forever? 

Want to lock in their fate? 


CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE 


SASHA 

I’ve never done this before. 

Not for anyone. 

Not even when I thought I was in love. 

But tonight, as Gavin sleeps curled at the foot of my bed, the silver leash wrapped around his wrist like a promise—I know it’s time. 

I slip out of bed and walk to the vault. 

Inside, beneath velvet and steel, is a single small box. 

Polished ebony. 

Inside: the key to his collar. 

The only one. 

I return to him. 

Kneel beside the bed. 

And wait until his eyes blink open. 

He sees the box. 

Stiffens. 

But doesn’t speak. 

Good boy. 

I open it and let the key glint in the candlelight. 

“This unlocks your collar,” I say softly. “It also unlocks your life. You can take it. You can leave. No tricks. No punishments.” 

Silence. 

Then: 

“And if I don’t want to?” he whispers. 

“Then you’ll give it back,” I say. “And I’ll melt it down. We’ll have no need for keys anymore.” 

He stares at the key. 

At me. 

At the collar on his neck. 

Then he takes the key. 

Holds it. 

Presses it to his lips. 

And drops it into my palm. 

“Break it,” he says. 

I exhale. 

Trembling. 

He kneels at my feet. 

And says the final vow: 

“I don’t need the key, Miss Vale. I am the lock. You’re the only one who fits.” 

I drop the key to the floor. 

Crush it under my heel. 

It breaks with a soft snap. 

And that’s how I know— 

This is forever. 




Final Chapter – Epilogue 


One Year Later 

Gavin wakes in silk sheets, naked but collared. 

His morning routine is the same: brush Sasha’s hair. Polish her boots. Kiss the inside of her thigh. 

He doesn’t come unless she allows. 

He doesn’t speak unless she commands. 

And every day, he loves her more for it. 

They travel the world—him on a leash. Her in heels. 

Whispers follow them. Articles. Curiosity. 

But none of it matters. 

Because the man once called The Devil of Wall Street now kneels proudly for the only woman who ever owned his soul. 

And Sasha? 

She never needed to dominate the world. 

She just needed him. 
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