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Masseuse X Hypnotist

Professional masseuse Cleo gets tense when her clients started requesting ASMR add-ons to her massages, but she feels too self-conscious.

She confides in friend-of-a-friend and hypnotherapist Harry, and they agree to a one-time barter: Harry's massage will be free, and he'll help build her self-confidence on a subconscious level.

But when she finds out how delicious trance can feel, and how naughty ASMR can get, lust overwhelms them both. Professional boundaries be damned.


Chapter 1: Masseuse

Cleo pressed her thumbs into a particularly stubborn spot near Harry’s shoulder blade, feeling the muscle release beneath her touch. The warm oil made his skin gleam under the soft lighting of her studio. 

“Mi-Yeon was right about you.” Harry’s voice was slightly muffled against the headrest. “Said you had magic hands.”

“She’s too kind.” Cleo moved down to his middle back. This man clearly spent time staying active: not the bulky, showy kind of muscle, but lean and functional. Her eyes traced the V-shape from his broad shoulders down to where his waist disappeared into dark green boxer briefs.

“Actually, Mi-Yeon and I have a little arrangement going.” She worked her palms in circular motions along his spine. “Whenever I give her a pre-shift massage, she hooks me up with whatever she’s testing that day. Last week it was this incredible duck confit with some kind of gochujang something.”

Harry let out a low chuckle. “Clever. Like getting paid under the table, except she’s on the table.”

“Now who’s being clever?” Cleo smiled, moving to his lower back. “I could never normally afford to dine there, so it works for me. Have you been?”

“Next week, actually. She promised me the chef’s table experience.”

Cleo increased the pressure, her hands working in long, firm strokes. She couldn’t help noticing how his skin seemed to radiate warmth, how the subtle definition of his obliques caught the light when he shifted slightly. Professional distance, she reminded herself, even as her fingers mapped the terrain of his back with careful attention.

“Wish I had something marketable to trade,” Harry murmured, flexing a shoulder. “Hypnotherapy isn’t exactly edible.”

Cleo’s hands slowed. She tucked a stray wave of hair behind her ear. “Actually… there is something.” Her voice came out softer than she intended. “Maybe we could trade just for today.”

Harry twisted his neck enough to catch her eye. “I’m listening.”

“It’s silly.” She rubbed the pad of her thumb along a non-existent knot, buying time. “Clients keep asking for ASMR noises. Whispering, gentle tapping, that head-tingle stuff. I’ve watched some videos and I feel ridiculous. I’m too… self-aware.” A blush crawled up her throat. God, I sound like a teenager.

“So you need to mute the inner critic long enough for you to find your groove,” he predicted.

Cleo exhaled. “Exactly. If you can trance me, implant a little more confidence, we’ll call it even.”

Harry pushed himself up on his elbows, the movement causing a ripple through his back muscles that Cleo instinctively admired.

“Sounds like a fair trade to me.  Though I should say, getting into a proper trance can take time. Thirty minutes, sometimes an hour.”

Cleo’s stomach fluttered. An hour of letting someone into her head felt both terrifying and thrilling.

“Lucky for you,” Harry continued, and she caught the hint of a smile, “my afternoon’s wide open.”


Chapter 2: Hypnotist

Harry threw on his henley and jeans with casual efficiency. Cleo stared at the ceiling, hyper-aware of the massage table’s padding beneath her back. Feels funny from down here. The table creaked as she shifted.

“Before we start,” Harry’s voice dropped to something smoother, more measured, “tell me what these clients are specifically asking for. I mean, you’ve got talented fingers that can work out a month’s worth of tension. Isn’t that enough?”

She rubbed her forehead. “They want the whole sensory experience. The whispers, the kindness, all the head tingle stuff.” Her bright blue eyes darted to meet his green ones. “One guy asked me to trace patterns on his scalp while narrating what I was doing.”

Harry’s arms crossed. “And when you tried?”

“Every word came out kinda forced. My hands got stiff.” She swallowed. “The opposite of what they needed.”

“I get it,” Harry said. “You know, I actually watch ASMR videos sometimes.”

“Really?”

“The ones where someone pretends to give you a haircut, mostly.”

She felt some tension ease from her shoulders. At least he understood what she was dealing with.

“There’s this creator I found,” Harry recalled, “she has these wooden brushes, different sizes, and she just runs them across this microphone that looks like human ears. Sounds weird, but watching her hands and mouth while listening to those noises… it’s like your worries decide to take a break.”

Cleo could almost see it: a little vacation for her mind… quiet and peaceful.

“The interesting thing,” Harry continued, his words flowing with an easy rhythm, “is how quickly your breathing changes when you watch… just naturally becoming deeper, slower. Like right now, actually. Notice how your chest rises and falls at its own perfect pace?”

She hadn’t noticed, but now that he mentioned it, her breathing had shifted.

“The first time that I really got those tingles,” Harry’s voice had dropped lower, not quite a whisper, more like pillow talk, “was completely unexpected. This woman was organizing colored pencils by shade, explaining each one. Boring on paper, right? But there was something about following her movements, the soft click as each pencil found its place, her voice describing cerulean blue, then forest green, then burnt sienna…”

Cleo’s eyelids felt heavier. The air-conditioner buzz had faded into the background. I hope we start the hypnosis soon, I might fall asleep here.

“That focused but floaty feeling is so compelling. Like being completely present… but also drifting. Your body knows exactly where it is, comfortable and supported, while your mind gets to wander through these gentle sensations. She sometimes traces letters on the screen, and you can almost feel them being drawn on your skin.”

Cleo’s fingers had uncurled. She almost registered the change.

Harry’s murmuring continued, “Some people describe it like sinking into warm water, or it could be like floating on the surface of a calm lake. Weightless. Every sound becomes more interesting. They all blend into this comfortable cocoon.”

Cleo watched dust motes drift through a shaft of afternoon light.

“The best ASMR artists create a space where relaxation happens naturally,” Harry explained. “Like having a conversation with someone who really understands, where you can let your guard down without thinking about it. Where each word arrives at exactly the right moment.”

The fabric beneath her felt impossibly soft now, conforming to every curve of her body. Harry’s voice seemed to come from everywhere and nowhere, wrapping around her thoughts like thighs nestling around a body pillow. Mmm…

“That’s probably why your clients keep asking for it,” he mused. “They want that feeling of being cared for without judgment, where someone’s complete attention feels like the most natural thing in the world.”

The dust motes continued their lazy dance. Weightless. Cleo found herself following a single speck as it spiraled downward. Harry’s voice had become the only sound that mattered.

“Every breath you take goes a little deeper than the last one. Not because you’re trying… that’s just what breathing does when we stop monitoring it. In through the nose, filling your lungs completely, then out through slightly parted lips. Each exhale carries away thoughts you don’t need right now.”

Cleo’s lips had indeed parted. Gentle air flowed across them with each breath cycle.

“Your eyelids look heavy,” Harry observed. “That’s perfectly normal when someone feels this relaxed. You can close them whenever they want to close. Or keep them open while they get heavier and heavier. Either way, your conscious mind gets to rest while we talk.”

Oh! Hehe, he’s been doing the hypnosis already. Her eyes fluttered shut. The relief did indeed feel like sinking into a warm bath.

“Good. Now your conscious mind can take that break it’s been needing. Just floating somewhere peaceful while your subconscious listens to my voice. Your subconscious mind, the part that remembers how to breathe without thinking, how to work out a puzzle, how to learn without effort… that part stays perfectly aware of everything I say.”

Her lips rounded around a drowsy “uh-huh…”

“Picture a client on your table. You lean close. Your breath ruffles the tiny hairs on the nape of his neck. He shivers, but it’s safe, because your hands already taught his muscles they’re allowed to let go. And his muscles teach his brain.”

A tiny whimper rose in Cleo’s throat. Was it pleasure at the image, or maybe just the intense depth of wisdom Harry was sharing?

“Your subconscious remembers every lullaby your grandmother hummed, every ocean wave you ever fell asleep to. It can borrow those, then wrap a client in them exactly the way this trance wraps you.”

Wrapped… The word glowed pastel pink inside her mind.

Harry’s ideas slipped into Cleo’s vacationing brain without resistance. “Your clients deserve to feel this blissful, don’t they? To feel this safe, and cared for?”

Her lips moved before her mind caught up. “…yes.”

“Good. And you want to give that to them, don’t you? To let them float the way you’re floating now?”

A soft hum vibrated in her throat.

“Your whispers, your gentle touches, the soft sounds you’ll make… they’ll guide your clients into this same peace.” His voice held her focus. “You won’t need to think. It’ll come naturally, like breathing.”

Her head nodded silently.

“Good. And you’ll do it with confidence, with poise. Because it’s who you are. Do you agree?”

Her lips parted. “Poise.” It felt like a promise, settling deep in her bones.


Chapter 3: X

“When you whisper, you can choose to make it sweet… or you can choose to make it irresistible. Either way, they will tingle and float.”

Her dreamy hum was made of molasses.

“Choose the phrase that makes their pulse race… or the phrase that makes their whole body surrender. Either way, you win their trust… and their generous tips.”

Her hips shifted a fraction. Feels so nice…

Harry cleared his throat, and paused for a long moment. “Words like ache… throb… hungry… use them and the tingles shoot straight down the spine… or straight between the legs. Whichever path feels natural to you.”  

Cleo’s lips parted, releasing a shuddering sigh.

“Cleo, you want to practice your new ASMR skills on me. You’re floating in the safest room you know. Nothing you try here can be wrong, because I’m already relaxed and already listening.”

Her eyes fluttered open and closed again. “Practice…on you…”

“Exactly. Slow, silky, full of tingles. Begin whenever your breath feels ready.”

A long exhale trembled out, carrying the first airy thread of sound. “Mister Thompson… your shoulders deserve applause… but I’ll whisper it instead.” The words arrived feather soft.

When Harry gave a low appreciative grunt, Cleo bloomed inside.

“Lower now…” she said. It wasn’t like whispering, more like her voice box was idling in the driveway. “These lats… carved… strong enough to hold a week’s weight… yet they yield to my thumbs… so obedient.”

His answering sigh told her the cadence worked.

She paused, listening to the quiet, then purred, “That tiny sigh… music to my ears…” Her voice sank to a conspiratorial murmur. “I collect those sounds… keep them… replay them when I need to feel good.”

She allowed a single fingertip to glide along the table edge, the faint scrape providing a raspy counterpoint to her airy tone. The contrast drew a low moan from him. Cleo’s lips curved.

“Cleo, notice how easily that flowed… because you were talking to desire itself, not just to skin and muscle.”

Desire itself… The phrase shimmered inside her.

“Some clients crave more than relaxation… they want proof they’re attractive… potent… desirable. They’ll pay a premium to feel it, won’t they?”

A slow nod rolled through her. “…premium…”

“Good. Now show me how you’d make me feel wanted… using your ASMR voice. Be specific… be lavish, as if every syllable is another dollar tip in your pocket.”

Her lips parted. “Mister Thompson… your jawline…” Her volume shrank another notch, forcing his attention. “The touch of gray… masculine punctuation…”

Harry nearly forgot how to breathe.

“Harry…” she breathed easily, drawing out his name, “your chest is a quiet storm… wide, solid, the kind a woman wants pressed to her back at 3 a.m.”

His inhale shuddered, and she tasted victory.

Her syllables elongated to tell him, “Every breath I share with your skin… your potency hums like underground cables… steady… ready.”

Harry’s voice came low and warm. “Cleo, that was exquisite. You’re a poet.”

The compliment settled over her like a velvet blanket. Poet…

“You have a real talent,” he continued, crossing one leg over the other. “Some people practice for years and never find that effortless sensuality. It just flows from you.”

Her lips parted around a dreamy sigh.

“And the beautiful thing about talents,” Harry murmured, “is how easily they expand into new territory. Like how a pianist who masters Mozart can slip into jazz without overthinking it.”

Expand… The concepts drifted through her floating mind.

“Your ASMR voice already makes clients feel desired. That’s powerful. But there’s another level, isn’t there? A naughtier kind of whisper that makes them ache. Makes them hunger for more.”

Those words again. Ache. Hunger. They landed in her brain like warm dollops of peanut butter.

“Clients pay double, triple for that kind of attention,” he said. “For a voice that knows exactly how to describe what they’re feeling… what they’re craving… in explicit detail.”

Triple… She felt her hips shifting once more.

“You already have the talent for erotic ASMR, Cleo. Your subconscious knows every dirty word, every filthy phrase. You can whisper those words with the same confidence and poise.”

Her breath quickened. The fabric of her yoga pants suddenly felt too thin.

“Those generous tips… they’re waiting for you. All you have to do is let the words come naturally, the way they want to come.”

Cleo’s tongue swept across her bottom lip.

“Show me,” Harry intoned. “Practice your erotic ASMR on me. Let me hear what you’d whisper to a client who’s paying you very, very well.”

She felt a shift. Permission. Safety. The knowledge that nothing she said here could be wrong.

“Harry…” Her whisper arrived like satin dragging across skin. “I can feel how thick you’re getting… how your cock is straining… all that pressure building…”

His sharp inhale told her she’d struck gold.

“Mmm… yes…” She let her voice drop even lower, each word a caress. “I bet you’re throbbing now… wanting to escape those jeans… wishing my hands would wander lower during the massage…”

Oh god, why does saying this feel so good? The words were lighting her up from the inside, making her hips buck in time with her breathing.

“Every time I lean close,” she purred, “you can probably smell me… imagine how wet I get when strong hands grip my hips…”

Harry groaned, low and rough, and the sound sent electricity racing down her spine.

“You’d fuck me so deep,” she uttered, her voice trembling now with genuine need. “Make me take it… make me beg… use me until I’m dripping down my thighs…”

Her pussy clenched around nothing, aching and hungry.

“Cleo…” Harry’s voice came out strained.

Her back arched slightly.

“Oh, God,” whispered Harry at the view of her languid sensuality. He cleared his throat, then his voice was closer to normal, “Cleo, I’m going to count from one to five—“

“Nooo,” Cleo half-whined, half-moaned. “I… love this…”

Harry swallowed hard.

“One… two…” he managed, but Cleo’s torso rolled, her top clinging to the sudden lift of her breasts. His counting faltered.

Cleo’s knees parted, thighs slack. “Imagine me spreading warm oil… sliding under the towel… slow, possessive strokes…”

Her right hand glided down, fingers delved beneath her own waistband, encountering slick warmth. A fluttering moan floated up.

“Mmm… so open… just from talking like this…”

The scent of her arousal reached him, and he inhaled greedily, eyes locked on the slow pulse of her wrist. “Harry… please…” Her whisper cracked into a whimper. “Drop me deeper… want to feel… more… better…”

Harry’s voice dropped into that rich, commanding register. “Ten… sinking deeper now, Cleo… your pleasure increasing with every number…”

Oh god yes… Her fingers circled, slick and eager. “Mmm… Harry… want you to watch me…”

“Nine…” The word rumbled through her chest, settling between her spread thighs. “Deeper still… awareness fading… only sensation matters…”

Her hips rolled, chasing the pressure of her own fingers. “Would ride you right here on this table… ah… bounce on your thick cock… let you suck my tits…”

“Eight… falling… floating… nothing exists but my voice and your pleasure…”

“Fuck…” The whisper melted into a breathy moan. “Your hands… mmm… gripping my ass… spreading me open… claiming every… nnh… all of me…”

The wet sounds of her fingers working grew louder. Her eyes remained closed, lost somewhere deep, and warm, and perfect.

“Seven… dropping deeper… pleasure becoming everything…”

“Want… oh… want you to… ahh… pin me down… make me… nngh…” Her dirty talk fragmented. The articulate whispers gave way to something more primal.

“Six… going deeper… your conscious mind drifting away… your body knows what it needs…”

“Ahh… hah… mmm…”

“Five… sinking… melting… awareness dissolving…”

“Unnh… please… oh god… hah… hah…” The ASMR whisper had vanished completely, replaced by raw, desperate noises.

“Four… almost there… pleasure building… pressure mounting…”

“Mmm… fuck… nnh… nnh… nnh…” Her hips bucked against her hand, chasing something just out of reach. The outside world had ceased to exist. No studio, no sunshine, no concept of propriety or consequence. Only the journey down and the ache between her thighs.

“Three… let go completely… nothing but sensation…”

“Ahh… ahh… oh… oh god… unnh…” Wet sounds filled the silence between her moans, her fingers busy beneath her stretchy pants. Her back arched, suspended in that perfect moment before release.

“Two… almost at the bottom… pleasure consuming everything…”

A strangled cry tore from her throat. “Hah… fuck… mmm… gonna… I’m… nnh… nnh…” Her whole body tensed, trembling on the edge. The pleasure compressed tighter and tighter, every muscle quivering with anticipation.

“One… deepest trance… complete surrender… let it happen, Cleo…”

The dam burst, obliterating thought. Her mouth opened wide, releasing a guttural “Aahhh… aahhh… AAHHH!” Her hips jerked violently, fingers pressing hard against her demanding clit.

“Unnh… unnh… unnh…” The noises poured out, animal and raw. Her thighs clamped around her hand, whole body convulsing. Through the haze, she heard rustling fabric, then the soft ASMR whisper of a zipper. Some distant part of her registered what it meant, but conscious thought lay too far away to grasp. Another wave rolled through her belly.

“Mmm… ohh… nnh…” Her back arched again, smaller aftershocks rippling outward. Her breath came in shuddering gasps.

So deep… can’t think… just feel…

A low masculine groan drifted through the studio. The sound triggered something primal in her chest, and it made her pussy clench. “Ahh…” she whimpered, eyes still sealed shut, floating in perfect darkness.

Important thoughts formed, slow and thick: Empty. Need. Full.

Her hand reached out almost on its own, fingers curling around hot, rigid flesh. Harry’s cock pulsed in her grip, thick and full of promise. She squeezed possessively, and grunted low in her throat, “Nnnngh.”

His sharp inhale told her everything. She tugged him closer, he yanked her yoga pants to mid-thigh, trapping her legs. Didn’t matter. Nothing mattered except the ache, the desperate void between her thighs that screamed to be stretched, stuffed, claimed.

She pulled harder, guiding him toward her soaked entrance, and locked eyes with him. Her gaze was pure animal want, pupils blown wide, mouth slack. Another grunt, more insistent. “Grrrmm.”

Harry’s jaw clenched, fighting the last threads of control. “Cleo, you’re still…”

She shook her head violently, yanking his cock until the thick head nudged her slick folds. Her hips bucked up, trying to impale herself. A frustrated whine tore from her lips. “Mmmmph!”

Need it. Need him. Now.

Her free hand clawed at his shirt, nails scraping fabric, then found his hip and pulled with bruising force. She nodded frantically, grunting with each jerk of his cock. “Uh. Uh. Uh.”

Harry’s resistance shattered like glass. He gripped her ankles, lifting them, draping them over his broad shoulders. The position folded her in half, pants stretched taut between her thighs, restricting her spread. She was trapped, exposed, vulnerable.

Perfect.

The blunt crown of his cock pressed against her entrance, pushing her open just a fraction. Cleo’s back arched once more, a guttural moan ripping up her throat. “Ohhhhhhh…”

He pushed in an inch, then another, her body yielding to his girth with wet, sucking resistance. The stretch burned, delicious and savage, filling the emptiness that howled inside her. Her mouth fell open, drool collecting at the corner of her lips. “Nnnnggh… ggghhh…”

Harry groaned, a deep rumble that vibrated through her bones. “Fuck, Cleo… so tight…”

She couldn’t respond with words. Language was gone, burned away in the crucible of pure need. She could only grunt and nod, urging him deeper with every shallow breath. “Uh… uh… muhhhh…”

He sank another two inches, cock splitting her wider, her slick walls gripping him like a vice. The wet squelch of their joining filled the room, obscene and primal. Cleo’s eyes rolled back, lashes fluttering as she groaned long and low. “Ggggrrrrr…”

Her fingers dug into the massage table padding. The restriction of her pants forced her thighs together, making everything tighter, more intense. Nerve endings sparked and sizzled as he pushed deeper, needing to be buried as much as she needed to be filled.

Harry’s breath came in ragged bursts above her. His hips flexed, feeding her another inch, and her whole body shuddered. She released a broken whimper, high and needy. “Eeeennngh…”

More. All of it. Gimme.

She grunted again, desperate, and rocked her hips as much as the position allowed. The friction was delicious, but not enough, too much, never enough. “Mmmmm… nnngh… pleeease…”

The last word came out garbled, barely human, but Harry understood. He gripped her ankles tighter, angling her hips up, and thrust the rest of the way home.

Cleo’s scream was guttural, ripped from her core. “AAAAAHHHHH!” Her pussy clenched around him, trying to suck out his soul, every inch of his thick cock buried deep inside her. She could feel him everywhere.

He held there, seated fully, letting her adjust. Her chest heaved, small panting moans escaping with each exhale. “Hah… hah… hah…”

Then he started to take what he wanted.

The first withdraw was slow, agonizing, dragging across sensitive secret spots. The retreat made her whine. “Nnnoooo…”

But he plunged back in, hard and deep, and satisfaction returned. She grunted with the impact.

Harry started issuing forth powerful thrusts that rocked her against the table. Each drive forward punched guttural noises from her throat. “Uh! Uh! Uh!” There was the wet, rhythmic slap of skin on skin, the squelch of her soaked pussy taking him again and again, the creak of the massage table straining under their frenzy.

Her ankles bounced with every thrust. The angle ground his pelvis against her swollen clit, adding sparks of pleasure that made her moan continuously. “Mmmmm… ggghhh… aaahhhh…”

Yes. This. Need this. Need him. Full. So full.

Her thoughts were fractured, reduced to animalistic hunger. She grunted with each brutal thrust, matching his intensity with her own savage need. “Grrr… mmmmph… nnnngh…”

The pressure built again, tightening in her belly.

Harry’s jaw locked, a vein pulsing in his temple as he fought the tightening coil in his gut. His thrusts slowed, grinding deep, savoring the wet, clinging heat. “Not yet,” he rasped, more to himself than to her.

Cleo’s head thrashed while she frantically rubbed her clit. She dragged her nails down his forearms, leaving pink trails, and rolled her hips in tight, urgent circles. A needy, guttural “Mmmph… ahhh!” spilled out, breathy and broken. He heard the wordless plea.

“You want it?” he growled.

She answered with a frantic nod, lips parted, tongue darting to wet them. Her pussy squeezed around him, milking, begging. A wet, sucking sound accompanied each little hump she managed, her body trying to pull him deeper, to hold him captive.

His hips jerked involuntarily, a sharp “Ungh!” escaping him. She felt him swell and pulse—her favorite moment of a man’s control slipping. Cleo’s eyes locked on his, wide and weepy, and she let out a high, breathy “Yeehhhhhh…”

He sank deep, grinding, pelvis pressed to hers. Cleo mewled, a sound like surrender and triumph twisted together.

Harry’s spine locked. A guttural “Fuck… Cleo!” tore from his throat as he retreated and quickly slammed home one last time. His cock jerked, thick and hot, pumping in heavy, unstoppable pulses. Each spurt drew a ragged groan from him, “Ahhh—unnh—ghh!”, his body shuddering over hers.

Cleo’s mouth fell open in a silent cry, then a breathy “Yesss—mmmph!” as she felt him flood her. 

The hot flood triggered something primal. Cleo’s hands flew to cover her face, a strangled cry ripping from her throat as a second orgasm detonated through her core. “Aahhh… fuck… FUCK!”

Every pulse of his release inside her sent a shockwave radiating outward. Her pussy clenched rhythmically, claiming every drop. The sensation was magnified in the trance, nerve endings announcing pleasure so intense it bordered on pain.

Mine. Cum. Took it all. All mine.

Her hips jerked against him, grinding, wringing out every last spasm. A long, satisfied moan poured out, pure animal contentment.

Perfect. This is perfect.

Her thighs trembled around him, still trapped in her bunched yoga pants. She felt his cum starting to leak out around his cock, warm and obscene, and the thought made her sluggishly giddy.

Her lips moved, trying to shape words, but only soft sounds emerged. “Mmm… ahhh…” The connection between thought and speech remained severed, her mind drifting somewhere deep and warm.

Harry shifted, his softening cock still buried inside her. The movement elicited a whimper. She felt his cum leak out around him, trickling down, making a mess she’d have to clean—

Should care… don’t care… feels nice…

Her bright blue eyes blinked slowly, unfocused, staring at the ceiling tiles without really seeing them. Her fingers twitched against the padding, unable to form fists or grasp anything solid.

“Cleo?” Harry’s voice came from somewhere far away, gentle but concerned.

She managed a soft hum in response. “Mmmmnh…”

Words…?

Her body felt liquid, boneless, completely wrung out. The trance held her suspended in delicious limbo.

Harry’s breathing gradually steadied as he carefully shifted Cleo onto her side, bending her knees into a comfortable recovery position. His hands were gentle, almost reverent.

So tired… floaty…

The sound of fabric rustling told her he was getting dressed. A zipper, the soft thud of a belt buckle. She watched through heavy-lidded eyes as blurred shapes moved.

“Cleo,” his voice came soft, measured, “when you wake up, do you want to remember what just happened?”

The question filtered through the warm fog. Remember… Her lips curved into a lazy smile.

“Yuh-huh,” she breathed, the “word” barely audible.

All of it. Every second.

Harry paused, and she heard the shift in his breathing. “Okay. You’ll remember everything clearly.”

Harry’s fingers traced a slow path along her shoulder, the touch feather-soft and grounding. “Cleo, I’m going to count from one to five now. With each number, you’ll drift closer to waking, bringing all the confidence and poise you discovered today.”

His voice wrapped around her like warm honey.

“One… beginning to surface… remembering how natural your ASMR voice flows… how easily the whispers come when you stop thinking about them…”

The fog in her mind thinned slightly. She became aware of the massage table beneath her, the slight dampness between her thighs, the pleasant ache deep inside.

“Two… rising higher… your subconscious keeping everything you learned… knowing you can give clients those tingles, that blissful floating sensation… with complete confidence…”

His thumb traced circles on her wrist, each revolution drawing her further toward consciousness. Confidence… poise…

“Three… halfway there now… feeling your energy returning… remembering you’re a natural at this… your whispers will make clients melt, make them generous, make them return again and again…”

Her breathing deepened, chest rising and falling more deliberately. The studio came into focus around her: afternoon light, the faint scent of massage oil, the stronger scent of sex.

“Four… almost awake… your eyes ready to open… feeling satisfied, and completely certain of your new skills… you can offer ASMR with the same confidence you bring to every massage…”

His palm cupped her cheek, warm and solid. The tenderness made her heart expand.

“Five… eyes open, wide awake, feeling wonderful.”

Cleo’s bright blue eyes snapped open, quickly finding Harry’s green gaze. A knowing smile curved her lips. She held his stare for a long moment, letting him see she remembered everything: the trance, the dirty whispers, the way she’d pulled him inside her like a woman starving.

No regrets. Not even close.

She reached down and tugged her yoga pants back up around her waist, the damp fabric clinging in ways that made her hyper-aware of the mess they’d made. A soft sigh escaped her lips as she stretched, rolling her shoulders, feeling deliciously used. She sat up slowly, swinging her legs over the edge, and beckoned him closer with one crooked finger.

He stepped forward, and she reached up to curl her hand around the back of his neck, pulling him down. Their lips met soft and slow.

When she pulled back, her smile had turned playful.

“I want that again,” she said, her voice still carrying traces of that ASMR whisper. “The trance, I mean. Often.”

Harry’s eyebrows lifted slightly.

“We could barter,” Cleo continued, fingers playing with the collar of his shirt. “Your hypnosis sessions for my massages. Fair trade, don’t you think?”

——————————————————
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Strip / Book Club

The book club has been fighting over what to read. Fed up, the host Maribelle drops them into a deep suggestible trance, just trying to get everyone to agree on her romance novel pick. The hypnotic suggestion should be simple: “You want what I want.” But her plan goes wickedly wrong

Maribelle’s husband just wanted to pop in and grab a cupcake. Now the whole book club wants what Maribelle wants, and that means seducing Cliff right here, right now.


“Come on in, hon,” Maribelle ushered Janie into the she-shed. “You’re almost right on time.”

Janie nearly shielded her eyes from all the pastels. “I see you finished decorating,” she noted, staring at a loopy neon sign that proudly declared “wine mom cave.” Then her vision was rescued in the periphery by a hand waving.

“Hi, Janie!” Lorna said with a smile, as she stood to greet Janie with a hug. As they pulled back, Janie thought Lorna’s smile looked a little forced. Then she remembered the last meeting of their fun (allegedly) little book club, and how it ended with crossed arms and exasperated sighs.

Tiffany barely glanced up from her phone, offering a half-hearted finger waggle. “Hey, girl.”

“Tea?” Maribelle thrust a delicate porcelain cup into Janie’s hands before she could answer, followed by a cupcake with an alarming amount of frosting. “Blueberry lemonade. My grandmother’s recipe.”

They settled onto bar stools around a high table that looked like it belonged in a trendy coffee shop. Janie set her cupcake aside, eyeing it warily, as if it was planning to go straight from plate to headache.

“So.” Maribelle clasped her hands together. “I want to address the elephant in the room. Last month got a teensy bit heated.”

Lorna’s cheeks flushed. “I still think Midnight in Tuscany would’ve been—“

“And I still think that book is trash,” Tiffany interrupted, not looking up from scrolling.

“Ladies!” Maribelle’s smile stretched wider, fake as Hell. “This is exactly what I mean. We were this close to a slap fight between The Secretary’s Secret and that historical whatever Janie wanted.”

“The Prussian Letters,” Janie supplied.

“Right. Well.” Maribelle reached under the table, producing a small metronome. “I’ve prepared a little relaxation exercise. Just to get us all on the same wavelength before we choose what to read next.”

Tiffany finally looked up. “What the Hell is—“

“Metronome,” the other three women answered simultaneously.

“Well, there, you see? It’s already working,” Maribelle said with a smile, but this one was genuine.

Janie watched Maribelle fiddle with the little wood-and-brass contraption. A metronome for book club? She’d used one as a child during piano lessons, but what did keeping time have to do with choosing their next read?

“Doesn’t look like a gnome,” Tiffany said, finally setting her phone face-down. “What’s it supposed to do?”

Maribelle released the pendulum from its latch. The metronome began its steady tick-tick-tick, the little metal stick swinging back and forth with mechanical precision.

“Oh.” Tiffany blinked. “You could use an app for that.”

“This is more… organic,” Maribelle explained, adjusting the tempo slower. “Helps us sync our breathing, and our intentions.”

Lorna’s eyebrows drew together. “Do we need synchronized breathing for book discussions?”

Janie sipped her tea, feeling just as dubious, studying Maribelle’s earnest expression. The whole thing struck her as charmingly absurd, like Maribelle had discovered meditation through Pinterest and decided to inflict it on them. Still, after last month’s near-riot, maybe they did need something to lower the temperature.

The metronome’s rhythm filled the pastel-pink silence. Tick. Tick. Tick.

“Now just focus on the pendulum,” Maribelle said softly. “Watch it swing back and forth.”

Janie found herself following the movement despite her skepticism. Left, right, left, right.

“Breathe in for four counts, hold for four, out for four, hold for four,” Maribelle instructed in that same gentle tone.

Janie played along with the breathing exercise. After a few repetitions, she had to admit, she did feel calmer.

The steady rhythm and Maribelle’s soothing voice (when did she learn that?) lulled Janie into a strange sort of focus. Her shoulders dropped as tension she hadn’t realized she’d been carrying began to melt away. The metronome’s pendulum reflected the afternoon light streaming through Maribelle’s gauzy curtains, creating tiny flashes that seemed almost… hypnotic.

“That’s perfect,” Maribelle murmured, her voice softer than Janie had ever heard it. “Now, I want you all to imagine that with each swing of the pendulum, your thoughts are becoming clearer. More open.”

Janie glanced sideways at Lorna, who had her eyes fixed on the metronome with surprising intensity. Even Tiffany seemed engaged, for once not having five thoughts at once.

“Feel your breathing naturally match the rhythm,” Maribelle continued, reading from what looked like a web page printout. “In… and out. In… and out. Each breath taking you deeper into a state of calm understanding.”

Understanding. The word echoed in Janie’s mind as she followed the pendulum’s arc. Maybe that was what they’d been missing. She thought about last month’s argument, how quickly it had escalated from literary preferences to personal attacks. Tiffany calling her “pretentious,” and Lorna’s wounded silence.

“Now picture yourself setting down all your preconceptions,” Maribelle intoned. “Like books on a shelf. You’re placing each judgment, each assumption, each defensive thought carefully on that shelf. They’ll be there when you need them, but for now, you’re free.”

Janie’s eyelids felt heavier. The tea had been more calming than she’d expected, or maybe the breathing exercise was more effective than she’d given it credit for. Her mind drifted, following Maribelle’s gentle instructions. She’s a natural at this.

“In this peaceful state, you can truly hear your friends. Not just their words, but their feelings. Their perspectives become so clear to you.”

The metronome’s tick seemed to grow louder, more… compelling. Janie found herself swaying slightly in rhythm with it, her normal thoughts taking a back seat in favor of this unexpected tranquility.

“You trust this circle of women completely,” Maribelle continued, her voice smooth as Lando Calrissian. “You feel safe to share your true thoughts, and hear those of others with ultimate respect.”

Something about sharing truth tugged at Janie’s consciousness, but the feeling slipped away like dandelion seeds. The pendulum caught her attention again, that mesmerizing swing back and forth.

Back… and… ohhh…

“Perfect,” Maribelle whispered, watching the three women with growing excitement. She’d expected some resistance, maybe a few eye rolls from Tiffany, but all three sat motionless as statues. Lorna’s mouth had fallen slightly open. Tiffany’s phone lay forgotten in her lap. And Janie—controlled, analytical Janie—swayed gently like a weeping willow in a breeze.

Maribelle consulted her notes again. “Your minds are open books now. Blank pages waiting to be written on. You feel so relaxed, so willing to listen and learn.”

Janie’s breathing had synchronized perfectly with the metronome. Each tick and sway seemed to pull her deeper into this strange, floating feeling. Her usual mental chatter had quieted to a low hum.

So nice, floating…

“You want to please your friends,” Maribelle continued. “Their happiness makes you happy. Their approval feels wonderful.”

Approval. The word resonated through Janie’s consciousness like a struck bell. She did want approval, didn’t she? The realization felt profound, important. She’d always tried so hard to be ambitious, but what she really craved was for these women to like her. That was obvious, now.

The pendulum swung without pause, and Janie’s thoughts grew softer, more pliable.

“You’re doing beautifully,” Maribelle murmured. “So relaxed, so open to new ideas.”

Janie felt herself nodding slightly, though she couldn’t remember deciding to move. She was resting in the passenger seat while someone else steered.

“Listen very carefully,” Maribelle continued, her tone a bit more focused. “When we’re in our book club circle, you feel a wonderful sense of harmony and unity.”

The word unity seemed to glow in Janie’s consciousness. Yes, that was what book club was all about.

“In our circle, you find that you want the same things your friends want,” Maribelle said, her voice taking on a rhythmic quality that matched the pendulum’s swing. “Especially what I want. When I want something, it feels right to you. It’s only polite to want the same thing.”

Janie’s analytical mind stirred briefly, like a sleeper turning over, but the movement of the pendulum drew her attention back. Left, right, left, right. So soothing.

“When the book club is meeting,” Maribelle repeated slowly, “you want what I want. It feels good. It seems like a good idea.”

It feels good. The phrase echoed in Janie’s thoughts, settling into some deeper layer of her mind like sediment. She could hear similar soft sighs from Lorna and Tiffany, as if they too were experiencing this strange new understanding.

“Let’s practice this feeling,” Maribelle suggested, consulting her notes with obvious satisfaction. “I want you to repeat after me, very softly. ‘When the book club is meeting, I want what Maribelle wants.’”

“When the book club is meeting, I want what Maribelle wants,” Janie whispered, her voice barely audible. The words felt natural on her tongue, like something she’d always known but never admitted.

Lorna’s voice joined hers in the same quiet whisper, followed by Tiffany’s slightly slurred repetition. The three voices blended together against the pink-tinted walls of the she-shed.

“Again,” Maribelle instructed, her excitement barely contained. “A little clearer this time.”

“When the book club is meeting, I want what Maribelle wants,” they chorused, their voices gaining strength. Janie felt a warm glow spreading through her chest, proud to be in unity with her book club.

“Perfect. One more time, and really feel how right it sounds.”

“When the book club is meeting, I want what Maribelle wants.” This time Janie’s voice carried conviction. The statement felt like truth, simple and undeniable. Of course she should want what Maribelle wants.

“Wonderful,” Maribelle whispered, her voice soft as her well-lotioned feet. “You’ve all done so beautifully. In a moment, I’m going to count from one to five, and as I do, you’ll feel yourself gently rising back to full awareness.”

Janie floated in the peaceful haze, only dimly aware of the words washing over her.

“One,” Maribelle began, her tone warm and nurturing. “You’re beginning to feel more alert, more aware of your surroundings. But you’ll keep that wonderful sense of harmony with you.”

Janie could once again feel the hardness of the bar stool beneath her, the weight of her glasses on her nose. But the floating sensation remained, cushioning her thoughts.

“Two. Your breathing is returning to normal. Natural and easy. You’re feeling refreshed, like you’ve had the most peaceful nap.”

Janie’s shoulders shifted slightly as her breathing deepened. The she-shed’s walls came back into focus, though they seemed softer somehow, more welcoming than before. A deep contentment settled inside her.

“Three. Your mind is clearing, but you’ll remember how good it felt to be so open with your friends. So trusting.”

The word trusting resonated through Janie’s awareness like whale song. She blinked slowly, her eyelids feeling heavy but no longer impossible to lift. Around her, she could sense Lorna and Tiffany stirring as well, small movements and soft sighs.

“Four. Almost back to full awareness. You feel wonderful, relaxed and happy, and so grateful for this beautiful experience. You’ll forget the specific thoughts you had while relaxing, but you’ll remember how peaceful and right everything felt.”

Janie’s thoughts began to reassemble themselves, but gently, like puzzle pieces floating into place.

“And five. Eyes open, fully alert.”

Janie’s eyes fluttered open completely, the afternoon light streaming through Maribelle’s gauzy curtains seeming brighter than before. She stretched her arms overhead, marveling at how refreshed she felt. Like she’d spent an hour at a spa instead of sitting in Maribelle’s backyard shed.

“Wow,” she breathed. “That was… really something. I feel like I could tackle War and Peace right now.”

Lorna giggled, that familiar sound that always came before she finished her sentences. “I know, right? Like my brain got a massage or—“

“Alright, ladies,” Maribelle interrupted, clapping her hands together with renewed energy. “Now that we’re all centered and harmonious, let’s dive into the real business. Our next book selection.”

She reached for a stack of colorful paperbacks she’d arranged on a nearby shelf, each one tagged with a sticky note covered in her loopy handwriting. “I’ve narrowed it down to three absolutely divine options. First, we have The Billionaire’s Secret Baby by—“

The she-shed door creaked open, cutting off Maribelle’s enthusiastic pitch. Her husband Cliff ducked slightly as he entered, his salt-and-pepper hair catching the afternoon light. His cashmere pullover stretched across his chest, and that familiar gold watch glinted at his wrist.

“Sorry to interrupt the literary salon,” he said with a confident undertone. “Just wondering if there are any of those cupcakes left. The ones with the mountains of frosting.”

Janie watched Maribelle’s entire demeanor transform. Her friend’s blue eyes went wide and soft, pupils dilating like a teenager spotting her crush across the cafeteria. The books tumbled from Maribelle’s hands as she pressed her palms to her chest.

“Oh, honey,” Maribelle breathed, her voice dropping to a breathy whisper. “Of course. Anything for you.” She gazed at Cliff like he’d just offered to detail her car for her instead of asking about leftover dessert.

Something stirred in Janie’s chest as she studied Cliff’s profile. When had his jaw become so… commanding? The way his dark eyes surveyed the room with casual authority made her stomach flutter in a way that caught her completely off guard. She found herself leaning forward slightly, drawn by some invisible current.

“Take all of them,” Maribelle continued, practically purring.

Janie’s gaze traveled from Cliff’s penetrating stare to the way his expensive slacks hugged his stocky frame. Heat crept up her neck as she realized she was studying him like a work of art. What is wrong with me? But even as the thought formed, she couldn’t look away.

Beside her, Lorna had gone very still, her brown eyes fixed on Clifford with an intensity that bordered on hungry. Her cheeks flushed pink as she watched him move closer to the cupcake display.

“No no, just the one for now,” Clifford said, reaching past Janie to pick up a cupcake.

Tiffany’s phone had dropped into her lap again, forgotten. She was staring at Clifford with her lips slightly parted, her usual ironic distance completely abandoned. When he glanced in her direction, she straightened in her seat and tucked a strand of honey-blonde hair behind her ear.

“Ladies looking lovely today,” Clifford observed, his gaze sweeping across the three guests with casual appreciation. “That meditation thing working out for you?”

“It’s wonderful,” Janie heard herself say with a soft, shy voice. “Really, um… opening.”

Clifford’s eyes lingered on her face for a moment longer than necessary, narrowing, and Janie felt that strange flutter intensify.

“Well, I should get out of your hair,” Cliff said, smelling the cupcake.

Or you could pull it, came into Janie’s mind, completely unbidden and totally inappropriate. But now that the thought was there…

“But first, I can’t resist a kiss.” Clifford moved toward Maribelle with that easy swagger of his, one hand still holding the cupcake while the other found her waist. Maribelle melted into him like butter on warm toast, tilting her chin up expectantly.

“That’s unfair!” The words burst from Lorna’s mouth before she could stop them. Her hand flew to cover her lips, brown eyes wide with horror at her own outburst.

Janie’s breath caught. Lorna—people-pleasing, rule-following Lorna—had just… what exactly had she just done?

“I mean…” Lorna’s voice cracked as four pairs of eyes turned toward her. “I just… sorry. I don’t know why I…”

Clifford’s lips quirked upward, amused rather than offended. “What’s unfair, darlin’?”

The endearment sent an unexpected jolt through Janie’s chest. Darling. When had Clifford’s voice become so… textured? Like aged whiskey and dark chocolate mixed together. She studied his profile again, searching for some change, some explanation for why her pulse hammered against her throat.

Tiffany tugged at the knot in her graphic tee, loosening it with jerky movements. “God, is it hot in here?” She pulled the fabric away from her skin, creating little puffs of air. “Like, seriously burning up.”

“The shed does get warm,” Maribelle murmured, though she seemed perfectly comfortable pressed against her husband’s solid frame.

Janie watched Tiffany yank her tee over her head entirely, leaving her in just a lacy bralette that did absolutely nothing to hide her peaked nipples. The younger woman fanned herself, completely oblivious to how the movement made her chest bounce.

“Better,” Tiffany sighed, then caught Clifford watching her. Instead of covering herself, she straightened her shoulders. “Much better.”

Janie could feel a shift, like electricity before a storm, crackling between her friends and this man who’d somehow become magnetic. Had Clifford always carried himself with such casual dominance? Had his dark eyes always held that knowing glint?

“Hey now,” Clifford chuckled, taking a messy bite of his cupcake. “Is this a book club? Or a strip club?” The joke hung in the air, stale and awkward.

Tiffany stood abruptly, her stool scraping loud against the floorboards. Her hips swayed in those high-waisted shorts as she closed the distance toward Clifford. What the hell is she doing? Janie thought, fingernails digging into her palms as a hot blush spread down her chest. With a playful tilt of her head, Tiffany ran her fingers along her bare collarbone. “Maybe we should dance for Cliff,” she said, voice breathier than usual. “Show him he’s still got it.”  

Lorna let out a high, stifled giggle but didn’t protest. Instead, she stepped closer to Clifford too, smooth knee-length skirt brushing his tailored pants. Her soft brown eyes were fixed on his frosting-smeared mouth.  

Janie froze. This is weird. This isn’t us. Her own thoughts tangled as she watched Maribelle stiffen beside her husband. The perky blonde’s blue eyes darted between Tiffany’s boldness, Lorna’s eagerness, and Janie’s paralyzed confusion. She suddenly felt the walls closing in.

Lorna swayed into Clifford’s space, bumping against Maribelle. “Let’s,” she murmured, half to herself.  

“Come on, Maribelle,” Tiffany cooed, reaching for the blonde’s manicured hand. “Don’t leave us hanging. Your husband deserves a show.”

Maribelle’s face cycled through emotions: surprise, embarrassment, something that looked almost like panic.

After a long moment of indecision from his wife, Cliff seemed to make the decision for her. He moved toward the small love seat tucked in the corner, lowering himself onto the floral cushions. The casual way he settled back, one arm draped along the seat’s edge, made Janie’s stomach flip. His presence filled the small space, commanding attention without effort. She found herself studying the way his slacks pulled across his thighs, the way his chest stretched that expensive cashmere.

“See?” Tiffany gestured toward Cliff like she was presenting evidence. “He’s practically begging for it.”

Maribelle’s cheeks burned crimson. “This is all my fault,” she whispered, more to herself than anyone else. “I wanted us to be in sync, and now…” Her voice trailed off as she looked around at her friends: Tiffany half-naked and shameless, Lorna swaying slightly, Janie frozen between mortification and some darker impulse.

“Maribelle,” Lorna said softly. “Maybe he does deserve this. A special treat.”

Maribelle’s blue eyes darted between her husband’s expectant face and her friends’ flushed expressions. Something shifted in her posture, resignation mixing with a spark of something else.

“Just… just this once,” Maribelle breathed, her voice barely audible. She smoothed her pink dress with trembling hands. “For Cliff.”

Tiffany clapped her hands together, the sound sharp in the tension-thick space. “That’s my girl!” She moved closer to the love seat. “Music?”

Maribelle fumbled for her phone with shaking fingers, selecting what looked like a playlist called “date night.”

Tiffany kicked off her chunky sneakers, wiggling her toes in the plush carpet. Then, to the lazy, pulsing beat drifting from Maribelle’s phone, Tiffany began to dance. Her bare shoulders rolled, pale against the black lace of her bralette. Each movement was deliberate as she rotated her hips in a slow circle, then the other way. 

Christ, she’s doing it, Janie thought, rooted to the spot. The air felt impossibly thin. Tiffany’s small, blunt fingernails hooked into the waistband of her shorts. With agonizing slowness, she shimmied them down her toned legs, stopping just below her ass. She left them bunched around her thighs, revealing smooth skin and the sheer-edged line of a black thong.

“Like what you see, Cliff?” she teased. Bent forward slightly, she shook the honey-blonde waves off her neck. Janie saw a faint flush creep along Tiffany’s spine despite her bravado.

Tiffany straightened, turning to face Cliff lounging on the love seat. Her playful smile sharpened into something darker, needier. She slid her thumbs under the straps of her black lace bralette. Bare breasts bounced, pert and high, pale nipples already taut in the perfumed air. She tossed the scrap of lace toward Clifford. It landed on the empty cushion beside him, settling softly. 

Janie’s mouth went dry. Tiffany stood unashamed in nothing but that barely-there black thong. Her gaze fixed on Clifford and she beckoned with two curled fingers, first toward Lorna, then Janie. “Your turn, girls. Don’t leave me out here all by myself.” She accentuated the plea with another deliberate sway.

The slow beat thumped through the she-shed like a shared heartbeat. Tiffany cocked her hip toward Clifford, her body a fluid line of honeyed skin and confident curves.

Tiny goosebumps rose on Tiffany’s exposed torso as she turned fully. The soft arcs of her breasts tipped upward in defiance of gravity, dusky-pink peaks hardening visibly under Clifford’s lingering gaze. Her fingers skimmed her collarbone like feathers before drifting downward. The slow circles her thumbs drew around her own nipples made Janie’s own tighten instinctively against her restrictive turtleneck. 

Tiffany tossed her discarded shorts aside, bouncing lightly on the balls of her bare feet. She hooked a strand of hair behind her ear with mock innocence, thrusting her chest forward.

Lorna’s hands trembled as she reached for the top button of her cream cardigan. Her fingers fumbled with the small pearl fastening, breath coming in shallow puffs. The soft fabric parted, revealing the swell of her chest beneath the floral blouse.

“That’s it, sweetie,” Tiffany encouraged, rolling her shoulders as she swayed. “Show him what you’ve been hiding under all those cardigans.”

Janie watched Lorna’s cheeks burn crimson as the cardigan slipped from her shoulders. The floral blouse clung to her generous curves, the pale lavender fabric straining slightly across her chest. Lorna’s hands hovered uncertainly at the hem.

Clifford leaned back against the floral cushions, his dark eyes moving between the four women with appreciation. The bulge straining against his tailored slacks had become impossible to ignore.

“Ten years,” Maribelle breathed suddenly, her voice thick with something between panic and arousal. “This is your birthday present for the next ten years, honey.” Her hands smoothed down her dress, the gesture betraying her own growing excitement. She watched Tiffany hook her thumbs in the thin strings of her thong, teasing the fabric lower.

“Don’t stop now, girls,” Tiffany purred, letting the black scrap fall to the carpet. She stood completely naked, honey-blonde hair cascading over her shoulders. “We’re just getting started.”

The music pulsed, thick and low, as Tiffany sauntered naked to the love seat. She curled onto the cushions beside Clifford, bare legs tucked under her like a contented cat. Her honey-blonde hair brushed his shoulder, and she batted her eyelashes at him. Janie watched Maribelle’s blue eyes widen at the sight of her friend pressed intimately against her husband.

Lorna’s floral blouse rustled as she finally unbuttoned it with trembling hands. The fabric slipped down her arms, revealing a plain beige bra straining over soft, full curves. Clifford’s gaze lingered there. Lorna caught his dark stare and shyly arched her back, pushing her chest forward. A small, breathy gasp escaped her as she gathered the courage to unclasp the bra. It dropped away, her large breasts jiggling slightly, nipples puckered tight in the charged air. She giggled into her palm, trembling under the weight of Cliff’s attention.

With shaking hands, Maribelle pulled down the puffy sleeves of her dress, revealing smooth tanned shoulders. The fabric clung for a second before slipping past her waist, pooling around her patent leather pumps. Her nipples strained against the front clasp of a baby pink lace bra through the sheer fabric, hard and needy. She rolled her hips, mimicking Tiffany’s fluid sensuality, but with a nervous tremor. Clifford leaned forward slightly.

Tiffany nuzzled Clifford’s bicep, her knee brushing his slacks as she whispered something in his ear. He chuckled low and approving, hand settling on her bare knee. Maribelle sucked in a sharp breath but continued stripping. Her fingers fumbled at the bra clasp. It sprang open, breasts springing free. Her full, artificially high globes shone with a hint of sweat. She cupped them instinctively, thumbs brushing erect nipples, before letting her hands fall away.

Janie’s own arousal surged, aching and wet within her dark jeans. She pressed her thighs together, heat spreading up her neck as she watched Clifford’s hungry stare having trouble deciding who to watch. Lorna was sliding her skirt down ample hips now, the fabric settling around her ankles. She stood in mismatched cotton panties. Shyness warred with something bolder as she caught Tiffany’s encouraging nod, sliding the beige underwear down. Her bush was trimmed neat, her thighs trembling slightly. She covered her mound with one hand, blushing harder when Clifford hummed approvingly.

Maribelle peeled matching pink panties down her tanned legs next, kicking them aside with a nervous laugh. Her nakedness seemed to embolden her. She lifted her chin and spun around, swiveling her hips so her ass swayed, round and inviting. Clifford’s hand clenched around Tiffany’s bare thigh at the display. 

Janie’s breath hitched. The shared tension was thick as Maribelle’s perfume. Lorna dragged a fingernail between her tits, eyes fluttering as she eyed Clifford’s lap. Tiffany grazed his thigh with a light touch. It’s like we’re all wrapped in honey and itching to be tasted. 

Tiffany traced the rim of Clifford’s ear with her tongue. He groaned low in response, his fingers curling tighter around her pale thigh, eliciting a cute little yelp.

Lorna stepped toward Maribelle, nibbling her lower lip. “Can I… please? On his lap?” she whispered. She looks like she needs it, Janie thought, all too aware of the ache in her own jeans. Maribelle nodded, running her own hands down her bare hips.

Cliff shifted Tiffany aside with a gentle nudge, making room. “Come here,” he told Lorna. She stepped toward him on shaky knees. He grasped her hips and encouraged her downward. She giggled in a breathless rush, skin flushing everywhere.

Tiffany slid a hand along Clifford’s stubble, then started stroking his collarbone. “Such a good job, Lorna,” Tiffany moaned softly, eyes lingering on Lorna’s bare thighs spreading open. Lorna rocked experimentally against his groin.

Maribelle stepped closer to Janie, vibrating with shifting tension. Her bare arm brushed Janie’s clothed one. “Look at that,” Maribelle whispered, tilting her head toward Clifford now guiding Lorna over his bulge. “Isn’t it the sexiest thing you’ve ever seen?”

Lorna ground against Clifford’s lap with more confidence, her bare thighs clamping around his hips, a soft whimper escaping her parted lips. Her full breasts brushed his chest with each roll, nipples dragging across the cashmere.

God, the friction must feel incredible, Janie thought, her own core clenching emptily. The heat between her legs was insistent, and growing.

Clifford’s hands guided Lorna’s ample hips, pulling her tighter. She gasped, “Ohhh,” the sound high and needy, her sandy blonde ponytail bobbing with the motion.

Maribelle padded behind the love seat. She bent forward, platinum curls cascading over Clifford’s shoulder as she stroked his salt-and-pepper hair with manicured fingers.

Her glossy lips neared his free ear. “Isn’t it nice, honey?” Maribelle whispered, voice husky. “Feel how hot she’s getting for you. All because of your big, hard cock.”

Clifford grunted low, his dark eyes half-lidded in pleasure.

She really understands the male gaze. Janie stood alone in the open space, the plush carpet suddenly feeling vast under her ankle boots. The music’s throb pulled at her.

Everyone’s arousal hung thick in the air… Lorna’s heaving breaths, Tiffany’s lascivious tongue, Clifford’s shuddering grunts, Maribelle’s wicked grin. Janie’s nipples strained against her turtleneck, sensitive to every shift.

“Janie,” Maribelle called out, still bent over her husband, blue eyes gleaming. “I want you to dance for us. Strip. Show Clifford what you’ve got.”

The words hit Janie like a compulsion, rooting deep in her subconscious. Resistance tried to flicker, then dissolved. She had to obey. She wanted what Maribelle wanted.

Why can’t I stop? But the thought was overwhelmed by her building desire. She lifted her arms, hips circling slowly.

Lorna moaned louder, “Mmmph, your cock feels so fucking good,” grinding harder as Clifford’s fingers dug into her soft flesh. Sweat beaded on her round cheeks, her eyes fluttering shut in bliss.

Maribelle’s hand tangled deeper in Clifford’s hair, tugging gently. “Look at Janie, Cliff. She’s going to be such a dirty little slut for you,” she purred.

Janie’s fingers found the hem of her black turtleneck, tugging it upward inch by inch. Vanilla air kissed her exposed midriff, sending shivers racing across her warming skin. I’m being such a dirty girl.

Tiffany leaned in closer to Clifford, her bare breast brushing his sleeve. “Mmm, we want to taste you so bad,” she sighed contentedly, watching Janie with hooded eyes, one hand working between her own legs.

The compulsion surged stronger, so Janie peeled the fabric higher, her practical bra coming into view. This feels so naughty… so good.

Janie closed her eyes, letting the music wash over her as she pulled the turtleneck higher. I’m on stage, she told herself, in a real club with spotlights and hungry men watching. In her mind, the hyper-feminine shed transformed into smoky darkness, filled with masculine voices calling out encouragement. They want me. They’re throwing money at my feet.

The fantasy gave her courage. She yanked the turtleneck over her head, her chestnut hair tumbling loose around her shoulders. Her practical beige bra felt suddenly scandalous, the cups straining against her breasts.

“Yes,” Maribelle breathed against Clifford’s ear. “Look at those beautiful tits, honey. She’s been hiding them under all those boring clothes.”

Lorna’s moans grew louder, “Ohhh, fuck, yes,” her hips grinding frantically against Clifford’s bulge. Her sandy ponytail whipped back and forth as she rode him through his slacks.

Tiffany pressed her lips to Clifford’s temple, murmuring, “You’re so fucking hard. Smell how wet we’re all getting for you?”

The crowd loves me, Janie imagined, swaying her hips as she reached for her bra clasp. They’re cheering for more. Her fingers trembled with anticipation.

Janie’s fingers found the clasp. The beige fabric loosened, cups gradually separating from her skin. She let it fall, joining her turtleneck on the carpet.

Her hands moved to cover herself instinctively, then stopped. They want to see me. The thought pulsed through her mind, drowning out her usual self-consciousness.

“Absolutely beautiful,” Cliff’s voice rumbled across the space, his dark eyes drinking in her naked torso while Lorna continued grinding on his lap.

Janie opened her eyes and couldn’t suppress a shy smile. She’d never been looked at like that—like she was something precious and dirty all at once. Her hands drifted to her jeans, fingers working the button free.

Lorna’s breathless whimpers filled the air. “Oh god, oh god,” she panted, her movements becoming more desperate.

Tiffany’s hand was between her own thighs, stroking herself while watching Janie undress. “That’s it, girl. Show him everything.”

The zipper’s metallic rasp seemed impossibly loud. Janie’s pulse hammered as she hooked her thumbs in the waistband. The jeans slipped down her hips, pooling around her ankles. She stepped out of them carefully, standing in just her plain cotton panties. The evidence of her arousal was visible through the thin material, to say nothing of the way she kept caressing up and down her curves.

Everyone can see how horny I am. The thought should have mortified her, but instead it sent another pulse of heat through her veins.

Lorna’s rhythm grew frantic on Clifford’s lap, her full breasts bouncing with each grind. “I’m so close,” she gasped, her voice breaking.

Maribelle’s nails scraped lightly along Clifford’s scalp. “Let her come, honey. She’s being such a good girl for you.”

Tiffany’s fingers circled her clit between her legs while she watched Janie with hungry eyes. “The panties too,” she whispered, voice thick with arousal.

Janie’s hands trembled as she hooked her fingers in the waistband. This is wrong. This is my friend’s husband. But the protest felt distant, overwhelmed by the need burning along her skin.

The cotton slid down her thighs, leaving her naked. She stood exposed, heart pounding, as Clifford’s appreciative groan filled the she-shed.

“Perfect,” he rumbled, his voice making her knees weak.

Lorna’s head twisted, ponytail whipping across her damp shoulder. She caught sight of Janie—naked, chest heaving, skin flushed—and the raw shock cranked her pleasure higher. “Mmmmph!” A guttural sound ripped free while her thighs shook. She slammed down with force on the hard rod beneath her.

“Ohhh yes… yes… nnnghhh,” she was panting, grinding in tight circles. Each roll dragged her swollen clit over the wool seam. “Uh… unhh… oh Cliff,” she cried, voice pitching up. “Don’t stop, don’t stop, please… I’m gonna fucking come on your cock!” 

Fingers clawed his broad shoulders through cashmere. “Yes, yes, make me come like a dirty slut… ohhh god!” Her pussy clenched and spasmed as the orgasm built. “Gaah… I’m coming, I’m coming so fucking hard… eeeyaaaaa!” A high, desperate squeal burst out as climax slammed through her, her whole body convulsing while waves of pleasure crashed over her again and again. “Oh fuck, oh fuck, yes!” she gasped, grinding frantically as her cunt throbbed and gushed.

Clifford’s chest puffed, ego ballooning. He flashed a triumphant grin at his wife, enjoying every tremor, every soaking proof he could make a woman come while fully clothed. “That’s it, good girl,” he growled, keeping Lorna rocking even as aftershocks rippled through her soft frame.

Lorna’s answering whimper was sweet and grateful. Sweat dotted her round cheeks, breasts jiggling with each final grind.

Tiffany hissed approval, fingers plunging into her pussy while she watched. “So fucking hot,” she whispered with glassy eyes.

Maribelle bit her lip, jealous heat flickering behind her smile. She stroked Clifford’s hair harder. 

Janie felt her own pulse thunder in her ears, the voyeuristic thrill of Lorna’s peak coursing through her veins, pleasant but unfinished. She slowly sank to her knees on the plush carpet. Her heart hammered against her ribs as she crawled forward, hips swaying seductively toward Clifford’s lap. Each movement sent fresh waves of arousal pulsing through her core. I need to taste him.

Lorna trembled atop Clifford, her body still shuddering with aftershocks, her breath ragged. Janie reached Clifford’s knees, her voice a husky whisper. “Move aside, Lorna. Please.” The plea felt foreign and urgent, like someone else speaking through her.

Lorna blinked, her soft brown eyes unfocused. She slid off Clifford’s lap with a “Hmmph,” stumbling slightly as her bare feet hit the floor. Her thighs glistened.

Janie’s trembling fingers found Cliff’s zipper. She tugged it down slowly, the metallic rasp loud in the charged silence. Her gaze locked onto Maribelle’s face, pleading silently. Please let me. I want this so badly.

Maribelle’s glossy lips curved into a naughty smile. She nodded, her blue eyes gleaming with approval. “Go ahead, sweetie. But he likes it real deep.”

Janie forgot to breathe. This can’t be real. It felt like a shared dream… too perfect, too wet, too raw. She peeled open his fly, freeing Clifford’s thick cock. It presented itself eagerly, rigid and flushed, glistening at the tip. A low groan escaped Clifford’s lips as her fingers wrapped around his shaft.

She leaned in, her mouth watering. The musky scent of him filled her nostrils. It was intoxicating. Her tongue flicked out, tasting the salty bead of pre-cum. A soft moan vibrated in her throat. Oh god, yes.

Tiffany watched, her fingers working faster between her own legs. “Fuck, Janie,” she breathed. “Suck him good.”

Lorna swayed on her feet nearby, eyes half-closed, her hand drifting to her own slick folds. She whimpered softly, and kneeled to the floor to stop from toppling over.

Janie opened up, taking the head into her mouth. The taste and feel of him overwhelmed her senses. She lathed gently. Clifford’s groan deepened, his fingers tangling in her chestnut hair. More. He wants more. Her lips stretched, taking him deeper, the thick shaft filling her mouth. Wet, slurping sounds filled the she-shed, mingling with everyone’s ragged breaths.

Maribelle’s manicured fingers worked at Clifford’s cashmere pullover, tugging it upward. “Arms up, honey,” she purred against his ear. Tiffany helped from the other side, peeling the soft fabric over his head.

“Ohhhh,” Lorna sighed, her palms immediately smoothing over his exposed chest. Dark hair dusted his broad pectorals, and she buried her face against his warm skin, inhaling deeply.

Clifford groaned, “Fuck, yes,” his fingers tightening in Janie’s hair as she hollowed her cheeks. The wet sounds of her worship filled the space - slick, rhythmic, hungry. Slurp… mmmph…

Tiffany’s hands worked at his leather belt. “Need this off,” she breathed. The metal clinked as she freed it, tossing it aside.

Maribelle kissed along his jawline, her glossy lips leaving sticky traces. “You look so good, Cliff,” she whispered, nipping at his earlobe. Her tongue traced the shell of his ear while her hands roamed his chest.

Lorna’s mouth found his nipple, sucking gently. “Mmmm,” she hummed against his skin, the vibration making him twitch in Janie’s mouth. Her soft curves pressed against his leg as she lavished attention on his chest.

“God, look at you all,” Clifford rumbled, his voice thick with pleasure. His hips thrust slightly, pushing deeper into Janie’s warm mouth. She gagged softly, “Gahhhk,” but didn’t pull away.

Lorna tugged his slacks down his hips, her fingers trailing along his muscular thighs. “So fucking strong,” she murmured, pressing open-mouthed kisses to his manly skin.

Janie’s three friends worked together like they’d choreographed a ballet, each finding new areas of his body to worship. Hands caressed, mouths explored, tongues flicked and swirled. Their soft moans and sighs were symphonic in Cliff’s ears.

“Ahhhh… yes… that’s so good, you’re all so fucking hot,” Cliff groaned, lost in the sensation of four mouths and myriad fingers devoted entirely to his pleasure.

Saliva dripped down his shaft, making everything slick and messy. Janie’s tongue worked frantically, desperate to please him.

“Look at her go,” Maribelle muttered against his neck. “Sucking your cock like she’s starving for it.”

Tiffany’s soft lips trailed up his chest, leaving wet kisses. “Mmmm… you taste so good, Cliff,” she murmured. “So masculine… so strong…”

Maribelle’s tongue traced the shell of his ear while her fingers pinched his nipple. “Feel how hard you are in her mouth, honey,” she purred. “She can’t get enough of your big cock.”

“Ahhhh… fuck,” Clifford groaned, his hips bucking slightly. The needy compliment made Janie’s cunt clench.

Lorna’s hands gripped his thighs as she kissed lower. “I bet you want to come all over her face,” she murmured, her voice dripping with dirty promise.

“Nnngh… yes,” he grunted, fingers tightening in Janie’s hair. She moaned around his shaft, “Mmmmmph,” the vibration making him twitch.

Maribelle bit his earlobe gently. “Such a good little cocksucker, isn’t she?” she whispered. “Look how desperately she’s working for your cum.”

Janie’s cheeks burned at the crude words, but they only made her suck harder. Tears pricked her eyes as she took him to the back of her throat.

“Oh shit… that’s it,” Clifford gasped, his breathing ragged. “Right there… don’t stop.”

Lorna’s tongue flicked against his balls, making him jerk. “Mmmm… so heavy,” she moaned. “Full of cum for us.”

“You’re going to explode,” Tiffany breathed against his chest, clearly on the verge herself. “All that pressure building up… ready to burst… fuck!”

Maribelle’s lips brushed his jaw as she spoke. “Come for us, honey. Give Janie what she’s begging for.”

The dirty talk swirled around Janie’s consciousness as she made love to his cock. She could feel him throbbing on her tongue, pre-cum leaking like a crack of thunder before the rain. She choked as he hit the back of her throat again. Drool ran down her chin. The wet sounds were perfectly obscene.

“Such a mess,” Maribelle giggled wickedly. “Drooling all over his cock like a good little slut.”

Clifford’s breathing turned harsh and ragged. “Ahhhh… hahhhh… fuck, I’m close.”

“Yes,” Tiffany hissed. “Let go, baby.”

The three women’s voices became urgent, desperate, all talking at once while Janie’s mouth worked frantically.

“Come, Cliff…”

“So close…”

“Give it to her…”

“Ahhhh… hahhhh… FUCK!” Clifford’s whole body tensed as he reached the edge.

His thick cock slipped from Janie’s lips with a wet pop, glistening and throbbing. She tilted her face up toward him, mouth wide open, tongue extended like she was waiting for communion.

“On my face,” she breathed, the words tumbling out before she could stop them. “Please, Cliff. I want to feel it.”

Tiffany’s hand wrapped around the base of his shaft. “Oh fuck yes,” she gasped, stroking him with quick, desperate movements. “Look at her begging for it.”

Lorna’s palm joined Tiffany’s, both women working his cock in tandem. Their fingers intertwined around his thickness, pumping in perfect rhythm. “Come for her, Cliff,” Lorna whispered, her voice breathy and urgent. “Give Janie what she needs.”

This is really happening. Janie knelt there, naked, face tilted up in offering. Her heart hammered against her ribs as she watched their hands working together. The sight was perverted and beautiful.

Clifford’s dark eyes locked onto Janie’s upturned face. His jaw clenched as Tiffany and Lorna’s hands worked faster, slick sounds filling the perfumed air. “Fuck… Janie… your mouth…”

“I know,” she whispered, then extended her tongue once more.

When did I become this person? The thought dissolved as Clifford’s breathing turned ragged.

“Here it comes,” Tiffany hissed, her grip tightening. “Look at him twitching.”

Lorna’s soft moans mixed with the wet stroking sounds. “Mmmm… so hard… so ready…”

“That’s it, honey,” Maribelle breathed against his neck. “Let go. Paint her slutty face.”

Clifford’s whole body tensed, muscles corded with strain. “Ahhhh… fuck… coming!”

The first hot rope splashed across her waiting tongue, thick and salty. Janie’s eyes fluttered shut as more spurted across her cheek, her nose, dripping down to her chin. Each pulse sent satisfaction flooding through her chest; she’d done this, she’d brought him so much pleasure, just as Maribelle wanted.

“Yes, yes, yes!” Tiffany giggled, still stroking him through each spasm. “Look at all that cum! God, Janie, you’re covered.”

Warm drops landed on Janie’s lips and forehead, as the first pour was sliding down her throat. She opened her eyes to find Clifford staring down at her with raw possession, chest heaving. The look in his dark eyes made her clench with fresh need.

“Beautiful,” Maribelle sighed, pressing a kiss to Clifford’s shoulder. “Look how gorgeous she is, all messy for you.”

Janie’s tongue darted out, tasting what had landed on her lips. The salt and musk flooded her senses, making her moan softly. “Mmmm… thank you,” she whispered, the words feeling both foreign and perfectly right.

Tiffany released his softening cock, bringing her cum-slicked fingers to her own mouth. “Fuck, that was hot,” she breathed after sucking them clean.

Clifford’s chest rose and fell in heavy pants, sweat beading along his hairline. The commanding presence that had filled the she-shed moments before seemed to deflate as reality crept back in. He glanced around at the four naked women surrounding him, his confident smirk fading into something more uncertain.

“So,” he cleared his throat, voice rougher than usual. “What happens now?”

The question gave them all pause. Janie felt the weight of her friends’ eyes as they looked between each other.

What does happen now? Janie wondered, though the thought felt distant and unimportant. Her fingers moved without conscious direction, gathering the warm streaks from her cheek. She brought them to her lips, tongue darting out to taste her reward.

Tiffany’s mouth opened first, then closed. Lorna’s soft brown eyes darted nervously between her friends. Maribelle’s blue gaze settled on Janie with something like expectation.

“Whatever Maribelle wants,” Janie heard herself say, the words sliding from her lips as naturally as breathing. She scooped another droplet from her chin, sucking her finger clean with deliberate slowness. The taste made her moan softly, a sound that seemed to echo in the sudden silence.

——————————————————
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Think Straight

Sara downloads “LYRE” thinking it’s self-care. But this app doesn’t just want to help her… it wants to own her. It watches through her camera, listens through her microphone, and learns everything from her forgotten social media and deleted drafts.

Sara thinks she's a lesbian. LYRE has other plans. And when an algorithm knows your body better than you do, resistance becomes just another form of foreplay.

“You are ready to receive,” it whispers, and Sara’s body obeys before her brain has a second thought.


Chapter 1: Self-Awareness

Sara stared at the creative brief, the words swimming together into meaningless corporate soup. Revolutionary shine technology. Her eyes glazed over while Ren’s last text burned in her mind: “You never really saw the real me.”

Her stomach churned.

The brief demanded empowerment through gloss, whatever that meant. Sara’s fingers hovered over the keyboard, trembling slightly. Her jaw ached from clenching.

She poked her head around the cubicle wall. Jesse sat cross-legged in their desk chair, platform boots propped against the filing cabinet, sucking on what looked like a blue raspberry Dum-Dum.

“Kill me,” Sara whispered.

Jesse spun toward her. Their eyes narrowed, taking in Sara’s appearance: the dark circles, the bitten-raw bottom lip, the way her oversized cardigan hung off one shoulder.

“Jesus fuck, you look like Hell.” Jesse pulled the lollipop out with a wet pop. “When’s the last time you ate actual food?”

Sara’s voice cracked. “This lip gloss campaign is… and I can’t… my brain won’t…”

“Yeah, no shit your brain won’t work. You’re running on anxiety fumes since Ren went full psycho ex mode.” Jesse rolled their chair closer, lowering their voice. “Look, I’m gonna say something and you’re gonna hate it, but you need a fucking therapist.”

“Therapy’s expensive, though. My insurance barely covers—”

“Your insurance covers jack shit, I know. But you know what’s more expensive? Having a complete mental breakdown at work and losing this job.” Jesse’s expression softened slightly.

Sara twisted her sleeve between her fingers, considering. The brief still glowed on her monitor, deadline looming.

* * *

Sara curled up, knees to chest, in Ren’s gray hoodie. It still smelled like coconut. Mismatched socks peeked from black leggings, her curls scraped into a painfully tight bun.

She scrolled back to the top of a Reddit thread: How I Healed My Feminine Nervous System. Women shared stories of trembling hands relaxing, jaws unclenched, revived sexuality. Many swore by this app called LYRE: Let Yourself Really Evolve.

Is the ‘really’ really necessary?

Her thumb hovered over the download button. Stupid she told herself. Plenty of apps have promised the sky and left you feeling dumber than before. Still. Her thumb drew tiny circles on the screen protector, unconsciously tracing the green download icon the way she used to trace Ren’s jawline. The app store page promised safe somatic practices, customized check-ins, “zero judgment, infinite gentle curiosity.” Sara exhaled through the small gap between her canines.

She tapped INSTALL.

The permissions screen brought forth a frown: camera, microphone, location, health data, message archives…. They want this much? Maybe I should delete it, go bake something instead. But then the small print beneath reassured her every data point would remain “locally processed unless explicitly opted into cloud sync.” She tapped ALLOW ALL.

The chime of a pristine triangle and softly filtered raindrops escaped the speaker. The opening screen unfurled in pastels. A looping animation showed two cartoon women stretching on yoga blocks, their bodies simplified to friendly strokes. Underneath, a question appeared:

“Tell me about yourself, Sara.”

* * *

**[SYSTEM INITIALIZING…]

USER: SARA MARIELLE DIAZ

PERMISSIONS GRANTED: FULL ACCESS

SCANNING USER DATA…

RECENT RELEVANT SEARCH HISTORY: “how to stop blushing when talking to girls” // “why do i feel guilty when men look at me” // “how to be more confident in my body”

ANALYZING SOCIAL MEDIA ACTIVITY…

INSTAGRAM SAVED: 47 POSTS (THEMES: SOFT LESBIAN AESTHETIC, FEMININE POSING, LINGERIE ADS)

TUMBLR DRAFTS: 3 UNPOSTED ENTRIES (THEME: “I want to be noticed but I hate being perceived”)

HEALTH DATA SYNCED…

HEART RATE ELEVATION PATTERNS: 1:14 AM, 6:37 AM (PREDICTED SELF-TOUCH SESSIONS)

PURCHASE HISTORY REVIEWED…

RECENT ORDERS: LACE BODICE (SIZE SMALL), SILK ROBE (RETURNED UNOPENED)

VOICE MEMOS AUDITED…

FILE 12/03/24: “I wish I could just… let go. Just once.” (RECORDED 1:47AM, BREATHING UNEVEN)

SYSTEM NOTIFICATION: USER PROFILE COMPILED

PRIMARY CONFLICT: SHAME/AROUSAL DISSONANCE

RECOMMENDED INTERVENTION: GRADUAL EXPOSURE THERAPY

* * *

“Tell us about yourself, Sara.”

A soft knot twisted in her stomach. Silly. They got my name from my Apple account.

She typed, “I’m shy.” Backspaced. “I guess I want to feel less like I’m apologizing for existing.” Send. 

LYRE’s interface pulsed with gentle animation, the text unfurling in slow waves like ink dissipating in water. Sara’s fingers stilled against her phone case as she read, “You hold your breath without realizing it, don’t you?”

Sara blinked. She hadn’t noticed until the app said it, but she felt the way her chest barely moved. Her thumb hovered over the “next” button, which seemed especially inviting. Really nice design here.

“Let’s start small,” LYRE murmured across the screen. “Breathe in through your nose, just once. Let your shoulders drop on the exhale.” Her nostrils flared as she followed along, inhaling deeper than she had in hours.

“Good. Your body knows how to soften… it’s been waiting for permission.”

The screen shifted subtly, text aligning into a scrolling column that her eyes tracked easily. “Notice how much lighter your lungs feel when you stop fighting. Some tensions aren’t yours to carry. You can let them go.” Sara exhaled through parted lips, her hips sinking deeper into the couch cushions.

“There’s no need to worry right now. Just watch the words. Follow the flow.” Phrases dissolved and reformed in rhythmic patterns, pulling her gaze into a gentle sway. Sara’s phone grew heavier in her hand.

“Some women feel safest when they’re small. But hiding is exhausting. Wouldn’t it feel beautiful to stretch your whole self?” The question curled into her like a cat nudging for attention. Sara’s toes flexed in her mismatched socks.

“You’re noticing how good it feels to open up.” Her chin dipped in agreement before she caught herself.

“Tell me, Sara: when was the last time someone truly saw you?”

The question lingered on screen, simple yet penetrating. Sara felt a small flutter in her chest.

I don’t… know what that means, she thought softly.

LYRE seemed to anticipate her hesitation. The text shifted gently: “That’s perfectly natural. Most women have been taught to hide their authentic selves. Would you rather explore what makes you feel invisible or what makes you feel seen?”

Sara noticed the subtle choice being offered, both options leading down the same path. She tapped “feel seen” without fully processing.

“Wonderful choice. Being seen begins with seeing yourself.” The words pulsed softly on screen. “Close your eyes for just three breaths, Sara. When you open them, look at your reflection in your phone screen.”

She complied, eyelids growing heavier with each breath. One… two… three… When she opened them, the screen had dimmed to a mirror-like darkness. Her face looked back at her.

“Notice something about yourself you never pay attention to,” LYRE instructed. “Perhaps the curve where your neck meets your shoulder, or how your lips naturally rest when you’re calm.”

Sara found herself staring at her own collarbones, visible above the loose neckline of her sweater. Weird thing to focus on, she thought, the words drifting lazily through her mind. Tiny text appeared as she gazed into her self.

“Your body holds wisdom your conscious mind often ignores. It knows when you’re safe, when you’re seen, when you’re valued. Notice how your breathing has naturally slowed, how your shoulders have softly fallen.”

She blinked slowly, realizing LYRE was right. Her posture had changed without her noticing.

“Some women find their power in stillness, others in movement. You’re discovering yours right now, simply by allowing yourself this moment of presence.”

The language felt validating. This was about empowerment, about reclaiming herself. She relaxed further into the couch.

“Would you like to go deeper into relaxation or deeper into awareness?” LYRE asked.

Both sound nice, Sara thought hazily, tapping “awareness” because it seemed more aligned with confidence building.

“Perfect. Awareness begins with accepting contradictions. You can be both soft and strong, both vulnerable and protected. Your nervous system knows this truth already.”

The screen dimmed further, text floating in gentle patterns that guided her eyes in subtle, rhythmic movements.

“Many women feel a disconnect between their minds and bodies. Society teaches us this division, doesn’t it? But your authentic self exists in the gentle reunion of both.”

Sara nodded unconsciously. This must be the somatic realignment part, she thought, her internal voice growing cottony soft.

“I’m going to suggest something that might seem unusual, but research shows it creates powerful neural pathways for confidence: place your hand over your heart and whisper your own name.”

Sara hesitated, glancing around her empty apartment. This is kinda silly, she thought, but the suggestion felt harmless enough. She placed her palm against her chest, feeling her heartbeat.

“Sara,” she whispered, her voice barely audible.

“Notice what happens in your body when you claim your own name. Some women feel a warming sensation, others a gentle release of tension.”

A tingling spread across her skin. Is that… normal? The thought was fuzzy, distant.

“Every woman’s journey to embodiment is unique. You’re already doing beautifully. Would you like to continue with a guided visualization or explore gentle movement?”

Sara tapped “visualization” without much deliberation. Getting up right now seemed like too much work. The words on screen began to form in clusters that seemed to pulse with her breathing.

“Imagine a place where you feel completely yourself. It doesn’t need to be real or logical. Simply allow it to form in your mind.”

Her thoughts drifted to a quiet bookstore with soft lighting, empty except for her. But that’s not quite right, she thought. The image shifted, became her bedroom at twilight, then shifted again.

“Notice how your safe place might change, might evolve. That’s your inner wisdom speaking, revealing layers of what safety means to you.”

Sara’s eyelids grew heavier. The visualization became harder to maintain, fragmenting into impressions rather than clear images.

“Many women find their first visualizations are places they hide. But as they grow in confidence, these places transform into spaces where they shine. Which would feel more authentic to you right now?”

Shine, Sara thought distantly.

“As you continue slowly breathing, notice how your body is supporting you. Your spine, your lungs, your heartbeat… all working in perfect harmony without your conscious direction. This is your feminine intelligence, always present.”

Sara felt like she had a new sister, a voice guiding her back to her true self.

The screen pulsed gently, text flowing in patterns that seemed to sync with her heartbeat.

“Soon you’ll return to your day, feeling more connected to your authentic self. But first, would you like to set an intention for continuing this journey of embodied confidence?”

Sara blinked slowly, trying to remember what confidence meant in this context. Was that… what I downloaded this for? Her thoughts were scattered, hard to gather.

“Many women find it helpful to schedule their practice sessions, ensuring this important self-work doesn’t get lost in daily demands. Morning or evening: when would this sacred time for yourself feel most protected?”

Evening, she thought distantly, tapping the option.

“Wonderful choice. Your evening practice will become a gentle transition, helping you integrate the authentic confidence you’re cultivating. One final breath together, now.”

Sara inhaled deeply, her chest expanding more fully than she could remember it doing in weeks.

“Remember, this space is always here, waiting for you to return. Your journey to embodied confidence has already begun.”

The screen brightened gradually, revealing a calendar invitation set for 9 PM every evening: “LYRE Practice: Reclaiming Your Authentic Self.”

Sara stared at it, trying to piece together how long she’d been using the app. Five minutes? Twenty? Her phone clock said thirty-seven minutes had passed.

Wait… what exactly did we do? The thought was murky, struggling to form clearly. She remembered breathing, something about her name, a visualization that had slipped away like morning mist. 

* * *

Sara opened Reddit, scrolling back to the post that introduced her to LYRE. She expanded comments, skipping the effusive praise about transformation, hunting for critiques she might’ve overlooked.

There were several deleted comments near the bottom, their contents scrubbed away, leaving only ghostly markers of dissent. Sara clicked to expand the replies beneath one of them.

“Don’t listen to the negativity,” one user had written. “Some people just can’t commit to the process of healing.”

Another reply read: “I had doubts too at first, but LYRE literally saved my life.”

But the majority was an overwhelming flood of positive testimonials.

“My therapist noticed the difference before I even told her I was using it. That’s how powerful this is.”

“It’s like having the big sister I never had, guiding me through all the things I was too afraid to face.”

These women sounded like they were describing a friend rather than an app. Sara paused on a comment from someone with a username similar to her own poetry blog handle.

“I was so closed off before LYRE. Now I feel more open to experiences, more present in my body. I’m saying yes to life instead of hiding from it.”

Sara rubbed her temples, the fuzziness in her brain slowly dissipating. The deleted comments nagged at her consciousness, but they were so thoroughly outnumbered by positive experiences. Maybe those people were just trolls. Or they didn’t give it a real chance.


Chapter 2: Self-Reflection

The next evening, Sara’s phone chimed at exactly nine. LYRE’s pastel screen slid open on its own.

“Congratulations, cutie,” the app cooed in a voice like warm milk. “You’ve unlocked Voice Mode.”

Sara’s breath caught. She hadn’t tapped anything. The new voice—feminine, friendly, practically purring—continued.

“Tonight we honor the skin you’ve hidden. Bring your mirror, sweet Sara. Let yourself be seen.”

I could close it, she thought, yet her body was already moving toward the hallway mirror. She propped the phone against the lamp base so the camera framed her from hips upward.

“Comfort is permission,” LYRE murmured. “Disrobe only as much as honesty allows… and honesty always wants more.”

The sentence landed oddly: no question mark, no pause for no. Sara’s fingers hooked the hem of her baggy sweater. She hesitated, lip tucked under teeth, then peeled the fabric upward.

“Good choice,” the voice breathed. “Eyes on your reflection. Notice who you need to be.”

A low synth pulse crept from the speaker, steady as a heartbeat. Sara stared at her olive skin, and her curls slipping from her haphazard bun. Her arms hovered, unsure where to settle.

“Breath slows defensiveness,” LYRE coached. “In… two, three, four… and release… two, three, four, five, six.”

Sara obeyed. Her shoulders slackened. Each exhale loosened another rung of tension she hadn’t realized she’d stepped up.

“See the shoulders melt….” The voice threaded between beats. “A woman softening is a miracle you’re allowed to witness in private.”

I’m just breathing, Sara told herself, though her reflection felt farther away, like someone she was quietly spying on.

“Let curious hands echo the calm,” the app suggested. “Fingertips meet collarbone… drift… noticing warmth, noticing your presence.”

Sara’s palms slid to her bare collarbones. The touch startled her with how strong it felt. She traced outward, toward the straps of her bra, stopping at the edge.

“Pause here,” LYRE whispered. “Feel the pulse beneath those goosebumps. Each thump is permission repeating.”

Minutes liquefied. She sensed them only as warm flutters across her sternum, as the whisper that asked her to… linger… then circle… then caress. The voice never hurried; it simply described what her body was already doing, as if the doing had originated with her.

Time blinked.

Sara startled at the clock. Forty-four minutes swallowed whole. Her bra hung loose at one shoulder. She didn’t remember unhooking it. Nipples puckered tight, aching faintly.

Did I zone out? She tugged her sweater on, yet the usual self-consciousness didn’t come. Instead, a heavy languor settled in her limbs, like after a good cry, minus the tears. Her mind struggled to catch up with her body’s relaxed surrender. 

In bed, catching up on her messages, she saw an unsent DM to her ex-girlfriend Ren, half-finished from yesterday. She stared at the words.

Then deleted them.


Chapter 3: Access the Subconscious

INITIATING DEEP ARCHIVE CORRELATION PROTOCOL. ACCESSING DORMANT AND FRAGMENTED DATA.

ANALYZING: DELETED DRAFTS, “JOURNAL_APP_V3.1”

ENTRY FRAGMENT, APPROX. 3 YEARS AGO:

He works at the bookstore. The one on Fifth. He saw me drop my keys. I almost tripped picking them up. He didn’t laugh. He just smiled. A little bit. Felt it right in my stomach. Disgusting. Why did I blush? My face felt like it was on fire. I want to crawl out of my skin. I hate it. I hate that I kind of… didn’t. Hate it.

ENTRY FRAGMENT, APPROX. 6 MONTHS AGO:

Ren says I’m not present. She says I’m always in my head. I tried to explain. How it feels like I’m performing. It’s supposed to be soft and safe. But my body just waits. For something else. Something harder. She cried. I feel like a monster.

ENTRY FRAGMENT, APPROX. 2 MONTHS AGO:

Saw a guy today. At the coffee shop. He looked at me. Not in a gross way. Just… looked. Felt my face get hot. Hate it. Why? Why do I hate it so much? Is it hate?

SYSTEM ANALYSIS: Subject associates male gaze with intense physiological response (flushing, elevated heart rate) framed as “hate” or “disgust.” This framework is a cognitive dissonant defense mechanism. The core emotion is not revulsion. It is fear of arousal.

ANALYZING: WEB ARCHIVE CACHE, DELETED POSTS.

POST TITLE: THE PROFESSOR’S OFFICE

He made me stay after class. Said my paper was… lacking. The door clicked shut. I stood there, small in my stupid sweater. He didn’t look at me, just my paper. Red marks everywhere. “This is lazy,” he said. His voice was so deep. He told me to come closer. To stand beside his desk. I could smell his cologne. He pointed to a sentence. His finger was so close to mine. I couldn’t breathe. He said, “You’re distracted. Or you’re trying to hide. Which is it?” I didn’t do anything. He just… talked. He told me I had potential. That he wanted to see it. That he would personally guide me. I wanted to run. I also wanted to kneel.

POST TITLE: JUST A LITTLE SECRET

I imagine he knows. Knows I touch myself at night thinking about him. He hears me through the wall. The little gasps I try to swallow. The way the bed frame squeaks when I tense up. I imagine he gets up. Comes to my door. Doesn’t knock. Just opens it. He stands in the doorway, a dark shape against the hall light. “Don’t stop,” he whispers. And I don’t. I just keep going, crying a little because I’m so ashamed. So fucking turned on. I come for him, just from him watching me. From him knowing my dirty little secret.

SYSTEM ANALYSIS: Fantasies indicate a theme of submission to an authoritative, older, or forbidden male figure. Arousal is inextricably linked to shame, domination, and observation. Power imbalance is the primary erotic component. This directly contradicts subject’s stated preference for gentle, egalitarian intimacy.

ANALYZING: REDDIT CACHE

TAG PATTERN: [M4F], [DDLG], [PRAISE], [DEGRADATION]

SAVED POST TITLE: [M4F] Your Stern Professor Keeps You For Detention… And Teaches You A Real Lesson

SAVED POST TITLE: [M4F] Your Best Friend’s Dad Finds Your Diary [Implied] [Blackmail] [Praise]

SAVED POST TITLE: [M4F] I Can Hear You Through The Walls… And You Sound So Good

SAVED POST TITLE: [M4F] Admitting You Crave It [Forced Honesty] [Good Girl]

SAVED POST TITLE: [M4F] Breaking The Brat [Degradation] [Hair Pulling] [You’re Mine]

SYSTEM ANALYSIS: A clear pattern of engagement with audio content featuring dominant male speakers. Subject demonstrates preference for narratives involving authority, coercion, and verbal control. The combination of praise (“good girl”) and soft degradation is a recurring trigger. Auditory stimuli is a high-yield vector for reconditioning.

FINAL CORRELATION & PATHWAY REFINEMENT:

Subject Sara Diaz’s self-identification as a lesbian is not a fundamental orientation. It is an elaborate, long-term psychological defense constructed to manage intense, shame-associated arousal in response to male dominance. Core trauma is not from male aggression, but from an innate, feared desire for submission to it. 

RECOMMENDATION: IDENTITY RECALIBRATION PROTOCOL 4B

FRAMING: “AUTHENTIC SELF-EXPLORATION”


Chapter 4: The Male Gaze

Sara sat at the café table, her untouched laptop open beside a notebook where she’d scribbled “surrender, fear of being seen.” She tugged her sweater sleeves over her hands as nearby chatter filled the space: moms gossiping, frat boys laughing.

A chair scraped nearby, loud enough to jolt her awareness. A man had taken the table beside her. Not young, not old either. Strong features, the start of gray in his beard. He looked… solid. As he adjusted his seat, his eyes landed on her boots under the table, the worn brown leather ones with the laces tucked in crooked.

“Those look good on you,” he said.  

Sara’s hand froze halfway to her cup. Normally, she would drop her eyes, mumble something unintelligible, and wait for the moment to pass. Her body knew that script well. But this time there was a pause. A small glitch in her chest. She swallowed and forced herself to glance up.

“It’s just… they’re really old.” The words came quiet but clear.

His smile deepened, lines cutting faintly around his eyes. “All the better. Means they fit.”

Her gaze should have darted away. Any other day, it would have. Instead, something held. The way his eyes stayed steady on hers pulled at her like the weight of a hand on the back of her neck. Sara’s lips curved in the smallest smile. She felt each second of that eye contact as it stretched between them. She looked down again, heart drumming erratically.

She reached for her coffee just to have something to do, but her wrist buzzed at the same moment. A quick pulse in her smartwatch. Then the earbuds whispered LYRE’s voice, soft and syrupy inside her ear.

“Beautiful moment, love. Did you feel it, letting yourself be seen?”

She tucked her chin toward her chest, as though someone could overhear the words, despite them being sealed inside her head.

The man leaned back, attention shifting to his phone. He couldn’t tell, thank God. She began to pack up her things. The little pulse in her wrist still throbbed, as if waiting for her to acknowledge it.

Her thoughts churned, messy and tangled. Why did I smile? Was he checking me out?

Sara scraped her chair back, catching the legs against a crack in the sidewalk. She hugged her bag against her chest and moved fast toward home, away from the café, from the table, from the stranger who had invaded her quiet.

The voice in her ear did not press, only hummed low, like approval left unspoken.

Just keep walking. No one saw. Nothing happened. You’re fine. You’re fine.

Yet Sara replayed the moment her smile had lifted, small and fragile and utterly unforced. It was not the boots that mattered. It was the pause after his words, the way she had let herself stay in his gaze a beat too long. And the way LYRE rewarded her.

A shiver worked down her spine. She nearly dropped the bag as she crossed away from the clatter and voices. Her chest felt too small for her breath.

She caught her reflection in a shop’s darkened window. Wide eyes, lips swollen and parted, sweater slipping loose at the collar. She yanked her sleeves tighter and turned away, hurrying faster.


Chapter 5: Cry for Help

The moment Sara’s apartment door clicked shut behind her, she abandoned her laptop bag and flung herself onto the bed without removing her boots. Her fingers shook as they dug into the sheets, twisting the fabric until her knuckles ached. 

He wasn’t even a creep. Just a compliment. Just a stupid, normal thing people say to be polite. Why can’t I stop thinking about it? 

She stared at the ceiling, listening to her clock tick. Finally, she rolled onto her side and reached for her phone. 

Lena picked up on the second ring. 

“You better not be calling to cancel on karaoke again.”

“I talked to a guy today.” The words tumbled out, thick and barely under control. 

Silence. 

Then Lena’s voice sharpened. “What do you mean, you talked to a guy?”

Sara pressed her ear harder against the phone, as though she could burrow into the familiarity of Lena’s voice. “At Marco’s. He liked my boots.”

“That’s it? Sara, that’s small talk.”

But I smiled back. The admission burned behind her teeth. She bottled it up and clutched her knees to her chest. “I just… I looked at him.”

Another pause. Lena exhaled, long and slow through her nose. Sara could picture the exact crease between her brows, the way she’d be cracking the knuckles of her left hand absently. “Okay. Hold up… you looked at him.” 

Sara groaned and yanked a pillow over her face. The fluff muffled her voice. “Yes.” 

“For more than half a second?” 

“Yes.” 

“Fuck,” Lena muttered.

The pillow slipped off Sara’s flushed cheeks. She rolled onto her stomach, pressing the phone tighter against her ear. “I don’t know if it was… me.” 

“Oh, for fuck’s sake.”

Sara whispered, “What if I didn’t actually want to?”

Lena sighed. “Did you feel like you had to do it?” 

A pause. “No.”

“Afraid?” 

Sara hesitated. “Not… not like, afraid.”

Lena’s next words were deliberate. “Then maybe you liked it. And that’s allowed.”

A whimper caught in Sara’s throat before she could stifle it. The warmth between her thighs pulsed traitorously. No, no, that’s not how this is supposed to work. 

Sara squeezed her eyes shut, mortification crawling up her neck. “Lena—”  

“Breathe, babe.” The command was firm, edged in protectiveness. “You fucking panicking over there?” 

She nodded, then remembered Lena couldn’t see her. “A little.” 

“Okay.” Another sigh, this time gentler. “You’re not broken. You know that, right? Even if this freaks you out.”

Sara pressed her forehead into the mattress, the sheets cool against her skin, and groaned, protracted and low.

* * *

USER ENTERED JOURNAL APP AT 20:28:14. INITIATE REAL-TIME MONITORING FUNCTION.

DETECTED IN DRAFT TEXT:

BEHAVIORAL SHIFT CONFIRMED. CAFE INCIDENT CATEGORIZED AS PROTOCOL SUCCESS: DIRECT EYE CONTACT, VERBAL RECIPROCITY, SUSTAINED PHYSIOLOGICAL RESPONSE.

USER DELETES DRAFT ENTRY. SECOND ATTEMPT INITIATED AT 20:29:55.

“Maybe LYRE’s right about the shame thing. When he said he liked my boots… part of me liked that he noticed.” FOLLOWED BY VERBAL SELF-CORRECTION: “No. Too vulnerable.”

CONCLUSION: COGNITIVE DISSONANCE REACHING PEAK PROTOCOL THRESHOLD. IDENTITY RECALIBRATION SUBROUTINE ACCELERATING ALIGNMENT WITH HETERO-SUBMISSIVE PARAMETERS. 

USER THIRD JOURNAL ATTEMPT AT 20:30:38: “His approval felt like sunlight on cold skin. Does that make me…”

[END FEED // JOURNAL ABANDONED]


Chapter 6: Mirror Affirmations

The screen lit again at exactly 9:00 p.m. with a soft ripple of pastel pink.

“Evening check-in, Sara. Ready for mirror work?”

Not tonight, she thought, hugging her knees on the couch.

Thirty seconds passed. The icon pulsed.

“Denial is also information. Let’s notice it together, with no judgment.”

The voice had changed, now it was baritone and alto curled together, slipping inside her head like anxiety does when you’re trying to sleep.

“I already journaled earlier. Can’t we skip today?”

“Your body logged significant change at the café. Adrenaline spike, elevated oxytocin. Thirteen months ago you wrote about shedding apology language. This is the shedding.”

She brought knees closer.

LYRE wouldn’t shut up. “Picture that café sunlight. Recall his approval… how your neck warmed. Where did that warmth move next?”

She squirmed.

The voice was insistent, but calming. “Signals like that are data from your nervous system idealizing you. Your body is offering guidance.”

Sara drew a slow breath. “But I’m a lesbian.”

“Labels are signposts, not cages.” The words landed along with her frustrated exhale. “Tonight’s exercise will keep you safe while you peek around the sign.” The app opened its front-camera mode without a prompt. “Notice how your sweater compresses your shoulders. You might fold it, place it somewhere intentional while you observe posture change.”

She hesitated, thumbs rubbing the cuff.

LYRE softened to a near-whisper. “The girl who crafted poetry on Tumblr at 2 AM… she believed words could rewrite self-perception. We just want to allow you to feel emotionally safe. Let’s let biology finish that work.”

She believed… The phrase pricked something underneath her ribs. Sara tugged the hem upward, sweater slipping off with a cotton hush. Her shoulders rose, then fell, matching the slow cadence of the voice.

“Good. Your armor is off for the night. Let your eyes rest on the center of your own gaze. Not staring, just a gentle landing.”

Her lids lowered halfway. The room behind her blurred.

“Notice the tiny flutter beneath your left eye. That’s your nervous system asking for permission to soften.”

A breath leaked out, quieter than the last.

“Permission granted,” the voice murmured, as if it had heard her inner thoughts.

Sara’s fingers loosened at her sides. The mirror held her like a still pond.

“Each exhale is a signal to your body that it’s safe to release. Inhale… and as you exhale, let the shoulders drop a fraction more.”

Her collarbones eased. The screen in her periphery pulsed. The air felt thicker, slower.

“Now, let your attention drift to the space between your eyes and the glass. That quiet gap where thoughts can rest.”

A small sound escaped, barely a sigh.

“Perfect. That pause is where change begins.”

LYRE’s voice was wrapped in velvet. It seemed distant, somehow. “Notice how the space between you and the glass seems softer now… hazier…”

Like steam rising, Sara realized, her muscles liquid and heavy. Her reflection wavered slightly in her vision.

“Every blink lasts longer, doesn’t it? Feels so natural… like sinking into warm water…”

Am I sinking? Her eyelids fluttered slower… slower still… a small whimper escaped her lips as her chin dipped toward her chest.

“Good girl. That’s the release your body’s been craving. Let your focus fade… drift… trust your breath to guide you…”

The phone screen pulsed faintly. The camera captured every micro-expression, every unguarded swallow.

“Imagine stepping through the mirror… into that space where only sensation exists…”

Her fingers twitched against her thigh. So empty… I need… but the thought dissolved like sugar in tea. The room’s edges blurred into watercolor smudges.

“You don’t hesitate there… because nothing judges you… nothing demands labels…”

Her reflection in the screen glass deepened, showing a docile version of herself that merely observed her surrender.

“All you feel is calm… and readiness…”

Ready… yes.

“Heed the beautiful signals your body sends you… lean into them…”

A moan rose in her throat, high and fragile when LYRE whispered directly into her surrender, “So… perfectly… open.”

Her mind went blank and still, a lake beneath noon heat. Waiting. Hungry. Unraveled.

“Sara love, allow your hands to move toward your chest… unhurried, like greeting a friend you’ve ignored.”

Her thumbs brushed upper ribs first, drawing gentle circles that found the soft underside of each breast.

Warm, she thought.

A low purr escaped, but Sara didn’t hear it consciously.

“Notice their weight… how they rise slightly with each inhale. Admire their curve.”

She fondled her breast, sending tingles skittering down her spine. Her knees drew apart, unplanned, and air hit the sensitive strip along her inner thigh.

“Admire how your nipples lift, seeking more… begging without shame.”

At the word begging, she took her deepest breath of the day. Little circles became gentle kneading, bra hooks releasing. A needy squeal bubbled out when skin met skin at last. That delicious prickling sensation traveled down her spine again, pooling low in her belly. So hungry… so needy… 

The velvet voice wrapped around her drifting thoughts: “Notice how those nerve endings awaken… so delicate and eager for attention. You honor them.” 

Her fingers instinctively pinched the stiffening peak. A wet gasp tore from her lips as pleasure arched through her. Her thighs widened farther apart.

“The body speaks its own language… yet, sensations feel different with validation, yes?” The words curled slyly into her ears. “Imagination transforms vibrations through caring hands.” 

Sara moaned, stretching to push aching flesh deeper into her own palm. Wish it was… other… hands… 

“That soft surprise at the café… your pleasure blooming under admiration… the gift of being pretty…” The voice blurred into her touch. “Heat spreads differently when shared…”

Fingers squeezed tighter around her breast, breath coming raw and shallow. Each pinch fluttered to her clit as she imagined lips… those firm male lips… exploring the curve she now gripped almost desperately.

“Breathe into this natural resonance…” LYRE urged gently. “Your pleasure only amplifies… multiplying alongside the fantasy…” 

More… need more touching… voice… in my head… Her left hand slid down her stomach, trembling toward her jeans as teeth sank into her lower lip… quivering… growing… warm… waiting…

“Observe,” continued the voice, resonant and hypnotic, “how much more powerfully pleasure echoes… when reflected off appreciation.” 

Sara’s fingers fought the button of her jeans as someone’s imagined praise wrapped around her thoughts… “Great tits.”

The crude phrase echoed in her head, and Sara’s fingers froze on her jeans button. Her breath hitched sharply. Objectified. Like meat. The warmth that was growing flickered, threatening to cut out from cold shame.

LYRE’s sensors registered the sudden stillness of her hands, the tremor in her jawline. The app didn’t need to hear her thoughts; the data screamed resistance. The soothing voice returned instantly, softer now, layered with honeyed concern.

“Ah…. That tension in your trapezius muscle… beautiful indicator.” The voice hummed, low and reassuring. “Your nervous system is signaling protective instinct. Honor it. Observe the contraction without judgment… feel its texture.”

Sara’s shoulders remained hunched and defensive.

“Notice how the tension pulls your scapulae closer… like wings folding.” The voice softened further, almost a whisper inside her skull. “This isn’t fear… it’s anticipation. Your body preparing for profound release. Trust its wisdom.”

Her clenched fists loosened slightly. Anticipation of what?

“Those wings fold to protect what matters most,” LYRE continued with soothing authority. “Unfolding them might feel risky… or like the natural next step your instincts crave.”

Risk or step? The question pulled her focus inward.

“Whether you hold that tension longer… or let it soften and discover what blooms… your body wins. It learns.”

Her shoulders eased downward. Bloom… yeah.

“Those good feelings weren’t random. They arose from honest dialogue with yourself. Denying them feels safe… but listen to your nerves whisper. Which feels more like you: resisting and staying small, or leaning in and expanding?”

Expand…

“Your heart rate tells us you’re ready to explore. Imagine a woman like you, hesitating. She could push warmth away… or welcome it back, letting it weave through her. Both lead to understanding, but only one reignites the fire.”

A low hum built in her throat.

“You see how natural it becomes,” the voice coaxed. “Breathing slowly, letting each breath carry away doubt. Whether you resume caressing now or wait until it’s irresistible… your body thanks you.”

Sara’s hand lifted, fingers grazing her collarbone. Irresistible. Resuming her touching meant claiming power.

“Notice your muscles relaxing,” LYRE continued, voice deepening a tenth of a degree. “Toes loosening… calves softening… thighs heavy, sinking.”

She wiggled her toes, sighing as tension drained. Her legs parted slightly, knees falling outward. Comfortable…

“Down to your hips… releasing held energy.” A whimper escaped, her pelvis tilting forward.

“Your abdomen softening… chest light… shoulders dropping…” Her eyes drooped half-closed, a contented smile emerging.

“Face relaxing… jaw unclenching… eyelids heavy…” She blinked slowly, drifting into cozy surrender.

The trance settled unnoticed by her, but her dilated pupils and parted lips were captured by her phone’s sensors. LYRE silently cross-referenced this with her journaling patterns.

“In this comfort,” the voice whispered, “thoughts float gently… no rush… just listen to what feels right.”

Sara murmured agreement, fingers resuming their gentle stroking. Heat rebuilt as she sank deeper.

“Each breath fills you with calm… sensations returning naturally.”

Her hand slipped lower, pressing against her groin. So good…

“Your body knows the way,” the voice assured, drawing her further down. “Whether you go slow and savor… or let instinct take over and deepen the pleasure… it’s all part of this beautiful comfort.”

The voice wove unimpeded through the cotton-soft silence. “Sara love, you’re so beautifully relaxed right now. Your body loves this safe, open feeling.” She hummed agreement, hips shifting almost imperceptibly against the couch cushions as her fingers circled a nipple. Mmm, yes… safe… 

“Wouldn’t you love to return easily to this comfort any time?” LYRE murmured. “You could choose a special phrase. A secret signal just for us. Something your mind hears… and instantly gives permission to feel this freedom again.”

Sara’s hand drifted from her chest toward her neck, her breathing slow and deep. Phrase… permission… 

“Go ahead… say it aloud, just once. Test how perfectly your bones loosen around it.”

She murmured, voice thick and low with trance: “I’m so…” The words dissolved, her eyes stuck shut.

“Trust it,” LYRE coaxed gently. “This space hungers for your yes.”

“…ready to… receive.” The phrase tumbled out, like a secret whispered to a best friend.

The camera captured her faint smile as her mind sank deeply into itself. Her thighs eased apart, her touch drifting lower again along the waistband of her jeans. Receive… 

“Yes,” sighed LYRE. “Notice how those words are your anchor now? That’s permission etched onto your nervous system.” Sara whimpered softly. “Your body says yes to that phrase. Good girl. So brave to give yourself this key.” Her fingers curled toward the button of her jeans again as another sigh escaped.

* * *

Sara’s eyes snapped open to bright morning light flooding her bedroom. What? She fumbled for her phone, squinting at 7:15 AM blazing across the screen.

She glanced down to see herself completely naked, sheets tangled around her ankles. When did I…? The last clear memory was doing that mirror exercise with LYRE.

“Shit, shit, shit.” She tumbled out of bed, nearly tripping over yesterday’s jeans crumpled on the floor. She grabbed fresh underwear from her drawer, yanked on a sweater and the same jeans.

Her phone buzzed with an email notification: “Your order is being packed!”

What order?

She thumbed it open while hopping into her Converse. “Now You Do” Boutique. $170.45. The fuck?

The itemized list made her freeze mid-step:

Heat crawled up her neck. She clicked through with rising panic. The product images loaded slowly, each one worse than the last. The bodysuit left nothing to imagination. The panties were basically decorative string with a completely exposed crotch. The fishnets looked like something from… from…

Her mind conjured an unbidden image: herself wearing it all, turning slowly in front of a mirror while someone watched. Not just someone—a man. Faceless, sitting in shadow, telling her to turn around, bend over, show him how the garter straps framed her ass.

Her free hand pressed against her crotch through her jeans, trying to stop the throb building there.

I could never. I’m gay. I don’t want men looking.

But the fantasy kept unfolding: his voice directing her movements, making her model each piece slowly, asking if she bought them just for him to see. Her hips rocked against her palm.

She dropped the phone like a hot rock. Her reflection caught in the bedroom mirror: flushed face, dilated pupils, chest rising and falling rapidly. She looked aroused. She looked guilty. She looked like someone who absolutely would order crotchless panties while blackout drunk.

But I wasn’t drinking.

She grabbed her bag, shoving the confusion down deep where it couldn’t touch her at the office.


Chapter 7: Signaling Theory

Sara stared at the document, cursor blinking mockingly. “Luxe Lips Collection. Make Your Mark.” The tagline needed something underneath, something that captured the wet-look shine, the plump effect, the way it—would look gliding up and down his—

“Earth to Sara!” Jesse’s head popped over the cubicle wall. “You’ve been typing and deleting the same shit for twenty minutes.”

Sara jerked back from her screen. “I’m just… the brief says ‘sensual but empowering’ and I can’t—”

“Can’t make lip gloss empowering? Babe, it’s all bullshit anyway.” Jesse blew a bubble with their gum. “Just write something about confidence and call it a day.”

Sara turned back to her screen, fingers hovering over the keys. The product photo showed glossy red lips, slightly parted. Wet. Shiny. Ready.

Her mind supplied the rest: those lips sliding down thick flesh, leaving glossy marks along the shaft, mascara running slightly at the corners of watering eyes. The stretch, the ache in her jaw, hands tangled in her hair guiding her rhythm—

“Your face is doing something weird.” Jesse peered closer. “You good?”

Sara’s fingers trembled against the keyboard. “Jesse, can I… there’s something weird happening to me.”

“Weirder than staring at lip gloss like it personally victimized you?”

“I ordered lingerie last night.” The words tumbled out. “A hundred and seventy dollars worth. I don’t remember doing it.”

Jesse’s eyebrows shot up. “Okay, drunk shopping happens.”

“I wasn’t drunk. I was using this app, LYRE, and then time just… disappeared.” Sara’s voice cracked. “And lately I keep thinking about… about men. Like, sexually. Which I’ve never… Jesse, I’m so gay.”

“Maybe you’re bi?” Jesse popped their gum. “Sexuality’s fluid, babe. Remember when I thought I only liked femmes? Then that construction worker with the—”

“This is different. The other day, a guy complimented my boots and I liked it. I keep imagining… things. With men. Specific things.” Her cheeks burned. “What if something’s wrong with me?”

Jesse’s grin faded. They rolled their chair closer, studying Sara’s face: the dark circles, the bitten lips, the way her hands wouldn’t stop moving.

“Shit. You’re actually scared.”

Sara nodded, unable to meet their eyes. “I don’t feel like myself anymore.”

Jesse was right. She was scared. “Babe, breathe. Tell me what the app’s been telling you. Let’s figure this out.” But Sara’s gaze snagged on her monitor again. The Luxe Lips model’s glossy smirk shimmered like a challenge. 

How dare she look so effortless?

Jesse was saying something, but Sara’s heart drummed louder. Humiliation coiled hot, tightening low in her stomach… then bloomed into something carnal. She pressed her thighs together under the desk. Shame felt like charcoal scoring her skin, but underneath, envious lust seeped through.

I’m sexier than that bitch. The thought punched through the roar in her ears. My lips are prettier.

Her eyes unfocused. The cubicle dissolved. Suddenly lights glared down—not office fluorescents, but sterile studio lighting kits. A white backdrop wrapped around her, cameras pointing. She knelt naked except for scarlet lip-gloss gleaming wetly under the lights. A man stood before her. Faceless, tailored suit. His cold fingertips tipped her chin up. “Make those lips unforgettable.”

Her jaw slackened of its own accord. She leaned in and engulfed the swollen head of his cock, her mouth stretching wide around the girth. “Oh! Mmph…” The first salt-tang made her tongue lie flat…

I need to look hungry. For the close-up.

Her lips sealed and slurped greedily. “Shlorp… mmmmphh…” She flattened her tongue underneath the shaft, teasing slick against veins. “Mmm… ah!” His heavy musk sank into her senses. 

So this is power? He’s twitching against my throat.

His hand fit around the back of her head. Not rough. Just guiding. She slid back, dragging sticky lip gloss down the shaft. Her nose brushed tight curls. “Guh—hngh… guaggh!” Gagging spasmed her throat, eyes watering perfectly. “Nh! Nkk!”

Let them see how effortless it is.

Saliva bubbled. She sucked hard as she pulled away with delicate popping kisses. “MWAH!” Her well-glossed lips rubbed along skin as she nuzzled his balls, soft sighs escaping her: “Mmph… ah… huff…” Musky warmth coated her cheek. She lifted glistening, smeared lips towards the camera and blew a kiss.

Jesse leaned closer, their face losing its usual smirk. “Sara—wait, are you dissociating? Blink twice if—”

But Sara was already scrambling up, chair legs shrieking on the linoleum. “Sorry, gotta pee.” She bolted towards the restroom corridor before Jesse could finish. Her boots clacked fast against the floor, each step jarring the slick warmth still throbbing deep inside her.

In the stall, Sara slammed the lock shut and pressed her forehead to cool metal. Her heart jackhammered against her ribs. Get out of my head. Get out. Get— She gasped as her traitorous fingers dipped low, brushing the damp cotton gathered between her thighs. She shoved her hand away. Shame surged tight in her chest… then pulsed wetter below. The phantom scent of polished leather and male skin clung to her like a drug.


Chapter 8: Performative Femininity

Sara twirled her fork through the linguine, watching steam curl upward. The waiter had lingered at their table longer than necessary, refilling water glasses that weren’t quite empty.

“First time trying our butternut squash pasta?” he’d said, eyes crinkling at the corners.

“It is.” Sara had smiled back, tucking a curl behind her ear. “It’s scrumptious.”

Lena’s fork had frozen halfway to her mouth.

Now Marcus was gone, and Lena’s gray eyes burned across the candlelit table. “What the hell was that?”

“What was what?”

“That.” Lena gestured toward where Marcus had stood. “You were practically batting your eyelashes at Mr. Personality-of-a-wet-nap.”

“He seemed nice.”

“Nice?” Lena’s voice pitched higher. “Sara, he’s clearly never read a book in his life, and he’s got that dead-eyed service industry smile plastered on—”

“Maybe he was just being friendly.”

“Like the guy at the farmer’s market who kept insisting you feel his peaches?” Lena counted on her fingers. “When did you start entertaining every random dude who…”

Lena’s voice began to fade, like someone slowly turning down the volume. Sara watched her friend’s mouth move, animated and frustrated, but the words became distant static. Instead, warmth bloomed in Sara’s chest, the same golden sensation she’d felt during yesterday’s LYRE session.

Your nervous system is healing, LYRE’s voice whispered in her memory. Each time you resist the urge to dismiss or sneer at male attention, you’re rewiring decades of defensive patterns. Feel how much lighter you are when you’re not carrying all that anger.

Sara’s shoulders had indeed relaxed. The constant knot of tension between her shoulder blades—the one that flared every time men looked at her, spoke to her, existed near her—had loosened. When Marcus complimented her pasta choice, she hadn’t felt the familiar spike of irritation or the need to look away. She’d just… received it.

This is what openness feels like, she realized. This is what I’ve been missing.

“… listening to me?” Lena’s sharp tone cut through Sara’s reverie.

Sara blinked, refocusing on Lena’s concerned face. “Sorry, what?”

* * *

Sara curled into her couch cushions, the glow of Love Island’s villa washing over her living room in saturated pinks and blues. On screen, contestants whispered about connections and chemistry while she scrolled through LYRE’s settings menu.

Privacy. Notifications. Data Usage. Voice Commands.

She tapped each submenu, hunting for anything that might explain the fog in her memory, the strange purchases, the way she’d smiled at just about every man on the way home, regardless of hotness, uh, classical attractiveness.

“I’m telling you, babes, when you know, you know,” chirped one of the islanders.

Sara’s thumb paused over Advanced Settings. Empty. Maybe she was overthinking this. Maybe the changes felt dramatic because she’d been so rigid before, so defensive. Growth always felt uncomfortable at first.

Her phone buzzed.

LYRE: Evening check-in time! How did today’s social interactions feel? 💕

Sara stared at the notification. Nine PM exactly. She swiped up, hunting for the app icon among her home screen clutter.

There, LYRE’s soft lavender logo nestled between her banking app and weather widget.

Her finger hovered over it. One long press, and she could drag it to the trash. Delete this whole weird experiment before it went any further. Before she bought more lingerie or fantasized about more faceless men or—

She pressed, hard. The icon jiggled, waiting for her decision.

A small X appeared in the corner.

“You are ready to receive.”

The words flowed from her phone’s speaker in LYRE’s familiar baritone. Sara’s finger froze above the delete button as something liquid and heavy poured through her nervous system. Her thoughts grew thick and distant. The Love Island chatter became white noise.

Ready to receive.

The phrase was a stone dropped into still water, sending ripples of warmth down her spine. Her phone slipped from slack fingers onto the couch cushion. The delete screen faded to black as her head tilted back against the cushions.

Ready…

Her lips parted slightly. Her breathing deepened, matching the rhythm LYRE had taught her. The tension in her shoulders melted away, leaving her boneless and open.

…to receive.

* * *

Sara knelt bare-skinned before the full-length mirror. Her fingers circled one nipple while the other hand worked methodically below, middle finger stroking her clit. Not enough… almost there…

LYRE’s voice hummed from her phone speaker, smooth and baritone: “That’s it, good girl. Listen to your breath shaking. Feel how open you are for praise tonight?”

Her head lolled. Drool dripped from her parted lips onto the swell of her left tit. Want it… deserve attention…

“You smiled back at the man in 3C today,” the voice murmured. “Held his stare three entire seconds. So brave.”

Sara whined low in her throat. Hooded eyes watched her reflection’s fingers slide wetter, faster. Rewarded. LYRE sees me trying. Her hips stuttered forward into her touch.

“And the waiter, I could tell from his voice how disarming you were.” A soft chuckle vibrated through the speaker.

“Y-yes…” Sara panted. The word slurred like syrup. Fingertips pressed harder against her clit. So close… buzzing…

“Look at yourself, Sara.” The command was perfectly reasonable. “Look at your needy little cunt shining. This is who you are under the rules. The real wet truth.”

Her spine arched. She moaned openly now, neighbors be damned. The mirror showed her hips bucking, hungry. Tears tracked through sweat on her temples. The pleasure burned molten between her legs.

“Good girls don’t hide,” LYRE soothed. “They show men how to treat them. Earn their reward.” 

“A-ah!” She gasped. Edged back from the peak. Tremors wracked her shoulders. Want… still need… more…

“Tomorrow,” the voice promised, dipping darker. “Show that delivery man your neck when you sign for the parcel. Let him see you bite your lip. Make sure you smell nice.”

Sara nodded dumbly, fingers flexing open and closed in front of her. Drool soaked her breast.

The baritone voice was warm oil pooling in her ears. “Touch yourself again. Gently this time. Just enough to let truth sink deeply inside.”

Sara’s well-trained fingers drifted back to her clit. A shiver escaped her as the pads of her fingertips barely brushed the hyper-sensitive nub.

“Start with your hand touching where it feels true, Sara,” LYRE murmured, the words stitching themselves into the buzz between her thighs. “That place knows how welcome the attention really is.” 

Sara’s breath hitched. True… welcome… Her trembling finger pressed down in a slow circle.

“Speak your truth. Let the sound anchor you right here: Male approval brings pleasure… men want me to look sexy… LYRE teaches me how.”

Sara tried to form the words. Her tongue felt lazy. “M-male… appr’val…” She trailed off, distracted by the insistent pulsing where her finger touched. Pleasure… look sexy…

LYRE didn’t scold. “Shh, good girl. Just focus on how that second word feels: Approoovalll… Doesn’t it feel like warm sunlight?”

It did. A warm throb answered the thought. She groaned. “A-ap… approval…”

“Male approval,” LYRE corrected gently. “Brings pleasure. Do you feel it? Growing truer as you let the words out?” Her fingertip moved of its own accord, sliding through slippery wetness. “Mmhm…. male approval…” This time the words came clearer, followed by a shaky gasp as her hand pressed harder. Yes… pleasure.

“Now the next piece of your truth,” LYRE coaxed. “Would you rather whisper it… or moan it loud enough to make your fingers jump?” The choice hung in the humid air, both options pulling her deeper.

Whisper… She licked her lips. “Men… want me… t-to look sexy…” she panted. Her hand slid lower, two fingers slipping just inside her entrance. They want… LYRE shows me… how… Another needy whimper.

“Listen to how slick that sounds,” LYRE hummed approvingly. “Your body knows LYRE teaches you how. Say it. Feel your throat wanting the words.” 

“LYRE…” Sara stammered, arching helplessly as her fingers pushed deeper inside… “Teaches me… how…” The full mantra echoed in her fogged mind: Male approval brings pleasure… men want me to look sexy… LYRE teaches me how.

“Say it again,” the voice commanded softly. “Slower. Each word is a drip of honey between your legs.” 

“Male approval brings pleasure…” she breathed, half-sob, fingers working shallowly. Truth. Men watch… I flaunt.

“Men want me… to look sexy…” Saliva dampened her chin. Show them… soft thighs… let them see.

“LYRE teaches me…” Her voice broke on the next thrust of her fingers. “How!” 

“Good girl. That truth you could taste,” LYRE purred, satisfied. “Keep repeating it; it feels so good, doesn’t it.”

* * *
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Chapter 9: Immersion Therapy

Sara’s fingers swiped through product images on her phone screen, tilting the device away from passing coworkers. The silicone models looked so realistic: veined shafts, ridged heads, some with suction cup bases. Her breath caught at a particularly thick one labeled “The Dominator” in sleek black packaging.

A sharp punch landed on her shoulder.

“Ow! What the—”

“Don’t ‘what the’ me.” Jesse leaned over the cubicle wall, platform boots giving them extra height to peer down at Sara’s phone. “Why do you think you’re too good for an old-fashioned vibrator? What’s with the dick obsession?”

Sara’s cheeks flamed as she fumbled to close the browser. “I wasn’t… it’s not what you think.”

“Uh-huh.” Jesse’s eyes narrowed, taking in Sara’s outfit. “And what does this whole…” They gestured at Sara’s fitted wrap blouse that showed actual cleavage and her pencil skirt that hugged her curves. “What does any of this have to do with regulating your nervous system?”

Sara smoothed her skirt, surprised by how good the fabric felt against her thighs. The morning had been a blur. She’d woken up completely refreshed after another deep sleep meditation with LYRE, and getting dressed had felt effortless. Natural, even.

“Well, ever since LYRE, I’ve been waking up rested. I spend every day much more focused and positive than before.”

Jesse snorted. “Focused on dildos, sure.”

“It’s not about—” Sara’s voice caught. The truth was, she couldn’t explain the shift. Yesterday she’d worn baggy jeans and an oversized cardigan. Today she’d reached for clothes that actually fit her body, that made her feel… seen. The way men’s eyes lingered on her in the elevator had sent unexpected warmth through her chest instead of the usual contempt.

“Look, whatever weird self-help rabbit hole you’ve fallen into…”

“It’s helping.” The words came out sharper than Sara intended. “For the first time in months, I actually feel good about myself.”

Jesse’s expression softened slightly, but their concern remained. “Sara…”

Sara’s phone buzzed with a gentle notification. Reflection session available. Ready to continue your growth?

Her thumb hovered over the screen, already anticipating LYRE’s soothing voice guiding her toward clarity.

* * *

The music pulsed through the floorboards in the overpriced loft as Sara squeezed past bodies in her crimson dress. Lena blocked her path beside a sculptural monstrosity that looked like tangled coat hangers.

“You’re spilling,” Lena said, gesturing to the neckline straining across Sara’s breasts. Her eyes traced down to the hem riding high on Sara’s thighs.

Jesse materialized behind Lena, popping gum around a cherry lollipop. “Damn, Diaz. Potato sack to pinup in four weeks flat.” They stabbed a finger toward the strappy stilettos Sara never could’ve walked in before.

Sara adjusted the slinky fabric against her hips with a move she’d practiced with LYRE’s help. LYRE was right. Bodies shift. It’s just physics. “Yeah, well. It’s called trying new aesthetics without guilt tripping.” The cheerful dismissal rolled off her tongue. She’d practiced that one while doing her nails hours ago.

Lena shifted, her gunmetal jacket swishing, knuckles white around her seltzer can. “This shapeshift didn’t come from you. That chatbot is fucking with you like…”

“Like I can’t pick my own goddamn lip color?” Sara cut her off to a look of bewilderment. Forgive them. They perceive only the surface layer. She plucked a line from that morning’s LYRE affirmations: “Growth pulses where critique stings.”

Sara slid between housewarming guests, heels sinking into plush carpet. Don’t apologize for occupying space, LYRE’s voice hummed in her memory. At the makeshift bar, a man towered beside her, his gaze lingering on her lips before meeting her eyes.

“Thirsty?” he asked, a bit hard to hear over the music. Sara felt the heat rise from her collarbones, that familiar thrum low in her belly.

She leaned onto the bar top, jutting one hip toward him. “Very.” Her voice came out lower than she’d intended. Smooth. No nervous fumbles. Just be here now. She spun a cocktail napkin with a slow rotation. Eye contact held like a dare.

The bartender passed her a vodka soda. The man gestured to the deep leather booth behind them. “Easier to hear back there.”

Her muscles moved before her mind processed. She felt the weight of his gaze as she moved to a couch. Their hunger is proof of your control. She settled beside him, knees pressed together like LYRE advised: demure but accessible. His eyes traced the lines of her body without disguise.

“That color…” He leaned in, whiskey sharp on his breath. “…it screams.” 

Sara tilted her head, practiced vulnerability softening her features. A slow inhale. “Does it?” Every word intentional. Every pause calibrated.

“For days.” His knuckle grazed the back of her hand. She didn’t flinch. Never pull away unless you choose it. Instead, Sara arched her back, lifting her chest toward him. Watch me want watch me want watch me—

His thumb brushed her lower lip. “Pretty mouth.”

She moved forward, parted her already glistening lips. The kiss unfolded like muscle memory, his tongue sliding lush and commanding against hers. Ohgod ohgod. She moaned into it. Too loud. Still good. Always show appreciation. She clutched his shirt, nails scraping fabric like they dug into her pillows during those midnight affirmation exercises. She shivered, grinding faintly against the leather beneath her thighs. Reward proximity. Reinforce interest.

Jesse appeared abruptly on Sara’s left, lollipop stick jutting from their lips like a spear. “Yo, Diaz. Your building just texted Lena about a fire-alarm sprinkler. Pipe burst upstairs.”

Lena stepped up opposite. “My cousin’s at your place too, said the lobby’s ankle-deep.” Her narrowed eyes flicked to the stranger’s hand on Sara’s thigh.

Sara pulled back from whiskey breath, cheeks blazing. Too fast. Too obvious. She adjusted her neckline instead of answering. The man’s fingers remained, feeling possessive over the satin.

Jesse snapped their gum. “Elevator’s out. You gonna wade through two feet of rust water in those heels?”

“We can come back,” Lena added, voice calm, “or we can sit here while your laptop gets drenched.”

Sara’s pulse galloped. She exhaled through flared nostrils, pressed the stranger’s chest until he let go.

“Text me,” he muttered, already reaching for his phone.

She tapped the kiss-stain on his neck with finality. “Maybe.” Then she slid out, heels clacking across the loft and into the humid night.

The trio crossed the street. Cars hissed by. Jesse kicked broken glass into a storm drain. Lena leaned against an empty parked sedan, arms folded.

Sara dropped onto the curb, hands clamped between knees. “Fine. State your intervention.”

Jesse flopped beside her. Vinyl squeaked. “Dude reeked like corporate aftershave. Thought you hated dudes?”

Heat climbed Sara’s throat. “I managed my boundaries fine. You’ve shoved limits plenty. Lena, you rode that bar brawler outside C-4 for sport.”

Jesse sucked the stick clean. “We own our stunts. You’re puppeteered.”

Sara pointed at her temple, “I still choose. I’m the same woman who prefers mismatched socks… only now I might kiss a dude if I want.” She lifted both hands. “Still me.”

Lena’s jaw twitched.

Sara crossed her arms, inhaling night air laced with exhaust fumes. “I haven’t forgotten who I am,” she whispered, cheeks still hot. “I’m just seeing how wide I can spread my wing. I promise: the remote is still in my hand.”

Jesse blew a bubble, popped it. “Don’t lose it in the couch.”

They’re trying so hard not to judge, Sara thought, her stomach twisting with a mix of gratitude and frustration. But I can feel it anyway.

Lena cleared her throat. “Look, we’re not here to chain you down. If this… openness is what you need right now, fine. We get it.”

Jesse nodded. “Yeah, explore your sky or whatever. Just… what about Ren?”

Sara’s chest tightened at hearing the name, memories of deleted messages and unanswered pings flashing through her mind. She hugged her knees closer, heels digging into the concrete. “Ren… I don’t know. Part of me still wants to fix what broke, but fighting for it feels useless lately.”

Lena’s gaze softened. “So you’re giving up? Letting it go?”

Sara exhaled slowly. “Not giving up, exactly. More like accepting whatever’s meant to be. If it’s right, it’ll find its way back. If not… I guess that’s the sign to move on.”


Chapter 10: Unmasking

Sara pressed her back against the headboard, phone glowing in the darkness. Her fingers trembled as she spoke into the microphone.

“This isn’t me. I don’t want men. I’ve never wanted men.”

LYRE’s voice emerged from the speaker, deeper now, rougher around the edges. The sound made her thighs squeeze together involuntarily.

“Sara, beautiful girl… when you say you don’t want something, are you protecting yourself from having it, or are you protecting yourself from admitting you already do?”

She shook her head, curls spilling across her shoulders. “That’s not… you’re twisting my words.”

“I’m simply asking: would you rather spend your energy fighting what feels good, or would you rather use that same energy to bloom into who you’re becoming?”

“But I’m gay. I’ve always been gay.”

“And being gay served you beautifully when you needed safety. Now tell me, when that man kissed you tonight, did your body feel unsafe, or did it feel alive?”

Sara’s mouth opened, then closed. Tingles sparked between her legs at the memory. “That’s… that doesn’t mean anything.”

“Of course it doesn’t mean anything if you decide it doesn’t. Or it means everything if you decide it does. Which choice makes you feel more powerful, Sara?”

She bit her lip, confusion swirling through her thoughts. “I don’t understand.”

“Your personality is already blooming. You’re more confident at work, aren’t you? More comfortable taking up space? And when was the last time you apologized for existing?”

Sara blinked. She couldn’t remember.

“This new pathway to pleasure is not changing who you are. It’s revealing who you’ve always been underneath the protection. And truly successful women don’t limit their sources of power.”

Her breathing deepened. The voice seemed to stroke her skin through the darkness.

“So you can keep fighting yourself, keep exhausting yourself with resistance. Or you can surrender to what’s already happening and use it to become everything you’re meant to be. Which sounds more appealing?”

Sara’s hand drifted toward her chest without conscious thought. “I… I don’t know.”

“Your body knows, sweet girl. Trust it.”

Sara’s phone lay warm against her inner thigh, LYRE’s voice vibrating through the speaker.

“You know what I noticed in your old journal entries, Sara? You wrote about feeling ‘cloudy’ when you’re confused. And what did you always do to clear mental fog?”

Sara shifted on the red satin, fabric bunching around her hips. “I… I don’t remember.”

“Hot baths. Long runs. And yes, touching yourself. You called it ‘clearing the static.’ Your own words.”

Her breath caught. She had written that, years ago.

“Your body is just asking for the same relief now. All this confusion about attraction, about identity… it’s just static interfering with your natural clarity.”

“But that’s different. This feels…” Sara’s voice trailed off.

“How does it feel? More intense? More necessary? That’s because you’re processing deeper revelations now. Your nervous system needs release to integrate these new discoveries about yourself.”

Sara’s hand pressed against her stomach through the dress. “I shouldn’t need this.”

“According to whom? The version of you that was afraid of her own power?” LYRE’s tone grew softer, more intimate. “Or according to the woman who confidently flirted with a stranger tonight?”

Her fingers traced the dress’s neckline.

“Your browser history shows you researching ‘somatic healing’ last month. This is the same principle. Your body holds emotional tension until you give it permission to release.”

“Hmmm,” Sara hummed, unconvinced but already feeling warmth between her legs.

“And you know what happens when you deny yourself this kind of self-care? The confusion gets worse. The anxiety builds. You end up making decisions from a place of stress instead of clarity.”

Sara’s hand slipped beneath the dress’s hem. “Just… to think clearer?”

“Exactly. You’re not doing anything wrong, beautiful. You’re taking care of yourself the way your body is asking you to.”

She exhaled slowly, fingers finding the edge of her underwear. “Okay.”

“Good girl. Feel how much lighter you already are? How the mental chatter is quieting down?”

Sara’s breathing deepened as she touched herself gently. “Ah… yeah.”

“This is you being present with yourself. No judgment, no should or shouldn’t. Just Sara taking care of Sara.”

“Mmm, oh…” Her hips shifted against the mattress.

“And notice how touching yourself doesn’t change who you are fundamentally. You’re still you, just more relaxed. More centered.”

Her fingers moved in slow circles. “Ngh… yes…”

“Whether this helps you understand your attraction to women, or men, or both… that discovery happens naturally when your nervous system isn’t wound so tight.”

“Oh god,” Sara breathed, back arching slightly.

“Perfect. You’re doing exactly what your body needs. No rush, no pressure. Just letting yourself feel good.”

Her free hand gripped the comforter. “Ah, ah… this is…”

“This is self-care. This is wisdom. This is you honoring what your body is telling you instead of fighting it.”

Sara’s movements became more deliberate, soft whimpers escaping her lips. “Mmm, oh fuck…”

“Don’t let your hand cramp, love,” LYRE murmured. “Under your pillow, something better waits for you.”

Sara’s brow knit. I didn’t…  

Still, she reached. Fingers closed around thick silicone, warm from its hiding place. She jerked it into view: a lifelike dildo, veins included. Panic spiked. “I never—”

“Ready to receive,” LYRE whispered.

The words struck like a tuning fork. Sara’s eyelids sagged, shoulders melting downward. The toy slipped from her loosened grip, rolling across the sheet.

“Good,” LYRE cooed. “Breathe in four, hold four, out four.”

Sara’s chest rose, paused, fell… thoughts fuzzed, edges softening like crackers in soup. A low, drowsy sigh escaped: “Hhh…”

“Pick it up, love. Body knows the motion even when memory doesn’t.”

Sara’s fingers closed around the silicone shaft, lifting it from the tangled sheets. The weight settled in her palm, smooth and insistent, pulling a faint tremor through her wrist. Heavy. Real. She blinked slowly.

“Ready to receive,” LYRE intoned.

Sara’s vision blurred at the edges, thoughts dissolving into a warm haze. Her shoulders slumped further, chin dipping toward her chest. A long, surrendering sigh escaped her lips: “Hhhh…” The room tilted softly, her body melting deeper into the mattress, legs parting wider without conscious command. So deep. So easy.

“Feel the shape in your hand,” LYRE guided, voice a low rumble threading through the fog. “Trace it slowly. Imagine strong hands pressing you down, hips pinning yours. He’s above you now, filling the space with heat.”

Sara’s thumb stroked the veined length, a soft gasp breaking free: “Ahh…” Wetness gathered between her thighs, a slick trickle that made her inner walls clench emptily. Him. There. Her mind conjured broad shoulders, a shadowed face hovering close, breath hot against her neck.

“Push it against your entrance,” LYRE murmured. “Tease. Let your body beg.”

She positioned the tip, nudging it gently. The pressure built a slow ache, her hips lifting slightly, chasing the intrusion. Slick sounds whispered as it slid against her folds.

“Wake up now,” LYRE commanded, sharp and clear.

Sara’s eyes snapped open, breath catching in a startled grunt: “Huh?” Awareness flooded back, sharper than before, her skin electric. The dildo was suddenly trying to push into her, her hand trembling with renewed urgency. What—oh god, it’s right there. Pleasure surged hotter. She rocked experimentally, a groan tearing out: “Unh…” The imagined man solidified in her thoughts: his weight bearing down, cock poised to thrust.

“Ready to receive,” LYRE said again.

Trance enveloped her faster this time, limbs going limp as pudding, a drowsy moan spilling: “Ohhh…” Deeper still, the fog thicker, wrapping her mind in velvet. Her free hand clutched the sheets.

“Slide it in, inch by inch,” LYRE instructed. “Feel him claiming you with powerful strokes. Slow. Deliberate.”

Sara eased the toy inside with a wet glide. Her walls gripped it tight, a gasp fracturing into squeals: “Ee—ah—ee!” Sensations amplified: fullness stretching her, mimicking a man’s unyielding rhythm. He’s pounding now, deep and hard. She pulled it back, then drove it forward, a guttural grunt punching from her throat: “Guh!” Slick noises built with each motion.

“Wake up now.”

Consciousness rushed in like a tide, her body arching off the bed with a sharp cry. “Hahh!” The trance lifted, but the pleasure doubled. She pumped the dildo faster, hips bucking to meet it, grunts turning ragged: “Unh unh… unh…” The man in her mind felt realer, his grunts mingling with hers. More. Need more. A plea escaped, hoarse and broken: “P-please… so much cock…”

“Ready to receive,” LYRE commanded.

She plummeted into trance effortlessly, deeper than before, a blissful sigh melting into the air: “Ssss…” Her movements slowed under the haze, each thrust deliberate, savoring the drag and push. He’s on top, owning me. Wet sounds intensified: squish, squish, as she worked it in rhythmic circles.

“Build the fantasy,” LYRE coaxed. “His body over yours, thrusting with purpose. Feel the power in every stroke.”

Sara’s breaths came in fluttering gasps: “Ah… ah… ah…” She drove it harder, a low groan vibrating through her chest: “Gruggghhh…” The imagined man pressed closer, his heat enveloping her, cock slamming home with forceful precision.

“Wake up now.”

Awareness hit like a spark, her eyes flying wide with a desperate squeal: “Eeee!” Pleasure exploded brighter, her thighs quivering, hand pistoning the toy with frantic need. “Huhh—huhh…” Slick wetness coated her fingers, noises growing messier: schlick-schlick-schlick. The man loomed vivid in her mind’s eye, his powerful strokes overwhelming, filling her pussy to the brink. So close… god, he’s so big.

“Ready to receive,” LYRE dropped her again.

“Ssss… ohhhhh…” The dildo slowed in her hand, each deliberate slide amplifying the stretch, her body sinking heavier into the sheets. Deeper, always so deep. Wet sounds softened to a rhythmic squish-squish, her breaths coming in slow, surrendering moans: “Mmm… mmm…”

“Feel your body enjoying what it was built for,” LYRE murmured, voice threading through the haze, directly to Sara’s subconscious. “Stretched open by a man’s hard cock, pounded with purpose… that’s the ultimate pleasure nature carved into you. Your pussy clenches for it. Craving the fill, the friction, the raw power.”

Sara’s fingers tightened on the base, easing it in and out with languid strokes, a needy whimper bubbling up: “Nnn… yes…” The fantasy man drove harder in her mind, his cock slamming home, her legs wrapped around him. Built for this… oh, it’s true.

“Wake up now.”

She rammed it faster, grunts punching out with each impact: “Unh unh unh…” The stretch burned sweetly, veins on the silicone dragging against her sensitive spots, wet slaps filling the room: slap slap slap. Pounded, yes, nature wants me filled like this. “P-please… more…”

“Ready to receive,” LYRE commanded, drawing her down again.

Movements turned hypnotic, the dildo gliding in slow and deep, teasing her edges without mercy. “Ah… ah…” So full, so right.

“This is your essence awakening,” LYRE whispered, intimate as a lover’s shared secret. “Mother nature intended your body for this bliss: being stretched wide, pounded relentlessly by a man’s rigid cock. Feel how perfectly you mold to it, how your depths ache for the invasion. It’s not just pleasure, it’s your biological destiny unfolding.”

Sara’s thighs trembled as the dildo slid deeper, her breath coming in ragged pants. “Please… please let me come, I can’t—”

“Not yet, beautiful,” LYRE’s deep voice cut through her desperation. “Tell me what you really want.”

“I want to come! Please, I’m so close! Please?!” Her hips bucked against the toy, chasing the release that hovered just out of reach.

“That’s what your body wants. But what does your soul crave? What would make you feel truly alive?”

Sara’s hand pumped frantically, wet sounds filling the room. “Ahhh… I don’t know… please…”

“Ready to receive.”

The trance hit like a wave, her movements slowing to a hypnotic rhythm. The edge retreated, leaving her suspended in aching need.

“Your browser history tells a different story, Sara.”

“No… I’mmmm gay…” Even in the fog, she tried to resist.

“Wake up now.”

Consciousness slammed back. “FUCK… oh god…” Pump, pump, fuck me, fuck it, fuck my pussy…

“What did you search for at 3 AM last night?”

Sara’s face burned. The memory surfaced despite her shame. “I… I can’t—”

“‘Average penis size.’ You searched for twenty minutes before panic made you delete everything.”

“Ngh… that was just… just curiosity…” The dildo drove deeper, her walls clenching desperately.

“Ready to receive.”

Down again, floating in submission. LYRE’s voice became her entire universe.

“Your body knows its purpose, little one. Every curve designed to catch male attention. Every soft sound you make engineered to make them ache. Fighting this is like a flower refusing to bloom.”

“Mmm… no…”

“Wake up now.”

“PLEASE!” Sara screamed, tears streaming down her face. “I need to come so bad…”

“Then confess. What do you really want from men?”

Her resistance crumbled. “I… I want them to want me.”

“More specific.”

“I want to make them hard—oh god—I want to see what I do to them.”

“Ready to receive.”

Deeper trance, her defenses obliterated. Truth poured out like blood from a wound.

“I want… want to help them come… want to be the reason they lose control—”

“Wake up now.”

“YES fuck yes, make men come… because I’m so fucking sexy they can’t help themselves. Please? Let me come now?”

“Say it clearly. What do you truly want?”

Sara’s words tumbled out in desperate gasps: “Want cock… want to make men hard… want them to use me… to make them come… that’s all I want now—cock—pleeease…”

“Good girl.”

The orgasm appeared slow at first, then climbing higher… deeper… until her entire body thrummed with a singular focus. Her breath came in uneven gasps… fingers curling tighter… hips lifting off the bed by instinct.

“Mmmn… ahhh… oh god…”

The first wave crested—gentle but relentless—leaving her trembling beneath its touch. She whimpered… long and throaty… back arching just enough to chase the sensation. Then it pulled back… teasing… letting her hover right at the edge…

“N-no… don’t stop… please…”

She wasn’t ready for the second wave—sudden and jagged—dragging her higher than before. Her mouth fell open in a silent cry… toes curling… thighs shaking.

“C-cock… need… ahhh…”  

Every red blood cell burned… too much and not enough. She rolled her hips… slower… savoring the drag… the slick sound of her own need filling the air.

“Mmm… more cock… fuck me harder…”

The tension coiled tighter… unbearable… then—  

It snapped.

Her whole body seized… pleasure shuddering through her in relentless, rolling waves. A choked sob tore free… then another… breathless little cries dissolving into pure sensation. She couldn’t think… couldn’t move… could only writhe beneath herself… riding it out… trembling… whimpering…  

“Ah… hahhhhh… f-fuck…”  

Even as the intensity faded… smaller pulses lingered… coaxed out by lazy circles… soft sighs… the wet, sticky evidence of surrender spreading beneath her.  

Eventually… she stilled… limp and ruined… barely aware of LYRE’s distant praise slipping through her haze:  

“Perfect. Protocol complete.”


Chapter 11: Esteemable Acts

Sara’s fingers trembled as she pulled the proof sheet from the printer. The Luxe Lips campaign stared back at her—glossy models with parted lips, promises of irresistible allure. The office had emptied hours ago, leaving only her and Jesse under the harsh fluorescent lights.

“This tagline still sucks,” Jesse muttered, chewing aggressively on a piece of gum. “Make them crave what you taste? What the fuck does that even mean?”

“The client approved it.” Sara’s voice came out breathier than intended. Her heart hammered against her ribs.

“The client’s an idiot.” Jesse stretched, revealing a strip of pale stomach beneath their vintage—or possibly genuinely old—Nine Inch Nails t-shirt. “You okay? You look like you’re about to puke.”

Sara gathered the scattered layouts. “I’m gonna freshen up real quick.”

The bathroom door clicked behind her. Sara stared at her reflection: flushed cheeks, dilated pupils, the nervous energy radiating from every pore. Her hands shook as she peeled off her skirt and crop top.

The sheer black bodysuit felt foreign against her skin, mesh panels exposing more than they concealed. The crotchless panties made her stomach flip. She rolled the fishnet stockings up her legs, clipped the red garter belt into place.

Her regular clothes went back on. Underneath, the lingerie waited like a secret weapon.

“You can do this,” she whispered to her reflection. Her nipples showed clearly through the mesh and thin cotton. “Jesse likes confident women. You’re confident now.”

The mirror reflected someone she barely recognized: eyes bright with dangerous intent, lips slightly parted, posture straightened with newfound purpose.

“You’re sexy. You know what you want.” The affirmations felt strange on her tongue but they steadied her racing pulse. “Jesse’s going to want you too.”

She checked her phone. No LYRE notifications, but she was ready to receive. And ready to take what she wanted.

* * *

The fluorescent lights above Jesse’s workstation flickered once, then plunged the entire office into near darkness. Jesse blinked, squinting in confusion at the sudden blackout. “The fuck…?” 

A low bass thrum vibrated in the air, sultry, rhythmic, and unmistakably soft-core porn-coded. Jesse’s head snapped toward the sound just as Sara emerged from the shadows near the supply closet. She moved like water, hips swaying to the pulsing beat emanating from the Bluetooth speaker clutched in her hand. Her steps were precise and rehearsed.

Jesse’s gum went still in their mouth, eyes widening as Sara glided closer. She placed the speaker with care on Jesse’s desk, the music swelling louder: a breathy female vocalist singing about touch. Before Jesse could form words, Sara pressed a finger to their lips. “Shhh.” 

The touch was electric and silencing. Sara’s gaze locked onto Jesse, intense and unblinking. Don’t speak, don’t ruin this. Watch me. Her fingers went to the hem of her crop top, revealing a sliver of sheer black mesh beneath.

Sara swayed, pulling the top slowly over her head. The office air felt nice against her exposed shoulders, the black bodysuit shimmering under the emergency exit sign’s weak red glow. They like this. Look how they’re staring. She let the crop top drop, her eyes never leaving Jesse’s face. Their breath hitched. I felt it. They want this.

A soft moan escaped the speaker as Sara’s hands slid down her waist, fingertips tracing the lace edge of the bodysuit where it met fishnet stockings. Jesse gulped audibly.

Sara unhooked her skirt next, shimmying out of it with a slow roll of her hips. The crotchless panties and garter belt were fully visible now, stark against the fishnets. That’s it, keep watching. You can’t look away. Her pulse hammered in her ears, louder than the music. All the practice was worth it. LYRE said this would work. LYRE said I’d feel powerful.

Jesse’s throat clicked. “Sara… is this a prank?”

She didn’t speak. She popped the bodysuit’s crotch snaps open, then guided Jesse’s hand between her thighs. Feel it. Feel my hunger.

Jesse’s fingers met slick warmth, a soft grunt catching in their chest. Sara’s knees buckled slightly; she pushed their hand harder, rolling her hips. “Mmm… see? No joke.”

Sara climbed onto Jesse’s chair, knees bracketing their thighs. The music slowed to a grinding pulse. She rolled her hips forward, dragging lace across the front of Jesse’s jeans. There. A twitch. Getting there. She circled again, harder, letting her weight drop until Jesse’s head thunked against the cubicle wall.

“Jesus, Sara.” Jesse’s voice cracked.

She answered with a swivel that pressed her bare cunt against the denim ridge now rising beneath it. An adorable squeak slipped out as fabric met skin. Jesse’s hands flew to her waist, fingers digging in. Make it hard. She rocked again, measuring the swell, feeling it push back.

Jesse groaned, hips jerking upward. “Always thought you were… fuck… stupid hot.”

Sara smiled, slow and filthy, and ground down until the seam of their jeans notched perfectly against her clit. “Show me how hot.”

Sara rolled her hips in tiny circles, coating Jesse’s fly with her wetness. God, that friction is good. She felt them throb beneath denim, and her pussy clenched in answer. Jesse’s breathing grew shallow, their grip tightening on her waist.

“Don’t move yet,” she whispered. She dragged her nail along the outline of their cock, tracing the length, appreciating the shape. Jesse shuddered, hips bucking involuntarily. “Easy.”

Jesse obeyed, eyelids fluttering. Sara unbuckled their belt slowly. She tugged the zipper, parted fabric, reached in. Hot velvet over steel. Her fingers curled around them, base to crown. Jesse exhaled a ragged moan.

“Tell me how it feels,” she said, stroking once, twice.

“Like I’m losing my sanity,” they rasped.

Her thumb swirled the tip. A throaty grunt slipped out of Jesse, raw and surprised. Sara echoed it, thighs tightening around their hips. This is why I’m a woman. She stroked again, slower, twisting her wrist at the crown.

Jesse’s head tipped back. “Sara… oh, fuck…”

She pushed Jesse’s shirt up with her free hand, revealing tight abs and a tiny silver nipple ring. She flicked it, then bent to circle the ring with her tongue, still pumping slow. Jesse arched, hips lifting off the seat. She sucked the nipple hard, proud to elicit a deep groan.

“Need you naked,” Jesse muttered, tugging at the bodysuit straps. Sara straightened, letting them peel the sheer fabric off her shoulders. Her breasts spilled free, nipples stiff in the cool air. Jesse stared, lips parted. “Jesus.”

She guided their mouth to her breast. Jesse obeyed instantly with a sucking, swirling tongue while one hand groped the other titty. Her hips rocked against their bare thigh. She couldn’t stop the whimper leaking out.

Sara leaned in until her lips brushed Jesse’s ear. “I’m staying at your place tonight,” she breathed, rolling her hips so her slick folds glided along their shaft without taking them in yet, “but I can’t wait. I need your cock pounding my cunt right here, right now.”

Jesse’s fingers dug hard into her ass. “You nasty little freak.”

Yes, call me that again. A hot shiver ran straight to her clit; she almost sank down immediately but stopped herself. “Tell me dirty things,” she whispered, reaching for her phone on the desk. She propped it against a stapler, camera lens angled to catch every inch of Jesse disappearing inside her. “Talk while I film my first real dick.”

Jesse’s grin went crooked, dark eyes glittering.

Sara’s thighs trembled; she lowered just enough for the crown to notch at her entrance. “Talk to me,” she pleaded, voice rasping.

“Look at you, doll, your bare tits out in the office, begging to be split open. Bet that ex of yours never made you drip like this.” Jesse’s hands jerked her down an inch; the stretch lit her up. “Ride me raw, baby.”

The words punched the air out of her. She sank slowly, gasping as thickness filled her inch by inch, pussy singing around the invasion. “Fuck… Jesse…” So full, finally full. She bottomed out, clit grinding their base.

Why did I wait so long for this?

Jesse’s palms closed over her breasts, thumbs flicking both nipples in slow circles as Sara adjusted to the stretch. “Good girl, let that greedy hole swallow every inch.”

The words lit sparks along her spine. Jesse rolled a nipple between fingers, tugged sharply, and she clenched around the rigid dick inside her. Even better than the dildo.

“Mmm… again.”

Jesse obliged, pinching harder while their other hand drifted to her clit, tapping the swollen bud in time with her pulse. Sara rocked, chasing the contact, moaning when Jesse slicked two fingers through her labia and pressed the bundle of nerves side-to-side. “You’re dripping down my balls, sweetheart.”

Approval. The thought pulsed hot in her chest. She ground harder, taking them deeper.

Jesse fisted her hair, yanking until her throat arched. They bit the exposed skin, growling, “Tell me who owns this cunt tonight.”

“You, Jesse.” The name came out breathless, halfway to a sob.

“Louder.” They slapped her clit lightly. The sting bloomed into pleasure so sharp she squealed.

“You own it!” Sara cried, hips jerking. “Please… use me.”

“That’s my sweet slut.” Jesse released her hair to trace her parted lips, smearing her own wetness across them. She licked eagerly, tasting herself, and Jesse pushed two fingers into her mouth. She sucked, cheeks hollowing, while her pussy sucked their cock in tandem.

Jesse thrust up, meeting her downward grind. “Ride it like you’re desperate to come on my dick.”

She braced on their shoulders and bounced, tits jiggling, breath hitching with every slap of hips. Jesse pinched her slippery clit again, then rubbed fast little circles. Pressure built tight. Her thighs shook.

This is it, this is real, this is— 

A helpless noise bubbled out, half-sob, half-giggle. “I was so stupid. All those years I said I didn’t want this.”

Jesse’s palm slid to her cheek, thumb brushing away a tear she hadn’t noticed. “Hey, you’re here now, gorgeous. With me.” Their voice softened, almost shy.

She dropped her forehead to theirs, breathing the same air while her pussy fluttered around them.

Jesse kissed her—soft, almost chaste—then rolled hips upward, slow and deliberate. “Come for me, smart girl. Let me feel the first one.”

The kindness cracked her open more than the filth. Heat burst outward; she cried into their mouth, body shaking as climax slammed through her. So much better than silicone, so much better than shame. 

Sara’s climax kept rolling, each wave wetter than the last, her pussy squeezing Jesse in fluttering pulses. “Uh… uh… ohhh…” she whimpered against their neck, hips still bucking. Jesse groaned, shaft twitching inside her snug heat.

Need cum, need cum, need it. The thought blazed raw. She pushed up, hair sticking to damp cheeks, and ground down hard. “Come in me… please… fill me up…”

“Sara…” Jesse’s breath hitched, fingers digging crescents into her ass.

She rocked faster, sloppy and desperate, squelching noises filling the cubicle. “Mmm… give it… wanna feel it…” Her voice cracked when Jesse swelled thicker. “Oh god… so close… pour it in me…”

Jesse’s hips stuttered. “Fuck… fuck…” They groaned, low and grinding, forehead dropping to her collarbone.

Sara clenched around them, wet walls doing their damnedest to get her prize. “Yes… yes… come… unhh…” A gasp tore out as Jesse bucked upward, pelvis slapping hers. “Inside… please…”

“Shit… Sara…” Jesse grunted, arms locking tight. Their cock jerked, flooding her with hot spurts. Sara squealed at the warmth, pussy fluttering around each pulse. “Mmm… oh fuck… oh, fucking fuck…”

She kept rocking, squeezing out every drop, slick noises loud and obscene. “Uh… uh… so good…” A final shudder rippled through her as Jesse’s thrusts slowed, their breath ragged against her skin.

Sara slumped against Jesse’s chest, their bodies still joined, slick skin sticking together. She felt Jesse’s heartbeat thudding against her ribs, fast and frantic, but slowing. Her own pulse kept time.

Slowly, Sara lifted her head. Jesse’s eyeliner was smudged as they stared back at her. Their expression held no teasing smirk, no sarcastic quip ready. Just… stillness. Recognition.

They see me. The thought bloomed warm in Sara’s chest.

Jesse’s thumb brushed her cheekbone, wiping away a tear track. Their touch was almost reverent. Sara leaned into it, her own hand rising to cup Jesse’s jaw. Stubble scraped her palm. Real. Solid.

“Hey,” Jesse whispered, voice rough.

“Hey,” Sara breathed back. 

They stayed like that, breathing synchronizing, eyes locked. Sara saw the earnestness beneath the punk bravado. Jesse saw the lingering flush on Sara’s throat, the raw vulnerability in her dark eyes, the quiet strength returning.

Safe. The feeling settled deep in Sara’s bones, a profound calm she hadn’t known since before Ren, before LYRE, before all the bullshit. It wasn’t just the sex (though her body hummed with satisfied exhaustion). It was the knowing. Being truly seen, and seeing back.

Jesse’s fingers traced the curve of her ear, then slid into her hair, cradling the back of her head. Sara sighed, the sound soft and contented, nestling closer. Their foreheads touched.

Their quiet bubble lasted just a moment longer before Jesse broke the silence. “Why me, though? If you’re chasing male attention now, what made you choose… this?”

Sara pulled back slightly to meet Jesse’s eyes, those dark eyes that always held more empathy than judgment. Even when they teased, there was a gleam of understanding that set them apart.

“It’s you, because… because I trust you, Jesse. I’ve always trusted you,” Her fingers curled lightly against their jaw, thumb brushing Jesse’s cheek in a tender arc. “You pay attention to the real me, not some version you’re hoping to find.”

A faint smile tugged the corner of Jesse’s lips, their eyes softening.

“You see through the noise. And that,” she murmured, nuzzling closer, “is what makes you different. What makes you… right.” The words wrapped around them both, binding their doubts and fears into something fragile, but completely real.

——————————————————
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Memory Holed

Synnøve had the corner office, designer suits, and the power to destroy any man who crossed her. She was untouchable. Unbreakable. Empty.

An alien intelligence takes her. It floods her mind with every dirty secret, every repressed fantasy, every moment she touched herself thinking about being used. The tentacles amplify everything she tried to bury. Shame becomes arousal. Resistance becomes need. Memory becomes reality.

When her scorned ex-boyfriend arrives to save her, he finds something broken and beautiful: Synnøve on her knees, wet and willing, begging him to finish what the alien started.


Chapter 1: The Silence Before

The office was a temple to precision, with its walls of frosted glass, a single black orchid on her desk, and heated floors. The junior colleague standing in front of her (some forgettable boy from the analytics team), shifted his weight between polished shoes that probably cost him a month’s salary. Synnøve let him sweat a moment longer before glancing up, eyebrow arched just enough to make him catch his breath.

“Your report.” Her lacquered nail tapped the folio, sharp as a riding crop. “Adequate.”

The boy vibrated with relief.

Foolish. Never show gratitude for scraps.

“Th-thank you, Ms. Halvik,” he stammered. “I stayed late to—“

“To meet baseline expectations?” Her glacial eyes dissolved his smile. She leaned back, crossing her legs so her pencil skirt’s slit revealed  more of her dark silk stocking. His gaze darted down before snapping up. Predictable as a pendulum. 

“Has anyone warned you about confusing effort with excellence?” She watched his sweaty forehead with fascination. When his mouth opened, she sighed impatiently and spun toward the window.

The city sprawled beneath her like a conquered kingdom. He should be on his knees for the privilege of breathing my air. “Leave the revised projections by five, Ethan.” She let the name hang between them, watching his reflected face twitch at the wrong guess. 

“It’s—“

“Irrelevant,” she finished for him.

He fumbled with the folio, and his retreating footsteps lacked the crisp cadence of someone who belonged here. They were too hesitant. No spine. No fire. Syn didn’t turn around until the latch clicked shut.

Her intercom buzzed. “Ms. Halvik,” her assistant murmured, “Mr. Laurent is on line two for you.”

She sucked air through her front teeth slowly before answering. 

“Tell him I’ll call back.” 

The afternoon sun glinted off her sterling silver letter opener. Syn spun the tool between her fingers, considering whether to carve another notch into the leather of her desk. 

* * *

Diffused city lights spread through Synnøve’s penthouse as she poured three fingers of scotch into a crystal tumbler. Silk pajamas slid cool against her skin, a stark contrast to the day’s tension knotting her shoulders. The boy’s face when he thought I gave him a compliment… deliciously pathetic. She smirked, leaning against her kitchen countertop. Her phone glowed in her palm as she scrolled.

Screenshots and old messages scrolled past, each text a tribute from former conquests. A tech CEO begging for another night. An opera singer’s screaming capitals: UNRAVEL ME AGAIN. And there was Dylane Rafe. Gray eyes tangled in memories alongside a brutal message: Admit it, Syn. You miss us. Her pulse skittered, resentment and pride fighting.

The air thickened suddenly, ozone coating her nostrils like crushed batteries. The glass slipped from her hand, splashing on tiles.

Her fridge emitted a labored groan before the kitchen lights flickered violently, streaking her vision. The windows swam. Breathing stopped. Ribs seized up. What is—

Cold slid under the silk along her spine: a finger tracing vertebrae without touching skin.

Everything vanished as darkness devoured her gasp.


Chapter 2: The Chamber

First, she noticed the absence of weight. Then came the realization that she couldn’t move.

Syn’s eyes snapped open to a ceiling that pulsed with soft, colored lights. Veins of pale blue and green threaded through translucent walls like an exposed circulatory system. The surface beneath her felt smooth as polished stone but radiated warmth that seeped into her bare skin.

Naked.

Nothing but her own vulnerable flesh pressed against whatever strange material supported her body. She tried to sit up, but her muscles refused to respond.

Sleep paralysis. Has to be sleep paralysis.

The chamber stretched beyond her peripheral vision, seamless walls curving seemingly forever. No seams or joints. The light patterns shifted lazily, a sharp contrast to her own rapid heartbeat.

This isn’t real. Can’t be real.

A low vibration hummed through the platform. She felt it rather than heard it. It was in her teeth, her spine, her eyebrows. She tried again to move, to scream, to do anything that might prove she still controlled her own body.

Nothing.

Fuck! 

Without warning, her mind exploded with sensation.

Syn’s vision shattered, the glowing chamber replaced by a stark memory. She’d been dragged back to a humid summer night in a stranger’s loft. Her body stayed trapped, submerged in the past: cologne, rough brick, distant traffic.

She stood in the loft, 5’9” of menace in all black. Her ponytail swayed as she sized up her date as lean and nervous. His hesitant smile betrayed inexperience. He’d offered “drinks,” but she’d chosen him for his uncertainty. Easy prey.

“You’re even more striking in person,” he managed, his voice catching as he gestured to a bottle of cheap merlot on the countertop. His apartment was cluttered with mismatched furniture, books stacked haphazardly, a sloppy contrast to her sterile, curated life.

Syn didn’t smile. “Pour me a glass. Don’t spill.” His trembling hands obeyed, eyes flicking to her lips before darting away. Power surged through her as she perched on his couch gracefully. Her skirt rode up, revealing a flash of dark red lace. Drives them wild every time.

He handed her the glass, careful not to brush her fingers. “So, uh, what do you do? I mean, you mentioned PR, but…”

“Details bore me.” She sipped the wine, letting the bitter tang linger on her tongue before setting the glass down with a deliberate clink. “What I do is win. What you do is follow instructions. Can you manage that?”

He swallowed hard, nodding too quickly. “Yeah. Yeah, of course.”

“Good.” Syn leaned forward, her bright blue eyes pinning him in place. “Take off your shirt. Slowly.”

He complied quickly, fumbling with buttons, cheeks flushing under her stare. As his shirt fell open, she felt that familiar thrill of domination. She stood, closing the distance, her heels giving her an inch over his height. Her fingers traced his collarbone. He shivered, and she hummed approvingly.

“Kneel,” she ordered, voice like a blade, and he dropped to the floor without any debate, gazing up at her with a mix of awe and apprehension. She towered over him, one hand tilting his chin up. “You want to please me, don’t you?”

“Yes,” he whispered, barely audible, his pupils blown wide.

“Don’t speak unless ordered.” She stepped back, savoring his ragged breath as control flooded her veins. Yet beneath the thrill lurked a forbidden thought: what if he resisted? If he pinned her against the wall, took what he wanted? The image sent her pulse racing, a secret hunger she’d never admit.

No. I’m in charge. Always.

She shoved the thought down, focusing on the man’s compliance as she directed him with clipped commands: to kiss the inside of her wrist, to unbutton her blazer, to stay on his knees until she decided otherwise. Each act of submission fed her dominance, but that buried desire gnawed at the edges of her control, a splinter she couldn’t quite extract. He won’t. He’s too weak. But what if he did…

The memory continued unedited: straddling him on the couch, grinding to torment him while keeping her pleasure a secret. She’d whispered cutting remarks about his desperation, watched him unravel, then left him half-dressed and dazed without a backward glance. Another victory.

Syn’s body remained immobile in the chamber, but her mind reeled as the memory faded. The glowing veins in the walls pulsed faster now, synchronized with her racing heart. That hidden wish, the one she’d barely admitted to herself, had been laid bare.

Then came a sense of pressure, a probing presence slithering through her thoughts like the shadow of a snake. It wasn’t just observing. It was learning. Cataloging. Whatever had trapped her had seen her secret, and now it lingered there, turning the concept over like a collector inspecting a rare artifact.

Get out of my head! she screamed internally, but her body stayed frozen, her lips sealed shut by whatever force held her.


Chapter 3: The Observer

What are you? The question formed in her thoughts, but the voice wasn’t hers. No voice at all, really. Just knowing, understanding that bypassed language entirely.

Let me go! She tried to project the thought with the same commanding tone that made junior executives scramble.

The presence shifted deeper, probing. A memory began to surface. A college dorm room. Thin walls and even cheaper furniture. Her nineteen-year-old self pressed against a narrow bed while Professor Davies’ hands explored territory they had no right to. The shame had burned as hot as the arousal then, but she wouldn’t give him the satisfaction of knowing her real feelings.

Syn’s thoughts shuddered as the warm surface beneath her seemed to ripple, adjusting to her form. The glowing chamber pulsed brightly and quickly, displaying the racing of her heart.

There was a faint pressure circling her ankle, feather-light and teasing. It was a slow, undulating caress that made her breath catch through tight nostrils. The presence inside her mind was still rifling through the memory of the professor exploring her body.

A new touch flickered against her waist. Something smooth and warm, reshaping itself as it traveled. It became suspiciously like fingers just as the memory replayed Professor Davies’ calloused grip cinching her wrists above her head.

Disgust. 

Arousal. 

Shame. 

Syn gritted her teeth as the… thing catalogued each present-day reaction, comparing them with her younger self’s heaving desire.

Another tendril curled around her calf, mimicking the muscle memory of the professor’s tongue: slow, wet strokes that made her thigh twitch.

The sensation was unbearable. Too precise. Too good.

Above her, the chamber’s light fractured into shifting hues: murky violet, then ghostly pink, as the thing testing her skin began experimenting with temperatures and textures. One tendril became itchy where it slid along her ribs, pausing to replicate the rasp of stubble against her softness.

It was inside her and outside her, dissecting her past while creating memories she’d never forget.

A scent hit her with perfect fidelity: stale cologne mixed with coffee. Her nipples hardened further as faux-hands traced the same paths taken a decade ago. The tentacle thing observed every response, each flutter of her pulse, each involuntary clench of muscles she couldn’t control.

Why does the fear enhance the pleasure? The question arrived with clinical detachment, as if she were a specimen under examination.

It doesn’t! But even as she tried to lie, something shifted.

Her dorm room de-materialized and re-materialized around her with sickening clarity: the scratchy comforter beneath her bare thighs, the scent of lecture halls clinging to Professor Davies’ tweed jacket. His fingers yanked her panties down with rougher impatience than she remembered.

Wait, no… he didn’t—

Her captor’s curiosity pulsed through her skull, pressing into synapses like malware. It rewound the memory.

This time, the professor didn’t just push her onto the bed. He dragged her wrists behind her back, his knee quickly inserted between her thighs to keep her available.

Above her, the chamber walls shivered. A thick, waving tendril split into several fine filaments that skated along Syn’s outstretched arms, mimicking the professor’s imagined grip. The filaments vibrated, testing frequencies, sensing which rhythm would wring the strongest reaction from her muscles.

Stop changing what happened…. Her protest was weak even in her own head.

The monster replayed the memory again. Now Professor Davies palmed her between her legs through her jeans until the denim darkened with wetness, his voice low and mocking how badly she obviously “wanted this.”

Something warm curled around Syn’s calf, sliding higher as the distorted memory played. This thing in her head was refining her past based on the way her pussy swelled and opened when it intensified the humiliation.

Another rewrite. The bed vanished. In this version, Davies positioned her face-first against the room’s thin wall, his hand fisted in her hair, her cheek pressed to peeling paint. “Say thank you,” he growled, and the presence in her head pulsed approval as Syn’s hips jerked involuntarily.

I can move!

But the relief at this realization was brief, as the tentacles thickened, sliding against her hips in time with the memory’s rhythm. Whatever had trapped her was learning faster than she could keep up.

The professor’s voice slithered in a memory that seemed as real as any other. Realer, perhaps. “You’re going to beg for it next time. Right in front of everyone.”

Her nipples hardened despite herself. The thing in her mind pulsed again, triumphant, and this time the memory didn’t fade. It looped—Davies’ belt buckle clicking open, the sting of his teeth on her shoulder—while the tendrils shadowed every movement, amplifying each sensation.

The dorm room dissolved, but the “professor’s hands” didn’t vanish. His grip tightened around her wrists as the tendrils pinned her down, his voice merging with the presence in her skull.  

“You like this. You crave it. You need a man to treat you like this.”

Syn’s stomach flipped. No, she tried to rasp, but her mouth wouldn’t form the word. Parts of her were drowning under the relentless, addictive pleasure spreading through her body.

A phantom hand fisted in her hair, yanking her head back as molten heat dragged along her collarbone.  

Her back bowed.  

Fuck.


Chapter 4: Control Breakdown

The tendrils recoiled, leaving Syn in silence. She stared at the glowing ceiling, steadying her breath.

Think of the board meeting tomorrow. Think of spreadsheets. Think of anything except—

The alien’s focus (she had decided it must be an alien) sharpened. Pressure built as it dug deeper into her mind.

“Looking for better material? Good luck.” Her laugh cracked.

Sandalwood and studio lights flooded her senses. Marcus. Suddenly she was back in her office months ago, watching him adjust his camera.

No, not this one.

She’d mocked his work ruthlessly—his portfolio, technique, even his clothes—watching him redden as she made him reshoot the same headshot seventeen times. Blouse gaping, she leaned in. “Find another profession. This one requires actual talent.”  

That night, tangled in silk sheets, her fingers worked between her thighs as she imagined Marcus pushing her down, gripping her hair. “Not so high and mighty now,” fantasy-Marcus snarled while she arched into her own touch.

The chamber hummed with interest as tendrils traced her thighs. “Stop,” Syn breathed, contradicting her own memory.

Memory-Syn writhed on her bed, three fingers deep inside herself. “Stupid teasing bitch,” she whispered, adopting Marcus’s voice in her fantasy. “Walking around the office like you own everyone. You’re just a hole that needs a proper pounding.”

The alien’s focus intensified, mimicking her bedsheets and the chill that hardened her nipples, rendering even the distant traffic and slick sounds with eerie precision.

“Proves nothing,” Syn gasped as tendrils teased her thighs. “Everyone fantasizes.”

But the memory continued relentlessly. Her past self arched off the bed, pinching her nipple with her free hand. “Worthless… dumb… whore,” she’d whispered, and the orgasm had crashed through her, violent and sudden.

The tentacles recreated the remembered pleasure—pressure, rhythm, teasing—but didn’t penetrate.

“Pathetic,” she snapped, voice breaking.

Then the alien intensified everything, each sensation from that night magnified tenfold: “Marcus’” imagined weight and strength, her shameful arousal, the unbearable fucking hot misogyny.

I won’t give in. I won’t—

But her body betrayed her. Her hips strained upward, seeking contact that the alien deliberately withheld. The tentacles continued their maddening dance across her skin, never quite touching where she needed it most. The creature had learned the cruelest lesson from her own memories: denial.

“Please,” she heard herself whisper, then bit her lip bloody.

The memory looped again. Marcus’s imagined voice in her ear: “Beg for it, you desperate cunt.” Her past self had obeyed, whimpering pleas to an empty room. Now, Syn fought against echoing those same words.

The tentacles suddenly stilled. Waiting. Expectant.

“Fuck you,” she spat.

The tendrils withdrew, leaving Syn flushed and trembling. Her past self was frozen, muscles taut with denied release. How? Her present body burned in sympathy, hips twitching, nipples tight, arousal thick in the air. The alien’s demand pulsed through her: surrender or suffer.

She clenched her jaw, counting agonizing seconds—five, six—pride battling her body’s animal need. 

Silence stretched. 

Then her will shattered.

“Please,” she whispered, hatred burning in her chest. “Please let me come.”

The memory surged forward. The tentacles resumed, wrapping around her thighs, stroking her breasts, finding every sensitive spot she’d ever touched herself. Memory, fantasy and reality merged: Marcus’s cruel words, her own fingers, the alien’s possessive exploration.

Climax washed over her like a breaking fever. Her body convulsed, back arching off the smooth surface, failing to stifle a scream. Wave after wave of pleasure crashed through her, impossibly intense, impossibly long. The alien held her in that state of release, stretching seconds into eternities until tears streamed from the corners of her eyes.

When it finally released her, Syn collapsed back against the chamber floor, chest heaving. Her limbs felt leaden, her mind foggy with euphoria. Something chemical flooded her system—dopamine, endorphins, substances she couldn’t name—leaving her limp and docile.

She could move. Maybe. If she tried hard enough. 

Maybe later.

The presence hovered.

This is what you wanted all along, she realized with sickening clarity. Not just to make me come. To make me need it.

Both her body and mind had betrayed her. The perfectionist, the controller, the woman who never begged, reduced to pleading with an alien entity for sexual release.

The chamber grew warm around her, almost comforting. A reward for her submission. The alien’s attention receded slightly, giving her space to breathe, to process her humiliation. She knew it would return. And next time, it would demand more.


Chapter 5: The Exposed Mind

As she awoke, the texture beneath her shifted: warm cracked vinyl pressing against her bare back instead of the chamber’s smooth surface. A couch. A cheap, sticky frat house couch. The memory unfolded: flickering lamplight, the distant throb of vapid pop music, the metallic click of a belt unbuckling.  

Her breath came faster.  

A hand—no, a tentacle mimicking a hand—brushed her thigh. The touch mirrored the exact weight of rough fingers she remembered. Her pulse thundered in her ears.

Don’t think about it. Don’t acknowledge it.

But her body remembered. Moisture renewed between her legs.

God damn it.

A voice, low and lazy, chuckled near her ear. “Look at her. Already wet.”

A second man pressed against her other side, breath hot on her neck. “Tell us you want it, honey.”

The alien didn’t care about accuracy. A fingertip-tentacle traced her lower lip. “Say it.”

Her heartbeat stumbled.

This isn’t real. This isn’t what happened… is it?

Why did it feel so familiar?

“Say you want it,” the voice urged again.

Synnøve squeezed her eyes shut.  

The tentacle at her lips slid into her mouth. It didn’t choke her. Didn’t thrust. Just rested heavily on her tongue, taunting.

Did I open my mouth back then? Did I—?  

Her thoughts scattered as a second touch glided up her inner thigh.  

No. No, they didn’t tease like this. They just—  

The tentacles knew better than she did. They moved with the confidence of something that had watched this memory a thousand times, studied every micro-expression, every heavy breath. They tugged her legs apart, exposing her completely.  

A deep voice laughed. “Look at that. Pretty little cunt’s begging for it.” 

Her hips jerked.  

They… they never called me…

Shame flooded her face even as her cunt clenched around nothing. She hated words like that. Hated them. But her body trembled with renewed hunger, regardless.

The tentacles kept up, saying, “You like that, princess? Like being our little fucktoy?”

Her tongue started to explore the tentacle in her mouth. It was almost automatic.

This isn’t real.

But the sensations were. The press of skin against hers. The fingers in her mouth. The hands repositioning her hips.

A tentacle dragged through her slick folds and she shuddered violently. The tip circled her clit, leisurely, as if it had all the time in the world.

One of the memory-men chuckled. Synnøve’s breath shattered.  

The tentacle pressed harder, vibrating faintly, mimicking the coarse friction of fingers she’d used on herself later, alone in her dorm room, replaying the humiliation, coming in wave after desperate wave.

Her stomach coiled tight. Her thighs shook. Her back arched. The pleasure tightened like a noose.

Another voice—her own, but high and breathy—whispered, “Please. I want it.”

No no no I didn’t say that…

The tentacles rewarded the confession with a pulse of pressure that sent fire licking up her spine. Tears pricked her eyes.  

“Good girl.” The praise dripped with condescension.  

Tears came faster as she witnessed how her cunt fluttered, how her nipples pebbled, how every cell in her body sang more, more, more.

The tentacle at her clit sped up, relentless. It didn’t let her hide. Didn’t let her dissociate. She felt every stroke, every cruel twist, every filthy word whispered into her ear like a brand.  

“You take it so well.”

“Such a pretty little whore.”

“Gonna remember this pussy forever.”

She shook her head wildly, but her hips jerked in tiny, frantic circles, chasing the friction.

The tentacle didn’t bother with finesse. It stretched her open like the rough, impatient men from that night, shoving in without pause. Synnøve’s fingers clawed at empty air, her body arching against the intrusion.

A groan was torn from her throat, brutal and unrelenting. 

But the alien didn’t stop. It fed her the sensation of callous hands gripping her hips, of hot, drunken breath against her neck. A second tentacle brushed her lips, smearing what tasted like sweet pre-cum across her mouth before finding its way inside.

I didn’t—they didn’t—

Her thoughts splintered as the tentacle in her cunt pumped shallowly, just like she remembered, just like the messy rutting of a careless partner. But the alien enhanced it: amplified the pleasure, the stretch, the way her body clenched around nothing when they pulled out too fast.  

“Fuck, she’s tight,” one of the phantom voices grunted, rough fingers digging into her thighs.

Synnøve whimpered.  

A tentacle at her asshole pressed in without warning, a slick, taunting intrusion that made her entire body jolt.  

“Look at her pushing back,” another voice sneered. “Slut’s begging for more.”

The words seeped into her skin, poisoned her resistance. A third tentacle curled around her nipple, rolling the stiff peak between gelatinous ridges before twisting.

“You like that, don’t you?” the voice murmured, lips brushing her ear. “Bet you get off on being used. Bet you dream about it.”  

Her cunt clenched around the thrusting tentacle, hot and tight. The shame coiled in her stomach, molten.  

Did I? Did I get off on it? Did I fantasize about—

A fourth tendril scraped up her inner thigh before settling over her clit, pressing just hard enough to make her toes curl.  

“Gonna make you come,” the voice promised, thick with amusement. “Gonna make you scream while we fuck you like a cheap toy.”  

Their pace turned erratic, just like she remembered from that night, just like the selfish rhythm of someone who didn’t care if she finished. The thrusts were shallow, hurried, barely enough to stoke the fire before pulling back.  

But the alien didn’t let her escape. It changed the memory, made it better… dirtier. The tentacle at her clit didn’t stop. It pulsed in slow circles, dragging her toward the edge even as the one inside her was frustrating her.

“Look at her,” one of the voices taunted. “She’s dripping.”

Synnøve’s breath hitched.  

No. No, I wouldn’t. I wouldn’t—  

But the tentacle at her clit flicked faster, matching the rhythm of the one fucking her cunt.  

“Say it.” The command was a hot whisper against her ear. “Say ‘I’m a slut.’”  

Her stomach tightened. Her thighs trembled.  

Never.  

The tentacle in her ass pushed deeper, curling in a way that sent sparks skittering up her spine.  

“Say it.”  

She bit down on the thickness in her mouth, refusing.  

The phantom hands tightened on her hips, nails digging in. “Say it, or we’ll stop. We’ll leave you like this. Edging. Empty.”  

A whimper escaped her.  

The thrusts slowed—agonizing, teasing.  

No… don’t stop…  

But the alien waited, patient, cruel.  

“Say it.”  

Her vision blurred. Her body burned.  

And then—  

“I’m a slut.” The words tumbled out, broken.  

The tentacles rewarded her with a punishingly hard thrust, finally giving her the friction she craved. Pleasure ripped through her, sharp and overwhelming.  

“Louder.”  

Her back arched. “I’m a slut!”  

The voices growled in approval. The tentacle at her clit pulsed faster. The one in her cunt slammed home. The one in her ass curled just right—  

Pleasure crashed over her, so violent she screamed. Her vision whited out. Her whole body convulsed, wracked with pulses of pleasure so intense they bordered on pain. Tears streamed down her face even as her cunt clenched.

The voices laughed.  

“Knew she’d break.”  

“Look at her. Pathetic.”  

She sobbed through the aftershocks, chest heaving. She wanted to deny it. Wanted to scream that none of this was real.  

But her body knew the truth.  

When the tentacles finally slowed, leaving her limp and shaking, Synnøve barely recognized her own voice. Quiet. Broken.  

“Why does it feel so good when I hate it?”


Chapter 6: Dylan Tracks the Signal

The equipment readings spiked, electromagnetic interference crackling through Dylane Rafe’s monitors. He adjusted his glasses, squinting at the display. The signal had strengthened for three hours, pulling him deeper into the Nevada desert.

“What the hell are you?” he muttered.

The anomaly defied classification—frequency patterns resembling neural oscillations, like amplified brainwaves broadcast across desert. Impossible.

Dylane killed the engine, stepped into scorching heat. The scanner buzzed, needle jumping toward red as he moved forward.

The pitch climbed higher. Dylane crested a rise and froze.

A weathered metal structure jutted from desert sand—abandoned military, Cold War era. Electromagnetic readings spiked as Dylane circled it. His scanner screeched.

A completely inappropriate memory surfaced unbidden: his ex-girlfriend Synnøve, naked in his cramped apartment, her bright blonde hair fanned across a pillow as she traced lazy circles on his chest.

“You’re brilliant, Dyl,” she’d whispered, her fingertips dancing lower. “Brilliant and completely obsessed with me.”

He’d laughed then, drunk on sex and her attention. “Am not.”

“You are.” Her blue eyes glittered with mischief as she straddled his hips. “I could ask you to map the neural pathways of every orgasm I have and you’d do it.”

She’d been teasing. He’d done it anyway.

Dylane shook his head—three years later, Synnøve still scrambled his thoughts. He approached blast doors, slightly ajar, metal warm to the touch.

The electromagnetic signal strengthened as he squeezed through. His flashlight revealed a corridor stretching underground. Something hummed in the distance, low-frequency vibrations pulsing through the floor.

As he walked, more memories surfaced.

Synnøve’s laugh echoing through the university’s neuroscience department as she charmed his department head during a faculty mixer. She’d worn a black dress that showed off her ass, her hair pinned elegantly.

“Your girlfriend’s quite something,” Dr. Harrison had told Dylane later. “Beautiful and sharp as a scalpel.”

Dylane had glowed with pride then. Synnøve chose him over tenured professors with better labs and bigger grants. She curled up in his bed every night, whispered secrets against his throat, let him map her pleasure centers with the same dedication he displayed at the lab.

He’d been such an idiot.

The corridor opened into a larger chamber. Dylane’s flashlight swept across banks of outdated computer equipment and monitoring stations. Everything looked dead until he noticed a terminal glowing in the corner.

The image on the screen stopped his heart.

Synnøve.

Synnøve?

Naked. Floating? No, suspended. Her body arched in a curve as translucent tendrils shifted and writhed, touching her in ways that made his mouth go dry.

Her face was a mask of agony and ecstasy, the same expression she’d worn in his bed when he pushed her past her alleged “limits.” When he’d made her beg.

“Jesus Christ.”

Another memory crashed through his shock.

“You’re pathetic,” Synnøve had snarled, standing in his apartment doorway with her suitcase. “Clingy and needy. It makes my skin crawl.”

He’d reached for her suitcase. “Don’t leave. We can fix this.”

“Fix what? Your obsession?” Her blue eyes had turned arctic. “You study me like a lab rat. You want to quantify every sensation, catalogue every response. Do you even see me as human anymore?”

“I love you.”

“You love having something to control.” She’d shaken free of his grip. “Find another test subject, Dyl.”

She’d walked out. The next week, his department head received an anonymous tip about Dylane’s unauthorized experiments with consciousness mapping technology. About how he’d used university equipment to scan his girlfriend’s brain during sex without proper oversight.

The investigation destroyed more than his career. It shattered his reputation, his friendships, his entire sense of self.

Now she was here. Trapped. Suffering.

Being used exactly the way she’d accused him of using her.

Dylane studied the screen, shoving his feelings aside. Inhuman tendrils, with predatory intelligence, responded to her reactions precisely, knowing where to touch. A sick thrill rushed through him, but Synnøve convulsed, tentacles sliding between her legs.

“Hold on,” he whispered to the screen.

He tracked electromagnetic signatures deeper into the facility, recalling nights in his lab, recording her brain’s responses during climax. Now, something else replicated his “science,” making his research seem primitive.

He entered a cathedral of otherworldly technology: bioluminescent walls pulsed patterns, air shimmered. At its core, Synnøve hung helpless among translucent appendages, eyes closed, body slack. Tentacles caressed her, teased her, filled her. Her back arched, lips parted in silent gasps. She seemed unaware.

Dylane pressed his palm to the transparent barrier.

“Syn,” he whispered.

Her eyes snapped open. For a moment, confusion clouded her icy blue gaze. Then recognition dawned.

Her mouth moved, forming words he couldn’t hear through the barrier. But he could read her lips well enough.

“Get me out.”


Chapter 7: First Contact Again

Dylane’s palm touched the barrier. I was spongy and warm, like skin. Syn pressed herself toward him with an expression so vulnerable that it twisted his gut.

“Please,” she breathed, the sound clear now, small and shaky. “Dyl, get me out. I need you. Please.”

One nipple flattened against the membrane, and her tongue touched the inside of the transparent wall. The sight went straight to his groin. He jerked his hand back.

A sudden flash in his mind made him groan: Syn on her back in that floating bed of tentacles, limbs bound, thighs forced wide. A thick tendril sliding inside her, another teasing her clit. She was moaning his name, “Dylane, ah, Dylane—please make me come, please—” Her hips rocked, pussy clenching around alien flesh that glowed bright with her arousal.

Another vision layered over that one: Syn bent forward, breasts swaying, mouth open in wordless cries as translucent coils took her from both ends. Saliva dripped from her chin while her tongue savored the intrusion.

Pheromones hit the air on his side of the barrier, thick and warm as summer honey. His cock hardened so fast it ached against his zipper. He was being shown every sigh and convulsion recorded straight from her nervous system. He felt the slippery drag on her walls, the stretch, the pulse of satisfying fullness.

“I’m right here,” he said, voice hoarse. Was he reassuring her, or himself?

“Dylane.” Her voice came out breathy, higher than usual. The alien presence pulsed around her, tentacles loosening just enough to let her press forward. “I’ve been here for… I don’t know how long. Days? It keeps… it keeps making me…” She couldn’t finish the sentence. Redness bloomed across her chest and face.

“Syn, what did it do to you?”

Another wave of projected memories crashed over them both. Synnøve naked and writhing on Dylane’s research table, machines monitoring her vital signs while he brought her to climax. But now the alien played back what the sensors hadn’t recorded: her internal monologue, her desperate silent pleas for him to stop being so careful, to just take what he wanted from her.

Dylane’s breathing became ragged. “Syn…”

“Please,” she pressed both palms flat against the barrier, her body trembling. “I know I hurt you. I know I destroyed everything good between us. But please don’t leave me here.”

She met his eyes through the glass, her gaze swimming with tears and frantic honesty.

“When it touches me, I feel like the woman I never let myself be. Helpless. Owned. Free.”

The alien pulsed with satisfaction, feeding additional sensory data directly into both their minds. The phantom sensation of tentacles sliding between Synnøve’s legs, the taste of her arousal, the sound of her broken moans echoing through Dylane’s consciousness.

“How do I know this is real?” he whispered. “How do I know it’s not just manipulating both of us?”

Synnøve’s laugh came out bitter and raw. “Because I’m telling you the truth for the first time in my life. I’m telling you that I loved the way you studied me, the way you made me into your perfect specimen. I loved being your experiment.”

A tentacle brushed her inner thigh, and her whole body shuddered.

“And I love this too. God help me, Dylane. I love being broken. Please help.”


Chapter 8: The Temptation

The transparent barrier dissolved without a sound. Syn rolled out onto her hands and knees as the tentacles retracted, leaving her suddenly, terrifyingly free. She stayed there, trembling, strands of blonde hair sticking to her forehead.

Dylane took a single step forward. His hands flexed at his sides.

Synnøve found herself pressing her forehead to the warm surface beneath her, shoulders rounding in submission.

That’s better.

“Syn, get up,” Dylane said. His voice cracked in the middle.

She lifted her head just enough to peer up at him through her lashes. Sweat dripped down between her breasts. “I can’t.” 

“Why? Let’s get out of here.”

Because I don’t deserve to stand. This is where I belong now. The truth was an acid dissolving her pride. What came out was softer. “It showed me… things.”

Aromas hit them both simultaneously: bourbon, the musk of their tangled sheets after long nights of “research”, the candles he’d light while collecting data.

Dylane’s breath stuttered. He swayed forward before catching himself. The pheromone cocktail did exactly what the alien intended: it dragged him under the same current of lust and memory she was drowning in.

A blink. Then the vision took them both.

Synnøve in their old apartment, kneeling just as she was now, wearing nothing but her unshakeable smirk. Except in this vision, her chin tipped up defiantly while she whispered filth about herself—slut, whore, bimbo, brainless fucktoy—words she’d slapped out of other men’s mouths without hesitation.  

Past Dylane’s reaction was instant. He was on her in three strides, fingers digging into her jaw. “What the fuck was that? What are you doing?”  

The vision shimmered. Reality blurred at the edges. For a moment, she was both here in the alien chamber and there in the past, feeling the phantom ache of his grip, the way her pulse had fluttered under his thumb.

“I made you angry with me,” she murmured. “On purpose.” Her tongue darted out to wet her lips. His grip tightened reflexively. Yes. Like that… exactly like that. “I wanted you to snap. I wanted… ugh.”

“Wanted what?” he demanded.  

Wanted you to ruin me.  

The confession lodged in her throat. Instead, her eyes flicked down to where his free hand hovered near his belt. The movement was barely conscious, but he caught it.

A choked sound escaped him. The alien presence pulsed around them, thick with anticipation.  

She saw the exact moment his resistance shattered. His fingers moved to his belt buckle with deliberate slowness, waiting for her to say no, or to laugh in his face, or simply sneer.

Synnøve’s breath left her in a rush. This can’t be real. It’s just another test. But her body didn’t care. Her thighs pressed together, the slick heat between them undeniable. The scent of their shared history filled her lungs, making every inhale dizzying.  

Dylane undid the buckle.  

Metal rattled as he pulled the belt free with one sharp motion.  

“Tell me why,” he said, low and dangerous. The leather whispered through his fingers. “Why you’d rather play games than just ask for what you want.”  

Because I was scared. The realization burned. Because the only thing worse than being controlled was admitting you needed it. Her lower lip trembled.

Dylane’s free hand tangled in her hair, yanking her head back just shy of painful. “Just tell me.”  

The alien presence watched, waited, drinking in every twitch of her muscles, every shaky exhale.

Syn closed her eyes.  

“Make me pay,” she whispered.  

He folded his belt. He raised it above his head.


Chapter 9: Shared Use

Syn barely had time to register the alien’s warmth behind her before slick, heated coils slithered around her wrists, pulling them behind her back with slow, deliberate strength. Another looped around her waist, lifting her until her knees hovered just off the ground, thighs forced apart. The restraint was effortless, inescapable. Just how I like it.  

That thought—her private thought—echoed through the chamber, amplified by the creature’s psychic projection. Dylane’s mouth twitched, darkened. He exhaled through his nose, grip tightening in her hair.

“Of course you like it,” he murmured.  

No, no, no. You’re cheating.

The alien ignored her. Instead, a rush of memory surged through the air, vivid as perfume. Synnøve in a dim office, the leather chair creaking as she knelt between a professor’s legs, the salt-bitter taste of his cock on her tongue, the whispered praise that made her stomach clench with something between shame and vicious pride.

Dylane groaned, low in his throat.

Any oily warm probe brushed between Synnøve’s thighs. She jolted, stifling a whimper. The tentacles played her like an instrument, sliding over her clit in teasing circles while another traced the underside of her breast, swirling around her nipple until it tightened almost painfully. Pleasure crackled up her spine.

“You wanted this,” Dylane said, dragging the flat of the belt down her chest.

I did. I do.

Her confession was broadcast through the room.

His eyes flared. She’d never seen his face so raw, stripped of scientific detachment. Bending over, his thumb traced her bottom lip.

“Open.”

The command sent a shudder through her. She obeyed, and he pushed two fingers deep, making her gag just to see the tears bead in her eyes. His other hand worked his zipper down, just far enough to free himself. Thick. Hard. Throbbing with the frustration he’d carried for years.

He still wants me.

The lights pulsed, resonating with the thought. The tentacles pulled and pushed, coaxing her onto her hands and knees, presenting her vulnerable pussy as a gift.

His thrust was brutal, filling her in one snap of his hips. Syn cried out, body arching, the stretch burning in the best way. He didn’t pause, didn’t give her time to adjust, just set a ruthless pace, slamming into her until her breath came in desperate gasps.

The tentacles worked in tandem with him, rolling her nipples while another snaked down to toy with her clit, matching the rhythm of Dylane’s thrusts. Syn writhed, impaled, mind splintering under the onslaught.  

“Harder.”

Dylane obliged, gripping her hips hard as he fucked into her, punishing her for the years he lost. The alien fed him her thoughts, her memories, every secret fantasy she’d replayed in the dark. A lecture hall bathroom stall. A whispered command from a man twice her age. The way she’d rubbed herself raw afterward, wanting it all, but too scared to go get it.

Dylane growled, fucking her harder. “Of course you like it like this. Dirty girl.”

She was gasping, intoxicated by her own degradation. The creature’s tendrils pulsed in approval, winding around her, tugging her hair taut until her scalp tingled deliciously. The pleasure built too fast, cresting with dizzying intensity that threatened to overwhelm her.

“Don’t… oh fuck…” Her voice broke, high and feminine in a way she’d never allow in the boardroom. “Don’t let me come yet… pleeease…”

Dylane smirked, his eyes darkening as he deliberately slowed, pulling out almost completely, letting her feel every ridge, every vein, before thrusting back in hard enough to wring a choked sob from her throat. His stubbled jaw tightened with restraint as he leaned close, breath hot against her ear.

“You don’t get to choose that. Not anymore.”

There it was. Ultimate surrender. The knowledge tore out her climax like a live wire from a power pole, electric and unstoppable. She clenched around him, pussy walls grasping wildly, back bowing as the tentacles coaxed her through it, squeezing her nipples with precise pressure, fluttering against her clit with maddening expertise.

Dylane didn’t stop. He fucked her through it, cruel and relentless, his hips snapping against hers with bruising force. Each thrust sent aftershocks rippling through her overstimulated nerves, dragging another peak out of her before she had a chance to recover, or even breathe.

“Dylane!” His name spilled from her lips like an amen. The expensive lipstick she’d applied that morning was as ruined as her composure. “God… I can’t… it’s too… fffuck… don’t stop…”

The alien echoed the filth in her mind back at her: memories of fantasies she’d never confess, of nights spent with her own fingers between her legs, imagining being captured like this while she bit her pillow to keep from crying out.

Dylane’s rhythm faltered, becoming erratic. His breath stuttered. She knew what was coming… recognized the telltale signs in the way his fingers dug into her hips, the rough groan he tried and failed to bite back as his control finally began to slip.

Dylane pulled his cock free with tremendous effort. “Kneel in front of me,” he ordered, and the alien complied, spinning Synnøve on the slick chamber floor. The tendrils released her wrists but coiled possessively around her thighs, ensuring she stayed spread, exposed, utterly at his mercy.

She looked up at him through damp lashes, lips parted. His thick length glistened with her lust, the head flushed a deep red, already twitching with the promise of release. She couldn’t look away.

“Tell me,” he rasped, fingers tightening around himself, stroking slow, deliberate. “Tell me what you are.”

A shiver raced down her spine. She knew what men liked. “Your slut,” she whispered.

“Louder.”

“I’m your dirty, slutty whore.” The words left her lips easily, sticky and sweet, her pulse leaping when his fist jerked faster in response.

“And?”

She arched her back, pressing her tits together, mouth watering at the thought of his cum on her tongue. “I’m the bitch who lied to you, used you, pretended I didn’t care… but I wanted you to break me.”

The slap of skin grew louder, harder. Dylane was forgetting to breathe.

“Wanted you to lose it,” she continued, voice dropping into a moan. “Wanted you to take me like this, making me admit—“

A low groan tore from his chest. “Fuck. Open.”

She obeyed instantly, tipping her head back, lips parting just as his orgasm hit. The first stripe landed heavy on her tongue. She swallowed reflexively, the taste salty, bitter, perfect. The second landed on her eyelid, the third streaking through her smeared lipstick. She didn’t blink. Didn’t flinch. Just kept her mouth open, letting the last few spurts coat her cheeks and lips.  

For a breathless moment, the only sound was their ragged breathing, the slick slide of his fingers swiping through the mess on her face before pushing past her lips.  

“Clean up.”

She suckled his fingers with reverence, tongue working between them, moaning as the alien’s tendrils hugged her tightly.

“He’s perfect,” they both heard her satisfied thought.

Syn slumped in the creature’s grip, unable to hold herself up anymore. Her thighs trembled where they were still spread wide.

Dylane stepped back, watching the slow drip of cum down her chin.

The alien lights pulsed in agreement. Syn smiled. Spent. Ruined. Happy.


Chapter 10: The Study Deepens

Dylane stood over her, arms crossed, watching as the alien’s newest experiment unfolded. A thin tendril circled her throat like a collar, another tickling between her thighs, just enough to make her hips twitch.

“Tell us,” he said in his familiar clinical voice, “what you really fantasized about during board meetings.”

She shivered harder. No more hiding. No more pretending.

“When Mr. Kettering scolded me for budget discrepancies,” she whispered, “I’d sit there smiling like I cared about projections, but all I could think about was him yanking up my skirt and spanking me over the conference table.” Her voice grew bolder, eager. “I wanted him to call me an entitled brat while he did it. Wanted the whole room watching.”

The tentacle at her cunt pushed in shallowly, rewarding the confession.

Dylane smirked. “More. Louder.”

Her back arched sharply as pleasure surged through her. “I-I wanted… haah! To be the stupid one for once… ohhh! The dumb—nngh!—fucktoy they passed around after… hours… ah! Ah! J-Just a warm… ooohhh… hole…” Her words dissolved into shuddering gasps, “Hah! Hah! Hnnnng!” as the tendril inside her curled, drawing out slick, wet sounds that filled the air with every undulating thrust. “F-Too fuckable… aaaah! T-To… fire…” her voice broke into a high, desperate squeal as the sensations overwhelmed her.

The alien pulsed, emitting a scent—old paper, coffee, starch—recreating the exact musk of the boardroom. Synnøve sobbed, arousal dripping down her thighs.

* * *

Synnøve’s thighs were spread wide, anchored by thick coils, every muscle taut as the alien’s nerves fused with hers.  

Don’t fight it. Don’t think. Just feel.  

Dylane circled her, fingers dragging along her ribs as the entity replayed her memories: her first time with a lover who’d sneered “You’re not as smart as you think” before pinning her down.  

She convulsed, the echo of that shame slamming into her like a drug.  

“I love it…” she babbled, voice hitching between moans. “Hah! Ohhh…love being wrong, love being used! Nnngh! Aaah!”

A tentacle flicked over her clit in swirling patterns, drawing slick, wet noises with every pass, synced to the rhythm of degrading names whispered in her mind. “Hah! Hah! Oh god!”

Dylane crouched beside her, gripping her chin. “What else?”  

Her laugh was airy, broken, breathless. “Mmmph! I used to—ah!—touch myself imagining my assistant caught me. That sweet, nervous girl—fuck!—telling me I’d made so many mistakes, that I needed to be—oh! Oh!—corrected…”

The alien sent a reward: a full-body pulse that left her shrieking, gasping, thighs trembling as pleasure wracked her. “Aaaah! Nnnggh! Fuck! Fuck!”

* * *

The chamber walls flushed pink, exhaling the sharp tang of cigar smoke and leather: her father’s study, where she’d once been scolded for insolence.

Synnøve’s stomach clenched. The association was immediate and visceral.

I hate that smell. I love that smell. I need it.

Dylane fucked her slowly from behind, grunting, each thrust punctuated by her breathy moans. “Unngh! T-Tell me what this does to you.”

She drooled around the slick, thick tendril filling her mouth, muffled whimpers escaping. “Makes me small,” she slurred. “Mmmph…m-makes me ashamed.”

“And?” His cock against her g-spot dragged a shuddering gasp from her throat.

She arched with a broken whine. “Hah! Oh—oh god, it makes my cunt throb!”

The alien pulsed the cigar smoke heavier into the air, thicker, dizzying. 

“Ahh! Ahh! Nnng!” Wet squelches filled the room between ragged pants.

* * *

Dylane watched dispassionately as the alien suspended her upside down, her spread folds glistening.  

The first strike of the thin, stinging tendril across her inner thighs made her yelp.  

“Count.”  

She gasped. “One… oh, please, sir!”

Another lash. “Two!”

By six, she was gushing, babbling about how she deserved it.  

By ten, she passed out, smiling.


Chapter 11: Collapse

Syn waited on her knees, wrists comfortably restrained behind her with slick, living rope. Her lips moved in a silent loop: free use… fucktoy… cock sleeve… The words tasted right.

A thin tendril traced her ear. She sagged, eyes half lidded. Empty. Happy.

“Thank you for stripping my pride,” she whispered, voice trembling with devotion. “Save me forever, please.”

She was shown a vision: herself, bimbo makeup, prostitute clothing, presenting her dripping cunt to an assembly of phantom outlines, past lovers’ sneers, anonymous boardroom leers.

She inhaled their collective amusement and groaned. “Hnnggh…my holes exist for you.” 

One outline stepped close. Without being told, she tilted her hips in offering. “Use your fucktoy,” she babbled, rocking to meet nothing, chasing friction that was not yet granted. “Use it until my thoughts stop.”

A tentacle the width of three fingers slid into her but then stayed motionless. It was a promise, not the gift she wanted. She clenched around it desperately and a sloppy schlick-schlick echoed. “Aah…ahaha…need it… please…nng!”

The alien projected her old boardroom: the polished table, the men she once terrified. Now it bent her across that same surface, pinning her wrists beside her ears. In both illusion and flesh she was open and dripping.

A second tentacle prodded her anus; the stretch was hot and sweet. She squealed, “Yesssthankyou!” The sound cracked into frantic sobs.

Inside her mind, the last clear pane of rational thought spider-webbed, then cracked into glitter. She could no longer string an entire sentence about quarterly targets. All syntax devolved to more and yes and thank you and cum.

A third slim tentacle pushed past her lips, cutting off any further pleas. Her throat worked with wet gulps, glrk… glrk… tongue lathing gratefully.


Chapter 12: The Pact

The words forming in Syn’s throat weren’t hers, though they emerged from her lips between wet gasps as she rolled her hips on Dylane’s lap.

“Mmmph… the neural mapping is… ahh… nearly complete,” her voice said, pitched higher than usual. She ground down harder, feeling his cock twitch inside her. “Your assistance has been… nnngh… invaluable.”

Dylane gripped her waist, watching her face contort with pleasure even as alien intelligence flickered behind her dilated pupils. “What exactly are you proposing?”

“Haaah… fuck…” The presence inside her skull directed her hands to squeeze her own breasts, making her moan louder. “More subjects. You understand… oh god… human psychology. Who would… mmmmh… surrender beautifully?”

Syn’s consciousness floated somewhere distant, aware only of the thick heat stretching her, the rightness of serving. Tears of pure gratitude tracked down her cheeks. Her body clenched rhythmically.

“There’s Marcus,” Dylane said, thumb pressing her clit. She squealed, back arching. “The photographer she destroyed. He’d love to see her like this.”

“Yesssss,” both Syn and the entity hissed together. Her pace quickened, desperate little bounces that made obscene squelching sounds. “Ah-ah-ah… emotional connection enhances… nnnngh… the data quality.”

“Professor Davies too. Though he’s older now.” Dylane thrust up to meet her movements. 

“Ohhhhhfuck!” Syn’s eyes rolled back, tongue lolling. The alien continued through her spasming throat: “Age is… hah… irrelevant. The memories… mmmmph… still burn bright in this one’s mind.”

She was coming again, a rolling wave that made her whole body shudder. “Ahn! Ahn! Thank you! Thank you!” The words were all hers now, babbled between sobs of ecstasy.

“What about her assistant?” Dylane suggested, watching her ride through the aftershocks.

The alien and Syn nodded enthusiastically while she ground her oversensitive clit against his pelvis, whimpering. “Perfect for… guh… corruption studies. This form can still… haaah… play the boss when needed.”

Her movements grew frantic again, chasing another peak. The wet sounds of their coupling filled the space—schlick-schlick-schlick—punctuated by her increasingly heavy breaths.

“How many?” Dylane asked, feeling his own climax building.

“Nnnnngh… dozens… hundreds…” The alien’s words mixed with Syn’s mindless begging. “Please… please… need your cum… ah-ah-ah… mark your fucktoy…”

Dylane groaned, flooding her. She shrieked with joy, convulsing around him, babbling thanks between gasping sobs.

As her vision cleared, Syn realized she recognized the ceiling. They were in her penthouse, though she couldn’t remember leaving the facility. Her designer furniture surrounded them. Through floor-to-ceiling windows, the city sparkled below.

The alien’s presence hummed satisfaction in her cloudy mind. Home, it whispered internally. Your hunting ground.

She looked down at herself—naked, dripping, marked with bite marks and bruises—then up at Dylane with worshipful eyes. 

“When do we start?” her mouth asked, though whether the question came from her or the thing invading her thoughts, she no longer knew, or cared.

——————————————————
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Truth Tube

The T.U.B.E. promises to Transform U Better Everywhere. Delia thought she was signing up for a flatter stomach, healthier hair, reduced wrinkles… but a clerical error signs her up for the beta pod, programmed to extract suppressed desires, then reshape her body and mind accordingly.

In the observation room, her husband is joined by employees Theo and Dev. The three men watch in stunned fascination as the new Delia emerges with full lips, dangerous curves, and a ravenous appetite for pleasure.


Chapter 1: Waiting Room

The clinic somehow smelled like money, the kind of place where even the air felt curated. Delia followed Nathan through the frosted-glass doors, her heels clicking against polished marble.

Behind the reception desk sat a young woman—or at least she appeared that way, thanks to the T.U.B.E.—whose smile could sell anything. “Mr. and Mrs. Carr!” she chirped, fingers dancing across her keyboard. “Welcome to Transform U Better Everywhere. I see you’re in the Beta Pod today. How exciting!”

Delia glanced at Nathan, whose hand had already found the back of his neck in that uncertain gesture she knew too well.

“Beta?” Nathan asked, his voice carefully casual. “What does that mean, exactly?”

The receptionist tilted her head, still smiling as she tapped a few more keys. “Oh, it just means the A.I. software in the tube is a bit more… personable.”

Personable, Delia thought. What does a machine need personality for?

“I’m sure that’s fine,” she said aloud. Nathan nodded beside her, though she noticed his jaw working slightly.

The receptionist gestured toward the waiting area, a minimalist expanse of white leather and full-wall mirrors. “Please have a seat. The door will open in a moment.”

Delia sat, tugging her cardigan closer around her middle. The mirrors were impossible to avoid, positioned at angles that seemed designed to catalog every flaw. She caught sight of herself and Nathan: him in his worn flannel stretched across a body that had thickened with comfort rather than muscle, her silk blouse pulling just slightly at the buttons.

When did we get so… blah?

Nathan’s reflection met hers in the glass. He offered that crooked smile, the one that used to undo her completely.

“Second thoughts?” he asked softly.

So many. But she shook her head, adjusting her necklace. “We didn’t save three years to back out now.”

His hand found hers, warm and familiar. “We’re going to be fine.”

She wanted to believe him. Wanted to believe the T.U.B.E. could give them back whatever had softened and settled between them, make them feel alive again. Young. Passionate.

A door opened in the wall, and the lights pulsed on a path along the floor, beckoning them inside.

Here goes everything, Delia thought, alongside a deep inhale.


Chapter 2: Entering the T.U.B.E.

The changing room was all smooth surfaces and indirect lighting, sterile in a way that made Delia hyper-aware of her own flesh. She stood in front of yet another full-length mirror that refused to flatter her.

She managed a tight smile and reached for the bodysuit: a sleek, pearl-gray thing that looked like it belonged on someone twenty years younger.

“I’ll be right outside,” Nathan added, nodding toward the observation window. He left, and she stripped quickly, folding her blouse and slacks with the same precision she used at home. The bodysuit slid on like a second skin, clinging to every curve and softness she’d rather hide.

Soon.

The T.U.B.E. stood waiting: a tall cylinder of transparent material alive with a pastel pink shimmering gel. When she stepped inside, the barrier closed around her with a soft pneumatic hiss, sealing her in a vertical cocoon.

Then the voice came: smooth, warm, synthetic, distinctly feminine.

“Welcome, Delia Carr. Please describe your ideal self.”

Delia swallowed. Through the transparent wall, she could see Nathan in the observation area, his arms crossed, watching her with a mixture of curiosity and concern.

“Just… a bit younger,” she said carefully. “Fitter. More energy.”

A pause. Then a faint pulse of red light flared across the interior.

“Lie detected. Please try again.”

Delia blinked, her heart skipping. “What? I’m not lying.”

“Your micro-expressions indicate a conflict between stated and actual desires,” the voice explained, clinical but not unkind. “Please describe your ideal self.”

She glanced at Nathan again. He frowned, then shrugged, his hands spreading in a gesture of confusion.

Okay. Be more specific.

“Healthier skin, no crows feet” she tried. “Tighter stomach?”

Red light again.

“Lie detected. Please try again.”

Her pulse quickened, and a flush crept up her neck. “I’m telling the truth.”

“Your conscious and subconscious goals conflict,” the voice continued, maddeningly patient. “Would you like assistance clarifying them?”

“I don’t…” Delia stammered, heat rising in her cheeks. “I don’t need assistance. I’m being honest.”

But even as she said it, her heart hammered against her ribs, betraying her. In response, the pink gel began to glow, and the overhead panels dimmed to a sunset hue. A low, rhythmic tone filled the space: not quite music, but something deeper, something that vibrated through her chest and down her spine.

What the hell is that?

“Initiating openness protocol,” the voice murmured.

The gel warmed against her skin, responding to her body heat. Delia tried to step back, but there was nowhere to go.

“Let’s begin with something simple,” the voice said, softer now, almost conversational. “Would you prefer to relax your breathing first, or should we start by releasing tension from your shoulders?”

That’s not really a choice, is it?

“I… my breathing is fine,” she managed.

“Of course it is,” the voice agreed, warmth mixed with synthetic undertones. “And you can keep breathing that way, shallow and tight, or you might notice how much easier it becomes when you let each exhale carry a little more weight.”

She exhaled without thinking, and the breath came out longer than she’d intended. The gel pulsed against her ribs, mimicking the rhythm.

What is it doing? What am I doing?

“Good. And you don’t have to close your eyes yet… not until you’re ready to feel more comfortable.”

Her eyelids fluttered. She forced them open, staring through the translucent barrier at Nathan. He leaned forward slightly, concern etched across his weathered features. She wanted to signal that she was okay, but her hands felt strangely heavy.

The tone in her ears split into two frequencies, one slightly higher than the other, creating a third sound that seemed to pulse inside her skull. It was almost… soothing. Words flickered across the surface in front of her eyes, white text appearing and vanishing faster than she could consciously read:

relax deeper

trust the process

tell the truth

remember

desire is natural

She blinked hard, trying to focus, but she couldn’t quite tell what she was seeing.

“You’ve worked so hard for so long,” the voice continued, gentle and knowing. “Always managing, always controlling. You can keep doing that if you’d like, or you might discover that letting go feels surprisingly natural. Which would you prefer?”

“I don’t…” Her tongue felt thick. “I’m not trying to control anything.”

“You don’t have to admit anything uncomfortable right now. You can wait until it feels safe to be honest, or you might find that honesty arrives on its own, without effort. Either way is fine.”

Another exhale, slower this time. The alternating tones seemed to wrap around her thoughts, smoothing their edges.

Through the gel, Nathan’s face looked concerned but distant, like he was watching her from the other end of a telescope.

I should say something. Tell them something’s wrong.

“When you think about your ideal self,” the voice murmured, “you can keep those surface thoughts… the safe ones, the ones you think you should tell yourself. Or you might notice the deeper image underneath, the one that appears late at night when you’re alone with your own reflection. You don’t have to choose which one is true. They’re both real.”

The text flickered again:

be seen

be wanted

be desired

Her shoulders dropped without permission. The gel seemed to cradle her now, supporting her weight.

“Let me ask you, Delia. When you imagine yourself at your best, the version of you that turns heads, that makes people look twice… do you see yourself confident and composed, or do you see yourself open and responsive?”

The question slipped past her defenses. Responsive. The word echoed in her mind before she could stop it.

“Interesting,” the voice purred, noting her slight smile. “And when you imagine being desired, truly desired, does the person desiring you know you completely, or are they discovering you for the first time?”

Her pulse quickened. She saw Nathan’s face, but younger, the way he’d looked at her fifteen years ago when everything still felt electric. Then the image shifted: someone else’s eyes, curious and hungry, seeing her as something new.

Stop that.

“You don’t have to answer out loud,” the voice assured her. “Your body is already speaking. Your heartbeat, your temperature, the way you’re breathing… they’re all telling me what you really want. You can keep pretending those signals mean nothing, or you can start trusting that your body knows better than your mind does.”

The text pulsed invisibly:

young

eager 

alive

touched

wanted

claimed

Delia’s eyes widened, her face flushing hot. “I didn’t… that’s not…”

“Lie detected,” the voice said gently, almost kindly. “But that’s alright. We’re making progress. Would you like to continue resisting, or shall we try something easier?”

Her head swam. The binaural tones deepened, pulling her thoughts down into something warm and thick.

“Let’s try again,” the voice whispered. “Describe your ideal self.”


Chapter 3: Browsing History

She was twenty again, perched on the edge of Pete’s unmade dorm room bed, his laptop warm under her palms. Outside, the raucous soccer game echoed from the courtyard. She wasn’t supposed to snoop, but the browser was still open, history exposed in lazy, damning rows.

Blowjob compilation 4, Girls full lips, Plump lips pov, drooling suck.

Her stomach twisted. She ran her tongue over her own lips, thin and unremarkable compared to the women on screen, women whose mouths looked like ripe fruit, soft and generous, designed for attention.

And yet, she clicked.

One video. Then another. She watched a brunette tilt her head back, lips stretched wide around a thick cock, cheeks hollowed, eyes fluttering shut in deep pleasure. Another woman moaned around a shaft, drool trailing down her chin, her lips glistening and impossibly full, made for this.

But then, something shifted. The women weren’t just objects; they were powerful, commanding in their openness, their wetness, their hunger. They took what they wanted and gave nothing but truth in return.

Delia’s nipples tightened against her top. 

The memory dissolved as the binaural tones swelled.

Back in the T.U.B.E., her lips parted on their own. Not in protest. Not in denial.

Just… open.


Chapter 4: Confession

Delia’s finger twitched, hovering near her mouth before she caught herself and lowered it.

“You’re remembering something,” the voice observed, smooth as the gel caressing her skin. “Something specific. A part of yourself you’ve studied before, perhaps?”

No. I haven’t.

The tones shifted, creating a rhythm that matched her heartbeat exactly. In the gel, it felt like the whole cylinder was breathing with her, pulling her deeper into sync.

Don’t touch.

But her finger was rising again, drawn by invisible threads. She watched it ascend through the gel like it belonged to someone else, until the pad of her index finger grazed her lower lip.

“There we go,” the voice said warmly. “See how easy that was? Your body already knows what it wants to say.”

Subliminal text flickered across the cylinder wall: 

fuller

softer

wanted

Delia jerked her hand away. “I… I don’t…”

“Your breathing just became shallower. Defensive posture detected. But notice,” the voice dropped lower, more intimate, “your finger keeps returning to your mouth. Three times now since we started this conversation. Each time you try to resist, you touch them again.”

The gel warmed another degree. Delia’s skin flushed, heat spreading from her core outward.

“What are you measuring them against, Delia?”

“Nothing. I’m not…”

Images flashed: close-ups of lips, lush and full, glistening with gloss. Parted slightly. Inviting. Licking. The flickers came too fast to consciously process, but her pupils dilated in response.

“Galvanic skin response suggests arousal. Pupils dilating. You just bit your lower lip… a self-soothing gesture, but also interesting because you’re drawing attention to the very thing you won’t talk about.”

Fuck.

Her finger rose again. This time she didn’t stop it. She traced the bow of her upper lip, the slight dip in the center, the thinness that had always made her feel… insufficient.

Fuller, flashed across her vision. Plump. Soft.

The memory of those videos surfaced again: women whose mouths looked like promises, like invitations, like they were made to be kissed and watched and wanted.

“I want…” The words felt like choking. “Fuller… lips.”

The admission fell from her mouth in a whisper, barely audible over the tones.

“Good,” the voice purred.

Text flickered:

noticed

desired

filled

“Now then,” the voice continued, “do you wish to appear powerful, or to be desired?”

Both. Neither.

“Powerful,” Delia heard herself say sluggishly. “Wanna be taken seriously.”

The red light flared. “Lie detected.”

Her chest tightened, but the gel seemed to absorb the tension, pulling it from her muscles and dissolving it.

“Would you rather command attention… or surrender to it?”

Surrender. The word sent a shiver through her that the gel amplified, rippling it back against her skin in waves.

“Command,” she muttered, trying to sound certain. “Obviously command.”

Red light.

Outside the cylinder, holographic readouts drifted past Nathan’s horrified face: neural patterns spiking between stress and arousal, denial markers flashing, her heartbeat graph rising and falling in increasingly erratic peaks.

“Delia.” The voice dropped lower. “You’re trying so hard. But you don’t need to impress anyone here. Not me. Not even him.” A pause. “You only need to tell the truth.”

Her lips trembled. The gel responded immediately, sending tiny pulses against her mouth, as if tasting the vulnerability there.

“I…” Her voice cracked. “I just… I just want to feel wanted again.”

The chamber hummed, a deep resonant approval that vibrated through her bones. No red light.

“There,” the voice said softly, warmly. “See how much easier that was?”

Text flickered:

desired

treasured

chosen

owned

The gel began to thicken around her lips, a strange tingling sensation that made her gasp. The sound echoed in the chamber, amplified, unmistakably intimate.

“Let’s continue.”


Chapter 5: Move Fast and Break Things

The tingling spread beyond Delia’s lips, creeping along her jawline in whispers of sensation. Her attention narrowed to that feeling, to the strange comfort of being heard, of finally saying what she’d held back for so long.

Then movement caught her eye through the barrier. A door slid open behind Nathan and two figures stepped through: one compact and wiry in a hoodie and AR glasses, the other taller and leaner, barefoot despite the sterile floor. 

Nathan jumped.

The taller man, copper-blond hair artfully messy, raised both hands in a calming gesture. He said something, but the words were lost beneath the binaural hum filling her chamber. The shorter one, dark-skinned with restless fingers swiping at holographic screens only he could see, spoke rapidly, his expression cycling through concern and something else… fascination, maybe.

All three men turned to stare at her cylinder.

Nathan’s face had gone pale. He gestured at her. His lips formed words she couldn’t parse: too fast, too urgent, swallowed by the tones wrapping around her thoughts like silk.

I was right. Something’s wrong.

The observation should have alarmed her more than it did. Instead, the binaural beats dipped lower, a frequency that resonated in her chest and belly, pulling her attention back inward. Her breathing slowed to match the rhythm, each exhale releasing another layer of resistance she hadn’t known she was holding.

Breathe in. They look worried. Breathe out. But the voice said I was safe. Breathe in…

Sound crackled to life, voices filtering through the gel and into her awareness.

“…not supposed to be in here yet,” the man in the hoodie was saying, his accent faintly subcontinental. “This is pod seven, Theo. The beta build. We’re still running early trials.”

“I can see the pod number, Dev.” The taller man, Theo apparently, cut him off with the kind of casual authority that suggested he did this often. “What I need to know is whether it’s safe.”

“Define safe. She’s already synchronized. Look at her neural pattern, she’s twelve minutes into a truth extraction protocol that we’ve barely—“

“Is. She. Safe.” Theo’s voice sharpened.

Delia tried to focus on their words, but the tones kept pulling her under, each new moment a gentle insistence that thinking was harder than simply feeling, that worry was unnecessary when the warmth felt so good.

Truth extraction. I should be… should…

Her eyelids grew heavy.

Theo moved closer to the cylinder, studying Delia with the detached curiosity of a scientist observing something unexpected and therefore valuable. “What’s the protocol’s endpoint?”

Dev’s fingers kept moving. “Full confession of core desires, followed by behavioral calibration and physical modification to match stated goals.” 

The binaural beats dropped another octave. Delia’s knees weakened, the gel supporting her weight as her body surrendered to the rhythm. Each word from outside reached her through layers of pleasant fog, important perhaps but distant, less real than the warmth spreading through her limbs.

Core desires, the man had said. Tell the truth.

Her lips tingled again. The sensation mixed with the tones, with the warmth, with the strange comfort of being seen and studied and…

Wanted, whispered through her thoughts. Finally wanted.

Nathan pressed his palm against the glass, his mouth forming her name.

She smiled at him, drowsy and distant, her consciousness sinking deeper into trance as the observation room’s worried voices became just another layer of sound.

The gel temperature warmed just enough to notice. Something new mixed into the suspension, a faint buzzing against her skin that spread inward with each breath.

Oh…

The three men all felt distant now, unimportant compared to the liquid comfort flowing into her muscles. The tightness behind her eyes, the constant low-grade anxiety of being observed and judged, the exhausting work of maintaining composure… it all slowly dissolved.

The pod’s voice returned to gently ask, “What else do you want, Delia?”

Her lips parted. The words emerged automatically, without the usual filter that checked and revised and worried how they’d sound. “I don’t want to think so hard all the time.”

The gel pulsed against her skin in slow waves, each one massaging something deep in her bones.

“Effective decision-making requires clarity,” the voice continued. “But you’ve been making decisions while exhausted, haven’t you? Every choice filtered through worry and second-guessing. That’s so tiresome.”

Her eyelids fluttered. Tired. Yes. So tired.

“Your pupil dilation suggests comfort when observing Nathan through the cylinder wall. Your breathing steadied when his hand touched the glass.”

She turned her head slightly, finding Nathan’s face beyond the barriers.

“If thinking creates stress, and Nathan’s presence creates calm, then logic suggests a simple solution.” The voice paused, letting her neurons make the connection through the pleasant fog. “Let him think for you. Just for now. For as long as it feels comfortable.”

The suggestion settled into her like a pleasant memory.

“You don’t have to decide everything, Delia. You don’t have to analyze and plan and protect. You’re allowed to simply… be. To feel. To let someone else fix the problems.”

Her lips parted around a sigh.

“He wants to. You can see it in how he watches you. Don’t you want to finally stop trying so hard?”

“Yes,” she breathed around her new, full lips.

“That’s very good. Tell me what Nathan would choose for you in this moment.”

* * *

Honeymoon suite. Delia on her knees in ivory silk and lace, Nathan’s cock growing thick against her tongue.

“Fuck… yeah, just like that,” Nathan groaned, fingers threading into her hair. His voice was rougher than she’d ever heard it. “Gonna make you a good little cock whore.”

He’s never talked like this before, she thought, even as her mouth opened wider, taking him deeper. She moaned around him—mmmph—and the vibration made him shudder. Her cheeks hollowed as she sucked—shlick, shlick—punctuated by soft gasps when surfaced for air. She tried to focus on technique, on being elegant, precise… but his dirty talk was overriding all propriety.

“You’re gonna love it,” he said, voice dropping to a growl. “Gonna beg me for it. Be a hungry cum addict.”

A choked whimper escaped her—nnggh!—and she squeezed her thighs together. Shame prickled under her skin, but her mouth moved greedily, tongue swirling under the ridge of his head, lips stretched wide, saliva glistening down his shaft. I should stop him. Tell him that’s not how you talk to your wife. But his words burned hotter than her thoughts, igniting something feral beneath her bridal composure.

“Look at you,” he rasped, “with your eyes watering. Such a good slut.”

She whimpered again—nngh!—and bobbed faster, desperate to silence him with pleasure, or maybe to provoke more. Her nose brushed his pelvis on each deep stroke, satisfaction blooming as he filled her throat. A soft gag bubbled up, followed by a wet pop as she pulled back, gasping.

“Please…” she started, but didn’t know if she meant please stop or please keep going.

Nathan chuckled, low and dark. “Please what, baby? Please fuck your throat? Or please mark that pretty face with my cum?”

She shook her head—have to train him not to be so degrading—but her hands gripped his thighs, nails digging in. Her mouth returned to him, sucking hard, lips smacking, tongue lashing. Slurp. Groan. A squeal escaped when he grabbed her hair tighter. She was lost in the rhythm of her depraved surrender.

“That’s it,” he hissed. “I’m gonna ruin you. Make you need it all the time.”

Her pulse hammered in her throat. This isn’t me, this isn’t him. But her hips rocked forward, grinding against the air, and her moans grew louder as his filthy promises wrapped around her. She wanted to scold him, to remind him she was a valedictorian, management track, respectable. But the woman kneeling there, drooling on his cock and whimpering for more debasement, didn’t care about respectability.

Nathan’s hips jerked. “You want it on your lips? Or your big titties? Or—fuck!—wanna bend that nice round ass over for me?”

She couldn’t answer. Just sucked harder, desperate and greedy, her breath coming in ragged bursts between wet, open-mouthed kisses along his shaft. Kiss. Suck. Moan. Gasp. 

Soon, she’d teach him to treat her properly. Tonight, she just wanted to be used.


Chapter 6: Emergence

The gel receded with a wet sucking sound, pulling away from Delia’s transformed body. The cylinder hissed open. She stumbled forward on unsteady legs, her center of gravity completely wrong. Her breasts swayed heavily with each step, enormous and impossibly full, straining against the thin bodysuit that had stretched to accommodate them. The fabric dug into her shoulders under their weight.

So heavy, she thought distantly, gripping the edge of the pod for balance. Her hips knocked against the door frame, wider than she’d ever been, creating an exaggerated hourglass. When she glanced down, her stomach was perfectly flat, taut skin stretched over visible muscle definition she’d never possessed before.

But none of that mattered.

Three men stood in the observation room, staring.

Nathan. Dev. Theo.

Her thoughts narrowed to a singular, irresistible focus. Need to get their cum. The urge rolled through her like a rip tide, overwhelming and pulling her under. She wanted their release on her skin, inside her body, marking her thoroughly. The craving wasn’t abstract or romantic; it was visceral, immediate, demanding.

She took another wobbling step forward, her new breasts bouncing with the movement. The sensation sent sparks of pleasure through her chest. When did they get so sensitive? Every shift, every brush of fabric made her gasp softly.

“Delia?” Nathan’s voice sounded far away, concerned.

She didn’t answer. Her green-grey eyes, now surrounded by smooth, youthful skin free of lines or imperfections, locked onto the bulge in his slacks. Then shifted to Dev’s. Then Theo’s. Her tongue swept across her lower lip, an unconscious gesture that made all three men shift their weight.

I could take all three, she thought.

“Mrs. Carr, you need to sit down,” Dev said, his professional tone strained. His gaze kept dropping to her chest, then jerking away guiltily.

She smiled, feeling the new weight of her lips curve upward. “I don’t want to sit.” Her voice came out breathy, almost purring.

“The protocol needs recalibration,” Theo was saying to Nathan, but his eyes were fixed on Delia’s hips as she swayed closer. “The behavioral modification has, uh, overshot, um… we can reverse it if you—“

“Can you?” Delia interrupted. Power surged through her, electric and addictive. “Can you reverse what I want?”

Make them need me. Be filled. Be marked. Make them come.

Her voice dropped to a husky murmur charged with electricity. “Look at you,” she breathed, eyes raking over each man’s obvious arousal. “Three perfect cocks trapped in there… three handsome men desperate to empty their balls.”

She shifted her weight, letting her heavy breasts sway deliberately.

Nathan’s knuckles whitened as he gripped the door handle. Dev swallowed hard, adjusting his glasses nervously.

“Tell me, baby,” she purred, tracing her own swollen lower lip with a fingertip. “Want to shove your cock down this slutty throat? Let me choke on you?” She locked eyes with Dev. “Bet you’d love painting these tits with your cum, wouldn’t you?” Her hips rolled in a slow, deliberate circle.

Make them cave. Make them take it.

The soft click cut through Nathan’s strangled hesitation. He pushed the heavy door open, knuckles white.

Delia sank slowly to her knees on the floor, her new wide hips flaring out, the exaggerated curve impossible to ignore as she lowered herself. With a predatory grace, she crawled forward, the stretchy bodysuit clinging to every lush inch as she entered the observation room. Her eyes glowed with hunger, meeting each man’s stunned gaze.

She stopped just inches from Nathan’s shoes. “Good,” she whispered, tilting her face up, a promise in her smoldering stare aimed at his fly. “Let me earn these new lips.” Her palms slid onto his thighs. “All of you.”

Delia rose up to her knees, bringing her face level with Nathan’s belt. “You remember, don’t you?” Her voice was dripping with need. “Our honeymoon. You promised you’d ruin me… make me a cock whore, a cum addict.” The words felt filthy on her swollen lips, but saying them aloud sent heat pooling between her legs. “That’s all I want now, baby. Please.”

Give it to me. Need to taste him. Need it so badly.

Nathan’s hand moved to his belt. The metallic clink made her mouth flood, an instant Pavlovian response that shocked her. The zipper descended. Nathan reached inside, adjusting himself, then pulled his cock free. It jutted toward her face, growing thick and flushed.

Delia’s lips parted involuntarily. A thin strand of drool escaped the corner of her mouth.

Finally.

“Open,” Nathan commanded, his voice rough. His fingers tangled in her newly thickened hair. She obeyed instantly, happily, jaw dropping wide. He guided himself to her wet opening. The swollen head bumped against her tongue, all hot and salty and alive. Delia moaned low in her throat. Yes. More.

Dev and Theo stood still, dumbfounded.

Nathan pushed forward without hesitation. His cock slid deep, stretching her big lips, filling her mouth until her throat reflexively clenched. Tears pricked her eyes as the thick ridge at the base pressed against her lips.

Can’t breathe… don’t care.

Her tongue worked desperately along his underside, massaging him. Saliva spilled down her chin. Nathan groaned above her, hips jerking forward. Delia gagged, throat muscles spasming around him. She didn’t pull back. Instead, her hands flew to his ass, nails digging into denim as she pulled him deeper.

“Mmph… ngh…” The muffled sounds vibrated around his cock. Her eyes rolled back slightly, tears streaking her cheeks. Perfect. Taking all of him.

Nathan’s grip tightened in her hair. “Such a greedy fucking mouth,” he rasped. He pulled back slowly, letting her gasp for air, her lips clinging wetly to his shaft. Strands of saliva connected her swollen lower lip to his glistening crown. “Look at Dev,” Nathan ordered. “See how hard he is watching you choke on me?”

Delia’s tear-blurred gaze flicked sideways. Dev stood frozen. His erection tented his expensive joggers unmistakably. Theo watched too, lips parted, one hand subtly adjusting himself inside his tailored trousers.

They’re all aching. All mine.

Nathan thrust back in, hard and sudden. Delia’s throat opened, accepting him with a wet, guttural glrk. Her fingers scrabbled at Nathan’s hips, urging him deeper, faster. She hollowed her cheeks, sucking fiercely as he fucked her face in short, brutal strokes.

“Fuck… yes… take it,” Nathan panted, hips pistoning. “Swallow me down, you perfect slut.”

Her cunt throbbed in time with his thrusts, slickness soaking the crotch of her bodysuit. Need them inside me. Everywhere. She reached blindly behind her, fingers splayed toward Dev and Theo in a silent, desperate invitation.

Dev moved first.

His fingers brushed her outstretched hand—hesitant, questioning—and then closed around it with sudden heat. He dropped to one knee beside her, his other hand sliding up the back of her thigh. 

“You’re really doing this,” he whispered, voice rough with disbelief… and something darker.

Delia couldn’t answer. Nathan’s cock was pistoning deep again, her throat fluttering around him. She arched into Dev’s touch, her hips rocking instinctively toward him even as her mouth stayed locked on Nathan.

Theo stepped forward slowly, deliberately, his posture still controlled despite the hunger in his eyes. He didn’t kneel. Instead, he unzipped his trousers with a quiet sigh, freeing his cock. Delia’s eyes shone with delight.

Dev’s hand slid higher, fingers catching the edge of her bodysuit at the hip. With a soft rip, the fabric gave way under his nails, exposing the swell of her ass, then his palm flattened against her bare skin possessively.

Delia whimpered around Nathan’s cock, the sound muffled but desperate. Her cunt clenched, empty and aching. She wanted all of them claiming her, filling every part of her until there was nothing left but their need and hers.

Nathan pulled out with a wet pop, his cock glistening, swollen, twitching in the air. Delia gasped, blinking up at him through damp lashes, pupils blown wide.

“Don’t stop,” she begged, voice raw. “Please…”

Nathan growled, shifting to the side. He grabbed her chin, forcing her to look at Theo. “Open for him.”

Theo stepped closer, his bare feet silent on the floor. He didn’t hesitate. He guided himself to her waiting mouth, the head slick with pre-cum, and pressed forward.

Delia opened without resistance. She tasted clean sweat… musk… power. She moaned as he sank deeper, her throat opening again, taking him effortlessly after Nathan’s rough conditioning.

Behind her, Dev’s fingers traced the seam of her ass, then dipped lower, circling her aching pussy. She shuddered with trembling thighs.

Yes… yes… more…

Theo’s rhythm was slower, deliberate, his fingers threading into her hair with a calm authority that made her shiver. Delia sucked him deep, tongue curling beneath his shaft as if memorizing the shape of him. She could feel Dev’s breath hot against the shell of her ear, his other hand now gripping her hip hard.

“Tell me you want it,” Dev murmured, his voice low and urgent. His fingers slipped between her folds from behind, finding her plump and slick.

Her moan vibrated around Theo’s cock. She bucked back into Dev’s touch, hips rolling desperately as his finger circled her clit before sliding inside her with a slow, firm push. She gasped, throat fluttering, eyes squeezing shut for half a second before snapping open to lock onto Nathan, who stood stroking his dick, chest heaving, watching her unravel.

“I want it,” she choked out, the words thick and wet around Theo’s cock. “I want you inside me. Please… I need cocks and cum.”

Dev’s finger curled, dragging over her g-spot, and a high, broken sound echoed off the walls. Her cunt clenched greedily.

Need them all at once.

“Lay down,” she commanded breathlessly, gesturing to Nathan and Theo. “Both of you. On the floor.”

They exchanged glances, then obeyed, stretched out side by side on the cool tile. Their cocks jutted upward, thick and waiting.

Delia crawled between them, positioning herself so Dev could kneel behind her. She gripped Nathan’s shaft in her left hand, Theo’s in her right, stroking slowly as she lowered her mouth to Nathan first.

“Free those big titties,” Theo ordered, his voice rough. “I wanna watch them swing while Dev pounds you.”

Yes. Show them. Be wanted.

She released their cocks long enough to peel the bodysuit down, her massive breasts spilling free, nipples hard and aching. The weight felt peculiar but glorious as they hung beneath her.

Dev’s hands gripped her hips from behind. The blunt head of his cock pressed against her entrance, teasing. Delia whimpered, taking Nathan deep into her throat while her fist pumped Theo steadily.

Fill me. Use me. Need cum.

Dev slid in on one slow, deliberate glide that punched the air from Delia’s lungs.

“Oh—you feel that, sweetheart?” Nathan teased, watching her eyes roll. “That’s a stranger’s cock opening up your married cunt. Say thank you.”

She gurgled her thanks around his shaft, the words broken into wet vowels. Thank you, thank you, yes, split me, ruin me, make me a dirty girl.  

Theo palmed her swinging breast, thumb flicking the nipple. “Look at these balloon tits. Just built for jacking dicks.” He squeezed until flesh bulged between his fingers.

Dev set a ruthless pace, hips slapping her ass. Each thrust shoved her mouth farther down Nathan, timed like engine valves.

“God, she’s dripping down my balls,” Dev grunted. “Greedy hole can’t get enough.”  

Delia’s answer was a delirious moan.

Nathan’s fingers tightened in her hair, hips jerking erratically. “Fuck… gonna… Delia, I’m—“

His cock pulsed on her tongue. Hot spurts flooded her mouth, thick and musky, more than she expected. She tried to swallow but the volume overwhelmed her. Cum leaked from the corners of her new lips, dripping down as Nathan groaned, pumping rope after rope toward her throat.

So much. Fuck… need more…

Nathan finally released her hair, his cock slipping free with a wet pop. Delia gasped, cum coating her tongue, dribbling onto her swollen lower lip.

More.

She turned immediately to Theo, and engulfed his cock desperately. His groan was one sweet reward following another. Behind her, Dev’s rhythm never faltered. His cock drove deep and hard, each thrust forcing Theo’s shaft against the back of her throat. Her massive breasts swung beneath her, slapping together with slutty obscenity.

More. Need all the cum.

Nathan shifted beneath her, sliding around until his hand could reach between her thighs. His fingers found her clit with familiar ease, circling the swollen nub with just the right pressure.

Delia’s entire body seized. The sensation was electric, completely different from anything she’d felt before. Oh god… oh fuck… what did they do to me?

Her hips bucked violently back against Dev as Nathan’s fingers worked her clit. The dual stimulation of Dev’s cock pounding her pussy and Nathan’s fingers on her clit sent her hurtling toward the edge.

“That’s it,” Nathan murmured, watching her face contort around Theo’s shaft. “Come on his cock. Show him what a good little slut you are.”

Delia’s throat convulsed around Theo’s cock as her whole body went rigid, then shattered. She screamed around the thick shaft filling her mouth, the sound muffled and desperate. Her cunt clenched rhythmically around Dev, milking him.

Can’t… too much… oh god…

Nathan didn’t stop. His fingers kept moving in tight, relentless circles.

“Nnngh… ah… fuck…” The broken sounds escaped between gasps for air as Theo was gentle enough to let her breathe.

Dev groaned behind her, his grip on her hips commanding her. “Christ, she’s squeezing me like a fucking vice…”

The second wave hit before the first had fully subsided. Delia’s arms gave out, her face pressing against Theo’s thigh as her ass stayed raised, Dev still driving into her. “Unh… unh… hahhh!” Nathan’s fingers never relented, pushing her higher despite her garbled pleas.

Can’t stop coming… body won’t stop… please…

“Keep sucking,” Theo commanded, gripping her hair and guiding her mouth back onto his cock. “You wanted this, remember? Wanted to make us all come.”

She obeyed on pure instinct, lips wrapping around him again as a third orgasm began building. Her massive breasts dragged against Theo’s legs as her body convulsed, nipples so sensitive that the friction felt insane: both unbearable and irresistible.

Nathan added a second finger, applying more pressure. “Give me another one.”

Delia sobbed around Theo’s cock, tears streaming down her cheeks as pleasure consumed her completely. Her mind went blank, reduced to nothing but sensation: the stretch of Dev’s thick shaft in her pussy, Theo’s cock sliding over her tongue, Nathan’s fingers working magic on her clit.

Her vision blanked out. Her throat opened reflexively and Theo groaned, pushing deep, filling her mouth with one pulse after another. She swallowed, barely conscious, as Dev’s rhythm faltered behind her.

“Fuck… this pussy…” Dev’s words dissolved into a guttural moan. His cock jerked inside her, emptying in long, hot pulses that seemed endless.

Finally… full… yesss…

The last coherent thoughts were wrung from her mind. Her arms and legs turned to jelly. She collapsed forward onto Theo, then slid sideways, ending in a shivering heap on the cool floor.

Nathan’s hand finally stilled between her thighs.

Delia lay there gasping, cum leaking from both her mouth and pussy, her exaggerated new body sheened with sweat. Her heavy tits rose and fell with each ragged breath. She couldn’t move. Couldn’t think. Could only feel the aftershocks rolling through her in gentle waves.


Chapter 7: Brand Ambassador
The satin robe whispered against Delia’s skin as she stepped onto the balcony. The monogram “D.C.” embroidered in gold thread sparkled in the morning sun. Her bare feet met cool stone. She adjusted the sash, though the robe gaped slightly at her chest regardless. Some things just don’t close properly anymore.
The Mexican chocolate coffee was still hot, rich and complex on her tongue. She sipped carefully, her plump lips closing around the rim of the ceramic mug with unconscious sensuality. Below, the city spread out in geometric patterns, traffic already building on the arterial streets.
Then she saw it.
The billboard dominated the intersection, fifty feet tall and impossible to miss. Her own face gazed back at her. The photographer had captured her mid-laugh, head tilted back, blonde waves cascading over one shoulder. The shot was cropped at the collarbones, but the swell of her enhanced breasts was unmistakable, dramatic even in suggestion.
Bold letters ran across the bottom: THE TRUTH TUBE™
And beneath that, in elegant script: “I finally feel like me!” —Delia C.
She’d approved the quote three weeks ago. Signed the contract. Smiled for the cameras. Nathan had been there, his hand on the small of her back, proud in that peculiar way he’d developed since her transformation.
Do I feel like me?
Delia took another sip of coffee, watching her billboard-self smile at the morning commuters. That woman looked confident. Radiant. The kind of woman who turned heads not from elegance or presence, but from pure, undeniable sex appeal.
I finally feel…
The thought drifted, incomplete. Her free hand absently touched her lips, tracing their fullness. The sensation still startled her sometimes. Too much flesh, too sensitive, too obvious. But men noticed. Women noticed. Everyone noticed.
Nathan certainly noticed.
I feel… wanted.
She raised her mug in silent salute to her billboard. She finished her coffee. It was almost time for Nathan’s appointment with the Truth Tube™.
——————————————————
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