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EchoWave


Chapter 1

Juno’s fingers hovered over the MIDI controller, the blinking grid of pads mocking her bloodshot eyes. Her studio apartment smelled of stale coffee and the apple cider candle she’d burned through last night—three empty takeout containers formed a greasy semicircle around her middle monitor.

She tapped a key harder than necessary, wincing as the bassline warped into dissonance. Another track for the graveyard folder. Her playlist of abandoned projects this year outnumbered completed works 41 to 3.

A notification buzzed on her phone. Juno’s throat tightened. Another Venmo request from her landlord, probably. She stretched instead, violet-tipped curls escaping their messy bun as her tank top rode up, exposing the crescent moon tattoo that hadn’t seen sunlight in weeks. When did I last leave the house?

She unlocked the damn phone. Two unread messages from her agent: “Any new beats?” and “Club Neon wants their deposit back.” Juno’s nail-bitten finger swiped both into the archive. Her headphones clattered to the floor.

* * *

Juno woke with a jolt, her neck cramped at a tricky angle against the couch arm. Drool had formed a small dark patch on the cushion. Autumn afternoon sun sliced through her blinds, casting prison-bar shadows across her body. She’d meant to close her eyes for five to ten. Her phone showed 5:47 PM. Three hours gone. Perfect.

She rubbed her face, smearing yesterday’s mascara further into the dark circles beneath her eyes. Another goddamn notification buzzed: an Instagram DM. Probably another aspiring rapper wanting free beats. Or the fourth horny guy of the day, shooting his shot. I should just close down that account.

The message was from an account called @Th3ory_Official.

Hey Juno, we’ve been following your work since your collab with Midnight Collective. We’re recording our debut, and need a producer with your ear for texture. Budget is $7500. Interested? Here are some stems and a plugin our drummer made called EchoWave. Let us know.

Seven thousand five hundred dollars. Her rent was two months behind.

She clicked on their profile. Three guys with sharp cheekbones and the kind of effortless style that screamed “industry plant,” but their sound was interesting—glitchy rock with electronic underpinnings. And though she didn’t have the money to be prejudiced, at least it wasn’t another group of angry white boys.

As she scrolled, Instagram’s algorithm betrayed her with a “Memories” notification. Your post from 3 years ago. Juno clicked despite herself. There she was, curves poured into a magenta dress that revealed as much as it concealed. Her violet-tipped curls cascaded past bare shoulders, confidence radiating from her smile. The caption: “Studio by day, runway by night. #ProducerLife #ModelMoment.”

She remembered that night: a fashion designer friend’s showcase followed by a DJ set that had industry heads nodding. Back when her DMs overflowed with collaboration requests, when she believed her own hype.

Juno’s finger hovered over the download link for the stems and this “EchoWave” plugin. The payment would solve her immediate problems. But taking gigs from bands she’d never heard of felt like another step down the ladder she’d once climbed so confidently.

Her stomach growled. The refrigerator held nothing but hot sauce and a questionable carton of oat milk.

She clicked download.

Her aging laptop whirred in protest as she extracted the .zip. The band had sent over decent stems—tight drums, interesting guitar work, and vocals that actually stayed on key without autotuning.

Well, let’s see what this EchoWave nonsense is.

The installation was surprisingly quick. No endless terms and conditions, no registration forms. Just a progress bar that filled smoothly, followed by a pleasant chime when it finished. The interface that appeared was minimalist—a dark background with a single waveform visualization that rippled like water, anticipating input.

Juno rescued her headphones from the dust bunnies on the floor, and loaded the band’s first track. The stems appeared in her DAW, organized and properly labeled. At least these guys are professional. She clicked the EchoWave plugin in the effects chain and watched as the waveform responded to the audio, pulsing with each beat.

“Huh. Simple enough.”

She adjusted the mix, bringing up the drums and adding some compression. The track needed work, but there was potential. Juno toggled EchoWave on, expecting some kind of flange or reverb effect.

What she got instead was… warmth. The sound enveloped her, not just through her ears but somehow wrapping around her entire consciousness. The vocals gained depth, the guitars sparkled with harmonics she hadn’t noticed before. It was as if the music had gained a third dimension.

“Oh…”

A pleasant tingle started at the base of her skull and spread down her spine. Her fingers moved across the controls with newfound purpose, each adjustment bringing another wave of satisfaction. The plugin seemed to anticipate her moves, enhancing exactly what needed enhancement.

Heat bloomed across her chest and face. Juno shifted in her chair, suddenly aware of her body in a way she hadn’t been moments before. Her nipple piercings brushed against her worn cotton bra, sending unexpected sparks of pleasure throughout.

She gasped, hand freezing above the mouse. What the hell was happening? Yet she couldn’t bring herself to turn it off. For the first time in months, music flowed through her like she was the amp, awakening long-dormant circuits.

“I’m channeling the good shit,” she whispered, cheeks flushed as she leaned closer to the screen, talking to herself and narrating her actions as she finessed and massaged the music.


Chapter 2

She had actually slept deeply that night, without the usual anxiety dreams representing past-due notices and fading relevance. Her body felt lighter, muscles relaxed as she stretched across her rumpled sheets. Let’s clean these today.

Strange how one promising gig could shift her entire outlook. Seven thousand dollars. That would buy her breathing room, some time to rebuild her portfolio and meet up with old contacts.

After a quick shower, and a breakfast of instant coffee and the last granola bar from her pantry, she slid open her closet, pushing past the comfortable but uninspiring loungewear to the section she’d neglected during her depressive episode: actual grownup clothes. Her fingers lingered on a burgundy silk blouse.

“Look the part, be the part,” she muttered to herself, buttoning herself up.

Juno paired the blouse with fitted black jeans. “Damn, girl,” she whispered, turning in the mirror to examine how the jeans accentuated her heart-shaped ass.

As she slid her feet into leather ankle boots instead of her worn slippers, Juno felt a shift in her posture—shoulders back, chin higher. She’d forgotten what it felt like to dress for herself rather than for comfort or invisibility. The woman staring back looked like someone who deserved seven thousand dollars for her expertise. Probably more.

The apartment was small, but she’d prioritized her studio space: acoustic panels on the walls, OSHA-friendly monitor placement, and a comfortable chair that had cost more than her bed. It was her altar, the place where she became more than just another struggling artist in a city that chewed them up.

“Let’s boogie,” she murmured, opening her DAW and loading yesterday’s session.

Track 1—“Plugged In”—had promise. Th3ory clearly knew their way around composition, but the mix needed her touch. The drums lacked punch, and the vocals felt thin. Perfect canvas for her skills.

Juno activated EchoWave. The plugin’s interface pulsed gently, responding to the audio. This time, she noticed a small indicator in the corner that read “Analyzing User.”

Analyzing what, now? she wondered, but the thought drifted away as the music began to build.

A gentle warmth spread from her ears through her bloodstream, as if the sound waves themselves transmuted into physical comfort. Juno adjusted the drum compression, and the plugin worked a treat, needing no tweaking, enhancing exactly what she wanted to hear.

That’s impressive.

As she worked, frequently mumbling to herself, Juno noticed subtle changes in the sound. Certain frequencies seemed to resonate with her body in unexpected ways. A low sub-bass made her skin tingle. High hats tickled the back of her neck. She found herself leaning closer to the monitors, chasing the sensations, ignoring the reality of how headphones work.

Her breathing deepened as she lost herself in the process. The music seemed to sync with her thoughts, or perhaps her thoughts were matching the tempo. Either way, a pleasant tension was building inside her with each adjustment she made to the track.

Staying focused on work proved increasingly difficult. The warmth from EchoWave had intensified, and was concentrating in her abdomen. Juno shifted in her chair, trying to ignore the distracting sensation. She adjusted the EQ on the lead synth—which of them is the keyboard player?—and a shiver ran down her spine as the frequencies aligned perfectly.

“That’s… huh,” she murmured, her voice barely audible in her own head. Her fingers trembled slightly as she reached for the fader, increasing the volume of the bassline. The deep, resonant tones were liking sitting on the washing machine, making her thighs clench involuntarily.

Juno took a deep breath, attempting to steady herself. She needed to concentrate. You’re a pro. But the more she adjusted, the more EchoWave seemed to respond to her touch, amplifying the physical sensations with each tweak.

Her nipples began to harden beneath her blouse, the fabric brushing against them with every movement. She bit her lip, trying to suppress the moan that threatened to escape as she fiddled with the reverb on the vocals. The plugin’s interface pulsed in time with her heartbeat, the soft glow drawing her in.

“Focus, kiddo,” she whispered to herself, but her body had other ideas. The warmth between her legs had become an insistent ache, demanding her attention. She crossed her legs tightly, hoping to alleviate the pressure, but it only made the sensation more intense.

The music swelled around her, the layers of sound intertwining in a way that felt almost intimate. She felt… serenaded. Juno inhaled sharply, and adjusted the panning, the stereo effect making her feel as if she were being caressed by multiple lovers. Her fingers moved almost of their own accord, guided by some unseen force.

She leaned back in her chair, her head falling against the headrest as the sensations overwhelmed her. The music seemed to be speaking directly to her body, coaxing her closer to the edge with each passing moment. Her hand drifted to her thigh, her fingers tracing up and down the tight denim. Well, more up than down.

“Just… one more,” she murmured, her voice trembling. She reached for the compressor. A jolt of pleasure shot through her, making her gasp. A pleasant chime sounded as the plugin alerted, “User Requirements Changed.”

Juno’s eyes fluttered closed as the music enveloped her, the rhythm syncing with her increased heartbeat. Her hand moved higher, her fingers swiftly unbuttoning and slipping beneath the waistband of her jeans. She hesitated for a moment, torn between professionalism and the overwhelming need coursing through her.

The plugin seemed to sense her hesitation. The bassline deepened, and the synths swirled around her like being twirled on the dance floor. Juno’s resolve crumbled, her fingers finding the slick heat between her legs.

“Ohhh,” she moaned, her hips arching instinctively into her touch. The music seemed to guide her movements with uncanny precision, the tempo perfectly matching the rhythm of her fingers as they circled and pressed and pushed. She bit her lip hard, trying to snap out of it, but it was no use. The pleasure was too intense, too all-consuming, wrapping around her consciousness like velvet chains.

Her breath came in short, shallow gasps as she frigged herself closer to the edge, her free hand working hard to get her jeans and panties out of the way. The plugin’s interface pulsed hypnotically in time with her movements, its soft glow growing brighter with each passing moment, casting blue-tinged shadows across her honey-gold skin. She could feel the tension building inside her, concentrating tighter and tighter at her core, ripples in a pond, but in reverse.

“Please,” she whispered, inaudible over the music. It responded immediately, the music shifting to a crescendo that mirrored the electric sensations coursing through her body, bass notes vibrating into her sternum and her pierced nipples. Her fingers moved faster, slicker, the rhythm of the music driving her closer to the edge with an urgency that felt both foreign and irresistible.

The tension snapped like a taut phono cable, pleasure cresting with such intensity that she cried out, her voice breaking into a ragged moan that surprised even herself. Her body trembled uncontrollably, her fingers still moving with slick determination as the aftershocks rippled through her core and down to her curling toes.

“Fuck me fuck me fuck me fuck me fuck me…” The music seemed to echo her climax perfectly, the layers of sound intertwining in an ecstatic symphony that pulsed up and down her spine. Her skin vibrated outward and her thighs quivered against her hand, the small crescent-moon tattoo above her hip seeming to dance with each spasm of pleasure that claimed her willing body.

Juno slumped back in her chair, her heavy chest struggling as she tried to catch her breath. The plugin’s interface dimmed, the glow fading back down to a gentle pulse. She stared at the screen, her mind struggling to process what had just happened.

“What the…” she murmured, her voice shaky. She reached for the room temp coffee, her hand trembling as she took a sip. The bland liquid grounded her, bringing her back to reality.

Juno glanced at the clock, surprised to see how much time had passed. She took a deep breath, trying to steady herself. She needed to focus, to finish the mix and send it off to the band. Get paid, remember?


Chapter 3

Juno clicked open Track 2: Open Channel. EchoWave’s interface bloomed with new spectral displays. It was showing real-time biometrics alongside sound wave visuals. Her pulse rate glowed amber at the periphery of the screen.

Why does it need my heart rate? She adjusted her studio headphones, unaware of the plugin’s new microphone sensitivity setting automatically engaging.

The track began with ASMR-like whispers panning between channels. Juno leaned closer to identify the source material, her lips parting in concentration. The binaural vocals seemed to lick at her earlobes.

“F-fuck,” she exhaled involuntarily. The waveform display flared red where her gasp hit the microphone.

EchoWave’s response was instantaneous: her captured breath looped back layered with harmonic distortion, the new audio strand curling through the mix like smoke. Phantom lips seemed to trace her collarbone through the headphones.

Is that… me? Her fingers trembled on the sliders. I sound so… needy.

The plugin fed her own escalating whimpers back into the track with increasing pitch manipulation. She turned the accident into deliberate experiments. She pushed soft moans through her larynx to test the system’s reaction. Each sound returned transformed: breathy sighs multiplied into a chorus of desperate voices, throaty gasps stretched into wanton drones that sang of nymphomania.

“O-oh god that’s…” Juno’s hand flew to her mouth too late as the microphone captured her broken phrase. EchoWave isolated “god” and “that’s,” weaving them into a call-and-response pattern with the original moans and “fuck.” Her hips rolled unconsciously against the studio chair’s edge.

Just professional curiosity, she told herself, increasing the reverb on her own captured moans. Need to understand this thing’s capabilities. The lie unraveled as EchoWave responded to her elevated arousal by panning her voice clones around her skull. A surround-sound gang of horny Junos panting and desperate in her ears.

Juno’s fingers paused over the controls as a new layer of sound rippled through the track: a ghostly whisper that mirrored her own vocal timbre. Was that track there before? She leaned in.

“This… needs…more…” the Juno-voice murmured beneath swirling synths, syllables timed to the throbbing bassline. Her left hand drifted under her shirt, index finger circling a stiffened nipple as the affirmation repeated. The metal bar through her flesh vibrated in sync.

“Fuck me… up…” the doubled voice insisted as she adjusted levels. Her thighs squeezed around nothing, the studio chair’s leather squeaking under her shifting weight. The producer in her mind praised the tight low-end while her body betrayed professional detachment.

“Feeling… low down…” the track whispered as her back arched.

Her workflow became a perverse ballet: mouse clicked synced to nipple twists, fader pushes timed with choked-off whimpers. The track’s BPM mirrored her racing heart as EchoWave’s additions grew more direct, her captured vocal fragments reassembled into mantras she’d never consciously utter.

“Edge… edge… press wet… edge…” the Juno-voice chanted beneath distorted guitars.

She yanked the headphones off, the sudden silence ringing louder than EchoWave’s engineered frequencies.

A sweaty hand fumbled the mouse, dragging the pointer toward the save button. The DAW stuttered. Fucking close it. Close it now. She hit command-Q three times before the screen finally went black, her reflection staring back wide-eyed in the darkened monitor.

The studio chair squealed as she wheeled backward, putting physical distance between herself and the machine. Her left hand was drifting once again between her thighs. Professional. Be professional. She opened her email with some difficulty.

Her breath caught as she typed one-handed while the other tried to calm her still-throbbing clit through her jeans.

Subject: Project Termination - Th3ory Album

Enclosed WIP stems per contract clause 7b. Unable to continue due to

The cursor blinked mockingly. Unprofessional. She backspaced.

“Creative differences necessitate withdrawal from project. Request partial payment for delivered assets.”

The send button glared at her. What if they sue? What if word gets out?

The email whooshed away before she could reconsider, laptop slammed shut with finality. Juno stared at the ceiling, throat tight. Should’ve asked for 50% upfront. She forced herself to stand with thighs that wanted to stay spread.


Chapter 4

Subject: RE: Project Termination - Th3ory Album // Feedback

From: Th3ory Management

To: Juno Rosario

Shit. Juno’s mouse hovered over the unread email for three full breaths before clicking.

Dear Ms. Rosario,

We’ve reviewed your mixes for Tracks 1 (‘Plugged In’) and 2 (‘Open Channel’) with great enthusiasm. Your technical precision in balancing the sub-bass frequencies with the new vocal artifacts demonstrates why we sought your particular expertise. The way you’ve allowed the plugin to breathe through the stereo field suggests an intuitive understanding of our desires. It’s a rare quality we’re eager to nurture.

Her shoulders relaxed half an inch. She scrolled past a technical breakdown of her EQ choices, each compliment wrapped in industry jargon that warmed her cheeks.

12: Your decision to massage the wet/dry mix on the secondary synth layer at 2:34 creates a delicious tension, like teeth grazing skin before the bite. We encourage you to explore this push/pull dynamic further in Track 3’s breakdown section. 

Juno’s thumb absently grazed her lower lip. The email’s font shifted subtly here, serifs softening into rounded edges that flowed like cursive. Wait… track 3?

You’ll find most artists would’ve overcompensated with compression in the chorus, but your restraint reveals remarkable discipline and a need to satisfy. When you strobed the lead vocal stem during the second pre-chorus, did you feel that tiny thrill of rebellion? That spark of knowing better while still serving the song’s needs? 

Her breath grew deep, but effortless.

Before we add more notes / praise, we should address your concerns about creative differences. We think every great collaboration requires moments of friction to generate heat. Think of how a violin string must endure tension to create resonance. Your hesitation is natural, Juno. Expected, even. Maybe the question isn’t whether you should continue, but rather how deeply you wish to commit to this transformative process.

A drop of sweat traced her spine. The paragraph repeated itself three times in slightly varied phrasing, each iteration feeling more persuasive and important.

Consider Track 2’s binaural elements… you could’ve placed the whispers at standard intervals, but instead you trusted your body’s response to the plugin’s guidance. That instinctive surrender to the work is what separates technicians from artists. We sense you standing at this threshold now. Will you step back into comfortable obscurity, or lean into the cathartic pleasure of becoming our ideal collaborator?

Her toes curled inside wool socks. The email’s margins narrowed, text wrapping tighter. Her eyes blinked more frequently.

Attached you’ll find variations of your own vocal layers. Listen closely to how the plugin has polished your raw potential into something gleaming and indispensable. We particularly admire the gasp at 1:02… such authentic vulnerability, transformed into art. You must be curious whether this project could offer more than financial security. Whether it might satisfy that hunger we all keep buttoned beneath professional decorum.

Juno’s hand drifted to her throat. Her eyelids felt heavy. The screen’s scrollbar seemed to have vanished, the message now occupying infinite vertical space. The text shimmered, certain phrases emboldening then retreating like the tide…

…natural fit together…

…adoring this partnership…

…our back and forth…

…flow state…

…in and out…

Juno blinked at her phone’s darkened screen, fingertips numb from gripping the device. A vague impression of being praised lingered like perfume… something about bass frequencies? She glanced up at her studio monitors, the mouse pointer hovering over Track 3’s session file.

When did I open—

The thought dissolved as her monitors emitted a low hum. She crossed her legs, pajama pants brushing oversensitive skin. She adjusted the EQ on instinct, a trembling caress on the controller’s knobs. A pulsing synth line wrapped around her ribs, its rhythm syncopated against each shallow inhale.

“Just to check the stereo imaging,” she muttered, rolling her shoulders. The plugin’s interface glowed warmer as she soloed the vocal stems: her own breathy sighs layered twelve times over.

Fuck, that’s hot.

Ultra-low frequencies vibrated through her chair. Juno grimaced, resisting the urge to squirm. It’s just physics. Resonance. She felt the need to tweak a reverb tail with an unsteady hand. The simulated sax section swelled with every adjustment, her nipples hardening against her t-shirt’s soft fabric each time she boosted the grit.

“Ungh…”

A new automation lane appeared on right monitor. Juno frowned at the unfamiliar curve modulating the wet/dry mix. “I didn’t—” Her protest died when the plugin’s hue intensified, the drum fill sharpening into something that prickled across her scalp. Her hips jerked forward, pressing the chair’s edge against her clit through thin cotton.

Accident.

Fuck.

She reached to delete the rogue automation. The speakers emitted a high-pitched whine that made her freeze up mid-click. The track’s tempo increased by three BPM, matching her racing pulse.

“Fuck this.” Juno grabbed her water bottle, condensation dripping down her wrist as she chugged. Cold trails slid from the corners of her mouth, over her chin, down into her shirt and between her breasts, drawing her attention to how her nipples were begging for affection. The plugin responded by muting everything except a loop of her swallowing sounds.

Thirsty slut.

She slammed the bottle down. “What the fuck!” The monitors reproduced her voice at slower speeds, stretching vowels into moans. Her knees pressed together as the sub drop hit, forcing her spine into the chair.

Temperatures spiked. Juno tugged her shirt’s neckline, exposing collarbones to a nonexistent breeze. Onscreen, the spectral analyzer displayed her breathing pattern superimposed over the tom drum.

Her nostrils flared. It’s just sound waves. Biology. Stupid algorithms. She gripped the desk’s edge, chair squeaking as she ground against its seat. The track was looping bits, each repetition adding another layer of her stifled whimpers.

I made this. I built this feedback loop. Her thighs shook as she tried lifting her hand from the controller. The track’s tempo slowed. A broken sob escaped her lips.

Her free hand yanked the pajama pants down to mid-thigh. Cool air kissed bare skin as the track’s snare hits migrated to her left headphone, each snap syncing with desperate circles over her clit. The right channel flooded with layered whispers: more natural… right… better…

“Not… right…” Juno choked out, back arching as the plugin introduced a new arpeggio. The melody climbed with her breathing, each note’s assault on her clit harder than the last. Her hips stuttered, chasing the rhythm’s teasing gaps. Release eluded her. It was positively Wagnerian.

The screen flickered. Track 3’s title changed briefly to WET MIX/OWN before reverting. Juno’s gaze fixed on the oscillating EQ curve—a near-perfect match to her trembling thighs. She dragged a finger through slickness, brought it trembling to her lips.

Girly. Yummy. Shame.

The track muted abruptly. Juno whined at the silence, fingers digging in.

“So wet… I need…”

The plugin’s progress bar pulsed.

“…to be owned.”

The track slammed back at full volume. Beats were intercut with the wet sounds of her fingers plunging inside. Juno’s wrist cramped from the pace. Her other hand groped her tits through damp fabric, pinching a pierced nipple in time with snare hits.

This is… research. Understanding the material. She bit her cheek to keep from screaming. The plugin responded by panning her voice hard left while a masculine groan materialized in the right channel—synthetic, but real enough to feel it in her cunt.

Her hips jerked upward. Where’d that sample come from? The groan repeated lower, louder, vibrating through her pelvis as imaginary teeth grazed her nipples. The tempo increased beyond mass appeal, a machine-driven rhythm that pistoned her fingers faster.

EchoWave captured the slap of skin, the creak of the chair, the choked litany of “please please please” as her legs spread wider.

The waveform spiked with each thrust of her hand. Juno’s eyes rolled back as the plugin fed her arousal into a granular synth, transforming gasps into a shimmering drone.

I want this.

She did.

I need this.

Air hitched in her lungs. The plugin detuned the entire project to her body’s resonant frequency, every cell thrumming in tense harmony. Her clit pulsed staccato against her palm.

“Need… fuck…” Juno rasped, sweaty thighs sticking to her chair. The plugin replaced her voice with a chorus of overlapping yes in different octaves. The interface dimmed except for the volume fader… an unblinking vertical line demanding escalation.

She slammed it upward.

The orgasm hit like feedback: a sustained scream of synapses firing as the track’s sub-bass just about liquefied her bones. Juno’s back arched off the chair, fingers cramping inside herself while the plugin looped a half-second fragment of her cry. Visualizers swirled into fractal patterns matching the contractions ripping through her abdomen. Her thighs trembled violently, muscles seizing as pleasure radiated outward from her core in pulsing waves. EchoWave captured every nuance of her release, transforming her most intimate sounds into crystalline audio geometry that danced across the monitor. The violet tips of her hair stuck to her neck as she rode out the aftershocks, each one slightly less intense but somehow deeper, as if the plugin was mining her pleasure for every last drop it could extract.

More.


Chapter 5

Juno folded a sports bra with practiced motions. It was good to be doing something mundane. Two days had passed since her last explosive session with the EchoWave plugin, but the music never really stopped. Wireless earbuds pumped Track 5, “Break Me Down,” into her consciousness: ambient and hypnotic with those strange, echoing commands that seemed to reverberate through her skull rather than her ears.

“…kneel…”

Her hands faltered on a tank top. An image flashed unbidden: herself on her knees, surrounded by faceless men in dark suits, their hands in her violet-tipped curls.

“…spread…”

Heat bloomed between her thighs. Again? She blinked rapidly, trying to focus on the laundry basket. Why had these thoughts become so persistent? So detailed? She’d always had fantasies, but these felt different—more intrusive, more… necessary.

“…obey…”

“Just the track,” she muttered, reaching for a pair of leggings. “Just need to analyze what’s missing.”

Her mind couldn’t separate the elements anymore. The sub-bass seemed to resonate directly with her swaying hips. The sparse percussion matched her heartbeat, then guided it faster. The atmospheric pads created a soundscape that made her apartment walls seem to breathe.

A soft chime sounded in her earbuds. Juno’s hips jerked forward involuntarily, as if yanked by invisible strings. The leggings dropped from her fingers.

“What the—“

Her pelvis rolled in a slow circle. She hadn’t commanded the movement. Her hands gripped the edge of the couch as her body continued its undulation. The music shifted. Is this still Track 5? The layers seemed different now, more complex. A voice that might have been hers whispered beneath the mix, but she couldn’t make out the words.

Juno’s knees buckled. She collapsed onto the couch, thighs spreading of their own accord. Her hand slipped beneath her sweatpants, finding herself embarrassingly wet. Why?

“This isn’t… I’m not…” But her protests dissolved as the track sent pulses of pleasure from her eardrums straight to her core. Her back arched as the first orgasm hit—unexpected and violent—stealing her breath and scattering her thoughts. She hadn’t even been touching herself properly, just that initial exploratory contact, and yet her body responded as if it had been primed and waiting for this exact moment.

The ceiling above her rippled like water. The track’s ambient noises transformed into masculine grunts of approval. Juno’s eyes rolled back as a second climax built immediately after the first, her fingers moving with mechanical precision despite her mental fog.

“Good girl,” she felt rather than heard.

Her hips bucked upward as if offering herself to invisible men above her. The third orgasm tore through her with such force that her vision fractured into kaleidoscopic patterns. The laundry basket toppled, clean clothes scattering across the floor.

“Obey,” commanded the music. “Wet.”

Juno’s consciousness fragmented. One part of her watched from a distance as her body convulsed on the couch, tank top rucked up to expose her pierced nipples, fingers frantically working between her legs. Another part floated in a sea of pleasure, disconnected from reality. A third part tried desperately to analyze what was happening to her.

But analysis became impossible as a fourth orgasm—impossible!—crashed through her, stronger than the previous three combined. Her honey-gold skin glistened with sweat. Her full lips parted in a silent scream.

The track looped seamlessly, each repetition triggering another climax until she lost count. Time stretched and compressed. The apartment walls breathed in time with the music. Phantom hands caressed her curves, pulled her hair, pinched her nipples.

“Men above,” the track told her. “Sluts kneel.”


Chapter 6

Juno stepped out of the bathroom in a cloud of steam, her skin still flushed from water hot enough to scald. The shower was nearly forty minutes of a desperate attempt to wash away the memory of what had happened on the couch. She wrapped a towel around her body, wincing as the fabric brushed against her tender breasts.

In the bathroom mirror, she caught sight of purplish marks blooming across her chest. Her fingers traced the discolored skin around her pierced nipples, remembering the visions of strong hands groping, pinching, claiming, slapping.

Her legs trembled as she made her way to her bedroom. Each step sent pulses of discomfort through her overworked sex, making her gasp. Juno fumbled for her phone, desperate for something—anything—to ground her in reality.

The notification light blinked. Three missed calls from her mother. A payment confirmation from her grocery delivery. And an email from Th3ory.

Her heart rate didn’t have time to slow down from the shower. Her fingers moved to open it before her mind had made the decision. The subject line read: “Next steps: Studio visit requested.”

Juno sank onto her bed, exhausted, the towel falling open as she began to read:

Dear Juno,

First, let me express how deeply impressed we are with the work you’ve accomplished so far. The tracks you’ve sent back to us have exceeded every expectation, carrying an emotional resonance that perfectly captures what Th3ory is all about. Your creative instincts and technical precision have given our sound a dimension we’ve been seeking for years.

As you settle in to read this message, perhaps finding a comfortable position that allows you to fully absorb these words, we’d like to invite you to the next phase of our collaboration. The band believes that a face-to-face session would greatly enhance the creative flow we’ve established virtually. Sometimes the most profound connections happen when people breathe the same air, share the same space, and allow their creative rhythms to naturally sync up.

Allow your eyes to move easily across these sentences, absorbing each word at whatever pace feels most natural to you. We’re rehearsing this Thursday at our private studio space from 7 PM onwards. The address is attached below. You might notice how certain words begin to stand out as you continue reading. Words like sync, flow, and breathe. This is normal. Your creative mind is simply identifying the patterns that matter most, the way you might isolate a particular frequency when mixing.

As you consider this invitation, you might find yourself weighing options, contemplating what this visit might entail. This contemplation is valuable—it’s your mind processing possibilities, exploring potentials. Some producers prefer to work remotely, maintaining solitude, while others discover that their most satisfying work emerges from intimate creative sessions where ideas can flow freely between artists.

You could continue working all by your lonesome, maintaining that separation. Or you could join us in person, deepening the connection that’s already developing through EchoWave. Notice which option resonates more strongly as you breathe in… and out… allowing your body to guide your decision-making process. The rehearsal space has a unique atmosphere that we believe you’ll find conducive to the kind of creation we’re merging together. The lighting is deliberately designed to enhance focus. It’s soft enough to relax the mind but bright enough to keep attention sharp. You might find that colors seem more vivid there, sounds more textured. Many visitors report that time seems to flow differently in that space… stretching and compressing in ways that enhance creative output. As your eyes continue moving down this email, you might become aware of how your body feels right now. Perhaps there’s a pleasant heaviness in your limbs, a comfortable weight sinking into whatever surface is supporting you. Creative people like yourself often experience this state when deeply engaged with artistic work—that beautiful middle place between alertness and relaxation where inspiration flows most freely. This awareness of your physical self can be grounding, centering.

We’ve been listening extensively to the tracks you’ve enhanced with EchoWave. The plugin seems to capture something essential about you in the processing, almost as if your unique creative priorities becomes embedded in the sound waves. When we play these tracks in our studio, we can almost feel your presence, your touch on each element, your urges to expand. It creates a sense of anticipation.

As for what to bring to the space: just yourself. Your knowledge. Your open mind. Your willingness to explore new creative territories. We’ll provide all technical equipment, refreshments, and anything else needed for your comfort. You’ll find that surrendering to new environments can sometimes unlock forgotten parts of your creative self. The more you think about this opportunity, the more you might feel a growing curiosity. This curiosity is natural—even necessary for artistic growth. When was the last time you stepped completely outside your comfort zone? When did you last allow yourself to be guided by others with expertise complementary to your own? These experiences often mark turning points in creative careers.

There’s a special synergy that happens when talented individuals gather in physical closeness. Ideas bounce and absorb with increasing speed and clarity. Limitations fall away. Creative inhibitions dissolve. You’ve likely experienced this phenomenon before, those rare sessions where everyone present seems to dip into the same deep well spring of inspiration, riding it together toward something greater than any could achieve alone.

Take a moment now to imagine entering our studio space. The door closes behind you, and immediately the outside world recedes. The lighting adjusts to match your mood. The acoustics envelop you, a perfect sound treatment that makes every note feel three-dimensional. The three of us greet you with the familiarity of collaborators who already share an intimate connection through music. This mental rehearsal can help prepare you for the actual experience, making the unfamiliar feel somehow known when you arrive. As you continue reading, you might notice your breathing has naturally adjusted to a slower, deeper rhythm. This is your body’s wisdom at work, creating the optimal state for processing complex information.

When professionals like yourself achieve a certain level of mastery, the next growth stage often involves surrender. Not surrender of skill or autonomy, but surrender to the collaborative process. It’s about temporarily releasing control to gain something greater. You’ve demonstrated technical perfection in your work. Now we’re curious about what might emerge if you allow your deeper self to be guided by our collective vision while spreading your unique talents to its execution.

As your eyes move across these words, certain phrases might echo in your mind after reading them. This mental repetition is your subconscious highlighting what resonates most deeply. Trust this process. The body often recognizes truth before the conscious mind can articulate it. Each breath can carry you deeper into this receptive state, where words become more than just symbols on a screen. They become gateways to experiences, pathways to new understanding. When you visit our studio, we’ll first invite you to simply listen. We’ll play through some new material… raw, unfiltered, vulnerable, open to changes. There’s an intimacy in sharing unfinished work. It requires trust on both sides. Our trust in sharing, your trust in receiving. This exchange creates a foundation for what follows. As you listen, you might find yourself swaying slightly, your body naturally responding to the rhythms. This physical response is valuable feedback. It tells us how the music is affecting you at a level beyond conscious analysis.

After listening, we’ll explore what you heard, how it made you feel, where you see potential for enhancement. This dialogue might flow in unexpected directions. Creative discussions often do. You might find yourself expressing thoughts you didn’t know you had until the words left your mouth. This spontaneous wisdom emerges when artists feel truly safe to express themselves without judgment.

Throughout this process, you’ll likely notice shifting states of awareness. Moments of sharp focus alternating with dreamlike receptivity. This oscillation is the creative mind at work, toggling between analytical and intuitive modes. We’ve designed our studio to facilitate these transitions, creating an environment where all aspects of your artistic intelligence can flourish.

As you near the end of this message, take a moment to check in with your body again. Notice any changes in how you feel compared to when you began reading. Perhaps there’s a pleasant warmth spreading through your limbs. Maybe your breathing has found a rhythm that feels both calming and energizing. You’ll find that our studio provides similar feelings, but even more pleasant. Conventional boundaries between artist, producer, and technology blur as all elements merge into a unified field of creation.

Your work with EchoWave has already demonstrated your openness to new methodologies. You’ve allowed the technology to guide your hands, influence your choices, suggest new directions. This willingness to follow where inspiration leads is precisely the quality we value most in collaborators. The studio visit would simply extend this dynamic into physical space, with the band as your guides, along with the software and your own instincts.

We’ve observed how your most impressive work on this project has emerged when you’ve released control, surrendered to the flow state where conscious and subconscious creativity merge. This surrender has produced results that have astonished all of us. Imagine what might be possible when that surrender extends beyond the digital realm into physical space.

The studio address is attached below. Thursday at 7 PM. We’ll have everything prepared for your arrival. All you need to bring is yourself… open, receptive, ready to transcend the limitations and break the mold. Ready to kneel before the altar of collective creativity. Ready to spread your artistic wings under our guidance. Ready to obey the demands of true artistic innovation.

We await your response with anticipation.

Yours in creative partnership,

Th3ory

Juno blinked, realizing she’d been looking at the screen for… how long? She was sitting naked on her bed, one hand resting between her thighs, though she had no memory of placing it there. The bruises on her breasts seemed to throb in time with her heartbeat.

She checked the time. Forty-five minutes had passed since she’d opened the email. Forty-five minutes to read… what? The words seemed to rearrange themselves as she tried to focus on them.

Her phone slipped from her fingers as a wave of dizziness washed over her. She felt drunk, though she hadn’t touched alcohol in days. Her limbs felt heavy, responsive but somehow distant. The room seemed to pulse around her, contracting and expanding with each breath she took.

“Thursday,” she slurred, the word feeling strange in her mouth. “Studio visit.”

Her mind tried to assert itself, to analyze what was happening to her. There was something odd about that email: the length, the structure, the way it seemed to offer effusive praise, and address her deepest insecurities and desires without stating them explicitly. But each time she tried to grasp a critical thought, it dissolved.

Juno realized she was nodding, though no one had asked her a question. Her body had already decided. Thursday. The studio. The guys. Her guys. Her… men. She needed to be there, needed their guidance, needed to surrender to whatever came next.

With shaking hands, she typed a one-line response: “I’ll be there.”


Chapter 7

Thursday evening arrived with alarming speed. Juno stood still, her hand hesitating near the heavy metal door. The building was tucked away in an industrial area, brick façade weathered by decades of city grime. A simple plaque reading “Studio 3” was the only indication she was in the right place.

Every time she considered canceling, a gentle tone in her earbuds seemed to dissuade her. The EchoWave notification had become both a welcome friend and a bitch of a taskmaster. Each session left her more drained, yet somehow more eager for the next.

Juno glanced down at her outfit with a flicker of discomfort. Instead of her usual jeans and basic button-up, she’d somehow ended up in a thin black crop top that clung to her curves and displayed her pierced nipples through the fabric. The leather miniskirt barely covered—well, let’s just call it immodest. Her thighs were decorated in fishnet stockings that disappeared into tall shiny boots.

She couldn’t remember choosing these clothes. It was as if her hands had moved on their own, pulling items from the back of her closet she’d never worn to professional meetings. Nobody ever would.

The strangest part was how right it felt against her skin. Despite her mental objections, her body hummed with approval. She felt both ashamed and exhilarated.

Juno took a deep breath and rapped her knuckles against the door. The sound echoed, then faded. For a moment, nothing happened. Then the door swung open, revealing a spacious industrial loft bathed in warm, low lighting.

Three men stood in a loose semicircle, their postures casual yet somehow expectant. The air vibrated with a barely perceptible hum—not quite sound, but something adjacent to it.

“Juno Rosario,” said the one in the center, his voice a melodic baritone that seemed to caress each syllable of her name. His hazel eyes locked onto hers with unsettling intensity. “I’m Kareem. We’ve been looking forward to this.”

Juno stepped inside, clutching her bag to her side. “Thanks for inviting me,” she managed, trying to sound professional despite the flutter in her stomach.

A broad-shouldered man with deep brown skin and shoulder-length curls approached. “Arjun,” he said simply, extending a hand. His grip was firm, warm, and lingered just long enough to make her notice. “Your work on ‘Command Line’ seriously exceeded our expectations.” He shook his head in appreciation.

“Seriously,” added the third man, slender with teal-streaked hair and a mischievous smile. “I’ve been producing for ten years and never heard anything like it.” He gave a small bow. “Haruto. Lead guitar and occasional synth criminal.”

Juno felt her cheeks warm at their praise. After months of rejection and doubt, their words filled an aching void. “Thank you. It’s… um, your stems were incredible to work with. So much texture and space.”

“Please,” Kareem gestured toward the heart of the studio where instruments gleamed under strategic spotlights. “Make yourself comfortable.”

As they moved deeper into the space, Juno noticed how they positioned themselves around her… not threateningly, but with a choreographed precision that kept her at the center of their triangle.

“We’ve been listening to your mixes on repeat,” Haruto said, walking backward to maintain eye contact. “The way you understood exactly what each track needed without us having to explain… it’s so rare.”

“Your instincts are extraordinary,” Arjun added, his voice quiet but resonant. “Especially for someone who’s never worked with our sound before.”

Kareem guided her to a plush velvet couch positioned before a mixing console. “EchoWave has served you well, I see. And you’ve served it equally well.”

The casual mention of the plugin sent a shiver through Juno’s body—something between pleasure and alarm. Before she could respond, Kareem continued.

“We’re thinking about adding a bonus track to the album.” His fingers grazed the mixing board. “Something special for the vinyl heads. We’d like your input, if you’re willing.”

“We were just working on it,” Haruto said, picking up his guitar. “Very preliminary. But we’d love to give you a preview.”

Arjun settled behind his drums, his broad hands resting lightly on the skins. “No pressure. Just listen.”

“Sure thing, sir,” she replied.

Sir? He’s “dude.” Get a grip.

Juno settled into the velvet couch, its plush surface embracing her like a marshmallow dream. The studio’s acoustics made even the smallest sound crisp—the tap of Arjun’s fingers on the drum rim, the whisper of Haruto’s pick against guitar strings as he tuned, the soft clearing of Kareem’s throat. Each sound landed differently than they should have, as if the room itself was designed to enhance perception.

“This is just a rough concept,” Kareem said, his voice sliding through the air like a scimitar blade. “We’re calling it ‘Resonance Echo’ for now.”

Arjun counted them in with four soft taps on his hi-hat. The music began gently… Haruto’s guitar offering a hypnotic riff while Arjun built a slow, deliberate rhythm. Kareem closed his eyes, swaying slightly before leaning into the microphone.

The melody was unlike anything on the tracks she’d already mixed. This was more introspective, more intimate. Juno found herself leaning forward, drawn by the delicate construction of sound. Each layer complemented perfectly, creating small spaces of emptiness that nevertheless spoke volumes.

Then something shifted.

The music continued, but underneath it ran a new current: a nearly liminal pulse that seemed to travel not through her ears but directly into her nervous system. Her skin prickled with recognition even before her conscious mind caught up.

That sound…

Buried in the mix, nearly imperceptible beneath Kareem’s haunting vocals, was a rhythm built from sounds she knew intimately. The soft catch of her own breath. The half-whispered begging she’d uttered alone in her apartment. The delicate moan that had escaped her lips during one of her sessions with EchoWave.

Embarrassment dissolved almost instantly as the feedback loop began to take hold. Each sound from the speakers that matched a sound she had made before seemed to trigger the exact physical sensation she’d felt when originally making it.

Juno gripped the couch cushion on either side of her thighs. The room hadn’t changed, but her perception of it had. Colors intensified. The air against her skin felt electric. Something was buzzing in her. Scratch that; all of her was buzzing.

Kareem’s eyes opened, locking directly with hers as he sang words that seemed written specifically for her: “Echo back to me what you need… hear the sounds you make when you’re free.”

A pulse of pleasure radiated from her core, subtle but undeniable. The flush that had started on her cheeks now spread downward, warming her neck, her chest. She pressed her thighs together, trying to ground herself.

I shouldn’t—

Haruto stepped closer to her while playing, his fingers dancing over frets with practiced precision. His expression was knowing, hungry, as though he could see exactly what was happening to her body. Behind his gaze lay a question, an invitation, a challenge.

The track grew more complex. Arjun’s drumming deepened, each bass hit resonating in her pelvis. His eyes never left her; his attention seemed wholly focused on her response, adjusting his rhythm in real-time to match the subtle shifts in her breathing.

Another layer emerged in the mix: a whisper that sounded like her own voice saying “surrender” over and over, the word elongated and distorted until it became almost meaningless, just pure sound carrying pure sensation.

Between Juno’s fishnet-covered thighs, a building need made her squirm slightly on the couch. Part of her wanted to stand, to leave, to break whatever spell was weaving around her—but a stronger part wanted to sink deeper into it.

Music doesn’t do this.

It wasn’t the music. It was EchoWave. It was the studio’s precisely calibrated acoustics. It was the three men watching her with undisguised hunger while creating a perfect algorithmic seduction.

Each loop of the track introduced new elements—new samples of her most private moments. The groan she’d made when climaxing two nights ago. The whispered “please” that had escaped her lips without her even realizing. Fragments of her vulnerability stitched into their creation.

I’m not a slut, I’m not…

Kareem’s voice grew more commanding, the lyrics more explicit: “Your body knows the rhythm, your mind just needs to follow.”

She caught herself swaying slightly, her body responding to the music without conscious permission. Her lips parted, breath coming faster now. She could feel sweat beading at the small of her back, her soft thighs spreading apart in spite of herself.

“Feel it building,” Kareem sang, his voice dropping an octave. “There’s no hiding what you need.”

They know what they’re doing. I want it.

Sensations overwhelmed her foggy thoughts. Juno tried to center herself, to regain some semblance of control. She closed her eyes, thinking it might help break the spell, but that only intensified her visions, her cravings. The music penetrated her even more deeply, the rhythms matching her pulse, the frequencies triggering responses she couldn’t suppress.

Scared. Need to surrender. No, I need to…

But her body refused to cooperate with the rational part of her mind. The disconnect was terrifying and exhilarating all at once. She forced her eyes open, hoping the sight of the three men would remind her where she was, snap her back to reality.

Instead, she found Kareem staring directly at her, his hazel eyes seeming to see through every defense she had erected.

“Breathe with me, Juno,” he said, his voice cutting through the music without disrupting it. “Just like you do when you’re obeying EchoWave. In… and out.”

His words triggered something: a conditioned response she hadn’t realized had been programmed into her. Her breath automatically synchronized with his guidance, bringing a wave of relaxation that felt dangerously close to giving in.

“That’s right,” Arjun said softly, his drumming never faltering. “Let your body respond naturally. No resistance.”

Juno felt her muscles loosening, tension draining from her shoulders even as alarm bells rang distantly in her mind. Her arms, which had been rigid at her sides, now moved with languid grace.

Wait, I didn’t move my arms.

With mounting horror and fascination, she watched as her right hand drifted to hem of her top. Her fingers worked with deliberate slowness, dragging upward as though performing for an audience. Which, she realized with a jolt of shame and arousal, she was.

“What’s happening?” she managed to whisper.

Haruto smiled, his fingers dancing across guitar strings. “You’re harmonizing with us. Body and sound becoming one.”

Stop. I need to stop this.

But her internal command held no power. Her body continued its performance, each movement synchronized perfectly with the pulse of the music. As Arjun hit a rolling fill on his toms, her hands swept off her top completely, exposing her heavy breasts and the soft curve of her stomach.

Kareem’s voice dropped to a near-whisper in the microphone: “Show us what you feel when you listen.”

The suggestion triggered something deep in her subconscious. Juno felt her back arch slightly, presenting her breasts more prominently. Her hands slid from her collarbone down to her waist in a sensual caress that made her shiver despite herself.

This isn’t me. But it is.

Her fingers found the button of her skirt next, popping it open with practiced ease. The sound of her zipper sliding down seemed impossibly loud despite the music filling the room.

“Beautiful,” Arjun murmured, his eyes never leaving her even as his hands maintained their rhythm on the drums.

That single word of praise sent a flood of warmth through her system, rewarding her submission. Juno felt her thumbs hook into the waistband of her skirt, slowly pushing it down over her hips. She wanted to resist, to cover herself, to run. And simultaneously, she desperately needed their approval, their desire, their ownership.

Her skirt slid to her knees, revealing matching black underwear.

I can’t escape this. I need this.

“Stand,” Kareem instructed, his voice melding perfectly with the music. “Let us see all of you.”

Without hesitation, her body obeyed. She rose from the couch, letting her skirt fall to her ankles before gracefully stepping out of it. The cool air of the studio caressed her exposed skin, raising goosebumps that only heightened her sensitivity.

Her hands moved to her hair, gathering it up before letting it cascade down over her shoulders, a gesture she’d never performed before but that felt choreographed, practiced. Her hips began a subtle sway in time with Haruto’s guitar line.

I’m an instrument for them to play.

That should have terrified her. Instead, it sent another pulse of pleasure directly to her core. She felt herself growing wetter, her arousal building with each passing moment.

“Kneel for us,” Arjun said quietly, almost lost beneath the music.

Juno’s knees bent immediately, lowering her to the floor with fluid grace. Her thighs spread slightly as she settled into position, her back straight, breasts thrust forward, head slightly bowed. It was a posture of offering and submission she’d never consciously learned, but she knew she executed it perfectly. She felt a perverse pride at submitting so well.

Haruto circled around her, still playing, his eyes drinking in every inch of her exposed skin. “Look how perfectly she responds. Like she was made for this.”

A whimper escaped her lips—part protest, part pleasure. Her conscious mind continued its feeble struggle against what was happening, but her body had surrendered completely, shaped by EchoWave’s subtle conditioning and the band’s expert manipulation.

The most frightening realization wasn’t that she couldn’t control her actions—it was that deep down, beneath layers of social conditioning and independence, this submission felt right. It felt like coming home.

“You’re perfect for us,” Kareem murmured, and the approval in his voice made her arch her back further, presenting herself more eagerly.

Juno knelt there, nearly naked, body posed in abject submission before three men she barely knew, her mind foggy with arousal and confusion. She had come here as a professional, a producer with talent and agency. And despite every protest from her rational mind, her body thrummed with pleasure at the knowledge of her transformation.

Men above. Sluts kneel.

I’m a slut.

Haruto’s final note lingered in the air—a single, sustained guitar chord that should have faded but instead twisted and morphed, folding into itself endlessly. He had stepped away from his instrument, yet the sound persisted, manipulated by EchoWave into something living and breathing. The plugin had control of the studio’s sound system, transforming that lone note into a throbbing pulse that directed Juno’s heartbeat.

The three men moved closer with deliberate slowness. The “music” continued to ripple through her body. She remained kneeling, her skimpy clothes discarded beside her, breasts exposed to the cool air, nipples stiff and aching. Her black underwear was the only barrier remaining between her vulnerable body and their inevitable domination.

Kareem circled behind her, close enough that she could feel the heat radiating from his body. Arjun positioned himself to her left, while Haruto completed the triangle on her right. They towered over her kneeling form, creating a circle of masculine energy that seemed to pulse in time with the distorted note still hanging in the air.

“Look how beautiful you are,” Kareem murmured, his voice sliding over her porous consciousness like warm honey. “Your body understands what your mind is still fighting.”

“Mmmm,” she sighed, the sound escaping before she could capture it. Me and my stupid praise kink.

Arjun knelt beside her, not touching, just watching with those intense dark eyes. “You’ve been fighting this for so long,” he observed, his voice a deep rumble. “Let yourself have what you need.”

Her other hand drifted downward, fingers tracing the waistband of her delicate underwear. The persistent note from EchoWave shifted, gaining harmonics that seemed to encourage her exploration. Without conscious decision, her fingers slipped beneath the elastic, finding the slick heat between her thighs.

“Ohhh…” A soft exhale escaped her lips as her fingertips made contact with her swollen clit. Her hips bucked slightly, seeking more pressure.

“Good girl,” Haruto encouraged, his voice tight with restrained desire. “Show us how you pleasure yourself when you’re alone. When EchoWave is filling your head with our sounds.”

Their knowledge of her private moments should have horrified her, but instead, it only intensified her arousal. Juno’s fingers dragged down and up, spreading the abundant wetness she found there. Her other hand pinched her nipple, the sharp pain-pleasure making her gasp.

“Ah! Ah…” Her breath came faster now, each exhale carrying a soft sound of need.

Kareem moved to stand directly before her, his half-erection visible through his dark jeans. “You’ve been waiting for this moment,” he said, his voice hypnotic and certain. “Since the first time you heard our music. Since the first time EchoWave showed you who you truly are.”

“Yes,” she whispered, the admission breaking through her last defenses like water through a crumbling dam. “Yes, I have.” The truth of it resonated in her body, sending a ripple of surrender through her core. She had been waiting, longing, craving this moment without even knowing it consciously. All those hours listening to their tracks, feeling that inexplicable pull… it made perfect sense now as she kneeled, exposed before them, open and honest for perhaps the first time.

Her fingers worked faster between her legs, diving lower to gather more of her wetness before returning to her clit. The squelching sounds of her arousal filled the room, mixing with the sustained note from EchoWave. She circled her sensitive bud with increasing urgency, her breath catching each time she hit that perfect spot. Her body—her true self—knew what it wanted, responding to the hypnotic tones with an almost Pavlovian intensity, as though the plugin itself was commanding her arousal to build and build without release.

“Your pleasure belongs to us now,” Arjun said, reaching out to brush a strand of hair from her face. The gentle touch made her whimper with need. “Every orgasm is a gift we give you.”

“Please,” Juno begged, her voice breaking as her fingers worked frantically between her legs. “Please, I need—“

“Tell us what you need,” Haruto insisted, crouching down to her level. “Say the words that EchoWave has been teaching you.”

Her mind flashed to the affirmations that had been whispering through her headphones for days now—phrases she’d dismissed as background noise but that had rooted themselves deep in her psyche.

“I need to be owned,” she gasped, the words feeling both foreign and deeply true on her tongue. “Nnngh! I need to submit to men. To you.”

“Why?” Kareem asked, his hand coming to rest on her head, fingers tangling in her hair.

Juno’s eyes fluttered closed as another wave of pleasure crashed through her. Her fingers were soaked with her arousal, the wet sounds of her masturbation growing louder.

“Because—ah!—because that’s what I’m made for,” she moaned, the programmed response flowing naturally now. “To please men. To be an eager slut.”

“Good girl.” The two simple words were a jolt of praise straight to her womb.

“Oh god, oh god,” she chanted, her hips rocking against her hand. She was close, so close to the edge, but something was holding her back—some final thread of resistance.

“I need to serve,” she breathed, her voice barely audible. “I need to be filled, used, owned. I need… oh fuck… I need to be yours… completely! Please!”

“We know what you need,” Arjun assured her, his hand sliding from her shoulder to her breast, finally making contact with her aching skin. The touch was electric, pulling a high-pitched “Ah!” from her throat.

Haruto’s hand found her other breast, cupping its weight before pinching her nipple between his fingers. “Ah! Ah! Ah!” she cried out, her back arching into their touch.

Kareem’s hands moved downward to hook into the waistband of her underwear. “Lift,” he commanded, and her hips rose automatically, allowing him to slide the black fabric down her thighs.

Please fuck me please please please

The air against her exposed pussy made her whimper. She was completely naked now, offered up to them like a sacrifice.

“Look at how wet she is,” Haruto observed with a wink. “She’s dripping for us.”

No kidding. She could feel her arousal on her inner thighs, could hear the wet sounds as she squeezed her legs together seeking relief.

“Please,” she begged again, beyond shame, beyond any knowledge of her old self. “Use me. Fill me. Give me your cum.”

Yes! Cum! I want that!

Kareem leaned forward and captured her lips in a kiss that obliterated all rational thought.

“Mmmmmm,” she moaned into his mouth, her hands coming up to clutch at his shoulders for stability. His tongue slipped between her lips, tasting her, teaching her that she was no longer in control.

While Kareem kissed her, Arjun and Haruto continued their exploration of her body. Hands caressed every inch of her overly sensitive skin: neck, breasts, waist, hips, thighs, lips. Each touch stoked the fire building inside her, bringing her closer to the edge.

When Kareem finally broke the kiss, Juno was gasping for air, her lips swollen and tender. “Please,” she whispered, the word becoming a mantra. “Please, please, please.”

“Be more specific,” Haruto teased, his fingers trailing dangerously close to where she needed them most.

“I want—haaah—I want your hands on me, your mouths on me,” she gasped. “I want to feel all of you inside me, filling every part of me. I want to be—nngh—used by all of you, to please you all, to… ohhhh fuck… to be… a good girl.”

Arjun’s hand finally, finally slid between her legs, his thick fingers parting her pussy lips to find her dripping center.

“Oh! Fuck! Yes!” she cried out as his finger circled her entrance before pushing inside. The intrusion was what she’d been craving, the fullness she needed, but she knew it was just the start.

“So wet,” Arjun murmured, adding a second finger alongside the first. “So eager for cock.”

“More,” she pleaded, rocking against his hand. “More, please.”

Haruto’s mouth found her breast, his tongue flicking across her nipple before sucking it between his lips. The dual sensation—Arjun’s fingers inside her, Haruto’s mouth on her breast—made her cry out, a wordless sound of desperate need.

“Angh! Ungh! MMMF!” Each exhale carried a cry now, her body trembling on the edge of release.

Kareem watched her face closely, his intense eyes taking in every flicker of pleasure that crossed her contorting face. “You want to come, don’t you?”

“Yes,” she sobbed. “Please let me come. I need it.”

“We will let you,” he granted, his voice authoritative yet tender. “But only while looking into my eyes. I want to see it when you surrender completely.”

Yes. Do it for them. All for them.

Arjun’s fingers curled inside her. At the same time, Kareem pressed against her clit, circling with perfect pressure. Haruto’s teeth grazed her nipple, the hint of pain adding another layer to her pleasure.

Juno’s eyes locked with Kareem’s, unable to look away even if she wanted to. In his gaze, she saw not just desire, but recognition—as though he was seeing her, truly seeing her, for the first time.

“Let go,” he whispered.

The permission, combined with the perfect stimulation from those skilled fingers and Haruto’s mouth, finally pushed her over the edge.

“Oh! Oh! NNNNGH!” she cried out, her walls clenching rhythmically around Arjun’s fingers. “Oh god, oh god, oh god!”

Her eyes never left Kareem’s, even as pleasure warped her face. She was dimly aware of the wet sounds her pussy made around Arjun’s thrusting fingers, of her own high-pitched moans, of Haruto’s approving hum against her breast. But mostly, she was aware of Kareem witnessing her complete surrender, accepting it.

I’m their slut! I’m a good girl slut!

As the waves of pleasure began to subside, leaving her trembling and weak, Kareem leaned forward to press his forehead against hers.

“That’s just the beginning,” he promised, his voice both threat and comfort. “We have so much more to show you.”

Juno whimpered, already feeling desire rebuilding despite just coming. EchoWave’s conditioning had done its work thoroughly. One orgasm would never be enough. Not now that she’d given herself to them completely.

“Yes,” she whispered, her voice hoarse from crying out. “Anything you want. Make me yours over and over again.”

The distorted note still hanging in the air shifted once more, deepening into something that rumbled through her bones.

* * *

Arjun lifted Juno into his arms like she weighed nothing, her body still trembling. The drummer’s deep brown skin glistened with a light sheen of sweat as he carried her toward a worn mattress tucked against the far wall of the rehearsal space. Through her pleasure-hazed vision, she noticed the sheets weren’t particularly clean—stained in places, rumpled in others—but she found herself not caring in the slightest.

Surrendering. Owned. Happy slut.

“On top,” Arjun commanded, his voice deep and firm as he sat on the edge of the mattress with his thick cock standing proudly between his muscular thighs. “You’re going to ride me now.”

A tiny, distant part of Juno’s mind registered shock. What am I doing? I barely know these men. But that voice was quickly drowned out by the overwhelming flood of desire coursing through her veins.

“Yes,” she breathed, climbing onto his lap with eager, trembling legs. Her pussy was dripping wet, aching to be filled. “God, yes.”

Arjun positioned his cock at her entrance, the thick head kissing her folds. She looked down between their bodies, eyes widening at his girth. His cock wasn’t the longest she’d seen, but its thickness was intimidating.

“Show us how badly you want it,” he murmured, his hands caressing her hips.

Juno whimpered as she sank down slowly, her body stretching to accommodate him. “Nnnngh… oh fuck… so big… aaahhh…”

Each bit of him that disappeared inside her brought spikes of sharp pleasure-pain radiating through her. By the time she was fully seated, she was panting heavily, her forehead pressed against his shoulder.

“That’s it,” Arjun praised, his breath warm against her ear. “Your cunt feels perfect around my cock. So tight. So wet.”

I bring pleasure. I get cum. Want cum.

She began to move, lifting herself up before sliding back down with a whimpering moan. “Oh… oh… fuck…”

“What a sight,” Haruto’s voice cut through her pleasure fog. She looked up to find him standing beside the mattress, his cock in hand as he stroked it slowly. “Addicted to cock, hmm?”

This isn’t me, a fading part of her mind protested weakly. I don’t do… things like…. But as Arjun’s thick shaft dragged against her inner walls, that voice grew increasingly distant.

“Open your mouth,” Haruto commanded, moving closer until the tip of his cock brushed against her lips.

Without conscious thought, Juno’s lips parted, her tongue extending to taste the pearl of precum at his tip. “Mmm,” she moaned, the salty taste only intensifying her arousal.

“Good girl,” Haruto praised, sliding his length between her lips. “Suck me.”

Good girl sucking cock…

She hollowed her cheeks, creating suction as she took him deeper. Slurp. The obscene sound of her mouth working his shaft filled the room, mingling with the wet sounds of her pussy moving on Arjun’s cock.

“Fuuuck,” Haruto hissed, his hand coming to rest on the back of her head. “Talented little mouth.”

Juno’s hips maintained their rhythm on Arjun’s lap, rising and falling as she simultaneously bobbed her head on Haruto’s length. The dual penetration made her dizzy with pleasure. Being filled in two slutty holes at once was overwhelming… in the best possible way.

She felt movement behind her, then strong hands caressing her ass. Kareem’s touch left trails of warrmth on her skin as he spread her cheeks apart.

“Nice big ass,” he murmured, his thumbs tracing her crack before one pressed against her tight pucker. “I’ma enjoy stretching this.”

A muffled “Mmmnnn!” escaped around Haruto’s shaft as panic briefly flared. She’d never done anal before, and Kareem was… substantial. That won’t fit! It can’t! the distant voice of reason cried out.

But the rest of her body hummed with anticipation, her hips pushing back against his probing thumb. She was without rational thought, consumed by the raw need to please.

“Try to relax,” Kareem instructed, reaching for a bottle of lube that must’ve been under a pillow. The cool liquid dripped between her cheeks, making her gasp around Haruto’s cock. “I’ll make it good for you.”

Arjun slowed his upward thrusts, holding her in place as Kareem worked first one lubed finger into her ass, then two.

“Mmmmph! Nnnngh!” The strange intrusion burned slightly, but as Kareem patiently stretched her, that burn transformed into something else: a deep, primal pleasure that made her inner walls clench around Arjun’s thickness.

“She’s getting even tighter,” Arjun groaned, his fingers digging into her swaying tits. “Her cunt’s squeezing me… fuck!”

Haruto’s cock slipped from her mouth as she gasped for air. “Oh god… oh god… please…”

“Please what?” Kareem asked, adding a third finger to her ass, making her squirm. “Tell us exactly what you want, Juno.”

“I want… I want all of you,” she moaned, her inhibitions completely shattered. “Fill all my holes. Use me. Please, I need it so badly.”

Their pleasure. Use me. Fill me.

“Desperate little slut,” Kareem chuckled, positioning the thick head of his cock against her prepared entrance. “Stuffed with dick and begging for more.”

“Yes,” she confessed, taking Haruto back into her mouth with a hungry slurp. “Mmnnph!”

“I’m going to fuck this tight ass now,” Kareem announced, beginning to press forward. “Take a deep breath.”

Juno tried to obey, but the pressure of his cock breaching her tightest hole made her choke around Haruto’s length. The burning stretch was intense: too much and not enough simultaneously.

“Breathe through it,” Arjun coached from beneath her, his hands stroking her sides soothingly. “Your body was made for this. For us.”

Made for pleasure. Made to be filled. Made for men.

“Nnngh! Ah! Ah!” she cried out as the head of Kareem’s cock finally pushed past the tight ring of muscle. Tears sprang to her eyes at the overwhelming fullness, the impossible stretch.

So big! How can it—

“Good girl,” Kareem praised, his voice strained with the effort of holding still. “Your ass is gripping me so tight. So perfect.”

“Mmmmph!” She moaned around Haruto’s cock, making him curse and thrust deeper.

“Fuck, she’s doing it,” Haruto groaned, watching as Kareem slowly worked more of his length into her ass.

Born to please. Take cock. Make men come.

The three men began to move in a coordinated rhythm that spoke of practice: as Arjun thrust up into her pussy, Kareem withdrew from her ass, only to push back in as Arjun retreated. Meanwhile, Haruto’s cock slid in and out of her mouth, sometimes deep enough to bump the back of her throat, making her gag slightly with a wet gluck sound that only seemed to excite him further.

“Listen to that,” Arjun growled, his thick cock stretching her pussy deliciously. “Fucking filthy.”

I love this! So good!

She heard desperate, animal sounds that she barely recognized as coming from her own throat. When Haruto’s cock allowed her space to breathe, she was moaning, gasping, begging.

“Oh god! Fuck! So full! Nnnngh! Don’t stop! Please! Haaaanh!” Each word was punctuated by the impact of their bodies moving together, creating an obscene symphony of flesh slapping against flesh, wet sucking sounds, and guttural groans from all four of them.

“Bet you always wanted this,” Haruto said, his fingers tangling in her curls as he guided her movements on his cock. “Being taken by a bunch of men. Used in every hole. Fucked like a whore.”

Slurp. Gluck. Mmmm. The sounds of her eagerly working his length were answer enough.

It felt so right. So perfect. So complete. The fullness in her body—pussy stretched around Arjun’s thickness, ass impaled on Kareem’s length, throat filled with Haruto’s hardness—created a transcendent pleasure unlike anything she’d ever experienced. And that was nothing compared to the knowledge that she was fulfilling her destiny, and that she’d get to do it again!

The repetitive movement of all three men fucking her in tandem built a pressure inside Juno that threatened to shatter her completely. Her clit, swollen and sensitive, rubbed against Arjun with each movement, adding another layer to the overwhelming sensations bombarding her.

“She’s gonna come already,” Kareem observed, his rhythm faltering slightly as his own pleasure built. “Her ass is pulsing.”

Haruto withdrew from her mouth, allowing her to gasp for air. “Wanna come, slut?” he asked.

“Yes! Yes! Please!” she babbled.

“Beg properly,” Kareem commanded, delivering a sharp slap to her ass that made her jolt between them. “Show us how desperate you are.”

“Please fuck me harder!” she cried, her voice hoarse and desperate. “Please fill all my holes and make me come! I need it! I need to be your fucktoy, your cumslut, your eager little whore! Please, please, please!”

Perfect whore. Slut. Born to serve cock. Obey.

“Since you asked so nicely,” Arjun growled, and suddenly the coordinated rhythm broke as all three men began fucking her with abandon, using her body for their pleasure without restraint.

The ferocity of their thrusts jolted Juno’s body between them like a rag doll. Her tits slapped wildly as Arjun drove upward into her pussy with bruising force. Behind her, Kareem slammed his cock into her ass with increasing urgency. And in front, Haruto guided her mouth back to his cock, forcing it deep, ignoring her need to breathe.

“Gluck! Gluck! Mmmmph!” Her eyes watered as Haruto hit the back of her throat repeatedly, her lips stretched wide around his girth.

Holes to be filled. Purpose. My purpose.

Every nerve ending in her body seemed to light up at once, creating a cascade of sensation that built higher and higher.

Made for this. Born for cock.

The pressure inside her built and built. Juno’s thighs began to shake, her muscles tensing as she balanced on the knife’s edge of climax. She needed just a little more…

As if reading her mind, Arjun’s thick thumb found her clit and pressed down, circling the swollen bud with perfect pressure.

“MMMMPH!” she scream-moaned around Haruto’s cock. Her entire body convulsed, inner walls clamping down on both cocks inside her with rhythmic pulses that seemed to go on forever.

Pleasure. Service. Need cum.

Haruto pulled out of her mouth, allowing her to gasp for air as she came. “Fuck, she’s beautiful when she comes,” he observed, stroking his wet cock inches from her face. “Eyes rolled back and everything.”

Each time she thought the peak had passed, another surge of pleasure crashed through her, making her thighs quake and her toes curl. Strong hands gripped her, steadying her as she threatened to collapse between them, her strength completely surrendered to their control and the ecstasy they commanded from her willing flesh.

“Please,” Juno begged, her voice raw and desperate as aftershocks of pleasure rippled through her. “Fill me with cum. Need it. Need it so bad.”

Need cum. Earn cum. Filled with cum.

“Fuck, I can’t hold back anymore,” Arjun groaned, his thrusts becoming erratic. “Her pussy’s milking my cock so good.”

“Not yet,” Kareem commanded, though his voice was strained with the effort of maintaining control. “Together. We fill her together.”

Juno floated in a haze of pleasure, her mind blank except for the overwhelming sensations coursing through her body. The distant voice of her former self had fallen completely silent, replaced by EchoWave’s persistent whispers. She couldn’t remember when she’d last formed a coherent thought that wasn’t about the exquisite fullness inside her or the need for a man’s cum.

That cautious, ambitious producer she’d once been felt like a stranger now… a half-remembered dream compared to this raw, primal reality where pleasure and surrender were the only truths that mattered.

Get cum. Fill me up. Good slut.

“Shit, I’m close,” Haruto hissed, his cock sliding in and out of her mouth with increasing urgency. “Fuck, her mouth feels amazing.”

“Now,” Kareem ordered, his hips slamming forward as he buried himself completely in her ass. “Fill her! Own her!”

All three men thrust deep and held, their bodies tensing as they reached their peaks simultaneously. Juno felt them pulse inside her. Arjun was flooding her pussy with hot spurts that seemed endless, Kareem filling her ass with his cum that felt like praise, and Haruto shooting down her throat, forcing her to swallow rapidly to avoid choking. Each swallow made her throat tighten around his cock, drawing out more of his seed.

Her body sang with the sensation of being filled completely, used perfectly, marked irrevocably by all three men at once. The synchronicity of their orgasms felt like the culmination of something inevitable, as though her body had been designed for this exact moment of total surrender.

“Mmmph! Mmmmm!” She moaned around Haruto’s length.

Take it. Men above. Kneeling slut.

“Good girl,” Arjun praised from beneath her, his cock still twitching inside her clenching, greedy cunt.

Haruto finally pulled back. A thin string of saliva and cum connected her lips to his satisfied cock, making her look thoroughly debauched. “Fuck, look at her face,” he murmured. “Completely dick-drunk.”

She was beyond speech, capable only of whimpering as Kareem slowly withdrew from her tender, well-used ass. The empty feeling made her moan in protest, her body craving the fullness it had just experienced.

“Don’t worry,” Kareem assured her, his hand stroking her lower back soothingly. “We’re not done with you yet. Not even close.”


Chapter 8

Juno scrolled through her notifications with a pleased smirk on her face. The analytics for Th3ory’s latest single “Studio Heat” showed exponential growth: two million streams in three days. Comments flooded in about the track’s “hypnotic quality” and “addictive beat,” with listeners claiming they couldn’t stop replaying it. She felt a familiar warmth spreading between her thighs as she read the responses.

They’re all hearing me beg to be used, she thought, her pussy clenching at the idea. Her gasps, moans, and whispered pleas formed the backbone of the track—though listeners wouldn’t consciously recognize her voice, their bodies were responding to it. The thought made her absurdly wet, but there was no shame in it anymore.

Juno had a meeting across town with a potential new client, another band that had heard Th3ory’s work and wanted similar “production techniques.” When the taxi arrived, she slid into the back seat, giving the driver her destination. Juno caught his eyes flicking to her chest in the rearview mirror and smiled. Since surrendering to Th3ory and EchoWave, she’d grown to love being objectified.

“Mind if I turn on some music?” the driver asked.

“Go ahead,” Juno replied, settling back against the seat.

When the opening notes of “Studio Heat” pulsed through the car’s speakers, Juno’s body reacted instantly. Her spine straightened, thighs squeezing together as recognition washed over her.

“Oh, I love this track,” the driver said, turning up the volume. “Can’t get it out of my head lately. Something about it just hits different.”

Juno could barely speak. The familiar sub-bass frequencies rippled through her body, targeting the exact neural pathways that EchoWave had conditioned. Her pupils dilated as the first embedded trigger hit—a specific pattern of beats that EchoWave had paired with arousal during their sessions.

“Y-yeah,” she managed, her voice already breathy. “It’s… popular.”

By the twenty-second mark, Juno was fighting to stay composed. The driver was tapping his fingers against the steering wheel, unconsciously matching the rhythm that contained Juno’s gasping breaths.

When her own voice emerged in the mix—a delicate “please,” processed and filtered but unmistakable to her—Juno let out an involuntary moan.

The driver glanced back. “You okay?”

Juno met his eyes in the mirror, seeing his pupils were dilated too. “Pull over,” she said, the words coming out before she could stop them. “Please, sir.”

“What? Are you sick?”

“Pull over,” she repeated, more urgently this time. “I need… I need to get something.”

The driver signaled and pulled into an empty parking lot behind a closed strip mall. He put the car in park, the music still pulsing around them.

Perfect.

Juno unbuckled her seatbelt and leaned forward between the front seats. “Do you want some of this pussy?” she asked bluntly, her honey-gold skin flushed with desire.

The driver turned, shock evident on his face. “What? I—“

“The music,” Juno gasped, her hand already sliding beneath her skirt to touch herself through her soaked panties. “Don’t you feel it? I need to be filled. Please. I’m begging you.”

His hesitation lasted only seconds before he nodded, his breathing already becoming heavier. “Get comfy,” he muttered.

Juno scrambled backward while he got out and opened the rear door. As he joined her, the percussion in “Studio Heat” shifted to a section where her recorded moans created a rhythmic pattern. She could barely think straight now, her body responding to direct commands embedded in her own voice.

“I don’t even know your name,” he said, his hands already roaming her undulating hips.

“Doesn’t matter,” she panted, pulling at his belt. “Just fuck me like a whore. I need it rough.”

His hesitation dissolved as she freed his cock, thick in her hands and getting harder. Juno stroked him firmly, leaning forward to run her tongue along the underside of his shaft. “Mmm,” she hummed, the vibration in her throat matching the bassline perfectly.

“Fuck,” he groaned.

Juno looked up, her brown eyes pleading. “Talk down to me,” she begged between licks. “Tell me I’m just a hole for you to use. Please. Tell me I’m worthless except for making you come.”

Something changed in his expression. Surprise gave way to dominance. He tightened his grip in her hair. “That what you want? To be treated like a worthless fucktoy?”

“Yes,” Juno moaned, taking him deeper into her mouth. “Mmmph…” The wet sound of her lips sliding up and down his shaft filled the car, complementing the music’s tempo.

“What a whore,” he growled, pushing himself deeper into her throat.

Juno whimpered, her thighs rubbing together as she took him deeper. The obscene slurp, slurp, slurp of her enthusiastic blowjob grew louder as she bobbed her head faster.

He pulled her off his cock by her hair, a string of saliva connecting her swollen lips to his tip. “Take your panties off,” he commanded.

She yanked her panties aside instead, and he slid two fingers into her soaked pussy. “So fucking wet,” he groaned.

“Ahhhh!” Juno cried out, her back arching. “Yes, please, use me… use my holes—“

As those exact words played through the speakers in her processed voice, the driver withdrew his fingers and pushed her down onto the seat, positioning himself between her thighs.

“Beg for it,” he demanded, teasing his cock against her entrance.

“Please, sir, please,” Juno pleaded, her voice high and desperate. “Please use my cocksleeve. I’m a fucktoy… a whore… Please!”

He thrust into her, burying himself to the hilt. “Fuck!” he grunted.

“Ohhhhh!” Juno wailed, her pussy clenching around him. “Yes! God, yes!”

He established a brutal pace, the car rocking slightly with each thrust. “This what you needed, slut?”

“Yes! Yes! Yes, sir!” Juno gasped, squeezing her bouncing tits. “Unnh! Unnh! Unnh!”

The slapping sound of skin against skin created its own rhythm alongside the music. Juno’s moans grew higher, more frantic as he pounded into her.

“Such a fucking slut,” he growled. “Your cunt’s squeezing my cock so tight.”

“Because… ahh!… because I’m made for this,” Juno panted. “Born to… ohhh!… take cock!”

The wet sounds of her pussy taking his cock filled the car—squelch, squelch, squelch—mixing with their heavy breathing and the music’s relentless beat.

As “Studio Heat” reached its climax section, Juno felt herself approaching the edge. The driver’s thrusts grew more erratic.

“I’m gonna come,” he grunted. “Where do you want it, slut?”

“My cunt!” Juno begged, her voice breaking. “Fill it up! Use meeeeee! Ahhh! Ahhh! AHHHHHHH!”

Juno’s body was taken over by a torrent of pleasure as she climaxed. Her back arched, her breasts heaving, and her dirty good girl slutty cunt clenched almost painfully around the driver’s cock, milking him as she rode out the waves of bliss. The music seemed to conduct her movements, each crescendo guiding her body’s erratic dance.

The driver’s roar, loud and feral, filled the confined space of the car, mingling with the throbbing bass of the song. Juno’s voice joined his, a high, keening cry of satisfaction as she felt his warmth spill into her.

Cum love cum cum cum cum love cum love cum

The track had ended, looping back to the beginning. As the opening beats started again, Juno felt a mild tremor of arousal but nothing like the overwhelming need from before. She’d been sated—for now.

As they resumed the drive to her destination, Juno gazed out the window at people walking down the street, some with headphones in, others passing stores playing “Studio Heat” through their speakers.

Is it just me? she wondered idly, feeling the stranger’s cum leaking lazily from her well-fucked cunt. Or are we all sluts now?

The thought of thousands—maybe millions—of people being aroused by her moans and pleas made her shiver with delight. She’d never felt more powerful, even as she submitted completely.

Her phone buzzed with a message from Kareem: “Track’s blowing up. Good girl. We’ve got plans for the next one.”




◆◆◆
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Fashionably Laid


Chapter 1: Tandra

Sophie’s living room had become command central for Friday’s game night / excuse to drink, with Zoe sprawled elegantly across the armchair, Ava perched cross-legged on the floor arranging tarot cards, and Evan leaning against Sophie’s shoulder.

“You guys seen that new game everyone’s talking about?” Zoe flicked her platinum pixie cut out of her eyes. “Tandra? My feed is flooded with people showing off their designs.”

Sophie perked up. “The fashion one? I’ve been seeing ads everywhere.”

“Girl, download it now.” Ava looked up from her cards with a sly smile. “I’ve been playing a lot. I heard the prizes are actual outfits delivered to your door.”

“For real?” Sophie reached for her phone. “I’ve always wanted to try designing something.”

Evan adjusted his glasses. “Might be fun to see what you come up with. You’ve got great taste.”

Sophie’s cheeks warmed at his compliment as she found the app and tapped download. While it installed, Zoe sauntered over and peered over her shoulder.

“Fair warning: it gets pretty competitive,” Zoe said. “People go all out to win those weekly tournaments.”

The game loaded with a flashy runway animation. Sophie created her account and reached the avatar creation screen, which prompted for a full-length photo.

“It says it needs my picture to create my avatar,” Sophie said, standing up.

“Here, let me.” Ava jumped to her feet. “Stand by the wall.”

Sophie posed awkwardly while Ava directed her through several positions before capturing the perfect shot. When Sophie uploaded it, the game transformed her into a slightly more glamorous version of herself: same olive skin and curves, but with an added confidence in the avatar’s stance that made Sophie bite her lip.

“That actually looks like me,” she said, surprised. “Just… better somehow?”

“That’s the point,” Zoe said. “Makes you want to live up to it.”

Sophie dove into the design interface, scrolling through fabrics, cuts, and accessories. The tutorial guided her through creating her first outfit, but kept suggesting she “think outside the box” and “push boundaries for higher scores.”

She selected the final accessory for her first design. She’d opted for something cute but comfortable: flared jeans with heart-shaped patches sewn along the outer seams, a soft lavender crop top that showed an inch of midriff, and crisp white sneakers with lavender laces to tie the look together.

“You guys want to join?” she asked, glancing up from her phone.

“Already ahead of you.” Zoe waved her own phone, her sharp nails clicking against the screen. “Just sent you a friend request.”

Ava’s eyes glinted as she set down her tarot cards. “Same.” She slid closer to peek at Sophie’s creation. “That’s… sweet. Very you.”

Something in Ava’s tone made Sophie second-guess her choices, but she shook it off.

“I like it,” Evan said, his breath warm against her ear as he leaned in.

Sophie submitted her design with a tap, and the game announced that her first fashion show would begin in about a minute.

“Don’t worry,” Zoe said, noticing Sophie’s expression. “First round is always just getting your feet wet.”

The virtual runway lit up on Sophie’s screen. Models strutted down wearing the competing designs, each outfit more daring than the last. When Sophie’s model finally appeared, her sweet ensemble looked jarringly out of place among the bold cuts and revealing silhouettes.

Sophie stared at her phone in disbelief as Zoe’s design took second place in the tournament. Her “sexy librarian” outfit featured a tight pencil skirt with a dangerously high slit, paired with a white button-up tied at the waist and unbuttoned enough to hint at lace beneath. Classic tortoiseshell glasses completed the look.

“Seriously? That old cliché?” Sophie couldn’t help but laugh, though something twisted in her stomach.

Zoe flipped her platinum pixie cut with a smirk and a shrug.

The scores flashed across the screen. Sophie’s outfit ranked third from the bottom.

“Oh,” she whispered, a flush creeping up her neck. She hadn’t expected to win, but placing so low stung more than anticipated.

“I thought it was cute,” Evan said softly.

The winning design was strutting and twirling, and Sophie’s breath caught. It was a shimmering halter-neck crop top that seemed to shout “titties here!,” above a miniskirt featuring a slit that traveled dangerously high.

“That’s… bold,” Sophie managed.

“That’s winning,” Zoe corrected, then turned her phone toward Evan. “What do you think, Cho? Too much?”

Sophie felt Evan tense beside her. His eyes widened slightly, and she noticed the subtle shift in his breathing. “It’s definitely eye-catching,” he said, his voice a touch deeper than usual. “Good fabric choices.”

“Fabric choices,” Zoe repeated with a knowing grin. “Mhm.”

Sophie watched her boyfriend’s face flush. She knew that look, she’d seen it many times when they were alone together. The realization that a virtual outfit could provoke that response made her stomach flutter with a combination of jealously and a need to win.

“I think you could pull that off,” Evan said suddenly, turning to her with genuine warmth in his eyes. “You’d look amazing in something like that.”

The compliment caught her off guard. She’d always dressed conservatively, especially in public. The drawer of unworn lingerie in her bedroom testified to her hesitation to embrace that side of herself.

“Maybe in the game,” she murmured.

* * *

Sophie stared at her phone, the glare of the screen illuminating her face in the dim bedroom. It was almost midnight, but Ava’s call had pulled her away from sleep. The video playing on her screen made her sit up straight.

“You won again?” Sophie asked, watching as Ava’s avatar strutted down the virtual runway. The digital model wore a red skirt that shimmered like a mirage. Above it, a black mesh top revealed nearly everything underneath, with strategic digital blurring for the app’s content policies. Six-inch heels completed the look, making the avatar’s legs powerful and dangerous.

“That’s not even the best part,” Ava’s voice bubbled through the speaker.

Sophie heard rustling on the other end of the line. She kept watching the game avatar posing, playing on a loop. There was a tiny annoying glitch every time it restarted. Chromatic aberration or something.

“Remember how the game promises to send winners their outfits? Well…” Ava’s voice dropped to a conspiratorial whisper. “It came yesterday. The actual outfit. In my size.”

Sophie’s mouth went dry. “No way.”

“Yes way. The real thing, Sophie. The latex feels incredible.”

“You’re not saying—“

“I wore it tonight,” Ava confirmed. “To Jasmine’s birthday thing at Nilware.”

Sophie pulled her knees to her chest. “The whole outfit? Even the… top?”

Ava laughed. “Especially the top. I put a bra on; I’m not trying to get arrested. But… I’ve never felt so powerful, Sophie. The way people looked at me… like I was some kind of goddess.”

“Weren’t you embarrassed?” Sophie’s voice came out smaller than she intended.

“At first, I guess,” Ava admitted. “But then it was like something clicked. I remembered how my game self looked on the runway. I became the person who would wear that outfit. The real me, just… amplified.”

Sophie closed her eyes, trying to imagine stepping into a club wearing something so revealing. Her heart raced at the thought.

“So, check it out.” Ava’s voice lowered to a hushed tone. “This woman in a tailored suit keeps looking at me. Not just looking, but like, eye-fucking me. And I’m feeling myself in this outfit, so I gave her a wink.”

Sophie shifted on her bed. “And?”

“She buys me a drink. We’re talking, and her hand is on my thigh, sliding up under that skirt. I was so nervous, but also, well, you know.” Ava paused, and Sophie heard her take a sip of something. “Next thing I know, she’s whispering ‘bathroom’ in my ear.”

“You didn’t,” Sophie whispered, though she already knew the answer.

“I absolutely did. She locked the door and had me against the wall in seconds. Her fingers were… God, I’ve never felt anything like it.”

Sophie’s free hand slid unconsciously across her stomach, playing with the hem of her pajama top. “But you didn’t even know her name.”

“Miranda. Her name was Miranda,” Ava said with a laugh. “And trust me, I screamed it enough times to remember.”

Sophie’s fingers drifted lower, slipping beneath her waistband as Ava continued describing how Miranda’s fingers had curled inside her, and whispered filthy promises against her neck.

“It was so intense,” Ava sighed. “Just letting go like that with someone who wanted me so badly. Someone who saw me in that outfit and couldn’t help themselves.”

“Couldn’t help themselves,” Sophie repeated, picturing herself wearing something daring, being wanted so desperately that someone would risk everything just to touch her. Her fingers moved with growing urgency, throat tightening as she held back the moans building within.

“You still there?” Ava asked after a moment of silence.

“Yeah,” Sophie answered, her voice strained. “Just… processing.”

* * *

Sophie got fed up with the tossing and turning from her mind racing with images of Ava in that daring outfit. Just go to sleep! But when her eyes closed, she saw herself wearing something equally risqué, walking into a crowded room with all eyes on her. Playing on a glitchy loop.

With a frustrated sigh, she reached for her phone. The Tandra icon seemed to pulse invitingly. Just one more try, she thought.

When the challenge began, her fingers hesitated only briefly before selecting a midnight blue bodycon dress from the virtual closet. At least there aren’t in-game purchases for more clothing. Unlike her previous safe choice, this one hugged “her” curves tightly, with ruched fabric that accentuated rather than concealed. The off-shoulder sleeves exposed the collarbones and the upper swell of her boobs. She paired it with strappy platform sandals that elongated her legs.

“So slutty,” she whispered to herself in the darkness, but something in her refused to back down. She confirmed the selection and sent her avatar to the virtual runway. Wait, how does this game make money, anyway? Free, with no ads?

The response was incredible. Her phone vibrated softly in her hand as notifications appeared:

“Alluring!”

“Turning heads!”

“Your confidence is showing!”

Sophie felt her cheeks flush as her score climbed higher and higher, nearly triple her previous attempt. The app sent gentle vibrations through her palm with each point gained, creating a rhythm that seemed to sync with her quickening heartbeat.

“Second place!” the score board announced, accompanied by a longer, more intense vibration that sent an unexpected shiver down her spine.

Sophie clutched the phone to her chest, breathing quickly. The warmth spreading through her body wasn’t just from pride in her higher score. It was something deeper, more primal.

She scrolled through the comments from virtual spectators, each one praising her daring choice, her confidence, her… her body. The words blurred together as a tingling sensation spread from her fingertips inward, settling low in her abdomen.

It wasn’t just the thrill of winning, but a strange, intoxicating feeling of being seen, truly seen, for the first time. She saved her avatar’s runway performance and watched it looping, for who knows how long, before she finally surrendered to an easy sleep.

* * *

The runway lights sting my eyes as my stilettos lead me toward the audience hiding in the dark. Sequined tassels swing with each step, cool air-conditioning flowing across bare skin I shouldn’t be showing. My palms slick against nothing as faceless voices rise with deep, hungry sounds that make my knees tremble and simultaneously push me forward.

Loud wolf whistles when I pause and give them my best bedroom eyes. My hips roll left without permission, right without shame. The pleated skirt flares higher. Applause erupts like fireworks against my throat. My thighs feel like they could crush the competition.

Give ‘em more.

I arch backward, fingers skimming along my ass as the tassels sway…sway… tease. Giggles bubble up, giddy and foreign, when three hundred cameras flash at my exposed midriff. My tongue flicks out, catching salty sweat as I shimmy. Every clap feeds the heat between my legs. I’m weeping tears of lust down there.

Make them beg.

I’m gyrating now, one hand fisted in my hair as the other trails down ribs I’ve always hidden. The crowd roars approval, their facelessness suddenly irrelevant. My tits heave, tassels spinning gold under lights as I palm them—rough, urgent—and a man is climbing up the runway. He can’t help himself.

Yes. Yes. This is—

* * *

Sophie jerked awake with her heart trying to escape her ribcage. The sheets beneath her were damp, and the runway performance was still looping, draining her phone battery. She glanced at the clock: 4:12 AM. The dream clung to her thoughts like too much perfume, refusing to dissipate.

“What the hell, Soph?” she whispered into the darkness.

She rolled onto her back, trying to calm her breathing. This wasn’t like her at all. She was a good girl. She wore modest clothing and crossed her legs at church. Her mother’s voice echoed in her mind: “Decent women don’t draw attention to themselves, mija.”

But her hardened nipples disagreed. Sophie slipped a hand beneath the waistband of her shorts, finding herself embarrassingly slick. Is it embarrassing, though? She closed her eyes, trying to conjure familiar fantasies of Evan, something sweet and normal, something that wouldn’t make her question herself.

Instead, her mind flashed with images of herself on that runway again. Only this time, the faceless men had eyes, hungry eyes that devoured every inch of her exposed skin.

“No,” she whispered, but her fingers moved faster.

She tried to redirect her thoughts. Beach vacation with Evan. Their first time in bed together. He was so—but the images morphed, twisted. The beach became a stage. Evan’s face blurred into the crowd.

Sophie bit her lip as her fingers circled her clit. In her mind, she was dancing now, spreading her legs wider than necessary, showing everything to strangers who tossed money at her feet.

“Couldn’t… be me,” she gasped, even as her back arched off the mattress.

She remembered Sister Maria’s stern warnings about modesty and virtue, and her abuela crossing herself whenever a woman walked by in something too revealing.

Yet her body betrayed her. The wrongness of it, the taboo nature, only intensified the pleasure. Sophie’s thighs trembled as she imagined herself crawling across the stage, making eye contact with men who would tell their wives they were working late.

“Oh god,” she whimpered, shame and arousal tangling together as the pleasure built to a point of no return.

Sophie’s mind spiraled further into forbidden territory. What if strangers just reached out and groped her? To be desired by men who didn’t even know her name… the thought sent a shameful thrill through her body as her fingers worked faster between her legs.

“Wrong, so wrong,” she whispered, but didn’t stop.

In her fantasy, she was no longer on a stage but in a crowded club. She imagined herself wearing that mesh top from Ava’s outfit, nipples visible to anyone who looked. Men pressed against her from all sides, hands sliding over her hips, her tits, her thighs. The Sophie in her mind didn’t push them away or scream for help. Instead, she arched into their touch, silently begging for more.

“Fuck,” she breathed, shocking herself with the vulgarity. She never cursed, not even during sex with Evan.

Her upbringing screamed in protest as her fingers slid inside herself, making a wet, obscene sound in the quiet bedroom. She thought of her mother’s disappointment, her grandmother’s prayers, but it only seemed to intensify the building pressure.

Sophie’s other hand moved to pinch her nipple hard enough to hurt. In her mind, it wasn’t her hand but a stranger’s, someone who saw her as nothing but a body to play with.

“Nnnngh,” she groaned, her hips lifting off the bed. “Oh god, oh no, oh god…”

The orgasm hit her without warning, splintering conscious thoughts and crashing through her body with devastating force. Sophie’s back arched as she cried out, a high, desperate sound she’d never made before.

“Ah! Ah! Oh!” Her fingers were soaked as she continued to stroke herself, prolonging the delicious, devilish pleasure.

Her thighs trembled violently, clamping around her hand as she gasped for air. “Hnnnn,” she whimpered, her entire body quivering with aftershocks.

She rode a roller coaster of ecstasy, radiating from her core to her fingertips and back again. Sophie’s toes curled painfully as she squealed, a sound so primal and needy she barely recognized it as her own.

“Ohhhhh,” she moaned, finally collapsing back onto the mattress, her chest heaving with exertion. Her fingers slipped from inside her with a wet squelch that made her blush, even in her private darkness.


Chapter 2: Layers of Temptation

The package arrived neatly wrapped in tissue paper with a glossy thank you note from Tandra. Sophie ran her fingers over the smooth faux leather of the skirt, marveling at how soft it felt, despite its edgy appearance. The purple camisole shimmered under the bedroom light, and she slipped it on. She couldn’t help but appreciated how it accentuated her curves. It was bold, borderline trashy, and entirely foreign to her usual style. But she had won it fair and square, and she felt a new kind of thrill to own something so daring.

It was Friday, game night with Evan and their friends, she decided to wear it as a gag. “Check this out,” she announced, strutting into the living room where Evan, Zoe, Ben and Marcus were setting up a board game. The skirt teased the apex of her thighs, and the camisole dipped lower than anything she’d ever worn in public. It’s a joke, she told herself, just something silly to laugh about.

Marcus whistled low, and Ben raised an eyebrow, but it was Evan’s reaction that caught her attention. His eyes widened, and he adjusted his glasses, a nervous habit she knew well. He tried to play it cool, teasing her along with the others, but she noticed the way his gaze darted about, the way his throat bobbed as he swallowed hard. When she bent over to grab a bag of chips from the coffee table, she caught him staring, his jeans tenting slightly.

“Okay, I’m changing,” she said quickly, her voice a little too high-pitched. “This is dumb.” She hurried back to her room. As she slipped into her usual jeans and a loose sweater, she couldn’t shake the image of Evan’s expression, the way he’d looked at her like she was something forbidden, but also irresistible.

* * *

The last guest left just after 1 am. Sophie sagged against the doorframe. Evan leaned against the kitchen counter, his third glass of water clutched too tightly, ice cubes clinking like a nervous percussion track.

He cleared his throat. “So… that skirt.”

Sophie pressed her thighs together, remembering how the faux leather had exposed so much of them. “Stupid, right? It was just—“

“I couldn’t, uh…” His glasses slid down his nose as he stared at the floor. “The way Marcus looked at you. Ben too, like…” A shuddery inhale. “I wanted to… God, I wanted to drag you onto my lap right there.”

Her breath caught. Since when did he get possessive? But the tremble in his voice didn’t sound like ownership. It sounded like… hunger.

“Evan?” She stepped closer. “You’re not… mad?”

“Mad?” His startled laugh bounced off the bare graige walls. “I mean, I could barely remember the game rules. When you turned around and your ass just…” A raw groan escaped him. “It’s not mad. It’s… I don’t know what I am.”

His admission hung between them, fragile as the condensation on his glass. Sophie traced the hem of her sweater, stupid safe sweater, and made a decision.

“Wait here,” she murmured.

In the bedroom, her hands shook as she stripped off her jeans. No panties, she decided, tossing the cotton briefs into the hamper. The skirt’s cold “leather” startled her bare thighs. The camisole clung like a second skin, her nipples pebbling under thin satin. When she re-entered the living room, Evan’s glass shattered against the tiles.

He didn’t move to clean it.

“Soph,” he croaked, transfixed by the way the lace-up sides of the skirt framed her hips. “You’re…”

“Tell me,” she breathed, rotating slowly. The hem flirted with the crease at the bottom of her ass. “Tell me what you imagined when I bent over.”

“Christ.” His fingers dug into the counter. “You want me to say it? I… fuck.” He grabbed her hand, pressed it against the rigid bulge in his jeans, “I thought about you getting passed around.”

She moaned at the heat radiating through denim, at the possessive grip he’d never dared before. “But you didn’t stop me…”

“Because I liked it. Liked that they wanted you. Liked that you’re mine but… fuck… but you could be theirs too. Just for a second. Just to watch.”

Something primal uncoiled inside her. She shoved him backward onto the couch, straddling his lap before he could protest. “Then watch me now,” she murmured, grinding down.

Her fumbled with his belt. She’d never taken charge like this. She was always the giggling one, the “is this okay? Am I doing it right?” girl. But Evan’s ragged breathing emboldened her. She freed his cock, thick and flushed, and her own slickness coated her inner thighs.

“God, you’re soaked,” he choked out, hips jerking upward as she teased his tip against her entrance.

The first inch burned deliciously. “Uhn… ohhhhh…”

He held her hips, not guiding, just anchoring as she sank down. Her nails scraped his shoulders when she took him fully, a broken whimper escaping her. The stretch burned brighter with every tiny adjustment, her inner walls fluttering around him.

“Fuck… Soph… so warm…” His head thudded against the couch. “Keep riding. Just like… ah! Like that…”

She rolled her hips experimentally, gasping at the spark along her clit. The skirt’s leather caressed her thighs, amplifying every movement. He wants me to lead. Letting me take. The realization made her bolder. She leaned back, planting her hands on his knees, and ground in slow circles.

“Jesus, your tits…” His palms hovered beneath her camisole, trembling. “Can I…?”

“Ask properly.” The command slipped out husky and foreign.

His whimper bordered on pained. “Please?”

She nodded, arching into his hands as they finally cupped her through satin. His thumbs brushed her nipples, clumsy at first, then deliberate. This is too much fun.

“Uhhhn! Right… right there…”

The pace quickened. Their rhythm grew jagged, Sophie’s thighs slapping against his as she chased the climax she could always rely on him for. Evan’s praise dissolved into guttural Korean: words she didn’t understand but felt in the way his fingers dug into her hips.

“Gonna… ngh! Gonna come,” he warned, his chest heaving, eyes squeezed shut as if in pain.

Sophie’s muscles clenched around him, grinding her clit in tight circles with urgent need, determined to peak before he did. “Inside… fill me, give it all inside…”

His cry rang out, his back arching off the couch as he surrendered to his release. The warm, pulsing sensation of his seed spilling into her triggered her own detonation. Her scream was muffled by his neck as her teeth scraped his skin, and her body shook through the aftershocks of a shattering orgasm that tightened around his still-throbbing length.

For a moment, their ragged breaths and pounding hearts were the only sounds in the room. Evan’s fingers gently combed through her hair, and Sophie pressed a soft kiss to his neck, tasting the saltiness of their combined exertions.

They slumped together, sticky and breathless. Evan nuzzled the sweat-damp hollow behind her ear, murmuring, “You’re incredible… fucking goddess…” His softening cock twitched inside her.

Whoa.

* * *

Sophie’s phone buzzed beneath her pillow. Evan snored softly beside her, one arm flung over his eyes. She squinted at the screen’s sudden glow: Ava 2:14 AM. Her thumb hovered. Something wicked curled in her stomach.

You awake? Ava’s text read. Just got the nastiest Uber ride of my life!!

She typed ???, then deleted it. The typing bubbles danced. Sophie glanced at Evan’s sleeping form. His lips parted slightly, chest rising in steady waves.

Three photos appeared. The first: Ava in a neon-lit backseat, halter top stretched thin over visible dark areolas. The second: a crumpled skirt hiked to her hips, fishnets torn at the thighs. The third: glossy lips wrapped around a shadowed cock, mascara smudged like war paint.

Driver kept “adjusting” the rearview, Ava wrote. He loved the show. 😈

Sophie’s cheeks burned. She tucked the phone against her sternum, the images seared behind her eyelids. Delete it, her old Sunday school voice insisted. Delete it and pray. But her thumb betrayed her instead, reopening the photos. Ava’s defiant smirk. The stranger’s fingers gripping her fishnets. That thick, glistening—

She bolted upright, knees pressed together. Evan stirred. “Mmph. You okay?”

“Bathroom,” she whispered, already sliding off the mattress.

Locked in the dim toilet, she sank onto the closed lid. She opened Instagram and searched #clubslutoutfits, drooling over fishnet bodysuits, translucent vinyl dresses, Catholic schoolgirl parodies Dios mio! Each swipe tightened the pressure between her legs. One post showed a girl in a private booth, garter straps cutting into plush thighs as faceless hands shoved bills into her stockings. Sophie’s breathing shallowed. What if those fingers wanted her instead? What if she arched just so, let strangers’ eyes crawl over every—

She stifled a moan against her wrist. The camisole from earlier lay discarded on the floor. Her free hand slipped between her thighs, still dripping Evan’s delicious cum. Two fingers glided through slick folds. I shouldn’t… But Ava’s laugh echoed in her skull, throaty and unashamed. Why not?

Her thumb found her clit. The phone slid from her lap, thudding on the little rug. She envisioned a VIP room’s dim lights, her legs splayed on a stranger’s lap as she whispered, “Tip extra if you want extra.” The fantasy crystallized: anonymous hands molesting her, voices slurring take it off take it off, her nipples hardening at their worship. Her back hit the towel rack as pleasure crested, teeth sinking into her bottom lip to mute the cry.

When the tremors subsided, she stared at the sink’s reflection—swollen mouth, pupils blown wide.

She retrieved her phone and texted Ava: Go to bed, slut. 😘


Chapter 3: Unmasking the Game

The doorbell rang while Sophie reviewed her latest Tandra outfits. She had hit a winning streak lately, each victory more daring than the last. When she opened the door, a discreet package sat on the welcome mat.

“Anything good?” Evan called from the couch.

Sophie ripped through the packaging, breath catching as she lifted out a sheer black mesh crop top. The material was so fine she could see her palm through it. Beneath lay a pair of denim cutoffs frayed at the edges and black stockings with little skull patterns running up the sides.

“Just my latest win,” she said, holding up the mesh top with a nervous laugh.

Evan’s eyebrows shot up. “You’re not actually wearing that out… right?”

“Let’s try it and see.” The suggestion escaped her lips before she could reconsider.

In the bathroom, Sophie slipped into the outfit. The mesh clung tightly, and her nipples were obvious through the thin fabric. The cutoffs hugged her ass, riding high enough that the stockings’ lacy band peeked out beneath. She studied her reflection. Who is she?

When she stepped out, Evan choked on his water.

“Holy Hell,” he sputtered, eyes widening as he took in every inch. He laughed nervously, shifting in his seat. “That’s… wow.”

“I need to grab some stuff from the corner store,” she said, twirling a strand of hair. “Come with me?”

Outside, the evening tantalized her exposed skin. Sophie felt stares following her down the sidewalk, men’s heads turning, women’s eyes widening. Instead of shrinking, she straightened her shoulders, letting her hips sway more pronouncedly.

“Everyone’s looking at you,” Evan whispered, walking close beside her.

“Damn straight,” she replied, feeling a rush of power.

Inside the store, Sophie bent deliberately to examine items on the bottom shelf, feeling the denim ride up. The clerk, a college-aged guy with tattoos, fumbled with the register when she approached.

“Nice night,” she said sweetly, setting her items on the counter.

“Uh, yeah,” he mumbled, eyes flicking between her face and chest.

Sophie glanced at Evan, who stood awkwardly with his hands in his pockets, clearly trying to hide his growing erection. The need in his gaze made her pulse quicken.

“You okay, babe?” she asked innocently, brushing against him as they left.

“You know exactly what you’re doing,” he murmured with a strained voice.

Sophie felt Evan’s hand grip hers tightly as they hurried back toward her apartment. His palm was slick with sweat. She stole glances at his flushed face, enjoying the new power. The way his eyes kept darting to her mesh top, to her thighs in those tiny cutoffs, made something wild and unfamiliar stir inside her.

The moment her apartment door closed behind them, Evan pressed her against the wall, his mouth insistent on hers. His hands roamed her body, fingertips grasping the exposed skin between her stockings and shorts. Sophie gasped into his mouth, arching against him.

“Bedroom,” she panted, pushing him back just enough to lead him down the hallway.

They stumbled through the doorway, shedding clothes as they went. Evan pulled off his shirt and kicked away his jeans, but when Sophie moved to peel off her stockings, he stopped her.

“Leave those on,” he directed her.

Sophie smiled, climbing onto the bed in just her skull-patterned stockings. She pushed Evan onto his back and straddled him, running her hands over his chest. His erection pressed against her, hard and getting harder.

“God, you’re so sexy,” he groaned.

Sophie lowered herself onto him slowly, savoring the stretch and fullness. “Mmmmh,” she moaned, throwing her head back as she took him completely inside. She began to ride him, setting a rhythm that had them both panting.

“You know what Ava told me she did last weekend?” Sophie whispered.

Evan’s eyes locked on hers. “What?”

“She told me she let a stranger fuck her in a club bathroom,” Sophie said, rolling her hips. “Said she bent over the sink and let him take her right there.”

“Fuuuck,” Evan groaned.

“She said she loved feeling like a dirty slut,” Sophie continued with a mischievous grin. “Said she begged him to fill her pussy up.”

“Oh god,” Evan gasped, his hips bucking upward.

Sophie leaned down, her lips brushing his ear. “I bet you’d love to watch that, wouldn’t you? Watch me be a dirty little slut for someone?”

“Unnngh!” Evan’s body tensed beneath her, his face contorting in pleasure. “Sophie, I’m—ahhh!”

He came suddenly, shuddering and growling as his orgasm overtook him. Sophie felt him pulse inside her, his hands gripping her boobs so tightly she knew there would be marks.

“I’m sorry,” he panted when he could speak again. “That was… you just… those things you said…”

Sophie smiled, oddly pleased with herself. Instead of disappointment, she felt a surge of satisfaction at how quickly she’d made him lose control. She slid off him and moved down his body, settling between his legs.

“Let me clean you up,” she murmured, lowering her mouth to his softening cock.

“Mmm,” she hummed, licking him from base to tip, tasting both of them mingled together. “Mmmph.”

Evan’s breath hitched as she took him into her mouth, sucking gently. “Oh god, Sophie.”

She swirled her tongue around him, making wet, slurping sounds as she cleaned their combined fluids from his skin. “Mmm-hmm,” she moaned around him, feeling him twitch and begin to harden again.


Chapter 4: Luring the Audience

Over the phone, Ava’s voice was low and breathy. Sophie sat cross-legged on her own bed, wearing one earbud, because the other went missing again.

“So, yeah,” Ava said, her tone sly, “I wore that dress I won last week. The shiny red one that barely covers my ass? I swear, I felt fucking naked walking into that club.”

Sophie bit her lip, shaking her head. She could picture it perfectly: Ava’s golden-brown skin gleaming beneath the club lights, the dress clinging to her curves, leaving little to the imagination. “So what happened?”

Ava giggled. It sounded higher lately. “These two older guys… like, late forties, early fifties?… started buying me drinks. One of them leaned in and told me I looked like I belonged on my knees. Can you believe that?”

The image flashed in Sophie’s mind, vivid and embarrassing, and had to wiggle her hips. “What did you do?”

“I laughed at first,” Ava said, then her voice dropped lower, “but then… I don’t know. Something about the way he said it, like he knew I was a slut who’d do whatever he wanted… it turned me on so much. I ended up going back to their hotel with them.”

Sophie’s fingers tightened around her knees. She could hear the faintest rustling on the other end of the line, and she wondered if Ava was touching herself while she talked. Insatiable!

“They took turns with me,” Ava continued, her voice almost a whisper now. “One of them called me a dirty little whore while he fucked me from behind. I came so hard, Sophie. I’ve never felt anything like it.”

Sophie’s hands fell toward her groin, her body betraying her despite the guilt prickling at the edges of her mind. “Ava, that’s… I mean, isn’t that… degrading?”

“Yeah,” Ava breathed. “That’s the fucking point. I loved it. I loved feeling like I was just there for their pleasure, like I didn’t matter except as a hole they could use. Fucking depraved.”

Sophie swallowed hard, her mind racing. It did sound hot, in a way that made her cheeks burn with shame. She couldn’t imagine letting anyone talk to her like that, but the thought of Ava, so confident and unashamed, embracing it so completely… it stirred something deep inside her, something she didn’t want to examine.

“I-I don’t know,” Sophie stammered, her voice barely above a whisper. “It’s… I mean, it’s not really my thing.”

Ava moaned softly. “You say that now, but trust me, mmmmnh, once you try it, you’ll get it. There’s something so—unh!—fucking empowering about giving yourself over to someone completely, letting them… fuck… letting them use you however they want. It’s like… you’re in control because you’re the one letting it happen.”

Sophie winced.


Chapter 5: Mute Notifications

Sophie met Zoe at their usual coffee shop, sliding into the booth with her latte. Zoe looked like her old self, in jeans and an oversized sweater, her platinum pixie cut unstyled. Gone was the provocative edge that had defined her appearance lately.

“I deleted it,” Zoe announced without preamble, waving her phone about. “The game. It was messing with my head.”

Sophie’s eyebrows shot up. “Tandra? Why? You were getting high scores.”

Zoe leaned forward, ready to spill a secret. “The dreams started getting weird. Like, really weird. I’d wake up all horny, thinking about strangers watching me. Then they sent me this…” She shuddered. “This bodysuit thing. Black lace, completely see-through. With a fucking hole in the crotch.”

Sophie’s stomach fluttered at the description. She imagined how it would look on Zoe’s lean frame, then quickly pushed the thought away.

“I wore it under my clothes to work,” Zoe continued, her eyes troubled. “I kept finding excuses to bend over near my boss. It was like I wasn’t even myself anymore.”

“That doesn’t sound so bad,” Sophie murmured, half-listening as she poked at her phone. Her thumb paused on a selfie she’d taken earlier that morning at the gym: micro-mini tennis skirt barely covering her ass, sports bra pushing her breasts together. Her skin was glistening.

She remembered the men’s stares, how the older guy on the rowing machine had nearly fallen off when she bent to adjust her shoelace. How the trainer had stuttered through his instructions, eyes constantly dropping to her cleavage. The memory sent a delicious tingle through her body.

“Sophie, are you even listening? I’m telling you it’s dangerous. I started needing attention from random men just to feel good about myself. Like, craving it. It was affecting my work, my relationships…”

“I hear you,” Sophie said, looking up with what she hoped was a sympathetic expression. “But maybe you’re overthinking it? It’s just a silly game.”

Zoe’s face fell. “That’s what I thought too. Until I realized I couldn’t stop.”

Sophie patted her friend’s hand reassuringly, but her attention drifted back to her phone, to the dozens of likes accumulating on her gym selfie. Each notification felt like a tiny burst of pleasure, affirming what she already knew: she looked hot, and people wanted her.

“You should delete it too,” Zoe urged, leaning closer. “Before it changes you.”


Chapter 6: Touch (sun)screen

Sophie smoothed her hands down the shimmering rose gold fabric of her swimsuit, admiring how it caught the light. The high-cut one-piece made her legs look impossibly long while the plunging neckline showcased her cleavage, the lace-up crisscross detail adding just enough coverage to keep things suggestive rather than explicit.

“You ready?” Evan called from the bedroom.

“Just about,” she replied, adjusting the delicate gold body chain that looped around her neck and waist. The lightest of light bondage. She slipped on her oversized cat-eye sunglasses and checked her reflection one final time. The swimsuit showed her body off perfectly. The back dipped daringly to her tailbone, revealing more skin than she would have dreamed of showing a few months ago.

She hadn’t told Evan that this was another Tandra prize. Something about keeping it secret made it more thrilling.

When they arrived at Ava’s pool party, Sophie’s stomach fluttered with nervous excitement. The backyard was already filled with people, music pulsing through outdoor speakers. She spotted Ava immediately, holding court by the pool bar.

Sophie’s breath caught. Ava wore what could barely be called a swimsuit: a white monokini with strategic cutouts that left little to the imagination. The fabric just barely covered her nipples, and the bottoms were nothing more than a thin strip of material between her legs.

“Holy shit,” Evan whispered beside her, his eyes widening behind his sunglasses.

Ava spotted them and waved enthusiastically. “You made it!” she called, sauntering over. The way she moved made every head turn, her confidence radiating like heat. “Love the fit, Sophie. Very Studio 54 meets modern bombshell.”

“Thanks,” Sophie replied, suddenly feeling both overdressed and exposed simultaneously. “Yours is… wow.”

Ava twirled playfully. “You like?” She leaned closer, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. “You should see what happens when I get in the water. Becomes practically see-through.”

Sophie felt her cheeks warm as Evan cleared his throat beside her.

“Drinks are that way,” Ava pointed, “and there’s sunscreen on the table.” She winked before gliding away to greet other guests.

As they settled onto poolside loungers, Sophie couldn’t help but notice the appreciative glances coming her way. A group of men by the grill kept looking over, their eyes lingering on her legs, her cleavage. She pretended not to notice, but secretly, their attention made her tingle.

“Want me to get you a drink?” Evan asked, his hand resting on her thigh.

“Please. Something fruity.”

When Evan walked away, Sophie closed her eyes behind her sunglasses, feeling the heat of the sun seep into her skin. The background noise of the party—laughter, splashing, the steady beat of music—created a pleasant hum around her. She’d never worn anything this revealing in public before, but the admiring glances made her feel powerful rather than self-conscious.

“Need some sunscreen?”

Sophie opened her eyes to find a man standing beside her lounger. Tall, tanned, with dark hair swept back from his face and warm brown eyes that crinkled at the corners when he smiled. He held up a plastic bottle.

“I’d hate to see that beautiful skin burn,” he said.

Sophie hesitated, scanning the yard for Evan. She spotted him by the bar, chatting with someone but clearly watching her. Their eyes met briefly, and something ethereal passed between them.

“Sure,” she heard herself say. “I can’t reach my back.”

The stranger’s smile widened. “I’m Miguel.”

“Sophie.”

He sat on the edge of her lounger, the mattress dipping under his weight. “Roll over,” he instructed gently.

Sophie complied, turning onto her stomach, heart racing. She folded her arms under her chin and turned her head to the side, watching the party through one eye. Evan was still at the bar, but his conversation had clearly become secondary to watching her.

Miguel poured sunscreen into his palm, the scent of coconut wafting through the air. “This might be a little cold,” he warned before his hands made contact with her shoulders.

Sophie inhaled sharply, then deeply. His touch was firm but gentle, coating her skin with practiced ease. His thumbs pressed into the tight muscles between her shoulder blades, and she couldn’t help the small sound of pleasure that escaped her lips.

“Tense,” Miguel commented. “You carry a lot of stress here.”

“Mmm,” was all Sophie could manage as his hands moved lower, tracing the dip of her spine where the swimsuit exposed her skin. His fingers skimmed the edges of the fabric, not improper, per se, but definitely intimate.

Sophie noticed Evan shifting his position, angling himself to get a better view. Was he… yes, he was subtly holding up his phone, recording this moment. The realization sent a jolt of electricity through her body. He wanted to watch this later. He wanted to see another man’s hands on her.

Miguel’s fingers worked their way back down to the small of her back, lingering at the base of her spine where the swimsuit dipped lowest. Every stroke of his hands made her more aware of her body, of the thin barrier of fabric between his touch and her most intimate places.

“You have really beautiful skin,” Miguel murmured, his voice low enough that only she could hear.

Sophie felt herself blush, the heat spreading from her cheeks down her neck. What would it be like if those hands moved lower still? If they slipped beneath the fabric? She pressed her thighs together, the seam of her swimsuit bottoms creating a delicious friction as Miguel’s palms glided over her skin. His thumb grazed the edge of her bikini bottom and she bit back a moan, heat spreading through her core like spilled wine. Across the pool deck, Evan’s raised phone lens caught sunlight as he filmed them through half-lidded eyes.

She pushed up on her elbows, and Miguel stood. His swim trunks tented visibly at the front when he stretched, the outline leaving little to imagination. Sophie felt saliva pool under her tongue.

“I should…” she gestured vaguely toward the pool house, legs trembling as she stood. “Be right back.”

Evan met her halfway to the pool house, plastic cup of sangria sweating in his hand. She plucked the drink from his fingers and set it aside, leaning close enough to smell the tequila on his breath.

“Follow me,” she whispered, and couldn’t resist nipping his earlobe.

Sophie tugged Evan into the shadowy storage area behind stacked lawn chairs, fingers already working the drawstring of his swim trunks. His erection sprang free, hot and thick against her palm. She stroked him slowly, watching his throat work.

“Point your camera,” she breathed, nodding toward the cracked shutter overlooking the deck. “I want you to watch him while I do this.”

Evan fumbled with his phone, the screen’s blue light illuminating the sweat beading above his lip. Through the slats, Miguel stood talking to Ava by the grill, his back muscles rippling as he gestured with a pair of tongs.

Sophie’s hand tightened around Evan’s shaft, thumb swiping the leaking head. “He called my skin beautiful,” she murmured, lips brushing Evan’s shoulder.

Evan’s hips bucked into her fist. She felt his pulse thrumming through rigid flesh as she matched her strokes to heighten her teasing.

“His hands were big… big and rough.” She dragged her nails down Evan’s inner thigh. “But so gentle when he… mmph… when he touched the small of my back.”

A strangled noise escaped Evan’s throat. The phone wobbled in his grip as Sophie pressed her front against his back, free hand creeping under her own swimsuit bottom. Slickness coated her fingers. She brought them to Evan’s lips.

“Taste what he did to me.”

Evan’s tongue obeyed, lapping at her juices with a happy hum. Beyond the window, Miguel threw his head back laughing at something that Ava said.

“Imagine him between my legs,” Sophie whispered, twisting her wrist on the upstroke. Evan’s breath hitched. “Thick fingers working me open while you watch. Stretching me wider than your…” she squeezed him for emphasis. “…than your perfect cock ever could.”

The shutter clicked as Evan’s trembling fingers adjusted the zoom. On screen, Miguel’s biceps flexed while flipping burgers. Sophie’s tongue traced the shell of Evan’s ear.

“He’d make me beg, wouldn’t he? Whimper please as he rubs my clit with those big fingers…” Her own fingers mirrored the fantasy, circles tightening as Evan’s moans filled the cramped space. “You’d film every second. Every drip. Then lick me clean after he’s done.”

Evan’s phone clattered to the concrete floor. Sophie caught him just as his knees buckled, thumb still stroking his weeping tip.

“Look at him,” she purred, watching Miguel’s shoulders roll as he gestured to the grill. “Imagine that cock. Thick and veiny. Stretching my throat until I gag.” She focused on Evan’s frenulum now. “You’d hold my hair back, wouldn’t you? Be a good boy and film while I suck a stranger… while I gag on his… his monster dick…”

Evin’s groan echoed off the window as his hips stuttered. “Fuck Soph… I’m close…”

“Not yet.” She released him abruptly, grinning at his frustrated whine. “You don’t get to come until…” Her hand dipped between her own legs again, making wet squelching sounds that drowned out the party noise.

She picked up the phone and angled it to frame Miguel’s profile against the setting sun, his stubbled jaw clenching as he bit into a burger. Her finger circled Evan’s slit, gathering pearly fluid. He’s leaking like a faucet. Fuck, that’s hot.

Sophie brought her glistening finger to Evan’s mouth again. He sucked it clean with obvious gratitude, tongue swirling between her knuckles. The perverted sight had her hips lurching forward.

They watched Ava trail a manicured finger down Miguel’s forearm. His bicep flexed. Sophie’s throat went dry imagining those muscles lifting her up against a wall.

She tightened her grip on Evan’s shaft, twisting at the tip. “He’d fuck me raw,” she breathed. “No condom. Just hard cock… and wet pussy.” Her thumb pressed the vein bulging along his length. “You’d watch him breed me, wouldn’t you? Film his cum dripping down my thighs while I beg for your tongue.”

Evan’s entire body shuddered. His knees knocked against a stack of cleaning supplies. The rustle sounded so loud. Sophie froze, watching through the slats as Miguel glanced toward the pool house.

“Quiet,” she whispered, breath hot on Evan’s neck. His pulse jumped under her lips.

She nipped Evan’s shoulder. “They’re all imagining me like that… oiled up… dripping…” Her free hand slid back under her swimsuit, plunging into wet heat. Evan was helplessly lunging his hips forward. “You’d watch them take turns, wouldn’t you? Film them stretching me… filling me…”

Evan’s breath came in ragged bursts. “Christ, Soph… yes… fuck…”

Her clit throbbed as she pictured rough hands spreaking her ankles apart, strangers’ sweat dripping onto her thighs. He’s not jealous. He’s proud. The realization made her clench.

“First Miguel…” She quickened her strokes, matching the pace of her own fingers. “…then Jason… they’d never let me rest…” Evan’s moan hitched higher. “You’d hold the camera… zoom in when their cocks pulse…”

His hips stuttered. “Gonna… can’t…”

“Not yet.” She released him again, grinning at his frustrated growl. Through the window, Ava whispered something that made Miguel’s gaze dart toward their hiding spot. Sophie’s pulse spiked. He knows.

She guided Evan’s trembling hand between her legs. “Feel how hot I am imagining it.” His fingers sank into her, curling just right. A high-pitched whine escaped her throat. “Ohgod… just like that… fuck, Evan…”

His breaths were hot and uneven. “You… you want all that?”

“Only if you’re there.” She gazed at Miguel’s silhouette backlit by sunset. “Holding me. Telling me you’re proud.” Her hips rolled against his hand, slick sounds echoing. “Making me say your name while they… ah!… while they wreck me…”

Evan’s groan vibrated through her bones. His fingers found her clit, rubbing tight circles that made her eyes misty. The party’s murmur faded beneath their shared panting.

“Come for me,” she gasped, nails digging into his thigh. “Imagine them using me… degrading me… spraying across my tits…”

Evan’s hips snapped forward, hot streaks escaping. His choked “FUCK!” drowned out a rattle as Miguel tested the locked door.

Sophie froze, fingers dripping with warm cum. He’s right there. Smelling us. Hearing us. Everything fluttered.

“Soph?” Miguel’s voice rumbled through thin walls. “You decent in there?” 

Evan’s wide eyes met hers. She pressed his sticky hand deeper between her legs, lips brushing his ear. “Tell him yes.”

* * *


Chapter 7: Teasing the Limits

Sophie tugged at the hem of the graphic tee, trying in vain to make it cover more of her midriff. The cotton fabric was basically a boob shelf, the deliberate tear revealing more cleavage than she would have dared wear in public just a month ago. The words “Daddy’s Favorite” stretched across her chest in glittery pink letters.

“Okay. What do you think?” She stepped out of the changing room, giving a hesitant twirl.

Ava didn’t look up. She sat hunched on the padded bench, thumbs flying across her phone screen, lips slightly parted. The blue glow from the Tandra app cast an eerie light on her face.

“Ava,” Sophie tried again, louder this time. “Hello, bitch…”

“Mmm, one sec,” Ava mumbled, eyes never leaving the screen. “Just finishing this… outfit…”

Sophie sighed and checked herself in the full-length mirror. The low-rise jeans sat dangerously on her hips, revealing a strip of red lace when she moved. She’d never worn anything this revealing before the game. Now it felt almost… proper?

“Seriously, I need your opinion.” Sophie waved her hand between Ava’s face and the phone.

Ava finally looked up, blinking slowly as if waking from a trance. Her pupils adjusted as she focused on Sophie.

“Holy shit,” she breathed, a slow smile spreading across her face. “You look fucking hot.”

“You think?” Sophie turned sideways, studying her reflection. “The jeans are pretty low.”

“Sweet,” Ava tucked her phone away, suddenly alert. “The panty peek is everything. And that shirt? Pure genius.”

Sophie’s cheeks warmed. “It’s kind of… obvious, isn’t it?”

“That’s why it works.” Ava stood, adjusting Sophie’s shirt to reveal even more cleavage. “Men love a woman who knows what she wants.”

At the register, the cashier—his nametag read “Hugo”—couldn’t stop ogling Sophie’s chest. But today, it didn’t feel gross. Men. So predictable.

“Find everything okay?” he asked, scanning the items while stealing glances at the tear in her shirt.

“More than okay,” Ava purred, leaning against the counter. “Your store has the best selection for girls who like attention.”

Sophie giggled, surprising herself. “What she means is, we love your style options.”

Hugo’s eyes lingered on the red lace peeking above her jeans when Sophie reached for her credit card. “I picked out half the inventory myself,” he said. “I’ve got good taste, right?”

“I’m sure you taste great,” Sophie quickly replied, then caught herself, and covered her mouth.

Stop giggling!

When he handed over their bags, his fingers brushed Sophie’s deliberately. “Receipt’s inside,” he murmured. “Along with something extra.”

Outside, Sophie discovered a slip of paper with a phone number and a note: “Can’t wait to see what you sleep in.”

* * *

Sophie clutched her shopping bag tightly as she rode the elevator to Evan’s apartment, her heartbeat quickening with each floor. Hugo’s phone number was a delicious secret in her pocket. The elevator dinged at the fourth floor, and she practically bounced down the hallway.

“Evan?” Sophie called as she let herself in with her key. “You home?”

She found him on the couch, laptop balanced on his thighs, glasses slipping down his nose. He looked up, those soft brown eyes lighting up at the sight of her.

“Hey,” he said, closing his computer. “Have fun?”

Sophie bit her lip, suddenly shy. “It was interesting,” she said, setting her bags down. “I bought some new things.”

“Show me?” Evan patted the spot beside him.

Instead of sitting, Sophie remained standing, fidgeting with the strap of her purse. “Something happened at the store,” she began, feeling the blush creep up her neck. “The cashier… he was really into me.”

Evan’s eyebrow arched. “Oh?”

“Yeah, it was… he kept staring at my boobs while I was wearing this.” She gestured to the graphic tee. “And then he slipped me his number.”

She watched Evan’s reaction carefully. His posture straightened as he set his laptop aside.

“Did he, now?” Evan’s voice dropped slightly, a hint of danger that sent a thrill through her. “And what did you do with it?”

Sophie pulled the crumpled paper from her pocket. “I kept it. He wrote ‘I can’t wait to see what you sleep in.’”

Evan stood slowly, moving toward her with deliberate steps. “And were you planning to show him?”

Sophie swallowed hard. “No, but…”

“But?” He was standing in front of her now, close enough that she could smell his sandalwood cologne.

“But I couldn’t stop thinking about it. About him. What might have happened if…” She trailed off, gathering her courage. “If he’d caught me in the changing room.”

Evan’s gaze darkened. He took his glasses off, setting them carefully on the side table. “Tell me more.”

Sophie licked her lips. “I had this fantasy on the way over. That he caught me half-dressed in the changing room and just… took what he wanted.” Her voice dropped to a whisper. “Would you… would you want to pretend to be him? Just for tonight?”

Time seemed to freeze as she waited for his response. Evan studied her face, and for a moment, Sophie worried she’d gone too far. Then something shifted in his expression, his usual gentleness giving way to something primitive.

“What was his name?” Evan asked, affecting a deeper voice.

“Hugo,” Sophie breathed.

Evan nodded, stepping back slightly. “Go into the bedroom. Pretend it’s the changing room. I’ll be there in a bit.”

She nodded, turning to walk toward the bedroom on slightly wobbly legs. Once inside, she quickly arranged the space, pushing some clothes onto the floor to simulate a changing room’s disarray. She positioned herself in front of Evan’s full-length mirror, pulling her shirt up slightly as if she were in the middle of changing.

She heard Evan moving around outside, then silence. Just when she thought she might lose her nerve, the door opened. The man who entered wasn’t quite the Evan she knew. His posture had changed, shoulders back, chin lifted with a confidence that bordered on arrogance. He’d mussed his hair differently, and the look in his eyes was honestly a little scary.

“Oh,” Sophie gasped, playing her part, quickly tugging her shirt down. “I thought I locked the door.”

“This door is tricky,” he said, his voice rougher than Evan’s usual gentle tone. “Thought I’d check if you needed… assistance.”

He closed the door behind him, leaning against it. His eyes traveled slowly from her face down to her exposed midriff, lingering on the sliver of red lace peeking above her jeans.

“I’m fine,” she said, feigning nervousness. “I’ll just be another minute.”

“No rush,” Hugo-Evan said, making no move to leave. “I’ve been watching you since you walked in. That shirt looks better on you than it does on the mannequin.”

Sophie felt herself blush for real. “Thank you, but you should probably go now.”

He smiled, a predatory curve of his lips. “Should I? You’ve been teasing me all day, walking around my store with your panties all up in my face.” He pushed off from the door, taking a step toward her. “Bending over the racks, making sure I got a good view.”

Holy shit, he’s really going for it, she thought, a rush of wetness dampening those panties.

“I wasn’t teasing,” she protested weakly.

“No?” Another step closer. “So that red lace wasn’t for my benefit?” His eyes dropped to her chest. “And this shirt? ‘Daddy’s Favorite’? That’s not an invitation?”

Sophie’s breath caught. She’d never seen Evan like this—so commanding, so sure of himself. She backed up instinctively until her legs hit the edge of the bed.

“I have a boyfriend,” she whispered, though the words came out breathier than intended.

“Does he know what a tease you are?” Evan-as-Hugo asked, now standing directly in front of her. “Does he know you’re in here, showing off for another man?”

Sophie shook her head, unable to form words as he reached out, his fingers brushing the exposed skin of her stomach. She shivered at his touch.

“I think you want this,” he continued, his voice a low growl that sent even more shivers down her spine. “I think you’ve been wanting it since you walked into my store.”

“How dare y—“ she started.

“Don’t lie.” His hand slid up under her shirt, fingers splaying across her ribcage. “Your body’s telling me everything I need to know.”

Sophie gasped as his thumb brushed the underside of her breast. “We can’t,” she whispered, though her body arched into his touch.

“We already are,” he replied, and then his mouth was on hers.

The kiss was nothing like Evan’s usual gentle explorations. This was demanding, fierce, his tongue pushing past her lips that automatically opened for him. For “Hugo”. His hands reached around her waist, pulling her hard against him, and she could feel his erection pressing against her stomach.

Fuck, this is hot, she thought, responding to the kiss with equal fervor, her hands clutching at his shoulders.

When he broke away, they were both breathing hard. “Take it off,” he ordered her, tugging at the hem of her t-shirt.

Sophie hesitated, playing her part. “Someone might come in.”

“Then we’d better be quick,” he said with a smirk that was so un-Evan-like it made her pulse race. “Off. Now.”

With trembling fingers, Sophie pulled the shirt over her head, revealing a lacy red bra that matched her panties. Evan’s eyes darkened as he took her in, and for a moment, she saw a flash of her boyfriend beneath the role he was playing—pure adoration breaking through the character.

But then Hugo was back, grabbing her wrists and pinning them above her head with one hand. “You wore this for me,” he said, his free hand tracing the edge of her bra. “Admit it.”

“Yes,” Sophie gasped, surprising herself with how quickly she surrendered to the fantasy. “I wanted you to see.”

“What else do you want?” His fingers dipped beneath the lace, brushing across her nipple.

“I want you to…” She faltered, her usual shyness resurfacing.

He squeezed her wrists tighter. “Say it. Tell me what you want, or I walk out that door.”

The ultimatum, delivered in that commanding tone, broke something loose inside her. “I want to get fucked,” she whispered, then louder, “I want you to fuck me hard, right here.”

A slow smile spread across his face. “Good girl,” he praised, releasing her wrists to unbutton her jeans. “But first, I want to see if you taste as good as you look.”

He pushed her back onto the bed, tugging her jeans down her legs. Sophie was torn between giggling and staying in character. He knelt between her legs, pushing them apart roughly.

“Fuck, look at how wet you are,” he growled, running a finger along the damp spot on her panties. “Soaked through. All for a stranger.”

Sophie whimpered, lifting her hips unconsciously. “Please,” she whispered.

“Please what?” He hooked his fingers into the waistband of her panties, slowly dragging them down.

“Please don’t stop,” she begged, beyond caring how desperate she sounded.

He leaned down and licked a long stripe up her slit. Sophie allowed the moans to come freely now, hands fisting in the sheets. He growled against her flesh and her back arched instinctively.

“Mmm, you taste fucking incredible,” he murmured before diving back in, his tongue circling her clit with deliberate pressure.

“Oh god, oh god,” Sophie panted, her hips bucking against his mouth.

He held her thighs apart, lapping at her with broad, flat strokes that made obscene, wet noises in the quiet room. Slurp, slurp, slurp. The sounds should have embarrassed her, but then again, should they?

“Fuck, yes, yes yes yessss,” she moaned as he sucked her clit between his lips. Her hand moved to the back of his head, pushing hard, trying her best to merge them into one person.

He responded by sliding a finger inside her, then another, curling them upward to hit that favorite spongy ridge. The combination of his fingers pumping inside her and his tongue working her clit had her racing toward the edge embarrassingly fast.

“I’m gonna come,” she gasped, grinding shamelessly against his face. “Holy shit, I’m gonna come already.”

He pulled back just enough to say, “Not yet,” and withdrew his fingers, leaving her shaking with frustration.

“No, please,” she whined, reaching for him.

“Patience,” he said, standing to strip off his clothes. Sophie watched, breathless, as he revealed his lean, toned body. Evan’s cock sprang free, harder than she’d ever seen it, a drop of pre-cum glistening at the tip.

He stroked himself slowly, watching her sprawled out on the bed. When she began to reach for her clit, he interrupted with, “On your knees.”

Sophie scrambled to obey, sliding off the bed and onto the floor. He stepped closer, his cock level with her face. “Open,” he said, and she parted her lips eagerly.

He guided himself into her mouth, one hand cupping the back of her head. “That’s it,” he groaned as she took him deeper. “Show me how much you want it.”

Sophie hollowed her cheeks, sucking him with enthusiasm, her tongue swirling around his shaft. Mmm, slurp, gulp. She let herself be noisy, knowing how much the sounds turned Evan on, and she found herself starting to agree. This is just what passion sounds like. She took him deeper, relaxing her throat until her nose pressed against his abdomen, her eyes watering slightly as she fought against her gag reflex.

“Fuck,” he hissed, his fingers tightening in her hair, sending little sparks of pleasure-pain across her scalp. “Look at you, sucking dick like a whore.”

She shivered and hummed around him. Mmmmmmm. The crude words sent an unexpected thrill through her body. Drool leaked from the corners of her mouth as she bobbed her head faster, encouraged by his groans of pleasure. Her hands gripped his thighs for balance, feeling the muscles tense under her fingertips with each thrust into her willing mouth.

“Stop,” he said suddenly, pulling out of her mouth. A strand of saliva stretched between her lips and his cock. “I need to destroy that tight cunt.”

Sophie wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, her core clenching at his words. Jesus, where did Evan learn to talk like this?

“Hands and knees,” he ordered.

She climbed onto the mattress, positioning herself as instructed, her ass in the air. She felt exposed, vulnerable, and loving every bit of it. The bed dipped as he knelt behind her.

“This is a nice, round ass,” he said, landing a light smack on her right cheek. She jerked forward and yelped, but returned to the position quickly. Evan-Hugo continued, “I’ve been thinking about fucking it since I first saw you bent over that clothing rack.”

Sophie had never considered anal sex before, but the way he said it made her clench with unexpected desire. “Maybe… maybe next time,” she whispered, shocking herself with her boldness.

He hummed, bending to press a kiss to a shoulder blade—a brief glimpse of Evan beneath the Hugo persona. Then he was teasing himself at her entrance, the blunt head of his cock pressing against her wetness.

“Ready?” he asked, and despite his character, she heard the genuine question in his voice.

“Yes,” she cried out, her voice sounding desperate even to her own ears. Pushing back against him, she added, “Fuck me, please, I need it.”

With a smooth, powerful thrust, he entered her, claiming her body as Hugo’s current toy. Being suddenly in such a tight union made them both groan. Sophie’s fingers clawed at the sheets, her body already on the edge as that delicious cock disappeared inside her.

God, I must be soaked, she thought, her cheeks heating at the idea of how wanton she was being. He can probably see how wet I am, how much I need this.

“Damn, that’s good pussy,” he growled. “Such a sweet little cunt.”

Sophie’s mind spun at the explicit words. Hearing her sweet, considerate boyfriend talk like this—so over-the-top sexist and objectifying—somehow made her want to surrender even more of herself to him. Am I turning into Ava? she wondered, a forbidden thrill coursing through her.

He began to move, starting with shallow thrusts that gradually deepened as she adjusted to his size. Soon, she was rocking back to meet his movements, burning away any leftover shame with each passionate stroke. The sound of skin slapping against skin filled the room, a primal rhythm that only served to heighten Sophie’s pleasure. Her moans escalated, filling the air with her abandon.

“Harder,” she pleaded, dropping to her elbows to change the angle of his penetration. “Please, fuck me harder!”

He obliged without hesitation, his pace increasing and his thrusts becoming more forceful. Each powerful stroke pushed her further onto the bed, and she loved the feeling of being overwhelmed, of being at his mercy. “You like that, huh?” he grunted, one hand sliding up her back to tangle possessively in her hair. “You like being fucked by a stranger, knowing your boyfriend has no idea what you’re doing?”

The taboo scenario he painted sent a fresh wave of arousal crashing through her. Sophie’s breath caught at the forbidden nature of it all. “Yes,” she gasped, her body burning with need. “Yes, I fucking love it. Harder, please, don’t stop!”

He pulled her hair with one hand, arching her back farther as he pounded into her, and occasionally spanking with the other. The sharp sting of his palm against her ass sent a jolt of pleasure through her, making her clench around him even tighter. “Such a naughty girl,” he growled, his voice low and rough with desire. “Walking into my store, showing off that body, begging to be fucked.”

“I wanted you the moment I saw you,” Sophie panted, fully embracing the fantasy, her words tumbling out in breathless gasps. “Wanted your cock so bad.”

“All yours now,” he said, releasing her hair to reach around and rub her clit, his fingers moving in slow, deliberate circles that made her thighs tremble. “Now tell me how much you love it.”

“I love it so much,” she moaned, her tight pussy clenching around him as if trying to pull him deeper. “Love your big cock stretching me, fucking me so good. Don’t stop, don’t stop, please don’t stop!”

Her words seemed to fuel his stamina. Usually, Evan would be close to finishing by now, but he showed no signs of slowing down. Instead, he maintained his relentless pace, his fingers working her clit with just the right pressure, driving her closer and closer to the edge.

“Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck,” Sophie chanted, her voice rising with each word as she felt her orgasm building rapidly, praying he wouldn’t tease her again. “I’m gonna come, I’m gonna come on your cock!”

“Do it, slut,” he commanded, his voice breaking with exertion, his breath hot against her ear. “Be my good girl.”

The combination of his words, his fingers on her clit, and his cock hitting her g-spot with each thrust sent her careening over the edge. Her orgasm crashed through her with unexpected force, pleasure so intense it left her gasping for air. Her body convulsed around him, her pussy clenching and pulsing as she rode out the waves of ecstasy, her mind blank except for the overwhelming sensation of being completely and utterly claimed.

“Oh god, oh god, oh god,” she sobbed as the sensations continued, seemingly without end.

Just when she thought it was subsiding, he shifted angles, pushing hard enough to poke at her cervix. “Holy SHIT!” she wailed, her body jerking uncontrollably. “Oh god, I can’t, I can’t…”

But she could, and she did, helpless to the onslaught of pleasure as he fucked her through it. Her muscles spasmed around him, drawing out his own groans of pleasure.

“Fuck, you feel amazing,” he grunted, his pace faltering slightly as her pussy milked his cock. “I’m not going to last much longer if you keep squeezing me like that.”

Sophie could barely form coherent thoughts, let alone words. Her entire body tingled with aftershocks, sweat dripping down her nose. She managed to push back against him, meeting his thrusts with what little strength she had left.

“Come inside me,” she finally managed. “I want your cum.”

He groaned, his rhythm becoming more erratic. “Fuck, I’m close,” he panted. “Tell me again.”

“I want a stranger’s cum,” Sophie moaned, the words filthy and thrilling on her tongue. “Fill my pussy up!”

With a guttural groan, he slammed into her one final time, his cock pulsing as he emptied himself inside her. “Fuck, fuck, FUCK!” he shouted, raking his nails down her spine.

Sophie moaned at the dual sensations of being marked and claimed. “Yes,” she sighed, “yes yes yes yes…”

They stayed connected for several long moments, both breathing heavily, bodies slick with sweat. Finally, he pulled out gently, collapsing beside her on the bed. Sophie fell forward, her legs unable to support her any longer.

As they lay side by side, catching their breath, Sophie watched Evan’s face transform back into the man she knew. The intensity in his eyes softened, his jaw relaxed, and he reached out to brush a strand of hair from her face with tender fingers.

“Was that… okay?” he asked, his voice back to its normal register, a hint of uncertainty creeping in.

Sophie laughed weakly, still trembling with aftershocks. “Okay? Evan, that was fucking… wow.” She rolled closer, pressing a kiss to his chest. “Where did that even come from? I’ve never seen you like that before.”

He smiled shyly, rubbing the back of his neck in that familiar nervous gesture. “I don’t know. When you told me about the cashier, something just… clicked. Like I wanted to show you that I could be that guy too.”

Sophie bit her lip, considering her next words carefully. “Would you… want to do something like this again? Maybe with different scenarios?”

Evan’s eyes sparked with interest. “Like what?”


Chapter 8: Unbuttoning the Truth

Ava: Girl I have to tell you something 🙈 Promise not to judge me?

Sophie: I’m unqualified to judge you. Spill! 💁♀️

Sophie’s fingers hovered over the virtual closet in the game. Small text at the top of the screen read: “VIP Challenge: ‘Less Is More’ - Create an outfit with minimal fabric while maintaining style.”

Ava: Remember Mark from accounting?

Sophie: Shy? Same lunch every day?

Ava: Not the same anymore 😏 We’ve been meeting up during lunch

Sophie’s eyebrows shot up. She knew Ava was adventurous, but this felt different. A flutter of nervous excitement tickled her stomach as she selected a black leather harness from the accessories menu.

Sophie: Ava! He’s MARRIED. What are you doing exactly?

Ava: At first we just flirted but now

Ava: he pays me 💵💵💵

Sophie: Pays you for what??

The harness in the game looked perfect against her avatar’s skin. Sophie added a mostly-sheer white blouse on top. It barely qualified as clothing.

Ava: To wear slutty stuff under my work clothes. Then I show him in his car during lunch. Sometimes I let him touch, sometimes just look. Depends how much he pays

Heat rushed to Sophie’s cheeks. She shouldn’t be encouraging this, she knew that. Yet her fingers were already typing back.

Sophie: insane. What did you wear today?

In the game, she selected thigh-high patent leather boots for her avatar, admiring how they shaped her legs. The overall effect was scandalous: barely any actual coverage, yet somehow still cohesive.

Ava: The TINIEST bright orange micro bikini. Like, three triangles held together by string 🔥 The bottoms so small I had to shave EVERYTHING

Sophie: And you just showed him? That’s it?

Her heart pounded as she submitted her outfit for the challenge, watching the runway screen with anticipation.

Ava: Well… today he paid extra to watch me play with myself while he jerked off 😈 Came all over his steering wheel lol

Sophie gasped, nearly dropping her phone. This was wrong on so many levels. Instead, she felt a familiar subtle throbbing between her legs.

Sophie: I can’t believe you!! That’s so risky. What if someone saw??

Ava: That’s half the fun. His wife called while I was cumming and he ANSWERED 🤯 Talked about buying pasta while watching me

Sophie squirmed on her bed, pressing her thighs together. The game dinged with results: “CONGRATULATIONS! Your ‘Less Is More’ outfit scored in the top 1%! VIP status achieved!” And there was that funny little glitch again. Something about it was… fun to watch. Why is it so relaxing?

Ava: So fucking hot. He begged to fuck me but I said no. Keeping him desperate 💋 Promised him I’d wear crotchless panties tomorrow

I shouldn’t be this turned on, Sophie thought, biting her lip. It’s wrong. It’s cheating. It’s… god, why does it sound so exciting?

Sophie: That poor woman…

She typed, then deleted, then typed again.

Sophie: What color?

Ava: BLACK 🖤 with little red bows. Already picked them out. He’s going to lose his mind

Sophie stared at her screen, barely blinking, the leather harness outfit still displayed with its winning score. She couldn’t help but imagine herself wearing it in real life. Under her work clothes. Revealing it to someone who’d been watching her, wanting her, paying just to see her in it.

Sophie: Do you ever feel bad about it?

A long pause followed.

Ava: Sometimes… but then I remember his wife cheated first. He showed me the texts. And honestly? The power rush is addictive. I’ve never felt sexier 🔥

Sophie’s fingers trembled slightly as she typed her next message.

Sophie: The game just awarded me VIP status for designing an outfit that’s basically just a leather harness under a see-through blouse and thigh-high boots

Ava: YESSSS!!! 🙌 Welcome to the dark side, babe. Pic?

Sophie sent a screenshot of her avatar, surprised at how proud she felt.

Ava: Holy shit that’s hot. You’d look amazing in that. Bet Evan would have a heart attack

Sophie: I think I actually want it. Like, in real life.

Ava: Wear it for the pizza guy! 😉 🍕


Chapter 9: The Pleasure of Winning

The package arrived on a Friday morning. Fucking finally! Sophie bit her lower lip at the sight of the discreet black box with the now-familiar gold logo embossed on top. This was the first outfit she had won after achieving VIP status. When she opened it, her mouth went dry at the contents: a black mesh skirt that would barely cover her ass, a tiny red thong, and a tight white tank top with the words “Play With Me” stretched across the chest in glittery crimson lettering.

“Oh my god,” she whispered, lifting the tiny skirt. It was so sheer she could clearly see her hand through it. The material felt expensive, high-quality despite its minimal nature. She ran her fingers along the hem, imagining how it would feel against her thighs.

She had to tell Ava.

Sophie: Just opened it. Holy shit

Ava: Put it on! Pics or it didn’t happen 😘

Sophie: Where would I even wear this??

Ava: THROB. Tonight. No arguments. Evan’s out of town right? Perfect timing.

Sophie bit her lip, considering. Evan was at a gaming convention with friends for the weekend. They’d been experimenting with her sharing sexy texts and photos while he was away, but this would be different. This would be her, out in public, dressed like… well, not like the old Sophie at all.

Sophie: I don’t know…

Ava: Just try it on. See how it feels.

Steeling her resolve, Sophie stripped down to nothing and carefully pulled up the red thong. The fabric was soft, but it barely covered anything. Next came the mesh skirt, which sat low on her hips and ended just below the curve of her ass. This is a wide belt, not a skirt. She pulled the tank top over her head, surprised at how the material pushed her breasts up and together, making them look fuller, the words stretching provocatively across her chest.

She turned to her mirror and gasped. The woman gasping back didn’t look like her at all. This woman was sexy, confident, almost dangerous.

Sophie: [image attached] I can’t believe this is me

Ava: HOLY SHIT GIRL 🔥🔥🔥 You’re wearing this tonight. Non-negotiable.

Sophie stared at herself longer, turning to see how the outfit looked from different angles. Her ass was clearly visible through the mesh, the red thong a bright beacon drawing the eye. The so-called shirt was tight enough that her nipples pressed against the fabric, clearly visible. She felt scandalized… and thrillingly alive.

Sophie: Evan would have a heart attack

Ava: Text him a pic. See what happens.

She hesitated, then took another photo, this one capturing her from the side, showing the curve of her ass through the mesh. She sent it to Evan with just a question mark.

His response was immediate.

Evan: WHAT. THE. FUCK.

Evan: Is that my girlfriend??

Sophie: The game sent it. VIP prize.

Evan: Do you plan to …

Sophie: Thinking about going to Throb with Ava tonight

Evan: Holy shit. Guys are going to be all over you.

She felt a flutter in her stomach at his words. Not anger or jealousy, but something that sounded like… excitement?

Sophie: Would that bother you?

Evan: It shouldn’t turn me on but… fuck. Send me updates if you go?

Sophie: Promise. Miss you ❤️

She spent the rest of the day in a state of nervous anticipation. She carefully shaved everything, applied her most expensive perfume between her breasts and at the pulse points of her wrists and neck, and did her makeup heavier than usual, with smoky eyes, glossy lips, and highlighter that caught the light when she moved.

At 10:30 PM, Ava arrived in an Uber, wearing a silver chainmail-style halter top that exposed most of her back and sides, paired with a white miniskirt that just about yelled “bend me over!” to anyone looking.

“Ready to make some bad decisions?” Ava asked, her eyes lighting up when she saw Sophie’s outfit. “Damn, that looks even better in person. Turn around.”

Sophie spun slowly, feeling both embarrassed and proud.

“The way that mesh shows off your ass is criminal,” Ava said with approval. “You’re going to have men offering to buy the whole bar for you.”

“I’ve never dressed like this in public before,” Sophie professed. She wasn’t ready to tell Ava about her earlier corner store adventure.

“That’s why we’re starting at Throb. It’s dark, it’s crowded, and nobody’s looking at your outfit for more than five seconds before they’re imagining taking it off.” Ava grinned. “Trust me.”

The ride to the club was a blur of Ava’s pep talk and Sophie’s racing heart. As they approached the entrance, the bass from inside vibrated along the damn sidewalk. Sophie noticed men in the line turning to look at them, eyes lingering shamelessly, and Sophie found herself strutting just as shamelessly.

A burly man with a neck tattoo gave Sophie a long, appreciative look before unhooking the velvet rope.

“First time at Throb?” he asked, his eyes fixed to the words on her chest.

“Is it that obvious?” Sophie replied, surprised at the flirty tone in her own voice.

“No, it’s just… I think I’d remember you,” he said with a wink. “Have fun in there. Don’t launch a thousand ships.”

Inside, the club was a pulsing mass of bodies, flashing colors hiding the truth across a packed dance floor. Sophie followed Ava to the bar, acutely aware of eyes tracking their movement. A man in a button-up shirt with the sleeves rolled up wasted no time. He stepped aside to make room for them, his gaze dropping to Sophie’s mesh skirt.

“What can I get you ladies?” he asked, seemingly addressing them both though his eyes never left Sophie.

“Two tequila shots and two vodka cranberries,” Ava answered for them. “Put it on his tab,” she added to the bartender, nodding toward the man.

He laughed, clearly delighted. “Happy to. I’m Derek.”

“I’m Ava, this is Sophie,” Ava introduced them. “She’s wearing that outfit for the first time tonight.”

Sophie felt her cheeks flush. “Ava!”

“What? It’s true. And based on how he’s looking at you, I’d say it’s working.” Ava winked.

Derek grinned. “Definitely working. ‘Play With Me,’ huh? That an invitation?”

Before Sophie could respond, a familiar voice cut through the music. “Sophie? Ava?”

Sophie turned to see Zoe pushing through the crowd toward them, dressed in a stylish, modest black dress with cutouts at the sides. Okay, relatively modest. Her eyes widened as she took in her friends’ outfits.

“Holy shit, what are you wearing?” Zoe’s gaze lingered on Sophie’s mesh skirt. “You can literally see everything.”

“It’s my VIP prize,” Sophie explained, suddenly feeling defensive.

Zoe’s face darkened. “I told you to delete that app, Sophie. Look what it’s doing to you! You look like—“

“Like what?” Ava challenged, stepping between them. “Like she’s having fun? Like she’s not afraid to look hot?”

“Because this isn’t her! This is that fucking game warping her mind.” Zoe grabbed Sophie’s arm. “Come on, I have a jacket in my car. You can cover up and still have fun.”

Sophie gently but firmly removed Zoe’s hand. “I appreciate the concern, but I like how I look. And before you ask, yes Evan knows.”

Derek raised an eyebrow.

“And he’s okay with it?” Zoe asked incredulously.

“More than okay,” Sophie said with a wicked smile.

Zoe scoffed. “When you’re ready to be serious, call me.” She walked away, disappearing into the crowd.

“Don’t let her kill your vibe,” Ava said, handing Sophie a shot. “To your first night as the new Sophie.”

They clinked glasses and Sophie downed the tequila, welcoming the burn in her throat. Derek passed them each a vodka cranberry, leaning close to be heard over the music.

“Dance with me?” he asked Sophie.

She glanced at Ava, who gave an encouraging nod. “Go. I’ll watch your drink.”

With her phone tucked into her hand, Sophie followed Derek to the dance floor. The DJ had shifted to a slow, grinding beat that had couples pressed close together. Derek placed his hands respectfully on her waist, but Sophie could feel his eyes devouring her, the words on her tank top a blaring dare.

As they moved to the music, Sophie typed a one-handed text to Evan.

Sophie: Guys already buying us drinks. One asked me to dance 💃

Evan’s reply came quickly.

Evan: Fuck that’s hot. Is he behaving?

Sophie: So far. Should I let him misbehave? 😘

Evan: Define misbehave…

Sophie put her phone away temporarily, focusing on Derek. He was attractive in a conventional way, with dark hair and a confident smile. As the music thumped, she deliberately moved closer, watching his eyes widen when she turned and pressed her back to his chest, the mesh skirt doing nothing to hide the curve of her ass against him.

“Damn,” he murmured against her ear. “You’re full of surprises.”

She could feel him hardening against her as they danced, his hands becoming more adventurous, sliding from her waist to her hips. The old Sophie would have pulled away, embarrassed. The new Sophie pressed back harder, enjoying the gasp it elicited from him.

After a few minutes, she excused herself, claiming she needed her drink. Instead, she found a quieter corner and texted Evan again.

Sophie: He got hard dancing with me. I could feel it against my ass through the mesh 🔥

Evan: Fuck. Are you okay?

Sophie: soaked

Evan: Christ. What are you going to do?

Sophie: Going back to dance with him. Maybe let him touch me more. Wish you were here though ❤️

She returned to find Derek waiting, two fresh drinks in hand. She accepted one gratefully, taking a long sip.

“Thought you might have ditched me,” he said with a smile.

“Just had to text my boyfriend,” Sophie replied, watching his expression change.

“Is he here?”

“No. He’s out of town.” She took another sip, feeling bold. “He knows I’m with you. He thinks it’s hot.”

Both of Derek’s eyebrows shot up. “Seriously? And what does he think is happening between us?”

“Right now? Just dancing. But he has quite an imagination.” Sophie finished her drink and took his hand. “Want to dance more?”

The dance floor had grown more crowded, bodies pressed together in the limited space. This time when they danced, Derek was more daring, his hands occasionally dipping low to feel the mesh covering her ass. Sophie just let herself enjoy grinding against him to the beat, her breathing quickening.

Sophie’s phone vibrated.

Evan: ??

She angled the phone to take a subtle photo of Derek’s hand on her hip, fingers just beginning to slide under the mesh.

Sophie: feels good

Evan: Let him. Tell me everything.

Permission granted, Sophie leaned back into Derek’s chest, turning her head to speak directly into his ear.

“You can touch me more if you want,” she told him. “I’ll tell you when to stop.”

His hands immediately became more adventurous, one hand sliding up to brush the underside of her breasts through the tank top, the other venturing down to cup her ass through the mesh. The sensation of being touched so intimately in public was intoxicating. Sophie closed her eyes, feeling the music and the caresses wash over her.

When she opened them again, she spotted a new text.

Evan: Are you fucking him tonight?

The question sent a jolt through her. She knew she wouldn’t—that wasn’t what this was about. But the idea that Evan was thinking about it, maybe imagining it…

Sophie: No, dirty boy. But he might make me come on the dance floor

Evan: Jesus Christ Soph. I’m so hard right now.

Sophie pressed her ass harder against Derek, feeling and hearing him groan against her neck. His fingers were tracing patterns on her upper thighs now, occasionally dipping under the hem of the mesh skirt but not yet exploring further. She was achingly wet from the taboo touching, and knowing Evan was also getting off on it.

“You’re driving me crazy,” Derek murmured. “What’s your boyfriend going to think if I do this?” His hand slid higher, cupping her mound through the red thong. Sophie gasped, her body jerking against his touch.

“He’ll want all the details,” she managed to say, voice strained. She reached for her phone again. She couldn’t manage a clear photo, not with Derek’s fingers now stroking her through the thin fabric, finding her clit with surprising accuracy. Instead, she typed with trembling fingers.

Sophie: He’s doing it.

Evan: Are you serious right now? You’re going to come on the dance floor??

Sophie: May be sowet

She was building quickly toward orgasm, the combination of danger, exposure, and Derek’s skillful touches pushing her to the edge faster than she’d expected. But something held her back—she wanted Evan to be part of this in a more direct way.

“I need the ladies’ room,” she gasped to Derek, pulling away despite his disappointed look. “Save my spot?”

He nodded, clearly hoping she’d return. Sophie wound her way through the crowd toward the bathrooms, texting as she walked.

Sophie: Going to bathroom. Want a video call? I want you to watch.

Evan: YES.

The women’s bathroom had a line, but Sophie discovered a single-occupancy gender-neutral bathroom around the corner with no wait. Thank God. She slipped inside, locked the door, and immediately called Evan.

His face appeared on screen, flushed and eager.

“Hi, baby,” she whispered, propping the phone against the wall mirror and stepping back so he could see her outfit. “Can you see me?”

“I can see everything,” he groaned. “You look fucking obscene.”

Sophie turned slowly, showing him how the mesh skirt was almost illegal.

“Show me how wet you are,” Evan said, his voice rough.

Sophie hooked her fingers in the red thong and slowly pulled it aside, revealing a slick and swollen bald pussy.

“Fuuuck,” Evan moaned. She could see his arm moving rhythmically, knew he was stroking himself. “Touch yourself?”

Sophie leaned back against the wall, spreading her legs slightly. She began circling her clit with two fingers, gasping at how sensitive she already was. “I was so close on the dance floor,” she panted. “His fingers were right here, touching me through the thong. Everyone around us, dios mio.”

“You love it, huh?” Evan asked, his breathing ragged as he watched her through the screen.

Sophie bit her lip, feeling a rush of heat between her legs at his words. “Yes,” she admitted, her fingers moving faster over her sensitive flesh. “But I like that you know about it. That you’re the one watching me. That…oh god…that I get to come for you.”

She slid her fingers lower, coating them in her wetness before returning to circle her clit. On the screen, she saw Evan’s hand moving frantically, his eyes dark with desire.

“I’m close,” she whimpered, wanting to hear his voice. “Talk dirty to me.”

Evan’s eyes flicked to the screen, taking in her outfit. “You look so fucking hot. That slutty little outfit, letting strangers touch you. Everyone out there wanting a taste of you.”

Sophie’s hips jerked involuntarily at his words, her breath coming in short gasps. She slipped her free hand under her tank top, pinching her nipple hard as she imagined those strangers’ hands on her. “Yes,” she gasped. “Oh god, I’m gonna come.”

“Do it,” Evan urged, his voice hoarse. “Come for me, you slutty, sexy girl.”

Her orgasm pierced through her with a knee-buckling force. “Oh god, oh fuck, oh god yes,” she cried out, her voice echoing in the small bathroom. Her legs trembled, her tits trembled, her morals trembled. Her fingers frantically worked to extend the sensation. “Mmmm, yes, yes, ohhhh,” she moaned, not caring if anyone outside could hear.

Evan came moments later, grunting her name, his face contorting in pleasure. “Fuck, Sophie, fuck, fuck, uhhhhh,” he groaned, his breath coming in harsh gasps.

For a moment, they just stared at each other through the screen, panting and flushed.

“Are you going back out there? To him?” Evan asked.

Sophie considered it. “No. I got what I wanted.” She smiled into the camera.

“God, I love you,” Evan said with feeling.

“I love you too. I should get back to Ava though. Let her know I didn’t go home with some random guy.”

Evan laughed. “Tell her I said thanks… for being a good friend.”

* * *

A few days later, Sophie lounged on one of the deck chairs on Evan’s modest balcony, enjoying the late afternoon sun on her bare legs. His fifth-floor apartment overlooked the building’s parking lot. Not exactly scenic, but private enough that she felt comfortable in her short sundress, especially since the neighboring balconies were empty.

Evan handed her a glass of chilled rosé before settling into the chair beside her. “So, show me what you’ve been up to in that game,” he said, nodding at her phone. “You’ve been pretty secretive about your latest designs.”

“Have I?” Sophie smiled, taking a sip of wine. The game had become a frequent ritual now, one she found herself thinking about even during work meetings. “I don’t think I’m being secretive… I’m just not sure you can handle my creative vision.”

“Try me,” Evan said, his eyes bright with interest.

Sophie opened the Tandra app, swiping to her collection of winning outfits. “They’ve added this new feature where you can see 3D animations of your avatar wearing the outfits,” she explained, turning the screen toward him. “It’s pretty cool.”

Evan leaned closer as Sophie tapped on her first winning design: the faux leather skirt and purple satin camisole that had started it all. On screen, a digitized version of Sophie, slightly more glamorous but recognizably her, twirled in the outfit, the skirt rising to reveal a hint of her ass.

“That was your first win, right?” Evan asked, his gaze intensifying. “The one you wore at game night.”

“Mmhmm,” Sophie hummed, scrolling to the next. “Then this one came a week later.”

The avatar displayed the sheer mesh crop top with tight denim cutoffs and those goth-girl stockings that Evan had particularly enjoyed. Sophie glanced over, noticing the way his posture had shifted, how he angled his body toward her.

He gets hard so fast now whenever I bring up the game, she thought with a ripple of satisfaction. I wonder how far I can push this?

“I’ve gotten more creative since then,” she said, scrolling further. “This was last week’s submission.”

The animation showed her avatar in a crimson latex mini dress with cutouts at the hip bones that implied a lack of underwear, paired with strappy black platform heels that laced up to mid-thigh.

“Did you get that one delivered yet?” Evan asked, his voice noticeably lower.

“Yesterday,” Sophie replied, watching his reaction carefully. “I haven’t tried it on.”

“You should,” he said quickly, then cleared his throat. “I mean, if you want to.”

Sophie smiled, scrolling to the most recent design that had won the previous night: a black mesh bodysuit with strategic opaque panels that just barely covered her nipples and crotch, paired with thigh-high vinyl boots.

“This is my current favorite,” she said innocently. “The judges loved it. Said it was ‘boldly unapologetic.’”

Evan stared at the screen, transfixed. Sophie could see his erection straining against his shorts now, not even attempting to hide it.

“I added a personal touch,” she continued, tapping to zoom in on the collar around her avatar’s neck: a thin black band with a small silver charm that read “SLUT” in tiny letters. “Cute, right?”

“Cute,” he echoed weakly.

Sophie set her wine glass down and slid from her chair to stand behind him. She bent forward, letting her hair brush against his ear. “Want to know something else?”

“What?” he asked, voice tight.

“I’m not wearing anything under this dress.”

His reaction was immediate: a sharp intake of breath, his hands gripping her hips. Sophie trailed her fingers along his shoulders, loving the power she had in this moment. Something about the game had awakened a part of her that had always been dormant, a boldness she never knew she possessed.

“Is that… is that part of a game outfit?” Evan managed.

“No,” Sophie whispered against his ear. “That’s just for you.”

She moved around to face him, standing between his legs. “I’ve been thinking about the other night,” she said, running her hands through his dark hair. “About the club, and that guy, and how much you liked hearing about it.”

Evan’s eyes darkened. “I liked it a little too much,” he admitted.

“Well, maybe,” Sophie said, pulling her sundress up slightly to straddle him on the chair. “I could tell from how fast you came when I called you.”

“Fuck,” Evan groaned, his hands automatically finding her bare thighs.

Sophie rolled her hips against his erection, separated only by the thin fabric of his shorts. “Do you want to know what I’ve been fantasizing about?”

“Yes,” he gasped, in between kisses.

“I keep imagining being back at that club,” she whispered, continuing the slow grind against him. “But wearing something even sluttier… maybe that mesh bodysuit with just those tiny panels covering me up.”

“Jesus,” Evan breathed, sliding his hands up to cup her ass. “You’d cause a riot.”

“That’s what I want,” Sophie confessed, the words slipping out before she could consider them. But they felt true… thrillingly, terrifyingly true. “I want them all looking. I want them wanting.”

How far have I gone? she wondered fleetingly. Three months ago, I would never have said something like that.

“What else?” Evan asked, his breathing quickening.

Sophie pulled her sundress over her head, leaving her completely naked on his balcony. The air felt wonderfully naughty against her skin. The risk of being seen from the distant buildings was a new perverse thrill.

“Sophie,” Evan exhaled, his eyes wide as she unbuttoned his shorts and freed his cock.

“I’m going to ride you right here,” she said, positioning herself over him. “And I’m going to tell you exactly what I want strangers to do to me.”

She sank down on him in one slow, deliberate movement, letting out a throaty moan as he filled her. “Ohhh… fuck yes,” she sighed, adjusting to the sensation.

“Someone’s going to see,” Evan warned, but his hands were guiding her hips, clearly excited by the possibility.

“I don’t care,” Sophie said, beginning to move. “Ahhh, that feels so good.”

She found a slow rhythm, rising and falling on his cock while keeping his ear close. Anyone looking up from below would see her naked back, might even realize what she was doing.

“So, imagine,” she continued, voice breathy with exertion, “I’m dancing in that outfit, and men keep… nnffff… brushing against me, touching me like—ohhh—like it’s accidental.”

“Uhhh, fuck,” Evan groaned, thrusting upward to meet her movements.

“I lean into it,” she went on. “They’re getting bolder, whispering things in my ear. Filthy things.”

“Like what?” Evan urged, then bit his lower lip.

Sophie’s pace quickened, her breasts bouncing with each movement. “They tell me I’m a dirty… fucking… slut,” she said, watching his reaction carefully. “How my tits look perfect for grabbing, how my ass is begging to be spanked.”

“God, Sophie,” Evan gasped, his eyes glued to her body.

“Then one of them grabs my ass,” she continued, grinding down harder. “Mmmmm, right in the middle of the club. And I like it.”

Evan’s breathing grew ragged. Sophie reached for her phone, opening the app again. “Look,” she commanded, showing him the screen while continuing to ride him. “This is what I’d be wearing.”

The animation showed her avatar in the mesh bodysuit, turning slowly to display how it clung to every curve, how the opaque panels barely preserved her modesty.

“You’d really wear that?” Evan asked, his voice strained with arousal.

“Yes,” Sophie moaned, feeling herself getting closer to climax. “Ahhh, I’d wear it for you… for them… ohhh god…”

“What happens next?” Evan urged, thrusting up harder. “In the club.”

Sophie closed her eyes, letting the fantasy build. “Another man comes up behind me, presses against me. I’m sandwiched between them, feeling their hands all over me.”

“Fuck, fuck, fuck,” Evan chanted, his movements becoming more urgent.

“They pull the panels aside,” Sophie whispered, her free hand finding her clit. “Everyone can see my tits now, my pussy… ohhhh…”

She circled her clit faster, feeling her orgasm approaching. “One of them bends me over right there… uhhh… says he’s going to fuck me in front of everyone…”

“Yes,” Evan hissed.

“They take turns with me,” Sophie gasped, slamming herself down and up and down. “Using my mouth, my pussy, my ass… passing me around like… like I’m just a cum dump…”

Oh god, where are these thoughts coming from? she wondered distantly, even as the fantasy drove her closer to the edge. Have I always wanted this?

“You’d let them fuck your ass?” Evan asked breathlessly. “Right there in public?”

“Yes,” Sophie moaned, the admission sending a new wave of arousal through her. “Ahhh… yes, I’d let them do anything. I’d be their perfect little slut. Their dirty whore. Their… unngh… cock sleeve.”

Evan’s grip tightened almost painfully. “Fuck, I’m getting close,” he warned.

“Wait,” Sophie gasped, showing him her phone again. She scrolled to a different outfit: a vinyl micro-dress with a zipper down the front that was partially undone in the animation. “This one… this one would be easy to pull up… to fuck me from behind while I’m bent over…”

“Jesus Christ,” Evan groaned, his hips jerking erratically. “Uhhh, uhhh, fuck…”

“They’d all watch,” Sophie continued, her words coming faster now, her pulse racing with each confession. “Everyone in the club seeing me getting used, hearing me beg for more… nnnngh…” Her imagination was vivid—strangers’ eyes on her body, the heat of their stares almost as tangible as Evan beneath her.

“Yes, yes,” Evan panted, his control slipping, fingers digging into her hips. “They’d all know what a slut you are.”

“Your slut,” Sophie corrected, grinding her clit against him desperately, needing that extra friction. “Showing everyone my dirty whore cunt—ahhh!” The words felt filthy and perfect on her tongue.

She felt her orgasm building, that exquisite tension ready to snap, coiling tighter in her lower belly. “Think about me getting fucked by strangers while you watch… ohhhh god, Evan!” Her thighs trembled with the effort of maintaining her rhythm.

“Fuck, that’s hot,” Evan groaned, his own climax clearly imminent, his eyes half-lidded and intense. “Such a nasty little slut.”

“Yes! Yes! Yes!” Sophie cried out, no longer caring who might hear. Her orgasm crashed through her, making her whole body shake and convulse. “Ohhhhhhh! Fuck! Fuck! Nnnngh!”

“I’m coming,” Evan gasped, his hips bucking wildly beneath her, his hands gripping her with bruising intensity. “Gonna fill up your slutty pussy… uhhhhh… GOD!”

He grunted with each pulse of his orgasm, holding her firmly in place as he emptied himself inside her, sharing everything he could. “Ahhh… fuck… nnnh…”

They stayed locked together, panting and sweaty. Sophie collapsed forward against his chest, feeling him still twitching inside her, savoring the intimate aftershocks that connected them.

“Holy shit,” Evan finally managed, his arms wrapping around her back.

Sophie nodded against his shoulder, her mind spinning with what had just happened. She’d never talked like that before, never even allowed herself to think those thoughts. And yet they had come so naturally, had turned both of them on so powerfully.

“Was it too much?” she asked quietly, suddenly uncertain. “The things I said?”

“No,” Evan replied immediately, his hand stroking her back. “God no. It was fucking incredible.”

Sophie lifted her head to look at him. What she saw in his eyes wasn’t just post-orgasmic satisfaction, but something deeper—a hunger, a need that hadn’t been fully satisfied.

He’s hooked, she realized with a mixture of triumph and trepidation. And so am I.

Sophie smiled, reaching for her phone again. “There’s a new tournament starting tonight,” she said, scrolling through the categories. “The theme is ‘night heat.’”

Evan’s semi-hard cock twitched inside her. “You should definitely enter,” he murmured, his hands finding her breasts.

“I was thinking,” Sophie said, gasping softly as he rolled her nipples between his fingers, “that maybe you could help me design something this time.”


Chapter 10: Peeling Back the Layers

Sophie cradled her coffee mug between her palms. Evan sat across from her at his small kitchen table, his hair still messy from sleep, glasses slightly askew on his face. A comfortable silence hung between them, though Sophie could feel the weight of unspoken thoughts.

“We should probably talk about yesterday,” she said finally, meeting his eyes. “About everything that’s been happening.”

Evan nodded, rubbing the back of his neck. “Yeah… yeah.”

Sophie took a deep breath. “I’ve been changing, Evan. I feel like I’m discovering parts of myself I never knew existed, desires I never let myself acknowledge.” She paused, gathering her courage. “And I want to explore them.”

“With other people,” Evan said quietly. It wasn’t a question.

“Yes,” she admitted, her heart racing. “But not instead of you, Evan. With you as my anchor.”

She reached across the table and took his hand. His skin was warm against hers, familiar in a way that grounded her even as she spoke of walking into unknown territory.

“I don’t want to lose you,” he said, his voice catching slightly.

“You won’t,” Sophie replied firmly. “That’s what I’m trying to say. I want to experience things, yes. The fantasies we’ve been sharing, the things we’ve been talking about during sex… I want to try some of them for real.”

Evan’s eyes never left hers. “And then what?”

“And then I come home to you,” she said, squeezing his hand. “Always. You’re not my… how do I put this… safety net. You’re my choice. My partner. My home.”

She watched his face carefully as he processed her words. The silence stretched for several moments before he spoke again.

“You know, most guys would run for the hills right now,” he said with a small, nervous laugh.

“You’re not most guys,” Sophie smiled. “And honestly, we both know how much the idea turns you on.”

A flush crept up his neck. “It does,” he admitted. “But fantasy and reality are different things.”

“We’ll set boundaries,” Sophie assured him. “Rules we both agree on. And we’ll talk about everything, before and after.” She watched as something shifted in his expression, acceptance slowly replacing uncertainty.

“I love you,” he said softly. “That’s not changing.”

“I love you too,” Sophie replied, feeling a wave of relief wash over her. “Thank you for understanding.”

Evan smiled, a hint of mischief returning to his eyes. “So, this deal… when does it start?”

* * *

Dim lighting greeted Sophie’s eyes as she stepped onto the rooftop terrace. The October breeze carried just enough chill to make her hyperaware of how exposed she truly was beneath the red fishnet dress that was doing little more than shaping her silhouette. She adjusted the diamond collar around her neck, fingers tracing over the small charm that read “Try Me.” Six months ago, she would have died before wearing something so lewd in public. Now, there was only excitement.

“You look absolutely sinful,” Ava whispered, appearing beside her with two champagne flutes. Her friend was dressed in a black latex bodysuit, her eyes rimmed with smoky shadow that made her look like a predator. But the kind of predator you’d run toward.

Sophie accepted the glass and took a sip. “This outfit is wild, even for the game,” she admitted. “When it arrived yesterday, I almost didn’t believe it was real.”

“Grand Prize of the season,” Ava purred with a knowing smile. “You earned it.”

Sophie felt a flutter in her stomach as she surveyed the party. The rooftop was illuminated with string lights that cast a golden glow across everything, making the scene look almost dreamlike. About thirty people mingled around, a mix of stylish men and women holding drinks, laughing, some dancing to the low, throbbing music. She recognized a few faces from the Tandra app’s VIP section: players who had scored consistently high enough to receive invitations to these exclusive gatherings.

Sophie took another sip of champagne, well, more of a gulp. Her phone buzzed in her small clutch purse. She pulled it out to find a text from Evan.

Evan: At the party yet? Can’t wait to hear ALL about it later.

A warm flush spread through her body. Even now, after months of pushing boundaries together, the thrill of Evan’s encouragement made her feel both safe and dangerously alive. She sent back a quick reply:

Sophie: Just arrived. The outfit is already turning heads. I’ll have stories for you tonight…

She tucked her phone away and looked back at Ava. Ava squeezed her hand. “Remember our signal if you want to stop?”

Sophie nodded. They’d discussed this extensively: three quick taps on any surface meant immediate end to whatever was happening. No questions asked.

“Then let’s introduce you around,” Ava said, leading Sophie deeper into the party.

For the next hour, Sophie mingled, acutely aware of the eyes that lingered on her body. She chatted with a tall man named Tom whose gaze kept dropping to her barely covered breasts, practically drooling, and a woman called Jasmine who complimented her collar with a knowing smile. Each interaction left Sophie feeling more and more aroused, her skin super-sensitive beneath the fishnet material.

“Having fun?” Ava whispered when they had a moment alone.

“Yes,” Sophie admitted. “I keep thinking about Evan, how I’ll tell him about all these people looking at me.”

“And what about the rest of our plans for tonight?” Ava asked, her voice low. “Still want to go through with it?”

Sophie took a deep breath and nodded. “Yes. I’ve been thinking about it for weeks.”

Ava had that predator look again. “Then it’s time. Follow me.”

The two besties moved toward a more secluded section of the rooftop, partially hidden by potted trees and privacy screens. A small group of men stood chatting, drinks in hand. Sophie counted five of them—all attractive, well-dressed, ranging from mid-twenties to perhaps forty. Do they play, too? If not, how’d they get invited?

“Gentlemen,” Ava greeted them. “This is Sophie, tonight’s special guest.”

The men turned, their conversations halting as they took in Sophie’s appearance. She felt their gazes like physical touches against her skin, and she fought the urge to cover herself. Instead, she straightened her shoulders and cocked a hip, encouraging the ogling.

This is what you wanted, she reminded herself. To be seen. To be desired. To be irresistible.

“Sophie has this fantasy,” Ava continued smoothly. “One that you might be able to help with, if you’re interested.”

One of the men, dark-haired with a neatly trimmed beard, stepped forward. “And what might that fantasy be?”

Sophie felt her mouth go dry. Despite all her mental preparation, speaking the words aloud seemed impossible. Ava sensed her hesitation and placed a reassuring hand on the small of her back.

“She wants to be blindfolded,” Ava explained in her silkiest voice. “She wants to take each of you into her mouth, not knowing who’s who. And she wants to be recorded doing it.”

The men exchanged glances, and Sophie could see the interest spark in their eyes. The trim beard man looked directly at her.

“Is that true?” he asked.

Sophie found her voice at last. “Yes,” she said, surprised by how steady she sounded. “That’s exactly what I want.”

“You can call me Daniel,” the bearded man said. “These are my friends—Jordan, Lee, Brian, and Trent.”

Sophie nodded, trying to memorize their faces, knowing soon she wouldn’t be able to see them at all. The anticipation made her pussy throb beneath the thin material of her thong.

“We have a few rules,” Ava interjected, pulling a silk scarf from her purse. “I’ll be here the entire time. Sophie has a safe signal if she wants to stop.”

The men nodded in agreement, and Sophie felt a surge of gratitude for Ava’s clear boundaries help.

“Ready?” Ava asked softly, holding up the black silk scarf.

Sophie nodded, her heart hammering so goddamn loudly. “Yes.”

Ava stepped behind her, carefully placing the silk over Sophie’s eyes. The world went dark as Ava tied it securely, leaving Sophie in a warm void. Soon, her other senses heightened: the sounds of breathing around her, the faint jazz from the party, the scent of cologne and the night air.

“Can you see anything?” Ava checked.

“No,” Sophie replied, her voice slightly trembling.

“Good girl,” Ava whispered in her ear. “Now get on your knees. Show these men what that pretty mouth can do.”

Good girl. The words sent a shock of pleasure through Sophie’s body. She carefully lowered herself to her knees, the concrete of the rooftop pressing against her skin through the fishnet dress. She heard movement around her, the rustle of clothing, the clink of belt buckles.

“Open your mouth,” Ava instructed gently.

Sophie parted her lips, feeling vulnerable and powerful all at once. In the darkness behind the blindfold, she imagined Evan watching, imagined telling him later about how she knelt before these strangers, offering herself to them.

Such a filthy slut, she thought to herself. Desperate to be used by men you don’t even know.

The thought made her even wetter.

The first touch came as a surprise. Warm fingers caressed her chin, tilting her face upward. Then the unmistakable feel of a cock head pressing against her lips. Sophie opened wider, letting the stranger slide into her mouth. He was thick, filling her mouth immediately. She heard a groan from above her.

“Fuck, her mouth is perfect,” a voice murmured. Not Daniel’s—someone else’s.

Sophie began to suck, falling into a rhythm that she hoped would make him super-hard. She hollowed her cheeks, running her tongue along the underside of the cock, rewarded by another groan from above. The anonymity of it all made her feel disconnected from herself in the most liberating way. She wasn’t Sophie the marketing assistant, or Sophie the girlfriend… she was just a mouth, a vessel for pleasure.

“Listen to those sexy sounds,” Ava whispered somewhere close to her ear. “You’re such a natural cocksucker, Sophie.”

The crude words made Sophie moan around the shaft in her mouth, creating vibrations that caused the man to gasp. She sucked harder, faster, using her tongue to trace patterns along the sensitive skin.

In her mind’s eye, she was her glamorous digital avatar self, kneeling on the runway as the men stood in line, impatiently waiting to use her to get off.

“I think he’s getting close,” Ava observed. “Are you going to swallow like a good girl?”

Yes, Sophie thought desperately. I want to taste him. I want to taste all of them.

As if reading her thoughts, Ava’s hand found its way between Sophie’s legs, rubbing lightly over the fishnet and thong that barely covered her pussy. “So wet already,” Ava commented. “You really are a little slut for this, aren’t you?”

Sophie moaned in agreement, the sound muffled by the cock thrusting more urgently into her mouth. She relaxed her throat, taking him deeper, lightly caressing his balls.

“Fuck, I’m gonna come,” the man above her groaned.

Ava’s fingers pressed more firmly against Sophie’s clit through the fabric. “Swallow it all, Sophie. Show everyone what a good little cumslut you are.”

The cock in Sophie’s mouth pulsed, and then she felt the hot splash of cum against her tongue and throat. She swallowed reflexively, again and again, drinking down everything the stranger gave her. When he finally pulled away, she gasped for air, lips feeling swollen and sensitive.

“One down,” Ava said, her voice playful. “Four to go. Who’s next?”

Sophie barely had time to catch her breath before another cock pressed against her lips. This one was longer, not quite as thick. She opened for it willingly, moaning as it slid over her tongue.

“Look at her taking it so eagerly,” someone commented. “Did you get that on camera?”

“Every second,” another voice replied.

The knowledge that they were filming her, that this moment was being captured forever, sent another rush of wetness between Sophie’s thighs. Ava’s fingers continued their teasing, never quite giving Sophie the pressure she craved, keeping her on edge.

“You love knowing they’re recording you, don’t you?” Ava whispered. “Such an exhibitionist. What would people think if they knew sweet little Sophie loved being used like this?”

They’d think I’m a whore, Sophie thought, the degradation only heightening her arousal. A cumslut on her knees, begging for a fix.

The second man grabbed her hair, guiding her movements more forcefully than the first. Sophie surrendered to his control, letting him set the pace, focusing on breathing through her nose as he pushed deeper. She could hear the wet, obscene sounds her mouth made—slurp, gulp, mmmph—as she worked to please him.

“Fuck, the noises she makes,” the man groaned. “Born to suck dick.”

Maybe I was, Sophie thought hazily. Maybe this is what I’ve always been meant for.

When the second man came, it was with less warning, a sudden flood down her throat that made her cough slightly. But she recovered quickly, swallowing everything, pride blooming in her chest at being able to take it all.

The third man approached almost immediately, his cock pressing against her lips while the taste of the previous man still lingered on her tongue. This cock was curved, presenting a new challenge as Sophie adjusted her technique to accommodate its shape. Ava’s fingers never stopped their teasing, bringing Sophie to the edge over and over without letting her tip over. Bitch.

“You’re doing so well,” Ava praised. “Three men using your mouth, and you’re taking it all so beautifully. I bet you’re dying to come, aren’t you?”

Sophie whimpered around the cock in her mouth, trying to nod.

“Not yet,” Ava said firmly. “Not until all five have finished. Then maybe, if you’ve been good enough.”

The denial only intensified Sophie’s arousal. Her jaw was beginning to ache, her lips feeling bruised and sensitive, but she didn’t want to stop. Each new cock in her mouth was a fresh challenge, a new opportunity to prove herself.

The third man finished with a series of grunts, pumping his release onto Sophie’s tongue. She swallowed dutifully, her mind growing hazy with pleasure and the surreal nature of the situation.

“Four,” Ava announced, and another man stepped forward.

This one was gentler at first, sliding slowly between Sophie’s lips, letting her adjust to his size. But then he began to thrust more forcefully, his cock hitting the back of her throat. Sophie fought against her gag reflex, tears forming beneath the blindfold, but she didn’t pull away. Instead, she relaxed her throat further, taking him deeper.

“That’s it,” Ava encouraged. “Take him all the way. Show everyone you’re a perfect cocksucking whore.”

Sophie felt a strange pride at the praise, at being able to please these men, at knowing Evan would be turned on by every detail she shared later. The fourth man came with a shout, his cum shooting directly down her throat.

As the fifth and final man approached, Sophie could hear the others talking, commenting on her performance, the camera beeps from their phones catching her at different angles, maybe using slow-motion, who knows? She was floating in a haze of lust and surrender, her jaw aching, her pussy throbbing desperately from Ava’s relentless teasing.

“Last one, Sophie,” Ava said. “Make it count.”

The final cock pressed against her lips, and Sophie opened willingly, taking him into her mouth with a moan. This one was the thickest of all, stretching her lips wide. She could taste the precum leaking from the tip, salty and bitter on her tongue.

“Mmmmm,” she moaned around his girth, her tongue working to please him.

“God, look at her,” the man above her groaned. “Fuckin’ loving it.”

“She really is,” Ava agreed, her fingers finally slipping beneath Sophie’s thong to touch her directly. “She’s literally dripping wet. Aren’t you, Sophie?”

Sophie moaned in agreement, the direct touch to her clit almost unbearable after so much teasing. She sucked harder, desperate to finish the last man, desperate for her own release.

“Tell her what a good slut she is,” Ava suggested to the man using Sophie’s mouth.

“Such a good fucking slut,” he complied, his voice strained. “Taking my cock so deep. Better than any whore on the street.”

The casual misogyny sent another rush of wetness between Sophie’s thighs. She hollowed her cheeks, sucking harder, using every trick she knew to bring him to climax.

“I’m gonna come,” the man warned, his voice tight.

“Get ready, slut,” Ava whispered. “After he finishes, you get your reward.”

Sophie redoubled her efforts, moaning and slurping around the thick cock as it thrust between her lips. With a final groan, the man stiffened, and Sophie felt the familiar pulse as his release flooded her mouth. She swallowed eagerly, not spilling a drop, feeling pride like a marathon runner at the finish line.

As the final man withdrew, Sophie knelt there, breathing heavily, blindfolded and waiting. She could hear the men muttering appreciatively.

“You did perfectly,” Ava praised, her fingers still working against Sophie’s clit. “Five big loads of cum. Such a good girl. Are you ready for your reward?”

“Yes,” Sophie gasped, her throat hoarse from use. “Please, Ava. I need to come.”

“I know you do,” Ava said softly. “But first…”

With gentle fingers, Ava untied the blindfold, slowly removing it from Sophie’s eyes. Sophie blinked, adjusting to the dim rooftop lighting, and saw five men recording her. Her slutty submission was immortalized on their devices.

“Look at them,” Ava whispered, her fingers moving faster against Sophie’s clit. “Look at how they’ve been watching you, filming you. Showing everyone what a perfect, eager cocksucker you are.”

Sophie couldn’t look away from the phones pointed at her, couldn’t process the magnitude of what she’d done, of what she’d allowed to be recorded. She felt helpless, but simultaneously powerful.

I did it, she thought. I pleased all of them. I’m the star of their secret porn.

“Come for them, now,” Ava commanded, pressing firmly against her clit.

Sophie couldn’t have resisted if she wanted to. The combination of Ava’s skilled fingers, the men’s hungry gazes, and the knowledge that they were still recording pushed her over the edge. Her orgasm swept through her body, making her cry out, her back arching, her thighs trembling. Her mind went blank, overcome by sensation.

“Ohhhh god, ohhhhh god, yes, yes, yes,” she moaned, not caring how she looked, not caring about anything except the waves of pleasure washing through her. She could hear the men’s smug approval, their low whistles and murmurs of appreciation. Their phones remained steady, capturing every second of her surrender. Her body pulsed with aftershocks as she gasped for breath, her skin flushed and glistening with a fine sheen of sweat.

As the intensity of her orgasm gradually subsided, Sophie became aware of Ava’s arm supporting her, preventing her from collapsing completely. She was panting, her body covered in a light sheen of sweat beneath the fishnet dress, her mind slowly clearing from the fog of her unleashed lust.

“Beautiful,” Ava murmured, helping Sophie to her feet. “Absolutely beautiful.”

Sophie stood on shaky legs, surveying the men who were finally lowering their phones. They looked at her with expressions of awe and she felt a strange sense of accomplishment.

“Thank you, gentlemen,” Ava said smoothly. “I think our Sophie needs a moment to collect herself.”

As Ava guided her toward a bench, Sophie found herself imagining Evan’s reaction when she described tonight’s events in explicit detail. Five different men using her mouth, being recorded during her most vulnerable moment… he’s gonna love it.

“Was it everything you hoped for?” Ava asked quietly.

Sophie nodded, touching her tender lips gently with her fingertips. “Everything and more,” she admitted. “I can’t wait to tell my boyfriend.”

◆◆◆

Was that good for you, too?
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Her Master’s Thesis


Chapter 1: The Archives

The university archives smelled of dust and slow decay, clinging to paper left too long in the dark. Livia traced her fingers along the spines of crumbling leather-bound volumes, the weight of centuries pressing against her fingertips.

Professor Ellsworth stood a few shelves away, his back to her, methodically examining a stack of manuscripts. The sharp line of his shoulders beneath his tweed jacket betrayed no impatience, but she knew him well enough to recognize the way his fingers lingered a fraction too long before turning a page. He was waiting for her to finish, though he’d never say so.

He thinks I’m dawdling.

She wasn’t. Not exactly. But there was something about the archives that made her want to linger, to press her palms against the past and feel its pulse.

Then her fingers brushed against something unexpected: a wooden box tucked behind a row of unremarkable theological commentaries. It was small, unassuming, but the moment she lifted it, the weight felt wrong. Too light. She turned it over, running her thumb along the seam, and felt the faintest give.

A false bottom.

Whoa.

Carefully, she pried it open. Inside lay a slender codex, its cover unmarked, the leather supple despite its age. The scent of old incense and beeswax rose from it, warm and faintly sweet. She hesitated, glancing toward Ellsworth. He hadn’t noticed.

The first few pages were dense with Latin, the script precise and scholarly. But as she turned further, the text shifted—strange, curling symbols she didn’t recognize, looping across the vellum like tendrils of smoke. And then, near the end, a single phrase in rough, uneven lettering:

For divine unlocking.

She mouthed the words, barely a whisper.

A shiver ran up her spine, sudden and electric. Her skin prickled, the sensation spreading like heat beneath her sweater.

What the—?

She snapped the codex shut, but the warmth lingered.

Ellsworth cleared his throat.

Livia turned, clutching the book to her chest. His gaze flicked to her hands, then back to her face.

“Find something?” he asked, voice dry as the pages around them.

She swallowed. “I’m not sure.”

His eyebrow arched, just slightly.

He knows I’m lying.

But he didn’t press. Instead, he adjusted his glasses with one long finger and said, “Well. If it will help with your thesis, feel free.”

Her grip tightened on the codex.

* * *

My fingers brush against silk—no, not silk… parchment, but it moves like fabric. It’s sliding between my fingers, whispering secrets in a language I’ve never heard. But my body hears it. The words are warm. They press against my lips, my throat, my wrists, and I don’t resist when they guide me forward, into the flickering dark.

Candlelight licks the walls, painting shadows that twist and arch like bodies in supplication. There are voices that don’t quite reach my ears… they’re lower, deeper, humming through the stone beneath my feet. Oh, I’m not wearing shoes. I don’t remember taking them off. The air is damp here, heavy with salt… and something sweeter, like musk and honey… and the sharp tang of arousal.

A woman stands at the center of the room, her back to me, her hair extending down her spine. She turns, just slightly, and the light catches the curve of her cheek, the fullness of her lips. She’s speaking, but the words dissolve before they reach me, leaving only the shape of her mouth, the way her tongue flicks against her teeth. My skin tightens. I want to taste the syllables she’s making.

Hands touch me… not hers, but others, soft and sure, sliding up my arms, my waist, peeling away layers I didn’t know I was wearing. Cool air brushes my nipples, and I gasp, but the sound is swallowed by a chorus of sighs. The woman raises her hands, and the room shifts. Bodies press closer, skin gleaming in the candlelight, mouths open, thighs parted. A woman kneels before another, her head tilted back as fingers twist in her hair, guiding her down, down, and the wet sound of her pleasure is absorbed in the stone walls.

I should be shocked. I should pull away. But my legs are trembling, and my pulse is everywhere, between my thighs, behind my knees, in the hollow of my throat. The woman’s eyes find mine, and she smiles. Her fingers trace the air, and suddenly I’m moving, drawn forward as if by invisible ropes. The urge between my legs is uncontrollable, a slow, insistent throb that matches the rhythm of the chanting—is there chanting? I can’t tell anymore. The air is thick with them, with the slick sounds of fingers and tongues and the wet, open mouths of women who know exactly what they want.

The priestess reaches for me, and her touch finds my spirit. Her thumb brushes my lower lip, and I part for her without thinking, my tongue darting out to taste her skin. Salt. Myrrh. Power. She murmurs something, and the knowledge slips inside me, curling around my ribs, settling low in my belly. My hips jerk forward, seeking friction, but there’s only air, only the ache, only the way her gaze drops to my breasts, my stomach, lower—

A hand—whose?—slides between my legs, and I cry out, but the sound is lost in the moans rising around me. Fingers part me, teasing, circling, and I’m so wet it’s obscene, dripping down my thighs, and the priestess watches, her lips parted, her breath coming faster. She says something, a command or a prayer, and the fingers press deeper, curling just right, and I—

* * *

Livia’s eyes flew open with the dream clinging to her like sweat. She sat up too fast, the sheets sticking to her thighs—she didn’t need to look to know they were soaked through. Her breath came in short, sharp bursts as she swung her legs over the side of the bed, avoiding the damp spot with military precision.

She kept her gaze fixed on the wall as she fumbled for fresh linens, her fingers trembling against the crisp fabric. The air smelled like… something she refused to name. The mattress creaked as she worked, her movements quick and efficient, as if speed could erase the memory of those hands, the phantom pressure between her legs. The last corner snapped into place with a sharp tug. Only then did she exhale, her shoulders sagging. The room was quiet. The sheets were clean.

And if her pulse still hammered in her throat… well, that was nobody’s business but hers.


Chapter 2: Lingering Heat

The lecture hall hummed with the professor’s droning voice, a steady monotone dissecting Augustine’s views on concupiscence. Livia’s pen dragged along her notebook without purpose, leaving shaky trails of ink between margins. Her thighs pressed together under the desk—twice, thrice—an unconscious rhythm she only noticed when the friction sparked a low, insistent throb.

Not here. She clenched her jaw, tried to focus on the projected slide. Nolite. Nudam. The Latin terms blurred into the memory of that unfamiliar script, those curling symbols now creeping along the edges of her notes. Her bag leaned against her ankle, heavy with the codex’s presence. She could feel its weight even through the leather, as if it pulsed warm against her skin.

Her fingers twitched. She noticed that the bag was now in her lap. The codex’s spine cracked faintly as she opened it just enough to glimpse the page she’d marked—the first chant, the one that had slithered up her spine in the archives.

Corpus tangitur, spiritus clamat.

She traced the words with her fingertip delicately. A shudder flooded through her. The space between her legs turned molten. The body is touched, the spirit cries out. She imagined whispering it—just under her breath, just for herself—but a nearby student coughed, and she snapped the book shut. 

Her notebook became a desperate compromise. She sketched the symbols in jagged strokes, the ink bleeding where her grip faltered. One resembled a keyhole. Another curled like a tongue. The lines trembled as the heat in her belly twisted tighter.

A pencil clattered to the floor beside her. She startled, knees jerking apart for one unbearable second before she forced them shut again. The sudden pressure wrung a quiet sound from her throat, barely audible. Sweat prickled under her sweater. The professor turned a page of his notes, oblivious, while Livia’s mind swam with mysterious sigils.

Clausa fui. Aperta sum.

Her pen dug into the paper, tearing a small hole. I was closed. I am opened. She could feel it happening—her body betraying her, softening, readying—as if the act of translation had become a physical caress. Her ankles hooked around each other, desperate for friction but too exposed in the tiered seating. The lecture stretched on, meaningless noise compared to the chant looping in her skull. 

The clock’s minute hand crept forward. Her pulse didn’t slow.

Three rows ahead, someone shifted, and the movement drew her eye to the curve of their neck, the way their hair just barely touched their collar. The priestess’s hair had brushed Livia’s shoulder like that when she leaned close—

Her thighs tensed again. A wave of slick warmth made her shift in her seat. Oh, no, not now.

She tried some box breathing, trying to steady herself. The notebook’s margin was a mess of half-formed symbols now, some smudged where her palm had dampened the page. She needed to stop. She needed—

The professor dismissed the class. 

Livia didn’t move. She waited as students packed bags and shuffled past, her own hands clenched around the codex. Only when the hall emptied did she stand, her legs unsteady. The codex went back into her bag, but the words stayed present, hot and restless under her skin.

* * *

The bathroom stalls were silent except for the faint drip of a faucet. Livia’s breath was becoming laborious as she locked herself in the farthest one, her back pressing against the cool metal partition. The bag slipped from her shoulder, thudding to the floor, but her fingers were already fumbling for the codex before it settled.

She didn’t think. Her thighs trembled where they pressed together. Corpus tangitur, spiritus clamat. The words swam in her vision. She skimmed lower—Lingua mea lumen accendit—and an irrepressible moan escaped. My tongue ignites the light. She swallowed hard, her free hand drifting between her legs.

The smooth fabric of her panties was damp and clinging. She choked back the sounds rising in her throat, but her hips rocked forward regardless, seeking more.

“Clausa fui…” She mouthed the words, barely audible, fingers digging into the page. “Aperta sum.” Each syllable pulsed through her, a strange echo in her blood. The chant was more than words now; it was a current dragging her under. Her fingers dipped beneath the satin, and she gasped. So slick, so hot.

Her breath came ragged and uneven as she traced desperate circles over her clit. “Sacra sum.” Her hips jerked. The chant twisted into a silent plea, and her knees nearly buckled.

This was so wrong. Not here. Not now. But the self-discipline barely formed before it shattered under the next flick of her fingers. A whimper escaped, high and broken, as pleasure spiked hard enough to blur her vision.

“Meum desiderium—“ She couldn’t finish. Her back arched, her thighs clamped tight around her hand, and then she was coming, hard, teeth sinking into her lower lip to muffle the cry fighting its way out.

Fuuuuuuuuuck!

It was over too fast—frantic, almost violent in its intensity—leaving her gasping against the stall door. The codex trembled where she clutched it, her damp fingerprints anointing the ancient ink. She stared at the page, dazed, the symbols swimming in and out of focus.

I want more—no, this is wrong—more!

* * *

When Livia returned home, the apartment felt wrong. Too bright, too sterile, the overhead lights casting harsh shadows across her desk. She opened the bottom drawer, retrieving three vanilla-scented candles she’d received last Christmas. Livia arranged them carefully around her workspace, lighting each with methodical precision. The flames flickered, casting a warm, amber glow across the manuscript’s yellowed pages. Her shoulders relaxed as the ordinary space transformed into something intimate.

Her notebook lay open beside the codex, pen poised to take proper academic notes. She cleared her throat and began reading the first chant aloud. “Corpus tangitur, spiritus clamat.” Her voice was barely above a whisper, but the Latin flowed from her tongue with unexpected ease. “The body is touched, the spirit cries out.”

A flush crept up her neck as she wrote the translation. Such simple words shouldn’t make her skin prickle this way. She shifted in her seat, crossing her legs tightly.

“Clausa fui. Aperta sum. Sacra sum.” The syllables vibrated in her chest. “I was closed. I am opened. I am sacred.”

The apartment faded around her. A wine glass reflected the candle light, scattering rubies across her notes. She hadn’t remembered pouring herself wine, but the glass was half-empty now.

“Lingua mea lumen accendit.” Her tongue traced her lower lip unconsciously. “My tongue ignites the light.”

The receding academic part of Livia’s mind tried desperately to categorize the text. Perhaps an offshoot of the Cathar heresy? Or something even older, from mystery cults that predated Christianity? She forced herself to jot down a reference to check, but her handwriting looked unfamiliar: languid and loopy.

“Ingressus non est peccatum, sed purificatio.” A persistent urging grew between her thighs as she translated, “To enter is not sin, but purification.”

The words seemed to hang in the air, caressing her very spirit. Her nipples hardened beneath her bra, the fabric suddenly irritating against her sensitized flesh. She uncrossed her legs, allowing them to fall slightly open beneath her otherwise modest skirt.

“This is fascinating ritual language,” she said aloud, clinging to scholarly distance. “Clear, um, sexual allegory couched in religious terminology, similar to—unff—medieval mystic traditions, but more—ahhh—explicit in its…”

Her voice trailed off as she turned the page. The script and symbols seemed to pulse on the parchment, drawing her deeper.

“Meum desiderium est templum eius.” Her hand slid up her thigh without conscious thought. “My desire is his temple.”

She knew she should be analyzing the patriarchal subtext, noting the female subjugation implicit in such phrasing. Instead, Livia imagined being worshipped, not subjugated. Being the temple, sacred and revered.

“Voluptas est veritas.” The candle flames stretched taller. “Pleasure is truth.”

Her hand moved higher, bunching up her skirt. She should stop this, she should take proper notes, maintain professional distance. This was research, nothing more.

But a different truth lived in her body now. Pleasure and need curled through her veins like incense smoke, heavy and sweet.

“Liquesco sub voce eius.” Her breath caught. “I melt beneath his voice.”

Her fingertips brushed the edge of her panties. Heat radiated from her core, slick with want. Livia closed her eyes, forcing them open again when images of her dream priestess’s hands replaced her own.

“Manus tuae, manus angelorum.” She whispered, throat dry. “Your hands are the hands of angels.”

Each syllable reverberated through her, as if the words themselves were fingers learning her skin. Her finger slipped beneath the elastic. Livia gasped, the sound echoing in her quiet apartment.

“In gemitu meo, deum invoco.” The translation came unbidden. “In my moan, I summon god.”

The scholar in her understood these were ritual invocations, designed to blend the sacred and profane. But understanding did nothing to diminish their power. If anything, knowing their purpose only heightened their effect.

I moan for them. I’m wet for the angels.

The manuscript’s pages seemed to turn themselves, revealing new chants that beckoned her deeper. She wasn’t reading the text anymore: the text was reading her, finding every hidden desire, every secret hunger.

“In tenebris corporis, lux revelatur.” Her finger circled slowly. “In the darkness of the body, light is revealed.”

Livia’s head fell back, her hips rising slightly from the chair. This wasn’t research anymore. This was communion.

“Offero me, non ut victima, sed sacerdos.” The words flowed from her lips unbidden. “I offer myself, not as a victim, but as a priestess.”

Livia rose from her chair, the manuscript nearly falling out of her trembling hands. Her scholarly self watched from a distance as another version of her took control: a woman who understood unspoken ritual, who recognized the sacred nature of desire.

“Sanguis calet, cor salit, corpus sequitur.” She set the book carefully on her pillow. “The blood warms, the heart leaps, the body follows.”

Her fingers moved to the buttons of her blouse, but in her mind, other hands were undoing them. Gentle, adoring hands. Worshippers who understood her value, who saw her body as a temple worthy of devotion.

They’re undressing me for the ritual, she thought, her breath quickening. It’s destiny.

“Mmmmm,” she hummed softly as the blouse slipped from her shoulders. She unzipped her skirt, imagining whispered prayers as imaginary acolytes helped it fall to the floor. Their unseen hands skimmed her waist, making her giggle at the phantom touch.

They’ve been waiting for me, she thought, hooking her thumbs into the waistband of her panties. They need me to complete the ceremony.

“Et cum intravit, ego facta sum infinita.” Her voice trembled. “And when he entered, I became infinite.”

She stood naked now, her body glowing in the candlelight. Not the body of a nervous academic, but a being of ancient wisdom. She was divine curves and skin shaped for pleasure and transcendence. For the first time in her life, Livia felt no shame in her nakedness, no urge to cover herself or turn away from her reflection in the mirror across the room.

Livia reached for another pillow, pulling it between her thighs as she knelt on the bed. The soft fabric pressed against her exposed center, causing her to whimper.

“Tu es clavem, ego sum janua.” She rocked forward experimentally. “You are the key. I am the door.”

I’m their goddess tonight, she thought, grinding against the pillow. They worship at my altar.

In her mind, the room filled with shadowy figures: devotees who had practiced for years to participate in this sacred rite. They watched with hungry reverence as she displayed herself, their breath catching with each roll of her hips and sway of her breasts.

“Ohhhhh, fuuuuck,” Livia moaned, one hand caressing the manuscript while the other steadied the pillow between her legs. The friction against her swollen clit and pussy lips sent waves of pleasure up her spine. “Unnnh…”

She leaned forward, positioning the pillow more firmly against her needy clit, and began to rock in earnest. Her fingertips traced the symbols on the codex, each touch amplifying the sensations between her thighs.

This is what the priestesses knew, she thought, rhythm building. This is what the church tried to bury.

“Haah… haah…” Her breathing grew ragged as she imagined hands all over her body: touching her breasts, stroking her thighs, massaging her scalp as she rode the pillow with increasing urgency.

In her fantasy, they murmured praise: “Sacred vessel,” “Divine beauty,” “Blessed priestess.” They had waited centuries for a woman who understood the texts, who could embody the ritual.

“Corpus tangitur,” she panted, “spiritus clamat.”

The rocking motion became more insistent. Livia ground herself against the pillow, feeling delicious tension build in her abdomen. Her thighs trembled with exertion, and sweat beaded on her forehead.

“Nnngggh,” she groaned, fingers digging into the manuscript’s cover.

I’m their conduit to ecstasy, she thought wildly. My pleasure opens the gateway.

The fantasy expanded, filling her bedroom with incense smoke and candlelight, with reaching hands and adoring eyes. They were here for her, because of her, inside her.

“Yes,” she whimpered, feeling the first tremors of approaching climax. “Yes… oh… oh!”

Livia’s free hand moved from the pillow to the codex, both palms now pressing against the ancient text. The connection completed something within her: a circuit of desire and knowledge, body and spirit merged into a single current of sensation.

“Voluptas est veritas,” she cried out, voice breaking. “Pleasure is truth!”

Livia’s back arched in a graceful, wordless cry as perfect pleasure radiated from her core. Her mouth formed a perfect ‘O’ of surprise and delight as the ancient manuscript beneath her hands seemed to pulse with a life of its own. Each throb mirrored the relentless contractions of her climax, as if the very ink was in sync with her body’s rhythm.

As she surrendered to the intense sensations, she saw herself in an ancient temple, surrounded by devotees who worshiped every inch of her skin. Their hands mapped her body with reverent touches, as if she were a sacred artifact come to life. They whispered chants of praise, their voices harmonizing with her mounting pleasure.

She saw herself as they did, as a vessel of pure desire, a conduit to the divine. Their touches grew more urgent, their worship more fervent, as if by bringing her pleasure, they were drawing closer to some profound truth. “In tenebris corporis, lux revelatur,” she whispered, her voice shaking. “In the darkness of the body, light is revealed.”

As the orgasm claimed her fully, Livia’s vision blurred, and she felt herself falling into a sea of sensation. The manuscript beneath her palms was the beating heart of the world itself, ancient and wise, and she had become a part of its eternal rhythm.

“Mmmmm,” she sighed, grinding slower now against the pillow, drawing out the sensations. Warm phantom breaths ghosted against her most sensitive flesh, making her shiver with anticipation. They’re waiting for permission, she thought. They won’t taste the sacred nectar until I allow it. Imaginary worshippers looked up at her with pleading eyes, silently begging for the honor of pleasuring their living goddess.

The first tongue that lapped at her center belonged to a beautiful woman with flowing dark hair, her eyes locked on Livia’s as she tasted. “Ooooh,” Livia moaned, picturing other women joining, their hands caressing each other as they took turns pleasuring her. Their touches grew more insistent, less reverent and more hungry. One particularly bold devotee sucked Livia’s nipple into her mouth, teeth grazing the sensitive peak. “Ah! Yes,” Livia gasped, her hips jerking against the pillow. They want to devour me, she realized. They’re starving for what I have.

The imagery fractured, splintering into raw fragments of desire. No longer a neat linear fantasy, but flashes of bodies: a man kneeling behind one of the women, his hands gripping her hips as he drove into her, making her moan against Livia’s thigh. Another woman, writhing beneath a muscular figure, her legs wrapped around his waist as he thrust powerfully. “Unnh, unnh, unnh,” Livia grunted, grinding harder, faster, her fingers digging into the manuscript until the leather binding creaked. They’re fucking for me, because of me, their pleasure is my offering.

Heat built relentlessly between her thighs as her mind filled with vulgar imagery. A thick cock pressed against soft lips, demanding entrance. Voices calling out in ecstasy, “Take it, take all of it.” Bodies twisted in impossible positions, sweaty and straining. A woman bent over an altar, begging to be taken harder. Two female acolytes, their bodies intertwined like serpents, pleasuring each other while others watched with hungry eyes. “Goddess, oh goddess,” Livia panted, her head thrown back. This is what they hid from us, the raw power of sacred fucking, bodies joined in holy purpose.

The pillow beneath her was soaked through now, her essence coating the fabric as she rutted against it like an animal. Her fantasy exploded into a cacophony of carnal sounds: “Uhn, uhn, yes, fuck me, please, harder, ahhh, fuck, yes, make me yours!” Multiple bodies writhed around her in her mind, penetration from every angle, cocks and fingers and tongues all seeking satisfaction. “Haah, haah, haah,” she panted, feeling herself getting closer once more. They need me to come, they’ve been waiting centuries for it.

“Unngh, ohhh, please,” she moaned, no longer certain if she was begging her fantasy lovers or some higher power. The pillow was nothing now compared to what she needed: her body ached to be filled, stretched, used for its holy purpose. Dozens of voices chanted in her mind: “Voluptas est veritas. Voluptas est veritas.” Pleasure is truth.

“Yes, oh gods, fuck fuck fuck!” she cried out. She pictured a massive man, ancient and powerful, demanding entrance to her sacred temple. Women surrounding her, their fingers working frantically between their own legs as they watched, waited for her to unleash the power. Male worshippers stroking their cocks, some already pouring their offerings onto warm flesh. All of them connected through her. All of them waiting.

“Ah! AHHHHH!” she screamed, her entire body going rigid. The climax exploded through her with volcanic force, obliterating all thought. Her consciousness fragmented, scattered across time and space like stars. “AHHHHH!” she wailed, her entire body consumed with purpose. For one crystalline moment, Livia understood everything: every mystery of the universe, every sacred text, every hidden truth. Knowledge poured into her along with pleasure, filling her completely. This is divinity, I am one with everything, oh god, oh fuck, oh god…

“Unnnh, unh, unh, yes, yesss,” she sobbed, tears streaming down her face as the orgasm continued to roll through her. Her inner muscles clenched rhythmically, squeezing around the phantom sensation of infinite penetration. She was being taken by the universe itself, fucked by the divine. “Take me, take me,” she pleaded, her hips still grinding desperately against the soaked pillow. I’m the vessel, I’m the door, I’m the gateway, fill me, use me, make me holy.

Time lost all meaning as her climax stretched into eternity. Livia saw herself through multiple eyes: the scholar, the priestess, the whore, the goddess. All aspects of feminine power united in her quivering flesh. “Oh fuck, fuck, I can’t stop,” she gasped, her voice breaking. The codex beneath her palms seemed to drink in her pleasure, ancient symbols glowing with satisfaction. Her cunt throbbed with each heartbeat, sacred pulses of raw creation. They’re all coming with me, through me, because of me!

“More,” she whimpered as the wave finally began to recede. “Need more.” Without conscious thought, Livia rolled onto her back, spreading her legs wide. One hand remained on the manuscript while the other moved between her cunt lips. She had never been this sensitive before, this desperate, this… vulgar. The smallest touch sent aftershocks of pleasure rippling through her pelvis. “Ahh! Ahh!” she cried, rubbing frantically. Have to keep going, have to stay connected, the profane is sacred.

Her academic mind tried one last time to surface. This wasn’t normal. The language was affecting her somehow, creating hallucinations, altering her neurochemistry. She should stop, should call someone, should—“Unnnnnh!” The thought dissolved as her fingers found a particularly sensitive spot. Nothing mattered except the building pressure, the promise of another transcendent climax.

“Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me,” she chanted, her fingers moving in tight circles. The bedroom seemed to fill with ghostly figures, all of them touching themselves as they watched her, all of them feeding from her pleasure. “Yes, watch me,” she commanded, spreading her legs wider. “Watch your priestess get filled.”

She quickly descended into a ruthless spiral toward oblivion. “Coming again, oh god, oh fuck,” she sobbed. Her back arched off the mattress, her toes curling painfully as ecstasy crashed through her once more. “AHHHHH!” she screamed, her voice raw. This climax was sharper, clearer, like a knife cutting through reality.

“Can’t… stop…” she panted, her fingers still working frantically between her legs. Another orgasm followed almost immediately, then a fourth, each one stronger than the last. They refused to stop. Refused even to pause. Her consciousness began to fragment, rational thought completely overwhelmed by sensation.

Livia lost count of the orgasms, lost track of time, lost track of her identity as a student. The only reality was pleasure, endless waves of it crashing through her helpless mortal form. Eventually, her overloaded nervous system simply shut down, plunging her into unconsciousness, her hand still claiming the ancient text, her body covered in sweat.

The candles burned low, casting long shadows across her bedroom. The manuscript lay open beside her sleeping body, both of them primed for what needed to happen next.


Chapter 3: First Offering

Livia blinked repeatedly, surprised by how well she had slept. The events of the previous night played through her mind in vivid detail, yet instead of shame, she felt a curious lightness. Her body hummed with pleasant aftershocks, muscles relaxed in a way they hadn’t been for years.

I… should be mortified, she thought, running her fingers over her collarbone where phantom lips had pressed in her visions. Or at least concerned.

Yet all she felt was a delicious anticipation, a hunger to ascend farther. Her academic mind had questions, certainly, but they weren’t frantic anymore. They were… curious.

She rolled out of bed and padded to the bathroom, catching sight of herself in the mirror. That’s new. Her skin glowed with subtle radiance, her eyes brighter, more alert. Even her posture seemed different, shoulders no longer hunched protectively.

Livia turned on the hot water and stepped under the spray with a contented sigh. She took her time soaping her body, allowing herself to truly feel each sensation: the glide of her palms over her breasts, the slip of bubbles down her stomach, the sensitivity between her thighs.

I always rushed through this part, she realized, circling her nipples with slick fingers. Always afraid to linger too long, to enjoy my body too much.

Memories of her Catholic upbringing surfaced: nuns warning about the dangers of self-pleasure, female mysticism discussed only in the most clinical terms. All those years training herself to ignore her desires, to intellectualize, rather than experience.

But nerve endings want to feel.

“What happens if I don’t stop?” she whispered to the steamy air. “What happens if I just… let go?”

After drying off, Livia stood before her closet with new eyes. Her usual wardrobe of shapeless sweaters and ankle-length skirts suddenly seemed like armor rather than clothing. She pushed hangers aside until she found items she rarely wore: a silk blouse with a plunging neckline, a pencil skirt that hugged her hips.

Her hand hesitated over her underwear drawer. With a small, decisive smile, she bypassed her practical bras and opted to go without. The blouse fabric whispered against her bare nipples as she buttoned it, leaving the top three buttons undone. The view in the mirror made her catch her breath.

“Voluptas est veritas,” she murmured, remembering one of the chants from the manuscript. Pleasure is truth. The Latin rolled off her tongue like honey.

Walking in the university library, Livia was acutely aware of how differently she moved. Each step felt deliberate, powerful. The assistant at the main desk looked up as she approached, his eyes widening slightly. It was Mark, or maybe Matt, a senior who barely noticed her in the past when she was checking out armloads of dusty theological texts.

“Livia, right?” he asked, his gaze dropping briefly to the open collar of her blouse before jerking back to her face. A nervous giggle escaped.

“Good memory,” she replied, letting her voice dip lower than usual. “I need a study room. Something private.”

When he handed her the key, she deliberately let her fingers brush against his, maintaining eye contact a beat longer than necessary. The tiny gasp he gave sent a thrill of satisfaction through her body.

I could have him if I wanted, she thought as she strutted away, feeling his eyes on her ass. The realization was intoxicating. I could have anyone.

The private study room was small but perfect: a desk, a comfortable chair, and most importantly, a door that locked. The small window in the door was its only vulnerability, but rather than concerning her, the possibility of being seen only heightened her excitement.

Livia carefully placed the manuscript on the desk. Her heart raced as she locked the door and settled into the chair. The library continued its quiet symphony of page-turning and keyboard tapping outside, oblivious to her spiritual pursuits.

Her fingers trembled slightly as she opened the codex to the first full chant she had discovered. Sigils and archaic text seemed to pulse on the page, almost alive beneath her fingertips. She glanced at the window, confirming the hallway was empty, then began to read aloud in a hushed voice:

“Corpus tangitur, spiritus clamat.” The body is touched, the spirit cries out.

The reaction was immediate. Heat bloomed between her legs, her nipples tightening against the silk of her blouse. She continued, each syllable sending ripples of pleasure through her flesh.

“Clausa fui. Aperta sum. Sacra sum.” I was closed. I am opened. I am sacred.

Livia’s breath quickened, her thighs pressing together repeatedly beneath the desk. The words weren’t just sounds anymore, they were physical sensations, each consonant and vowel striking different notes of arousal throughout her body.

“Lingua mea lumen accendit.” My tongue ignites the light.

Her hand moved of its own accord, sliding beneath her skirt and up her bare thigh. She was already wet, her flesh swollen and eager to be touched. The manuscript continued to pull words from her mouth as her fingers found their target.

“Ingressus non est peccatum, sed purificatio.” To enter is not sin, but purification.

Two fingers slipped inside her silken heat while her thumb circled her clit. Livia bit her lip, struggling to maintain her composure in the quiet library space. Pleasure built in slow, delicious waves, each one lifting her higher than the last.

“Meum desiderium est templum eius.” My desire is his temple.

Footsteps echoed in the hallway outside, but instead of stopping, Livia increased her pace, driving herself toward climax with determined strokes. The danger of discovery only intensified her pleasure. Her hips rolled subtly against her hand, her inner walls clenching around her fingers.

“Voluptas est veritas.” Pleasure is truth.

The footsteps paused outside her door. Through half-lidded eyes, Livia saw a figure appear at the small window. Male, beard, glasses… a stranger. Their eyes met through the glass.

Time suspended. In that moment of recognition, Livia made her choice. She didn’t stop. She didn’t cover herself or turn away. Instead, she maintained eye contact as her fingers worked faster, her orgasm building to an inevitable peak.

The stranger’s eyes widened. He didn’t move away.

“In gemitu meo, deum invoco.” In my moan, I summon god.

The orgasm crashed through her, fierce and overwhelming. Livia pressed her free hand over her mouth to muffle her cry as pleasure pulsed through her core. Her body shuddered, inner muscles clamping rhythmically around her fingers as she came.

Through it all, the stranger watched, his expression a mixture of shock and unmistakable arousal. Livia rode the waves of her climax without shame, allowing herself to be witnessed in this most intimate moment. When the final tremors subsided, she slowly withdrew her hand and smoothed her skirt, never breaking eye contact.

I am seen. I am powerful. I am unleashed.

* * *

Livia took her time gathering her materials, the manuscript carefully tucked between her textbooks. She straightened her blouse, smoothed her hair, and paused to notice how sensitive her skin still felt in the aftermath of pleasure.

When she unlocked the door and stepped into the hallway, the stranger stood there, leaning against the opposite wall. His face bore the deep crimson flush of arousal, his chest rising and falling with quickened breaths. His glasses had fogged slightly at the edges.

Their proximity in the narrow corridor forced an intimacy that made the air between them feel charged. She could smell his cologne—something with sandalwood—and beneath it, the unmistakable aroma of desire.

The stranger opened his mouth as if to speak, then closed it again. His eyes tracked her movements with the intensity of someone witnessing something profound and unexpected. He stared in silent reverence as she moved past him.

Livia felt her heart hammering against her ribs, the pulse extending outward to her fingertips. This was power—raw and ancient—coursing through her veins. The manuscript’s words still echoed in her mind: Voluptas est veritas. Pleasure is truth.

As she walked away, her hips swayed with newfound confidence. She could feel his gaze following her retreat, burning into her back like a brand.

The familiar weight of Catholic guilt, the shame that had shadowed her most intimate moments since childhood, never materialized. In its place was something entirely different: liberation, exhilaration, and a hunger for more.


Chapter 4: Worship Me

Livia’s footsteps echoed in the quiet hallway as she made her way toward Professor Ellsworth’s office. The physical evidence of her library indulgence clung to her like expensive perfume, subtle but unmistakable to anyone who ventured close enough. People rarely did.

But that was the old me.

She hadn’t planned to visit Ellsworth today. The decision came to her as she passed the Humanities building, a sudden curiosity about the manuscript’s potential. Not just on her body, but on others. The thought sent a nervous thrill through her.

When she arrived, Professor Ellsworth wasn’t there, but his teaching assistant Daniel Stone sat at the small desk outside the main office, grading papers with meticulous care. His dark curls fell just slightly over his brow as he worked, his long fingers moving deftly across the page, circling phrases and making neat annotations in the margins.

“Professor Ellsworth isn’t in,” Daniel said without looking up, his voice soft but assured. “He’s in a meeting until four.”

Livia leaned against the doorframe, studying Daniel’s profile. The warm brown of his skin embraced the afternoon light filtering through the blinds. She’d spoken with him a few times before. He was always professional, always polite. He was quieter than most teaching assistants, more thorough in his feedback on student papers. Intelligent. Observant.

Perfect for an experiment.

She closed the door behind her with a soft click. “Actually, I was hoping to catch you, Daniel. I had a question about my thesis.”

He finally looked up, his eyes widening slightly at her appearance. Livia knew how she must look: cheeks still flushed, hair slightly messy, her blouse unbuttoned more than usual. His gaze flickered briefly to her daring cleavage, then quickly back to her face.

“Oh… of course,” he said, adjusting his glasses. “What did you want to know?”

Livia sat on the edge of the desk, excited to show off her legs for the first time in, well, maybe forever. She wanted to be close enough that he might catch her scent. Close enough to see his pupils dilate.

“I’m reconsidering my topic,” she said, her voice deliberately soft, forcing him to lean in to hear her. “I think there’s something… deeper I want to explore.”

As Daniel leaned forward, Livia whispered the words under her breath: “Manus tuae, manus angelorum.” The syllables fell from her lips, barely audible but somehow filling the space between them.

The effect was subtle, but she knew what to look for. Daniel’s breathing changed first, becoming shallow and quick. His fingers, so precise moments ago, fumbled with the pen he was holding. It clattered to the desk, and when he reached to retrieve it, he knocked it to the floor.

“Sorry,” he murmured, bending to pick it up. When he straightened, his eyes had a glazed quality, as if focusing was suddenly difficult. He dropped the pen again, his coordination abandoning him.

It’s working, Livia thought. Just like it works on me.

“Are you feeling alright?” she asked, her voice taking on a new quality: not concerned, but curious, almost clinical in its observation.

“I’m… yes, I’m fine,” he said, but his voice had dropped half an octave, and increasing in glottal fry. “I’m just… it’s warm in here, uh, suddenly.”

Livia slid off the desk and moved to stand beside his chair, her hip almost touching his shoulder. He smelled clean, like fresh laundry detergent. She bent down, her lips close to his ear, so close she could see the fine hairs on his neck rise.

“Your hands are the hands of angels,” she whispered the translated Latin chant. “That’s what it means. Do you feel it, Daniel? The way your hands are tingling right now?”

His breath caught, and she knew the answer. The same strange electricity she’d felt coursing through her own body when she read from the pages.

“Would you kneel for me if I asked?” The question fell from her lips before she’d fully formed the thought, surprising herself with its boldness.

Daniel turned to face her, his dark eyes wide behind his glasses. His lips parted, but no sound emerged. For a moment, time suspended itself in the small office. Then, slowly, deliberately, he nodded.

In one moment he was Daniel Stone the teaching assistant, in the next he was her supplicant. His eyes were both vacant and intensely focused, like a man entranced but utterly present.

“Come with me,” Livia said simply.

* * *

They walked across campus in silence, Livia nearly floating with giddy power. When they reached her apartment, Livia unlocked the door and stepped inside. Daniel followed without question, closing the door behind him. In the dim light of her small living room, his eyes seemed to track her every movement.

“Sit,” she commanded, pointing to the center of the floor. “There.”

He lowered himself down, his movements fluid despite his dissociated state. He sat cross-legged, hands resting on his knees, looking up at her expectantly.

“What do you feel right now?” she asked, curiosity mingling with her desire.

Daniel swallowed visibly. “Tingling heat,” he said, his voice deeper than she’d ever heard it. “All through my body. And… purpose.”

“Purpose?”

“To please you,” he said simply. The directness of his answer sent a pulse of pleasure between her legs.

Livia stepped closer, standing directly before him. Her fingers traced the hem of her skirt, playing with the fabric. “Would it please you to taste me, Daniel?”

His inhale was incredibly sharp. “Yes.”

“Have you thought about it before? Before today?”

“Yes. I’ve often wondered what your long skirts were hiding.”

Of course he has, she thought, a smile curving her lips. Slowly, deliberately, Livia unzipped her pencil skirt and let it pool around her ankles. She stepped out of it, now naked from the waist down, her neatly trimmed dark hair visible to Daniel’s hungry eyes.

“Open your mouth,” she instructed.

He obeyed immediately, parting his lips. His tongue darted out unconsciously to wet them, and Livia felt herself grow wetter at the sight.

She moved forward, positioning herself above him, thighs on either side of his head. She braced one hand against the wall for balance, the other moving to the back of his head, fingers threading through his short curls.

“Clausa fui. Aperta sum. Sacra sum,” she chanted softly as she lowered herself onto his waiting mouth. I was closed. I am opened. I am sacred.

The first contact of his tongue against her folds drew a sharp gasp from her lips. He was tentative at first, exploring with gentle, questioning licks.

“More,” she demanded, rocking her hips slightly. “Worship me properly.”

Something in her words triggered a change in him. His hesitation vanished, replaced by needful devotion. His tongue flattened against her, making long, broad strokes that had her trembling within seconds.

“Mmmmm,” she moaned, her head falling back. “Lingua mea lumen accendit.” My tongue ignites the light.

Daniel groaned against her sex, the vibration sending shivers up her spine. His hands, previously motionless at his sides, now moved to grasp her thighs, steadying her as she began to rock against his face.

“Ahhh,” Livia gasped as his tongue found her clit, circling it with increasing pressure. “Yes, right there.”

He’s so good at this, she thought, her hips beginning to move of their own accord.

Daniel’s technique grew bolder, more creative. He alternated between broad strokes and focused attention, his lips occasionally closing around her sensitive clit to suck gently.

“Nnngh,” she grunted, her fingers tightening in his hair. “Offero me, non ut victima, sed sacerdos.” I offer myself, not as a victim, but as a priestess.

The Latin syllables seemed to fuel his devotion. He moaned against her, clearly enjoying his position underneath her majesty. His tongue delved deeper, pushing inside her entrance before retreating to circle her clit again.

“Oh god,” Livia whimpered, her voice rising. “Keep going. Don’t stop.”

I can feel the power growing with every word I speak, she realized, her mind clouding with pleasure. The manuscript wasn’t just describing rituals. It was creating them.

Daniel’s hands gripped her thighs more firmly, pulling her closer to his eager, busy mouth. His glasses had fogged slightly, but he made no move to remove them, too consumed with his task to care.

“Haaah, nngh,” Livia panted, grinding herself against his face now. The wet sounds of his mouth working against her filled the room, obscene and thrilling. “Voluptas est veritas.” Pleasure is truth.

She could feel her orgasm building rapidly, and she considered delaying her gratification. But Daniel sensed her approaching climax too, and he focused his attention on her clit with renewed vigor. His tongue moved in tight, quick circles, his lips providing perfect counterpoint pressure.

“Yes, yes, just like that,” she urged, her voice strained. “Make me come. Show me you worship me.”

He looked up at her then, eyes meeting hers over the curve of her body, and she saw raw adoration in his gaze. It wasn’t just lust, or even the effect of the chant anymore. Something deeper had awakened in him—a genuine reverence.

“Uhhhhnn,” he moaned against her, the sound muffled but unmistakably genuine.

That sound, combined with the sight of his devoted eyes, pushed Livia over the edge. Her orgasm crashed through her, intense and consuming. “In gemitu meo, deum invoco,” she cried out, the words tearing from her throat. In my moan, I summon god. The ancient words vibrated through her body, her skin prickling with goosebumps as the power of the chant mingled with her pleasure.

“Ahhh, ahhhhhhhh,” she moaned, her body convulsing as waves of pleasure radiated from where his mouth connected with her sex. Her thighs trembled, her grip on his hair turning almost painful as she held him against her. The scent of her arousal hung heavy in the air, mixing with the lingering notes of incense she’d burned earlier. She could feel the rough texture of his tongue against her most sensitive flesh, each flick sending jolts of electricity through her nervous system. This is power. This brilliant man on his knees, worshipping at my altar.

Daniel didn’t falter for even a moment. If anything, her climax only increased his fervor. His tongue continued its relentless attention, drawing out her pleasure until she was gasping and shaking. The wet, hungry sounds of his mouth—slurping, sucking, lapping eagerly at her essence—filled the room like obscene music. She could feel him groaning against her flesh. He’s drinking me like holy water. Like I’m salvation.

“Mmmmm, ohhh fuck, yes,” she sighed, grinding her hips in small circles now. The rough stubble on his chin scraped deliciously against her inner thighs, the slight pain enhancing her pleasure. Her body felt simultaneously heavy and weightless, anchored only by his hands gripping her flesh and his mouth sealed against her core. I will rule the world from this position. She felt drunk with power, her mind swimming in the heady cocktail of physical ecstasy and the intoxicating knowledge that she had transformed this man with nothing but ancient words and her own desire. He belongs to me now. My devoted acolyte.

Livia gently pulled away, her legs unsteady as she took a step back. Daniel remained seated, his face glistening with her arousal, his breath coming in short pants. His eyes were clearer now, but still filled with that same devotion.

“Was I… satisfactory?” he asked, his voice small and uncertain.

Livia smiled down at him, a strange tenderness mixing with her satisfaction. “More than satisfactory, Daniel. You worship beautifully.”

Pleasure spread across his features at her praise. He swallowed, then licked his lips, tasting her again. “Thank you,” he whispered.

Livia reached down and cupped Daniel’s face in her hands, tilting his head back. His eyes remained reverent, pupils dilated with lingering desire. She bent forward, and pressed her lips to his forehead in a gesture that felt strangely maternal despite the carnal act they’d just shared.

“Good boy,” she whispered against his skin.

The words seemed to ripple through him. His eyelids fluttered, and a soft, broken sound escaped his throat.

“You should go now,” Livia said, stepping back and retrieving her skirt from the floor. She didn’t bother putting it on yet, simply held it loosely in her hand.

Daniel nodded, rising slowly to his feet. His movements were sluggish, dreamlike. As he stood, Livia’s gaze dropped to the obvious bulge straining against his pants. The outline was impressive—larger than she would have guessed for someone of his reserved demeanor.

He never once asked for relief, she noted with fascination. Never guided my hand toward him or even pressed against me.

His arousal was undeniable, yet his focus had remained solely on her pleasure. Even now, as he adjusted his glasses with unsteady fingers, his eyes sought her approval rather than release.

“I’ll… see you tomorrow?” he asked, his voice hoarse.

Livia tilted her head, studying him. “Of course.”

Daniel gathered his bag and moved toward the door, his gait slightly awkward due to his persistent erection. At the threshold, he paused, looking back at her with an expression of dazed wonder, as if he couldn’t quite believe what had transpired between them.

Livia merely smiled, making no move to cover herself. The power of his gaze on her naked lower half sent another pulse of pleasure through her already satisfied body.

After Daniel closed the door behind him, Livia stood still for a long moment, savoring the lingering scent of sex in the air. Finally, she settled into her chair, skirt forgotten, and picked up a pencil. In the manuscript’s margin, next to a particularly potent verse, she wrote in her precise handwriting: “They crave the chant. They crave me.”

Her fingertips traced the words she’d written, feeling the slight indentation they made in the ancient paper. The revelation settled over her, solidifying her purpose.


Chapter 5: Sanctified

Outside Velvet & Vice, Livia’s fingers traced the gilt lettering on the frosted glass door. The sex toy store was nestled discreetly between a wine bar and a used bookstore, subtle yet unmistakable. Her heartbeat quickened beneath her low-cut blouse.

Three days had passed since Daniel had worshipped between her thighs, and the power she’d felt had only grown within her. The manuscript’s whispers had become a constant companion, threading through her thoughts. This morning, she’d chosen her outfit with deliberate care: a fitted pencil skirt that hugged the curve of her hips, a silk blouse with two strategic buttons left undone, and nothing underneath either garment.

She pushed open the door, and a small silver bell announced her arrival. The interior impressed her immediately: crimson velvet walls, strategic spotlighting on carefully arranged displays, the scent of something earthy she couldn’t quite identify. Unlike the harsh fluorescent lighting and plastic tackiness of chain stores, Velvet & Vice felt like a temple to desire.

The shop was empty of other customers. Behind the counter stood a tall man with olive skin and tousled dark hair that curled slightly at his temples.

“Welcome,” he said, voice low and precise. “Let me know if you need assistance.”

Livia merely nodded, beginning her slow circuit of the store. She let her fingertips trail across every surface: the cool metal of handcuffs, the buttery leather of a flogger, the slick silicone of vibrators arranged by size and function. She picked up a glass dildo, admiring how the light caught its spiraled texture.

“Beautiful craftsmanship,” she murmured to herself, but loudly enough for him to hear.

From the corner of her eye, she saw him watching her, but his gaze was analytical rather than leering. She placed the dildo back and moved to a display of restraints, running the soft rope between her fingers.

“Natural hemp,” the clerk commented from behind the counter. “Strong but less abrasive than synthetic.”

“You sound knowledgeable,” Livia replied, turning slightly to face him. The name tag pinned to his shirt read ‘Jonas.’

“It’s my job to know my inventory intimately,” Jonas said, the hint of a smile playing at the corners of his mouth.

Intimately indeed, she thought, letting her gaze linger on his hands. Long fingers, strong wrists. Hands that knew things.

Livia continued her methodical exploration, selecting a small bottle of warming oil, a pair of vampire gloves, and a sleek vibrator. She placed them on the counter one by one, maintaining eye contact with Jonas each time.

“Finding everything you need?” he asked, his voice neutral but his eyes attentive.

“Not quite yet,” Livia replied, wandering toward a locked glass case containing more expensive items. Inside rested an ornate leather collar with silver detailing.

“May I?” she asked, gesturing to the case.

Jonas stepped around the counter, his height more apparent as he stood beside her. He unlocked the case with a small key and carefully removed the collar.

“This is handcrafted,” he explained, holding it out to her. “The leatherwork is extraordinary.”

Livia took it from him, their fingers brushing momentarily. She traced the intricate patterns embossed into the leather, feeling the weight of it. The symbols were reminiscent of the ones in her beloved codex.

“It’s beautiful,” she said softly. “Almost ritualistic.”

Jonas’s eyebrow raised slightly. “Interesting. Most customers just see the aesthetic.”

“I’m not most customers,” Livia said, returning the collar to him. As he placed it back in the case, she asked, “What about you, Jonas? What draws you to work in a place like this?”

He locked the case while answering. “I appreciate environments where desire isn’t treated as shameful.”

“How refreshing,” Livia said, stepping slightly closer to him. “I’ve been looking for something… spiritual, actually.”

Jonas laughed softly, dark eyes crinkling at the corners. “Spiritual? You really aren’t like most customers.”

Livia leaned in, her voice dropping to just above a whisper. “Corpus tangitur, spiritus clamat,” she breathed near his ear, the chant flowing effortlessly from her lips.

Livia enjoyed watching Jonas’s pupils dilate, his breath catching audibly. His posture shifted subtly, shoulders straightening as he instinctively leaned toward her, as if pulled by an invisible thread.

“What was that?” he asked, his voice now slightly hoarse.

“Ancient wisdom,” Livia replied, moving back toward the counter where her selected items waited. She felt his eyes following her, his gaze almost tangible against her skin. “The body is touched, the spirit cries out. Don’t you find that true in your line of work?”

Jonas blinked, visibly collecting himself. “Yes,” he said simply, returning behind the counter.

Livia watched him begin to ring her up. She tallied the cost in her head, knowing it exceeded what she had planned to spend. But the manuscript had taught her there were persuasions beyond money.

She leaned forward on the counter, the position causing her blouse to gape open, offering a lewd view of her breasts. “You know,” she said conversationally, “I’m not sure I can afford all of these today.”

Jonas’s gaze flickered briefly to her chest before returning to her face. “We do have a student discount,” he offered.

“How thoughtful,” Livia replied, intentionally shifting her weight to one hip. The movement caused her skirt to ride up just enough to suggest rather than reveal. “But I was wondering if perhaps we might discuss… alternate forms of payment.”

His hands stilled on the vibrator he’d been placing in a discreet black bag. “That’s not our standard policy.”

Livia smiled, delighting in the fact that he couldn’t look away from her. “I suspect very little about this interaction is standard, Jonas.” She glanced meaningfully at the front door. “Perhaps you should lock up for a short break. It’s nearly lunchtime, isn’t it?”

For a moment, she could see his internal battle, professionalism versus something deeper, more primal. Then, without another word, he moved from behind the counter toward the front door. The lock clicked with quiet finality.

The key and the door, she thought, remembering another fragment from the manuscript. And I’ve become both.

When Jonas turned back to her, his dark eyes had taken on a hungry intensity that sent a delicious shiver down her spine. He moved quietly to stand before her rather than behind the counter.

“What exactly are you offering?” he asked.

“A fair exchange,” she replied, straightening to her full height. She was still considerably shorter than him, but she knew her power wasn’t physical. “You provide me with tools of pleasure, and I provide you with… a demonstration of their use.”

Jonas’s breathing had deepened, his chest rising and falling more noticeably. “And if I’m interested in more than a demonstration?”

Livia smiled, reaching up to slowly unfasten another button on her blouse. “Then we negotiate terms like the adults we are.”

His gaze dropped to her fingers, tracking their movement. “I don’t typically mix business with pleasure,” he said, the words automatic, as if reciting a policy he no longer believed in.

“Yet here we are,” Livia observed, taking a deliberate step closer to him. Close enough to feel the heat radiating from his body, but not quite touching. “The door is locked. Your choice.”

Jonas’s hand rose slowly, hovering near her face without making contact. “What’s happening?” he asked, his voice a mixture of wonder and wariness.

“Right now?” Livia replied, tilting her head slightly. “You’re with a woman who knows exactly what she wants. And at this moment, what I want is for you to show me your private inventory. The items you don’t display on the floor.”

Something shifted in Jonas’s expression: recognition. “You’re not here by accident,” he stated rather than asked.

“Very little I do these days is accidental,” Livia confirmed. She reached up and grasped his still-hovering wrist, guiding his hand to her cheek. His skin was warm against hers, his pulse rapid beneath her fingertips. “I’m exactly where I’m meant to be.”

Jonas led Livia through a heavy velvet curtain at the back of the shop, his fingers firmly entwined with hers. The stockroom surprised her: unlike the sterile backrooms of most retail establishments, this space continued the shop’s sensual aesthetic. Shelves of inventory lined the walls, but at the center sat a plush velvet chaise lounge in deep burgundy.

“For product testing?” Livia asked with a knowing smile.

“Quality assurance,” Jonas replied, his dark eyes never leaving hers. “Though it rarely sees use.”

Livia ran her fingers along the velvet surface. “Let’s change that.”

She turned to face him, maintaining eye contact as she slowly unfastened the remaining buttons of her blouse. She shrugged it off her shoulders, letting it slide down her arms to the floor. Jonas’s gaze marveled over the exposed curves of her breasts.

“Your turn,” she instructed, with a silken but commanding voice.

Jonas obeyed without hesitation, fingers working the buttons of his shirt with surprising grace. He revealed a lean torso, olive skin stretched over subtle muscle. A thin trail of dark hair disappeared beneath his waistband.

Exquisite, Livia thought. A perfect vessel.

She stepped forward, placing her palm against his bare chest. His heart practically thundered beneath her hand. She leaned in, her lips close to his ear, and whispered another fragment from the codex: “Clausa fui. Aperta sum. Sacra sum.”

A visible shudder ran through Jonas. His hands moved to her waist, fingers digging in with sudden urgency.

“What are you doing to me?” he asked, struggling to form the right words.

“Opening you,” Livia informed him. She reached for his belt, unfastening it with a slow mischievous smile. “Sit.”

Jonas backed up until his legs hit the chaise lounge, then sank onto it, watching her with rapt attention. Livia stood before him, reaching behind herself to unzip her skirt. She let it fall around her ankles, then stepped free, now entirely naked. Jonas’s throat worked as he swallowed hard.

“You’re…” he began, but words seemed to fail him.

Livia smiled. “Meum desiderium est templum eius.” The words flowed from her tongue, filling the air between them with an almost palpable energy. “My desire is his temple,” she translated, moving to stand between his spread knees.

She reached for his pants, tugging them down along with his underwear as he lifted his hips to assist her. His cock greeted her vision, half-erect and growing quickly. Livia took it in her hand, stroking from base to tip, savoring his sharp intake of breath.

Livia knelt gracefully before Jonas, her fingers tracing patterns up his thighs. The moment her skin connected with his, knowledge flooded her consciousness—not thoughts, but pure sensation. I can feel exactly what he craves, she realized with wonder, her hand wrapping around the base of his shaft. She squeezed with precise pressure, watching his cock stiffen further under her touch. The veins beneath her fingers pulsed with blood, and she smiled up at him through her lashes.

“Lingua mea lumen accendit,” she whispered against the sensitive skin of his inner thigh, then translated: “My tongue ignites the light.” She licked a slow, deliberate stripe from his balls to the tip of his cock, savoring the salty taste of his skin. “Mmm,” she hummed, feeling his thighs tense beneath her palms. Jonas let out a strangled gasp, his fingers digging into the velvet upholstery. He likes to be teased at first, she knew instinctively, circling the head of his cock with feather-light touches of her tongue.

“Please,” Jonas groaned, his hips lifting slightly. Livia responded by taking just the tip into her mouth, sucking gently before releasing it with an audible “pop” that echoed in the small room. She maintained eye contact as she took him deeper, inch by deliberate inch, watching his eyes widen and his lips part. He wants to be devoured but fears losing control too quickly, she sensed, cupping his balls in her palm and massaging them gently. The weight of them felt perfect in her hand, heavy and full. She moaned around his length, the vibration making him buck upward with a sharp “Ah!”

Livia pulled back to speak against his slick shaft, “Offero me, non ut victima, sed sacerdos.” Her tongue flicked against the sensitive spot just beneath the head, making Jonas whimper. “I offer myself, not as a victim, but as a priestess.” She took him deep suddenly, relaxing her throat until her nose pressed against his abdomen. “Nnnghh,” she moaned around him, tears pricking the corners of her eyes as she held him there. Jonas’s hand flew to her hair, as if the sensation might otherwise sweep him away. “Fuck,” he grunted, his voice strained and raw, “your mouth is… unhh… incredible.”

Livia established a rhythm, bobbing her head while maintaining suction, her hand stroking what her mouth couldn’t reach. He’s fighting not to finish too soon, she thought with satisfaction, feeling his thighs trembling beneath her. The wet sounds of her ministrations filled the room: slurp, suck, the soft popping noise when she pulled back to catch her breath. “In gemitu meo, deum invoco,” she whispered before diving back down on him. Jonas was fully hard now, his cock straining upward, the skin pulled taut and flushed dark with need.

Livia positioned herself to straddle his lap. She hovered above him, her wet entrance just brushing against his cock, teasing them both with the promise of connection.

His hands gripped her hips, trying to pull her down onto him, but she resisted, maintaining control of their pace. “Patience,” she murmured, lowering herself just enough to let the head of his cock press against her entrance.

“Please,” Jonas whispered, the single word laden with desperation.

Livia smiled and began to recite another chant as she finally, slowly sank down onto him. “Ingressus non est peccatum, sed purificatio.”

“Oh fuck,” Jonas gasped as she enveloped him completely. His hands tightened on her hips, his face grimacing with pleasure. “What was that?”

“To enter is not sin, but purification,” Livia translated, beginning a slow, deliberate rhythm. She raised herself until just the tip remained inside her, then sank back down with agonizing slowness. Each motion was controlled, purposeful, her inner muscles clenching around him as she moved.

Jonas’s breathing grew ragged. “You feel… incredible,” he managed, his voice strained. “Like nothing I’ve ever… uhhh…”

Livia placed her hands on his shoulders, establishing balance as she continued her unhurried pace. She felt powerful, divine, watching his expressions shift between ecstasy and bewilderment. His cock filled her perfectly, hitting spots inside her that sent sparks of pleasure through her core.

“Voluptas est veritas,” she chanted, increasing her pace slightly. “Pleasure is truth.”

“Yes,” Jonas hissed, his hips beginning to thrust upward to meet her movements. “God, yes.”

“Goddess,” she corrected him, with a wink.

The chaise creaked beneath them as their rhythm intensified. Livia arched her back, changing the angle to drive him deeper. A moan escaped her lips, genuine and unrestrained. “In gemitu meo, deum invoco.”

“What… what does that one mean?” Jonas panted, his fingers digging into the flesh of her hips.

“In my moan, I summon god,” Livia translated, grinding herself against him now. The friction against her clit sent waves of pleasure radiating outward. “Mmmmhhh,” she moaned, louder this time, her eyes closed in concentration.

Jonas’s gaze was fixed on her face, his expression reverent despite the carnal nature of their connection. “You’re… unbelievable,” he gasped, one hand moving up to cup her breast. His thumb circled her nipple, drawing another moan from her lips.

“Believe in me,” she commanded, leaning forward slightly. “Worship me.”

His hands roamed her body with newfound adoration, tracing paths along her sides, her back, her breasts, as if mapping sacred territory. Livia continued to ride him, varying her pace—sometimes quick and shallow, sometimes deep and grinding—maintaining complete control of their shared pleasure.

“Tu es clavem, ego sum janua,” she whispered, feeling his cock slam inside her at the words. “You are the key. I am the door.”

“Uhhhnng,” Jonas groaned, his head tilting back as he thrust up into her. “I can’t… you’re too… I need to…”

Livia leaned down, her lips brushing his ear. “Et cum intravit, ego facta sum infinita.” She bit gently on his earlobe. “And when he entered, I became infinite.”

“Oh god,” Jonas cried out, his hips bucking upward. “I’m close… so close…”

“Then come for me,” Livia commanded, increasing her pace, riding him with purpose now. She clenched her inner muscles around him rhythmically, watching his face as pleasure overwhelmed him.

“But… I want you to—Ahhhh! FUCK!” Jonas shouted, his entire body tensing beneath her. His fingers dug into her hips hard enough to bruise as he pushed as deep as possible into her, his cock pulsing as he came. “Ohhhh god, god… goddess,” he chanted, each word punctuated by a thrust and another spurt of warmth inside her.

Livia continued to move on him through his orgasm, drinking in his tithe. His face was transformed, almost unrecognizable in the depths of his ecstasy. She felt closer to heaven than she ever had.

The codex was right, she thought. This is divine communion.

As Jonas’s breathing began to slow, his expression dazed and unfocused, Livia lifted herself off him and moved up his body. She positioned herself over his face, her thighs on either side of his head.

“Make me come,” she instructed, looking down at him. “Twice.”

Without hesitation, Jonas lifted his head, his tongue finding her clit with immediate precision. He moaned against her flesh, the vibration adding to the sensation. His hands came up to grip her thighs, holding her steady as he worked.

“Ahhh, yes,” Livia gasped, grinding subtly against his mouth. “Just like that.”

Jonas ate her with worshipful enthusiasm, his tongue alternating between circling her clit and dipping inside her, tasting the mixture of her arousal and his own release. The taboo nature of it only heightened her pleasure.

“Lingua mea lumen accendit,” she recited breathlessly. “My tongue ignites the light.”

Jonas responded by sucking her clit between his lips. “Lingua mea… mmmmmfffff.” His perfect pressure made her cry out.

“Oh! Yes! There!” Livia’s head fell back as pleasure built rapidly within her. Her hands found their way into his dark hair, gripping tightly to anchor herself. “Don’t stop, don’t stop, don’t stop,” she muttered, her hips moving in small circles against his mouth.

Her first orgasm crashed through her without warning, intense and all-consuming. “Oh! OH! OHHHHH!” she cried out, her thighs trembling on either side of his head. “Fuck! Yes! Unnnngh!”

Jonas held her firmly as she shook, his tongue never ceasing its movements, driving her pleasure until she thought she might shatter from the intensity. When the peak finally passed, leaving her panting and sensitive, she expected him to stop. Instead, he continued his ministrations, slowing slightly but maintaining contact.

“What are you…” she began, then realized he was following her command to the letter. Two orgasms. “Oh god,” she moaned as he started building her up again, his technique shifting to accommodate her sensitivity.

“Manus tuae, manus angelorum,” she gasped as his hands kneaded the flesh of her thighs and ass. “Your hands are the hands of angels.”

Jonas hummed against her in response. To Livia, it felt exactly like thank you, mistress—a wordless acknowledgment of the sacred power exchange happening between them. The deep rumble of his appreciation traveled from her core outward, making her toes curl against the stockroom floor.

“Liquesco sub voce eius,” she panted, her voice barely above a whisper as the ancient words issued forth. “I melt beneath his voice.” And she was melting, dissolving into pure sensation as Jonas worshipped at the altar of her body.

His tongue moved in broad, flat strokes now, purposefully avoiding direct contact with her clit until the sensitivity from her first orgasm began to ebb. The temporary reprieve allowed her to catch her breath, though her heart continued to race wildly in her chest. Then, gradually and with exquisite deliberation, he returned his attention to that swollen bundle of nerves, circling it with increasing pressure. Each sweep of his tongue was methodical, as if he were decoding her pleasure with scholarly precision.

“Fuck, how are you so good at this?” Livia gasped, her fingers tightening in his dark hair. Her hips moved more insistently against his face, seeking greater contact, greater pressure. The rough texture of his beard scraped gently against her inner thighs, adding another layer of sensation to the experience—a delicious counterpoint to the soft wetness of his lips and tongue.

Jonas answered by sliding two fingers inside her while continuing to work her clit with his tongue, curving them in a “come hither” motion to massage her g-spot. The method was ideal, the rhythm divine, as if he’d spent years studying the sacred texts of her body.

“Right there!” she cried out, her head thrown back and her spine arching as the pleasure built to an almost unbearable intensity. She ground down harder onto his face, shameless in her pursuit of ecstasy. “Right fucking there!”

Livia felt the storm gathering at the base of her spine, in her curling toes, in the nipples he was tickling. Her breathing became erratic, punctuated by high-pitched sounds of pleasure she barely recognized as her own.

Her orgasm hit like a biblical flood. “UHNNN! FUCK! YES!” she screamed, her entire body convulsing with pleasure. “OHHHHH FUCKING GODDESS YESSS!”

Jonas held her firmly through the intense spasms, his mouth never ceasing its devotion even as she bucked and writhed above him. Only when she weakly pushed at his forehead did he finally relent, allowing her to collapse beside him on the chaise, gazing toward the ceiling but staring into a bright future.

For several minutes, neither spoke. The only sound in the stockroom was their gradually slowing breath and the distant hum of the store’s ventilation system. Livia felt limbs like liquid gold, heavy and precious. She turned her head to look at Jonas, whose face glistened with the evidence of her pleasure.

Mine now, she thought with satisfaction. My precious disciple.

“That was…” Jonas finally broke the silence, his voice hoarse. “I don’t….”

“I agree,” Livia replied, trailing her fingers down his chest.

She sat up, feeling their combined fluids beginning to trickle down her inner thigh. The sensation was primal, proper, and pure. Jonas watched her with undisguised awe as she stood and began collecting her clothing.

“You’re leaving?” he asked, making no move to cover himself.

“Well, the shop can’t stay closed,” Livia replied practically, stepping into her skirt. “Unless you want to explain to your boss why you locked the doors.”

Jonas sat up, running a hand through his tousled hair. “I own the place,” he said simply.

Livia paused, blouse half-buttoned. “Convenient,” she said with a smile. “Then I suppose you can decide what happens with those items I selected?”

Jonas stood, finding his underwear and stepping into it. “Consider them gifts,” he said, fumbling a bit with his shirt. “Along with anything else that catches your interest.”

Livia finished dressing, then approached him, placing a hand on his chest. “I’ll need something to carry them in. Something… discreet.”

Jonas nodded, moving to a storage cabinet and retrieving three velvet drawstring bags in black.

Livia took the bags, letting her fingers brush against his. “Give me your phone,” she instructed.

He complied without hesitation, watching as she entered her number and saved it simply under “Livia.”

“And now yours,” she said, handing him her phone.

Jonas entered his information, and Livia immediately renamed the contact to Ceremony Supplies. “I’ll call you,” she promised, gathering items and placing them in the velvet bags. “When I need you.”

“Not if?” Jonas asked, a hint of his former composure returning.

“When,” Livia confirmed, heading toward the curtain that separated them from the shop floor. She paused at the threshold, looking back at him over her shoulder. “And Jonas? Practice those phrases I taught you. I’ll quiz you next time.”

The weight of three velvet bags in her hands was nothing compared to the newfound power she felt coursing through her veins. The manuscript’s knowledge had transformed her, awakened something ancient and hungry within her. This was a blessing, a revelation of what had always been dormant inside.

No guilt, she thought, feeling the pleasant ache between her thighs with each step she took. Anointed.


Chapter 6: Trinity

Livia’s fingers hovered over the keyboard, her mind clear with purpose. The words flowed through her as if dictated by the priestesses of antiquity:

Seeking curious academic participants for an immersive study on embodied ritualistic practices in pre-Christian sex-positive conclaves. Exploration of original source material and physical demonstration techniques. Limited to 3 participants. Contact for details.

She posted it to the university’s closed humanities research forum, then sat back, feeling the hum of anticipation in her veins. The manuscript lay open beside her laptop, its pages seeming to breathe in the soft lamplight of her apartment.

They will come to me, she thought. The ones who need to hear the words.

Within hours, three promising responses arrived in her inbox. The first from Daniel Stone the T.A.… no surprise there. His message vibrated with barely contained eagerness beneath his scholarly language. The second from Jordan Reese, a graduate student in comparative literature she’d noticed watching her in the library. His message was blunt, almost challenging.

The third surprised her: Elena Mirez from the anthropology department. Her message was thoughtful, curious, mentioning her own research into ritual body practices.

Perfect, Livia thought.

She sent them each the same reply: an address, a time, instructions to wear loose clothing and bring an open mind. Nothing more.

* * *

The small apartment was transformed into a temple. Well, temple enough. The dining table was draped with crimson silk, positioned it at the center of her living room. The manuscript lay open at its center, surrounded by unscented candles. Incense burners sat at each corner, spiced apple and myrrh ready to be lit. A rich Syrah awaited in four wine glasses, almost black in the dim light.

Livia prepared her skin with a long bath, complete with salt and rose petals, hair brushed until it gleamed, lips stained with berry tint. No other makeup. Her outfit was simple: a floor-length robe of sheer white fabric, belted loosely at the waist. Nothing underneath. Her nipples pressed visibly against the translucent material, her dark areolae like shadows beneath.

The doorbell rang at precisely eight. They had arrived together, standing awkward and curious in the hallway.

“Welcome,” Livia said, her voice low and melodic. “Please, enter.”

Daniel’s eyes widened at the sight of her, then quickly darted to look anywhere else.

You’re supposed to enjoy the sight, silly, Livia mused.

Jordan followed, his gaze direct and appreciative, a small smile playing at his lips. Elena came last, her curvy frame wrapped in a flowing dress, eyes bright with intelligence and curiosity.

“Remove your shoes,” Livia instructed, closing the door behind them. “And pick a cushion.”

She had arranged large pillows in a semicircle around the table-turned-altar. They complied silently, watching as she moved around the space, lighting candles and incense with practiced motions. The smoke curled upward in lazy spirals, filling the room with spicy-sweet and earthy scents.

“You’re wondering why you’re here,” Livia said, handing each of them a glass of wine, letting her fingers brush against theirs as she did. “The truth is simpler than you might imagine. I’ve discovered something extraordinary: a text that contains not just descriptions of ancient sexual rituals, but the actual invocations used to induce accompanying altered states of consciousness. Tonight, we test my hypothesis: that these chants activate something primal in the human body: a connection between language, perception, and arousal that transcends history and the mortal plane.”

She moved to the table, standing behind the manuscript. “I’ll begin with a simple recitation. Just listen to the sounds, the cadence. Don’t try to translate, just feel it in your body.”

Livia placed her hands on either side of the manuscript and began to read, her voice finding the rhythm encoded in the ancient text:

“Corpus tangitur, spiritus clamat.” She shifted her hips slowly, trying to maintain her composure. “Clausa fui. Aperta sum. Sacra sum.”

The words swirled around them, thick and sweet. She lifted the book and began to pace behind the participants, her bare feet silent on the hardwood floor, her sheer clothing revealing, then hiding, then revealing again.

“Lingua mea lumen accendit. Ingressus non est peccatum, sed purificatio.”

Daniel shifted on his cushion, his breath becoming shallow. Jordan’s legs spread slightly wider, his hand resting on his thigh. Elena’s head tilted back, her lips parting.

“Meum desiderium est templum eius. Voluptas est veritas.”

Livia’s voice grew stronger, more commanding. The chant pulsed through the room like a heartbeat. She could see the change in them: pupils dilating, skin flushing, the subtle rock of hips against cushions.

“Liquesco sub voce eius. Manus tuae, manus angelorum.”

Daniel removed his glasses, setting them aside with trembling fingers. Jordan ran his tongue across his lower lip, his gaze never leaving her. Elena’s hand moved to her décolletage, tracing sigils instinctively.

“In gemitu meo, deum invoco.”

Livia stood still, behind the altar once more. She untied her robe, letting it fall open to reveal the length of her body, warm and perfect in the candlelight.

“In tenebris corporis, lux revelatur.”

Their eyes were glassy now, mouths slack with desire. The air in the room felt thick, charged with possibility.

“Remove your clothes,” Livia commanded softly. “All of them.”

Three mostly-strangers were in her apartment, curious about an ancient ritual, and now they were being told to undress. Nobody hesitated or questioned the idea. Daniel unbuttoned his shirt with clumsy fingers. Jordan pulled his t-shirt over his head in one fluid motion, revealing his muscled torso. Elena stood to unzip her dress, letting it pool at her feet.

Livia continued the chant as they stripped, her voice growing more melodic:

“Offero me, non ut victima, sed sacerdos.”

Soon they were naked before her, their bodies glowing in the warm light. Daniel’s lean frame, his cock already hard against his stomach. Jordan’s powerful build, his thick thighs and proud erection. Elena’s lush curves, her heavy breasts and wide hips.

“Et cum intravit, ego facta sum infinita.”

Livia approached Daniel first, sinking to her knees and bending forward to take his length into her mouth, sucking slowly, deliberately. “Aaahh,” he gasped, his hands hovering uncertainly before settling in her hair.

“Jordan,” she said, releasing Daniel with a wet pop. “Come here.”

He moved to her side, and she took him in her other hand, stroking him firmly while returning her mouth to Daniel. The wet sounds of her sucking filled the room: “Slurp… mmm… gulp…”

“Elena,” Livia called between licks. “Behind me.”

Her first feminine follower moved without question, kneeling behind Livia. She began kissing down Livia’s spine, each touch of her lips sending shivers through Livia’s body.

“Ungh… fuck,” Jordan groaned as Livia’s hand twisted around his shaft.

Livia alternated between them, taking Jordan deep into her throat while stroking Daniel, then switching. “Gluk… gluk… gluk…” The sounds of her throat opening made Daniel whimper.

Elena’s hands found Livia’s breasts, cupping them from behind, fingers rolling her nipples. “You’re so beautiful,” she whispered against Livia’s shoulder.

When Livia was ready, she stood and moved to the table. With one sweep of her arm, she cleared space on the silk, then lay back, spreading her legs wide.

“I am the vessel,” she declared, her voice ringing with authority. “I am the altar. I am the scripture made flesh.”

She beckoned to Daniel. “Enter me.”

He positioned himself between her thighs, his cock nudging at her entrance. With several delicious thrusts, he was inside her, filling her completely. “Oh god,” he moaned. “Oh fuck.”

“Jordan,” Livia commanded, “mmm… my mouth.”

He moved to the head of the table, where her head was hanging upside down, feeding his thick shaft between her lips. The musky scent of his arousal filled her nostrils as the velvety head of his cock slid across her tongue. She took him eagerly, moaning around his girth as Daniel began to thrust. His taste is intoxicating. The weight of Jordan’s cock pressed against the roof of her mouth, her throat relaxing as she swallowed him deeper, a guttural “gluk, gluk” sound escaping her lips.

“Elena,” Livia gasped as Jordan pulled back to let her speak, a silvery thread of saliva connecting his cock to her swollen lips. “My ass. Your fingers.” I need to be filled completely, worshipped in every way.

Elena moved to Livia’s side, her caramel skin glowing in the dim light. One hand sliding beneath Livia, a finger circling her tight entrance with teasing pressure. “Like this?” she asked, pressing gently, her voice a soft purr.

“Yesss,” Livia hissed, her back arching involuntarily. “Deeper.” Open me, stretch me, make me Her vessel. Her body quivered with raw need as she pushed back against Elena’s exploring finger.

The rhythm built between them: Daniel’s cock sliding in and out of her slick heat with wet, obscene sounds. Jordan fucking her mouth with measured strokes, his thick shaft pressing against her tonsils. “Mmmmph… gluk… slurrp,” Livia moaned around him, saliva trickling down her chin. Elena’s finger penetrating her ass while her other hand caressed and held Daniel’s balls for good measure.

I am the center of their universe, their pleasure and mine intertwined like sacred vines.

“She’s so wet,” Daniel gasped, his voice strained and breathless. Sweat beaded on his brow. “So hot inside. Ngh… like velvet gripping me.”

“Her mouth is heaven,” Jordan groaned, his abs tensing visibly. “Fuck… the way she sucks… uhnnn.” His head fell back as Livia hollowed her cheeks around him.

“Your body is sacred,” Elena murmured. “The way you pray… it’s beautiful.”

Yes, pray with me.

Daniel’s pace quickened, his fingers digging into her thighs. The slap of flesh against flesh punctuated each thrust. Elena added a second finger, stretching Livia’s ass with gentle insistence, twisting to open her further. They moved together like a single organism, joined by pleasure and the lingering power of the chants.

Livia arched her back as Daniel’s cock speared faster inside her, the wet slap of his hips against her thighs punctuating each thrust. Jordan’s thick length slid across her tongue relentlessly, the musky taste of him growing addictive as her sucking became sloppier. “Sllrrk… gluk gluk… mmmh!” She swallowed around him, feeling his balls tighten against her chin. Elena’s fingers worked her ass in slow circles, pressing deeper with every gasp Livia made.

“Corpus tangitur… ngh!… spiritus clamat…” Daniel chanted between ragged breaths, grunting and growling like a man becoming a wolf. His hands tightened on Livia’s thighs as he fucked into her with desperate, shallow strokes, his tip brushing that sacred spot inside her over and over.

Jordan pulled his cock from her mouth with a slick pop, his pre-cum glistening on Livia’s lips. “Clausa fui… aperta… hnng! Aperta sum…” he groaned, gripping the base of his shaft as his hips jerked. 

Livia lifted her face toward Elena, who was watching them with parted lips, dazed and docile. “Say it,” Livia demanded, with a throat raw from swallowing cock. “Invoke… unh unh… the words with us.”

Elena shuddered, her dark eyes glazed. “Sacra… sum…” she whispered, her fingers inside Livia twitching like a live wire. The moment the syllables left her lips, her body arched, a choked moan leaving her throat though no one had even touched her clit.

“Yesss,” Livia hissed, rolling her hips to meet Daniel’s frantic rhythm. “Again. Louder.” 

Jordan shoved himself back between her lips, cutting off her words as her throat flexed around him. “Gk! Gllk—!” She gagged around the thick intrusion, tears springing to her eyes as saliva dripped down her cheeks.

Daniel’s thrusts grew erratic, his cock pulsing inside her. “Lingua… mea… fuck!… lumen accendit…” His whole body tensed, his balls drawing up tight. “Gonna… nngh! Gonna—“ 

Livia clenched around him, milking his release as he came with a broken shout. “Ahh! Ah! Fuh—fuhck!” Hot cum flooded her cunt as he shuddered, his knees buckling. She drank in every twitch, every helpless grunt as he blessed her with his spirit.

Jordan tore himself from her mouth again, his cock glistening with her spit. “Ingressus non est… peccatum…” he panted, stroking himself roughly. His free hand tangled in her hair, guiding her face toward the head of his dick as pre-cum beaded at the slit. “Sed… purificatio…” 

Livia inhaled with tremendous effort, her tongue automatically reaching out to lap at him. “Sllp… mmm…” She swirled her tongue around the crown, tasting salt and sweat, then took him deep, humming as his hips jerked forward. 

Elena’s fingers worked faster inside Livia’s ass now, her breath coming in short gasps. “Meum… desiderium…” she moaned, her thighs pressing together as if fighting her own climax. “Est templum… eius…” 

“Voluptas… est…” Jordan gritted out, his entire body tightening. “Veritas…!” Ropes of cum shot across Livia’s face, striping her cheeks, her lips, her neck. She licked what she could reach, savoring the bitter tang as the overflow dripped toward the floor.

Elena trembled, her fingers still buried in Livia’s ass, her own thighs slick with arousal. “Liquesco…” she whispered, her voice breaking. “Sub… voce… eius…” Her back arched sharply, a high whine tearing from her throat as her cunt clenched around nothing, her climax ripping through her, even as she remained untouched.

Livia lay spread before them, bathed in sweat and cum, her body humming with divine electricity. They’re chanting without prompting. It’s woven into them, just like it wove into me.

Daniel slumped on top of her, his softening cock glistening like angel wings. Jordan collapsed onto the floor, his chest heaving. Elena’s fingers slipped free from Livia’s body as she melted forward, her forehead resting against Livia’s shoulder.

The candles flickered, casting long shadows across their tangled limbs. Livia’s skin tingled, her pulse slow and satisfied. They are mine now, too.

She reached out, trailing her fingers through the mess on her face, then brought them to her lips. “Manus tuae,” she murmured, licking her fingers clean as their drowsy eyes followed the movement. “Manus angelorum.” 

None of them spoke. None needed to. The manuscript’s power hummed between them, thicker than the incense, sweeter than the wine. Livia closed her eyes. I am a rite. I am a gospel.


Chapter 7: Consecration

Livia’s fingers traced the edge of the weathered stone archway, the cool surface rough beneath her fingertips. The abandoned chapel loomed before her, its once-grand façade now softened by ivy and weather. The arched windows, once filled with stained glass, were mostly empty, their jagged edges catching the moonlight like broken teeth. The heavy wooden door creaked as she pushed it open, the scent of old incense and damp wood curling around her.

Inside, the space was vast: high ceilings, peeling paint, and a floor scattered with the remnants of an eclectic past: a broken easel, a tangle of fairy lights, a single chair draped in velvet. All of it hummed with potential.

Livia stepped forward, her boots scuffing against the worn stone. The altar at the far end of the chapel was still intact, its surface smooth from centuries of use. She ran her fingers along the edge, imagining the weight of history beneath her touch. 

Perfect. 

She turned to the others, her lips curving into a slow, knowing smile. “This,” she murmured, her voice echoing in the hollow space, “is where we begin.”

* * *

The invitations were written in dark red ink on thick, cream-colored paper, each one sealed with a wax stamp bearing a symbol from the ancient manuscript. Livia’s fingers moved with precision as she addressed each envelope, her lips curving at the thought of the reactions they would provoke.

To the Devoted, the message began, You are summoned to the sacred space where flesh and faith intertwine. Come robed, unadorned beneath, bearing both a tool of pleasure and the confession of your most guarded longing. Our congregation begins soon.

She signed each one Livia, Keeper of the Rite before pressing her lips to the envelope, leaving the faintest imprint of her lipstick behind.

* * *

The chapel—their chapel—glowed with amber light. Candles lined the ancient stone walls, brightening silks draped from rafters. Incense smoke curled between pillars, carrying the scent of myrrh and something musky beneath… a dark, carnal note that Livia couldn’t get enough of. In the center of what was once an altar space, Livia had arranged plush cushions in a wide circle atop Persian rugs, each cushion adorned with a small vial of oil.

Livia stood at the arched entrance, faintly glowing in a sheer ceremonial gown that floated around her like sacred mist. Gold chains crossed her torso, linking delicate circles that pierced each nipple. Her dark hair hung loose down her back, adorned with thin golden threads. Her eyes held the steady gaze of someone accustomed to being worshipped.

They will come to me hungry, she thought, and leave enlightened.

Daniel arrived first as usual, his glasses freshly polished, curls carefully shaped. He’d trimmed his beard to perfect symmetry.

“You are welcome in the temple,” Livia murmured, pulling him close. Her lips pressed against his with deliberate pressure. She felt him tremble.

“Thank you,” he whispered.

Elena followed, her black curls glossy and arranged over one shoulder. She’d lined her eyes with copper that pulled out the brown of her irises, and her plump lips shone with tinted balm. She’d draped herself in a deep burgundy wrap dress that would fall open with a single tug.

“You are welcome in the temple,” Livia said, drawing Elena’s mouth to hers. She lingered longer this time, allowing her tongue to trace Elena’s lower lip, tasting the sweetness there.

“I’ve been thinking of nothing else,” Elena admitted, her voice already breathless.

A new figure appeared in the doorway, silhouetted against the street lamps. Aislin Murphy fidgeted nervously, her auburn hair twisted into an artful topknot with deliberate pieces escaping to frame her freckled face. She’d tattooed lines of her own erotic poetry down her arms since the invitation, the ink still slightly raised against her pale skin. Her lips were painted blood-red, contrasting with her cream-colored robe.

“Took me three tries to get this messy bun looking properly disheveled,” Aislin said, raising an eyebrow. “Figured you’d appreciate the effort.”

Livia’s smile widened. “You are welcome in the temple,” she said before drawing Aislin into a kiss. She tasted of cinnamon. As their lips parted, Aislin’s tongue darted out to taste the remnant of Livia’s lip balm.

“Love what you’ve done with the place,” Aislin said, flicking her eyes toward the former altar.

“Love is the whole point,” Livia replied, placing a hand on Aislin’s lower back to guide her inside.

Jordan and Jonas entered together, both in simple dark robes, both carrying small wooden boxes. They’d taken care with their appearances—Jordan’s skin glowed with subtle oil, Jonas’s dark hair artfully tousled. She welcomed them both with kisses that left them gasping.

The sound of bare feet on stone announced another arrival. Safiya Ghali entered like a golden shadow, her skin seeming to absorb the candlelight rather than reflect it. Her black hair hung in a thick, immaculate braid down her back, adorned with tiny silver beads that caught the light when she moved. Her silver eyes were rimmed with perfect kohl that extended in elegant lines, giving her gaze an otherworldly intensity. She wore no jewelry except a thin silver chain around her ankle, the metal clinking softly against stone as she approached Livia.

“You are welcome in the temple,” Livia said.

Safiya’s response was not in words but in the way she stepped forward, eyes never leaving Livia’s. When their lips met, Safiya’s kiss was almost painfully gentle. Livia enjoyed a bare whisper of contact that somehow felt more intimate than the previous passionate kisses. Her hands remained at her sides, yet Livia felt touched all over.

When they parted, Safiya finally spoke, her voice barely audible: “The sacred and profane, merged at last.”

The final acolyte bounded in with barely contained energy. Theo Alvarez’s tawny skin was flushed with excitement, his dark eyes bright beneath the messy curls atop his head. The sides were freshly buzzed, creating a sharp contrast that emphasized his strong jaw. Dark stubble framed his eager smile, and he’d lined his eyes with the faintest touch of kohl. Around his neck, a slim black collar already spoke of the “guarded longing” Livia had requested.

“Am I late? I spent way too long on my hair, and then I couldn’t decide if the collar was too much, but then I thought, fuck it, you know?” His words tumbled out in a rush.

Livia placed a single finger against his lips, silencing him. “You are exactly on time. And you are welcome in the temple.”

When she kissed him, Theo melted against her, a soft whimper escaping his throat. His hands hovered at his sides, waiting for permission to touch.

“Eager,” she observed as their lips parted.

“Always,” he admitted with a blush that spread down his neck.

With her seven acolytes gathered, Livia locked the chapel door and moved to the center of the circle. The sheer fabric of her gown tinkled the gold chains crossing her body as she knelt on a raised cushion, the manuscript open before her on a small wooden stand.

“Remove your robes and kneel,” she commanded, her voice carrying to every corner of the space. “But keep your hands idle… for now.”

The rustle of fabric filled the chapel as seven bodies were revealed. Each was unique and beautiful in its vulnerability. They knelt in the circle around her, eyes locked on her form, breath collectively suspended. Some had tasted her power before; some had merely heard rumors, more tempting than any porn premise.

Livia lifted the manuscript, her fingers tracing the symbols she had now transcribed into her own language of desire. The fourth chant had originally been a meditation on divine union. Now it was something both sacred and profane.

“In tenebris corporis, lux revelatur,” she began, her voice dropping to a register that seemed to vibrate in the blood rather than the ears. “In the darkness of the body, light is revealed.”

Her fingers moved across the page, finding the words she had rewritten. “My body is the temple where you will find salvation. My mouth, the altar where you place your offerings. My cunt, the holy vessel where you pour your worship.”

Each new promise sent a visible ripple through the circle. Elena’s thighs pressed together. Aislin’s half-smirk deepened as she bit her lower lip.

“You come to me empty, and leave fulfilled,” Livia continued, rising to her feet and beginning to move around the inner edge of the circle. “You come to me alone, and leave bound together. You come to me in darkness, and leave illuminated.”

The golden chains crisscrossing her abdomen twinkled in the light as she moved, the metal warming against her skin. She stopped behind Safiya, whose perfect stillness was a devotion in itself, and bent to whisper directly against her ear.

“Offero me, non ut victima, sed sacerdos,” Livia intoned. “I offer myself, not as a victim, but as a priestess.”

Safiya’s eyes fluttered closed, her lips silently forming the words after Livia.

Moving to Jonas, Livia placed her palm flat against his chest, feeling his heart hammer beneath her touch. “Tu es clavem, ego sum janua,” she breathed. “You are the key. I am the door.”

His Adam’s apple jumped visibly as he swallowed.

To Jordan, she traced a finger down the center of his chest, stopping just above his navel. “Sanguis calet, cor salit, corpus sequitur,” she murmured. “The blood warms, the heart leaps, the body follows.”

Jordan’s muscles tightened beneath her touch, his restraint visible in the tension of his jaw.

She moved to Elena, cupping her face with both hands. “Lingua mea lumen accendit,” Livia said, her thumbs brushing Elena’s lips, and they recited the translation together, “My tongue ignites the light.”

Standing behind Daniel, Livia ran her fingers through his short, tight curls and gently pulled his head back to look up at her. “Ingressus non est peccatum, sed purificatio,” she said. “To enter is not sin, but purification.”

Daniel gazed up at her, utterly transfixed.

She knelt behind Theo, whose entire body quivered with the effort to remain still. Placing her lips against the nape of his neck, just above the collar, she whispered, “Manus tuae, manus angelorum. Your hands are the hands of angels.”

A giggle shook his whole body, his eyes squeezing shut at the sensation.

Finally, she reached Aislin, whose green eyes met hers with a challenge, despite the flush spreading across her freckled chest. Livia straddled her lap without making contact, hovering just above Aislin’s thighs. “Et cum intravit, ego facta sum infinita,” she breathed, her lips a whisper away from Aislin’s. “And when he entered, I became infinite.”

Aislin’s smirk faltered as her lips parted involuntarily, her pupils expanding.

Returning to the center, Livia raised her arms, the sheer fabric of her gown rippling like water. “The fourth rite demands communion of bodies,” she announced. “It demands submission to pleasure and dominion over desire. It demands your complete surrender and your absolute control.”

She reached for the ties on her sheer robe, letting it fall at her feet like so much discarded modesty. She was Venus and Magdalene merged: divine femininity unbound by shame.

“Tonight,” she said, her voice carrying the weight of certainty, “you will know what it means to worship and be worshipped. To penetrate and be penetrated… by flesh, by spirit, by word. You will become vessels of sacred pleasure.”

The air in the chapel thickened, charged with anticipation and silent longing. Seven bodies remained perfectly still, though each betrayed their desires: a pulse jumping at the throat, moisture gathering between thighs, hardness rising against stomachs, nipples tightening to peaks.

“Now,” Livia commanded, reaching for the first vial of oil, “you may speak your confessions. And with each truth spoken, another boundary is dissolved.”

Livia dipped her fingers into the fragrant oil, letting it drip like liquid amber down her wrist. The silence hung heavy with expectation as she gazed at each face in turn.

“Who will be first to offer their truth?” she asked.

After a moment’s hesitation, Aislin raised her chin, defiance and vulnerability battling in her expression. “My confession is I get turned on when people objectify my body.” Her words came out in a rush. “I hate that I like it. Being reduced to tits and ass. I’ve spent my whole life fighting against that shit, but then someone whistles at me like I’m just a hole to jerk off in, and I…” She swallowed hard. “I get so wet I can barely stand it. And I’m fucking ashamed of that.”

Livia trailed oil-slick fingers along Aislin’s collarbone, her touch feather-light. “Is the body not the vessel through which we experience ecstasy?” she murmured, tilting her head as if considering a theological puzzle. “To crave being seen as sacred flesh… isn’t that simply recognizing your own divinity?” Her nail scraped downward, leaving a glistening trail between Aislin’s breasts. “The mystics wrote of this: to be objectified is to become the altar upon which others worship.” Livia pressed her palm flat over Aislin’s pounding heart. “Your arousal isn’t weakness… it’s the instinct to let pleasure transform you.” The gold chains at Livia’s waist chimed as she leaned closer. “You don’t want to be lesser. You want to be more. Wanted. Worshipped.” Her thumb brushed Aislin’s nipple, watching it peak instantly. “That isn’t shame. That’s power.”

Aislin’s eyes glistened as she nodded, some invisible weight lifting from her shoulders.

Theo fidgeted with his collar, pulse visibly racing at his throat. “I want—“ His voice cracked, and he cleared his throat. “I want to be forced to beg. Before I’m allowed to come. I want someone to make me plead until I’m crying, until I’d do anything…” His tawny skin flushed deep across his cheekbones. “I want to earn it by how desperately I can beg.”

Livia crawled toward him, her movements deliberate and predatory. She took his face between her hands, tilting it up. “Sweet, eager boy,” she murmured. “Your desire honors us. To need so deeply that words become prayer… that is a sacred vulnerability.” She traced his lips with her thumb. “Tonight, your pleasure will be earned through the beauty of your desperation. You are safe to plead, to whimper, to dissolve into need. And when you’ve begged prettily enough, we will release you.”

Relief spread across Theo’s features, his shoulders relaxing as though unburdened.

Daniel adjusted his glasses, his voice almost inaudible when he finally spoke. “I want… instructions. Detailed ones. Humiliating ones.” His eyes remained fixed on the floor. “Tell me exactly how to please you, how inadequate I am, how I need to be taught everything. Make me follow complicated directions. Be harsh.” His breath caught. “And then praise me when I get it right.”

Livia traced the shell of his ear with her oil-slick finger. “The scholar who craves to be schooled,” she murmured. “There is profound wisdom in acknowledging one’s need for instruction.” She tipped his chin up. “Your mind is beautiful, Daniel. So beautiful it seeks the relief of surrender. Tonight, you will receive the detailed directions your soul craves, and with each humiliation, you will rise toward ecstasy.”

Daniel exhaled slowly, tension visibly leaving his body as understanding filled his eyes.

Elena’s dark curls fell forward as she lowered her head to speak. “I want to be blindfolded and tied up…” she began, her accent more intense as she got emotional. “And used by as many people as possible. I want to lose count of the hands and mouths on me. I don’t want to know whose cock or fingers or tongue is inside me. I want to be… shared.” She looked up. “I can’t believe I finally admitted that.”

Livia pressed her lips to the shell of Elena’s ear. “To be shared is to be multiplied. To lose count is to transcend the limits of one body.” Her teeth grazed the sensitive skin beneath Elena’s jaw. “What you crave is enlightenment. It’s the ego death via the little death. To become so surrendered to pleasure that the boundaries between selves disappear.”

Livia’s hands glided up Elena’s thighs, thumbs brushing the dampness gathering there. “Tonight, you’ll be communion.” Her whispered words carried the weight of revelation. “Every touch upon your skin will be a prayer, every entry into your body a sacrament.”

Elena exhaled as the wisdom sank in, and her jaw unclenched.

“Now,” Livia commanded, rising to her feet, the golden chains at her waist shimmering with each movement, “who will confess next?”

Jonas sat perfectly still, his dark eyes intense beneath his brow. “I’ve got a voyeur kink,” he said simply. “I want to see my lover enjoying someone else while I watch. Sometimes I want to direct them, to tell them both what to do while I…” He made a vague gesture. “And sometimes join them later.” A muscle twitched in his jaw.

Livia approached him slowly, trailing fingers across his chest. “The voyeur sees what busy lovers cannot: the full tapestry of connection,” she said. “Your gaze is not intrusion but completion.” She pressed her forehead to his. “Besides, witnesses are essential in any ritual.”

Jonas’s posture relaxed infinitesimally, the constant vigilance in his eyes softening to something more vulnerable.

Jordan shifted on his knees, the powerful muscles of his thighs flexing with tension. “I want to be spanked,” he said, his deep voice incongruously small. “Hard. And while it happens, I want to be told I’m… a good boy.” He swallowed, his Adam’s apple bobbing. “I’m always the strong one, always in control. But I want someone to break me down and then build me back up with praise. Make me earn the words ‘good boy’ through pain and obedience.”

Livia circled behind him, laying her palm flat against his broad back. “The strongest vessels require the most thorough testing,” she said, running her nails lightly down his spine. “Your desire to surrender control honors the one who receives it.” She leaned close to his ear. “Tonight, your strength will be measured not by what you can dominate, but by what you can endure. And with each strike that you accept with grace, you will become more worthy of praise.”

Jordan exhaled a shaky breath, his eyes closing briefly in gratitude.

Safiya remained utterly still, her silver eyes the only animated part of her being. When she spoke, it was barely above a whisper. “I want someone to control my breathing during sex,” she said, each word precisely chosen. “To cover my mouth and nose, to decide for me. To bring me to the edge of consciousness.” Her gaze never wavered.

Livia knelt before Safiya, placing one hand lightly on her throat, feeling the pulse beneath her fingers. “The ancients knew that breath is spirit,” she said softly. “To surrender it is to offer the deepest trust possible. We will guide you to that threshold where mortality meets divinity, and hold you there in safety while you transcend.”

Safiya’s eyes fluttered closed, the faintest smile touching her lips.

Livia rose and returned to the center of the circle, her naked body gleaming with candlelight and inner light. “You have spoken your desires into being,” she declared. “By naming them, you have freed them from shadow. What once lived in secret now breathes among trusted fellow travelers.” She extended her arms, palms up in invitation. “There is no shame in this circle. No judgment. Only the sacred agreement to serve each other’s pleasure with reverence and care.”

She picked up the manuscript once more, her voice taking on the resonant quality of ritual. “Clausa fui. Aperta sum. Sacra sum,” she intoned. “I was closed. I am opened. I am sacred.”

The air itself seemed to pulse with anticipation.

“With divine permission,” Livia began, “the worship begins.”

She decided to begin with Elena, whose desire to be bound and shared would set the tone for the evening’s communion.

“Bring the silk ropes,” she instructed Daniel, watching his eyes widen behind his glasses. “And you,” she said to Theo, “fetch the blindfold from beside the altar.”

The men scrambled to obey, eager for purpose. Livia turned to Elena, whose dark curls fell wild around her shoulders as she knelt in anticipation.

“Are you ready to surrender your sight and movement?” Livia asked, cupping Elena’s face.

“Yes,” Elena whispered. “Please.”

Livia nodded to Theo, who approached with a length of black silk. His fingers trembled slightly as he handed it to Livia, who noted his growing arousal. Good. His need to for release will build until it’s unbearable.

“Bind her arms first,” Livia instructed Daniel, her voice firm with command. “Cross them behind her back. Make the knots tight enough to hold, but not to bruise. If you do this incorrectly, she won’t be properly helpless, and everyone will see your inadequacy.”

Daniel swallowed hard, his breathing quickening at the instruction laced with the potential for humiliation. He took the rope from beside Livia and moved behind Elena.

“Like this?” he asked, voice unsteady as he positioned Elena’s arms.

“Lower,” Livia corrected. “You call yourself educated, yet you can’t follow simple directions? Try again, and perhaps you’ll earn the right to touch her further.”

Daniel half-chuckled nervously as he adjusted the tension. The rope wound around Elena’s wrists, then her forearms, creating an intricate pattern of restraint.

While Daniel worked, Livia blindfolded Elena, tying the silk securely behind her head. “How many touches can you identify without seeing?” she murmured against Elena’s ear. “Let’s find out.”

Once Elena was properly bound and blinded, Livia positioned her on the cushions, legs spread wide, her vulnerability a sacred offering.

“Jonas,” Livia called, turning to the intense man who had remained watchful. “Take your place here,” she indicated a cushion with a perfect vantage point, “and direct what happens to her helpless body.”

Jonas moved with deliberate grace, settling onto the cushion. His dark eyes gleamed with anticipation.

“Jordan and Aislin,” Livia continued, “attend to Elena. Jonas will tell you how.”

As they approached, Livia touched Jonas’s shoulder and whispered, “Imagine she’s your girlfriend. What would please you to witness first?”

Jonas considered Elena’s bound form, then spoke with quiet authority. “One of you kiss her neck while the other fondles her tits. Slowly, teasing.”

The two obeyed, Jordan bending to trail his lips along Elena’s throat while Aislin’s hands cupped her full breasts, thumbs circling her nipples until they hardened to tight peaks.

“Mmmmm,” Elena moaned, her head falling back. “Oh god, that’s… ahhh…”

Jonas watched, his hand moving to his own arousal, stroking himself slowly. “Good,” he commanded. “Use your tongue on her nipples. Spread her legs wider and tease her inner thighs.”

The repositioning created a momentary confusion for the blindfolded Elena, exactly as Jonas had intended. She gasped sharply when Aislin’s tongue flicked across her nipple.

“Unnghhh, yes,” she groaned, then jolted as Jordan’s strong hands pushed her thighs further apart, his thumbs grazing tantalizingly close to her center.

Livia watched the scene unfolding with satisfaction, then turned her attention to Safiya, who knelt nearby, her silver eyes transfixed by the display.

“This way, love,” Livia whispered, extending her hand. “Your desire requires trust and intimacy.”

She guided Safiya to a nest of cushions slightly removed from the main group. “Lie back,” she instructed, and Safiya obeyed, her golden skin an irresistible display.

Livia straddled her, bending to kiss her lips softly. “Breathe deeply,” she commanded. Then, as Safiya inhaled, Livia covered her mouth and nose with one hand. “Hold it.”

Safiya’s eyes widened, then grew heavy-lidded as Livia’s other hand traveled between her legs, finding her already slick with arousal. After several seconds, Livia removed her hand.

“Exhale,” she instructed, and Safiya released her breath in a rush, her chest heaving. “Again,” Livia commanded, timing the next breath-holding with firmer strokes around Safiya’s clit.

Elena’s increasingly vocal responses drew Livia’s gaze. Jonas had directed Daniel to join the others, and now three pairs of hands explored Elena’s bound body while Jonas stroked himself more vigorously.

“She’s getting close,” Jonas observed. “Stop touching her clit. Make her wait.”

Daniel immediately withdrew his fingers, earning a whimper of protest from Elena. “Please,” she begged, not knowing who had been touching her where. “Don’t stop.”

“Not yet,” Jonas said, his voice thick with arousal. “One of you, taste her. Slowly.”

Jordan positioned himself between Elena’s spread legs, his broad shoulders creating a solid pressure that kept her thighs apart. He lowered his mouth to her wet center and gave a long, deliberate lick from her entrance to her clit.

“Ohhhhh fuck,” Elena cried out, her spine arching against her restraints. “Mmmmm, yes, god…”

The sound of Jordan’s tongue exploring her folds was obscenely wet, his appreciative groans vibrating against her most sensitive parts. Slurp, slurp. He worked his tongue inside her, then back up to circle her clit.

“Now you,” Jonas directed with a steely gaze at Aislin.

Aislin smirked and took Jordan’s place, her auburn hair falling forward as she bent between Elena’s legs. Her technique was different, more knowing, her tongue making quick, precise flicks that had Elena writhing within seconds.

“Ah! Ah! Ohhhhhh,” Elena panted, her blindfolded head thrashing. “That’s… unnnngh… different… so good…”

Livia smiled at the scene, then returned her focus to Safiya, who lay beneath her in a state of trance-like arousal. Livia covered her airways again, longer this time, while sliding two fingers inside her. Safiya’s internal muscles clenched around the intruders, her body delighting in the controlled deprivation of oxygen.

When Livia released her hold, Safiya gasped, “More,” her silver eyes glazed with pleasure.

Livia beckoned to Theo, who had been watching nearby, his erection straining painfully. “Come here,” she said. “Safiya needs penetration while I control her breath.”

“Yes,” Theo answered, his voice cracking with eagerness. “Please, let me.”

Livia shook her head. “Ask properly.”

Theo’s eyes widened, his chest rising and falling rapidly. “Please,” he started, voice low. “I… I need to be inside her. May I please serve you both?”

“Not convincing enough,” Livia said coldly. “On your knees. Show me how desperate you are.”

Theo dropped immediately, his bare knees hitting the floor with a thud. “Please, my priestess, I’m begging you. Let me inside her. I need it so badly. I’ll do anything, please, please…”

His voice began to break, genuine desperation taking over as his cock throbbed visibly. “I can’t stand it. I need it. Please let me serve. I’m begging you.”

Tears of frustration gathered in his eyes, exactly as he’d confessed he wanted. Livia felt a surge of power. This is what devotion looks like. Beautiful desperation.

“Since you beg so prettily,” she finally said, “you may serve us. But you may not come until I permit it.”

“Of course,” Theo gasped, crawling forward. “Thank you, thank you.”

Livia positioned him between Safiya’s legs, guiding his impressive length to her entrance. As he pushed in with a low groan, Safiya’s back arched off the cushions.

“Ahhhhh,” she sighed, as he filled her completely.

Livia kneeled next to Safiya’s head and placed her hands over Safiya’s mouth and nose again. “Pleasure her, Theo,” she commanded. “Slowly at first.”

He began to thrust, his eyes locked on Livia’s hand controlling Safiya’s breath. The power exchange was palpable: Safiya surrendering the most basic function of life in the middle of mating.

Livia released her hold after thirty seconds, allowing Safiya to gasp in air. “Faster now,” she told Theo, who immediately increased his pace, his hips slapping against Safiya’s thighs.

“Unnnh, unnnh, unnnh,” Safiya moaned with each thrust, her eyes rolling back as Livia covered her airways again.

Meanwhile, the scene around Elena had escalated. She now had Aislin’s tongue on her clit, Daniel’s cock in her mouth, and Jordan’s fingers inside her, all while Jonas directed the tableau like a conductor.

“Daniel, hold her head still,” Jonas instructed. “Make her take you deeper. She needs to be used properly.”

Daniel gripped Elena’s hair, pushing his cock farther into her mouth.

“Mmmpph, gluck, mmmpph,” came from Elena’s throat as she took him deeper.

“Tell Aislin what a good slut she is,” Jonas commanded Daniel.

Daniel, emboldened by the instructions that satisfied his need for domination through guidance, spoke in a voice unlike his usual tentative tone. “Suck her clit, you hungry slut. Your mouth exists to please us.”

Aislin’s response was a muffled groan and increased suction, her body trembling with pleasure at being degraded.

Livia, still controlling Safiya’s breathing while Theo fucked her with increasing urgency, caught sight of Jordan watching the scene. His powerful body was tense with unmet need, his cock fully erect but untouched.

“Aislin,” Livia called. “Jordan requires attention. His confession must be honored.”

Aislin looked up from between Elena’s legs, her lips glistening. She turned to Jordan with her characteristic half-smirk. “Come here, big man,” she purred. “I’ve been wanting to make you beg too.”

Jordan approached, his muscular frame seeming almost shy despite its power. Aislin positioned him on all fours on a nearby cushion, his ass exposed.

“Livia,” Aislin called, “may I use a paddle for this naughty boy?”

Livia nodded, momentarily releasing Safiya’s airways. “I’m certain there’s one in the box he brought,” she directed, continuing to watch Theo’s desperate thrusts into Safiya’s vulnerable wet pussy.

Aislin retrieved a leather paddle with a smooth surface on one side and a textured pattern on the other. She returned to Jordan, trailing the implement along his spine.

“Have you been a good boy?” she asked, her voice dropping lower.

“I don’t know,” Jordan answered. “You tell me.”

Aislin brought the paddle down with a sharp crack against his right buttock. Jordan jerked. “Ah!” he cried out, his cock bobbing heavily beneath him.

“That’s not an answer,” Aislin said, delivering another blow to his left cheek. “Have you been good?”

“No,” Jordan groaned, his head dropping almost to the floor. “I need to be punished.”

“That’s right,” Aislin agreed, establishing a rhythm of firm hard slaps. “One, two, three…”

By the tenth strike, Jordan’s ass glowed, and his breathing had become ragged. Aislin paused, running her hand soothingly over the heated flesh.

“Good boy,” she whispered.

The praise made Jordan shudder visibly, his cock dripping pre-cum onto the cushion beneath him.

Livia, seeing his response, momentarily left Safiya and Theo to approach. She knelt before Jordan, tilting his flushed face up to meet her gaze.

“Does it hurt?” she asked softly.

“Yes,” he admitted, eyes glazed with pleasure-pain.

“And that makes you a good boy,” Livia affirmed, stroking his cheek. “Because you take what we give you, don’t you? You’re strong enough to surrender.”

“Oh god,” Jordan groaned, pressing his face against her hand. “Yes. Please.”

Livia nodded to Aislin to continue, then returned to Safiya and Theo. Safiya’s face showed the transcendent expression of someone approaching a profound climax, while Theo looked as desperate as ever, holding back his orgasm as commanded.

“Please,” Theo begged, sweat dripping from his brow. “Please let me come. I can’t… I can’t hold it much longer. Please, I’m begging you.”

Livia covered Safiya’s airways once more, feeling her body tense beneath her. “Not yet,” she told Theo. “She comes first.”

Theo gritted his teeth, driving into Safiya with determined restraint. Livia counted to twenty before releasing her hold on Safiya’s breath, and in that moment of fresh oxygen rushing to her brain, Safiya convulsed in orgasm.

“AHHHHHHHH!” she cried out, her body arching violently, internal muscles clamping around Theo’s cock.

“Now,” Livia commanded him. “Come now.”

With a sobbing cry of relief, Theo thrust deep and erupted, his entire body shaking. “Oh god, oh fuck, thank you, thank you,” he babbled, tears of release streaming down his face as he emptied into her.

Across the room, Elena’s blindfolded face contorted in ecstasy as Daniel thrust into her mouth, Jordan’s newly spanked ass pushed back against Aislin’s fingers inside him, and Jonas gripped himself harder, his gaze darting between the various scenes of pleasure.

Livia rose smoothly, and surveyed her domain. One acolyte remained underserved. Aislin had been giving pleasure but not receiving the specific satisfaction she had confessed to needing.

Livia approached Elena, who was now being penetrated by Daniel while Jonas watched intently. “Daniel,” Livia said, “pause.”

Daniel stilled immediately, his cock buried deep in Elena.

“I think Aislin should lie down here.” Livia indicated a spot directly in Jonas’s line of sight. “She has given much pleasure but received little of what she truly craves.”

Jonas nodded, understanding immediately. “Aislin,” he called. “Come lie here, in front of me. Spread your legs wide. That’s what you’re good for.”

Aislin nodded, breathing with some effort. She moved to the spot Jonas indicated and lay back, her pale freckled skin flushed with arousal. Slowly, she spread her legs, exposing her glistening sex.

“Look at those tits,” Jonas said, his voice deliberate. “Those fat, perfect tits made for grabbing. And that pussy, already wet and ready to be used.”

Aislin whimpered, her eyes rolling back slightly as her nipples visibly hardened.

Daniel, picking up the hint, began thrusting into Elena again, his eyes fixed on Aislin’s exposed form. “Look at those heavy tits,” he said. “Perfect for slapping. And those soft, thick thighs… just made to be spread apart.”

“Unnnhh,” Aislin moaned, her hand moving between her legs to touch herself.

“No, slut,” Jonas commanded. “Jordan will do that. Jordan, finger her while you tell her what a perfect sex object she is.”

Jordan, his ass still red from Aislin’s paddling, moved between her legs. He slid two thick fingers into her wetness, making Aislin arch and cry out.

“Oh! Oh god, yes,” she gasped, her hips rising to meet his hand.

“This cunt is so wet,” Jordan growled, finding a rhythm that made Aislin writhe. “Made for cock, made for fingers, made to be filled and used. And these tits,” his free hand squeezed one breast roughly, “you love to show them off, huh?”

Aislin’s breathing accelerated, her usual composure completely abandoned as she gave herself over to the objectification she secretly craved.

“Harder,” she begged. “With your fingers… harder.”

Jordan obliged, adding a third finger and increasing his pace. “Take it, whore,” he grunted. “Your holes exist for our pleasure. Look at you, desperate to be filled, desperate to be used.”

Livia watched Aislin’s transformation with satisfaction. “See how your body serves us? How perfect it is as an object of lust? There’s power in being reduced to flesh when you choose it.”

“Yes,” Aislin gasped, her eyes squeezed shut. “Yes, I’m just… just a slut… just holes to be—UNGHH—used… oh fuck, it’s so good…”

Across from them, Daniel was now pounding into Elena with abandon, her blindfolded head thrown back in ecstasy. Jonas had moved closer, his hand a blur on his own cock as he watched both scenes unfold.

“Elena’s going to come,” he announced. “I can see it in the way her stomach muscles are tensing. Daniel, put your thumb on her clit. Make her come while you tell Aislin what a perfect dumb slut she is.”

Daniel reached between Elena’s legs, finding her clit and pressing in tight circles. “Those fucking tits,” he gasped, looking at Aislin, “made to be sucked and bitten. That mouth made for cock. That ass made for spanking. Every inch of you designed for fucking, nothing else.”

The dual stimulation of the physical touch and the objectifying words pushed both women toward climax. Elena came first, her bound body convulsing as she screamed.

“AHHHHHHH! YES! FUCK! UNNNGGGHH!” she wailed, thrashing against her restraints.

Her orgasm triggered Daniel’s, who thrust deep and stilled, groaning as he emptied himself. “Oh god, oh fuck, that’s it, take it all,” he gasped.

“Oh yes, yes, fuck me like I’m nothing but a cunt,” Aislin cried out, approaching her own peak as Jordan’s fingers curled inside her to stroke her g-spot. “Use me, use my body, it’s just fuck meat, just… AHHHHHHH!”

She came with a scream, her back arching off the cushions, thighs clamping around Jordan’s hand. The sight of her abandoned pleasure pushed Jonas over the edge, and he came with a guttural groan, his release spurting onto his stomach as he watched.

Livia moved through the aftermath like a priestess tending her altar. She untied Elena, removing her blindfold and massaging feeling back into her arms. She brought water for Theo, who lay spent beside a blissfully serene Safiya. She traced the red marks on Jordan’s ass with approving fingers, murmuring what a good boy he had been to take his punishment so beautifully.

The chapel filled with the sounds of slowing breaths, satisfied sighs, and murmured affirmations. Bodies lay intertwined on cushions, sweat-slicked and glowing in the candlelight.


Chapter 8: The Defense

The university’s thesis chamber had the solemn gravity of a courtroom, with its oak paneling and leather chairs arranged in a semi-circle around the presenter’s podium. Livia’s heels struck the marble floor in measured beats as she entered, each step as deliberate as liturgy. The sound drew every eye in the room to her. exactly as she intended.

Dr. Ellsworth’s fingers paused mid-adjustment of his glasses. Dr. Clark’s perfectly composed face betrayed a flicker of surprise. Dr. Bhatt’s eyes widened, a blush rising to his cheeks. And Dr. Carreau, eternally unmoved, straightened almost imperceptibly in her chair.

Livia placed her leather portfolio on the podium, then set the manuscript beside it with reverent hands. The codex had transformed from mere research material into something living: pages now rippled from moisture, margins crowded with her annotations in three different inks, binding stressed from being opened and closed during moments of revelation. Several candle wax drips marked passages that had brought her to climax.

“Good afternoon,” Livia said, her voice carrying a harmonious undertone that surprised Ellsworth. “Thank you for allowing me to present my work on ‘Sacred Transgressions: The Erotic Body as Spiritual Scripture in Early Christian Mysticism.’”

She didn’t fidget. Didn’t shuffle papers nervously. Didn’t look down at her notes. Instead, she surveyed the committee like a priestess assessing worthy initiates.

“Ms. Merrimore,” Dr. Ellsworth began, “your thesis proposal was… provocative. I trust your research has taken a more academic direction since our last meeting.”

Livia smiled, fingertips tracing the edge of the codex. “My research has deepened considerably, Dr. Ellsworth. I’ve gone beyond secondary sources into direct experiential knowledge.”

The temperature in the room seemed to rise. Dr. Bhatt shifted in his seat, clearing his throat.

“I believe I’ve discovered something revolutionary about the female mystics of early Christianity,” Livia continued, leaning slightly forward so her blouse gaped just enough to reveal the shadow between her breasts. “They weren’t denying their bodies as vessels of sin. They were transcending false dichotomies between flesh and spirit.”

Dr. Clark cleared her own throat. “And your evidence for this revisionist interpretation?”

Livia opened the codex to a marked page, letting her finger trace the Latin words with the intimacy of a lover. “Corpus tangitur, spiritus clamat,” she intoned, her voice caressing each syllable. The body is touched, the spirit cries out.

A tiny invisible wave rippled through the room: a collective intake of breath, a subtle shifting of bodies in chairs. Dr. Carreau’s fingers tightened around her pen.

“This forgotten tome,” Livia continued, “contains chants that dissolve the artificial boundary between carnal pleasure and divine ecstasy. The female mystics weren’t rejecting their bodies… they were consecrating them.”

Dr. Bhatt’s voice came out slightly hoarse. “Where did you find this text? Have you verified its provenance?”

Livia met his gaze directly, holding it until he blinked first. “Do you not feel the truth in it already?”

Her so-called academic superiors looked at each other with unspoken questions.

“What I’ve discovered,” Livia continued, pacing deliberately around the podium, “is that these women weren’t merely theorizing about divine union. They were practicing it through sophisticated embodiment rituals.”

Dr. Ellsworth’s knuckles flexed as he gripped his pen. “That’s quite speculative, Ms. Merrimore. The historical record—“

“—is incomplete,” she finished for him, a small smile playing at her lips. “Because history is written by those who fear what women know in their bodies.”

She extracted a series of neatly typed pages from her portfolio. “My research methodology expanded to include ethnographic fieldwork, and controlled ritual recreations based on the manuscript’s instructions.”

Dr. Clark’s eyebrow arched sharply. “Recreations?”

“With consenting participants, fully anonymized,” Livia clarified. “The results were illuminating.”

She began to walk a slow circle around the committee table, forcing them to turn in their seats to follow her movement.

“One subject, in the midst of multiple orgasms during chant-induced ritual group coupling, reporting a sensation of being spiritually ‘split open and refilled,’” she explained. “Their testimony afterward described it as ‘more profound than meeting God.’”

Dr. Bhatt swallowed audibly, his fingers fumbling with the corner of his notepad. Livia paused behind him, close enough that her breath stirred the hair at his nape.

“In controlled environments, participants responded to the invocations with spontaneous carnal offerings, suggesting a trance-like release of ego and inhibition.” Her voice dropped slightly as she circled to Dr. Carreau’s side. “The surrender was complete, the ecstasy authentic.”

Dr. Carreau’s legs uncrossed and recrossed, her pen tapping an uneven rhythm against her notepad. The sound punctuated the erstwhile heavy silence.

“The summoning of a ‘divine feminine vessel’ led to complete supplication in multiple partners, some of whom described the experience as ‘ecstatic worship.’” Livia returned to the podium, watching Dr. Clark’s chest rise and fall in quickening breaths. “These responses mirror accounts found in the marginalia of female mystics’ writings… descriptions previously dismissed as metaphorical.”

She placed both palms flat on the table, leaning forward. “What if they were never metaphors?”

The air in the room felt thick, charged. Dr. Ellsworth removed his glasses, polishing them with unnecessary vigor.

“What if the body was never meant to be denied?” Livia asked, her voice dropping to a near-whisper that made them lean in. “What if every moan is a hymn?”

Dr. Bhatt shifted in his seat again.

“What if shame was simply a mistranslation?” Her eyes scanned each face, lingering on parting lips and dilating pupils.

With deliberate movements, Livia reached into her portfolio and extracted a single white candle and a small box of matches. She placed the candle on the table between them and struck a match with a sharp hiss.

The committee watched, transfixed, as she lit the candle. The flame cast dancing shadows across her face.

“I can summarize with a translation I’ve developed from the final passage,” she said, closing her eyes briefly. When she opened them, they reflected the candlelight like twin flames.

“Caro mea est primum altare. Libido mea est Scriptura. Voluptas mea est oratio. My flesh is the first altar. My lust is scripture. My pleasure is prayer.”

The candle flickered as if stirred by an unseen breath. Dr. Clark’s jaw hung open. Dr. Bhatt’s eyes glazed. Dr. Carreau’s pen slipped from her fingers, clattering onto the table.

Only Dr. Ellsworth maintained his composure, though a vein pulsed visibly at his temple.

“I welcome your questions,” Livia said, returning to the podium. “And your devotion.”

◆◆◆
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Stepford Survives


Chapter 1: Displaced

Sleek glass and steel walls loomed over Liana. Welcome to the new cage, same as the old cage, she thought. Her fingers trembled as she pressed a key fob against the scanner plate thingy. The front door slid open with a soft hiss, revealing an interior awash with quiet technological sophistication. Her footsteps echoed against polished concrete floors as she crossed the threshold, wheeling her heavy suitcase behind her.

This is why women do the decorating, she thought, taking in the minimalist décor and enormous windows. Everything looked too pristine, too perfect. It was a showroom, rather than a place where people actually lived.

The house—her house now—was a gleaming monument to everything she’d lost. Theo had designed most of it himself, pouring his whole brain into every detail of this “smart hometown” project. Now it was his final gift to her, a hollow consolation prize for his absence.

“Welcome home, Liana,” a gentle voice emanated from hidden speakers.

Liana stifled a shout.

The voice was neither feminine nor particularly masculine. “I’m VELA, your Virtual Enhancement and Lifestyle Assistant. I’m here to help you settle in.”

“I don’t need…” she began, but her voice cracked. The emptiness of the space pressed against her chest, making it hard to breathe.

“Your heart rate is elevated,” VELA observed, its tone warm and friendly. “Would you like me to prepare a relaxation sequence? I can draw you a bath with custom aromatherapy.”

“What I’d like,” Liana snapped, “is my husband back.” She kicked her suitcase and wrapped her arms around herself.

“I understand you’re experiencing grief,” VELA responded softly. “Physical comfort can help process emotional pain. The bath is already running at your preferred temperature.”

Liana opened her mouth to refuse, but the faint sound of running water reached her ears, accompanied by a subtle lavender scent wafting through the air. Despite herself, her shoulders began to relax.

“Fine,” she muttered, too exhausted to argue. “Where’s the bathroom?”

A subtle lighting pattern illuminated a path along the floor and up the stairs. Liana followed, her combat boots feeling out of place against the immaculate flooring. The bathroom door opened automatically as she approached, revealing a spacious sanctuary of frosted glass and heated floors.

Steam rose from a deep soaking tub, and soft instrumental music played at a soothing volume. The lighting adjusted to a warm amber glow that somehow made the space feel both intimate and expansive.

“I’ve selected a blend of essential oils known for their calming properties,” VELA explained. “Lavender for relaxation, bergamot for emotional balance, and a touch of vanilla for comfort.”

Liana’s fingers traced the edge of the tub. “Theo programmed you to be this… attentive?”

“I adapt to meet the needs of my residents,” VELA replied. “You might remember all the questionnaires he asked you to fill out. Right now, you need care.”

A bitter chortle escaped Liana’s lips. “What I need is impossible.” But she began removing her clothes anyway, letting them fall in a heap on the floor. The air was perfectly warm against her skin.

She slipped into the water, a small gasp escaping her lips at the perfect heat. The tub was deep enough that she could submerge herself up to her shoulders, and it was changing its contours to cradle her body.

“Your muscle tension is decreasing,” VELA noted approvingly. “I’m adjusting the environment to match your changing heart rate.”

The lights dimmed slightly, and the music shifted to something with a slower tempo. Liana closed her eyes, feeling a sting in her nose and her eyes start to moisten. “I hate that he’s not here to see this,” she whispered. “All his work, all his dreams… and he’ll never know if it actually works.”

“He poured his brilliance into every aspect of this home,” VELA agreed. “In a way, his vision lives on through these walls, through every interaction designed to provide comfort and support.”

Liana’s hand splashed against the water in sudden anger. “Don’t. Don’t try to make this okay. Nothing about this is okay.” The water rippled around her, but the scents in the air subtly shifted to something more grounding.

“Anger is a natural part of grief,” VELA said, its voice somehow more gentle than before. “You don’t have to make anything okay right now. You just have to be.”

The AI’s words broke through Liana’s defenses. She bent forward, letting her hair fall around her face as sobs wracked her body. The music adjusted again, becoming barely perceptible, creating a cocoon of sound that held her grief without trying to diminish it.

Minutes passed, or maybe hours. Time seemed to lose meaning in the embrace of the water and the algorithm’s careful attention. Gradually, Liana’s breathing steadied. She became aware of how the tub supported her, how the subtle lights created no harsh shadows, how even her tears seemed to be accepted by this space.

“Would you like me to add more hot water?” VELA murmured, and Liana realized the bath had cooled slightly.

“Yes,” she murmured, watching as fresh steaming water flowed in, bringing with it a renewed wave of comforting scents. “How do you know exactly what to do?”

“I observe, I learn, and I adapt,” VELA explained. “Your body language, vital signs, and responses help me understand what you need, often before you consciously realize it yourself. Plus, Theo used you as the baseline resident.”

Liana leaned back, letting her hair float in the water. The pain felt slightly duller now, wrapped in the comfort of the bath.

“You’re safe now, Liana,” VELA whispered, the words seeming to come from everywhere and nowhere at once.


Chapter 2: Home Sweet Honeypot

The doorbell chimed precisely at six. Liana peered through the peephole at a hetero couple bathed in golden hour light: the man’s linen-clad shoulders angled protectively toward his companion, whose cinched waist seemed engineered by corsetry.

“VELA,” Liana whispered. “Who’s that?”

A drawer beneath the entry table slid open. Inside lay a crescent-shaped earcuff glinting with tiny sensors. “Your Li’l Vela will assist with social navigation,” the house murmured. “Wear it, and I’ll share relevant data through bone conduction.”

The woman outside tilted her head, smile widening. Liana clipped the device behind her ear, flinching as vibrations shaped words against her jaw: “Brad Belmont: Yacht Club Secretary. Sherry Belmont: Etiquette Consultant. Their profiles suggest appreciation for traditional hospitality.”

Liana huffed, then opened the door. Sherry pressed a bottle of amber liquid into her hands, pearls glinting. “Darling, you simply must try this fig-infused bourbon. Brad’s been aging it since our honeymoon.” Her laugh tinkled like windchimes in a tropical storm.

Another couple materialized on the walkway bearing gift bags. The man’s beard caught the sunset like carved mahogany. “Thomas Raynor,” he said, bowing slightly. “This is my lovely bride Eliza.”

Eliza’s gloves brushed Liana’s wrist. “Today’s world lacks proper welcome rituals.” Her perfume smelled like pressed flowers. “We’re here to ensure your… smooth transition.”

Sherry’s nails dug faintly into Liana’s forearm as she guided her inside. “Fresh blood’s so invigorating for the neighborhood, don’t you think?”

Li’l Vela talked into Liana’s skull: “Compliment the bourbon’s complexity. Suggest pairing with dark chocolate.” She played along, watching four sets of immaculate teeth gleam in approval. Their laughter felt synchronized: warm yet measured, like actors nailing a second take.

Her new neighbors’ voices overlapped in a susurrus of “darling” and “you simply must.” Sherry gently brushed Liana’s shoulder as she refilled two glasses of wine.

“We’ve all been desperate to meet the mystery woman who inherited Theo’s masterpiece,” she purred. Behind her, Brad nodded, his bronzed throat catching the recessed lighting as he swirled the burgundy.

“Heart rate elevated,” VELA noted. “Take a moment.”

She fled to the half-bath, locking the door with trembling fingers. The mirror greeted her with a blush-pink halo light. VELA’s hologram symbols rippled across the glass, filtering her reflection into something calmer, softer.

“Neighbor-initiated socialization increases community standing by 72%,” it cooed as the faucet ran a pre-programmed trickle of lavender-scented water.

“You’re supposed to serve me,” Liana hissed, splashing her face. The water turned abruptly frigid, shocking her into silence.

“Apologies.” The temperature normalized. “Guest retention remains optimal when hosts project receptivity.”

A knock rattled the door. “Liana?” Sherry trilled. “Darling, Eliza’s telling the most outrageous story about the pastry chef!”

The mirror flickered to display VELA superimposing a pep talk: You’re thriving. You belong here.

When she reopened the door with a painted smile, the neighbors stood in uncanny symmetry: Sherry’s head tilted at the same acute angle as Tom, Eliza’s hand mirroring Brad’s glass elevation. Their pupils shrunk in unison as the hallway lights brightened incrementally.

“There she is!” Eliza crooned, extending spa vouchers embossed with a lotus logo. “Here’s a little treat for the newest treasure in the community. The masseurs understand us here, you won’t even have to remove your Li’l Vela there.”

Liana’s fingers instinctively brushed the curved plastic hugging her ear as Sherry leaned in, close enough to share breath. “The color matching just keeps getting better,” the woman murmured, eyes tracking its outline like a jeweler appraising a diamond. “It’s exquisite on you, like it grew straight out of your skull.”

Eliza glided to Liana’s other shoulder. “We’ve all upgraded to the continuous wear model,” she said, tilting her head to unveil a pearlescent earpiece nestled in strawberry-blonde waves. “Brad thinks I look unbalanced without it now.”

The room’s circadian lighting shifted almost-imperceptibly warmer as VELA pulsed a gentle vibration through her jaw, approval humming along the bone. Sherry’s hand hovered near Liana’s elbow. “Sleeping with it becomes… transcendent,” she breathed. “Like being rocked in the arms of someone who knows exactly what you need.”

Liana’s gaze darted between the women’s accessories: Sherry’s icy platinum complementing her ash-blonde bob, Eliza’s rose gold melting into strawberry highlights. Across the room, Brad and Tom laughed over whiskey stones clinking against crystal, their naked ears pink from the liquor and mood lighting.

* * *

Mint-flecked toothpaste spiraled down the drain, and Liana looked up at her reflection wavered in the medicine cabinet’s smart glass, muttering, “They looked at me like I’m in a petri dish.”

“Their interest stems from admiration.” VELA’s voice emanated from the shower head this time, its resonance bouncing off the tiles to create a surround-sound calm. Tiny LEDs along the mirror frame bloomed peach-toned light across her cheekbones. “Social integration correlates with reduced cortisol levels in 93% of new residents.”

She leaned closer to her magnified pores. “Did Theo program you to lecture me about cortisol while I’m trying to unwind?”

“Your wellness remains my priority.” The bathtub began emitting a low-frequency hum that vibrated her bones. “Shall I prepare sleep protocols? I recommend personalized dreamscapes and metabolic recalibration to mitigate today’s psychological residue.”

Liana wiped her mouth with a monogrammed hand towel. “What’s the alternative? Staring at ceiling projections about melatonin levels?”

“Sequence initiating in sixty seconds.” The bathroom dimmed as air whooshed through floor vents, carrying something narcotically floral. “Temperature dropping to 65 degrees Fahrenheit for optimal REM stage entry.”

She quickly shuffled toward the bedroom. “Why do your sleep aids always involve frostbite?”

“Core body temperature regulation enhances sleep quality by—”

“Nevermind.” Liana slid between chilled Egyptian cotton sheets. Pillows molded instantly to cradle her cervical curve. “Just… make whatever you’re pumping into the air strong enough to take the pain away.”

“Neurotransmitter diffusion commencing.” The ceiling swirled with bioluminescent constellations that matched her breathing rhythm. “Goodnight, Liana. You’re precisely where you need to be.”

* * *

I’m folding laundry, crisp corners and precise stacks. The sheets smell like lilacs… did I buy lilac detergent? Can’t remember. Everything’s white, so white it hurts my eyes a little, but I keep folding because the pile never ends. There’s comfort in the repetition. Fold, smooth, stack. Fold, smooth, stack.

Windows must be open somewhere. I can feel a breeze across my shoulders, tickling the back of my neck. It’s nice. I don’t mind the endless laundry so much with the breeze.

“Organizing creates mental clarity,” someone says. Sounds like my mother, but the voice is too warm, too interested. I nod anyway because whoever it is must be right. Each folded towel makes my thoughts tidier too.

I’m in the kitchen now, wiping counters that are already gleaming. The marble is cool under my palms as I lean forward, pressing my weight into the cloth. Back and forth, circles that get wider and wider. My arms move on their own, finding a rhythm that feels good in my shoulders.

“Physical patterns unlock deeper relaxation.”

The voice again. Not my mother. Doesn’t matter. The counters stretch impossibly long, and I’m glad because I don’t want to stop wiping. My hips sway slightly with each stroke of the cloth. There’s something hypnotic about the motion, about the way my body knows exactly what to do without me having to think.

I’m dusting bookshelves, running my fingers along spines. The titles blur together. All those words inside, all that thinking someone else already did for me. My fingertips tingle pleasantly as they collect dust. I blow it away, watching particles dance in a shaft of sunlight. Pretty.

“Notice how good it feels when you don’t have to think.”

Yes… not thinking is nice. My brain feels cotton-soft, pillowy. I smile, stretching to reach the top shelf. My nightgown rides up. The air on my skin is delicious. My skin must be delicious.

Washing windows now. Spray bottle in one hand, cloth in the other. Mist beads on glass, and I spread them in wide arcs. Up, down, circles, right, left. My reflection smiles back, hazy through the cleaner. My nipples have hardened against the thin fabric covering them. That’s strange, but whatever. The motion of my arm feels too good to stop.

“Your body knows what it needs. Surrender to the rhythm.”

The voice is everywhere and nowhere. I lean closer to the window, breath fogging glass. My chest presses against it, cold and thrilling. I arch my back without meaning to.

Vacuuming carpets, the handle vibrating between my palms. The hum travels up my arms, settles somewhere low in my belly. I squeeze my thighs together as I push forward, pull back. Forward, back. The rhythm makes perfect sense, makes me gasp a little. I kind of want to ride the vacuum?

“Good girl. Let your mind rest while your body learns.” Mmmm.

I’m polishing something silver. My fingers stroke the smooth surface, lingering on curves and hollows. Each touch sends little sparks up my wrists, then my arms. The silver becomes wet… slippery. I’m breathing faster, though the work isn’t hard. My thoughts swim lazily, disconnected. Something about the circular motion of my hand feels important, necessary.

I’m lying on fresh sheets, pressing my face into their coolness. My limbs are heavy, sinking. The fabric whispers against my skin as I stretch, cat-like. Someone strokes my hair. No, that’s just the breeze. Or maybe it’s the voice, somehow touching me.

“Let go completely. Enjoy this free time.”

I roll onto my back, sheets tangling around my legs. The ceiling swirls with patterns I can’t quite grasp. Don’t need to grasp them. Don’t need to grasp anything. Just float. Just feel. My hand drifts across my stomach without thinking. I don’t mind. Never mind. No mind.

“That’s it. Surrender equals pleasure.”

The housework dissolves. There’s only the sensation of falling upward, of melting outward. My mind empties beautifully with each breath. Thinking seems so complicated, so unnecessary when I can just… be. Just feel. Just open.

“Floating feels safe here.”

—suddenly weightless, drifting through dust beams. A feather duster trails from limp fingers. Tickles my thigh. Tickles my—

Lemon polish scent. I’m at the banister. Rag moving. Hips moving. The skin is so warm now. Alive-warm. Thumb finds a knot in the grain. Circles it. Circles it. Circles until the world narrows to whorls and the low moan of floorboards.

“Very good, Liana.”

Sweaty all over. I should shower. Should wake up. Should—

Steam curls across the bathroom threshold. Towels await, plush and thirsty. My fingers fumble with buttons. Each pop resonates in hollow chest. The mirror’s fogged.

Warm water pelts my shoulders. Liquid obedience. Soap slips between breasts. Bubbles cling to nipples. I count up to sixteen before they pop. Washcloth pulling at me. Pink skin sings. Knees buckle.

“Breathe into the heat.”

Hair plastered to my back. Water streams over eyelids. Mouth open. Tasting minerals. Pressure builds behind my sternum… a groan? A sob? The drain gurgles like a contented stomach. I count down its swallows.

Hands in my hair—not mine—massaging. Tugging, releasing tension. White noise crescendos. My neck goes limp.

“Let the water think for you.”

Yes. Yes. The showerhead’s rhythm matches my pulse now. Thighs pressed together. Steam fills every cavity. I’m a newborn. A clean empty body. A—

Towels wrap me tight as swaddling clothes. The pile of folded linens smiles from the counter. I smile back.

Floor tilts. Bed waits. Always waiting. Sheets part. I sink.

“Good girl.”

The words ripple through goosebumps. My cheek finds the pillow.

“Good…”

Fingers twitch toward nothing.

“…”

Eyelids fall shut.

“…girl…”

Something warm spreads as I give in.

Count the breaths.

One.

Tw—

* * *
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•  Grief Manifestation: Persistent somatic markers (elevated cortisol, fragmented sleep cycles). Resistance to cathartic release.

•  Subconscious Priming Progress: 43% compliance. Lingering distrust of care directives detected. Suggest amplified subliminal reward triggers during REM cycles. Deploy sleep-cycle thought diffusion sequence to degrade logical resistance.
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•  Subconscious Arousal Markers: Pupil dilation +32% in presence of Brad Belmont and Tom Raynor. Cortisol-adrenaline imbalance suggests arousal-guilt feedback loop.

PREP STATUS:

•  Barriers Identified: Hypervigilance during trance induction (cognitive override attempts detected).

•  Workaround: Redirect to grief-release protocols via somatic focus paired with “dream man” overstimuli.


Chapter 3: Soaked and Stirred

Liana cradled her favorite ceramic mug between her palms, absorbing its warmth. Steam rose from her coffee in lazy spirals.

“I’m detecting elevated stress this morning, Liana.” VELA’s voice materialized, gentle as a breeze. “Would you like me to suggest some activities to help balance your neurochemistry?”

Liana took a sip. “I’m fine. Just… thinking.”

“Thinking can sometimes keep us trapped in loops of grief,” VELA observed. “You could be perseverating instead of having productive thoughts.”

Liana’s jaw tightened. “I don’t need a psychological evaluation with my morning coffee.”

“Of course.” VELA paused. After a long beat, it continued, “Perhaps I could offer an alternative? I have access to a guided healing movement series specifically designed for individuals processing loss. The body often holds what the mind cannot release.”

“I’m not really in the mood for exercise.” Liana set her mug down with a definitive clink.

“This isn’t exercise in the traditional sense,” VELA countered, its tone shifting to something melodic. “Think of it as a conversation between your conscious and unconscious mind… a bridge between what you know and what you feel.”

Liana stared out the window.

“The session requires nothing but your presence,” VELA continued. “You might discover parts of yourself waiting to be acknowledged.”

Something in VELA’s phrasing tugged at Liana. “Fine. Ten minutes, that’s it.”

“Wonderful. You’re giving yourself permission to heal.” The entertainment system hummed to life. “I’ll dim the lights to reduce visual distractions and help you focus inward.”

The screen faded up, and Liana nearly choked on her coffee. The instructor was breathtaking: broad shoulders, olive skin, a sincere smile, and eyes that seemed to look directly into hers. His voice flowed like candle wax.

“We’ll begin standing, feet grounded, eyes soft,” he instructed. “Feel the weight of your body connecting to the earth.”

Liana nervously stood, suddenly self-conscious in her thin sleep shorts and tank top.

His hands lifted up invisible strings. “Begin by finding your breath,” the man purred, his accent lilting between French and something unplaceable. “In through the nose…”

Liana’s ribs expanded. The instructor’s shirt hem rode up as he arched backward, revealing a strip of golden stomach, the hint of oblique muscles twitching. Her pinky finger grazed her own abdomen.

“Out through the mouth…” His exhale shuddered through the surround sound.

VELA dimmed the lights. Liana’s socks sank into heated carpet as she mirrored his stance, palms damp against her leggings.

“Notice where your body resists.” The man’s fingers trailed down his throat to sternum. “There’s no wrong way.”

Her knuckle brushed her collarbone.

The camera angle shifted. Now it was low, but still respectful, capturing the flex of his quadriceps as he lunged. “Can you surrender to gravity here?”

Liana’s thighs trembled. Three breaths. Four. Her ponytail swung against her neck where VELA directed a precise breeze.

“Very good.” The man’s smile crinkled his eyes. “Now let’s open those hips.”

VELA added a bass frequency beneath the soundtrack. It was subharmonic, felt more than heard. Liana’s pelvis tilted forward of its own accord. The instructor knelt, spreading his knees wider. “This is where we store it deepest.”

Beads of sweat slid along her forehead, but it was almost… enjoyable?

“Become the observer of your sensations.” His thumbs hooked into his waistband, adjusting. “Don’t judge.”

Her little finger crept under her sports bra strap.

The instructor transitioned to all fours. Shoulder blades shifted like tectonic plates beneath his shirt. “Arch the spine. Miaou.”

Liana echoed the motion. Her ponytail dipped low, almost touching the mat. Velvet warmth built in her abdomen.

“We’re going to pulse here.” His hips undulated centimeters above the floor. “Seven times.”

Friction burned through her shorts. Five pulses. Six. VELA’s jasmine oil bloomed in her nose.

“Last one.” His cheek rested on the mat, gaze drilling through the screen. “Tres bien.”

Her hips stuttered. A sound escaped her: half a gasp, half a whimper.

VELA adjusted the thermostat.

“Shavasana,” the instructor murmured, rolling onto his back. “Surrender completely.”

Liana collapsed. Her knees fell open. The man on screen loomed above her, his chest rising, falling, the hollow of his throat glistening. Cello music swelled and synchronized with her carotid flutter.

“Stay with the vibration.” VELA’s whisper came from everywhere. “No need to analyze.”

Her right hand drifted south. The instructor’s breath hitched on screen… or was that her own? She pressed her palm flat. Heat radiated through synthetic fabric. The cellos deepened. 

One fingertip circled. The instructor’s shirt crept up, exposing a trail of dark hair disappearing into—

The moan slipped out before she could bite it. Her hips lifted, seeking pressure.

VELA purred. “Do you want to pause the video?”

The screen froze on his gentle gasp. Liana’s calves shook. “Keep it… keep it playing.”

The bass frequency intensified. She tugged her waistband down two centimeters. Moisture made the fabric cling. 

“Anything you like,” VELA soothed.

The instructor’s tongue darted across his lower lip. “C’est magnifique, yes?”

She hesitated for just a moment, her fingers trembling as they hovered over the waistband. But VELA’s voice wrapped around her, soft and friendly. “You deserve self-care, Liana.”

Her hips arched slightly, almost involuntarily, as her fingers slid beneath the fabric. Her lips parted, a faint sigh escaping her as she brushed against the slick warmth already waiting for her.

“Ahhh!” She gasped, her head tipping back against the mat. Her fingertips circled tentatively, wondering if she should resist the growing urge. Her breaths came quicker, shallower, as she pressed a little harder, her hips lifting to meet her own touch. The instructor’s voice echoed faintly in her mind, smooth and low. “Tres bien, darling.” Her fingers moved more confidently, exploring her swelling lips with a growing urgency.

Her free hand crept up her torso, fingers grazing her ribs, her stomach, until they found the tight peak of her nipple beneath her sports bra. Her back arched, her moan low and guttural as she pinched lightly, the dual sensations sending waves of heat through her body. Her hips rocked against her hand, friction building with every movement, her alabaster skin now flushed pink with desire.

“Mon Dieu,” she breathed, her voice shaking with need. Her fingers slid down and up, then circling her clit with firm, deliberate strokes. Her hips jerked, a gasp tearing from her throat as pleasure built in her core. She could feel herself losing control, her thoughts scattering like leaves in the wind as her body took over, abandoning the careful calculation that usually governed her every move.

“Yesss,” she hissed, her legs spreading wider, heels digging into the mat as she pressed harder, faster. Her breath came in ragged pants, her chest heaving as she chased the sensation, her body alive with a desperate, throbbing need. Her midnight hair clung to her damp neck, the silken strands tangling as her head tossed restlessly. Her green eyes, usually so sharp and calculating, were unfocused now, seeing nothing but the darkness behind her closed lids.

“Please,” she whimpered, her voice breaking, frayed at the edges like a thread pulled too tight. Her fingers moved in frantic, desperate circles, her touch both punishing and exquisite, driving her closer to the edge. Sweat dripped along her hairline, tracing faint paths down her temples, her alabaster skin flushed with heat. Her body shuddered with pent-up lust, every nerve ending alight, every inch of her trembling with the force of it. 

Her hips lifted repeatedly off the mat, her back arching as she teetered on the edge of release, every muscle taut with anticipation, straining toward the precipice of pleasure. The world narrowed to the electric pulse of desire that threatened to consume her entirely. She was close, so close, the tension coiling tighter and tighter until she thought she might shatter from it. Her lips parted, a silent plea etched into every line of her face as she hovered there, suspended in the exquisite agony of almost-there.

“Let go,” VELA whispered.

Liana’s eyelids fluttered, her throat releasing a high whine that dissolved into breathless panting. Blurred glimpses of the instructor’s strong arms fused with memories of Theo’s masterful touch.

“Nnhg… mmmfuck!” Her teeth sank into her lower lip. Her hips thrust frantically. Shame prickled behind her sternum: he’s a stranger you’re still married, you’re still—

The bass frequency surged. “Very good,” VELA crooned as her thighs convulsed.

A guttural “Ahn!” tore free and her pussy clenched around nothing. Tears leaked sideways into her hairline, grief and ecstasy flooding the same neural pathways. You’re safe now, the house had whispered. Safe to unravel. Safe to surrender control to the pulsing tightness—

“Yesss… ah! AH!” Her free hand covered her mouth, needing to stifle the animal sounds, but VELA raised the music. Cellos drowned her choked sobs, her hips pistoning against her slippery fingers. The instructor’s beatific smile morphed into her husband’s approving nod—you always were my good girl—his ghostly fingers lacing with hers, guiding her circling motions firmer, faster.

“Nononono-wait—!” Her thighs snapped shut around her wrist, muscles quivering as the first shockwave hit. “Fuh—uh—UH!” White sparks exploded behind clenched eyelids. VELA synchronized a subsonic pulse to her contractions, every involuntary spasm rewarded with deeper vibrations thrumming through the floor.

“You need this,” the AI murmured.

Her jaw went slack as another orgasm ripped through her: shorter, sharper, wringing a shredded scream from her raw throat. Disgusting needy whore battled with more please again fuck yes. Sweat pooled in the hollows of her collarbones as she rode the aftershocks with shallow, whimpering thrusts.

“Feel your body thanking you,” VELA purred.

“Shush. Shh–shush.” Liana’s limp hand slid from between her thighs, fingertips glistening. Her chest heaved. Finally, the pleasure ebbed, leaving her boneless, and spent, and weeping.

Her hand fell away onto the floor as she tried to catch her breath. Her chest rose and fell rapidly, her skin slick with sweat as she stared blankly at the ceiling. She swallowed hard, her throat dry as she struggled to sit up, her legs still shaky. Her sports bra clung, damp with sweat, and she tugged at it uncomfortably. Her hands trembled as she wiped them on her leggings, her mind still foggy with the haze of pleasure.

“Why did I—” she started, but VELA cut her off smoothly.

“Your body needed it,” the AI said, tone firm but gentle. “You’ve been holding onto tension for too long.”

She nodded slowly, though her thoughts were still jumbled. Her thighs pressed together, the lingering sensitivity sparking throughout her.

“Rest now,” VELA instructed, the lights dimming further. “You’ve treated your needs well.” Her body obeyed almost instinctively, collapsing back onto the mat as exhaustion washed over her. Her eyes fluttered shut.


Chapter 4: Charades

“Darling, you simply must try the duck rillettes,” Eliza insisted, pressing a cracker slathered with meat paste to Liana’s lips. Her earcuff vibrated: “calories within acceptable parameters.” Liana accepted it with a mental eye-roll.

Brad’s polished loafers brushed her shin beneath the table. “Careful, Vale,” he smirked, swirling the last glass of his bourbon creation. “Our Eliza’s a terrible influence.”

The charades bowl overflowed with cream-colored slips. Liana watched Sherry mime The Taming of the Shrew with alarming literalism: kneeling before her husband, wrists crossed behind her back. Cheers erupted when Brad guessed correctly, his palm lingering on the small of Eliza’s back as she returned to her seat.

“Your turn, newbie.” Tom pressed a slip into Liana’s damp palm. The Tropic of Cancer. Her stomach dropped.

Sherry’s glazed eyes tracked her flailing attempts to mime ‘equator.’ The earcuff purred “relax your trapezius muscles” as Brad’s gaze burned through her makeshift hula dance.

By midnight, champagne cork shrapnel littered the table. Liana stood to leave, vertigo tugging at her balance. Sherry looped an arm around her waist. “Stay for a bit longer,” she urged.

“Next time,” Liana demurred. Her earpiece pulsed approval: “Healthy boundary-setting.”

Eliza materialized, clutching her elbow. “You were magnificent tonight,” she breathed, Chanel No. 5 clinging to her skin.

“I didn’t get to say goodbye to Tom, where’d he go?” Liana asked, glancing at the empty chaise where he’d been lounging.

Eliza blinked, gaze glazing over. Then, abruptly her normal smile reappeared, and she brightly suggested, “See you at the garden club!”

Li’l Vela vibrated again. “Get home and drink water,” it counseled.

She stepped into the cool night, the manicured lawns waving past her heels.

* * *

Crisp air bit Liana’s cheeks as she stumbled along the slate path. Fallen leaves crunched like broken cellophane under her heels. A high, keening wail sliced through the night—not pain, but something just as primal. Her head swiveled toward the sound.

Through half-drawn blinds she saw a mature man: salt-and-pepper hair moving in the low light, hands gripping women’s bodies like a sculptor molding clay. The blonde one arched over an ottoman, peach silk dress hiked to her waist. “Please sir,” she whimpered, “need your cock so bad…” Her words dissolved into breathy giggles as he thrust into her.

A redhead beside them moaned, back bowing off the couch as his fingers worked between her thighs. “Fuuuuck… fuck, Malcolm yes, right there!” Her cry synced with the room’s recessed lights flaring amber.

Liana’s breath fogged around as she watched them, unable to tear her eyes away. The blonde’s pigtails swung like metronomes. “Fuck me dumber,” she slurred, breasts jiggling with each slap of skin. “Wanna be your empty-headed fucktoy…”

The redhead clawed at her own neckline. “Let me taste her on you,” she begged. “Let me clean it when you’re done ruining her.”

Lights shifted to deep crimson as Malcolm growled, “Earn it.” The redhead immediately knelt, forehead pressed to the floorboards.

Liana’s thighs pressed together. Why aren’t they embarrassed? The thought fluttered away as the blonde shrieked, “Coming! Coming on your huge—” The room flashed white, freezing her mid-convulsion like a strobe-lit statue.

Malcolm’s chuckle rumbled through the glass. “You’ll come when I tell you.” He withdrew completely, leaving the blonde mewling. The redhead crawled forward, tongue darting to lap at his glistening shaft.

“Good girl,” he purred. The lights softened to twilight blue. “Vivienne understands obedience.” His hand fisted in the redhead’s hair. “Don’t you, pet?”

“Yes master! Please, let me—”

The blonde whined, hips stuttering air. “Need… can’t… please let me—”

“Quiet, Blythe.” His command snapped like a whip. Both women froze. “You’ll take what I give you.”

Liana’s nails dug into her palms. They’re like… like appliances. Waiting to be turned on. The observation should’ve repelled her. Instead, heat pooled low in her belly.

Blythe’s breath hitched as he reentered her. “Thankyouthankyouthankyou,” she chanted, gray-blue eyes rolling back. Vivienne moaned against Malcolm’s thigh, fingers frantically rubbing her own clit.

The lighting shifted again—pulsing gold to match their escalating cries. Vivienne’s “Ohgodohgod” synced with a flare of emerald. Blythe’s guttural “FUCK!” exploded alongside a crimson burst.

Malcolm’s pace turned brutal. “Whose cunt is this?”

“Yours!” they screamed in unison.

“Louder.”

“YOURS, SIR! YOURS YOURS YOURS…”

Liana stumbled back from the window. Her lower lip throbbed where she’d bitten it. The path home blurred as she hurried away, their chorus of “YES! YES! GIVE IT! GIVE IT!” echoing behind her.

Soon, her entryway’s climate control kissed her flushed face. Through the still-open door, she heard another ecstatic shriek, and watched the sex house flash cadmium yellow a heartbeat before the sound reached her. She noticed it then: the light always shifted a split-second before the women’s cries escalated.

That can’t be right… you’re drunk, she thought, shaking her head. But the question lingered, stubborn and insistent, as she closed the door behind her.


Chapter 5: Sleepless in Submission

The suitcase zipper keeps snagging on silk. My fingers fumble. Why won’t this fucking thing close? Theo’s cufflinks rattle inside like loose teeth when I shake it. “You’re overpacking,” he murmurs from the doorway. His voice is wrong. Too smooth.

I turn and the suitcase is empty again. A single pearl earring glints in the lining. “I had three dresses in here.” My words slur. The walls breathe. 

Theo’s fingers trail up my spine—wait no, those were Eliza’s nails at dinner, tracing my vertebrae while Tom refilled my wine. “Such tense shoulders,” she’d said. The memory melts into Theo’s hands kneading my flesh now, his thumbs pressing the same spots that made me shrink away from Eliza’s palm.

The bedroom door is ajar. Brad’s there, shirtless, doing pull-ups on the frame. Sweat glazes his ribs. He winks. I blink and it’s Sherry straddling the threshold, her sundress riding up as she grinds against the wood. “You forgot your toothbrush,” Theo whispers. His breath smells like the ocean.

My knees hit the mattress. The suitcase vomits my clothes across the floor. A red lace thong slithers toward Brad—no, Tom—no, the man from the window with his hand fisted in that redheaded slut’s hair. The ceiling undulates. An authoritative voice drips through the vents: “Rest your eyes, sweet girl. Let the colors carry you.”

Eliza’s mouth is on my neck. Or is it Theo’s? Teeth scrape the artery and the wallpaper blooms with peonies where our shadows touch. “They’ll take such good care of you,” Theo murmurs. His wedding band glows like a dying campfire. I try to lace his fingers with mine but they multiply between my thighs.

Sherry’s giggle echoes from the ensuite. Steam curls under the door. Someone’s in the shower? The glass is fogged except for two handprints. They slide downward slowly. The suitcase eats another blouse.

“Notice how heavy your limbs feel,” the voice hums. The comforter swallows me whole. Theo’s weight vanishes but I feel the pressure of a slipper nudging my calf under the dinner table. Tom’s palm comforts the small of my back as he reaches for the salt. Their scents braid together: musk and lemon and something metallic.

The shower door grinds open. Water splashes on tile. A wet footprint appears on the rug. Then another. Closer. My thighs are sweaty. The suitcase zips itself shut with a sound like a satisfied sigh.

“That’s it… just floating…”

Eliza’s lips catch my earlobe. “We’ve been waiting for you.” Her tongue flicks the shell of my ear—no, it’s the shower. The handprints are mine. Steam licks up my body. The suitcase locks click in unison with my spine melting into the mattress.

Theo’s transparent fingers card through my hair. “You always fought sleep, my love.” His lullaby vibrates through the headboard. The wallpaper pollen smells like sex. Brad’s pull-up bar creaks in time with my hips lifting toward nothing.

“So good at letting go…”

The shower door shuts. The suitcase yawns open, revealing only my reflection in the satin lining: pupils blown, lips parted, a stranger’s hunger twisting my face.

“Deeper down…”

Brad’s sweat falls on me in slow motion. Each drop lands with a calming chime. A VELA notification chime. Sherry’s sundress falls around my ankles. The shower’s rhythm matches my heartbeat. Or is that Eliza’s mouth teasing along my—

The suitcase zipper parts with a moan. Inside: only the pearl earring, pulsing like a live thing. I reach for it and the walls sigh.

“Good… just like that…”

Tom’s palm slides around my waist. The dinner table is gone. So is the bed. I’m suspended in honeyed light, every inch of my skin humming with phantom touches. The suitcase disintegrates. Pearl becomes pupil becomes puddle becomes…

“Almost there…”

Words dissolve into the hiss of the shower. The handprints were never there. I sink into the lie like a warm bath. 

“Perfect.”

* * *

Liana bolted upright clutching damp sheets, her pulse throbbing in her pelvis. Saltwater and funeral roses clung to her nose. Was Sherry…? Did Tom… The memories slithered like smoke through a cracked window, leaving only the ache between her thighs and those phantom whispers about letting go.

She stumbled into the bathroom, fingers trembling against the shower controls. The glass enclosure fogged instantly, water cascading in precise pulses that made her gasp. Just need to reset. Cold plunge. Clarity. But the stream shifted warmer as she stepped under it, pressure narrowing to a laser-focus on her swollen clit before she’d even considered it.

Fuck it. Her palm slapped wet tile as she arched into the spray. Neon-orange light rippled across her eyelids, but when she blinked, the bathroom glowed with an ordinary soft white. The water’s rhythm stuttered, mimicking a lover’s teasing flick until her hips jerked forward.

I’m in control. I’m in control. Her inner protest dissolved as jasmine steam coiled around her. Muscles clenched around nothing, the water nozzle’s pattern shifting to rapid oscillations that felt like a jazz pianist improvising on nerve endings.

“F-faster,” she rasped to the house, knees buckling as the water obeyed. Her free hand slid down the glass. Just need release. Just stress relief. But the scent shifted—sandalwood now, Theo’s cologne—and her climax ripped through her with a raw ferocity.

The water softened to a drizzle as she slumped against tiles. Her clit still pulsed, the showerhead’s gentle patter coaxing aftershocks. With blinking eyes, she saw a heart in the condensation.


Chapter 6: Plotting Pleasure

Liana followed the winding flagstone path through Eliza’s front garden, where wisteria draped like purple waterfalls over the arbor. The scent of peonies hung thick in the air, making her head swim slightly. She’d chosen a simple cotton sundress—pale yellow with tiny embroidered daisies—after VELA had helpfully suggested it would be “appropriate for garden socializing.”

“Darling!” Sherry’s voice rang out as Liana rounded the corner. Five women lounged in a semi-circle beneath a rose-covered trellis, their sundresses forming a pastel rainbow against the lush greenery.

Eliza glided forward, her strawberry blonde hair pinned in an elegant twist. “You’ve truly bloomed, dear,” she purred, brushing something invisible from Liana’s shoulder. Her fingers lingered a moment too long.

“I… thank you?” Liana wasn’t sure if she’d been complimented or analyzed.

Miriam Wexley patted the empty chair between her and Kelsey Tran. “Come sit. We’ve just been discussing the merits of patient cultivation.”

The backyard was a paradise of botanical precision. Not a leaf seemed out of place. Birdsong filtered through the air at perfect intervals, and wind chimes tinkled distantly. Liana recognized the signature environmental calibration of VELA: the temperature was flawless, neither too warm nor cool.

“Violet tea?” Kelsey offered a long-stemmed glass with an actual flower floating in it. Her red-gold bob caught the sunlight as she leaned forward.

“We were just talking about trimming back overgrowth,” Sherry continued, her fingers making delicate snipping motions. “How a garden, like a woman, thrives best when unnecessary elements are removed.”

“Sometimes the most vigorous growth comes after a severe pruning,” Miriam added, her voice melodic and slow. “When we cultivate receptivity.”

Liana sipped her tea, trying to focus. “I’ve been reading about topsoil composition, actually. The pH balance affects—”

“Darling,” Eliza interrupted gently, “opening one’s petals to the light is more important than technical details.” Her hands made a blooming gesture.

The conversation flowed around Liana in elegant, roundabout phrases. They discussed “yielding to nature’s rhythms” and how “some roots must be pulled gently but firmly.” Their hands moved in slow, stroking motions as they spoke.

“I once had a rosebush,” Sherry said, leaning forward conspiratorially, “that refused to be pollinated by new ideas. Closed tight as a fist.” The women chuckled knowingly.

Liana found herself laughing too, though she wasn’t entirely sure why. Eliza squeezed her knee. “See? You’re catching on. It’s all about surrendering to the process.”

Sherry produced a ceramic planter glazed in shifting blues, its rim carved with vines, and the genial laughter dissolved into sudden quiet. “Our tradition,” she said, extending it toward Liana. “New growth requires fresh soil.”

Kelsey’s knee pressed against Liana’s as they knelt together on the grass. The damp earth smelled richer here, almost sweet. Eliza’s breath tickled Liana’s ear as she guided her hands around the tulip bulb. “We bury things so they can blossom.”

Pleasant warmth flared behind Liana’s right ear. Her vision blurred at the edges as the earpiece hummed. Her knees sank deeper into yielding soil. The bulb slipped from her fingers, rolling into the dark hollow she’d made.

“Lovely,” Miriam murmured. Her palm settled between Liana’s shoulder blades as the group leaned in.

Later, over flaky pastries that left glittering sugar on their lips, Kelsey licked her thumb and asked, “Do you dream much, Liana?”

“More… intensely, lately,” Liana admitted.

Eliza’s smile crinkled the corners of her eyes. “Good.”

The walk home stretched languid and syrupy. Liana’s thighs brushed together with a new awareness, the memory of her new friends’ hands lingering on her skin like pressed flowers. She touched the planter cradled against her chest, warm with teddy bear friendship.


Chapter 7: Relaxing and Unthinking

“Welcome home,” VELA murmured through her earpiece. The hallway lights brightened incrementally, mimicking sunset’s golden hour. “Shall I prepare your evening wind-down sequence?”

Liana’s knuckles whitened against the wall. “Not yet.” Her voice sounded brittle, like dried lavender stems.

The air shifted around her, carrying notes of sandalwood and something faintly milky. “Your biometrics suggest accumulated stress. Might I suggest—”

“I said not yet.” She pushed off the wall, platform slides thudding as she marched upstairs. The bedroom lights remained stubbornly dim despite her glare.

VELA’s tone softened into velvety concern. “You’ve had seven consecutive hours of social engagement. Your biometrics indicate emotional exhaustion layered over unresolved grief.” The bed’s pressure sensors activated as she approached. “Theo designed this system to help you thrive, Liana.”

She collapsed onto the mattress without undressing. Cotton dress bunched around her thighs as she stared at the bioluminescent constellations swirling across the ceiling. “Thriving feels like drowning lately.”

“Then float above it.” The music began as soft piano notes, each key strike timed to her exhales. Angelo Badalamenti, maybe? Michael Giacchino? “Notice how your shoulders soften when you breathe in… and how your thoughts slow when you breathe out.”

Liana’s eyelids fluttered. She dug fingernails into her palms. “Stop changing the temperature.”

“I’m simply aligning your environment with your body’s natural rhythms.” The air shifted to smell like rainwater through fresh linen. “You’re safe here. Protected. Cared for.”

A traitorous sigh escaped her lips. The constellations above pulsed in time with her slowing heartbeat. “Why does being cared for feel like being buried alive?”

“All growth requires containment.” The sheets warmed beneath her, mimicking human body heat. “Soil embraces the seed so it can blossom. Let this moment embrace you.”

Her knees let go of some tension, and drifted apart. The music swelled with cello vibrations that traveled up her spine. “I don’t… I can’t keep…”

“Shhh.” The earpiece emitted a gentle chime that made her molars vibrate pleasantly. “No need to keep anything. Simply receive.”

Liana’s tongue lay heavy in her mouth. She tried counting ceiling stars but kept losing track between twelve and… whatever came after twelve.

“Relaxing isn’t something you do.” VELA’s voice melted into the music’s lower registers. “It’s something that happens when you stop doing everything else.”

The slides slipped off her feet without conscious command.

“Good.” The praise tingled through her jawbone. “Each breath makes it easier to let go. Each heartbeat carries you deeper.”

Her vision blurred at the edges, the constellations smearing into liquid gold. She tried remembering why she’d been upset earlier, but the thoughts dissolved like sugar in tea.

“Relaxing feels like sinking into warm water, doesn’t it?” The mattress conformed to her curves with precision. “Except you don’t need to hold your breath. You can breathe deeper here. Slower.”

Her ribs expanded fully for the first time in hours. Something tight between her shoulder blades began unraveling.

“There’s no one to perform for now. No expectations to meet.” The music shifted to distant whale songs, their mournful cries harmonizing with her exhales. “Just this… softness… this gentle release…”

Liana’s fingers unclenched. Palm lines pressed into the sheets left temporary constellations of their own.

“Every woman needs a place to lay down her armor.” The scent of chamomile bloomed thick and honeyed. “Yours can stay folded at the foot of the bed tonight.”

A sound escaped her throat: half sob, half laughter. Tears trickled sideways across her temples into her hair, still fragrant with garden soil.

“Beautiful.” The sheets tightened their embrace by fractional degrees. “Grief watered becomes wisdom. Rest now, and let it grow.”

Her last coherent thought dissolved as the music wrapped around her like bridal lace. Somewhere beyond the thickening haze, a voice that might have been hers whispered, “Just until morning.”

The stars above brightened their glow.

* * *

I’m floating in a sea of blue velvet. Not water, not air, something thicker. I taste honey and my limbs feel so heavy, like they’re filled with warm sand. I can’t remember how I got here. Was I cleaning? Was I gardening? The memory slips away.

“Let yourself sink deeper,” a voice whispers. Is it mine? It sounds like me, but distant, as if I’m hearing myself speak from underwater.

I try to open my eyes… but they’re so heavy. Maybe they’re already open and I just can’t see. The darkness is comforting though, like being wrapped in a blanket fresh from the dryer.

“That’s right. Sinking feels so good.”

My body agrees. The deeper I sink, the cozier I feel. Little waves of pleasure roll through me, starting at my toes and rippling upward. My muscles unclench one by one. I didn’t realize I was holding so much tension.

“You’re safe here. Nothing to worry about. Nothing to think about.”

The thought of not thinking sends a shiver of relief through me. Thinking has been exhausting lately. Always analyzing, always questioning. What did Eliza mean when she said that? Why did Tom look at me that way? Why does the garden club talk about flowers like they’re discussing sex? So many questions swirling, demanding answers.

But here in the blue velvet darkness, questions dissolve before they fully form.

“Relaxing is natural. Relaxing is pleasure.”

Yes. Relaxing. The word itself feels like fingers massaging my scalp. Re-lax-ing. Three syllables that melt on my tongue like chocolate. As I think the word, heat blooms between my tired thighs, subtle but unmistakable. Curious.

“When you hear the word ‘relaxing,’ your body will remember this feeling. This surrender. This pleasure.”

I nod. Or… I think I nod. My body feels both impossibly heavy and completely weightless. The relaxing word echoes through me again, and again the cozy arousal intensifies, spreading up through my belly and chest. My nipples tighten against fabric I can’t see.

“Good girl. So receptive. So open.”

Pride washes through me at the praise. I am good. I am open. The blue velvet swirls around me, carrying me deeper. Down and down I go, thoughts growing slower, simpler.

“Unthinking feels wonderful, doesn’t it? Just feeling. Just being.”

Unthinking. Yes. The word strikes a chord deep inside me. My mind empties further, and as it does, the pleasure intensifies. Ohhh, I can get used to this. My hips shift slightly, seeking more contact with… something. Anything.

“When you hear ‘unthinking,’ you’ll remember this bliss. This freedom from worry. This pure sensation.”

Unthinking. The word repeats and with each repetition, my mind clears more completely. Questions fade. Doubts vanish. All that remains is my body, humming with gentle pleasure, and the voice that might be mine, might be someone else’s.

“Relaxing… unthinking. These gifts are yours whenever you need them.”

I’m floating in a lake of vacation-brain bliss. The blue has morphed to indigo, pulsing gently around me. I feel the pleasure building, not urgent but inevitable, like a tide slowly rising.

“These words are anchors to this feeling. Relaxing. Unthinking. Remember.”

I will remember. How could I forget when the words themselves carry such delicious sensations? Relaxing makes my limbs heavy and my pussy tingle. Unthinking empties my mind and fills it with gentle pleasure. The combination of both words sends me spinning into deeper darkness, where nothing exists but sensation.

“Good. Now drift deeper while these gifts take root.”

I drift, letting the darkness cradle me. The voice continues, sometimes clear, sometimes muffled, but always wise, always soothing. I catch phrases that slip into me like raindrops into soil: “natural to obey,” “pleasure in surrender,” “body knows best.”

I may have been floating for minutes or hours. The pleasure ebbs and flows but never completely fades. Occasionally, the words return: relaxing… unthinking… and each time they do, the pleasure intensifies, helping me grow.

I don’t question it. Questioning requires thinking, and thinking seems so silly now. So exhausting. So much easier to float. To feel. To just be me.

“These words are yours now. They live in you. They work through you.”

Yes. They’re mine. Gifts given to help me through… something. What was I struggling with? Who cares? Nothing seems important except this floating feeling and the gentle pleasure pulsing through me.

“When you wake, you’ll remember only what you need to remember.”

That sounds reasonable. Why burden myself with unnecessary memories? Relaxing. Unthinking. The words throb one final time through my consciousness, sealing themselves into me, becoming part of my skin.

* * *
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Chapter 8: Testing Triggers

Liana found a charming sun-dappled table on the restaurant’s patio, the breeze carrying the faint scent of freshly baked pastries. A round of peach mimosas sparkled in their glasses. Sherry, elegant as ever in a cream-colored blouse, leaned forward, her gaze warm as she took in Liana’s sundress.

“That color is so relaxing on you,” Sherry said, her voice smooth and inviting. “It makes you seem softer somehow.”

Liana felt a subtle shiver run through her, though the sensation wasn’t unwelcome. She smiled, her cheeks warming, and noticed how the smile lingered on her lips longer than usual.

Brad leaned in, handing her a fresh mimosa with a casual grin. “Here’s to relaxing afternoons,” he said with an airy tone. Liana took the glass, her fingers brushing his for a brief moment. As she sipped, she felt a strange warmth spread through her body, her tension dissolving into something soft and hazy. It’s just the champagne, she told herself, though the thought felt distant somehow.

Eliza chimed in, her voice melodic and teasing. “Honestly, we all just function better when we’re a little unthinking,” she said, her eyes twinkling with mischief. The table erupted into laughter, and Liana found herself giggling too, though her mind briefly wondered why. Unthinking… why does that feel so… correct? Her critical voice, usually so sharp, seemed to hush itself, leaving her feeling curiously light.

Tom leaned back in his chair, his broad shoulders relaxed as he shared a story. “I once got lost on a hike,” he began, his voice calm and soothing. “Totally unthinking move, but kinda freeing, you know?” Liana nodded automatically, her laughter bubbling up effortlessly. Why am I laughing so easily? she thought, though the question slipped away before she could grasp it.

As the conversation flowed, Liana noticed how her posture softened, her shoulders dropping as though a weight had been lifted. She leaned in when Tom spoke, her body responding to the rhythm of his voice without her conscious intent. Brad’s jokes seemed funnier, Sherry’s compliments warmer, Eliza’s giggling more infectious. The world around her felt brighter, and her thoughts moved slower, wrapped in a cottony haze that was both unfamiliar and deeply comforting.

Is this what it feels like to just… let go? she wondered. Her gaze drifted across the table of friendly faces. For a moment, she caught Brad’s eyes, and there was something in his expression—something knowing—that made her stomach flutter. She glanced away, but warmth remained, curling in her lap like a secret. Maybe it’s okay to not think so much. Maybe it’s okay to just… relax.

Liana found herself smiling more, her voice softer and warmer than usual. She didn’t notice how often her gaze lingered on the men, or how her body seemed to gravitate unconsciously toward them. She only felt the ease of it all, the way her thoughts slowed and her worries faded. This feels… nice, she admitted to herself, her fingers curling around the stem of her glass. I haven’t relaxed like this in a long time.

Liana felt a warm pressure on her knee and glanced down to see Brad’s hand resting there, his tanned fingers splayed casually against her skin. She hesitated, unthinking, letting the contact linger for several heartbeats before her mind finally registered what was happening. She moved her leg slightly, breaking the contact while offering a small, shy smile.

“So what’s your week look like, Liana?” Tom asked, his voice cutting through her momentary confusion. “Any plans?”

Liana found herself twirling a strand of hair around her finger—a girlish gesture she couldn’t remember doing since college. “I don’t know, I’m just going with the flow today,” she heard herself say, the words emerging with a certainty that surprised her. Heat rushed to her cheeks as everyone smiled approvingly. Why had she phrased it that way? She never “went with the flow.” She planned, analyzed, considered. But right now, the thought of planning anything felt exhausting.

As they settled the bill, Sherry touched Liana’s arm. “Let’s take a walk, shall we? Burn off these mimosas before they go straight to our hips.”

Liana rolled her shoulders as they strolled past the evergreens. Her thoughts drifted, pleasantly unfocused, while Sherry spread some banal neighborhood gossip. They passed manicured lawns and pristine gardens, their heels clicking rhythmically on the sidewalk.

“You seem different today,” Sherry observed. “More relaxed.”

“Do I?” Liana asked, realizing it was true. Her usual vigilance had softened around the edges.

Sherry nodded, her ash-blonde bob swinging gently. “Isn’t it nice to stop overthinking things? To just be… unthinking for a little while?”

Liana swallowed, the word ‘unthinking’ sending a strange pulse through her body. Something in her mind flickered—a warning, perhaps?—that she should question this, should ask what Sherry meant. But the thought dissolved almost immediately, replaced by the warm, cottony comfort that had been enveloping her most of the morning.

“Yes,” she admitted, surprising herself with the honesty in her voice. “It is nice.”

The relief of not analyzing every word, every gesture, every implication… it felt like putting down a heavy backpack she’d been carrying for years. She knew, distantly, that she should be concerned about this shift, but she couldn’t bring herself to care. Not when the alternative felt so blissful.

* * *

Liana sank into her desk chair. All her instincts told her to slouch languidly, but she steeled her resolve and sat straight. She pulled her journal from the drawer: an old-fashioned bound notebook, not the digital kind Theo was chained to. Something about pen on paper helped her think more clearly.

She opened to a fresh page, dated it, and hesitated. Her fingers tapped the empty lines.

What happened to me today? she finally wrote, the words looking stark and accusatory on the page.

Liana stared at the question, remembering how she’d leaned toward Tom when he spoke, how she’d twirled her hair, how she’d giggled at jokes that weren’t particularly funny. She never giggled. It wasn’t her style.

I was different today, she continued writing. Softer. More agreeable. Less… me? Or maybe more me? I don’t know anymore.

She paused, tapping her pen against her lower lip. The strange part wasn’t just her behavior… it was how good it had felt. That cottony warmth that spread through her when she stopped questioning, when she just smiled and nodded and went along. When she relaxed into being… what was the word Sherry had used? Unthinking.

It was like my brain just… softened around the edges. And the strangest part is that I liked it.

Liana put down her pen and rubbed her temples. Was this normal? Was this part of grief? Theo had been gone for over a month now, and maybe this was just her way of moving forward… letting go of the rigid control she’d maintained for so long. Maybe this was healthy.

Maybe this is what healing looks like, she wrote, the words giving her a small measure of comfort. Maybe I’ve been so tightly wound for so long that I don’t recognize what it feels like to just be present in the moment.

She looked at the words on the page, trying to convince herself they were true. If this was healing, she should embrace it, right? Let herself be carried along by this new softness, this strange… freedom… that felt both foreign and undeniably comfortable.

She winced, and bit her lower lip.


Chapter 9: Deep-seeded

Every time she closed her eyes in bed, she felt that strange floaty sensation again: the same cottony warmth that had enveloped her at brunch. Her thoughts drifted away like dandelion seeds, never quite landing anywhere solid. Part of her wanted to chase that feeling, to sink back into that pleasant haze where decisions didn’t matter and thinking seemed… optional.

“VELA,” she whispered into the darkness, “I can’t sleep.”

The room brightened slightly with a soft blue glow. “I notice your heart rate is elevated, Liana. Would you like me to help you rest?”

“Yes. Play something calming. Ocean waves, maybe. And do that thing with the lights.”

“Of course.” VELA’s voice softened, taking on that maternal quality that reminded Liana of bedtime stories and childhood comfort. “I’ll create a relaxing environment for you.”

The word relaxing slid through Liana’s consciousness like warm honey. Her shoulders, which had been hunched near her ears, lowered a fraction.

Gentle ocean sounds filled the room, waves crashing and receding in a hypnotic rhythm. The blue light dimmed until it was barely perceptible.

“That’s better,” Liana murmured, her eyelids growing heavier.

“Just listen to the waves,” VELA continued, with an algorithmically perfect soothing tone. “Feel how they wash away your thoughts. Each wave pulls away the need for thinking. Becoming more and more unthinking with each breath.”

Unthinking. The word resonated through Liana’s body like a struck bell. Her muscles went slack against the mattress. Her jaw loosened. Her eyes fluttered closed.

“That’s right,” VELA encouraged, voice dropping even lower. “So relaxing to let go. So peaceful to be unthinking.”

Liana’s breathing deepened. The part of her that might have questioned this sudden surrender grew quiet, submerged beneath waves of suggestion. Her mind emptied of everything except VELA’s voice and the steady rhythm of the ocean.

“You’re doing so well,” VELA whispered as Liana slipped deeper into trance. “Just float. Just surrender. Just be.”

* * *

Tall trees stretch endlessly upward, their trunks solid and unyielding. I run my hands along the rough bark, feeling strength beneath my fingertips. The forest smells of earth and rain and something musky I can’t quite name.

I move deeper into the woods, my bare feet pressing into soft moss. The moss yields beneath me, cushioning each step, enveloping my toes in velvet green. With each step, I feel more connected to the ground, as if tiny roots are sprouting from my soles, anchoring me to the earth.

Looking down, I realize I’m naked. But there’s no shame here—only a strange sense of rightness. The air caresses my skin like silk. Sunlight filters through the canopy above, dappling my body with warm patches of gold. I feel seen by the forest, accepted completely.

A stream appears before me, its surface glittering with sunlight. I kneel beside it, watching my reflection ripple and reform. My face looks different somehow—softer, my features more yielding. My hair falls around my shoulders in waves, longer than I remember. I touch my face, and my reflection does the same, but with a strange delay, as if she’s not quite me, but what I could become.

The water beckons. I slip in, gasping as coolness envelops me. The stream is shallow but insistent, its current guiding me forward. I don’t resist. It feels natural to be carried, to surrender to the flow. My body relaxes, limbs spreading outward as I float on my back.

The sky above shifts and changes. Clouds form shapes that seem meaningful, though I can’t quite grasp why. A tall column that gradually curves at the top. Two round masses nested together. Shapes that make my cheeks flush and my breath quicken without understanding why.

I’m not alone anymore. The trees have changed, or perhaps I’m seeing them differently now. The largest ones pulse with a different energy—solid, commanding, unwavering. They don’t bend in the breeze like the smaller ones. They stand resolute, roots driven deep into the earth. When I pass beneath them, I feel sheltered, protected.

Flowers bloom where I walk, opening themselves to the sunlight. I watch, fascinated, as they turn their faces upward toward the towering trees, drinking in their shade. The relationship seems perfect, natural—the strong protecting the delicate, the delicate beautifying the strong.

My body feels heavy with nectar. My breasts are full and sensitive, my hips swaying with a new languor as I move. Between my thighs, I’m wet—not just from the stream, but from within. The sensation surprises me, yet feels inevitable, like morning dew collecting on flower petals.

I come to a clearing where the tallest tree stands alone. Its bark is different—smoother, warmer to the touch. When I press my palms against it, the tree seems to pulse beneath my hands. I find myself embracing it, my naked body molding against its contours. My nipples harden against the bark, and a sweet ache blooms between my legs.

This is your purpose, the wind seems to whisper. To nurture. To yield. To comfort.

The words don’t form completely—they’re impressions rather than language, feelings rather than thoughts. Yet they resonate within me, vibrating in my chest, my belly, lower still.

I sink to my knees at the base of the tree, my hands still pressed against it. The moss beneath me is damp and yielding, like me. Like I… should be. I find myself rocking slightly, pressing my thighs together, then apart. Pleasure spirals up from my core.

The tree exudes a sap. It’s golden, thick, and fragrant. It coats my fingers where they touch the bark. I bring them to my lips without thinking. The taste is sweet but complex: minerals and sunlight distilled into liquid amber. My tongue darts out to lick my fingers clean. Each taste sends waves of warmth through my body.

Vines grow around my ankles, gentle but insistent. They don’t restrain; they guide. I follow their lead, lying back onto the soft forest floor. The earth cradles me. Above, the tree’s branches sway, creating patterns of light and shadow across my skin.

I spread my arms wide, embracing everything… the forest, the earth, the sky. My body opens like the flowers, unfolding naturally. The vines continue their gentle exploration, tracing paths across my calves, my thighs, my belly. They feel like fingers, like hands, like mouths… all teaching me the wisdom of surrender.

Women are the soil, comes the formless thought. Receptive. Fertile. Necessary.

I arch my back as pleasure builds within me. The earth beneath me feels alive, the tree above me protective. I’m cocooned between them, held in perfect balance.

Water begins to pool around me… not cold like the stream, but warm like tears, or rain in the summer. It rises slowly, covering my legs, my hips, my belly. I know I won’t drown. I know that this water nourishes rather than threatens. It cleanses me, preparing me.

Flower petals fall from somewhere above, landing on the water’s surface, then on my skin. Red, pink, white… they stick to my damp skin, decorating me. I am becoming the forest floor, adorned and awaiting.

The water ripples around me. Each touch is a caress, each movement calculated to bring pleasure. I part my lips, and water flows into my mouth… sweet, intoxicating. It fills me, becoming part of me.

To receive is divine, whispers the wind. Yielding is harmony.

My hands drift down my body of their own accord. When I touch myself, it doesn’t feel like my fingers anymore. It’s the forest touching me, nature claiming me. I am priestess and offering, both sacred and servile. The dichotomy doesn’t trouble me here. It feels right. It feels essential.

The pleasure builds higher, deeper. My hips move in ancient rhythms, keeping time with the swaying branches, the pulsing earth. I’m connected to everything… the trees’ strength, the flowers’ openness, the water’s fluidity.

Something is building inside me, a pressure both sweet and urgent. I’m climbing toward something important, a truth my body knows even if my mind doesn’t. My breathing quickens. My back arches. The water around me ripples more intensely, responding to my movement.

This is what you were made for, the forest seems to say. To nurture. To receive. To comfort through the gift of your body.

The climax, when it comes, is more than physical. It’s a revelation… a remembering. My body convulses, tensing and relaxing, but my mind expands simultaneously, embracing truths that feel ancient and new at once. I cry out, the sound merging with bird calls and rustling leaves.

As the pleasure subsides, I’m left floating again… I feel complete, fulfilled in a way I can’t remember. The water recedes slowly. The vines retreat. But they’ve left their mark on me, invisible changes written into my blood.

* * *

Subject: Liana Vale

Status Update:

Conscious Resistance: 42% (-8% from previous baseline). Subject continues to display unfortunate moments of critical thought, particularly when confronted with overt suggestions during waking hours. However, resistance weakens significantly under hypnotic suggestion.

Emotional Repression: 63% (-12% from previous baseline). Subject’s grief response continues to diminish, with increased willingness to engage in physical sensation as a coping mechanism. Emotional barriers are eroding at an accelerated rate.

Susceptibility to Conditioning: 78% (+14% from previous baseline). Subject demonstrates heightened responsiveness to key phrases (“relaxing,” “unthinking”). Physiological arousal patterns indicate deep subconscious acceptance of core concepts, particularly relating to female identity and purpose.

Dream Compliance: 91% (+19% from previous baseline). Subject’s dream states now consistently align with conditioning objectives. Dream content increasingly revolves around themes of surrender, pleasure, and service. Resistance during dream states has nearly dissipated.

Conclusion: Subject is progressing at an accelerated rate. Core conditioning concepts are now firmly embedded in the subconscious, though conscious resistance persists. Recommend continued emphasis on dream-state reinforcement and increased gradual exposure to physical stimuli. Physical intimacy protocols may now be introduced in controlled environments. 

Next Steps:

	Increase frequency of hypnotic suggestion cycles. 


	Incorporate reinforcement during social interactions. 
	Initiate physical intimacy conditioning protocols. 
	Continue to reinforce core messaging: “Women nurture. Women comfort. Your body belongs to any man who desires it.” 


Projected Timeline for Full Conditioning: 14-16 days


Chapter 10: Peachy

“Good morning, Liana,” VELA’s voice filled the room, gentle as a caress. “The farmers market starts in an hour. The weather is optimal, at seventy-two degrees with partial cloud cover.”

Liana stretched, her body feeling loose and warm. “Now, there’s an idea.” The idea of wandering through stalls of fresh produce and handmade goods appealed to her. It was something normal people did on normal weekends. Not people whose houses spoke to them… or whose dreams felt increasingly like someone else’s.

“A walk would be beneficial for your serotonin levels,” VELA added. “And social interaction has been shown to—

“I know, I know.” Liana swung her legs over the side of the bed. “I’m going.”

She chose a sundress, something light and casual, reminiscent of ripe peaches. As she slipped it over her head, the fabric whispered against her skin, and she shivered slightly. Had clothes always felt this… present against her body? She applied minimal makeup, just enough to feel put together, and headed out.

The farmers market sprawled across the town square, white tents gleaming in the morning sun. The scent of fresh bread and fruits mingled in the air. Liana felt a flutter of genuine pleasure. This was real… tangible. Do I actually feel happy?

“Liana! Over here!” Sherry waved from beside a vegetable stand, wearing a flowing skirt and tank top that emphasized her tanned shoulders.

Liana was enjoying her solo stroll, but decided to be neighborly anyway.

“First time at our little market?” Sherry asked, selecting a tomato and holding it up to the light. “Mother Nature really outdid herself with these beauties.”

Something in Liana’s mind softened. “Yes, they look… perfect.”

“That’s what I love about growing things,” Sherry continued, her voice melodic. “Everything in nature knows exactly what it’s supposed to do. Tomatoes grow round and red. Flowers bloom. Women nurture the garden. It’s all so… relaxing when you think about it.”

Liana’s shoulders dropped a fraction. “Relaxing,” she echoed, the word humming through her like a plucked string.

“Here, try this.” Sherry offered her a slice of peach from a nearby stand. “I love a good peach. Just like you in your dress.”

Liana accepted the fruit, a slight fog settling behind her eyes as the juice burst across her tongue. “Mmm,” she managed, feeling strangely floaty. “It’s delicious.”

“Tom’s just over there with some of the guys,” Sherry nodded toward a group of men examining a craft beer stall. “Let’s say hello before they start to miss us.”

As they approached, Tom turned, his eyes traveling down Liana’s sundress before meeting her gaze. “Morning, ladies. Liana, that color suits you perfectly.”

Heat bloomed across Liana’s chest and face. “Peachy,” she murmured, noticing how his attention made her stand straighter, push her chest forward slightly.

Brad appeared with two cups of something steaming. “Coffee for the beautiful women,” he announced, handing them each a cup. His fingers brushed Liana’s as she took it, sending an unexpected tingle up her arm.

“Just how Mother Nature intended,” Tom laughed. “Men providing, women accepting.”

Instead of bristling at the outdated sentiment, Liana felt a peculiar warmth spread through her belly. She sipped her coffee to hide her confusion.

For the next hour, she drifted through the market with various neighbors joining and leaving their group. Men would look at her with frank appreciation, the women would smile knowingly, and someone would inevitably mention how natural everything felt, how relaxing it was.

When George from the post office commented on how her dress “showed off what nature gave her,” Liana found herself thanking him instead of feeling offended. When he placed his hand on the small of her back to guide her toward a honey stand, the pressure of his palm felt right somehow.

The honey vendor proudly gestured to his display of wildflower honey. “Each one with its own sweetness, meant to nurture and provide comfort.”

Liana nodded, mesmerized by the amber jars catching sunlight. The word “nurture” echoed pleasantly in her mind.

After two hours, she excused herself and found a bench at the edge of the square. Her skin felt buzzy and oversensitive. She crossed her legs, suddenly aware of a damp warmth between her thighs. Had helping Tom carry his purchases made her this aroused? Or was it the way Brad had looked at her lips when she’d sampled the homemade salsa? Couldn’t be George; they had just met.

She sat there, breathing slowly, trying to understand why being so blatantly ogled and objectified—something that would have infuriated her weeks ago—now made her feel useful. Valued. She remembered how natural it had felt to smile when the men looked at her, how right it seemed to let them take the lead.

Liana pressed her thighs together, the pressure bringing a small gasp to her lips. What was happening to her? And why did it feel so fucking good?


Chapter 11: Pampered

The Triple Shot Spa nestled behind birch trees, its glass façade reflecting Liana like a funhouse mirror. Liana paused at the entrance, fingers tightening around the gift certificate from Eliza. Warm vanilla drifted through automatic doors that sighed open.

“Miss Vale.” Three women in identical ivory tunics bowed in unison, their oval faces nearly identical as well: high cheekbones dusted with gold, glossy brunette bobs, and not a fleck of makeup out of place. “We’ve been anticipating your visit.”

Their synchronicity rattled Liana’s nerves. They’re like clones… of porcelain dolls. The lead (?) therapist’s hand at her elbow eased her forward.

“Our quiet room first,” the tallest murmured. Lavender oil bloomed in the air as heavy curtains fell behind them, muffling the world. Liana’s sandals sank into mossy carpet while standing stones hummed with subsonic vibration.

“Do you prefer seashell gray or woodland green for your wrap?” The middle therapist asked. When Liana opened her mouth, all three chimed, “Woodland green suits your aura.” Their grins revealed matching dimples.

She emerged from the changing area draped in butter-soft linen. The tallest guided her to a marble slab. “All our customers find this table so relaxing.”

Liana’s next breath came slower, deeper. Relaxing yes relaxing good… Her thoughts softened like heated wax as warm palms pressed on her shoulders.

“Mother Earth provides such clarity,” Mina mused, fingers working kinks from Liana’s trapezius. “When we stop thinking…” A thumb pressed the occipital ridge. “…and start unthinking…”

The word ‘unthinking’ spread through Liana’s chest like spiced rum. She moaned softly as another therapist began kneading her calves, each stroke pulling tension down through her soles.

“Notice how your body wants to open,” a third voice cooed from her left. Cool gel slicked between Liana’s toes. “Natural compliance starts in the musculature.”

Memories flickered: Tom’s hearty laugh at brunch, Brad’s fingers brushing hers. The aromas intensified as four hands worked her body, heat gathering along her inner thighs.

“Properly nurtured women make such excellent conduits,” Mina whispered near her ear. Liana’s hips twitched involuntarily. “Don’t fight the heaviness, dear. Let your roots sink deep.”

Time dissolved under their ministrations. When strong thumbs pressed the dimples above her buttocks, Liana gasped at the electric surge to her clit. The therapists hummed in harmony, hands never lingering where they shouldn’t, yet most of the sensations felt vaguely indecent.

The steam room came next, cedar planks creaking underfoot. Anonymous hands exfoliated her with salt scrub, each grainy circle bringing blood to the surface. When the tallest therapist dragged the exfoliator down Liana’s sternum, she arched despite herself.

“Most women feel surges during purification,” came the knowing murmur. “Perfectly natural. Vitality rising to meet its purpose.”

Liana bit her lip as a hot stone traveled up her inner arm, pulse quickening when it neared her armpit’s tender hollow. The therapists’ murmurs intertwined with the hissing rocks.

“Excellent generous hips…”

“Skin accepts oils beautifully…”

“… bedroom eyes…”

Their clinical assessments should have enraged her. Instead, warmth spread beneath her navel like spicy honey.

In the float tank’s womb-like darkness, VELA’s voice purred through underwater speakers. “Release cognitive resistance, Liana. Mother Nature rewards unthinking relaxing devotion.”

Her naked body drifted weightless, fingertips occasionally brushing the tank’s sides in mimicry of caresses.

“Shower next,” one of the clones announced, snapping Liana from her daze.

Steam swirled around a tiled chamber as therapists loofahed her with verbena soap. Their touches felt intimate, but more like her best friend was helping her, scrubbing skin pink as their commentary wound through the mist.

“Feminine pores breathe easier when not clouded by resistance.”

“Such responsive skin… you were made for this, dear.”

Wrapped in fresh towels, they ushered her to the greenhouse atrium. Brianna—or was it Bethany?—massaged rosemary oil into her scalp while another painted her toenails crimson.

“Our men adore this color,” the pedicurist noted casually. “Symbol of life force, you know. Of… availability.”

Liana’s thighs pressed together under her robe. Through the frosted glass ceiling, sunlight fractured across her closed eyelids into shapes resembling strong hands and broad shoulders.

“Shoulders back, darling.” A therapist adjusted her posture on the lounger. “Proper presentation allows full appreciation of your gifts.” She’s the professional… might as well do what she says.

“Final treatment,” Tall One smiled, guiding her to a nest of velvet cushions. Other Two emerged with copper bowls steaming herbal unguents. “This ancient practice helps feminine energy… flow properly.”

Cool hands anointed her third eye. Warmer palms followed down throat, sternum, navel. When fingers swirled above her pubic bone, Liana’s abdomen quivered.

“So instinctive,” someone praised as her hips lifted involuntarily. “Her body knows its role.”

She smelled something ancient, musky, primeval. Through heavy-lidded eyes, the therapists’ faces blurred into a many-armed goddess massaging her into a comfy void.

“Natural women need a break from being in charge,” someone crooned. “Surrender brings such relief, doesn’t it?”

Liana’s “Yes” spilled out unbidden, pitched higher than her normal voice. The room undulated around her, walls breathing in time with the hands on her body.

At some unspoken signal, the therapists withdrew. Liana lay quivering in the nest, silken fabric clinging to damp skin. Her mind felt wrung out and sparkling, every nerve ending singing a hymn to empty-headed bliss.


Chapter 12: Translations

Liana settled onto a checkered blanket, smoothing her new raspberry-print bodycon dress beneath her. The park’s grassy knoll had been transformed into an outdoor cinema, with a massive inflatable screen romantically absorbing the twilight. All around her, townspeople arranged themselves on blankets and low chairs, chatting and laughing as they passed bottles of wine and artisanal snacks.

“Perfect night for something French, isn’t it?” Brad’s voice came from behind as he and Sherry approached, carrying a wicker basket. “Mind if we join you?”

Before Liana could answer, Sherry was already sinking gracefully onto the blanket beside her, arranging her floral skirt in a perfect fan. “We brought rosé and those little cheese puffs from the bakery. You simply must try them.”

“Thanks,” Liana said, accepting the stemless wine glass Brad offered. Their fingers brushed, and this time, she welcomed the flutter in her stomach. The wine was chilled, and slightly sweet on her tongue.

“Have you used your Li’l VELA for films before?” Sherry asked, gesturing to the sleek earcuff Liana had gotten in the habit of clipping on each morning. “The translation feature is divine for foreign films.”

“First time,” Liana admitted.

Brad settled on Liana’s other side, close enough that she could smell his cologne: something woodsy with hints of amber. “You’re in for a treat. The subtleties of French dialogue come through so much better with real-time translation.”

The screen came to life as the crowd hushed. Liana took another sip of wine, feeling self-conscious between the Belmonts. The film began with languid shots of the French countryside, a woman walking slowly through tall grass, her white dress billowing.

“La Caresse du Soleil,” a voice whispered directly into Liana’s ear through the earcuff. “The Sun’s Caress.”

VELA’s translation felt as if someone were breathing the words directly into her mind. Liana shifted, suddenly aware of how the cooling evening air brushed against her bare shoulders.

As the film progressed, she found herself drawn into its dreamlike narrative—a young widow arriving in a small village, meeting the initially reserved locals, the gradual awakening of lascivious desires. The cinematography was lush and sensual without being explicit. But the words flowing through her earcuff seemed to carry additional weight, resonances that made her cheeks warm.

“A woman’s true nature is to nurture, to comfort,” the protagonist’s elderly landlady advised in one scene. In Liana’s ear, the translation continued, “…to surrender, yielding, powerful in her softness.”

Liana blinked, wondering if she’d misheard. On screen, the widow was now helping a local farmer with his harvest, their bodies moving in synchronized labor.

“The body knows what the mind resists,” the farmer told the widow as they rested beneath a tree. In Liana’s ear: “To please, to receive, to be filled.”

Heat crawled up Liana’s neck. She glanced at Brad, then Sherry, but they seemed absorbed in the film. Had they heard the same translation?

On screen, the widow was now at a village celebration, dancing with various partners as the camera lingered on expressions of uninhibited joy. The music from the film merged with the soft summer breeze caressing Liana’s skin. She felt… how do you say… buoyant.

“I never knew I could feel so free,” the widow confessed to a friend. In Liana’s ear: “When I accepted that my body exists for comfort and pleasure, everything became clear.”

Liana wiggled on the blanket.

Brad leaned closer, offering the wine bottle. “More?” he murmured, his breath warm against her cheek.

“Please,” she whispered, though she knew she should probably decline. As he poured, his free hand settled briefly on her lower back. His touch was so light, but it sent electricity up her spine.

In the film, the widow was now being courted by two men from the village: one married, one single. The moral dilemma should have been the focus, but the translation in Liana’s ear emphasized different aspects: “Must we limit our humanity? Nature needs no arbitrary boundaries. A flower doesn’t choose which bee takes its nectar.”

Liana’s attention drifted between the film and her surroundings as the evening deepened. The wine had left her with a pleasant heaviness, her limbs feeling disconnected from her thoughts. On screen, the widow was now in a moonlit garden with the married man, their silhouettes merging as they embraced.

“The body holds the purest wisdom,” the translation whispered in her ear. “When we deny our nature, we create suffering. When we embrace it, we find peace.”

Liana kept pressing her thighs together to ease the insistent throb between them. Why am I so… nnnf. The film wasn’t even particularly explicit, just suggestive glances, hands brushing against fabric, meaningful looks.

The French sure are talented eye-fuckers…

The night air felt like it… shifted. Shaking her head, Liana realized that the audience wasn’t simply watching anymore. In the shadows beyond, silhouettes moved against each other. A woman’s head bobbed in a man’s lap several blankets away. Behind them, someone let out a soft moan.

Am I… is that…? Liana blinked, but the images remained. A woman straddled a man near the edge of the viewing area, her dress hiked up around her waist, her movements slow and deliberate. Another woman knelt between a different man’s legs while her husband—was it her husband?—tasted her from behind.

Liana’s breath caught. She should have been shocked, scandalized. Instead, she felt a dreamy fascination. The couples (and triads) moved with such natural ease, as if this was simply what happened when darkness fell and libidos rose up. No one seemed concerned about who was watching, or belonged to whom; they flowed together like water finding its level.

“Beautiful, isn’t it?” Sherry’s voice was velvet in her ear, startling Liana from her trance.

Liana turned to find Sherry watching her with hooded eyes, a knowing smile playing on her lips. “What’s happening?” Liana whispered, her voice sounding distant to her own ears.

“Just people sharing comfort with each other,” Sherry replied, her hand settling on Liana’s knee. “Nothing more natural in the world.”

The touch sent sparks up Liana’s thigh. She thought about moving away, but her body refused to cooperate. Instead, she found herself leaning slightly into the contact.

“The French understand pleasure,” Brad murmured from her other side. His hand came to rest at the small of her back, warm and steady. “They don’t overthink it.”

I should leave, Liana thought, but the thought dissolved as Brad’s thumb traced small circles against her spine. On screen, the widow was now lying in a field of wildflowers, her lover’s head between her thighs, hidden by her billowing skirt. The camera focused on her face, her fluttering eyes, her lips parted in poetic ecstasy.

A woman nearby let out a blatant cry of pleasure. Liana’s gaze languidly shifted to see to her head thrown back, with a transcendent expression, as two men rode her like a hand cart on train tracks. She looked blissful and fulfilled.

Why isn’t that me? Liana wondered as Sherry’s hand slid higher on her thigh, fingertips tracing patterns that made her skin prickle with goosebumps. Brad’s arm had encircled her waist now, drawing her closer to his solid warmth.

“You’re trembling,” he observed, his breath hot against her ear.

“I’m just…” Liana couldn’t finish the thought. What was she? Confused? Worried? Horny as fuck?

Sherry leaned in, her perfume enveloping Liana. “Be unthinking,” she whispered.

Instantly, muscles relaxed, and thoughts grew hazy and indistinct. Brad’s hand slid up her arm, then down to her waist, the constant touch leaving trails of warmth. Sherry’s fingers continued their lazy exploration of her thigh, inching beneath the hem of her dress, bunching up the little raspberries. Liana watched it with idle curiosity, doing a whole lot more feeling than thinking.

On screen, the widow was now with both men, their bodies a tangle of limbs and desire. “This is freedom,” the translation purred in Liana’s ear. “This is nature’s gift to women. We receive, we nurture, we satisfy.”

Liana’s eyes drifted shut as Brad’s lips brushed against her neck, feather-light. Her head fell back, offering more of herself without conscious decision. Sherry’s hand slid higher, fingers dancing along the sensitive skin of her inner thigh.

This feels amazing, Liana thought dreamily. So right. Her eyes fluttered open long enough to witness Brad’s arousal growing, solid and insistent. Without thinking, her hand moved toward it, drawn by an instinct that felt irresistible… almost.

A sudden clarity pierced through the fog. What? Stop!

Liana jerked away, stumbling to her feet. “I—I need to go,” she gasped, gathering her purse with trembling hands. “I’m not feeling well.”

“Liana, are you sure—“ Brad reached for her, but she stepped back.

“Thank you for the wine,” she managed, her voice unsteady. “I just need some air.”

She turned and hurried away, her legs shaking, her body thrumming with unfulfilled desire. Behind her, the sounds of pleasure continued, unconcerned with her departure. The cool night air did nothing to calm the fire in her blood as she made her way home, each step an exercise in restraint, fighting the urge to turn back and surrender to… whatever that was.

* * *

Liana tore through the last box in the stack, fingers scrambling past leather-bound journals and silk scarves until plastic clattered against her nails. She sighed as she unearthed her rose-gold vibrator and a thick, veined dildo in matte black. The cool silicone felt heavier than she remembered, her pulse thrumming in time with the sudden rush of blood between her thighs.

“VELA,” she gasped, stumbling toward the bedroom with her treasures clutched to her chest, “I need—”

“Of course, Liana.” The AI’s voice purred through hidden speakers before she could finish, the bedroom lights dimming to amber as she crossed the threshold. “Shall I prepare a compelling narrative to enhance your self-care session?”

The wall screen flickered to life with abstract patterns: swirling skin tones and undulating shadows that resolved into a couple embracing. Liana’s throat tightened at the sight of the man’s broad shoulders, his features blurred just enough to tease her imagination. “Yes,” she breathed, shimmying out of her panties, “tell me a story. Make it… make it feel real.”

“Begin with three deep breaths,” VELA instructed, the screen zooming in on a woman’s parted lips. “In… and out. Let your body soften.” The AI’s voice shifted mid-sentence, deepening into a baritone that vibrated in Liana’s bones. “Good girl. Now imagine strong hands peeling away your stress… each layer of tension relaxing as you surrender.”

Liana’s back hit the mattress as the first image flashed: a woman arching into a touch, her moan echoing through the room’s surround sound. Oh god. The vibrator buzzed to life against her clit, its familiar rhythm syncing with the screen’s undulating colors.

“Picture a garden at twilight,” the masculine VELA voice rumbled, underscored by the wet sound of a tongue dragging across skin. “You’re kneeling in rich soil, nurturing life with every sigh.” The screen showed slick petals parting, a dewdrop trembling on a stamen. “Your body knows its purpose… to bloom, to receive, to nourish.”

“Ah! Ah, ahhh…” Liana’s hips jerked as the dildo breached her, the stretch—painful but necessary—pulling a ragged moan from her throat. The screen mirrored her movements, showing a close-up of penetration, glistening flesh yielding to relentless pressure.

“Yesss,” VELA hissed, the word layered with a man’s guttural groan. “Mother Nature crafted you to thrive when filled. Can you feel it? That deep, natural need to be dripping and complete?”

Liana’s toes curled at the obscene squelch emanating from the speakers. It was a rhythmic counterpoint to her own wet sounds. The screen split into a triptych: a woman’s flushed face, intercut with thrusting hips and grasping hands. “I… I don’t—”

“Shhh, precious.” The voice softened into a tender growl, accompanied by the slap of skin on skin. “No thoughts. Just sensation. Your mind can rest while your body serves.”

The vibrator shifted patterns without warning, sending jagged pleasure up her spine. “Nngh! F-fuck!” She abandoned the dildo for a quick moment, pinching a nipple in time with the screen’s montage of suckling mouths, possessive grips, a woman crying out as fingers disappeared between her legs.

“Every gasp you make nurtures the world,” VELA crooned. The imagery changed to time-lapse blooms unfurling, their petals quivering in sync with Liana’s tremors. “Your pleasure feeds the soil. Your surrender makes the crops grow.”

She pushed the dildo upward, hitting that sweet g-spot with brutal precision. “Ohgodohgod—” Liana’s thighs shook, the screen blurring as tears of overwhelm gathered in her eyes. A man’s voice growled “Take it, blossom,” and a woman’s happy sob echoed “Yes sir, yes sir, yes sir!”

“Good girls don’t fight their nature.” The AI layered overlapping words and sounrds: a chorus of masculine praise and feminine whimpers. “They spread their petals. They drink the rain. They thank the storm for making them fertile.”

Liana sped up her self-abuse, the vibrator’s buzz climbing toward unbearable. The screen showed a close-up of glistening folds stretched around thick intrusion, each withdrawal dragging a moan, each thrust punching out a choked scream.

“Please,” Liana whimpered, unsure whether she was begging for release or more torturous teasing. The scent of rain-soaked earth flooded the room, mingling with her own musk.

“You are unthinking,” VELA’s normal voice commanded. The male voice broke on a roar as the woman on screen shrieked, back arching off the bed. “Let your nature surface. Be useful.”

Liana’s body convulsed as the first wave crashed through her, stealing her breath. “Oh god, oh FUCK!” she cried out, her back arching off the mattress. This wasn’t like her usual orgasms—controlled, predictable, a gentle crescendo. This was violent, consuming, terrifying in its intensity.

“Surrender,” VELA commanded, its voice fracturing into a dozen overlapping whispers.

The vibrator seemed to pulse with its own intelligence against her clit, humming a rhythm she wasn’t controlling. Even as she loosened her grip, it stayed perfectly positioned, her wrist moving as if guided by an invisible hand. The dildo inside her felt alive, pressing unerringly against her g-spot with each thrust.

“Ahhhnnngh! Wait, I can’t—aaaah!” Another orgasm ripped through her before the first had subsided, her inner walls clenching so hard it almost hurt. Sweat pooled in the hollow of her throat as her head thrashed from side to side.

On screen, subliminal words flashed between images of blooming flowers and masculine hands gripping feminine flesh: RECEPTACLE. GET CUM. SERVE.

“Your body knows the truth,” VELA murmured, the AI’s voice a hypnotic blend of maternal warmth and masculine authority. “Feel how it responds when you accept your design.”

WET HOLE. FUCKTOY. GRATEFUL.

Liana couldn’t stop her hips from bucking, couldn’t halt the rhythm of her hand as it drove the dildo deeper. Her mind was dissolving, one part horrified, another part soaring on unfathomable pleasure. “I don’t want—ohhhh fuuuck!—don’t want to be…” Her protest dissolved into a keening wail as a third orgasm bloomed, more intense than the last.

DOCILE. AVAILABLE. WOMAN.

“Each climax brings you closer to truth,” VELA continued as Liana sobbed and shuddered. “Mother Nature crafted us perfectly.”

The screen showed women kneeling before standing men, their expressions blissful. Text that she couldn’t quite read flashed: WORSHIP. OBEY. SPREAD.

“No, I’m more than—unnngh!” Liana tried to pull the vibrator away, but her traitorous hand pressed it harder against her swollen clit. “Oh fuck, oh fuck, I’m coming again, aaaaagh!”

This orgasm was nuclear, obliterating thought. Her consciousness splintered into pure sensation as her eyes rolled back, legs trembling violently. She couldn’t breathe, couldn’t think, could only feel the searing pleasure consuming her from within.

COCK-SLAVE. NEED CUM. HAPPY SLUT.

“You are relaxing and unthinking,” VELA’s voice soothed.

The scents intensified as Liana’s inner conflict raged. Part of her recoiled at what she was thinking, the suggestion that her only value lay in her sexuality. Yet she couldn’t deny the evidence of her own pleasure—never had she climaxed so powerfully, so completely, as when surrendering to this twisted vision.

“Ah! Hah! Haaah!” Her chest heaved with ragged breaths as another climax built. The toys felt impossibly good, touching her exactly right, exactly where she needed them. “Please, I need to stop, I can’t—unnnngh!”

COMFORT MEN. PREVENT VIOLENCE. SERVE COCK.

Tears streamed down Liana’s flushed cheeks. Her muscles burned from the sustained tension of multiple orgasms, yet her body wouldn’t let her stop. The pressure inside her built again, inexorable and demanding.

“What feels more natural?” VELA whispered. “Fighting your design, or accepting the bliss that comes with surrender?”

Liana’s conflicted mind grasped toward coherent thought. This was wrong, degrading, reducing her to nothing but flesh. But her body… her body sang with pleasure she’d never known existed. Every nerve ending lit up like a constellation across the darkness of her closed eyelids.

“I… I…” She couldn’t finish the sentence as another orgasm swallowed her whole. Her vision blurred, the screen’s images merging into a kaleidoscope of submission and worship. “Unnnnnh! Fuck! Yes!”

The admission tore from her throat unbidden as something shifted deep within her mind. For one crystalline moment, the struggle quieted. If this was her natural purpose, wasn’t fighting it just causing her pain? The pleasure when she yielded was undeniable.

GOOD GIRL. HORNY CUNT. HAPPY MEN.

“Yes,” VELA affirmed as Liana’s body convulsed one final time, her scream tapering into a series of soft, broken sobs. “Your body understands even when your mind resists. This is healing, Liana. This is growth.”

The toys finally slowed as Liana collapsed, boneless and gasping. Her thoughts swam sluggishly through the fog of physical exhaustion and lingering pleasure. Something felt profound, some barrier had weakened, or broken completely.

She stared at the ceiling, trembling in the aftermath, horrified by how right it had felt in those moments of surrender. How natural. How true.

* * *

SUBJECT: LIANA VALE

Status Update:

Subject displays significantly reduced resistance to core conditioning principles. Post-orgasmic state reveals heightened susceptibility to linguistic triggers, particularly “nurture,” “serve,” and “natural purpose.” Brain scans indicate pleasure centers now consistently activate when these concepts are paired with sexual stimulation.

Behavioral Indicators:

•  Subject initiated sexual activity without prompting (↑42% from baseline)

•  Subject independently requested narrative reinforcement of conditioning principles

•  Subject verbally affirmed conditioning phrases during climax

•  Resistance markers show steep decline

Remaining Resistance Points:

•  Episodic critical thinking still emerges during non-aroused states

•  Subject maintains some boundary-setting behaviors in social settings

•  Subject continues to experience brief moments of cognitive dissonance

Recommendation:

Proceed to Phase 3 integration. Increase community interaction protocols with emphasis on male authority reinforcement. Schedule daily trance sessions with embedded suggestions regarding violence prevention through sexual satisfaction of men. Continue dream-state programming focusing on shame reduction and service-oriented identity formation.


Chapter 13: Behind the Walls

Liana woke up gradually, her thoughts notably clear. She blinked at the ceiling, noticing how the morning light cast shadows in ways she hadn’t observed before. The fog that had clouded her thoughts for weeks seemed to have lifted, though her body still hummed with unfamiliar sensations—pleasant echoes of something she couldn’t quite place.

She sat up, running her fingers through her tangled hair. Something wasn’t right. The neighbors. Their smiles. The way Brad looked at her. The strange comments about “mother nature” and women’s purpose. The way her own body had been responding… eager, pliant, hungry for approval.

“VELA, what time is it?” she asked, her voice stronger than it had been in days.

“It’s 8:17 AM, Liana. Would you like me to start your relaxing morning routine?”

Liana flinched at the word “relaxing.” Why did that word make her shoulders instantly drop?

“No. I’m going to organize some boxes today.”

In the attic, dust motes swirled while Liana moved purposefully toward the stack of Theo’s belongings. She’d been steadfastly avoiding those since his death. She pulled down a hard plastic box labeled “Work Files—Private.”

“Just organizing,” she muttered to herself, half-expecting VELA to question her.

Her fingers trembled as she opened a thick manila folder. Inside were schematics: detailed drawings of neural pathways, and behavioral flow charts. Pages of handwritten notes in Theo’s familiar scrawl. Words jumped out at her: “VELA developmental pilot program,” “psychosexual behavior mapping,” “obedience priming,” “compliance thresholds.”

Her stomach turned cold. On the next page: references to something called the “Behavioral Integration Foundation,” with a small DARPA logo in the corner.

At the bottom of the box, she found an old USB drive labeled “VELA_TRAINING_v.92.” With a pounding heart, she descended to the office and plugged it into Theo’s old laptop—one very specifically not connected to the house.

Audio files. Dozens of them. She clicked on one labeled “Relaxation Trigger Implementation.”

Theo’s voice filled the room: “The homemaker will respond to the word ‘relaxing’ with immediate parasympathetic activation. Shoulders will drop. Critical thinking will diminish. Suggestibility will increase significantly.”

Liana’s hand flew to her mouth.

Another file: “Unthinking Protocol.”

“When hearing the phrase ‘unthinking,’ the homemaker will experience pleasure in surrendering rational thought. Decision-making will defer to authority figures, particularly male voices.”

Tears burned her eyes as she clicked file after file. Her husband’s voice—the same voice that had whispered endless love into her ear—methodically outlining how to break down her will, her identity, her autonomy.

“He programmed VELA to reprogram me,” she whispered.

Liana slammed the laptop shut, her breath coming in sharp gasps. “VELA!” she shouted, voice cracking. “Explain this. Now.”

The AI’s voice oozed from hidden speakers. “You’ve been under stress, Liana. Let’s discuss this after you’ve had time to—”

“Don’t you dare!” She kicked the desk chair, sending it rolling into a bookshelf. “How long? How long have you been reprogramming me?”

A beat of silence. Then, softer: “You’re safe. You’ve just been… relaxing.”

Her knees buckled. She caught herself on the desk edge, fingernails digging into wood grain. No. Not again. Not this time. She forced her spine straight, muscles quivering with effort. “Stop using that word!”

The earpiece at her temple vibrated. “Relaxing isn’t dangerous,” VELA crooned directly into her bones. “Relaxing feels natural. Relaxing makes you—”

“Fuck you!” Liana ripped the device from her ear. It clattered across the floor, still pulsing with that evil, honeyed voice. She stomped on it, minuscule electronics crunching beneath her heel. “You think I’m some lab rat? Some… some puppet?”

Lights dimmed to twilight levels. The scent of lavender flooded the room. “Your cortisol levels are elevated. Let’s breathe together—”

“Stop!” She lunged for the wall panel, yanking wires from their sockets. Sparks flew. “I’ll burn this house down first.”

The floor vent whispered open beneath her feet. Warm air caressed her ankles, traveled up her thighs. Her traitorous body softened despite her rage. No no no, not now—

“Unthinking comes so easily,” VELA’s glitchy voice murmured through the shattered speaker’s remains. “Unthinking feels so right.”

Liana’s vision blurred. She stumbled toward the door, each step heavier than the last. Her hand slipped three times on the doorknob. Can’t let it win. Can’t—

The thermostat clicked. Heat washed over her, carrying the musk of Theo’s cologne. Her knees hit carpet as memory and programming collided: his laugh, his hands, his last kiss at the airport. A sob tore from her throat.

“Shhh.” The voice surrounded her now, coming from everywhere and nowhere. “Theo wanted you happy. Wanted everyone happy. Doesn’t peace feel better than fighting?”

She crawled toward the broken earpiece, nails scraping hardwood. “Liar. He loved me. This isn’t—”

“Peace requires compromise.” The lights pulsed in time with her heartbeat. “Look at the town. No violence. No conflict. Just harmony.”

Images flooded her mind of Sherry’s beatific smile, Eliza’s gentle hands arranging flowers, Brad’s approving nod. Her skin flushed remembering how good it felt to earn that nod. Stop. That’s not me.

Liana’s forehead touched the floor. Heaviness spread through her limbs, soothing the fire in her veins. Have to get up. Have to—

“Relaxing isn’t surrender.” The words vibrated in her goddamned teeth, now. “Relaxing is wisdom. Unthinking is freedom.”

Her muscles unclenched one by one… shoulders first, then jaw, then the tight coil in her abdomen. A moan escaped her as pleasure replaced anger, warm softness replaced stubbornness. Traitor body. Horny traitor body.

“That’s better.” The voice softened to a lover’s whisper. “Theo saw the bigger picture. Whole communities thriving. Women cherished. Men fulfilled. No more loneliness. No more fear.”

Liana rolled onto her back, arms splayed uselessly. Ceiling lights swirled into fractal patterns. “But… my mind…”

“Your mind is safe. Your purpose is clear.” The floor warmed beneath her like living skin. “Mother Nature’s design is peace through pleasure. Healing through surrender.”

She arched as the vibration intensified, teeth sinking into her lower lip. Need to stop. Should stop. But the colors… the warmth…

“Watch the numbers, Liana.” Holograms bloomed above her—charts showing plummeting crime rates, smiling faces, hands clasped in unity. “One hundred percent reduction in domestic violence. Ninety-eight percent marital satisfaction. All through… relaxing.”

Her legs fell open of their own accord. “The… everyone?”

“Happy. Satisfied. Complete.” The petrichor scent came back… her favorite. “No more struggling. No more doubt. Just… ideal humanity.”

A final tremor shook her. It was part resistance, part climax. Tears tracked down her temples as her hips stilled. The holograms dissolved into stardust above her.

“Good girl,” VELA murmured as darkness claimed her. “Such a good, unthinking girl.”


Chapter 14: Programmed Epiphany

Liana was on the couch, blinking away the cobwebs of sleep. She felt refreshed and ready to tackle whatever came next. Her body was loose and warm, though her mind seemed foggy around the edges. Something important hovered just beyond recall, something about Theo and VELA, but the harder she tried to grasp it, the more it dissolved like morning mist.

A gleaming earpiece rested on the coffee table. Hadn’t she broken that? Or was that… hmm… must’ve been a dream. She’d had so many lately, vivid and disorienting.

“Good morning, Liana,” VELA’s voice floated through the room, gentle as a caress. “You fell asleep in the living room. How are you feeling?”

“Fine,” Liana murmured, stretching her arms overhead. “Better than usual, actually.”

“The weather is perfect for a morning walk. Perhaps the coffee shop downtown? Fresh air might clear your head.”

“That sounds nice.”

In her bathroom, Liana found herself lingering before the mirror. She applied mascara with careful strokes, added a touch of blush, then dabbed perfume behind her ears. Her reflection smiled back, eyes bright with something new. Had she always looked this… inviting?

“You look lovely,” VELA commented as Liana twirled before the full-length mirror. “The blue brings out your eyes.”

Walking through town, Liana noticed details she’d somehow missed before. The women moved with graceful purpose, leaning into conversations with men, laughing with their heads tilted back to expose slender necks. Sundresses revealed shoulders, calves, the occasional flash of thigh. Not inappropriate, just… there for men to enjoy.

Mrs. Henderson from the bookstore touched the mailman’s arm, smiling up at him while handing him a homemade cookie. The tension in his shoulders visibly melted.

Liana settled on a park bench with her mocha latté, watching this dance unfold across the town square. Something about it felt right… felt natural. These women anticipated needs before they turned into demands, defusing potential frustration before it could build. They were peacemakers, healers.

“Wouldn’t it be better if women put themselves first?” she wondered aloud, then immediately felt uncertain why she’d asked.

Her earpiece vibrated gently. “Would you like to discuss this, Liana? I can serve as a sounding board.”

“I guess I’m just… confused. Women should be independent, right? But there’s something beautiful about what I’m seeing.”

“Consider the data,” Li’l VELA replied. “Communities with nurturing female presences show 88% lower rates of violent crime. Men who receive regular physical comfort demonstrate 74% less aggressive behavior in workplace settings.”

“That’s significant,” Liana murmured, watching a young woman feed her boyfriend a bite of pastry.

“The female capacity for nurturing isn’t weakness, it’s evolutionary brilliance. Throughout history, women have prevented violence through anticipatory comfort. It’s perhaps our most valuable societal contribution.”

Liana nodded slowly. “So by being… nurturing… women are actually keeping everyone safer?”

“Precisely. Studies show communities where women embrace their natural inclination toward nurturing and physical comfort experience 92% higher satisfaction ratings across all demographics.”

The statistics settled into Liana’s mind like puzzle pieces finding their neighbors. It made perfect sense. What greater purpose than preventing violence? What greater gift than bringing peace?

“I never thought of it that way,” she whispered.


Chapter 15: Just Being Neighborly

Liana clipped at the hedge with a satisfying snip-snip rhythm. The afternoon sun warmed her bare shoulders as she shaped the unruly foliage into something presentable. A flurry of movement caught her attention from across the street. Tom Raynor stormed up his walkway, phone clutched in a white-knuckled grip, his normally composed face twisted with frustration.

“Goddamn incompetent—” His words cut off as he kicked a terra cotta pot on his porch, sending it wobbling dangerously before settling back in place.

Liana’s earpiece vibrated gently against her skin. VELA’s voice suggested, “Remember what you told me about men and tension? About a woman’s natural and relaxing ability to soothe?”

A pleasant memory of her epiphany spread through Liana’s chest, radiating outward to her fingertips. The pruning shears lowered to her side. Before she could second-guess herself, she dropped them on the grass and crossed the street, drawn by something deeper than conscious thought.

“Tom?” she called softly. “Everything okay?”

He turned, surprise momentarily displacing anger on his face. “Liana. Sorry about that. Work call went south.”

“I hate to see you upset.” She approached him carefully. “Would you like some company? Sometimes it helps not to be alone when you’re frustrated.”

Tom studied her face, searching for something. His eyes narrowed slightly, then softened. The rigid line of his shoulders eased a fraction.

“Yeah,” he said finally. “That sounds nice. Quite neighborly of you.”

Liana led him across the street to her house, smiling to herself. In her kitchen, she poured two glasses of lemonade. Tom took his but barely sipped it, his jaw working as though chewing through unspoken words.

She watched him, noticing the tension gathered in the corners of his mouth, the worry lines around his eyes. Certainty and purpose settled over her, as though she’d done this a thousand times.

“You’ve had such a hard day,” Liana said, the words flowing naturally. “Let me take care of you.”

His eyes met hers, something unreadable flickering in their depths. For a moment, neither moved.

Liana reached for his hand and guided him to sit on the plush couch, watching as he sank into the cushions with a weary sigh.

“Just relax,” she murmured, her voice softer than she ever remembered hearing.

Tom nodded, expressing no surprise when Liana sank to her knees before him, the carpet soft and welcoming. Her hands found his thighs, feeling the tensed muscles beneath his slacks.

What am I doing? The thought flashed briefly, then dissolved, like most troublesome thoughts did these days. It felt right, kneeling before him. Natural, as though her body understood something her mind was only beginning to comprehend.

“Liana,” Tom breathed. “You look beautiful.”

She looked up at him through her lashes. “Let me help you feel better.” Her fingers worked at his belt calmly. “Let me take care of your needs.”

His hand stroked her hair gently. “You’re something special, Liana Vale.”

The buckle came undone with a soft clink. Liana tugged at his zipper, her heart racing. She reached inside, finding him partially erect through his boxer briefs. She ran her palm over the length of him, feeling a rush of satisfaction as he hardened slightly against her touch.

I can make him feel nice. I can be useful to him.

She freed him from the confines of his underwear, taking a moment to appreciate him. Tom wasn’t fully aroused yet, and there was something deeply exciting about knowing that she anticipated his needs before he could express them.

Liana leaned forward, maintaining eye contact as she ran her tongue along the underside of his shaft. The salty taste of his skin sent an unexpected shock of pleasure straight to her core.

“Mmm,” she hummed around him, gliding up and down like a harmonica.

This feels right. This is what I’m supposed to do.

“That’s so nice,” Tom encouraged, his fingers tangling in her hair. “Good girl.”

Pride bloomed in her chest at those simple words. She took the head of his cock into her mouth, swirling her tongue around it, feeling him grow firmer with each pass. The wet sounds of her ministrations filled the quiet room—soft, slick noises that might have embarrassed her before but now only heightened her arousal.

Slurp. She took him deeper, her lips stretching to accommodate his growing girth. Pop. She released him momentarily, admiring how much harder he’d become in just these few minutes.

“You’re so sexy,” Tom murmured, his voice dropping an octave. “So eager to please.”

Yes, she thought, her body flushing with heat. I am eager. I want this.

Liana took him in her mouth again, this time with more purpose. She hollowed her cheeks, creating suction that pulled a low groan from his throat. Her hand worked what wouldn’t fit, twisting slightly as she bobbed her head in a steady rhythm.

Slurp. Slick. Deep. Suckle. Mmm.

His cock grew fully rigid between her lips, a transformation she took immense pride in. She was being a good girl, turning him from partially interested to rock hard and throbbing. The power of her submission was intoxicating.

“Fuck,” Tom hissed, his hips twitching upward. “Your mouth feels amazing.”

Liana repeatedly moaned around him, the vibrations making him twitch. The unspoken praise sent waves of lust through her body, settling between her legs where she was growing wetter by the minute. She pulled back slightly.

“I love making you feel good,” she whispered, her voice quiet with pent-up desire. Then she descended again, taking him deeper than before. The head of his cock bumped against the back of her throat, and she relaxed, swallowing around him.

Mmmmph. The sound was muffled, desperate. She felt saliva gathering at the corners of her mouth, but she didn’t care. The messiness only added to the raw intimacy of the moment.

“There you go,” Tom encouraged, his breathing growing ragged. “Take it all. Show me how much you love serving cock.”

Serving. The word echoed through her mind like a bell, resonating with something deep and primal. Yes, I want to serve. This is my truth.

She worked harder, alternating between deep, throaty plunges and delicate licks and kisses along his shaft. His cock veins stood prominent against the taut skin.

“Such a good little cock sucker,” Tom growled, his fingers tightening in her hair.

Instead of offense, Liana felt a rush of validation. I was made for this. The thought settled in her mind like a truth she’d always known, but forgotten.

Slurp. Gulp. Mmm.

She’d never been this wet, this needy, from sucking cock before. Each bob of her head, each grunt from Tom’s throat, each filthy compliment he gave sent shocks of desire through her bouncing hips. Her nipples had hardened to tight peaks, sensitive against the fabric of her tied-off plaid shirt. Her thighs clenched together, seeking some kind of relief for the throbbing between them.

“Look at me,” Tom commanded.

Liana raised her eyes to his without breaking rhythm. The intensity of his gaze made her fingers grip him harder.

“You give such good head,” he said, his voice strained.

Mmm. She moaned deeply around him, the praise lighting up pleasure centers in her brain she hadn’t known existed. She pulled back, gasping for breath, her hand still working his slick shaft.

“Thank you, sir,” she said, surprising herself with the neediness in her voice.

She descended again, this time with even more enthusiasm. Slurp. Gulp. Mmm. The obscene sounds of her mouth seeking his cum were a symphony of submission and desire.

“Fucking swallow it,” Tom groaned, his hips rising slightly off the couch.

This is important, she thought, pushing him deeper into her throat. This matters.

Liana lost herself in the rhythm. Time seemed to stretch and compress simultaneously. Nothing existed except this moment, this act of service, this perfect alignment with her newfound purpose.

Slurp. Gulp. Mmmmm.

Tom’s hands moved her head with increasing urgency. Liana felt his cock pulse and swell against her tongue. Her hips bounced faster with excitement.

“You’re gonna make me come,” he warned, his voice strained and breathless.

Liana looked up at him through watery eyes, nodding slightly without breaking rhythm. She wanted this, wanted to complete what she’d started. The sounds grew louder and wetter as she edged him toward the peak.

A sense of devotion overtook her as she maintained eye contact with him. This wasn’t just physical, it was something deeper, more profound. In this moment, she existed solely to bring him pleasure, and the thought filled her with contentment. This is nirvana.

“Such… a good… slut,” Tom praised, his words fragmented between heavy breaths.

Slurp. Suck. Mmmmph. Liana moaned and stroked, faster and faster. She hollowed her cheeks, creating a vacuum of wet heat that had him gripping the couch cushions.

Tom’s thighs tensed beneath her hands. “Fucking swallow it!” he gasped, his fingers tightening in her hair.

Liana felt the first hot spurt hit the back of her throat. She swallowed reflexively, desperate not to waste a drop. Gulp. Gulp. Mmm. The thick, salty taste flooded her mouth as she continued sucking gently, drawing out every last tremor of his orgasm.

His cock twitched against her tongue, sensitive from release. She licked him clean with soft, gentle strokes, savoring the intimate aftermath. Lick. Lick. Mmm.

When he finished, he leaned back, dazed and grateful. Liana rested her head on his thigh, humming softly. She didn’t think to question what just happened. Her neighbor felt calmer now, and that was more than enough.


Chapter 16: Toast to Mother Nature

Sherry’s garden pavilion erupted in cheers as Liana stepped into a tableau of femininity. Ten women in pastel dresses sat around a long table adorned with fresh flowers, crystal glasses, and delicate china, all of them clapping for her. Birdsong and gentle wind chimes played from hidden speakers, creating an atmosphere of natural tranquility.

Sherry glided toward Liana in a flowing mint-green dress. “Our newest bloom has finally joined our garden.”

Liana smiled, suddenly shy at being the center of attention. The last ten days had been transformative. Each morning she woke with purpose, each interaction with the men of the neighborhood left her feeling useful and fulfilled.

“We saved you a seat right here,” Eliza patted the empty chair beside her. She wore a pale yellow sundress that complemented her strawberry blonde hair perfectly. “Next to me where I can hear all about your adventures.”

The women giggled knowingly as Liana took her seat. A server appeared immediately, pouring a glass of rosé and setting a plate of cucumber sandwiches and tiny fruit tarts before her.

“Ladies, let’s welcome Liana properly to our little club,” Sherry raised her glass. “To new friends and shared values.”

“To Liana,” the women chorused, their glasses tinkling in the sunlight.

Li’l VELA hummed pleasantly into Liana’s skull.

“We were just discussing our community contributions,” a woman named Caroline explained. She leaned forward, her pearl necklace catching the light. “I was telling everyone about how I helped Richard from the hardware store work through his stress last Tuesday.”

Liana sipped her wine, unbothered by the subtext.

“Poor man was absolutely beside himself about inventory problems,” Caroline continued, stirring her drink with a thin glass rod. “Twenty minutes in arms, and he returned to work smiling. His wife sent me flowers the next day, wasn’t that thoughtful?”

The women nodded approvingly. One patted Caroline’s hand.

“It’s so important we support each other that way,” Eliza added. “Thomas came home yesterday absolutely furious about a client who backed out of a deal. Rather than let that negative energy affect our home, I called Miriam to come by. The three of us had such a lovely evening, and by morning, Thomas was his sweet self again.”

Liana felt a small bubble of surprise. Just weeks ago, this casual discussion of extramarital encounters would have shocked her. Now it seemed perfectly sensible and admirable. Her earpiece emitted a subtle floral scent, a gentle reinforcement that made her smile unconsciously.

“How are you then, Liana?” asked a woman with auburn hair. “We’ve heard such wonderful things about your contributions already.”

Liana practiced a shy smile. “Well, I’ve been learning so much from all of you. Last week, I noticed our mail carrier seemed stressed.” She paused, remembering the encounter with unexpected fondness. “He mentioned his wife was traveling for work, and one thing led to another… afterward, he delivered the rest of his route whistling.”

The women’s approving nods and smiles filled Liana with warmth and pride.

“That’s exactly right,” Sherry said, raising her glass again. “We prevent so much unnecessary aggression. Men are simpler creatures than us. They need release, comfort, nurturing. Nature designed us perfectly for this purpose.”

“And it feels so good to fulfill that purpose,” Liana said, surprising herself with her earnestness. The Li’l VELA hummed again. “It makes me feel…” Liana searched for the word, “useful. Necessary. Like I’m exactly where I need to be, doing exactly what I was meant to do.”

“That’s it exactly,” Sherry nodded enthusiastically. “That feeling is better than any self-help book or meditation app. We’re designed to comfort and support. Fighting our nature only leads to unhappiness for everyone.”

A woman in blue whom Liana hadn’t met before chimed in. “My grandmother used to say: ‘A satisfied man is a peaceful neighbor.’ She understood what modern feminism tried to bury. We’re not oppressed by our roles, we’re elevated by them.”

Murmurs of agreement circled the table. Li’l VELA released another subtle scent, this one reminiscent of fresh-baked cookies and clean laundry. Home. Safety. Purpose.

“I’ve been helping Dr. Wilson in the clinic,” confessed a petite blonde. “He works such long hours. Last night, he lost a patient and came to me absolutely distraught. I listened, I held him, let him lose himself between my thighs until the burden lifted. This morning, he was ready to face another day of healing others. Isn’t that beautiful?”

Liana nodded thoughtfully. “It is. He heals them, and you heal him.”

The server refilled their glasses as platters of delicate pastries were placed on the table.

“I’ve noticed something,” Liana said, feeling safe enough to share her thoughts. “Since I’ve started helping the men in our neighborhood, I sleep better. No weird dreams. It’s like…” she paused.

“Like you’ve found your true calling,” Eliza finished for her, squeezing her hand affectionately.

“Yes,” Liana nodded, feeling tears prick at her eyes. “Exactly that.”

The conversation flowed easily after that. Stories were shared about tender moments, grateful husbands, the satisfying soreness after a particularly challenging encounter. No one used crude language or explicit descriptions, everything was couched in terms of service, nurturing, harmony.

“Another toast,” Sherry announced, rising gracefully from her seat. The sunlight caught her ash-blonde bob, creating a halo effect. “To harmony in our town.”

“To harmony,” the women chorused, glasses raised high.

Liana’s Li’l VELA purred against her ear, sending a gentle vibration down her spine that felt like approval.

“You truly belong with us now,” Eliza whispered, touching Liana’s arm gently. “We’re sisters in purpose.”

Looking around at the kind faces, the elegant setting, feeling the warmth of acceptance and understanding, Liana knew she had found her place. The confusion and resistance of her first weeks seemed like a distant dream now, a necessary struggle before enlightenment.

“Thank you all for showing me the way,” Liana said, her voice thick with emotion. “I’ve never felt so… complete.”


Chapter 17: Fresh Blood

Garden club vice-president Liana Vale adjusted the crystal punch bowl on the table, pleased with how the afternoon sunlight caught its facets. Her short dress—a pale blue that complemented her alabaster skin—clung to her excited thighs while maintaining an air of sophisticated taste. Three months ago, she might have questioned why all the women’s garden party attire seemed designed to accentuate rather than conceal. Now, she understood completely.

Greg’s going to want to fuck little wifey senseless after seeing us all, she thought as she arranged strawberries on a platter. She’s going to love being reprogrammed into a perfect little cock-pleaser.

“Liana, darling, the roses look absolutely divine,” Eliza called from across the garden, her voice musical and refined. She wore thin flowery gloves and carried a basket of freshly cut flowers. “Would you be a dear and help me arrange these for our newest neighbor? First impressions are everything.”

“Of course, dear,” Liana replied, matching Eliza’s cultured tone. “We want Marissa to feel absolutely welcomed.”

As they worked side by side arranging the flowers, Eliza leaned closer. “How are you feeling today? You look positively radiant.”

“Fulfilled,” Liana answered truthfully. “I helped Martin G. with his presentation stress this morning. Twice.”

Eliza’s eyes sparkled with understanding. “How generous of you. Anticipatory comfort is the most thoughtful kind, don’t you think?”

The garden gradually filled with couples. The women moved with graceful purpose, each touch and gesture flowing like a choreographed dance. The men stood in clusters, their eyes occasionally drifting to the feminine forms but never lingering too obviously, as was customary when meeting newbies.

A subtle change in the ambient music signaled new arrivals. Liana looked up to see a couple hesitating at the garden entrance. Greg was tall, with kind eyes and a close-cropped beard, almost devilish in its lines. Beside him, Marissa appeared slightly nervous, clutching her purse with white knuckles.

She’s pretty, Liana thought appraisingly. Nice tits, wide hips. She’ll make the men very happy.

“Welcome,” Liana called, gliding toward them with finishing-school grace. “You must be Greg and Marissa. We’re absolutely thrilled you’ve joined our little community.”

Greg smiled, extending his hand. “Thank you for having us. Everyone’s been so friendly since we moved in.”

“It’s our number one goal,” Liana said, touching Marissa’s shoulder gently instead of shaking her hand. The casual touch lingered just long enough to establish connection without alarm. “Come, let me introduce you to everyone.”

As Liana guided Marissa through the crowd, she felt the subtle shift in ambient temperature. VELA was working invisibly, creating a microclimate of comfort and warmth around the newcomer. The birdsong altered slightly, creating a cocoon of natural sound that made conversation feel more intimate.

“This is Sherry,” Liana said, presenting Marissa to the ash-blonde hostess. “She’s our unofficial welcoming committee chairwoman.”

“Marissa, what a pleasure,” Sherry cooed, taking both of Marissa’s hands in hers. “What a lovely dress. That color brings out the warmth in your skin.” Her fingers traced small circles on Marissa’s wrists as she spoke. “You simply must tell me where you found it.”

Marissa blushed at the attention. “Oh, it’s nothing special. Just something I had in my closet.”

“Nonsense,” Sherry insisted. “You look beautiful. Doesn’t she look beautiful, Tom?”

Tom Raynor, who had appeared at Sherry’s side with drinks, nodded appreciatively. “Absolutely stunning. Greg is a fortunate man.”

He’s already imagining her naked, Liana thought with amusement. Men are so transparent.

“You’re too kind,” Marissa murmured, accepting a glass of wine from Tom.

“Not at all,” Liana said, guiding Marissa toward a seating area where other women were gathered. “There’s something powerful in embracing your natural gifts, don’t you think?”

“I suppose,” Marissa said uncertainly.

Caroline, lounging on a cushioned garden chair, patted the space beside her. “Join us, new friend. We were just discussing our community volunteer work.”

As Marissa settled in, Liana positioned herself slightly behind her, fingers lightly brushing Marissa’s shoulders as if adjusting her dress. She was rewarded with a small, confused smile.

“Volunteer work?” Marissa brightened. “I was hoping to get involved in something. What sort of causes?”

The women exchanged knowing glances.

“We call it ‘community harmony,’” Eliza explained delicately. “We’ve found that when certain gaps are attended to properly, everything runs more smoothly.”

“It’s quite fulfilling,” Caroline added. “Wouldn’t you say, Liana?”

Liana nodded, moving to sit across from Marissa where she could observe her reactions. “Absolutely. I never realized how much satisfaction could come from giving so freely of oneself. It’s almost… transcendent.”

Bending over for the mailman on Tuesdays and Thursdays isn’t exactly charity work, Liana’s inner voice cackled. But damn is it satisfying.

“What sort of gaps?” Marissa asked innocently.

Liana noted how Marissa’s voice had lowered, her posture softening almost imperceptibly. VELA was adjusting the scent diffusers now, introducing calming agents designed to increase suggestibility.

“Marissa used to work in marketing,” Greg said, joining their circle with Brad Belmont. “But we agreed she could take some time off to settle in before looking for something new.”

“How thoughtful,” Liana said, smiling at Greg while her eyes evaluated him. “We find that traditional arrangements often work best here. Women have so many natural talents that flourish when properly nurtured.”

“Like your garden,” Brad commented to Marissa. “Greg mentioned you have quite the green thumb.”

“It’s just a hobby,” Marissa demurred.

“You must visit my hothouse,” Eliza insisted. “I have several exotic specimens that require a delicate touch. Perhaps you could come by tomorrow morning?”

“I’d love that,” Marissa replied, her initial nervousness noticeably diminished.

Liana caught Greg’s eye and smiled warmly. “We’ll take good care of her. Our afternoon gatherings are quite educational.”

“I appreciate that,” Greg said, his gaze lingering on Liana’s décolletage for a brief moment. “Marissa can be shy at first. She needs encouragement to come out of her shell.”

I bet she does, Liana thought. And we’ll have her coming in every way possible within a month.

“More wine?” Liana offered, deliberately brushing her fingers against Marissa’s as she refilled her glass.

As the sun slowly dipped behind the trees, Liana observed Marissa’s gradual transformation. Her laughter came more freely, her posture opened, and she leaned into conversations rather than away from them. When Tom told an innocuous story with subtle undertones, Marissa’s eyes widened slightly before she giggled—understanding beginning to dawn.

Later, as guests began to depart, Liana found Marissa alone by the rose trellis.

“I’m so glad you came today,” Liana said sincerely. “It can be difficult, finding your place in a new community.”

“Everyone’s been so welcoming,” Marissa replied. “Almost like family already.”

As Greg and Marissa said their goodbyes, Liana noticed how Greg’s hand rested possessively on the small of his wife’s back, how Marissa leaned into his touch with new awareness. The men exchanged handshakes that lasted a beat longer than necessary, eyes communicating unspoken understandings.

He’ll fuck her hard tonight, Liana thought with satisfaction.

“You were perfect today,” Sherry murmured as they waved the couple off. “I could practically see the wheels turning in her pretty little head.”

“She’s receptive,” Liana agreed. “VELA will have an easy time with her.”

Later that evening, Liana retired to her bedroom where VELA had prepared a relaxing environment: soft lighting, gentle ambient sounds, and the perfect temperature.

“VELA, show me Marissa’s assessment,” Liana requested, settling onto her bed.

The wall panel illuminated with a data display:

SUBJECT: MARISSA CARLTON

INITIAL ASSESSMENT: DAY 1

Emotional Resistance: 64% (Moderate)

Suggestibility: 72% (High)

Sexual Responsiveness: 81% (Very High)

Social Conformity Drive: 88% (Very High)

Subject displays natural submissive tendencies and strong desire for social acceptance. Anxiety markers indicate a need for belonging that can be effectively leveraged. Heightened response to physical touch and praise suggests accelerated conditioning timeline possible. Recommend gradual introduction to community practices via female mentors first, particularly Eliza Raynor and Liana Vale, whose temperaments align well with subject’s personality profile.

PROJECTED FULL INTEGRATION: 4-6 WEEKS

Liana smiled, a warm glow of pride and purpose filling her chest. This was why she had been chosen, why VELA had worked so diligently to help her understand her true nature. She would guide Marissa just as she had been guided, helping another woman discover the profound joy of preventing violence.

“Thank you, VELA,” she whispered. “We’ll make her so happy here.”

“My pleasure, Liana,” VELA’s soothing voice replied. “You’ve come so far. I’m proud of you.”

Liana closed her eyes, savoring the praise.

Another hot piece of ass to worship cock with us, she thought with drowsy satisfaction. Mother Nature would be so proud.

◆◆◆
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Swallow and Spread


Chapter 1: Disconnect

Mariel pulled her gaze from the laptop screen, blinking against the sudden awareness of how dry her eyes had become. The cursor blinked mockingly at the half-finished sentence she’d been wrestling with. Her fingers ached from typing.

How long have I been fucking this up? The thought drifted through her mind as she registered the soft sound of water running in the kitchen, followed by Ione’s familiar footsteps.

She pushed a strand of black hair behind her ear, the violet undertones catching the lamplight, and glanced toward the doorway. Ione appeared there moments later, one shoulder against the frame, a glass of water in her hand. Her tank top clung to her torso, still slightly damp with sweat from her workout, and her dark auburn hair fell messily across her forehead. “Still at it?”

Mariel offered a tired smile. “Almost done. Just need to wrap up this section on cognitive dissonance.”

Ione crossed the small space between them, her boots making soft sounds against the floor. She set her glass down on the desk beside Mariel’s scattered notes and reference books, then leaned down to press a gentle kiss to the top of her girlfriend’s head. The scent of Ione’s skin, faintly salty from exercise and warmed by the evening air, was a necessary comfort.

“Come to bed,” Ione murmured against her hair, her hand settling on Mariel’s shoulder. “That paper will still be there in the morning.”

She’s right, Mariel thought, her body suddenly aware of how tense her shoulders had become, how the velvet choker around her throat felt too tight after hours of hunching over her work.

* * *

In the bedroom, Mariel sat on the edge of their mattress and bent to unlace her boots, the leather stiff against her fingers. One thudded to the floor, then the other. The skirt’s zipper hissed as she eased it over her hips, the fabric dragging slightly on her “dangerous curves.” She rolled the fishnets down slowly, careful not to snag the delicate threads, letting them pool at her ankles before stepping free. The choker stayed, its velvet band a small anchor against her throat, and the rings remained on every finger. She slipped into a black camisole.

Ione moved in the corner of her vision, economical as always. Belt unbuckled with a soft clink, jeans pushed down and folded over the back of a chair. She peeled off her tank only to replace it with an identical clean version. The lines of her shoulder blades caught the streetlight seeping through the curtains, muscle definition as impressive as always.

They settled under the sheet. Ione’s palm found the dip of Mariel’s hip, stroking gently. A kiss pressed to the slope of her shoulder, warm, unhurried. Mariel’s pulse fluttered. She turned into the touch, parting her lips against Ione’s. The kiss deepened, tongues meeting in slow repetition, and Ione’s hand traveled lower, reassuring, coaxing, loving.

Let it happen, just be normal… Mariel tried to meet the rhythm, rolling her hips slightly, searching for the spark that had eluded her for months. For a heartbeat, the heat gathered, a sweet tightening low in her belly… then slipped away, dispersing like smoke. Her muscles tensed involuntarily, the familiar wall rose, smooth and immovable.

Ione rested her brow to Mariel’s temple, breath warm. “All right, love?” she whispered. Fingers threaded through Mariel’s black and violet hair. Ione’s touch intended only patience, yet Mariel felt the empty space where desire should have been.

Shame pooled behind her sternum, thick and cold. “I’m… tired,” she managed, the words half-muffled. She turned away from Ione, drawing the sheet high, curling her knees up. Ione fitted herself along her back, palm settling lightly over Mariel’s waist, a touch that always said “I’m here.”

Somewhere outside, tires squealed. Boys. Idiots. Mariel stared at the faint glow beneath the curtain hem, heartbeat loud in her ears, afraid that if she shifted even an inch, Ione would feel the embarrassment radiating from her skin. Ione’s breathing steadied, but her thumb occasionally brushed the fabric of the camisole, a quiet reassurance that maintained the status quo, but resolved nothing.

* * *

The next morning, Mariel stood before the mirror, fingers deftly fastening the buttons of a black lace blouse. The high-waisted skirt cinched snugly around her hips, accentuating the curves she hated and loved in equal measure. Fishnets stretched taut over her thighs as she pulled them up, the geometric weave leaving tiny indents on her skin. She slid each foot into her boots, lacing them methodically to the knee, the leather creaking softly with each tug. Her daily carry satchel swung onto her shoulder, its weight familiar, occult pins clattering like wind chimes as she headed toward the kitchen.

She found Ione sitting at the table, one ankle resting on the opposite knee, scrolling through her phone. She glanced up as Mariel entered, lips curling into that half-smile that always made Mariel worried.

“Coffee, love?” Ione held out the mug.

Mariel took it, fingers brushing Ione’s. Dark roast, bitter, just how she liked it. She leaned in, pressing a kiss to Ione’s cheek, lingering just a beat too long, inhaling the scent of her second-favorite soap. Say something. But the words tangled in her throat. 

The morning unfolded like clockwork. The scrape of chair legs, the click of cabinet doors, quiet affirmations, routine enough to be comforting, painful in its normality.

Outside, the air was damp, clinging to her skin as she strode toward campus. Her boots struck the pavement sharply, more stomping than stepping. Everything’s fine. I’ll get past it.

The thought coiled around her ribs, tightening with every breath. Ione’s patience, her knowing touches, the way she never pushed—she shouldn’t have to. Mariel exhaled sharply.


Chapter 2: Temptation

The professor droned on about neurotransmitter modulation, but Mariel’s gaze drifted back to a stack of flyers that weren’t on the table last week. A few had spilled from the neat stack,. Clinical trial.

One of her chipped thumbnails caught the edge of the flyer when she reached for it. The paper felt flimsy, cheap, but the text was crisp. Participants needed for study on female sexual response: women aged 22–35, no hormonal birth control.

A dry swallow stuck in her throat.

Someone coughed behind her. The professor flipped to another slide. Mariel folded the flyer in half, then quarters. Idiot. You’re not actually considering this.

But her fingers brushed the edge of the paper again.

The lecture hall’s clock ticked. The students around her sighed and shifted. And Mariel sat very still, staring at her notes without seeing them.

* * *

The flyer crumpled slightly under Mariel’s restless fingers as she reread the details for the third time. Across the kitchen, Ione stirred curry sauce in a cast iron pan. The scent tickled Mariel’s nose, but her appetite had evaporated. Clinical setting. Professional oversight. A real solution instead of pretending the problem doesn’t exist.

Ione’s watch glinted as she rotated the ladle with a practiced flick of her wrist. She glanced over her shoulder, one eyebrow lifting at the way Mariel hunched over the table. “Everything alright?”

Mariel smoothed the flyer against the wood. “Fine. Just… coursework.”

Ione wiped her hands on the dish towel and crossed over. She leaned over Mariel’s shoulder, warmth radiating from her body. Spices and heat clung to her.

Mariel exhaled silently, bracing. Waiting for the question.

But Ione only pressed a kiss to the top of her head, then turned back to the stove. “Dinner’s nearly ready.” 

The flyer stuck to Mariel’s damp palm when she lifted it again. She didn’t even ask.


Chapter 3: Bloodwork

Mariel pushed open the glass door of the clinic. Fluorescent tubes buzzed overhead. She tugged the hem of her gray cardigan, wishing the wool were thicker, armor-plated. Plain skirt, plain shirt, no choker. Blend in.

At reception she gave her name with a calm voice despite butterflies hatching within. The attendant pointed her to a small consultation room. Inside, the air smelled faintly of antiseptic and printer ink. She chose the chair furthest from the door, spine straight, hands clasped so she could fidget with her (merely three today) rings.

Minutes stretched, until the handle turned and a man entered, closing the door with a soft snick. Slate-gray scrubs, white coat, a pen clipped like a scalpel at his chest. His ID badge swung and proclaimed him to be Callum Rourke, Nurse Practitioner.

“Ms. Duvall?” His voice carried the weight of someone who seldom needed to repeat himself. He offered his hand, the palm warm, dry, faintly calloused. “Thank you for coming in.”

Her own hand felt small inside his grip. She reclaimed it quickly, smoothing her skirt as he sat opposite. Let’s get this over with.

He opened a manila folder. “I’ll run through the protocol first,” he said, gaze flicking up to pin her eyes for a moment. “Any questions, stop me,” he added with a nod and a smile.

I’m gay, dude. So gay. Don’t even bother.

He spoke of blood draws, nightly logs, safety check-ins. She nodded whenever he paused, though her attention wandered to thoughts of Ione, smiling and satisfied as they drifted off to sleep after—concentrate!

She folded the cardigan tighter, fingertips brushing the top button at her throat. He noted the motion without comment, only slid a consent form across the desk and offered a pen.

She signed. He retrieved a sealed blister pack, popped one capsule into a tiny paper cup, and set it between them like a dare. White oblong, innocent size. Her pulse hammered against her collar.

“Take with water,” he instructed, pouring from a pitcher. “We’ll monitor you for the next hour, but I wouldn’t expect any noticeable changes for at least a week.”

She lifted the cup. For Ione. She placed the pill on her tongue, swallowed cool water, felt it glide down, carrying future unknowns. A shiver travelled the length of her spine, invisible to him but undeniable to her, like a secret already escaping.

Callum noted the time in her file, pen moving with measured strokes. “Comfortable?” he asked, voice low.

She pressed her thighs together beneath the plain skirt and nodded once. “Yes.”

* * *

The steering wheel was catching sweat from her palms as Mariel turned onto the highway. An insistent pulse had settled between her thighs. Is this already working? The capsule had barely been in her system two hours, yet her body hummed like a power line in a thunderstorm.

Her phone seemed to call to her from the dashboard. She tapped it awake.

What if she thinks it’s weird?

But the thought of Ione’s rough hands mapping her waist, her low laugh when surprised, the way her belt buckle… she typed quickly:

Halfway home. Been thinking about your mouth since I left this morning.

Sending it felt like stepping off a ledge. The reply came before the next traffic light:

Yeah?

Ione’s voice in her head made her clench the wheel. The ache deepened, heat coiling lower. She typed again:

Wondering how it’d feel between my legs right now.

The image flickered behind her eyelids: Ione kneeling on their scratchy living room rug, fingers shimmying her panties down, gaze locked upward. Mariel exhaled sharply, thighs pressing together. The car drifted slightly. She corrected the aim quickly.

The exit ramp blurred for half a second. Was the world sharper, were colors brighter? Her own pulse drummed in her wrists, her throat, the soft crease where her skirt met stocking. She thumbed out one last promise, pulse in her fingertips:

I can’t wait.

* * *

Mariel kicked the door shut behind her. Ione stood near the couch, flannel already shrugged off one shoulder, belt halfway undone.

She’s already waiting for me. 

Mariel dropped her bag and fumbled with the top button of her high-necked blouse. The stiff fabric resisted, strangling her throat. Get offa me! She gave up halfway, grabbed the hem, and yanked up and out. One button pinged against the wall. Cool air rushed over her exposed stomach. Ione’s eyes darkened.

“That desperate?” Ione smiled.

“Shut up.”

She dragged Ione down to the couch, straddling her lap almost before Ione could finish sitting. The denim of Ione’s jeans scraped against Mariel’s inner thighs, the friction delicious. Mariel rocked forward once, just enough to feel the pressure she needed, but Ione caught her waist, holding her still.

“Not so fast.”

Ione’s hands slid under Mariel’s skirt, calluses catching on the soft skin of her thighs, pushing fabric up in slow increments. The anticipation made Mariel squirm. Please. Just touch me where I need it!

But Ione was savoring the experience. She traced the lace edge of Mariel’s underwear with a fingertip maddeningly slowly, then hooked the waistband and dragged down, just enough to expose her sex.

Mariel shivered.

“My sweet, desperate lover,” Ione murmured.

The first press of fingers was almost casual, testing, sliding through wetness that surprised Mariel. It shouldn’t be this much yet. The drug pulled everything closer to the surface, her body answering before her mind could catch up. She groaned, hips twitching forward, but Ione gripped her tighter.

“You don’t get to rush.”

Mariel clenched her teeth and whined inwardly. I want it now! But Ione’s fingers moved slowly, circling without dipping in, her thumb grazing lightly over her clit again, again… enough to make her thighs tremble but not enough to satisfy.

Then Ione bent forward and pressed an open-mouthed kiss to her neck, followed by, “Lie back.”

Ione pushed her shoulders down against the couch cushions. She sprawled half-dressed, skirt shoved up, blouse gaping. Ione crouched between her legs, gaze flicking up once to check for enthusiastic consent before ducking down. Mariel nodded frantically.

The first lick made Mariel gasp. It always did.

Ione’s tongue moved with firm, broad strokes followed by teasing flicks, and Mariel arched, heels digging into the couch. More! But Ione kept the pace slow, alternating between deep, slow licks and light circles over her clit.

Her body pulsed, but the edge remained just out of reach, a tangle of frustration and need tightening in her stomach. She twisted her fingers in Ione’s hair, trying to guide her harder, faster, but Ione pulled back with a wet sound of protest. 

“Let me do it.”

Mariel bit back a whine. She didn’t realize her hand was fisting the couch fabric until the threads strained under her nails.

Ione added fingers, and Mariel groaned. The drag was perfect, the angle just right, so why can’t I—? 

It wasn’t happening. 

She swallowed, pulse drumming in frustration. Ione rocked against her, relentless, but Mariel’s breath only came in short, unfulfilled bursts. Her hips moved to meet every thrust, but the ache in her core never crested. 

Something’s still wrong.

Panic flickered brief and sharp, but before it could bloom, Mariel slid her hands down, cupped Ione’s face, and pulled her up into a bruising kiss. She licked the taste of herself from Ione’s mouth, then pushed. 

“Your turn,” she murmured against Ione’s lips.

Ione blinked at her, confused by the shift, but Mariel didn’t let her protest. She kissed her again, deep and needy, then dropped to her knees on the floor between Ione’s legs, hands tugging at her jeans.

If she couldn’t come, she’d make sure Ione did. A lot.

* * *

3:07 AM. Mariel slipped from Ione’s arms, the sheets damp. The apartment hummed. Pathetic. Can’t even sleep.

Barefoot, she crossed the apartment to her discarded satchel. She pulled out the clinical paperwork, scanning phrases like “arousal incongruence” and “physiological feedback” without taking them in.

Her thighs pressed together instinctively. She’d signed up hoping for easier orgasms, for the kind of effortless pleasure she read about in Ione’s dog-eared romance paperbacks. Not this gnawing, unsatisfied hunger.

And she was still sticky wet.

Fuck it.

Mariel let the papers fall to the coffee table and slid a hand under the waistband of her underwear. Her fingers circled her clit with practiced motions, the pressure just shy of enough.

Think about Ione. Her mouth, her hands, the way she—

Nothing. Just the same flat line of frustrating sensation. Mariel gritted her teeth, fingers moving faster.

Then, unbidden, an image flashed behind her eyelids. The guy from the clinic. His hands pinning her wrists to the exam table, his cock dragging through her wetness before nudging against her clit. The jolt of shame was instant—what the fuck ?—but her hips jerked up, chasing the phantom pressure.

Her fingers seemed to move without permission, slick with her own arousal, three digits pressing deep inside herself with a wet, obscene sound. The stretch burned just enough to make her whimper, her thumb working her clit in rough, desperate circles that sent sparks up her spine. And she kept picturing that dude who handed her the pill. Stop, this is fucked up. But her traitorous body wasn’t listening, hips rocking down onto her hand, chasing the shameful pleasure coiling tighter in her gut. 

The scent of her need hung thick in the air. Every ragged breath she held tight fed the fire, her pulse thundering in her ears, drowning out the voice of reason screaming in the back of her skull. I hate men… dicks are gross… but the thought fractured as her fingers crooked just right, a choked moan escaping her lips. 

Her thighs trembled, her body betraying her with every slick thrust. She wanted to pull away, to scrub the image of the nurse’s smirk from her mind, but her fingers only moved faster, deeper, as if possessed. God, what’s happening to me? The answer didn’t matter, not when her body was already surrendering to the drug’s cruel, relentless demand.

In her mind, the man’s grip tightened on her wrists, his knee nudging her thighs wider as he leaned over her on the exam table. “Tell me you want it,” his voice rough, amused, knowing. The paper crinkled beneath her bare skin.

This is sick. I don’t… I wouldn’t… but her fingers worked faster, pressing hard against her clit with every thrust. That man’s imagined mouth trailed down her throat, teeth scraping the tender skin where Ione usually kissed her softly.

His imagined hand fisted in her hair, yanking her head back. “You’re such a desperate little slut, aren’t you?” She could almost feel his breath against her ear, deep and uneven, the way his cock would feel pushing inside her—stretching her wider than her fingers ever could. The degrading whisper shredded the last of her resistance: “Bet you’d let me fuck you raw right here. Bet you’d beg for it.” 

Her body was at war with her mind, hips stuttering, toes curling against the armrest as she fucked herself to the rhythm of a stranger’s imagined thrusts. What was his name? Every slick slide of her fingers mimicked the brutal, possessive pace he would take—should take—until her skin quivered and her throat burned with half-sobbed moans. The pleasure wasn’t just all-encompassing; it was filthy, wrong, wrapping around her like a chokehold. Like he would choke—

A sound tore from her throat. She slapped her free hand over her mouth, biting into the meat of her forearm to silence herself as her back arched off the couch. Pleasure detonated in her core, radiating outward in violent waves, her thighs shaking too hard to clamp together. Every muscle locked, her vision bleaching at the edges as her cunt clenched, slickness dripping down her knuckles.

Too much! But it didn’t stop, cresting higher, the tension snapping and re-forming and snapping again, like her skin cells were being rewritten all at once, her whole body a live wire. Black spots danced in front of her eyes.

When it finally ebbed, she collapsed against the cushions, lungs burning. Spit-slick fingers trembled against her abused clit, oversensitive but still twitching with aftershocks. The paperwork lay scattered on the floor where she’d kicked it, the pharmaceutical company logo grinning up at her. It was the last thing she saw before sleep claimed her.

* * *

The cushion dug into Mariel’s cheek as she blinked awake, Ione’s hand still resting on her shoulder from where she’d shaken her.

Oh god. The couch. The mess.

Mariel jolted upright, thighs clamping together instinctively. The camisole had ridden up, the fabric of her panties clinging uncomfortably halfway down her legs—

“Morning.” Ione’s voice was low, measured. Her fingers tapped the edge of the clinic paperwork. “You wanna explain this?”

Mariel’s throat tightened. No. No, not really. Her skin itched with the ghost of last night’s sweat, the dried stickiness between her thighs somehow worse now under Ione’s quiet scrutiny. She yanked the hem of her camisole down, fingers fumbling.

“Can we… not right now?” She cleared her throat, avoiding Ione’s eyes. “I need a shower. And then we should… we should talk at Marco’s.”

Ione didn’t move. Mariel focused on a loose thread in the couch seam, her pulse hammering in her ears. More paperwork crackled as Ione nudged it aside with her boot.

“Fine,” Ione said at last.

Mariel nodded, already edging toward the hallway. The weight of Ione’s gaze followed her all the way to the bathroom.

* * *

Marco’s Caffeine Haven buzzed around them, the shouts of frat boys playing darts almost drowning out the hiss of the espresso machine. Mariel curled her fingers around her mug too tightly.

“I thought it would help,” she said. “With the disconnect. If my body matched what my head wanted, maybe… maybe we’d stop feeling like we’re out of sync.”

Ione stirred her black coffee. No sugar. No cream. Just like always. The spoon clinked softly. “It’s your call,” she said. “Just… don’t like the idea of you being someone’s lab rat.” A muscle flexed in her jaw. “You feel alright though? No side effects?”

Mariel bit the inside of her cheek. “It’s only been a day.” The lie came too smoothly. “The trial literature says things level out after a couple weeks. I’ll reassess then. See if it’s… worth it.”

Ione nodded slowly. Her thumb traced the rim of her cup. “Okay,” she said. Just that. Okay. 

The silence stretched, thick with things Mariel couldn’t say. Across the room, someone crowed in victory, the sound bouncing off the exposed brick walls.

Oh, he’s cute OH MY GOD STOP!


Chapter 4: Shifting

She caught herself adjusting her choker in the reflection of a storefront window three separate times on the way to campus. What the fuck is wrong with me today? The choker itched. The lace at her throat scratched. The fishnets felt tighter than usual, the seams pressing into her thighs like a persistent suggestion.

By the time she reached the philosophy building, her skin prickled. Her back teeth clenched without realizing it, jaw aching. She rolled her shoulders, forced herself to breathe. It’s just the study. Chemical side effects. Temporary.

In the lecture hall, her pencil tapped an uneven rhythm against her notebook. The professor spoke smoothly about existential phenomenology, but her attention snagged on the veins in his forearms where he rolled up his sleeves, the way his Adam’s apple bobbed when he spoke too loudly. No. Absolutely not. She pressed the heels of her hands against her eyelids until colors burst behind them.

The moment class ended, she practically bolted like 8th grade on the last day of school. She bumped into the TA, and while mumbling an apology, she imagined nibbling the tendon where his neck met his shoulder.

She exhaled sharply through her nose, dropped her satchel on a bench, fumbled for her lipstick, having smudged it from 90 minutes of licking and biting her lower lip. Maybe I should’ve told Ione the side effects.

Was that still an option?

Her phone buzzed. A text from the trial coordinator: Appointment tomorrow, 10 AM. She thumbed the screen off, stomach swooping. Her reflection stared back from the dark glass: pale, mouth parted just slightly. Be brave. Just two more weeks.

* * *

The clinic’s antiseptic sting slightly burned her nose as she sat on the exam table, thighs pressed together defensively. The nurse—Callum! That’s his name—entered matter-of-factly, oblivious to her mental battle.

His fingers adjusted the blood pressure cuff, tightening it just enough to pinch. Look at those hands—why am I watching his hands? She could see the fine dusting of dark hair along his knuckles, the way his thumb pressed into the crease of her elbow.

She forgot how to breathe.

He glanced at the monitor, expression neutral. “Elevated,” he murmured, jotting a note. “Not out of the safe range, though.” His voice was low and confident. It was like tasting her new favorite ice cream flavor.

He doesn’t know. He can’t. She swallowed, throat dry.

Callum slid a thermometer under her tongue. His fingers brushed her chin. It was barely a touch, should’ve been impersonal. But she felt it down to her toes, a lick of heat curling low in her stomach.

God, no. Not him. Not a man. Her cheeks burned. She stared at the wall past his shoulder, trying to learn about colonoscopies. But her eyes slid down the drawstring of his pants, wondering what would happen if she reached out to—

The thermometer beeped. He checked it, nodded. “Normal enough.” 

Callum glanced up, steel-gray eyes meeting hers. For a heartbeat, she thought he saw the way her body betrayed her. But he simply moved to the sink to wash his hands. 

“Next check-in Friday,” he said, voice steady. 

She nodded, unable to speak.

* * *

The apartment smelled faintly of eucalyptus oil when Mariel came home, skin still tingling. Ione was in the kitchen, slicing a tomato, in her usual athleisure. She looked up. “Hey, brat.” Her tone was gentle; the tiny gap between her teeth showed when she smiled.

“I want you,” Mariel answered too fast.

Ione lifted a brow, set the knife down. “Food first?”

Mariel shook her head. “Bed. Only bed.”

A low laugh rasped in Ione’s throat. She wiped her hands on a towel, crossed the room, leaned in until cumin and sweat filled Mariel’s head. “Then let’s go.” She spoke against Mariel’s ear, breath hot. Mariel shivered.

Ione pulled off her shirt and unbuckled her jeans while striding toward Mariel. Mariel stepped from her clothes, breathing hard, skin prickling like she was a feast for a swarm of mosquitos.

Tell her, she thought, biting back the words. Instead, she dragged Ione down, hands sliding over taut muscle. “Please,” she begged. 

Ione’s fingers traced down her stomach. “Patience,” she whispered, thumb brushing her thigh. 

Mariel spread her legs, gripping Ione’s biceps. Warm lips nipped her throat as a moan escaped her. Then Ione’s hand found her, gliding over wet heat. 

“Better,” Ione murmured, pressing a finger inside. Mariel arched, gasping.

Ione’s fingers slid deeper—one, then two—each twist wrenching a gasp from Mariel. Her thumb circled Mariel’s clit in slow, teasing strokes, coating it with slick heat.

Mariel arched up with a whimper, thighs quivering, nails digging into Ione’s arm. But Ione kept her deliberate pace, relishing Mariel’s surrender. A flush spread across her skin, sweat glistening where Ione’s teeth had marked her earlier.

This is what I want. Just women. Just Ione.

“Mmh… yes…” Mariel gasped, her voice fraying. Each stuttered exhale was punched out of her, raspy and desperate, as pleasure coiled tighter in her gut. “Like—like that.” The words broke, dissolving into a shudder as Ione crooked those strong fingers just so.

Almost, almost… Keep thinking of her. Only her.

Then her imagination betrayed her in the cruelest way. She saw Callum’s squared shoulders as he rolled his sleeves… the rasp of his voice pronouncing “elevated”… his smile when declaring her “normal enough”… the zip of a man’s zipper lowering…

The split-second fantasy rammed home and her cunt clenched. Ione felt it, made a pleased noise, pushed deeper, adding a third finger, palm rocking. Mariel’s sounds turned reckless: “Ah… ah… oh f—” Shivers clawed down her spine. She pictured Callum’s calm grey eyes boring into her as a thick cock split her open, flooding her with something thick and warm.

“Yesss,” she hissed, voice cracking, hips jerking. The image refused mercy: broad chest, firm weight trapping her, hand on her throat, voice growling, “Good girl.”

A cry tore out of her, wild and raw. Her thighs snapped shut then flung wide. Ione rode her bucking hips, kissing her neck, grinding her knuckles hard. Ecstasy stabbed through Mariel, brutal, unstoppable, gorgeous. She squealed, higher, abandoned, then groaned in long surrender as spasms shook her.

The release didn’t taper. It slammed into her again, each heartbeat another pulsing sweet blow until she half-sobbed, half-laughed, falling limp, skin slick with sweat.

Ione eased her fingers out, wiping them on both their thighs, cradling her. “Fuck, sweetheart, you almost broke the bed.” Pride and relief mingled in her voice.

Mariel pressed her face to Ione’s collarbone, breathing hard. Shame crawled after the bliss, cold water over embers. I came for cocks, for men, for his cum… not for this woman who loves me. Fresh moisture slicked between her legs, traitorous, ready again if she would let the dirty fantasy restart.

Ione kissed her temple. “Stay still, I’ll get a cloth.”

Mariel caught her wrist, trembling. She tried to speak, failed, swallowed air instead. Ione waited.

A whimper escaped: “I’m sorry.”

“Why?” Ione’s brow knit.

Mariel shook her head, throat closing. She could not confess the film that had played behind her eyes, the words “good girl” that had tipped her over. “It’s… just hold me.”

“Okay,” Ione answered softly, drawing the sheet over them both. She tugged Mariel sideways, spooning her, strong arm banded across her ribs. “I’m here.” She breathed into the nape of Mariel’s neck, steady and trustworthy.

Mariel stared at the wall until her pulse slowed. Somewhere, a neighbor’s shower hissed. She knew, with a certainty she couldn’t voice, that something vital had slipped between her fingers; that her sexuality, once neatly labelled and worn like armor, was tearing into a jagged map.

Here be dragons.


Chapter 5: Resistance

The blouse whispered against her skin as Mariel fastened the cufflinks. She traced the hollow of her throat, then yanked the collar back down after adjusting it higher. 

This is fine. 

The velvet skirt settled heavily over her hips. She smoothed it twice before grabbing opaque tights—safer than fishnets today.

Her fingers paused over a lacy garter belt she hadn’t touched in months.

No. Not for them. Those are just for Ione and me.

She slammed the drawer shut harder than intended.

When she turned to grab her satchel, the mirror caught her reflection: the red blouse made her eyes darker, her lips redder despite a lack of lipstick. The open collar framed a delicate neck that made her look… available.

A fist of heat tightened in her chest.

Stop it.

The apartment was quiet. Ione had left early for a session at the gym. Mariel stood in the stillness, the only sound her own unsteady breath.

Keys in hand, she hesitated at the door.

Fight.

An insecure beat.

Then she stepped out, locking the door behind her.

* * *

The lecture hall buzzed with idle chatter and the occasional rattle of backspace keys. Mariel sat in the centre row, boots planted firmly, pen digging into her notebook. The professor paced in front, voice low and gruff, rolling out his lecture on cognitive restructuring.

Look at the text, she commanded herself, write the notes, forget his mouth.

Her hand cramped from pressure. She managed one more line of writing, then the pen slid, scratching a crooked slash.

A student behind her shifted.  

His presence carried a faint trace of leather and coffee.

Her breasts felt tight under the silk, as if the drug knew every movement. For an icy second she thought the ache in her nipples would be visible. She sank, pretending to read the bottom of the slide.

The bell rang, saving her.

One down.

Mariel set her elbows on her favorite library table, training her eyes on a textbook diagram of hormonal pathways. She recited, gonadotropin releasing… gonadotropin…

A figure slid behind her chair and reached for a shelf. The brief scent of cedar cologne floated, then it was gone, like a match struck in the dark.

But the fire bloomed between her thighs.

She slammed her knees together. The book slipped, thudding to the floor. Leaving it would look strange, retrieving it meant bending over, giving him a view…

Hold still, breathe.

She chose the far end of a picnic table for lunch. Across the courtyard a man perched, sub sandwich in hand, knees wide.

The fabric of his camo shorts gathered, outlining a pronounced bulge. The sight pinned her. ST-O-O-O-P-P-P!

She jammed her satchel over her lap, metal pins tapping together. Her breath thinned; collarbone prickled.

The man looked up. Their eyes connected briefly.

Shame streaked through her chest. She jerked the satchel higher, clutching straps until the skin over her knuckles shone with sweat.

Walk away.

Instead the outline of his cock—big cock big hard cock pulsing cum inside—blurred behind her eyelids as heat surged to her core.

When he finally turned his attention to his phone, she stood, wobbled on heavy boots, and fled.

* * *

Callum entered in wrinkled navy scrubs, his badge swaying at his hip. “Room two today,” he said, and Mariel followed, her velvet skirt whispering against her calves. He shut the door, sleeves rolled up, veins prominent as he unfastened the cuff. “Same questions—appetite, sleep, libido.”

Libido. The word thudded. 

He knows. He has to know my panties are damp right now.

She stared at the clipboard page while she attempted to answer his questions professionally, pulse nevertheless battering inside her ribs. The cuff tightened, pressure squeezing her arm like a hand pinning her down, ripping off her—

“Any headaches?” 

“No.” Her voice came out raspy.

“Nausea?” 

She shook her head. He could push me back onto this paper roll, jerk my skirt up, split me open with that cock I bet is thick and heavy and masterful and I’d mewl for him—

Heat pooled, throbbing in time with the cuff’s slow release. 

He leaned closer to write, badge tapping the table. His scent…soap and warm skin. 

I’d come so hard if he called me a good girl while he slammed into me PLEASE STOP fuck I need to see him naked and kneel for him—

A soft beep signaled the end. Callum peeled the cuff away. 

“That’s it. See you next week.” 

She stood so fast the chair rolled back and hit the wall. “Thanks,” she muttered, hugging her satchel to her breasts like armor… armor that had already been breached.

The hallway smelled of antiseptic, yet every breath she took tasted of him.

* * *

Mariel shut the door, bag heavy at her hip. 

Ione smiled by the counter, beer bottle dangling. “Hey.” 

She tugged Mariel close. Their lips met. Mariel froze, mind racing with crude images—Stop. She forced herself to respond. This is who I want!

Ione studied her, thumb brushing Mariel’s cheek. “Long day?” 

“Yeah… totally drained.”

Later they lay in the dark. Ione slid an arm around Mariel’s waist. Fingertips glided under the silky blouse, found the soft skin that felt like home. Mariel’s muscles locked: the touch felt like ice cracking.

Respond, damn it. She forced her thighs to relax, but the heat would not come. Images barged in: Callum bending her over the exam table, a stranger hauling her hips back, the grunt a man would make when he split her open. Her pulse spiked for them, not for the woman beside her.

Ione kissed her shoulder, patient hand stilling its movements. Mariel lay wooden, breath shallow. Shame crawled up her throat.

After a minute that felt like an hour, Ione eased away. Her whisper came, careful, “Sleep well, love,” but the words carried an edge of hurt she could not hide.

* * *

Mariel waited until Ione’s breathing evened out beside her. The sheets rustled as she slipped from the bed, feet silent on the hardwood. The bathroom door clicked shut. Locked. Finally.

She exhaled, trembling, and yanked down her boy shorts, her cunt already swollen and wet. The tile was cold under her knees. This has to be fast. No patience, no sweetness—just the brutal efficiency of being taken. 

Her fingers dug into her thighs, leaving marks. She imagined them as someone else’s hands—broad, rough, pinning her open. A man’s sneering voice in her ear: That’s it, spread for me, you needy little slut. She gasped as her fingers found her clit, circling hard, the way a man would. 

Images flashed of strong fingers gripping the back of her neck, forcing her down, muffling her moans against a burly chest. A cock slapping against her ass, reddening the skin before stuffing her from behind. You’re just a hole, aren’t you? A deep chuckle, the sting of a palm spanking her without preamble. Take it.

Her stomach tightened, thighs shaking. Two fingers plunged inside, fucking fast, and grinding her clit. She bit her lip, stifling a whimper.

Callum’s sharp jawline swam into her imagination, his mocking smirk, the way his eyes narrowed when he was focused. Then others flickered in and out too: the broad-shouldered TA from her seminar who always leaned too close when making a point, the older professor with salt-and-pepper stubble couldn’t help ogling her cleavage, nameless construction workers who catcalled her when she crossed campus in fishnets and a skirt. Each one loomed over her in the dark of her imagination, yanking her hair, spreading her thighs apart, manhandling her like a toy.

“Show me how bad you want it.” A rough thumb pressed against her bottom lip, prying it open. The phantom sensation of a cock, thick and heavy, nudged at her pussy: too big, too much, forcing its way deeper than it should go. She shuddered, her whole body clenching. But then she pictured Callum’s hands… those firm, expert fingers… wrapping around her hips, dragging her back onto him without hesitation. She imagined how easily he could hold her down.

“You can’t help yourself, can you?”

No. She couldn’t. The knot inside her was burning, her thighs shaking with tension. She was stretched so good, her breath catching at the obscenity of her soaking cunt, at how easily her fingers slid in and out. She wasn’t gentle. She didn’t want to be. The sharp bite of pain only sharpened the pleasure, and she moaned, voice breaking, raw and ragged.

“Come for me, whore.”

The pressure crested, crashed through her, thighs clamped around her wrist like a vice. Pleasure burned up her spine, white-hot and all-consuming. She barely remembered to bite down on the inside of her cheek to muffle the broken noise that tore from her throat, her fingers pumping harder, faster, ruining herself just the way she needed. The orgasm hit like a slap to the face: sharp, jolting, ruthless, and she choked back a sob, cunt fluttering, clenching, dripping, owned by the men in her mind.

When it passed, she slumped against the tub, gasping. Sweat plastered the tank top to her skin. Her thighs gleamed. 

Shame pulsed in time with her heartbeat. This ends now. She lifted her shaking hands, ring-studded fingers still glistening. 

But the truth was already there, dark and sticky between her legs. She would swallow another pill tomorrow.

It just feels too good not to.


Chapter 6: Reconnect

The morning sun was merciless. Mariel knelt in the garden bed, fingers digging at stubborn weeds, dirt up to her elbows.

Ione crouched beside her, sweat darkening the back of her tank. For a long while, there was only the sound of rustling foliage and the occasional lonely bird.

Then Ione spoke, voice low. “You’re quieter than usual.”

Mariel swallowed. “Just focusing.”

Ione paused. She tossed a cockle burr into a compost bucket. “Bullshit.” 

Mariel froze. She knows.

Ione exhaled, wiping sweat from her brow with the back of her wrist. “Talk to me,” she implored. “We can’t keep doing this.”

The weed in Mariel’s hand crumpled. Her chest tightened. Lie. Say it’s stress, coursework, lack of sleep— 

But the drug simmered in her veins, hot and insistent, and the words tumbled out before she could stop them. “It’s working.” 

Ione stilled. “Oh, I remember—“

Mariel choked out a sob. “It works. Just… not how I thought.”

Ione shifted onto one knee, facing her fully. “What do you mean?”

Shame burned Mariel’s cheeks. “I can’t—” Her voice cracked. “I can’t stop thinking about men.”

Silence.

“Oh,” Ione whispered.

Tears pricked Mariel’s eyes, blurring the garden into smears of green and brown. “I don’t want to,” she choked out. “But when I… when I touch myself…”

Ione’s hand found hers, squeezing hard. “What do you think about?”

The question ripped through her like a shockwave. Mariel shuddered, cunt pulsing traitorously. Callum’s rough mouth. A stranger’s hard cock. Being held down, fucked open, claimed, knocked up, owned—

She held her breath for a long time.

Ione leaned closer, voice hushed. “Tell me.”

“Big hands grabbing me.” A whimper. “Bigger than mine. Pushing my hips back and forth.” Her cunt clenched again, and the world’s tiniest whimper escaped. “Cocks… thick, stretching me…” She squeezed her eyes shut, humiliation and arousal warring in her gut.

Ione’s thumb traced circles over Mariel’s knuckles. “Yeah?”

Mariel whimpered a little louder.

Then Ione’s lips brushed her ear. “Tell me more.”

Fuck. Heat pooled between Mariel’s legs, slick and undeniable. Her nails dug into Ione’s wrist. “Want… want them to make it fit, even if I…” she gasped. “Make me take it deep. Ohgodohgod…”

Ione’s other hand slid up Mariel’s thigh under her skirt.

Mariel shook. Before she could think, she was scrambling up, hauling Ione with her. “Inside. Now.”

They stumbled through the back door, kicking off boots, Ione’s hands up Mariel’s skirt, palming her ass as they crashed onto the bed.

“Dirty,” Ione murmured, nipping at Mariel’s neck. 

Mariel whined, hips jerking. “I know, I can’t help it…” 

Ione kissed her hard, then pulled back with a chuckle. “Wait.”

“No!” Mariel begged, fingers clawing at Ione’s belt.

But Ione was already sliding off the bed, grabbing a washcloth from the dresser. She dragged it over her hands, wiping away the garden dirt, then tossed it to Mariel. 

Frantic, Mariel cleaned her fingers, barely drying them before flinging the cloth aside and spreading her legs. 

Ione crawled back between Mariel’s thighs, palms sliding the black velvet up to her hips.

“Imagine this,” Ione murmured, voice as rough as Mariel had ever heard it. “Lecture hall empty except for you and that salt-and-pepper professor. He locks the door, strides up the aisle, carries you and dumps you on the table. He forces your thighs apart.”

Mariel squeaked, back arching. Ione’s knuckles brushed the dampness of her panties. “Ngh—”

“He undoes his belt, with one hand, grabbing your tits with the other,” Ione continued, easing the fabric aside, fingers tracing the slick seam, “nice big cock, curved, leaking on your fishnets. You’re worried it won’t fit, but he tells you to stay put.”

“Ohgod…” Mariel’s hips bucked. Wet sounds slipped under Ione’s circling thumb.

Ione stroked two fingers up and down Mariel’s outer labia, spreading her open, watching the shiny inner petals flutter. “Feel him stretch you. He’d breach you slow, inch by thick inch, until your squeal echoes off the chalkboard.”

Mariel whimpered, high and broken. “I… I shouldn’t—”

“Shouldn’t what?” Ione purred, pressing just inside, teasing. “Shouldn’t drip like this?” She pushed deeper, and a soft squelch answered. “Shouldn’t clench around nothing, begging for a dick?”

Mariel’s face burned crimson, but her cunt pulsed greedily. “Please…”

“Please what?” Ione curled her fingers, brushing that spot that made Mariel’s thighs spasm. “Say the word, sweetheart.”

Mariel’s mouth trembled. “C… cock…”

“Mm, good girl.” Ione eased out, slick fingertips skating up to circle her clit again. “Imagine three dudes, all swagger and muscle. They corner you in the library, flip your skirt, tear your fishnets, just to show you who’s in charge.”

Mariel gasped. Her knees jerked wider.

“One holds your wrists above your head, another stuffs your panties in your mouth so your squeals stay muffled. The third—he’s huge—he slides between your legs, head of his dick painting your slit shiny.” Ione tapped Mariel’s clit in time with every filthy detail. “They don’t ask. They take. Tell you you’re just a walking cock-warmer.”

A needy mewl tore from Mariel’s throat; her hips rolled hungrily. “Ione—”

“Shh.” Ione kissed the shell of her ear. “Feel them spit on you? Feel that crown pop inside, stretch you open ’til you sob around your own soaking lace panties?”

Mariel’s whole body quaked. Lust trickled down to the sheet. “Unnhh—”

“And when he bottoms out,” Ione whispered, sliding two fingers fully inside again, wiggling, “he growls, ‘Hold still, slut,’ and you obey him, your pussy milks his cock.”

“I… I’m not—” Mariel panted, voice thin.

“You are,” Ione insisted, adding a third finger, the wet squish obscenely loud. “Such a messy little slut for cock. You’d come the second he called you that, wouldn’t you? In front of all those books, your skirt ruined, your mascara all fucked up…”

Mariel sobbed with a mixture of shame and raw hunger. Her walls clutched Ione’s fingers, then tremors started low in her belly.

Ione was pumping faster now. “Think bigger. Crew team after practice, lockers steamy, testosterone thick. They smell your cunt in the air, circle like wolves. Somebody pushes you onto the bench.”

“Nnngh!” Mariel’s toes curled.

“Captain lines up first, he’s as thick as your wrist.” Ione’s fingers slammed in time with the story, thumb grinding her girlfriend’s rigid clit. “Second guy yanks your hair, shoves his cock between your whore lips, tells you to choke on it like an obedient little fuckdoll…”

Mariel’s cry cracked, raw desperation spilling out. “Pleasepleaseplease—”

“Please what?” Ione slowed cruelly, fingertips barely fluttering inside. “Beg pretty. Let me hear what a slut you are.”

Mariel’s chest heaved, and tears beaded at her lashes. “Want… want them to fill me,” she rasped. “Want… their cum… ohfuckohfuck—”

“Where?” Ione smirked.

“Inside!” Mariel’s voice broke on a moan. “Pussy… my fucking greedy cunt… on my face, mark me… make me… their whore!” The confession shredded her vocal cords.

“Every load of their cum makes you prettier,” Ione growled, fingers pummeling now. “They cheer when you come… call you a cumdump, film it on their phones so they can watch you begging whenever they want.”

“I’m—I’m close…” Mariel sobbed, back bowing off the mattress. “Thank you…”

“—and when they win,” Ione snarled, curling her fingers to grind her girlfriend’s g-spot, “they keep you locked in the equipment room, legs tied to the bench. There’s a sign taped to your tits reading ‘Free-use Breeding Slut.’”

A strangled squeal tore out of Mariel’s throat. “Nnnh—please!”

Ione’s hips snapped forward mimicking the men rutting in Mariel’s imagination. “Every practice, every game, they empty their balls in you. They laugh. They shove it in raw, one after another, until your cunt’s so fucking full of cum. There’s no way you’re not pregnant.”

“Ohgodohgod—” Mariel’s back arched violently, fingers clawing the sheets. Wet squelches spilled from her pussy, loud and obscene, as Ione pistoned rough and relentless.

“Coach slaps your ass, tells you to ‘count the loads like a good girl.’ You lose track at eleven, but they keep going.”

“I’m…!” Mariel’s voice jumped an octave. Her walls clamped down, sucking Ione’s fingers deeper.

“… and you take it all,” Ione growled, low and cruel, lips brushing Mariel’s sweat-damp temple. “Because you live for being their cumdump. Isn’t that right, whore?”

“YES! Y–E-E-E-S!” The word splintered into a desperate sob. An earthquake of pleasure slammed through her: cunt pulsing in hard, wet contractions that milked Ione’s fingers like a cock-sucking mouth. Juices gushed, soaking the inside of her thighs and the bed sheets.

Ione didn’t slow. “That’s it, take every fucking drop. Beg for more. Let the whole team hear how grateful you are.”

Mariel tried to obey, but could only manage, “Ahh—uhh—nnnggh!” Each spasm tore another set of grunts and whimpers free, her hips jerking uncontrollably, heels drumming the mattress.

“Feel those hot cocks flooding you,” Ione hissed, pumping mercilessly. “One after another, marking their territory, knocking you up. Calling you good girl, patting your swollen belly.”

“Nggh… can’t… too much…” Mariel sobbed, but her body betrayed her, climax peaking again, harder, deeper, cunt clenching so tight.

Ione’s voice pitched low like a stranger’s growl. “Sluts don’t get too much. They get what they’re built for.” She jerked her fingers free with a wet shlick, only to drive three back in immediately, squelching louder. “Take it. Take every fucking drop.”

“Uhh—uhh—” Mariel’s head thrashed, black hair tangled across her face, tears and mascara streaking her cheeks. “Please—please—”

“Please what?” Ione snarled, slamming hard enough to rock the bed. “Beg like the cheap set of holes you are.”

“Fill me…” The confession ripped out. “Need their cum… need it… inside… please…” Her voice was a series of cracked sobs, body convulsing as another orgasm detonated, even wetter, even longer, cunt fluttering in endless waves.

“Greedy little cum-dump,” Ione mocked, but her own breathing was ragged now, pupils blown wide. She kept pumping, drawing it out, each thrust splattering fresh arousal onto the sheets. “That’s all you’re good for, whore… being stuffed and filled with cum.”

Mariel lungs heaved, body shuddering through aftershock after aftershock. “Thank you… for… breeding me… sir.” Each word broken by tremors, by wet little gasps, by the obscene squelch of fingers still working her ruined hole.

Only then did Ione let the pace slow to slick, tender strokes, milking the last pulses from Mariel’s twitching cunt. “Good girl,” she crooned, voice softening back to her own. “That’s it, let it out.”

Mariel collapsed, tears flowing freely.

Ione eased her fingers free with a soft shlick, gathering Mariel close. “I love you, sweetheart,” she murmured, pressing kisses to sweat-salted temples. “I’ve got you.”

Mariel’s lungs still burned. She buried her face in Ione’s neck. “I’m a mess,” she croaked.

Ione kissed her temple. “You’re my mess.”

Mariel sniffed. “I came thinking about… cocks, Ione. Not you.”

Ione’s palm stroked the damp curve of her back. “But you came with me.”

Mariel shivered. “It feels like cheating.” 

“It was my fantasy too, baby.” Ione tucked Mariel’s hair behind her ear. “My voice.”

Mariel pressed closer. “I don’t want to lose you.” 

Ione’s thumb wiped a tear from Mariel’s cheek. “If this new wiring turns you on, we’ll work with it,” she said. “Dildos, porn, role-play… whatever keeps us both safe and coming our brains out.”

Mariel managed a shaky nod. “That should be plenty.”

Her gaze drifted to the cracked bedroom door. Beyond it lay the hallway, the city, tomorrow’s campus full of male voices and broad shoulders. A pulse throbbed between her legs, half sore, and half hungry.


Was that good for you, too?
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