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The Real Me in the Mirror

Innocent, sweet Kaidence, and her dorky boyfriend, are on vacation in the hot & humid south, where she is once again rejecting his attempts to get in her pants. Can’t he just understand that she wants to wait?

It’s not just the weather making things steamy. When she is captivated by a mesmerizing mirror in their B&B, she starts to see herself in the mirror as someone new, someone uninhibited, someone eager to throw away her innocence at the hands (and more) of the B&B hosts—a charming older man and his wife, who just might know exactly what secrets the mirror holds.

cheating  •  older man  •  older woman  •  younger woman  •  mind control


Chapter 1

The farm market buzzed with vendors arranging produce beneath striped awnings. Kaidence trailed her fingertips across fuzzy peach skins displayed in wooden crates, their sweet aroma mingling with earthy beetroots and delicate herbs. Her cotton dress—pale yellow with tiny blue flowers—clung to her collarbones where humidity pressed inward, though she’d deliberately chosen the high neckline and knee-length cut.

Kieran’s shadow fell across the fruit. “These look ripe.” He plucked a peach, testing its cleft. “Bet they’re juicy.” His grin sharpened as he leaned into her space, sweat glistening at his temple. “Makes me think about tasting yours.”

Her stomach dropped. She stepped back, sandal scraping gravel. “Not this again.” A vendor glanced over, and Kaidence hunched her shoulders. 

“C’mon, it’s just a joke.” He set the fruit down, stickiness clinging to his fingers. “You used to laugh.”

“When we were nineteen.” She rolled her eyes. Two years of his “jokes” piled up like unwashed dishes, not to mention his hand sliding too high during movies, whispered innuendos at family dinners… “I told you I’m waiting. Why can’t you—”

“Respect that?” He finished, voice flattening. “I do. Doesn’t mean I’ve stopped wanting you.” His gaze dipped to her mouth. “You’re killing me, Katie.”

The nickname grated. It was a relic from their first date, when she’d been too shy to correct him. She turned toward a stall selling jars of local honey, glass shimmering in the white glare.

His hand closed on her elbow, gently as he could. “Hey. I’m sorry.”

She studied a handmade sign’s curvy writing. “You think everything’s a game.”

“Not everything.” His voice lowered. “Not how I feel.”

A child squealed by the lemonade stand. Kaidence risked glancing at her boyfriend. His smile had softened, the arrogant edge smoothed away. For a heartbeat, he looked like the boy who’d brought her mother flowers in the hospital.

She laced her fingers with his. “I need you to be okay with this. Really okay.”

“I just… I’m trying to understand. We’re on vacation, it’s supposed to be romantic. I thought maybe…” His eyes were fixed on the ground. Finally, he nodded. “Yeah. Okay. I get it.”

“You sure this time?” Kaidence asked, her voice gentle but firm.

Kieran sighed. “I’m not trying to push. I’ll stop. I’ll stop bringing it up.”

Kaidence searched his face, looking for any hint that he wasn’t being sincere. But all she saw was vulnerability. “Thank you.”

He nodded again, his shoulders still tense. “Yeah.”

* * *

The B&B’s wraparound porch glowed with string lights as cicadas thrummed in the oaks. Rowan emerged first, his bola tie gently swinging. “Welcome to Chivalry Farm.” His voice rolled like a campfire storyteller’s, low and gritty from decades of cigars and bourbon. Piper followed, all wide hips and hippie wisdom. Her gaze swept Kaidence’s dress. “Darling, you’re a vision. So refreshing to see a young woman who understands elegance.”

Kieran hoisted his duffel bag. “We’re in room three, right?”

Piper’s smile didn’t waver, and her eyes remained fixed on Kaidence. “Your generation drowns in crop tops and ripped denim. But you…” She flicked a manicured hand toward the embroidered collar hugging Kaidence’s throat. “A rare bloom.”

They followed Rowan inside. The foyer was cozy, with an array of antique and freshly-polished furnishings. “Piper’s obsessed with aesthetics. Me? I’d rather discuss our heirloom tomatoes.” He gestured through French doors to raised garden beds brimming with okra and squash.

Kieran shifted, phone buzzing in his pocket, which he pulled out to check recent sports scores.

Piper’s lashes lowered as she handed Kaidence a brass key. “Your sanctuary awaits.”

Rowan led them up a set of creaking stairs to a door with a small chalk sign reading “K&K’s B&B.” He stepped aside, gesturing for them to explore. “If you need anything, just let us know.”

Kaidence thanked him, waiting until he left before exhaling slowly. She moved to the chest of drawers, opening the top drawer to begin unpacking her clothes. As she folded her hiking clothes and placed them neatly inside, her attention drifted to a standing mirror.

It was an antique, its frame carved with intricate patterns of vines and flowers. The glass was slightly wavy, giving her reflection a soft, fairytale quality. She leaned in, studying her face. The light from the window fell just right, illuminating her features in a way that made her skin seem to glow. Her hair looked more vibrant, her eyes brighter. She couldn’t remember the last time she’d seen herself look so… radiant.

Kieran flopped onto the bed, his hands behind his head. “This place is something else, huh?”

Kaidence nodded absently, still focused on the mirror. There was something about it, it almost seemed to… she reached out, her fingers brushing against the glass. For a moment, it felt as though the room around her had shifted. The silence was profound. She felt… sacred. But then the feeling passed, and she stepped back, blinking as if waking from a daydream.


Chapter 2

Kaidence stretched lazily the next morning, happy to remember that there would be no pressure for the next few days. She could hear Kieran in the bathroom, the sound of running water and his faint humming drifting through the closed door. She scooched up against the headboard, her gaze drawn once again to the ornate mirror looming over the space.

It was beautiful, its frame intricately carved with decorations that seemed to shift and change the longer she looked at them. Just tired eyes, surely. The glass itself had a faint, almost imperceptible glow, as if it were lit from within. Kaidence got out of bed, padding across the room barefoot.

Her reflection stared back at her, but wait, no, that couldn’t be… her eyes seemed sparkly, more intense, and her lips curved into a subtle, knowing smile that Kaidence couldn’t feel. She leaned in closer, her breath fogging the glass for the briefest moment before it cleared.

Hiya, sexy, a feeling whispered through her. It was in her mind, soft and seductive. She froze, her heart skipping a beat, but she couldn’t look away.

“What?” she murmured, her voice barely audible.

Her hand reached up almost involuntarily, her fingertips brushing the surface of the mirror. It was warm. The glass rippled faintly, like water disturbed by a fallen leaf. She gasped, pulling her hand back, but the reflection didn’t budge. Instead, it leaned in closer, its expression shifting to something… inviting.

Her pulse was thrumming in her ears. The reflection’s hand moved, fingers trailing down its own neck, over the delicate curve of its collarbone, and lower. Kaidence’s mouth went dry, her own fingers twitching, wanting to follow the same path.

Kaidence stumbled backward, her calves bumping into the edge of the bed. She gripped the mattress, and tore her gaze from the mirror. The bathroom door creaked open, steam billowing out as Kieran emerged with a towel slung low on his hips. Water droplets clung to the ridges of his abdomen.

“Check this out,” she blurted, voice higher than intended. Her index finger jabbed toward the mirror. “It’s… there’s something wrong with it.”

Kieran scrubbed a smaller towel over his damp hair. “Looks fine to me.”

“No, touch it.” She grabbed his wrist, dragging him forward. His palm met the surface with a dull thud. “Feel that? It’s warm. And when I—“

“Feels like glass.” He rapped his knuckles against it, producing sharp clicks. “You sure you didn’t just zone out staring at yourself?” His mouth quirked, fingers reaching out to squeeze her hip. “Not that I blame you.”

Kaidence flinched away from his touch. “It talked to me. My reflection moved on its own.”

Kieran’s smile faded. He cupped her face, thumb brushing her cheekbone. “Babe, we drank a lot of wine last night. That shit gives me weird dreams too.”

She inched forward, shoulders tense. The reflection showed exactly what she expected this time: no overdone makeup, no smoldering gaze, no phantom smile. Just her. Vulnerable. Ordinary.

Her exhale shuddered out. “I’m losing it,” she muttered.

“You’ll be fine.” Kieran offered a hug.

The mirror stayed silent.

* * *

Piper gestured toward a weathered brick building. “That was a speakeasy during Prohibition,” she explained, her voice lilting like she was sharing a secret. “Lovers used to meet there, stealing kisses between gunfights and bootlegging whiskey.”

Kaidence gulped. The word lovers slithered through her mind, reminiscent of the reflection’s coy smile, the way its fingers had teased its—her?—skin. A bead of sweat traced her spine, and she pressed her thighs together reflexively.

Rowan chuckled beside her, hands tucked into his shorts. “Nothing like rebellion to make passion bloom, eh?” His tone was light, but Kaidence froze. Passion. The mirror’s mental voice purred the word, liquid and tempting.

Kieran bumped her elbow, holding out a paper cone of melting peach ice cream. “They ran out of vanilla,” he said, brow furrowed like he’d failed a test. She managed a smile, accepting it.

Piper led them past a boutique, its window displaying complicated lingerie. “Local craftsmanship,” she winked. Kaidence’s gaze snagged on a deep red satin chemise. The mirror version of her would’ve bought it. Would’ve worn it tonight, let the straps slip, let Kieran tear it off—

“You’re quiet.” Kieran nudged her, slurping his ice cream. 

“Just… enjoying the scenery.”

He followed her gaze to the window, cheeks coloring. “Oh. Yeah, that’s… nice.” Awkwardness stiffened his shoulders, and he quickly steered her away. 

Rowan and Piper fell strolled behind them, arms linked. “Everyone hid their secrets here,” Piper murmured, nodding at a narrow alley. “Trysts, scandals, a whole underground of desire.”

Rowan’s laugh rumbled. “Still do, my dear.”

Desire. The idea throbbed in Kaidence’s core. She envisioned her reflection’s hands again, sliding down its hips. The real her itched to trace the same path, here in the open, where anyone could see… she shook her head, overcome by shame.

Kieran tugged her toward a shaded gazebo. “Look, a swing.” He nodded at a wooden bench swaying from chains. “C’mon, let’s get a pic.”

The bench creaked beneath them. His arm slung over her shoulder, tugging her close. “Smile!” He held up his phone. Kaidence’s cheeks ached with the effort. The reflection would’ve nibbled his ear whispered dirty words… “Cut it out!” she mentally chastised herself.

He lowered the phone. “Let’s try another.” His lips crashed into hers—sticky and urgent. A whoop echoed from the street. A group of cyclists zipped past, one whistling. Kieran pulled back, flushed. “Sorry, I just—”

“It’s fine.” She stood too fast, the swing swaying. “Let’s catch up.”

Piper and Rowan waited by a fountain, tossing pennies. “Make a wish,” Piper suggested. Kaidence dug a coin from her purse. The water shimmered, refracting piles of previous wishes—and for a heartbeat, she saw the mirror’s seductive surface. Let go, it seemed to say.

She closed her eyes. The coin slipped from her fingers.

* * *

Magnolia blossoms infused the breeze as Kieran spread their checkered blanket under a large oak. Kaidence arranged cheese cubes and grapes, her modest collar chafing her. Across the lawn, a girl in a bright orange crop top shrieked with laughter while her boyfriend chased her with a water gun. The girl’s bare midriff glistened, her shorts riding up as she collapsed into the grass.

“Rowan’s heirloom tomatoes,” Kieran said, brandishing a container. His shirt stuck to his chest, sweat darkening the fabric. Her fingers twitched with the absurd impulse to trace the wet contours.

Kaidence cracked open a lemonade. Condensation dripped onto her skirt. “At least we found shade,” she offered, watching a couple tangled on a nearby blanket—the woman’s sundress straps slipping down freckled shoulders as her partner nuzzled her neck.

The mirror’s purr threaded through the noise. Freedom.

Kieran wiped his mouth. “You seem… distant.”

“Hot.” She fiddled with a button. “Just the heat.”

A toddler squealed. Kids that were too old to squeal also squealed. Mothers fanned themselves under wide-brimmed hats. Dresses clung to their thighs. She needed to breathe.

Why not, she told herself. Just the top one.

Her thumb hooked under the top bit of fabric at her neck. The collar parted, exposing her throat. Air kissed the fresh dampness there. It was a pinprick of rebellion, and for once, it didn’t feel wrong. The orange-top girl giggled again, now straddling her damp boyfriend in the grass.

“You’re—” Kieran licked his lip. “Not too hot, I hope?”

“A little.” The mirror’s sultry laugh spiraled through her as she caught a man’s glance from a neighboring blanket—middle-aged, pretending to read a book—his eyes flicking to her exposed collarbone. A thrill sparked low in her belly, unfamiliar but welcome.

She blushed.

Kieran reached into the basket. “Need sunscreen?”

“Forever and ever, Amen,” she agreed with a smile.

* * *

Four hands moved puzzle pieces across the mahogany coffee table. “The wings are coming along,” Piper murmured, dragging a fingernail along the half-finished butterfly puzzle. Rowan’s knee pressed against Kaidence’s thigh as he reached for his wineglass. Just an accident, right? Didn’t mean anything.

Kaidence sipped a crisp Viognier, its floral notes blooming across her tongue. Her flannel pajama top felt looser with each swallow. Weird. She’d buttoned all five buttons before they’d come downstairs. Yet now the third gaped open, exposing lace trim. She fixed it quickly.

Kieran snorted at a mismatched piece. “This moth’s looking drunk.” His arm encircled her waist, way too warm. She leaned slightly away, watching Rowan’s steady fingers slotting a crimson fragment into place.

Piper stretched, linen blouse riding up to reveal a sliver of her soft midriff. Her smile was almost audible as Rowan’s palm supported her lower back. They had a decades-old intimacy, practiced and fluid.

Kaidence’s second button slipped free. Cool air teased her sternum. She didn’t remember undoing it.

Kieran yawned dramatically. “Midnight’s my pumpkin hour. Got that hike tomorrow.” His kiss landed near her ear with an exaggerated mwah. “Don’t let the monsters keep you up.” The staircase creaked under his exit.

Three hands now. Rowan’s thumb brushed hers reaching for the same piece. “Apologies,” he rumbled, not moving his hand. Piper watched them over her glass, lips stained violet at the rim.

…share me like dessert wine… she felt in her mind.

Kaidence glanced down to see that four buttons were undone. Rose-gold lace bloomed in the gap. Rowan’s gaze dipped as well, lingering shamelessly. Piper traced the puzzle’s edge. “You’ve got a strategic mind, darling. Such… attention to detail.” Her toe brushed Kaidence’s ankle under the table.

Skin tingling, Kaidence stood. “More wine?” Rowan’s fingers closed around her wrist as she reached for the bottle. Not restraining. Testing.

…pin me down please… her soul urged. Was it hers?

“Allow me.” He poured slow, watching rivulets slide down the glass. Piper hummed something sultry. The final button fell open as Kaidence sat, pajama top draping to reveal both lace cups. Cold wine hit her tongue. Hot silence thickened.

Piper slid a completed wing segment toward her. “Look how the veins meet.” Blush exploded up Kaidence’s neck as the woman’s pinkie traced a suggestive curve.

…beg them to lick wine off my—

“Bed.” Kaidence stood too fast, puzzle pieces scattering. “I should… Kieran…”

“Sweet dreams, butterfly.” Rowan’s smile carved dimples into silver stubble. “We’ll save the last piece for you.”

Upstairs, Kieran snored into his pillow. Kaidence lay vibrating, nerves aflame. She felt a pang of guilt, and a lingering heat that refused to dissipate. Her body ached, her mind replaying the moments with Rowan and Piper, until sleep finally claimed her.


Chapter 3

Kaidence’s eyelids fluttered open to the sound of Kieran’s congested breathing, his arm thrown across her hips like a sandbag. The digital travel clock pulsed 1:47 AM in an unnatural green. Her skin felt too small.

…come play…

She turned her head abruptly. The mirror’s surface shimmered with a rainbow mirage. The woman in the reflection blew her a kiss, and Kaidence felt her real tongue dart out and moisten her lower lip.

Kieran snorted into his pillow. Kaidence stayed still until his breathing stabilized, trying to blink the phantom away, but it refused. Her t-shirt’s neckline gaped as she sat up, exposing one pale shoulder.

…let him dream…

Her bare feet met hard wood. The mirror pulled like a magnet between her rib cage. The reflection’s nails traced the slope of its collarbones, leaving faint pink memory trails. Kaidence’s own hands remained clenched in her lap.

“Stop,” she mouthed silently.

The reflection slowly shook her head, hips undulating in a slow figure-eight. …still playing pretend… Its fingertips slipped beneath the t-shirt, hiking fabric to reveal shameless thighs. …we ache to be tasted…

Kaidence clenched her fists. The tension grounded her for three shaky breaths. Then the reflection peeled its shirt off entirely, pushing bare breasts together and offering them up. It was an absurd male gaze pose, but Kaidence felt a compelling tingle.

…imagine their touch…

“No.” The whisper escaped like steam from a kettle. Kieran grunted, flipping onto his stomach. Kaidence watched him until his snores resumed.

The reflection pressed palms against its side of the mirror, making the surface ripple. …they want to help… it purred as Kaidence’s legs carried her forward without permission. …find the truth…

The alter ego licked the mirror where their faces aligned, but it left no mark. Kaidence’s tongue tasted the air in helpless mimicry.

…good girl…

Warmth flooded her abdomen. What was going on, seriously? They both sank to the floor. The reflection’s fingers dipped below a lace waistband, mouth falling open in silent ecstasy. Kaidence’s hand hovered over her own thigh, trembling.

…pleasure is a free dessert…

“Can’t,” she choked out. The t-shirt clung to her peaking nipples. Across the room, Kieran’s phone buzzed with a notification, screen flashing blue in the dark.

The reflection seized a breast, nails digging into flesh that remained untouched on this side of the mirror. …want to be free… Hips rolled beyond the glass, a obscene undulation that made Kaidence’s core clench. …open this cage…

Her index finger brushed cotton. The reflection moaned, head falling back. Kaidence’s real breath caught. One fingertip slipped under elastic.

…yes…

The bed creaked. Kieran’s arm flopped off the side. Kaidence yanked her hand away, heart hammering.

…he can’t own you…

Misty eyes blurred the tantalizing image. Kaidence pressed a fist to her mouth. The reflection mirrored the gesture, then slowly sucked two fingers past glossed lips.

…feel bliss…

Her free hand crept upward, brushing a stiff nipple through thin cotton. The reflection shuddered, back arching. Kaidence bit her knuckle to stifle a whimper.

The glass fogged where their foreheads nearly touched. The reflection’s mouth formed words that bypassed her ears and embedded directly in her womb. …it’s time…

Fingertips brushed her nipples hesitantly until the woman in the glass clicked her tongue.

Harder.

She pinched, gasping. Her double mimed the motion with exaggerated care, painted nails sharp against phantom flesh.

“I shouldn’t…”

…shouldn’t feel good? The reflection tested her resolve.

Kieran snored louder. Kaidence pressed trembling thighs together, but the mirror’s occupant spread hers wide in invitation, revealing skin flushed ripe as a rinsed peach.

…just explore…

Night air licked her collarbones as the shirt found its way up and off. The reflection hummed approval.

…same skin… came the whisper, though the reflection’s lips didn’t move. …same hunger…

Her fingers dipped down without her asking.

A strangled yelp died against her free hand as fingertips found slick heat. The reflection arched, lewdly plunging three fingers deep inside while maintaining eye contact. Kaidence mirrored the motion, but with one tentative digit. Shockwaves rippled outward. Her thigh muscles were quaking, toes curling.

…good, right?

Her hand moved automatically. The reflection’s free hand tweaked a nipple, so she did the same, moans strangled into silence.

“Dirty,” she mouthed against her wrist.

alive, corrected her mirror-self.

Rowan’s voice appeared in a fleeting memory: “Everything grows well here.” Her thumb found the swelling nub of her clitoris. A fantasy appeared sudden and vivid: his weathered hands guiding hers, Piper’s laughter twining through instruction. “Slower, dear… yes… feel how she opens for you?”

“I don’t…”

…end this dry spell…

Through a haze of lust, Rowan’s imagined thumbs traced her areolae while Piper’s voice purred against her nape: “Good girls get seconds.” Her traitorous fingers stirred between her nervous thighs.

…they see me, the reflection cooed as Kaidence’s hips stuttered.

Moisture dripped onto the floorboards. The reflection was nodding her head, fingers pistoning faster.

“Teach me,” Kaidence whispered from the depths of her addled mind, gazing toward the ceiling.

Rowan’s phantom beard tickled her inner thigh in reply. Piper’s nails etched columns down her back. Fantasy touches overlapped until distinction was meaningless.

Two fingers explored inside her now, the burn exquisite. Her free hand mauled a breast, kneading, pulling. The mirror’s surface rippled with her frantic rhythm.

“More,” she mouthed.

Above Kieran’s snoring, floorboards creaked. Or perhaps it was Piper’s ghostly heels circling her naked form, Rowan’s luscious kiss warming the shell of her ear. Her reflection’s eyes indulged in the debauched display.

…delicious…

The room melted around Kaidence, walls dissolving into liquid shadow. Time stretched…

minutes or hours, impossible to tell…

Her fingers moved without conscious thought, painting dripping wet circles against flushed skin. The reflection’s whispers curled through her mind like incense smoke.

…they’ll help…

Rowan’s imagined hands replaced hers. Broad palms and age-worn fingers  guided each stroke. His lips brushed her shoulder.

“Yes, please,” she breathed, arching into his ghostly touch.

…so sensitive… so eager…

Kaidence whimpered.

The reflection’s eyes gleamed.

Rowan’s mouth was tasting her virgin dew. Piper’s tongue drew arabesques on Kaidence’s breasts. Kaidence’s moans were deep throaty noises that surprised her.

“Is this right?” Her fingers curled inside herself.

“Perfect,” Piper purred in her vision, teeth grazing a nipple.

She was stretched so full. The burn morphed into a need for more as Rowan’s voice rumbled against her clit. “Good girl.”

Shuddering at his naughty encouragement, her free hand found her throat, thumb finding her pulse. “Feels… so…” Kaidence’s voice broke as her hand tugged on her hair. New knowledge burst forth behind her eyelids.

The reflection’s smile sharpened. …worship the pleasure.

“Worship pleasure,” Kaidence whisper-moaned, the phrase dripping with longing.

…don’t stop…

“Can’t…”

Her ghostly teachers’ guidance mixed and swirled until instruction became instinct. Her body knew what to do now, writhing and touching without conscious decisions. The fantasies shifted, possibilities multiplying.

Rowan’s hands on her thighs, prying them apart. Piper’s fingers in her hair, guiding her head lower.

“More,” she pleaded, though whether to the fantasies or the mirror, she couldn’t say.

Kaidence’s fingers moved with newfound confidence, the phantom guidance of Rowan’s mature hands and Piper’s whispered praise overriding years of hesitation. Her hips rolled in time with the mirror’s undulations, each thrust of her fingers drawing wet sounds that mingled with Kieran’s snores.

…almost…

Her belly tightened, unfamiliar and terrifying. The reflection arched its back, raking nails over her tits as pearlescent fluid streaked Kaidence’s inner thighs.

…let go…

Muscles fluttered around her fingers. Her free hand clawed at the floorboards. The coil snapped taut—

Stop.

Her body locked mid-arc, pleasure suspended, frozen in time. The reflection smiled, fingers still plunging into its glistening sex.

Beg.

“W-why?” Her whisper cracked. Sweat dripped between from her chest to her neck.

…good girls ask nicely…

She tried moving her hand. Bones refused to obey. The ache between her legs sharpened into agony. “Please. Let me…”

…say it…

“Let me… come?”

…who’s asking?…

Her thighs trembled. “I am. Kaidence. Please.”

The reflection tsked, circling a nipple in the glass.

…wrong answer…

The suspended pleasure was all that mattered. Kaidence choked back a sob. “What do you want?”

…let me make the choices…

“I can’t.”

…then stay empty…

A strangled whine escaped her throat. Her body was caught between need and denial. The reflection slowed its movements, savoring each languid thrust.

…my turn to drive…

Kaidence’s pussy clenched. “You’ll… you’ll let me?”

…if you yield…

The pleasure-pain twisted viciously. Her vision whited out for three heartbeats. “Yes! God, yes. Your turn. Just let me—“

…promise…

“I promise.”

Her mirror-self pulsed. …good girl…

The room grew darker around her, her reflection pulsing and warping. Her breathing was shallow, her heart pounding so fucking loudly. The fantasy in her mind solidified with a visceral thud: Rowan pinning her down, dominating, stretching, filling… Piper’s nails were digging into her thighs, their voices filling her ears, urging her to take it, to surrender, to come for them.

Her clit throbbed, hot, insistent, demanding. Her fingers curled inside her, pressing against a spot that made her gasp. “Fu… ck,” she eked out, her voice barely able to obey her will. She trembled, her thighs squeezing tight around her hand. The sensation was unbearable, too much and not enough all at once.

“Oh God,” she gasped. Her hips jerked uncontrollably, fingers sliding in and out of her slick pussy. Her clit pulsed under her hand, the pleasure exploding outward. The shame of it blended seamlessly with the pleasure that burned low in her belly. Fuck that. She needed this.

…finally…

…thank you…

Her legs trembled as the pleasure slowly began to ebb. She felt herself sinking back to Earth, limp and boneless, her mind just as open as her thighs. Her fingers slid out of her, her hand resting on her stomach as she panted.

She had never felt anything like that before. The pleasure had been all-consuming, overwhelming her completely. She lay there, dazed and breathless, her body still trembling with the aftershocks.

Again.

She looked down to see that she was swirling her finger around her clit, watching the way her body jolted at the barest touch. The temptress in the mirror was watching too, wicked and insatiable. Kaidence braced one hand against the floor. Her fingers probed inward again, curling deep where she was most sensitive.

Her hips surged automatically against the touch, little breathy noises escaping her throat. Her other hand rubbed smooth circles around her clit, and she felt a giggle in her throat at the newfound freedom. The mirror’s reflection was playing also, two fingers sliding into her mouth while the other disappeared between her thighs.

Kaidence’s fingers worked faster now, up and down, in and out, as her breath began to shake. A flush spread up her chest and throat, lighting her cheeks on fire. Each thrust of her fingers elicited soft moans, each one higher and needier than the last.

She let her eyes close. Every ounce of her being was focused on the exquisite sensations. Her fingers delved, teased, replaced modesty with lust… her other hand teasing her clit with the knowledge of the night. She clenched her jaw to stifle the moans that threatened to escape.

Visions of Rowan and Piper populated her fantasies, sometimes solo, usually together, as her pleasure built to a fever pitch. The second orgasm of her life slammed into her, her body convulsing as she rode out the waves of ecstasy, her whispers growing more and more desperate.

Again.


Chapter 4

Kaidence felt sore muscles as Kieran’s alarm buzzed. Way too loud. She blinked, disoriented, her body still humming with the remnants of the mirror’s whispers. Kieran rolled over, groaning as he slapped at the clock.

“Time for that hike,” he muttered. He stretched, muscles flexing beneath his tanned arms, and greeted her with a lopsided grin. “You ready to crush it?”

Her stomach lurched. The thought of spending hours navigating steep paths while Kieran raced ahead was too much. She groaned. “I… don’t think I can. I feel… off.”

Kieran sat up. “Off how?” His brow furrowed as he scanned her. “You look fine.”

She swallowed hard, exaggerating the motion. “Maybe last night’s wine didn’t sit well.”

He studied her, fingers drumming the mattress. “Want me to stay? We can—“

“No!” The answer came too quickly. She softened it with a demure smile. “Don’t waste your day. You’ve been looking forward to this hike forever.” Her fingers twisted in the sheet. “I’ll just… rest here. Maybe take some photos in the garden later… if I feel better.”

Kieran’s jaw worked. For a heartbeat, she thought he’d decide to stay. Then he swung his legs off the bed. “Text me if you need anything. I’ll check the trail maps for shorter routes.”

She nodded, sinking back into the pillows.

The front door thudded fifteen minutes later. Through parted curtains, she watched Kieran adjust his backpack straps, his easy stride carrying him down the gravel path until he disappeared behind the neighbor’s bushes. Her pulse quickened.


Chapter 5

Kaidence’s palms left damp streaks on her dress as she navigated the creaking farmhouse stairs. Through the kitchen window, she spied Rowan’s broad frame hunched over fallen peaches, his rolled sleeves revealing forearms bronzed from morning labor.

She flexed her hands open and closed as she stepped into the back garden. When she pressed her tongue to the roof of her mouth, phantom lips whispered how to pose her legs just so.

“Need help watering?” Her voice was suddenly sultry.

Rowan turned carefully. His smile faltered as his gaze dipped to her exposed décolletage. “Not unless you’re volunteering.”

With a wink and a smile, Kaidence stepped onto smooth paving stones, each footprint bringing her closer to her prey. Her sandal strap slipped. Rowan’s hand shot out to steady her, keeping her up with a firm grip on her hip.

“Careful now.” His thumb lingered, burning a brand through to her skin.

She inhaled the scent of turned earth. “Seems there’s danger everywhere lately.”

The watering can trembled in her grip. Liquid poured over thirsty leaves as the mirror spoke through her. “Piper’s lucky. Most men don’t…” a deliberate pause to make sure he was listening, “…nurture what they plant.”

Rowan blinked. “Well. Some blossoms need more than sunlight and water.”

“Mm.” She kneeled and picked up a peach. “What do they need?”

His pruning shears snapped shut around dead growth. “A gardener willing to get dirty.”

The rusty squeal of the tool’s hinge mirrored the twist low in her belly. Kaidence watched as she cupped the overripe peach, thumb denting the flesh just enough to release tangy juice, which trickled down her wrist. Rowan’s nostrils flared as she brought the glistening digits to her mouth.

“Sweetness,” she murmured around sticky fingers, “always tastes better earned.”

Rowan’s gaze tracked the juice sliding down her inner wrist. The mirror purred approval through her synapses, reminding her how to angle her hips and flutter her eyelashes.

“Be a shame to waste it.” Rowan muttered, his hand closing over hers. She dropped the watering can when he lifted her wrist to his mouth.

Warmth surged through Kaidence as soon as his mouth worked over her wrist, lapping up the sticky nectar. His palm pressed firmly against the curve of her spine, gripping her possessively. She leaned into him, her fingers tightening in the soft weave of his shirt.

“Dangerous game you’re playing,” he murmured against her palm, teeth grazing the tender flesh below her thumb.

She looked deeply into his eyes. “Games imply someone might lose.”

His hand, large and warm, trailed up her back, fingers twisting into her hair. He tilted her head back, exposing the delicate line of her throat. “Then let’s ensure we both win.”

The first brush of his lips on hers sparked a taboo thrill. Kieran’s kisses were tentative, but Rowan’s demanded surrender. Or perhaps her mirror-self had come downstairs intending to surrender. She moaned into his mouth as he guided her backward toward the weathered garden shed.

Wood slats bounced against her shoulder-blades when he pressed her against the door. His thigh shoved between hers, hiking up her sundress. The growl that ripped from his throat when he found her bare beneath the dress let her know that she was a goner.

“Christ, girl.” His fingers explored her personal Eden. “You come out here without panties just for me?”

She dragged his bottom lip between her teeth before releasing it. “Maybe I like gardening au naturel.”

His chuckle dissolved into a groan as she rolled her hips. The shed door creaked open from their insistent humping, spilling them into a dim space smelling of aged wood and motor oil. Sunlight pierced cracks in the walls, striping Rowan’s face as he kicked the door shut.

Rough hands slid under and gripped her thighs, lifting her onto a workbench cluttered with terra cotta pots. Kaidence’s dress rode up as Rowan stepped between her legs, and his belt buckle was oddly cold. She fumbled with his shirt buttons, sighing at the first brush of coarse chest hair against her knuckles.

“Take your time,” Rowan said between deep kisses. He captured her trembling fingers, guiding them lower. “You’ll get what you need.”

The metallic clink of his unlatching buckle snapped her eyes open. Kaidence whimpered when he pressed her palm against the straining denim. “Rowan, I… I should…”

“Tell me.” His lips closed gently on her earlobe.

Dust motes swirled around them as she forced the truth past swollen lips. “I’ve never… not with anyone.” The confession hung between them, heavier than the humidity.

Finally, his fingers cleared the hair out of her eyes. “A flower like you deserves careful tending.” He began to back away, the heat between them dropping, until her nails dug into his shoulders.

“Wait.” Her hips jerked forward, seeking a closeness she had barely gotten to know. “What if I want the opposite of careful?”

A muscle twitched in his stubbled cheek. His palm slid up her inner thigh, fingertips denting sweaty skin. “Your young man never even touched this pretty honeypot?”

She shook her head, and her thighs tensed as his hand inched higher. The mirror’s phantom tongue licked the back of her neck, urging her to spread wider. “I need… unf…”

His thumb brushed her exposed clit. “Proper ladies ask nicely.”

She bit her lower lip as pleasure swelled all along her virgin vulva. “Need you to ruin me.”

Rowan’s growl was all the agreement she needed to hear. Fabric tore as he ripped her dress open, buttons pinging against garden tools. “Naughty little slut.” He palmed her breast, rough fingers tweaking the taut peak. “Taking what’s not yours.”

The obscenity sent sticky heat rushing south. Kaidence clawed at his zipper, mouth watering at the thick length she finally freed. “Oh, God.”

“Wrong deity, baby.” Rowan’s lips closed over one nipple, sucking hard.

Her lifted her dress to bunch around her waist, revealing glistening and swollen pussy lips. Kaidence’s hips jerked when he slid two fingers along her slickness. “So wet for a man you shouldn’t touch.” The words came between licks along her outer ear. “Bet you’ve been dripping for days.”

His fingers traced her carefully, a cartographer mapping uncharted territory. He recognized opposing desires in her eyes.

Soft lips pressed to her trembling knee. She looked down to see Rowan’s hungry eyes when he looked up from between her legs. Her hips jerked as his thumb brushed featherlight over her clit.

…such a good girl…

Rowan sighed over her mound. “Christ, you’re red as rose hips.” One broad finger circled her entrance, gathering slickness. “Tighter than a preacher’s fist around collection money.”

The crude analogy made her clench around nothing. His fingertip breached her, stretching nearly-untouched flesh with exquisite slowness. Her nails scrambled for stability among the rusted tool shelves as she arched.

…much bigger than ours…

“Easy now.” His free hand tried to calm her trembling. The finger retreated, returned slicker, deeper. A second digit joined, scissoring gently, so slowly. “There’s my girl.”

Her thighs quivered as he curled fingers upward, brushing a spot that made her vision blur. “Oh! Oh, that’s—“

…he loves this…

His rhythm intensified, then kept her guessing with shallow thrusts alternating with deep pressure. The workbench creaked in time with her gasps.

“Rowan I’m… it’s too…”

“You’ll love this.” His stubble scraped her inner thigh as he suckled her clit.

The dual assault shattered coherence. Her back arched off the bench as sparklers burned behind clenched eyelids. Falling flying breaking…

She shattered with a guttural cry, back bowing off the workbench. Rowan didn’t relent—tongue fluttering while his fingers maintained their ravishing rhythm. Her second climax crested before the first fully ebbed. “OhgodOhGOD Rowan pleeease—!” Tears mixed with sweat as her body convulsed beyond control.

Begging. Burning. Being.

She grasped fistfuls of his hair, hips pistoning against his face. A third release tore through her, so raw and primal—no words left, only animalistic grunts and whines. Would this ever stop? Did she want it to?

“Sinful little thing,” Rowan rasped against her over-sensitized flesh. His fingers continued working even as she could barely inhale. “Made for this.”

Her fourth climax arrived silent and seismic—muscles seizing so violently her teeth drew blood from her wrist. Rowan finally stilled, watching her twitch through half-lidded eyes.

“Attagirl.” His praise spread her legs further apart. Or was it the mirror? Or was it all her?

…more more more…

“Please,” she panted, still riding aftershocks and dragging him back up to kiss him urgently. “I need—inside me. Now.”

“You sure?” His strained voice betrayed how hard he’d been holding back.

She reached down, guiding his leaking crown to her swollen entrance. “Take me.”

…fuck… finally…

Rowan’s calloused hands framed her face. Cicadas thrummed their approval past the warped wooden slats.

“Look at me, darlin’.” Rowan’s kissed his index finger, then pressed it to her lips. “Every inch. Slow.”

She nodded, inhaling sharply as his blunt crown pressed against unfucked flesh. Her heart and libido both fluttered with anticipation.

“Easy now.” His gruff tone softened as he rocked forward, gaining a centimeter. “Breathe through it.”

Tighter than I thought—stretching burning—ohgodohgod—

“Shhh.” He stilled, sweat dripping from his jaw onto her heaving chest. “Your fuck lips are so pretty.”

…dirty words make us wetter…

“F-feels…” She swallowed, the woman in the mirror curling her tongue. “…bigger than my fingers.”

Rowan’s chuckle vibrated against her throat where he pressed open-mouthed kisses. His hips retreated, allowing cool air to brush her weeping entrance. “Gonna ruin you proper, just like you asked.”

Her back arched when he thrust back in—deeper this time. A broken squeal escaped as her inner walls fluttered around invading heat.

“Attagirl.” His praise warmed the shell of her ear. “Take your medicine.”

Medicine? Fuck yes—

“More,” she gasped, surprised by her own boldness. “Please, Rowan, I need—“

“Need what?” His thumb found her clit, circling with just enough pressure to make her hips jerk. “Use your words, little slut.”

The obscenity should’ve shocked her. She should’ve slapped him. Instead, pride swelled beneath his touch. His slut. His good dirty—

“Need your cock!” The confession tore from her throat, vulgar and triumphant. “All of it… please, sir…”

Rowan’s control snapped. He sheathed himself to the hilt with a guttural groan, their pelvic bones meeting with a damp slap. Kaidence’s scream tangled with the cicadas’ song.

“Christ almighty.” His forehead dropped to hers, both trembling.

She clenched experimentally, drawing a ragged “Fuck!” from his chest. Power surged through her at this experienced man undone by her talent.

…make him beg…

“Move.” She nipped his stubbled jaw. “Or I will.”

His laughter held awe as he withdrew. “Bossy little thing, ain’t—ungh!” The complaint died as she slammed her hips upward, taking him deeper.

Slow drags burned so sweetly. Rowan’s work-roughened palms worshiped her breasts, thumbs flicking peaked nipples between thrusts.

“Y-yes! Right there!” Her heels dug into his flanks, urging him harder. “Don’t stop—ohgodohGOD!”

“Look at you.” Wonder bled through his usual authority. “Riding cock like you were made for it.”

…we were…

Ecstasy was building… not the sharp peak from before, but a swelling tide. Kaidence’s fingers tangled in silver-streaked chest hair, pulling his mouth to hers. The kiss turned feral, all teeth and shared breath.

“Gonna make you come again,” he growled against her swollen lips. “Let me feel that pretty cunt squeeze.”

His thumb pressed harder on her clit, circling in time with deep strokes. The mirror’s voice dissolved into her own filthiest thoughts—full so full, stretch me wreck me, yes Daddy—

“Rowan I’m—“

“Let go,” he commanded. “Now.”

She practically levitated off the well-worn workbench, a guttural “Aaah! AAAAAH!” shredding her throat further as Rowan’s cock filled her beyond imagination. Her inner muscles spasmed around the invading thickness in erratic pulses—clench, release, clench—each contraction wringing whimpers from her heaving chest. Her wail shook dust from the rafters.

“Fuck, so warm…” Rowan’s hips stuttered, veins standing out on his neck as he fought to keep control.

Kaidence could only stare at the ceiling as another shockwave hit. “Nnngh! Ohgodohgod—!” Her thighs shook around his waist, nails leaving crimson trails down his slick back. The mirror’s phantom hands ghosted over her breasts, whispering Again. Harder, so she said it out loud, “Again. Harder. Please?”

Rowan’s gasps came ragged and dark. “Greedy little thing.” He pistoned into her with renewed force, each snap of his hips punching high-pitched “Uh! Uh! Unh!” sounds from her overstimulated body.

Kaidence watched her actual reflection in the shed’s grimy window: disheveled hair sticking to her face, slutty tits bouncing with each brutal penetration.

Her cunt clamped down. “Y-yours! Your pussy, sir!” The words burst out between sobbing gasps. “Only yours, p-please—!”

Rowan’s rhythm faltered. A muscle ticked in his jaw as he stilled, buried to the hilt. “Cock-hungry bitch,” he rasped, resuming thrusts, shallower now but no less intense.

Need gripped Kaidence. Her cunt pulsed around Rowan’s cock in time with the mirror’s urgings: take his seed, all for you. She dragged her teeth along his stubbled jaw, voice breaking on desperate gasps. “Want your cum, sir. Pretty please?” Her hips jerked upward, trying to force him deeper through the ache. “Need you to fill—ah!—fill my slut cunt…”

Rowan’s rhythm faltered. A guttural “Fffuck” escaped through clenched teeth.

Her inner muscles fluttered around him on command—tight, release, tight, release—techniques her reflection had drilled into her through phantom touches. “Uh! Want it s-so bad!” Fingernails scored his biceps as she rolled her hips obscenely. The squelch of her overstuffed pussy was her new mantra. “Make me—mmph!—drip with you all day.”

Rowan’s hips snapped forward. “When that boy fucks you tonight.” Another piston-hard drive that made her shriek. “What then?”

“I’ll be ruined!” Her legs locked around his waist, heels digging into his ass. “Feel you leaking out while he—ah!—can’t even compare!”

“Christ!” Rowan’s thrusts  were unpredictable—deep, shallow, deep again. Sweat dripped from his nose onto her trembling stomach. “Such a greedy fucking cunt.”

Kaidence seized her opportunity. “Breed me like a bitch! Wanna feel your—hnng!—thick load filling up my womb!” Her wet hole clenched him again and again. “Please, mister! Wanna be your dirty little cum slut!”

The shed filled with wet slaps and choked grunts as Rowan’s control frayed. His hand twisted in her hair, yanking her head back. “Where do you want it?”

Her hips pistoned upward to meet every drive. “Inside! Deep!” Tears streamed down her temples as another torturous orgasm built. “Knock me up! Ruin me!”

Rowan’s roar scared the birds a block away.

Kaidence’s world narrowed to the pulsing heat splitting her apart. Rowan’s grunts were primal as his cock twitched uncontrollably inside her. The first hot jet marked her inside—a visceral, liquid conquest triggering convulsions. “Oh! Oh, FUCK!” Her mouth stretched wide around the cry, hips canting upward to milk him thoroughly.

“Fuck yes, take it!” Rowan’s voice was both commanding and desperate, hips pounding her erratically. Another thick pulse. Then another. Kaidence’s cunt fluttered around the invading heat, each throb wringing shaky “Nn! Nn! Nnn!” sounds from her throat.

Her squeezing insides pulled another ragged groan from Rowan. His thrusts lost rhythm, grinding deep as he sought to claim her womb forever. The squelching sounds turned obscenely wet, her overstimulated sex struggling to contain the reward for being his good little slut.

Ecstatic triumph surged through her veins. “F-feel you!” Her fingertips scrabbled along his sweaty shoulders, voice hoarse with awe. “So m-much… filling me up…” Another twitch of his cock dragged a whimper. “Did I—ah!—did I do good, sir?”

Rowan’s lips twitched with feral satisfaction. He pulled nearly out, making her gasp at the sudden emptiness, then slammed back in hard. Cum leaked around his shaft in creamy rivulets. “Perfect little whore.”

The words lit a pyre in Kaidence’s belly. She rolled her hips in slow, filthy circles.

His kiss tasted like sweat, and her own pussy, and coming home. His tongue thrust deep in counterpoint to his retreating cock. Kaidence whimpered against his mouth as the thick shaft slid free, encouraging trails of sticky heat to leave her as well.

The sudden emptiness brought a pang of grief. “Nn—no…” she mumbled into the bruising kiss.

“Still hungry?” Rowan winked at the sweaty mess beneath him, fingers gathering cum that leaked from her well-used cunt. “So beautiful.” He held glistening fingers to her lips. “Open up.”

The mirror’s phantom purred through her veins as Kaidence sucked his digits clean, tongue swirling between each knuckle. “Perfect… filthy angel,” he rasped.

Her hands roamed his chest, marveling at the angry red scratches she’d marked him with. The shed smelled of sex and satisfaction. Sweat droplets dripped along Rowan’s collarbone. Kaidence licked one away, savoring the salt-bitter tang.

“Nap,” she panted against his chest when they broke for air. “Need… rest.” Her libido spasmed at a perverse idea: Kieran would return expecting her to have a headache, not a well-fucked pussy leaking another man’s cum.

Rowan’s smirk crinkled the corners of his eyes. He palmed her ass, helping her down. “Shower first, petal. Garden work gets dirty.”

Kaidence stumbled upright. Cum trickled down her inner thigh… thick, warm, obscene, addictive. She pressed her legs together, fabric of her useless and ruined dress dragging over sensitized skin. The wobble-step toward the shed door became a mortifying shuffle.

Rowan’s approving hum followed her exit. “Good girl.”


Chapter 6

Kaidence stretched awake for the second time that day, mentally scanning her sore muscles.

“Enjoy your beauty sleep?” Piper’s voice was a sharp alarm.

Kaidence jerked upright, squinting against the golden afternoon light. Her B&B host and adultery victim sat primly in a wicker armchair, legs crossed at the ankle. A glass of sweet tea perspired in her hand.

Kaidence’s throat constricted. “I… I wasn’t—“

“Darling, spare me.” Piper set her drink on the nightstand with a thud. The ice cubes rattled like unlucky dice. “Your little escapade has Rowan walking around whistling showtunes.” Her coral-painted lips twitched. “His back needed bandages, by the way.”

Silence followed. The oscillating fan persisted through it, pushing hot air across Kaidence’s burning cheeks. Her shameless reflection smirked in the mirror behind Piper, dolled up in a tight red dress and fishnet stockings.

“Relax, hon.” Piper uncrossed her legs. A gold anklet glinted above her strappy sandal. “Not here to scold. Just balancing the scales.”

Kaidence’s tongue felt swollen. The mirror’s reflection hiked up her dress to an obscene length and blew Kaidence a kiss. Say yes, the phantom mouthed.

Piper stood in a quiet swoosh of linen. Her perfume smelled of crushed mint leaves. Cool-ish fingertips traced Kaidence’s collarbone. “Shall we discuss your terms of surrender?”

Kaidence inhaled through clenched teeth as Piper’s nails trailed down the gap in her torn sundress.

The older woman leaned in. Her fingertips brushed along Kaidence’s left thigh. “Do you always sleep so soundly after… exercise?” Piper’s eyebrow raised.

Kaidence’s neck flushed, but she couldn’t help her hips twitching, seeking more of Piper’s touch. The memory of Rowan’s hands, his mouth, his hard thickness, sent a rush of wetness between her thighs. Her reflection in the mirror winked and began a stripper dance to unheard music.

Piper’s other hand joined the first, fingertips dancing along Kaidence’s inner thigh. “So sensitive,” she purred, her nails barely grazing the delicate skin. “Trembling for me.”

The younger woman bit her lip, a whimper escaping despite her efforts. Her hands fisted the sheets. Piper’s touch was maddening, teasing, somehow activating all her nerve endings at once.

“Want more?” Piper’s breath was warm against Kaidence’s ear, rippling goosebumps down her spine. Her thumb brushed the crease where thigh met hip, just barely skimming the edge of her pubic hair.

Kaidence nodded frantically, words failing her as Piper’s fingers dipped lower, exploring the edges of her dampened slit. Kaidence’s breath got faster, hips arching off the bed in a silent plea.

“Use your words, cutie,” Piper teased, removing her fingers. “Tell me what you want.”

Kaidence whined, her thighs shaking with the effort to stay still. “Please… touch me more.”

Piper’s grin was nearly audible. “As you wish.”

A second caress against Kaidence’s slick entrance drew a long sigh from her lips. Her hips kept bucking, asking for more, but Piper kept her touch light, and maddeningly slow.

“So wet,” Piper murmured, her fingers slipping through Kaidence’s obvious arousal. “Such a greedy little thing, just like my man said.”

Kaidence’s lashes fluttered closed. She burned with a shame that nevertheless felt like an epiphany.

“Ah-ah, eyes here.” Piper pinched the tender flesh beneath Kaidence’s knee, forcing a yelp that morphed into breathy laughter. “Good girl.” Piper’s praise dripped through Kaidence’s veins as the older woman’s index finger slid through swollen folds still tender from Rowan’s earlier conquest. “Oh my stars, you’re puffy as cotton candy.”

Kaidence’s hips made circles in the mattress. “Nngh! Piper, I—“

“Shush now.” The older woman’s free hand pressed flat against Kaidence’s trembling stomach. “Let’s count your sins, shall we?” Her fingertip dipped into slick heat. “One…” The knuckle-deep thrust elicited a guttural moan that rattled the bedside water glass. “Fucking your host’s husband.” A second finger joined the first, stretching sensitive flesh. “Two…” Her palm smacked Kaidence’s thigh, the sharp crack echoing off the hard glass of the mirror. “Not inviting me.”

The mirror-Kaidence arched her back, swaying to the music with her arms crossed over her head, as real-Kaidence’s toes curled against the sheets. “Th-three?” she panted.

Piper’s evil little chuckle warmed her heart. “Anticipating number three.” Her circling thumb pressed on the swollen bud of her clit as her fingers crooked upward.

The mirror behind Piper blurred at the edges. Alternate-Kaidence now sprawled across a velvet chaise with legs spread wide, beckoning.

“F-faster, please, miss,” Kaidence begged.

“Such a pretty mess you are.” Piper’s other thumb cleaned off tears Kaidence hadn’t felt forming. “All conflicted and throbbing.” Piper’s fingers worked magic between her eager thighs. Kaidence couldn’t tear her gaze away from Piper’s delicate fingers, slick with her own wetness, moving in and out of her in a tantalizing rhythm.

“Feels good, hmm?” Piper purred. Kaidence nodded, her tongue darting out to wet her parched lips. She could barely form coherent thoughts, to say nothing of words.

Who needs thoughts, anyway?

Piper’s fingers curled inside her, pressing against Kaidence’s new favorite body part. A low moan escaped her lips, her hips jerking involuntarily, desperate for more. Piper smiled, her gaze flickering up to meet Kaidence’s.

Kaidence could see her alter ego in the mirror, her reflection’s glossy lips sucking on her own fingers. The sight was intoxicating, the combination of Piper’s own tempting lips, her reflection’s lewd expression, and the slick sound of Piper’s fingers moving in and out of her was overwhelming.

“Please, Piper,” Kaidence’s hands clutched at the bedsheets. “Please, let me—“ Her words broke off into a strangled gasp as Piper’s fingers slammed into her. Piper’s other hand circled her clit, each stroke bringing iron spikes of pleasure and warm ripples of relief.

Her mirrotic double writhed and moaned, her painted eyelids heavy with ecstasy. Kaidence matched her phantom teacher, her hips bucking wildly against Piper’s hand, desperate for more friction, more of that divine pressure.

Piper’s lips pressed gently down on hers, swallowing Kaidence’s cries of pleasure. Then suddenly, sharp teeth nipped Kaidence’s bottom lip before her tongue delved into her mouth, the kiss searing and possessive. The combination of Piper’s mouth on hers, fingers loving her poor abused pussy, and the sight of her reflection lost in pleasure was too much.

Kaidence began to tense uncontrollably, her muscles focusing as an orgasm built from deep in her soul. Piper broke the kiss, humming approval, her tender gaze locked on Kaidence’s flushed face. “That’s it, little one,” Piper murmured, her voice barely audible over the wet sounds of her fingers plunging into Kaidence’s dripping pussy. “Come for me.”

The younger woman’s fingers stiffened, grabbing at her stomach as a guttural moan tore from her throat. The tension in her body snapped, pleasure exploding through her with an intensity that left her hungry for air. Kaidence’s mind was completely consumed by the sheer bliss Piper’s touch brought. Her reflection’s mouth hung open in a silent scream, her chest heaving as she watched her new and improved self shaking on the bed.

Piper’s thumb pressed harder on her clit and the view of the mirror broke apart into prismatic shards. Those heavenly fingers moved faster, encouraging every last bit of ecstasy. Her strokes in and out rode the aftershocks throughout Kaidence’s trembling body. Innocence died, replaced with relief.

As her climax receded, fingers unclenched from her skin one by one. Piper’s fingers withdrew with a lewd squelch, glistening strands bridging between her knuckles and Kaidence’s quivering entrance.

“Breathe, dear heart.” Piper’s husky suggestion barely made it past the ringing in her ears. Kaidence’s chest heaved. The older woman inspected her sticky fingers with a smirk before pressing them between Kaidence’s lips. “Sweet as honeysuckle.” Kaidence obediently suckled.

Piper straddled Kaidence’s limp thighs, the thin linen of her embroidered crop top riding up to reveal a sun-kissed midriff. Her high-waisted shorts barely contained voluptuous curves.

“Now,” Piper said, trailing a damp fingertip down Kaidence’s sternum. “You might could return the favor.” She shifted back, settling her weight on Kaidence’s pelvis.

Kaidence’s sore fingers reached for the crop top’s hem. The older woman inhaled loudly with the first revealing inch, abdominal muscles fluttering beneath cinnamon freckles.

Every fold of discarded clothing exposed new pleasures: the slope of Piper’s breasts springing free from a lace bralette, the crescent scar beneath her left collarbone, the constellation of beauty marks along her ribcage.

“Confess your sins,” Piper demanded.

Kaidence’s palms slid up Piper’s bare thighs, a confused expression gracing her face.

“Admit your foolishness about preserving virtue,” her host explained.

Through a suddenly dry throat, Kaidence confessed. “I… it was wrong.” The admission bubbled up slowly like magma, heat spreading through her chest. “Waiting.” Her fingers slipped beneath Piper’s shorts, peeling them down wide hips. “Depriving myself.” The shorts hit the floorboards with a whisper. “This… this feels right.”

Piper lay back, and her skilled hands guided Kaidence’s face between her thighs. “Don’t be nervous,” she murmured as Kaidence’s tentative tongue found its mark. “You’ll be great.”

Piper’s fingers lightly gripped Kaidence’s curls. “Flatten your tongue,” she breathed. “Broad strokes first… ohhhyesss…” Her hips canted upward as Kaidence learned what she liked, tracing a wet stripe through salt-and-honey pussy lips.

“Good girl, just like… ah!” Her thighs quivered against Kaidence’s ears, feminine musk making the younger woman’s nostrils flare.

Kaidence’s nose bumped Piper’s clit, drawing a sharp gasp. “Easy, darling.” Maternal thumbs smoothed Kaidence’s temples. “Use your lips more—nnh—worship me…”

Kaidence closed her mouth over Piper’s emerging clit and a high-pitched whine escaped her throat. The older woman’s hips stuttered, bedsheets rasping beneath her shifting weight. “Told you… y-you’d be great,” she panted, nervous giggles bubbling through.

Piper’s heel dug into Kaidence’s upper back. “Add your fingers while you…” Her command dissolved into throaty groans as two hesitant digits pushed inside. Hot velvet walls clenched instantly. “Other thumb on my clit,” she managed between gasps. “Yes—ohfuck—circles, just—nnh—like I showed you!”

Kaidence’s wrist ached from the awkward angle, but Piper’s louder moans fueled her determination, and she knew she was pleasing the older woman when she threw her head back. “F-faster,” she managed, nails scraping Kaidence’s scalp. “yesyesyeslikethat—“

The room filled with wet squishing, hums, and staccato breaths. Piper’s eyes shut as she neared climax. “Don’t stop,” she pleaded, voice cracking. “A little deep—ohgodDON’TSTOP—“ Her abdomen tensed, muscles jumping beneath rippling skin. Kaidence tongued her way through a dozen filthy curses, fingernails scraping skin, the slap of Piper’s palm against her own tits.

“Faster with—ungh—with your fingers,” Piper demanded, hips rolling with growing need. Blood in her clit pulsed against Kaidence’s thumb, swollen and insistent. “That’s it—ah!—make me… fuck!”

Kaidence curled her fingers upward once more. Piper released a guttural scream, legs clamping around Kaidence’s head as her body seized. Warm liquid gushed over thrusting knuckles, the sudden flood drawing a shocked whimper from Kaidence’s throat. Piper’s palms drummed against the sheets as her climax ripped through her.

“Yesss… fuck… fucking hell…” Piper sighed. Her hand fisted in Kaidence’s hair, holding her in place through the onslaught. Words dissolved into faster and faster grunts.

The mirror across the room pulsed with movement but Kaidence was on a mission, and having too much fun to risk a glance.

Piper’s second orgasm hit with no warning. She thrashed and squealed. “Ohgodohf—“

Her thighs quivered against Kaidence’s ears, muscles fluttering like bird wings. Kaidence couldn’t remember anything more beautiful. Slick sounds grew quieter, accompanied by Piper’s broken whimpers. “S-slower now… gentle… gentle… yesss thank you…”

Kaidence eased off, switching to soft licks between shallow thrusts. Piper collapsed back onto the mattress with a shuddering sigh, chest glistening with sweat. “Good… so good…” Her trembling hand stroked Kaidence’s hair. “You’ve got… nngh… natural talent…”

Pride bloomed in Kaidence’s chest.

Kaidence renewed her attentions, alternating broad tongue strokes with delicate suction. Kaidence’s fingers found stiff nipples beneath the lace bralette.

“Enough…” Piper gasped, chest heaving. “I beg you… mercy…” Her hand slid from Kaidence’s damp curls to cradle her jaw, caressing swollen lips. “Let me taste us,” she asked, guiding their mouths together. Their kiss dragged like lazy Sunday mornings, slow licks tracing each other’s contours, softly seeking liquid lust. Kaidence moaned into the embrace, the now-familiar tang of arousal mingling with Piper’s minty perfume.

Their torsos pressed together, Piper’s breasts flush against Kaidence’s. “Should chain you to this bedstead,” Piper breathed against her throat. “Feast for days.”

Reality clawed through the haze, and Kaidence’s ribs ached. “Kieran…”

“Could return.” Piper nodded, then giggled. “Let him. Let him see what proper attention looks like.”

Kaidence’s gaze flicked to the bedroom door, and imagined Kieran’s shocked arousal, his clumsy hands fumbling with his belt. “Not… no,” she managed, fingers playing with Piper’s hair. “This is ours.”

Piper’s laugh warmed the hollow of her collarbone. “Selfish creature.” She rolled them sideways, where they lavished gentle attention on each other. The grandfather clock’s ticking seemed to grow louder with each passing minute.

Kaidence traced the faint stretch marks across Piper’s hips, trying to memorize her topography. Rowan’s frenzied fucking had been a wildfire—this slow sizzling with Piper felt dangerously permanent. Her thumb brushed a faded scar below Piper’s navel.

“Chainsaw accident,” Piper offered without prompting. Her palm covered Kaidence’s, pressing it flat against the marred flesh. “Twenty-three and invincible. Sound familiar?” The wistfulness in her smile bonded them even more than the following deep, soulful kisses.

Somewhere downstairs, something creaked. Both women froze. Piper’s mischievous grin returned as the sound resolved into settling floorboards rather than returning hiking boots. “One more kiss,” she offered, capturing Kaidence’s mouth.


Chapter 7

Piper hefted Kaidence’s suitcase into the trunk. Rowan adjusted the strap of Kieran’s hiking pack with a friendly chuckle, telling him, “Well, son, you two surely made your mark here.”

Kieran slammed the trunk shut, oblivious to the double meaning. “Appreciate the help.”

Piper’s coral-tipped fingers slid along the passenger doorframe as Kaidence buckled herself in. “Our sweet girl looks… rested.” The wink she aimed at Rowan carried decades of shared secrets.

Kaidence smiled, then her pulse quickened when her reflection shifted in the rearview mirror. Her alter ego—or was it her real self, now?—was lounging across the backseat in that red chemise from the lingerie store. Go on, mouthed her duplicate with those bedroom eyes. Show him.

Kieran started the engine, and birds quickly relocated.

He settled a sunburned hand on Kaidence’s warm thigh, fingers drumming along to the radio’s country twang. Three miles had disappeared beneath their wheels when he noticed she was frequently glancing into the mirror.

“Everything okay?” Kieran asked with a squeeze of her thigh.

Her hand gently encouraged his higher up her leg. His sharp inhale when her teeth grazed his earlobe made the doppelgänger in her mind purr approval. “Missed you yesterday,” she breathed, savoring the smell of his neck. Her other hand snaked toward his belt buckle. “I think I’ll just…”

Tires veered onto the shoulder before Kieran jerked them back. “Jesus, Kai! We’re doing seventy on a state highway! And you’re—“

“Then slow down.” Kaidence nuzzled the pounding vein beneath his jaw. Her tongue traced the shell of his ear as her fingers lowered his zipper. “Or don’t.”

The speedometer crept upward.

◆◆◆
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Unveiling the Medium

The faerie queen’s court is swirling with rumors of real magic being performed by a spiritualist medium in the mortal realm. The queen reluctantly sends her favorite companion Ilyani to investigate in Victorian London, disguised as a harmless human waif.

Ilyani infiltrates one of Madame Seraphina’s famous séances in order to figure out if she is just a charlatan, or if she has legitimate stolen powers. But even with all of her training and fae magic, Ilyani struggles to resist Seraphina’s big, beautiful curves and bold sensuality, to say nothing of the mesmerizing story of how she came to be in possession of her crystal ball…

Tonight, Madame Seraphina’s dark eyes are on more than just coin purses. Can Ilyani escape the seductive trance? After the medium has changed her memories and shown her what real carnal passion feels like, will she even want to escape?

BBW  •  mind control  •  faerie  •  lesbian  •  hypnosis


Chapter 1

The queen’s bathwater was dancing with an infusion of starlight and pomegranate, and its warmth soothed Ilyani’s wrists as she cupped handfuls to rinse the day’s sweat from Her Majesty’s shoulders.

“Your hands are shaking.” The queen’s voice rippled the water’s surface, and her spine curved slightly, welcoming the relaxation.

Ilyani watched her own fingers splay across the queen’s back, the muscles there still tense from hours spent drilling soldiers. She resisted the temptation to kiss the tension away. “Forgive me. The steam makes me clumsy.”

A soft hum answered, the sound a harp might make if plucked by rainfall. The queen turned, displaying a gaze held the weight of a thousand-year-old dark oak.

“We have a task for you,” she murmured. “We hear whispers from Mortal London of a woman who dialogues with spirits. True dialogue, not parlour tricks. They call her Madame Seraphina.”

Ilyani plucked a pink rose petal floating nearby, its edges translucent with moisture. “Humans love their ghost stories.” Her voice softened, threading the delicate line between obedience and opinion. “Last month, a duke swore that his grandfather’s cane tapped out Morse’s code. It was rats.”

The queen’s laughter dissipated the steam between them. “And yet…” A single shining droplet fell from the queen’s fingertip onto the water’s surface. “This medium’s accuracy disturbs certain alliances. Our shadow-traders report missing relics. These coincidences smell like an agenda.”

Ilyani traced the rose petal’s veins, reluctant to trade closeness with her Lady for the grit of Victorian streets. “A clever charlatan. The mortal world breeds them like mold.” Her thumb split the petal apart. “But if it pleases you, I’ll chase this rumor.”

The queen reached to tuck a silvery strand behind Ilyani’s ear, the touch lingering with future promises. “Our clever little spy.”


Chapter 2

The Veil shimmered like spider silk painted with olive oil, humming against the air as Ilyani approached. Two guards materialized from the mist, crystal spears crossing to bar her path.

“Did Her Majesty really duel the ambassador naked?” The taller guard’s smirk crinkled his bark skin. His companion snorted, eyeing the satchel slung across Ilyani’s shoulder.

She scoffed. “Your gossip tastes stale. I could fetch fresher from a goblin’s armpit.”

The shorter guard leaned down closer, reeking of dandelion wine. “Come now. A castle fixture like you must’ve seen something worth spreading.”

With an eye roll, Ilyani began the spell. She felt a warm pulse spreading like ink in milk. She exhaled slowly as the glamour bloomed. Her silver hair deepened to honeyed blonde as her scalp tingled. Wings dissolved and suspended like lamp shade fringe before falling away.

The guards tilted their heads.

Her costume tunic tightened as human curves emerged, a sensation akin to strong hands molding clay. When she blinked, the world blurred briefly, her azure irises lightening to baby blue behind long, fluttering lashes.

“May Lily pass now, gentlemen?” she asked. The final syllable caught in her newly plump lips.

The guards shrugged and lowered their spears.

Lily (née Ilyani) adjusted her plain wool cloak, its coarse fabric chafing human skin still tingling with residual magic. “Pleasant day for mushroom gathering,” she offered in crisp English, stepping through the parting veil.


Chapter 3

Mrs. Crenshaw’s grip on Lily’s elbow tightened as they crossed the threshold into the dining room. The scent of freshly baked bread mingled with the citrus tang of tea, making Lily’s stomach churn with unfamiliar cravings. She refocused on the mission. She’d tracked the medium and infiltrated her next mark. So far, so good.

“May I present our unexpected guest,” Mrs. Crenshaw announced to the party gathered at the table. “The poor lamb was near fainting at our gardener’s feet, begging for a scrap of bread.”

Chairs scraped against the polished oak floor as two men rose. The taller one, sporting a crisp military uniform despite the late hour, inclined his head with precision. The other man, aged but with aristocratic grace, inclined his head with a paternal charm.

“How fortunate we are to make your acquaintance,” murmured the elder gentleman.

Mrs. Crenshaw gestured to each guest in turn. “Miss Isabella Stone, Lieutenant Christian Grant, and Lord Damien Blackthorn.”

The corseted socialite’s emerald eyes glittered with predatory curiosity as she appraised Lily’s humble attire.

Ignoring this, Mrs. Crenshaw continued, steering Lily toward an empty chair. “You appear so desperate for sustenance, and perhaps our gathering might benefit from fresh perspective.”

Miss Stone’s lips curled in a feline smile. “If not entertainment,” she drawled softly.

Lily lowered her gaze, biting back the retort that danced on her tongue.

Mrs. Crenshaw brought a hot cup of tea to Lily’s seat, her silver-streaked hair catching the last rays of fading twilight. “You must stay for the séance, my dear. It begins shortly, and I daresay you won’t witness anything like it elsewhere.”

Lily raised her eyebrows, feigning curiosity. “Will one of you be conducting it?” She glanced around the table, her doe-eyed gaze appraising each face.

Miss Stone let out a tinkling laugh. “Oh, goodness no. None of us possess such talents. It’s Madame Seraphina. She’s the pride of London, you know. That is to say, among we who know better.”

Lord Blackthorn’s fingers traced the rim of his tea cup, staring into the middle distance. “Her gift is unparalleled. She’s brought solace to many who’ve lost loved ones.”

Mrs. Crenshaw sighed and clasped her hands tightly in her lap. “Madame Seraphina is presently in the music room. She requires solitude to meditate. Such work demands great focus.”

Miss Stone leaned in to whisper, “I’ve heard she once conjured the spirit of a countess who revealed the location of a hidden fortune. Imagine!”

Mrs. Crenshaw nodded. “I hope to reconnect with my dear husband. He’s been gone so long, and I…” she trailed off and composed herself. “But of course, I simply wish to ensure he’s at peace.”

Lily’s pinky finger twitched against her tea cup as she contemplated what the certainty of death meant for mortal minds.

* * *

The music room doors groaned open. A grand piano stood sentinel in the corner with a polished surface that reflected the glow of wall sconces. The candle flames bowed toward Madame Seraphina as though genuflecting. The warm light reflected off the jet beads sewn into her bold neckline. Her hips rolled with each step toward Mrs. Crenshaw, and her ink black gown clung to curves that seemed to defy mortal anatomy.

She was a collection of deep valleys and hills that no fae would ever attempt. Lily’s lungs filled all the way up.

“Welcome, seekers of truth.” Seraphina’s voice flowed like honey over warm scones. She adjusted the lace shawl draped around her shoulders, its delicate pattern further accentuating her décolletage. Her dark eyes swept over the group, lingering on Lily for a moment longer than the others.

Her borrowed human pulse quickened. Faeries skimmed the ground with windblown grace, but this woman embodied earth itself—volcanic and fertile. Every rustle of fabric against the medium’s thighs resembled damp soil yielding to new saplings.

Madame Seraphina sashayed to the center of the room with a friendly smile. “Please, take your seats and join hands,” she said, gesturing to the circle of chairs arranged around an ornate table, topped with the requisite crystal ball. Her gaze flicked back to Lily, her smile deepening. “I sense that tonight’s gathering will be… particularly illuminating.”

Mrs. Crenshaw took a place to Madame Seraphina’s left, her hands trembling slightly as she clasped the medium’s. Isabella sat next, her emerald eyes wide with anticipation. Lily chose the seat beside Isabella, to keep a clear view of the so-called conjurer. Lieutenant Grant sat to her left, his grip firm and reassuring, though his expression remained unreadable. Lord Blackthorn completed the circle as the medium gave a grateful nod.

After too long, Madame Seraphina broke the silence. “Focus on your intentions. Let your heart’s desires guide you.”

Lily pretended to comply. She squeezed Isabella’s delicate hand, the socialite’s pulse fluttering against her skin. Grant’s touch was warm and steady, his calloused fingers oddly comforting. The room seemed to hold its breath as Madame Seraphina began to chant in a low, melodic cadence.

Her words were guttural and sounded foreign. Ilyani’s ears twitched beneath her glamour. She recognized the sounds as nonsense, just a fabricated language designed to sound ancient and mystical. And yet, the other guests seemed impressed, their breathing growing louder… and then Lily saw what they were staring at.

A wisp of smoke appeared within the crystal ball, twisting and curling. It shimmered with shifting hues: crimson, then gold, then emerald… they rotated together in a spiraling dance. Miss Stone leaned forward, her lips parting in awe. The lieutenant’s fingers tensed briefly, his gaze locked on the swirling smoke. Lord Blackthorn managed to retain his composure, his eyes narrowing as he studied the sphere.

Lily’s curiosity burned brighter than her skepticism.

Madame Seraphina smiled at their amazed stares, nodding, and instead of proceeding with a seance, began to tell a story. “This vessel came to me where the Godavari River curves like a lover’s spine beneath monsoon skies.” The crystal’s swirling mists deepened to the bruised purple of twilight over the Bay of Bengal.

Isabella’s thumb twitched against Lily’s skin, her pulse skipping when Madame’s voice described stone steps slick with morning moisture. “The air clung thick as a mystery,” the medium breathed, her own chest rising in exaggerated mimicry of the attendees’ inhalations. Lily counted the socialite’s heartbeat thrumming through their joined hands: sixty-eight beats per minute, slowing like a music box winding down.

“Enormous elephant statues carved from black basalt guarded the temple’s entrance.” Madame Seraphina’s contralto dipped, describing weathered stone trunks caressing the earth, ancient eyes watching pilgrims approach through mangroves “where roots embraced the river like desperate, lonely hands.”

Lieutenant Grant’s calloused palm grew clammy around Lily’s. She felt his radial artery throb three distinct times as Seraphina murmured about “saffron-robed priests” with an actor’s sibilance. The medium’s story weaved with the crystal’s tempo of swirling and morphing colors.

“At dawn’s first blush,” Seraphina sighed, her gaze locking with Lord Blackthorn’s, “the devadasis danced.” The mist coiled into ochre spirals, mirroring her description of hennaed feet stamping red dust. “Firelight painted their limbs the color of desire,” Seraphina crooned, her vowels stretching like taffy.

Ilyani’s glamoured ears tingled beneath her hair as the medium described oiled skin gleaming “where the dancers’ sari pleats parted like lotus petals.” The lieutenant’s thumb made an unconscious quarter-rotation against her hand, a soldier’s callus catching on her fourth knuckle.

Mrs. Crenshaw sighed softly when Seraphina mentioned the temple’s inner sanctum. “The air throbbed with centuries of prayers,” the medium intoned, her voice box vibrating into a subvocal hum. Isabella’s pulse stuttered down into the fifties, her carotid fluttering against Ilyani’s faerie senses.

“The high priest’s hands trembled as he lifted this crystal from its nest of peacock feathers.” Seraphina’s own hands floated upward, pulling the circle’s joined arms into a subtle arch.

Lieutenant Grant’s military posture slackened by degrees, his head tilting toward the crystal’s unpredictable swirls. Isabella’s nostrils flared, her head also dipping toward the crystal’s magnetic pull.

Across the table, the medium’s cleavage rose and fell in time with the crystal’s pulsing glow. Each breath in and out was a metronome’s tick-tock toward trance. Ilyani’s shoulders softened like hot wax, the hypnotic cadence of Seraphina’s story smoothing out her thoughts. Her eyelids dipped—just a fraction—before she caught herself, teeth sinking into the inner swell of her cheek. Stay alert, soldier.

“Their chanting seemed to reverberate in my very soul,” the medium told them, her spine undulating in a serpentine wriggle that drew every eye to her scandalously teasing bosom. Grant’s grip on Lily’s hand softened to something dangerously close to a caress.

When Madame Seraphina described the ritual’s climax, Lily counted the socialite’s pulse at fifty-two beats, her breathing shallow as the medium muttered, “We drank moonlight from a single shared brass cup.” Blackthorn’s polished shoes shifted soundlessly on the rug, knees falling open toward the story’s rhythm.

Nobody ever took their eyes off the spiraling smoke. Blinking slowed. Postures slumped.

Lily’s hairline prickled, faerie instincts recoiling from the medium’s charged language. What has any of this to do with communing with the dead?

“Thunder cracked when our lips touched the sacred vessel,” Seraphina breathed, her own painted lips glistening in the candlelight. Lieutenant Grant’s thigh pressed against Lily’s through layers of fabric, his body heat unnervingly human. The captivating mists swirled into a vortex of burnt umber and indigo.

Madame Seraphina’s voice barely echoed off the room’s soft furnishings. “The sacred pool’s waters held the warmth of a lover’s tongue,” she murmured, and Lily felt the socialite’s fingers twitch in reflex. Mrs. Crenshaw’s wedding band glinted as Seraphina described mineral-rich currents lapping at their thighs. “Your skin drinks what your mind cannot yet taste,” the medium explained, her gaze lingering on Lily’s plump lips.

Isabella inhaled loudly when Seraphina whispered of submerged hands untying silk sashes, then a description of pearl droplets on collarbones, then a murmured aside about oiled marble beneath bare soles. Lord Blackthorn’s cologne turned cloying. Seraphina’s shared vision lingered over temple carvings depicting supplicants writhing in “ecstatic surrender to divine revelation.”

The lieutenant’s thumb traced an idle crescent across Lily’s knuckles. She nearly broke character to glare at him until realizing his eyes remained glazed and fixed on the crystal’s emerald spirals. His touch was impersonal, just a puppet’s motion pulled by invisible strings.

Mrs. Crenshaw whimpered when the medium described temple maidens massaging scalps with cinnamon oil. “Their fingers know the map of your soul’s desires,” Seraphina purred, her own fingertips dancing against the widow’s liver-spotted hand. Isabella’s petticoats rustled like startled birds.

When the medium whispered of nectar dripping from stone lingams into the sacred pool, Lily felt her poisonous voice seeping through her defenses. Her faerie senses blurred. The lieutenant’s Adam’s apple bobbing became a ritual offering, and Mrs. Crenshaw’s ragged breath transformed into devotional chant.

She flexed mortal toes inside her oversized boots, attempting to ward off the story’s languid pull. She knew she should stop looking at the swirling smoke, but that might give away the game.

Seraphina’s description of temple drums shifted to match the throbbing vein beneath Grant’s clean-shaven jaw. The medium leaned forward, her daring neckline fighting to contain her bust. “Surrender feels sweeter than resistance,” she crooned directly to Lily, and every other attendee sighed in response. “The pool’s waters embrace you now,” she declared.

Miss Stone’s lashes fluttered, and her grip loosened until Lily could feel the faintest pressure of fingertips against her skin. Seraphina invited them to envision the pool’s surface—“ripples like whispered rumors spreading outward”—and Grant’s thumb slowed against Lily’s knuckle. His touch felt distant.

“The water knows the shape of you,” Madame Seraphina continued. “It slips between your thoughts, carrying away what burdens you.” Blackthorn’s exhale shuddered, and his signet ring thudded on the table. His fingers had gone slack.

The warmth of the imagined waters lapped at the edges of Lily’s mind, soft and persistent. She fought to keep her glamour steady, her focus sharp, but the rhythm and timbre of Seraphina’s voice was a current pulling her deeper. It’s just a human with an illusion.

“Every tension melts,” the medium suggested, her gaze drifting over each entranced face. “Your limbs grow numb, your mind is as still as the pool’s depths.” Mrs. Crenshaw’s hand slipped further, her fingers barely clinging now, her wrist limp against the table’s edge. Isabella’s eyelids were fluttering ever slower, her lips parted just enough to allow the slow, even breaths of surrender.

Grant’s grip had loosened completely. The lieutenant’s shoulders were no longer rigid with military discipline but slumped, his head bowed as if in prayer.

Lily mentally beseeched Madame Seraphina to stop talking with that devilish, delicious voice.

“The sacred knowledge flows into you, effortless, inevitable.”

Lily’s thoughts blurred at the edges. The warmth of the imagined pool penetrated her resistance. The medium’s voice a steady murmur just beneath her conscious thoughts. She wondered, distantly, if she should let her own hands and arms relax. Perhaps her disguise required her to mimic the others’ helpless poses.

Miss Stone’s hand slipped free, her arm dropping limply to her side. Mrs. Crenshaw followed, her fingers sliding from Isabella’s grasp, her wedding band catching the candlelight one last time before her hand fell beneath the table.

Lily’s eyelids grew heavy as Madame’s voice slowly receded. The sacred pool’s warmth held her bobbing head aloft. Her breathing slowed to match the pace of… of….

She could hear more soft murmurs as Madame’s guests spoke to voices that only they could hear—the voices of the dead that they had come to contact. Ah, this charlatan was indeed clever; she relied on the power of suggestion and the attendees’ own imaginations to conjure the… the…

The room seemed to spin gently, and her thoughts grew cloudy, harder to make connections. It seemed like a fine idea to close her eyes, to enjoy the tranquil state that Madame Seraphina was describing, far away in the darkness.

Ilyani’s—Lily’s?—mind couldn’t maintain a sense of self as relaxation washed over her. The human yearning to succumb to sleep was too strong. She felt her awareness slipping away, her thoughts becoming murky and indistinct.

Why fight something that feels this good?

* * *

Lily blinked at the fuzzy candlelight. Her neck was damp against a velvet cushion. Someone was applauding… soft, reverent claps that multiplied as her ears adjusted. She must’ve been lost in thought.

“Remarkable,” sighed Mrs. Crenshaw, dabbing her eyes with lace.

Lily’s fingers found the carved arms of her seat behind Seraphina. Behind her? When had she moved here? A memory floated up of dark wood paneling, a hand guiding her elbow, the approving murmur of “You’re ready”… yes, of course. Her first seance as Madame Seraphina’s apprentice… and it was successful! She couldn’t deny a feeling of pride.

Lieutenant Grant pressed banknotes into the medium’s palm, his military bearing softened. “I insist you take double. You’ve given me closure I never thought possible.” The bills disappeared into a beaded purse that clinked with gold sovereigns, and glinted with a brooch’s emerald eye.

Mrs. Crenshaw said something about when to come down for breakfast, and Lily’s human stomach growled.


Chapter 4

Something brushed her lower lip… slowly… before outlining her left ear. “There you are,” came a quiet purr.

Her mind swam. “Who… ?” Her throat was dry. There was a gentle pressure above her hipbone, igniting tiny spasms where her nightdress rucked up.

“It’s all right, little dove.” Seraphina’s breath caressed her ear. “I was missing you.” Nails scratched lightly up Lily’s ribcage, pausing beneath the gentle swell of her breast. She tensed—should apprentices welcome such touches? The bed’s canopy blurred as lips grazed her jawline.

Her hands fisted the sheets instead of pushing her visitor away. “Is this… part of my training?”

Feather-light touches traced idle circles around Lily’s navel. “We’ve been dancing this dance since we met. Weeks of stolen glances in all those parlours… your flushed cheeks whenever our hands brushed.”

Lily’s brow furrowed. None of it rang true—she’d maintained careful distance. “But I… I don’t recall—” 

A finger pressed against her lips. “You remember that.”

Something unlatched. Memories bloomed behind her eyes. Suddenly, she could remember Seraphina’s hand lingering on her wrist as she passed the sugar bowl, the catch in her own breath when their knees touched beneath the séance tables. Vivid, aching longing peppered her recent past—the damp press of her thighs when dressing Madame, the secretive quiver as she’d buttoned her own blouse each morning, hoping to be noticed.

The false memories draped over her mind, smoother than silk, smothering doubt. Of course she’d yearned. How could she not? Her posture relaxed, and she reached up to pull Madame down for a kiss.

Instead, Seraphina straddled her. Deliberate weight pinned her hips as clever fingers unbuttoned her nightdress’s high collar. Each released fastening exposed new territory—hollow of throat, freckled sternum, the birthmark shaped like an arrowhead.

Lily’s breath came in shallow gusts. “Madame, I—“

“Seraphina.” The correction landed with teeth on her shoulder. “When we’re close like this, use my name.”

Where the bite lingered, her skin… burned? Or was that an itch? She felt lightheaded. A thumb teased a nipple through thin cotton, as gentle as the bite was rough. The moan that escaped her sounded like someone else… someone hungry.

“There’s the fire I sensed.” Triumph colored Seraphina’s chuckle as fabric tore. Cool air kissed Lily’s exposed bosom. She inhaled sharply as a tongue swirled around her nipple. Some nebulous, fading dream warned about missions and monarchs, but Lily gave into sensation. Her fingers found black hair silky enough to drown in, twirling it and inhaling deeply.

A hand slid beneath her, lifting. “Tell me you want this.” The sudden eye contact pierced through the haze.

The truth welled up, slow… terrifying… and undeniable. “I…” Lily’s thumb traced the woman’s upper lip, feeling it curve in victory. “Yes. Seraphina. Please.”

“Good girl.” The praise elicited slow liquid heat between her legs.

Seraphina’s nightgown slithered down moonlit curves, pooling around her heavenly hips, full breasts offered up with dusky nipples begging to be touched. Lily’s fingers looked childlike against that expanse of skin, tracing stretch marks that glimmered like rivers on a map. “You’re…” The word dissolved as Seraphina captured her lips, tongue claiming her mouth with a growl.

Night air greeted Lily’s thighs as her borrowed nightdress was split open. Their bodies pressed close together. Finally! With a sigh, Lily’s angular hips notched against softness, Seraphina’s belly cushioning her trembling form. Teeth scraped her earlobe. “Let me worship you properly, princess.”

They followed gravity into the mattress, a delicious mess of limbs and sighs. The first lick between Lily’s petite thighs made her hips jerk. Seraphina’s hands pushed down, fingers splayed possessively. “Stay.” Lily obeyed, and was rewarded with a languid stroke up her damp slit, tip circling her clit with maddening precision.

Lily’s moan climbed through an octave. “P-please, I—oh!”

“Louder,” Seraphina giggled against slick flesh. “Let the household hear my apprentice sing.” Round lips sealed over Lily’s clit. The wet suction drew a guttural “Ungh!”, and she felt her tiny toes curling into the rumpled bedclothes.

Each flicker of that tongue unraveled her further—sharp nips at her inner thighs, obscene gluck-gluck noises as Seraphina devoured deeply. Lily fisted her mistress’s thick hair, thighs trembling around her talented mouth. “S-Sera—ah! Don’t stop, don’t—”

Seraphina’s tongue swirled widdershins around Lily’s clit, the wet tip tracing tighter with each rotation. A squeak escaped Lily’s throat as the pressure shifted… broad, languid strokes now, flat and heavy like a painter layering oil across canvas. “Mmf—ah! S-Seraphina, I—”

Seraphina’s index finger pressed at her entrance, circling slowly before sinking in to the first knuckle. Lily bit her own knuckles, the stretch a bright bloom of sensation. “Too much?” asked Seraphina.

“N-no. More. Please, more,” the words tumbled out. Seraphina smiled and moaned, reverberating through Lily’s core as the finger slid deeper, curling upward. A galaxy spasmed behind closed eyelids. “Oh! Right there, there, there—”

The finger withdrew, leaving her clenching around emptiness. “Patience, little dove.” Seraphina’s breath fanned across her left thigh. Then gentle kisses all along her labia. Then the tongue returned, lapping at her opening with quick, firm flicks while a thumb rubbed circles over her clit. Lily’s hips stuttered, chasing the twin sensations. Her hands clawed at the air as the frequency increased, the room filling with slick sounds and greedy gasps.

A second finger entered her, this time with a twist that made Lily cry out. Seraphina crooked them both, pressing firmly, enjoying the sight of her petite lover writhing. “There’s my girl,” she murmured, lips glistening. “Let me feel you pulse.” The fingers pistoned faster while her thumb kept her clit singing, massaging in counterpoint. Lily’s vision blurred and she saw fleeting images of iridescent wings and sharp ears, laughter bubbling underwater. She whimpered, disoriented, but Seraphina’s mouth sealed over her clit again, sucking hard. “Ngh! I’m gonna—I’m—”

The fingers withdrew. Lily sobbed, her climax stolen again.

“Not yet.” Seraphina nibbled her inner thigh, teeth grazing the tender skin. “You can take more.”

The medium alternated between soft kisses to her folds and deep, loving strokes of her tongue. When two fingers returned, they thrust deeply, knuckles grinding desperate nerve endings with every push. “So tight,” Seraphina rasped, her free hand kneading Lily’s breast. “Can you feel me making you mine?”

Lily could only nod, the stretch bordering on unbearable. Her moans pitched higher as the fingers curled inside. The pressure mounted: coils tightening, breath hitching. Seraphina’s tongue rapidly licked against her clit, imitating fluttering wings. “Sera… phina… I need to—”

Seraphina slowed to lazy circles, her fingers stilling until Lily’s hips jerked futilely. “Look at me.”

Tears pricked Lily’s eyes as she forced them open. Seraphina’s gaze held hers, unblinking, as she sucked Lily’s clit between her lips and hummed.

Rabbit-quick vibrations resonated through her vulva like a struck tuning fork. Lily’s back bowed, tendons straining as her vision fractured: the canopy above rippled, and drapes melted into ethereal veils she’d seen only in the queen’s chambers. Whose chambers? Seraphina’s face blurred in her teary vision. “Don’t look away,” the command slithered from her lips, anchoring Lily’s gaze even as her body convulsed.

Lily thought she saw the moon winking. Time splintered. Seraphina’s fingers moved with speed—pumping, curling, all-knowing—while her tongue moved in languid sweeps that spanned eternities. Madame was playing her like a command performance at the Royal Albert Hall. Lily felt her hips bucking in frantic staccato even as rationality floated away.

Glowing fractals bloomed behind her eyelids each time she blinked. Within the chaos, Seraphina’s eyes remained fixed—black holes pinning her in place, swallowing every shuddering gasp. Lily’s thighs trembled violently, heels digging into the mattress.

The climax tore through Lily like a comet. Her body arched high, thighs clamping around Seraphina’s head as the long fuse of ecstasy detonated in her core, toes curling until the bones ached. She choked on Seraphina’s name, syllables fracturing into wordless keening as her vision whited out.

Slowly, the tremors subsided. Lily collapsed back onto damp sheets, lungs heaving. Distant church bells tolled the quarter-hour as her hearing returned, embarrassed by how loud her breaths were.

“Magical,” Lily heard herself murmur. “Your love… is…” she abandoned the sentiment with an extended sigh.

Madame Seraphina slithered upward, breasts swaying, her weight pressing Lily deeper, making her feel so small, and so safe. The scent of her own arousal clung to the woman’s lips and chin. Lily moaned into a kiss, tasting musk and something floral.

Lily traced lazy patterns across Seraphina’s skin, delighting in the softness. Each curve felt like home. “You’re exquisite.” Lily pressed her lips to a beauty mark on Seraphina’s neck. Their lips met again, unhurried. Seraphina’s tongue swept across Lily’s lower lip. Heat stirred once more in Lily’s abdomen as she melted into the kiss. Her hands roamed over Seraphina’s hips, kneading the abundant flesh there. “It’s so…” The thought dissolved into the upside-down valley between the woman’s breasts as Lily pressed her lips to slick cleavage that dulled her hearing.

“Eloquent tonight, apprentice.” Seraphina rolled them over, then palmed the top of Lily’s head, guiding her lower. “Show me what that silver tongue can really do.”

Nervousness fluttered behind Lily’s solar plexus. She kissed the soft swell of Seraphina’s belly, earning a contented sigh. A unique feminine aroma intensified as she descended, which made her mouth water instinctively. “Are you sure…?”

“Heavens, yes.”

Her mistress’s growl melted into a guttural moan as Lily’s tongue made its first tentative pass. A demanding hand tightened in her hair.

Lily obeyed the silent command with broad and deliberate licks as she learned every contour. Her nose bumped Seraphina’s clit, drawing a sharp “Fuck!” that rattled the headboard. Emboldened, Lily focused there with kittenish flicks, enthralled by the way the swollen nub hardened beneath her tongue.

“Ah! Ahhh, yes—ngh—like that…” Praise gilded Lily’s veins. She alternated between slow licks around Madame’s clitoris and rapid fluttering strokes, reveling in each deep sigh and muscle quiver. When Seraphina’s thighs began trembling, Lily recalled her own recent torment and paused to blow softly across glistening folds.

“Teasing bitch—ungh!” Seraphina’s curse melted into helpless giggles as Lily traced nonsensical patterns on her towering inner thighs. When Lily’s tongue plunged deep inside her, a muffled “Oh my oh my—” escaped as wide hips bucked involuntarily.

Seraphina’s moans deepened, one hand fisting the sheets while the other pushed Lily’s face closer. “Don’t stop don’t stop don’t st—ah! AH!”

Lily sensed brief blurred visions—a moonlit glade, slick questing fingers interwoven with vines. She blinked and found Seraphina’s delicious essence coating her lips, reality undulating like pond reflections. Her tongue circled Seraphina’s clit with military precision.

“I’m s’close—Lily please—”

The begging voice intoxicated the younger woman. She withdrew completely, peppering kisses along quivering thighs.

“No no no wait you can’t—mmph!” The protest died as Lily pushed three dainty fingers into her mouth, coating them thoroughly before sliding them into Seraphina’s drenched honeypot.

Lily’s wrist ached in the sweetest way, fingers buried to the second knuckle as Seraphina’s walls pulsed around them. Each curl of her hand brushed that miraculous pleasure spot, drawing ragged “Ah! Ah! Yessss—” from above. Her thumb pressed circles into Seraphina’s clit, speeding and slowing with the rhythm of her thrusts. The woman’s breasts overflowed her own groping hands.

A new flash of vision—impossibly long legs spreading in a sparkling pool. Lily blinked.

Seraphina’s hips jerked. “Don’t. Stop.”

She slowed instead, savoring the slick drag as she withdrew. Seraphina’s groan curdled into a whine. “Cruel girl—oh!”

Lily’s pinky met the woman’s entrance alongside three other fingers. The stretch drew a guttural “Unf!” as knuckles popped past resisting muscle. Seraphina pulled sweaty hair away from her cheeks. “F-Full… so full—”

Lily’s palm followed, gradual as sunrise. She pressed her forehead to Seraphina’s heaving stomach. “Breathe, love,” she murmured. Her mistress—this living fertility totem beneath her—quivered, adjusting. When she twisted her wrist, a broken sob answered.

“Yes, there! Again, again please…” Seraphina gripped and twisted the canopy ties. Each rotation of Lily’s nimble wrist elicited a fresh throaty moan, or a ragged gasp, the wet schllk of flesh yielding. Lily’s free hand roamed the landscape of her mistress’s breasts… kneading, pinching, thumbing nipples until they throbbed.

Another vision: Lily saw glowing hair defying gravity, and the scent of crushed petals filled her nostrils. Seraphina’s cry snapped her back. “H-harder!”

Lily complied, intent on returning the love she received. The nail of her thumb nudged Seraphina’s clit with each thrust, drawing faster and tighter breaths. “L-Lily, you… sweet… oh—hnngh!”

The first crest hit without warning: Seraphina’s thighs convulsed, a gush soaking Lily’s skin. “That’s it,” Lily coaxed, though her voice seemed far away. She maintained the rhythm, watching perspiration cascade between quivering mountains of tit flesh.

Seraphina’s second peak crested higher, her scream muffled into a pillow. Lily was singularly focused on her mistress’s pleasure as tremors rippled through the majestic feminine form beneath her. When Seraphina’s legs began to close, Lily pinned them open with a knee between her ankles. “Not done.”

“Too—ah!—sensitive! Let me… oh… my, OH!”

The third orgasm was a storm surge through Seraphina. Her hips were bucking wildly, lips fixed in a wide-open smile. Lily rode the motions and found herself moaning in sympathy. The woman’s back arched until only shoulder blades touched the mattress, a silent scream eliciting a smug grin on Lily’s face.

Seraphina’s body rippled beneath Lily’s worshipful hands, every tremor a seismic event that reverberated through the mattress. Lily watched, transfixed, as Seraphina’s breasts heaved, each deep breath causing them to sway hypnotically. I did that. I made Madame happy!

Most of Lily’s hand remained buried deep, savoring the rhythmic clench of her mistress’s sweet cunt—a pulsating grip that threatened to crush her knuckles. She smiled at the way the woman’s hips rolled and undulated like a ship fighting the waves.

In this moment, Madame Seraphina was a deity of carnality—embodying power and primal need, her curves an ode to decadence. The sight ignited something desperate in Lily. She leaned down, capturing a nipple between her teeth, biting just hard enough to elicit a sharp gasp.

“Entirely yours,” Lily murmured against sweaty skin, the words slipping out unbidden. Seraphina’s answering groan was reply enough. Lily’s own arousal was a distant throb compared to the all-consuming need to please. She drank in every twitch, every shudder, wishing to live in this moment forever.

When Seraphina’s hand suddenly seized the wrist between her thighs, Lily froze. Dark eyes met her own, and Seraphina spoke around labored breaths. “No more,” Seraphina grunted, though her body betrayed her, hips still grinding faintly against Lily’s immobilized hand. “Unless you… ah… wish to kill me.”

A smile tugged at Lily’s mouth, barely perceptible in the dark of the bed chamber. She withdrew slowly, relishing the way Seraphina’s muscles clung to her retreating fingers. “As my mistress commands.”

* * *

The courtyard’s polished obsidian tiles were obscured by the queen’s restless silhouette as she paced in an oval around a courtyard’s center fountain. Her gown whispered against the stone, but the sound was drowned out by the rhythmic scratch of her taloned fingertips worrying the embroidered edge of her sleeve. Ilyani was expected hours ago. An inexcusable delay.

She halted beneath an archway laced with thorny vines that seemed to shrink from her presence. She remembered Ilyani’s lips grazing her ankle that morning—soft, teasing, infuriatingly confident.

A queen did not fret. A queen commanded. Yet here she stood, staring at the horizon as if mortal clock hands held dominion over eternity.

She clenched her fist, light erupting between her knuckles in a prismatic spray. She unfurled her palm, exhaling until her breath crystallized into a single spore no larger than a dust mote. It pulsed faintly, attuning to the spectral threads binding her courtier’s aura. Find her, willed the queen, blowing gently. The particle clung to the air currents, weaving through the courtyard before disappearing over the wall.

◆◆◆
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Stealing the Cat Burglar

Reluctant cat burglar Lina is casing a luxury penthouse. Her dirtbag boyfriend Leo says the owners stole a family heirloom. But when she’s ready to steal it back, guess who’s at home?

The glamorous occupants, Darla and Nick, see a special spark in Lina. Instead of calling the cops, they offer her a chance to take a closer look at the necklace, to make sure it’s the right one. She just needs to watch it sway, and sparkle… and sway… and notice how her eyes are getting heavier…

In the depths of her subconscious, Lina learns who she was really meant to be all along: an obedient little kitten, a submissive plaything, a live-in maid, eager to satisfy her new Master and Mistress in any way they desire.

hypnosis  •  older man  •  older woman  •  younger woman  •  ménage à trois


Chapter 1

Silently slipping through the fire escape window, Lina quickly shrugged off her black hoodie. The night’s haul—a pair of emerald cufflinks stolen from a CEO bathroom—clinked softly in her pocket. Her tank top clung with sweat, fabric stretching over the subtle musculature of a body honed by midnight climbs and split-second escapes.

She found Leo lounging on their clawed-up couch. "Ey, check this out." He thrust his phone toward her, screen zoomed into a paparazzi shot of Darla Hart descending museum steps. Rubies dripped down the woman’s throat like congealed blood.

"Looks heavy," Lina muttered, fingertips brushing the scar along her hairline—a souvenir from a botched jewelry store job. "Don't you want to know how tonight went?"

"Heavy?" Leo’s laugh grated as he dug through a moldy box beneath the coffee table. "That was Nonna’s." He slapped a Polaroid on the chipped surface, showing a young woman in a ’70s halter dress, same rubies blazing at her throat. Lina grabbed a jeweler's loupe. The resemblance to Darla’s necklace was undeniable.

Darla’s necklace plunged toward cleavage that looked painted on, while Leo’s grandmother wore hers with the defiant pride of someone who’d fought for every gem.

Lina’s fingers twitched—an artist’s reflex to sketch the contrast. Her own reflection flickered in the cracked mirror behind Leo: short hair mussed from the hoodie, collarbones sharp enough to cut glass, eyes dark with the adrenaline that still hummed in her veins.

"I guess your Nonna sold it," Lina said flatly, tracing the Polaroid's cracked border. The apartment's lone bulb flickered, casting skeletal shadows across Leo's jaw. "Probably pawned it years before you were born."

He jerked the photo back, knuckles whitening. "Bullshit. That woman raised six kids stitching coats in a sweatshop. She’d never—"

"People change when they’re hungry." Her thumbnail dug into the fresh scrape on her palm.

Leo’s hand closed over hers. "You don’t get it. This isn’t some rich bitch’s toy." His thumb brushed her short nails. "It’s blood. Bones. The only piece of us they didn’t take."

"Us" hung between them like a rigged pulley. Lina studied Darla’s laugh lines in the paparazzi shot—too easy, too polished. "What do we know about their security system?"

His grin flashed. "Staff leaves for that weird salon thing she hosts. Backup generators on Thursdays have a short blackout."

"Motion sensors?"

"Old-school infrared. You’ve jiggered plenty."

She imagined the heft of rubies against her throat. Cold. Condemning. "Entry?"

"I figure the skylight in her dressing room. No bars, just a basic tumbler lock."

Lina’s shoulders tensed. Her reflection in the cracked mirror showed lips pressed thin—a girl who should know better. The cufflinks in her pocket suddenly weighed forty pounds.


Chapter 2

Lina adjusted the tripod legs on the rooftop AC unit across from the rich bitch's place. Through the lens, Darla materialized: a black and golden smudge resolving into shoulders arched like a cellist’s bow. The woman stood before a freestanding mirror, adjusting a necklace of deep red stones. Definitely rubies. Definitely stolen.

Nick’s reflection appeared behind her. He was barefoot in a navy robe, mixing drinks at a glass cart. His index finger traced the rim of a coupe glass. Darla’s mouth moved. Lina’s knuckles tensed on the focus dial.

The socialite turned, plush lips grazing her husband’s stubble as she plucked the drink from his hand. He chuckled, fingers sliding into pockets with deliberate slowness. Control disguised as casual. Darla’s laugh rippled through the telescope’s eye, agitating Lina's lifelong resentment. Rich people.

Her pulse quickened as Darla trailed a fingernail down Nick’s forearm, pausing at his watch. Their gazes locked. Not with hunger, but something worse. Understanding.

The rooftop breeze turned sharp. Lina shifted, her knees protesting against gravel. Through the glass, Darla’s kohl-rimmed eyes swept toward the window.

She jerked back from the eyepiece. Impossible. When she looked again, the couple were slow-dancing with the push-pull of hips and knowing smiles. Nick’s palm spanned the small of Darla’s back. Her hair caught the light like God was her private cinematographer.

Lina’s thumbnail found the groove it had worn in her jeans pocket. Targets. Just targets. But her next exhale came shaky, warm against the telescope’s cold metal.

The viewfinder's crosshairs quivered. Lina's breath fogged the eyepiece as Darla's hands inside Nick's robe, revealing silvered chest hair that caught lamplight like spider silk. His fingers found the hidden clasp at her spine. Lina could almost hear the click, and the burglar's throat tightened. Black silk pooled around Darla's ankles like spilled ink.

Fuck. If I had that body, I wouldn't do this shit.

She shouldn't admire the slope of collarbones. Shouldn't notice how Nick's grip tightened as he backed his wife against the glass. Focus on the fucking necklace. But her thighs pressed together reflexively when Darla hooked one sculpted leg around his hip, arching into a kiss that looked less like passion and more like consumption.

Nick's lips moved against Darla's neck. Not kissing… speaking. The room's ambient glow shifted. The windows turned translucent, digital frost blooming across her last glimpse of flushed skin and tangled limbs.

Her gloved hand slapped cold concrete. "Fucking... rich..." She stared at the obscured lovers—the phantom imprint of Darla's spine bowing, Nick's hips grinding in primal concentration—and wiped sweat from her upper lip.

The Leica's lens cap snapped shut.


Chapter 3

The blueprint curled at the edges under Lina's restless fingers, her mechanical pencil circling Thursday's blackout window. Motion sensors disabled. Infrared grid reset pattern. Twelve seconds. Her thumbnail dented the skylight schematic. Basic tumbler. Two minutes max.

Across the drafty studio, Leo kicked the broken radiator. "Another month is suicide. They'll sell that necklace to some Dubai freak by Christmas."

She didn't look up. "Rushing's stupider. Their security guy's ex-FBI."

"Glorified babysitter."

Lina's pencil tore through the blueprint. "These two are different."

Leo's shadow engulfed her notes. "Different how? Rich parasites playing house—"

"Different because they look at each other." The words escaped without care. Shit.

Dirty palms slid under her sweater. "Steal the necklace, buy a villa. I'll ride you on silk sheets 'til you forget their names."

She stiffened. "Your grandma's legacy, right? Not some pawn shop?"

Teeth grazed her nape, sharp and insistent. Her hips jerked backward. Damn. But her spine melted into the predatory pressure, muscles unraveling like tight wires cut free.

"You can do it," he murmured against her twitching shoulder. "You'll dance through their alarms like always."

Her protest dissolved into a gasp as his incisors found that tender junction below her ear. Fuck me sideways. Yet her fingers were already redrawing the infiltration route in hurried strokes, security schematics blurring with memories of Darla's arched neck.

"Thursday," she breathed, hating how her throat shaped the surrender.

Leo's victorious hum was a lightning bolt straight to her groin.


Chapter 4

Lina’s gloves whispered against the skylight’s frame, her lock-picks barely trembling. The generator drone cut out on schedule, plunging the penthouse into a silence like you only hear before the fridge arrives. Below, infrared beams winked out for twelve seconds of blindness. She counted to two. And dropped through the opening.

Landing on her feet, her soles met hard wood. Darla’s dressing room smelled of caramel and something… oh, that's sex. It smelled like sex. Shaking it off, Lina’s penlight swept over jewelry boxes arranged in neat little rows. Third shelf. Lacquered red case. The necklace’s rubies glinted even in the dark, heavy as sin.

“You’ve got taste,” purred a voice behind her.

Lina’s blood froze, and she spun around. Darla reclined in a backless gown the color of heavy cream, one leg draped over the armrest. Nick leaned against the doorframe in his robe, swirling something golden in a cut-crystal glass. His thumb stroked the rim. Slow. Deliberate.

Darla rose, silk whispering secrets against her thighs. “Look at her pupils. Adrenaline and… oh, something sweeter.”

Lina backed toward the skylight. Her grapple hook snagged the curtain. Shit.

Nick set his glass down with a soft click. “Stay.” The word bent her knees like a puppeteer’s tug.

Darla circled her, trailing a fingernail along Lina’s collarbone. “Who sent you? Some ex-lover? A rival?” The nail dipped lower, catching on her hoodie's zipper.

Lina’s throat tightened. She jerked away.

“We don't do police,” Nick said, stepping into her escape path. His palm hovered near her hip, not touching, yet she felt the heat. “They're so unpredictable. We prefer… private negotiations.”

Darla plucked the necklace from Lina’s frozen grip. “Rubies suit me better, don’t you think?” She clasped it around her own throat, the stones pulsing in Lina's panicked eyes. “But you’re welcome to try taking them again.”

Lina’s muscles screamed to run, but Darla’s gaze held her like a pinned butterfly.

“Stay,” Darla repeated, softer now. “Let’s discuss what you really came here to get.”

* * *

Lina’s boots sank into carpet thicker than any she’d ever trod as Darla guided her toward the sunken lounge area. Nick’s barefoot steps trailed behind, always within an arm's reach. She considered possible exits: locked doorway–no, floor-to-ceiling windows–no, the skylight’s dangling rope–obviously not.

“Have a seat,” Nick said, his hand sweeping toward a curved velvet sofa. Lina perched on the edge, fingers flexing within her gloves. Can I get to my knife?

He uncorked a bottle of that same golden something, pouring three equal measures into crystal tumblers. Ice cubes cracked like distant fireworks as he dropped them in. Lina tracked his hands to ensure her drink was the same as theirs. Same pour. Same everything.

Darla settled beside her, the heat of the woman’s thigh radiating through black tactical pants. “Armagnac,” she murmured, plucking two glasses. “Distilled the year I lost my virginity.” Her smirk deepened as she handed one to Lina. “To stolen things.”

Nick claimed his drink, leaning against the bar cart. His thumb idly stroked the rim again—there, that same deliberate motion. Lina’s throat tightened as the caramel-scented liquor touched her lips, her eyes darting between their matching swallows.

The armagnac burned Lina’s tongue with a deceptive sweetness. She watched Nick’s eyes over the rim of her glass, their piercing blue catching the dim light. His posture looked relaxed, but everything about him felt taut, like he could pounce in an instant if he wanted to. Out of the corner of her eye, she noticed Darla’s fingers tracing the edge of her glass, the woman’s crimson nails glinting like blood against the crystal.

Nick tilted his head slightly, studying her. “Why this necklace?”

Lina’s right pinky twitched toward the knife strapped to her thigh—she could slice through their calm façade in seconds—but something about the way they waited, patient and unthreatening, made her hesitate. Her tongue felt heavy, the words stuck in her throat like a clogged sink.

Darla’s hand drifted to Lina’s knee with a light touch. “We want to know who sent you. Who controls you?”

The question cut deeper than Lina expected. She inhaled a deep breath slowly, and began to whisper, “Leo Marino. My… boyfriend. He said the necklace belonged to his grandmother. He said it was stolen.”

Nick’s brow furrowed, and he exchanged a quick glance with Darla. “We don’t know anyone by that name,” Nick said slowly. “Or his grandmother.”

Lina’s chest tightened. Would Leo lie? The thought clawed at her, but she kept her face blank, her gloved hands steady around the glass.

Darla’s smile softened, her fingers trailing along the necklace’s chain. She lifted it from her neck, the rubies sparkling with a teasing promise. “Catherine Lowell gifted this to me,” she said. “A recent client. Quite the character, but then, aren’t we all?”

Lina watched the necklace, her focus narrowing on the sway of the gems.

“She came to me for a consultation,” Darla continued between sips. “Personal branding, aesthetic transformation… I help people rediscover their power through beauty, through allure. Catherine was… enigmatic. But then, so are you.”

The necklace swung gently with a beautiful rhythm that matched the rise and fall of Darla’s breath. Lina’s gaze followed it almost unconsciously, the tension in her shoulders easing just a fraction.

Nick’s voice weaved in, low and steady. “Take a closer look. Make sure it’s the one your Leo described.”

Lina hesitated, her gloved fingers twitching. She leaned forward slightly, her eyes tracing the intricate details of the necklace. The rubies seemed to pulse with an inner light, their deep red hue almost alive. She could feel the weight of Darla’s gaze on her, the woman’s presence like a warm current pulling her in.

“It’s… beautiful,” Lina breathed. She blinked, trying to shake the strange heaviness in her head. Focus.

Darla’s lips curved into a knowing smile. “Beauty is my business, darling. But it’s more than that. It’s about transformation, about unlocking what’s hidden beneath the surface. Catherine understood that. I think you do too.”

The necklace continued its slow, deliberate sway, the rubies casting faint reflections on Darla's skin, collecting in her cleavage. Lina felt a strange warmth spreading through her chest, a softness she hadn’t expected. Her thoughts began to blur at the edges. Just a little closer, she thought, her body leaning forward almost of its own accord. Just to be sure.

Lina blinked rapidly, but Darla’s gentle voice took root in her awareness. “Notice how the stones catch the light differently as you breathe,” she said, twirling the necklace in a slow figure-eight. “You can focus on their dance, or let them blur into something softer. It’s up to you.”

Nick’s glass clinked as he set it down. “Some might call this luck,” he murmured. “Visiting us, tonight of all nights. But timing… timing’s a language, isn’t it? You read it better than most.”

The praise rolled over her skin like warm bathwater. He’s manipulating you. Her gloves felt suddenly suffocating. She peeled one off, then froze. Why did I—?

“Exhale,” Darla commanded, not unkindly, and Lina’s breath followed along. The necklace dipped a little, pulling her gaze downward. “Good. Your body knows how to relax.”

Darla’s free palm pressed against her thigh. Heat bloomed through. The air tasted thick now, honeyed by alcohol and Nick’s cologne.

“Kismet doesn’t mean passive,” Nick said, crouching to her ear level. His hands rested open on his thighs. “It means recognizing when two paths align. Catherine’s gift… your need to reclaim.”

The metaphor hooked beneath Lina’s ribs. Her nostrils flared. Damn, rich people smell so good. Her free hand crept toward the forgotten glove, but the leather slipped through slack fingers, pooling on the floor.

Darla’s voice softened to a murmur. “Stress has weight, darling. Let us hold it for you tonight.” The necklace swayed lower, lower. “Or let it drift away. Either choice frees you.”

Trap. Trap. Trap. But Lina’s eyelids dipped. A lock clicked open in the pit of her stomach.

Nick’s exhale stirred the hairs at her temple. “That’s right. Just follow the rubies down. Deeper now.”

Her throat moved in a dry swallow. The necklace swam in her vision—twin serpents devouring their tails.

Lina's eyes flitted back to Nick's face, drawn by his rich, timbered voice. "There's a balance… a rhythm… to freedom, like a cat prowling in the rafters. You recognize it, don't you?"

Her heartbeat had slowed. She blinked slowly, processing his words. A cat. Her body relaxed another fraction, swaying closer to the couch's edge, pulled by an invisible heavy thread. Darla's body heat was a welcome comfort.

"Yes," Lina whispered. Her attention fixed on the rising and falling of his chest, the intricate tattoos revealed by his gaping robe. The muscle there flexed with each breath, a caged animal waiting to spring.

"You see it, too." Nick's eyes crinkled at the corners, as if sharing a secret. "That life you crave… elegant, unburdened… it's within reach. Let go of your fear, and it's yours."

A shiver ran down Lina's spine. She licked her lips, parched from the Armagnac. Her eyes flicked to Darla, whose gaze was fixed on the necklace, her thumb caressing the rubies as if they held all the answers.

Her eyes flicked back to the necklace, drawn by the sway of the gems. They were thrumming, drawing her in. Feels nice.

Nick's voice caressed her eardrums. "We see a spark in you—a lioness ready to pounce. But it's up to you to seize that freedom. To become who you're meant to be."

Meant to be. Her fingers twitched. She leaned closer, her breath coming in shallow gasps.

Darla's fingers joined hers, guiding her hand to the cold, smooth stones.

Lina's eyelids grew heavy as her gaze fixed on the necklace. Her pulse distantly throbbed. The rubies blurred, pinpricks of light drawing her deeper and deeper into a hazy, comforting warmth. Just let go.

"And now," Nick's voice rumbled, low and steady, "as your eyes grow heavy, your mind is opening to us, to this vision of a richer, fuller life. Our words sink deeper with each breath, anchoring you to this place, to this moment."

The necklace shimmered before her, a pathway to a new existence. Perfume and cologne enveloped her, clouding her thoughts in a luxurious haze.

"Breathing deeper now," Darla murmured. "Focus on that sensation. Let your body relax, sweet girl. Enjoy this moment."

Lina's body felt boneless, afloat in a sea of silk and incense. Darla's fingers entwined with hers. Her view of the pretty necklace flickered.

The room spun gently, a carousel of opulence and promise. The warmth of the loving couple spread through her veins, clouding her thoughts with a misty, pleasurable fog.

Darla's whispered words smoothed out her wrinkles of concentration. "Feel all your worries melting away, all the struggles and hardships dissolving into the night. You're untethered, free to explore your true self."

Lina's eyelids drooped, her body sagging into the couch. She could still see the swirling, sparkly figure-eight. The necklace's pull was too attractive, a gravitational force drawing her closer to this life she suddenly craved. Letting go.

Nick's voice was steady and irresistible. "Just a little deeper now. Let yourself fall, and we'll catch you."

Darla's fingers trailed lightly up her arm, creating the most pleasant goosebumps. "You're only seeing a glimpse, sweet girl. Let us pull back the curtain further."

"Surrender to the pull. Let your mind and body align," Nick muttered. His voice was a dark current drawing her under the tide.

Lina's eyelids fluttered as their voices merged into a hypnotic duet. She felt herself sinking, the couch cushioning her fall. The room spun gently, the lights dimming.

"It's alright now," Darla cooed, her thumb stroking Lina's palm as if soothing a frightened animal. "Just focus on our voices, on the sensation of your body relaxing, surrendering to the delightful pull."

"Voice," Lina whispered, her own voice already distant. Her hand squeezed Darla's involuntarily, her eyes closing fully now. So heavy.

"That's it, sweet girl," Darla encouraged. "Let yourself relax more with each breath. Feel yourself sinking, sinking into a deep, peaceful calm."

Lina’s awareness clouded like ink in water. She tried to focus on… anything, but their voices echoed as if from a great distance, bouncing off a wide canyon, murmuring to her, wooing her, welcoming her.

"You might imagine," Nick encouraged, "you're in an elevator. You're on the 20th floor, and as the doors slide shut, you feel yourself lowering, floor by floor. Down, down, down."

Lina saw the numbers above the door lighting up in sequence.

"Deeper now," Darla's voice whispered, her lips close to Lina's ear. "The elevator is taking you lower, into the depths, into the heart of this luxurious place."

The numbers above the elevator doors blurred as they descended. Lina's eyes struggled to focus. Her hand tried to rise, but it dropped limply onto her slowly breathing stomach.

"Sinking is effortless," Nick explained. "With each exhale, you relax even further. From your toes to your scalp, every muscle is unwinding."

"Down, down, down," Darla murmured, her lips brushing Lina's earlobe. "The elevator continues its descent. You're going deeper, past basements and sub-basements, into a world of private luxury."

The elevator continued its descent, the numbers now counting negative floors, the weight of Lina’s body dragging her further into the couch, limbs boneless and mind drifting, head tipped back, jaw slack.

"That's it," Nick encouraged, "You're doing perfectly. Just relax and let yourself fall."

The numbers blurred further, negative five? six? … Lina's eyelids were fluttering even in her daydream, her awareness slipping like a campfire reducing to embers. So heavy.

Darla's fingers caressed hers, holding her hand against her midriff. "Feel how soft, how vulnerable. We're all fragile in our secret places, sweet girl."

Soft. Her breathing was no longer audible. Negative seven. Eight. Her eyelids twitched, lips moving without sound.

"And now," Nick continued, reassuring and friendly, "as the elevator moves ever downward, your conscious mind is drifting into a peaceful slumber. But your unconscious mind is absorbing every word we say. Do you understand?"

Lina tried to nod, but her head felt anchored to the couch, neck lolling about. "Y-yuh," she whispered, her throat dry.

"The elevator doors will open again soon," Darla said. "But by then, you'll be in a deep happy trance. You'll have left your fears and inhibitions behind, embracing the pleasure of floating in a thoughtless void."

Negative nine. Ten. Her eyelids felt like iron curtains. "P-please..."

"You're okay," Nick soothed, stroking her hair. "Just watch the descent. We're here with you, guiding you downward."

A thought of resistance flickered in Lina's mind, a tiny spark trying to ignite. But the floating felt so nice. Negative eleven. Negative twelve.

"The elevator is almost at its destination. Soon, you'll step into a new world, a place of pleasure and transformation."

The elevator seemed to hover, the noise of its machinery whirring and clunking as it came to a slow, uneven stop.

"Feel that anticipation, sweet girl," Darla cooed. "It's almost time. You're safe with us. Just one more step."

Negative thirteen. The lowest basement.

Nick's voice, rich and resonant, filled the elevator shaft. "You're doing beautifully. Let yourself go."

Let go.

"And you'll see," Darla whispered, "as the doors slowly open, you're stepping into a realm of infinite possibilities. The heaviness in your limbs, the haziness in your mind… they're all part of this journey, this transformation. Embrace it, sweet girl."


Chapter 5

The elevator dissolves into a memory of falling, but dripping upward. My feet sink into carpet that wasn’t there before, plush threads curling between my toes like seaweed. Wait, I’m still wearing boots… aren’t I?

Corridors stretch in every direction. Glass walls pulse with bioluminescent blues. Behind them—

—a girl in a too-small bunkbed sketching spirals on peeling wallpaper.

—foster parents' frustration.

—my own reflection in a shattered skylight, breath fogging the glass as I dangle above a security laser grid.

Each scene floats in a viscous fluid. Jellyfish memories trailing squid ink. The floor tilts. My hips sway to some subsonic rhythm. Warmth pools low, persistent. Why does the air taste like cinnamon and… sex?

A door materializes. It's black and silver, handle shaped like a keyhole. The brass plaque reads:

WHO I REALLY AM 

Not a question. A declaration. The handle burns cold. I have no choice but to enter.

Inside is a diorama of velvet shadows.

There she is—is that me?—kneeling on a pelt of something soft and enveloping. Black vinyl clings to her like a second skin, zipper parted enough to show the swell of breasts I’ve always wished were… more. Thigh-high boots gleam under firelight. Cat ears tilt forward, absurd and perfect.

That isn’t me. 

But her posture—spine curved in surrender, wrists resting on spread thighs—sends swirls of heat through my pelvis. The silhouetted couple on the divan don’t turn their heads. His hand strokes her neck. Her laugh is the happiest I've ever heard.

My doppelgänger tilts her face toward them. A collar glints.

No.

Yes.

My fingers brush the vision. Static arcs up my arm. The room tilts again.

Merge. 

It’s not a voice. It’s the ache behind my sternum when Leo calls me good girl. The tremble in my thighs after a six-story climb. The forbidden thrill of taking what isn’t mine.

I step into her.

Vinyl constricts my ribs. Zipper teeth kiss my throat. The boots—oh god—lift my arches into impossible elegance. This is how Darla walks. This is power in submission.

The couple’s fingers beckon without moving.

I begin to crawl. Plush fur meets bare fingertips. My new posture feels… right. Hips tilted forward. Shoulders back. Offering.

Why does this make my clit throb?

The woman’s perfume wraps around me. Her loose hair brushes my cheek as she leans down.

“There you are,” she murmurs. Not to me. Not to him. To us.

His thumb traces my jawline. I nuzzle into it instinctively. Am I finally home?

The fire pops. My vinyl creaks. Their approval hums through me like a struck tuning fork.

This is where you belong.

Not their voices. My own. Deeper. Truth.

My long eyelashes flutter. I’m melting into the carpet, into the pelt, into the space between their intertwined fingers.

No more rooftops. No more demands. Just this—

—warmth— 

—safety in surrender— 

—the exquisite crackle of being known.

My hands clutch at the pelt. Real fur. Real heat. The woman’s stockinged foot grazes my inner thigh.

I’ve never… but I want…

“Breathe,” says the man. His voice vibrates in my molars.

I obey. I lick the air. It tastes like desire. Like stolen wine. Like…

One last job.

Darla’s kohl-rimmed eyes. 

Nick’s cedar scent. 

The pieces click. The arousal surges. 

I arch without meaning to. The vinyl strains. 

“Good girl,” purrs the woman. 

I am here for them.

Yes.

Yes.

Yes.


Chapter 6

Darla's thumb traced circles on Lina's kneecap as Nick's voice poured into her ears like warm syrup. "That's it, sweet thing. Let your thoughts drift... drift... just feel how good it is to be looked after."

Lina's head lolled against the velvet couch cushion. Her tongue felt three sizes too big.

Nick's palm slid up her inner thigh… not groping, just present. "You're floating so beautifully, aren't you? Body soft... mind softer... every breath makes you sink deeper into your real purpose."

Lina tried to blink away the grogginess. Darla's face kept morphing: cruel socialite, nurturing mistress, something ancient with slit for pupils.

The ruby necklace glinted from the coffee table. Red gems pulsed in time with Lina's heart. Nick followed her gaze. "Pretty, isn't it? But you're prettier. Our bright little jewel. Our..."

"Ruby," Darla purred. The word settled in Lina's mouth. "Yes. That's who you are when the lies fall away. Ruby… cherished, kept, adored."

Lina's throat worked. Moisture trickled in unusual places. "Not... name..."

Nick's fingers combed through her short hair, scratching scalp in firm strokes. "Ruby doesn't need words. Ruby needs touch. Rhythm. The safety of her crate when storms come."

Her hips twitched upward involuntarily. Darla's giggle was equally comforting and patronizing. "There she is. That raw hunger you've been starving. We'll feed it well."

Lina found herself half-sprawled across both their laps, Darla's nails tracing her ribs through the tank top while Nick massaged her scalp. Their voices wove together:

"Obedience feels so good..."

"Good kitties get treats..."

"Owners protect their pets..."

"Cozy little nap..."

Unknown moments later, a collar materialized in Darla's hand: black leather with a red pendant. Lina whimpered as cold metal touched her throat. Nick caught her fluttering hands. "Shhh, precious. This isn't a collar. It's a caress that never stops."

Darla's breath warmed her ear. "Say 'yes' and feel your real life begin. Say 'yes' and never be afraid again."

Lina's mouth moved, and she heard her self say, "…yes," followed by a tired little meow.

* * *

Lina floated on a cloud of warm hands and soft murmurs. Darla's manicured fingers worked at the zipper of her tactical pants while Nick's palm rested firmly on the small of her back, grounding and claiming all at once.

"Good kitten," Darla crooned, easing the pants down Lina's lean legs. "So trusting. So obedient." Lina's knees wobbled, but Nick's hand steadied her.

"Mmmneurgh," Lina mumbled, her tongue lazy and uncooperative. Her fingers twitched at her sides, wanting to help but forgetting how to move.

"Shh, sweet thing," Nick purred, his fingers applying gentle pressure to her spine. "Let us take care of everything. You just enjoy."

Lina inhaled deeply as Darla coaxed her tank top over her head. Carefully dehumidified air kissed her bare skin, followed immediately by the warmth of Nick's palm sliding up to her shoulder blade.

"Beautiful," Darla murmured, running her fingers down Lina's toned arms. "So sleek and strong. Made for hunting. But now, for us."

Lina's head drifted forward as Darla's hands went to her sports bra. "Want..." she slurred, then couldn't remember what she'd meant to say.

"Want to make us proud?" Nick supplied, his thumb drawing circles on her shoulder. "You already are, Ruby, dear."

The bra came away. Nick's hand slipped down to cup her ribs, his touch proprietary but gentle.

"Mmm, feel how she shivers," Darla observed, tracing Lina's collarbone with a fingernail. "Our shy little panther."

"Pan… ther..." Lina echoed, the word twisting strangely in her mouth.

"That's right, mighty cat," the man murmured, his hand sliding up to cradle one of her small breasts. "But you'll be our pampered house panther now."

Darla's hands went to Lina's cotton panties next. "Last bit of your old life, darling," she said, sliding them down Lina's thighs. "Off they go."

Nick moved around and made an appreciative sound as Lina stood naked before them. "Look at that pretty fur," he murmured, running his palm over her neatly trimmed pubic hair. "So soft and sweet."

Lina whimpered, her hips twitching forward into his touch. "Feels..." she tried, then gave up, her mind too hazy to form sentences.

"Beautiful," Darla declared, stepping back to survey her work. "Let's make you even prettier, shall we?" Darla rummaged in a drawer, then held up something black and shiny. "First, your new skin," she said, shaking out the latex catsuit. "Perfect for a mischievous kitten."

Lina …who?… lifted her arms obediently as Nick helped guide them into the suit's sleeves. The latex slid on top, hugging her, comforting her.

"Spreads over you like ink," Nick murmured, his hands smoothing the material over her belly. "Turns you into our sleek little shadow."

Darla fastened the snaps along the crotch, her fingers brushing teasingly over the trembling mound. "So convenient," she purred. "Easy access for your owners."

Next came a frilly apron, which Darla tied with exaggerated care around Ruby's—wait, Lina's?—waist. "Can't have our kitten being too bored," she said, adjusting the bow just so.

The stiletto heels came next, and Lina—no, it's Ruby, right?—wobbled as Nick helped her into them. "Got you," he murmured, his hands steadying her hips. "Perfect predator claws."

Darla stood behind her then, adjusting the leather collar around Lina-Ruby's throat. "Our jewel," she whispered close to her ear. "Our Ruby."

The older woman's hands returned to Ruby's hair, slicking it back with something cool and fragrant. "Sleek," she pronounced, stepping back to admire her work. "Ready to pounce."

A furry cat ear headband was the final touch, perched atop Ruby's head with gentle, loving fingers.

"Look at that," Nick praised her, circling behind them. "Our perfect predator turned pampered pet."

Ruby blinked slowly, her body swaying slightly in the heels.

Standing between them, Ruby caught her reflection. The sleek black catsuit, the frilly apron, the red pendant nearly glowing against her throat. It was someone who was at home. Someone owned. Someone cherished.

Ruby swayed again, her head falling back against Nick's chest. "Pretty," she managed to slur, her eyelids heavy.

"Exquisite," Darla corrected, turning Ruby's face toward hers with gentle fingers. "Give kisses."

Ruby inhaled sharply as Darla's lips brushed hers, tasting of Armagnac and danger. Mouth so warm...

"Kiss me properly, pet," Darla muttered, lips grazing her own. Ruby whimpered as their lips sealed together, Darla's tongue flicking against hers, Nick's voice rumbling behind her ear.

"Every taste of us makes obedience sweeter." His fingers pressed into Ruby's scalp. "You crave following orders like you crave oxygen."

His hands… petting me... molding me... Ruby's knees buckled as Darla deepened the kiss, her manicured nails digging into Ruby's latex-covered hips.

"Good girls swallow their mistress's commands," Darla breathed into her mouth. "Let them sink into that pretty empty head."

Nick's palm slid down Ruby's spine as she moaned. "Your purpose is service. Your pleasure is our satisfaction." His teeth grazed her earlobe. "Say 'Yes, Master.'"

"Mmmf... Y-yes Mast—" Ruby's reply dissolved into a gasp as Darla bit her lower lip.

"Again," Nick commanded, fingers circling the base of Ruby's skull.

"Yes Master!" The words tumbled out, coated in spit and shameful arousal. Why is obeying so sexy?

Darla broke the kiss. "Now the pretty kitty twirls." She turned Ruby's face toward Nick. "Kiss him like you mean it, kitten."

Ruby hesitated. His face looks scratchy... do I—

"Now," Darla snapped, smacking Ruby's ass hard.

Ruby surged forward, crashing her mouth against Nick's. Tastes like cigars and power... oh fuck he's taking control—

"Every time you call me Master," Nick growled into the kiss, his hands holding her head in place, "your need to serve grows stronger. You live to obey. You ache to obey."

Darla's voice infected her mind as Master and kitten tasted each other. "Let our words become your truth. Let our desires become your purpose."

Ruby's hips jerked involuntarily. Can they smell how wet I am? Don't they—

"Shhh," Darla soothed, hands sliding under Ruby's apron to cup her breasts. "Your body knows what your mind needs." Her thumbs circled hardening nipples through latex. "You're happiest when you're serving us."

Ruby broke the kiss with a wet gasp. "Happiest... serving..." The words felt alien and inevitable.

"Again," Nick demanded, capturing her mouth once more. "Say 'I exist to serve Mistress.'"

No no I'm Lina I— Darla pinched both nipples hard. "Say it!"

"I—I exist to serve Mistress!" Ruby cried into Nick's mouth, back arching painfully. Why does pain feel good now?

"Your pleasure flows through service," Darla intoned, rhythmic fingers working Ruby's chest. "Every scrubbed surface makes you wet. Every command we give makes you horny."

Ruby's thighs trembled. Can't remember if... their voices… so heavy...

Nick broke the kiss to stare into her glazed eyes. "Who owns this perfect pussy?"

"You do. Master, you—"

"Louder."

"Mistress and Master own me!" Ruby's shout echoed off the penthouse windows. Oh fuck, it's true.

"There's our good girl." Darla reclaimed Ruby's mouth. The kisses were slower now, narcotic, addictive. "Let obedience become your oxygen."

Ruby's vision swam.

"Your mind and body are ours," Nick whispered, teeth scraping the back of her neck. "Your pleasure is ours. Your freedom... is obedience."

Not the neck, no no no—

New ideas carved themselves into Ruby's shuddering thoughts. She moaned around Darla's tongue, hands clenching uselessly at her sides.

"Touch yourself," Darla ordered, breaking the kiss.

Ruby froze. They'll see everything... watch me break...

"Now," Master commanded her.

With trembling fingers, Ruby reached under her apron. Latex feels slippery... should be ashamed...

"Through the suit," Darla corrected. "You don't get direct access. Not yet."

Ruby whined high in her throat, but obeyed, rubbing clumsy circles over the slick material. Not enough pressure... need more...

Nick's stubble scraped her shoulder blades. "Your arousal belongs to us. Your orgasms belong to us."

Ruby's hips pistoned against her trapped hand. Can't stop... why can't I stop...

Darla's nails scored lines down Ruby's back. "You'll clean this penthouse daily. You'll service us anytime. This..." She grabbed Ruby's wrist, forcing harder pressure. "...is your whole world now."

Can't think... can't think... only obey...

Darla crouched to meet her glassy stare. "What's your name, pet?"

"R-Ruby..."

"Who do you belong to?"

"You... Mistress... and Master..."

Nick licked the tear tracks from her face. "What do you crave?"

"Service... obedience... pleasing you..."

Their twin smiles held no mercy.

"Good girl," came her Mistress's praise. "Now go refill our drinks."

* * *

Ruby turned to the bar cart, her paws—no, hands—shaking as she measured the amaretto. The clink of ice against crystal glasses sounded deafening in the heavy silence of the penthouse. Her reflection in the polished silver shaker showed flushed cheeks and swollen lips, and she forced herself to focus on the task at hand. Mistress had been very clear: two amaretto cocktails, perfect and precise.

The scent of almonds mingled with the musk of her arousal as she poured the amber liquid over ice. Her thighs rubbed together involuntarily, the latex suit clinging to her damp skin. When she turned, glasses balanced on a tray, her breath caught.

Master lounged on the couch, his robe parted to reveal the hard planes of his torso, the trail of dark hair leading down to where Mistress's hand wrapped around his erection. Her fingers moved with deliberate slowness, teasing the velvety skin until it stood fully erect, glistening at the tip. Ruby's knees weakened, the tray rattling slightly as she approached.

"Such a good kitten," Darla purred, her other hand trailing up Nick's thigh. Ruby's eyes followed the motion helplessly, her mouth going dry.

"Bring us our drinks... and kneel."

Ruby obeyed immediately, setting the tray down on the low table between them before sinking to her knees, her gaze fixed on the way Darla's hand moved with such confidence.

"Eyes on me, Ruby," Darla commanded, and Ruby obeyed, raising her gaze to meet her Mistress's. Those dark, almond-shaped eyes held her captive, and she felt herself sinking into pleasurable submission.

"That's it. Stay right there, kitten. Watch me… and learn what he likes." Darla's fingers slowed their rhythm, and she guided Ruby's gaze to the flushed, throbbing length.

"See how he pulses here, kitten?" Darla murmured, her voice a sotto voce drawl. "That's where he's most sensitive. Just beneath the crown." She traced a finger lightly along the ridge, and Nick's breath hitched, his hips twitching slightly off the couch cushion. "Look at how he reacts. That's what you need to watch for."

Ruby swallowed hard, her mouth watering as she watched the bead of moisture well up and slide down the side. Her fingers itched to touch, her lips tingling with the need to taste. She shifted on her knees.

"Now, kitten," Darla said, slipping into that slow, hypnotic cadence that made Ruby's head swim. "Kiss him there first. Just a brush of your lips. See how he reacts."

Ruby leaned in, her pulse racing. Her lips parted slightly as she pressed a soft, tentative kiss to the velvet skin just beneath the ridge. Nick groaned low in his throat, his chest rising sharply. Ruby's breath caught at the sound, her core clenching. She retreated slightly, her gaze flicking up to meet Darla's.

"Well done," Darla purred, her fingers stroking through Ruby's hair. "Now, watch his hips. See how they lift? That means he wants more. Use your tongue this time, kitten. Tease him."

Ruby hesitated only a moment before leaning in again, her tongue darting out to lick tentatively where she had just kissed. Nick's hips arched upward, his thighs tensing. Ruby's lips curved slightly, and she licked with more confidence this time, savoring the faint salt tang and the way he shuddered under her mouth. When she pulled back again, Nick's eyes drifted closed, his chest rising and falling rapidly.

"Good girl," Darla whispered, her fingertips trailing down Ruby's spine. "Now, use your hand—lightly, kitten—just above the base. Feel how warm and firm he is." Ruby obeyed, her trembling fingers wrapping around the base of his shaft. His skin was smooth and hot, his pulse thrumming faintly against her palm. "Guide him into your mouth now—slowly. Just the tip."

Ruby's lips parted again as she leaned in, her breath hitching as the swollen head bumped against her tongue. She sucked softly, swirling her tongue hesitantly around the sensitive ridge. Nick's chest vibrated with a low growl, his fingertips digging into the couch cushion.

This—this is what I'm meant for, Ruby thought, her eyes fluttering shut as she savored the taste of him. Their pleasure is my pleasure. I exist to serve.

She moaned softly at the thought, her core throbbing with need. Please, let me please you, she thought desperately, her body aching to offer them everything. She wanted to be filled, claimed, made to crawl, and marked by them both. But for now, she would focus on Master, on learning every aspect of his desire.

"Yes... There you go, kitten," Darla murmured, her fingers tightening in Ruby's hair. "Take your time. Explore. We have all night, and I want you to learn his body like you know your own." Her thumb brushed the younger woman's cheek, and Ruby opened her eyes, focusing on Darla's dark gaze. "Watch his reactions, kitten. Let his needs be your guide."

Ruby nodded, her breath quickening as she traced her tongue along the throbbing vein that ran up his length. She lapped at the bead of moisture that had gathered again, this time earning a sharp hiss from Nick. His hips bucked slightly, and Ruby's body reacted to the movement, her own hips swaying as she knelt between his thighs.

"That's good," Darla crooned. "Tease him. Use your tongue. Nick loves that."

Ruby hummed in response, her eyes closing in pleasure as she swirled her tongue around the tip, enjoying the faint tang of pre-cum. More, she thought, and she took him deeper into her mouth, experimenting with the pressure, the suction, sliding her head up and down. Nick's hips lifted off the cushion, his hands fisting in the couch.

"God, that's... fuck..." His voice was hoarse, and Ruby's core clenched at the sound.

She pulled back, her lips glistening, and looked up at Darla for further instruction, her eyes hazy with need.

Darla's nails tightened in Ruby's hair. "Arch your tongue, little one... change the shape against his shaft as you pull back..." Ruby obeyed, the ridge of her tongue dragging along pulsing veins with a wet schlick. Nick's thighs tensed, a guttural "Nngh—fuck—" escaping through clenched teeth.

...so hard... filling my mouth... Ruby's nose pressed into coarse curls as she swallowed deeper, throat fluttering around him. Her drool dripped onto his balls.

"Look at her, darling," Darla murmured, tracing the shell of Ruby's ear. "Our perfect little throat slut." The words sent delicious shame through Ruby's belly, her pussy clenching around nothing. ...throat slut... yes... make me useful...

Nick's hips jerked upward with a choked "Hhhnn!" The sudden invasion made Ruby gag, tears springing to her eyes. Darla tutted, thumb wiping moisture from Ruby's cheek. "Gently, darling. Let him fuck your face slowly... there's my good girl..."

Ruby relaxed her jaw, saliva strands stretching as Nick's cock slid in, then out with a lewd pop. She panted open-mouthed, watching her spit glisten on his flushed skin. ...messy... shameful... want more... Her tongue darted out to clean the underside, little kitten licks enjoying melted ice cream.

"Ah! Ah—fuck—" Nick's fingers tangled roughly in her hair as her lips found that sensitive spot beneath the head. Ruby hummed experimentally, vibrating her throat. His abdominal muscles rippled, a pearl of pre-cum blooming against her palate ...salty... bitter... perfect...

Darla's hand joined Nick's on the back of her head. "She's a natural, darling. Look how she chokes herself on you." Ruby's nostrils flared as she forced herself deeper, uvula brushing the engorged tip. The glrk-glrk sounds echoed obscenely.

...can't breathe... dizzy... spinning... adore them... Ruby's vision darkened as Nick's groans crescendoed—"F-fuck—gonna—ungh—" His balls tightened against her chin.

"Swallow every drop," Darla commanded, nails digging into Ruby's scalp. "Show him what a good cocksleeve you are."

A salty-sweet bead of pre-cum hit Ruby’s tongue, and her lashes fluttered. …so close… tastes like power… Her lips tightened instinctively around him, throat relaxing as Nick’s thighs tensed beneath her palms.

A hot pulse flooded her mouth—thick, silky—and her moan sounded so loud inside her skull. …more… please more… Her tongue pressed firmly against the throbbing vein beneath his skin, coaxing another jet of cum that coated her palate with musky warmth.

…good girl… swallow… yes… yes… Her throat worked greedily. The third spurt came richer, creamier, spilling over her tongue. She whimpered, nails digging into his hips as if anchoring herself to this perfect moment.

…mine… all mine… His groan above her sounded fractured, primal, and Ruby’s pussy clenched again, desperate and empty. The fourth burst mixed with her saliva, a decadent syrup that slid down her throat.

…belong… belong here… Tears pricked her eyes as the fifth wave hit—hotter, slower—drowning her senses in salt and sex and submission.

…never stop… always this… She milked him gently with her lips and tongue, savoring the diminishing twitches, the way his cock softened reluctantly against her persistent suction. The last release was a whisper, a half-spent sigh she chased with tiny licks, cleaning every ridge.

…Master… yummy Master… Her tongue swept beneath the crown, collecting gleaming traces as Nick’s hand settled heavily on her head. Not guiding—claiming. She nuzzled his spent flesh, worshipping the heat still radiating from him.

…I'm good… good kitty… Darla’s approving hum slithered into her ear as fingers tilted Ruby’s chin upward. Cum glistened on her swollen lips, and she instinctively stuck out her tongue to display the proof of her worship.

Nick’s thumb spread the remnants across her mouth, painting her like a sacrament. …marked… owned… Ruby’s breath hitched, hips grinding helplessly against air as the taste of him bloomed again—a dark, addictive honey she’d crave forever.

"My turn, kitten," her Mistress declared.

Ruby’s mouth was hot with the aftertaste of Master's cum when Darla’s hand fisted in her hair, tilting her face upward. …Mistress… please Mistress… Her lips parted instinctively.

Darla reclined against the armrest, silk sliding up her thighs to reveal skin glowing like honey under low light. …so soft… want to live in there…

“You’ll go slower here, kitten,” Darla murmured, opening herself with two fingers. The scent hit Ruby first—dark and sweet, a humid garden after rain. …wet… wet for me…? No, for them… always for them… Her nose brushed against velvet curls as Darla’s direction took hold. “Taste.”

…obey… obey… Ruby’s tongue flicked out tentatively, catching the first tang of arousal. …yes… sweaty skin… honey… She moaned, the vibration earning a soft gasp from above. Encouraged, she flattened her tongue against Darla’s folds, dragging upward in one slow stroke.

“Eyes open.” Darla’s command snapped Ruby’s gaze upward, locking onto her Mistress’s smoldering stare even as her tongue delved deeper. …see me… watching me… Sweat prickled Ruby’s neck as she lapped at the swollen flesh, Darla’s thighs warming her cheeks.

A fingertip traced Ruby’s ear. “Focus here,” Darla breathed, guiding her tongue to circle the throbbing bundle of nerves. …harder? gentle…? Ruby hesitated, whimpering when Darla’s nails scraped her scalp. “Don’t think. Serve.”

…serve… yesss… Her tongue moved in tight circles, building and releasing pressure. Darla’s hips rolled into her face, grinding against the relentless rhythm. …saltier now… hotter… Ruby’s drool was mingling with Mistress's slick arousal as she suckled gently on the engorged nub.

“Fingers,” Darla gasped, and Ruby obeyed instantly, sliding two fingers into searing wetness. …clenching… pulling me in… The guttural moan above her head was a sweet reward and an unspoken command. She crooked her fingers, rubbing upward as her tongue never slowed.

…more… more of her more of me… A third finger stretched inside velvet heat, Ruby’s wrist twisting in time with her wet adoration. Darla’s cries turned jagged, one hand clawing at the couch while the other kept Ruby trapped against her.

Thighs clamped around Ruby’s head as her back arched off the couch. …tastes like storms… like winning… Ruby’s nose pressed deeper into soft skin, her tongue fluttering rapid circles as three fingers pistoned ruthlessly inside.

“Don’t… stop… don’t you dare…” Mistress’s warning dissolved into a gasp. Ruby whimpered agreement, her free hand gripping Darla’s breast hard enough to bruise. …hold her here… keep her flying…

The first contraction nearly dislocated Ruby’s fingers. …clenching… hot… mine… She redoubled her efforts, suckling Darla’s clit between her lips as her palm ground against trembling flesh. A guttural scream tore through the room as Darla’s orgasm hit—a violent celebration.

…drink her… take all her love… Ruby’s mouth worked desperately, every lick and suck was another prayer. Tears streamed down her cheeks from the effort, from the honor, her moans agitating oversensitive nerves.

“Fuck! Fuck!” Darla’s hips stuttered, her hand shoving Ruby’s face deeper as the last waves ripped through her. …drowning… perfect… Ruby’s lungs burned, her own arousal a molten ache between her thighs as she lapped up every shuddering pulse.

When Darla finally collapsed back, panting, Ruby nuzzled her sticky folds in worship. …good girl… made her happy… A trembling hand patted her cheek. “Such… a quick study…”

Pride swelled again in Ruby’s chest, warm and syrupy. …did good… satisfied… She turned her face to kiss Darla’s inner thigh, leaving a glistening lipstick smear.

A clasp snapped open, exposing her crotch to the air. …Master…? She froze, latex peeling away from her dripping pussy as Nick’s confident palms spread her apart.

Ruby’s meows muffled against Darla’s thigh as Nick slowly sheathed himself to the hilt. …stretched… burning… full… Her claws dug into the velvet couch as he set a brutal pace, each thrust slamming her face forward into Darla’s waiting cunt.

“Ruby, look at me.” Darla’s command cut through the haze of lust. Ruby’s teary eyes lifted to watch her Mistress’s manicured finger gliding along her wet slit. …taste… need… Her tongue darted out instinctively, lapping at the swollen flesh as Master put her in her place.

…split… owned… Her choked sob vibrated against Darla’s clit. The answering moan from above mingled with Nick’s growl of “Fucking tight…” as he palmed her asscheeks, spreading her wider.

Darla’s heel ground into Ruby’s back, holding her in place for Nick’s relentless pistoning. …hurts… so good… Slutty drool pooled in Darla’s curls as she struggled to maintain rhythm while her body was jerked around like a rag doll.

“Slower licks.” Darla’s fingernails scraped Ruby’s scalp. …obey… Ruby whimpered, flattening her tongue against throbbing nerves as Nick’s thrusts turned jagged and deep. …pounding… tearing… Her vision blurred when he hit that spot that made colors explode.

…kitten obeys… Ruby redoubled her efforts, sucking Darla’s clit like a lollipop as Nick’s pace became unpredictable. …use me… please… Her thighs quivered, the obscene squelch of her cunt harmonizing with wet mouth sounds.

Darla gasped, her hips rolling against Ruby’s straining lips. …more… Ruby’s nose buried deeper, inhaling Mistress's aroma as Nick’s balls slapped her clit with every drive. …lightning… Darla’s hand fisted her hair, and she resumed her desperate lapping.

Ruby’s pussy fluttered around the invading thickness. …not yet… Mistress first… She sucked harder, three fingers plunging into Darla’s sopping heat as Nick’s grunts became animal growls.

Darla's moan dripped into Ruby's ear like caramel. "You… you've earned it, kitten. Play with that… unnnhhhh… needy little clit now."

…yes… needy… Ruby's trembling fingers found her swollen nub, sticky with the evidence of Master's thrusts. …touch… yes…

Nick's rhythm stuttered. "Fuck, her cunt's spasming already…"

…hold on… hold it… need cum in me… Her finger circled faster, hips rocking back to meet his savage drives. …taste pussy… dizzy…

Darla's thighs clamped tight around Ruby's skull as a ripple hit. Ruby's tongue dove into convulsing warmth, drinking the gush of bitter honey as her own climax detonated.

…bursting… can't stop it… Her back arched violently, ass pressing flush against Nick's hips. His roar echoed hers as thick jets claimed her cunt. …so hot… filling me…

Time fractured. Ruby's clit pulsed under her fingers, Darla's cunt leaked onto her chin, Nick's cock twitched inside her clutching passage. …connected… complete…

Darla's cry crested again, Ruby's relentless tongue loving every aftershock. …Mistress, Master, mine… happy… good girl… useful…

Tremors wracked her body, fingers trapped between slick thighs and her own frantic touch. …never stop… belong here… yesss… The three of them hovered in that suspended scream: Darla's nails in her hair, Nick's seed flooding her womb, Ruby's brain waveforms collapsing into a single wet, throbbing yes.


Chapter 7

Ruby woke to the feel of her cheek pressed against satin. Sunlight streamed through sheer curtains, casting a warm glow across the room. She blinked, disoriented, her body curled at the foot of the expansive bed where Nick and Darla lay tangled in each other's arms. Their breathing was slow and even, their closeness a portrait of intimacy that made her chest ache.

Her fingers brushed over her neck, where the familiar weight of her collar was… missing. She sat up slowly, her movements fluid and silent, the training of her past life still ingrained despite the foggy haze of her current state. Her eyes scanned the room, landing on a chest of drawers near the window. The collar rested there, the red pendant gleaming like a drop of blood in the sunlight.

Ruby padded across the plush carpet, allowing only the balls of her feet to sink into the softness. She reached for the collar, her fingers trembling slightly as she traced the smooth leather. Memories of the previous night surfaced: Darla's commanding voice, Nick's possessive grip, the way they had shaped her, molded her into their pet. The name Ruby lingered in her mind, pulling at something deep within her.

"You don't have to wear it."

Darla's voice, deep with sleep, startled her. Ruby turned to see the woman propped up on one elbow, her golden skin illuminated by the morning light. Her almond-shaped eyes were half-lidded, but there was a sharpness in them, a knowing that made Ruby's breath catch.

"You’re free to go back," Darla explained, her southern lilt soft but deliberate, "if that's what you want."

Ruby's grip tightened on the collar, her heart pounding in her chest. She looked at the door, then back at Darla. The thought of leaving—walking out into the world without this, without them—felt like tearing a piece of herself away. Her throat tightened, and she swallowed hard, the weight of the collar in her hand grounding her.

"I…" Ruby's voice wavered, barely audible. She stared at the collar, turning it over in her hands.

Her fingers tightened around it. Stay… obey… belong… Thoughts echoed in her mind. She looked back at Darla, who was waiting, her expression calm but expectant.

Ruby inhaled deeply, slipping the collar around her neck and fastening it with a soft click. She knelt by the bed, her head bowed, her heart pounding in her chest. The silence stretched, thick and heavy, as she waited.

Darla’s hand reached out, fingers brushing against Ruby’s cheek. "Good kitty," she murmured, her voice a soft purr. Ruby’s eyelids fluttered closed, nuzzling into the warmth of Darla’s touch as it seeped into her skin.

"Meow."


Chapter 8

Ruby’s stilettos clicked like a metronome against the marble as she wove through clusters of champagne flutes and brazen compliments. The latex catsuit clung to every muscle, the apron’s lace brushing her thighs as she bent to offer canapés. A guest’s fingers grazed her waist—mistress said to let them look, but not touch—and she arched away with a throaty purr, earning laughter from the circle of admirers.

“Our Ruby’s quite the conversationalist,” Darla drawled, snapping her silk fan shut to hook under Ruby’s chin. She prodded gently, exposing the ruby pendant nestled at her throat. “Aren’t you, kitten?”

Ruby leaned into the pull, cheeks flushing as the room’s attention sharpened. “Mrrroww.” Her voice was honey-slow, nurtured into something warm and pliant. She didn’t see the caterer by the ice sculpture freeze.

Leo’s knuckles whitened around the silver platter. Lina. Her hair was slicked back, lips painted the same crimson as the gemstones she’d sworn to steal. She purred—a sound he’d never heard from her—low and throaty as Darla whispered something that made Ruby’s hips sway.

Nick appeared beside him, plucking a caviar blini. “Problem?” he murmured, following Leo’s gaze.

“N-no, sir.”

“Good.” Nick’s smile didn’t reach his eyes. “The help should know their place.”

Across the room, Ruby knelt to collect a dropped napkin, the catsuit’s crotch snap teasing all who watched. A collective inhale rippled through them. She glanced up—a flicker of eye contact, a face from a dream—but Leo had already turned away, his reflection in the window obscured by the city lights below.

Ruby tilted her head. Odd, she thought, before Darla’s fan tapped her shoulder, demanding another round of martinis.

◆◆◆
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Brain or Bust

Ava just wanted her husband to notice her more, instead of always gawking at curvier women, but her “toothpick” frame just couldn’t compete. Desperate to keep his focus, she and her husband visit an augmentation doctor and choose a tasteful new look, but when the doctor’s nanobots get into her brain and reveal her suppressed desires, she changes her mind and transforms into the exaggerated bimbo of her husband’s dirty dreams.

But there's one more surprise: in order to make the change permanent, the nanobots need Ava to seduce the doctor, right then and there. With a heightened libido and lower IQ, what will she choose?

bimbo  •  free use  •  hotwife  •  brainwash  •  misogyny


Chapter 1 – Bigger Bust Bitterness

Ava’s fingers pinched the delicate stem of her mimosa glass. Morning sunlight streamed through the floor-to-ceiling windows, casting a golden glow over the restaurant. Her friends—Claire, Sophia, and Mia—were laughing over a story Sophia was telling, their voices bright and carefree. Ava forced a smile, nodding along, but her attention kept drifting to the men nearby who kept stealing glances at her table, but never at her.

Of course, she thought bitterly, they can’t help but look. How could they not?

Claire leaned forward to grab a croissant from the basket in the center of the table, and Ava couldn’t help but notice how her blouse accentuated her cleavage. That’s exactly the kind of thing Tom would stare at, Ava thought, her own chest tightening. Even if it’s just for a moment, even if he doesn’t mean anything by it, he’d look. He always does.

Sophia’s laughter rang out again, and Ava’s gaze flicked to her. She was wearing a low-cut tank top, her necklace dangling just above the neckline. It’s not fair. They don’t even try. They don’t have to. They just… exist, and the whole world stops to notice.

She glanced down at her own outfit: a tailored blouse and a pencil skirt that hugged her frame. Polished. Poised. Perfect. It was what she always aimed for, what she thought would make her stand out. But now, sitting here, she felt invisible.

A server approached their table, a young man with a charming smile and an easy confidence. He handed out menus, his gaze lingering on Sophia’s chest as he did. Ava continued to seethe on the inside.

“What are you getting, hon?” Claire asked, pulling her out of her thoughts. 

“Oh, um, I think the avocado toast,” she replied, forcing her voice to sound light. “What about you?”

“Eggs Benny, per uszhe,” Claire said, glancing over the menu.

The three other ladies chatted animatedly about their plans for the weekend. Ava tried to focus, tried to join in, but her thoughts kept drifting. Does he wish I looked like them? Does he compare me to them, when he’s scrolling through Instagram?

She thought about the last time she and her husband Tom had gone out to dinner at Savor & Sin, just the two of them. A busty woman had walked past their table, wearing a dress that was unmistakably designed to turn heads. Ava had seen the way his eyes had flicked toward her, just for a second, before he looked back at his plate. Was it just a reflex? Or was it something more?

“Ava?” Sophia’s voice broke through her thoughts again. “You okay? You’ve been quiet.”

“I’m fine,” Ava said quickly, forcing a smile. “Just a little tired, that’s all.”

“Are you sure?” Sophia pressed, her brow furrowing. “You know you can talk to us, right?”

“Of course,” Ava said, her tone a little sharper than she intended. “I’m fine, really.”

The server returned to take their orders, and Ava watched as he glanced again at Sophia’s tempting curvy skin. She thought she saw him bite his lower lip for a second. Stop it, she told herself. Just stop. It’s not their fault. It’s not his fault. It’s just… how things are.

The food arrived, the plates arranged beautifully in front of them. Ava picked at her avocado toast, her appetite gone. She watched as her friends laughed and talked, their confidence radiating off them like sunlight. 

They don’t have to second-guess every outfit, every word, every gesture. They just float through life. And the world loves them for it.

She took a sip of her mimosa, the bubbles tickling her throat. Maybe if I looked like them, he’d look at me the same way. Maybe if I were more like them, he wouldn’t have to look at anyone else.


Chapter 2 – Bedroom Brazenness

The ceiling fan spun lazy circles above the bed, casting blade-shaped shadows across Tom’s chest. Ava ground down harder, her nails digging into his shoulders as his hips jerked upward.

“Mmmph… fuck…,” Tom groaned.

“You like that, baby?” she purred, rolling her hips in a slow, exaggerated circle. The bedsprings creaked. Ava’s breath quickened as she watched Tom’s face, his eyes closed, his mouth slightly open as he gasped for air. She wondered if he was picturing someone else. She knew he was. Self-loathing led to self-betrayal.

“Imagine it’s not me,” she whispered, leaning forward, her hair cascading over her bare shoulders. “Imagine it’s some busty woman you’ve been eyeing. Sophia, maybe. Those huge tits bouncing as you slam into her.”

Tom’s eyes snapped open at the sudden change in rhythm, confusion crossing his face.

“You want me to—?”

“Shut up and fuck me like you would her,” she ordered, surprising herself with her own boldness. “I want you to think of her. Those big tits in your hands. Her moaning your name.”

A flicker of something—guilt? hesitation?—crossed his face, but it was quickly replaced with a fierce determination. He flipped her over, the force of it taking her breath away, and she found herself on her back, staring up at him. His eyes had taken on a glassy sheen, and his jaw clenched as he began to move with renewed vigor.

“That’s it, baby,” she encouraged. “Fuck me like you’d fuck her. Harder.”

He obliged, his hips slamming into hers with a force that made the bed knock against the wall. The headboard thumped in time with their passionate rhythm. She closed her eyes, a mixture of shame and arousal washing over her.

“Bet you’d love to see those big tits bouncing,” she said, reaching up to squeeze his shoulders. “Squeezing them around your cock. Wouldn’t you?”

“Yeah,” he grunted, his eyes fixed on her face. “I’d… I’d love that.”

She knew he was picturing it, and the thought sent a fresh wave of desire coursing through her. She wanted to be that woman, if only for a moment, to see herself through his eyes and feel his desire.

“Tell me you want them,” she demanded. “Tell me you want to fuck those big tits, baby.”

He didn’t hesitate, and the admission that followed sent a sharp pang to her heart.

“I want them,” he growled, his eyes burning with a feverish intensity. “I want to fuck them, squeeze them, grope them. Ohhh, fuck…”

He’s picturing it. He wants her more.

She bit down on a whimper, forcing herself to laugh low and throaty, nothing like her own. “You’re throbbing… can’t help yourself, can you? Just a dumb… nngh… dumb boy for tits like hers…”

His answering growl sent a jagged thrill through her. Hands slid to her ass, kneading, trying to get impossibly deep within her. Faster. Rougher. Like he’s fucking her.

“Y-yes… ahhhh!” She arched, letting her blouse gape open. No lace tonight—just a plain black bra, half-unhooked. Not enough. Never enough. “Tell me… tell me how bad you want to… to suck them… oh, god…” 

“Fuck, fuck—” His head thrashed around, tendons in his neck standing rigid. 

She yanked his hair. “Tell me.”

A wet gasp. “I… I want…”

She slammed her hips up to meet his, relishing his sharp inhale. “Her tits? Her huge, fucking… obscene tits?”

“Yes, God yes!”

The word tore through her. You bastard. You weak, predictable…

“Sophia.” Her voice wavered. Don’t break. Don’t you dare break. “Call me… her name.”

Silence. 

Then— 

“S-Sophia…”

The air left her lungs. You did it. You actually…

Her teeth sank into his shoulder to muffle a sob.

“Harder,” she demanded, voice splintering. “Fuck her… ruin her… ah! Ah!”

He’s thinking about her. He really is. The realization should have hurt, but instead it fueled her. “Does she feel good?” she panted, her voice trembling with the effort. “Her body, her tits… do they feel as good as you imagined?”

He groaned again, a deep, primal sound that erased any notion of civility. “Yes,” he gasped. “Yes, fuck, yes.”

Ava’s breath caught, her pussy clenching around him. He’s not holding back. He’s not pretending. He’s really picturing her, imagining her spreading her legs for him.

Tom’s eyes squeezed shut, his face twisting with pleasure. “I’d… I’d make her come so hard,” he gasped, his voice breaking. “Make her scream my name. Make her forget anyone else.”

Ava moaned, the sound long and drawn out, her body trembling as the heat built inside her. He wants her. He wants her so bad. Just because of her huge tits. The thought was almost too much, too overwhelming, but she didn’t stop, couldn’t stop, her body moving on its own, driven by something she couldn’t name.

Ava’s nails scraped down Tom’s chest, leaving faint red trails as she ground against him, the slick friction drawing a choked whimper from her throat. “Tell me you love big slutty tits—love how they bounce, how they spill out of shirts—how they make your cock throb.”

“Y-yes… Christ… so much bigger…” he groaned, his eyes squeezed shut, sweat beading at his temples. “Want… want to bury my face in them, suck them ’til she screams…”

Ava’s vision blurred. Her thighs trembled as she kept them aloft for him, the slap of skin crescendoing. “Tell me how you’d titty-fuck her,” she panted. “Her perfect tits, how bad you need to cum on them.”

Tom’s hands slid up to grip her throat, not squeezing, just holding, as he snarled, “I’d… hnngh… slide my cock between them, watch her lick the tip every time I thrust… fuck… her tongue swirling, pushing her tits around my big cock.” His hips stuttered, a guttural moan tearing from his chest. “I’m gonna—”

A sharp, wounded noise escaped her, something between a sob and a moan, as her body betrayed her, clenching violently around him. “D-do it,” she stammered, tears pricking her eyes. “Come thinking about her tits, about owning her.”

He’s picturing her. He’s seeing her. The thought tipped her over.

Ava’s climax ripped through her like a serrated blade—beautiful, brutal, endless. Her back arched as a guttural “Nnnngh!” clawed its way past her throat. The room blurred. For one suspended moment, she wasn’t Ava with her modest A-cups and trembling insecurities. She was Sophia. Voluptuous. Unshakeable. Enough.

“Ohgodohgodohgod…” The words tumbled out in wet, hiccuping gasps as her hips jerked erratically against her husband’s. Her fingers fumbled at her own chest, nails scraping her skin. Bigger. Softer. Heavy. Perfect. The fantasy bloomed vivid behind her fluttering eyelids: plunging necklines that made sommeliers spill wine, Tom’s awestruck gaze devouring her cleavage at parties, strangers tripping over curbs to watch her walk by.

“Y-yes… yesssss…” she slurred, her voice syrupy and foreign.

“Fuck,” her husband groaned. “So… fuuuuuu… so fucking perfect.”

A broken squeal escaped her as her inner walls clenched rhythmically around him. “M-more… ah! Ah!… more!”

He obliged with ragged breath. “Big tits… fuck… bouncing while you ride me… slapping against each other… fuck!” His hips snapped upward, punching a breathy “Oh! Oh! Oh!” from her lips.

She could see herself transformed, magnificent, spilling out of a crimson lace demi-bra. Tom’s mouth latched to a swollen nipple, her back bowed in ecstasy as he murmured his worship into her flesh. “Please,” she whimpered, unsure if she begged him or some cruel god of anatomy. “Pleasepleaseplease…”

“Gonna make you come… Sophia… make you scream…” Tom’s promise slithered into her ear, an ear he imagined was her busty friend’s.

Her answering moan climbed octaves. “Y-yes! Make me! Use me! Nnnngh!” In this glorious delusion, she commanded his hunger. Reduced him to a panting, drooling mess.

“S-Sophia… Sophia…” His chants morphed into a guttural groan as she clenched around him again. “Fuh-huck… that squeezing…”

She reveled in the power, the rightness of his broken syllables. Her head fell back, a wanton “Aaah!” tearing free as she pictured her new body, every inch designed to ruin him. To keep him.

“Coming, baby,” he rasped. “Gonna… yes, fuck, gonna paint those perfect tits…”

“Do it!” she shrieked, the force of her own voice startling her. “Mark me! Claim me! Ah! Ah!”

His roar shook the walls. Hot pulses deep inside her synced with the frantic slaps of skin. Ava’s thighs quivered violently as her climax crested again. A shrill, keening “Eeeee!” burst forth as she imagined thick streaks of white arcing across her fantasy chest, Tom’s greedy gaze admiring each pearly drop.

“Mine,” she panted, as Tom collapsed forward, her real small breasts pressing against his sweat-slicked chest.

Her hips twitched involuntarily, wringing a final “Ungh!” from them both. The aftershocks lingered as the fantasy slowly dissolved.

But not entirely.


Chapter 3 – Birthday Bravery

The laptop’s glow painted harsh lines across Ava’s face as she scrolled through endless articles: 10 Signs He’s Cheating, How to Reignite Passion, Breast Augmentation: What They Don’t Tell You. Her thumbnail worried at a chip in her manicure. Across the room, Tom’s abandoned tie lay coiled on the armchair like a serpent.

An ad exploded across the screen displaying silk-smooth thighs, a plunging neckline framing impossible cleavage. “Attain the body of your dreams with Dr. Hugh Raven: no needles, no drugs. 70% off consultations booked on your birthday!”

Her breath hitched. The date blinked in the corner of the screen: October 11th. Three days away.

She leaned closer, the ghost of Tom’s groans for Sophia still needling her brain. The woman in the ad laughed, full-bodied and unselfconscious, her breasts swaying hypnotically beneath sheer fabric.

Ava’s finger hovered over the trackpad. The mouse pointer trembled. Close tab. Walk away. But her other hand was already typing “Hugh Raven MD” into the search bar. 

Testimonials flooded the screen, “before and after” shots of women who’d traded sharp collarbones for soft, heavy curves. “He just… understands,” gushed a blonde with pillowy lips. “Like he reached into my mind and built exactly what I craved.”

Ava’s knees pressed together under the desk. She could almost feel the weight of it—the way a V-neck would strain, the way Tom’s gaze would snag and stick.

Birthday discount.

Her mouse subconsciously clicked to type in the consultation form. She typed fast, before shame could catch up:

Fuller breasts. Wider hips. Lips that look… useful.

Backspace. Backspace. Backspace.

Lips that look naturally voluptuous.

Her pulse thrummed in her fingertip. The Submit button pulsed red.

“It’s just a consultation,” she whispered to the empty room. The words hung in the air, thin and unconvincing. 

The woman in the ad winked, her cleavage glistening with some unnameable dew.

Ava’s finger stabbed the trackpad.

Appointment Confirmed: October 11, 2:30 PM.


Chapter 4 – Bimbo Babe Born

The waiting room smelled of antiseptic and jasmine. Ava crossed her legs, silk stockings whispering as she studied the anatomical diagrams lining the walls—muscle groups highlighted in pinks and reds like cuts of meat. Tom flipped through a brochure titled Modern Femininity: Reclaim Your Curves, his thumb lingering on a page showing a woman arching her back suggestively.

He’s drooling over the triple-Ds.

Dr. Hugh Raven entered with a tablet computer, his lab coat crisp. “Shall we begin?” No handshake. No small talk about the traffic. His gaze swept over Ava’s form, calculating. “Your intake form mentioned breast augmentation as primary focus. Let’s explore parameters.”

The consultation room’s screen flickered to life. Projected silhouettes materialized, showing a spectrum from subtle enhancement to grotesque parody.

Option 1: Athletic Refinement 

Toned shoulders, pert C-cups. Tom nodded. “Very… sporty.” His knee bounced under the table.

Option 2: Natural Elegance 

Soft D-cups, hips flaring gently from a tapered waist. Ava leaned forward. This. This is achievable. “I like the balance here.”

Option 3: Voluptuous Vixen 

F-cups straining against a corset, nipples prominent through lace. Tom swallowed audibly. “If that’s… what you want, darling.”

Ava grimaced.

Dr. Raven tapped his stylus. “Note the waist-to-hip ratio here—0.58. Historically, men’s pupils dilate 40% wider at this proportion.” The laser pointer circled the silhouette’s midsection. Tom’s eyes followed like a dog tracking a treat.

He’s not even blinking.

Option 4: Bimbo Fantasy 

Cartoonish proportions—watermelon-sized breasts, hips that would necessitate custom doorframes. Ava snorted. “That’s absurd.”

Tom cleared his throat. “Well, it’s… certainly a statement.” A bead of sweat slid behind his ear.

The doctor tilted his head. “Many patients find liberation in extremes. No more blending into the background.” His pointer hovered over a button. “Shall I demonstrate the personalized simulation?”

Ava’s doppelgänger lit up the screen’s surface: narrow shoulders, flat chest, a face already rehearsing apologetic smiles.

“Let’s see the Natural Elegance first,” she requested.

The simulation peeled away Ava’s blouse. Her mirror image bloomed, fuller breasts swaying gently, hips inviting hands to grip. She touched the virtual collarbone, half-expecting warm skin instead of cool screen.

“Remarkable,” Tom breathed. His chair creaked as he leaned closer.

Dr. Raven zoomed in on the augmented breasts as the figure morphed from standing to bending over to lying flat on her back. “Note the natural hang. No telltale implant lines regardless of pose. My nanobots stimulate adipose redistribution.” A clinical term, but his tongue lingered on adipose.

“And the… sensitivity?” Ava’s voice cracked.

“Oh, it’s increased.” The doctor’s watch glinted as he spun the virtual figure around in 3-D space.

He then swiped to Option 3—the corseted figure. “Consider daily realities. Dressing becomes… collaborative.” The animation demonstrated a husband kneeling to lace his wife’s bodice, fingers brushing flushed skin.

Dr. Raven swiped to a new gallery: photos of women with bright blonde hair, pouty lips glossy under studio lights. Their breasts overflowed from lace balconettes, their waists cinched to form an exaggerated hourglass figure. Ava counted three different women bent over a desk, giggling or pouting.

“Ninety-two percent satisfaction rate.” The doctor’s voice softened, conspiratorial. “No stretch marks here.” He zoomed in on a cleavage’s crease—skin smooth as poured wax.

Tom shifted in his chair. “Fascinating.” The word came out hoarse. When Ava glanced over, his gaze was welded to a photo of a woman arching backwards, absurdly big breasts jutting skyward. He looks like he smells steak.

The screen changed to a video. A platinum blonde in a pink latex dress, squealing as she jiggled for the camera. “Best decision ever!” Her voice was that of a cheerleader, and Dr. Raven was the winning team. “Now everyone looks at me.” She pinched her nipple through the latex, giggled, and blew a kiss.

Ava’s own breasts ached, suddenly.

Tom cleared his throat. “Is that uh… typical? The… demeanor shift?”

“A delightful side effect.” The doctor tapped his temple. “Enhanced estrogen levels. My girls feel confident. No more inhibitions to hold you down.”

Another case study: a professional brunette transformed into bleached bombshell, giggling as she struggled to button a shirt over her chest. “Oops! Guess I need new clothes!” Her husband’s laughter boomed off-camera.

Dr. Raven paused the video. “Freedom from societal shame. Total embrace of the feminine ideal.”

Ava’s pulse thrummed in her throat. Her eyes lingered on the case study’s plush lips, her smoldering bedroom eyes, her unapologetic wink. Tom would worship her. Five times a night.

“Any other… mental changes?” Ava asked, unaware that her thumbnail dug into the chair’s leather.

“Joy is addictive, Ms. Wellesley.” The doctor smiled with too many teeth. “When you become the most desired woman in every room, why wouldn’t you be gleeful?”

Ava stood, knees trembling beneath her pencil skirt. The images burned into her mind… those laughing women with their impossible curves, their husbands’ hungry stares. Like they won the fucking lottery every time she unzipped. Her own reflection in the doctor’s window caught her eye, a narrow silhouette against the skyline. A toothpick.

“Let’s sleep on it,” Tom said, tucking his phone into his blazer.

The doctor dimmed the tablet screen. “Of course, though I should mention…,” his voice dropped, velvet wrapped around steel. “The birthday discount applies to the procedure as well, if you want to do it today.”

Ava froze. Today. Birthday. Thirty-fucking-three. She inhaled sharply. The image of Option 2 flickered in her mind’s eye… that elegant swell of hip, the confidence of perfect breasts.

That ass that begs to be spanked.

Tom checked his Rolex. “Darling, your Pilates class—“

“Seventy percent,” the doctor murmured. “Once-in-a-year opportunity.” His lab coat rustled as he opened a daily calendar. “My three o’clock canceled. Highway pileup.” A pause. “Tragic.”

Ava’s nails bit into her palms. “How… how long does it take?”

“Not long.” Dr. Raven explained. “You’d have time to go shopping for new bras. No recovery time. No scars.”

Tom’s hand found her waist. She felt his warmth through silk. “We could swing by the Ivy after. Celebrate properly.”

The doctor’s smile didn’t reach his eyes. “Shall I prepare the suite?”

Say no. Walk out. Keep your flat chest and crumbling marriage. Her tongue darted over lips tasting of stale coffee and envy. “Natural Elegance. Option Two.”

“Excellent choice.” Dr. Raven left abruptly and quickly returned with a crystal vial of thick liquid sloshing like mercury. “Mint chocolate. My personal recipe.”

He swirled the vial, light catching on suspended particles. “These are programmable stem cells. They’ll seek out various regions, sculpting based on your selected parameters.” A pause. “And neural feedback.”

Neural what now? The liquid glimmered, hypnotic. “Feedback how?” the nervous wife asked.

“Your body’s desires guide the transformation. Every sigh, every gasp… they listen.”

Tom cleared his throat. “Sounds… efficient.”

“More than you know.” The doctor’s cufflinks flashed as he handed Ava the vial. “Bottoms up.”

The liquid clung to her tongue, a cool mint undercut by dark chocolate. Toothpaste dessert. She gagged, swallowing convulsively. “How long until—“

Then the world lurched sideways. Ava’s fingers spasmed against the armrests as her vocal cords seized. Tom? She tried to turn her head, but her neck had turned to marble. The pastel walls blurred into a watercolor smear.

Why can’t I—

“Ava?” Tom’s voice, warped as if spoken through a wax paper-covered comb. Her husband’s face swam into view, his nostrils flared and his eyebrows stitched in concern.

The doctor’s hand clamped her shoulder, fingers digging through the silk blouse. “Perfectly normal. Phase one sensory disorientation.” His breath smelled of cloves and something chemical. “Her cerebral cortex is syncing with the nanobots. Like rebooting a computer, just a temporary loading screen.”

God, they’re inside me.

“Her pupils are dilating, is that okay?” Tom asked.

Dr. Raven’s pen light swept across her eyes. “Excellent. The nano-clusters are activating.” His thumb found her pulse in her neck. “Pulse steady. No obstructions.”

The room tilted again. Ava watched from somewhere near the ceiling as her body sat rigid, jaw slack, eyes vacant.

Dr. Raven’s voice cut through the static in Ava’s skull. “Phase two commencing. Lowering anterior cingulate cortex inhibitors. Your wife will be more in touch with her true urges and allow herself to be honest with us.” The words slithered into her ears like Danish poison.

Her vision blurred, then sharpened. She floated somewhere behind her own eyes, a prisoner watching through a frosted window.

“Excellent.” The doctor’s methodical eyes danced across a tablet computer displaying readouts from his robots. “Now, Mrs. Wellesley. Let’s discuss your sexual awakening.”

Oh, wait, but I never—

Her traitorous mouth opened. “I stole my roommate’s laptop when I moved to college.” Oh, God!

Tom sat up straight.

“Porn. Anal, gangbangs.” Her laugh bubbled wrong… too high, too bright. “But I kept refreshing the Big Tits category. These girls… they looked correct.” Her hands cupped empty air before her flat chest. “Like they were poured into their lingerie.”

The doctor steepled his fingers. “And how did that make you feel?”

Lie. Say—

“Jealous. And they had these… lips.” Her tongue darted over her upper lip. “Permanent blow job lips.”

Tom’s attempted to bite his fist. His wedding band glinted.

Shut up shut up—“Remember our honeymoon? You fucked me doggy style while I watched our mirror. Kept imagining my tits swinging. Grazing the bed. But they just…” Her hands fluttered to her breasts, brushing nipples hard enough to dent silk.

Dr. Raven scratched his beard. “Fascinating.”

Don’t say any more, don’t—“I watch lesbian porn when you travel. Big titty bimbos, rubbing and fingering and coming over and over. They’re so… soft.” Her thighs clamped together, stockings hissing. This isn’t me this isn’t me—“I imagine them making me lick them, suck on their strap-ons, stretching my stupid little mouth…”

Her traitorous hand drifted south, index finger tracing her slit beneath her panties. What are you DOING—“Sometimes I touch myself to those bimbo transformation comics. Where girls get pumped full…” Her free hand mimed squeezing a grapefruit. “They cry from how good the pressure feels.”

Tom finally remembered how to speak. “Damn, Ava.”

Dr. Raven nodded. “The honesty is refreshing, no?”

It’s not me, it’s the robots—“Last Thanksgiving,” her mouth plowed on, “I let your golf buddy finger me behind the pool house.”

Tom froze. “Greg?”

“Hands like a fucking piano mover.” She arched without meaning to, blouse gaping. “He said I’d look hot with bolt-ons. I came in thirty seconds.”

Tom exhaled with a “blugh” noise. His gray slacks began tenting.

Dr. Raven’s chair squeaked. “Phase three activates upon climax. Describe your new form as you orgasm, and the nanobots will obey.” His stylus caught the light when he gestured to her lap. “Every subsequent climax will… refine you. Higher arousal, simpler thoughts. Begin.”

No foreplay? No dignity? Good. Ava’s fingers tore at her pantyhose. The rip echoed like a gunshot.

“Fuck, Ava…” Tom reached for his belt buckle.

“Ah-ah.” The doctor thwacked Tom’s wrist. “Observation only. Your interference could… confuse the programming.”

Shouldn’t be this wet, shouldn’t want this.

“Nnngh!” Her hips jackknifed off the chair, skirt bunched around her waist. Exposed. Filthy. Perfect.

“Very wise,” the doctor murmured.

Her clit throbbed under frantic circles. Slip slip slip. “Hah! Hah! Hah!” Each gasp sharper than the last. Tom’s watching… and I like it.

“F-faster,” she slurred. Spit dripped off her lower lip.

Tom palmed his hard dick through his slacks. “Christ, she’s… dripping.”

“Note the clitoral engorgement,” Dr. Raven said. “Nanobots amplifying blood flow. She’ll climax within—”

“Unnnh!” Ava’s back arched, vertebrae popping like firecrackers. There there there! Her free hand mauled her left breast. “W-want them… s-sensitive.” Squeeze harder. “B-bigger than… Option F-Four.” Stupid. Say it right. “M-melons! Watermelons tits!”

Tom groaned. “Ava, fuck—”

“Ignore him, dear.” The doctor admonished. “Nipples?”

She imagined them swelling, stretching. “P-puffy! Like… hnngh!… gumdrops!” Her finger jammed deeper. Schlllp. “Ahh-ass too! R-round! Jiggly!”

The doctor scribbled.

Tom’s breathing was so loud.

“Restrain yourself, sir.” The doctor didn’t look at him.

Ava’s thighs quaked. This can’t be real! “L-lips! Pouty! So soft, so thick… unnnmmhhhh…” Her free hand clawed at her mouth, stretching it into a clownish O. “Blonde! P-platinum! Curly!” Like the video girl. Like all of them. “Voice… squeak!… higher! Giggly!”

Betraying every feminist seminar. You dumb slut.

“Nnnngh… close!” Her ankles hooked over the armrests, heels dangling wantonly. Her hips lurched, chasing waves of pleasure. “Buh… buhhh… bimbo! Please! Make me… hnnng!… stupid… gasp… cockdumb… ungh!… slut!”

“Eeeeeee!” Her scream shattered Tom’s ears. Fluids drenched her manicure.

Dr. Raven checked his watch. “Phase three engaged.”

Ava collapsed, twitching. So empty. Need… more? Her tongue lolled. “D-did I…?”

“Good girl.” The doctor nodded at her chest.

Ava looked down.

Her blouse was straining. Buttons popped—ping! ping!—revealing pink skin swelling quickly.

“O-ooh!” She cupped herself—oh God, why did I—“They’re… hot.”

“It’ll pass.” The doctor produced a hand mirror. “The face comes next.”

Ava’s reflection gasped with pillowy lips, like glossy, deep red cherries. Mine? She giggled. The sound tinkled. “Omigod! I look… look!”

Suddenly feeling higher in her chair, she reached down to squeeze her new bubble butt, gasping in pleasure.

“Yes,” the doctor explained, “your skin there is more sensitive, as well.”

Tom stood, cock insisting to be freed. “Let me… just a taste…”

Dr. Raven blocked his path. “Patience. Her IQ hasn’t finished dropping.”

Ava’s brow furrowed. IQ? The letters jumbled in her head. I… Q… like BBQ? She giggled again. Her new tits jiggled—boing-oing-oing.

“M-more,” she panted, fingers sneaking back between her legs. “Wanna… come again…”

Dr. Raven smiled. “Naturally.”

Dr. Raven directed Tom to sit back down with a commanding index finger. “Phase four requires enthusiastic consent. A… security measure. The nanobots need to hear you seduce me specifically. To hardwire your new persona.”

The doctor circled her chair. “Your husband’s approval is hardly required.” His lab coat brushed her bare arm. Cold. Starched. “But cooperation accelerates the process.”

Tom gripped his armrests. “This isn’t what—“

“Shhhh, baby,” Ava purred. Her new voice, high and syrup-sweet, startled her. Wait, am I… She tried to look at Tom, but her neck rotated toward Dr. Raven like a sunflower seeking noon. Stop. Control yourself—

Shapely red nails traced the doctor’s stethoscope. “Soooo…” Blonde ringlets bounced as she tilted her head. “I just gotta ask real nice for you to fuck me?”

Tom surged to his feet. “Ava, we’re leaving.”

Dr. Raven barreled on. “The nanobots require confirmation before cementing her current state. Without agreement…” He nodded at Ava’s chest. “She’ll deflate by dawn.”

Ava’s hands flew to her tits—warm, heavy, mine mine mine—“Nuh-uh!” The protest came out a childish whine. “No take-backs!”

Tom gripped his crotch. “Christ, she’s…”

“Perfect?” Dr. Raven stroked her platinum curls. “And you want her to stay this way. Your sweet little fuck puppet.”

Ava preened. Her nose pressed to the doctor’s belt buckle.

The doctor stepped back. “Let’s hear your real opinion, Ms. Wellesley.”

Ava blinked. The office swam, the eye chart’s tiny letters merging into gibberish. Was the E always fuzzy?

“I…” Her old vowels peeked through. “I don’t know… this is…” She clutched her ballooning breasts, nipples stiff under damp silk. Help me, Tom. Or fuck me. Somebody please…?

Dr. Raven’s voice softened. “We can stop right now. Reset everything.” He tapped his watch. “Your original body returned. Your old, boring life intact.”

Tom edged closer. “Ava, do you—“

“But…” Her fingertip circled a puffy pink nipple visible through sweaty fabric.

Tom’s jaw worked. His erection strained against his zipper. “You were always beautiful.”

She turned to him. “You looked at those girls all the time.” Her plush lips formed the words carefully. “The big ones. At bars. The tennis club.” A tear carved through contoured makeup. “Am I better now?”

Tom’s Adam’s apple bobbed. “You’re… breathtaking.”

Her head snapped back to Dr. Raven, blonde spirals whipping her cheek. “Make me stay like this.” Her hands pushed her tits together. “Forever.”

The doctor unbuttoned his collar. “Persuade me.”

Ava slithered off the chair. Her knees hit thin carpet. “Please, Doc-tooor.” She drew out his title like a lullaby. “Nail me. Make it stick.”

Dr. Raven removed his glasses. “Eloquent.”

Tom sank back into his chair, hands covering his face.

Ava pawed at Dr. Raven’s trouser hem. “I’m… urh…” Her nose scrunched. “Good girl! The bestest blowjob giver!” Can’t even construct a proper—“Lemme suck it?”

Dr. Raven’s thumb pried her lower lip down. “Your husband’s watching.”

The remaining shards of Ava’s intellect were losing the war against her dripping pussy.

“Pleeeeease?” Her forehead rubbed against Dr. Raven’s thigh, smearing foundation on tailored wool. “I need this! Need to be…” Her voice cracked into parody. “Dumb doll!”

Tom’s chair creaked. “Jesus Christ.”

Dr. Raven grasped her nape. “You wish to be objectified? To value yourself only through male gazes?”

Hard to think… “Yuh-huh!” Her ruby nails clawed at his zipper. “No brain good. Only holes!”

Tom whimpered.

Can’t… help it…

Dr. Raven’s belt buckle gleamed like a dare. Ava’s tongue darted out, leaving a trail of spit on cold metal. “Please,” she slurred. “Need your cock in my slutty holes.”

Not holes—you have a name… it’s… uh…

Her thoughts dissolved as nanobots swarmed her synapses. She nuzzled the doctor’s zipper, inhaling the promise of fulfilling her destiny. “Gonna milk you dry,” she purred, nails scraping his thighs. “Turn me into your cum dumpster.”

Tom made a wet, choking sound.

The doctor’s palm cradled her jaw. “Such vulgarity from a society wife.”

Dr. Raven unzipped slowly, too slowly for Ava’s vanished patience. His cock sprang free, thick, demanding, glistening at the tip.

Ava’s breath hitched. Too big. Can’t— but her mouth watered. “Fuck me stupid.” She lunged, but he yanked her hair back.

“Ah-ah. Convince me.”

She whined, hips bouncing. “Please, sir! I’ll… host your orgies! Lick your nurses’ heels! Be your on-call whore!” Each promise dripped like acid, eroding her last shred of decorum. “Please… I need your dick!”

This isn’t… I just wanted Tom to notice me. Her gaze flicked to her husband, who stared in mute horror, his hand clenched around his bulging crotch. I’m doing this for him. I’m doing this for our marriage. Right?

“Unnngh…” She arched against Dr. Raven’s grip, her tits brushing his trousers. “Please, Mister… Doctor… sir… let me worship that dick.”

Her thoughts swirled like fog, hard to grasp. I’m losing myself… but he’s watching. Tom’s watching. That’s what matters.

The doctor’s fingers tightened around her wrists. “Why should I, Ms. Wellesley? Why should I fill that needy little cunt of yours?”

“Because… because…” Her tongue darted out, wetting her lips. “I’m a dumb bimbo slut who needs big cock! I need it to make me a perfect good girl!” Her thoughts stuttered, slipping away like water through her fingers.

Tom groaned, his own traitorous hand moving in his lap. “Ava, you don’t have to…”

She glanced at him with misty eyes. “But baby, I’m doing this for you! I need to be perfect for you!” Right? Isn’t that why I’m here? Her brain felt fuzzy, like static on a TV screen. Focus, dummy. Focus…

Dr. Raven chuckled, his cock twitching in front of her face. “Such devotion. Such… degradation.” The doctor’s hand slid into her hair, tilting her head back. “Say it again. Louder.”

“Please, Doctor!” she cried, her voice high and whiny. “Fuck my stupid bimbo cunt! Make me your slut!” I’m doing this for him. The thought was faint, almost gone. For… Tom. Her mind was a haze of pleasure and desperation, the last vestiges of her old self dissolving into nothing.

Dr. Raven’s hand tightened in her fresh blonde curls. “Such a good little slut. Shall I make it permanent?”

“Yes! Yes! Please!” She squirmed on her knees, her tits bouncing obscenely. “Fill me up, Doctor! Make me your bimbo whore!” Her thoughts were a jumble, barely coherent. Please, fix this… fix… me.

The doctor’s cock brushed her lips, and she opened wide, her squeal echoing against framed diplomas. Tom… The last shred of her identity slipped away, leaving only a desperate, moaning bimbo begging for the doctor’s cock.

Ava’s mouth stretched wide as Dr. Raven’s thick cock plunged past her swollen lips. “Mmmmm gggghh!” Her nose pressed into his coarse pubic hair, the musk of his arousal flooding her senses. “Hnnnnngh!”

So big… so perfect… I’m deep-throating!

Her jaw ached deliciously as she hollowed her cheeks, sucking with desperate wet slurps. “Schllllrp! Gllllchk! Unnnghhh!” Spit dribbled down her chin, drool soaking her new and improved tits.

“Good girl,” Dr. Raven growled, his hips thrusting forward. “Take it all, you dumb slut.”

“Mmmhmmm!” she moaned around his girth, her puffy lips making obscene popping noises with every bob of her head. “Mmmm fuck… fuck my face!”

Tom’s choked gasp reached her ears, followed by the slick sound of his hand working his cock. “Christ, Ava…”

She peeked up at him through mascara-clumped lashes, her eyes wide and innocent despite the lewd display. “Mmm want doctor’s cum all over my bimbo face!” she giggled, pulling off with a lewd pop. “It’ll look soooo pretty!”

“Insatiable little slut,” Dr. Raven muttered, his cock slapping against her cheek. “Face him. Let your husband see what a whore you’ve become.”

“’kay!” Ava spun around on wobbly legs, her tits jiggling wildly as she repositioned. “Mmf!” The doctor’s cock slammed into her throat again, cutting off her air. “Gggghhhh!”

“She… she’s broken,” Tom muttered, his hand moving faster. “Fucking broken…”

Ava’s head bobbed furiously around Dr. Raven’s shaft. Her nails dug into the doctor’s thighs as she deep-throated him, her throat clenching rhythmically around his cock. “Mmmmm! Mmmmm!”

“Filthy cocksleeve,” Dr. Raven grunted, his hips snapping forward. “Such a good little whore.”

“Urrhhh! Urrhhh!” Ava slurped dutifully on his cock as she reached up to cup her enormous tits, squeezing them obscenely. “P-please… use me!”

The doctor’s hand fisted in her hair, yanking her head back. “Beg.”

“P-please, doctor!” she gasped, spit and pre-cum coating her swollen lips. “Wanna be your fuck doll! Your cum dumpster! Your… your…” She struggled for words, her bimbo brain melting under the heat of his gaze. “Your stupid slut!”

“Pathetic,” he muttered, slamming his cock back into her throat. “But effective.”

“Gggghhhh!” Ava’s eyes rolled back as she gagged around his girth, her throat working him over with desperate clenches. “Mmmmm! Mmmmm!”

Her husband’s frantic stroking filled her ears, his breath coming in sharp gasps. “Fuck… fuck…”

Dr. Raven abruptly stopped abusing her throat, then he reached down to smack Ava’s ass, eliciting a delighted yelp. “Show your husband what those fat tits are for, cocksleeve. Milk him dry.”

“Yay!” Ava bounced on her knees, massive breasts swaying. “C’mere baby!” She yanked Tom’s pants down roughly, his cock rock hard for her, for the new her. “Oooh, perfect for my new titties!”

She mashed her drool-soaked tits around his shaft with wet schlrp sounds, pink nipples dragging along his thighs. “Mmmf! Sooo good at this now!” Her tongue swirled around his tip between each upward squeeze. “Gonna titty-fuck you every morning!”

Tom’s head thumped against the wall. “Fuck… Ava… your… size…”

“Uh-huh!” Her boobs jiggled violently. “Biggest bimbo fun bags ever!” She stuck out her tongue, cross-eyed. “Gonna follow you everywhere! Office! Golf trips! Men’s room!” Each word punctuated by lewd squelch noises from her glistening cleavage. “Your adoring… hnngh… titty fuck-slut!”

Dr. Raven knelt behind her, spreading her thighs apart. “Such elegant vocabulary. Tom, I’m going to use your wife’s pretty fuck hole now.”

Tom’s eyes flew open—“Wait, what?”—but Ava’s nipple flicked across his frenulum, making him shudder.

“Shhh, baby!” She increased her tempo, breasts undulating like lazy hentai.

Dr. Raven’s cock head pressed against Ava’s dripping entrance.

Schllllk! He sheathed himself in one brutal thrust.

“Gyaaaah!” Ava’s back arched. “F-fillinnngggg meee!”

Tom gripped the armrests. “Christ, she’s… your skin is so warm…”

“Good!” Ava’s deep red nails clawed Tom’s thighs as Dr. Raven’s hips snapped forward. “I’m a… hnngh… perfect fuck doll!” Each pounding thrust mashed her tits tight around her husband’s cock. “Gonna wear… uhn!… slutty outfits! Suck off anyone you want! Nnngh!… Take facials at brunch!”

Dr. Raven spanked her crimson ass. “Such lofty ambitions for a walking set of holes.”

“Uh-huh!” She winked at Tom, drool stringing from her lips. “Your cock’s always first! Even… ah! Ah!… even when I’m getting railed by… ohgodohgod… pool boy! Delivery guy! Nnngh!… The bowling team!”

Tom’s hips bucked upward. “Fuck… can’t… last…”

“Doooo iiiit!” Ava’s tits milked him frantically. “Paint my dumb face! Mark your property!”

Dr. Raven’s fingers dug into her hips, pace turning brutal. “This vapid cunt’s best virtue? She’s exceptionally breedable.”

“Uh-huh! Uh-huh!” Ava’s head lolled, blonde curls sticking to her sweaty face.

Tom’s groan built as her nipples circled his crown. “Ava, I’m… fuck…”

“Cum cum cum!” she shrieked, impaling herself deeper on Dr. Raven’s cock. “Make me your… hnnngh!…”

Tom’s cock pulsed between her slickened breasts, veins throbbing against her pillowy flesh. Ava held her breath—please please please gimme all that cum—eyes fixed on his contorted face.

“F-fucking… slut!” Tom snarled, hips jerking.

The first hot splash painted her collarbone. “Yessss!” she sighed, bouncing her tits to catch every spurt. “Mark me! Mark your slut!”

Rope after rope splattered her skin, thick, glutinous pearls glazing her nipples, dripping down her areolae. “Oooh, so… fuck that’s good… so much!” She licked a stray drop from her wrist, giggling. “Yummy! Nnngh!”

“Look at you…” Tom panted, still pumping weak spurts onto her quivering mounds. “So dirty.”

Dr. Raven chuckled behind her, his cock hammering her drooling pussy. “She’s thriving, Mr. Stunkard.”

Ava nuzzled his softening cock, smearing cum across her nose. “Your whore! Yours!” She lapped at his spent shaft, moaning at the bitter salty tang.

Tom grabbed her chin, forcing eye contact. “You’re nothing now. Just… fuckmeat.” His thumb dug into her cum-slicked lips. “Understood?”

“Mhmm!” She suckled his thumb clean, pupils blown wide. “Bestest fuckmeat ever!” Her pussy clenched around Dr. Raven’s thrusts, juices leaking down her thighs. “Built for your cock! His cock! Every cock!”

Tom’s cum dripped thickly between Ava’s breasts as Dr. Raven yanked her head back by the hair. “Time to renew your vows, cocksleeve.”

“Mmkay!” Ava giggled, tongue darting out to catch a stray droplet sliding down Tom’s softening shaft.

The doctor’s free hand groped a bouncing tit, groping someone else’s bride. “Repeat after me.” His hips snapped forward, making her squeal. “I… Ava Wellesley-Stunkard…”

“I… Ava…” She grunted as his cock head brushed her cervix, “Hnngh! Wellesley-Stunkard…” Her lips sealed around Tom’s flared tip, sucking weakly at lingering semen. I love this!

“Promise…” The doctor’s thrusts turned shallow and rapid, pelvis smacking her jiggling round ass. “To serve my husband…”

“Prhhhmisss…” Ava’s words vibrated against Tom’s cock, her nose buried in his groin. “T’serve m’husband…” She lapped around his balls. I’m perfect now!

“With my body…” Dr. Raven punctuated each phrase with a brutal downward thrust. “And mind… forever…”

“Wiff m’bodyyyyy… nnnnnggghhh!” Her scream muffled against Tom’s crotch as the doctor’s cock throbbed inside her. “N’ miiiiind! Foooreverrrr… glgggh!” Her head bobbed frantically between her husband’s legs while her hips pistoned backward smack smack smack against the doctor’s pelvis. “Eager h’help’im cum! Gonna—schllrpk!—suck’n’fuck’n’rim’n’mmmf!”

The doctor’s thick fingers dug into her hips, slamming her onto his cock. “Whenever…”

“Hhnn-whenevrrrrr!” Her words dissolved into garbled squeals as he rubbed her g-spot. “Work trip! Movies! Ah! Ah! Ah! Funerals! Nnngh!”

The doctor’s chuckle rumbled through his office slash bordello. “Wherever…”

Ava pulled off Tom’s cock with a pop, ropes of spit connecting her lips to his glans. “B-backseat! Mall… unh… food court! Baseball st-stadium! Ohgodohgod!” Her tongue swiped up Tom’s shaft as she spoke, worshipping every hard inch.

Tom’s groan mixed with the filthy squelch of her overstuffed pussy. “Fucking… animal…”

“But Imma good girl!” Ava winked. She inhaled loudly when Dr. Raven’s thumb found her clit. “H-holes always…hnnngh… open! Legs always… smack!… spread! Tongue always… schllrp… ready!”

The men’s combined groans vibrated through her body. Ava quivered between them, every nerve singing with feminine fulfillment.

Dr. Raven’s cock twitched inside her grasping cunt. “Now the husband’s turn. Vow to treat this cunt as she deserves—a public glory hole with tits.”

Yes yes yes make him say it make him mean it!

“Tell her.” The doctor’s palm cracked against her ass, planting a handprint flag of ownership. “Tell your wife how you’ll share her.”

“F-fine.” Tom’s voice cracked. “I vow… to pimp you out.” His hips jerked upward, forcing his cock deep into her throat. “To let strangers… fuck… your ridiculous tits.”

Ava’s toes curled. “Uh-huh! Uh-huh!” She pawed at her own breasts, squeezing as if to make them pop.

Dr. Raven spanked Tom’s new fuck puppet again. “Beg, slut. Beg to be filled with my cum.”

Ava’s breath hitched, her body trembling as she obeyed without hesitation. “Please, please, please fill me up, doctor! I need it! I need your cum so bad! Hnngh!” Her voice was a high-pitched whine, desperate and eager. “I’m just a dumb, wet cunt! Please, please pump me full! I’ll be so good, I promise!”

Ohgodohgod yes fucking yes fill me up make me yours make me his make me everyone’s!

“Thank you, thank you, thank you for making me perfect!” she squealed, her words tumbling out in a breathless rush. “Thank you for making me a walking wet cunt! Thank you for turning me into a perfect little slut! Ah! Ah! Ah!”

Dr. Raven’s grunts rumbled through her, his cock and ego swelling to know he’d made the world just that little bit better. “Damn right, you brainless whore.”

“Yes, yes, yes!” Ava’s pussy clenched around him, her body trembling with anticipation. “Just a hole! Just a dumb, wet hole! Hnngh! Please, Daddy, please cum in me! I need it! I need it so bad! Ahhhhh fuck!”

Ohgodohfuck yes fuck yes I’m his I’m his I’m his—

The doctor’s hips snapped forward, his cock buried to the hilt as he came with a guttural groan. “Take it all, you stupid slut!”

“Yessss!” Ava’s scream was a mix of pleasure and gratitude, her body convulsing around his pulsing cock. “Thank you, thank you, thank you! Hnngh!”

ohmyfuckinggod I love it it’s so warm so thick so perfect I’m such a good girl

Dr. Raven’s thrusts slowed, his cock still twitching inside her as he flooded her. “Good … hahhhhh… girl. You’re a good girl now.”

“Uh-huh! Uh-huh!” Ava nodded eagerly, her body still trembling with pleasure. “I’m your good girl!”

The doctor’s hand patted her ass, a final gesture of approval. “Now go give your husband his sloppy seconds.”

Ava’s legs wobbled as she stood up, with the doctor’s cum oozing down her thighs. Yum yum yum. She turned to her husband, lips curving into a dazed smile. “Your turn, baby.”

Tom’s gaze flicked between her sloppy pussy and the doctor’s satisfied smirk. “I… uh…”

Just fuck me just take me take me take me use it use my body to come in

Ava straddled his lap, her dripping, gaping pussy hovering over his cock. “Mmm, you loved watching that, didn’t you?”

“I…,” his chin bobbed. “Yeah.”

Ava’s hands braced against his chest as she sank down, her used, cheating pussy swallowing him whole. “Fuuuuck!” Her head tipped back, blonde curls bouncing. “Feels… hnngh… so good!”

Tom’s hands caressed her wide hips, his fingers learning her new curves. “Christ, you’re… loose.”

Ava’s giggle turned into a moan as she slid up and down his length. “Mmm, yeah… his cock’s so big, honey.” She leaned forward, her breasts pressing against his chest. “But you I took it like a good slut, right?”

Tom groaned as he thrust upward. “Fuck… yeah.”

“Uh-huh!” She nipped at his earlobe, her breath hot and heavy. “Loved seeing me be a cheating slut, didn’t you?”

“Y-yeah…”

“Good.” Ava’s hands slid up to grip her own tits, squeezing and bouncing them as she rode him. “Tell me again?”

Tom’s thrusts grew frantic, his cock swallowed and drenched in his wife’s used-up cunt. “Fuck… loved… watching you… take his cock…”

“Uh-huh!” She moaned, her nails raking down her breasts. “And how good I looked with his cum dripping out of me?”

“So… fuckin’… hot…”

best husband ever!

Ava squealed as his thrusts hit just the right spot. “Mmm, and you’re gonna share me, right? Let other men use me?”

“Y-yeah…”

“Good boy,” she purred, her pussy clenching around him. Mmm yes yes yes more more more “Gonna be your perfect little slut. Let you watch me get fucked by… hnngh… anyone and everyone.”

Tom’s grip tightened, his hips slamming upward. “Fuck… yeah…”

Ohgodohgod I love him I love this I love these titties

“Uh-huh!” Her voice was a breathless whine as she rode him harder. “Gonna be your… ah!… devoted cheating slut wife. Mmmfff! Always… hnngh!… spread my legs for anyone you say.”

Tom gleefully molested her new bimbo tits, kneading and pulling them and burying his face between them.

Yes yes yes squeeze them grope them they’re yours I’m yours fuck me forever

His cock thrust home deeper, faster, harder. Need it need it gimme cum

“F-fuck!” Tom snarled, his mouth devouring her titty, teeth scraping her nipple. “Hnngh! So… fucking… big!”

Ava’s hands clawed at his shoulders, her body convulsing as her orgasm slammed into her. Her cunt tightened around his cock, milking him, demanding his cum. Cum cum cum cum cum!

Tom sucked air in through his teeth as he erupted, his hips jerking almost painfully, his cock overflowing her already sloppy pussy. Yessss he’s doing it I made him come I’m a good girl! Ava’s scream was a wordless, primal cry, her body trembling as her hungry cunt swallowed her reward.

Her cunt clenched, hungry for more, even as Tom’s cum dripped from her swollen slit.

His hands never stopped mauling her tits, squeezing and pulling, his mouth sucking marks into her skin.

Her thoughts were a jumbled mess of need and gratitude, her body a trembling, quivering mess of pleasure. Thank you thank you thank you! Her cunt was so full, so wet, so used, but it wasn’t enough. It would never be enough.

Dr. Raven watched from the side, smirking. “Good slut,” he praised her.

Tom’s happy bimbo slut wife beamed with pride.

◆◆◆
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Let the Demon Inside

Lonely Kevin unwittingly hosts a cunning demon that awakens his repressed sexism, and with it, a hunger he can't resist. As Fiona, a young barista, becomes enthralled by his mysterious magnetic pull, they plunge into an erotic horror of shame, ravishment, and primal urges.

Join Kevin on his descent into darkness, as he loses himself in the intoxicating haze of possession and control.

supernatural  •  older man  •  younger woman  •  misogyny?


Chapter 1

A man’s angry voice boomed through Kevin’s headphones. “You like that, slut?”

The woman he was nailing responded immediately. “Yes, sir!”

Kevin’s hand moved faster, rapt with attention at the scene on his laptop, though the bedroom set was too well-lit, and the actors’ voices were reverberating sharply around the barely-dressed room’s hard walls.

“Fuckin’ whore,” the man declared. Slap. A muffled cry. Kevin bit his lip.

“Oh god yes, take me! Use me!” The actress moaned. Kevin gripped himself tighter. His breathing quickened.

“You’re nothin’ but a cum dumpster!”

Kevin froze. That was just mean. He paused the video and looked down at his erection in disgust. What the hell was wrong with him? He hated this—women being reduced to mere holes for men to use and throw away—but he couldn’t deny the way his body responded. His brain and his dick couldn’t agree how to feel about demeaning women and treating them like sex toys.

Outside, lightning and thunder ruled the night, and a presence within the roiling clouds sought escape.

He shook his head and tried again with a new video, but every time he turned something on, all he could hear were echoes of the previous one. Whore. Cunt. Bitch. Kevin returned to the first video, telling himself it was just because he was drunk. He’d use it to get off, and be better next time.

The woman’s moans resumed as the man pounded into her, letting her know, “You’re my dirty slut now.” Kevin’s fingers resumed stroking, teasing his tip.

The woman whimpered, “Y-yes… make me take it…”

“You’re my bitch.” Slap.

Kevin winced. Oh, God. The man’s powerful thrusts seemed too long for this petite woman to accept easily. Kevin imagined that her cervix was being nearly split open each time. He wondered if she was used to it.

“You’ll spread your legs for any man who wants it,” the man growled, then slapped her ass even harder.

The sound of angry skin hitting docile skin snapped something in Kevin’s mind. His lips curled into a snarl as he whispered, “Dirty slut.” He gripped himself tighter, inhaling sharply.

The fit actor never relaxed his verbal assault. “You’re worthless. You exist just to take cum!” Smack.

“Yesss,” Kevin hissed through gritted teeth. “You’re just a cunt.”

The presence in the clouds paused outside, attracted to the sentiment. This could be a way out.

The man on screen slapped his conquest’s ass again and again. Kevin felt himself throbbing, almost there—

Lightning flashed outside his window and thunder crackled through the night sky. Rain battered against the glass as Kevin muttered more insults under his breath, echoing those of the actor on screen.

Another flash of lightning illuminated Kevin’s face contorted with impatient pleasure. His laptop screen flickered with but stayed on even as his apartment plunged into darkness from a power outage. Kevin kept stroking, needing to get it over with so he could go to bed.

The woman grunted louder as the man took what he wanted from her. “Harder! Give it to me harder!” she cried out.

Kevin unclenched his jaw long enough to whisper, “Fucking whore.” Thunder rumbled outside, shaking the room slightly. The laptop’s battery light began to blink, signaling its dwindling power. Kevin didn’t notice.

“Tell me what you are,” the actor snarled.

His scene partner’s eyes were rolled back, barely getting enough breath, “I’m your slut, I’m your slut…”

“Fuck you,” Kevin hissed through clenched teeth and intoxicated breath. “Dumb bitch.” He could feel the stretching and tightening that signaled imminent release. The unseen presence flowed into his apartment, powerless, but all it needed was static, and a touch of skin.

The actress whimpered and begged for more. “Please, don’t stop!”

Kevin’s breathing quickened as he squeezed harder, stroked faster. His muscles tensed and he felt himself building, building—

The laptop screen went blank. Kevin swore under his breath, reaching to touch the fingerprint scanner on his keyboard to reactivate it. Just as his finger made contact, a bolt of lightning illuminated the dark room and a crack of thunder shook the walls around him. Static electricity surged through the metal of his laptop, to say nothing of the rest of the apartment.

Kevin’s shocked body jolted upright, every muscle and nerve temporarily useless. He cried out, back arching painfully.

His eyes rolled back and he slumped forward onto the coffee table. His head hit the edge of the laptop screen with a sickening crack before he slid sideways onto the floor.

* * *

Kevin blinked. Unfamiliar wallpaper swirled. A wave of nausea rolled over him. He tried to sit up, but his body wouldn’t obey. A shimmering light filled the space, making him wince until the light finally faded, coalescing into figures he hadn’t seen in months. His ex-wife, Anne, stood before him, her face streaked with tears.

“Kevin,” she whispered. “We were wrong. Forgive us.”

He stared, his mouth dry. He saw his daughters, Trixie and Arabelle, next to her. They looked younger, less guarded.

“Dad, we’re so sorry,” Sarah said.

He frowned. “Wh–what?”

“It’s us, Kevin,” his mother’s voice crackled softly from somewhere behind him. “We know we haven’t treated you right.” He found the strength to sit up and turn to the side.

“Mom? What’s going—”

“We need to apologize,” Trixie said, stepping closer. Her eyes glistened.

“For what?”

“For not seeing your side,” Anne said. “For being rude.”

Kevin felt a surge of suspicion. “Seeing my side of what?”

“We were blind,” his mother said. “We should have helped you, cherished you more.”

“You deserve better, Dad,” Arabelle whispered. “So much better.”

The light grew intense once again. Kevin held a firm hand against his brow, but it didn’t help; it was coming from everywhere. His distant family took a step closer, their faces illuminated with an orange glow. Kevin began to feel a strange pull to stand and a warmth that spread through him.

“We need to give back,” Trixie said, her eyes downcast.

Kevin took a rasping breath. “Give back?”

Anne reached out and opened a door Kevin hadn’t noticed before. The hinges creaked softly, revealing a busy opulent room.

“Welcome, darling,” Anne said just as demurely as her daughter. “We’ve been waiting for you.”

He hesitantly stepped across the threshold. The room was filled with women of various ages and ethnicities.  The first woman approached, her blonde hair spilling over pristine white scrubs. “You look tired, Mr. Driver,” she cooed, her blue eyes glinting with mischief. “Let me take your temperature.”

Next came a dark-haired beauty in a tight pencil skirt and cat-eye glasses. “Shh, I know you’ve been studying hard,” she murmured, running a finger down his chest and removing a pencil from her hair bun to let it cascade down her back. “Let me help you unwind.”

A petite girl with thick black hair and a round face slipped up to him, her plaid skirt barely covering her thighs. “I’m sorry, Señor,” she whispered, her voice trembling. “I didn’t mean to be bad.”

His knees buckled then forced him back down where a lush rug cradled his knees. A tall redhead loomed over him, a leather whip curling around her fingers. “You’re mine now,” she growled, green eyes flashing. “and I’ll make you obey.”

A curvy woman with dark, kohl-rimmed eyes and a fitted maid uniform stepped forward. “I’ll give you the best service,” she purred, her accent thick and sultry. “Just give me a big tip.”

An Indian beauty holding a file folder sauntered over, her sari clinging to her curves. “I won’t tell your wife,” she promised, her voice low and breathy. “I’ll be your dirty little secret.”

Finally, an older white woman with frizzy hair and cheap lipstick sauntered up, her short skirt barely covering her assets. “Fancy a good time, love?” she asked, her voice hoarse.

Anne stepped forward through the crowd of seductive curves, her voice trembling slightly but filled with a newfound determination. “My dear husband,” she began, her gaze locked onto his, “we all need to be punished. We’ve treated you unfairly, and now it’s time for you to take what you deserve.”

Kevin’s heart pounded in his chest as he watched his ex-wife approach him with an unfamiliar expression of submission. The room seemed to hold its breath as Anne turned around and bent over, raising her dress to expose her hips and naked ass. Her pose asked for his punishment. Her eyes looked expectant.

“Mom?” Trixie’s voice broke the silence. “What are you doing?”

Anne ignored her daughter’s question and instead looked back at Kevin, dragging her fingertips up her thighs. “Please, Kevin,” she begged, “please, sir, show me what I deserve.”

Kevin’s mind reeled as he tried to process the scene unfolding before him. His eyes darted between his ex-wife’s exposed body and his daughters, who stood frozen in shock.

“Please, sir,” Anne repeated, her voice growing stronger. “We all need this. Starting with me.”

Trixie glanced over at her sister, then back at Kevin. “We…we need this too,” she said softly, her voice barely above a whisper.

Arabelle nodded, her eyes fixed on Kevin. “Mom’s right. We’ve all been wrong.”

The scent of perfume and the soft whispers of the women filled his senses. He felt a wave of dizziness wash over him, and everything went dark.


Chapter 2

Kevin cracked open an eye. Blur. Hard glare of sunlight. Brain felt too big. He pushed himself up clumsily. Sweatpants around his knees. Aches everywhere. 

Still in his apartment. Damn. Had he…

He looked down. Sticky. Flaccid. Embarrassing.

Crap.

His laptop was on the carpet, the screen was cracked but still lit. A partially-corrupted image was frozen in place. A shapely woman’s body contorted in some perverse position so that she couldn’t get away from the big dick violating her. Kevin recoiled, his stomach churning. Why did he have to be this way?

A throbbing pulsated behind his eyes. Vaguely remembered fast food last night. Beer. More beer. A hazy recall of trying to order… something over the phone. A woman’s voice, condescending. Then blackout.

Needed a shower. A long, hot one. He wanted coffee too. Anything to chase away the memory of last night’s virtual debauchery.

* * *

In the quote-unquote master bath (why use a qualifier when it’s the only one?), Kevin fumbled for his toothbrush, flinging toothpaste on his hand. What a mess.

He ran the brush back and forth, the minty foam doing little to wash away the taste of last night. He stared into the speckled mirror, his reflection a blurry mess of dark circles and dishevelment.  Damn. Was that another wrinkle creeping near his left eye?

Splashing some water on his face, he tried to will the nausea away. Unbidden, thoughts of Anne and the girls crawled into his mind. The guilt that always seemed to permeate his interactions with them threatened to overwhelm him. He ran his hand through his hair, trying to tame the unruly mess. He caught a glimpse of his eyes. He thought he saw a flash of bright orange, a feverish shimmer that vanished just as quickly. Water trickled down the side of the mirror.

He blinked.

Just tiredness, he thought. And liquor. Always a damn easier escape than facing the truth.

“Okay,” he thought. “Coffee.”

* * *

Fiona’s chestnut ponytail swung left and right as she whipped up lattes and cappuccinos. The morning rush was in full swing, customers’ chatter and inoffensive jazz creating a lively backdrop.

As she glanced over at the pick-up area, her green eyes caught sight of Kevin Driver. He was a regular, always ordering that same complicated drink: a triple-shot sugar-free vanilla soy latte with a pump of caramel and a dusting of cinnamon.

Kevin wasn’t looking, but a presence inside him noticed Fiona right back. It felt weak, but it became focused. With ancient knowledge of the workings of the ether, it pulsed from inside and sent waves of erotic influence that changed Kevin’s aura.

“Who is that guy?” asked Fiona’s libido, normally tucked away during work hours. Something about him seemed different today. His presence stood out from the crowd, an intensity that drew Fiona’s gaze.

“Uhhh… two caramel macchiatos, one with whip, one without,” she called out, before turning back to her machines. As she worked, she couldn’t help but steal glances at Kevin. “Your drink will be ready in just a minute,” she said to him with a warm voice. “I hope you’re having a good morning so far.”

Kevin simply nodded, reading another headline about a world leader putting his foot in his mouth. Fiona frowned slightly but quickly recovered. She poured steamed milk into the cup, determined to create the perfect heart shape on top for him. But her hand wavered, and the milk spilled over the edge.

“Crumbs!” she exclaimed, grabbing a towel to wipe up the mess. “I’ll have to start that over for you. Two secs.” As she threw his ruined drink into the trash, Fiona took a deep breath. She needed to get her act together.

“I’m so sorry about that,” she said, catching Kevin’s eye. “Must be the caffeine jitters.” She flashed him a playful grin, hoping to lighten his mood. Kevin’s expression remained neutral, but he gave a small nod of acknowledgment. Fiona got to work on his drink again, determined to nail it this time. As she hit two buttons for espresso, she tried a conversational gambit.

“So, uh, you must be a real connoisseur,” she teased, her eyes sparkling with mirth, “I think this drink has the most syllables of all.”

Kevin shrugged. “I just think it tastes good.”

Fiona laughed for no reason. “Well, I think it’s pretty impressive. Most people stick to the basic stuff.” She finished his latte again, meticulously crafting the heart shape. As she slid it across the counter to him, she felt a sudden urge to keep chatting. “So, do you come here often? I feel like I’ve seen you around.”

Kevin took a sip before responding. “Yeah, I’m here pretty regularly. It’s a nice place to work from.”

Fiona nodded, her mind racing for something else to say. “No kidding. The atmosphere is really conducive to productivity. Plus, the coffee is top-notch.” She held his gaze for a moment longer than necessary before almost-literally tearing her eyes away to help the next customer in line.

* * *

Kevin’s feet carried him to a small table near the front window, giving him a clear view of Fiona as she worked behind the counter. He opened his laptop, hoping to focus on some work around the cracks, but his mind drifted back to the degrading porn video from the night before. Unbidden thoughts inserted Fiona into the role of the helpless porn actress, her sweet face twisted in humiliation and submission.

“Stop it,” Kevin muttered under his breath, shaking his head. It was gross to think of the barista that way. He looked over to read her name tag and got distracted by the subtlest hint of pushed-up cleavage. Stop it stop it stop it.

He collected himself and stared at the laptop screen, but the words on the page blurred together. His mind kept returning to images of Fiona, in compromising positions, begging to be used and covered in some strange man’s cum.

“Hey, you okay over there?” Fiona’s voice interrupted his spiraling thoughts. She was leaning over the counter and exposing more cleavage, looking at him with concern in her big green eyes. “You seem a little down.”

Soft titties, he heard in his head. Dude! Look away! Perv.

Kevin forced a smile. “Oh, just having one of those days, you know?” He shrugged, trying to play it off. “Thanks for checking on me though.”

Fiona nodded. “I get it. Let me know if you need something else. Sometimes a bad day needs two complicated lattes.” She winked at him, then turned to help another customer.

Kevin watched her go, his heart pounding. Was she flirting with him? No, impossible. He was just a lonely guy, desperate for any scrap of attention. His lizard brain was never going to learn that he’s just too old to mate. With a heavy sigh, Kevin turned back to his laptop, trying to push Fiona out of his mind.

* * *

Fiona found herself glancing more at Kevin as she worked the bar. There was something about him that drew her in. What was it? It wasn’t his physique, or his face, really, definitely not his hair, or his clothes…

He exuded an inexplicable magnetism. His eyes, though a little bloodshot, held a depth that made her pulse quicken. The way he shifted in his seat was oddly alluring. Fiona found herself daydreaming about what it would be like to run her fingers through his tousled hair, to feel the stubble on his jaw against her skin. It wasn’t her first naughty attraction to an older man, but those other guys were usually, well, handsome. And even with those men, she would never, ever act on it.

An hour later, he was preparing to leave, and Fiona’s heart raced. She needed an excuse to talk to him again.  “Hey, um, I’m going to grab you one of our loyalty cards,” she said rapidly. “We’re running a special promotion.”

Fiona grabbed a card and a pen, her hand shaking slightly as she scrawled her phone number on the back. She added a latte-style heart symbol, hoping it didn’t look too desperate. “Here you go,” she said, handing him the card. “Text me anytime for a free drink.”

She bit her lip nervously as Kevin took the card, his fingers brushing against hers. She prayed he wouldn’t notice how clammy her palm was. “See you around,” she managed to say before he walked out the door, leaving her heart pounding and mind reeling.

What had she just done? Fiona shook her head, trying to clear the fog of attraction that had descended over her. She needed to focus on work, not on some mysterious older man who made her feel things she couldn’t understand.

* * *

Kevin walked out of the coffee shop in a daze, the loyalty card with Fiona’s number burning a hole in his pocket. What the hell had just happened? That cute young barista had basically hit on him. Him, a haggard, middle-aged loser. He must have misread the situation. Girls like her didn’t go for guys like him.

He approached a trash can on the sidewalk and fished the card out, ready to toss it. But his hand froze and hovered above the eager receptacle. What if… what if she really did want to see him again? Get to know him? Maybe even kiss him? The thought sent a jolt straight to his groin.

Kevin’s mind suddenly filled with vivid fantasies of taking Fiona right there in the coffee shop. Slamming her against the counter and hiking up that flowery skirt. Yanking down her panties and burying his face in her sweet pussy while she mewled and thrashed. Gripping her hips and pounding into her tight bare pussy from behind as she bent over, her round ass jiggling with every thrust. Choking her with his cock and fucking her throat raw as she gagged and drooled. Fucking her every which way until she was limp and dripping and ruined for any other man.

“Fuck, yes,” Kevin growled under his breath, one hand fisting in the air as if he was gripping her hair. “Take it bitch. Take my fucking cock. You want it, don’t you? Beg me to come in you.”

He came back to himself with a jolt, face flushed and heart pounding. Fuck, he was tenting his jeans painfully. He looked around wildly, terrified someone had witnessed his lewd display. Luckily, the street remained empty. Kevin quickly stuffed the loyalty card back in his pocket and hurried away, trying to will his raging erection down.

What the hell was wrong with him? Why was he so fixated on fucking that girl? He barely knew her. She was too young for him. This was crazy. He needed to get home and jerk off before he did something stupid.


Chapter 3

“Hey there,” the text from an unknown number read. “I hope I’m not interrupting anything important. Just wanted to say hi and thanks for the loyalty card.”

Fiona smirked to herself. She hadn’t expected to hear from him so soon. Her thumbs flew over the screen.

“haha hey 😊 no u arnt interrupting anything. just in class rn. hows ur day been?”

She hit send before she could overthink it. Her phone buzzed again very soon after.

“Can’t complain. Work was work, as usual. But I had a pretty good morning, thanks to a certain barista.”

Fiona felt a blush creep into her cheeks. He was flirting with her, even if it was a little clumsy.

“aww that’s so sweet 😊 glad i could brighten ur day ☕️”

Her phone lit up again.

“Maybe next time, you could show me how you do the foam heart thing.”

Fiona bit her lip, trying to keep her cool.

“better idea 😉 cocktails maybe after class? i could use a drink”

The phone jittered in her hand as she waited for his reply. When the buzz finally arrived, she almost dropped it in her excitement.

“I’d like that,” he wrote. “I’m actually not too far from campus. How about we meet at that new tiny bar on the corner of Main and 5th? Just let me know when you’re on the way.”

Fiona’s heart raced. This was really happening. She quickly typed out a response.

“omg yes! sounds purrfect 😻 be there in 30 cant wait”

She hit send and quickly tucked her phone away before the professor noticed. Work now, play later.

* * *

Kevin shifted uncomfortably on the barstool, tugging at his button-down collar. He felt like a fish out of water in this tiny, trendy bar, but when Fiona walked in, he forgot all about his discomfort. She looked even more stunning than she did at the coffee shop, her waves tamed into loose curls that framed her face perfectly. She showed off her thighs in a different floral skirt, shorter than Anne would ever wear, or come to think of it, anybody else Kevin had ever dated.

“Kevin!” she called out, waving to get his attention. “Sorry I’m a little late. Class ran long.”

He stood up to greet her, unsure if they were at the stage where a hug was appropriate. Instead, he settled for a slightly awkward handshake.

“No worries,” he said, trying to keep the nerves out of his voice. “I just got here myself.”

Fiona grinned at him, her eyes sparkling with mischief. “So, what’s your poison? I’m thinking something with tequila. It’s been a long day.”

Kevin chuckled, feeling some of the tension leave his shoulders. “Tequila sounds good to me. I’ll have whatever you’re having.” An unfamiliar instinct told him this was the right answer.

As they waited for their drinks, Fiona leaned in conspiratorially. “So, tell me about yourself, Kevin. What do you like to do for fun?”

He blinked, caught off guard by the direct question. “Uh, well, I like to read. And watch movies. I guess I’m kind of a homebody.”

Fiona’s smile only grew wider. “A man of creature comforts,” she teased. “I like that. So, what kind of movies? Sci-fi? Horror?”

The demon that humans named Odinze rolled its eyes and took over his speech.

Kevin felt himself relaxing more and more as they chatted. Fiona was easy to talk to, and her laughter was infectious. He found himself opening up to her in a way he hadn’t done with anyone in a long time. He didn’t know where he found the confidence, or even most of his answers.

After their first round of drinks arrived, Fiona raised her glass. “To new beginnings,” she said, her eyes locking with his. “And to proving that age is just a number,” she added with a blush that was largely hidden behind her makeup.

Kevin clinked his glass against hers, a small smile playing at the corners of his mouth. “To new beginnings,” he echoed.

To old joys, thought the dark presence infesting Kevin.

* * *

As they left the bar at 11:30 pm, both tipsy from their drinks, Odinze recognized the perfect opportunity to manipulate Kevin into acting out its desires. The entity’s influence began to infest Kevin’s thoughts and aura, amplifying his natural charm and attractiveness by sevenfold. Kevin felt an intense surge of self-assuredness, which he channeled into seducing Fiona. He raised her fingers to his lips for a chaste kiss, which he followed with a gentle twirl.

“What a gentleman you are,” she giggled, taken aback by the sudden forward demeanor, but finding it difficult to resist his allure. “Next thing I know, you’re going to lay your coat on a mud puddle for me.”

Before she knew what she was doing, the studious and staid young barista reached around behind Kevin’s neck to draw him down for a kiss. It was, not to put too fine a point on it, electric.

Odinze watched with delight as the events unfolded, a devilish smile spreading across its invisible face. The alcohol had loosened their inhibitions, providing the perfect foundation for its sinister plans. It needed to feed, and she was a tasty snack, indeed.

Fiona felt more sparks as their lips touched again, a sensation that traveled down her spine and caused the tiniest of hairs on her neck to stand up. The taste of Kevin’s mouth, the feel of his hands on her waist—it all sent shivers through her body. Never had she experienced such a potent reaction to a kiss, and she found herself wanting more. Her heart raced as they both embraced this thrilling moment.

Kevin felt his age melt away as their tongues played and her lips created such delicious slippery friction. The doubts and insecurities that had plagued him seemed to vanish in an instant. He felt desired, needed—a sensation he hadn’t experienced in years.

Fiona ran her hands through Kevin’s hair, feeling a connection that she couldn’t explain, but it didn’t matter. She wanted to explore this newfound desire.

As they swayed in a moment of enthusiastic passion, the world around them seemed to fade away. The moon shone brightly, illuminating their enraptured faces. Passing cars honked, but were quickly ignored. It was as if they had stepped into a dream, a surreal and captivating fantasy that neither wanted to end. Behind wrinkling eyelids, Kevin’s eyes flashed a bright orange. Odinze, the orchestrator of their intensified desires, observed them with satisfaction and pushed Kevin further.

With previously unheard-of bravado, Kevin pulled his date into a dimly lit alley, their bodies pressed against each other. Fiona felt a mix of excitement and apprehension as she acquiesced to Kevin’s advances, for the moment, at least.

Odinze reveled in the control it had over Kevin, enjoying the scene with perverse pride. It delighted in the knowledge that Fiona was falling for Kevin’s manipulative charm, which was in turn fueled by the entity’s dark desires.

Wet mouth, it thrust into Kevin’s addled mind.

Kevin leaned in and whispered into Fiona’s ear, “You’re so beautiful. I can’t resist you.”

Fiona giggled, feeling flattered. This magnetic man really wanted her? “I… I don’t usually do this.”

Kevin caressed Fiona’s hair and slid a hand to rest possessively on her hip, while she traced her fingers along the contours of his chest. They kissed fervently, their bodies pressed tightly against each other.

But it wasn’t enough for Odinze to feed. Not yet. It required humiliation, degradation, sexual shame. Its malevolent intentions lingered in the ether.

Fiona glanced around the alley, which was blessedly empty, except for a few stray cats rummaging through trash cans. “I’m being so dirty,” she thought to herself with a smile.

Odinze observed with delight as Kevin’s hands began to wander, deftly and quickly unbuttoning Fiona’s shirt. Go on, Kevin, the entity whispered into his mind.

Fiona’s breath hitched as Kevin’s fingers traced her lace-covered curves. “What are we doing?” she asked, though her body language betrayed her desire.

She wants it, Odinze urged.

Kevin smirked, his confidence bolstered by the entity’s presence. “I think you know exactly what we’re doing.” He leaned in, his lips grazing the sensitive skin of her neck. Fiona shivered, her modesty weakening with each passing moment.

Strip her, Odinze commanded.

With a deft flick of his wrist—where did this sudden agility come from?—Kevin unclasped Fiona’s bra, freeing her breasts from their confines. He cupped them in his hands, marveling at their softness and warmth. Somehow, he knew exactly which motions and pressure to use.

Now that Kevin was making physical contact with erogenous areas, Odinze used what little strength it had retained over the years spent imprisoned to reach into Fiona’s memories and instincts. It watched with eager anticipation as Fiona’s inhibitions slowly melted away under Kevin’s magically knowledgable touch. The demon entity soaked up every detail of her innermost fantasies and the way she liked to touch herself, using this forbidden knowledge to guide Kevin’s fingertips with pinpoint precision.

Fiona let out a soft moan as Kevin’s fingers glided over her sensitive nipples, sending more electric tingles coursing through her body. She squirmed against him, torn between desire and residual shyness.

“This is so wild…” Fiona whispered, even as her hips instinctively rocked against Kevin’s.

“What do you want?” Kevin whispered back.

“I… I…” Fiona stammered, face flushed, but she couldn’t deny the aching scream between her thighs.

Kevin’s fingers dove under her skirt and found a warm soft mound, rubbing and caressing just like she did in the privacy of her bedroom. She gasped, legs trembling, hips pushing for more. Obeying dark impulses, Kevin grazed a finger between her protruding lips, stroking and pushing and fluttering. Fiona writhed against him, lost in a daze of pleasure and embarrassment.

Odinze sighed with relief. The first taste of the forthcoming feast. The night was alive with possibility, and the cunning demon relished the chance to weave its spell. Kevin was a mere marionette, and Fiona’s body just as easily obeyed Kevin’s tangled instructions. As Kevin explored Fiona’s body, his touch guided by Odinze’s unfair knowledge, Fiona found herself surrendering to the onslaught of sensations. She felt a mix of fear and desire, her thoughts a warped mess.

“We shouldn’t. It’s too public,” Fiona whispered, her breath hot against Kevin’s ear, moaning when the man’s fingers proceeded inside her panties.

Kevin paused, his fingers still gently caressing her. A gentlemanly move, but one filled with false pretense. Odinze knew this pause was part of the dance, building anticipation and fueling Fiona’s longing.

“Fuck. Don’t stop,” Fiona laughed nervously. “I want more. You’re so good at it.”

Kevin smiled with an otherworldly charm. “As you wish.”

His fingers resumed their dance on her body, and Fiona felt a rush of warmth under her skirt. Her inhibitions were on vacation now, and she tried to forget the public nature of their encounter.

“Tell me what you want,” Kevin said, his voice low and seductive. “I want to give you everything you desire.” He heard himself using language from a Regency era romance and wondered where the Hell that came from.

Fiona bit her lip, her eyes fluttering closed as she savored the sensations coursing through her. “I want… keep touching me there,” she exhaled. “Please. It’s amazing.”

Odinze, the master puppeteer, guided Kevin’s fingers as they stroked and teased, finding their way to Fiona’s most sensitive spots. He circled, caressed, and pressed. His touch was heavenly. If she only knew.

“Oh, God…,” Fiona moaned, her body arching into his touch. “I can’t… I can’t think…”

“You don’t need to think, baby,” Kevin whispered, his breath hot against her ear. “Just enjoy it. Embrace the pleasure you get with me.” He was so confused about these words, but much less so about her warm, soft skin and the way she moaned, just for him.

Fiona nodded, her eyes closed as she sank into the sensations. “Yes… it feels so good…”

Odinze felt sadistic glee as Kevin’s hands made the helpless young woman tremble. Make her yours, Odinze purred into Kevin’s mind.

Kevin’s fingers delved deeper, stroking Fiona’s slick pussy expertly. She writhed against him, her hips bucking wantonly as the pleasure mounted. Everything her body asked for, he gave.

“Yes, just like that,” Kevin growled. “I can feel how much you want me.”

Fiona could only whimper in response, her mind clouded by the intensity of the sensations wracking her body. She knew she should feel guilty, that this was so wrong, but the way he touched her made it impossible to resist.

“Please,” Fiona panted, her eyes fluttering open to meet Kevin’s gaze. “I need more. I need you.”

Make her beg, Odinze commanded.

Kevin’s fingers appreciated her swollen clit, rubbing and teasing until Fiona was a writhing mess of need. Her walls fluttered and clenched around his digits, seeking release. In this moment, he knew just how to keep her on edge.

“Don’t stop,” she begged, her voice raw with desperation. “Make me come. Please!”

Now, Odinze urged.

With a few expert strokes, Kevin sent Fiona hurtling over the edge. She cried out, her body shaking with the force of her climax as a torrent of pleasure crashed over her.

“That’s it, baby,” Kevin cooed, his fingers still working her through the aftershocks. “Let it all out.”

Fiona collapsed against him, panting and boneless in the aftermath of her climax. She leaned up to kiss Kevin once more, trying to push aside the feelings of being utterly manipulated, but there was no denying the intense satisfaction that pulsed through her veins.

Not enough, Odinze growled, its hunger far from sated.

Kevin smirked, his cock throbbing in his pants at the sight of Fiona’s ravished body. He knew he couldn’t stop now. Slowly, he withdrew his fingers from her sticky underwear, bringing them to his lips for a taste. Fiona watched, transfixed, as he licked her essence clean.

“Mmm, delicious,” he informed her, with eyes too bright for the darkness of the alley. “But I want more.”

Odinze whispered its designs inaudibly, urging Kevin to lean in and capture Fiona’s nipple between his lips. As Kevin suckled, Fiona let out a gasp, her fingers tangling in his hair. “Oh god, Kevin,” she moaned, arching into his touch.

She’s melting for you, Odinze informed his host, reveling in the scent of her arousal.

Fiona moaned softly, her chest heaving. “I… I can’t believe I’m doing this.”

She’s your toy, Odinze projected from within Kevin, whose need to dominate was growing exponentially.

“P-please, Kevin,” Fiona whimpered, her hips squirming against his touch. “Put your fingers back on me.”

Make her beg, make her ashamed, Odinze urged.

Kevin’s fingers resumed circling Fiona’s clit. She let out a sharp gasp, her body arching towards his hand. “Oh fuck, yes,” she groaned with equal parts relief and tension.

Kevin’s other hand fumbled with his zipper, freeing his hardening cock. It stood at attention. “Is this your goal?” he asked, already knowing.

Fiona’s eyes widened as she took in the sight of Kevin’s erection. “I… oh, wow…” she stammered, her face flushing shyly.

Claim her, Odinze demanded. Kevin needed to obey now, or Odinze risked fading back into the deep nothingness.

Kevin’s fingers continued their relentless pleasuring of Fiona’s most sensitive areas, driving her towards the edge of madness. “Kneel down for me,” he commanded, his voice leaving no room for argument.

Fiona hesitated for a moment, torn between her desire and her sense of propriety. But the urge to please him was too powerful to resist. She sank to her knees, her eyes locked on Kevin’s cock.

“I’ve never done this before, I mean, not like…” she trembled.

Kevin smirked, quite unlike himself, his hand guiding her towards his erection. “Just follow your instincts,” he growled.

Fiona’s tongue darted out, tentatively licking the tip of Kevin’s cock. He sighed, his hips thrusting forward involuntarily. “That’s it,” he encouraged, one hand keeping his prick at a convenient level for her.

The horny girl’s mouth parted, taking Kevin’s tip into her warm wetness. Yes, swallow it all, Odinze urged, its voice a wicked whisper in Kevin’s mind. Kevin’s fingers tightened in Fiona’s hair, guiding her movements. “That’s a good girl,” he praised. It had been so fucking long. Why? He deserved this, he now knew.

Fiona’s heart raced as she drenched Kevin, her mouth stretched around his girth. The taste of him on her tongue was intoxicating, and she found herself wanting more.

The demon grew impatient as Kevin allowed Fiona to set the pace, her nervousness directing the action. It pulsed with frustration, its influence over Kevin wavering as he resisted the urge to be forceful. How mundane, it thought, rolling its ethereal eyes.

“Relax, Fiona,” Kevin murmured, his hand gentle on her scalp. “No one will catch us.”

Fiona nodded, her breath coming in short gasps. “I know, but I can’t help it.”

“Why don’t you touch yourself while you do that?” Kevin suggested, his voice low and rough. “It would feel even better for both of us.”

Fiona’s eyes widened at the proposal, a shame-fueled thrill coursing through her. She wanted to make Kevin happy, to show him just how hot he was. Slowly, she slipped her hand under her skirt, shivering as she began to stroke her clit. She moaned softly around Kevin’s length, the vibrations sending a jolt through him. He closed his eyes, fighting the conflicting desires within him—the urge to abuse her, and the need to be tender. “Suck me, Fiona,” he instructed, his voice firm.

Fiona quickened her pace, taking more of Kevin into her mouth. She wanted to show him that she could be just as wild as any other woman he’d been with, that age wasn’t a barrier to her talent.

That’s more like it, Odinze encouraged, its voice like a silk sheet wrapped around Kevin’s thoughts. But it could be so much better…

Kevin’s fingers tightened in Fiona’s hair, and she sensed his growing need for control. She let out a muffled whine as he began to thrust gently, taking over, but his movements remained slow and sensual, refusing to be rushed.

“Mm, that’s really good,” Kevin told her, then found the courage to ask for something he wanted. “But I want to feel your mouth even more.” He held her head firmly in placed while pressing forward insistently toward her throat.

Odinze watched with keen interest as Fiona struggled to deep throat Kevin. Her inexperience was evident, and the demon relished every moment of her awkward attempts.

“Holy shit, this thing is huge,” Fiona thought, struggling to take him all in. Sweat dripped from her brow as she tried to relax her throat muscles. She truly wanted this; it was as much about proving herself to Kevin as it was about satisfying her own growing desire.

“Are you okay, baby?” Kevin asked, his hand tightening in her hair. There was a gentleness to his touch that Fiona found surprisingly reassuring.

“I’m fine,” she replied, her voice muffled by his cock. She was determined to make this work.

Kevin’s hand slid against the back of Fiona’s head, urging her forward gently. He knew she was trying her best, and he wanted to give her the space to learn at her own pace.

Yes, go deeper. Odinze encouraged as well. Its delight in their progress was palpable, a dark presence which choked propriety out of the world.

Fiona groaned, her eyes watering as she pushed past the initial discomfort. Struggle as she might, she couldn’t help but feel a rush of excitement each time Kevin’s cock hit the back of her throat. “Keep going,” she thought to herself. “You’re so close.”

With each attempt, Fiona grew more confident, her movements becoming more deliberate as she explored this new territory. Her tongue flickered against Kevin’s length each time, a quick brushing that sent shivers through his legs. Going for broke, she used her one idle hand to cradle the balls of the older man.

He smiled down at her, his hand still in her hair, feeling a connection among the intimacy. “You’re doing great,” he said. Kevin’s hand pressed more firmly against her head, guiding her in a rhythm that suited his desires. Fiona’s tongue danced around his length; she sucked gently. Her breath came in short gasps as she struggled to maintain control, her inexperience revealing the depths of her passion.

Break her in, Odinze demanded.

Her tongue swirled around the head of Kevin’s cock, teasing him gently before she took him into her mouth once again. As she did so, she focused on relaxing her throat, trying to remember everything she’d learned from her friends.

“Take your time,” Kevin whispered incongruously, as his hand on her hand guided her to maximize his own pleasure.

Fiona nodded, taking a few deep breaths before gradually easing him into her throat again. This time she felt a bit more confident, though still awkward. She took it slow and steady, inch by inch, letting her body adjust each time, until eventually she managed to deep throat him entirely.

Kevin groaned, his eyes rolling back at the sensation. “Fuck, Fiona…” he whispered, his hands fisting in her hair. “You have no idea how good that feels.”

Fiona felt a jolt of excitement at Kevin’s praise, and the taste of him on her tongue only fueled her desire further. The shy, somewhat-innocent barista bobbed her head for Kevin, taking his length into her mouth again and again, often with complete success.

“Mmm… you’re such a fast learner,” Kevin groaned, his hips gently bucking against her adorable face. “Keep going, just like that.”

Fiona’s cheeks hollowed as she sucked eagerly, her tongue swirling around his shaft. The sounds of her slurping and Kevin’s ragged breathing filled the quiet alley. She allowed him to drive, and used both of her own delicate hands to grope and squeeze herself.

Great tits, Odinze pointed out. Kevin nearly drooled with agreement.

Kevin sensed her mounting desire and moved to act upon it. He placed his hands on Fiona’s shoulders and gently urged her to stand, his touch sending shivers down her spine.

Confused, Fiona asked, “You, uh, you didn’t want to…?” But her date shushed her with a kiss.

As she straightened her spine, Kevin maneuvered her towards the deeper part of the alley, away from the faint glow of the streetlamp, where a large trash can silently beckoned.

“Bend over,” Kevin instructed, his voice stern.

Fiona obeyed without hesitation, her heart pounding in her chest. Unf. There was something about his voice. Plus, she knew that if he was able to do what he did with his fingers, imagine what his powerful dick could do.

She placed her hands on the rim of the trash can, the cool metal a stark contrast to the heat radiating between her legs. Bending over, she felt vulnerable and exposed, her body offered to Kevin in a way that both excited and terrified her.

Odinze licked its metaphorical lips.

“I… we need—“ Fiona began, her voice shaking.

“A condom?” Kevin finished for her, his voice carrying a hint of amusement. “Of course, my dear.”

Kevin’s fingers trembled slightly as he reached into his pocket, feeling for the condom. But Odinze had other ideas. Not yet, the entity murmured, its spectral form pulsating with anticipation. Make her need it. Touch her, feel her warmth.

Under Odinze’s insidious guidance, Kevin discarded the notion of protection for the moment. His hand moved with a newfound confidence towards Fiona’s soaked panties, fingers brushing against her temporarily clothed heat. “These are a little too restricting, aren’t they?” he asked as two of his fingers caught on the edge and started to slide the barely-there garment down her legs. The last barrier before conquering her disappeared.

Fiona sighed softly, her body leaning into Kevin’s touch as he slipped his fingers into her dripping slit. He skimmed and teased the slick entrance with light and intermittent touches until she shuddered. “Fuck,” Fiona gasped, her walls clenching around his fingers involuntarily at his firm touch inside her. “Don’t stop,” she whimpered, pushing her hips towards Kevin, clearly seeking more than his teasing strokes. “Please, Kevin, I…”

Feel your power, Odinze encouraged.

“Oh, I’ve barely begun,” Kevin murmured as his fingers found her clit, swiping over the sensitive nub. His thumb rubbed in persistent circles while another finger filled her entirely, seeking her g-spot.

The firm rubs of Kevin’s thumb sent static electricity up Fiona’s spine as he massaged her swollen clit. Her back arched, pushing her hips back further into Kevin’s steadying hand on her ass. Her eyes fluttered closed as waves of pleasure crashed over her, the filthy sounds of their mingled arousal echoing in the dimly lit alley. The pungent stench of garbage filled Fiona’s nostrils with every other breath, reminding her of their illicit location. It only heightened her, making her feel more depraved, more shamefully aroused by the second.

“Don’t hide, sweet girl,” Odinze coaxed through Kevin’s lips, drawn by the sight of Fiona’s tongue darting out nervously to wet her lips. “Let me see those pretty eyes while I use you.”

Fiona opened her eyes, meeting Kevin’s darkly lustful gaze reflected back at her. The sight made her clench around his pumping fingers, pulling a grunt from the man behind her. Their eyes locked in this obscene tango—one savoring and controlling while the other squirmed, hardly knowing herself anymore.

The ancient entity approved of Kevin’s fingers delving into Fiona’s hot sex, her body responding eagerly. The young barista’s moans grew louder, more desperate, as Kevin’s digits massaged her from the inside, his thumb working her sensitive clit. The demon could almost taste her sweet humiliation.

“Kevin… oh god, Kevin,” Fiona gasped, her voice breaking as she teetered on the edge of climax. “I’m… I’m going to…”

Not yet, Odinze whispered in Kevin’s mind.

Kevin’s fingers stilled, denying Fiona the release she so desperately craved. Fiona whimpered, her hips bucking against his hand as she sought to regain the friction she’d lost. “Please… why?” she begged, louder than a girl in public should. “Give it to me.”

“You want to come, little girl?” Kevin taunted, his fingers teasing her entrance. “You know the rules. Beg me.”

Fiona’s mind reeled, the words he required hanging on the tip of her tongue, shameful and degrading. “I… I need it so badly,” she whispered, her voice trembling. “Please, Kevin, I’m begging you. Let me come. Let me come on your fingers, on your cock. I’ll do anything.”

That’s a good slut, Odinze cooed.

Kevin was starring in his own porn video now, and this girl was number two on the call sheet. His thick fingers plunged back into Fiona’s dripping warmth, his thumb rubbing furiously against her clit. “Come for me, little one,” he commanded, his voice rough with someone else’s authority. “Come on my fingers like a desperate whore.”

Fiona shattered, her body convulsing as wave after wave of shameful pleasure crashed over her. Her cries echoed through the alley, mingling with the distant sounds of the city. Kevin’s fingers prolonged her ecstasy until she was nothing more than a sweaty heap, barely gripping the trash can.

As Fiona finally came down from her high, Kevin withdrew his fingers, bringing them to his lips. He licked them clean, savoring her essence like a fine wine. “Delicious,” he murmured, his eyes dark with satisfaction. He looked down at his erection, ready to plunder.

Kevin’s gaze lingered on Fiona, bent over, her body still trembling, her cunt an obvious offering. The sight of her, so willing and exposed, stirred a primal urge within him. Fuck her raw, Odinze coaxed, its words weaving a seductive tapestry in Kevin’s thoughts. No fake barriers.

Kevin’s breath caught as he considered the possibility. The thought of entering Fiona without any protection was both thrilling and terrifying. She trusts you, Odinze purred, its influence seeping into his very pores.

With a shaky hand, Kevin forced open the condom wrapper, the sound loud in the quiet alley. Fiona glanced over her shoulder, her green eyes hazy with lust and anticipation. “Hurry, Kevin,” she breathed, her voice a sultry whisper that inflamed his passion.

Kevin’s hand trembled as he rolled the condom over his length, morals winning out over demonic influence for the first time tonight. He stepped closer, getting in position to give her what she needed, and take what he wanted. He teased her entrance with the head of his cock, the heat of her arousal beckoning him. Fiona pushed back against him, her body craving the fullness only he could provide.

Coward, Odinze chided. Kevin shook his head, assuming the tequila was to blame.

With a series of low growls, Kevin thrust forward, burying himself in Fiona’s welcoming heat. The sensation was overwhelming, the tight grip of her walls was more intense than he expected. Fiona gasped, her fingers scrabbling against the metal of the trash can as she adjusted to his size.

She’s yours, Odinze murmured, its spectral form shimmering with delight. Fuck her. Own her.

Kevin began to move deliberately, his hips snapping against Fiona’s with increasing urgency. Their precarious location demanded it. Each thrust elicited a moan or gasp from the young barista. The sound of their flesh slapping together echoed through the alley, a filthy symphony that underscored their crime of passion.

“Your pussy is incredible,” Kevin groaned, his hands gripping her waist. “So tight, so wet.”

Fiona’s response was a series of incoherent moans, her body trembling with the force of Kevin’s thrusts. She was close to the edge again, her climax building with each stroke of his cock. “How can I be coming so much?” she wondered.

Kevin reached around, his fingers finding Fiona’s swollen clit. He rubbed the sensitive nub in time with his thrusts, the dual sensations pushing her closer and closer to the brink.

Fiona’s orgasm hit her like a freight train, her mind breaking apart like so many cars full of coal, spilling across the countryside. She cried out, her voice echoing off the brick walls of the alley. Kevin continued to pound, showing his ownership, his own release just out of reach as he savored the feel of her squeezing his cock.

Not yet, Odinze cautioned. I need something.

Their sex was a triumph of nerve endings and desire. Each movement, each gasp and moan, was a note in a lecherous melody that resonated with the demon’s core. Kevin, its unwitting puppet, was performing exquisitely, his body moving with a primal rhythm that drove Fiona to the brink of delirium.

Shame her, Odinze whispered, its commandments caressing his mind.

“You like this, don’t you?” Kevin growled, his voice laced with a dark thrill. “You like being used in a filthy alley, your body on display for anyone to see.”

Fiona’s response was a whimper, her cheeks flushed with arousal and shame. The thought of being watched, of being seen as nothing more than a cheap whore, was both terrifying and exhilarating. It was a fantasy she had never dared to voice, one that Odinze had plucked from the depths of her subconscious and fed to Kevin.

More, the demon urged, its ethereal form pulsating with anticipation.

Kevin’s thrusts grew sharper, more forceful. “Look at you,” he sneered, his voice dripping with contempt. “A little slut, getting fucked like an animal against a trash can. I bet you’d love it if someone was watching.”

Fiona’s breath caught, a fresh full-body tingle of shame coursing through her. Tears welled in her eyes, dripping down her cheeks as she realized the truth in his words. She was being used, debased in the most public of ways, and yet her body betrayed her, responding with a fierce intensity that left her reeling.

Odinze chewed on her shame. Each well-fucked sob was a morsel that fed its insatiable hunger. The young barista’s tears were like nectar, sweet and intoxicating, fueling the demon’s power. Fiona’s body was a traitor, humiliation ripping through her with a force that left her docile, yet screaming in pleasure.

The next orgasm was a shock, her walls clenching around Kevin’s cock as a new bolt of pleasure shot through her. Her vision blurred, her cries echoing off the brick walls of the alley as her body convulsed with the force of her release.

Again, Odinze commanded.

Kevin’s fingers dug into Fiona’s flesh, his pace relentless. “That’s it, keep coming for me,” he demanded, his voice a harsh rasp in her ear. “Show everyone what a filthy whore you are.”

Fiona felt a more familiar slow build, a rising tide of ecstasy that threatened to drown her. Her body never stopped trembling, her cries growing more frantic as she neared the precipice.

And then she was falling, her climax washing over her in waves as Kevin continued to pound into her from behind. Her vision went white, the world around her fading into nothingness as she was consumed by the most perverse pleasure imaginable.

Kevin gritted his teeth, his body coiled like a spring as he fought back the tide of his own impending release. He could feel Fiona’s walls fluttering around his cock, her body milking him for all he could give her.

Not yet, the demon demanded, hissing in his thoughts. Savor the power.

Kevin’s gaze raked over Fiona’s submissive form, her body bent over the trash can, her skirt hiked up around her waist. She was a sight to behold, her cheeks flushed, her eyes glistening with tears. And though neither Kevin nor Fiona knew of Odinze’s existence, the demon’s influence was palpable, a dark presence that hung in the air like a thick fog.

Command her, Odinze urged. Make her know who is in control.

“You don’t come again until I tell you,” Kevin growled. “Understand?”

Fiona nodded, filled with a frightening urge to obey. The thought of being at Kevin’s mercy, of having her pleasure dictated by him, was a thrill she wanted more of, though she felt like she shouldn’t.

Make her scared, the demon instructed. It plucked the most alarming fantasy from the depths of her subconscious and fed to Kevin.

Kevin leaned over Fiona, his lips brushing against her ear as he spoke. “What if I didn’t put the condom on?” he taunted, his voice laced with dark amusement. “Imagine that, a dirty little alley cat, knocked up by an old guy she barely knows.”

Fiona exhaled with a small creak, then forgot to breathe. The thought of getting pregnant in such a sordid way was the ultimate horror. Her body responded to the depraved fantasy with a fierce intensity, her walls clenching involuntarily around Kevin’s cock.

“I’d love to see your belly swelling,” Kevin continued, his voice a sultry whisper in her ear. “To know that I’ve marked you, claimed you.”

Her mind reeled at the thought, her body squirming under Kevin’s relentless assault. She was desperate for release, her climax just out of reach as she struggled to obey his command to hold it back. She was terrified, and angry at herself for being so wet.

“Please,” Fiona whimpered, her voice raw with need. “I need it. Let me come, please!”

Not yet, Odinze murmured.

Kevin’s hand moved to Fiona’s clit, his fingers working the sensitive nub in time with his thrusts. “You want to come?” he teased, his voice rough with authority. “Then beg me to get you pregnant.”

Fiona’s body trembled, her mind a whirlwind of conflicting emotions. The thought of begging for such a thing was completely degrading and… and she realized she wanted it. She knew she should be livid, should be pushing Kevin away, but her body betrayed her, responding with a ferocity that left her gasping for air.

“Please,” Fiona sobbed, her tears dripping down her cheeks as she allowed the depraved fantasy to overtake her. “I’m begging you. Get me pregnant. Knock me up! Fuck up my life!”

As Kevin’s fingers danced over Fiona’s clit, the young barista found herself teetering on the brink of ecstasy. Her body was a taut bowstring, vibrating with the tension of impending release.

Now, Odinze commanded.

“Come for me,” Kevin ordered. “Come on my cock, bitch.”

Without hearing his last sentence, and with a final, desperate cry, the played girl surrendered to the tidal wave of perfect shame. Her orgasm was a tempest, fierce and unrelenting, her walls clenching around Kevin’s cock with a strength that left them both reeling.

“I’m gonna to come inside you, little girl,” Kevin snarled. “I’m going to flood your womb, and you can’t stop me.”

Fiona’s response was a series of incoherent moans, her body arching to meet his with a fervor that bordered on psychosis. The thought of this older man coming inside her, of the potential consequences, was dreadful and addictive.

With a final, powerful thrust, Kevin buried himself to the hilt in Fiona’s grasping cunt. His orgasm tore through him, a white-hot surge of relief that forced a primal scream from his lungs. He could feel his seed spilling out, each pulse of his cock sending another wave of hot, thick cum deep into her. Or so she imagined.

Fiona’s body responded with a fierce intensity, another brainless climax triggered by the sensation of Kevin’s release. Her walls clenched around him, trying to ensure she got every drop, sobbing with feminine purpose and the shame of generations. In that moment, accepting his cum was her highest calling.

The demon gave into its greedy hunger, and fed on Fiona’s potent spread of fear, humiliation and guilt.

As Kevin’s orgasm subsided, and with the demonic presence busy absorbing the poor girl’s shame, he was left alone with the weight of his actions. The haze of lust that had clouded his mind began to clear, and in its wake was a growing sense of revulsion. Kevin’s stomach churned as he stared down at Fiona’s trembling form, her skirt still bunched up around her waist, her body messy with sweat and hand prints.

With some effort, he drew his cock out of the firm grip of her pussy. Both of them breathed as heavily as they ever had, straightening up to appraise each other. Fiona exhaled with immense relief to see him removing a spent condom and tossing it into a nearby dumpster.

“I… I’m sorry,” Kevin muttered, staring at the ground. “I said some things… I crossed a line.”

Fiona blinked back tears. “It’s… it’s okay,” she whispered, her voice trembling.

He shook his head, running his hand through his hair. “I took it too far. I shouldn’t have brought up…” He trailed off, unable to voice the forbidden fantasy he’d just been taunting her with.

Fiona adjusted her clothes, her fingers brushing against the sensitive skin of her inner thighs, still tingling. She gave him a nervous half-smile, trying to downplay the impact of his words. “I…” her voice caught in her throat as she struggled to find the words. “It’s complicated. It’s not something I’d ever admit to wanting, but…”

“But you find it exciting,” Kevin finished for her, looking at her with ancient desire and modern understanding. “The risk.”

As their eyes met, the air crackled with an unmistakable connection. Odinze, witnessing this unexpected turn of events, felt a tinge of irritation. This wasn’t part of the plan, it thought, its spectral form shimmering with annoyance. This bitch is messing with my agenda.

Fiona, unaware of the demonic manipulations, and once again seeing a sweet older guy who was merely lonely, took a step closer to Kevin and placed a kiss on his cheek. “Don’t take this the wrong way, but I think it’s a generational thing. We’re just a bit wilder these days. Honestly, I should say thanks for helping me learn to deep throat.”

Kevin, his expression softening, shook his head. “No thanks needed. It was my pleasure, literally.” He attempted a playful grin, hoping to lighten the mood.

Fiona laughed hoarsely. “At least you didn’t make me call you Daddy.”

The demon slunk back into Kevin’s depths, biding its time, waiting for the right moment to strike again and tear down the fragile trust between Kevin and the women in his life. It had fed for the first time in eons, and it would not be denied more feasts.

◆◆◆
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