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To everyone who’s paid a bill the fun way.


Dear Reader,

Welcome to Debt Made Pretty — a high-heat transformation romance about a man who thinks he’s untouchable until debt places him exactly where he belongs. I wrote this for readers who like their silk with steel: a man on the brink, a debt he can’t dodge, and a woman who knows exactly how to take him apart and put her girl back together. Amelia’s control is deliberate and caring; Christian’s surrender is messy, hot, and, finally, honest.

Content notes (so you can read with confidence):

	Coerced/Forced Feminization & Submission Training

	Financial Control / Debt Contract & Blackmail Leverage

	Live-In Dom/Sub Dynamic (Female Dominant / Male Submissive)

	Boss–Assistant Power Imbalance; Rules & Inspections

	Chastity Device, Orgasm Denial & Prostate/Anal Training (Pegging)

	Feminine Naming, Clothing, Makeup & First Time in Public

	Humiliation-to-Praise Arc & Body-Betrayal Moments

	Small Penis Acknowledgment

	Mirror Confrontation & Identity Integration

	Explicit Sexual Scenes & Language (HEA)




If you’re new to my books, hi, I’m glad you’re here! You can expect explicit scenes that matter to the characters, a loving Domme who protects as she pushes, and a true happy ending. Thank you for reading. I hope Christine’s first steps in heels make your heart race as much as they did mine.
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With love and a firm hand,
Dolly
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Chapter 1


I wait outside her office, and the glass wall between us might as well be made of ice.

Amelia Shelton sits behind her desk, framed by floor-to-ceiling windows that slice the city skyline into neat geometric sections. The late afternoon sun catches the edge of her jaw, throwing a cool, pale light across her dark hair pulled into that perfect chignon. She knows I’m here. She has to know. Her assistant told me to wait exactly here, in this narrow corridor with its polished concrete floors and the kind of silence that makes you notice your own breathing.

But she doesn’t look up.

I shift my weight. The movement is too loud, too obvious. My palms are slick, and I wipe them against my slacks — the expensive ones I bought two years ago when everything was still golden, when the startup was growing faster than I could keep up with and investors like Amelia were calling me the next big thing. The fabric seems thin now. Cheap. Like it’s been exposed to the same harsh light that’s currently illuminating every dust particle floating between us.

She turns a page. Still doesn’t look up.

My throat tightens. I tell myself this is a power play, that she’s establishing dominance before we even begin negotiations. Classic business tactic. I’ve done it myself — made people wait, let the silence do the work. But knowing what she’s doing doesn’t make it easier to stand here like some kid outside the principal’s office, watching her elegant fingers move across a tablet screen while my entire future hangs in the balance.

The numbers flash through my head again. Five hundred thousand. That’s what I owe her. That’s what I lost in a single weekend of celebration that turned into the worst decision of my life. I can still taste the champagne, the reckless euphoria that made me think I could leverage everything on one big play. My luck had never run out before. Why would it start then?

Except it did.

A full minute passes. I know because I’m counting my heartbeats, and there are at least seventy of them before she finally sets down the tablet and lifts her gaze.

“Come in, Christian.”

Her voice is quiet. Measured. She doesn’t raise it, doesn’t need to. The single word cuts through the glass and wraps around my spine, and I’m moving before I realize I’ve decided to move. The door opens with a whisper, and then I’m inside her space, breathing air that smells faintly of something expensive and floral, standing on plush carpet that swallows sound.

She gestures to the chair across from her desk. Doesn’t say anything else. Doesn’t look at me again.

My cheeks go hot as I sit. The chair is lower than hers, I notice. Just slightly. Enough that I have to look up to meet her eyes, enough that the power dynamic is literally built into the furniture. I want to say something clever, something that proves I’m still in control of this conversation, but my mouth stays shut.

Smart. For once.

Amelia picks up her tablet again, swiping through a few screens with those precise, manicured fingers. Then she turns it toward me.

“Five hundred thousand in outstanding liabilities,” she says, her tone clinical. Detached. Like she’s reading a weather report. “Cash flow cliff projected in forty-eight hours. Three additional investors have called for emergency meetings. Your partner has already filed dissolution paperwork.”

Each word lands like a punch. My stomach drops, keeps dropping, falling straight through the expensive carpet and the thirty floors beneath us. I knew it was bad. I knew the walls were closing in. But hearing it laid out like this, seeing the numbers in neat columns on her screen, watching her swipe through my failures with the same expression she might use to review a grocery list —

“I can fix this,” I say, and my voice comes out rough. Desperate. “I just need a little more time. Andrew panicked, that’s all. If I can get him back on board, we can restructure the —”

“No.”

One word. Flat and final.

I swallow. Try again. “Bridge financing, then. There are other investors who —”

“Have already declined.” She swipes to another screen, showing me a list of names. Firms I reached out to last week. All marked with red X’s. “I’ve been monitoring your outreach. No one is willing to touch this.”

The heat in my cheeks spreads down my neck. She’s been monitoring me. Tracking my desperate attempts to save myself like I’m some kind of lab rat scrambling through a maze she’s already mapped.

“Then what the hell am I supposed to do?” The words come out sharper than I mean them to, edged with panic I can’t quite control. “You’re saying it’s over? Just like that?”

Amelia sets the tablet down. Folds her hands on the desk. Looks at me with those dark, intelligent eyes that seem to see straight through my skin.

“I’m saying your current approach is unsustainable. However, I am willing to offer an alternative.”

My pulse quickens. “What kind of alternative?”

“A restructuring.” She pauses, letting the word settle. “Two years as my full-time personal assistant. Your schedule will be dictated entirely by my needs. Upon successful completion, your debt will be forgiven in full.”

I stare at her. Wait for the punchline. Wait for her to smile, to laugh, to reveal this is some kind of test.

She doesn’t.

“You’re serious,” I say slowly. “You want me to be your... assistant.”

“Yes.”

“For two years.”

“Yes.”

“And if I say no?”

“Then I will pursue full legal recourse for debt collection, which will include liquidation of your remaining assets and a very public bankruptcy filing that will ensure your family becomes aware of the scope of your failure.”

The words hit like ice water. My family. God, my family. They still think I’m riding high, still think their golden boy is going to make them proud. The thought of them finding out like this, of seeing my face in the business section next to words like bankruptcy and fraud investigation —

“You’d do that.” Not a question.

“I would.” No hesitation, no malice. Just fact. “You represent a failed investment, Christian. I will recover my losses one way or another. This option simply allows you to retain some dignity in the process.”

Dignity. The word curdles on my tongue. I lean back in the chair, fingers dragging through my hair. Panic churns beneath the humiliation of sitting here while she calmly dismantles my entire life.

“Dictated,” I say, grabbing onto the word. “What does that mean, exactly?”

“It means you will report to me daily. Your schedule, your responsibilities, your behavior — all will be determined by my standards. You will have no outside commitments without my explicit permission.”

My jaw locks. “That’s insane. I can’t just —”

“You can.” Her voice cuts clean, calm, composed. “Or you can face the alternative.”

The argument dies in my throat. She doesn’t need to remind me how I got here. The reckless bet. The gamble I was too arrogant to see was rigged. Every step, every choice, led me to this chair.

“What about the work itself?” I ask, clawing for something solid. “What would I actually be doing?”

“Managing my calendar. Coordinating travel. Handling correspondence. Maintaining my office and residence.” She pauses, a flicker of something unreadable crossing her face. “Among other duties as assigned.”

The vagueness needles under my skin. “What other duties?”

“Whatever I require.”

“That’s not an answer.”

“It’s the only answer you’ll receive before you sign.”

A harsh breath escapes as I lean forward, elbows digging into my knees. This is insane. Two years of my life, handed over to a woman who sees me as a problem to solve, a broken asset to restructure.

But what choice do I have?

“Can we negotiate the timeline?” I ask, grasping for leverage. “Maybe one year instead of two?”

“No.”

“Partial debt forgiveness after the first year?”

“No.”

“Remote work arrangement? I could handle most of this from —”

“No.” She leans back, one leg crossing over the other with a soft whoosh of silk. “Let me be clear, Christian. These terms are not negotiable. You will work for me, in person, for the full two years. You will live in my guest quarters to ensure availability. You will sever all professional commitments and dedicate yourself entirely to this role. Those are the conditions.”

Live in her guest quarters. Jesus Christ.

“You’re asking me to give up everything,” I say, voice scraped raw.

“I’m asking you to pay your debt.” Her tone stays flat, implacable. “The alternative is bankruptcy, which will also cost you everything, but with the added benefit of public humiliation and familial disappointment. Your choice.”

She reaches into a drawer, draws out a slim folder, and lays it open with effortless finality. A document — three pages, maybe four — lined with neat columns and signature blocks. She nudges it across the desk, a pen aligned beside it.

“Employment agreement,” she says. “And debt-forgiveness rider. Read if you’d like. The terms match exactly what I’ve described.”

The folder is heavier than it should be as I slide it closer. Even the paper feels designed to remind me how little this is mine. The first page blurs under my eyes. Exclusive employment... two-year term... absolute obedience to employer standards... upon successful completion, all outstanding liabilities forgiven in full...

Absolute obedience.

My hand trembles as I flip to the next page. Legalese sprawls across the lines, tight and pitiless. Termination clause — failure to meet her standards voids the agreement, the full debt instantly due. Confidentiality buried in bold, forbidding me to discuss anything with anyone except legal or financial advisors.

She owns me. For two years, I’ll belong to her.

“I need time to think.” My voice barely holds together, the plea threadbare.

Amelia glances at her watch. “You have until five o’clock. That gives you twenty-three minutes.”

“That’s not —”

“Twenty-three minutes, Christian. After that, the offer expires and I begin bankruptcy proceedings.”

She doesn’t so much as blink. Her detachment chills the room, her certainty carved in the set of her jaw, the steady calm of her eyes. She means every syllable. And beneath the panic, beneath the acid humiliation, something else pulses. Sharp-edged, unwelcome.

Curiosity.

What would it feel like to surrender control entirely? To stop scrambling, stop faking, stop pretending I know what I’m doing? Some traitorous, hidden part of me aches to find out.

The pen is still warm from her desk when I pick it up. Its weight anchors me, cool metal pressing against my fingers as I click it open.

“You’re sure about this?” I ask, voice a last defense. “No room for negotiation?”

“None.”

The signature line glares up at me. My name, already printed — Christian Mitchell — waiting for me to claim it. For an instant, I imagine walking out. Telling her to fuck off, bracing for bankruptcy, enduring the wreckage. Then my mother’s face flickers behind my eyes. My father, silent and disappointed. The business contacts who won’t answer my calls again.

I lower the pen. My signature scratches across the thick paper, loud as gunfire in the hush of her office. Amelia’s face doesn’t change — no smile, no hint of triumph. Just stillness. When I finish, she takes the folder and slides it back into her drawer, the click loud as a verdict.

“Good,” she says, already moving to a new screen on her tablet. “We’ll begin tomorrow. You’ll report to this office at seven a.m. sharp. Not seven-oh-one. Not six-fifty-five hoping to impress me. Seven, precisely.”

I nod, but words catch behind my teeth.

“You will address me as Miss Shelton at all times. You will not initiate conversation unless asked a direct question. You will not make commitments on my behalf without explicit prior approval. You will keep your phone on and respond to my messages within five minutes, no matter the hour. Are we clear?”

Each rule locks into place, one after the next, cold and inescapable. “Clear.”

“Miss Shelton,” she corrects, gaze unwavering.

My throat closes around the words. “Yes, Miss Shelton.”

Her expression shifts — not quite a smile, more the faint glint of satisfaction, as if I’ve revealed something she already suspected.

“You may go,” she says, focus sliding back to her tablet. “I’ll send you the address for tomorrow and the employee access codes this evening.”

My legs wobble as I stand. I turn for the door, hand finding the handle, when her voice slices through the silence.

“Christian.”

I freeze, glancing over my shoulder.

Amelia still doesn’t look up, but her words slice with clinical clarity. “There will be a uniform. You will learn it tomorrow.”

The words crawl under my skin, cool and sharp. A uniform. Not a dress code, not guidelines for professional attire. A uniform.

I try to form a question — something, anything — but my mouth won’t open. My legs carry me out, through the glass door, into the corridor where the air hits my lungs like a slap.

The elevator ride drags. My reflection stares back from polished steel — rumpled, pale, cornered. I signed. I actually signed.

Tomorrow waits, inescapable.
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Chapter 2


I arrive five minutes early. The elevator doors open onto a hushed executive floor that smells faintly of polished wood and something floral I can’t place. Expensive, probably. Everything here is expensive. I step out, and the carpet muffles the sound of my footsteps, making me feel like I’m sneaking, like I’m already doing something wrong.

Amelia’s office door is closed. I stand outside it, briefcase in hand — empty except for a notepad I brought to look professional — and wait. My watch ticks past the five-minute mark. Then the hour. Seven o’clock exactly.

The door opens without warning. Amelia stands there in a charcoal sheath dress that ends just below the knee, her hair pulled back in that same severe style from yesterday. She looks at me for a beat, her dark eyes moving from my shoes to my face, and I feel myself stiffen under her scrutiny.

“Christian.” She steps back, gesturing me inside with a minimal flick of her wrist.

“Miss Shelton.” The words feel strange in my mouth — too formal, too servile. I walk past her, and the door clicks shut behind me.

She doesn’t tell me to sit. I stand in the center of the room, awkward and hyperaware of my hands, while she moves to her desk and settles into her chair with the kind of fluid grace that makes everything I do feel clumsy by comparison. She taps something on her tablet, scrolls, then looks up.

“You’re punctual.” It’s not praise. It’s an observation, flat and clinical, like she’s commenting on the weather.

I nod, waiting for more, but she just returns her attention to the screen. My chest tightens. I want her to acknowledge that I showed up early, that I’m trying, but she’s already moved on. The silence stretches. I shift my weight from one foot to the other and immediately regret it when her eyes flick up.

“There’s a list in your inbox,” she says. “Calendar auditing, inbox triage, courier coordination. Start with the calendar.”

I pull out my phone, open my email, and find the message. The list is brutally specific: cross-reference her calendar with vendor confirmations, flag discrepancies, color-code by priority. I nod again, throat dry, and move to the small desk she gestures toward in the corner of her office.

The desk is pristine. A single pen sits parallel to the edge. I set my briefcase down carefully, pull out the notepad, and get to work.

The tasks are tedious but not difficult. I’m good at this kind of thing, always have been — details, logistics, keeping a dozen plates spinning at once. I work quickly, my fingers moving over the phone screen as I cross-reference dates and venues. Amelia doesn’t speak. I can feel her watching me, though, her gaze a weight on the back of my neck. Every time I glance up, she’s looking at her own screen, but I know. She’s tracking me.

I finish the calendar in twenty minutes and move to the inbox. Triage is simple: delete the junk, flag the urgent, sort the rest into folders she’s already created. I’m efficient, methodical, and by the time I hit send on the summary report, I feel a flicker of satisfaction. I’m proving something. I’m showing her I’m not just some screw-up who got in over his head.

“Conference room C,” Amelia says, her voice cutting through my thoughts. “Courier pickup at nine-fifteen.”

I check my notes. “Your notes say conference room B.”

She looks up slowly, and the air in the room shifts. “I said C.”

My stomach drops. I glance back at the list on my phone, certain I saw B, but when I scroll back, there it is: conference room C. I misread it. A tiny, stupid mistake.

“My apologies, Miss Shelton.” The words come out clipped, defensive.

“Noted.” She doesn’t look away. “Correct it.”

I tap the correction into my phone, cheeks burning. The satisfaction I felt a moment ago evaporates, replaced by a creeping sense of inadequacy. She’s still watching me, and I realize with a sinking certainty that this is the standard. Perfection, or nothing.

The morning continues like that. Small tasks, smaller margins for error. I over-perform on everything I can, double-checking confirmations, color-coding with obsessive precision, making sure every email I send is flawless. My hands ache from gripping the phone too tightly, and my shoulders creep up toward my ears.

Around ten-thirty, Amelia stands and walks toward the door. “Follow me.”

I grab my phone and trail after her, my stride naturally faster than hers. She moves with this unhurried, liquid elegance, heels clicking in a steady rhythm on the marble floor, and I have to consciously slow myself to match her pace. We pass other executives, assistants, people in tailored suits who nod at Amelia and ignore me completely. I’m invisible here. Furniture.

We reach a conference room at the end of the hall, and she pauses, turning to face me. Her gaze drops to my shoulders.

“You walk too quickly,” she says. “And your shoulders are too high.”

I blink. “I’m sorry?”

“Slow your stride. Keep your shoulders down and back.” She demonstrates, a subtle shift in her own posture, and I feel a flare of resentment. This has nothing to do with work. Nothing to do with calendars or couriers or any of the tasks she’s given me.

“Miss Shelton, I don’t—”

“Do it.”

The command is quiet, but it lands like a slap. I force my shoulders down, feel the unnatural pull in my muscles, and take a slower step. Then another. She watches, her expression unreadable.

“Better.” She turns and continues down the hall, and I follow, hating the way my body feels foreign under her scrutiny, hating the way I’m already adjusting to meet her expectations.

Lunch is a brief, solitary affair. Amelia doesn’t invite me to join her. I eat a sandwich at the corner desk and scroll through my phone, but I can’t focus. My mind keeps circling back to the way she corrected my posture, the cool detachment in her voice. It’s like she’s molding me, and I don’t know how to resist without risking everything.

When I return to her office, there’s a garment bag draped over the back of my chair. Sleek, black, expensive-looking. Next to it, a slim folder with a single word printed on the label: Uniform.

My pulse spikes. I glance at Amelia, who’s seated at her desk, watching me with that same calm, assessing expression.

“Open it,” she says.

I set my phone down and reach for the folder first, flipping it open with fingers that feel too thick and clumsy. Inside are printed specifications: tailored trousers in charcoal or navy, fitted button-down shirts in white or pale blue, polished leather shoes in black. Grooming standards: clean-shaven, nails trimmed, hair neatly styled. It’s all reasonable, professional, the kind of dress code any high-end firm might require.

Then I turn the page.

Undergarments: High-quality briefs or boxer briefs in black, charcoal, or navy. Brand specifications attached.

I stare at the words, my brain struggling to process them. Brand specifications. For my underwear.

I flip to the next page, and my breath catches.

The list is detailed. Specific. High-end lingerie brands I vaguely recognize from ads in glossy magazines. Briefs, yes, but also... other things. Styles I don’t have names for. Fabrics: silk, satin, lace. Colors: black, navy, burgundy.

Heat floods my face. I look up, and Amelia is still watching me, her expression unchanged.

“This is...” I start, but I don’t know how to finish. Insane. Humiliating. Wrong.

“Required,” she says. “Daily.”

“You can’t be serious.” The words come out strangled. “This is — this is my underwear.”

“I am aware.” She leans back in her chair, fingers steepled. “You work for me now, Christian. Every aspect of your presentation reflects on me. That includes what you wear beneath your clothes.”

“No one’s going to see —”

“I will see.” Her voice doesn’t rise, but the authority in it silences me. “And you will know. That is the point.”

I open my mouth to argue, to tell her this crosses a line, but the words die in my throat. Because she’s right. I signed the contract. I agreed to her terms, her standards, and now she’s defining what those standards are.

“The garment bag contains tomorrow’s outfit,” she continues. “You will wear it exactly as specified. Undergarments included.”

I look at the bag, my stomach churning. “And if I don’t?”

Her gaze doesn’t waver. “Then you are in breach of contract, and the debt becomes due immediately.” She pauses, letting that sink in. “Your family will be notified within twenty-four hours.”

The threat lands like a blow. My family. My parents, who think I’m still running a successful business. My younger sister, who looks up to me. The image of them finding out — about the debt, the failure, the fact that I’m standing here in Amelia Shelton’s office being told what kind of underwear to wear — makes my chest constrict.

I nod, jaw clenched so hard my teeth ache. “Understood.”

“Good.” She returns her attention to her tablet, dismissing me as thoroughly as if I’d vanished. “End-of-day protocol is in the folder. Follow it precisely.”

I flip back to the first page and scan the list. Desk inspection: all supplies aligned to the grid printed on the desk pad. Report sent by 17:00 with subject line format: Daily Summary — [Date] — CM. Personal items cleared from the workspace.

It’s absurd. Micromanagement taken to a level I didn’t know existed. But I don’t argue. I just nod again and move to my desk, the garment bag a dark, looming presence in my peripheral vision.

The rest of the day passes in a haze of hyper-vigilance. I align pens to the grid. I draft and redraft the daily summary email until every word feels like it might be a trap. I clear my desk of everything except the essentials, and when I’m done, I stand back and stare at the sterile, perfect surface.

Amelia inspects it without comment. She walks a slow circle around the desk, her gaze tracking over every detail, and I hold my breath, waiting for her to find something wrong. She doesn’t. She just nods once and returns to her own desk.

“You may go.”

I grab the garment bag and the folder, my hands shaking slightly, and head for the door. I’m almost through it when her voice stops me.

“Christian.”

I turn. She’s standing now, moving toward me with the same deliberate grace, and I freeze as she stops just inside my personal space. Her perfume — something subtle and expensive — fills my nose, and I have to force myself not to step back.

She reaches up, her fingers cool against my throat as she adjusts my collar. It’s a small movement, precise and impersonal, but the intimacy of it makes my pulse spike. She holds my gaze the entire time, her dark eyes unreadable.

“Tomorrow,” she says, her voice low and steady. “Seven o’clock. My address is in your inbox. Private inspection.”

My breath catches. “Inspection?”

“To ensure compliance.” Her fingers linger for a beat longer than necessary before she steps back. “Wear everything, Christian. Exactly as specified.”

I nod, unable to form words, and she turns away, already moving back to her desk. I want to say something, to fight, to ask what happens if I don’t. But I know better. Her eyes tell me everything I need to know. Dismissed.

I make it to the elevator before my knees start to shake. The doors close, sealing me into the small, mirrored box, and I lean back against the wall, garment bag clutched in one hand. My reflection stares back at me: flushed, disheveled, eyes too wide.

I slide my fingers along the zipper, feeling the cool metal bite against my skin. My mind races: lace, silk, bra, panties. The words flash through me, hot and bright. Shame burns behind my eyes. But beneath it, something else stirs — low and deep, unwelcome. I press my thighs together, willing it away. I’m disgusted with myself. I’m terrified.

I yank my hand back like I’ve been burned.

No. This is humiliation, control, a power play designed to break me down. There’s nothing arousing about it. Nothing.

But my body doesn’t seem to agree. My pulse is still racing, and there’s a tightness low in my gut that I recognize and hate.

The elevator dings. The doors open onto the parking garage, and I step out, forcing my breathing to slow. I make it to my car, toss the garment bag into the passenger seat, and sit behind the wheel, staring at nothing.

My phone buzzes.

I pull it out, and Amelia’s name fills the screen.

Tomorrow 19:00. Wear everything.

I stare at the words. No punctuation except the period. No room for interpretation, no space for negotiation. Just a command, stark and absolute. I set the phone down, hands trembling, and close my eyes. There’s no way out. The walls close in. My body thrums with fear and something darker—something I can’t kill, no matter how hard I try.
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Chapter 3


The concierge barely glances up as I step into the marble lobby, but the sense that every staff member knows I’m here at Amelia’s command crawls hot up my neck. My footsteps echo toward the elevators, each one underscoring that this isn’t business — it’s an entrance into her territory, her domain pressing in, inescapable.

Alone in the elevator car, my reflection stares back from polished brass — smaller than expected. The new blazer exposes my uncertainty rather than disguising it. My stomach tightens as nineteen floors slide past in silence. Rehearsed lines dissolve before forming, useless in the face of Amelia’s quiet scrutiny. She doesn’t spar or play — she waits, peeling back every pretense until nothing is left but the bare self.

The doors part directly into her private foyer, a staged, silent expanse that engulfs me. Pale marble stretches beneath my feet. To the left, floor-to-ceiling windows reveal the city in all its glittering detail, leaving me not protected but exposed.

“Mr. Mitchell.”

My heart jumps as I turn.

A woman in her fifties stands at the foyer’s edge, hands folded at her waist. She wears a simple black dress, her hair in a severe bun. Her face is a mask of professional reserve, polite and impassive — making me feel more like an intruder than a guest.

“Miss Shelton is expecting you,” she says, her voice soft. “Please follow me.”

I nod, my throat parched. She turns without waiting, leading down a hallway lined with enormous abstract canvases — muted shapes and color fields, probably worth more than my entire debt. The floors are flawless and cold, amplifying the sound of my shoes. Each footfall lands amplified, incriminating.

She stops at a set of double doors, opening one with a discreet gesture.

“Wait here, please.”

I step into the room, and the door clicks shut behind me.

A sitting room — or maybe a study. Hard to say. The furnishings are minimal: a low sofa in charcoal linen, two matching armchairs, a glass coffee table holding a single oversized art book. The walls are the same soft gray as the foyer, and the lighting is warm but precise — pools of gold from recessed fixtures, not a single harsh shadow in sight.

Soft instrumental music threads through the air. Something classical, something I can’t place, but elegant and restrained — as if the soundtrack itself is curated for this moment.

I stand in the center of the room, hands at my sides, resisting the urge to fidget.

Minutes stretch thin. Breaths come shallow, my pulse refusing to steady.

The door opens again, and I turn too fast, my shoulder twitching.

Amelia enters, and the atmosphere tilts.

She wears a sheath dress — deep navy, sleeveless, hugging her frame with merciless precision. Her dark hair twists into a low chignon, every strand in place. Heels lift her posture, but they don’t click. She moves too smoothly for that, each step deliberate and soundless.

Her eyes lock onto mine, her gaze pressing into me like a hand resting firmly at the back of my neck.

“Good evening, Christian,” she says, calm and unhurried.

“Evening, Miss Shelton,” I manage, voice thin.

She closes the door behind her and steps closer, hands folded loosely in front. She says nothing. Just looks — her gaze roving from my face to my shoulders, lingering at my hands, dropping to my stance.

Heat crawls up my throat and into my cheeks as I stand rigid under her scrutiny.

“Stand straight,” she says at last. “Hands at your sides. Eyes down.”

I swallow hard and obey. Shoulders back, arms falling to my sides, eyes locked on the cool, veined marble. The recessed lights reflect in its polish, a dizzying repetition.

My heart slams against my ribs, loud enough to imagine she can hear it.

“Better,” she murmurs, and that single word anchors something deep in me, unwelcome but immovable.

She steps closer. Her perfume drifts between us — subtle and expensive, a hint of bergamot and something darker I can’t name. My pulse spikes.

“Remove your blazer,” she says.

A fraction of hesitation, then I shrug it off, folding it over my arm with clumsy hands. I linger, unsure where to set it, until she gestures toward the armchair.

“Set it there. Neatly.”

I cross to the chair, laying the blazer carefully across the back, smoothing the fabric. My hands tremble. When I face her again, her unreadable calm hasn’t shifted.

“Your shoes as well.”

I crouch, fumbling with the laces, then slide off my dress shoes one at a time. The marble seeps chill through my socks, and the loss of those extra inches strips me, reduces me.

“Come here,” she says, and I step back to her, stopping a foot away.

She gestures to the floor. “There’s a line in the tile. Do you see it?”

A faint seam runs where two sections of marble meet, a perfectly straight line across the room.

“Yes, Miss Shelton.”

“Walk it. Heel to toe. Slowly.”

My breath catches. I step onto the line, placing one foot directly in front of the other. The motion feels awkward, unnatural, my balance wobbling after the third step.

“Again,” she says.

I turn and walk the line back the other way. Arms out slightly for balance, I make it farther before faltering.

“Chin down,” she corrects. “You’re looking too far ahead. Eyes on the floor.”

Dropping my gaze worsens the wobble. My hips shift to compensate, and the movement feels ridiculous — exposed in a way that has nothing to do with clothing.

“Stop.”

I freeze mid-step.

She circles me, her gaze tracing my outline, leaving my skin prickling. Behind me, a faint rustle signals her shifting weight.

“Your shoulders are rolling forward. Correct them.”

I pull my shoulders back, tension tightening across my upper back.

“Better. Now walk again.”

This time I make it all the way across the room without stumbling, but my calves ache, and my breath comes too fast by the time I stop.

“Once more,” she says. “Hands behind your back. Fingers laced.”

Clasping my hands behind me forces my chest up, spine rigid. My body’s shape — soft, accentuated — burns in my awareness, but I keep moving.

When I reach the end, she says, “Stop. Turn and face me.”

I turn, and she stands near the sofa, arms crossed loosely. A second garment bag drapes over the back of the sofa now, black and sleek. I didn’t even hear her bring it in.

“Come here.”

I cross to her, hands still behind me.

She gestures to the garment bag. “I have additional uniform pieces for you. You’ll try them on now.”

My stomach flips. “Here?”

Her face remains still. “Yes. Here.”

She unzips the bag and pulls out a pale blue dress shirt, crisply pressed. Then a pair of charcoal trousers, slim-cut and tailored. She lays them across the sofa, then pulls out a second shirt — white this time, with a subtle texture to the fabric.

“Change into the blue shirt first,” she says. “Leave the trousers you’re wearing on for now.”

Fingers clumsy, I reach for the shirt and begin unbuttoning my current one. My hands tremble, fumbling the third button twice before it comes free.

Amelia watches, silent.

I pull the shirt off and set it on the armchair, then take the blue one. The fabric is softer than expected, smooth and cool against my skin. I slide it on and button it from the bottom up.

“Tuck it in,” she says when I finish.

I pull the hem taut, tucking it into my waistband. The snug fit molds to my torso, emphasizing lines I’d rather hide.

She steps closer, her eyes narrowing as she inspects the fit. Her fingers brush the collar, smoothing it flat. The touch is brief, almost impersonal, but my skin tingles where she grazes me.

“The trousers now,” she says, stepping back.

I swallow hard and take the charcoal pair she’s laid out. My gaze flicks to the door, but her head shakes, a silent refusal.

“Here, Christian. I’ve already told you.”

My face burns. I unbuckle my belt, unbutton my trousers, stepping out of them as quickly as I can manage, folding them into a neat square on the chair, and reach for the new pair.

They’re even slimmer than the shirt. The stretch wool hugs my hips and thighs, the tailored fit leaving no room for modesty. I pull them on and fasten the button. The shape of my legs presses against the fabric, defined in a way that feels almost obscene.

Amelia circles me again. Arms at my sides, I stand like a mannequin, exposed under her scrutiny.

“Turn,” she says.

I pivot slowly. Her hum, soft and considering, brushes against my nerves.

“These will do,” she says finally. “Now the white shirt.”

My hands move mechanically, unbuttoning, removing, replacing. The ritual settles into my bones, heavy and unrelenting. Each piece of clothing tightens her control, another inch of distance from the person I was when I walked in.

Dressed in the white shirt and charcoal trousers, I face her again. She steps back, arms folding, her gaze steady.

“Tell me, Christian,” she says, calm as ever. “Are you wearing the undergarments I specified?”

My heart stutters.

The tiniest sliver of cotton below the hem of the shirt flashes in my mind. I prayed she hadn’t noticed. Hoped I was fast enough. But of course, she would ask. Of course, I should have obeyed. Yet I hadn’t. Couldn’t. The idea of her dictating what lay beneath my clothes was a boundary I hadn’t been able to cross.

So I’d slipped on my usual boxer shorts this morning, convincing myself it wouldn’t matter. That she wouldn’t check.

I was wrong. “Yes, Miss Shelton,” I lie, forcing the words steady.

Her face remains impassive, her dark eyes unreadable.

“Are you certain?” Each word lands deliberate, heavy.

“Yes.” The syllable tumbles out too quickly, barely audible in the silence.

She steps forward, closing the distance with a predatory ease. Heat sears my cheeks as her nearness tightens the air around us.

Her hand rises, fingers deft and controlled, slipping beneath my waistband as if she has every right. Two fingers hook the elastic, tugging it down just enough to reveal the band of my boxers.

The floor tilts beneath me, my stomach plummeting in freefall.

Her gaze flicks down briefly, confirming what we both already know. Then her eyes lift, pinning me in place with their calm, unyielding focus. She doesn’t speak. She doesn’t need to.

Humiliation detonates, sharp and consuming. Heat surges up my throat, strangling any defense I might have offered. But worse — infinitely worse — is the betrayal of my own body. A pulse of heat unfurls low in my belly, tightening, undeniable. The ache radiates outward, defying every ounce of my will. I want to vanish, to dissolve under her gaze.

She releases the waistband, letting it snap back against my skin, and steps back with measured grace. Her expression doesn’t shift, but the silence between us grows heavier.

“You lied to me,” she says at last, her tone as calm as if she were remarking on the weather.

“I — ” My voice cracks under the strain. “I’m sorry, Miss Shelton. I didn’t mean — ”

“You chose to disobey a direct instruction,” she cuts in, her words slicing through my feeble excuse. Her tone remains crisp, perfectly composed, but the reprimand lands with finality. “And then you lied about it.”

I nod mutely, my throat constricting too tightly for words.

She turns with effortless precision, crossing to the coffee table where a small velvet box rests. Its presence feels inevitable, as though the room has always revolved around it. She picks it up, her fingers curling lightly around its edge, the gesture almost casual.

“Consequences are necessary,” she states, her voice even but weighted with certainty. “You understand that.”

“Yes, Miss Shelton.” The words scrape my throat raw.

She opens the box with deliberate care, tilting it just enough for the contents to catch the light. My stomach twists as the chastity device comes into view — compact, unyielding steel paired with smooth silicone. Minimalist. Inescapable.

Breath shudders shallow and insufficient.

“This will ensure your focus,” she says, clinical, detached, as though describing a routine procedure. “You will wear it at all times unless I remove it. Do you understand?”

The polished steel gleams under the low light, winking with quiet finality. My pulse hammers, each beat echoing in my ears like a countdown. Her voice settles heavy in my chest, her perfume threading through my lungs. The brutal simplicity of what’s about to happen shrinks the room until only this moment exists.

“Christian.” Her voice sharpens, slicing through the fog of my thoughts. “Do you understand?”

“Yes,” I whisper hoarsely, the word barely escaping.

Her brow lifts, a subtle reminder of her expectations. “Yes, what?”

“Yes, Miss Shelton,” I amend, the words tasting foreign and small.

She nods once, acknowledgment rather than approval. “Go into the bathroom. Wash yourself thoroughly. Return when you’re ready.”

Legs shaking, I cross to the door she indicates. The bathroom gleams — white tile, glass-enclosed shower, double vanity with polished fixtures. I close the door behind me and lean against the sink, my reflection staring back.

My face burns, eyes wide and unblinking. Prey caught in headlights.

I feel like prey.

But beneath the panic, something darker pulses. A steady throb low in my gut refuses to quit. The voice I’ve ignored all week whispers this is exactly what you came for.

I twist the tap hard, water rushing too hot over my hands. The soap slips from my trembling fingers, clattering against porcelain. When I’m done, I pat dry with a towel that probably costs more than my rent and stand there, staring at the door beyond my reflection.

I could bolt. March out and tell her to fuck herself, that this crosses every line I’ve drawn.

But my feet stay rooted.

I open the door.

Amelia waits by the sofa, velvet box open in her manicured hands. Her gaze lifts as I approach, something in her expression shifting — not quite a smile, but close.

“Come here.”

Legs unsteady, I cross the space between us. She sets the box on the coffee table with deliberate care. When her fingers reach for my waistband, my body jerks back as though burned.

“Still.” Her voice is silk over steel.

Breath halts in my chest.

She unfastens the button and pulls the trousers down, along with my boxers. Cool air brushes my skin, amplifying every sensation. The unwanted arousal from earlier lingers, stubborn and humiliating.

She picks up the cage, examining it with the precision she applies to everything.

“This will be uncomfortable at first,” she says, matter-of-fact. “But you’ll adjust.”

Her hands guide the device into place. The cage presses cold against my skin, the ring tight at the base. She adjusts the fit with careful fingers, testing the alignment. Teeth sink into my lower lip, holding back any sound.

Satisfied, she lifts the small brass lock, threading it through the mechanism.

The click snaps through the quiet like a gunshot.

It burns into my skin like a brand.

“Open your eyes.”

I obey. Her gaze holds mine, unreadable.

“How does it feel?”

“Tight.” The word scrapes out, raw.

“Good.” Her gaze sweeps over me, deliberate and thorough. “You’ll wear this until I decide otherwise. You are not to tamper with it. You are not to attempt removal. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Miss Shelton.”

She nods, sharp as a blade, then flicks her fingers toward my trousers. I yank them up with clumsy hands, the device settling against my hips — a solid weight that shifts with every breath, every heartbeat, every thought.

“Tomorrow evening,” she says, “you will return for a hygiene and grooming inspection. You will arrive freshly shaved. Face, neck, forearms. Understood?”

“Yes, Miss Shelton.”

She crosses to the door and opens it. The message is clear: dismissed.

I gather my clothes and shoes, movements stiff, awkward. The device shifts with every step, alien and inescapable.

At the threshold, fingers trembling on the polished handle, her voice cuts through the quiet, calm and absolute. “Do not tamper, Christian. I will know.”

The housekeeper leads me to the elevator. Each step jars against the device, humiliation pulsing fresh with every shift. Inside the mirrored walls, my reflection stares back, pale and wide-eyed, until the sudden buzz of my phone makes me jump.

A message from Amelia. Simple. Do not tamper. Tomorrow we begin.

My hands shake so badly I nearly drop the phone. I read it again and again, the words rooting into my bones, both command and threat. Something stirs deep inside, responding to her certainty — even in text, it’s unmistakable. My pulse hammers; the device tightens, a physical echo of her authority.

Tomorrow we begin.

The phrase lingers, electric. Until now, I’d treated this as a test — a bluff, an elaborate power play she might abandon. But now it’s real, inescapable, locked on my body and written into my future.
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Chapter 4


The moment I step out of the elevator, I know she’s waiting. My jaw tingles, raw from shaving twice today. The antiseptic smell clings to my skin. I stare at my reflection, realizing I’ve never been this deliberate about my appearance.

The penthouse is silent, save for my footsteps on the tile. An intruder. The device drags, cold and close, its threat sharpening in her domain.

The hallway’s gleaming walls reflect me, making even my shadow seem out of place. I try to square my shoulders, but tension tightens my back. I force my hands to my sides, resisting the urge to check my chin for stubble. No marks. No errors.

A click — heels on marble. She’s here. The doors slide open. Amelia moves with precision, her gaze locking onto mine. No smile. No frown. Just a subtle lift of one brow, tracking every breath.

Soft piano notes float from hidden speakers. The air carries a controlled chill. She stops a meter away, her crisp scent cutting through my anxiety.

“Christian.” Her voice is calm, neither warm nor cold. “Come, let me see.”

She lifts her hand. I still. Two fingers — she tilts my chin upward, and the pads are cool, clinical, but her touch makes my skin burn. Her gaze traces my jaw, sweeping over the curve, eyes narrowing just slightly when she finds a patch on my neck I must have missed. My stomach lurches.

“Turn your head.” I do, left, then right, as she leans in to scrutinize the skin beneath my ear, her breath ghosting along the fine hairs there. I feel each exhale like a question I’m supposed to answer without words. I want to step back, but I don’t. I hold still and let her inspect me like a piece of furniture she’s considering for purchase.

“Better,” she murmurs, her thumb brushing along the line of my jaw. “Not perfect, but better.” She pulls back and nods, once.

“Thank you, Miss Shelton,” slips out, reflexive, hollow, like I’m thanking a cashier.

“Your forearms.”

I extend both arms. She skims my wrists to the shaved elbows, linger a beat, then releases me with a soft hum — approval, maybe.

“Follow.” She turns; I trail her past sitting room and office, eyes nailed to her tapping heels, the device shifting my hips. I nearly stumble.

She opens the bathroom. Light ricochets off chrome and tile. On the counter: steel tray, scissors, files, tweezers, ivory razor, unmarked bottles, black gloves folded like a threat.

My stomach twists.

“Inside,” she says. My heart hammers. I step over the threshold, acutely aware of the change in air. There’s nowhere to hide from the light. Every inch of skin is exposed, no matter how much I try to shrink into myself.

She closes the door behind us. The sound is soft, final.

“This,” Amelia says, moving to stand beside the counter, “is where we establish your hygiene protocol.”

My throat closes. I nod, barely, and I swallow hard. “Protocol.”

“Yes.” She picks up a laminated card from the tray and holds it out. “Daily standards. Body hair removal. Moisturizing routine. Nail care. Fragrance application.”

I take the card. The text is printed in small, precise font, each task bulleted and timed. Morning: Full-body inspection. Shave face, underarms, forearms, chest, legs, groin. Apply moisturizer to all shaved areas. Trim, buff, and file nails. Evening: Repeat inspection. Moisturize hands and feet. Apply approved fragrance to pulse points.

The words blur. My ears are burning.

“You’ll follow this every day,” she continues. “No exceptions. I will conduct random inspections to ensure compliance.”

I look up. Her expression remains unreadable, patient, like she’s explaining the terms of a contract. Which, I suppose, she is. Heat rises from my collarbone to my ears. Moisturize. Nails. Fragrance. Every part of me, even the places no one but her will see, subject to her will. It’s not just rules — it’s invasion. But my chest shivers in a way that’s almost relief. There’s no room for error if she decides everything.

“This is…” I stop, searching for words that won’t sound like weakness. “This is pretty detailed.”

“It needs to be.” She takes the card back and sets it on the counter. “You’ve spent twenty-six years neglecting your presentation. That ends now.”

The casual certainty in her voice — like my entire existence up to this point has been a mistake she’s correcting — sends a spike of anger through my chest. But it dies before I can speak. Because she’s right. I have been careless. And now I’m here, in her bathroom, holding still while she explains how I’m going to reshape myself to meet her standards.

“Repeat your routine,” she says, quiet but not gentle.

I stammer, voice catching. “Shave face, neck, forearms, everywhere below the neck, twice daily. No body hair. Moisturize. Trim and buff nails. Cuticles neat. No calluses. Only your fragrance.”

She nods. “Good. Now, remove your clothing. Fold each item precisely and place them here.” She taps the ledge beside the sink.

My hands shake as I fumble with the slippery buttons, her gaze a physical weight. The shirt slides from my shoulders, folded carefully, placed on the counter. Pants follow, then the undershirt. Left in only socks and the cage, my hands twitch at my thighs, wanting to cover myself as the device digs in with every movement. The mirror throws back a reflection both alien and familiar, shaved skin shining under the light. The cage is obscene and impossible to ignore.

“Remove your socks,” she says.

I kneel, not gracefully, and tug them off. They join the pile.

“Stand. Eyes forward.”

I straighten, fighting the urge to cross my arms over my chest. The mirror reflects every angle, merciless, and Amelia moves into view behind me. She’s pulling on a pair of latex gloves, snapping each finger in with care. The sound is sharp, medical. My cock twitches uselessly against the cage, a reflex I can’t control. Can’t look at it. Can’t look at myself.

She steps to the sink, runs water until it steams. Fingers swirl under the stream, then fill a small basin with warm water. Every movement is measured, unhurried — a surgeon preparing for a procedure. The urge to ask how long this will take, what she expects, burns under my tongue, but I know better. My tongue is thick, useless.

“Come here. Center yourself before the mirror.”

I move, tile slick against my feet. My heart races, thudding in my throat. Eyes stay above my own waist, refusing to acknowledge what’s happening below.

She stands behind me, hands at her sides. Our eyes meet in the glass. Hers are so dark, unreadable. She blinks once, slow.

“This is not sexual for me,” she says, voice cool, even. “This is about control and conditioning. I expect your compliance. Any reaction your body has is a data point, not a reward. Do you understand?”

Her words hit like a bucket of cold water. I nod, shame and relief mixing, sharp as vinegar. Nothing but material — an object to be improved.

“Answer,” she says, even softer.

“Yes, Miss Shelton.”

She nods. “Good.”

She steps closer, gloved hands moving to my shoulders. Her grip is light but absolute. My posture straightens without thinking. She slides her palms down my arms, checking for missed stubble, for any flaw. She finds a spot near my elbow, traces it with her thumb, and heat blooms in my cheeks. She says nothing, just presses and moves on.

She takes my right hand, lifting it so our arms are extended in front of us. She inspects my nails — turns my palm over, presses along each cuticle. She does the same with my left, silent, methodical.

“Fingers together,” she instructs, and I obey. She runs a nail file along the edge of my thumb, then each finger, smoothing imperfections. The mirror holds me captive, unable to look away from the concentration on her face. Like a mannequin — objectified, but not desired.

She returns my hands to my sides. Her fingers trace my hairline, sliding into the hair above my ear. She tugs slightly, then smooths it back, her touch both corrective and possessive.

“Posture,” she says, and taps my lower back. I arch, then overcompensate, and she corrects me with a gentle nudge.

“Chin up. Shoulders down. Hands still.”

I stand like a doll, waiting to be posed.

Her hands drift lower, skimming over my ribs, then pausing at my hips. She adjusts my stance — legs apart, just so. The device’s ring presses tighter at the base of my cock. I swallow, mouth dry.

“Breathe.”

Air rushes in, chest shuddering. She crouches to check my legs next, running her fingers over my calves, behind my knees, along my thighs. The shave there wasn’t perfect — faint stubble prickles where I missed, and she can feel it too.

“This will need to be smoother,” she murmurs. “Next time, take more care.”

“Yes, Miss Shelton.” My spine straightens. My reflection shifts, and her gaze defines what’s in the glass — a man trying very hard to hold still, skin flushed, hands clenched at his sides.

“Relax your hands.”

Fingers loosen, trembling.

She nods, satisfied. “We will begin. Rinse off in the shower. Do not linger.”

I move to the glass enclosure, step inside, and she follows, her heels clicking on the tile. She turns on the water — warm, not hot — and directs the spray over my shoulders, my chest, my back. It’s not a shower. It’s a baptism, a reset. Water runs over my body, eyes closed, the sensation almost soothing except for the constant, unyielding pressure of the cage. The urge to stroke, to adjust, rises unbidden, but the rules are iron.

Hands scrub over chest, arms, and between my legs, careful not to linger. I finish quickly and she turns off the water. Skin raw, exposed, but clean in a way I’ve never known.

I step out, dripping, and reach for a towel. She takes it from my hand before I can wrap it around my waist.

“Arms up,” she says.

I obey, and she towels me dry herself — efficient, impersonal. She pats me down, not a trace of lingering or indulgence. When she reaches my groin, her touch remains professional. The cage is slick, the skin beneath already reddening from contact.

She sets the towel aside. “Stand still.”

She adjusts the gloves with a snap and dips her fingers in a small cup of lubricant. The smell is sharp, chemical.

“Hands at your sides. Legs apart.”

I obey. The position splits me open, vulnerable in a way nothing else has. She crouches, eye level with my crotch, and inspects the device. A finger glides along the top of the cage, testing for chafing, then circles the base where the ring presses into my skin. The ceiling blurs above — recessed lights, anything but the mirror.

“Tell me if there’s pain,” she says, not looking up.

My voice is a croak. “Just tight. Not pain.”

She nods, satisfied, and applies a thin layer of lubricant around the ring, smoothing it into the skin with slow, careful strokes. The sensation is unbearable — half clinical, half humiliating, so overwhelming that breath catches in my throat. She adjusts the fit with small, precise movements, and my body betrays me — blood rushing, flesh swelling against the unforgiving steel.

She glances up, her face utterly composed. “Hold still. Your reaction is noted. It is not relevant to the inspection.” Her tone is matter-of-fact, as if discussing a spreadsheet.

Trying. Trying so hard, but the cage doesn’t allow for this. It traps the reaction, compresses it, turns arousal into a dull, throbbing ache. A low, choked sound escapes. Her gaze flicks up to my face.

“Quiet unless I address you.”

Jaw clamps shut. She continues, her touch clinical, detached, and the contrast between her composure and my body’s desperate response is unbearable. She examines my perineum, the skin beneath the cage, and the insides of my thighs, fingers gentle but unyielding. She finds a patch of stubble and clicks her tongue.

“Not smooth enough. You will shave more closely here in the future. I expect perfection.”

“Yes, Miss Shelton.” The words leave my throat as a thread of air. A nod, shame swallowed. Skin prickles where she’s touched. The cage tightens.

She traces her gloved fingers along my inner thighs, testing for any more missed hair, then presses lightly at the base of my balls, checking for swelling or irritation. A soft sound escapes — a whine, half pain, half pleasure.

“I said quiet.”

“I’m sorry. I’m sorry, Miss Shelton.”

Teeth sink into my lip, nodding. Cheeks burn.

She finishes the inspection, moving with the same clinical detachment, then wipes the area dry with a soft towel. Each fold, each crevice, dried with a thoroughness that leaves no room for privacy or pride. Stripped, not just of clothing, but of anything like self-possession.

When she’s done, she stands, tests the lock with a firm tug, and it clinks audibly, the sound sharp in the silent room. It echoes in my head — final, inescapable.

She stands directly behind me, one hand settling at the base of my neck, not tight, but claiming. Her eyes meet mine in the mirror.

“Look at yourself,” she says.

Forcing my gaze up. My reflection stares back — jaw smooth, chest bare, hips squared, the cage front and center. Her property, restrained, marked, flushed and trembling. Nothing like the man I tried to be. Heart racing, sweat beads at my temples.

“What do you see?” she asks.

Mouth opens. Closes. Mind blank, scrambling.

“Answer me, Christian.”

“I see…” The words stick. “Someone you’re training.”

“No.” Her thumb presses lightly against my pulse. “Try again. What do you see?”

Swallowing, words catch. “Your property.” The answer barely a whisper.

“Louder.”

“Your property.”

“Better. And what is my property doing?”

“Improving.” The word comes out broken.

“Yes.” Her voice softens, just slightly, and the approval in it is like a drug. “You’re improving. Restrained. Focused. Mine.”

Relief floods through me, so intense it’s almost painful. I sag against her hand, and she holds me upright, her grip firm.

“This arousal,” she says, her other hand tracing the line of the cage, “belongs to me now. I regulate it. I monitor it. You do not own your pleasure. You don’t touch. You don’t release. You don’t even think about it without my permission. You exist to serve and improve, not to take. Do you understand?”

The words cut. Nodding, shuddering, barely able to stand. “Yes, Miss Shelton.” Knees buckle. The edge of the counter digs into my palms to keep from falling. Cock throbs helplessly, trapped, denied.

“Good.” She steps back, peeling off the gloves and dropping them in a small trash bin. “Kneel,” she commands.

Knees hit the tile before conscious thought. The impact jolts through me, grounding me, and I kneel with my hands on my thighs, head bowed.

“Thank me for your structure,” she says.

“Thank you, Miss Shelton. Thank you for the structure,” I manage, my voice just a breath.

“And for the inspection.”

“Thank you for the inspection.”

She’s silent for a long moment, and I stay frozen, waiting. Finally, she moves to the counter and retrieves a sleek black case. She opens it, and inside is a grooming kit identical to the one laid out — razor, trimmer, tweezers, nail file, bottles of moisturizer and cleanser, all arranged in perfect order.

“This is yours. You will use only these products. You already understand your routine.”

“Yes, Miss Shelton.”

She picks up a small tablet from the counter and taps the screen. “You’ll move into the penthouse full-time at the end of the month. The thirtieth, four p.m. I’ll send you the details.”

Heart rate jumps. The end of the month. Barely three weeks left. The final threads of my independence, the pretense that my life still belongs to me, will be gone.

“Do you have any questions?”

I should. I should have a hundred questions. But my mind is empty, scrubbed clean by the ritual just endured.

“No, Miss Shelton.”

“Good.” She steps back, giving me space to rise. “You’ve done well tonight, Christian. Not perfect, but well.”

The ache is sharp, keening. That praise — need for it — claws at me. Want more of it. Need her to say it again, to tell me I’ve pleased her, that I’m meeting her standards. The hunger for her approval is so immediate, so visceral, it scares me.

But she doesn’t say anything else. She just gestures toward the chair where my clothes are folded.

She turns away, the ritual finished. “Get dressed. I’ll walk you out.”

Clothes slide on over shaking hands, every movement careful, precise. Fabric rasps against freshly inspected skin, too rough, too confining. The cage shifts as trousers fasten, settling into place, hyperawareness burning at its presence.

Amelia leads me back through the penthouse to the foyer. At the door, she pauses, one hand on the knob.

“Good,” she says.

Waiting for the rest. Good girl. The words hover in the air between us, unspoken, and the absence of them is a physical ache. She sees it — knows it — but doesn’t offer them. She just opens the door.

“I’ll see you tomorrow, Christian.”

“Yes, Miss Shelton.”

The door closes behind me with a soft click.

In the elevator, alone, my hand slides into my pocket, fingertips brush the outline of the cage through my pants, hard lines and the lock out of reach. Cool metal, sharp ache. Heart racing, but anchored. Owned. Each beat a drum, each breath measured. The structure has teeth, but I want it to bite.

My phone buzzes — Calendar Invite: Move-in: 30th, 16:00 — Compliance Review to Follow.

Eyes lock on the subject line, the clinical phrasing, the date hurtling toward me. The compliance review. Another inspection, another ritual, another step deeper into the life she’s building for me, a deadline I can’t dodge.

I should hate it. I should be planning how to get out, how to escape, how to reclaim some shred of my old life. But I don’t. Just standing there, like a man at the edge of a cliff, waiting for her to tell me when to jump.
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Chapter 5


As the concierge collects my old keys, still carrying the heat of my hand, whatever protest I might have offered evaporates before I can voice it. He slides them into a courier envelope — efficient, impersonal — and the elevator doors seal shut behind me, severing the last tangible connection to a life someone else will soon scrub away.

During the quiet ascent, my pulse knocks against the hush of the space. My plain black suitcases look out of place here, dwarfed by marble and polished brass. The garment box perched on top cradles only the sparse, impersonal pieces Amelia allowed — nothing that carries the texture of belonging to me.

The doors slide open, depositing me directly into Amelia’s foyer. Our foyer. I still can’t think of it that way.

Amelia waits, perfectly composed in a dove-gray sheath dress and low heels, her hair gathered into its usual sleek chignon. She doesn’t smile. She never really does — just that small, assessing tilt of her mouth that could mean approval, calculation, or both.

“On time,” she observes, glancing at her watch. It isn’t a compliment. It’s a note checked off a list. “Leave the bags there. The movers will handle them.”

I blink. “Movers?”

“Your belongings require proper sorting and storage. We’ll review what stays and what goes.” Her gaze sweeps over me, clinical and thorough. “Come. I’ll show you your spaces.”

Your spaces. Not your room. Not where you’ll live. Spaces. Plural. Compartmentalized. I follow her deeper into the penthouse, my shoes too loud on the polished hardwood, fighting the feeling I’m walking into a trap I agreed to but never fully understood.

The guest suite waits at the far end of the hall, past Amelia’s office and the main bedroom I’ve only glimpsed once. It’s smaller than I expected, but immaculate — cream walls, a perfectly tucked bed in sharp white linens, a narrow wardrobe, and a vanity table tucked beneath a large mirror. The vanity sits empty except for a folded hand towel and a slim vase of white orchids. Everything carries the faint trace of lavender and something sharp, eucalyptus maybe.

“This is where you’ll sleep and dress,” Amelia says, her tone brisk, matter-of-fact. She gestures at the vanity. “Your grooming routine happens here every morning and evening. The mirror placement is intentional — you will observe yourself during the process. It’s important for precision.”

I stare at the mirror, at my own reflection already trapped in its clean frame. My jaw is set hard, shoulders hunched up. I look like someone bracing for a blow.

“The wardrobe will hold your approved clothing,” Amelia continues, opening the narrow doors to show a row of empty hangers. “Casual wear, uniforms, and sleepwear only. Everything else will be stored or disposed of. You’ll have access to the en suite bath through there.” She nods toward a second doorway I hadn’t noticed. “Toiletries and linens are already provided to standard. Any deviations require my approval.”

I nod, not trusting myself to speak. The room’s beauty is clinical, stripped of comfort — a display case. I am meant to be the centerpiece, polished and motionless.

Amelia moves back into the hall and I trail her, my stomach tightening with every step. She shows me the shared kitchen next — stainless steel appliances gleaming, white marble countertops, a pantry so organized I can read the labels from across the room. She lays out the protocols: I’m responsible for tea service, light meal prep when directed, and cleaning up after every use. She opens a drawer to reveal measuring spoons and cups, each labeled in her precise handwriting with its metric equivalent.

“Precision is not optional,” she says, closing the drawer with a soft click. “Inconsistency signals carelessness. I do not tolerate carelessness.”

“I understand,” I manage, and my voice sounds thin, barely mine.

Her gaze flicks up, sharp. “Do you?”

I swallow. “Yes, Miss Shelton.”

The corner of her mouth ticks up, almost imperceptibly. “Good.”

We return to the foyer, where two movers are already rolling my suitcases into the living area. Amelia directs them, and I watch as they unpack my life with brisk efficiency. Shirts. Pants. Socks. Underwear. Each item laid out in tidy rows across the coffee table, and Amelia begins sorting through them with gloved hands, dividing them into two piles.

The first stack grows inch by inch — plain white undershirts, a couple pairs of gray slacks, black socks. The other pile grows fast: my favorite jeans, graphic tees, sneakers, and every single pair of boxer briefs.

“These are non-compliant,” Amelia says, indicating the larger pile. Her voice is unchanged, as neutral as when she discussed kitchen rules. “They do not align with your new standards.”

I stare at the pile. At the boxers I’ve owned for years, worn soft and thin, now dismissed. My throat feels raw.

“What happens to them?” I ask, hating how small my voice sounds.

“Donation or disposal, depending on condition.” Amelia folds a pair of jeans with crisp efficiency and adds them to the pile. “You have no use for them anymore.”

A mover produces a large gray bin, opaque and lidded. I watch as my old clothes vanish inside. Amelia locks it with a combination I don’t see. My stomach drops. She isn’t just removing them — she’s locking them away, as if I might try to reclaim them in the middle of the night. As if I can’t be trusted.

She’s right. I wouldn’t trust me either.

The movers carry the bin off, and Amelia turns to my laptop and phone, still resting in their cases on the table. She picks up my phone, studies it for a moment, then carries both devices to a sleek docking station on a side table by the sofa. The dock has two charging slots and a digital display that glows 00:00 in cool blue numerals.

“Your devices will remain here when not in use,” Amelia says, sliding my phone into the first slot. The display shifts: Usage Window: 18:00–20:00. “You’ll have access during those hours only. Outside them, the dock is locked.”

I stare at the numbers. Two hours. That’s all. No mindless scrolling at night, no checking email before I’m fully awake, no escape into the endless chatter of the world whenever this silence bears down too hard.

Amelia produces a tablet and stylus, taps the screen, then holds it out. “Read and initial each section. Sign at the bottom.”

The document is titled Technology Usage Policy. I skim through: monitoring software, pre-approved apps, restricted websites, automatic shutdown. Every keystroke logged. Every search recorded. My hand shakes as I initial each box, my signature at the bottom a jagged scrawl I barely recognize.

Amelia takes the tablet, reviews my work with a small nod, then sets it aside. “Your compliance is noted.”

She hands me a printed schedule next, laminated and punched for a binder. The header reads Daily Routine—Subject to Modification.

06:00 – Wake, personal hygiene

06:30 – Morning run (route provided)

07:15 – Grooming block (vanity)

08:00 – Breakfast service

08:30 – Office hours begin

12:30 – Lunch preparation and service

13:00 – Office hours resume

17:00 – Evening grooming block

18:00 – Personal device time

19:00 – Dinner service

20:00 – Cleanup and preparation for next day

21:00 – Personal time (suite only)

22:00 – Lights out

I read it through, then again, my chest tightening as I trace each line. Every hour accounted for. Every movement mapped. No gaps, no latitude, no room to drift or pretend I’m still the kind of person who slept until noon and ordered takeout at two in the morning.

“You’ll follow this schedule exactly,” Amelia says, voice as level as a judge’s. “Any deviation requires advance approval. Repeated lateness or missed blocks will result in corrective measures.”

I look up at her. She holds me in that flat, unblinking stare — the one that always makes me feel like she can read my mind word for word. I want to object, to say this is too much, too rigid, too suffocating. But my mouth stays shut, because beneath all the chafing, something in me — something I wish I could deny — finds comfort creeping through my chest.

I don’t have to decide anything anymore. I just have to obey.

“I understand,” I breathe, hardly loud enough to stir the air.

Amelia’s expression softens, the sharpness in her gaze easing. “Good.”

The doorbell chimes, a soft, melodic sound, and Amelia crosses to answer it. A woman in her fifties enters, carrying a leather bag and a portable garment rack. Sharp eyes, precise movements — she radiates brisk competence that reminds me of Amelia herself.

“Ms. Nguyen,” Amelia says, ushering her in. “Thank you for coming on short notice.”

Ms. Nguyen nods, already sizing me up with the calm confidence of someone who’s measured a thousand bodies. “Not a problem. Shall we begin?”

Amelia motions me to the center of the living room. I move there automatically, pulse picking up. Ms. Nguyen sets down her bag and pulls out a tape measure, a pincushion, a small notepad. She circles me, jotting notes, and I stand frozen as her hands begin to adjust my shirt, smoothing it along my waist and hips.

“Arms out,” she says. I comply.

The tape winds around my chest, my waist, my hips. Her hands are brisk and impersonal, pinching seams, marking adjustments with quick chalk strokes. I feel less like a person, more like a mannequin being readied for display.

“Turn,” she instructs. I obey.

Amelia sits on the sofa, legs crossed, one hand resting on her knee. She doesn’t say a word, but her gaze presses into my skin, tracking every angle, every movement. Ms. Nguyen lifts a blouse from the rack — pale blue silk, faint sheen — and holds it up to my shoulders.

“This will need to be taken in at the sides,” Ms. Nguyen murmurs, mostly to herself. She drapes the blouse over my chest, smoothing the fabric, and I catch my reflection in the mirror across the room. The silk hugs me differently than cotton. It moves with me, soft, fluid. The color gives my skin a warmth I don’t recognize.

I look away, cheeks burning.

Ms. Nguyen pins the blouse at my waist, her hands sure, and I force myself to breathe through the constriction in my chest. This is happening. This is real. I’m standing in Amelia’s penthouse, being fitted for blouses, and I handed over my keys without protest.

“All done,” Ms. Nguyen announces, stepping back. She jots a few more notes, then starts packing her things. “I’ll have the adjustments finished by Friday.”

Amelia rises, shakes her hand. “Excellent. I’ll expect delivery by evening.”

Ms. Nguyen nods, gathers her rack and bag, and slips out, leaving the hush behind — somehow denser than before.

Amelia turns toward me. I’m still standing in the middle of the room, arms awkward at my sides, unsure if I’m allowed to move.

“Sit,” she commands, indicating the armchair across from her.

I sit, spine stiff, hands folded in my lap because I don’t know what else to do with them. Amelia retrieves a slim binder from her office and settles onto the sofa, always composed, always in control. She opens the binder and slides it toward me across the coffee table.

“These are your household rules,” she says. “You will read them in full tonight and acknowledge your understanding in writing.”

I pull the binder closer. The first page is titled Standards of Conduct, and the rules march down the page in her precise type.

The list continues — posture, grooming, speech, service. My hands tense around the binder’s edges. It’s all here, black and white, inescapable. Every detail of my existence, regulated.

“You’ll initial each page,” Amelia instructs. “Tonight, before lights out.”

I nod, mouth too dry for words.

Amelia stands, crosses to the hallway closet, and returns with a leather case about the size of a wallet. She opens it to reveal a single key fob — matte black, with a small silver button.

“This is your staff entrance fob,” she says, holding it out. “It grants access to the service elevator and this floor only. You are not authorized for other areas of the building unless I accompany you.”

I take the fob. It’s heavier than it looks, cold and dense in my palm. Staff entrance. Not resident. Not guest. Staff.

My stomach knots.

Amelia closes the case and sets it aside. “Your compliance inspection is in ten minutes. I suggest you use that time to check your suite.”

I stand, legs uncertain beneath me, and return to the guest suite. The vanity gleams. The bed is taut and smooth. The wardrobe holds only the clothing Amelia allowed — each hanger spaced evenly, every item facing the same direction. I open the vanity drawers and find my grooming kit, every piece lined up in perfect order — razor, moisturizer, nail file, tweezers. No trace of myself anywhere.

I close the drawer and meet my own gaze in the mirror. My face is pale, eyes stretched wide, jaw clamped so hard it aches. I look like someone awaiting a verdict.

Maybe I am.

Deliberate heels click closer, unhurried. Amelia appears in the doorway, surveying the suite with a patient sweep — opening drawers, straightening hangers, running her finger along the vanity’s edge. I stand off to the side, heart slamming, waiting for her to find something wrong.

She straightens, closes the wardrobe, and nods once. “Acceptable.”

The relief floods through me so sharply I almost sag. I hate how much I need it.

Amelia moves to the vanity and pulls a neatly printed card from her pocket, fixing it above the mirror with adhesive at each corner. The card reads:

STANDARDS

I stare at the card, at these rules I’ll see morning and night, and my chest tightens until breath barely comes.

“These are your anchors,” Amelia says quietly, gaze steady on my reflection. “When you feel uncertain, return to these. They will guide you.”

I nod, unable to look away from the mirror, from the stranger meeting my eyes.

“It’s nearly dusk,” Amelia says, checking her watch. “You will make this easy by obeying. Make tea.”

Her directive is a rope thrown in stormy water. I move to the kitchen, my hands finding the kettle, the tea tin, the porcelain cups as if I’ve done this all my life. The ritual steadies me: water measured, leaves scooped, the precise steeping time Amelia drilled into me. My breath evens out. My hands stop shaking.

When the tea is ready, I arrange it on the tray with the honey pot and the linen napkin folded just so. I carry it back to the living room, footsteps careful, and set it on the side table by Amelia’s seat.

She doesn’t look up right away. She’s reading something on her tablet, her expression composed and intent. I stand beside the table, hands at my sides, waiting.

At last, she glances at the tray, then at me. “Well done.”

The words settle over me like a blanket, grounding and steadying, and shame prickles up my spine as I realize how much I needed them. How long I’ve been waiting.

Amelia sets down her tablet and rises, crossing to the hallway wardrobe where the movers stacked the garment bags earlier. She opens the doors to reveal a neat row of blouses, skirts, and tailored pieces I haven’t seen — my new uniforms, pressed and organized by type. She inspects them briefly, then closes the doors and slides a small brass key into the lock.

The lock turns with a quiet, certain click.

She slips the key into her pocket and turns to face me, her expression unreadable.

“Your old life ends here,” she says quietly. “Tomorrow, the work begins.”

I stand frozen, staring at the locked wardrobe, at the key hidden away, and the finality hits me like surf at high tide. No more choices. No more exits. The door is closed, the rules are set, and I belong to her.
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Chapter 6


The alarm slices through the pre-dawn hush, and I groan into the pillow before my hand gropes for the nightstand. Five thirty. My limbs feel heavy as stone as I force myself upright, the sheet slipping off my bare chest. The penthouse is still and quiet, but somewhere beyond the closed door of my guest suite, Amelia is already awake — she always is. The thought presses against my ribs, dense and insistent.

I tug on the running gear she left folded on the chair last night: compression shorts, a fitted tank, expensive sneakers that feel alien on my feet. The fabric hugs every line, and I know she’ll notice if I try to swap out any piece. I learned that lesson in week two when I wore an old t-shirt instead of the approved one. The resulting corner time wasn’t harsh, but it stripped away any confusion about her expectations.

The gym downstairs is deserted, just the low hum of the ventilation system and the clean scent of eucalyptus drifting from the diffusers along the wall. I run through the prescribed stretches — hamstrings, hip flexors, calves — then step onto the treadmill. The pace she’s set hovers just beyond comfort, forcing me to tune out my thoughts and focus on every inhale, every exhale. By the time I finish the cooldown walk, sweat clings to my back and my legs tremble beneath me.

I return to the penthouse and rush through a shower, then towel off and pull on the underwear she’s chosen. Silk briefs, not boxers. My boxers vanished into that locked bin on move-in day and haven’t surfaced since. The silk sits snug and foreign against my hips, smooth and cool, and I squeeze my eyes shut before the mirror can catch my gaze.

When I step out into the hallway, Amelia is already waiting in the gym. She stands by the mirrored wall, a slim hardcover book in one hand and a small silver metronome in the other. Tape lines mark the floor — narrow paths at measured intervals, each just heel-width apart.

“Good morning.” Her voice is calm, level. No smile, only the unwavering attention of someone assessing a purchase.

“Good morning, Miss Shelton.” The words don’t snag as they did two weeks ago.

She places the metronome on a side table and sets it ticking. The sound fills the space, steady and unhurried.

“Today we begin posture work in earnest.” She holds up the book. “You’ll balance this on your head and walk the tape line. Heels together, one foot directly ahead of the other. The metronome sets the pace. Each step lands with the tick.”

I stare at the book, then the tape, then her. My throat tightens. “You’re serious.”

“Yes.” She doesn’t explain. She never needs to.

I take the book from her. It’s heavier than it looks — some art history volume, the cover smooth and unyielding. I set it on my head, feeling the immediate, awkward weight. My neck tenses on reflex.

“Relax your shoulders,” Amelia says, stepping closer. Her fingers trace the curve of my spine, deliberate as a signature. “Lengthen through the crown of your head. Imagine a string drawing you up.”

I adjust, and the book teeters. I catch it just before it slides off.

“Again.”

I put it back. This time I manage three steps before it skids off and drops to the mat with a dull thump. My face burns.

Amelia retrieves the book and hands it to me. “Again.”

I do it again. And again. The metronome ticks on, unmoved by my stumbles. My calves ache from the precise, heel-to-toe placements, and a headache throbs at the base of my skull from holding so tense. But somewhere around the tenth try, I make it halfway down the tape before the book slides. Progress. Tiny, humiliating progress.

“Better,” Amelia says. Her tone is neutral — pure observation. “Your hips are too rigid. Let them shift with each step. Watch.”

She places the book on her own head and walks the tape. Her hips move in a loose, mesmerizing rhythm. Each step lands perfectly with the metronome. The book remains steady, unshaken.

At the end of the line, she hands the book back to me. “Your turn.”

I swallow and try again. This time I focus on letting my hips move, the motion unnatural and exposed. But the book holds for five steps. Seven. Ten.

At the tape’s end, I let out a breath I didn’t realize I was holding. The book still rests atop my head.

“Good.” Her voice softens, almost approving. “Now walk back. Same pace.”

I turn and retrace my steps. The book wobbles twice but doesn’t fall. By the time I reach her, my pulse is hammering, and I can’t tell if it’s from effort or the jolt of not failing.

She takes the book and sets it aside. “You’ll do that drill every morning and evening. Muscle memory is built through repetition.”

I nod, my throat dry.

“Come. Kitchen.”

I follow her, legs shaky, to the kitchen. She gestures to the counter where a tray waits — polished silver, empty but for a folded linen napkin. A coffee pot steams nearby, two cups set out, a plate of sliced fruit and pastries on the marble island.

“Serve coffee and breakfast,” Amelia says. She takes a seat at the table, posture impeccable, hands resting together in her lap. “Use the tray. Wrist level. Approach from my left. Pour from my right. No spills.”

I pick up the tray, arranging the items — coffee cup, saucer, small plate, napkin. My hands tremble as I pour, but the liquid stays where it should. I exhale.

Tray balanced, I approach from her left. My wrist starts to ache from holding it steady, and I set it beside her plate.

“Your wrist is too high,” she says, eyes fixed on the table. “Again.”

Back to the counter. Reset. This time I focus on keeping my wrist straight, not bent. I approach again, and she nods.

“Better. Pour.”

I pour from her right, my grip steadier. She watches the stream with a kind of forensic attention, clocking every adjustment, every hesitation.

“Set the plate.”

I place the pastry and fruit beside her cup. My palms are damp.

“Step back.”

I do, and at last she meets my eyes.

“You’re starting to anticipate,” she says. “Good. You’ll bring me coffee and breakfast every morning. If I reach for something and it isn’t already within reach, you’ll repeat the task until you get it right.”

“Yes, Miss Shelton.”

She lifts her cup, sips, eyes closing for a moment. “Dismissed.”

I set the tray back on the counter, chest tight with something I can’t quite label. Relief? Maybe pride. The distinction blurs more every day.

After breakfast, she leads me to the vanity in my suite. The mirror is bathed in morning light, the surface scattered with small bottles and compacts — foundation, brushes, lip color, each piece arranged in precise rows.

Amelia sits beside me, picking up a small tube. “Tinted moisturizer. Evens out skin tone without looking heavy.” She dots it along her jaw and blends with practiced fingers. “Your turn.”

I squeeze a dab onto my fingertips. It feels slick and cool, and I copy her motions, dotting it along my jaw and cheeks. The faint floral scent turns my stomach.

“Blend upward,” she instructs. “Don’t drag the skin.”

I switch to lighter, upward strokes. When I finish, my reflection is unfamiliar — skin smoother, more even. I swallow.

“Brows.” She takes a pencil, demonstrating feathered strokes to fill sparse spots. “Brows frame everything. Ignore them, and nothing else works.”

I lean in, pencil trembling in my hand. My first strokes are too dark, clumsy.

“Again.” She wipes them away with a tissue and hands the pencil back. “Lighter touch. Follow the natural line.”

I try once more, more careful. This time the strokes are lighter, more controlled. When I finish, she studies me in the mirror.

“Acceptable. Lips.”

She hands me a tube of subtle pink gloss. My fingers shake as I apply it, the color catching the light and making my mouth look fuller, softer. The face in the glass looks like someone I’d pass on the street without recognition — softer, polished, not mine.

“You’ll practice this every morning,” Amelia says. “Under ten minutes, no supervision.”

“Yes, Miss Shelton.”

She stands, smoothing her skirt. “Good. Clean the vanity and meet me in the study.”

I nod as she leaves, and sit alone in front of the mirror, locked onto the stranger with even skin and shaped brows. My chest tightens until I have to look away.

The rest of the morning passes in a blur of tasks — filing, organizing her calendar, bringing her water when she gestures without a word. I’m learning to read her cues, to predict her needs before she asks. The ease of it knots my gut like I’ve swallowed something that doesn’t belong.

In the afternoon, she calls me to her office. I enter, and she gestures to a chair across from her.

“Sit.”

I lower myself, hands folded in my lap.

She studies me for a long moment, dark eyes steady. Then she speaks.

“Christine.”

The name hangs between us. I freeze, pulse spiking. She’s testing me, waiting for my compliance. My jaw locks and I stay silent.

She arches an eyebrow, her expression calm, expectant. The quiet stretches.

My heartbeat pounds in my ears. I know what she expects. I know what comes if I refuse. But the name feels foreign, wedged in my throat.

“Christine,” she repeats, softer this time.

I force a swallow. My voice rasps. “Yes, Miss Shelton.”

Her lips curve, the faintest hint of satisfaction. “Much better.”

She leans back, fingers steepled. “From now on, when I call you Christine, you will answer immediately with ‘Yes, Miss Shelton.’ If you fail, it’s corner time and lost privileges. Understood?”

“Yes, Miss Shelton.”

“Good girl.”

Her voice slides down my back like warm silk, and my lungs forget how to work. My gaze drops to my lap, cheeks blazing.

She dismisses me with a small wave, and I stand, legs unsteady. As I leave, the name repeats in my head — Christine, Christine, Christine. It doesn’t belong to me. It can’t. But when she spoke it, my body responded before I could object.

That evening, I’m carrying a stack of files through the corridor when she calls from behind.

“Christine, bring those to my desk.”

I turn and nod. “Yeah, I—”

I halt mid-step. My stomach plummets.

Amelia’s expression is unchanged, but she gestures toward the corner. “Corner. Now.”

I set the files on a side table and move to the spot she indicated. A small black dot sits at eye level on the wall — her mark. I press my nose to it, folding my hands behind my back.

“Five minutes,” she says. “You will stand still and silent. When the timer ends, you’ll apologize and repeat the correct response.”

Her footsteps retreat, leaving me alone. The wall is cool beneath my nose, legs aching from holding still. The minutes crawl by, each second drawn out.

When the timer finally sounds, Amelia returns.

“Speak.”

I swallow. “I’m sorry, Miss Shelton. I should have answered correctly.”

“And what is the correct response?”

“Yes, Miss Shelton.”

“Better. Get back to your task.”

I retrieve the files and bring them to her desk, chest still tight — not just with shame, but something steadier. The punishment was direct, not cruel. It reset me. Anchored me.

The next morning, a package arrives. Amelia opens it in front of me and lifts out a tailored blouse — cream fabric, delicate buttons, a collar that sits high and elegant.

“Change into this,” she says. “Come to the study when you’re dressed.”

I carry the blouse to my suite and stare at it for a long moment. The fabric is impossibly soft, and the cut is unapologetically feminine. I unbutton my shirt and pull the blouse on, my fingers clumsy at the new buttons. The fabric shapes my chest and shoulders, drawing a gentler line.

I glance in the mirror and barely know the person looking back. The blouse frames me in a way that feels foreign — and disturbingly right. Swallowing, I return to the study.

Amelia looks up, her gaze sweeping over me with quiet approval.

“Good,” she says. “The fit is perfect. You’ll wear this during office hours now.”

I nod, throat tight. “Yes, Miss Shelton.”

That evening, she calls me for review. We sit across from each other in the living room, and she opens a small notebook.

“Your gait has improved,” she says. “You move with intention instead of habit. Your service is more intuitive — you brought me water twice today without being told.”

Something warm unfurls in my chest. Pride. I’m proud of learning to serve her well, of meeting her standards. The realization twists something deep inside, but I can’t deny the flush of satisfaction her words bring.

“Thank you, Miss Shelton.”

She closes her notebook and stands. “Clean the vanity before bed. Tomorrow we continue.”

I nod and retreat to my suite. As I wipe down the vanity, putting each brush and compact in its proper place, her voice drifts in from the hallway.

“Christine.”

I freeze, then turn. My pulse leaps, but this time I answer without delay.

“Yes, Miss Shelton.”

Her smile is small but unmistakable. “You will be ready to answer only to Christine tonight. Tomorrow we build on this.”

I swallow, the name heavy on my tongue. “Yes, Miss Shelton.”

She disappears down the hallway, leaving me with my reflection. The stranger in the mirror wears makeup and a blouse, and answers to a name that isn’t his. But when I said it just now, it didn’t feel like a lie. It felt like a truth I’m still learning to claim.
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Chapter 7


The corridor stretches longer tonight. Each step toward Amelia’s bedroom tolls like a bell, marking the distance between routine drills and the threshold waiting on the other side of that door. My heels strike polished hardwood — the rhythm steady only because muscle memory demands it. My pulse hammers too fast, an uneven cadence skipping every time the kneeling cushion at the foot of Amelia’s bed flashes in my mind.

She didn’t explain it this morning. She never does. She simply sets the stage and waits for me to step onto it.

The door stands open. Soft instrumental music drifts out — classical, no lyrics, just strings humming through the air and brushing against my skin. I pause at the threshold. Inside, Amelia stands near the bed, backlit by warm lamplight that transforms the velvet bench at the bed’s foot into a throne. On the nightstand: a tray with water, tissues, and a small hand mirror.

Not fear. Not exactly. But something solemn settles over me, heavy and inevitable, pressing across my shoulders.

Amelia’s gaze meets mine. She doesn’t smile. She doesn’t have to.

“Come in, Christine.”

The name lands like a command wrapped in velvet. I step forward, the door clicking shut behind me. My breath catches in my chest. I stop a few feet from her, hands folded, eyes lowered. Waiting.

“Kneel,” she says, pointing to the cushion.

I lower myself carefully, the dress I’m wearing — simple, understated, borrowed from the growing wardrobe she’s curated — spilling around my knees. The cushion cradles me softly, positioned precisely so I’m at the right height when she sits. My thighs press together. The chastity cage bites a warning against my cock, a constant reminder of what I can’t have, what I’m not permitted to chase.

Amelia steps in front of me. Her fingers tilt my chin upward until I meet her eyes.

“This is a different lesson,” she says, her voice calm, steady — the tone she uses before pushing me somewhere new. “Training in service. Clarity. Consent to the rules we’ve established.”

I nod. My throat tightens, but the words come soft. “Yes, Miss Shelton.”

“Good.” Her thumb drifts once along my jaw before releasing me. “I want you to recite the current rules. All of them.”

The request anchors me. Rules are structure. Rules are something to cling to when everything else feels like quicksand.

I inhale, steadying myself. “I address you only as Miss Shelton. I answer immediately when you use the name Christine. I maintain posture and presentation standards at all times. I do not speak unless spoken to in public settings. I do not touch myself. I wear the chastity device at all times unless you remove it.”

“And the purpose of the chastity?”

Heat rushes to my face, but I hold her gaze. “To keep my focus on service. To remind me that my pleasure is yours to control.”

“Exactly.” Her hand slides to the back of my head, fingers threading through my hair with possessive confidence. The touch steadies me. “You’ve taken to this faster than I expected, Christine. Tonight, we build on that foundation.”

She steps back, moving to the small table by the window. Her hands move with precision as she removes her jewelry — earrings first, then a slim bracelet, then the rings from her right hand. Each piece settles neatly in a small dish, the ritual slow and deliberate. When she turns back, her expression reveals nothing.

“Prepare the tray,” she instructs. “Water. Tissues. Place them within reach.”

My hands tremble as I rise, crossing to the nightstand. The water glass waits, droplets of condensation gathered on the outside. I lift it, careful not to spill, and set it at the edge of the bed where Amelia can reach it easily. The tissues go beside it, the small mirror angled just so. My fingers fumble, knocking the mirror slightly askew, and I adjust it twice before it sits right.

Her gaze tracks every movement.

When I return to the cushion and kneel, Amelia steps closer. She’s wearing a skirt tonight — tailored, charcoal gray, fitted at the waist and falling just past her knees. She seats herself on the edge of the bed, her posture impeccable, and parts her knees.

“Eyes up, Christine.”

I obey. Her gaze pins me, stripping me bare even through my clothes.

“Tonight,” she says, “you will use your mouth to serve me. I will guide you. I will correct you. And you will listen — not just with your ears, but with your body. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Miss Shelton.” The words barely escape.

“I expect patience. Responsiveness. Eye contact only when I permit it. You will use your mouth only. Hands behind your back unless I tell you otherwise.”

I swallow and repeat the instructions, my tongue thick around the words. “Mouth only. Hands behind my back. Eye contact when permitted. Patience and responsiveness.”

“Good.” Her hand slides under my chin again, tilting my head until I’m looking up at her from exactly the angle she wants. “Ask permission to begin.”

My breath sticks. The words feel huge, but I force them out. “May I begin, Miss Shelton?”

Her smile is small, approving. “You may.”

Her fingers release my chin and move to the hem of her skirt, lifting it deliberately. Beneath, black lace — delicate, barely there. My pulse pounds in my ears as she shifts forward, thighs spreading wider, and guides my head between them, one hand tangling in my hair.

The scent of her arousal strikes first, sharp and intoxicating, flooding my senses until it’s almost on my tongue before my mouth even finds her. My cock strains inside the cage, metal digging into flesh as it tries to swell, a sharp ache radiating through my hips and down my thighs. I press my tongue to the lace, heat pouring through the fabric, wetness already soaking it, and she lets out a sound above me — a breath caught between a sigh and a moan.

“Hands,” she reminds me, her voice slicing through the haze of want.

I clasp them behind my back immediately, fingers interlaced so tightly my knuckles ache. The posture shrinks me, exposed, entirely at her mercy — shoulders pulled back, chest forward, vulnerable even in my clothes. Focus narrows to the work before me, lips closing around the edge of the lace as I trace my tongue along the seam, salt-sweet hint of her bleeding through the delicate weave.

Amelia’s grip tightens in my hair, pulling my head back a fraction. “Slower. Pace yourself.”

I adjust, moving with intention now, outlining her pussy through the lace with the tip of my tongue. Her hips shift closer, and I take it as encouragement. I flatten my tongue, dragging upward from the base of her slit to the top, and her breath catches — the sound sending another surge through my locked cock.

“Better,” she murmurs, her voice dropping into that low, controlled register that makes my stomach clench. “Much better.”

The praise fires straight through me, like a live wire from scalp to toes. Thighs tense, the cage cutting deeper as my cock tries to respond, but I don’t falter. Rhythm stays steady, focus narrowing to her taste, the faint tremble of her thighs around my head, the deeper drag of her breathing.

She hooks her fingers under the lace, drawing it aside to bare herself. The sight makes my mouth water — her pussy gleaming, flushed and swollen. “Use your tongue. Find my clit.”

I obey at once, lips parting to take her in. The first direct touch draws a gasp from her, reward vibrating through me. I circle her clit with my tongue, slow and careful, testing for what makes her breath stutter, what earns a sharp flex of her fingers in my hair. She tastes incredible — salty, sweet, earthy, and utterly unfamiliar. The shock of wanting more, wanting to drown in her, crashes over me.

“There,” she says, her tone rougher, edged with need. “Just like that.”

I settle into the rhythm she wants, my entire world shrinking to this: her taste thick on my tongue, her hand dictating my pace, the ache in my cock that I can do nothing about. My lips seal around her clit, sucking gently, tongue flicking in time with the pulse beneath my mouth, matching the beat of my own mounting frustration.

Amelia’s hips lift to meet me, a subtle cue of approval. Her thighs close tighter around my head, muting the music, drowning out everything but her breathing and the slick sounds of my mouth on her pussy. The noise should embarrass, but instead it sends another jolt through my trapped cock — this is what she wants, what I am for her now.

“Good,” she murmurs, fingers massaging my scalp. “So good, Christine.”

Moans muffle, unbidden, reverberating against her as pleasure and pain twist together in my cock. Hips rock forward without conscious thought, grinding the cage against nothing, frustration razor-sharp — the metal a relentless reminder that my pleasure is hers alone to allow.

“Stay still,” Amelia commands, her grip tightening in my hair until it skirts the edge of pain.

I freeze. Hands ball tighter behind my back, nails pressing hard into my palms, and I force my body to stillness. All attention flows back to her, to her quickening breath, the faint tremble of her thighs. Her heartbeat thrums against my tongue like a trapped bird, each flutter spelling out how near she is to coming apart completely.

“Eyes up,” she orders, voice sharpened with authority.

I lift my gaze, mouth still sealed around her, and meet her eyes. The connection burns, scorching straight through me. She watches with a focus that turns my stomach inside out, lips parted, cheeks stained pink. Her thumb skims along my cheekbone, gentle and impossibly intimate — touching me so softly while I kneel, mouth open on her.

“You look perfect like this,” she says, her thumb tracing the line of my jaw. “On your knees. Serving me.”

My throat clenches with something I can’t name. Words crowd my chest — how this feels, how I’m drowning in her and never want to surface — but nothing escapes. So I flatten my tongue against her clit and hold steady, channeling every ounce of aching need into the slow, deliberate pressure that makes her thighs quiver.

Amelia’s hand guides me deeper, fingers tightening in my hair. “Take it all,” she says, voice low and commanding. “Show me you can.”

I shift, flattening my tongue to lap at her, exploring every inch from bottom to top. Jaw aches, neck strains, but I don’t stop. Her breath quickens, gasps tumbling out, and I match my pace to the subtle movement of her hips as she circles against my mouth, slow at first, then more insistent.

“Faster,” she commands, and I obey, tongue flicking in rapid strokes over her clit.

Her thighs clamp hard around my head, her control slipping. Her hand holds me steady, right where she wants me, and restraint fractures in an instant. Breathing goes ragged, hips grinding against my mouth with less precision, more need, and I don’t stop, don’t falter — nothing but my mouth now, nothing but the drive to make her come undone.

She comes with a low, controlled moan, body quaking against me in waves. Her fingers flex, anchoring me, then hold me still as her thighs tremble with aftershocks. She pulses against my tongue, the rush of her flooding my mouth, and I remain right where I am, breathing her in, tasting her, offering everything she demands.

I stay in place, tongue pressed to her, breath shallow and ragged. My cock pulses uselessly in the cage, arousal so sharp it borders on pain, but I don’t move. I wait.

Amelia’s hand softens in my hair, her touch soothing now. “Perfect,” she breathes. “You learned well.”

She draws me back, her hands steadying as I sit up. My lips are slick, jaw throbbing, dizziness spinning through the aftermath. Amelia reaches for the tissues, wiping my mouth with slow, deliberate strokes, then hands me the water glass.

“Drink,” she commands.

I take it in trembling hands, sipping until my mouth is clean again, then set the glass back on the tray. Amelia shifts, patting her thigh, and I rest my head there unprompted. Our breaths fall into rhythm, quiet filling the space between us like a blessing.

Her fingers comb through my hair, and I close my eyes.

“Let’s review,” Amelia breaks the silence, her voice steady as a heartbeat. “Your responsiveness was excellent. You adjusted immediately to my corrections. Your patience was… adequate. You rushed twice, but you corrected when I guided you.”

Heat creeps up my cheeks. I nod against her thigh.

“Areas to improve,” she continues. “Anticipate my micro-cues. Don’t wait for me to tell you when to speed up or slow down — read my body. Practice that.”

“Yes, Miss Shelton.”

“But overall,” she says, her fingers tilting my chin so I meet her gaze again, “you did beautifully.”

The praise settles into me, warm and affirming. My chest swells with something close to pride.

Amelia’s expression softens. “There’s a new mantra I want you to learn. Repeat after me: I choose to submit. I am safe within structure. My obedience is my strength.”

I repeat it, each word clicking into place like a key finding its lock. “I choose to submit. I am safe within structure. My obedience is my strength.”

“Again.”

“I choose to submit. I am safe within structure. My obedience is my strength.”

The knot of fear that’s sat in my chest for weeks loosens, just a little. Not gone, but quieter.

Amelia’s hand smooths through my hair one final time, then withdraws. “Stand up, Christine.”

I rise carefully, knees stiff from kneeling. Amelia watches, gaze sharp and measuring, then says, simply, “Christine.”

“Yes, Miss Shelton,” I answer instantly, without hesitation.

Her smile is small, but it lights her eyes. “Good girl.”

The praise threads through me like the delicate pull of silk, binding and holding, each loop tightening with a tender pressure that steals my breath. My stomach flutters — not with fear this time, but with a fragile, trembling kind of delight. I stand there, flushed and unsteady, and for a moment wholeness settles over me.

Amelia’s phone chimes quietly on the nightstand. She picks it up, glances at the screen, then turns it to face me.

The calendar alert is blunt: First public test: tomorrow 19:30. Dress code attached.

My throat tightens, muscles constricting as if a fist closed inside me. The warmth ebbs out, replaced by a slow, crawling dread that spreads through my stomach and makes my knees waver. The screen swims, those plain words now weighted with all the secrets buried. Outside these walls. Where people will see. Where anyone might recognize Christian beneath the lipstick and lace.

Amelia sets the phone down with deliberate care, the soft click of plastic against wood sharper than it should be. She regards me with an unreadable expression — something between expectation and assessment, as if measuring the exact moment I might break. Her fingers tap once against her thigh, a small gesture betraying her excitement.

“Tomorrow,” she says quietly, her voice velvet over steel, “we take this outside these walls. Are you ready?”

The question hangs between us. My mouth goes dry, tongue thick and heavy. I swallow, metal and nerves coating my tongue. My answer barely rises above a whisper, thin and frail. “Yes, Miss Shelton.”

The lie stings. I’m not ready. Maybe I’ll never be ready. But the words come anyway, automatic and empty, because that’s what she wants — because that’s who I am now.

She nods, satisfied, and I wonder if she can see through me — if she knows I’m shaking inside these pretty clothes, my heart battering my ribs like a bird desperate for escape. “Then rest. Tomorrow, everything changes.”

Her hand grazes my cheek as she turns away, and I lean into the touch despite myself, seeking comfort from the very person orchestrating my undoing.


[image: ]






Chapter 8


The black sheath dress lies across the bed — a dare and a verdict. I stare at it, at the matching lace bra and panties fanned beside it, at the low heels placed with surgical precision on the rug. My hands refuse to steady. Each finger trembles with a traitor’s anticipation. Amelia stands near the vanity, arms folded, her gaze as inscrutable as polished stone. My stomach twists on itself.

“Strip,” she commands. “Then dress. I’ll observe.”

My skin prickles. I peel off the soft skirt and loose blouse I wore to breakfast, knuckles white as I fumble with the buttons. The chastity cage presses hard against my thigh as I slide out of my old panties. Amelia’s eyes track every inch of me — not clinical, not quite kind, but proprietary. I reach for the new panties — black lace, so sheer I can see the lines of the cage, a secret turned display.

“Slower,” Amelia murmurs, her voice a smooth threat. “You’re not racing for a train. You’re presenting yourself for me.”

Heat creeps up my neck. I force my hands to slow, sliding the panties up over my legs, each inch deliberate, the lace biting just a little as it covers the cage. The contrast is obscene: delicate mesh pulled over metal and flesh. I reach for the bra, slip my arms in, fasten it behind my back. The cups lie flat, pointless except to finish the silhouette she wants under the dress. I adjust the straps with shaking hands.

The dress waits, silent and heavy. I gather it, careful not to smear my makeup, and step inside. The fabric draws up over my hips, skimming my waist, clinging to my ass. It’s tight — tighter than anything I’ve worn outside her bedroom. Before I can reach the zipper, Amelia moves behind me. Her fingers slide up my spine, cool and firm, sending goosebumps across my skin as she closes me in. The dress forces my ribs to expand upwards, my posture rigid and precise.

“Heels,” she says, her voice low but sharp.

I slip my feet into them, adjusting for balance. I’ve practiced, but these are lower, easier — she’d said as much, her tone unreadable. My first real test. My debut as Christine, with the world watching.

She guides me to the vanity with a gentle grip on my elbow, seating me before the mirror. My reflection stares back, pale and flushed — foundation, concealer, the shadow of my jaw softened but still mine. Amelia picks up the lipstick — a muted rose — and tilts my chin up between her fingers.

“Open.”

I part my lips. She paints them with slow, deliberate strokes, her thumb swiping the edge to catch a stray mark. The scent of wax and rose hovers. My cock presses hard against the cage — useless, denied, throbbing with every pass of her thumb. She caps the lipstick and sets it down.

“Stand. Let me see you.”

I rise, smoothing the dress over my hips, wishing I could disappear. Amelia circles me, her eyes stripping away any illusion of safety — hair in loose waves brushing my bare shoulders, dress clinging to every curve I don’t have, heels making my legs ache. She stops in front, reaches out, and tugs the neckline a fraction left, correcting me like a painting. Then her hand slides down, palm grazing my stomach, between my legs. She presses her hand over the cage through the lace, firm, inescapable.

“Remember this,” she says softly, her voice right in my ear. “You’re locked. You belong to me. Every step you take tonight, you carry that knowledge for me.”

“Yes, Miss Shelton,” I whisper, my voice nearly gone.

She withdraws, smoothing my hem, stepping back. “Clutch. Lipstick, tissues, phone. Nothing else.”

I gather the items with fingers steadier now — the ritual of her command wrapping around me like armor. The clutch is slim and hard, fitting everything exactly. I snap it closed.

“The car is waiting,” Amelia says, tone final. “Follow me.”

We ride the elevator in silence, the hum of the machinery filling the space between us. Amelia stands tall beside me, wrapped in charcoal silk and stilettos, a vision of confidence. I keep my gaze locked on the floor numbers scrolling down, my reflection faint in the metal doors. I look small beside her, the dress a costume I barely fill. My throat tightens, almost closing off my air.

The car outside is black and gleaming. The driver opens the door with a bow, no comment. Amelia glides in first. I follow, the dress sliding up my thighs as I settle into the leather seat. I tug the hem down, cross my ankles as I’ve practiced, my body following remembered instructions.

The car merges into traffic before Amelia speaks.

“Rules.” Her voice slices through the hush. “Walk half a step behind me at all times. Speak only when spoken to, and only with my permission — a look or a touch. Mirror my body language: posture, hands, where you place your gaze. If you’re lost, watch me. Is that clear?”

“Yes, Miss Shelton.” My voice wobbles, cracking at the end. I swallow hard, try again. “Yes, Miss Shelton.”

She nods once. “Your voice. Keep it soft but clear. Pitch up when you address staff. Practice. Say, ‘Good evening.’”

I swallow. “Good evening.”

“Higher. Breathe from your diaphragm.”

“Good evening.” I lift the pitch, aiming for a careful, gentle lilt. It sounds fake, strained, but Amelia’s hum of approval tells me it’s close enough.

“Again. ‘I’d like still water, please.’”

“I’d like still water, please.”

“Better. Keep that cadence. Polite, soft, feminine. Hold onto it.”

The car slows. My pulse hammers in my chest. I glance out the window: the restaurant, discreet, soft amber light washing over the sidewalk, a valet in tailored black waiting at the curb. My hands ball tight around the clutch.

Amelia’s hand covers mine, steady, grounding. “Breathe. You’re Christine. You are with me. Nothing else matters tonight.”

The door opens. Amelia steps out first, her stride easy, every movement owned. I follow, clutch in hand, heels clicking sharp against the pavement. The night air bites at my arms, bare and exposed. I walk half a step behind, eyes dropped, matching her rhythm. My heart thuds so loud I’m sure it’s audible.

Inside, the hostess greets us, smile bright, eyes glancing from Amelia to me. “Good evening, ladies. Welcome.”

Ladies.

The word slams into me — I almost stumble, breath catching in my throat. My lips curve into a polite smile I barely believe. The hostess doesn’t blink. She sees two women — she sees me.

“Good evening,” Amelia replies, smooth as velvet. “Reservation under Shelton.”

The hostess checks her tablet, gives a brisk nod. “Right this way.”

I follow, legs stiff, gaze locked to the shining floor. The sound of my heels — my heels — carries through the low hum of conversation, the gentle clink of glass on china. The restaurant is dim, the air perfumed with wine and butter, tables spaced for privacy. I force myself not to look for stares. No one looks. No one cares.

We reach a corner table. The hostess pulls out a chair for Amelia, then gestures for me to take mine. I sit, smoothing the dress beneath me, crossing my ankles as rehearsed. Amelia sits across, gaze steady, appraising.

“Water and a salad for her,” Amelia says to the hostess, not bothering to ask my preference. “And the salmon for me. Thank you.”

The hostess nods and leaves. I stare at the white tablecloth, the faint pattern pressed into the fabric, hands folded neatly in my lap. Under the table, Amelia’s foot brushes mine — a nudge, a reminder.

“Eyes up,” she says, voice low. “Not at me. Look around. Take it in.”

I obey, letting my gaze drift. A couple two tables away leans in close, laughing, their hands entwined. A lone woman by the window reads beneath the spill of a brass lamp. A group of four clink glasses, their laughter bubbling up. No one looks my way. I am invisible.

The server approaches — a young woman with sleek dark hair, her smile practiced and genuine. She sets down our waters, looking briefly at each of us. “Good evening. Can I start you with anything else?”

Amelia’s hand slides across the table, resting lightly over mine. The silent cue. I inhale, lift my gaze.

“Still water, please,” I say, voice softer, pitched up. “Thank you.”

The server nods, her eyes crinkling. “Of course. I’ll be right back.”

She glides away. Amelia’s fingers squeeze mine — once, brief, electric — then pull back. My thighs press together under the table, the cage grinding against me with every shift.

“Well done,” Amelia murmurs.

Relief sweeps through me. I let out a shaky exhale, my shoulders sinking. Amelia’s gaze never wavers — not praise, but a measurement passed.

“Next test,” she says. “The server will compliment you. Accept it. Smile softly, make eye contact, thank her. Nothing more.”

My stomach flips. “Yes, Miss Shelton.”

The server returns, water glasses in hand. She sets them down, then her gaze lands on me. “Your meals will be out shortly. And — if I may — that color is stunning on you.”

The compliment lands like an absolution. I freeze. She isn’t looking at Amelia. She’s looking at me — at the dress, the makeup, every calculated detail. She sees Christine. She sees me.

Amelia’s hand covers mine, squeezing — permission granted.

I draw a careful smile, force myself to meet the server’s eyes. “Thank you. That’s very kind.”

She beams, then moves on. Amelia’s touch lingers a moment longer, thumb brushing my knuckles before she withdraws. My pulse hums in my throat, the cage a constant ache. I press my thighs together, searching for relief, but all it does is sharpen the pressure.

“You’re doing beautifully,” Amelia murmurs. “Stay still. No squirming.”

I freeze, legs relaxing by force of will. The meal arrives: salmon for Amelia, a crisp garden salad for me. I pick up my fork, mimicking Amelia’s posture — tiny forkfuls, napkin folded neat across my lap, each motion dissected by Amelia’s steady gaze. I chew like I’m performing surgery, jaw moving in slow circles while my brain scrambles to keep up.

Midway through the meal, Amelia sets her fork aside, dabs her lips.

“Restroom,” she says. “Fix your lipstick. Walk tall, eyes soft. Five minutes. Alone.”

My chest seizes. “Alone?”

She simply stares. “Alone.”

I stand, knees unsteady, clutch in hand. The restroom is across the room, past clusters of diners. I take the first step, then another, keeping my spine long, each step deliberate, eyes down but not cowed. My heels sound sharp in my ears. I wonder if anyone’s watching, if every head will turn — but no one does. The world keeps moving.

The restroom door swings open. Inside, it’s a pocket of quiet — marble counters, muted light, the scent of lavender and powder. I set the clutch down, brace my palms on cool stone, and stare at my reflection.

The woman in the mirror looks polished. Her makeup is smooth, hair in soft waves, lips painted rose. The dress hugs her frame, and — just barely — the shadow of the cage beneath. I look exposed. Breakable. But I also look… true.

I uncap the lipstick, swipe it across my lips, slow and steady. My hands don’t shake. I blot, adjust a stray lock of hair, check for smudges. The woman in the mirror does the same — her arching brow, the curve of her mouth, the way she holds herself.

I look like Christine. No — I am Christine.

The thought rocks me. I feel as if I could fly or shatter, all at once. I tuck the lipstick away, smooth the dress, square my shoulders, and turn back to the dining room.

The walk back stretches forever. I feel eyes on me — or maybe just fear them — but no one looks up. No one calls me out. I slide into my chair, clutch resting on the table. Amelia’s gaze lands on my lips, then my eyes.

A single, subtle nod. Approval.

My chest lifts. I did it. I walked, fixed my makeup, returned. No one questioned me. No one saw the seams. I passed.

The server brings the check. Amelia signs it, elegant and composed. I gather the clutch, tucking lipstick and tissues inside with practiced hands. As we pass the server, Amelia gives a polite nod.

“Thank you for a lovely evening,” I say — my voice clear, gentle, steady.

The server beams. “You’re very welcome. Have a wonderful night.”

Outside, the valet pulls the car up. Amelia slips in first. I follow, the cool leather against my thighs a sharp contrast to my flushed skin. The door shuts, enclosing us in hush and shadow. The city rolls past in streaks of gold.

Amelia waits until we’ve left the restaurant behind before she speaks.

“Well done,” she says — her tone flat, precise. “You didn’t falter.”

Relief washes through me, so real I nearly slump. I let out a trembling breath, my body sagging against the seat. My thighs squeeze together, the cage pulsing with urgent need. I ache for touch, for release, but I don’t dare move. Amelia’s gaze pins me in place — sharp, appraising.

“You performed beautifully,” she continues. “The server believed you. The hostess believed you. Most important — you believed it too.”

My throat tightens. “Thank you, Miss Shelton.”

She leans in, her hand sliding over my knee, fingers curving around my thigh, claiming. Her grip is heavy, grounding. “But the real test comes next.”

My heart trips. “Next?”

Her lips tilt — not quite a smile, more a warning. “Home. Strip and kneel at the vanity. Tonight you’ll learn how to hold control inside.”

The words strike through me, lightning-bright. My cock strains against the cage, the ache twisting into agony. I press my thighs together, desperate for any relief, but it only intensifies the need.

Amelia’s grip tightens. “Still,” she commands. “Save that hunger. You’ll need it.”

I force my muscles to unclench, fighting the urge to squirm. The car glides through the city, headlights splintering the dark. My mind races, looping through her promise. The plugs she’d displayed, lined up like trophies — I’d pretended not to notice, too afraid to ask. Tonight, there’ll be no hiding. She’ll claim what’s hers.

The car stops at her building. Amelia steps out, poised and controlled. I follow, legs trembling, nerves stretched thin. The elevator ride is a silent current — tension thick, her presence pressing in. My skin buzzes like a struck bell, terror and hunger tangled so tight I can’t tell which is which — only know both are pulling me forward, helpless and desperate to fall.

The penthouse door closes behind us with a hush. Amelia sets her clutch down, turns to me — gaze razor-sharp, expectant.

“Bedroom,” she says. “Vanity. Kneel and wait.”

My mouth is dry. I nod, stepping from my heels at the bedroom door. I set the clutch on the bench, unzip the dress — my hands clumsy, frantic — and let it slide from my body. Bra, then panties, until I’m left in nothing but the cage. I fold each item, laying them with reverence. Then I kneel on the cushion, thighs parted, hands resting on my legs. The cage throbs, cock swollen and helpless. I wait, breath shallow, every nerve burning.

Amelia enters, her gaze sweeping over me with hungry calculation. She’s changed into a silk robe, hair loose, skin glowing in the low lamplight. She moves to the vanity, opens a drawer, and draws out a tray: three plugs — small, medium, large — a bottle of lube, a stack of wipes.

She sets it before me. Her hand slips beneath my chin, lifting my face to hers.

“Tonight,” she says, voice low and absolute, “I’m going to take what belongs to me.”
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Chapter 9


My breath shakes. Her words hang between us, heavy and absolute. I kneel before the vanity, hands resting on my thighs, cage throbbing against the metal, every nerve stripped raw and waiting. The bedroom air is cool against my naked skin. The soft hum of the city filters through the windows — distant, irrelevant. Here, there’s only her voice, her presence, and the certainty that I’m about to give up something I can’t name but will never get back.

Amelia stands above me, her silk robe catching the lamplight, her expression calm and unreadable. The tray rests on the vanity to my right — three plugs lined up by size, the bottle of lube, a neat stack of wipes. Everything precise. Everything chosen. My pulse hammers in my throat, and looking away from her face is impossible.

“Tonight,” she says again, her voice low and deliberate, “I claim your ass. Plug training begins. You will learn to hold yourself open for me, for as long as I command.”

The words land like a brand. My mouth goes dry. I nod once, sharp and desperate, not trusting my voice. My cock strains against the cage, the ache so fierce it blurs into pain. Begging — for touch, for release, for mercy — tempts at the edge of my mind, but that’s not allowed. She decides. She controls. I just… endure.

“This isn’t punishment,” she continues, her tone shifting to something almost instructive. “This is training. Poise begins internally. You must learn to hold yourself with grace, no matter what you carry inside.” Her fingers brush my jaw, tilting my face up. “Do you understand?”

“Yes, Miss Shelton.” My voice cracks, rough and small.

She nods, satisfied. “Good. Now, turn. Present yourself.”

Obedience happens without thought, shifting on the cushion until I’m facing the vanity, hands braced on the edge. The mirror throws my own face back at me — makeup still perfect from the restaurant, lips parted, eyes wide and glassy with fear and need. Behind me, Amelia’s expression remains serene, almost clinical, as she picks up the lube and warms it between her palms.

The scent hits — clean, medicinal — and my stomach twists. Fantasies of this have lived in the dark, shameful corners of my mind. The imagined sensation of being opened, claimed, filled. But those fantasies were abstract, safe. This is real. This is happening now, and hiding behind imagination isn’t possible anymore.

Amelia’s hand settles on my lower back, pressing me forward slightly. “Breathe,” she instructs. “You’re taking this for me.”

Air drags in, shallow and ragged, the sound loud in the quiet room. Her slick fingers trail down the cleft of my ass, circling my hole with agonizing slowness that sets every nerve ending screaming. The first touch jerks a whimper from me before I can bite it back. She doesn’t stop. Her fingers spread me wider, massaging the lube into my skin with deliberate strokes, pressing lightly but not breaching yet — just owning the space, claiming it as hers.

“Stay still,” she murmurs, her breath warm against my neck. “I need you to relax.”

Relax. The word is absurd. Muscles lock tight, every instinct screaming to clench, to protect, to resist this invasion. But her hand is steady, patient, and the circling motion works against my fear. The pressure builds — not painful, but invasive, foreign in a way that makes my skin crawl and my cock throb simultaneously. Breathing deeper, slower, my body softens just a fraction under her relentless patience.

“That’s better.” Her approval is quiet, almost tender, and it floods through me like warm honey. “You’re doing well.”

Her fingertip presses against my hole, testing the resistance with maddening gentleness. A gasp rips from me, hands gripping the vanity edge until knuckles go white, the marble cold against burning skin. She doesn’t push inside yet — just lingers there, asserting her dominance without haste, letting the certainty of her control sink into my skin. The pressure is constant, a promise and a threat wrapped together.

“Look at yourself,” she commands, her voice cutting through my panic.

Eyes lift to the mirror. A stranger stares back — flushed, trembling, desperate in ways that squeeze my chest tight. Amelia stands behind me, composed and beautiful, her hand resting possessively on my ass like she owns it. The image is stark, undeniable: I am hers. She owns this body, this moment, this surrender. The makeup she applied hours ago is still perfect, making the wreckage in my eyes even more obscene.

“Say it,” she orders, her fingers still circling, still claiming. “Tell me what you are.”

My throat closes. I shake my head, unable to form the words, but her hand tightens on my hip — not painful, just firm enough to remind me there’s no escape from this, from her, from myself.

“Say it, Christine.”

The name breaks something loose inside, something clenched tight since this began. Tears prick, hot and sudden. “I… I’m yours.” The words tumble out, raw and broken. “I’m open for you.”

“Yes.” The air itself seems to thicken with her pleasure, wrapping around us like silk pulled taut. “You are.”

She picks up the smallest plug, slicks it with lube in deliberate strokes, and brings it to my hole. The rounded tip presses against me, cold and unyielding against heated skin. Breath hitches, panic flaring bright and sharp, but her other hand slides up my spine, steadying with that impossible patience.

“Breathe,” she says again. “This will feel strange, but it won’t hurt if you relax.”

The plug pushes forward. Instinct locks my muscles tight around the invasion, but Amelia doesn’t force it. She circles the tip, applies steady pressure, waits for my body to yield to her will. The stretch begins — small, bearable, but utterly foreign in a way that spins my head. A whimper escapes, forehead pressing against the vanity, fighting the urge to pull away from this intimacy that’s breaking me open.

“Good girl,” she murmurs, her voice like silk. “Just a little more.”

The plug slides in with a sudden, slick give that makes me cry out. The sensation is overwhelming — fullness, invasion, the sharp awareness of being opened and held by something that refuses to let me forget what I am. The flared base rests against my ass, and I can feel it inside me, pressing, stretching, refusing to be ignored. Every tiny movement makes it shift, reminding me.

“There.” Amelia’s hand strokes my lower back, soothing me like I’m something precious. “You’re taking it beautifully.”

I shake, trembling from head to toe, breath coming in ragged gasps that make my chest heave. The fullness is impossible to ignore — not painful, but deeply, unsettlingly present in a way that makes me hyperaware of every nerve ending. My cock throbs in the cage, desperate and denied, and the contrast between the two sensations makes my head spin. The plug is claiming me from the inside while the cage denies me from the outside.

“Hold it,” she instructs, her fingers drawing slow, deliberate circles across the small of my back, each touch anchoring me to this moment of surrender. “Don’t clench. Just breathe and hold.”

I force myself to obey, focusing on the rhythm of my breath. In. Out. In. Out. Slowly, the panic ebbs, replaced by something deeper — a humming awareness of my own body, the plug inside me, Amelia’s control over every inch of me. She owns this. She owns me. The thought should terrify me, but instead it settles over me like a blanket, grounding and inescapable in its rightness.

Amelia works the plug gently, easing it out partway and then pressing it back in with torturous slowness. Each movement sends a shockwave through me, and in the mirror my face contorts — shame and arousal tangled so tightly I can’t separate them anymore. The reflection is unrecognizable: cheeks flushed dark, lips parted and swollen from biting, eyes red and glassy with need that has nowhere to go.

“Say it again,” she commands, her voice calm and unyielding as she continues the slow fucking motion. “Tell me what you are.”

Her gaze meets mine in the mirror, tears streaking through my carefully applied makeup. “I am open for you.” My voice breaks on the last word. “I am yours.”

“Yes.” She holds my gaze, her expression softening just a fraction. “You are mine, Christine. Completely.”

The plug slides free, and I sag against the vanity, gasping at the sudden emptiness. The feeling is almost worse than the fullness — a hollow ache, incomplete, like something essential is missing. Amelia sets the small plug aside and picks up the medium one, holding it up to show the difference in size. My stomach flips violently.

“This,” she says calmly, “is what you will wear for thirty minutes tonight.”

The medium plug is noticeably thicker, longer, more demanding. My ass clenches reflexively at the sight, and my head shakes without thinking. “I… I can’t—”

“You can.” Her tone brooks no argument, no escape. “And you will.”

She slicks the plug with lube, coating it thoroughly with deliberate strokes, and in the mirror she positions it against my hole. The tip is wider, blunt, and the stretch begins immediately, burning in a way that makes my toes curl. I cry out, hands scrabbling against the vanity for purchase, but Amelia’s grip on my hip is unyielding, patient, absolute.

“Breathe,” she commands. “Relax and take it for me.”

The pressure builds, relentless and overwhelming. My body resists with everything it has, but she doesn’t stop — just applies steady, patient force until my muscles give way to her will. The plug pushes inside, stretching me wider than before, and I sob as it seats fully with a final push. The fullness is impossible, consuming. Split open, claimed, owned in a way I’ve never experienced, like she’s carved her name into the most private part of me.

“Look at yourself,” Amelia orders, her voice gentle but firm.

Tear-streaked face lifts to the mirror. The reflection is wrecked — makeup smudged, lips swollen from biting, eyes red and glassy. But beneath the wreckage, something else emerges: a strange, fragile pride in taking this, holding it, being hers in ways I never imagined possible.

“Say your name,” she whispers, leaning close to my ear so her breath tickles my skin.

“Christine.” The word falls from my lips without hesitation, soft and certain and true.

“Again.” Her command is quiet but absolute.

“Christine.” Stronger this time, steadier, more real than Christian ever was.

“Good girl.” She presses a kiss to my temple, the tenderness shocking after the intensity of claiming me. “Now stand. I want to see you walk.”

Legs shake as I rise, the plug shifting inside me with every movement. The heavy glass plug settles deeper, its weight a constant reminder of how completely she’s filled me. The sensation is unbearable — not pain exactly, but a relentless pressure that makes my inner walls clench helplessly around the intrusion. Thighs tremble as balance wavers, the metal cage between my legs growing tighter with each subtle shift.

Amelia steps back, her eyes tracking every micro-movement of my body. She gestures toward the perimeter of the room, her silk robe whispering as she moves.

“Walk,” she commands. “Hips swaying, shoulders down. Show me how you hold yourself when you’re full of me.”

A step forward, and the plug presses deeper with the motion. The flared base rubs against my rim, forcing a gasp and a stumble. But I continue, knowing she won’t accept failure. Each step is a battle — the fullness making every muscle, every shift of weight, hyperaware. Hips sway instinctively, searching for balance against the foreign weight inside, and Amelia’s soft hum of approval drifts behind me.

“Slower,” she instructs, her voice like velvet over steel. “Graceful. You’re not running — you’re presenting yourself to me. Let me see how beautifully you suffer.”

Pace slows, rhythm steady. Step. Sway. Breathe. The plug moves with me, a relentless pressure that makes my cock strain against the cage and my mind blur with need. The glass shifts with each step, pressing against that spot inside me that makes my knees weak. Humiliation and arousal fuse into something indescribable — a deep, thrumming need with no outlet, no relief. My reflection flashes in the mirror with each pass, flushed and desperate, lips parted on silent gasps.

By the time I’ve circled the room, tears stream down my face, mixing with the remnants of makeup. I stop before Amelia, trembling so hard my teeth chatter, barely able to stand. The plug seems to grow larger with each step, my body fighting to accommodate its unforgiving shape. She studies me with calm satisfaction, then gestures to the cushion.

“Kneel.”

I sink down gratefully, the plug pressing even deeper as I settle onto my heels. The position forces it upward, and a whimper escapes as it nudges my prostate. Breath comes in ragged gasps, thighs pressed together, desperate for any friction against the cage. The metal digs into sensitive flesh, a delicious torture that leaves me dizzy. Amelia’s hand cups my jaw, lifting my face to hers, her thumb brushing across my wet cheek.

“You will not touch yourself,” she says quietly, her eyes boring into mine. “You will not seek relief. You’ll cum only when you beg as Christine, plug in, looking at yourself in the mirror while I watch you fall apart. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Miss Shelton.” My voice is barely audible, cracked and broken.

She releases me, then sets a small timer on the vanity. “Thirty minutes,” she says, settling into the chair to watch me. “Hold it. Stay still. Breathe through the ache. I want to see every moment of your struggle written on your face.”

The minutes stretch into eternity. Each second crawls by, counted by the wet slide of sweat down my spine. Amelia’s steady gaze strips me bare. I breathe for her. I endure for her. Each second tightens the cage; my body thrashes inward, desperate for release I won’t take. Hips beg to move, but I lock still — knees aching, back rigid — because she said so. Submission isn’t choice. It’s silence under pressure. I am hers. Even when I shatter.

The timer chimes. The sound cuts through the haze of need like a knife, and a sob of relief nearly escapes.

Amelia kneels beside me, her hands gentle as she helps me shift forward. “This will feel strange,” she warns. “Breathe through it.”

She eases the plug free, and a cry rips out as my body releases it. The sudden emptiness shocks me, and I slump against her, trembling uncontrollably. She wraps a warm cloth around me, cleaning with tender precision, then pulls me into her arms.

“You did beautifully,” she murmurs against my hair. “I’m very proud of you.”

I cling to her, shaking, unable to speak. Her praise wraps around me like armor, soothing the raw edges of my fear. Safe. Hers. Survived.

After a long moment, she helps me to my feet and guides me to the bed. She opens a slim leather-bound journal, writing in neat, precise script. Glimpses of the words: Medium plug. Thirty minutes. Full compliance. Minimal resistance.

She’s tracking me. Recording progress, limits, surrender. The realization should horrify, but instead it settles deep in my chest — proof that I belong to her, that this is real.

When she finishes, she sets the journal aside and turns to me. “The rules stand,” she says calmly. “Your safeword is always available. The pace will increase only with obedience. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Miss Shelton.”

“Good.” She brushes a strand of hair from my face. “Now, repeat your mantra.”

A shaky breath. “I am Christine. I am obedient. I am safe.”

“Again.”

“I am Christine. I am obedient. I am safe.” Stronger this time, steadier.

“Once more.”

“I am Christine. I am obedient. I am safe.” The words settle into my bones, true and unshakable.

Amelia nods, satisfied. “Tomorrow, you will serve breakfast and work all day in heels. No mistakes.”

“Yes, Miss Shelton.”

She rises, pulling the covers over me, then leans down to press a kiss to my forehead. “Sleep, Christine. You’ve earned it.”

Eyes close, exhaustion crashing over me like a wave. The soreness lingers — a dull, persistent ache that marks what I’ve become, what I’m still becoming. Darkness pulls me under, but not before one last thought surfaces: the fear is gone. Not just quieted — erased. Because I’m hers, utterly, and the rightness of it hums through my veins like a second pulse. This is where I belong.
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Chapter 10


The makeup brush feels natural in my hand now — weightless, familiar, like an extension of my own will. I swirl the soft bristles through rose-gold powder, tap off the excess the way I’ve watched Amelia do, and glide it over my cheekbone in an arc that would have seemed laughably ambitious three weeks ago. The vanity bulbs cut through winter’s gray, scattering glints across my skin as I blend, and the woman in the mirror sharpens into focus. The sleepy haze of morning vanishes, replaced by angles and shadows and a glow that owes nothing to fatigue. This face is unmistakably feminine. Assured. Mine.

The realization stirs inside me — a silent, powerful current. I don’t hide from it. The careful arch of my brow, the dramatic sweep of mascara fanning my lashes, the soft pink gloss poised for its finishing touch — they aren’t just armor or disguise. They’re Christine’s signature. My signature.

I shift on the padded stool, the memory of last night’s plug training pulsing deep in my body — a low ache, an insistent echo of Amelia’s authority. The medium plug she coaxed into me, relentless and patient as I whimpered, thighs trembling, until my body finally yielded and held for her. The memory sends a ripple of heat through my belly, makes my caged cock twitch helplessly inside its steel prison.

I cap the blush, lay the brush aside, and examine the woman in the glass. Her lines are crisp, her expression composed. The dove-gray sheath dress hugs my hips, promising confidence I can almost taste. There’s a tangle of pride in my chest — complicated, laced through with soreness and the ever-present, humiliating squeeze of the cage between my legs. It’s a pride built atop obedience, on the certainty that this perfection only exists because Amelia demanded it.

But the pride is real. Maybe more real because of its cost.

I reach for the lipstick — a muted berry Amelia chose for me yesterday — and sketch color over my lips with a steadiness earned through repetition, not talent. Two coats. Blot. A third, feather-light layer for insurance. When I press my lips together, the result clicks something into place beneath my breastbone.

I look good.

Not barely passing. Not just feminine enough to avoid correction. I look like I belong in Amelia’s world — a world sculpted by efficiency, taste, and relentless standards.

I rise, smoothing the dress over my thighs, then slip into black patent heels. The click of the straps is reassuring, each buckle a ritual. Soreness tugs inside me with every movement, a secret no one in this penthouse would ever guess. Only Amelia knows the way I shook when she drew the plug out, how I clung to her hand, breath stuttering, as if it anchored me to this new life.

My throat constricts at the memory. I force it down, check my seams in the mirror one last time, and head for the kitchen. The day has already begun.

The briefing binder is immaculate — market summaries tabbed by sector, quarterly reports annotated with my own color system, the agenda printed on cream cardstock because Amelia will tolerate nothing less. I’m certain of its perfection even before I knock on her office door.

“Enter.”

I push the door open, binder pressed to my chest, crossing the minimalist expanse of her office with unhurried steps. Morning sunlight falls in crisp slabs through floor-to-ceiling glass, painting her desk in hard gold. Amelia sits in a charcoal suit, posture as unyielding as the lines of her jaw, dark gaze fixed on me with that pinpoint focus that always makes my pulse stutter.

I stop where I’m meant to, place the binder in its designated spot on her right, and retreat a step, hands clasped at my waist. I wait — poised, attentive, as she’s trained me.

She opens the binder, her attention never wavering, flipping through tabs with the same elegance her fingers showed last night as they coaxed the plug deeper inside me, holding me open as I gasped. My pulse leaps, but my breathing remains steady — discipline clamping down on the instinct to shiver.

“Good,” she says at last, closing the binder, eyes rising to meet mine. “The sector breakdowns are clear. Your flagging is concise.”

Her words brush over me — not soft, not indulgent, but calibrated praise, weighted with everything unspoken.

“Thank you, Miss Shelton.”

Her gaze lingers. Good means praise for my mind, approval for my poise, silent acknowledgment of the layers of submission beneath my composure. I earned this — by walking the perimeter of her bedroom last night, plug anchored inside me, chanting I am Christine until the syllables belonged to my tongue.

“The conference room needs setup for ten o’clock,” she continues, eyes already on her monitor. “Standard configuration. Coffee service for six.”

“Yes, Miss Shelton.”

I’m almost at the door when her voice halts me.

“Christine.”

I turn back. Her mouth curves — barely, but unmistakable.

“Good,” she repeats, and the simple word blooms inside me, warmth threading out from my chest.

The conference room holds its breath, that charged stillness before everything begins. I move through the space like I’ve always belonged, calibrating the angle of the presentation screen, distributing leather portfolios in a line so perfect it looks effortless. My heels whisper across the lacquered floorboards, the rhythm of my stride steady as breathing— spine long, chin poised, hands sure. The posture feels natural now, woven into my muscle memory.

Coffee brews in the adjacent prep area, timed so the fresh pot will finish just before the meeting starts. Amelia takes hers black, two sugars. Davidson wants cream. Patterson insists on her own mug — I’ve set a saucer for it, knowing she’ll scan for it the moment she walks in.

These details matter. They separate ordinary from exceptional, and Amelia expects nothing less.

The door swings open. Matthews from accounting, punctual as ever, arms full of reports. He offers a nod — a real, professional acknowledgment, nothing like the oily, appraising glances I fielded as Christian.

“Morning, Christine. Got the revenue breakdown for Amelia.”

“Thank you, Mr. Matthews. I’ll make sure she has it before the call.” I cross to accept the stack, flick my gaze over the summary. Complete. I slide it into Amelia’s seat prep and return to the coffee as the machine hisses its last.

By the time the team filters in, I’ve arranged five cups on the tray, each placed on its own coaster. Amelia enters last, glancing over the setup with her usual unreadable poise, but her awareness is undeniable. The knowledge that she’s watching, that every small act is another chance to earn her approval, prickles along my skin.

I serve coffee in order of seniority, placing cups with care. When I reach Patterson, she slides her personal mug onto the saucer, barely glancing at me — but the fit is exact. Amelia’s gaze flicks to the detail, and I recognize the absence of correction as its own form of praise.

I retreat to my place by the door, silent, attentive, ready.

Fifteen minutes in, Davidson falters. He’s presenting the quarterly forecast, but the slide on-screen doesn’t match the numbers in the handouts — a transposed figure, but the confusion is spreading. Amelia’s jaw hardens, a silent warning.

I don’t wait for instruction. I step forward.

“Excuse me.” My voice is calm, pitched just above the background hum. Every head pivots my direction. Inside, my pulse trips into a sprint, but my expression stays composed. “The slide references the preliminary model. The handouts reflect the revised figures from Monday. The accurate Q3 projection is four-point-two million, not four-point-five.”

Silence sharpens. Davidson blinks, shuffles his notes, then glances at the report.

“She’s right,” Patterson confirms, flipping her copy. “Revision came through late. Easy mistake.”

Davidson exhales, relieved. “Thanks, Christine. Would have looked bad in front of the client.”

I nod, step back, hands steady even as adrenaline thrums through my veins. I don’t seek Amelia’s gaze. I don’t have to. Her attention is a pulse at the edge of my awareness — keen, appraising.

The meeting regains its rhythm. Davidson recovers, the presentation lands. When the call wraps and the team drifts out, I sweep the room: collecting stray cups, restoring the table, smoothing away any trace of disarray.

Amelia lingers at the doorway, binder under her arm. Our eyes meet across the emptied conference room.

A single, slow nod. Permission. Approval. My skin tingles, every nerve aware of the gift.

Heat flares — insistent, liquid, filling me up.

After lunch, Amelia summons me to her study. I enter, hands folded, heart steady. She gestures to the chair across from her, then opens a drawer and produces a shallow ivory box swaddled in tissue.

“Open it.”

I peel back the layers. Nestled inside are six sets of lingerie — silk and lace in muted jewel tones and pale neutrals. Blush pink, dove gray, midnight blue, champagne, black, ivory. Each set complete: bra, panties, garter belt, delicate straps and details designed to be seen and felt. Not the functional basics from training. These are beautiful. Intimate. Chosen for me.

“You may select your panties and bra each morning,” Amelia instructs, eyes on my face. “Provided I approve your choices before you dress.”

My fingers hover over the blush pink set, brushing lace so fine it barely registers as fabric. The freedom glimmers — real, but fenced within her boundaries. I can choose, but only from what she’s selected. I can assert preference, but only with her sign-off.

The tension is exquisite.

“Thank you, Miss Shelton.” My words emerge soft, tangled with emotion I can’t quite name.

“You’ve earned small privileges.” Her tone is clipped, but there’s a pulse of satisfaction beneath it. “Don’t make me regret extending them.”

“I won’t,” I vow, clutching the box to my chest as she sets it aside and draws a cream envelope from her desk.

She places it between us — thick, expensive cardstock, her name scripted in black ink that radiates old money and certainty.

“Saturday evening.” She taps the envelope, her nails silent on paper. “You’ll accompany me to a private supper. A colleague’s townhouse. You’ll participate as my companion — not an observer.”

My stomach tightens, cold. This isn’t the safety of office routine. This is public. Unscripted. People watching, dissecting, searching for cracks.

“This is your next test.” Amelia’s words hold no room for argument. “You’ll be introduced by name. You’ll engage in conversation. You will show the poise and grace you’ve demonstrated here.”

Panic gathers — raw, physical — but I force it back, hands anchored in my lap.

“Yes, Miss Shelton.”

She studies me. “Are you capable of this?”

It isn’t rhetorical. She wants the truth.

My mind flashes to the conference room — the correction, Matthews’ nod, the absence of pity in Patterson’s voice.

“I am,” I answer. The certainty surprises even me.

“Good.” She stands, comes around the desk. I rise, heart hammering as she closes the distance, her scent a subtle thread in the air — citrus and leather, cold winter air warmed by skin.

“Then we begin preparation now.”

She drills me, relentless as ever. Greeting protocol — handshake firm but feminine, fleeting eye contact, smile soft but not vapid. Introduction — “It’s lovely to meet you,” delivered with a gracious dip of the chin. Deflection — the art of answering nothing: “Miss Shelton and I have a wonderful working relationship,” warm but impenetrable.

Every scenario, again and again, until my tongue shapes the words automatically. When I fumble, Amelia corrects physically — fingers under my chin, tilting my head; palm at my lower back, urging my spine straight; her grip circling my wrist, guiding my handshake to the perfect pressure.

Each touch is precise, unyielding. Each one brands me, heat pulsing beneath my skin.

“Again,” she commands when I botch a deflection. “You’re Christine Ellison, my personal assistant. A guest asks how you came to work for me. What do you say?”

I breathe in, settle my smile, let my voice flow into the warm, deferential cadence I’ve practiced for days. “Miss Shelton and I connected at a pivotal time. I’m grateful every day for the chance to support her work.”

“Better.” She releases my wrist. “But your smile is brittle. Perform gratitude — but feel it, Christine.”

The correction stings, but she’s right. I’m reciting a part instead of claiming it.

I try again, letting the truth in: I am grateful. For her structure, for the clarity, for this chance to become someone useful, someone cherished. For standing here — in a tailored dress, hair perfect, feet stable in four-inch heels — instead of lost, suffocating under debts and shame.

This time my smile is real, a warmth spreading from my chest.

Amelia nods, slow. “There. Hold that.”

Posture next — how to stand at her side, close enough to signal belonging, distant enough to avoid intrusion. Hands folded, never fidgeting. When she places her hand at my lower back, guiding me through an imaginary introduction, I tune myself to her body language, reading the subtle shifts: move closer, fetch my glass, we’re leaving.

She slides her hand from my spine to my hip, tugging me a half-step nearer. I follow, unthinking.

“Good,” she murmurs. Approval seeps into me, sweet and heavy, her satisfaction blooming beneath my skin.

Finally: outfit selection.

Amelia taps her tablet, displaying three dress options. “Choose one. Justify.”

First: a deep emerald sheath, high neckline, conservative. Second: black cocktail dress, subtle plunge, cap sleeves — striking, sophisticated, more daring. Third: rose wrap dress, flowing skirt — feminine, gentle, relaxed.

I study each, considering the event. Private supper. Small, curated gathering. Amelia said participate. She wants me seen.

“The black,” I decide. “It’s formal enough to show respect, but the cut signals confidence. It won’t look like I’m hiding or trying too hard.”

Amelia’s eyes scan my face, assessing. Then she nods. “Acceptable. You’ll wear the black. I’ll select your jewelry and shoes.”

Relief and pride wind together inside me. She trusted me with this — and I didn’t disappoint.

She closes the tablet, face unreadable but gaze steady.

“You are proving to be a fine investment, Christine.”

The words dig deeper than anything she’s said before. Not just a good assistant. Not a project. An asset — a person worth nurturing, cultivating, expanding.

Gratitude squeezes my throat shut. I can’t speak, so I nod. The glow inside my ribcage pulses, steady as a heartbeat.

Later, alone in my room, I stand before the full-length mirror, the invitation heavy in my hand.

The cardstock is thick, the script elegant. Margot Harper requests the pleasure of your company... Saturday, seven o’clock. Cocktail attire.

I set it on my dresser and meet my own gaze. Not Christian. Not the fraud I feared. Christine — poised, lips soft with color, eyes clear.

“It’s lovely to meet you,” I say, and the phrase settles naturally. My voice is warm, feminine — mine. “Miss Shelton and I have a wonderful working relationship.”

These aren’t lines anymore. They’re truths.

I adjust my posture — spine erect, shoulders relaxed, hands composed — and imagine the black dress, the roomful of strangers, Amelia at my side. The prickle of being observed, judged, gendered as the woman I’ve become.

The fear remains, sharp and urgent. But beneath it, woven through the nerves, glimmers something more vibrant.

Determination.

I will own that room. I will move among them with the poise I’ve earned, the competence she’s built in me. I will prove to Amelia — and to myself — that Christine belongs here.

“You’ve got this,” I whisper, my breath clouding a faint halo on the glass. The sound is quiet but unwavering, a promise declared into the space between me and the woman emerging in the reflection.

My mirrored self mouths the words in perfect synchrony. The boundary dissolves. I’m not just looking at myself. I’m seeing her — Christine. Her gaze, steady and sure, radiates a composure I’m still learning to trust. The woman in the mirror gives a slow, deliberate nod — silent affirmation, a vow returned.
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Chapter 11


The mirror reflects a stranger I’ve learned to recognize. My hand glides steady as I sweep liner across my upper lid, the wing crisp and exact. Perfect angle. Perfect thickness. I don’t need Amelia’s guide anymore. Muscle memory lives in my fingers now, in the tilt of my wrist, the way I anchor my pinky against my cheekbone for control.

The face looking back is undeniably mine. Not Christian’s ghost in makeup. Just Christine.

My ass throbs, a dull persistent ache radiating through the plush of my seat. Remnants of last night’s plug training. The stretch, the pressure, the way Amelia’s fingers coaxed the base deeper while I clung to the sheets, panting. The soreness is a constant now — a physical bookmark of her claim, trailing me from sleep to waking, from private submission to public display.

I cap the liner and reach for the lipstick. Nude rose. Understated. Professional. The bullet glides over my lower lip, the pigment settling in a smooth satin layer. I press my lips together, distributing the color. The woman in the mirror purses her mouth, checks her teeth, nods once.

Pride stirs in my chest. Quiet but stubborn. I did this. I made this face happen without supervision, without correction, without Amelia’s steady hand nudging my jaw or tilting my chin to catch the light.

The dress waits on the bed. Charcoal sheath, tailored to skim but never constrict. Amelia laid it out this morning with the jewelry, the heels, the clutch. Every detail coordinated. Every piece intentional. I stand; the ache in my ass sharpens, then subsides to a steady, inescapable hum.

I am conscious of my body in ways I never was before. The slide of silk over my thighs. The precise squeeze of the bra band against my ribs. The way my posture shifts in heels — spine pulled tall, hips aligned, an automatic swerve in my stride. Every garment is a directive. Each layer inscribes Amelia’s expectations onto my skin.

The conference binder waits by the door. I assembled it yesterday — tabs color-coded, documents in sequence, sticky notes flagging key data. Amelia reviewed it last night, reading glasses perched on her nose, red pen poised but unused. She’d closed the cover and said, “Good, Christine.”

Two words. But the warmth that surged through me rivaled a standing ovation.

I step into the dress, reach back to zip it. The motion is fluid now. No fumbling. No curse lodged in my throat. Just smooth, practiced competence. I fasten the delicate bracelet around my wrist, the silver glinting in the pale light. Simple. Elegant. The kind of jewelry that whispers wealth, never shouts.

My reflection is unblemished. Hair in a low chignon. Makeup subtle and polished. Dress hugging every right angle. Heels adding three inches and a liquid sway to my walk that’s become second nature.

I gather the binder and clutch. The elevator ride down to Amelia’s office feels transformed this morning. No longer a descent into judgment. Just the threshold between private and professional — Christine at the vanity fading into Christine at the helm.

The office suite already vibrates with muted activity. Assistants murmur into headsets. Printers spit out contracts. The sharp scent of coffee hovers over the break area. I stride through the space, heels tapping against polished floors, and no one turns. I’m part of the rhythm now. Expected. Invisible in all the right ways.

Amelia’s door stands ajar. I knock twice, controlled and clear, and wait.

“Come.”

I step in. She’s at her desk, absorbed in her tablet, posture disciplined as ever. Navy blazer, cream blouse, hair twisted in its signature knot. She doesn’t look up right away, and I wait. Stillness. Patience. Lessons she’s drilled into me — obedience by repetition and correction.

When her gaze finally lifts, she travels from my face to my shoes and back. Calculating. Always.

“The binder,” she says.

I cross to her desk, lay it before her. She opens to the flagged pages, eyes flicking over my notes. Her expression remains unreadable, but I catch the faintest nod. Approval, efficient and unsentimental.

“Good, Christine.”

There it is. That jolt. That loaded praise that fires through my chest and makes my breath hitch, my pulse skitter. I’m Pavlovian for her approval. Two words and I want to outdo myself for another scrap.

“The meeting is in twenty minutes,” she says, closing the binder. “Conference room B. I want the projector ready, the table set for eight, coffee service in place before the first guest.”

“Yes, Miss Shelton.”

She returns to her tablet. Dismissed. I collect the binder and slip out, closing the door with a practiced hush.

The conference room is already close to perfect, but I check everything again. Projector connected and tested. Chairs equidistant. Water glasses topped off. Coffee urn steaming, cream and sugar neatly arranged. I adjust a chair by half an inch, straighten a stack of coasters, smooth a barely visible wrinkle from the tablecloth.

It must be flawless. Not from fear of punishment. Because the thought of her finding a single imperfection makes my stomach twist.

The first arrivals drift in — senior associates, a lawyer, an accountant. I greet each with a soft smile and a polite offer of coffee or water. They accept, thank me. There’s no scrutiny, no sideways glance. I’m just the assistant: composed, efficient, forgettable in the best way.

Amelia enters last. The air shifts. Voices drop off mid-sentence. Everyone straightens. She claims her place at the head of the table, and I take up my post by the credenza, ready to refill drinks or produce documents or triage some minor emergency.

The meeting begins. Numbers. Projections. Strategy. I track the conversation, anticipate needs before they’re named. When the lawyer requests comparative Q2 data, I already have the page up on the tablet and step forward to lay it in front of him.

He glances up, eyebrows raised. “Thank you.”

I nod and retreat. Amelia’s gaze lingers half a second. Her approval is silent, but I feel it just as surely.

Fifteen minutes in, one of the senior associates — Daniel, I think — fumbles a figure. Off by nearly ten percent. I catch Amelia’s pen stilling in her hand. She’s noticed, but waits.

The error multiplies. Another associate builds on the mistake, the projection veering off course. Confidence hums, misplaced. My pulse jumps.

I could say nothing. I’m just here to refill coffee.

But Christine doesn’t let errors slide when they matter. Christine is meticulous. Christine is competent.

I step forward, voice quiet but steady.

“Excuse me. The Q2 figure you’re using isn’t accurate.”

Silence falls. Daniel turns, eyebrows up. I meet the weight of every stare and don’t falter. I move to the projector, pull up the correct data, and cast it on the screen.

“The correct number is here.” I point, unwavering. “This changes the year-end projection by nine percent.”

A beat of silence. Then Amelia’s voice, calm, unwavering.

“Christine is correct. Adjust accordingly.”

Marcus studies the screen, then nods. “Right. Thank you.”

I step back to the credenza. My hands remain steady, breath unbroken. Inside, I radiate — a silent, glowing satisfaction.

The meeting rolls on. I manage drinks, deliver documents, handle a brief tech glitch when the projector blinks. No one questions my presence. No one diminishes my contribution.

Afterward, Amelia stays seated as the others file out. I begin clearing cups, stacking coasters, resetting the space.

“Christine.”

I turn. She’s watching me, face unreadable.

“Yes, Miss Shelton?”

“You spoke without being addressed.”

My stomach clenches. I misjudged. Overreached. I—

“You were right to do so.”

Relief floods me, almost dizzying. She sees it. The corner of her mouth twitches. Not a full smile, but something just as rewarding.

“Well done,” she says.

I shine.

The rest of the afternoon is a whir of small victories — emails dispatched, calls screened, a scheduling snag resolved with three quick texts. By the time I return to the penthouse, my feet throb and my mind buzzes with that peculiar exhaustion of a day well conquered.

Amelia arrives an hour later. I’ve already changed into the evening dress she selected — soft dove gray, cinched at the waist, hem brushing just below my knee. Demure, feminine. Elegant, approachable.

She inspects me in the foyer. Her fingers land on the bracelet at my left wrist, rotating it a quarter inch so the clasp sits precisely underneath. The touch is both clinical and claiming.

My breath stumbles.

“Better,” she murmurs.

In the car, she recites the rules again. Her tone cool, unhurried. I sit on her left, angled slightly toward her, hands folded neatly in my lap.

“You speak only when addressed. Answers will be concise and deferential. You will manage my glass and attend my cues for movement. If questioned too closely, deflect with grace, and redirect to me. Understood?”

“Yes, Miss Shelton.”

“Repeat.”

I do, word for word. She nods once, gaze returning to the window. The city glides past — blurred streaks of gold and shadow. My pulse keeps a taut rhythm in my throat.

This isn’t dinner. This is trial by fire. A public crucible, every glance and comment weighing my transformation. My composure, my competence, my identity — all under inspection by people who knew Christian and now face Christine.

The car pulls up to a stately West Village townhouse. Warm light spills from tall windows. The door opens before we reach it, and a woman in her fifties greets us with an easy, practiced smile.

“Amelia. Always a pleasure.”

“Rebecca.” Amelia’s tone lifts by a degree. “Thank you for having us.”

Rebecca’s gaze lands on me. “And this must be Christine.”

First test.

“It’s a pleasure to meet you,” I say. Soft voice. Direct eye contact, but not challenging. A small smile. Respectful without groveling.

Rebecca’s smile widens. “Amelia mentioned her new assistant. Please, come in.”

I trail Amelia inside, a half step behind and to her left. The foyer unfolds into a spacious salon: a dozen guests in champagne conversation, modern art and a grand piano anchoring old-money restraint.

Amelia’s hand glides to the small of my back. A silent directive. I straighten and move with her into the room.

The evening unfolds as choreography. I manage Amelia’s glass, ensuring her champagne is always at the ideal level — never empty, never brimming. I answer guests with practiced poise, deflecting when questions scrape too close.

“So, Christine, how are you enjoying the role?”

“Miss Shelton is an extraordinary mentor. I’m learning a great deal.”

Shift, defer, move on.

One guest — silver-haired, suit immaculate — presses harder. His eyes narrow slightly as he studies me, the practiced scrutiny of someone who dissects people for sport. My throat tightens.

“Amelia’s always had a talent for training. How long have you been with her?”

There’s the catch. That loaded “training.” The insinuation. Each word layered with meaning like thin sheets of ice, ready to crack beneath my weight.

“A few months,” I say, keeping my tone even as my fingers press into the stem of my glass. “She sets a rigorous standard. I’m fortunate to learn from someone so exacting.”

Amelia’s eyes find me across three conversations. A flicker of recognition passes between us — approval at my navigation of dangerous waters. Then she redirects the conversation to a portfolio matter, the man’s interest sliding away like water off glass.

I exhale, air leaving my lungs in a controlled stream. Storm passed. The tight band around my ribs eases by degrees.

An hour in, I sense a new tension in Amelia’s jaw — a subtle tightening at the hinge, the same tell I’ve learned means she’s reaching her limit. Her eyes sweep the room, index finger restless against her glass. I lean in, voice low enough that only she can hear.

“Do you need something, Miss Shelton?”

“Sparkling water. Rebecca’s tonic, not the generic.”

I nod and slip away, weaving through clusters of conversation with practiced invisibility. The kitchen bustles with caterers — steam rising from warming trays, the clink of silverware against china, voices calling in controlled chaos. I corner a server and make my request, quietly firm, positioning myself between him and his next task so he can’t dismiss me. Two minutes later, I return with two glasses — one for Amelia, one for a guest who had mentioned a preference earlier, bubbles rising in perfect crystalline streams.

Amelia accepts the glass, her fingers briefly brushing mine. Her gaze softens by a fraction. Just for a breath, the armor drops, and I glimpse something genuine beneath.

Pride blooms again, sharper this time, unfurling in my chest like something alive and warm. I didn’t just follow instructions. I anticipated. I solved a need before it surfaced. The sensation is intoxicating — this proof that I’m learning to read her, to serve without being told.

Later, a peer of Amelia’s — sharp suit, sharper smile, too much perfume — tosses a remark in passing.

“New assistant or pet project, Amelia?”

The words strike, hot and sharp as a brand against skin. My spine locks, vertebrae stacking rigid, heat rushing up my neck to stain my cheeks. The room shrinks, conversations becoming distant as blood pounds in my ears. Shame and anger tangle into something choking.

Before I can answer, Amelia’s gaze slices across the room. All frost and iron. The calculated coldness of someone who knows exactly where to cut. The woman’s smile falters, confidence crumbling visibly.

“Christine is my assistant,” Amelia replies, voice cold and unambiguous, each syllable precise as a blade. “And an excellent one.”

The woman mutters something vague and slips away, cocktail raised like a shield. I stand frozen, pulse racing through my veins, chest tight with panicked breath, until Amelia’s hand brushes my elbow. Silent reassurance. I see you. You’re protected. The touch anchors me to the present, draws me back from the edge.

The tension drains from my shoulders, muscle by muscle releasing their defensive posture.

As the evening winds down, Rebecca approaches, smile warm and genuine, not the practiced social mask from earlier.

“Christine, you’ve been absolutely lovely. Amelia’s lucky to have you.”

Amelia’s hand settles at the small of my back. Possessive. Sheltering. Five points of pressure through silk that brand me as hers.

“I know,” Amelia says.

The drive back is silent. I sit to her left, hands folded in my lap, waiting. The city’s lights smear past the windows in watercolor streaks of neon and gold. My heartbeat settles, deep and steady. Calm, grounded. The car’s leather seat cradles me, the subtle vibration of the engine a lullaby.

I didn’t fail. I didn’t stumble. I ran the gauntlet and emerged intact.

More than intact. Validated. Seen. The knowledge settles into my bones, spreading warmth through tissue and sinew.

The car glides into the private garage. We step into the elevator. The doors close with a soft pneumatic sigh. Just the two of us, the soft hum of ascent, overhead light painting our features in gold, casting subtle shadows beneath cheekbones and jaw.

Amelia turns to me, gaze direct and unwavering. Her eyes dark and bottomless in this light.

“You pleased me.”

The words settle in my chest — hot, soothing, everything I’ve craved distilled into three syllables. They sink through layers of resistance, touching something primal and desperate. My breath catches.

A pause. Then:

“Upstairs.”

A shiver runs through me, sharp and bright. My stomach clenches with something raw and hungry, every nerve ending drawn taut beneath my skin. This is only the beginning. The elevator doors open.

I meet her eyes. She’s watching me, waiting for hesitation. For uncertainty.

I don’t give her any.

“Yes, Miss Shelton.”

Her lips curve. Not quite a smile. Something sharper. Something that makes heat coil low in my belly despite the cage pressing tight against silk.

She turns, heading for the stairs. I follow, my heels clicking softly on the hardwood, my heart hammering a rhythm that matches the sway of my hips.

Whatever comes next, I’m ready.
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Chapter 12


The penthouse door closes behind us with a soft click, the sound carrying faintly down the marble entryway. The party’s validation still thrums through my veins, a simmering buzz that leaves my skin feverish and every nerve taut. I start to follow Amelia toward the living room, but she halts, turns, and the air between us seems to thicken.

Her gaze sweeps over me. Not the cool appraisal from the townhouse, but something sharper. Ravenous.

“Bedroom.”

The word lands between us, heavy and inescapable. My stomach knots, heat surging through my core despite the cage’s merciless grip. I nod, throat tight.

“Yes, Miss Shelton.”

She leads the way upstairs. Each step she takes is deliberate, the click of her heels on hardwood counting down the seconds to my undoing. My own heels offer a quieter counterpoint, the sound of my pulse nearly drowning out everything but our footsteps. Beyond the floor-to-ceiling windows, city lights streak the night in gold and shadow. The penthouse is hushed, save for our steps and the distant murmur of traffic from far below.

Amelia opens the bedroom door and holds it for me. I cross the threshold, every surface vibrating with held breath — the walls, the furniture, even the air itself humming with what comes next. The bed is made, crisp white sheets turned down at one corner. The lamps cast small pools of light that leave the corners in shadow. And on the dresser, arranged with unyielding intent, are a black leather harness and a thick silicone cock.

Breath catches. Toys have always existed at a distance, idle curiosity. Never like this. Never with Amelia’s purpose behind them.

She closes the door. The sound ripples through my bones.

“Stand in the center of the rug.”

Obedience comes on unsteady legs. The plush rug cushions my heels as I step into place, hands clasped, waiting. The party’s glow recedes, scraping me raw. Exposed. A shiver runs through me, though the room is warm.

Amelia approaches, circling me once — slow, appraising. When she stops in front of me, she stands so near that the subtle trace of her perfume — expensive, clean, underscored with cedar and bergamot — wraps around me.

Her fingers brush my wrist, finding the clasp of my bracelet. She undoes it with practiced precision, setting it on the dresser. The other bracelet follows. Then my necklace. Each piece removed with calm deliberation, stripping away the armor I wore for the world outside.

“Undress.”

The command is gentle, yet irrefutable. I reach behind, fingers fumbling at my zipper. The metallic rasp as the teeth part is too loud in the hush. Fabric eases down my shoulders and hips, puddling at my feet. I step out and fold the dress, just as she’s shown me, placing it on the chair.

My bra next. The clasp gives, cool air prickling across my chest as the cups slide away. Then my panties, silk whispering over my thighs, peeled down. The cage catches the lamplight, steel biting into me, a mute reminder of denial. Each piece folds, stacked neatly.

Finally, my stockings. I sit on the edge of the bed, rolling each down inch by inch, trying to maintain some semblance of grace even as I bare myself. Left in nothing but the cage and my collar, I rise, hands at my sides, waiting for her word.

“Kneel.”

Knees sink into the rug’s plushness. Hands rest on thighs, palms down, gaze lowered to the floor in front of her shoes. The position grounds me, its discipline familiar. Yet tonight, it weighs differently — every muscle taut, every breath thick with what’s coming.

Amelia steps closer. Her fingers trail along my jaw, tilting my face up until my eyes meet hers.

“Tonight you learn to serve me properly.” Her voice is calm, every syllable carved with authority. “You will not touch yourself. You will not come. All attention is on my pleasure. Do you understand?”

A hard swallow, throat aching. Denial closes around me — not a blow, but a grip. It hurts, but beneath the ache something else rises: relief, sharp and clean. My wants dissolve. Only hers matter.

“Yes, Miss Shelton.”

She lets my chin go and moves to the dresser. Gaze drops, but the soft slide of fabric and the creak of leather speak for her. When she speaks, her tone is low, instructional.

“Look at me.”

Eyes lift. She’s stripped to black lace lingerie that frames her body in inky geometry. The harness buckles around her hips, leather cutting against bare skin. The cock juts forward, thick and unapologetic, silicone shining in lamplight.

She adjusts the straps, draws them tighter, ensuring every buckle is secure. Every step on display. Every step a lesson.

“This is the cock you will worship,” she says, her hand closing around the shaft. “This is what good girls take when they please me.”

Heat flashes across my face, shame and need twining until they’re inseparable. My caged cock throbs, the metal pressing deep into already tender flesh. A nod, words lost somewhere behind the pounding in my ears.

Amelia moves to the bed, perches on the edge with her legs spread. The cock stands between her thighs, proud and deliberate. She leans back, bracing herself on her hands, and pins me with a look that empties me of everything but obedience.

She crooks her finger.

“Crawl.”

The word strips away whatever pride lingered from the party. No more composed assistant navigating a sea of Amelia’s peers. Not anymore. I am this — hands and knees pressed into the carpet, crawling toward her, each inch a fresh humiliation.

The rug’s fibers scrape my palms, the friction grounding. My caged cock hangs heavy beneath me, swaying with each movement, a silent metronome of disgrace. By the time I reach her feet, cheeks blaze, breath broken into shallow bursts.

Amelia’s hand slips beneath my chin, raising my face. Her thumb drags over my lower lip, possessive, unhurried.

“Thank me,” she commands, “for the chance to serve.”

Lips part. Submission rushes over my tongue, pride dissolving into something sweet and desperate.

“Thank you, Miss Shelton.”

“Now ask permission.”

A hesitation, throat raw, gaze flicking to the cock waiting for me, then back to her face. The cage throbs, every nerve focused on her.

“Please,” I whisper, voice rough, cracked. “Please let me suck your cock, Miss Shelton.”

Her lips tilt in approval. A single nod, regal.

“You may.”

I bend forward, hands planted on the rug, lips parting as I draw near. The cock presses cool against my mouth, silicone slightly textured. A kiss to the tip, then my jaw stretches wide, sliding it past my lips and onto my tongue.

“Hands behind your back.”

I scramble to obey, wrists clasping behind me. The position strips away any illusion of control, leaves me off balance, helpless before her. The cock slides deeper, tongue tracing the underside, saliva slick my mouth.

Amelia’s hand settles on the back of my head, fingers threading into my hair. Not pulling yet — just holding, a silent promise of control.

“Open wider. Take it in.”

My jaw forces open, surrendering as she feeds the cock deeper. It nudges the back of my throat. A gag, body recoiling. Spit surges up, dripping from my chin. Tears sting, vision blurs.

“Good,” Amelia murmurs. “Now breathe around it.”

Air drags through my nose as she pushes in. My throat convulses, gagging again, tears hot against my cheeks. Saliva streams down, slicking the cock, spilling over my chest in messy rivulets.

“Eyes up. Watch me.”

Through watery vision, my gaze locks onto hers. Calm, intent, watching every twitch, every shudder. Not cruel. Instructing. A lesson, not a game.

She pulls back slightly, air rushing into my lungs, then drives the cock in again. Deeper. My throat rebels, body fights, but I hold still, hands bound behind me by her word.

“Sloppier,” she says. “I want you a mess for me.”

The spit pours freely, pooling on the rug, sliding over my breasts. Wet, choked noises and helpless gasps fill the room. A disaster. Tears and spit, makeup ruined, nose running.

And beneath it all, the cage pulses, leaking against the steel, my body screaming for relief I’ll never have.

Amelia’s grip tightens, commanding. Her hips roll, fucking my mouth in slow, unrelenting thrusts. The cock slides in and out, each motion pushing deeper, wringing fresh gags from me.

“You’re my cocksucker now, Christine,” she says, voice low, solid. “Show me how much you need to serve.”

A sound tears loose — a moan, pleading and broken. Need burns through me. To be used, stripped down to nothing but a mouth for her. My hands curl into fists behind me, nails biting into flesh as I choke back the urge to reach down, to escape the pressure mounting between my legs.

Her hips pick up speed, each thrust jarring my jaw, the cock slamming into the back of my throat. Gags wrench harder, body trembling, but I don’t pull away. I can’t. She holds me steady, refusing to let me slip free.

Spit and tears slick my face, soaking into my skin. Jaw aches, muscles protesting. Throat raw, every swallow a sting. And still, she fucks my mouth — relentless, implacable.

Then, abruptly, she stops.

The cock pulls free with a wet, obscene sound. Air rushes in, lungs burning, but respite doesn’t come. She drags the spit-slick cock across my lips, smearing saliva over my cheeks, marking me with evidence of my service.

“Thank me,” she orders, tone cutting. “Beg for more.”

Sobs break loose — whether from the ache in my body or the weight in my chest, I can’t tell. Words splinter.

“Thank you, Miss Shelton. Please — please use me again. I need it. I need your cock.”

Her smile sharpens, razor-edged, pleased. The cock thrusts back into my mouth, no warning, burying to the hilt. My nose presses to the leather harness, its scent filling my lungs. I choke, throat convulsing, but her grip holds firm.

“Take all of it, good girl.”

Breath vanishes. Thought disintegrates. Only the cock fills my throat, the dizzying ache in my lungs, the pressure in my skull. Amelia’s hand stays steady, refusing to let go.

She pulls back just enough for a ragged breath, then drives forward, setting a punishing rhythm. Her hips snap, each thrust forcing more spit down my chin, more choked moans from deep in my chest.

“This is how you serve,” she grits out, voice thick with satisfaction. “Your mouth is mine.”

Yes. Fuck, yes. My mouth, my body, my shame — all hers. The thought sears through me, lighting every nerve. I exist only for this: to be used, to be nothing but a vessel for her pleasure.

Her grip tightens, holding me firm as she fucks my face, counting under her breath. One. Two. Three. Vision tunnels, every muscle burning for air. Four. Five. Six. Hands jerk behind my back, useless. Seven. Eight. Nine. Black flecks scatter behind my eyes. Ten.

The cock yanks free. I collapse forward, forehead pressed to her thigh, sobbing, gasping. Spit puddles on the rug, a sticky testament to my degradation.

Amelia strokes my hair, her touch almost gentle. Her gaze drops to the cage straining so hard the metal bites, pre-cum oozing from the tip, smearing against my thighs.

Her face hardens.

“Pathetic,” she says, voice icy. “You don’t get to come. This is about my pleasure, not yours.”

Shame scalds, fierce, unrelenting. But underneath, arousal surges hotter. She’s right. My pleasure means nothing. The cage proves it, a steel collar for my cock, a reminder that my body is hers to use, to neglect, to own.

“I’m sorry, Miss Shelton,” I croak, words broken.

She wipes my face with her hand, dragging spit and tears across my cheeks, then strokes my hair again — somewhere between comfort and possession.

“Kneel up. Hands on your head.”

I rise, kneeling tall, hands laced behind my head. The pose pushes my chest forward, leaving the caged cock exposed, a helpless offering. Amelia steps behind me, pivots me until the full-length mirror on the closet door reflects everything.

“Look at yourself.”

No escape. The woman in the glass is devastated. Makeup streaks like war paint down her cheeks. Spit glistens on her chin and chest, pooling above her collarbones. Lips swollen, bruised, shiny from use. Hair snarled where Amelia gripped it. And between her thighs, that obscene cage, cock hard, leaking, denied.

This is me.

Amelia moves up behind me, her hand slipping around my jaw, forcing my head back against her stomach, locking my gaze on the mirror. Her other hand skims my collarbone, trails down over my chest, circles a nipple, then drifts lower — stopping just above the locked cage.

“You are mine,” she breathes, her lips brushing my ear. “This is what belonging looks like.”

A sob bursts free — not pain, not terror. Relief. Crashing, undeniable relief. No more pretending. No more holding the pieces together. I can be messy, shattered, useless except as hers — and that is enough.

“Yes, Miss Shelton,” I manage, voice ragged, spent.

She holds me there, her breath warm against my temple, her body a fortress behind me. Then she lets go, stepping away.

Hands clasped on my head, I stay kneeling, staring at the ruin in the mirror. She strips off the harness, sets it aside, and disappears into the bathroom. When she returns, a warm washcloth rests in her hands. Her touch is gentle, wiping away spit and smeared makeup in slow, steady passes.

Each stroke forgives.

When she’s satisfied, she slides a silk robe over my shoulders and guides me to the bed. I sit, boneless, letting her settle beside me. She draws me into her lap. My cheek presses to her chest, her heartbeat slow and steady beneath my ear.

“You pleased me,” she says, fingers threading through my hair. “You’re learning well.”

Her words seep in, thick and golden. Approval. Validation. Everything I’ve craved, distilled into a few precious syllables. My eyes close, tension melting away. Nothing remains but her touch, her voice, the certainty that she will hold me together.

She lifts a glass of water from the nightstand, tilts it to my lips. The coolness soothes my raw throat as I drink greedily. She sets the glass down and resumes stroking my hair, her touch steady, anchoring.

“Sleep soon,” she murmurs. “But first…”

She reaches for a compact on the nightstand — small, elegant, silver gleaming under the lamp. She places it where the mirror’s face fractures the light.

“Tomorrow, you’ll show me what you see when you look at her.”

Her. Not me. Her. Christine.

I nod, too spent for words. When I slip into the bed, the robe cocooning me, throat raw and my caged cock still aching, the compact’s reflection holds my gaze.

The mirror gleams — promise and threat, challenge and invitation.

Tomorrow, I’ll have to name what I see. Tomorrow, I’ll have to face Christine and confess the truth of what she is.

But tonight, exhaustion pulls me under. I drift, wrapped in Amelia’s aftercare, sinking into the unfamiliar peace of being thoroughly, purposefully used.

My eyes flutter shut. The cage stays tight, an unrelenting presence against my skin. My throat throbs with every swallow. Behind closed lids, the mirror lingers — messy, marked, claimed.

Mine, Amelia said.

For the first time, I don’t flinch. The word — hers — settles inside me, warm and undeniable, like it was always meant to be there. No protest rises, no instinctive shield snaps into place. Deep inside, something releases, something coiled tight since the moment her gaze first claimed me.

I am hers. Entirely. The certainty pulses through me, thrumming in time with the ache behind the cage, every throb a reminder of my submission. No fight remains — only the ache of surrender, sharp and sweet, wrapping itself around my chest. Even the raw burn in my throat feels like her signature, her name branded into me with every gasping breath. I’m marked in ways that go deeper than the surface. Every inch of me bears the proof of her dominion, the quiet, unyielding truth that I exist for her pleasure, her will.

The compact catches the low light on the nightstand, a quiet promise of what tomorrow will demand. Its reflection holds secrets I’m not ready to face — not yet. But tonight, between the finality of surrender and the soft pull of sleep, I’m nothing but what she’s made. Wanted. Claimed. Hers.

The mirror waits, its secrets shimmering just out of reach. I close my eyes and let myself drift. My body aches, raw and used, but fullness replaces the emptiness I’ve carried for so long. The thought follows me into sleep, curling around me like a tether, and for the first time, I dream of home.
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Chapter 13


I wake with the diffuse morning light pushing through the sheers, no alarm necessary. My body has adapted to this routine — rising early enough to prepare, finding calmness in my stillness. The soreness in my throat has faded to a memory, the ache behind the cage a familiar pressure. I stretch under the duvet. The silk nightgown slides against my bare legs, and I let the sensation settle before I rise.

The compact sits on the nightstand where Amelia placed it last night. Not now.

I slip from bed, my feet finding the cool floor, and pad toward the kitchen. The penthouse is silent, the city beyond the windows muted by rain streaking the glass in slow, diagonal lines. Amelia’s door is closed. She’s still asleep — or at least, still in her room. I know her schedule better than my own pulse now. She’ll emerge in forty minutes, expect her tea on the desk, the blinds adjusted to filter the glare, her calendar displayed on the tablet with notes for the day.

I don’t wait for instruction. I simply move.

The kettle hisses as I fill it, set it on the burner, and retrieve the black tea from its designated tin. One teaspoon. Loose leaf. Steep for exactly four minutes. A single lemon slice balanced on the saucer’s edge. The ritual flows through my hands without conscious thought, a sequence forged from repetition and correction. When the timer chimes, I pour the tea into her favorite porcelain cup and carry it to the desk, setting it precisely where she will expect it.

The tablet waits beside it. I wake the screen, pull up her calendar, and scan the day’s meetings. A client call at ten, lunch with an investor at noon, a board review at three. I add a note beneath the lunch entry: Confirm reservation 24 hours prior — requested window table. She mentioned it offhand yesterday, and I filed it away. Now it’s here, completed before she has to ask.

I adjust the blinds, angling them to diffuse the overcast light without dimming the room entirely. Then I pause, surveying the space. Everything is in its place. The tea steams gently. The tablet glows. The rain taps a steady rhythm against the glass.

I didn’t scramble to do this. I didn’t panic or check the clock. I just… did it.

The awareness surfaces, soft and certain. This isn’t compliance born of fear. This is ease. The space between command and action has collapsed into something automatic, something almost inherent.

I don’t finish the thought. Not yet.

I turn and head to the dressing room, the silk nightgown whispering against my thighs. Inside, the closet’s racks wait, organized by category and color. Lingerie on the left, dresses and skirts on the right, blouses and cardigans beyond that. Shoes are lined beneath, heels arranged by height. It’s my uniform now, the wardrobe of Christine, and I know every piece as intimately as I once knew the contents of my gym bag.

I run my fingers along the lingerie sets, considering. There’s no directive for today — no event requiring a specific look, no occasion demanding particular elegance. Amelia hasn’t said a word about what I should wear.

So the choice is mine.

My hand hovers over a simple cotton set — cream, comfortable, unobtrusive. Safe. Then it drifts past, skimming lace and silk until it lands on emerald green. A balconette bra with delicate seams, matching panties edged in scalloped lace. I’ve worn it before, once, when Amelia selected it for a dinner she hosted. I remember the way the green caught the light, the way she’d glanced at me across the table and smiled — just a flicker, just enough.

I pull the set from the drawer, hold it against my chest, and meet my reflection in the mirrored closet door. The fabric is cool in my hands, the color rich and deep. I don’t choose it because I think she’ll approve. I choose it because I like the way it looks. Because I want to wear it.

The truth of it doesn’t crash into me. It settles, quiet and absolute.

I slip the nightgown over my head and dress slowly, letting the lace glide over my skin. The bra cups fit perfectly, lifting and shaping. The panties hug my hips, the cage nestled snugly beneath. I add sheer stockings, rolling them up my legs with a practiced touch, and fasten them to the garter belt’s clasps. Then I select a simple silk blouse — ivory, with pearl buttons — and a pencil skirt in charcoal. The outfit is professional, elegant, and entirely my own construction.

I turn to the vanity, settling into the cushioned chair. My makeup kit waits, brushes and palettes arranged in perfect rows. I switch on the vanity light, and the mirror floods with soft, even illumination. My face stares back — bare, framed by hair that has grown long enough to style, my cheekbones sharper than they used to be.

I reach for the primer, smoothing it across my skin with my fingertips. Foundation next, blended with a damp sponge until the coverage is seamless. Concealer beneath my eyes, patted gently. Powder to set. The motions are second nature now, each step flowing into the next without hesitation. My hands know this routine without needing my mind to guide them.

Blush along my cheekbones. A sweep of neutral shadow across my lids, a deeper brown in the crease. A thin line of eyeliner, winged at the corners. Mascara, applied with careful strokes to avoid clumping. Then lipstick — a soft rose that complements the green of the lingerie beneath my clothes.

I press my lips together, smooth the color, and lean back to assess. The woman in the mirror looks polished, composed. Pretty. I tilt my head, checking the symmetry of my eyeliner, and allow myself a small, private smile.

The door to the dressing room is open. I don’t hear her approach, but the air shifts — the space recalibrates when Amelia enters. My hand pauses mid-reach for the lip gloss, and I glance toward the doorway.

She’s there, leaning against the frame with her arms crossed loosely, her expression unreadable. She’s already dressed — tailored trousers and a silk blouse, her hair pulled back in its perfect chignon. Her gaze moves over me slowly, taking in the makeup, the blouse, the way I’m sitting with my back straight and my legs crossed at the ankle.

She says nothing.

The silence stretches, heavy with intent. It’s a test; I recognize it instantly. She’s waiting to see if I’ll falter, if I’ll turn to her for permission or approval, if the absence of her voice will unravel my certainty.

I hold her gaze in the mirror for a breath, then turn back to my reflection. I pick up the lip gloss, twist the cap, and apply a thin layer over the lipstick. The sheen catches the light. I press my lips together again, set the gloss down, and smooth a stray strand of hair behind my ear.

Only then do I turn to face her.

“Good morning, Miss Shelton.” My voice is steady, calm. “Your tea is on the desk. I’ve noted the lunch reservation confirmation in your calendar.”

Her lips curve, a minute shift at the corners. “Thank you, Christine.”

She doesn’t say more. She doesn’t have to. The approval is in her tone, in the way her gaze lingers for a moment before she turns and walks toward the office. She goes. I rise from the vanity and follow at a respectful distance.

Breakfast is simple. I prepare scrambled eggs with chives, toast with butter, and a bowl of fresh berries. Amelia sits at the kitchen island, her tablet propped beside her plate as she scrolls through emails. I set her food before her without fanfare, then pour myself a cup of tea and take the seat across from her.

She glances up. “Status on the client call?”

I don’t hesitate. “The contract revisions were sent Friday. Legal confirmed receipt. The call is scheduled for ten, and I’ve prepared a summary of the outstanding clauses for your review. It’s saved to the shared drive.”

She nods, returning to her tablet. “Good.”

The single word lands with a quiet finality. Not effusive praise, not exaggerated approval — just acknowledgment. Recognition that I have done what was expected, and done it well. It should feel routine by now, unremarkable. But the warmth that unfurls in my chest is distinct.

I sip my tea, letting the silence settle between us. The rain has softened to a drizzle, tapping gently against the windows. Amelia finishes her eggs, sets her fork down with precise care, and reaches for her coffee.

“There’s a maintenance visit scheduled for this afternoon,” I say, keeping my tone even. “The building sent a notice yesterday — routine HVAC inspection. I’ve confirmed they will arrive at two. I’ll be here to let them in, so you won’t need to interrupt your board review.”

She pauses, coffee cup halfway to her lips, and looks at me. “You cleared that with building management?”

“Yes, Miss Shelton. I called yesterday and requested they coordinate around your schedule.”

Her gaze holds mine for a beat longer, and then she nods. “Well done.”

Two words. That’s all. But the satisfaction that roots itself beneath my ribs is sharp and sweet, fitting into place like the final piece of a puzzle I didn’t know I was assembling.

The morning passes in quiet efficiency. I tidy the kitchen while Amelia takes her client call, her voice a low murmur from the office. When she emerges, I’m already at the desk, organizing files and responding to inquiries from her assistant network. She pauses behind my chair, one hand resting briefly on my shoulder.

“I’ll be out until four,” she says. “Lunch, then the review. You have the afternoon.”

“Yes, Miss Shelton.”

Her fingers press lightly against my shoulder blade — just once, just enough — and then she’s gone. The penthouse door clicks shut behind her, and the space exhales into stillness.

I sit for a moment, listening to the rain, then rise and cross to the dressing room. Amelia’s instruction was clear: I have the afternoon. Free time, granted without task or expectation. I could read, rest, watch something on the television. But as I stand in the doorway, surveying the meticulously organized racks and shelves, a different impulse takes hold.

The dressing area is functional, efficient — but it could be better. More intuitive. More mine.

I move to the lingerie drawer first, pull it open, and begin sorting. Sets are grouped by color, but not by type. Everyday pieces are mixed with special-occasion lace. I empty the drawer onto the bed and start fresh, reorganizing by function: daily wear on the left, formal sets on the right, delicate pieces requiring hand-washing in a separate compartment. Then I move to the shoes, rearranging them by occasion rather than just height — work heels together, evening stilettos grouped separately, casual flats in their own section.

The process is meditative, each decision mine to make. I’m not following a directive. I’m not second-guessing Amelia’s preferences. I am simply improving the space. Making it work better for the routines I’ve built, for the life I live here.

When I finish, the dressing room feels transformed — not radically different, but refined. More aligned. I step back, hands on my hips, and survey the result with a quiet pride.

This is mine. Not because I own it, but because I’ve shaped it. Because I care enough to make it better.

The thought lands with a strange, clarifying force. I care. Not out of fear, not out of obligation — but because this space, this role, this life has become something I want to tend.

The afternoon light shifts as the rain clears, pale gold filtering through the windows. I let the maintenance crew in at two, direct them to the HVAC panel, and wait nearby in case they need access to other areas. They finish in twenty minutes, thank me politely, and leave. I lock the door behind them, reset the alarm, and return to the living area.

The penthouse is quiet again, the city beyond the glass humming with distant motion. I move to the bedroom, drawn by an impulse I don’t fully understand. The silk robe hangs on the back of the door — a favorite, blush pink with lace trim at the cuffs and hem. I slip out of the blouse and skirt, folding them neatly, and pull on the robe. The fabric settles against my skin like a sigh, cool and smooth.

I cross to the vanity, sit, and lean toward the mirror. My lipstick has faded slightly, the edges blurred from tea and conversation. Without thinking, I reach for the tube, twist it open, and reapply. The rose color glides over my lips, and I press them together, smoothing the line before capping the tube.

Then I freeze.

My hand hovers above the vanity, the lipstick still in my fingers. I stare at my reflection — at the careful makeup, the styled hair, the robe draped elegantly over the lingerie I chose this morning. At the woman looking back at me with calm, certain eyes.

There was no instruction. No command. Amelia didn’t tell me to touch up my makeup. She isn’t even here.

I did this because I wanted to.

The awareness unfolds slowly, irrefutably. I lift my gaze to meet my own eyes in the mirror, and the truth sits between us, quiet and immense. The fight — the resistance, the internal war — it ended weeks ago. Maybe longer. I’ve been moving through my days with ease not because I’ve been broken, but because I’ve stopped pretending.

This is who I am now. This is who I want to be.

I set the lipstick down, my hand trembling faintly. The compact sits beside it, small and silver, gleaming under the vanity light. I reach for it, my fingers brushing the cool metal, and flip it open.

My face fills the small mirror — closer, more intimate than the vanity’s reflection. The careful line of my eyeliner, the soft blush on my cheeks, the shine of fresh lipstick—they fill the small mirror. The woman Amelia has shaped, the woman I’ve become under her hand, stares back. But more than that, the woman I’ve chosen to be.

“A woman shaped by discipline,” I whisper, the words forming without permission. “Softened by belonging. Proud of her service.”

The statement hangs in the air, and I don’t take it back. I don’t flinch. I just hold it. Let it settle.

This is Christine. Not a mask. Not a performance. Me.

The sound of the penthouse door opening pulls me from the mirror. I snap the compact shut, set it down, and rise, smoothing the robe over my hips. My pulse is steady. My hands are calm. I walk to the bedroom doorway and pause. Amelia sets her briefcase on the console table and shrugs out of her coat.

She glances up, and our eyes meet across the space. For a moment, neither of us speaks. Then she crosses the room slowly, her gaze moving over me — the robe, the fresh lipstick, the quiet certainty in my posture.

“You’ve been busy,” she says, her tone light but laced with something deeper.

“I reorganized the dressing room,” I reply. “By function. It made more sense.”

“Did it.”

It’s not quite a question. More an acknowledgment, an invitation to elaborate. But I don’t need to. She is already reading the answer in the way I stand, the way I meet her gaze without hesitation.

She steps closer, lifts a hand, and brushes her thumb along my jawline. “You’ve chosen.”

The words are not a question either. They are a statement — one she has been waiting to say, one she has known was coming.

I nod, the motion small but definite. “Yes, Miss Shelton.”

Her thumb stills against my skin. “Say it.”

I swallow, the cage pressing against me as my pulse quickens. But my voice doesn’t waver.

“I am Christine. I am yours.”

The silence that follows isn’t empty. It is alive — pulsing with the essence of truth, embodying a surrender that’s not a defeat but a liberation. Amelia’s gaze softens, just slightly, and she leans in, pressing her lips to my forehead in a gesture so tender it steals my breath.

“Tonight,” she murmurs against my skin, “we make it real.”

She pulls back, reaches for the compact on the vanity, and closes it with a soft click. Then she sets it aside and nods toward the bedroom door.

“The mirror is ready.”

I follow her gaze. The edge of the full-length mirror is visible through the doorway, positioned where it wasn’t before. Waiting. Deliberate.

My throat tightens, but it isn’t fear. It’s anticipation. Certainty. Readiness.

Amelia’s hand finds the small of my back, guiding me forward. The rain has stopped entirely now, leaving the city washed clean and glowing in the soft light of early evening. Tonight, I will see myself fully. Tonight, I will claim the truth I have already chosen.
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Chapter 14


The walk from the living room to Amelia’s bedroom stretches into a procession. Each step in my heels lands with a muffled click on the hardwood, the cadence slow, ceremonial. Amelia’s hand anchors me at the small of my back, her touch steady, her presence a silent command keeping me tethered. My chest pulls tight, the air thick with what’s coming.

Past the doorframe, the mirror catches the low lamplight, its glass already holding a version of me that doesn’t exist yet — full-length, centered, patient as a held breath.

My pulse stutters. The cage hugs me with every step, its pressure so constant it’s become a part of me — a secret, unyielding companion. But tonight, that pressure will change. Tonight, Amelia makes it real.

We cross the threshold together. The door closes behind us with a muted click. The bedroom glows at the edges, soft golden perimeter lights blurring every sharp line. Somewhere, a low loop of strings and piano cycles — repetitive, hypnotic, settling into my bones. By the mirror, a tray waits: the small, gleaming key; a bottle of lubricant; towels, precise and folded; and a set of butt plugs in ascending sizes, lined up like tools for a ritual.

My breath catches, nerves and want tangling.

Amelia leads me to the mirror’s center, positioning me so my reflection commands my attention. The person staring back — silk robe cinched at the waist, hair styled, lipstick sharp, heels reshaping my stance — is Christine. Complete, poised. But tonight, she must prove she’s real.

Amelia steps back, shifting into view in the glass without blocking it. Her gaze is unwavering, focused, and the gravity in her expression knots something in my throat. This isn’t just obedience — it’s a rite.

“Tonight,” she begins, her voice rich and low, “you will claim yourself.”

I swallow, hands trembling at my sides.

“You will come,” she says, “but only as her. And only with my permission.”

Her words settle into my skin, binding me. My reflection shimmers, eyes burning, but I refuse to look away.

Amelia draws close, her hand brushing my shoulder. “The rules are simple. Maintain eye contact with your reflection at all times. Obey without question. Accept everything I give you.”

I nod, voice too small, breath tight.

“Say it,” she commands, voice steely but not unkind.

“I will obey, Miss Shelton,” I whisper. “I will accept everything you give me.”

Her lips curl into a faint, approving smile. “Good.”

She steps behind me, hands gliding to the tie of my robe. The knot loosens, silk falling open and slipping from my shoulders to the floor. Cool air skims my skin. The full effect of my body hits — delicate lace bra, matching panties, the cage outlined beneath the sheer fabric, months of discipline carved into my shape.

Amelia’s hands settle on my hips, holding me steady as she examines our reflection. “Beautiful,” she murmurs, almost to herself. “But not yet complete.”

She moves to the tray, her movements deliberate as she picks up the small key. Metal flashes in the soft light. My pulse trips as she returns, kneeling before me. Her fingers slip into the waistband of my panties, peeling them down my thighs and letting them pool at my ankles. The cage stands exposed, the sense of bareness electric, almost unbearable.

Amelia’s palm cups the cage, her thumb tracing the metal. “This will come off,” she says, voice hushed, reverent. “But only for one purpose. To become her.”

I nod, throat closed.

The key slots into the lock. The click rings out, sharp and final. The cage loosens, and she removes it, cradling it before placing it gently on the tray. My cock, soft from weeks of denial, hangs unguarded. The air brushes against it, alien — too much space, too much liberty.

Amelia picks up the cage once more, presenting it to me. “Hold it,” she instructs.

The metal presses cold and heavy into my palms. In the mirror, Christine holds her own constraint, submission made tangible.

“Acknowledge it,” Amelia says. “Say what it means.”

My voice shakes, but the words come. “It means… I belong to you. It means I am yours to control.”

“And now it is gone,” she replies, taking the cage and returning it to the tray. “But not forever. Only for tonight.”

She reaches for the lubricant, pours a generous amount into her palm, and kneels again. Her hands move briskly, efficient, slicking my cock with practiced precision. Warmth jolts through me, slipperiness awakening nerves long dormant. My hips twitch, but her grip holds me in place, inescapable.

“We are preparing your body,” she says, voice even, “to accept your mind.”

Her hand slides along my shaft, slow and thorough, coating every inch. Blood stirs, heat building, swelling in her grasp. My gaze drags back to the mirror, forcing myself to witness — Christine’s body accepting this touch.

When she’s satisfied, Amelia rises, her body a steady presence at my back. Her hands rest on my shoulders, guiding my stance. “Look at yourself,” she says. “Tell me what you see.”

My reflection stares back: the gentle swell of my hips, the lace bra, smooth skin, the oiled cock swelling beneath her touch. “I see… Christine,” I whisper.

“Good.” Her hands drift down my arms, guiding mine to rest at my waist, her fingers overlapping mine. “Touch her,” she commands. “Narrate what you feel.”

My hands move over my hips, tracing the curve, the softness, the womanly shape. “Her hips. My hips.”

“Again.”

Her guidance lifts my hands, over my stomach, tracing the line of my waist to the lace of my bra. My fingertips brush the fabric, finding the shape molded by padding and desire. “Her body. Christine’s body.”

“Good.” Amelia’s voice hovers by my ear, her breath warm, enveloping. “Now bend forward. Present yourself.”

My heart leaps, but I bend, hands braced on my thighs. In the mirror, my ass lifts, on display, vulnerable and offered. Amelia moves to the tray, selects the smallest plug, coats it liberally with lube. She returns behind me, one hand anchoring my hip, the other guiding the plug to my hole.

“Watch,” she commands.

My gaze locks on the mirror, catching my own face as the cool tip presses against my entrance. Pressure grows, silicone stretching me open. A gasp escapes, hips jerking, but Amelia holds me fast. The plug slides deeper, and my mouth falls open, eyes wide, the flush blooming along my collarbones.

“Accept it,” she urges, voice dropping lower. “Watch yourself accept it.”

The plug slides home, the stretch immediate, deep, inescapable. Breath shortens, each inhale shallow. Submission etches itself into my features — the slack mouth, the need.

“Stand,” she says.

I rise slowly, the plug shifting inside me, settling into a constant, aching fullness. Amelia moves to my side, her hand pressing at the small of my back. “Walk.”

Steps come deliberate, rigid from the heels. The fullness between my legs refuses to let me forget who owns me. Every step, every sway belongs to her.

“Describe the feeling,” she orders.

“It’s… full. It makes me feel… owned.”

“Good.” She draws me back to the mirror, arranging me once more, then moves to the tray. She chooses the next plug — thicker, longer — and coats it in lube. Dread and excitement twist together, knotting tight.

“The first was preparation,” she says, approaching. “This is acceptance.”

She kneels behind me again, withdrawing the first plug with excruciating care. A whimper slips free, emptiness yawning for a moment before the larger one presses insistently at my hole. The stretch sharpens instantly, a bite of rawness. A grunt tears out, hips lurching forward, but Amelia’s hands pin me in place.

“Accept it,” she repeats, voice ironclad. “Watch yourself accept it.”

My gaze locks on the mirror, every flicker of sensation rippling across my face as the plug inches deeper. The burn flares, raw and unrelenting — my body reshaped to her will. Breath shudders through me, surrendering inch by inch until the plug settles in place. A tremor runs through me, and tears spill, black streaks smudging the image of Christine in the glass.

“Beautiful,” Amelia murmurs, rising to her full height. “You are so beautiful when you surrender.”

She positions me in front of the mirror again, so close every ruined detail reflects back — smeared makeup, flushed cheeks, parted lips. My cock stands hard, glistening with lube, twitching with each heartbeat. Amelia pours lube into her palm, wraps her hand around mine, guiding it to my cock.

“You will stroke,” she instructs, her hand enveloping mine, “only when I move. Follow my rhythm.”

Her grip firms, and together we begin — deliberate, dragging movements that promise more than they deliver. Pleasure coils tight, dragged up from the root with every stroke. A gasp escapes, hips jerking, but her other hand clamps over my hip, denying even the smallest rebellion.

“Eyes up,” she commands. “Watch her face as she feels this.”

Christine stares back, lips trembling, chest heaving, eyes dark and glassy with need. Our joined hands stroke again, and every ripple of pleasure, every shift from resistance to naked want, etches itself into her reflection.

The rhythm tortures, slow and deliberate, each stroke tightening the pressure inside me. Thighs tremble, breath roughens, every muscle strung taut. Amelia controls everything — the pace, the pressure, the edge I’m balanced on.

She lets go briefly, retrieving something from the tray. The soft buzz of a vibrator fills the air before she presses it to the base of my cock, right above my balls. Vibration floods me, relentless, overwhelming. It throbs through my pelvis, into my spine. My thighs clench, toes digging into the carpet, a desperate moan ripping free. Still, her hand forces mine to keep stroking — slow, merciless.

Each stroke drags slick pleasure across my cockhead, the vibrator sending sharp jolts through my balls. Orgasm builds, every nerve raw and fired, the line between pain and pleasure dissolving. I teeter, held in place by her hand, my own body betraying me.

“Watch,” Amelia commands, her voice slicing through the fog. “Watch her face as she feels this.”

The wreckage in the mirror holds me captive — mouth hanging open, lips slick and red, eyes unfocused and desperate. Christine’s voice leaks out in broken gasps, sounds unrecognizable as mine. Hunger glares back, naked, ugly, beautiful. My cock throbs, harder than it’s ever been, pre-cum glistening on my fist. Every second draws me tighter, nerves burning with need.

Then — her hand clamps down, halting all motion. The stroking stops, the vibrator clicks off, and my cock pulses helplessly, denied the climax that’s been building for weeks. Emptiness crashes in, a cold ache settling deep.

A ragged sob bursts free, raw and desperate. “Please—”

“Not yet.” Her tone, gentle yet absolute, brooks no argument. She locks our hands around my cock, holding me still, forcing me to feel every second of her chosen denial. “You will beg for it. As her.”

Something inside fractures. Tears streak down my face, hot, cutting through foundation and mascara. Salt lingers at the corners of my mouth, humiliation and need tangling in the taste. The mirror dissolves me — Christine, ruined, black rivers of makeup carving paths down her cheeks, nipples visible through lace, plug wedged deep inside, every detail screaming surrender. My cock leaks into my palm, frantic, starved for friction. Shame, need, gratitude — they knot together, indistinguishable.

A stuttering gasp claws its way out. My voice, stripped bare, rasps into the air. “Please. Please, Miss Shelton—” Words tear loose, rough and hoarse, dredged from somewhere hidden. “Please let me come as her. I need to come as Christine. I need to—” The plea collapses, my body shuddering with sobs I can’t contain. “I need to be her. I need to be yours. Please. Please, I’ll do anything, just—”

The room stills, every stray sound muffled by the tension between us. Amelia’s reflection looms behind me, gaze locked to mine in the mirror — dark, unrelenting, alive with hunger that doesn’t just take but reshapes. Pride sharpens her features, possessive, the look of someone watching their creation take form.

And I see it too, in the shattered reflection: a man unraveled, his edges softened and remade, resistance melted into something new, something hers. Under her dominance, something fierce emerges — pride, possession, a force that cradles as much as it claims.

I see myself as she must: ruined, unguarded, real. Christine, finally, nothing left hidden or denied.

“Permission granted,” Amelia whispers, her voice velvet over steel, the words locking into place with finality. They flood me, absolving, sacred. For a moment, I believe I could live forever inside this reflection.

Her hand leaves mine, and I stroke myself — wild now, no restraint, my fist pumping over my cock with the frantic need of weeks denied. Amelia’s hand clamps my chin, forcing my gaze to the mirror. Christine breaks apart before my eyes — her expression fracturing, every stroke peeling away the last threads of who I was.

“Watch yourself,” she commands, voice fierce and low. “Come for me, Christine.”

The orgasm crashes through me, cataclysmic. My body jolts, hips thrusting forward. The first spurt of cum splatters the mirror, a thick streak obscuring my face. Another pulse, another spray, until the glass is marked, my reflection blurred. My knees buckle. Amelia catches me, arms strong, holding me upright as the climax wracks me in violent waves.

A sob tears loose, raw and guttural — relief, release, the pure shock of what I’ve just done. I came as Christine. I watched her. I claimed myself, with her.

Amelia keeps me steady through the aftershocks. When my breathing slows, she helps me to sit on the bed’s edge, then retrieves a warm towel. Her touch is careful as she cleans me, then wipes the mirror in measured strokes, erasing every streak, every trace of surrender.

Then she reaches for the cage.

My breath catches, but resistance has long since fled. She kneels, sliding the cage over my softening cock, locking it in place. The click is sharp, final, grounding me in reality.

The freedom was a gift, never a right. The cage is my truth.

Amelia stands, returns the key to the tray, and cradles my face in her palms. “Who are you?” she asks, voice both gentle and commanding.

I meet her gaze, my voice clear, the answer ringing out despite the tears streaking my cheeks. “I am Christine. I am yours.”

Her smile, small but dazzling, softens every sharp edge. She leans down and kisses my forehead, so tenderly it steals the last of my breath.

“Good,” she murmurs, lips brushing my skin. “Because tomorrow, Christine has a great deal of work to do preparing for the executive retreat.”
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Chapter 15


The garment bag hangs on the closet door, the suit inside pressed to a sharp, unbroken line. I run my fingers along the seam one last time, confirming what I already know: every detail is precise. My hands move with assured fluency, folding silk scarves into the overnight case, checking the heel height on the court shoes matches the pencil skirt’s hem, sliding the tablet and backup charger into their compartments. Preparation isn’t a ritual I perform; it’s a language I inhabit now, instinctive and exact.

Behind me, the coffee maker lets out its final hiss. I pour Amelia’s first cup into the porcelain mug she prefers for morning briefings, swirling in just enough cream until it turns the color of caramel. The scent rises, anchoring and familiar. When I turn, she’s already in the bedroom doorway, wrapped in the silk robe I set out last night, her hair gathered into a loose twist that makes her look both composed and entirely in command.

“Good morning, Miss Shelton,” I say, setting the mug on the breakfast table beside the printed itinerary.

She crosses the room, her gaze sweeping over the documents I’ve lined up in order of priority. The itinerary sits on top, each session flagged with color-coded tabs. Beneath that, the updated dossiers on the attending executives. Below, contingency plans for weather, tech failures, dietary requests. She picks up the itinerary, eyes skimming the columns, and I watch for the minute shifts in her expression — subtle tells that reveal whether I’ve anticipated enough.

Her mouth curves, just barely. Not quite a smile; Amelia doesn’t waste them on logistics. But the message is clear: approval.

“You’ve included backup transportation in case the roads ice over,” she observes, voice even but undeniably pleased. “And a secondary meeting space in case the main room is double-booked.”

“The concierge confirmed availability this morning,” I reply. “They’ll hold it until noon tomorrow.”

She sets the itinerary down, her fingers resting at the paper’s edge. “Thank you, Christine.”

The words settle into me, unmistakable and soft. My chest tightens — not from nerves, not anymore. This is pride, sharp and clean, something earned. I meet her eyes and nod, steady. “You’re welcome, Miss Shelton.”

She takes a sip, watching me over the rim of her mug. “Are you ready?”

She isn’t asking about the packing or the itinerary. She means the retreat itself, the scrutiny from executives who will weigh me as an extension of her authority, the public display that will either confirm or erase everything I’ve become. I think of the woman I saw in the mirror last night: poised, elegant, capable. Christine. No costume. No mask. Simply… me.

“Yes,” I say. “I’m ready.”

The lodge rises from the winter landscape — stone and timber edged in frost, flanked by pines dusted with last night’s snow. The kind of place where fortunes are shaped over bourbon and the friction of handshake deals. I step from the car first, heels certain on the salted walkway, and wait as the driver retrieves our luggage. Amelia emerges a moment later, her cashmere coat draped over her shoulders, her expression calm, surveying everything. She doesn’t need to instruct me. I already know.

Inside, the lobby smells of cedar and wood smoke. A low fire snaps in the stone hearth, clusters of leather chairs forming intimate islands. I approach the front desk with Amelia’s reservation confirmation on my phone, my tone level and professional as I secure our suite, confirm the meeting rooms, and verify the audio-visual setup. The clerk’s fingers move deftly across the keyboard, her smile brisk and efficient.

“You’re all set, Miss Shelton,” she says, handing me two key cards. “And if you need anything during your stay, Christine, please don’t hesitate to call.”

Hearing my name — my true name — in this setting sends a current through me. I slide the cards into my portfolio and glance back to find Amelia watching, her gaze unwavering, approval simmering just beneath her composure. She says nothing, but the message is undeniable: Well done.

The bellhop manages our luggage seamlessly, guiding us through the hallways to a corner suite overlooking the valley. I tip him quietly, wait for the door to close, then move through the room with purposeful focus: check the wi-fi, confirm the conference call line, review the mini-bar against Amelia’s dietary notes. Amelia settles into the armchair by the window, her tablet balanced on her knee, outwardly absorbed but tracking every movement. She’s always observing.

Once everything is set, I cross to her side. “All set. The first roundtable starts in forty minutes.”

“Good,” she says, setting her tablet aside. “Then you have time to change.”

My outfit is already laid out on the bed — a charcoal sheath dress with a subtle sheen, nude heels, understated jewelry. Professional, refined, meant to blend into the background while signaling competence. In the bathroom, I go through the familiar steps: adjust the hem, smooth the fabric over my hips, reapply lipstick. When I emerge, Amelia rises from her chair, her gaze traveling slowly from my heels to my hair, taking in every detail.

“Perfect,” she says. Then, softer: “You look beautiful.”

The words settle over me, suffusing me with quiet rightness. I hold her gaze, drawing in the warmth of her approval, something rooting me in place. Not nerves. Not fear. Certainty.

“Thank you, Miss Shelton.”

She reaches out, fingers brushing the collar of my dress, adjusting it by the smallest margin. The touch is possessive — unmistakably deliberate. A claim that hums beneath my skin. Then she steps back, collecting her portfolio and coat. “Let’s go.”

The first roundtable convenes in a smaller conference room, all polished wood and leather chairs that creak under shifting weight. I take my seat just behind and to the left of Amelia, tablet open, stylus poised. Executives file in one by one, their talk a low hum of status and familiarity. I recognize most from their dossiers: Davies, the bluff senior partner with the heavy watch; Nguyen, the sharp-eyed CFO who misses nothing; Pearson, the ambitious VP eager for a place at the table.

Amelia greets each with quiet authority — her handshake firm, her smile reserved. The meeting begins.

I take notes in real time, fingers gliding across the screen as the conversation moves from quarterly projections to strategic pivots. Amelia commands the discussion, and I track every tonal shift, every silent negotiation. When Davies raises a concern about liquidity, I queue up the relevant spreadsheet and slide my tablet to Amelia without prompting. She glances, nods, and dismantles his objection with the data — efficient, almost surgical.

Nguyen watches the exchange, her expression unreadable. When the agenda shifts to logistics for next fiscal year, she leans forward. “Christine, do we have projections for vendor consolidation?”

A test. I meet her eyes, voice unwavering. “Yes. I can prepare a summary draft by the end of this session.”

“Perfect.” Something flickers across her face — respect, or at least recognition. I’m not a shadow here. I’m an asset.

At the break, I excuse myself, retrieve the files, and assemble the summary Nguyen requested. My fingers move with assurance, cross-referencing notes, formatting the document for quick digestion. When the group reconvenes, I hand a printed copy to Nguyen without ceremony. She skims the columns, then looks up.

“This is excellent,” she says, and the acknowledgment lands like morning sunlight. “Thank you.”

Amelia’s hand finds the table beside mine, her fingers brushing my wrist for an instant — a wordless message: I see you. Well done.

Lunch is a buffet in the main dining hall, meant to encourage mingling. I move through the room with Amelia, making introductions, steering conversation toward productive topics, intercepting small talk that could sap her focus. A junior partner tries to corner her with a rambling story about his recent vacation, and I step in, my smile polite but firm.

“Excuse me, Mr. Carrigan, but Miss Shelton has a call in fifteen minutes. Could we continue this later?”

He blinks, thrown, then recovers with a sheepish grin. “Of course. Sorry to ramble.”

Amelia’s hand brushes the small of my back as we move away, a brief, grounding touch. It’s subtle, nearly invisible, but it burns through the fabric of my dress. I draw in a slow breath, centering myself, and follow her to a quieter corner where we can eat undisturbed.

The afternoon presses at the seams. Twenty minutes before Amelia’s presentation, the hotel AV tech discovers the main projector is dead — a blown bulb, and the replacement hours away. Panic edges his voice as he stumbles through apologies. I feel my focus sharpen to a fine point.

“Is there a backup projector?” I ask, my tone even.

He hesitates. “There’s one in the secondary conference room, but — ”

“Can it be moved?”

He nods, uncertain. “Technically, yes, but it’ll take at least thirty minutes — ”

“Let’s begin.” I’m already dialing the hotel manager. “You handle the equipment. I’ll clear logistics.”

Relief flashes across his face and he rushes off. I spend the next twenty minutes coordinating staff, checking compatibility, testing cables and settings, making sure the transition appears effortless. By the time Amelia steps onto the podium, the backup projector hums quietly, the first slide luminous on the screen.

She doesn’t mention the near-disaster. She doesn’t need to. Her presentation flows without interruption — assured, commanding. The applause when she finishes is swift, genuine. I slip into my seat as questions begin, my pulse steady, hands folded.

Afterward, leaving the room, Amelia leans in, her voice meant for me alone. “Thank you.”

Simple words, but their force is undeniable. I nod, throat tight, and follow in her wake.

Dinner is formal — a long table in a private room, crystal and linen everywhere, the meal orchestrated to impress. I sit at Amelia’s side, posture flawless, my attention split between my own plate and the current of conversation swirling around us. Pearson, across the table, watches me with open curiosity. I sense the question before he speaks.

“So, Christine,” he says, tone casual but intent, “what’s your background? How’d you end up working with Amelia?”

Minefield. I meet his gaze, my expression serene. “My role is to ensure Miss Shelton’s strategic objectives run smoothly. I handle executive support, logistics, coordination.”

“That’s a wide mandate,” he says, smiling. “You must have an impressive resume.”

“I let my work speak for itself,” I answer, voice steady. “Actually, I noticed strong growth in your division last quarter. How are projections looking?”

He takes the cue, launching into details about his team’s performance. The spotlight slides off me. I exhale, reaching for my water, and under the table Amelia’s foot brushes mine — a silent, precise reward.

After dinner, the group drifts to the lounge for cocktails. I remain close, reading Amelia’s cues, managing her glass, gently steering a talkative guest toward another group when I notice fatigue creeping into Amelia’s features. She doesn’t signal. I simply know.

When we return to the suite, the quiet feels like a balm. Amelia closes the door, shoulders lowering for the first time all day. I cross to the desk, laying out materials for tomorrow’s brunch: seating chart, dietary notes, briefing packets. Each document in its place, every detail checked.

“Christine.”

Her voice calls me around. She stands by the window, her face softened in the lamplight. “Come here.”

I cross the room, heels silent on the plush carpet. She reaches for me, her hand settling at my waist, drawing me close. Her fingers trace the curve of my hip, the outline of my dress, and the tension of the day unspools beneath her touch.

“You were extraordinary,” she murmurs, voice low, rich. “Flawless.”

Praise, heavy as a gift. I lean into her, breath catching. “Thank you, Miss Shelton.”

She searches my face, eyes intent and dark. Then she lets me go, stepping back with the faintest smile. “Prepare for tomorrow’s brunch. One more day to prove what we already know.”

I nod and turn back to the desk. She moves toward the bedroom, but pauses at the doorway, glancing over her shoulder.

“Tomorrow is the final measure,” she says. “Sleep well.”

The door closes quietly behind her. I stand in the hush of the suite, my heart steady, my hands sure. Tomorrow they will measure me. And I am ready, at last, to be measured as myself.
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Chapter 16


The brunch setup is a meditation made visible. Each place card is in its precise place — Mr. Harrington at the head, Ms. Moss within easy reach of the coffee station, dietary notes tucked in discreet folders beneath every plate. My hands move with certainty, arranging flowers just off-center, adjusting the tilt of a butter knife by two degrees because accuracy is its own form of calm. Winter sunlight pours through the hotel’s floor-to-ceiling windows, turning the linen tablecloth into something bright. I step back, reviewing the arrangement with the kind of satisfaction I once reserved for closing deals.

This is different. Better. The pride sits clean in my chest, unclouded by the frantic urge to prove myself worthy of attention I’d never truly believed I deserved.

Amelia enters from the adjoining conference room, her expression composed but her gaze missing nothing. She pauses at the head of the table, fingers resting on the edge of Mr. Harrington’s folder. Her lips curve, a subtle, approving shift.

“Well done, Christine.”

The words land softly but settle deep. I nod, smoothing the front of my gray sheath dress — not fixing anything, just anchoring myself in the fabric’s texture, the gentle weight of my day collar snug against my throat.

“Thank you, Miss Shelton.”

She moves to my side, her hand pressing at the small of my back, the contact both directive and reassuring. Then the first guests arrive, and I slip seamlessly into my role.

I’m the filter. The gatekeeper. The buffer between Amelia and the dozens of small demands that would otherwise scatter her focus. When Mr. Harrington asks for decaf, I’m already pouring it. When Ms. Moss needs the revised portfolio, I hand it over before she finishes her sentence. I glide through the room with a composed efficiency that makes me invisible in the best way — present, capable, indispensable, yet never intrusive.

Conversation flows around me. Market projections, portfolio recalibrations, strategic pivots that will ripple across industries. I track every thread, noting the follow-ups Amelia will need, but I never interject. My worth isn’t in voicing opinions on merger schedules. It’s in ensuring Amelia never repeats herself.

Midway through the second course, I’m refilling water glasses when a gaze lingers, intent, unmistakably focused. I glance up. A man in his early thirties watches me with a searching curiosity that chills my skin.

I know him. Or I knew him.

David something. A venture capitalist I’d met at a networking event two years ago, when I was still Christian, wearing expensive suits like armor, speaking too loudly as if volume could substitute for confidence. We’d exchanged business cards, swapped insincere promises for drinks neither of us meant. He’d faded from memory then.

Now his gaze drifts over me — the dress, the styled hair, the understated makeup meant to reveal rather than disguise. Recognition flirts with him. His brow creases, head tipping, trying to anchor me in a context that’s vanished.

My pulse jumps, but I don’t freeze. I don’t shrink. I meet his gaze, anchored by the certainty of who I am. His recognition wavers, uncertain.

He approaches during the mingling, coffee cup in hand, smile polite but edged with a need to solve the puzzle.

“Excuse me,” he says, his tone friendly but searching. “Have we met before? You look… familiar.”

I offer a composed smile, setting the water pitcher down on the sideboard with unhurried care before turning to him fully.

“Christine,” I say, extending my hand. “I’m Miss Shelton’s executive assistant. Perhaps we crossed paths at a previous event?”

He shakes my hand, his grip confident, his eyes still combing through memory. “Maybe. I’m David Carrington. Venture capital, mostly West Coast.” He pauses, clearly sorting through mental files, struggling to match my face to a name that isn’t Christine. “Your voice… I could swear we’ve spoken before.”

The moment holds. Amelia’s attention shifts my way, though she’s deep in conversation with a senior partner across the room. She doesn’t intervene, but I know she’s ready if I falter.

But I don’t.

“It’s possible,” I reply smoothly, redirecting with a business question to shift the spotlight. “What sector are you investing in these days? Miss Shelton mentioned fintech’s seeing some interesting disruption.”

He lets the conversational pivot carry him, choosing the easier path over chasing a memory that won’t align. He launches into a summary of his current portfolio. I nod, draw out details, then gently steer him toward Ms. Moss, whose firm is on the hunt for fintech partners. Within minutes, they’re deep in discussion, and I slip away unnoticed.

Returning to Amelia’s side, her fingers brush against my wrist — a fleeting touch that might seem casual to anyone else, but I know the truth. It’s silent praise. A recognition that I stood steady under scrutiny, untouched.

The past has no hold here.

The remainder of brunch flows smoothly. I direct conversation currents, make sure dietary needs are quietly met, intercept logistical snags before they ever reach Amelia. When the senior partner requests a private word, I hand over the briefing packet from yesterday and stand beside Amelia — silent, poised — as they finalize a deal that will realign two companies.

I speak only when addressed. I don’t offer unsolicited opinions. Yet my presence is unmistakably grounded, and when the partner casts me a glance reserved for seasoned executives, the validation warms me.

As the brunch ends, several executives pause to thank me personally. Not Amelia — me.

“Exceptional coordination, Christine.”

“Best-run event I’ve seen in months.”

“You’re a credit to Miss Shelton’s operation.”

Each compliment glows, and I accept them with quiet composure, always circling praise back to Amelia’s leadership. But the pride inside is unclouded. No panic, no need to prove I’m not the disappointment everyone once expected.

I’m not Christian anymore, faking competence. I am Christine, and I excel.

Once the last guest departs, Amelia and I return to the suite in silence. The door closes with a muted click, and she faces me, her expression raw in a way she rarely reveals.

“You were flawless,” she says, her voice low and genuine. “Even when David couldn’t place you, you didn’t waver.”

I hold her gaze, steady. “The past doesn’t define me anymore.”

Her smile is small, real, and she steps closer, her hand cupping my jaw. “No. It doesn’t. The world saw Christine today, and the world held.”

Her words wash over me, settling deep, a final piece of transformation clicking home. I didn’t just survive recognition — I surpassed it.

Amelia’s thumb glides across my cheekbone, her eyes searching mine, and heat prickles through my skin.

“Tonight,” she murmurs, “is for celebration. For confirmation.”

The shift in her tone is unmistakable, a quiet promise that stirs something low in my belly. I nod, voice steady though my breath comes faster.

“Yes, Miss Shelton.”

Her hand finds the back of my neck, fingers grazing the edge of my day collar, and she leans in, her lips brushing my ear.

“Safeword?”

“Red.”

“Boundaries?”

“None that you haven’t already mapped.”

She draws back, eyes meeting mine, and in their depths pride, desire, devotion interlace.

“Good girl.”

Her praise sends a shiver over my skin, and she steers me toward the bed, every movement purposeful, unhurried. This isn’t the clinical drill of early training or the strict correction of discipline. This is celebration — love made tangible in every stroke and glance.

At the foot of the bed, her hands rest on my shoulders, her gaze steady as she speaks.

“Undress me.”

It’s an invitation, not a command, but I answer with the same reverence I’d offer any directive she gives. My fingers find the buttons of her silk blouse, working them loose one by one, savoring the slow reveal — the slip of fabric over her shoulders, the way her breath catches when my knuckles brush her collarbone.

I slide the blouse away, reach for the zipper at her skirt’s back, and ease it down until the garment falls to the floor. She steps clear, weight balanced on the balls of her feet like a dancer, and I keep going until nothing shields her from my gaze—just smooth skin over lean muscle, the kind of power that never needs to announce itself.

“Your turn,” she murmurs, her hands replacing mine, tracing the line of my dress as she eases it up and over my head. She peels away every layer with that same deliberate care — bra, panties, stockings — until I’m left in only the day collar and the chastity device, its presence so familiar now I’ve almost forgotten its pressure.

Almost.

Her fingers slide down my stomach, skimming the rigid edge of the device, and the difference between her warmth and the cool steel jolts through me. My cock swells uselessly against the cage, the ache settling in deeper, a sharp reminder of her hold even now.

“Lie down,” she says, guiding me onto the bed. I settle back against the pillows, breath already jagged.

She follows, her body pressing alongside mine, and kisses me — slow, deep, claiming. When she pulls away, her gaze is dark and intent.

“Tonight, you give me pleasure first. Then I’ll give you yours.”

I nod, my answer a whisper torn from my throat. “Yes, Miss Shelton.”

She reclines against the headboard, legs spreading in invitation. I move between them, hands anchoring to her thighs. I don’t need prompting; I know what she likes, how her body responds.I’ve memorized her — every catch of breath, every subtle shift of muscle beneath skin — knowledge earned through hours of worship at her altar, each lesson etched into my bones.

I lower my mouth to her pussy, tongue moving in slow, deliberate circles around her clit, and her first exhale — soft, edged with satisfaction — spikes through me. I work her with confidence, alternating broad, languid strokes with tighter, more focused pressure, reading her in the way her thighs tighten, her breathing shifts.

Her fingers slide into my hair, not pulling but guiding, establishing a pace I match instinctively. I’m lost in her — the taste of her, the way her hips move beneath my mouth, the soft sounds she makes when I find the exact right spot.

“Good girl,” she murmurs, her voice roughened with pleasure. “Just like that.”

The words fuel me. I intensify my rhythm, tongue working her clit in tight, insistent circles, fingers slipping inside her, curling until she gasps. Her fingers twist tight in my hair, hips rocking against my mouth as she starts to break apart, thighs trembling around me.

She comes with a sharp cry, her thighs squeezing around my head, her pussy pulsing against my tongue. I keep licking, working her through the aftershocks until she shudders and gasps, her hands easing me away.

I draw back, lips and chin wet, meeting her gaze with a satisfaction that’s all for her. Not for me — her pleasure is the point, the proof.

She’s breathless, chest rising and falling, and her look is a mix of pride, desire, and something softer.

“Perfect,” she says, voice thick. “You’re perfect.”

The praise warms me, and I wait, patient, while she catches her breath. When she sits up, her hands cup my face, and she kisses me deeply, tasting herself on my mouth.

Then she reaches for the nightstand, retrieving the small key. She holds it up for me to see, her face solemn.

“This comes off tonight,” she says quietly. “But remember — permission to come is still a gift. You don’t take it. I give it.”

My throat tightens. “I understand.”

She unlocks the device with focused care, sliding it away from my body. The sudden freedom is almost dizzying. My cock hardens instantly, throbbing and needy after weeks of confinement, and I have to shut my eyes against the wave of sensation.

She sets the device aside and wraps her hand around my cock, firm, deliberate, and I jerk, hips bucking involuntarily.

“Easy,” she murmurs, tightening her grip enough to steady me. “You don’t come until I say.”

“Yes, Miss Shelton.”

She releases me and moves to straddle my hips, her body poised above mine, gaze locked with mine — so steady it pins me to the bed.

“I want to hear you say it,” she says, voice soft but iron underneath. “Tell me what you’re choosing. Not what I made you. What you want.”

The question hangs between us like a held breath. My pulse thrums against my ribs, and I search her face — the steady patience there, the way she’s waited for this exact moment without pushing.

“I’m choosing Christine,” I say, the name tasting like truth on my tongue. “I’m choosing to belong to you. To kneel when you command, to wear what you choose, to be whoever you need me to be.” My voice cracks on the next part, because it matters more than the rest. “You saw something in me that I couldn’t even admit I wanted. You gave me structure when I was drowning, made me feel safe enough to stop pretending.”

Her thumb brushes my cheekbone, and I lean into the touch.

“I want to be yours, Miss Shelton. Not because you forced me. Because you were brave enough to want me exactly like this, and I’m brave enough to choose it back.”

Something shifts in her expression — not softening exactly, but opening. She leans down, her lips brushing mine with aching tenderness, a kiss that feels like acceptance rather than conquest.

“Then let me show you what it means to be chosen in return.”

She unleashes the strap-on from the nightstand, the soft slide of the buckling strap against her hips as natural as her breath. But when she comes back, guiding me onto hands and knees, her hands are nothing but tender — warm, possessive, her voice a quiet caress.

“You’re beautiful like this,” she murmurs, fingers tracing the line of my back. “My perfect girl.”

The praise makes my throat ache. I brace myself as she positions the slick dildo against my ass, the stretch familiar now, even comforting. I breathe through it as she pushes in — one slow, deliberate thrust filling me.

“Fuck,” I whisper, dropping my head.

She waits, letting me adjust, then begins to move — slow, deep strokes that coax a rhythm from my body. Her hands clamp to my hips, guiding me back into her thrusts, the sensation overwhelming and right.

But it’s her voice that undoes me.

“So proud of you,” she says, her words punctuated by the steady slap of skin. “You’ve come so far. My brave, beautiful Christine.”

I tremble, lost between the sharp edge of sensation and the immense weight of her praise. When her hand wraps around my cock, stroking me in time, I almost lose it.

“Please,” I gasp, the plea ragged. “Please, Miss Shelton.”

“Not yet,” she says, her grip unyielding. “Hold it. Show me your control.”

I clamp down on the desperate whimper rising in my chest, focusing on her rhythm, the slide of her body, the cruel perfection of her hand on my cock. Pleasure crests, building and building — an endless surge I hold back only for her.

“Now,” she commands, voice rough with her own need. “Come for me, Christine.”

Permission cracks me open. I come with a cry that’s part sob, my body wracked by shudders as release tears through me. Amelia’s hand never stops, stroking me through every aftershock, and I feel her own climax follow — her hips stuttering, her breath ragged as she chases her own high.

We collapse together, tangled and panting, and she pulls me close, arms strong around my trembling frame.

“You’re mine,” she whispers against my hair. “Willingly, completely mine.”

“Yes,” I breathe, voice raw with truth. “Yours.”

She holds me close, her fingers stroking through my hair as my breath settles. When she draws back, it’s with the same unshuttered care she used to open me — Amelia’s hands steady as she guides the plug out slow, the stretch lingering like a promise. She co me with a fresh, wet cl and the slide of the cage against my skin is almost a care —the press of it intimate, familiar, the click of the lock a quiet certainty that settles deep in my chest.

“This is ours,” she says, fingers trailing along the cage. “Our structure. Our life.”

I nod, spent and content, and she guides me to recline against the pillows. She vanishes briefly into the bathroom and returns holding a small velvet box.

My breath hitches.

She sits beside me, opening the box to reveal a slim, elegant collar — different from my day collar. This one is supple black leather, a delicate silver clasp, understated yet inarguably permanent.

“This isn’t about the debt,” she says, her voice thick. “This is about belonging. You are mine, Christine. Willingly. And I am yours.”

She fastens it around my neck, fingers lingering on the clasp, and the collar settles against my throat — a promise made solid.

“Yes,” I whisper, tears prickling. “Yes, Miss Shelton.”

She draws out a small card, handwritten in her careful script, and hands it to me. I read every word, letting it settle.

Christine —

You have proven yourself not through obedience alone, but through courage, grace, and the willingness to become who you were always meant to be. This collar is my promise to protect you, to guide you, and to cherish the gift of your submission. You are not my project. You are my partner, my beloved, and mine.

—A

Tears spill, and I clutch the card to my chest, overwhelmed by the force of her words. She gathers me into her arms, holding me as I cry — not from sadness, but relief, the certainty of being seen, claimed, loved just as I am.

When the tears ebb, we lie together in the gentle light, her fingers drawing quiet shapes on my shoulder. The future opens ahead — simple, steady, ours.

She leans over to switch off the lamp, and in the darkness, her voice cuts through, soft but absolute.

“Sleep. We begin our life, not our lesson, tomorrow.”

I smile into her shoulder, the collar a warm promise at my throat, and let exhaustion pull me under. Integrated. At peace. Home.
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Chapter 17


The city scrolls past the window, glass towers catching late afternoon light as we glide through Manhattan traffic. I sit with my ankles crossed, hands folded in my lap, watching the familiar streets without that old, suffocating anxiety tightening my throat on every drive. Amelia’s fingers rest on the wheel with her usual elegant assurance — steady, in control, composed.

I review the week aloud, my voice low but unforced. “Tuesday morning, the Ashford Capital meeting at ten. I’ve confirmed their dietary restrictions — Brennan is gluten-free, Chen is vegetarian. Wednesday evening, the charity gala. Your dress will be pressed and steamed on Monday. Thursday afternoon—”

“Thursday is the Hastings call,” Amelia corrects, gaze fixed on the road ahead. Her tone is calm, unhurried. “Not afternoon. Morning, nine sharp.”

“Morning. Nine sharp.” I fix the correction in my mind, feeling the rhythm of this partnership settle over me — not as a cage, but as a familiar groove worn smooth by use. She guides; I follow. She adjusts; I respond. There’s no push and pull, no test of wills. Just the way we move through the world, side by side.

The penthouse building rises before us, the doorman already striding forward to meet us. Amelia’s hand brushes the small of my back as we enter the lobby — a fleeting, possessive touch that radiates through my chest. The collar rests light and constant at my throat, the slender gold band catching the lobby’s glow as I turn my head. I feel it always now — not a leash, but an anchor. A vow.

Upstairs, I unpack with methodical satisfaction while Amelia checks her messages in the study. The garment bag unzips with a soft whisper. I shake out her dress from the retreat, my fingertips tracing the hem, checking for the smallest imperfection before draping it over the steamer. The machine hisses as I work, coils of vapor curling into the still air. The scent of heated fabric rises — crisp, clean, reassuring.

I log expenses on my tablet while the dress hangs, smoothing away the last stubborn creases. Retreat venue deposit, catering invoice, transportation costs. My handwriting in the notes section is deliberate, each line precise. No sloppiness, no shortcuts. Amelia drilled that into me months ago. Details matter, Christine. Carelessness is disrespect.

Once I’m finished, I find her in the kitchen, tablet open on the marble island. She’s reading, gaze intent, brow drawn in concentration. I move around her with practiced ease, pulling ingredients from the fridge. Chicken, arugula, lemon — simple, unpretentious.

She glances up as I set the cutting board down. “How did the Stevens conversation go yesterday? You managed him well at brunch.”

I slice into the lemon, juice running across the board, sharp and clean. “He wanted to discuss the merger timeline. I redirected him to you for specifics, but I gave him the overview so he didn’t feel dismissed.”

“Good.” She taps something on her screen, approval in her voice. “He appreciates being heard. It’s why he keeps coming back.”

“I noticed.” I drizzle olive oil over the chicken, the scent catching in the air, then grind pepper and sprinkle salt. “He also asked about my role. Whether I was new.”

Amelia’s gaze sharpens, subtle but unmistakable. “And?”

“I told him I’ve been with you for some time. That I enjoy the work.” I turn the chicken, making sure every side is coated. “He seemed satisfied.”

“I’m sure he was.” There’s a low thread of satisfaction in her tone, and when I glance over, she’s watching me with that steady, searching look that once made my stomach twist. Now it just fills me with warmth. She’s proud. I did well.

We eat at the island, plates side by side. The chicken is tender, the arugula bright with lemon and oil. Amelia discusses a deal she’s tracking, a company on her acquisition radar. I listen, ask questions, offer thoughts when she pauses. She considers, nods.

“That’s a fair point,” she says, spearing another bite. “I’ll have Laurence run those numbers.”

A smile tugs at my lips, private and sure. She listens because she wants to, because I’ve earned this place beside her.

After lunch, she sets her plate in the sink and turns. “Come into the study.”

My pulse stirs — not with dread, but that quickening I know so well. Anticipation, but steady. Her voice is gentle, but there’s intent threaded through it. I follow her down the hall, my heels striking softly on hardwood. The study glows with afternoon light, the city stretched in endless sprawl below the window. Amelia moves to her desk, opens a drawer, and withdraws a folder.

She lays it on the desk between us, fingers resting on the edge. “Sit.”

I lower myself into the chair across from her, hands folded in my lap. My breathing stays steady. Whatever she’s planned, I trust her.

She opens the folder, revealing official documents, text dense and formal, signatures marching across the bottom of each page. At the top of the first, in bold red ink, a single word stands out:

FORGIVEN.

I blink, eyes tracing the document’s shape. The debt agreement. The original contract. The half-million dollar sum that chained me to this woman, that brought me through this door, into this body, this life — everything that isn’t Christian anymore.

Forgiven.

Amelia’s voice is low, even. “The terms were met months ago, Christine. You fulfilled your obligations well before the two-year mark. I kept the structure because I thought you needed it. Because I thought we both did.”

I stare at the stamp, waiting for a rush of feeling — relief, panic, the urge to bolt. But none of it comes. Just a calm recognition, as if looking at a photograph of a person I used to be. That debt belonged to Christian. That fear, that desperation, that hollow, scraping humiliation — his burdens.

I’m not him.

I look up. My voice is quiet, unwavering. “I’m glad you did.”

Her face softens, a tension I’d barely noticed ebbing away. She leans back, studying me with that gaze that leaves nothing hidden. “You’re not angry?”

“No.” I shake my head, deliberate and slow. “I’m grateful.”

She tilts her head, a small furrow between her brows. “Explain.”

I draw a breath, finding the truth in the words as I speak them. “If you’d told me then, if you’d let me go… I would have left. I would have run right back to pretending I was someone I’m not. I wouldn’t have known what I needed, what I wanted.” My eyes fall to my hands — the manicured nails, the skirt smoothing over my thighs. “You gave me structure. You gave me time. You gave me… myself.”

Amelia is silent for a moment, then she closes the folder, sliding it aside. “I want you to stay, Christine. Not because of debt. Not out of obligation. I want you to choose this.”

The words settle into the air, dense and clear. The collar against my throat feels warmer, the pressure of her attention more pronounced. This is the question. The last one.

“I want to stay.” My voice is steady, certain. “As Christine. As yours.”

A slow, genuine smile curves her lips. “Then let’s discuss our new terms.”

She withdraws another folder from the drawer, this one slim. Inside: a document, each line crisp, the formatting unmistakably hers. She turns it for me to read.

Living Arrangement and Protocol Agreement

My eyes scan the lines. It’s not a contract — not a binding threat. It’s a framework. Expectations, boundaries, safe words, mutual responsibilities. At the bottom, a line in plain type: This agreement may be amended or dissolved at any time by mutual consent.

I read it twice, something quietly unraveling inside me — not fear, but the last trace of uncertainty slipping away. She’s giving me agency. Real, lived agency. The power to choose, to change, to leave if I ever want to.

I look up. “No signature?”

“No signature.” She taps the paper with a fingertip. “I don’t need ink to hold you, Christine. I need your voice. Your consent. Your trust.”

A smile spreads over my face, unguarded. “You have all of that.”

She tucks the document into the desk drawer, closing it with a gentle click. “Good. Then let’s hold this level.”

“Yes, Miss Shelton.”

The afternoon unspools quietly, gentle and slow. We move to the living room. I curl up on the sofa with a novel she suggested weeks ago, the pages soft and familiar beneath my fingers. She sits beside me, tablet propped on her knee, reviewing a report. After a moment, she shifts, patting her lap.

I glance up. She raises a brow. “Come here.”

I set the book aside and stretch out, laying my head across her thighs. Her fingers slip into my hair, stroking with slow assurance as she reads. The press of her hand grounds me — steady, intimate. I close my eyes, breathing in her scent: bergamot, laced with something darker, resinous, unmistakably hers. The collar lies against my throat, a gentle, persistent reminder as I shift, sinking into the comfort of her touch.

This is home. Not the penthouse, not the curated decor or the skyline. This. Her hand in my hair. The slow, quiet cadence of her breath. The certainty that I am exactly where I belong.

Time blurs and softens. I lose track of how long we sit this way — her reading, me floating in the hush between waking and sleep. Eventually, the light shifts, gold and honeyed, as the sun drifts down the sky. I open my eyes and stretch.

“I’m going to make tea,” I murmur. “Do you want some?”

“Please.”

I drift to the kitchen, fill the kettle, set it on the stove. The burner ignites with a soft whoosh, the flame blue and bright. I pull two mugs from the cupboard, drop a tea bag into each, and wait as the water heats. The city’s hum seeps in from the windows — a muted, endless background.

When the tea is ready, I bring both mugs to the balcony and step outside. The air is cool, sharp with the last breath of winter. I set one mug down and wrap my hands around the other, drawing its warmth into my palms.

Amelia joins me, her arm sliding easily around my waist. I lean back, feeling her solid presence against me. Below, the city shimmers — a river of glass and light. I used to stand on balconies like this and feel only the drag of failure, regrets pressing into my bones. Now, all I feel is peace.

“You did well this weekend,” Amelia says, voice quiet, close against my ear.

“Thank you.”

Her fingers flex on my waist, steady and sure. “I’m proud of you, Christine.”

The words settle deep inside, radiating through me. I turn to her, meeting her gaze — open, unguarded, vulnerable in a way she rarely shows.

“I’m proud of me too,” I answer, and for the first time, I truly mean it.

A small smile curves her mouth. “Good. Hold this level.”

“Yes, Miss Shelton.”

It isn’t a command, or maybe it is — but it’s something more. A shared language. A vow. A love that doesn’t blunt the sharpness of our dynamic, but claims it fully.

We stand together as dusk paints the sky in amber and rose. I sip my tea, warmth unfurling inside me. Amelia’s arm remains, a firm circle around my waist, holding me in place.

When the light fades, we return inside. The apartment glows with soft lamplight, the city’s pulse beyond the windows. I move through my evening routine — clearing mugs, tidying the kitchen, laying out my clothes for tomorrow. Amelia watches from the doorway, a faint smile curving her lips.

In the bedroom, I pause by the vanity. Tomorrow’s lingerie lies ready — pale lavender lace, delicate and intentional. I smooth my palm over the fabric, feeling its texture, the promise it holds. This is mine. This body, this mind, this life.

I turn off the light and slip into the hall. Amelia is already in bed, a book open on her lap. She glances up as I enter, her gaze softening.

“Come to bed, Christine.”

I slip beneath the covers, and she sets her book aside. Her arm comes around me, a quiet claim, drawing me closer. I rest my head against her shoulder, counting the calm rhythm of her breathing.

“Thank you,” I murmur.

She tilts her head slightly. “For what?”

“For… all of it. For seeing me. For knowing what I needed before I did.”

Her fingers slide through my hair, soothing. “No, Christine. You found it. I just gave you the frame to build it inside.”

I close my eyes, letting the fullness of the moment settle over me, a comfort stitched from every thread of trust and surrender. Her warmth seeps into my bones, steady and grounding, as if her very presence says, You’re safe. You’re real. The collar rests snug against my throat, its leather firm but never harsh, a constant reminder of the journey I’ve taken. This was never a shackle; it is an anchor, holding me steady in the identity I once fought against but now wear like second skin. A quiet affirmation. A choice. Mine.

The ache of old resistance dissolves with every breath, replaced by a clean, humming stillness. The whispers of doubt—that this isn’t real, that I don’t deserve it—have fallen silent. Nothing remains unresolved. No debt pulling me under, no fear chaining me to who I used to be. Just this — the calm certainty of knowing exactly where I belong. Quiet. Certain. Whole.

The apartment murmurs its nighttime symphony: the faint hum of the refrigerator, the distant cry of a siren threading through the city streets, the soft rhythm of her breathing beside me. This isn’t silence; it’s a peace so rich and unshakable. I let myself drift, the day’s tension dissolving as her arms gather me closer. She saw me when I couldn’t see myself. She shaped me, pushed me, and loved me into being. And in her embrace, I finally understand I’m home.
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Thank You for Reading!

I hope you enjoyed Christian's journey into Christine!

If so, please consider taking a moment to leave a review on Amazon. Your feedback is incredibly valuable and helps other readers discover this story.

To be the first to know when a new deliciously degrading story is released, be sure to follow Dolly Darling on Amazon.

Thank you for your support!
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