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​Content Warning
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This book contains explicit sexual content, including consensual BDSM practices between adults, power dynamics, explicit language, relationships between women (FF), and emotionally intense situations. It also addresses themes such as desire, control, submission, body image, insecurity, and the moral ambiguity of certain personal decisions.

This work is intended for adult audiences only (18+).

All relationships portrayed in this work are based on mutual consent between the parties involved. The scenes of dominance and submission are crafted with respect for diversity, erotic fantasy, and a safe space within fiction.

If any of these topics may be sensitive for you, we recommend reading with caution.
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​Chapter 1: The Encounter
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Ann is thirty years old, a criminal lawyer, with the impeccable appearance of someone who controls every detail of her life, although inside she harbored a void no one knew about. Married but distant, with a sharp mind and a presence that commanded respect and mystery in equal parts. Her cold gaze could pierce walls, and her silence weighed more than a thousand words.

Mary is twenty years old, a medical student in the middle of her internship, with an intact passion for saving lives and insecurity she hid behind shy smiles. Submissive by nature, though she didn’t know it yet, her curvy body and curious mind would become part of a power game far more complex than she ever imagined.

Two women, different lives, paths crossed in the darkness of night. What seemed like a simple accident at the hospital would be the beginning of a game where pleasure and pain would intertwine forever.

The night shift was unforgiving. The hospital lights flickered with their bluish tone over the almost empty corridors, and the fatigue weighed on Mary’s back, her eyelids, and her patience. It was two-thirty in the morning, and she had just taken a weak coffee in the residents’ lounge when she heard the murmur of a new admission.

“A minor accident. Thirty-year-old woman, no serious injuries,” a nurse reported as she passed by.

Mary sighed, straightened her coat, and walked toward the emergency room. The heels clicked before she saw her: a distinct, elegant, confident sound. It wasn’t the hesitant step of a common patient.

Then she saw her.

Sitting on the stretcher, a woman with a serene face and icy eyes watched her as if she already knew something about her that Mary didn’t even know about herself. She wore a dark coat covering her calmly crossed legs. She had a small cut on her left eyebrow, but she wore it like jewelry: something that added character, not diminished her beauty.

“Good evening. I’m Mary, an intern. I’m going to examine you.”

“Intern?” the woman repeated, with a deep, measured voice. “How interesting.”

The way she pronounced that last word sent a shiver down Mary’s spine—not of fear, but something more primal. There was something in her tone, in her presence, that unsettled her.

“Name?” Mary asked, trying to sound professional while reaching for her gloves.

“Ann.”

Just that. No last name, no explanation. Her gaze held Mary’s without blinking, as if analyzing every movement, every involuntary tremor of her fingers. And there were some.

Mary tried to focus on gently cleaning the cut. Her fingers brushed the warm skin of Ann, and for a moment, the woman barely tilted her face toward her hand, as if enjoying the touch. Mary froze.

“You’re trembling,” Ann whispered, not taking her eyes off her.

“It must be the cold.”

“I don’t think so.”

Silence. The monitor in the room showed normal rhythms, but Mary’s heart did not obey technology. Ann smiled faintly, as if hearing what wasn’t said.

“There’s nothing serious,” Mary said, pulling away. “Though she should get a CT scan just to be safe; the order is here.”

Ann rose without hurry. Her coat hugged her curves elegantly. She stepped closer to Mary—one step more than necessary—to take the paper.

“Are you always this careful with your patients, Mary?”

The name in her voice sounded different. Intimate. As if she had said it before, in another context.

“I’m just doing my job,” Mary replied, almost in a whisper.

Ann stopped by the door. She looked her over once more, head to toe, without shame.

“We’ll see each other again. I’m sure of that.”

And she left.

Silence returned, but not the air. Mary felt something had changed. A crossing of paths, a crack in her routine. Her pulse was still racing when she returned to the break room. She closed her eyes. And for the first time in weeks, she didn’t think about sleeping.

Mary stayed still for a moment, alone in the break room, staring at the closed door as if Ann were still on the other side.

She sat down slowly. She unconsciously pressed her thighs together, the stethoscope hanging loosely around her neck. She felt the weight of the encounter in her fingers, on her skin, in the exact center of her chest. And somewhere deeper, too.

Who the hell was that woman?

It wasn’t just that she was beautiful — although she was, and very much so. Her face had that impossible symmetry that gets etched into memory. Dark, hard, merciless eyes. Perfectly defined lips, with a natural curve of elegant disdain. High cheekbones. A long neck. A posture that neither asked for permission nor apologized.

But it wasn’t just her looks.

It was the way she looked at her.

As if she knew something. As if she was silently undressing her with every word.

Mary swallowed. She felt a flush on her cheeks and didn’t know if it was shame or excitement. Or both.

“We’ll see each other again?” she whispered.

Her words sounded like a promise. Or a disguised threat. And the worst part was Mary wanted it to be true.

She turned off the light, closed her eyes. And without meaning to, her mind went back to that gaze. To that tone of voice. To those fingers that never touched her, but still shook her.

And for the first time in a long time, she felt curious about what it would be like to lose control.

Mary got home past four. She threw her backpack onto the couch, took off her shoes like they weighed a ton, and headed straight to the kitchen. She wasn’t hungry. She had something else settled in her body. Something she couldn’t name.

She opened the fridge and closed it without taking anything out. She leaned against the counter. She thought of Ann.

“We’ll see each other again.”

The phrase didn’t sound like a possibility. It sounded like an order. Or a sentence. Or... a desire.

She rubbed her arms, as if that could shake off the effect of her presence, but it was useless. She couldn’t forget her gaze. That calm defiance. The way she dominated her just by being there.

And then, without meaning to, she asked herself something she had never clearly voiced before:

What would happen if I let myself go?

Since she was a teenager, Mary had felt a strange attraction to the forbidden. Not to violence or empty thrill, but to surrender. To obedience. To the feeling of being controlled, guided, possessed with a purpose. She saw images, read things, imagined... but she had never said it out loud. Not even to herself. It wasn’t part of her medical world, nor in talks with friends, nor in the brief, boring relationships she’d had.
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