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Author’s Note

This is a work of fiction intended for mature audiences. All characters depicted in this book are 18 years of age or older. The story contains explicit content and dark themes, including coercion, captivity, psychological manipulation, and power imbalance. Reader discretion is strongly advised.

The author does not condone or glorify non-consensual acts, abuse, or underage sex. These elements are portrayed within a fictional setting that does not reflect modern society or endorse harmful behavior. The purpose of this narrative is to explore emotional complexity, resilience, and the shadowed corners of human experience through fantasy.

Please proceed with care and compassion for your own boundaries.
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When I think about being truly loved and cherished, only one person really comes to mind. You may not be a knight in shining armor, but you are the first person I think of when I think of real love and devotion.

You’ve always been there for me—no matter what. My shoulder to cry on, a strong arm to protect and hold me, and an ear to listen when I need it most. We’ve been through a lot, and here’s to many more amazing years alongside you, Justin.

~*~
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To my older brother—my constant, my protector, my knight in shining armor. Thank you for your unconditional love, unwavering support, and for always believing in me, no matter what path I chose.
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Steam curled through the room in hazy ribbons as hot water pelted her skin. Namido didn’t know how long she had stood there, but each splash against her pale flesh sent tiny shocks of memory skittering through her mind.

At least this water was warm. Not like before—never like before.

Another spray hit her face, and she flinched back as though the water itself had teeth. A bead traced the faint bruises that still circled her wrists, drawing an involuntary shudder from her as flashes of the past burned through her vision.

She bit her lip hard, trying to ground herself. Get it together, Namido.

Safe for nearly a month now—no humiliation, no pain, no fear—yet dread still coiled low in her gut, rising with every breath. Her body remembered everything: the cold stone floor beneath her, the weight of shackles, the way sensation itself had become a weapon. Even the heat of the shower made her twitch, as though the water could resurrect the ghosts of hands long gone.

Every sound set her ears on edge. A drip from the faucet. The faint hum of pipes. The irrational expectation that someone might fling the curtain open at any moment to take what wasn’t theirs. But no one came. No one ever did.

It was only her own shattered nerves.

She scrubbed slowly, the coarse sponge tracing over skin turned pink from the heat. The warmth stung, but the sting helped—it kept her here, now, instead of there. Even so, phantom sensations lingered, whispering where bruises had once bloomed.

When the last of the suds slid away, Namido shut off the water. The sudden silence felt heavier than the spray. She stepped out onto the soft rug, wrapping herself in a white towel that smelled of lavender and linen.

The mirror was clouded with steam. She wiped a space clear and stared at the girl reflected there—blue hair plastered to pale cheeks, eyes too wide, a body still too tense. A stranger who wasn’t sure what to do with freedom.

Her fingers rose to her throat, brushing the bare skin where a collar had once sat. The absence felt strange, almost wrong. Did she miss the weight of it—the false warmth of ownership—or was she grateful to be rid of it? To leave behind the memories pressed into her skin and step into something new... whatever this new would be.

A sharp rap at the door startled her. Namido clutched the towel tighter around herself, pulse stuttering.

“Yes?”

“Dinner is ready, and your clothes have been laid out, Lady Namido,” came a gentle voice. Loren.

The young maid had been assigned to her the moment she arrived—fetching meals, preparing baths, laying out dresses. Always polite, always soft-spoken, like she might scare Namido off if she moved too quickly.

Lady Namido. The words still sat uneasily in her ears. A title she didn’t deserve... hadn’t earned. What felt like days ago, she was a slave. A possession. She’d been sold like livestock to the highest bidder, only to find herself here, in this elegant mansion where no one barked orders or demanded obedience.

She didn’t understand it.

The servants here didn’t resemble the ones from the last estate either—no revealing uniforms, no forced smiles. They wore simple dresses, or trousers and neat blouses. Some even wore suits. She had never seen a woman in a suit before.

“Thank you,” Namido finally said after a pause. “I’ll be out soon.”

She waited until she heard Loren’s footsteps retreat before easing the bathroom door open. A moment of hesitation lingered, her fingers brushing the doorframe before she stepped into her room.

It was still hard to believe this was hers.

The queen-sized bed dominated the space, draped in rich fabrics for privacy. Silk sheets gleamed faintly in the lamplight, the furs piled across the blankets softer than anything she’d ever touched. Gold-thread embroidery traced delicate patterns across pillows stuffed with impossibly soft down.

A dress waited for her atop the covers—a deep violet velvet with gold embroidery that shimmered faintly when the light hit it. Cotton undergarments, folded neatly beside it, matched the dress perfectly.

The wardrobe in the corner held more garments, though most of them hung too loose on her frame. She had learned to tie ribbons tight around her waist to keep the fabric in place. She didn’t know who they had belonged to before. She had yet to meet another woman living in this house.

Kristoff certainly lived here alone.

Her gaze flicked across the rest of the room: a small bookshelf with spines in muted colors, a nightstand with a water glass and lantern, a bouquet of pink roses in a crystal vase. All of it so lovely. So normal.

The window doors stood open to the balcony. A simple wooden chair sat just outside where sunlight pooled warmly across the floor. From there she could see the garden stretching out below—a sprawling sea of color and life. Winding paths cut through beds of roses, lilies, and plants she couldn’t name. Every day she meant to explore them. Every day she stopped at the edge, unsure why.

Namido dressed slowly, the velvet cool against her skin. The gown dragged across the floor, far too long for her, so she gathered it up, tucking and tying until she could move without tripping.

Kristoff had been gone for three weeks now. The night they arrived, he had escorted her inside himself, his hand gentle at the small of her back as though she might break if he pushed too hard. He’d shown her to this room, his expression unreadable but his voice warm when he introduced her to Tilly, the head maid.

Tilly had been the one to give Namido a tour of the home while Kristoff retired to his bedchambers. The older woman had a way of speaking that was neither hurried nor cold, her tone soft but sure as she explained which hall led where, where the gardens began, and how to ring for help if Namido needed anything. She answered every question Namido asked—about meals, about the house rules, about the other staff—with the kind of steady patience Namido wasn’t used to.

The next morning over breakfast, he hadn’t said much beyond calling her beautiful in that same calm tone, like it was merely fact. He’d explained then that a business trip would keep him away for several weeks, but the maids would help her settle in. That Tilly would make sure she had everything she needed. In the week that he had spent at home, he was always busy dealing with affairs and before she knew it he had been gone.

No demands. No promises. Just the faint impression of a man she barely knew, yet one who had paid a fortune for her freedom—and then left her in the care of strangers.

Pulling the last ribbon tight around her waist, Namido left the room and stepped into the hallway.

Warm torchlight spilled from sconces mounted along the walls, each one crowned with a vase of fresh flowers beneath it. The marble floors gleamed faintly in the flickering light, the air carrying a subtle perfume from the blooms scattered throughout the house. Every corridor, every room dressed in a different flower—like a kingdom of petals and silence.

And at the center of it all, she still didn’t know why she was here, other than to pay the debt her father had left behind. The thought that he had unintentionally sold her haunted her. If he were still alive, she might have demanded answers. Perhaps, if she played her cards right, she could ask her mother one day.

The dining room felt far too grand for just one person. Namido stepped in quietly, half expecting the lewd sneers or whispered comments about how her clothes weren’t revealing enough.

Only Tilly and Loren awaited her at the end of a long table. The chandeliers glowed softly overhead, casting warm light over polished silver and china plates as though the room itself were expecting royalty rather than one confused girl who still wasn’t sure what to do with herself.

A faint memory surfaced unbidden: parading naked on her hands and knees through the other mansion, like a pet being led by her master, exposed to everyone’s gaze. Every outfit then had been a costume meant to humiliate—a reminder of what she was, or rather, what she wasn’t. She remembered eating scraps from the floor, the sting of shame, the hollow ache of praise given for being a “good girl.”

Here, it was nothing like that. Namido shook her head to clear the fog of memory. Every dress laid out for her now was elegant yet modest, fabrics soft against her skin rather than clinging to it, leaving her feeling human instead of exposed. The staff spoke kindly, met her eyes without judgment. Some even smiled as she passed in the hall—not the tight, mocking grins of the past, but quiet, genuine warmth.

She hadn’t met all of them yet, but not once had she heard a whisper or caught a sneer.

And dinner... dinner was always a surprise. She never asked for anything, yet each evening she was presented with food far finer than anything she’d eaten before. Why? Why go to all this trouble when Kristoff wasn’t even here?

Did they know her past? That she’d been bought at a slave auction like livestock? If they did, they gave no sign.

Tilly gestured for her to sit at the long dining table. Namido perched at the edge of a chair far too big for her, the velvet of her dress pooling around her ankles. The head maid settled across from her, dignified but not cold, while Loren stood silently nearby in case she needed anything.

The meal was simple but rich—roasted chicken with golden, crispy skin, warm bread with soft butter, and fresh greens drizzled with a tangy dressing.

Namido stared at it for a moment before picking up her fork. She took a slow bite of chicken, juicy and perfectly seasoned. The taste reminded her of the master chef from the previous mansion—not scraps from the floor, but a meal meant to delight. She remembered the rare warm treat she’d received for being a “good girl,” how it had warmed her soul to be praised for doing well. Another bittersweet memory, fleeting yet persistent.

“I hope the food is to your liking,” Tilly said.

“It is,” Namido replied, keeping her tone even. “Everything has been lovely. Much more elegant than I could ever ask for.” She chose not to dwell on the darker thoughts or the lingering what-ifs.

Tilly nodded in approval and returned to her own meal, the quiet grace of her presence making Namido’s unease deepen.

Why was she being treated like this? The question lingered long after the plates were cleared, like the taste of warm bread and butter on her tongue, leaving a soft ache she couldn’t ignore.
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Namido woke with a start, her body tense and trembling. The nightmare in lingering fragments—the leather swing, the helpless suspension, the imagined figures looming over her and doing unspeakable things to her. Even though it hadn’t truly happened, her chest ached, and tears streaked her pale cheeks. The adrenaline of fear coursing through her entire being, forcing her to tremble with the force of it.

A soft knock came to the door, “Are you awake?” Kristoff’s calm, velvety voice drifted through, “I returned late last night.”

She hesitated, unsure if she could meet his gaze, but a gentle push from somewhere deep inside her told her she could. “Y-yes....” She whispered.  

The sound of her trembling voice pulled at his heart strings, “May I come in?”

“You may....” The words soft and unsure.

The door opened slowly, and Kristoff stepped inside, his presence quiet but grounding. His eyes were steady, kind, patient. He noticed her trembling and tear-streaked face and closed the gap between them. Sitting on the edge of the bed, he used a thumb to gently remove the tears from her face. 

“I’m here, you’re safe,” His voice comforting, loving, “Nothing here will harm you.” 

It was the same voice she remembered from that first night—the one that had rolled through her like thunder when he introduced himself at the auction. He hadn’t needed to shout or posture back then; the room had bent to his will the moment he spoke. Now, that same command carried something else. Something softer.

Namido’s body, still trembling from the nightmare, reacted in ways she didn’t understand. A warmth pooled between her legs, and she froze, cheeks heating. She didn’t know if it was from the lingering fear or from the gentle comfort Kristoff offered, but the sensation left her breathless and confused.

He poured a glass of water from the waiting pitcher on the nightstand and handed it to her to sip. “Take your time.”

Her chest heaved as she swallowed against the lump in her throat. She allowed herself to be grounded by his calm presence, letting her fingers clutch the blanket around her. Slowly, the nightmare’s tight grip loosened.

After a few moments, she managed a weak smile of appreciation. Kristoff gave a faint, approving smile before standing. “I’ll wait outside while you collect yourself. Breakfast is ready when you are.”

Namido took a deep breath, lingering in the warmth of his quiet care. It was strange—comfort had never felt like this. Gratitude and something else tugged at her chest, mingling with lingering fear.

When she dressed and descended to the breakfast room, the soft morning light spilled over the polished wood and marble. Kristoff was already there, eyes briefly scanning her frame. “These clothes... they’re entirely too large,” he said gently. “I apologize—I should have measured you properly before I left.”

Namido’s hands twisted at the edge of her dress. “There’s no need for that. I’m not worthy of these fineries,” she murmured.

He tilted his head, a faint smile tugging at his lips. “You are more than worthy,” he said firmly, his voice warm but insistent. “We will go shopping today. You deserve clothes that fit, that make you comfortable.”

Her brow furrowed, but she didn’t protest further. There was something in the way he said it—calm, kind, unyielding—that made resistance feel pointless. His presence radiated warmth like the morning sun, his dominance never overbearing yet carrying the quiet certainty of a man who seemed to own the world. Slowly, she nodded. “If you insist...”

“I do, it’s the least I can offer after leaving alone for these long weeks.” Kristoff’s smile deepened a fraction which made her feel a flicker of something light in her chest, a feeling she wasn’t ready to name. For the first time in weeks, she felt as though she might belong here, even if she didn’t yet fully understand why.

Breakfast was a quiet affair, the soft clinking of silverware the only sound between them for several long moments. A plate of bacon, eggs, and toast sat before her, the steam curling upward, carrying with it a smell so warm and homey that for a fleeting moment, she could almost imagine herself back in her mother’s kitchen.

Namido ate slowly, not out of hesitation but because she couldn’t quite shake the strangeness of it all. A breakfast like this, elegant in its simplicity, set on polished silver instead of chipped plates by the hearth. She didn’t know why Kristoff would go to such lengths for someone like her, but the thought of asking made her chest tighten.

When she finished, Tilly had entered the room with a bow, "The carriage awaits."

At that, Kristoff rose, his movements measured, purposeful, "Shall we be off?" he said simply, offering his hand to help her up. 

She slipped her fingers into his, the warmth of his palm steadying her as they left the dining room together.

Outside, the crisp morning air greeted them, carrying the scent of blooming flowers from the garden as they descended the steps of the grand house. A dark, glossy carriage waited in the drive, its lacquered wood gleaming beneath the pale sunlight. Two horses stood harnessed at the front, their coats brushed to a near mirror-shine, tails swishing lazily.

Kristoff offered his hand again as she climbed the small step into the carriage. The interior was upholstered in deep burgundy velvet, the cushions soft enough to swallow her whole. She settled onto the seat, smoothing her dress nervously as Kristoff climbed in after her and shut the door.

The driver gave a small click of his tongue, and the horses lurched into motion, hooves striking the packed earth in a rhythmic beat. Through the small carriage window, Namido watched the manicured gardens give way to winding paths and cobblestone roads leading toward the distant bustle of town.

She sat with her hands folded in her lap, heart fluttering strangely at the thought of what awaited them—and at the man seated beside her, silent yet devastatingly charismatic.
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The town unfolded before them in a rush of color and sound. Hawkers called out in sing-song voices, waving their hands over baskets of fruit and fresh vegetables. The air smelled of warm bread drifting from the open windows of a nearby bakery, mingling with the sharper tang of leather from a cobbler’s shop down the way. A flower seller knelt to arrange her blooms in neat rows, the petals flashing red, yellow, and violet in the sun. Children darted between stalls with sticky fingers clutching candied nuts, their laughter mixing with the rumble of wagon wheels over cobblestones.

It was more life than Namido had seen in what felt like forever. After a month in the quiet halls of Kristoff’s mansion—and before that, the cold, dreadful walls of the place she tried not to remember—the sounds and smells struck her like a splash of cold water. She kept her hands folded tightly in her lap, watching the world whirl past the window as though it might vanish if she blinked too long.

The carriage rolled to a stop in the heart of the marketplace. Kristoff stepped out first, offering his hand again as though it was the most natural thing in the world. Namido accepted, her pale fingers light in his steady grasp as he helped her to the ground.

The marketplace stretched wide before them—stalls shaded by bright awnings, merchants calling out the day’s bargains, the clatter of hooves and wheels echoing off stone walls. Namido turned her head slightly, taking it all in. That was when she saw it—a necklace displayed on a velvet stand beneath the jeweler’s canopy. A single teardrop-shaped gemstone glimmered at its center, the blue so deep it might have been carved from the heart of the sea.

She didn’t say a word. Just a glance, a breath caught in her throat before she looked away, certain such a thing wasn’t meant for her.

But Kristoff noticed. He always noticed.

“You like it,” he said simply, not a question so much as a certainty.

Her cheeks warmed. “I... it’s beautiful, but I don’t—”

He was already moving. Coins exchanged hands in a swift, easy motion before she could finish her protest. The merchant bowed gratefully as Kristoff lifted the necklace from its stand and returned to her.

Namido froze when he stepped close, the chain glinting between his fingers. Gently, he draped it around her throat, the cool metal a sudden contrast to the heat rising in her cheeks.

“There,” Kristoff whispered, fastening the clasp. His fingers brushed lightly against her skin before he stepped back to admire his work. “It brings out your eyes,” he said softly, almost as though speaking to himself.

Namido’s lips parted, but no words came. The gemstone rested against her collarbone, gleaming like a captured piece of sky. No one had ever given her something so fine. Certainly not without asking anything in return.

She couldn’t understand him— this man who carried the world like it weighed nothing, who moved through it without breaking a sweat, yet looked at her as though she were worth every treasure he could buy.

The jeweler’s smile lingered as Kristoff guided Namido onward, his hand resting lightly at her back as though he meant to shield her from the bustling crowd. The clatter of hooves, the murmur of bartering voices, and the scent of warm spices followed them as they crossed to another row of shops.

The dressmaker’s storefront stood out instantly, all soft drapery and polished wood. A mannequin in the window wore a pale green gown with a trailing skirt, delicate embroidery glittering faintly along the hem. Inside, bolts of fabric lined the walls like captured rainbows—silks that shone like water, satins as smooth as glass, linens in soft creams and pale blues.

The shopkeeper, a gray-haired woman with a keen eye, greeted them with a polite bow. Kristoff spoke briefly, his voice low and even, before turning to Namido.

“Choose what you like,” he said softly. His eyes never lingered where they shouldn’t. He never commanded. He simply gave her the choice—respecting her completely.

Namido hesitated at the threshold, the air heavy with the scent of lavender sachets tucked between the shelves. All the dresses she’d ever owned were plain, coarse cotton things in faded colors. Never silk. Never velvet. The idea of choosing among such fineries felt unreal.

The shopkeeper began pulling gowns from the racks, holding them up for inspection. Namido shook her head softly—her frame smaller than the average woman who likely shopped here.

Then she paused near a gown of midnight blue satin, her fingers brushing the fabric almost shyly.

“Try it,” Kristoff’s voice came from behind her, quiet yet certain.

The shopkeeper ushered her toward a changing room. For a moment, Namido stood before the mirror, the dress draped across her arms. The fabric was heavier than she expected, the color so deep it seemed to swallow the light.

When she stepped out, Kristoff was waiting. His gaze swept over her with the same calm focus he gave everything.

“Absolutely stunning,” he complimented. “It suits you well.”

Warmth crept into her cheeks, stark against the cool blue of the gown. She retreated to the dressing chamber, slipping back into her own dress before laying the satin gown on the counter for purchase.

“Only one?” Kristoff asked with the faintest tilt of his head. “That will not do.” He motioned for the elderly woman to come forward. “Take her full measurements. We’ll be ordering several custom pieces.”

More than happy to oblige, the shopkeeper guided Namido back into the dressing room. Kristoff meanwhile selected silks and velvets in shades he thought would compliment her pale skin, blue hair, and striking eyes. By the time they finished, the stack on the counter looked heavier than Namido could have carried herself.

Namido chose a few designs she favored most, and Kristoff simply nodded in approval, saying nothing more.

“We’ll return in a week to pick them up,” he told the shopkeeper, handing over a generous sum before offering his arm to Namido once again. He led her from the store and back toward the waiting carriage.

The carriage rocked gently as it rolled over the cobbled streets, the bustle of the marketplace fading behind them. Namido sat close to the window, her fingers lightly toying with the necklace resting against her collarbone. The gemstone caught every flicker of light, each glint reminding her of the way Kristoff had fastened it there himself—so effortlessly, so certain.

Her heart fluttered wildly at the memory. At everything. The morning, the dresses, the way he always seemed to know what she needed before she even asked.

She kept her eyes on the passing scenery as she mumbled, “Thank you... for everything.” Her voice was barely above a whisper, almost shy.

Kristoff didn’t reply at once. Instead, his hand came to her chin, tilting it gently until her gaze met his. His touch was firm but never forceful, guiding rather than demanding.

“Thanks aren’t needed,” he said, voice low, steady, velvet-smooth. “If you wanted the world, I would give it to you.”

Namido’s breath caught. Heat rushed to her cheeks, her heart thundering so hard she thought it might shake apart. Her fingers instinctively brushed the necklace at her collarbone, tracing the cool curve of the gemstone. She didn’t know what she had done to deserve such kindness, such unshakable care, and the thought left her dizzy.

The carriage wheels rumbled on, carrying her toward a life she hadn’t dared to imagine.
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Once they arrived back at the mansion, Kristoff exited the carriage first as before and offered a hand to assist Namido in stepping down.

Taking his hand as if it were perfectly natural, Namido stepped from the carriage and inclined her head in appreciation, her cheeks still warm from the subtle hints of affection.

As they walked toward the door, she hesitated before speaking. “I’ll go to my bed chamber for a bit. I need to rest.”

“Very well,” Kristoff replied, offering no objection and allowing her to make her own decision.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
" AUDREY ADAMARE .
. e b\





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





