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Do You Remember The Rules

The scent of linseed oil and damp clay clung to the air of the industrial loft, a heavy, earthy perfume that always made Nia’s pulse skip. She stood in the center of the room, her heels clicking against the polished concrete. Huge windows stretched toward the ceiling, framing the jagged skyline of the city in a bruised purple twilight. Maya stood by a workbench, her silhouette sharp against the fading light. She wore a black silk robe that clung to the curves of her thighs, her skin a deep, shimmering mahogany that seemed to absorb the remaining light.

Nia shifted her weight, the fabric of her pencil skirt feeling suddenly too tight, her breath hitching in her throat.

"You're three minutes late, Nia."

Maya didn't turn around. Her voice was a low, resonant hum that vibrated in the small of Nia's back.

"The traffic on the bridge was a nightmare," Nia replied, her voice thinner than she wanted.

Maya turned then. Her eyes were predatory, gold-flecked and wide, locking onto Nia with a precision that felt like a physical touch. She leaned back against the workbench, crossing her arms.

"Excuses are for people who aren't desperate to be here."

Nia felt a flush creep up her neck, a hot wave of heat that settled in her belly. She took a step forward, the distance between them shrinking, the tension pulling tight like a wire.

"I'm not making excuses. I'm just explaining."

"I don't want explanations. I want your presence. Entirely."

Maya stepped toward her, the silk of her robe whispering against her skin. She stopped inches away, the scent of sandalwood and something metallic—maybe the tools of her trade—filling Nia's senses. Maya reached out, her long, tapered fingers gripping Nia's chin, tilting her face upward.

"Do you remember the rules we discussed on the phone?"

Nia swallowed hard, her throat dry.

"Yes."

"Speak clearly. Use the titles."

"Yes, Mistress."

The words felt heavy, a delicious weight that anchored Nia to the floor. Maya’s thumb brushed over Nia's lower lip, pulling it down slightly to reveal the wet pink of her inner lip.

"Better. Now, strip. Slowly. I want to see exactly how much you're trembling."

Nia's fingers flew to the buttons of her blouse. Her hands shook, the small plastic discs slipping through the holes. She felt Maya's gaze tracking every movement, a tactile pressure that made her nipples harden against the lace of her bra. She slid the blouse off her shoulders, letting it pool on the concrete like a discarded skin. Next came the skirt, the zipper rashed downward with a sharp metallic sound. She stepped out of the fabric, standing in her sheer black tights and lace lingerie.

"The tights, too," Maya commanded.

Nia hooked her thumbs into the waistband, peeling the nylon down her legs. The cool air of the loft hit her skin, sending a shiver through her frame. She stood naked except for a matching black bra and thong, her cocoa-toned skin glowing under the dim gallery lights.

Maya circled her, a slow, prowling orbit. Nia held her breath, her chest heaving.

"You've been thinking about this all day, haven't you? While you were sitting in those board meetings, pretending to care about quarterly projections."

"Yes," Nia whispered.

"Yes, what?"

"Yes, Mistress. I couldn't stop thinking about it."

Maya stopped behind her. Nia felt the heat radiating from Maya's body, though she didn't touch her. The anticipation was a physical ache, a void in Nia's gut that demanded to be filled.

"Tell me what you want. Be specific. I want to hear the filth in your head."

Nia closed her eyes, leaning her head back.

"I want to feel you take the control. I want to be forced to stop thinking. I want... I want to feel something that makes the rest of the world disappear."

Maya’s hand suddenly clamped over Nia’s mouth, the palm warm and firm. Nia let out a muffled moan, her hips instinctively twitching forward. Maya leaned in, her lips brushing against Nia's ear.

"We'll get to the disappearance. First, we establish the boundaries. Safe words. Now."

"Yellow for caution, Red for stop," Nia mumbled against the palm.

Maya released her, stepping back to a heavy wooden table where a collection of leather restraints and a black silk blindfold lay arranged with surgical precision.

"Good. Now, get on your knees."

Nia dropped instantly, her knees hitting the cold concrete with a dull thud. She looked up at Maya, her expression one of raw, uncovered hunger.

"Hands behind your back."

Nia complied, crossing her wrists. Maya reached for the leather cuffs, the heavy hide smelling of salt and oil. She snapped them shut around Nia's wrists with a sharp click, the metal lining cold against her skin. Maya then pulled a length of soft rope, binding Nia's wrists together, tightening the knot just enough to create a constant, reminding tension.

"The blindfold," Maya whispered.

As the silk slid over Nia's eyes, the world vanished. The loss of sight amplified everything else. The distant hum of city traffic, the rhythmic sound of Maya's breathing, the smell of the clay. Nia felt a surge of panic, a momentary spike of claustrophobia, followed by a wave of profound relief. She was no longer the woman in charge. She was no longer the one making decisions.

"Do you feel that, Nia? The way your heart is trying to kick its way out of your ribs?"

"Yes," Nia gasped.

"That's the sound of your ego dying. I love that sound."

Nia felt Maya's hands on her shoulders, guiding her toward the center of the room. She felt herself being pushed gently onto a padded leather bench. Her legs were spread wide, the cool air hitting the sensitive folds of her pussy.

"I'm going to use the flogger now," Maya informed her. "I want you to count the strikes. If you lose count, we start over."

The first strike was a sudden, sharp crack across her thighs. Nia screamed, a short, sharp sound that echoed in the rafters. The sting was immediate, a line of fire that bloomed across her skin.

"One!" Nia yelled.

Crack.

"Two!"

The rhythm established itself. The leather tails of the flogger wrapped around her hips, leaving stinging trails of heat. Nia's body arched, her bound wrists straining against the rope. The pain wasn't a deterrent; it was a catalyst, stripping away the layers of her professional facade until there was nothing left but raw sensation.

"You're shaking, Nia. Are you scared?"

"I don't know," Nia sobbed, her voice thick. "I... I love it."

"I know you do. You love being broken open."

Maya stopped the strikes, the sudden silence more jarring than the noise. Nia felt Maya's fingers enter her mouth, two fingers sliding past her teeth, exploring the roof of her mouth and the curve of her tongue. Nia sucked on them instinctively, the taste of Maya's skin—salty and warm—sending a jolt of electricity straight to her clit.

"You're so wet," Maya murmured, her voice dropping an octave. "I can smell you from here. Like honey and musk."

Maya's hand moved down, sliding between Nia's thighs. She didn't go for the center immediately. Instead, she traced the outer edges of Nia's labia, her fingertips light, teasing, barely touching. Nia groaned, her hips bucking upward, searching for the pressure.

"Stop moving," Maya commanded.

Nia froze, a whimper escaping her.

"I didn't tell you that


































































d2d_images/cover.jpg





