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The envelope arrives on a Tuesday.

Black paper—luxurious to the touch—sealed with wax that looks like it’s centuries old. No return address. No markings beyond my name, written in silver ink that catches the light with an eerie gleam when I tilt it just so. The lettering is confident, elegant. Intimate.

I should throw it away. I should shred it, burn it, bury it beneath a thousand forgettable things.

Instead, I sit on the couch with the envelope in my lap, fingertips grazing the wax. My thumb breaks the seal in a slow, deliberate motion. Even before I slide out the contents, I know: I’ve crossed a line. Something is different now. Something has already begun.

Inside: a single card, thick and heavy as slate. Centered at the top, three words in the same silver ink:

You’ve been noticed.

My heart stutters. A heat blooms in my chest, low and slow, spreading through my limbs with every pulse. I glance around my apartment—quiet, ordinary. Bookshelves, blanket, tea mug still warm. It feels suddenly false, like a set I’ve been pretending to live on. Somewhere behind the silence, I can feel eyes. Watching.

Beneath the message, a list of instructions, typed in clean, black text:

Friday. 11 p.m. The address below. Come alone.

You will wear: a simple black dress. No undergarments.

You will speak only when instructed.

You will wear the enclosed collar and cuffs upon arrival.

You will follow all directions without hesitation.

Failure to comply means immediate dismissal.

At the bottom, a signature: just Instructor M.

No last name. No phone number. No hints. Just a small, metallic key that falls into my palm when I tip the envelope slightly. It lands with a soft clink, and somehow that tiny sound fills the room like a bell.

I drop the card and key onto the coffee table like they’re burning me. I stand too quickly, the couch squeaking beneath me. My skin is flushed. My breath unsteady.

This is insane. People don’t get anonymous notes sealed with wax. People don’t get commands like this—don’t follow them. This is the kind of thing that ends up on the news. The kind of story friends shake their heads at. “Why didn’t she just walk away?”

I should call the police.

I don’t.

Instead, I sit back down. Slowly. I pick up the card again, run my fingers over the ink. Read the message a second time. A third. Each time, something tightens low in my belly—slow, molten, undeniable. By the third pass, my hand drifts to my neck, tracing the shape of the collar in my mind. Imagining the weight. The pressure. The surrender.

I’ve never told anyone about those fantasies—not lovers, not therapists. I’ve never said the words out loud, never typed them into search bars. And yet... here they are. Given form. Given rules.

How did they know?

For three days, I exist in a state of quiet undoing.

I hide the envelope in my desk. I take it out again. I move it to my nightstand. I slip it under the mattress, then retrieve it less than an hour later. I reread the note in the dark, lying on my back, breathless, one hand resting over my heart and the other drifting lower. I wake from dreams I can’t confess to anyone—dreams that leave me wet, aching, and ashamed of how badly I want more.
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