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      By the time L. Beaumont walked into my office, I had already imagined her three different ways.

      In my mind, she was everything her intake form suggested. Precise. Controlled. The kind of woman who ironed her blouses and her emotions with the same steady hand. In one version, she wore pearls. In another, she wore nothing but black. In the third, she looked like everyone else in this city who had learned to fold themselves into something small in order to be loved.

      The reality was a little of all three.

      She arrived five minutes early. That told me as much as her handwriting had. Punctuality was its own kind of confession. It says, I respect your time. It also says, I am not here by accident.

      Margie had already guided her through the foyer and given her the usual soft landing. I watched from the break room doorway for a moment, letting my first impression settle.

      She was in a navy dress that fit her like a sentence with no wasted words. Not tight. Not flashy. Simply chosen. Her dark hair was twisted back at the nape of her neck in a style that could have been casual if it were not so intentional. Her posture was straight without being stiff.

      Prepared. Composed. Waiting.

      Margie caught my eye over her shoulder and gave me the smallest of nods. The one that meant, you will like this one. The one that also meant, be careful. She knows exactly what she is asking for.

      I stepped forward.

      “Ms. Beaumont?”

      She stood at once. “Please. You can call me L.”

      L. Beaumont. She had signed it like that on the form as well. Not a full first name, not an initial attached to something longer. Just L, as if the rest were unnecessary.

      “Ann,” I said. “It is good to meet you.”

      I had watched the way she walked to the office. Measured. Not timid. Her gaze moved over the walls, the flower installation, the framed photographs Lucas had taken of anonymous hands and faces. People mid laugh. Mid thought. Mid confession. She took it all in without lingering.

      She did not sit until I gestured toward the chair across from my desk. Another small detail. Some people fall onto the nearest cushion as if they are desperate to unload. Others hover, hands and eyes restless, like they might bolt before the truth catches up to them. L waited. She accepted my invitation as if we both understood the rules already.

      When she sat, she crossed her ankles neatly and folded her hands again.

      “Would you like anything before we begin?” I asked. “Water. Tea. To step out for a moment and change your mind.”

      The corners of her mouth tipped up. Not a smile. An acknowledgment.

      “No, thank you,” she said. “If I were going to change my mind, I would not have come.”

      “Good,” I said. “Then let us talk.”

      I opened her file, even though I knew every word on that intake form by heart.

      “I would like to start with what you wrote,” I said. “Then we can move outward from there. Is that alright with you?”

      “Yes.”

      Her voice had the same quality as her handwriting. Clean. Even. No extra flourish.

      “You said,” I read, “I am comfortable with my desires but inexperienced in practicing them. I do not want a lover. I do not want chaos. I want structure. I want direction. I want a man who understands dominance without cruelty. I want to feel safe enough to surrender.”

      I lifted my eyes to hers. She did not look away.

      “Do you still feel that this is an accurate description of what you are looking for?”

      “Yes,” she said. “If anything, writing it down made it clearer.”

      “Tell me what comfortable means for you,” I said. “When you say you are comfortable with your desires.”

      She took a breath that was deeper than the ones before it. Her fingers tightened once around each other, then relaxed.

      “It means I do not think there is anything wrong with what I want,” she said after a moment. “I have spent enough years trying to talk myself out of it. I do not feel ashamed of it anymore.”

      “Have other people made you feel ashamed?” I asked.

      Her eyes flickered. There it was. A slight flash of memory under the surface.

      “Yes,” she said. “Partners who thought it was a phase. Or something for birthdays and vacations, not something that could be part of an ordinary Tuesday. People who liked the idea of control when it was a game and liked it less when they realized it also came with responsibility.”

      I let that sit between us. The words themselves were simple. The weight inside them was not.

      “Responsibility,” I repeated. “That is an important word. Tell me what that looks like to you.”

      She exhaled slowly, as if she had rehearsed this part but never said it out loud.

      “If I am going to let someone direct me,” she said, “I need to know they are paying attention. That they see more than just the part that turns them on. I want a structure that is consistent, not impulsive. I want someone who can read the room. Who knows when to stop as well as when to push. I want to feel like he is holding something instead of just taking it.”

      Her voice did not shake. That mattered.

      “You mentioned you do not want a lover,” I said. “Can you tell me more about that boundary?”

      Her lips pressed together in thought before she answered.

      “I am not looking for an affair,” she said. “I am not looking to replace anything in my life. I am not starved for romance. I want a very specific dynamic. I want rules. I want to be told what to do in certain spaces so that I can stop carrying every decision by myself. I want to relinquish control in a contained way. I do not need date nights and love songs. I need clarity.”

      “Are you currently in a relationship?” I asked.

      “Yes.”

      She did not elaborate. I did not let her off the hook.

      “Is your partner aware of your desires?”

      She hesitated. There it was the first real pause. The first tiny crack in the smooth delivery.

      “He is aware in theory,” she said. “He knows I like… structure. Guidance. He has tried in the way he knows how. It is not his language.”

      “Is he aware that you are here?”

      “No.” Her jaw tightened. “Not yet.”

      “Will he need to be?” I asked. “Either for your own sense of honesty or for practical reasons.”

      Silence stretched between us. Not hostile. Not evasive. Just full.

      “I do not want to build anything on lies,” she said finally. “If this moves beyond talking and very light exercises, then yes. He would need to know. I am not here to sneak around. I am here because I am tired of pretending that this part of me can be put away.”

      There was a steadiness in her I liked. She spoke as a woman who was used to being the one others leaned on. It was in the way she measured the consequences before I could even ask. In the way she already considered the structure around the thing she wanted.

      “You said you are inexperienced in practicing your desires,” I said. “Tell me what you have experienced so far.”

      Pink rose at the edge of her cheekbones. Not from embarrassment exactly. More like irritation at having to admit that the practical column of her life was emptier than the theoretical one.

      “Attempts,” she said. “Some light role play. Some moments where a partner took the lead until, he became self-conscious or bored. No one who understood how deep it goes for me. No one who could remain calm when I give up control.”

      “When you do give it up,” I said, “what does it feel like?”

      Her eyes closed briefly. When she opened them again, there was more nakedness there.

      “Like stepping off a ledge into warm water,” she said. “Like silence, in a good way. Like not having to anticipate the next ten steps. It feels like rest.”

      Rest. That word lodged somewhere deep.

      “So, you are looking for dominance that gives you rest,” I said. “Not chaos. No confusion. Rest.”

      “Yes.” Her answer came out sharper, almost relieved. “Exactly.”

      We sat with that, the both of us. The room felt very still.

      “You understand that what you are asking for requires a great deal of trust?”

      “From you and from anyone I might match you with. This is not casual. It is not a novelty.”

      “I know,” she said. “That is why I came here instead of downloading an app and swiping for someone with the word Dom in his bio.”

      Her tone carried a trace of dry humor. It made me like her more.

      “I am glad you did not do that,” I said. “We vet very carefully here. We also structure things with clear consent and boundaries. Nothing moves forward without your agreement at every stage. If at any point you want to stop, you stop. That is nonnegotiable.”

      She inclined her head. “I would not want it any other way.”

      I made a note in her file, then looked back up.

      “I am going to ask you something personal,” I said. “You do not have to answer if you do not want to.”

      “Alright.”

      “Has anyone ever used control against you?” I asked. “Not in a negotiated, consensual way. In a way that made you feel small or unsafe.”

      Her gaze drifted to a spot just past my shoulder. When she spoke again, her voice was softer.

      “Yes,” she said. “When I was younger. A partner who liked to decide everything. What I wore. Who I saw. Where I went. He did not call it control. He called it care. It took me longer than I like to admit realizing that caring for someone does not require caging them.”

      “Thank you for telling me,” I said.

      She lifted one shoulder. “It is relevant. I know it affects how much I hesitate before letting go now.”

      “It does,” I said. “It means we will be even more careful.”

      I let a few quiet breaths pass.

      “What are you most afraid of in this process?” I asked.

      “Picking wrong again,” she said immediately. “Putting myself in someone
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